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THE  FIRST CHAPTER

Wun Lung does not Savvy

“HAVE they gone?"

“Not yet!”  Bulstrode grunted impatiently.    He was sitting in the armchair in his study, in the Remove passage at Greyfriars.   Snoop of the Remove was standing at the window, looking out into the Close.
The windows of the Lower Fourth studies commanded a view of the gates of Greyfriars and Snoop was watching the gates. Snoop had been standing at the window watch​ing the gates for the last ten minutes and he was getting tired of it but he did not care to say so to Bulstrode. A tirade, or a book hurled at his head, would probably have been the result.   Bulstrode,   sitting   in   the   armchair   with
his feet on the fender, before the fire waited very comfortably while Snoop watched.
But he was impatient. Harry Wharton & Co. were going out that afternoon taking their skates, for a run on the river, and Bulstrode was waiting till they were gone, to carry out a little scheme he had in his mind, The bully of the Remove felt safer in carrying it out when Harry Wharton  was off  the scene.
There was a sound of footsteps in the passage, and the study door was pushed open. Bulstrode stared a little as the cheery handsome face of Harry Wharton looked in, and the young captain of the Remove nodded to him.
“Hallo!" said Bulstrode,   "I thought you were going out skating.
"Just going."
“Called in to say good-bye?" asked the Remove bully,
with a sneer.
Wharton shook his head, pretending not to notice the sneer.
"No,” he said;   "I’ve called in to ask you if you'd like
to come.”
Bulstrode started a little.    He had not expected that.

 "You are a good skater,” said Harry,   "I hear that the
ice is as good as ever up the river though the thaw  has
made it rotten near Greyfriars.    Like to come!    We're all

going,”
Bulstrode  shook his head.
"Thanks, no,    I can’t skate.   I've hurt my leg."
"Nothing serious, I hope?"     .
“It was that Chinese rat, Wun Lung," said Bulstrode, with a scowl. “He tripped me up in the Close when we came out after morning lessons, and gave me a hack on the shin I shall feel for days to come.”
Wharton’s face shadowed a little.
.. “That's very curious,” he said. " Wun Lung is usually
an inoffensive little chap. It’s not like him to trip a fellow up for nothing.
"It wasn't for nothing,” said Frank Nugent, from the passage. "I saw it happen. Bulstrode was after him, and Wun Lung tripped him up to get away."
"Oh, that alters the case!"
“I was going to twist his pigtail," said Bulstrode. "I
wasn't going to hurt him.”
“No ; only bully him,” said Bob Cherry, looking in.

 “What a beastly bully you are, Bulstrode. You seem to enjoy making yourself a horror to small boys.”
“If that’s all you’ve got to say, you might as well get out of my study” said Bulstrode sneeringly.
"With pleasure,” said Bob promptly. “Come on, Harry."
Harry Wharton nodded, and stepped out into the passage. More than once of late he had tried to get on better terms with his old enemy, Bulstrode but it was uphill work. How was a fellow to be on cordial terms with a bully? And Bulstrode, though he had sometimes shown glimpses off a better nature, never could be cured of his favourite pastime of bullying younger boys.
The chums of the Remove went on their way. There were six or seven of them---Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, Nugent and Hurree Singh, Tom Brown and Mark Linley and Micky Desmond. They were carrying their skates slung on their arms. Bulstrode chuckled softly as the door closed behind them. He knew that they would not have gone so quietly if they had known what was working in his mind.
" I say you fellows-
"

Billy Bunter of the Remove stopped the chums at the School House  door.    He stopped in their path and blinked
at them through his big spectacles.
4iGood-bye, Billy!" said Nugent.    " We're off!" "Wait a minute, I'm coming with you. “
"Quite a mistake; you're not," said Bob Cherry.
"Oh, really! Cherry! It's pretty mean of you to go away into a quiet corner for a feed, and want to leave me out.” You used to belong to my study, too.”
Harry Wharton laughed,
" Were not going for a feed Billy," he said. "Blessed if you think a fellow can go anywhere at any time, without intending to get a quiet gorge.  We’re going skating up the Sark.”
“But the  ice has thawed."
" I hear it’s all right up the river."
" Wel1, you know I’m a dab at skating, too
"

"Yes, I remember your exploits on roller skates,”  said Harry, laughing. " Don't be an ass Billy! But you can come if you like    Have you any skates?”
"One of you fellows could lend me yours
“

“Ha, ha, ha!    Bunter for cheek !" grinned Bob Cherry, "Come on.   He’ll  keep us all the afternoon, and we’ve got to got back for school,” 
"I say, you fellows——".
But the fellows were striding on and Billy Bunter was left to discourse to the desert air. He blinked discontentedly after them.
" Blessed if I can really understand chaps being so selfish,” he murmured. “They haven’t even asked a fellow if he’s hungry !   Ow!”
Bunter broke off with that ejaculation as he received a dig
in the ribs, which made him sit down on the steps and gasp
for breath. He blinked round him, and discovered a slim almond eyed youth blinking back at him. It was Wun Lung the Chinese junior. Wun Lung wore a smile that was childlike and bland as he helped Bunter up; and helooked so innocent that it seemed hardly possible that he had given the fat junior that dig in the ribs. But there was no one else at hand
.
"Ow!" gasped Bunter again, as he scrambled up, "You heathen beast!   What did you push me over for?"
"No  savvy!”
"You dug me in the ribs!" roared Bunter "Me no savvy !"
u You savvy well enough,  you  horrid  heathen! "   Then Bunter's  expression   changed,    "Never   mind;   a   jokes   a joke.    I can take a joke from a fellow 1 like.    I say  Wun Lung, have you got a couple of bob to lend a chap?” 

"No savvy!” 
"You see I'm expecting a postal-order by the first post
tomorrow  morning,”   explained  Bunter.   “What I  really want is somebody to cash it in advance.    If you could hand me the ten shillings now, and  take the postal order when it comes-------- ”
"Me no savvy !”
“I say, are you coming towards the tuckshop ?”
   Billy blinked  at him  in exasperation.
“You—you pig tailed animal, you understand if you like. Are you coming to the tuckshop?"  he bawled.
  Wun Lung  grinned and  nodded.  Apparently he “savvied" at last.
“Me come !"
"Good!   Come on then,"   And Bunter led the way to Mrs.  Mimbles   tuck shop.    “I  say, Wun   Lung, Mrs.  Mimble has a fresh lot of lovely tarts in.”
"Velly plenty good,"

"We’d better have some-----eh?”
"Havee plenty,”
"Jolly good! You’re not such a beast, after all, for a heathen,” said Billy Bunter considerably mollified. “I find tarts very nourishing. I have a delicate condition, you know, and I really only keep up at all by taking: plenty of nourishing food- I never get enough. The chaps in my study are pretty mean."
.    They entered the tuckshop.   Mrs. Mimble came into the
shop, and did not look particularly pleased to see Bunter.
Bunter would have been her best customer but for a painful
state of  impecuniosity   he   always   laboured   in.     Bunter
wouldn't  have  allowed  that to  interfere with him being a
good customer, for he had a great willingness to run accounts
to any length—the  longer   the account  the better he liked
it.   But Mrs. Mimble objected.   She declined to hand over
pastries for a doubtful prospect of postal-orders   Wun Lung
usually  had plenty of money, however, and Mrs.  Mimble
had a sweet smile for him.
  "Got some of those nice fresh tarts, Mrs. Mimble?”  asked  

  Billy Bunter.
"Yes, plenty. Master Bunter.”
"Good !   I’ll   have  a  dozen   to begin   with!"
"You know my rule, Master Bunter.  Money down."
"I trust, Mrs. Mimble, that you do not imagine that I am seeking- to obtain credit, after your rude refusal to look at matters from a business point of view,” said Bunter, with a great deal of dignity.
Mrs. Mimble sniffed.
:
 "Well, money down, Master Bunter."
 “Wun Lung is standing this treat.  Order the  tarts, Wun Lung
"Me no savvy,”
"Eh?   I said order the tarts.”
Wun Lung shook his head
"No savvy !”
"Order the tarts !" shrieked Billy Bunter.  "Mrs.  Mimble
won’t believe you're going to pay for them unless you order
them. See? "
"You oldel talts."
"Eh?    You’re standing this treat."
"You standee tleet. "
"What!"
"You askee me comee tuckshop eatee talts," said Wun Lung blandly.  "Me comee.   You standee tleat.   Me waitee.”
"You—you utter idiot!   You came here to stand a treat.”
"No  savvy !"    ,
:
"You're going to pay for the tarts. "
"You payee fol talts,"
“No, you, you heathen dummy."
" Buntee payee"
Mrs. Mimble sniffed again, more expressiv1y than before, and went back into her little parlour. Billy Bunter glared at Wun Lung through his spectacles in a state of extreme exasperation and wrath.
"No tleatee? " asked Wun Lung sweetly.
"You—you—you heathen ! "   .
"If no tleatee me walkee—walkee ! "
" You—you—you
"

Wun Lung softly chuckled, and glided in his noiseless way to the door. There he suddenly stopped. The burly form of Bulstrode had appeared in the doorway.
THE SECOND CHAPTER A Desperate Deal
BULSTRODE looked into the school shop, caught sight of the diminutive figure of the little Celestial, and grinned.   Wun Lung retreated farther into the shop, the smile dying off his face.   He knew that the bully of the Remove meant mischief;  and he remembered that Harry Wharton & Co. had gone out.. In a moment it flashed into the little Celestial's mind that Bulstrode had chosen this moment because the Famous Four were away.

"Hallo!” said Bulstrode,  “So you're there!"
“Me hele!”
"Little beast!" said Bunter.  "He brought me here to    stand me a feed, and now he won't do it.  I think you ought  to give him a licking, Bulstrode.    I saw him trip you up in the Close half an hour ago, and you looked an awful guy, you know.  The fellows all laughed when they saw you go down---ow—ow—ow!”
       Billy Bunter wriggled and howled as Bulstrode's finger and thumb closed upon his ear with a grip like a vice,    

 “The fellows did what?" asked Bulstrode unpleasantly.

"They—they—they didn't do anything,” wailed Bunter. 
"I—I didn't see you fall down, and you didn't look a guy. Ow!   Ow!   Leggo!”
"Get away, you fat young brute!”
Billy Bunter gladly scuttled off. But he did not go far. He watched from a safe distance to see what Bulstrode was going to do. Bunter was very inquisitive.

 Wun Lung had retreated into the furthest corner of the shop. His almond eyes were dilated as he fixed them apprehensively on Bulstrode.
The Remove bully smiled grimly.      
“Hallo, Wun Lung!    I want you to come for a stroll."
"Me no wantee comee”
“Like me to lead you by the ear?" said Bulstrode agreeably
"Me come”
Bulstrode chuckled.
"Come on then.”
He slipped his arm through Wun Lung’s, and led the Chinese junior from the shop. Snoop was waiting: outside.
Bulstrode gave him a nod and a sign to follow, and strolled
towards the gates.
    Wun Lung walked with him, as he had no choice in the matter. The bully had a tight grip on his arm, and he could not escape. Wun Lungs eyes were growing round with apprehension,
He had had many a tiff with Bulstrode and as a rule the cunning little Oriental had succeeded in getting the better of it. When Bulstrode resorted to brutality, he could generally got Harry Wharton or his chums to interfere, and more then once Bulstrode’s bullying had received a check,
  But now the coast was clear for the tyrant of the Remove, and he evidently meant to make the most of his opportunity. Every time his injured shin gave a twinge, Bulstrode scowled afresh, and his grip tightened on the arm of the little Chinese. If Wun Lung had not been as keen as a needle—as he  was—he would have known that there was a warm time coming for him.
Cunning, the natural resource of the weak against the strong, was all the little Oriental had to depend upon. He walked quietly beside Bulstrode screwing up a grin upon his yellow face; but as watchful as a cat for a chance to escape.
Bulstrode walked out of the gates, and took the path through the trees towards the boathouse. It was a lonely spot at this time because there was no boating at that season, and the ice on the Sark had been thinned by the thaw and was not in a state to bear skaters or sliders Bulstrode had no fear of being interrupted.
" Whatee you do?” murmured Wun Lung at last.
Bulstrode grinned in an extremely unpleasant way.
“I’m going to make you sit up, you young heathen rotter!” he said between his teeth, “I’ll teach you not to hack my shins again!"
   “Wun Lung solly."     ,
  “I dare say you are—now!”
"Me plenty solly—no hackee shin no mole.”
"No; you won’t. I think, after I’ve put you through it a bit” said Bulstrode. "Have you got the knife to cut off his pigtail, Snoopey ?"

“Yes,  rather !"  grinned Snoop.
Wun Lung gave a wail of  horror.

“No cuttee pigtail—no cuttee pigtail."
“I’m jolly well going to cut it off, but I’ll lick you first"
said Bulstrode with a grin. “Have you got the dogwhip, Snoop?'”
“ Here it is,”
“Give him six," said Bulstrode, gripping the Chinese junior tight.   “Lay them on well, too."
Wun Lung wriggled.        .........
"No mindee lickee." he murmured; "but no cuttee pigtail.”
“You'll  see.”
Snoop, not at all averse to the work, made the lash of the dogwhip sing round the limbs of the Chinese. It was a cowardly act, for the Celestial, in Bulstrode’s grip, had no chance of either resistance or escape.
But not a sound of pain came from Wun Lung.   
He bore the infliction with Oriental stoicism, and it was hard to tell from his face whether he was hurt or not.
" Shall I give him some more?” said Snoop, with relish. " He doesn't feel it.   You ought to make him howl."
"No that's enough."

"But-
"      
"That's enough, I tell you!”
"Oh, all right!” said Snoop sulkily.
" Now, open the knife and get his pigtail off.”
Than the stoic calm of the Celestial changed. He began to struggle fiercely, and to yell at the top of his voice.
"Help!   No cuttee pigtail!   No cuttee pigtail!   Help!”
"Quiet, you young fool!”
" No cuttee pigtail!"  
As a matter of fact, Bulstrode would never have dared to cut off the junior’s pigtail, for he knew very well that he would have been called to account for it by Dr. Locke; but the little Chinese fully believed that he was in earnest. Bulstrode face was very grim, and Snoopy, opening the knife with his teeth, handled it to the Remove bully.
Wun Lung made a desperate effort, and tore himself away.
In a second he was flying.

"Stop!" roared Bulstrode dashing in pursuit. "Stop you young hound!   I'll give you another licking!   Stop ! "
But Wun Lung did not heed
"It’s all right! " gasped Snoop, close behind Bulstrode.     

"He's going towards the river, and he'11 never dare go on the ice. It's too thin to be safe. "

"Good!"
Wun Lung- had run out on the boat landing. Bulstrode and Snoop dashed towards him, The little Chinese looked at them, and then looked at the level ice of the river. Here and there the thaw had made little streams of water on the ice, and it was manifestly unsafe, to the most casual glance.  Wun Lung had seen it, and stopped,

Bu1strode grinned, and dashed on. He had no doubt of catching the  fugitive now.   Wun Lung waved  his  hands wildly.
"You goee back ! "
  Bulstrode laughed, and ran on.   The little Chinese turned
towards the river and made a desperate bound upon the ice.
    Bulstrode halted, as suddenly as if a shot had struck him.  His face went white.  Snoop staggered back in horror.
The little Celestial’s feet touched the ice—and went clean
through. There was a crash of the breaking ice, and down
went Wun Lung, deep into the black water? Water welled
up out of the gap, and flowed over the icy surface, and the
two Removites watched in agony for the junior's head to reappear.
But Wun Lung did not come up! The gap in the ice, the black waters welling there, remained all that there was to show that the little Chinese had gone down,

THE THIRD CHAPTER* A Terrible Secret.
BULSTRODE stood rooted to the ground. He seemed to be unable to believe his eyes for some moments.   Snoop leaned against the boathouse, unable to move or speak.
The next minute seemed a century to both of them.        

  Surely the little Chinese must reappear---. It was impossible, incredible that he had gone to his death in the frozen river. 
Yet—the gap was empty, save for the black waters—and the ice was unbroken in any other place that the two juniors could see.
The current had undoubtedly swept the little Chinese away under the ice. If he had come as in another spot the thin crust might have broken to let him through. But the juniors eyes swept the ice wildly—in vain—for a sign of him.  “Good heavens!” muttered Bulstrode at last.  “Good heavens! It—it can’t  be !   He can’t be dead!"
"He is dead—drowned !” said Snoop in a shrill whisper,  "He—he's dead:   And you did it, Bulstrode. "
" Shut up! "
"I—I won t shut up 1 You did it—you know you did ! It was you made him jump on the ice. I hadn't anything to do with it.   You know I hadn’t.”
"Will you hold your tongue? " cried Bulstrode fiercely, advancing towards Snoop with contracted brows and his fist clenched.
But for once the sneak of the Remove faced him without fear. The terror of the consequence of what had happened to Wun Lung was too great for Snoop to be afraid of Bulstrode just then.
"No, I won’t" he exclaimed,   "Hands off!   I’m going to the doctor—straight to the Head!" 
"Stop! "
"I-I won't!"
Bulstrode grasped the shivering junior by the shoulder, and jammed him against the wall of the deserted boat-house. 
"Look here, Snoop," he said desperately  " it’s no good making fools of ourselves about this. Wun Lung has gone under the ice—"
"He's drowned and you did it! "
"I didn't do it any more than you did come to that."  said Bulstrode with a very white face. "Good heavens do you think I meant to hurt the poor little beggar? I wasn't even going to touch his pigtail—it was only a jape. You know that. "
" He believed you were. "
"How could I help it? How could I guess the mad young idiot would jump on thin ice?" said Bu1strode helplessly, "But it’s done now, and it can't be helped. No good making fools of ourselves about it. " 
  "What do you mean?" said Snoop, with a deep breath.
"I mean that we'd better hold our tongues." said Bulstrode, in a low voice, "No one has seen anything— there's no one here. Look here, there will an  inquest over this some time—we don’t want to have anything to do with it. I suppose they would bring it in accidental—" Bulstrode stopped. He could not bring himself to utter the next word.” I suppose they will think it in an accident," he resumed, "but we should both he jolly well be expelled from Greyfriars. That’s certain, even if we weren’t sent to prison,"
   "It was you
"
  " Better think it over, Snoopey.   You were in it as much as I. "
   " You started the whole thing. " 
   "How are you going to prove that?"
   "You—you wouldn't deny it?"
Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders,
 "Oh, dear!" groaned Snoop. " I—I know I ought to go to the Head. It's no good trying to keep it dark. It's bound to come out. Yon know they always say that m-m-murder will out. " 
Bulstrode gritted his teeth.
"Hold your tongue, you fool ! "
"We'd better go to the Head and own up. "
"Well! go if you like—1 shan’t. "
"You’ll be sent for. " 
"I shall deny the whole story, " said Bulstrode savagely.    

 "You couldn't prove I had anything to do with it. " 
  Snoop’s knees knocked together.
"You—you villain!"        
"Well shut up then  and do the sensible thing" said Bulstrode roughly,   "Do you know that this might lead to both of us being sent toa reformatory for years, andutterly ruined life?” 
 "Oh—oh, dear !"
"I’m not going to face that.    What did the young fool jump on the ice for?   He knew it wouldn't bear his weight.”
“It was suicide—these Oriental fools are always committing what they call  "hara-kiri " for nothing at all—and it wasn’t my fault,   Wun Lung had only himself to blame.”
Snoop nodded. 
His weaker and more cowardly nature was quite under Bulstrode's dominion, and he was already feeling that it
would be a terrible task to present himself at the Head's study and inform Dr. Locke that he had had a hand in causing the death of his Form-fellow.
"Better hold our tongues,” said Bulstrode, in a low voice. "When he—when it's found, they’ll think he went sliding and fell through, that’s all."                                
"Besides, I-----"

"I say, you fellows
"
Bulstrode broke off suddenly at the voice of Billy Bunter. The fat junior's spectacles came glimmering round the corner of the boat-huse.    Snoop gasped for breath.
"It’s all up, " he moaned.   "Bunter saw it
"
"Quiet! " 
"But he must, have-—" 
" You know he’s as blind as an owl. "

Snoop gasped with relief as he remembered that circumstance
Bulstrode, who was quick enough to act in an emergency, drew a  cigarette-case from his pocket, and opened it.
He had to account somehow to Bunter for the fact that he and Snoop were there behind the boat House, and for the pallor in Snoop's face.
"Take one" he whispered—"quick! "

 Snoop mechanically put a cigarette between his lips.
" I say, you fellows------   Oh, there you are !   What—phew ! smoking! "
Bulstrode lighted his cigarette.
"What's that got to do with you, you porpoise?" he grunted,  " It’s all right, Snoopy you needn't look scared —it's not a prefect."
Snoop mumbled something.
"Smoking, eh ?" said Billy Bunter, blinking at them.
"Jolly good thing for you I'm a fellow of honour, and won't give you away to a prefect. " 
"Oh, go and eat coke ! "
" All right, Bulstrode, I won't give you away. Of course it’s really my duty to do so,  so that you can be cured of these beastly habits. But I won't— I’m going to stretch a point in your favour, By the way, could you cash a postal order for me?"
"How much?"
"Ten shillings."
"Yes,  hand it over. " 
    "Well," said Bunter slowly, "The fact is, it hasn’t come
in. I've been disappointed about it, owing to a delay in
the post. But it's coming to-night at the latest, and I will
hand it directly over to you.  I want the cash in advance,
because I'm getting into a low state of health tor want of
proper nourishment. "

"Oh, get out! "
"Well, if you could advance me five bob off it
"
"Rats!"
"Say half-a-crown then. You don’t know what a struggle I’m having with my conscience not to give you away to a prefect for this filthy smoking," said Bunter pathetically.
"I know I ought to tell Carberry, but I'm stretching a point in your favour.   One good turn deserves another. "
"

Bulstrode silently drew a half-crown from his pocket, and handed it over to the Owl of the Remove.
Bunter's eyes glistened. He took the half-crown or rather, snatched it as if he were afraid that Bulstrode might alter his mind, and slipped it into his pocket.
"Thanks very much Bulstrode. You couldn't care to make it up to the full ten shillings I suppose and take my postal-order when it comes this evening?"
"No, I wouldn’t," growled Bulstrode.
"Well, never mind,    Have you seen  Wun Lung?"
Bulstrode started, and Snoop gave a moan, Billy Bunter was too short-sighted to see the pale misery in Snoop's face, or even he must have guessed something.
"No," said Bulstrode as coolly as he could,
"Oh, come off you know," said Bunter blinking at him

 "You left Greyfriars with him and I came along to see what you were going to do.    Where is he? " 
"I don’t know. "
"I mean, what have you done with him. "
"I—I haven’t done anything with him. He told me he was going to take a slide on the ice,” said Bulstrode desperately. "Then Snoopey and I came here to have a smoke and he went down the river. "
"Well, I wanted to see him." Bunter blinked along the frozen stream and Bulstrode trembled lest he should see the gap in the ice and wonder how it came there, But the Owl of the Remove did not even notice it. "You know, he spoofed me about some tarts and I should like to take him to the tuckshop to see me eat this half-crown—what I’m going to get for the half-crown I mean of course. It would be awful fun to take him there and let him watch me eat. You don’t know where he is? "
"On the ice somewhere, I suppose."
"The ice isn't safe down the river. "
"Well, that's his look-out,”
"Yes, I suppose it is. Well, I’m going to the tuckshop— you're sure you wouldn't care to cash the whole of my postal order in advance? "
"Yes confound you ! " 
 "Oh, all right! "
And Billy Bunter toddled off and Bulstrode and Snoop, throwing away  the cigarettes’  walked  quickly  in  another  direction.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
         
Missing
HARRY WHARTON & Co. came back bright and ruddy in the winter dusk, with their skates slung on their arms.    They had had a jolly couple of hours on the  ice up the  river, where some of the girls from  Cliff House had been skating, too.   Marjorie Hazeldene was a
good skater, and always glad of a chance to go on the ice; and, needless to say the chum of Greyfriars were always glad to take her there. The juniors were feeling very cheerful as they came in at the gates of the school in the dusk.             

     "Nothing like skating,” said Bob Cherry, as they came in.  His foot slipped on a fragment of orange-peel dropped in the gateway by Billy Bunter and he whirled along for three or four yards and sat down with a bump.
"Ow! " he gasped.
"Ha, ha, ha !" roared Nugent.
Bob Cherry glared at him,
"What on earth are you cackling and gurgling about, Nugent ? "
" Ha, ha, ha!   That is something like skating!"
"Groo !"
" You said there was nothing like skating, you know, and then------"                                                                              "Ow!   I'm hurt !"
"Never mind; think—it might have been me !"
That thought did not seem to afford Bob Cherry much comfort.    He rose and growled and grumbled.
  "I wish I knew who put that orange-peel there." he said.     

    "I should like to interview him very much. I say, I'm hungry."
"What-ho! " said Harry Wharton feelingly, "Nothing like exercise in the keen air to give you an appetite. "          ;
"Wun Lung said he would have tea ready at sharp six," said Bob Cherry. "He's promised not to cook any of his blessed Chinese dishes but to let us have something decent.
What's the time now? " 
"Six just striking.”
"Good. "
The juniors crossed the Close to the School House. They met Ogilvy, of the Remove us they went in. Bob dug him in the ribs, and the Scottish junior turned round with a gasp.
      "Tea ready?" asked Bob.
     "I don’t know.   I've been in the gym."
Bob Cherry snorted.

"Aren't you invited to tea in my study and isn't it six ?" he exclaimed.
"Yes;  I’ve just  come  in for it.    Is  Wun Lung getting tea? "
"Yes."
"Well, he wasn’t five minutes ago," said Ogilvy. 
"Bunter was inquiring for him, and said he had looked in No. 13, and he wasn't there."
"The young bounder!  Why, if he’s forgotten to get tea, I'll scalp him! " exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly. "Come on you chaps!"
They ascended the stairs and went along the Remove passage to the  study at the end—No. 13, tenanted by Bob Cherry, Mark Linley, and Wun Lung, the Chinee. There was no light under the door. Bob Cherry pushed it open the room was in darkness, the gas unlighted, not a glimmer of fire in the grate.

Bob Cherry growled 

Well, this is a ripping welcome home I must say !" he exclaimed.  " Where is that young bounder of a Chinee ?"
"He jolly well isn't here,” said Ogilvy. "If this is the way you run your tea-parties, Cherry, I'll be excused next time.    I’ll go and see if there's anything going in the Hall. "
" What-ho! " said Tom Brown , "You can call up when the grub turns up, Bob."
"Faith, and I’m with ye" remarked Micky Desmond.
And the three juniors walked off. Bob Cherry lighted the gas in No. 13, and looked round the room. There was no sign of Wun Lung,
"Well, I'm sorry,” said Bob. "I left the shopping and everything to that—that toad, I can't understand his failing me like this. It’s not like him. He’s a queer little toad but he generally keeps his word. I suppose you fellows are too sharp set to wait while I shop and get tea ?"
"What-ho ! " said Nugent emphatically.
"Let's go into Hall, " said Mark Linley.                     
"Good! We can look for Wun Lung afterwards, and scalp him. "
"Jolly good !"
"There’s some stuff here we can take into Hall. " said Bob Cherry, opening the cupboard door. "I've a lot of ham, and a pot of marmalade in hands as well as heaps of bread and biscuit. Here-
    Hallo, hallo, hallo !"

"What's the  matter ? "
"They’re gone ! "
Bob Cherry stared blankly into the empty cupboard,
"Gone!"
...
     .     ......
..


"Yes, every blessed morsel!    Somebody has been there ! "
"A little joke of Wun Lung's,” suggested Nugent, grinning.
"If it is, I’ll cure him of playing little jokes, " said Bob Cherry wrathfully.  "More likely it's Bunter."
"Yes, much more likely,”_ agreed  Wharton.    

"Anyway, if the stuff’s gone, we’d better be gone, too, before they’ve scoffed up everything in Hall. "
"Good! "
"And the hungry juniors went down to tea. They were in time to get a meal, fortunately. Bob Cherry looked round wrathfully for Wun Lung at the Remove table, but the little Chinee was not to be seen. The conviction forced itself upon Bob Cherry's mind that Wun Lung had taken the food from the study, and was having a quiet feed on his own somewhere. The little Celestial had a peculiar sense of humour, which his friends did not always exactly appreciate.
"I’ll warm him presently," Bob confided to Nugent, in a whisper. “By Jove ! "
   And Nugent nodded sympathetically.
After ten, Bob proceeded to look for his Chinese chum.
But Wun Lung was not to be found. About half an hour later Bob looked into No. 1 Study, where Harry Wharton & Co. were hard at work—not at their prep but studying Shakespearian parts for a forthcoming performance by the Junior Dramatic  Society.
Wharton, Nugent and Hurree Singh had their parts in their hands, while Billy Bunter sat in the armchair and blinked discontentedly at them.

"I say, you chaps
" began Bob Cherry,
Wharton held up hand warningly.
"Hush!"
"Eh!   What's  the matter ?"
"We’re at work. "
"Oh! rats!  I say—-"
"Hush !"
"But--
" 
" ’Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me  your ears.’ " said Nugent impressively. "’I come to bury Caesar, not to raise him.’ "

"‘ Praise him.’ you ass ! "
"Rats!   It's ‘raise him’ here. "
"Then you’ve copied it incorrectly."
"I don't know,   The word seems to fit--------"
"Ass!   Look at the Shakespeare there. "
   "Oh, rats!  Too much like work.    I’ll take your word for it-   ‘ I come to bury Caeser, not to praise him   The evil that men do lives after them—‘"
    "Look here
:"                                                                                      

     "Shut up, Cherry !-‘The good is oft interred with their bones-----‘"
"Yes but I say
"

"Go and eat coke.   ‘ So let it be with Caeser.’ "
"I say, you fellows, "  said Bunter, from the armchair, “if you like, I'll be stage-manager for you. Of course, I ought to be Brutus. But as you're too jealous of me to give me a show 1 don't mind stage-managing. "
" But we do," said Nugent promptly.
"Oh, really, Nugent-----"
"Look here," said Bob Cherry "chuck that piffle for a minute.   I can’t find Wun Lung anywhere. "
"Well give him a licking to-morrow,”
"I don't want to lick him,” said Bob looking worried.

"I’m afraid that something’s happened to him."
"Eh!” Wharton laid down his part on the table at once.

"What?   Something happened to Wun Lung?"

"He’s missing! " 
THE   FIFTH   CHAPTER,
A Startling Disappearance !
"MISSING ! "

                   The chums of the Remove repeated the word simultaneously, Bob Cherry nodded. He was looking quite harassed.
"I can't find him anywhere, and nobody seems to know what’s become of him." He said. "He hasn't been seen all the afternoon, and I heard that he missed call-over. Where can he be, Bunter? " 
" I don't know,” said Bunter,
     " Russell  says he saw him with you in the tuck-shop." 
    "Oh,that was just after you chaps went out,”  said Bunter. 
   "He treated me rottenly. He took me to the tuck-shop, and then pretended to think that I was going to treat him, instead of his treating me. He went off with Bulstrode. "
   "Bulstrode !"

    "Yes, and then he went skating on the river. "

   "We saw nothing of him. " said Wharton.
"No, Bulstrode said he went down the river"  Harry looked alarmed.
"Down the river! But the ice isn't safe lower down the Sark.   Surely Wun Lung knew that it wasn't safe? " 
"He knew it all right,” said Bob Cherry. "I told him myself; besides, I can’t understand his going skating, because I asked him to come with us and he said it was too cold to go skating. "
 "It’s very odd, then,"
" The oddfulness is terrific" remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. "Is it possible that the esteemed Bulstrode has not spoken in strict accordfulness with the honourable facts? He may have been treating the unfortunate Wun Lung to the esteemed bullyfullness."


"I'm going to speak to Bulstrode," said Bob Cherry. 
“We’ll come with you."
The chums of the Remove left No. 1 Study, and went along to the next, which was occupied by Bulstrode, Hazeldene, and Tom Brown, the New Zealander. Bulstrode was there. He was sitting in a chair before the fire, his eyes fixed on the glowing embers, and he did not look round as the juniors entered.
"Bulstrode! " exclaimed Harry.
The Remove bully looked up at last.
"Hallo! What do you want? "

"Wun Lung is missing.   Do you know where he is?"
"How should I know? "
"That is not an answer to my question, " said Harry quietly. "I know that once you shut up a fag in a vault, your idea of a joke and he was there a long time, I think you may have played some sort of rotten trick on Wun Lung."
"Well, I haven't!" said Bulstrode with a sneer. "You saw him go on the river?"
   "Yes, He said something about going on the ice down to the village.   I didn't take any particular notice at the time. "
"Did you see him go on the ice? "
"No.   He went down the bank. " 
"When was that?" 
Bulstrode yawned.
"I can’t remember exactly. I didn’t take any notice of the time. " 
"It may be a serious matter, Bulstrode. If Wun Lung
went on the ice, he may have gone through. It’s not safe below the Pool, as you know."
                                                                                                                                            "By George!" said Bulstrode with a start, "I didn't think of that. I should be awfully sorry if anything happened to him. Let me see—I think it was about half-past three. "                                                                                                                                                                                                                               "And you haven’t seen him since? "                                                                                                   "No, Bunter may have. He was looking for him, I remember. " 
"Well, the best thing would be to look for him along the river, " said Bulstrode.
"I suppose so. "                                                                                                                                                                                         The juniors quitted the study. As the door closed Bulstrode rose from his chair. His face was haggard. He thrust his hands deep into his trousers pockets and tramped up and down the room.
"I’m not to blame!" he muttered. "They can't say I’m to blame. I—I never meant to hurt the young fool. How was I to know that he would be such a mad fool? It’s no good my saying anything either. It can't bring him back. It doesn't matter whether they find the—the body today, or tomorrow, or the next day----    Best to say nothing,"
    He started as the door opened. Snoop came in with a. face so ghastly that it seemed as if it had been chalked over. Bulstrode gave him a savage look.
" What’s  the  matter ? " 
"They've missed him,”
"Him !  Who? "
 "You know who I mean.   Wun Lung! "
"I don't know anything about it," said Bulstrode, grind​ing his teeth "and if you’re sensible you won't know anything about it either, Snoop, If you go about with a face like that, you’ll  give yourself away at once. "
"I—I can't help it?" groaned Snoop, sinking into a chair.
  "I—I feel as if everybody can see it in my face. " 

"So they can, you fool, if you look like that," said Bulstrode
"I can’t help it. It’s horrible." 
"You fool! What’s the good of giving it away? Mind, if you let it out, you face it alone. Anything you say about me I shall denounce as a lie. You’d better think whether you're likely to be believed or not. The fellows haven't forgotten how you lied about Mark Linley and got him sent to Coventry.”
Snoop groaned. True enough, any statement he might make in accusation of anybody had very little chance of being believed.     

"What shall we do ?"
"Do? Nothing--only keep our mouths shut. What would be the good of talking? We can't help Wun Lung now,"
"It’s—it’s horrible!'
.  "Well, if you want to get sent to a reformatory for ten years you'd better go about with a face like that. "  said Bulstrode.

"Oh, dear! Oh, dear! I know I shall give it all away soon! groaned Snoop. "I—I can't listen to the fellows talking about it without letting out that I know something. 

We may all be questioned, too—by the Head"
"Well, you needn't say anything. " 
"That’s all very well for you, I--I haven't got your nerve."
Bulstrode gave him a glance of savage scorn,
"You cowardly worm!" he exclaimed.    "Look here, I’ll tell you what to do.   Put on an illness, and get sent into the sanatorium for a few days.   That will get you out of all of it. Goodness knows you look ill enough.   Say you've got a cold. " 
Snoop brightened up.
The prospect of getting out of the continual discussion of Wun Lung’s disappearance and away from questioning, was a solace to him.   
"You think they’d believe me?" he asked.
"Look in the glass. " said Bulstrode, with a sneer.
Snoop looked in the glass.    He started as he saw the reflection of his ghastly face.    He looked   ill   enough   in   all conscience,    His skin was almost colourless,   and   his  eyes hollow,   and there was perspiration   in   big   drops   on   his forehead.
"You look sicker than most chaps do when they go into sanatorium!" sneered Bulstrode "Go and speak to the housekeeper at once."
"I—I’ll do it"
And Snoop left the study, his knees knocking together. Bulstrode sat down to his table to work. He had to do his prep. It was necessary that he should keep up an appearance of being absolutely undisturbed. But he could not work. Ever between him and the words a face seemed to come— the frightened face of the little Chinee as he had turned on the bank of the river,
Bulstrode rose at last with a suppressed groan and left the study. He walked down to the Housekeepers room, and found Mrs. Kebble there.  He inquired about Snoop.
"He is quite ill. " ,said Mrs. Kebble "I have sent him into the infirmary, Bulstrode I think he must have taken a chill.  He was all of a tremble,"
" Ah! I thought he looked seedy." said Bulstrode. He left the Housekeeper's room more easy in  his  mind.  Snoop, at all events, was out of the reach of questioning, and no longer in risk of blurting out the truth at any moment.
The whole school seemed to be discussing the disappearance of Wun Lung now.
   Harry Wharton had gone to Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, to tell him what he feared,   Wingate had at once seen   the seriousness of the matter, and he had promptly informed  Mr. Quelch, the missing  boy's Form-master.     
    Mr. Quelch   ordered an immediate search along the river. Gladly would the Removites have joined in the quest of  their missing Form-fellow, but it was not allowed, A dozen  of the Sixth went down the Sark with lanterns to look for  traces of the missing lad.
The juniors waited anxiously enough for their return
Nothing could be done—work was neglected every customary amusement was dropped. The juniors stood about in groups discussing the matter in low voices. The shadow of the wings of the Angel of Death seemed to have fallen upon the school.

 It was past the usual bedtime of the juniors before the  search party  returned.   But no one thought of bed.   Mr Quelch, seeing the keen alarm and anxiety in the boys  faces,  allowed them to remain up till Wingate and the rest returned,
 Two Form masters had gone with the seniors to search.
 They came in at last, muddy and weary and despondent.
 A single glance at their faces showed that they had had no   

 success.
Harry  Wharton  heard  Wingate make his  report to Mr. Quelch.
"No trace of him sir. There were a good many holes in the ice towards the village,but no sign of the boy anywhere. " 
Mr, Quelch nodded without speaking, and went away to see the Head in his study.  Carberry the prefect came to see the Remove to their dormitory. Carberry the bully was quite subdued now. He remembered many an act of brutality towards the boy whose body it seemed only too probable, was now lying at the bottom of the Sark. And 
Carberry was strangely gentle that night to the juniors. The Remove went to bed, but not to sleep.
THE SIXTH   CHAPTER.
The Ghost of Wun Lung
THERE was usually a buzz of talk in the junior dormitories for some time after lights were turned out, but on the present night it was prolonged much further than usual
with Wun Lung's, empty had in the dormitory, and the
fate   of   the   Chinese   junior   still   unknown  none   of   the
Removites felt inclined for sleep.

For an hour at least, they lay awake, talking over the
mysterious disappearance of Wun Lung, and generally agree​ing that only one thing could have become of him—that he had fallen through the ice of the Sark.
Harry Wharton and his friends cherished a faint hope that there might be some other explanation.
Wun Lung was a keen fellow enough, and could generally be trusted to take care of himself. He had known that the ice was unsafe. His skates too were in his room, so if he had gone on the ice it was simply to slide. Why should he do so?  Yet, if that was not his fate, what had become of  him?
That was the question   to   which   Wharton   could   find   no answer.
  He turned it over and over in his mind, the conviction forcing itself upon him that they would never see Wun Lung in life again; yet a faint hope still struggling against that conviction,
The boys one by one dropped off to sleep.
Harry Wharton was one of the last to slumber. But there was one boy in the Remove dormitory who did not sleep at all.
It was Bulstrode!
There was another sleepless lad, tossing and turning, in the school infirmary—ill in mind if not in body. Snoop suffered more than Bulstrode. Bulstrode had hardened himself into a desperate mood. He felt far less concern for the fate of his victim than for his own safety. But he could not sleep. He was safe enough apparently, but he could not sleep.
He lay awake and heard the clock strike eleven—twelve!
Midnight!
Blackness lay upon Greyfriars—hardly a star glimmered in at the high windows of the Remove dormitory.
Still Bulstrode could not sleep.
 Why was it that that pale  frightened face would ever keep appearing  before  his eyes—open or closed, it was just the same.
The Bully of the Remove groaned in spirit.

Why could he not forget for a few minutes?   What would he not have given to sleep?   But sleep refused to come.

"You fellows awake?" said Bulstrode at last.
The sound of his own voice in the stillness of the dormitory  

 startled him and he shivered.   Gladly would he have heard a 
 reply from anyone; but the Remove were fast asleep now.     

 Only steady breathing answered the Remove bully's  question.
 The whole dormitory slept--save Bulstrode.
He turned and turned again, At last his senses began to grow dimmer and he hoped that he was about to sleep.
Then suddenly he started into broad wakefuless.
There was a sound in the dormitory!
What the sound was Bulstrode did not know— and at any other time he would have taken no notice of it for the nerves of the Remove bully were generally good.
But now the falling of a feather would have startled him.
He raised his head from the bedclothes, and cast a quick, fearful glance up and down the long, dark room,
What was that sound?
Was it a faint footfall?
And what—what was that glimmer of light—that glimmer of faint phosphorescent light that broke the blackness of the dormitory?


Bulstrode gazed at it fascinated.
There was no doubt about it—it was no dream.    A strange, ghostly  light   was  glimmering   and  quivering   through   the gloom.  
Slowly—slowly the outlines of a face appeared in the midst
of the glimmer.
Bulstrode sat up in bed and sat still—aching with fear, the sweat running down his body. What was the face he saw in that ghostly glimmer?
There was no mistake!
It was not fancy!
   It was the face of Wun Lung. The face of the missing junior, whose body lay at the bottom of the Sark.
Bulstrode gazed and gazed.


Clearer and clearer the face came in the strange, unearthly light, till Bulstrode could distinguish every feature—the almond eyes the strange olive skin, the pig-tailed head.
It was Wun Lung!   
The vision came nearer to Bulstrode's bed,
And as it approached, the Remove bully found his voice.
A wild yell rang through the dormitory.
On an instant the light vanished—the vision disappeared. There was a faint sound again in the dormitory, lost in the noise Bulstrode made as he scrambled wildly out of   bed.
"0h, oh!   the ghost!   Help! " 
"What on earth's the matter?" 
"Who’s  that yelling? "

"What is it? "
"Help !"
"Bulstrode!"'
"The ghost!"
"What on earth
"

"Oh, Heaven!   The ghost!"
__  _
     Harry Wharton, amazed and alarmed, sprang out of bed and lighted a candle. Bulstrode was standing beside his bed trembling in every limb.
He turned a ghastly look upon Wharton.
"What is the matter?" asked Harry, stepping quickly towards him, thinking that he must be in a fit of some kind.
"The ghost!"
"What ?"
"The ghost!"
Harry looked at him closely. It needed only a look to show him that Bulstrode was in deadly earnest—in a state of shivering terror.   What was the cause of it?
"Bulstrode!   What do you mean? "
"I saw it!"     
"You saw what?"
Bulstrode gasped for breath,
"The ghost of Wun Lung.
.

There was a general exclamation in the dormitory. All the Removites were awake now, and everyone heard Bulstrode’s wild words?
"You've been dreaming" said Wharton soothingly,

"You’ve let the matter get on your mind Bulstrode,"
"It was a dream,” said Bulstrode shivering. "It was real enough. There was a sort of ghostly light, and then I saw his face—Wun Lung's face. "
"But   it’s impossible!"
"I tell you I saw him!"
"It must have been somebody japing," said Nugent.    

"Though I hope there's no fellow here who would jape on such a subject. " 
"Not likely."
"Bulstrode dreamed it. "
"I didn't dream it," said Bulstrode shivering, but a little calmer now. 
"I don’t understand it but I didn't dream it.

"I’m  going to keep a light till morning."
"Perhaps you'd better, if your nerves are in such a state," said Wharton. " The gas will be turned off in the meter at this hour but the electric light is on all night. The switch is just outside the door-----"
Bulstrode shuddered.
"Will you stop out and turn it on Wharton? "
"Yes, if you like,”
He did so, and the dormitory was flooded with light. After that alarm, most of the fellows were quite willing to have darkness banished from the dormitory .
They settled down to sleep again; but Bulstrode did not close his eyes.
He lay awake, wild-eyed, trembling, his eyes fixed on the door as though he expected to see some dreadful form enter and so the morning found him,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER, A Guilty Conscience!
BULSTRODE  rose first of all the Remove that morning, 
       He had hardly closed his eyes during the night; and certainly  he had not slept.  When he looked at his face in the early sunlight he was startled to see how white and haggard it was.
It seemed to Bulstrode that his guilty secret looked out from every line of  his white drawn face.
Yet the other fellows read nothing there. They were only surprised by his strange idea that he had seen the ghost of Wun Lung!
Harry Wharton was more than surprised He was puzzled, perplexed. Bulstrode strange fancy gave rise to strange suspicions in his mind.
Bulstrode had decidedly declared that what he saw was the ghost of Wun Lung. Why was he so certain that the Chinese junior was dead?
Anybody else seeing the vision in the dormitory, if it had been  seen  at all would certainly have jumped to the  conclusion that the little Chinee had stayed away for a jape and was trying to frighten his old enemy by playing ghost.
Yet Bulstrode seemed to entertain no doubt whatever that Wun Lung was dead.
What did it mean?
The thought forced itself into Harry’s mind that Bulstrode knew more about the strange disappearance of Wun Lung than he admitted.


Many of the Removites were inclined to chip the bully of the Form when they rose, about his ghastly visitation.
But a look at Bulstrode's face disarmed them. They could not chip the worried, harassed fellow, who certainly looked as if he had been haunted by grisly phantoms the live-long night.
Bulstrode did not speak a word on the subject.
Now that the daylight had come, as a matter of fact, he began to doubt the reality of the vision.
What was terribly convincing in the darkness and silence of midnight, assumed another aspect in the sunlight of the bright morning,
What it was a jape of the little Celestial’s he did not think for an instant. He had the best of reasons for believing that Wan Lung was dead. But he did not believe in.hosts. He felt that his disordered fancy, his shaken nerves, his lurking fears had conjured up that vision in the stillness and darkness of the night
He was intensely curious to know whether Snoop had seen anything. He determined to ask permission to visit Snoop in the infirmary at the earliest possible moment.
So white and ghastly did Bulstrode look when the Form went down to breakfast, that Mr. Quelch noticed it, and remarked upon it.

" Are you ill, Bulstrode?" he asked, glancing at the burly Removite across the breakfast-table.

Bulstrode looked up with a stare.
“I, sir?   No, sir! "
"You are looking very  pale."
"I’m all right; sir."
"I am sorry to tell you boys, that there is no news of Wun Lung," said Mr. Quelch  addressing the table generally, "But a search-party from Friardale is now hunting for him along the river and we hope to have certain information soon."
The Remove breakfasted with poor appetites. Even the fellows who had hardly known the Chinee felt depressed and miserable. Death was a terrible thing to fall upon a lad in the flush of health and strength, Only Billy Bunter made a good breakfast. The fat junior was not likely to be stopped by anything short of physical incapacity to eat. As a matter
of fact, he helped himself to several items properly belonging to other fellows, who did not feel like eating much, and—as he would have expressed it—" did himself down " exceedingly well that morning.
After breakfast the Remove went out glumly enough into the Close, Just before prayers a policeman belonging to Friardale came in, and was shut up with the Head for ten minutes or so. When he went the boys were intensely curious to know what his message had been. It was com​municated to them in a short time. Wun Lung’s cap had been discovered lying close to the bank of the river, a hundred yards down the  stream  from  Greyfriars.
Bulstrode started when he heard it. He wondered how the cap had come there. Wun Lung had certainly been bareheaded when he plunged through the gap in the ice opposite the boat-house.   It was curious that the cap should get where it had been found by chance.   But the Remove bully was glad of it. It helped to remove suspicion farther from himself.
Morning lessons passed dully enough and nothing was said to the follows who had neglected their preparation the previous evening. After lessons Bulstrode obtained permission to visit Snoop in the school Infirmary.
He found Snoop in bed looking very white and ill. It really looked as if the sneak of the Remove, though he had been well enough when he went into the infirmary, was fast becoming really ill there.
Bulstrode sat down on the edge of the bed.
" How do you feel? " he asked.
" Rotten !" said Snoop.
" Did you sleep last night ? "
" Only a little"
" Well, I didn't sleep at all," said Bulstrode gloomily.

"Still, it’s all right; nothing has come out, Were you disturbed at all?"
" Oh, no; only I cou1dn’t sleep,”
 " Thinking of—of him, I suppose. "
 "Yes. "
        Bulstrode looked at him keenly. He did not care to tell Snoop what he had seen in the Remove dormitory. If he had once put the idea of a ghost into Snoop’s mind, he knew that the wretched boy would be frightened out of his wits as soon as night fell again and would almost certainly blurt out the whole story,
It was certain that Snoop had seen nothing. If he had he would have poured it out at once to Bulstrode.
And as Snoop had seen nothing, Bulstrode’s last doubt vanished, The vision of the preceding night was due to disordered nerves, and nothing more.
"Well,  keep a stiff upper-lip, " said Bulstrode  at last.
"There's nothing to be gained by babbling, and it means ruin to both of us,”
" I know that," said Snoop, with a shudder, "What are the fellows saying  about it! " 
''They all take it as an accident. Of course, it was an accident. " 
" Ye-es, in a way," 
" Nobody has the least idea that we know anything about it,    It's curious,  but  Wun Lung's cap has been picked  up some distance down the river.   I haven't the faintest idea how it got there.   He had dropped his cap where we gave him the licking you know."
"The wind may have blown it—" 
   "I don't understand it. Still, it makes it all the safer for us. No one will imagine that he went in near the boat-house. "
"I’d give everything in the world for it not to have happened," moaned Snoop. "It was your fault. Bulstrode. You led me into it. " 
Bulstrode shrugged his shoulders.
"That's all right. You can put it all on to me, if you like—between ourselves. But if you say a word  outside, you'll have to face it alone."
"You—you villain. " 
Bulstrode sneered, and quitted the bedside. He had learned enough from Snoop. The ghost of the dormitory was his own fancy, otherwise surely Snoop must have seen it, too. The Remove bully quitted the infirmary with a lighter heart,

THE  EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Under Suspicion.     
THE disappearance of Wun Lung hung like a cloud over the school. The search had extended far down both banks of the river, but except for the finding of the cap, no clue was found to the missing junior.
To search the river itself was impossible while the ice lasted, but the thaw was still proceeding, and in a few days the Sark could be dragged for the body. Until then, the fate of the Chinese junior had to remain doubtful.     
Not   that   there   was   really   much   doubt. Most  of   the fellows made up their mind that they would never see Wun Lung again.
But the chums of No. 1 Study nourished a lingering hope.  Bob Cherry, and Mark Linley too, would not despair. The juniors met in No, 1 Study to talk the matter over after afternoon lessons. Harry Wharton had been thinking about it all day and strange thoughts were forming in his mind on this subject.
Billy Bunter came into the study to see what was going on. Harry Wharton pointed to the door.
"Outside! " he said briefly.
Bunter blinked at him.
"Oh,, really, Wharton, I suppose I can stay in my own study if I like." _
"No you can’t.   You would listen to what we say, and jaw it all over the school, " said Harry.   " Travel along for ten  minutes. "
Bunter plumped himself down in the armchair.
"I’m jolly well not going to move!" He said "For one thing, I’m hungry. Besides, I have to stand up for my rights.   This is my study. "
"Get out!"
"Shan’t! I’m hungry. Mrs. Mimblc has some lovely tarts in her shop. She has refused to let me have credit till tomorrow morning, when I expect a postal-order. I tried to explain to her that I really didn't want to have it put on the old account but was willing to start fresh on a cash basis. But she couldn't or wouldn't understand. Women have no sense of business.”
Harry Wharton extracted a sixpence from his pocket, and tossed it to Bunter.    It caught the fat junior on the nose.
"Ow!" exclaimed Billy clapping a fat hand to the stricken   spot.   "Ow!   What   was   that?   Who   threw   that at me? "
"It was a tanner. "
"Oh! I see!   Good!" 
" Go and eat tarts !"   
Billy Bunter groped on the rug for the sixpence, and found
it at last. He rose to his feet, and blinked at Wharton.
   "I’m much obliged by this little loan, Wharton,” He
remarked." "Will you have it back to-morrow morning out
of my postal-order, or shall I put it down to the old account?"'
    "Whichever you like."
 "I’d rather have it settled. Shall I put it down to the old account?"

"Yes, yes! " 
"If it’s all the same to you though I’d rather let you have it back out of the postal-order tomorrow morning.
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Then you could let me have another bob now and I'd settle
it all up at once in the morning. "
Harry Wharton threw open the door with an air of great deliberation,   and   selected   a  cricket-stump  from   the   cupboard.   Billy   Bunter  blinked   at him   for   a   moment,   and  edged   out   of   the   study.   When   Wharton   turned   round, stump in hand Bunter was gone.  The captain of the Remove closed the door.
"Now to business, " he said,  "Look here, you follows, I want to speak to you about this matter, and tell you what I've thought, Wun Lung has disappeared, and it looks as if he has gone to the bottom of the river."
"The lookfullness is terrific,"
"I’m afraid there's not much doubt about it, Wharton," said Mark Linley sadly. "Of course we shan’t give up hope till the body’s found." 
     "Well, look here I'm not so sure about it.    In the first place as we said before, Wun Lung didn’t want to come skating with us up the river, where the ice is safe; and it seems odd that he should go alone sliding down the river,where he knew it wasn't safe
     "Yes, that's true!"
    " It seems to be only on Bulstrode's evidence that they believe he went down the river to slide. Bulstrode saw his
ghost last night in the dorm. "
"That was curious," 
  "Very curious. Why should Bulstrode fancy that he saw Wun Lung's ghost? He certainly wouldn't think or feel about the matter as much as we do— and we didn't fancy anything of the sort. There’s only one thing to my mind, that accounts for Bulstrode’s fancy—that he knows something about  Wun Lung's disappearance."
          "Phew !"
"You know what a bully he is and yesterday there was.
trouble between him and the Chinee owing to Wun Lung tripping him in the Close. Bulstrode was limping after it. While we were all away up the river it would have been a good opportunity for him to settle a score with Wun Lung."
"Something in that." said Nugent; "but—"  
" But what ? "
 "He couldn't have hurt Wun Lung much. He would lick him that’s all; nothing to account for his disappearance," 
 "I don't know. I know Bulstrode shut a fag up in the vaults of the old priory once, and there was a row about it. That’s his idea of a joke, He might have done the same for Wun Lung."
"He would have let him out before this. "
"I suppose he would." admitted Wharton, "I don’t profess to explain the whole matter. I only sugge.”st that it looks as if Bulstrode knows something about Wun Lung's disappearance that he hasn’t told us."
"I shouldn’t be surprised.” remarked Bob Cherry. "Anyway, it's easy enough to put it to Bulstrode  plainly, and see."
"That's what I was thinking. Do you fellows agree that we may as well ask Bulstrode about it and make him answer if necessary? "

"Good wheeze! " 
"Then let's go and look for Bulstrode. "
"Right ho! "
The Removites sallied forth in search of Bulstrode. He was not in his study, and not in the common-room and not in the gym. They looked into the Form-room and up and down the passages, but Bulstrode was not to be found. He was discovered at last, tramping up and down the path in the Close, with his hands in his pockets. His face was gloomy, his eyes fixed on the ground, and he did not see the chums as they  came  up.   The juniors  exchanged glances.
Bulstrode’s looks and his being out there alone in the dusk, certainly seemed to point to the truth of Harry’s suspicion.
"Bulstrode?" said  Wharton quietly.
The Remove Bully started, and looked round.
"Well, what do you want?" he said sullenly.
  "Only to ask you a few questions,   Do you know anything
about Wun Lung's disappearance?" said Harry, coming to
the point at once._

Bulstrode gasped for breath. His face turned a ghastly white.

"I?   Why!   What do you mean?"
"Will you answer my question? "
    "No, I won't!" exclaimed Bulstrode violently. "What do you mean! What should I know about Wun Lung? Don’t talk to me! " 
And he strode away with a savage scowl. The juniors looked at one another.
"That makes it pretty clear said Nugent. "He knows something,   or, he wouldn't carry on like that,"
"It’s certain enough, to my mind."
"The certainfulness is terrific. "
"But how are we going to make him speak?" said Bob Cherry, "He jolly well will speak, if he knows anything about poor old Wun Lung. "
Wharton nodded.
"He shall; and I’ve got an idea on that subject. There’s someone who can help us."
"Who is it!"
"Billy Bunter."
"Bunter! "
 "Yes; Bunter the ventriloquist!" said Harry quietly; and with a nod to his chums he walked away to the tuck-shop to seek the ventriloquist of the Remove.
THE NINTH   CHAPTER
Getting at the Truth

BULSTRODE, came in a little later with a gloomy brow. Harry Wharton’s question had startled him terribly, and sent a thrill of fear to his heart. A few minutes  reflection had told him that Wharton could know nothing.   But he was suspected!
Suspected!
How! And why! He could not make it out. But he certainly was suspected,  and the thought of it made him feel an icy chill,
He sat down alone in the common-room. Now that Wharton suspected him, he seemed; to feel and see suspicion in every face.


Billy Bunter strolled into the room, with a curious glimmer in his eyes behind his big spectacles. He had had a long talk with Harry Wharton in the tuck-shop—a talk punctuated, as it were, by the consumption of endless tarts.
There were very few fellows in the room. Most of the Remove were in the gymnasium, where Bob Cherry and Mark Linley were going through some wonderful tricks
Harry Wharton and Nugent were playing chess at the end of the room.

Bulstrode sank into chair, and stared gloomily at the fire.
He was thinking of Wun Lung of the vision of the dormitory of the suspicion with which Harry Wharton & Co. regarded him. From the bottom of his heart the Remove Bully wished he had let the little Chinee alone. But how was he to foresee what had happened? How was he to know? Wun Lung had committed hara-kiri. He must have known when he jumped on the ice that he was going to his death. He must have known that he would go through. True he was a splendid swimmer, and might have thought of swimming away but going under the ice was certain to be fatal. The fool! Bulstrode was savagely angry--too angry with the Chinee to feel much remorse.
"Bulstrode!"
The Remove bully started, and quivered.
What was that.
Was he going mad, or was it the voice of the dead Chinee?
There was the voice again—soft, whispering. It was Wun Lung's voice— the soft Chinese voice, with its curious accent, its curious pronunciation on which all the "r’s" were turned into "l’s." 
Bulstrode gripped the arms of the chair and looked about him with fearful eyes.   Was he going   mad   or   was   he haunted by the phantom of the dead Chinee?
What did it mean?
"Bulstrode!"
He glanced round the room, At the further end Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent were playing chess, with Hurree Singh looking on at the game.   Nearer at hand was
Billy Bunter hunched up in an armchair, and with his eyes glued upon the pages of a book.
There was no one else in the room.
Yet Bulstrode had heard, us plainly as if Wun Lung were  standing by his side, the well-known voice of the little Chinee.
"Bulstlode! Tellee the tluth! "
The Remove bully trembled.
"Who’s-who's  speaking? " he muttered hoarsely,
"Me speakee. "
"Me, Wun Lung,   You savvy? "
"Speakee the tluth! " 
  "It’s a  trick!" exclaimed Bulstrode wildly. "Oh, Heavens! I don't believe—I can’t believe! It’s impossible! It's a trick !"
"Bulstlode!"
The Remove bully started up in his chair.
"Bunter!   I say Bunter
"
Billy Bunter blinked up at the burly Removites. Bulstrode was deadly pale and the sweat was pouring down his face.
"Did you speak Bulstrode?"
"Yes,   Did—did you hear a voice just now? "
"I heard yours when you spoke.”
"Yes,  yes ? but—but another one. "
Bunter blinked at him.
"Whose Bulstrode! " 
The Remove bully hesitated a moment.
"I thought I heard a voice like Wun Lung’s," he said slowly. 

"Wun Lung’s! He’s dead! " 

"Yes, I know, but----"
"And you  thought you saw a ghost last night. " said Bunter.      

"You’re ill, Bulstrode. You want some medicine."
"You heard nothing?"
"I’m not likely to hear a dead chap talking. My nerves are all right, " said Bunter. "I say, Bulstrode you seem to feel this more than anybody else."
The Remove bully did not reply, Immediately following Bunter’s words came a whispering voice
   " Bulstlode!   Tellee the truth !"
"Oh, Heaven!"
"Hallo!   What's the matter now, Bulstrode?"
"I   heard  it again!"
"Eh ?   You heard what ?"
"The voice!"
Bunter shook his head.
"It must be the liver." he said.
Bulstrode held on to the corner of the mantelpiece. He was trembling in every limb. The lights in the room scored to dance before his eyes.
"Bulstlode!   Tellee the tluth. "
"I—I will,” groaned Bulstrode—I will! Oh, Heaven! I—I never meant to hurt him !    I—it was only a joke! How was I to know-------"

He broke off.
Harry Wharton sprang to his feet.
" What’s that? " he said sharply,
Bulstrode stared at him dazedly.
"I—I’ll tell all I know." He muttered thickly. "I—I never meant to hurt him. I—it was only a joke! 
How was I to know"

He broke off.
"Well?" said Wharton grimly.
But Bulstrode said nothing further. In his terror he had been about to stammer out the whole story, but now a glimmering of reason restrained him. He closed his lips. There was a peculiar expression upon Bunter's face—an expression which Bulstrode happened to see and which let in a flood of light upon his mind.
Ha gave a cry of rage.
"Bunter!   It was you! "
"Eh?" said Bunter, taken aback, "What do you mean, Bulstrode? " 
"You young Hound! It was you—your ventriloquism !" gasped Bulstrode, white now with rage.  "By George! 1'll —I’11 smash you ! " 
Billy Bunter promptly dodged behind Wharton.    _
"Keep him off!" ha muttered    "I say, you fellows
"

Bulstrode glared furiously at Wharton.
"Get out of the way!   Let me get at him! " 
"I shall do nothing of the sort. Billy did this at my wish -----to make you own up to the truth, because we all think that you know something about Wun Lung's disappearance."
 " Let me get at him. " 
"You can get at me if you like, but you shall not touch Bunter   I tell you I told him to do it.
"And filled him up with tarts for the occasion,” re​marked Nugent
" Oh, really, Nugent—"
Bulstrode gritted his teeth.
"You've admitted that you have caused Wun Lung’s disappearance" said Harry quietly,    "You had better own up, Bulstrode and help us to find him. " 
"I’ve admitted nothing of the sort."
"I advise you to speak out."
    "You'll get nothing by your rotten trickery !" snarled the Remove bully.    "I suppose it was you rigged up the ghost in the dorm, last night, when I come to think of it." 
    "Harry  shook his head. "
"No, he replied, "I had nothing to do with that. That was not a trick. That was your own guilty conscience, and it was that that put me on the track. You would not fancy you saw the ghost of Wun Lung unless you had something to do with his disappearance. You have admitted it now. Will you own up and tell all you know.?"
    "I know nothing said Bulstrode sullenly.
Wharton set his lips.
   "Very well.    I suppose you know that the matter cannot
rest here?   When it's a question of the death of a fellow in the Remove, it’s a time to speak out. If you do not go to Mr. Quelch and tell him what you know, I shall go to him."
"You! "  
" Yes, I. I shall tell him that you know something about Wun Lung’s disappearance and are keeping it back,”
"Sneak! " 
Wharton gritted  his teeth.
"This is a serious matter—too serious for considerations
of that sort," he said "I haven't forgotten your shutting
a fag up in a vault and leaving him there Bulstrode. Wun
Lung may be alive and in some fix through you for all
I know,   I--
"
"He's not alive."     
"How do you know ?" asked Wharton instantly,
"Well I do know."

  "Yes, and you are going to explain how you know,” said  Wharton   grimly.
 "I won't say a word ! " 
"Then I will"
"And we'll back you up," said Nugent. "Can't you see what an ass you’re making of yourself, Bulstrode? Can't you see that unless you speak, you’re  making  yourself responsible for what happened to Wun Lung? Do you want people to think that you murdered him?"
Bulstrode turned a ghastly white, and staggered away, Harry Wharton sprang forward and caught him as he fell,
THE TENTH CHAPTER
A Mysterious Raid,
WHARTON held the Remove bully, a dead weight in his arms, The chums exchanged glances of surprises, horror, onsternation. Nugent was amazed by the effect of his words.   A horrible thought was in every mind now.
It was some minutes before Bulstrode staggered away from Wharton’s hold and sank into a chair. He licked his dry lips and tried to speak, but no words would come.
"In the name of Heaven, Bulstrode, what does this mean?" exclaimed Harry Wharton hoarsely. "It isn't possible— it can’t be possible—that, you—you
'"  
He stopped; he could not utter the terrible words!
Bulstrode  shuddered." 
"l never touched him" He groaned.   "I swear I never touched him!  But they would say
Oh!   I—I swear Inever touched him!   But—he's dead!"
 "Dead!"

 "Yes. "

 "Where is he? "

"At the bottom of the river!"
" But how—if you never touched him
"
"He thought I—I was going to hurt him!" groaned Bulstrode. "It was only fun. He jumped on the ice, and—and went through and never came up again !"
Bulstrode shuddered all over.

"Now you've got the truth, " He said thickly, "you can betray me if you like! Go and tell Quelch—go and tell the Head— and ruin me for life! "
Wharton was silent . 
That Bulstrode was suffering for what he had done was clear enough. Was it the duty of the juniors to give him up.   If all had happened  as be said, it could not help Wun Lung to sacrifice Bulstrode now. 
"Go and betray me" said Bulstrode.

 "Goodness   only   knows  what   we   ought   to   do!"   said Wharton.    " But now it cannot help Wun Lung, I don't see that we’re called upon to inform against you. "
"Just my idea" said Nugent,
"The same thought occurred to my  honorable self, "  murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.
   "1—I say you fellows——-"
Wharton’s grasp closed like iron on Bunter's shoulder.
"Not a word, Bi1ly! "
  "Oh! really, Wharton
"
"Not a word or I’ll make you sorry for it! If you jaw
about this, Billy
"
"I  hope you can trust me to keep a secret. Wharton!"
said Bunter with dignity. "Of course, I shan’t say a word?
I’m an honourable chap, I hope.
"You'd better go and tell Quelch." said Bulstrode.    

"Bunter will blab it all over  the school in an  hour! "
"Oh, really, Bulstrode
"

"I will keep an eye on Bunter." said Harry, "I advise you to go to Quelch and own up to the whole story. That’s the best thing you can do.   It’s bound to come out sooner or later,"  
"Not if you keep the secret. "
" We shall keep it, as we cannot help poor Wun Lung by talking. You’d do better to own up at once; but suit yourself. "
"I say, you fellows. I've got an engagement. " Billy Bunter
remarked, "I’ve got to speak to a fellow. I wish you’d
let go my arm, Wharton ! " 
"You can wish as much as you like, but you’re going to stay with me! " said Harry,   " You are not going to betray Bulstrode. " 
"Oh. really, Wharton—" 
"Shut up, Billy ! " 
"Bunter!   Bunter!   where's Bunter?'         
It was Russell of the Remove. He came tearing along the
passage as be caught sight of Bunter. Trevor was at his
heels. They seized the fat junior, aid jerked him away from
Wharton  and  pinned him to the wall.
Billy Bunter writhed and wriggled in their grasp.
"Ow!   Leggo!  I say, you fellows------"
" What have you done with my pie?" roared Russell.
  " Where’s  my bag of tarts? "  demanded Trevor.

  "Where’s my cake?" shrieked Ogilvy, dashing up after the others.
"Eh!"
"You young porpoise! "
"You fat burglar! " 

"I---I say, you fellows----"
"What on earth's the matter?" exclaimed Harry Wharton.
in surprise.,
   "Matter enough!" roared Russell "This fat beast has been raiding the grub all in the studies!. He’s collared a big pie out of my cupboard ! "
"And a bag of tarts from my study!" said Trevor,
"And my cake! " said Ogilvy, administrating a sound shake to the fat junior. " Where is my cake? What have you done with it, you young bounder? Have you demolished it already? Look here if you give me the cake, I’ll let you off! Otherwise, I'll roll you along the passage, and pitch  you down the stairs! Now then !"
"Oh, really—"
" Of course he’s eaten the cake! " hooted Trevor. "Do you think he took it to stick it on his mantelpiece as a parlour ornament?   The cake’s gone after my tarts! "
"Oh, really Trevor
"
"Let’s  squash him! "
"Let’s frog's march him !"
"Is that Bunter? " shouted Skinner coming up. "hold him! I want to speak to him! There's a dish of mince-pies missing from my study! " 
"Bunter’s had them! "
"I—I—I say------"
|"Disgorge, you fat robber ! "
"Here, hold on !"' exclaimed Wharton. "Make sure that he  has taken them.    Did you take the things, Billy ?"
"No," gasped Bunter;  " I didn't! "
"Oh, he’d say that anyway! " said Russell scornfully.

"You know that he never tells the truth! " 
"I haven't touched them!" yelled the unfortunate Owl of the Remove.  "I haven't seen  them!   I never knew you
had a cake, Ogilvy, or I should—ahem!—I-------"
"You would have scoffed it!" grinned Ogilvy.   "Well
you haven't taken it, who has?"
" How should I know ?   I haven’t  !"
"Rats!    You are always collaring people’s grub! "
"I—I say—"
"Well, somebody's been raiding grub in the studies ! " said Russell savagely. " As near as I can make out, it was done just   lately   too.    My   pie   was  all   right   before  afternoon lessons. "
"Then it wasn't Bunter,” said Harry Wharton quickly.

"He’s been in my sight ever since lessons, except while he was  in the tuckshop. " 
"That’s so." said Nugent.

"Then who was it? "
"It wasn't me ! " howled Bunter. "I never knew you had a pie. I suppose somebody has been scoffing the things. Bob Cherry accused me of raiding his study yesterday, and I never knew there was anything there."
" It might have been young Mimble. " suggested Ogilvy thoughtfully.   "Come to think of it, it looks to me as if it

was done during afternoon school. "
"Let’s go and interview young Mimble then. "

 And the excited Removites rushed away to the tuckshop, to interview the hopeful son of Mrs. Mimble.    Billy Bunter put his collar straight and grunted indignantly.
"Beasts! " he remarked. "They nearly made my glasses slip off. If they had got broken, somebody would have had to pay for them, I can tell you. Beast’s!  As if I had taken any of their grub! I never knew they had any, I—I wish I  had  known  that  Skinner  had   a  lot  of  mince-pies,  by George! "
And the fat junior gave a sigh of regret.
THS ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Wharton has an idea.
"BY Jove ! " It was Harry Wharton who uttered the exclamation, sharply and suddenly.
He was playing chess in the common-room with Nugent. Prep, was over for the evening, and it was close to bedtime. Harry had been playing to fill up the time, to keep from thinking about Wun Lung, if possible; and he was playing aimlessly. As he uttered that sudden exclamation he gave a start that made the chess dance on the table.
Nugent looked at him.
"What’s the matter? " 
"By Jove!"
Billy Bunter who was sitting beside Wharton grunted.
Bunter had not been allowed to leave Wharton's side the whole evening. The chatterbox of the Remove had to be kept under a strict eye. 
Bunter was discontented- But there was no help for it.
He tried to escape once and had been brought back with a finger and thumb on his ear. Since then he had remained quiet, glowering.
"Look here, Wharton. "  he remarked,  "I’m not going----"
" No; you're staying!   Shut up! "
"But I say---"
"Rats!    Dry up !"
Harry’s eyes were gleaming. There was a new idea working in his mind evidently. Nugent looked at him with keen inquiry.    Wharton made a gesture towards Bunter and went on with the game without speaking. Wingate looked into the room.
"Bedtime, kids!"
"Any news of Wun Lung, Wingate? " 
"None, I’m sorry to say."
The juniors went up to bed quietly enough. The gloom of Wun Lung’s disappearance was still hanging over them.
Bulstrode was going with the rest, when Wingate  tapped him on the shoulder.    He started,
"What’s  wrong with you Bulstrode ? " said the captain of Greyfriars kindly enough.
"Nothing.   I'm alright!"
"You look ill."
"I feel all right."
"Oh, very good, then !   I suppose you ought to know.”
The Remove turned in, and Wingate put the lights out. There was little talk that night. The juniors dropped off to sleep.   But Harry Wharton did not sleep and neither did Frank Nugent.
It was about half an hour later that Harry Wharton sat up in bed.   The dormitory was very still and quiet.
"Nugent!   Are you asleep ? "
"No, Harry.”
"Bulstrode! " 

"What do you want ? "
"I want to speak to you.    I've got a new idea.   Get up, you chaps; I don't want to wake the whole dormitory ! "
Nugent jumped out of bed, Bulstrode following more
slowly. Wharton stepped out, and slipped his trousers and
jacket on.   The night was cold.
" I’ve got a queer idea in my head, " he said, in a whisper
as the two juniors loomed up near him in the gloom of the
dormitory.   "I don’t know whether there's anything in it,
but it looks to me as if there might be.   It's about Wun 

Lung! "
"Go on! "  said Bulstrode huskily.
"Are you sure he is dead ? "
Bulstrode started,
"Sure! Of course! "
" You saw him go through the ice? "
" Yes ; clean through ! "
" And he did not come up again ?" 

" I watched the gap for five minutes, " muttered Bulstrode. 
"He never appeared.   There wasn't a bubble even !" 
"Might he have come up anywhere else?"
"What! " 
"You heard what I said.   You know Wun Lung was a
wonderful swimmer.    Suppose he swam  under the ice and
came   up   somewhere  else—perhaps   fifty;   yards  down  the
stream?    Might that  have happened  without your  seeing 
him? "
"I—I suppose so.    I was looking at the gap where he went in all the time.    But, of course if he  had come up anywhere I should soon have seen him.    I suppose he might
have broken up through the ice anywhere, as it was only a
thin crust; but—but then somebody would see him.   Nobody
has seen him,    What are you getting at?"

"I am getting at this—he might have come up without your knowing it and kept it dark " said Harry.
"But why?"
"Well, perhaps to keep out of your clutches as you were after him—perhaps to give you a fright, to punish you for bullying him." 
Bulstrode drew a deep breath.
"It’s possible."
"But why should you think so Harry ? " said Nugent.  

"I don’t see any reason to suppose-------"
" There was the ghost last night. "
 Bulstrode shuddered. 
"The ghost !" Said Nugent, puzzled.
"Yes.    If Wun Lung were pretending to be drowned, to
punish Bustrode, it would be just the trick he would think
of—to play ghost and give him a fright. " 
"By Jove! " 
"It’s possible," muttered Bulstrode—" It’s possible! “
"You really thought you saw something last night—" 
"I would have sworn it at the time; but I thought afterwards it must be fancy, especially as Snoop saw nothing. I asked him." 
" Snoop!" said Harry and Nugent together
He was with  me when—when that happened  to Wun Lung," said Bulstrode.
"Oh!   And he saw nothing! "
"Nothing." 
"That seems to me to settle it. His nerves are worse than yours; and if you fancied you saw a ghost, Snoop might have fancied a whole army of them. But if it was Wun Lung playing ghost, it's easily explained, because he couldn't get into the infirmary at night, and he wouldn't want to be as rough on Snoop as on you. "

"That's true." 
"But the great point is the grub being missing.  The studies have been raided and I know that it wasn't Bunter. Who was it ? "
"By George!   I didn't think of that!"
"You see somebody has taken the grub—and a jolly lot of it, too. It was taken, it seems while we were in the Form-room for afternoon lesson.  Who took it ?"
Nugent drew a deep breath.
"Wun Lung!"
"Well that’s my idea." said Harry Wharton,
There was silence for some moments.
" The young hound !" said Bulstrode, at last " I see it all now. 
He knew what he was doing when he jumped on the ice. He had it all cut and dried. He meant to pretend to be drowned and make me think that—that-------"

"And serve you jolly well right," said Nugent, "It was your beastly bullying that was the cause of it all. " 
"If only he's alive I don’t mind " said  Bulstrode.
"I think he is alive. " said Harry. "The ghost business seems to me to prove it.   In any case, we can put it to the test. "
"How?   By searching   the house ? " said Bulstrode eagerly. "Good!    He must be hanging about in one of the disused rooms, I suppose, or in the ruined chapel."
"We can't search for him" said Harry, ''not tonight, anyway. If we don't catch him to-night we'll search for him tomorrow but it will be a long job, through all the deserted rooms and the ruins. But I think we may get him tonight.”
" In what way ? "
"He   has   played   ghost   once.    Isn't  he   likely   to   do   it
again?   The fact that he hasn't shown up proves that he
hasn't finished with you, Bulstrode.    My idea is that if he
is playing ghost, he’ll show up in the dorm, again to-night. " 
"Good!"
: "Then we shall catch him. If the matter is as I think, it has gone quite far enough. He was a reckless young idiot to play such a game at all. I only hope that what I’ve thought of is the correct solution."
"Then we'd better watch?" said Nugent.
"Yes. without waking up any of the other fellows."
"Good biz! " 
"Oh! if only it's true!" murmured Bulstrode. "If only he’s alive!   I don't care for anything else."

The juniors finished dressing themselves, and waited.    It was cold and weary waiting; but they did not flinch.    They heard eleven strike  from   the  clock-tower.    Then—after  a century it seemed to them—twelve!
"Twelve!" muttered Harry Wharton.
The last booming stroke of midnight died away and a more solemn and ghostly stillness seemed to settle upon the dormitory.      
A quarter of an hour passed.
The juniors waited with beating hearts
If Harry Wharton's theory was correct, the truth must soon be known—and the three lads waited in the darkness of the dormitory with straining: nerves and wildly-beating hearts .
Wharton gave a sudden start.
A faint sound had reached his ears.
" Look out !" he whispered,    "Quiet ! "
A shiver passed through them.
They knew that there was now someone else in the dormitory—whether earthly or unearthly, there was now another there, close to them in the darkness.
THE  TWELFTH CHAPTER, 
Wun Lung does not "Savvy"
THE watchers in the dormitory held their breath.

From the darkness a faint light glimmered out—a   dim phosphorescent light that seemed to tell of an un​earthly presence.
It glimmered out near Bulstrode’s bed, now unoccupied.
Harry Wharton’s heart was beating hard.    But he did not flinch.    He stepped forward to reach the door of the dormitory.   Earthly or unearthly, the visitor to  the  dormitory should not leave it unchallenged.
The light glimmered out more strongly,
In the pale, ghostly gleam a face appeared.
Bulstrode set his teeth hard to keep back a cry of horror. 
It was the face of the little Chinee—a face white, startling, 

ghostly, as from the grave.
  Surely that was no living face!
A soft voice was audible in the stillness.
"Bulstlode! Wake! " 
Bulstrode was silent.
The glimmering face moved on towards the unoccupied bed.
"Bulstrode !  Wake! "
Still dead silence ! 
Nugent's heart was in his mouth. Bulstrode's teeth were hard set. Harry Wharton silently opened the door of the dormitory, reached out to the electric switch just outside the door and pressed it.
Whatever was the secret he would know it.
The click of the switch was immediately followed by a blaze of illumination in the Remove dormitory.
Nugent and Bulstrode, dazzled, uttered a simultaneous exclamation.   For   the   moment   they   could   see   nothing clearly.
There was another cry in the room—a startled cry.

Wharton jammed the door shut again, and put his back 

to it.
" Wun Lung ! " He shouted.
It was the Chinee!
In the blaze of electric light he was full in the view of the juniors.

There he stood, his almond eyes dilated moving from one to another of the watchers of the dormitory.
He made a. quick spring towards the door, but stopped as he saw Harry Wharton standing there-
Wharton fixed his eyes upon the Chinese junior.
 "Wun Lung!   The games up now !"
The Chinee blinked it him in dismay,
There was no doubt that it was Wun Lung, alive and well and nothing in the nature of a ghost. Already a smile was lurking round the lips of the little Celestial.
"Wun Lung! " muttered Nugent.   "Alive ! "
Bulstrode gave a cry of rage.
"You young hound!   Alive !"
The Chinee grinned at him.
"Me alivee, Bulstlode! " 
" You—you young beast !   You——"
 " Me flighten you,”  said Wun Lung composedly.   " What you tinkee,    You cuttee off pigtail, Bulstlode—eh ? 
 "I wasn't going to touch it , you young fool ! "
 "You sayee cuttee off. " 
"Yes, but
"
"You lickee Wun Lung— lickee with whippee."
    "Yes, I might have guessed that. " said Wharton sternly "It serves you jolly well right what you’ve gone through, Bulstrode, as far as that goes."
Bulstrode was silent. He felt that that was true; and, indeed, at the present moment there was more of relief than of anger in his breast.
"You young rascal,” went on Wharton: "you jumped on the ice knowing you would go through, and swam away? "
The liitle Chinee nodded and grinned.
"You swam away under the ice,  and came up further
down the stream-----"
" Among the, bul-lushes." murmured Wun Lung. "While Bulstlode lookee at gappee in ice, me lookee at Bulstlode from the bul-lushes" 
Bulstrode made a gesture of rage.
All the time, then, that, he had been enduring that terror and agony of mind outside the boat-house, Wun Lung had been watching him and quietly enjoying the scene!
"And why did you not show up afterwards ?" demanded Wharton.
"Me tinkee punish Bulstlode. Me pletendee dead—me buzzee off,” said Wun Lung cheerfully. '"Aftel dalk me sneekee in back way—takee glub flom study cupboald, and hidee in box-room. "
"You young rascal! You took Bob Cherry’s grub instead of getting tea for us."
" What you tinkee !"
"And you've been hiding in the disused roomsall this time, I suppose? " said Frank Nugent, in wonder.
The little Celestial nodded.
"Yes, me hidee ! "  
"And you raided the studies for grub while we were in the Form-room for afternoon lessons?"
Wun Lung grinned
"Me laidee glub. "
"And didn't you know how much anxiety you were causing? " said Harry severely. You made the whole school think you were drowned. You put your cap on the river bank yourself, 
I suppose. "
" Me puttee. Me wantee tinkee deadee makee Bulstlode sit up.   Punish beastly bully, me tinkee-   "You savvy ?"
"And then you played ghost
"

"What you tinkee?"
"With a little phosphorous. " said Harry. "You are a cunning little rascal. It serves Bulstrode right; but what about the rest of us? Didn't you think we should care at all for your being drowned ?"
The little Chinee looked comically repentant.
" Me no tinkee."
"You ought to have thought of it. It was a mad trick to play."
"Me flighten beastly bully Bulstlode."
"Yes, you've done that."
" Me ownee up in week or so," said Wun Lung.
"You young duffer! You were going to keep this game up for a week?" exclaimed Wharton, in surprise.
" What you tinkee? " 
"Well, I'm glad you're alive." said Bulstrode." You ought  to  have a record  licking for playing such  a  mad trick. "
" Velly good tlickee."
" What will Mr. Quelch say to it. "  said Wharton. " Have you thought of that ? The whole school has been upset and work interrupted by your fatheaded jape What explana​tion are you going to make to the Head. "
Wun Lung looked startled.
"Me no tinkee of that.” he said
"What!    You didn’t think of that! "
"No tinkee" confessed Wun Lung. "Me only tinkee good japee—punish bully Bulstlode.    Me solly. "
"My only hat !" said Wharton, surprised by the statement. He had before noticed the curious limitation of the Oriental intellect, which seemed to enable the little Chinee to think only of a matter immediately at hand without considering the future.    

"But you’ll have to explain, Wun Lung-" 
"Me tinkee what sayee,” said Wun Lung.

"Makee up something. "
Wharton frowned.
-
"You'll tell the truth, you young duffer.   You—" 
Wharton was interrupted.   The door of the dormitory suddenly opened and Mr, Quelch, the master of the Remove, strode in.
" What does this mean ! " he exclaimed angrily " I think it is fortunate that I happened to be working late this evening and saw the reflection of your lighted windows from mine in the Close,   What do you mean by lighting up the dormitory at this hour and being out of bed?   
What------"
The angry Form-master broke off as he saw Wun Lung.

He gazed at the Oriental for some moments with his eyes
almost starting from his head, scarcely able to believe what
he saw.
"Wun Lung !" he gasped at last.
  "Yes, sil." said Wun Lung meekly.
"Boy!     What—what does this mean?     You—you  are alive. "
"Me tinkee so, sil."
Harry Wharton plunged into bed to disguise a chuckle. He fancied that Wun Lung would be able to take care of himself.
"Wun Lung, you have just returned, I presume, and that is why the light is on in the dormitory. Is that the case, Wharton ? " 
" Yes sir. "
"Where have you been Wun Lung ? "
" No savvy. "
"You have been absent more than a whole day. We believed that you were drowned in the Sark. Have you been in the River ?" .
"Yes sil."
The whole Remove was awake now, sitting up in bed and staring alternately at the little Chinee and the Form-master. Wun Lung was looking quite calm and meek. He did not seem  to be aware of| the sensation his return was causing

" Did you fall in ? "
“Yes, sil.”
"And went under the ice? "
"Yes sil. "

"But you got out evidently. Why have you allowed us to believe that you were drowned all this time?" demanded the Form-master
 Wun Lung’s face assumed an expression of hopeless puzzlement. 

"No savvy, sil. "
"What!  You understand me well enough, boy. You have hidden yourself away all this time, and caused us great anxiety.   Why did you do it ? "

"No savvy, sil. "

"Boy, answer me! "

"Yes, sil. "
"Why have you played this outrageous trick?"
"Me no savvy."
Mr. Quelch made an angry gesture.
" Very well" you will answer to the Head in the morning! " he exclaimed.   "Go to bed at once now;"
The Chinee turned in and Mr, Quelch, greatly perplexed, but much relieved in his mind by the safe return of the Chinee, extinguished the light and retired. He went directly to inform the Head of Wun Lung's return before going to bed.  
In the Remove dormitory Wun Lung was assailed by a volley of questions. He did not answer one of them. The only reply that came from the little Celestial bed was a succession of steady snores.
And after shouting and threatening and hurling boots and pillows at him for some time the Removites gave it up, and allowed him to sleep.
Early in the morning the little Chinee was called before the Head. Whether he felt any inward trepidation or not the manner as he appeared in the doctor's study was calm as of old, and his smile was childlike and bland.
Dr. Locke bent a severe glance upon him.
"Wun Lung you seem to have played an inexplicable trick upon us. You have caused us all to feel the greatest anxiety. " 
" Me solly. "
" Why did you it? "
Wun Lung rubbed his forehead thoughtfully, and did not reply.
 " Have you no explanation to offer ?"
 " No savvy. "
 " Come, Wun Lung, you must know your reason for this foolish  

 action?"
 " No savvy. "
 "Is it possible, Mr. Quelch, would you think that his brain was affected by a narrow escape and that he was not responsible for his action?" said the Head, aside. " It would certainly seem that he does not understand it himself.”
Mr, Quelch pursed his lips.
 "It is possible, sir, but not probable. Yet the possibility makes it impossible to use very severe measures to make him explain.”
 "That is what I think. Wun Lung, I shall reflect upon this matter, and| meanwhile I hope you will see the advisability of making a free and full confession. You may go. "
And Wun Lung went.
The free and full confession was never made, but Wun Lung was not called up for judgment.   It was not easy to deal with the little Oriental as with an English boy; and the Head knew that he would receive no answer from Wun Lung except that he did not savvy." And it was a long time before the gossip of the school reached the Head and acquainted him with the true explanation, of the disappearance of Wun Lung.
THE END
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