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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Superfluous !
  “WHEN do we start ?”
  Billy Bunter asked that question, in Study No. 1 in the Remove.
  Harry Wharton & Co. were at tea in that celebrated apartment.  They were deep in discussion, and they all looked very bright and cheery.  The topic under discussion, evidently, was an agreeable one.

  It was nothing less than a trip to the native land of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Indian member of the Co.
  Such a prospect was enough to make any schoolboy merry and bright.
  True, the matter was not yet settled—but Hurree Singh had to go, and his chums had great hopes of being allowed to accompany him.  In their own minds, at least, they had settled it.
  In his own fat mind, Billy Bunter had settled, also, that he was going.  From Bunter's point of view, the party could not possibly be considered complete without him.  From the point of view of the Famous Five, the party was complete already, and Bunter would be distinctly superfluous.  But it was useless tell Bunter so.  He was, so to speak, deaf on that side of his lead.
  Twenty times at least in the last few days the Owl of the Remove had inquired when they were to start.  Now he made the inquiry for about the twenty-first time.
  Having asked his question, Bunter paused, like Brutus of old, for a reply.  Like Brutus, he paused in vain.
  Nobody answered.
  Bob Cherry was speaking, and he went speaking, just as if Billy Bunter did not matter at all.  Perhaps Bob considered that he didn't.
  “We shall have to get some clobber before we start,” said Bob.  “It's jolly hot in Bhanipur, isn't it, Inky ?”

  “Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded.
  “The hotfulness is not terrific, but it not so cold and chilly as the tight little island,” he said.  “For the first time in your esteemed lives, you will see real sunshinefulness.”

  “That means some shopping,” said Nugent.  But I dare say we can get most of the things we want at Bombay.”
  “If we get to Bombay !” chuckled Johnny Bull.  “It’s not quite settled yet.”
  “I say, you fellows—” hooted Bunter.

  “Oh, we shall get to Bombay all right,” said Harry Wharton, heedless of William George Bunter. “You see, my uncle has undertaken to escort Inky to India, and he’s bound to put in a word for us.  He will see at once that Inky ought to have his friends with him.”
  “Besides, Colonel Wharton will like our company,” said Nugent.  “At least, I hope he will.”

  “Look here, you fellows,” bawled Banter, “I’m speaking !  I asked you when we were going to start ?”

  “Is that a bluebottle ?” asked Bob Cherry, looking round at last.
  “Oh, really, Cherry—”

  “Something keeps on buzzing—oh, it’s Bunter !”
  Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at the Famous Five through his big spectacles.  He had offered to accompany Hurree Jamset Ram Singh to his native land, and protect him from the dangers he might encounter there.  Dacoits and thugs and tigers in the jungle were all the same to Bunter—he was prepared to face them all fearlessly—at least so long as they were ten thousand miles away.

  Really, Inky might have been grateful.
  But he wasn’t !  There was no doubt at all that he wasn’t.  So far from accepting Butter’s generous offer with tears of gratitude in his eyes, Inky had declined it without thanks.
  Not that it was much use declining it.  Bunter meant to go, if he could possibly contrive it.
  “I say, you fellows—”

  “Shut the door after you, Bunter.”
  “I’m not going yet, I asked you when we are going to start ?”

  “We’re going to start in a few days, I hope,” said Harry Wharton, laughing.  You are not going to start at all, fatty.”
  ‘Oh, really, Wharton—”

  “You see, we couldn’t roll you all the way to India,” said Bob Cherry.  “Besides, we may be going into danger.  Where would you be then ?”
  Bunter sniffed.
  “That’s where I should come out strong,” he said.  “What Inky wants to see him through a dangerous trip like this is a pal with boundless courage and resource—a fellow afraid of nothing.  That’s me all over !”

  “Oh, my hat !”
  “Besides, you’ll have to travel through France as far as Marseilles,” said Bunter.  “With my splendid knowledge of French I should come in useful as interpreter.”
  “With your whatter ?” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
  “My splendid knowledge of French,” said Bunter firmly.
  “Why do you keep these wonderful gifts dark ?” asked Bob.  “You ought to let Monsieur Charpentier know all about your splendid knowledge of French.  He doesn’t suspect it at present.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “If he knew about it, he wouldn’t rag you in the French class as he does,” said Bob, with a shake of the head.  “You ought to let him know.”
  “Then there’s my ventriloquism,” said Bounder.  “That would come in jolly useful.  Think of the long evenings round the camp-fires and things, and me entertaining you with my wonderful ventriloquial gifts.”
  “We’ve thought of that,” said Bob, with a chuckle.”  That’s one reason why you’re not on the list, old fat bean.”
  “Oh really, Cherry—”

  “The esteemed Bunter would he ridiculously superfluous,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “You see, this is going to be a holiday of sorts, Bunter,” explained Johnny Bull.  “Now, it wouldn’t be much of a holiday with you worrying all the time, and butting in, and making yourself a general nuisance.  You see that ?”
  Bunter did not seem to see it.  He gave Johnny Bull an indignant and scornful blink.
  “I don’t expect gratitude from you fellows,” he said.  “You’ll want me to pull you through, but you’re too jolly conceited to see it.  But I’m not going to desert an old pal like Inky.  Inky’s going into danger among a lot of niggers—”

  “A lot of what ?” ejaculated the nabob of Bhanipur.
  “Niggers,” said Bunter.  “I’m going to look after you, Inky.  Of course, being a nigger yourself—  Yarooooh !”

  A cushion flew across the study and interrupted William George Bunter.  He caught it with his fat chin, and sat down quite suddenly.

  “Man down !” chuckled Bob.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “The niggerfulness of my esteemed self is not terrific, my excellent, fat-headed Bunter,” said Hurree Singh.
  “Yow-ow-ow !”

  Bunter sat and spluttered.
  ‘Beast !  I’d jolly well lick you, only—only—”

  “Never mind the only,” grinned the dusky nabob.  “Get on with the esteemed lickfulness !”
  “Only I’m going out to India with you, old chap,” said Bunter.
  “I can take a joke !  He, he, he !”  The Owl of the Remove picked himself up.  “I didn’t really mean to call you a nigger, Inky—I’m too polite, I hope, to tell a fellow what I think of him.”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “When is your uncle coming, Wharton ?” asked Bunter.  “I shall have to speak to him, to arrange about going, you know.”
  Harry Wharton laughed.

  “I think my uncle’s coming tomorrow,” he answered.  “But it won’t be any use speaking to him, you fat duffer.  The trip won’t be an easy one—even without a fat, troublesome duffer worrying all the time.  You must think of some other dodge for getting off lessons.”
  “The fact is, I feel bound to stand by you, in spite of your black ingratitude,” explained Bunter.  “You’re going into danger, and it’s up to me to see you through.  See ?”
  “The seefulness is not terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Besides, it wouldn’t do,” said Bob Cherry, shaking his head.  “There’s a certain amount of spoof kept up in India—the natives are encouraged to believe that the white sahibs are a tip-top, superior race.  Now, if they saw Bunter it would give the game away.
  “What ?” howled Bunter.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”

  “For the credit of your native land, old chap, you must stay at home,” said Bob.
  The expression on Billy Bunter’s fat face made the chums of the Remove roar.
  “Why, you—you—you cheeky beast—” gasped Bunter.
  It is said that even the worn will turn.  And nobody in the Greyfriars Remove doubted that Bunter was a worm.
  His fat face crimsoned with rage.  He clutched up the cushion which Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had whizzed at him.  It whizzed again, across the tea-table.
  Crash !

  Clatter !

  “Whooop !” roared Bob Cherry.
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  The cushion swept a teapot and a jar of jam along with it, and they landed, along with the cushion on Bob Cherry.  The cushion caught him on the chin, the jam in the neck, and the teapot in the waistcoat.  And the tea in the pot was hot—very hot !
  There was a formidable roar from Bob as he leaped up, his chair spinning backwards, and Bob sprawling over the chair.
  “He, he, he !” gasped Bunter.
  Bob Cherry sprawled and roared.
  “Oh, ow !  Oh, wow !  You fat villain !  You wait a second !” he spluttered.
  It took Bob Cherry only one second to gain his feet.  But, in the circumstances, one second was enough for Bunter.  Generally his movements resembled those of a tortoise.  Now they resembled those of a flash of lightning.
  By the time the second had elapsed Bunter had elapsed, too.
THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Wibley is Not Taking Any !
  “WIBLEY, old chap !”ʼ
  “Can it !” said William Wibley cheerily.
  “I want—”

  “Dear man !” said Wibley of the Re move.  “Do you think I don’t know what you want when you call a man ‘old chap’ ?  Nothing doing.”
  “Look here,” roared Bunter, “I want you—”

  “I know !  I know !” smiled Wibley.  “You’ve been disappointed about a postal-order !  You want me to lend you five bob till it comes.  I’ve been there before !  Can it.”

  And Wibley of the Remove, who had looked round from his study mirror when Bunter blinked in at the doorway, turned back to the glass again.  William Wibley’s occupation was rather a remarkable one for a junior of the Lower Fourth Form at Greyfriars.  He was trying on a succession of artificial moustaches and watching the effects in the glass.  Wibley’s “property-box” stood open by the table, and many of his “props” were sprawled over the table—Wibley being a great man in the Remove Dramatic Society, and generally dabbling in theatrical matters in his leisure hours.
  Bunter rolled into the study and shut the door.  He sat on a corner of the table, swinging, his little fait legs and blinking at Wibley through his big spectacles.

  “I say, old fellow—” he recommenced.
  “Cut it out,’ said Wibley.  “I’m busy !  Can’t you go and talk to Peter Todd ?  He’s your study-mate, and it’s up to him to stand it.”
  “You silly ass !” roared Bunter.

  “Or go and give it to Inky,” said Wibley.  “I hear that Inky is your great pal now—at least, I’ve heard it from you.  If he’s your pal, he ought to take your chinwag.  No demand for it in this study.”

  Wibley’s reception of his distinguished visitor could not be called flattering or encouraging.  But William George Bunter was accustomed to meeting with receptions that were unflattering and discouraging.  Fortunately, he was not thin-skinned.
  “The fact is, Wib, old man, I’ve come to speak to you about it, because you’re so jolly clever—”

  “Eh ?”

  “So awfully clever—”
  “Thanks !  Too jolly clever to lend you anything on your postal-order,” agreed Wibley.
  “You silly chump.  I wasn’t going to speak about my postal-order !” roared Bunter.
  “Not !” exclaimed Wibley, in astonishment.

  “No, you ass !  It’s about a theatrical stunt.”
  “Oh !” said Wibley.  He sat up and took notice, so to speak, at last.  On this subject it was always possible to interest Wibley.  “What’s the game ?  You can run on.”

  “It’s a jape,” explained Bunter.
  “Go it—”

  “That cad Inky—”
  “That what ?”

  “That black cad of a nigger—”
  ‘Oh, my hat !  Are you speaking of your dear old pal Hurree Singh ?
  “He’s no pal of mine,” said Bunter.  I’m a bit particular whom I pal with, and I draw the line at niggers.”
  Wibley looked at him and chuckled.
  “Does that mean that you can’t land yourself on Inky, after all, for a trip to India ?” he asked.
  “Oh, really, Wibley—”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Of course, I should refuse to go,” said Bunter.  “I hope I’m not a snob but I draw the line at travelling with niggers.  I’ve turned Inky down.  I’ve told him plainly that he can’t expect me to come.  But the fact is, Wibley, I’ve thought of a ripping jape, up against that black beast.  I’m going to make him sit up for refusing to take me to India—I—I mean—”
  “Never mind what you mean, chuckled Wibley.  “What’s the jape ?”

  “I’m going to frighten him out of his black wits,” said Bunter impressively.
  “My hat !”  Wibley stared at the Owl of the Remove.  “And how are you going to do that ?  Show him your face all of a sudden when he’s not expecting it ?”

  “You silly ass !  I’m going to make up as a nigger—”

  “Eh ?”
  “You see,” said Bunter, blinking at Wibley, evidently very much taken with his own idea, “there’s supposed to be a scheme on foot to kidnap Inky.  One of his black relations in India is supposed to be at the bottom of it, and his uncle out in Bhanipur has cabled him to come home, to keep him safe under his eye.  I’ve offered to go with him and protect him, and he’s turned me down—”
  “You mean you’ve turned him down ?”’ chuckled Wibley.
  “Eh ?  Oh !  Yes !  Exactly !  I mean I’ve turned him down, of course.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Blessed if I see anything to cackle at !  Well, Inky’s friends think the kidnappers are still after him, and the Head’s ordered him not to go out of school bounds; so the Head thinks there’s something in it.  Now, on the day of the Redclyffe match you made yourself up as a nigger, Wibley, and took the fellows in.  According to what you’ve told us, those kidnapping chaps took you for Inky, and bagged you in mistake for him.  I dare say you pulled the long bow a little—”
  “Eh ?”
  “I—I mean, I dare say you didn’t pull the long-bow,” said Bunter hastily.  “That’s what I really meant to say.”
  “You fat idiot—”
  “Oh, really, old fellow !  What I’m coming to is this, if a black chap turned up suddenly, at Greyfriars and got after Inky, the silly ass would think it was the kidnapper after him.  That’s the stunt.  I want you to make me up as a Hindu, to give him a scare !  Some jape, what ?” chuckled Bunter.
  Wibley stared at him.
  “Oh, my hat !” was all he said.

  “The jape of the term—what ?” grinned Bunter.
  “You fat duffer !”

  “Look here—”

  “That kidnapping affair is a serious matter,” said Wibley.  “It’s not a subject for japes, Inky is really, in danger, if those rotters could get at him, and my belief is that that villain Nally Das is still hanging about somewhere for a chance.  You might cause a lot of alarm by playing a fatheaded jape like that.  Cut it out !”

  “You mean you funk it ?” sneered Bunter.  “You’re afraid of a ragging.  I’ll protect you.”
  “Fathead !”
  “Well, look here, you lend me the things,” urged Butter.  “You’ve got lots among that rubbish of yours—Hindu costumes, and all that.  You can make up my face the proper colour—”

  “Bosh !”
  “You see, you’re so jolly clever at this sort of thing” urged the Owl of the Remove.  “Nobody else can do it like you can, Wib.”
  Wibley nodded.
  “That’s right enough,” he assented.
  “There isn’t a fellow at Greyfriars who’s a patch on you when it comes to making up a fellow for theatricals.”
  “Quite so.”
  “Then you’ll help me ?” asked Bunter eagerly.
  “I jolly well won’t,” grinned Wibley.  “It’s not a subject for japes, old fat man.  Run away and play.”
  Billy Bunter gave him a ferocious blink through his big spectacles.  He had laid on the flattery thick, with absolutely no result.  The Owl of the Remove rolled off the table.
  “After all, you wouldn’t be any good,” he remarked.  “You don’t know much about these things.  You think you can act, but you can’t, you know.  As for that yarn of yours about being taken for Inky and kidnapped, of course, I don’t believe a word of it.”
  “What ?”
  “You can’t gammon me,” said Bunter, shaking his head.  “There’s only one part you can play really well.”
  Wibley glared at him.
  “And what’s that ?” he asked.

  “The art of a footling ass,” said Bunter.  “You can play that really well.  You don’t have to make up for it, you know.”

  And with that Parthian shot Billy Bunter rolled out of Wibley’s study.  He rolled out with his little fat nose contemptuously in the air, turning his back on Wibley with scorn.  It was, however, rather unfortunate for Bunter that he turned his back on Wibley.  Bunter could have said almost anything else to Wibley—he could have told him that he was no cricketer, or no gentleman, without disturbing Wib’s cheery equanimity.  But to tell him that he was no actor was the limit.
  Crash !

  As Billy Bunter rolled in lofty disdain through the doorway, a boot came into violent contact with his tight trousers.

  Bunter reached the passage with unexpected speed.
  He fairly flew.
  “Yoooop !” he roared as he went.
  Slam !
  Wibley’s door closed on him as he sprawled on his hands and knees in the Remove passage.

  “Ow !” gasped Bunter.  “Wow !  I—I—I’ve been kicked !  Ow !  Wow !  I—I’ll jolly well smash him !  I’ll pulverise him !”

  Bunter scrambled to his feet.
  “You rotter, Wibley !” he roared.  “You worm !  You come out here, and I’ll mop up the passage with you !”
  “Buzz off !” came Wibley’s voice from the study.
  “Come out !” yelled Bunter.
  “Fathead !”

  “ I’m going to thrash you !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “ Yah !  Funk !” roared Bunter.

  “Hallo, what’s the jolly old row ?” asked Skinner of the Remove, coming out of his study.
  “I’m going, to lick that cad Wibley !” gasped Bunter.  “He’s afraid to come out of his study !  Yah !  Funk !”
  Bunter kicked at the door of the study.
  “Funk, funk !  Yah !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared Skinner.  “Mind he doesn’t come out, Bunter !”
  Bang !  Bunter thumped on the door.
  “Funk !” he bawled.
  “The door suddenly opened, and William Wibley’s exasperated face appeared in the doorway.
  Bunter’s warlike enthusiasm suddenly petered out.

  “Now, then—” began Wibley.
  Bunter did not wait for him to finish, he suddenly realised that he did not want, after all, to undertake the task of thrashing Wibley.
  For the second time that afternoon Billy Bunter negotiated the Remove passage at express speed.
THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Skinner Helps !
  “TOPPING !”
  “Ripping !”

  “Τip-top !”
  It was an appreciation at last.
  Billy Bunter blinked at Skinner. Snoop, and Stott, in Study No. 11, and was comforted.
  His wonderful wheeze for making the ungrateful Nabob of Bhanipur “sit up,” so scornfully rejected by Wibley, was received with enthusiasm by Skinner & Co.
  “Why, it’s the jape of the season !” said Harold Skinner, closing the eye that was further from Bunter at his two comrades.  “How does Bunter think of these things ?”
  “What a brain !” said Snoop.
  Bunter almost purred.
  “Well, I think of things, you know,” he said.  “I’m the fellow for it !  Intellect, and all that, you know.”
  “Oh, my hat !  I mean, exactly !” gasped Skinner.  “Mean to say that Wibley refused to help, Bunter ?”  Jealousy, I suppose. He doesn’t like the idea of being cut out in his own line.”

  “That’s it, of course,” said Bunter.
  “Of—of course !” said Snoop.
  Stott stared inquiringly at Skinner.  That that too humorous youth was pulling Bunter’s fat leg was obvious; but Stott could not quite see why he was taking the trouble.
  “Well, we’ll jolly well help !” said Skinner heartily.  “We’ll be jolly glad to help Bunter bring off a jape like that !”
  “Yes, rather !” assented Snoop.
  Bunter grinned gleefully.
  “You see, it will give that black beast no end of a scare,” he said.  “He will be frightened out of his wits.”
  “Frightened into a blue funk,” agreed Skinner, with another wink at his comrades, which the short-sighted Owl of the Remove did not observe.  “Fairly scared into hysterics.  According to Wibley’s yarn, a gang of really desperate characters are after Inky, and if he thinks they’ve got into Greyfriars to collar him, he will be scared quite stiff.”

  “Serve him jolly well right, after the way he’s let me down !” said Blunter.
  “He’s asked for it,” said Skinner solemnly.  “The only thing now is to let him have it.  And Bunter’s the man to do it—with our help.”
  “We’ll jolly well help !” agreed James Snoop.
  “Bunter’s clever at this sort of thing,” went on Skinner blandly.  “I always thought, it a mistake of the fellows to make Wibley head-cook-and bottlewasher in the theatrical society.  Bunter really was the man for the job.  You fellows can fancy Bunter playing Hamlet, or Romeo—”
  “Oh crumbs !”
  “This will be simply pie to a clever chap like Bunter.  We can help him in make up as a Hindu, and his own natural genius will do the rest.”
  “His—his what ?” gasped Stott.
  “Natural genius,” said Skinner severely.
  “Oh, yes !  Quite !”

  “Now, I happen to know that Inky’s got lines to do this evening,” said Skinner.  “He will be alone in Study No. 13 to do them.  That will be the time.  Bunter will trickle in, got up as a Hindu, and frighten Inky out of his silly wits.  Yelling for help, he will bring up a crowd of fellows, and then it’ll—”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Make him look no end of a scared ass, what ?” said Bunter.
  “Yes, rather !  We’ll help you to make up in this study,” said Skinner.  “In our humble way, we’re glad to be useful to a fellow like you.”
  Billy Bunter grinned expansively.  It was but seldom that anyone took the trouble to flatter him, but Bunter like it on rare occasions when he received it.  And he liked his flattery like pineapple—in chunks.  Skinner handed it out in chunks, and the Owl of the Remove was satisfied.
  “No good losing time,” said Skinner briskly.  “I’ll get along to Wibley’s study and borrow the things we want—I mean, that Bunter wants.”

  “Will he lend them to you, though ?” asked Snoop

  “Oh, yes; he’s gone down to the Rag, and I sha’n’t mention it to him.”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Skinner left the study, and returned in a few minutes with a bundle under his arm.
  “All serene,” he announced, “the coast’s clear—nearly all the fellows have finished prep and gone down.  Inky’s in his study doing his lines for Quelchy.  Let’s get going.”

  And the three young rascals got going. Billy Bunter’s fat figure was draped in an Oriental costume borrowed from Wibley’s property.box.

  Then his face was made up.
  Skinner made it up for him very artistically.  He relied a good deal upon Bunter’s shortness of vision.
  Bunter’s fat face was made as black as the ace of spades.  He looked less like a Hindu than a Hottentot; and less like a Hottentot than a Christy minstrel.
  Skinner’s face was very grave; he had a great command of his countenance.  Snoop and Stott had to turn their faces to hide their emotion as the make-up proceeded.
  After Bunter’s new complexion was finished, a turban was would round his bullet head.
  Bunter surveyed the result in the glass, and was satisfied.
  To his eyes he represented a native of the dusky East; he felt that he looked the part to perfection.
  To the eyes of Skinner & Co. he looked like it Bunter of the Remove, with his fat face blackened; merely that and nothing more.
  But they did not mention that to Bunter.
  According to Bunter, this was a great jape on the Nabob of Bhanipur.  According to Skinner, it was a jape on the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove—who really had asked for it, in asking the aid of Skinner.
  “All O.K., what ?” asked Skinner.
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  “Topping !” said Bunter.
  “Now, a few finishing touches,” said Skinner.  “Can’t be too careful.  Of course, the thing chiefly depends on Bunter’s own genius.  But we can do our best to help, in our small way.”
  “Yes, rather !” gasped Snoop.
  Skinner’s finishing touches were really remarkable, after he had got Bunter away from the glass.
  Bunter’s fat ears were tinted a brilliant crimson, contrasting remarkably with his black face, and a white spot was added to the tip of his fat little nose.  A crimson curve ran up from either corner of his mouth, causing that orifice—already extensive—to extend seemingly from ear to ear.
  That final touch was too much for Snoop and Stott, who burst into a yell.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”

  Bunter blinked at them.
  “What are you cackling at ?” he asked.  “Isn’t it all right ?”

  “Oh, yes !” gasped Snoop.  “Fine !  I—I was thinking of Inky—of Inky—and—and the fright he’ll get !”
  Bunter grinned.
  “He’s going through it,” he said.  “I’ll give him the scare of his life.  Fancy his feelings when he thinks that the kidnapper has got into his study !”
  “Only fancy !” gasped Stott.
  Skinner opened the door and peered out into the Remove passage.
  “All clear !” he said.  “Go it. Bunter.”

  Skinner & Co. gazed at Bunter as he rolled to the door.  They had taken a great deal of trouble with the adornment of the fatuous Owl of the Remove, but really they found it hard to believe that even Bunter was ass enough to go out of the study in this extraordinary guise.  But the Owl of the Remove had no doubts.
  He rolled cheerily out of the study, and Skinner collapsed into the armchair and gurgled.
  “Oh, my hat !  Ha, ha, ha !”
  “J’ever see such a born idiot !” gasped Snoop.  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Oh dear !” gurgled Stott.
  Skinner wiped his eyes.  “We must tell the fellows this,” he said.  “Nobody ought to miss this.  Let’s get down to the Rag.  Bunter ought to have an audience.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Skinner & Co. left the study.  The Remove passage was deserted; most of the fellows had gone down after prep.  But the remarkable figure of Billy Bunter could be seen at the door of Study No. 13—the room which belonged to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and his study-mates.  Bunter, evidently, was just going to begin !
  “Come on !” gasped Skinner.
  The three juniors hurried to the stairs, anxious to spread the news in the Rag of the amazing sight that was to be seen in the Remove passage.  On the Remove staircase they encountered a dapper little gentleman—Monsieur Charpentier, the French master of Greyfriars.
  Skinnair !”

  “Yes, sir,” said Skinner, halting unwillingly.
  “Do you know where Sheery is ?”

  “Bob Cherry, sir ?  No, sir ?”
  “Sherry has not written zose lines zat I give him in French class,” said Monsieur Charpentier.  “Vich is Sherry’s study, Skinnair ?”
  “No. 13, sir.”
  “Zank you, Skinnair !”
  Mosoo trotted on along the Remove passage to look into Bob Cherry’s study and interview that thoughtless youth on the subject of an impot which should have been written, but had not been written.  Skinner & Co. stared at one another.
  “He—he’s going to Inky’s study !’ ejaculated Snoop.  “And—and—and Bunter’s there—in that rig !”

  “Oh, my hat !” murmured Stott.
  Skinner whistled.
  “Well, we had nothing to do with it,” he said.  “It’s Bunter’s stunt.  Let’s get out of this.”

  And Skinner & Co. got out of it.
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Black Bunter !
  “AHA !”
  Billy Bunter uttered that dramatic ejaculation as he presented himself in Study No. 13.  In the full belief that he looked like a native of India, with his amazing complexion and extraordinary clothes, Bunter considered that a dramatic: exclamation of triumph was the proper thing.
  Hurree Singh, taking him for a Hindu kidnapper, would be startled and scared, and would doubtless expect some dramatic exclamation of that kind.  So Bunter let him have it.
  “Aha !”

  “The dramatic exclamation was, so to speak, wasted on the desert air.  The study was empty.
  Not one of the four fellows to whom it belonged was there.
  Bunter did not expect to see Bob Cherry, Mark Linley, or little Wan Lung, as prep was over, and the fellows had gone down.  But he had expected Inky to be there.  Skinner had distinctly told him that Hurree Singh had lines, and would be in his study writing them.  Skinner did not care much what his told a fellow whose leg he was pulling.  He had not been brought up at the feet of the late lamented George Washington.
  Bunter blinked angrily round the study.
  No one was there.  His dramatic exclamation had been a sheer waste; no scared nabob leaped up with a howl of terror at the sight of his black face.
  Had the nabob been there, he would have been more likely to utter a howl of laughter than a howl of terror.  Bunter was happy in the conviction that he resembled a native of India’s coral strand.  As a matter of fact, he looked almost as much like a native of Greenland’s icy mountains.  He did not really look like anything at all except a fat fellow with a blacked face, red cars, enormous mouth, and white-spotted nose, clad in an extraordinary assortment of second-hand stage “props.”  But Bunter was happily unconscious of all that, and he was angry and disappointed.
  “The beast isn’t here !” he grunted.
  The light was turned low, but it was light enough for Bunter to see that the study was vacant.  He stood by the table and pondered.
  He was, of course, quite unaware that Skinner & Co. had rigged him up in this attractive manner to pull his leg, and make a laughing stock of him.  Bunter did not guess that—yet.  So he pondered over his next move.  Inky was not there, and he had to get at Inky if his stunt was to be a success, and the nabob scared out of his wits by the sudden sight of a supposed kidnapper.  If Inky did not come to the study, then Bunter would have to find him—like Mahomet going to the mountain, because the mountain would not come to Mahomet.
  Then footsteps came along to the study, and Bunter grinned under his black complexion,
  If it was Inky coming to do his lines, nothing could be better.  He would spring at the nabob as he came in, and make him fairly cringe with terror.  If it was somebody else, that somebody else would get a fright.  Serve him right for butting in.
  Bunter reached up and turned the light lower—as low as he could without putting it out.  There was a bare glimmer in the study now, and in the dimness Bunter did indeed look a startling object.
  The footsteps stopped at the door.
  Knock !
  The door was pushed open.
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  “Sherry !”
  Monsieur Charpentier got no further.  A fearsome figure leaped suddenly at him, a hideous black face with an enormous red gash of a mouth glimmered in the dim light, and Monsieur Charpentier jumped back into the passage with a wild yell.
  “Mon Dieu !  Ciel !  Vat is zat ?”
  Monsieur Charpentier had expected to find Bob Cherry in the study.  Certainly he had not expected to find a hideous black-faced object with a mouth that grinned from ear to ear.  In the full light he would have seen that it was a schoolboy amazingly got up.  But in a mere glimmer he could see nothing of the sort.

  He cleared the Remove passage with a backward spring, and staggered against the opposite wall.
  “Au secours !” he yelled.  “A moi !”  Help !”
  “Oh, my hat !” gasped Bunter in dismay.  “It’s Mossoo !  Fancy a silly master butting in !  Oh dear !”
  “Au secours !” yelled Mossoo, and he went along the Remove passage towards the stairs as if he were on the cinder-path.
  “Oh crumbs” gasped Bunter.
  Whether he would have succeeded in scaring Hurree Jamset Ram Singh might be a question.  But there was no doubt that he had scared Mossoo.  On that point there was no doubt, no possible probable shadow of doubt, no possible doubt whatever.
  Monsieur Charpentier reached the Remove staircase, and went down it in a series of kangaroo-like bounds.  He lost his footing twice, and rolled, but picked himself up again with great activity, and bounded on.  On the lower landing he crashed into Wingate of the Sixth.  The Greyfriars captain had heard Mossoo’s frantic yells, and he was coming up to investigate.  He staggered as Mossoo collided with him, and gasped for breath, catching hold of the French master to save himself from falling.
  “What the thump–” gasped Wingate.
  ‘Help !”
  “Oh, my hat !  What is it—what has happened ?” shouted Wingate.
  Monsieur Charpentier reeled against the banisters.
  “Ze fearful sight !” he panted.  “Mon Dieu !  Ze awful apparition !  Zat ’orrible negro !”
  “That what ?” ejaculated Wingate.
  “ C’est un negro—a ferocious negro !” gasped Monsieur Charpentier.  “I go to Sherry’s study to demand ze lines, and zat wild and savage negro he spring at me like one tiger—helas !  J’avais peur !  Mon Dieu !”

Wingate stared at hm.
  Mossoo’s statement that he “had had fear” was evidently well-founded; he still had it.  His face was white and terrified.
  “A—a negro in the Remove passage !” exclaimed Wingate.  “It’s impossible, monsieur.  You fancied—”
  “I fancy nozzing !” shrieked Monsieur Charpentier.  “Un negro feroce—a black man ferocious—”

  “Great Scott !  A—a black man !”  Wingate remembered the story of the Hindu kidnappers, and wondered.  “Was it a Hindu ?”
  “I zink him a negro, but perhaps one Hindu—je ne sai pas.  He have eyes zat shine like glass, and une bouche enorme—a mouth of the most enormous !” gasped Mossoo.
  “Ha, ha, ha !” came in a howl from the bottom of the staircase.
  Wingate stared down, and beheld a crowd of Remove fellows who had come out of the Rag.
  “Shut up, you fags !” he called out.  “Stop that cackling.”
  “It is not a matter for to laff !” gasped Mossoo.  “Send for ze police !  Telephone for zem !”  “Zat savage negro he must be seize !”

  “What can possibly be the matter, Wingate ?” called out Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, coming up the lower stairs.
  “Moisieur Charpentier tells me that there is a black man in the Remove passage, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch started.
  “A black man ?  Impossible. !”
  “Viz my own eyes I see him, monsieur !” hooted the French master.  “He spring at me like one tiger !  He is in Sherry’s study.”

  The Remove master started again.

  “That is also Hurree Singh’s study.  This inst be looked into it may be another attempt on the part of the Hindu kidnappers.  Wharton !”
  “Yes, sir,” answered Harry, from the foot of the staircase.

  “Where is Hurree Singh ?”

  “Here, sir.”
  “The herefulness is terrific, honoured and esteemed sahib !” called out the Nabob of Bhanipur.
  “Remain among your friends, Hurree Singh, while this matter is investigated,” said Mr. Quelch.  “Wingate, kindly come with me to the Remove passage.  This must be seen into at once.”

  “Certainly, sir.”
  “Gardez vous !” gasped Monsieur Charpentier.  “Take you guards, mon cher Monsieur Quelch.  He is one ferocious savage black.  Zere is grand danger.  Take one poker at least !”

  Mr. Quelch did not heed.  He mounted the stairs rapidly, with Wingate of the Sixth at his side.  Monsieur Charpentier stared after him, and then, being quite a brave little gentleman, in spite of a sensitive nervous system, he followed on.  Wynne and Loder of the sixth came running up the stairs after them.

  There was a spasm of merriment among the Remove fellows at the foot of the staircase.

  “Well, you’ve done it now, Skinner,” said Vernon-Smith.

  “You jolly well have,” chuckled Johnny Bull.  “There will be no end of a shindy over this—if you’ve told us the truth, and it’s only Bunter.
  Skinner shrugged his shoulders.

  “No harm in helping Bunter to dress up,” he said.  “We’re allowed to go in for private theatricals, ain’t we ?”

  Harry Wharton laughed.
  “Let’s follow on,” he said.
  And the Remove fellows, eager to be “on” in a scene in the Remove passage, swarmed up the stairs.
  Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was quaking in Study No. 13.  Exactly what to do was quite a mystery to him.  And he had only a minute or two in which to make up his fat mind—and Bunter’s powerful intellect never did work swiftly.  Footsteps came thronging along the Remove passage as he blinked out of the doorway of Study No. 13.
  “There he is !” shouted Wingate.

  “Bless my soul !”

  Bunter had one terrifying glimpse of Mr. Quelch and two or three prefects.  Then he bolted.  Like a fat rabbit he bolted along the passage to the box-room stairs, and he went up those stairs two at a time, which was really a remarkable feat with the weight he had to carry.  He plunged headlong into the box-room, and howled as he barked his shins on Lord Mauleverer’s big trunk.
  “Ow !”  Oh dear !”
  “I saw him, sir !” came Wingate’s excited voice from below.  “A black fellow of some sort—”
  “A negro, it seemed to me—”  That was Mr. Quelch’s voice.
  “Un negre, feroce !”
  “A savage-looking ruffian—”  “That was Loder of the Sixth.
  “Faith, and mightn’t it be one of the fags playing a trick, sir ?”  That suggestion came from Gwynne of the Sixth.
  “If so, Gwynne, his punishment will be exemplary !” said Mr. Quelch.  “If so, he shall be found and punished with the greatest severity.”
  Bunter quaked.
  “We shall see !” continued the Remove master.  “He has fled up to the box-rooms !  Follow me !”

  “Better get a light, sir,” said Wingate.  After what happened the other day, it’s quite possible that—that—”

  “Quite, Wingate !  Get a light, by all means, and perhaps some of you had better get weapons of some kind.  We cannot be too careful.”
  Billy Bunter, in the box-room, crouched behind a stack of boxes in a corner, and quaked from head to foot.

  By this time, the Owl of the Remove repented, from the bottom of his fat heart, that he had ever started on a new career as a practical joker.  Once he was safe out of this, he resolved that he would never, never take up japing again.
  But he was not out of it yet !
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Prout on the War-path !
  HARRY WHARTON & Co. looked on from a respectful distance.  They did not venture to approach the group of masters and prefects who stood at the foot of the box-room stairs.
  After one freezing glance from Mr. Quelch, they did not venture to laugh.  From the point of view of the Remove master, it was very far from being a laughing matter.  It was certain that an attempt had lately been made by a gang of Hindus to kidnap Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  If there was a black man within the precincts of Greyfriars, it was only too probable that he was one of the kidnapping gang—and that undoubtedly would not have been a laughing matter.
 The Remove fellows, having heard Skinner’s story of his little joke on Bunter, took quite a different view.  They were aware that the terrifying apparition seen by, Monsieur Charpentier was not so black as he was painted.  But they did not think of telling Mr. Quelch so.  Bunter was booked for a licking if he was found in his remarkable guise, and nobody wanted to get him a licking.  The Remove fellows hoped that he would get clear somehow.
  But it did not seem likely.  Mr. Quelch was evidently determined to probe the matter to the very bottom.  His square jaw was shut like a vice.  He was waiting for Loder of the Sixth to come back with a light.  In a few minutes Loder came along with a bike lantern, and he was followed by two or three more of the Sixth with electric torches.
  Quite a little army gathered at the foot of the box-room stairs—enough of them to deal with the most desperate kidnapper—more than enough to deal with the fat and quaking junior who crouched in dire terror in the shadowy box-room above.  And another form, stout and portly, came pushing through the crowd of Removites in the passage—that of Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth Form.
  Harry Wharton turned as something butted into his back, and jumped almost clear of the floor as he found that it was the muzzle of a rifle.

  Mr. Prout, once upon a time, had been a great sportsman, and deadly weapons adorned the walls of his study.  It was many years since Mr. Prout had been on the war-path; he had grown rather elderly, and rather bald, and rather short-sighted.  But at heart he was still the sportsman of old, though it had to be admitted that he did not look the part.
  At the first alarm Mr. Prout had dragged down his favourite rifle from the wall—the one with which he had shot grizzly bears in the Rocky Mountains the dear dead days beyond recall—or with which, perhaps, he fancied that he had shot grizzly bears, for undoubtedly Mr. Prout’s hunting stories grew more and more circumstantial with the passage of time.
  Mr. Prout often alluded to that as his “deadly rifle.”  Deadly on not, Wharton did not like to feel the muzzle in the small of his back.
  “I—I say, keep that thing away, sir !” he exclaimed, dodging Mr. Prout very actively.
  “Where is he ?” thundered Mr. Prout.
  “He !  Who !”

  “The kidnapper !  The black ruffian !” boomed the Fifth Form master.  ‘I am here to deal with him !  Where is he ?”

  “Oh, my hat !  I—I think—” gasped Wharton.
  Mr. Prout spotted the group by the box-room stairs, and rushed in, without stopping to ask more questions.  The junior stared after him blankly.  Some of the prefects had brought along pokers or cricket-stumps; but Mr. Prout and his rifle made the fellows jump.
  “I—I say, has he got that thing loaded ?” exclaimed Nugent.
  “Phew !  Poor old Bunter—if he has !”

  “ Prouty couldn’t hit the wall of a house !” said the Bounder.  “I’ve seen him potting at the range.  If he really shot that grizzly bear we’ve heard about, it was a shooting accident.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Mr. Prout joined the group at the box-room stairs, rifle in hand.  Mr. Quelch had taken the lamp from Loder, and was leading the way upward.  The prefects would have followed, but Mr. Prout pushed them aside, and mounted the stairs after the Remove master.
  Have no fear, my dear Quelch !” he said.  “I am here !”

  “Thank you, Mr. Prout, I am not in the least in a state of trepidation,” answered the Remove master icily.
  “I will deal with the scoundrel, Quelch, if you will hold the light,” said the Fifth Form master.  “Forward !”
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  “Dear me !” said Mr. Quelch testily, as the eager gentleman followed him fast.  “Please do not poke that stick in my back, Mr. Prout.  It is most uncomfortable !”
  “It is not a stick, Quelch,” said Mr. Prout.  “It is the muzzle of my rifle.”

  “What !” roared Mr. Quelch.
  “Merely the muzzle of my rifle.  Why, whatever is the matter, my dear Quelch ?” exclaimed Mr. Prout, in astonishment, as the Remove master fairly spun round on the stairs above him.

  Mr. Quelch had been quite calm hitherto; but now he looked quite excited.  A poke in the back from the muzzle of a rifle was really enough to disturb any middle-aged gentleman’s equanimity.
  “Take it away !” he hooted.

  “What ?  What ?”

  “Point it some other way, sir !” bawled Mr. Quelch.  “I refuse, sir—I absolutely refuse—to be shot in the back sir !  Take it away.”
  “My dear Quelch—”

  “Are you aware, sir, that you are pointing that rifle directly at me ?” shrieked Mr. Quelch in frenzied tones.

  “Dear me !  So I am !” said Mr. Prout.  “I will point it upward—there—  Let us advance, sir—”
 “Take your finger from the trigger, Mr. Prout.”
 “Really.  Mr. Quelch !”

  “Take your finger from the trigger !” spluttered Mr. Quelch.  “Do you hear me, Mr. Prout ?  Upon my word—”

  “Nonsense, Quelch !” exclaimed Mr. Prout hotly.  “I am about to encounter a desperate scoundrel.  I must be prepared.  Probably he is armed.  At any moment he may open fire with a revolver.  I must be on my guard.  Pray stand aside, my dear Quelch, and allow me to lead the way !”
  ‘Mr. Prout—”

  “Follow, and show me a light,” said Mr. Prout.  “I need but one glimpse of the villain—my aim is deadly.  If he does not immediately surrender, his blood will be upon his own head.  Let me go in advance.”
  The Fifth Form master pushed past Mr. Quelch, who was only too glad to let him pass.  Mr. Quelch was not afraid of the black man in the box-room, but the Fifth Form master seemed to have quite a terrifying effect upon him.
  Mr. Prout marched up the box-room stairs, with his deadly rifle well ahead, his fat finger still on the trigger.  The whole party followed him, glad to be behind the rifle.
  “Keep the light steady, my dear Quelch,” said Mr. Prout, looking round as he reached the landing.  “Fear nothing—”
  “I fear nothing but that dangerous weapon in your hands, Mr. Prout,” hooted the Remove master.
  “Really, Mr. Quelch—”
  “If you persist in turning it towards me, Mr. Prout—”
  “Dear me, I did not intend to do so.  A moment’s absent-mindedness—”
  “I do not wish my career to be suddenly terminated, Mr. Prout, by a moment’s absent-mindedness on your part.”
  Mr. Prout gave a snort, and marched on again.
  Behind him, Mr. Quelch held up the light; and the Sixth-form fellows followed, flashing ahead the light of the electric torches.
  With the Fifth Form master in the lead, they tramped into the box-room.  It seemed to be vacant, save for the empty boxes and trunks.
  “Probably the villain is hiding !’ exclaimed Mr. Prout, with a really ferocious glare round the dusty, dusky room.  “Search among the boxes.  Fear nothing; my rifle is ready.  At the first sight of the villain, I pull the trigger—”
  “Yaroooh !”
  “What—what—”

  “Help !  Keep him off !  I don’t want to be shot !” yelled Billy Bunter, from behind the stack of boxes in the corner.
  “Mr. Quelch—Wingate, keep him off !  Yaroooh !  Help !  Yoooop !”

  “What—what—” stuttered Mr. Prout.
  “Bunter !” roared Wingate.
  The captain of Greyfriars barged behind the boxes, and dragged an extraordinary figure into view.
 At the sight of the black face, Mr. Prout mechanically raised the rifle.  There was a wild howl of terror from Billy Bunter, and he tore himself away from Wingate’s grasp, and lodged behind Mr. Quelch for protection, clutching at the Remove master’s coat.

  “Yow-ow !  Help !  Keep him off !” shrieked Bunter.
  Bunter’s frantic yell was heard far and wide.  And from the Remove passage came an answering yell:
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter !
  “BUNTER !”
  “Bless my soul !  Bunter !”
  “But what—what—”
  “Bunter !” said Mr. Prout dazedly.  “I—I do not recognise him, but the—the voice seems familiar !  What—what—”

 “Bunter!” boomed Mr. Quelch,
  “It’s a practical joke, sir,” said Wingate, trying not to chuckle.  “One of the Remove kids japing.”
  “Mon Dieu !” murmured Monsieur Charpentier, his face crimsoning.  “Ma foi !  C’est un garcon—je suis trompe—mon Dieu !”
  And the French master beat a hurried retreat, and passed with a burning face through the grinning crowd in the Remove passage and vanished.
  “Bunter !” gasped Mr. Quelch.  “You—you utterly ridiculous boy—you—you young rascal—  You—you—”

  “Oh dear !” gasped Bunter.
  “Absurd !” snapped Mr. Prout, his fat face as red as a turkey’s.  He had lowered his deadly rifle now, and seemed to be trying to squeeze it out of sight in the folds of his coat.  In the circumstances, Mr. Prout realised that the deadly rifle was a little ridiculous.  “A practical joke—a foolish joke !  Ridiculous.”
  He glared round at the grinning prefects.  It did not seem to Mr. Prout an occasion for grinning.
  “Bunter !  What does this mean ?” roared the Remove master.
  “Oh dear !”
  “Why are you dressed in this ridiculous manner ?”
  “Oh, lor’ !”
  “Why is your face blacked ?”
  “I—I—I—” stuttered Bunter.
  “How dare you play such tricks ?” boomed Mr. Quelch.
  “Mr. Quelch, if this boy were in my Form, I should punish him with the greatest severity !” hooted Mr. Prout.  “An incident like this, sir, could occur in no Form at Greyfriars with the exception of the Remove.”
  “Mr. Prout !”
  “I repeat it, sir—in no Form but the Remove !” hooted the Fifth Form master.  And Mr. Prout tramped wrathfully out of the box-room, still trying—unsuccessfully—to hide the deadly rifle from general view.
  In the Remove passage he had to pass between two lines of grinning Removites, with a crimson face, and the hapless rifle, the cynosure of all eyes.
  “Have you shot him, sir ?” asked Skinner.
  “What—what ?”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Smack !
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Mind that gun doesn’t go off !” yelled the Bounder.

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Mr. Prout hurried on, leaving Skinner rubbing his eyes furiously, and the other fellows yelling.  Mr. Prout longed for only one thing just then—to get the deadly rifle out of sight.  That fearsome weapon had been brought along to terrify a desperate kidnapper into submission; and the desperate kidnapper had turned out to be a Remove fag with his face blacked.
  Deeply as he was attached to that relic of ancient hunting days, Mr. Prout would have been glad to see it vanish into thin air.  Instead of which, it seemed to the unhappy gentleman as large and conspicuous as a cannon, as he bore it along the Remove passage amid yells of laughter.
  Portly gentleman as he was, Mr. Prout fairly raced down the stairs, and the slam of his study door was heard all over Greyfriars.
  “Oh, my hat !” exclaimed Harry Wharton, almost weeping with merriment.  “Poor old Prout !”  Ha, ha, ha !”

  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared the Removites.
  But there was one Remove fellow who was not laughing—one to whom the situation was fraught with seriousness.  “That one was William George Bunter in the box-room, quaking under the gimlet eyes of Mr Quelch.
  Mr. Quelch’s eyes seemed almost to bore holes into the wretched Bunter.  Wingate and Gwynne and Loder, and the other Sixth Forth fellows, were grinning—they could not help it.  But the comic side of the situation was utterly lost upon Mr. Quelch. 
  He gave the grinning prefects a glare.
  “This is not a laughing matter !” he snapped.
  “Hem !  No ! of—of course not, sir,” stammered Wingate.
  “Bunter !”

  “Oh dear !”

  “Explain yourself !” said Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice.  “Why are yon dressed in this ridiculous manner, and why is your face blacked ?  What does it mean ? Are you out of your senses ?

  Ow !  No, sir !”
  “Then what does it mean ?” thundered Mr. Quelch.
  “I—I didn’t—”

  “What ?”

  “I—I mean—”
  “What do you mean ?”
  “I—I—I—it was a—a—a joke, sir !” groaned Bunter.  “Only a—a—a jape, sir.  I—I—”
  “You disguised yourself in this absurd manner for a practical joke ?”
  “Yes, sir !” gasped Bunter.
  “You have thrown the whole school into commotion, for the sake of a foolish, practical joke on your Form master.”
  “Oh, no, sir !” gasped Bunter.  “I wouldn’t joke with you, sir !  I—I’d rather joke with a lion or a tiger, sir—”

  “What ?”
  “I—mean—it was Inky, sir.”
  “What does this boy mean ?  Explain yourself, Bunter.  Do you mean that your face is inky ?  It does not look like ink to me.”
  “Nunno, sir !  Inky, sir—Hurree Singh—”

  “Was Hurree Singh a party to this ridiculous performance, Bunter ?  Is that what you mean ?”
  “Oh dear !  No. Sir !  It—it was a joke on Inky—I mean, Hurree Singh,” groaned Bunter.  “I was going to frighten him, sir—”
  “Frighten him ?”
  “That’s it, sir—making up as a Hindu, making him think the kidnappers were after him, sir—”
  “Bless my soul !  Do you suppose that you look anything like a Hindu ?” gasped Mr. Quelch.
  “Oh, yes, sir !  I—I’m rather clever at make-up, sir—”
  “Bunter !  You have thrown the school into turmoil—you have wasted my time—you have caused great alarm—and all for the pernicious purpose of a jest upon a serious subject !  Bunter, you will immediately remove this ridiculous attire, and—and clean yourself.  Then you will come to my study.”
  “Wha-a-a-what for, sir ?”
  “For punishment !” thundered Mr. Quelch.  “For the most severe and drastic punishment, Bunter !”
  “Oh, lor’ !”

  Mr. Quelch strode out of the box-room, and down the stairs.  There was no laughter in the Remove passage as he passed his hopeful pupils there; the expression on his face discouraged merriment.  But when he was gone there was a chorus of chortling and chuckling.  Billy Bunter, with a dismal expression on his blacked face, rolled into view, and at the sight of him, the Remove fellows shrieked again.
  “Here he is !” yelled the Bounder.
  “Here’s Bunter—behold, he is black but comely !” sobbed Squiff.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “I—I say, you fellows—”

  “He’s got on some of my props,” exclaimed Wibley.  “You cheeky, fat villain, you’ve been at my property-box—”
   “Oh dear !  I—I say, you fellows—”

  “Did—did you think Quelchy looked very waxy, you chaps ?” groaned Bunter.

  “Like a hungry tiger,” chuckled Johnny Bull.
  “Oh dear !”
  “You’re for it, Bunter !” chuckled the Bounder.  “You can’t say you haven’t asked for it, old fat man.”

  “The askfulness was terrific, my esteemed, fatheaded Bunter !”
  “Go and get yourself washed, you awful ass !” said Peter Todd.  “The longer you keep Quelchy waiting, the harder he will lay it on.”
  Bunter gave a deep and dismal groan, and rolled away to a bath-room, followed by a yell of laughter.  When he emerged—clothed, and in his right mind, so to speak—he almost tottered to Mr. Quelch’s study.  After the feast came the reckoning; and to judge by the wild howls that were heard from Mr. Quelch’s study a few minutes later, the reckoning was severe.
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

An Alarm in the Night !
  GROAN !

  “Chuck it, Bunter !”
  Groan !
  Bolsover major sat up in bed.  “Look here, Bunter,’ he bawled.  “Enough’s as good as a feast, see ?  Chuck it, and let a fellow go to sleep.”
  Groan !

  The Remove fellows had gone to their dormitory; most of them in a hilarious mood; Bunter, fresh from the hands of Mr. Quelch, in a mood that was far from hilarious.

  After lights out, a succession of deep groans proceeded from the bed occupied by William George Bunter.
  There was some sympathy for Bunter.  That he had asked for it was certain; and there was no doubt that he had received all that he had asked for, and that it was painful.  Mr. Quelch had not spared the rod; and Bunter had been fairly squirming after the Remove master had done with him.  So the juniors listened to Bunter’s deep and dismal groans, for some time, with kind patience.
  But as Bolsover major remarked, enough was as good as a feast.  It was all very well for Bunter to express his feelings in that way; but fellows wanted to go to sleep.
  “Yes, chuck it, old man,” said Bob Cherry.  “You’ve had a jolly good innings, you know.  You’ve been groaning for a good ten minutes now.”
  “Beast !”
  “If he jolly well doesn’t stop I’ll get out and jolly well give him something to groan for !” said Bolsover major.
  “Oh, really, Bolsover—”
  “Shut up !”
  “I say, you fellows, I’ve got a frightful pain—”
  “Didn’t you ask for it ?” hooted Bolsover.

  “Quelchy gave me a dozen—”

  “Serve you jolly well right !”
  “You shouldn’t have played the goat, old fat man,” said Harry Wharton.  “Japing isn’t really in your line.”
  Groan !

  “That, does it !” exclaimed Bolsover major exasperated.  “I’m getting out to him with my pillow !”
  “I—I say, I—I’ll try to bear it !” gasped Bunter.  “You’re a lot of unsympathetic beasts.  I’m suffering frightfully !”
  “Suffer in silence, old chap,” said Peter Todd.  “Silence is golden, you know.”
  “Yah !”

  Billy Bunter suppressed his dismal groans at last.  After Mr. Quelch’s cane, he did not want Bolsover major’s pillow.
  He laid his head on his pillow and strove to sleep.  Sleep generally came very easily to William George Bunter.  He could do with a great deal of sleep.  But for once he was wakeful.  His fat person fairly ached with the severe caning he had received; and the fact that he had asked for it was no solace, and certainly did not relieve the pain.
  For the first time on record, Billy Bunter was the last fellow in the Remove to fall asleep.
  All the rest of the Lower Fourth were deep in slumber, while Bunter’s round eyes were still open, and he lay blinking dismally into the darkness, and watching the stars at the high windows of the dormitory.
  He reflected bitterly that Mr. Quelch might have left that hefty licking till the morning, and let a fellow get his night’s rest.  Mr. Quelch had not even seemed to think of it.  Possibly, had he thought of it, he might have supposed that Bunter’s wakeful reflections would be for his good.  Certainly, Bunter realised very clearly that the career of a practical joker was not the career for him—that was borne in very clearly upon his fat mind.
  He slumbered at last.
  But his slumbers were uneasy.  Generally, he closed his eyes immediately he turned in, and did not open them till the rising-bell clanged out in the morning—and then unwillingly.  But matters were quite different now.  His deep and resonant snore, instead of rumbling continuously through the night, echoed only by fits and starts.  He woke, and woke again, and groaned dismally as he composed himself to slumber once more.  But after a few “cat-naps” slumber refused to come.  Bunter lay with his round eyes blinking at the windows, sleepless, while round him the other Remove fellows slept the sleep of healthy youth.
  It was an uncommon experience for Bunter—very uncommon indeed.  He did not like it at all.  He felt bitterly how selfish the other fellows were to sleep peacefully like this, while he—W. G. Bunter—couldn’t sleep.  He dared not even groan aloud, for fear of waking Bolsover major.  Gladly enough he would have awakened the whole dormitory.  For why should any fellow sleep while Bunter couldn’t sleep ?  But he did not want to be pillowed or bolstered, and so he was silent as he lay and blinked, and reflected what a hard and unfeeling world it was, especially for a fellow of such really eminent merit as himself.
  It was long past midnight.  In the silence of the night Bunter heard all sorts of sounds, which are only heard when a house is stilled in slumber—faint creaking of ancient woodwork, the clatter of some distant gate that had been left unfastened, the rustling of a branch against the panes of a window.  Those eerie sounds of the night came through the sound of steady breathing from many beds.
  Suddenly Bunter started and shivered.
  In the dim dormitory something moved.  It made no sound, and it might have been a shadow.  But it was not a shadow.
  Bunter’s fat heart almost stood still.

  Every fellow but himself was fast asleep.  He knew that no Removite had left his bed.
  Yet someone with noiseless footsteps was moving in the dormitory.
  Burglars was the word that flashed into Bunter’s startled mind.  But, startled as he was, he could not help realising that if burglars came to Greyfriars they would not be likely to penetrate into a junior dormitory.  Yet at such a late hour it was impossible that it was a raid from another dormitory—Temple, Dabney, & Co. of the Fourth, or Coker of the Fifth, would never raid the Remove in the small hours of the morning.

  Bunter lay quite still, scarcely breathing, and listening with all his ears, his fat heart throbbing.
  “There was no sound of movement, yet something dark was flitting in the shadowy dormitory—something dim and dark that flittered from bed to bed, as if peering at one sleeper after another.
  Soundless, dim, shadowy, it loomed by Bunter’s bed, and instinctively he shut his eyes and feigned slumber.
  He opened them again; the shadow was gone.
  His heart throbbed almost to suffocation.
  It could not be a burglar—that was inadmissible.  It could not be a fellow from another dormitory japing at such an hour.  What was it ?

   Without raising his head from his pillow Bunter blinked about him, seeing little, however, as his big spectacles were tucked away in their case under his pillow, and he dared not venture to move to take them out and put them on his fat little nose.
  From somewhere a faint and sickly smell came to him—a smell that he did not recognise, but which he knew must be the scent of some drug.
  What did it mean ?
  Bunter’s terror was so great that he could scarcely keep himself from yelling aloud.  Something was going on in the Remove dormitory—something strange and terrible.  Some stranger was there—or, rather, more than one.  For as Bunter blinked and blinked with straining eyes he made out two dim shadows that stood on either side of a bed—and he knew that it was the bed occupied by Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  And the sickly scent came from that direction, and suddenly it flashed into Bunter’s mind that it wins the scent of chloroform.
  And then he knew.
  “The kidnappers !”

  The nabob’s enemies had penetrated into the school.  What Bunter had imagined in jest was taking place in grim earnest, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sinking from sleep into blank insensibility under the influence of the drug, lay helpless under their hands.
  Bunter gasped.

  He did not mean to make a sound; so far as he had any intentions at all, he intended to keep quite silent, hoping that the malefactors would not discover that he was awake.  But his fat nerves were not equal to the strain.
  He gasped, and in the silence of the dormitory his terrified gasp was more than audible”.
  He saw one of the shadows move.
  “The man, dim and shadowy, half seen, was turning towards Bunter’s bed, and the terrified Owl of the Remove caught a sudden glint of black, rolling eyes.
  “The shadowy form was approaching his bed—or he thought that it was.  Hardly knowing what he did, Bunter rolled out of the bed on the other side, yelling at the top of his voice.
  “Help !  Help !  Help !”
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

  “HELP !”

  Billy Bunter’s frantic yell rang through the Remove dormitory and far beyond.
  “Help !  Help !  Help !”
  Fellows awoke on all sides, springing up in bed.
  “Khabardar !” exclaimed a deep suppressed voice.
  “Help !  Help !”
  Bunter dashed towards the door.
  His one thought was to get away before a savage grasp could be laid on him.
  But two shadowy figures were fleeting towards the door, carrying between them a still form that did not stir or utter a sound.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, insensible under the chloroform, was like a log in the hands of the kidnappers; and even at that moment, with the alarm ringing in their ears, Nally Das and Kalouth did not abandon their victim, but made a desperate attempt to escape with their prisoner in their hands.  But for Billy Bunter’s rush to the door they night have succeeded.  But the Owl of the Remove, heading blindly for the door at top speed, rushed right into the kidnappers and sent them sprawling.
  There was a fierce exclamation in Hindustani as the two ruffians reeled, and their prisoner fell from their grasp and thudded on the floor.
  “Help !” shrieked Bunter.
  A savage grasp closed on the fat junior.  In his extremity of terror Bunter fought and struggled like a wildcat.
  Half a dozen fellows were out of bed by this time, shouting questions.  Bunter’s wild yelling rang far and wide.
  “Help !  Help !  Help !”

  Footsteps rang below, lights flashed from windows and opening doors.  Almost all Greyfriars was alarmed now.
  “What’s the row ?’ roared Bob Cherry, as he leaned out of bed.
  “It’s Bunter—”
  ‘What is it ?”

  “Help !” yelled Bunter.  “Oh !  Help !  Murder !  Fire !  Help !”

  Harry Wharton had rushed across to the switch at the door and he turned on the light.
  With startling suddenness the Remove dormitory was flooded with illumination.
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  The scene that met the eyes of the startled Removites was amazing.
  On the floor lay Hurree Jamset Ram Singh—motionless, inert, insensible.  Bunter, shrieking with terror, was struggling frantically in the grasp of a Hindu, and a second Hindu was darting out of the dormitory and escaping.
  “The kidnappers !” yelled Johnny Bull.

  “Inky !  Save him !”

  “Help !”

  It was Nally Das who was grasping Bunter, and his sinewy, dusky fingers were already on the throat of the Owl of the Remove, stifling his wild cries.  But without a second’s hesitation Harry Wharton & Co, rushed at the ruffian.  Nally Das hurled Bunter aside and rushed out of the dormitory after his associate.
  Bunter sprawled on the floor, gasping and spluttering.
  “After them !” shouted Bob Cherry.
  “Help !  Help !”
  “There was a pattering of rapid feet in the corridor outside.  The kidnappers, realising that they were defeated, that escape was all that remained—even if that was yet possible—were fleeing.
  “After them !” bawled Johnny Bull.
  “I—I say, you fellows, help !  Don’t leave me !”  Help ! shrieked Billy Bunter.  “I say, I’m dead—I’m injured !—I’m murdered—help !”

  But Bunter was not heeded.
  Harry Wharton & Co, rushed out of the dormitory, and a crowd of the Remove fellows rushed after them.
  There was a flashing of lights in the corridor, and on the staircase, Mr. Quelch’s startled voice came to the ears of the juniors.
  “What is it ?  What has happened ?”
  “Help !”
  “The kidnappers, sir !” shouted Wharton.
  “What ?  What ?  If this is another absurd jest—”

  “It’s true, sir—they nearly got Inky—I mean Hurree Singh,” panted the captain of the Remove.”  “Bunter woke up, and gave the alarm.”
  “Go back to your dormitory at once, boys,” snapped the Remove master.  “Is Hurree Singh safe, Wharton ?”

  “Yes, sir—but—”

  “Go back then—leave this to me.”
  The Remove fellows crowded back into their dormitory.  The room was in a buzz of excited voices.  The whole House was buzzing now, and flashing with lights.  The crash of a breaking window was heard in the distance, and Wingate’s voice shouting:
  “Here they are !  This way !”
  Harry Wharton dropped on his knees beside the motionless form of the nabob, on the floor of the Remove dormitory.
  “Inky, old man—!”
  No sound or movement came from Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  His eyes were closed, he seemed scarcely to breathe.
  “Inky—”
  “It’s chloroform,” said the Bounder.  “I know that smell !  They’ve chloroformed him.”

  “The villains !” breathed Wharton.  “Oh, the rotters !”
  “Poor old Inky !”
  “Thank goodness we’ve stopped them in time !” gasped Nugent.  “They’d got him as far as the door.”
  “Help ! help !”  Bunter was still yelling, in such a state of frantic funk that he had no eyes or ears for his surroundings.
  “Shut up, you fat duffer !” shouted Bob Cherry.  “You’re all right now.”
  “Help !  Murder !  Fire !”

  “They’ve gone, you fat ass !” yelled Peter Todd, shaking the Owl of the Remove by the shoulder.
  “Ow !  Eh !  Gone ?” gasped Bunter.

  “Yes—shut up.”

  “Oh, dear !  Oh, crumbs !  I’ve been murdered—I mean, nearly murdered !  Oh, crikey !  Wow!”
  “Get him back to bed,” said Harry Wharton, referring to the nabob.  He took no heed of Bunter.  The chums, of the Remove lifted the insensible Indian junior, and bore him to his bed, and laid him there gently.  His death-like stillness filled them with misgivings.
  “He’s only drugged,” faltered Nugent.  “He will be all right, of course.  Poor old Inky.”

  “I say, you fellows—”
  Shut up, Bunter.”
  “That’s all very well,” hooted Bunter.  Now that it was clear to him that the kidnappers were gone, and that the danger was at an end, Bunter was recovering himself—Richard was himself again, so to speak.  “I call that jolly ungrateful, after I’ve saved Inky’s life.  Yah !”
  “We’ve got to get a doctor to him,” said Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, I’m not injured so much as all that,” said Bunter.  “I’ve had fearful struggle, but—”

  “You fat idiot, I was speaking of Inky.”
  “Oh, really, Bull—”
  “Here comes Quelchy !” murmured Squiff.
  Mr. Quelch entered the Remove dormitory.  His face was very grave.  He came over quickly towards the nabob’s bed.
  “He’s quite insensible, sir,” said Harry.  “I think it’s chloroform.  The smell—”
  Thank heaven he is safe,” said Mr. Quelch.  “Wingate !”
  “Yes, sir,” said the Greyfriars captain from the doorway.
  “Kindly go to my study and telephone to Dr. Pillbury.  Explain to him what has happened, and request him to come here as quickly as possible.”

  “Certainly, sir.”

  The Greyfriars captain hurried away.
  Dr. Locke, half-dressed, with a voluminous dressing-gown sweeping the floor around him, came into the Remove dormitory.  “The head of Greyfriars was greatly agitated.  This midnight alarm had called him up, as it had called up almost everyone else in the school.  Sixth-Form men were still searching through the building, with pokers and cricket stumps in their hands, hunting for intruders.  In the hall below, a crowd of fellows had gathered round a smashed window, by way of which Nally Das and Kalouth had escaped.  Lights gleamed in the quadrangle, where more of the Sixth and the Fifth were searching for traces of the kidnappers.  Seldom or never had Greyfriars School been thrown into such a turmoil at such an hour.

  “Mr. Quelch—” began the Head.
  “Hurree Singh is safe, sir,” said the Remove master.  “The desperate rascals reached this dormitory, and evidently succeeded in administering chloroform to him—”

  “Bless my soul !”

  “Their intention, apparently, was to carry him, unconscious, from the house: doubtless a car was in waiting near the school,” said Mr. Quelch.  “Fortunately, the alarm was given in time.”

  “Billy Bunter blinked triumphantly at the Famous Five.

  It was he who had given the alarm.

  As yet, his Form master and his headmaster had no suspicion of the prominent part Bunter had played in the affair.  But they were going to learn of it.  “There was no doubt on that point.  Bunter was not the fellow to hide his light under a bushel.
  “How very fortunate,” exclaimed the Head.  “It seems that there is no doubt that these ruffians were the Hindu kidnappers—”
  “No doubt whatever,” said Mr. Quelch.  “I saw one of them clearly—a Hindu.  Wingate saw two of them and others have seen them.  Unluckily, they burst through the downstairs widow and escaped before they could be seized.  But I have already notified the police by telephone.”
  “Very good.”
  Dr. Locke bent over the unconscious form of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “There was no movement from the Nabob of Bhanipur.  His dark eyes remained closed, the black lashes motionless.
  “The doctor has been telephoned for,” said Mr. Quelch.  “The boy does not seem to have been hurt—he is unconscious from the drug.”
  “Quite so.  Such a desperate attempt is almost incredible,” said the Head.  “Doubtless Hurree Singh’s uncle is right in his desire to have the boy under his own eyes, in these strange circumstances.”
  “Doubtless.”

  “In the meantime, every precaution must be taken here against another such attempt,” said the Head.  “Hurree Singh must be kept safe while he remains with us—a few days now.  Bless my soul !  But for the fact that someone awoke and gave the alarm, he might be a prisoner now in the hands of his enemies.”

  “Hem !” coughed Bunter.
  “The Owl of the Remove was of opinion that it was high time that attention was directed to his worthy self.

  Limelight was his due; he was, in his own opinion at least, he hero of the hour; Bunter, for the moment, was “IT.”  And he wanted that fact to be recognised.
  Dr. Locke glanced at Wharton.
  “Was it you who gave the alarm, Wharton ?” he asked.
  “No, sir.”

  “We woke up and heard Bunter yelling for help, sir,” said Bob Cherry.  “I—I mean, calling for help, sir.”
  “I put the light on,” added Wharton.  “We saw the two rotters—ahem—I mean the two kidnappers—getting Hurree Singh to the door.  They dropped him, and one of them dodged out of the room, and the other collared Bunter.”
  “The Head turned his glance on Bunter.

  “Then it was you, Bunter who gave the alarm, and caused these rascals to be defeated in their object ?”
  Billy Bunter swelled with importance.  All eyes in the dormitory were on him; he was coming into his own at last, as it were.  Like the classic gentleman of old, Bunter was in a mood to strike the stars with his sublime head.
  “Yes, sir,” he gasped.  “Little me, sir.  I—I mean, it was I, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch gave him a rather icy look.
  But it did not daunt Bunter.  Bunter was the hero of the hour.  Bunter was the goods, so to speak.  Even the Remove master’s gimlet eye could not doubt him now.
  “I did it, sir,” he said.  Bunter had sorted out his spectacles, and jammed them on his little fat nose.  He blinked almost loftily at Mr. Quelch, disdainfully at Harry Wharton & Co.  For once Bunter was the goods, and Bunter was going to make the most of it.
  “Kindly tell me exactly what occurred, Bunter,” said the Head.
THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Hour and the Man !
  BILLY BUNTER drew a deep breath.
  Never had he enjoyed a moment so much.

  The headmaster himself, the majestic Head of Greyfriars, was waiting on his words.  Mr. Quelch, grimly as he looked at the fat junior, was silent, and evidently curious to hear what Bunter had to say.  All the Remove fellows were rather keen, too; and at the door there was a crowd of seniors, Sixth and Fifth, and they all looked at Bunter and waited for him to speak.  Only Bunter knew what had happened before the alarm was given.  Only Bunter had prevented the desperate attempt of the kidnappers from succeeding.  Only Bunter had saved a Greyfriars, fellow from being spirited away to an unknown fate.  Only Bunter !
  The Owl of the Remove paused a moment or two to collect his thoughts.  It was not his intention to explain that he had been in a blue funk, and frightened out of his fat wits.  Details like that were better left out of the story.
  ‘I woke up, sir,” said Bunter.  “I wasn’t sleeping very well, sir, owing to some fearful pains—”

  “You are not ill, Bunter ?”
  “No, sir but I had a frightful licking, sir,” said Bunter, with a blink at his Form master.
  “Bless my soul !”
  “Bunter was severely caned for the absurd trick of which you are aware, sir, this evening,” said Mr. Quelch, with a glare at the Owl of the Remove.
  “Quite so,” said the Head.
  “Being awake, sir,” said Bunter rather hastily, ‘I saw those villains come into the dormitory.  I wasn’t frightened in the least.  I kept quite still, sir, not because I was scared—not at all—”

  “Yes, yes ?”
  “And saw them stop at Inky’s bed, sir,” said Bunter.  “Then I miffed—”
  “You what ?”

  “Smelt the chloroform, sir,” said Bunter.  “And then I knew that it was the kidnappers bagging old Inky.  Without, a thought of my own danger, sir, I sprang out of bed and shouted for help.”
  “A very proper proceeding,” said the Head.  “In the circumstances, it showed considerable courage.”
  Bunter blinked triumphantly at the Famous Five.

  Even these fellows, he considered, couldn’t regard him as a fat funk, any more, now that the Head himself declared that Bunter had shown considerable courage.
  “They were getting him to the door, sir,” said Bunter, proceeding with his story, and improving upon it as he went along.  “Heedless of peril, sir, I rushed upon them.”

  “You rushed upon the kidnappers ?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, staring at the fat junior.
  “Yes, sir.”  Bunter had almost forgotten, by this time, that it was in his terrified rush to escape from the dormitory that he had collided with the kidnappers.”  I couldn’t stand by sir, and see old Inky bagged and taken away.  Not my style at all, sir.  All very well for these fellows.”
  “Why, you—” began Bob Cherry hotly.
  “Silence, Cherry !” said the Head.  “Proceed, Bunter !”
  “I rushed upon them,” said Bunter with a contemptuous blink at Bob Cherry.  “I knocked them right and left, sir !”

  “Bless my soul !”
  “They had to drop Inky, sir,” pursued Bunter  “He fell to the floor with a dull, sickening thud.”
  “Oh, my hat !” murmured Nugent.
  “One of the villains got clear of me, sir, went on Bunter.  “I collared the other in a grip of iron—”
  “You mean, he collared you !” said Bob.

  “Oh, really, Cherry—”

  “Silence, please,” said the Head.
  “H’m !  Yes, sir.”
  “Collaring the ruffian, I bore, him to the ground, sir,” said Bunter.  “I mean the floor, of course.  He struggled desperately, but I was too good for him.  I kept him busy, sir, till help arrived, and Inky was saved, sir.”
  The Head regarded Bunter curiously.
  “Dear me !” he said.  “If the matter occurred as you describe, Bunter, you have shown very great courage and presence of mind.”
  “If !” murmured Bob.
  “It did, sir !” said Bunter.  “All these fellows are witnesses, sir.  They saw me struggling with the black villain sir—struggling for my life.  I—I was just in my element, sir.  Any fellow who knows me knows that I am as brave as a lion.”

  “Oh !” said the Head.
  “You see, sir, Inky’s my pal,” said Bunter.  “Risking my life for his is nothing to me—nothing at all.  Some fellows would have been in a funk—in fact, all these chaps were scared, especially Wharton—”
  “What !” ejaculated the captain of the Remove.
  “Frightened out of their wits, sir, the lot of them,” said Bunter.  “But for me Inky would be gone now.  It was my pluck that saved, him !”

  “Bless my soul !” said the Head.

  Bunter blinked round him.
  In the circumstances, there should have been admiring glances from all sides.  They were his due.
  But Bunter did not discern any admiring glances.  Most of the Remove fellows were grinning.  Mr. Quelch gave the fat junior a glance of strong disfavour.
 “Bunter appears to have, acted very creditably, Mr. Quelch,” observed the Head.
  “He appears to have done so, sir said the Remove master.  “But it is very extraordinary to me that Bunter should have attacked two desperate men, as he declares—very extraordinary indeed.  Certainly it is not what I should have expected of him, knowing him as I do.”
  “Oh, sir !” gasped Bunter.
  “I fear, sir, that this boy, has greatly, exaggerated his account of the incident,” said Mr. Quelch, with a glare at Bunter.  “Unfortunately, he is somewhat indifferent to the truth in all his statements.”
  “All the fellows saw me !” gasped Bunter.  “Ask them, sir.  They’ll tell you !”
  “Bunter must be given the credit that is his due,” said the Head.  “You tell me that you turned on the light, Wharton ?”
  “Yes, sir,” said Harry.
  ‘What did you see ?”
  “Bunter was struggling with one of the Hindus, sir,” said Harry.

  “Where was the struggle taking place ?”
  “Just inside the door, sir.”
  “That is a considerable distance from Bunter’s bed,” said Dr. Locke.  “Bunter must have left his bed and intercepted the kidnappers at the door, it would appear.”
  “It looks like it, sir,” said Harry.  “And he did this before the light was turned on, and before any help could reach him,” said the Head.
  “I—I suppose so, sir.”
  “In that case, Bunter’s statements are quite borne out by the facts,’ said Dr. Locke.  “Do you not think so, Mr. Quelch ?”

  “Well, yes, sir, it would seem so,” said the Remove master, greatly puzzled.  “Unless Bunter was too frightened to know what he was doing—”
   “Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Bunter.  “Really, sir—”
  “I think we may conclude that Butter acted with great courage and presence of mind,” said the Head.”  “Undoubtedly it was he that caused the kidnapers to be defeated.  I thank you, Bunter, for what you have done !”
  Bunter almost purred.
  “Not at all, sir,” he said.  “It was just in my line, sir—wonderful courage and presence of mind—”

  “Hem !  You boys may now return to bed,” said Dr. Locke.

  “Perhaps I’d better stay up and keep watch, sir,” said Bunter.
  “You will go to bed, Bunter.  No doubt you will remain with Hurree Singh, Mr. Quelch, till Dr. Pillbury arrives.”
  “Certainly, sir !”
  Dr. Locke left the Remove dormitory.
  “The Lower Fourth turned in again; but there was little more sleep for anyone at Greyfriars that night.
  In a short time the buzz of a car was heard below, and the school doctor arrived to attend Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  And a few minutes later, Inspector Grimes, from Courtfield, arrived with a constable.  Bunter, to his satisfaction, was questioned by the inspector in the presence of all the wakeful Remove.  He gave Mr. Grimes all the details of the happening, with a few additional details that had occurred since to his fertile mind.
  Mr. Grimes solemnly examined the broken window, and picked up footprints in the trampled grass on the Sixth-Form green, and made many notes in his notebook.  But it was clear that the kidnappers were gone, and that they were far from Greyfriars long before the inspector had arrived.
  When the summer sun peeped in at the windows of Greyfriars, it found most of the school awake—Hurree Jamset Ram Singh among the rest.  The Nabob of Bhanipur had a headache, but no worse effect from his strange adventure of the night.  And that the effects were no worse was due—a fact that there was no denying—to William George Bunter of the Remove; a fact which did not seem to afford much satisfaction to the dusky nabob, but which afforded endless satisfaction to the Owl of the Remove.
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Whip Hand !
  “EVERY giddy cloud has a silver lining.”
  Bob Cherry made that observation in the morning break the next day.
  The Famous Five had walked out into the sunny quadrangle after second lesson; and they were discussing the trip to India—the topic which at the present time engaged their particular attention.
  That Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was to go was settled !  Wharton’s uncle, Colonel Wharton, had undertaken to see the, dusky junior safe to Bhanipur, into the care of the Jam Bahadur there.  But it was not yet settled whether he was to take his friends with him.

  There had been a cable that morning for Inky from his uncle, the Jam.  The dusky old gentleman who ruled in Bhanipur during Inky’s minority, had quite agreed that Hurree Singh would do well to travel in company with his friends.  So far, so good—but the Head had to be considered.  And it was a deep question whether Dr. Locke would give four other Removites so long a leave, for the purpose of watching over Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s safety on the voyage to India.  Possibly, in fact, probably, the Head would consider that Colonel Wharton’s protection would be sufficient, and that Remove schoolboys would not be needed.  Possibly, probably, the Head would be right.  Nevertheless, the Co. wanted to go.
  “You see,” went on Bob Cherry, “what happened last night was rotten—you had a narrow escape, Inky—”
  ‘The narrowfulness was terrific,”

  “And it’s set that fat idiot Bunter swanking,” growled Johnny Bull,” and in the circumstances, a fellow can’t very well kick him.”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned.

  “The kickfulness is not the proper caper,” he said.  “The esteemed and intolerable Bunter has come in useful for once.”
  “But every cloud has a silver lining,” said Bob.  “You see, it was rotten—but it shows the Head that you’re in no end of danger from those merchants who are after you, Inky; and it ought to make him understand that you need your pals with you when you get away from Greyfriars, see ?”
  “Something in that,” assented Harry Wharton.
  “Lots in it,” said Bob, “and my idea is to strike the iron while it’s hot.  Inky had better go and tackle the Head now, while it’s still fresh in his jolly old mind.”
  “I say, you fellows—”
  “Oh, dear !”
  Billy Bunter rolled up and joined the chums of the Remove.

  He blinked at them through his big spectacles, with a somewhat indignant blink.  They had ejaculated “Oh dear!” in a sort of chorus, as if there were something unpleasant in seeing Bunter.  That really was too thick, after what Bunter had done for them—at least, for one member of the Co.  Had he not rushed gallantly upon desperate enemies and fought like a lion, risking his valuable life to save Inky from the kidnappers ?  The Owl of the Remove was almost convinced by this time that he had.
  “Glad to see me !” he enquired sarcastically.
  “Is anybody ever glad to see you ?” grunted Johnny Bull.  “Roll away, barrel !”

  “Oh, really, Bull—l”

  “The fact is, you’re interrupting us, Bunter,” said Frank Nugent mildly.
  “Oh, really, Nugent—”
  “Cut off !” said Harry Wharton.
  “Oh, really, Wharton !  If you fellows think I want, your company, you’re mistaken,” said Bunter disdainfully.  ‘I’ve come here to speak to my own pal, old Inky.”
  “My esteemed Bunter—” murmured the nabob.
  “After saying your life, Inky—”

  “My excellent and ludicrous life was not in danger,” said the nabob.
  “Well, I saved your neck, anyhow, didn’t I ?” demanded Bunter.  What would have become of you if I hadn’t tackled the kidnappers single-handed, while you were senseless, and these fellows snoring in bed ?”
  “Oh, my hat !”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked a little worried.
  After recovering consciousness, he had heard with amazement of the attempted kidnapping in the school, and of the part William George Bunter had played.
  That Bunter really had rushed on a gang of kidnappers, reckless of danger, was a little too steep to be believed  Only an eyewitness could have believed that, and probably even an eyewitness would have doubled the evidence of his eyes.
  But it was clear enough that Bunter had given the alarm that had saved the nabob, and had been handled by one of the ruffians.  And that undoubtedly placed Hurree Singh under a deep obligation.
  His friends, who would have risked anything to help him, had been asleep while the peril threatened: Bunter had been awake, and though Bunter would have risked nothing of his own accord, the fact remained that it was Bunter who had saved him.  It was not exactly pleasant to be under an obligation to a fellow like Bunter, but there it was.
  So there was a worried expression on the face of the Nabob of Bhanipur.  Almost he would have preferred to be in the hands of the kidnappers to this—but not quite.  Bunter was entitled to his gratitude; and Bunter obviously intended to exact his full pound of flesh.

  Harry Wharton & Co. frowned: but even Johnny Bull did not think of kicking Bunter.  The fellow who had saved Hurree Jamset Ram Singh from the myrmidons of Baji Rao, was not to be kicked.
  “Look here, Bunter—” began Bob.
  Billy Bunter waved a fat hand at him.  Bunter had the advantage now, and he was he fellow to use it.
  “I’m not talking to you, Cherry !  I’m speaking to my pal Inky.  You fellow’s can walk your chalks, if it comes to that.  I’ve saved old Inky, which is more than you fellows could have done.  Snoring in bed while I was facing fearful danger !”  Bunter sniffed contemptuously.  “Likely enough you were only pretending to be asleep, leaving all the danger to me—”
  “You fat rotter !” bawled Johnny Bull.
  “You needn’t yell at me, Bull, because I’ve done a plucky thing, that puts you in the shade !” retorted Bunter.
  “I don’t believe you did anything of the kind !” roared Johnny Bull.  “I believe you were scared out of your wits, and ran into the kidnappers by accident—very likely too frightened to see where you were running.”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “You weren’t awake !” gasped Bunter.  “Besides, it was dark—you couldn’t have seen—”

  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared Bob.  “So that was it, was it ?”

  “Nothing of the sort !” howled Bunter.  “I’ve just said that it wasn’t.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”

  “This jealousy is a bit sickening,” said Bunter, glowering at the Famous Five.  Still, I’m, sure Inky will stand by the fellow who saved him at the risk of his life.  Under the circumstances, I have decided not to turn Inky down, after all.  I’m coming to India with him.”

  “Oh !”
  “You’re jolly well not !” bawled Johnny Bull.
  “If I have any cheek from you, Bull, I shall ask Inky to leave you behind.  I feel bound to go with Inky to look after him and protect him.  I’ve done it once, and can do it again.  Suppose he goes into danger again, with you fellows fast asleep, same as before—”
  “You—you—you—”
  “You needn’t gabble at me, Johnny Bull.  Last time he was in danger you fellows were fast asleep, and the whole thing fell on me.  I’m not grumbling—danger doesn’t worry me.  In fact, I like it.”
  “Great pip !”
  “Bold as brass and brave as a lion, and all that,” said Bunter.  “That’s me all over !  It’s settled that I’m coming with you, isn’t it, Inky ?  Not that I’m personally keen on it, but, I feel it’s up to me to protect you.”

  “My esteemed Bunter—” murmured the distressed nabob.

  ‘Look here, I’m going to kick him !” exclaimed Johnny Bull hotly.  “You know jolly well that Bunter has to be kicked.  He gave the alarm last night by some sort of accident.”
  “Yah !”

  “Accident or not, my esteemed Johnny, he did save me from the elegant and disgusting kidnappers,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ruefully.  “The obligation is terrific.”

  “I should jolly well think so !” said Bunter.  “Now you’re going to the Head, Inky, to ask leave for your friends to go to India with you.  I’ll come along with you to speak to the Head.”
  “But—” murmured the dismayed nabob.
  “Enough said.  I’ll come: !” said Bunter.  “This way, old chap.  Strike while the iron’s hot, as Cherry was saying.”

  The fat junior slipped a podgy arm through Inky’s, and drew him towards the House.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gave his friends a dismal glance.  They looked grim, but they did not speak.  Bunter had the whip-hand, in a sense.  Accident or not, funk or not, he had saved the nabob from desperate hands.  It was impossible, therefore, to deal with him as he deserved.
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went into the House, and Bunter went with him, casting back a triumphant blink at the Co.  And when Hurree Singh presented himself in Dr. Locke’s study, the Owl of the Remove rolled in along with him.
  “Well,” said Harry Wharton with a deep breath, as the chums of the Remove waited for Inky to rejoin them.  “Bunter takes the bun, and no mistake !”

  “He ought to be kicked !” growled Johnny Bull.
  “But he did save Inky,” said the captain of the Remove.  Think how we should have felt if we’d woke in the morning and found that old Inky had vanished !”
  “Well, there’s something in that,” said Bob  “After all, very likely the Head won’t give him leave.”
  “We’ve stood Bunter before, and can stand him again,” said Frank Nugent, laughing.  “Besides, your uncle will have to decide, Harry.  Most likely he won’t let himself be loaded up with Bunter.”

  “That’s the giddy last hope,” grinned Bob.
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came back at last, and rejoined his comrades.  His dusky face was bright.
  “The answer of the esteemed Head is in the excellent affirmative,” he said.  “My friends may come with me, if the worthy colonel consents, and if their respectable paters give leave.”
  ‘We’ll jolly well write to our people to-day !” said Bob.
  “Yes, rather !”

  “And what about Bunter ?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh made rather a wry face.
  “The esteemed Bunter is included.” he said.  “After he had saved my esteemed liberty, I could not turn him down, my excellent friends.  But perhapsfully the esteemed colonel will not be taking any.”
  “There goes the bell,” said Nugent.
  And the Famous Five went in to third lesson with very cheery faces.  All seemed to be going well, so far as the trip to India was concerned, and if there was, so to speak, a fat fly in the ointment, that could not be helped.
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene !
  COLONEL WHARTON arrived at Greyfriars that afternoon.
  The Remove were in their Form-room, when the sound of a taxi from the station was heard, and Harry Wharton guessed that his uncle had arrived.  It was close upon the end of lessons for the day, and the captain of the Remove and his friends were very keen for the end to come.  So far as the Head was concerned, all was serene, so to speak; but the colonel had yet to be convinced that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh would travel to India more securely in the company of his Greyfriars comrades.  There was a slight doubt as to whether the old military gentleman would see the point.  And the chums of the Remove were prepared to deal with him with the greatest possible tact and diplomacy.
  There was to be tea in Study No. 1.  The colonel was an old Greyfriars man, and had not forgotten old Greyfriars manners and customs.  He liked tea in the study when he came to see his hopeful nephew.  Long, long years ago that very study had been Jim Wharton’s, in the days when the grizzled old colonel had been a chubby schoolboy.  Storm and stress and wars in many lands had left their mark on Jim Wharton since those old days, but in many ways he was still, at heart, Jim Wharton of the Remove.  His bronzed face was always bright when he sat down to the table in Study, No. 1, to join in a “study brew.”  That was the time to put it to him, the chums of the Remove had agreed; and they were anxious to get to business.  So their eyes wandered constantly to the Form-room clock while last lesson proceeded, and Mr. Quelch imparted valuable information regarding the history of Rome.
  “The grandeur that was Rome,” did not loom very large in their thoughts just then; the Twelve Caesars were indeed very small beer, and the invasions of the Goth, the Vandal, and the dwarfish Hun left them quite uninterested.  However, Mr. Quelch rang off at last, so to speak, and the Remove were dismissed, much to their relief.
  Now for the giddy colonel !” said Bob Cherry, as the Famous Five hurried out of the Form-room.
  “What-ho !”

  No time was lost.  It was discovered that the colonel had gone to the Head’s House, doubtless to pay his respects to his old headmaster, and in the interval the chums of the Remove improved the shining hour to great advantage.  Study No. 1 had already been newly swept and garnished in honour of the distinguished visitor, but there was more to be done.  One member of the Co. went shopping for supplies for tea; another proceeded to bag a supply of flowers from Mr. Mimble, the gardener, to adorn the study, and the blossoms were tastefully arranged in jampots round the room, giving it quite an artistic look, as all the Co. agreed.

  Crockery was borrowed up and down the Remove passage—cracked cups and fragmentary saucers could not be used on such an occasion.  Extra chairs were brought in, and a handsome Persian rug was borrowed from Lord Mauleverer’s study, which made Study No. 1 look really well-furnished.  Smithy lent his bronze clock to adorn the mantelpiece; Ogilvy contributed an oleograph which was the pride of his study, and which now temporarily adorned the walls of Study No. 1.  Skinner offered a box of cigarettes for the colonel, and Wibley offered to come in and entertain the visitor with some of his masterly impersonations, both of which offers were turned down.

  By the time all was ready a heavy tread was heard in the Remove passage.  The distinguished visitor was coming.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  Here he comes !” murmured Bob Cherry.
  A stalwart figure and a kindly, bronzed face appeared in the doorway of Study No. 1.  Colonel Wharton smiled, and nodded to the juniors.

  Harry Wharton greeted his uncle affectionately, the rest of the Co. with great cordiality.  They were all glad to see him, and hoped that he was glad to see them, and that his gladness would extend to a desire for their cheery company on the journey to India.
  The colonel sat down at the table.  Experienced waiters at a fashionable hotel could not have attended to his wants more assiduously than did the Famous Five of the Remove.
  Colonel Wharton was pleased, there was no doubt about that.  But he was a little puzzled.  Always when he came in Greyfriars he was greeted warmly and made much of:  but on the present occasion there was an unusual empressement about his entertainers.  The juniors hardly thought of their own tea, in their anxiety to make much of their visitor.

  So far, nothing had been seen of Bunter, much to the satisfaction and rather to the surprise of the chums of the Remove.  They had quite expected Bunter to “butt in” at the very beginning.  But that he wouldn’t butt in at all was too much to hope.  And while tea in Study No. 1 was cheerily proceeding, the door was suddenly opened without a knock, and a fat face and a large pair of spectacles glimmered in.
  “Beasts !”

  That was Bunter’s greeting to the assembled company.  “The short-sighted Owl of the Remove did not, for the moment, observe the colonel.
  “Bunter—” began Harry.
  “Yah !”
  “You fat duffer—” began Bob Cherry.
  “I jolly well know that Colonel Wharton has come !” said Bunter.  “Peter Todd told me—he saw him.  I’ve been waiting outside the Head’s study to see him.  From what Toddy said, I thought he was seeing Dr. Locke in his study.  But he wasn’t.”
  The juniors grinned.
  Evidently Peter Todd had kindly intervened, in the hope of keeping Bunter off their hands while the distinguished visitor was here.  While the colonel had been in the Head’s house Bunter, apparently had been watching the Head’s study in the School House, under the erroneous impression that the colonel was there.

  “Toddy was pulling my leg,” went on Bunter indignantly.  “You fellows put him up to it, of course.  You don’t want me to see the colonel.  I’m jolly well going to see him, all the same !  And now what I want know is, where is he ?”

  “Here !” said a deep, quiet voice.

  Bunter spun round towards the colonel.
  “Oh !” he ejaculated.

  “You wished to see me,” said Colonel Wharton, eyeing the fat junior curiously.  “Well, here I am, Bunter—I think your name is Bunter.”
  “Oh !  I—I didn’t see you, sir !” gasped Bunter.  I—I say, if these fellows have asked you already, and have mentioned me—”

  “Asked me already ?” repeated the colonel.  “Asked me what ?”

  The Famous Five exchanged dismayed glances.

  Their request to the colonel was to have been made diplomatically, approached carefully with great tact.  Evidently diplomacy and tact were out of the question now.
  The colonel glanced round at their blushing faces, scrutinizingly, and then his eyes fixed on Bunter again.

  “About the trip to India, sir !” said Bunter.
  “The trip to India !”

  “Inky wants me to come with him, to protect him, sir,” said Bunter.  “The Head thinks it a good idea.  I saved his life last night, sir.”
  “By gad !”
  “I’m going with him, sir,” said Bunter.  “These fellows want to come, too.  Of course, sir, it’s subject to your consent; but I feel sure that you won’t refuse to take me along, when you understand that Hurree Singh won’t feel safe without me.”

  Colonel Wharton looked at his nephew.  Wharton was crimson.
  “We—we were going to ask you, uncle !” faltered Harry.
  “The Jam has cabled to Inky that he would like us to come along !” murmured Bob Cherry.
 “My esteemed uncle and guardian desirefully requests the company of my worthy and ludicrous comrades,” said Hurree Singh.

  “The Head has consented, subject to your consent, sir,” said Nugent.
  Colonel Wharton smiled—much to the relief of the juniors.  No doubt he comprehended now that anxious desire to please on the part of his youthful entertainers.

  “I have already discussed this matter with Dr. Locke, and it has been settled,” said Colonel Wharton.
  “Oh !”
  “I agree with the Jam Bahadur that Hurree Singh would be much safer in the company of his friends,” said the colonel.  “I think also that it is an excellent opportunity for you young fellows to see a little of the wide world.  Subject to the consent of your parents, I shall be glad to take you with me.”
  “Hurrah !” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
  “We’ve all written to our people already, sir,” said Nugent eagerly.  “We’ve no doubt they’ll be glad.”

  “A chance like this doesn’t come every day,” said Johnny Bull.
  “But about, Bunter—” said the colonel doubtfully.

  Bunter was already at the table and giving his attention to the cake.  But he had some attention for the colonel.
  “Inky wants me to come, sir,” said Bunter.  “He doesn’t feel safe without me, do you, Inky, old man ?”
  “My esteemed Bunter—
  “You see sir, I saved him last night,” said Bunter.  “While all these fellows were snoring, I saved Inky from the kidnappers, with my splendid pluck and presence of mind, sir.  “That was how the Head put it—splendid pluck and presence of mind—those very words, sir.  I’m not a fellow to brag of what I do.  But that’s how the Head put it.”
  “Great gad !” said the colonel.

  “Yaroooh !” roared Bunter suddenly.
  “Why—what ?”
  “Yow-ow !  Some beast stamped on my foot under the table !” howled Bunter.  “What beast stamped on my foot ?  Yow ow-ow !”

  “Colonel Wharton’s bronzed face broke into a grin.  “Dr. Locke has related to me what happened in the school last night,” he said.  “It appears that Bunter was instrumental in saving Hurree Singh from the scoundrels who came here to kidnap him.  If Hurree Singh really desires Bunter’s company on; the journey, I shall not refuse.”
  Bunter blinked at the nabob.  The Co. looked at him also.  There was a momentary hesitation on the part of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  But it was in his mind that, but for Bunter, he would have been, in these very moments, prisoner in the hands of the Hindu kidnappers; and he felt that it was up to him to play up.
  “If the esteemed Bunter really desires to accompany my worthy self to India—” he began. 
  “Certainly,” said Bunter.  “Not for my own sake, of course.  For your sake, Inky—to protect you, you know.”
  “My esteemed fatheaded Bunter—”
  In the hour of danger, you will find me there,” said Bunter.  “If there’s one thing I revel in, it’s danger, as you fellows know.  It’s a go, Inky !  I’m coming.”
  “But there may really be danger, Bunter,” said Harry.
  Bunter sniffed.  Danger that was far off did not trouble him; though when it drew nigh, the matter was likely to be different.
  “That’s all right,” he said.  “I’m not a nervous chap like you, Wharton.  It doesn’t worry me.”
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “Then it is settled,” said the colonel, with a very curious look at Bunter.  And settled it was.
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not a Blow !
  “LUCKY bargees !”
  That was the general verdict in the Remove.
  Six fellows were to leave school before the holidays began; and they were to enjoy a trip to the far East, that was to last over the holidays; amid sights and sounds strange and new.  And there was hardly a fellow in the Remove who did not envy them.
  In a few days Harry Wharton & Co. were to leave Greyfriars, and join the colonel, and the voyage was to begin.  In the meantime, they rejoiced in the prospect.
  That danger awaited them on India’s coral strand was very probable.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was returning to his native land, at a time when his scheming relative, Baji Rao, was conspiring to oust him from his throne.  The desperate attempts to kidnap the nabob showed him how real the danger was—and it was certain that his comrades would share it.
  But that did not deter the chums of the Remove—indeed, the fact that Hurree Singh would be in danger when he landed in India, made them only the more anxious to be with him.  As for Billy Bunter, he did not think of the danger, because he was accustomed to looking no further ahead than the passing hour.  Danger that was still in the dim distance did not daunt him.  Bunter was thinking of escaping classes, of getting away from the gimlet eyes of Mr. Quelch, of enjoying an extensive holiday with all his expenses paid.  That was quite enough for Billy Bunter to think of.
  He was going as the nabob’s guest.  It was up to the nabob to see him through in the matter of cash—not that Bunter cared much who saw him through so long as somebody did.  His lofty mind could not descend to sordid details such as these.
  Nevertheless, Bunter was conscious of a need of ready cash on this occasion, and was giving some thought to this subject.  His present cash supply amounted to one penny, which was still in his possession because it was a French one, and had been refused several times at the tuckshop.  Even with his travelling expenses paid by the nabob, Bunter realised that it was not judicious to begin a journey to India with his financial resources limited to one French penny.
  It was true that he was expecting a postal-order—in fact, several postal-orders.  But there seemed to be some doubt whether these remittances would arrive before the party left Greyfriars.
  “You’ve got some money in the bank, Peter !” Bunter remarked to his study-mate in Study No. 7, after deep cogitation on the subject.
  “I have !” agreed Peter.  And he added cheerily:  “It’s staying there, too.”
  “What I was thinking is this—”
  “Dear man !  I know what you were thinking !” chuckled Toddy.  “Think again !”
  “I’m expecting a lot of postal-orders,” said Bunter, unheeding.  “My idea is this—you hand me twenty pounds, say—we’ll say twenty pounds—”

  “No harm in saying it,” assented Peter.
  “And I authorise you to open my letters during my absence,” said Bunter.  “You will take out the postal-orders and—and keep them.  See ?”

  “Not quite.”

  “It’s simple enough,” said Bunter.  I’ll sign a paper if you like, authorising you to keep my postal orders until your twenty pounds is squared.  A legal document, you know.”
  “Life’s too short,” said Peter Todd, shaking his head.  “An arrangement like that might have suited jolly old Methuselah.  But I’m not expecting to put in five or six hundred years on this planet.”
  “You silly ass !” howled Bunter.
  “Wash it out !” said Peter.  But I’ll tell you what, Bunter.  Write round to all your titled relations, and hurry them up—tell them to let you have your remittances in a lump—all those remittances you’ve been expecting since you were a fag in the Second Form.  See ?  I’ll lend you some stamps for your letters.”
  “Beast !”

  That was Bunter’s ungrateful rejoiner to Toddy’s valuable suggestion.  He did not seem to think that there would be much doing, so far as his titled relations were concerned.
  After all, there’s the pater,” he said.  “He’s bound to stand me something handsome for a holiday like this.  I sha’n’t be home for the holidays this summer, and that will make him feel—”

  “Joyful ?” asked Peter.

  “It will make him feel grieved at losing me, and all that,” said Bunter.  ‘It will be a blow to him, of course.  It’s rather hard on a chap’s pater not to see him in the holidays; I’m making this sacrifice for Inky’s sake, Peter.  Well, the pater will save something on it, of course—”

  “Hundreds of pounds, on his provision dealer’s bills, I suppose ?” said Todd.

  “Beast !”  He hasn’t answered my letter yet,” said Bunter thoughtfully.  “I dare say he feels that he can’t part with me for so long.  Of course, it’s asking a lot of him.  He will have Sammy and Bessie home for the holidays, but I dare say he could do without that.  Poor old pater !  I really hope that he won’t miss me too much while I’m gone.”

  “I dare say he’ll bear up,” said Peter.  “I know I should, if I were your pater.”

  “Yah !”

  Billy Bunter rolled out of Study No. 7, leaving Peter Todd grinning.  He came on Harry Wharton & Co. in a group by the window in the Remove passage, cheerily discussing the one absorbing topic—the trip to India’s torrid clime.
  “I say, you fellows—”

  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  Changed your mind, Bunter ?” asked Bob Cherry.

  “No, you ass !”

  “Sorry!” said Bob.

  “Ha, ha, ha !”

  “I’ve been thinking about my pater, Inky,” said Bunter, blinking at the dusky junior.  “It seems rather hard to deprive him of my company all through the vacation.  He will miss me.”

  “The hardfulness is terrific, my esteemed Bunter.”

  “I’m glad you can see it,” said the Owl of the Remove.  “What I’m afraid of is that he mayn’t let me go.  A fellow’s pater expects to see him in the hols.”

  “Rather rotten to disappoint him, then,” said Johnny Bull.  “All our people have agreed to let us go.”

  “They would !” sneered Bunter.  “Jolly glad to get shut of you for a few weeks, I should think.”

  Why, you fat rotter—”

  “It’s bit different with me,” said Bunter.  “When my pater realises that he will lose me for the whole vacation, I’m afraid he mayn’t le able to face it.”
  “Why put him to such a strain ?” asked Wharton . “Stick to him, Bunter.  We shall miss you, of course—hem !  But family affection comes first.”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—”
  “It would be a terrific grief to me to cause sorrowfulness to the paternal heart of Bunter’s ludicrous pater,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solemnly.
  “Oh, that’s all right !” said Bunter hastily.  “He will feel it. of course; but if he refuses to let me go, you can write to him, Inky, and point out that you simply dare not go to India without me with you to protect you.  That will work the oracle.”
  “Oh my hat !”

  “It’s jolly odd that he hasn’t answered my letter,” said Bunter.  “You fellows have all had answers from your people, but I haven’t.  I’m afraid the pater rather feels it.”

  Bunter blinked very seriously at the Famous Five.  There was a chuckle from those cheery youths.  They really did not think it likely that Mr. William Samuel Bunter, the portly stockbroker, was suffering from any excess of grief at the prospect of losing William George’s fascinating company during the long vacation.  They would rather have suspected him of experiencing an excess of satisfaction at the prospect.
  “You can cackle !” said Bunter disdainfully.  “Your people are jolly glad to be shut of you, no doubt.  It’s a bit different with me.  I’m rather anticipating a lot of difficulty in getting my father to let me go.”
  Vernon-Smith came up the Remove staircase, with a letter in his hand.
  “Letter for you, Bunter,” he said.  He tossed the letter to the Owl of the Remove and walked on.  Bunter caught it.
  “From my pater,” he said.
  Bunter jabbed his fat thumb into the envelope, which was his usual way of opening a letter.
  Harry Wharton & Co. regarded him quite anxiously.  They really did not think it likely that Mr. Bunter would refuse William George permission to go on the trip to India—rather, they expected him to jump at the chance.  But Bunter evidently considered that there was a doubt on the subject—and the chums of the Remove hoped that Bunter was right.  So far as they were concerned, Mr. Bunter was welcome to William George’s company for the whole of the summer, not to mention the winter to follow.

  Bunter unfolded the letter and blinked at it.  There was an enclosure—a postal-order.  Bunter jerked it out.  It was a postal-order for five shillings.  Bunter blinked at it, and blinked at it again.  Five shillings was five shillings—all was grist that came to Bunter’s mill.  But it was scarcely the tip that Bunter, or any other fellow, would have expected on the eve of a journey to the other side of the world.
  Bunter shook his head sadly.
  “I’m afraid that means that he won’t let me go,” he said sorrowfully.  “Of course, he would naturally want a lot of persuading.”
  “Hem !”
  “Perhaps, we can get Colonel Wharton to call on him and explain to him that I simply must go,” said Bunter thoughtfully.”
  “Let’s see what he says,” suggested Bob Cherry.  “If he doesn’t want to part with you, Bunter, you mustn’t—hem !—wring, his heart, you know.”
  “Not at all,” said Nugent.
  “It would be unfeeling,” said Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, I shall work it all right !” said Bunter.  “Don’t you worry !  I’ve no doubt he’s refused in this letter, but I shall keep on hammering at him till he consents.  It’s a bit of a worry in a way you know, to be an idolised son—the apple of a father’s eye—”
  “Phew !”
  “You can read it out, Wharton,” said Bunter, tossing the letter to the captain of the Remove.  ‘I’m not sorry to let you fellows see how my father feels about it, after the way your people have jumped at the chance of getting shut of you for the hols.  It may do you good.  Are there any tear-stains on the paper Wharton ?”
  “Nunno !  I can’t see any.”
  “Well, read it out, as Bunter wants you to,” said Bob Cherry.  “Don’t prolong the agony, old chap.”
  Wharton grinned and proceeded to read out the letter from Bunter senior.  Billy, Bunter shoved the postal-order into his, pocket, apparently more regardful of that than of the paternal epistle.
  “ ‘Dear William.’ ”  Wharton read out,—  “ ‘I have received your letter, but have been too busy to reply to it earlier—’ ”
  “Too grieved, I expect that means,” said Bunter.  “Frightful shock to him you know.  He’s not like you fellows paters.”

  “Go it, Wharton !”
  The captain of the Remove proceeded with the letter.
  “ ‘I am delighted to hear that one of your school friends is taking you with him for the summer vacation and longer—’ ”

  “Eh !” ejaculated Bunter.
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “You need not trouble to come home to say good-bye, as the railway fare is somewhat heavy and must be considered,’ ” proceeded Wharton.
  “Phew !”
  “Bunter’s face was a study.
  “ ‘I trust you will enjoy your holiday, and will not tire out the patience of your friends, and come home unexpectedly, as you have sometimes done.  As for your request for a considerable remittance, I cannot, of course, comply with it.  I enclose a postal-order for five shillings.  Make the most of it—’ ”

  “Wha-a-at ?” gasped Bunter.
  “ ‘Your affectionate father, W. S. Bunter.’ ” concluded Wharton; and he handed the letter back to the Owl of the Remove.
  The blowfulness to Bunter’s esteemed pater does not seem to have been terrific,” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur blandly.
  Ha, ha, ha !”

  Billy Bunter jammed the letter into his pocket and rolled away without a word, leaving the Famous Five chortling.  He rolled away to the tuckshop; and ten minutes later his financial resources were again reduced to one French penny.
THE END.
