[image: image1.png]Grand €nlaraed Xmas Rumber]

139. Vol. XXXVI.  Week Ending Decsmber 1th, 1920.
EVERY SATURDAY.

B

%) *1\

POCKET WALLETS and PENKNIVES OFFERED TO READERS!




[image: image2.jpg]



A Humorous, Fine Long Complete Christmas Story, featuring Harry Wharton & Co., 
the Cheery Chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS. 
                                             THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


                                                  Looking for a Pal! 

“BUNTER looks bucked!” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. smiled. 
  The Famous Five, of the Greyfriars Remove, were in the quad, in break that morning, when Billy Bunter rolled out of the House. 
  There was an expansive grin on Bunter’s fat face. 
  The grin extended almost from ear to ear; and behind his big round spectacles his little round eyes twinkled, 
  Undoubtedly Bunter looked bucked— uncommonly bucked. 
  Something out of the usual had happened to cause that happy satisfaction to dawn in the fat visage of the Owl of the Remove. 
  Bunter blinked round him, spotted the Famous Five, and rolled across to them. 
  “I say, you fellows—” he began. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry cheerily. “What’s the jolly old news? Has your 
postal-order come at last?” 
  “Oh, really. Cherry—” 
  “Somebody asked you for Christmas?” asked Frank Nugent, with a chuckle. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “Oh, really, Nugent! A dozen fellows at least have asked me for Christmas; my only difficulty is that I hardly know how to make a selection from such a crowd of invitations.” 
  Whereat the Famous Five smiled again. For some time past quite a number of Remove fellows had been carefully leaving themselves out of Billy Bunter’s arrangements for the Christmas vacation. 
  “It’s not that.” said Bunter. “The fact is I’m in luck!” 
  “The luckfulness must be terrific, to judge by the grinfulness on your preposterous countenance !” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
 “There’s maths this afternoon, with Lascelles; French with Mossoo; and beastly English literature with Quelchy!” grinned Bunter. “Well, I’m cutting the whole lot.” 
  “Quelchy let you off classes?” exclaimed Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “And I’m looking for a pal.” said Bunter. 
  “A pal?” 
  “Yes, I’ve got leave—and leave to take a friend.” 
  “Oh!”
  The Famous Five regarded William George Bunter with renewed interest. Had Bunter started discussing the Christmas holidays, and his arrangements for the same, probably the chums of the Remove would have stood not upon the order of their going, but gone at once. But this was a much more interesting matter. A fellow who had leave from classes, with permission to take a friend, was—as it were—a fellow to be encouraged. 
  There were studious fellows in the Greyfriars Remove—fellows who realised that they were at school to learn things. But there were few who were really keen on mathematics with Lascelles, French with Mossoo, and even English literature with Quelch. Few—very few of the Remove would have refused an opportunity of giving a clean miss to maths, French, and literature for the day. 
  “But how?” asked Wharton. 
  “My Uncle George is ill.” explained Bunter, beaming. 
  “Eh?” 
  “And I’m going to see him. Bit of luck, what?” 
  “For you or Uncle George?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !“ 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  The Famous Five chuckled, Evidently Billy Bunter was thinking more of his leave from classes than of the malady of his unfortunate Uncle George. From Bunter’s point of view apparently, Uncle George’s illness was a sheer stroke of good fortune. 
  “Couldn’t have happened better.” went on Bunter cheerily. “It’s going to be beastly in class this afternoon— putrid, in fact. I get out of the lot. Ripping, what?” 
  “Gratters!” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “The gratterfulness is tcrrifc !“ 
  “But what’s the matter with your uncle?” asked Nugent. 
  “Eh? I don’t know—he’s ill—got something or other,” said Bunter vaguely. Evidently Bunter was not bothering about what was the matter with his avuncular relative. 
  “He’s staying at Folkestone now for his health, and I’m 
going over to see him. I get the whole afternoon.  The pater fixed it up with Quelch. I’ve got leave to go—and take a friend. Quelchy’s just told me. Now I’m looking for a pal. I can take any chap I like.” 
  The Famous Five exchanged smiling glances. 
  Billy Bunter, as a rule, was not a sought-after fellow in the Remove. But there was likely to be a run on Bunter as soon as this news got out. 
  “Now. I’ve always been pally with you fellows.” went on Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five. 
  “Have you?” murmured Johnny Bull. 
  But nobody denied the soft impeachment. A trip to Folkestone, instead of maths, French, and literature, waa attractive—even in the company of William George Bunter. On this  occasion most Remove fellows would have been willing to be claimed as pals by Billy Bunter—poitively for one occasion only, so to speak. 
  “I thought of you, Harry, old chap.” said Bunter affectionately.
  “Good man!” said Wharton.
  “You’d like to come?”
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Well, one good turn deserves another,” said Bunter generously, “and as I’m coming home with you for the Christmas holidays—” 
  “Eh?”
   “Deaf?” asked Bunter. “I said, ‘as I’m coming home with you for the Christmas holidays— ” 
  “ But you’re not!” objected Wharton.
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “N-O-T—not!” added the captain of the Remove, in order that there should be no misapprehension on the subject.
  “You can ring off, Wharton—I’m not taking you to Foikestone with me this 
afternoon.” said Bunter coldly. “You needn’t try to push in —I’m simply not taking you. As a matter of fact, my ‘crIeS tayiTug at a rather high-class place on the Leas, and I shall have to be rather particular whom I take. On second thoughts, you would hardly do.”   
  “Fathead !”
  “That’s enough! You’re crossed off the list.” said Bunter decidedly. Franky’s about the most decent of this lot, and I think I’ll take him. As I’m coming with you for Christmas, Nugent—” 
  Nugent chuckled. But you’re not !” he said. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You can go and eat coke, Nugent!  The lot of you can go and eat coke!” said Bunter, with a disdainful blink at the grinning five. “I’ve got plenty of friends in the Remove—plenty of fellows who’ll jump at a chance like this. You lot can swot at maths, and 
French, and literature, this afternoon, and be blowcd to you.” And with that, and a sniff, William George Bunter rolled away; leaving the Famous Five chuckling.


                                      THE SECOND CHAPTER.


                                             Puzzle—Find the Pal ! 

“TODDY, old fellow!”
 “Stony!” said Peter Todd laconically. 
  “Oh, really, Toddy—” 
  “Nothing to lend!” said Peter Todd, shaking his head. 
  “I don’t want to borrow anything of you, you silly ass!” hooted Bunter.
  “You don’t!” ejaculated Toddy. 
  “No. you chump!”
  “Then why did you call me old fellow?” said Toddy. 
  “Look here, don’t be a silly ass!” said Bunter pervishly. “I’ve had a wonderful stroke of luck, Toddy! My Uncle George is ill at Folkestone.” 
  “Oh my hat !”
  “I’ve got leave to go and see him this afternoon, and take a friend with me. I thought of you at once; came to look for you to ask you the very first, old chap!” said Bunter affectionately. “You being in my study, you know, and my best pal, I thought of you first 
thing.”
  Peter Todd regarded Bunter with surprise.  He could have understood Bunter’s effusive friendship if Bunter tied wanted to borrow something. But If Bunter did not want to borrow anything, why the effusive friendship? That was rather a mystery. 
  “Your uncle’s ill, is he?” asked Toddy. 
  “Yes—laid up.” 
  “And he wants to see you?” asked Toddy, more and more surprised. “Has he consulted his medical man about it?” 
  “Eh?” 
  “I mean, isn’t it likely to make him worse?” asked Toddy. 
  “Look here.” roared Bunter, “Do you want to come, or don’t you? You get out of maths and French and English literature it you come.” 
  “My dear man, I’ll come with both feet!” said Peter. “A trip to Folkestone beats classes hollow—even with a Bunter along, and another Bunter at the end.” 
  “Well, the pater’s fixed it up with Quelch,” said Bunter. “Uncle George is anxious to see me, you know. You can understand that.” 
  “Blessed if I can!” said Toddy. 
  “Of course, he’s frightfully fond of me.” said Bunter. “He’s going abroad for the winter, and the pater wants me to see him before ho goes. Nobody knows where Uncle George is going to leave his money; and the pater doesn’t want him to forget hi nephew. I—I mean—what I mean is that Uncle George being ill, it will be a comfort to him to see me, and that’s why the paler thought of it. See?” 
  “I see.” assented Peter. “I see the whole thing, in fact.” 
  “We shall get a jolly good spread at Folkestone,” went on Bunter. “Uncle George has lots of money and he’s sure to do us well. He may be a little surprised at first; but, of course, it will be a pleasant surprise—” 
  “Surprised?” repeated Toddy. “Doesn’t your uncle know you’re coming?” 
  Bunter coughed. 
  “Well, you see, Uncle George is a bit grumpy, and if the pater had put it to him he might have kicked.” he explained. “The idea is that his fond nephew hears that he’s ill and putting in a few days at Folkestone before he goes abroad and rushes over to see him. 
See? You have to be a bit tactful with an uncle who’s got money.” 
  “I see!” chuckled Peter. 
  “The pater thinks it may turn out well.” said Bunter. “Anyhow, it will keep me in Uncle George’s mind. They have lots of accidents au French railways; and if Uncle George got smashed up in an accident, it would be awful if----”
  “It would !” assented Peter. 
  “I mean if he hadn’t made his will in the proper way, you know.”
  “Oh!” gasped Peter.
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 “So I’m going to give him this pleasant surprise.” said Bunter. “It’s bound to please him.  The pater thinks so and I agree with him. The pater’s fixed it up with Quelch. But there’s one thing he’s overlooked.” 
  “Ah!” said Peter. He was beginning to see light. 
  “He never mentioned anything about the railway fare.” said Bunter. It was a bit thoughtless of him.” 
  “Or a bit thoughtful!” remarked Peter blandly. 
  “It’s rather a steep fare first-class from here to Folkestone.” said Bunter. 
“My idea is that if I take a pal on this topping trip, he can lend me the fare. One good turn deserves another, you know.” 
  “I know!” agreed Peter. 
  “That’s why I thought of you, old chap—” 
  “Because you wanted me to pay the fare?” 
  “Nunno! Because you’re my dear old pal.” said Bunter. “I say, I’m getting a lift as far as Courtfield Station in a car—the Head’s car. Quelchy’s going to Courtfield this afternoon, after lunch and he’s using the Head’s car—he often does, you know. So he said he would give me a lift to the station. Rather decent of Quelch, what? Well, you’ll get the lift along with me if you come, Peter.” 
  “I’ll come in a jiffy—” 
  “Good!” 
  “If they’ll give us a free pass on the railway —” 
  “Eh!” 
  “My financial resources.” said Peter solemnly, “are limited, owing to a temporary tightness in the money market. Can we get to Folkestone for fourpence-halfpenny, the two of us?” 
  “Of course not, you silly ass!” 
  “Then I’m afraid it’s no go.” said Toddy regretfully. “It was rather an oversight on your pater’s part, Bunty, to forget to mention the fare. It will prevent you from taking your best pal with you in this affectionate visit to a loving uncle. Hard on you, and hard on him—but such is life!” added Peter, with a sad shake of the head. 
  Billy Bunter gave an angry sniff. 
  “You silly ass! Go and eat coke!” he snapped. 
  “Here, Smithy!” shouted Peter Todd, as the Bounder of Greyfriars came in sight on the path under the elms, sauntering with Tom Redwing. “Here, old bean, here’s a chance for you!”
  “Eh, what?” asked Vernon-Smith, coming up. 
  “Bunter’s looking for a pal—” 
  “He will have to look a little farther,” grunted the Bounder. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “You don’t catch on,” said Peter. “Bunters had a stroke of luck; his uncle’s ill—” 
  “What?” ejaculated Redwing. 
  “These occurrences are regarded as strokes of luck in the Bunter family.” explained Peter. “You see, it gets Bunter off classes, as he’s going to see his uncle and cheer him up with a glimpse of his affectionate and fascinating countenance. His pater has forgotten to send the railway fare—but has remembered to stipulato that Bunter may take a pal with him, Verb sap.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I was Bunter’s best pal a few minutes ago.” continued Peter. “But since he has learned I have only fourpence-ha’penny we are scarcely on nodding terms. Chance for you, Smithy, as you re rolling in filthy lucre. You get a lift in the Head’s car to the station, a happy journey in Bunter’s company, a meeting with another Bunter at the end, and you cut maths this afternoon.” 
  “I say, Smithy, old chap, I’d be glad if you’d come.” said Bunter, blinking at the Bounder. “The fact is I was looking for you to ask you first.” 
  The Bounder grinned. 
  “Thanks—I prefer maths!” he answered. 
  “Beast !” 
  Billy Bunter rolled away, still in search of a pal. 
  During the remainder of morning break Bunter was rather busy. All the Remove heard of what was on for the afternoon, and there was no doubt that Billy Bunter was “persona grata” to an unusual extent in his Form. 
Fellows who would have walked half a mile to avoid half an hour of Bunter’s company now realized that Bunter was not after all such a bad fellow—when he had leave to take a friend away with him for three whole lessons. 
  But there was, so to speak, a fly in the ointment. 
  Friends almost rained on Bunter; but every fellow, when he learned of that unaccountable oversight of Mr. Bunter’s in forgetting to provide the railway fare, moderated his transports at once. 
  When the Remove went back to their Form-oom for third school Billy Bunter had not yet found the pal he wanted. 
  Fellows who felt that they could have stood Bunter for the sake of an extra holiday did not feel that they could stand two first-class return tickets. That was too much of a good thing. 
  It looked as if that afternoon’s leave was going begging—indeed, it looked as if William George Bunter himself might not be able to take advantage of it, and that his uncle at Folkestone might deprived of the pleasure—or otherwise— of that happy surprise visit from William George. The expansive grin had faded from Bunter’s fat face. The Owl of the move no longer looked so wonderfully bucked. He looked worried, and in third school he gave even less attention than usual to Mr. Quelch and the valuable instruction imparted by that gentleman. 
  But Mr. Quelch was very easy with Bunter in that class. He attributed Bunter’s troubled looks to concern for his ill uncle—which showed that even a “downy bird “ like Quelchy was not quite a thought-reader. Bunter, all unconsciously, rose in his Form master’s estimation that morning

                                        THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                                    No Lift ! 

“DEAR old chap—” 
   “Eh?” 
  “Do come, Harry, dear old fellow.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  When the Remove came out after dinner that day the Owl of Greyfriars hooked on to the captain of the Form at once. 
  His affectionate mode of address. and the anxious blink that he bestowed on the captain of the Remove, showed that Bunter was in sore straits for a pal. 
  No pal, in fact, was of much use to Bunter, unless he was provided with the sinews of war. 
  That great chance of cutting classes for the afternoon had been fairly hawked up and down the Lower Fourth, and had found no takers. 
  Two first-class return tickets, Courtfield to Folkestone, cost money, more money than most of the fellows were disposed to expend on a trip in Billy Bunters fascinating company. 
  Fellows who would have been prepared to stand their own fare, jibbed at standing Bunter’s, too. Railway fares were high, and funds, in most cases, were low. 
  No doubt it was quite a bright idea of Mr. Bunter’s to send his son to visit Uncle George while that ill gentleman was at Folkestone, and keep the avuncular relative in mind of his nephew, especially with a view to the proper making of wills and possible accidents on French railways. But, really, Mr. Bunter ought to have made some arrangement about the railway fare.  That was left to William George himself, and W. G. was in his usual state of impecuniosity.  Thoughtfully, Mr. Bunter had stipulated that William should be allowed to take a friend with him. No doubt he supposed that among William’s many friends there existed one who would be able and willing to shell out. If so, Bunter had not found him yet. 
  That was why he hooked on to the captain of the Remove so affectionately. Wharton was in possession of the necessary cash. True, he was a beast. Bunter had to admit that. But, then, all the fellows were beasts, except Bunter. 
  “You see,” explained Bunter, “you’re the fellow I want.  Immediately Quelch told me I had leave I thought of you. I thought at once how you’d enjoy it, old chap. Lovely trip, beautiful sea air, splendid feed when we get to my uncle’s. Fine, you know. You’ll come?” 
  Wharton hesitated. 
  He was quite willing to cut classes, willing to forego the joys of maths, French, and English literature. But he—— 
  “As for the Christmas holidays.” said Bunter, with dignity, “I’m sorry I shan’t be able to come to Wharton Lodge. I’m going home with Mauly. Sorry I shan’t be able to see you over the hols, old chap, and all that, but I shall have a better time at Mauleverer Towers. And, after all, a fellow’s bound to think of himself sometimes. Never mind that. Look here, will you come to Folkestone this afternoon? About the railway fares. I’ll settle up out of my very next postal-order.” 
  Wharton chuckled, 
  “Blest if I see anything to cackle at!  I’m expecting a postal-order to-morrow—” 
  “Oh, I’ll come!” said Harry good-naturedly. 
  “Good!” said Bunter in great relief. At two o’clock, when the Head’s car came round for Mr. Quelch, Billy Bunter was waiting on the House steps.  Harry Wharton came out and joined him. Barnes, the chauffeur, stood by the car, waiting for the Remove master to emerge. 
  Bunter blinked round into the House. Mr. Quelch was not yet in sight. 
“I say, wo don’t want to lose the train.” said Bunter anxiously. “‘We don’t get much time at Folkstone anyhow. I really think Quelch might buck up.” 
  “He knows the time of your train.” said Harry. “It will be all right. It was jolly decent of Quelch to offer you a lift.” 
  “That’s all very well, but he oughtn’t to keep a chap waiting!” grumbled Bunter. “Quelchy’s rather a beast.” 
  Wharton coloured uncomfortably. 
  Bunter was expressing his opinion of Quelch, quite regardless of the fact that the chauffeur was within hearing. 
  “Do shut up, old bean!” murmured Wharton. 
  Sniff! from Bunter. 
  “What does it matter if a blinking chauffeur hears me?” he answered. 
  Barnes, who was a well-trained young man, did not move a muscle as he heard himself described as a blinking chauffeur.  But Wharton felt extremely uncomfortable. 
  “If you don’t shut up—” he breathed
  “Rats !“ said Bunter. “I’ll say what I jolly well choose, and you can put that in your pipe and smoke it, Wharton! I’m taking you on this trip, and you can’t come the Form captain overme, I can tell you. Shut up yourself !” 
  “I’ll jolly well—” 
  “Oh, cheese it !“ said Bunter. “Look here, Barnes!” 
  “Sir.” said Barnes. 
  “How long will it take you to get to Courtfleld Station in the car?” 
  “That depends on the speed, sir,” said Barnes gravely. 
  “Eh? I know that, you ass!”
  “And the speed depends on Mr. Quelch, sir, who will give me my instructions.” 
  “I don’t want any cheek from you, Barnes,” said Bunter, frowning. 
  “Oh, sir!” 
  “You should be respectful when you are speaking to a gentleman, Barnes.” 
  “Thank you, sir! I will remember that when I am speaking to a gentleman.”  said Barnes, with a slight stress on the last word. 
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Bunter frowned. 
  “These chauffeurs are a cheeky lot.” he said to the captain of the Remove. “If I were the Head I’d sack that chap.” 
  “Do dry up, Bunter.” 
  “Shan’t! I’m not the fellow to take cheek from persons in employment.” said Bunter loftily. “The way the lower classes carry on these days is something sickening. Rotten, 1 call it! I shall certainly speak to the head about this fellow’s manners.” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “Look here, Wharton—” 
  “Oh, dry up !“ exclaimed Wharton impatiently. 
  “Shan’t ! When is that ass, Quelchy, coming out!” growled Bunter. “Like his cheek to keep a fellow waiting like this.”
  A sudden grin dawned upon the hitherto impassive face of Barnes. 
  It was caused by a view of Mr. Quelch in the House doorway and the expression on the Remove master’s face as he heard Bunter’s words. 
  As the two juniors had their backs to the doorway they did not for the moment, observe Mr. Quelch. But Bunter observed Barnes’ grin, and it irritated him. 
  “Look here, my man, what are you grinning at?” he demanded. 
  “Was I grinning, sir?” asked Barnes, grave again at once. 
  “Yes, you were!” snapped Bunter. “And I can tell you that I’m not standing any cheek from a blinking chauffeur, Barnes. Ally more of it, and I’ll speak to the Head and ask him to sack you.” 
  “Indeed, sir.” 
  “Yes, indeed!” snapped Bunter, and he turned away from the chauffeur with a disdainful sniff. “Look here, Wharton, we shall lose the train at this rate. Suppose you cut in and hurry up that old ass, Quelch.” 
  “Bunter!” 
  Billy Bunter jumped almost clear of the step. 
  “Bunter! How dare you!”
  “Oh crikey!”
  Billy Bunter blinked at his Form master in dismay and horror as Mr. Quelch, in hat and coat, carried on down the steps. The expression on Henry Samuel Quelch’s face was almost bloodcurdling. 
  “Bunter, you dared to say—” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I didn’t!  I—I wasn’t! I—I mean—” 
  “I will deal with you later for this, Bunter. I have no time now. But I shall certainly not allow you to enter the car, Bunter, after your unexampled insolence and impertinence ” 
  “Oh, really, sir! I—I didn’t— wasn’t—never—” stammered Bunter incoherently. 
  “Enough!”
  Mr Quelch stepped into the car. 
  Barnes closed the door on him and drove away 
  Bunter stood blinking after the car. 
  “Oh crumbs!” he gasped. 
  “Well, you’ve done it now, you silly chump!” said Harry. 
  “That—that—that beast isn’t giving us a lift!” gasped Bunter “Oh dear! Better telephone for a The taxi, Wharton, quick!”
  “My dear man, you’re taking me on this trip, as you’ve just said!  The taxi is in your department.” 
 “Look here, Wharton—” 
  “Fathead! We shall have to walk.” said Harry. “I can’t afford taxicabs to the station, and I jolly well know you can’t. Come on.” 
  “I can’t walk!” howled Bunter. It’s two miles by the short cut.” 
  “We’ll cut round by Hogben Grange, and save a bit.” said Harry. “That’s the shortest way. Better start, if we’re going at all.” 
  “We shall lose the train—” 
  “You’ve lost it already, fathead, by cheeking Quelch. Look here, are we going or not ?” demanded Wharton impatiently. He was more than half repentant by this time that he had agreed to share that trip to Folkestone. Even maths were rather preferable to W. U. Bunter. 
  “I’m not going to walk!” growled Bunter. “If you won’t stand a taxi to the station, Wharton, I jolly well won’t take you, so there.” 
  “Done!” said the captain of the Remove promptly; and he turned away. 
  Bunter blinked after him. 
  “I say, Harry, old chap, don’t walk away while a fellow’s talking to you!  I say, I’ll walk to the station, of course! It will be a pleasure to walk with you, old fellow.” 
  “Look here—” said Harry restively. 
  “Come on, old fellow, we’re wasting time if we’re going to catch the next train.” said Bunter “Do come, dear old chap.” 
  And the dear old chap, feeling that he was for it, came.


                                      THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

                                              Not Hospitable! 

DECEMBER as it was, and approaching Christmas, the weather was fine, and there was 
a glimmer of sunshine on the windows of the train that ran southward from Courtfield Junction to Folkestone. The journey was not a long one as the crow flies, but railways in the beautiful county of Kent do not imitate the flight of the crow.  There was what Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had described as terrific round-aboutfulness in those railways, so, although the distance was not great, the ground covered was extensive, and the time taken was very considerable. It was cold, but bright, and Harry Wharton would have liked the trip well enough in more exhilarating company.  Bunter’s company could not be called exhilarating. 
  The Owl of the Remove groused most of the way. He was tired from walking to the station, and Wharton had taken third class tickets—two deep grievances for Bunter. Wharton explained that it wouldn’t run to first-class, t which Bunter retorted peevishly that he could have borrowed it from his friends, and added that he might have borrowed a little extra while he was about it, to provide some refreshment on the journey. To which Wharton’s rejoinder had been the ancient and classic monosyllable “Rats!” 
  Fortunately, Bunter fell asleep after a time, and his deep snore formed an unmusical accompaniment to the rattle of the train. Wharton watched the landscape from the window, And then read a newspaper he had bought at Courtfield. It was the “Courtfield Gazette,” and there was news in it— which seldom happened. Of late there had been a series of mysterious and remarkably successful burglaries in the neighbourhood, among them an attempt on Greyfriars School, the only one that had been a failure. Since then, the mysterious cracksman who had chosen that spot as the scene of his activities, had been at work again. 
  This time it was Chunkley’s Emporium, at Courtfield, that had been entered in the night. and mysteriously plundered. As an item of local news it was of some interest to Harry, and he read through tine long account that was given of the affair. 
  That it was the same cracksman who had robbed Popper Court and several other places, and attempted to rob Greyfriars was fairly clear. If he had left any clues behind him, they were not good enough for Inspector Grimes and the local police. The paper stated that an experienced detective from Scotland Yard was called in to the aid of the local police, and Wharton hoped that he would have good luck. 
  Evidently, as the paper stated, the mysterious cracksman was living somewhere in the vicinity; his depredations had now extended over several months, at irregular intervals, and it was plain that he was a man who knew the neighbourhood well, and had had opportunities for studying it closely. 
  It was rather interesting to Wharton, for some of the Greyfriars fellows surmised that the mysterious marauder, who had failed in his attempt on the school, might come back some dark night and try again. 
  Having read through all that the “Courtfield Gazette” had to say on the subject of the enterprising burglar, Wharton laid down the paper and resumed looking from the train window, till the train at last, ran into Folkestone Central. 
  Then he shook Billy Bunter by the shoulder to awaken him. 
  “Wake up, fatty !” 
  “Ow! l.eggo!” mumbled Bunter. “’Taint rising bell! Lemme alone.’’ 
  “Folkstone, fathead.” 
  “Oh!” grunted Bunter. “All right! You needn’t shake a fellow like that, you beast! I wasn’t asleep!” 
  Bunter rubbed his eyes and jammed his spectacles on his fat little nose, and followed 
Wharton from the train. 
  “Call a taxi, old chap.” he said as they left time station. 
  “Fathead!” 
  “Look here, it’s getting dark already, and we’ve got no time to waste.” said 
Bunter peevishly. 
“Then the sooner you leave off using your chin and start using your legs the better.” 
  “Beast!” 
  And they walked. 
  Losing to the train at Courtfield had made the juniors late, added to the “round-aboutfulness”  of the railway and the slowness of the trains. The winter dusk was already falling on Folkestone. Lights were glimmering in the town and on the Leas. 
  Bunter announced that he was hungry.  Wharton was ready for his tea, too, though that was a minor matter. But the prospect of a gorgeous spread at his uncle’s residence cheered the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Uncle George is sure to do us pretty well!”  he told Wharton, as they walked to the Leas. “He’s rolling in money, you know! Tons of it! Bags of it! And he’s sure to be glad to see me, what?” 
  “I suppose so, as he’s asked you to come all this way to see him.” answered Harry. 
  “Eh? He doesn’t know I’m coming.” answered Bunter. 
  “D-d-doesn’t he!” 
  “No; it’s a surprise visit,” explained Bunter. 
  “Oh!” 
  This was the first Wharton had heard of that trifling detail. 
  “You see, the pater thought of it.” explained Bunter. “But Uncle George is bound to be pleased at his nephew rushing over to see him when he’s ill, ain’t he?  The pater thought so.” 
  “But your pater might have told Uncle George you were coming.” said Harry, 
  Bunter chuckled. 
  “Uncle George is a bit grumpy.” he explained. “More likely than not he’d have sat on it if he’d known.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “You see, it’s a surprise visit—a pleasant surprise for him.” said Bunter. “I shall say, ‘Dear Uncle George, I heard that you were ill, and rushed over to see how you were.’ That will touch him, won’t it?” 
  “Hem!” 
  “Well, it’s bound to.” argued Bunter. The fat junior seemed to be a little troubled with doubts himself as they drew nearer to the residence of Mr. George Bunter. “He’s sure to be pleased—a loving nephew coming all the way, regardless of expense, you know. The least he can do is to stand us a jolly good tea.  The pater thinks that if Uncle George saw more of me he would be certain to put me down in his will for something decent. He could hardly help liking me if he saw much of me, could he?’ 
  Wharton did not state his opinion on that point. 
  “Here’s the place.” said Bunter at last. “The Limes!  Come on! Look here, after tea we can get a trot along the front and go to the to the pictures—we can get back as late as we like—we can easily spin Quelch a yarn about losing a train or something. see? I dare say you never thought of that.” 
  “I certainly never did.” agreed Harry. 
  “You wouldn’t.” said Bunter. “You haven’t much brains, old chap. We might have had a jolly afternoon here if that beast Quelch hadn’t refused to give us a lift in the Head’s car and made us lose our train, and if you hadn’t been too mean to stand a taxi, old chap. Still, we can make an evening of it. Uncle George is bound to hand out a good tip.  Let’s get in; I’m frightfully hungry.” 
  The juniors mounted the steps of the Limes, and Bunter rang a peal on the bell. The Limes was a private hotel, or boardinghouse—of which there were many in tihe vicinity. It was not a sumptuous-looking building, and from the lower regions came a strong smell of cooking which hinted that dinner was in the course of preparation somewhere below. Bunter sniffed at the scent, like a war-horse sniffing the battle from afar. 
  The door was opened by a hall porter, who, on being informed that Bunter had called to see his uncle, Mr. George Bunter, looked doubtful. It appeared that Mr. George Bunter was suffering from dyspepsia, and was keeping his room at present. However, the porter requested the visitors to wait in the hall while he went up to Mr. Bunter’s room. 
The juniors were kept rather a long time waiting in the hall. Thc porter returned at last. 
  “Mr. Bunter thanks you for calling to inquire after him, sir—” 
  “Show us up,” said Bunter. 
  “But he does not feel well enough to see a visitor----”
  “Eh?” 
  “And he advises you—” 
  “What?” 
  “To return to your school without delay—” 
  “Oh!” 
  “As it is so late. That is all, sir.” said the hall-porter politely. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “But—” he gasped. 
  “That is Mr. Bunter’s message, sir.” 
  “Look here!” gasped Buntcr. “You go back and tell him—” 
  “I am sorry. sir—” 
  “You go and tell him that—” 
  “Mr. Bunter has forbidden me to take any further message, sir.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  The hall porter opened the door. 
  Harry Wharton steppcd out. Bunter followed him slowly.  The door of the Limes closed on them. 
  Not a word was spoken till they were on the Leas again. 
  Then billy Bunter gave a deep groan. 
  “Ow, I’m frightfully hungry!” 
  Harry Wharton smiled.  That surprise visit to Mr. George Bunter had not been a success. Perhaps Mr. George Bunter was aware of the exact value of his nephew’s affection for him, or perhaps dyspepsia had had a deteriorating effect on his temper and his manners. At all events, there was evidently nothing doing. 
  “Ow!” groaned Bunter. “I’m famished!” 
  He blinked dismally at Wharton. 
  “I say, old chap, we shan’t get that spread, now—” 
  “Looks like it,” agreed Wharton. 
  “But I know a jolly good place where we can get a feed—and I’m going to stand you a topping spread.” said Bunter. “I’ve brought you here, and I’m going to see you through. We’ll have a tip-top spread.” 
  “Good!” said Harry. 
  “It’s up to me.” said Bunter. “I’m not the fellow to let a pal down, I hope. The only difficulty is that I’ve been disappointed about a postal order—” 
  “Oh!”
  “So you will have to lend me a pound temporarily—” 
  “I’ve got eighteenpence.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. “I—I—I’ve only got a penny. And—and that’s a French one! Oh dear!”
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Come on, old fat bean.” he said. “We can get a snack each for one-and-six, and then we’d better get back to Greyfriars.” 
  Billy Bunter ground his way along the Leas. 

                                          THE FIFTH CHAPTER, 

                                                   Late Hours! 

IT never rains but it pours. 
  That is an ancient saying, which often seems to be borne out by facts. 
  Billy Bunter had been enormously bucked that morning by the news that his uncle was ill, and that his pater considered it a good opportunity for him to show Uncle George what an affectionate nephew he was, 
  But Bunter was not bucked now. He was far from bucked. Everything, in fact, had gone wrong, in one way or another. 
  Quelchy, instead of giving him that promised lift in the Head’s car to Courtfield, had left him to walk, and was going to be very cross when Bunter saw him again. The train had been lost, and the juniors had reached Folkestone very late—too late for an afternoon 
by the sea. Uncle George had not played up—there had been no hospitable greeting— worst of all, no spread and no tips. A frugal meal for eighteen-pence the two had not 
satisfied the cravings of Bunter’s inner Bunter.  He had consumed the lion’s share, it was true, but that was a mere drop in the ocean compared with what he wanted to consume. 
  The return journey to Greyfriars started, with Bunter suffering from an aching void 
under his extensive waistcoat, A connection was lost, and there was an hour’s wait for a train, and when at last the juniors were in the train for Courtfield the hour was very late indeed. Bunter was frightfully hungry and snow was beginning to fall. The fine day had turned into a windy cold night, and there were whirling snowflakes on the wind that howled past the train. Snow, certainly, was seasonable so near to Christmas, but it was none the more welcome to Bunter on that account. When they got to Courtfield there was a long walk ahead of them, and after so many delays, lost connections, and slow trains, it looked as if they would not arrive at Courtfield much before midnight. 
  The whole thing had been a dismal wash-out, and Bunter really wished that his uncle hadn’t been ill at all, as the matter had turned out! 
  He was tired, cold and hungry, and sleepy. Wharton also was tired, cold, hungry and sleepy, but fortunately that did not matter 
  When the train reached Courtfield at last, Butter was fast asleep and had to be woke up. He woke up in an exceedingly had temper. 
  It was the last train in; lights were being extinguished in the station as the juniors left it. Courtfleld High Street stretched before them dim and silent. Only the street lamps glimmered —not a single window showed a light. No cabs remained on the stand, even if the juniors could have taken a cab, which was impossible. The combined funds of the two were now reduced to Bunter’s French penny. 
  Bunter stood and blinked dismally into the sleeping town. 
  “Oh dear!” he groaned. 
  “Let’s get a move on,” said Harry. 
  “I’m tired.” 
  “Well, we’ve got to walk it—no good hanging about.” 
  “ I’m hungry. 
  “Oh, come on!” 
  “Beast!” 
  “For goodness’ sake get a move on, Bunter!” exclaimed the captain of the Remove impatiently. “Do you know it’s turned twelve?” 
  “Yah !“ 
  “We shall have to wake up Gosling to let us in—” 
  “Blow Gosling!”
  “Quelchy will be sitting up for us—” 
  “Blow Quelchy!” 
  “He will be in a terrific wax!  Come on!” 
  “Beast!” 
  Harry Wharton started The Owl of the Remove got into motion at last, and followed him Their footfalls woke ghostly echoes in the silent street, and Bunter peered uneasily at dark corners, A policeman passed them with heavy tread and flashed his lantern on them. They turned from the High Street into the lane over Courfield Common, and Bunter blinked in dismay at the shadowy stretches of furze and grass upon which light snowflakes were settling. 
  “I—I say, Wharton—” he gasped. 
  “Come on!” 
  “The common ain’t safe at night.” said Bunter. “There’s tramps——” 
  “Bother the tramps!  Come on!” 
  “And footpads—” 
  “Bless the footpads! Get a move on.” 
  “Well, I’m not going to be robbed to please you!” hooted Bunter. 
  You fat idiot, the tramps and footpads won’t bother about your French penny.” 
  “Well, there’s my gold watch.” said Bunter. “That’s worth twenty-five guineas. It was a present from one of my titled relations.” 
  “I’ll buy you another if you lose it.” said Wharton cheerily. “You can get them at old Lazarus’ for three-and-six!”
  “Beast!” 
  “Are you coming, you ass? We shan’t be home till the milk in the morning at this rate!”
  “Well, look here.” said Bunter, “What about telephoning to Quelch? In the circumstances he ought to send the car for us. 
  “I can see him doing it.” said Wharton, with a chuckle. 
 “The Head lets Quelch use his car when he likes.” urged Bunter, “Quelch could send that cheeky cad Barnes in the car to fetch us, if he liked.” 
  “Fathead!  Come on!” !” 
  “You could telephone, and tell Quelch that I’ve fallen ill—tell him I’ve sprained my spinal column, or something of that sort. Something serious enough to make him send the car.” 
  “Chump!”
  Harry Wharton walked on, and Bunter groaned and followed him. Wharton turned from the main road across the common into a deep and shadowy lane. Billy Bunter gave an alarmed squeak. 
  “Look here, that ain’t safe! Let’s keep to the road.” 
  “This lane saves half a mile, fathead! The snow will be coming down in tons soon.  We’ve got to get on.” 
  Bunter groaned and followed on. 
  The lane followed a park wall, mantled with ivy, that bordered the grounds of Hogben Grange. It was an extremely lonely lane at night, dark and shadowy and silent, and Bunter shuddered with dread as he rolled through the gloom. 
  Every shadowy corner, every clump of trees, was peopled with ruffianly tramps to Bunter’s uneasy eyes. But fearful as he was of darkness and shadows, Bunter did not heed Wharton’s constant urgings to buck up. He was tired, his fat limbs quaking with fatigue. Progress was slow. Wharton began to wonder whether they would reach Greyfriars before daylight. 
  It was understood that the juniors would be back late, after such a journey. But it was not understood that they would be anything like so late as this. Undoubtedly Mr. Quelch would sit up for them. Wharton could picture the expression on his face as he sat up, and it spurred him on. But it did not spur Bunter on. The Owl of the Remove dragged on his fat limbs more and more slowly, and at last he stopped. 
  Wharton stopped and looked back. 
  “Come on!” he said. 
  “I’m tired!” 
  “Buck up!” !” 
  “Worn out!” said Bunter. 
  “Can’t be helped. Buck up!”
  “Beast! It’s all your fault.” groaned Bunter. “I can’t take another stop without rest. Oh dear!” 
  “Oh crumbs!” said Wharton. 
  “Blow this filthy snow!” groaned Bunter. 
  “Look here, old chap—” 
  “Beast!”
  “We’ve only got another mile,” urged Wharton. 
  “I’m not going to take another step without a rest. Leave me! Leave me to perish in the snow!” said Bunter bitterly. 
  “Fathead!” 
  Bunter tottered to the park wall, where thc thick, overhanging ivy gave some shelter from the falling flakes. He sat down, and leaned against the wall under a mass of thick ivy, mantling above. 
  “Wharton stared at him impatiently.  But, there was no help for it, though the mental picture of the expression on Mr. Quelch’s face was unnerving.  He sat down at the foot of the wall beside Bunter, realising that he was glad of a rest himself. Bunter leaned on the wall and groaned. 
  “You—you haven’t got any chocolate about you, Wharton?” he asked. 
  “No.” 
  “I’m frightfully hungry. Not a stick of toffee?” 
  “No.” 
  “Beast !” 
  “I’m rather hungry, too.” Wharton remarked. 
  “Oh. don’t grouse!” said Bunter. “It’s bad enough without you complaining all the time, I should think.” 
  “Oh, my hat!”’ 
  There was silence. 
  The silence was broken in a rather startling manner. On the lonely, shadowed lane that ran by the park wall there was a footfall. It was a quiet foot fall; indeed, it had something stealthy about it, but in the dead silence of the night it was startling. Billy Bunter gave a start. 
  “I—I say!” he breathed. “That— that—that’s a tramp—a footpad—a— a murderer, perhaps! Oh dear! Quiet!  Keep quiet, for goodness’ sake!”
  Wharton made no sound. Where the two juniors sat close by the park wall they were almost hidden from sight by the thick masses of ivy that hung down over them. \Wharton did not share Bunter’s quivering fear, but he considered it only judicious, in such a lonely place at such a very late hour, not to attract the attention of the man whose faint footfalls came to his ears. It was long past midnight now, and it was quite possible that the man who was treading that lonely road in the gloom was a man whom it was judicious not to meet. 
  The footsteps came nearer and stopped. 
  Against the glimmer of the falling flakes, Wharton made out a dark figure, standing motionless a few feet away, looking towards the ivy. 
  For a moment wharton’s supposed that the man had seen them, and was looking at them.  But that was not the case, as he soon observed.  The man stepped a little nearer, and he was scanning not the spot where the the juniors sat at the foot of the wall, but the heavy masses of ivythat hung over their heads. In the glimmer of starlight that came through the likely falling flakes, Harry Wharton could see his face clearly. It was a clean-shaven, clear-cut face, with a square chin, a hard-set mouth, and two eyes of a deep grey that were very steady and penetrating.  Certainly the man did not look anything like a tramp or a footpad though what he was doing there at that hour of the night was rather mysterious. 
  Wharton made no sound or motion. Bunter, his little round eves wide open with terror behind his big glasses, stared fixedly at the stranger, like a fat rabbit fascinated by a snake. 
  The man stepped closer to the wall, only a few feet from where the juniors sat under the overhanging ivy. He reached up, grasped hold of the ivy, and tested it with his weight. Evidently his intention was to climb the park wall by means of the ivy; and as he realised that, a sudden thrill shot through Wharton.  Who was it that was entering the grounds of Hobden Grange in that secret and surreptitious way, long past midnight? Into the junior’s mind flashed the thought of the unknown cracksman. 
  Wharton felt his heart throb at the thought that he was within a few paces of the mysterious night thief whose depredations had startled the whole neighbourhood for weeks past. 
  He sat very still. 
  But as the square-jawed man shook the ivy, to test its strength to bear his weight, a little cloud of dislodged snow particles fell on the two juniors, and from Billy Bunter came a startled gasp: 
“Ow!”

                                              THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                                      No Admission 

“OW! Oooooch!” gasped Bunter. 
  There was a sharp exclamation from the man who had been about to climb the ivy. 
He released his hold on the tendrils, and leaped back suddenly. 
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 “Who—what?  ” 
  His voice was startled, if not, alarmed.  His penetrating grey eyes flashed at the juniors, as he stepped along the wall to the spot where they sat under the overhanging masses. 
  There was a howl of terror from Billy Bunter. 
 “Ow! Keep off! Help! Yarooooh!” 
  The next instant the man was gone. 
  Whether he was, indeed the mysterious night thief, or whether he had any other motive for eluding observation, he no sooner discerned the two schoolboys in the gloom under the ivy than he turned and darted away, his footfalls echoing for a few moments on the snowy road, and then dying to silence. 
  “Ow! Keep off” Bunter was still howling, when Wharton shook him impatiently by the shoulder. 
  “Shut up, you ass!” He’s gone.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Oh dear! Sure he’s gone?” 
  “Yes, fathead.” 
  Billy Bunter blinked round fearfully.  The man was gone. There was no sign of him, no sound from him.  So swiftly had he vanished that Wharton might almost have believed  that the whole thing was a dream, a vision conjured up by the shifting shadows from the starlight. 
  But before his eyes still lingered that clear-cut, cool face, with its piercing grey eyes—a face Wharton was not likely to forget. The face, clear-cut as a cameo, the penetrating eyes, the square chin, haunted his memory.  He knew that if he ever saw that strange apparition of the night again he would no him instantly.
  “I—I—I say, who—who was it?” gasped Bunter. 
  “Blessed if I know.” 
  “I say, he was going to climb over the wall, and we—we stopped him.” 
  “I think so.” assented Harry. 
  “He must have been a burglar!” quavered Bunter, 
  “I don’t know.” 
  “Well, he must have been. An honest man wouldn’t be climbing over the park wall into Hogben Grange after midnight, I suppose. I say, perhaps it’s that burglar who’s in all the papers now!” exclaimed Bunter, that idea entering his fat mind for the first time. 
  Wharton made no reply. 
  He was thinking of it; and it seemed probable enough. That clear-cut face did not seem to strike him as the face of a criminal. Yet what other explanation could there be of the man’s actions? It was plain that he had been going to enter the grounds of Hogben Grange secretly, silently, at an hour when all were sleeping. It was difficult to imagine what honest motive he could have had. 
  “I say, he’s that burglar!” said Bunter. “We’ve frightened him off, you know. He cleared off as soon as he saw me, Wharton.” 
  Wharton smiled. 
 “Well, now he’s gone, we’d better get a move on.” he remarked.
  “I’m tired!” 
  “He might come back—” 
  “Oh!” Bunter jumped to his feet at that suggestion. “I say, come on, Wharton! Don’t sit loafing there, you slacker! For goodness’ sake, let’s get to the school!”’ 
  The two juniors resumed their way— Bunter’s uneasy glances searching all the shadows as he went.
  The man they had seen had totally disappeared; but it was quite possible that he was still in the vicinity, bidden in the deep shadows. 
  That possibility caused Bunter to to make an effort; and he moved rather more swiftly than a tired tortoise now. 
  Nothing more was seen or heard of the man by the time the juniors had left Hogben Grange behind, and were following the lane that led by the grounds of the Three Fishers, towards Greyfriars. 
  They came out in the Courtfield road att last, near the school. 
  The snow was still falling, but lightly, the flakes whistling by on the keen wind from the sea. The hour of one boomed from somewhere in the distance, and they came in sight of the old tower of Greyfriars against the stars. 
  Wharton whistled softly. It really was not quite the fault of the two juniors; but returning to school at such an hour was absolutely unheard-of, and if Quelch was sitting up it was certain that his wrath would be at boiling. point. It was likely to be a long, long time before Bunter had leave again to visit a sick relative at a distance from the school. 
  “Oh dear! I’m tired!” groaned Bunter, as Greyfriars came in sight at last. “Ow! Worn out, you know!” 
  “I’m rather tired,” said Wharton mildly. 
  “Well, it’s all your fault! For goodness’ sake don’t keep on grumbling! Ow ! I’mawfully tried and hungry! I say, do you think Quelch is sitting up?” 
  “Sure to be.”  
  “Think he’ll give us some supper?” 
  “More likely to give us a licking.” 
  They stopped at the school gates, and Wharton groped for the bell, and rang a peal on it The bell rang in Gosling’s lodge; but there was no response. 
  Faintly from the distance the juniors caught the sound; but Gosling, apparently, was deaf to it. 
  Wharton rang again—and again. 
  But there was no stir from the porter’s lodge. No light gleamed there —and there was no movement. 
  There was a wail from Billy Bunter, who was leaning on the gate, half asleep with fatigue. 
  “Ow! Why doesn’t the beast come out and let us in! Ow!”
  “I suppose he doesn’t hear the bell.” said Harry, tugging at it again. “There, if that doesn’t waken him nothing will.” 
  It did not wake Gosling! 
  William Gosling, no doubt, was aware that two Greyfriars men were still out of gates; and possibly he had stayed up to a late hour to let them in. But he was extremely unlikely to stay up after midnight for that purpose; and obviously he had not done so. Perhaps, if he knew that Bunter had gone to see his uncle at a distant town, he concluded that Bunter was staying the night with that uncle. Anyhow, he had gone to bed; and Gosling was a sound sleeper. If, in the mists and shadows of sleep, Gosling heard any sound of that jangling bell he did not heed it. 
  “Well, my hat!” said Harry. 
  He desisted at last from ringing this bell. Evidently William Gosling was not going to wake up at that hour of the night. 
  “Make him come and open the gate!” wailed Bunter. 
  “He’s fast asleep.” said Harry. “The bell won’t wake him.” 
  “We can’t stay out here all night.” 
  Wharton was considering what to do while the fat junior groused. They had reached the school at long last, and found no admission. Probably Mr. Quelch was sitting up, in his study in the House; but he was far away, much too far to hear the bell in the porter’s lodge, or a voice calling. Wharton could have climbed over the gate, though it was not an easy task; but Bunter could no more have climbed over the gate than he could have climbed over Mount Everest. Still, it was evident that the juniors had to get in. 
  “Shout!” said Bunter. “Yell “ 
  “If Gosling can’t hear the bell in his lodge he won’t hear us shouting.” said Harry. “That’s no good !“ 
  “Look here, I’m not going to stay out all night, and perish in the snow, to please you!” howled Bunter. 
  “We’ve got to get in somehow, and get to the House.” said Harry. 
  “That beast Gosling ought to be sacked!” groaned Bunter. “I expect he’s been drinking, or he’d wake up.” 
  “We can get round and climb over the Cloister wall,” said Harry. 
  “In the dark?” 
  “Yes, ass; unless you prefer to wait for daylight.” 
  “I’m not going to break my neck to please you, Wharton? I believe you’d like me to break my neck !“ 
  “It wouldn’t be much loss, would it?” 
  “Beast!” 
  “Look here. Bunter, you’ve climbed the cloister wall before—” 
  “Only once, from inside.” said Bunter. “It can’t be climbed from outside, as you jolly well know 
  “I’ll give you a bunk up. and then you can help me from the top.” 
  “If you think I’m going to break my neck, Wharton, you’re mistaken! I refuse to break my neck to please you!” 
  Wharton breathed hard. 
  But he tried to be patient. That well known spot, on the cloister wall, at a distance From the school buildings, had been used, more than once, by fellows breaking bounds. On the inner side crumbling stone gave foothold; but from the outside a “bunk-up” was necessary. Had Bob Cherry or Johnny Bull been with him, it would have been easy enough for Wharton. But the fellow who was “bunked” up would have to give a hand to the other fellow below; and it was doubtful whether Bunter was capable of that. And it occurred to Harry, too, that it was doubtful whether he could, unaided, bunk up the enormous weight of William George Bunter. 
  “Well, I’m blessed if I know what we’re going to do.” said Harry at last, 
  “Gosling ought to wake up!” growled Bunter. 
  “I know he ought, fathead; but if he doesn’t that won’t get us any forrarder.” 
  “Well, it’s all your fault! If you’d got a taxi from Courtfield somehow—” 
  “Oh, shut up!” !” 
  “Leaving me here to perish with cold!” groaned Bunter. “After all I’ve done for you, too—getting you off classes, and an extra holiday at the seaside, and—” 
  “Do you want me to bang your head on the gate, Bunter?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
  “Eh? No.” 
  “Then shut up!”
  “Beast!” 
  Many times during that unfortunate and deplorable afternoon out, Wharton had regretted joining up with the Owl of the Remove.  At no moment had he regretted it so deeply as now. 
  But regrets were useless; and he had to solve the problem of getting into the school. All the while the truants were lingering at the gate Mr. Quelch was doubtless sitting up in his study at the School House, his wrath growing hotter and hotter. Climbing in somewhere over the walls seemed the only way; and climbing in over the walls was beyond Bunter’s powers. There were other gates; but all, of course, locked and fastened for the night. 
  “We’ll try the garage,” said Harry at last. “Barnes is a decent sort of chap, I believe and he may let us in if we can make him hear.” 
 “You can tip him.” said Bunter. 
  “With your French penny?” asked Wharton sarcastically. “If he lets us in we’ll thank him as nicely as we can. And mind your civil to him, you fat rotter!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Come on, fatty!” 
  “Why couldn’t you think of Barnes before?” growled Bunter. “Of course, we can knock him up, and he’s bound to come down and let us in. Like his thumping cheek if he didn’t, I think. If he’s cheeky I shall jolly well tell him what I think of him.  He was cheeky to me this afternoon.” 
“Oh, dry up!” 
“Yah!” 
  The two juniors left the gates. Evidently Gosling was not going to let them in, and it was useless to linger there. Wharton felt a natural hesitation—which Bunter did not share—at knocking up the chauffeur at one o’clock in the morning. But Barnes, so far as Wharton had noticed him, had seemed a very civil and superior sort of young man, and he hoped that Barnes would not mind very much. As for tipping him, as Bunter suggested, that was impracticable, as there was only a French penny available for the purpose—which even the civilest and politest chauffeur would probably have disdained as a gratuity. 
  “Look here, Bunter, suppose I climb in somewhere, and get to Quelch—and you wait—” 
  “Beast!” 
  “Quelch will come down and wake Gosling and let you in—” 
  “Beast!” 
  “Ten minutes or so!” said Harry. 
  “Beast! You want me to be murdered by a tramp!” 
  “Oh, you fat idiot!”
  “I won’t stay out here alone at one in the morning!” howled Bunter. “I won’t—see! Why can’t you wake up Barnes?” 
  “Well, I can, but it’s rather thick, waking a man up at this time of night. That isn’t what Barnes is here for.” 
  “You silly chump! Barnes is here to do as he’s told! If you kept as many servants as we do at Bunter Court, you wouldn’t be so jolly particular about them. Make em work, that’s my idea.” 
  “Oh cheese it!” 
  “Beast!” 
  And in that happy frame of mind the two juniors went round to the garage. 


                                 THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.


                                          Where is Barnes? 

HARRY WHARTON stopped and looked up at dark windows. 
  The garage gate opened on a lane beside the school grounds, a little back from the Courtfield road. Within was a paved yard, beyond which was the garage, and over the garage were the rooms occupied by the chauffeur. Standing back from the gates and looking up, Wharton could see Barnes’ windows, and, as he expected at that time of night, they were dark. The gates, of course, were closed and locked, and over the top was a row, of spikes that rendered ingress a difficult and rather dangerous feat. 
  Wharton had had a faint hope that Barnes might be sitting up; but evidently that was not the case. Indeed, he remembered now having heard that Barnes, who seemed to be a model young man in many respects, was always early to bed, and that the Head on the rare occasions when he needed the car at a late hour, always let Barnes know specially. That recollection made Wharton more reluctant than ever to wake up the chauffeur. But evidently there was nothing else to be done, as Bunter refused to be left alone outside till the gate could be opened for him. 
  “Buck up, for goodness’ sake!” grumbled Bunter. “You can’t wake the man up by staring at his windows, Wharton I’m cold.” 
  “Do you think I’m warm?” asked Wharton. 
  “I’m tired.” 
  “Same here.” 
  “I’m hungry.” 
  “I could eat a horse.” 
  “You beast, you keep on wasting time complaining and grousing. Look here, wake up that beast Barnes, or I’ll jolly well shy a stone through his window and wake him!” howled Bunter. 
  “There’s no bell here.” said Harry “Better knock on the gate.” 
  Bunter sorted out a stone from the lane and banged on the gate. 
  Bang, bang, bang! 
  Not so much row!” exclaimed Wharton hastily. 
  “Rats! The beast doesn’t seem to be waking up. I dare say he won’t! Well, I’m going to wake him.’ 
  And Bunter fairly crashed the stone on the gate. 
  Wharton stepped back and watched the windows above rather anxiously.  The crashing and banging of the stone must have sounded loudly in the garage and the rooms over it.  Wharton expected to see a window thrown up and Barnes’ startled face stare out. 
  But, loud as the din was, it did not seem to waken Barnes. Either he was aS sound a sleeper as Gosling, or else, as Bunter suspected; he did not choose to hear. There was no sign from the windows over the garage. 
  Bang. hang, bang! 
  The din was deafening. There was a wide yard between the gate and the garage; but it seemed impossible that a man in the building could not hear that terrific din, howsoever soundly he Slept. 
  “I say, you take this stone and bang on the gate!” gasped Bunter, fatigued by his efforts. “We’ve got to wake the beast! He’s only pretending not to hear, of course.  He must 
hear.” 
  “If he won’t come down, we can’t make him,” said Harry “After all, it’s not his duty to 
come down in the night and let us in.” 
  “You silly chump! Are we going to stay out all night because a beastly chauffeur is too beastly lazy to get out of bed!” shrieked Bunter. 
  “I’d better get in—” 
  “Beast!” 
  “And get Quclch to let you in———” 
  “Rotter! I tell you I won’t be left out here! Suppose that burglar followed us?” 
  “You silly fathead, why should he follow us, even if he was a burglar?” exclaimed 
Wharton. 
  “Well, I’m not going to be left out here alone. I know you’d like to see rue murdered by a savage burglar!” said Bunter bitterly. 
  “Oh, you born idiot!” 
  “Well, I’m not going to be murdered please you, I can tell you! Wake up that beast Barnes.” 
  Harry Wharton took the stone and banged on the gate. The noise rang far beyond the garage. But it did not wake Barnes. 
  “It’s no good.” said Harry at last. “Either he can’t or he won’t wake up.” 
  “I’m going to wake him.” said Bunter savagely. 
  He picked up a handful of pebbles, and, standing back from the gate, flung them over at the windows of the garage beyond. 
  Most of them fell short, and rattled down in the yard; but some of them reached the windows, and there was a sharp crack. At least one pane had gone. 
  “You’ve broken a window, you fat ass!”  breathed Wharton. 
  “I don t care! I wish it had been his head!” snarled Bunter. 
  To Wharton’s amazement there was still no sign from Barnes. A pane of his bed-room window had been cracked without awakening him. 
  “He’s only palling our leg.” said Banter. “He knows we’re here, and doesn’t choose to let us in! I’m going to make him.” 
  “Look here, Bunter—” 
  “Rats to you!” 
  Bunter sorted out more stones—larger ones. Bunter was not a good shot, and most of his missiles flew wide and wild. But, as the proverb says, dogged does it! Bunter kept up the fusillade till a heavy stone fairly crashed through Barnes’ bed-room window and dropped inside the room with a shower of broken glass.
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“That’ll fetch him!” gasped Bunter. But it did not fetch Barnes! There was no sound or movement or light from the rooms over the garage. 
  “My hat!” said Wharton. “Barnes can’t be there! This may be his night off, and he’s out, Bunter.” 
  “Yon silly ass, not to think of that before!” gasped Bunter. “We shall get into a row for breaking that window.” 
  “Not much doubt about that,’ agreed Wharton. “Anyhow we’re booked far the biggest row of the term—a Head’s flogging, very likely.” 
  “Oh, lor’ !”
  “But Barnes can’t be out at this time of night.” added Wharton, after a little thought. “ He couldn’t be out at half-past one. And he’s not away— he drove the car this afternoon. Blessed if I can make it out. Anyhow, he’s not going to let us in. That’s a cert.” 
  “What are we going to do?” wailed Bunter. 
  He leaned on the garage gate and groaned. 
  “There’s only one thing.” said Harry patiently. “I can climb in and get Quelch to come and let you in—” 
  “Oh, you beast! I—I—I daren’t stay out here alone.” 
  “There’s nothing to be afraid of.” 
  “Beast !  That burglar—” 
  “I dare say he wasn’t a burglar. And, anyhow, he’s a mile away—” 
  “Hark!”  
  “You fat ass, it’s only the wind. ” 
  “It’s him!” gasped Bunter, too terrified to think of grammar. “It’s him! He’s after us! Oh dear!” 
  Wharton started a little. From the direction of the main road came a sound, and it was not the wind. It was a light, running footfall. 
  Bunter collapsed against the garage gate in sheer funk. Wharton felt his heart beat faster 
The man they had seen at Hogben Grange could not have followed them with ill-intent.  Had he desired to harm them, he could have got on with it, so to speak, on the spot. Instead of which he had dodged away in the darkness, evidently only anxious to escape observation. It was not, it could not be that square-jawed man who was now approaching. But who was it? Who was coming from the main road down the shadowy lane beside the school wall with a light, cautious, running footstep at nearly two o’clock in the morning? 
  A figure loomed up in the shadows, coming on straight towards the garage gate. Itwas a figure in a long, dark coat, and a slouched hat that screened the face from view. 
  He came up suddenly, and Wharton heard the quick breathing. He stopped at the garage gates, and not till then did the newcomer observe the schoolboys there.  He gave so violent a start that he seemed to stagger. 
  At the same time Wharton got a glimpse at his face, and recognised him in utter astonishment. 
  “Barnes!” he ejaculated. 
  “Bub-Bub-Barnes!” gasped Bunter. “Oh dear! Is that Barnes? Oh lor’! I—I—I thought it was a bub-bub— burglar.” 
  If the juniors were startled, they were not so startled as Barnes. His face was quite white under the shadow of his hat. For some seconds he seemed unable to find his voice. 
  “Barnes!” repeated Harry Wharton blankly. 

                                    THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 


                                                  At Last ! 

BARNES recovered himself. 
  “You—you startled me, Master Wharton. It is Master Wharton, isn’t it?” He peered 
at the junior in the starlight. 
  “Yes.” said Harry. 
  “And me.” grunted Bunter. “You jolly well startled me, Barnes! What the thump are you doing out at this time of night?” 
  “That’s no business of yours. Bunter,” said Wharton sharply. 
  “Isn’t it?” snapped Bunter. “I jolly well know that the Head would sit up if he knew that his chauffeur had been trapesing about at two o’clock in the morning.” 
  Wharton could not help agreeing with Bunter on that point. It was quite certain that these peculiar proceedings on the part of his excellent and well-conducted chauffeur would have surprised Dr. Locke. Still, it was no business of the Removites. 
  “I am sorry I startled you, sir.” said Barnes, with a slight huskiness in his smooth tones, which showed that he had not yet quite recovered from the shock he had received. “Very sorry, indeed, sir! But surely you young gentlemen are not allowed out of the school at this hour?” 
  “We’ve had a chapter of accidents.” said Harry. “We lost a train and got in late, and couldn’t make Gosling hear. So we came round to the garage, hoping that you’d wake up and let us in.’ 
  “I regret very match that I was out, sir.” said Barnes. “It was very unfortunate, in the circumstances.” 
  “I should jolly well think so!” growled Bunter. “Yo jolly well know that you oughtn’t to have been out.” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!”
  “Shan’t! We shall get into a thumping row for breaking that window, and it’s all Barnes’ fault, trapesing the country in the middle of the night,” 
  “I am really sorry, sir.” said Barnes. “I lost the last train at Redclyffe, and had to walk. Otherwise—” 
  “That’s all right.” said Wharton. “You’re not bound to explain to us, Barnes. It’s no business of ours, though Bunter seems to fancy it is. But now you’re here, can you let us in?” 
  “Certainly, sir, with pleasure. 
  “Oh, good!” gasped Bunter. 
  Barnes produced a key and unlocked the gate.  The two juniors were glad enough to see it open. 
  They followed Barnes in, and the chauffeur relocked the gate.  He glanced up at the broken window of his bed-room where the gap showed plainly in the glass that glimmered in the starlight. 
  Wharton coloured. 
  “ I’m sorry your window’s broken, Barnes.” he said. “We couldn’t make you hear, and Bunter—” 
  “You needn’t put it on to me.” interrupted Bunter. “It was an accident, of course. Barnes ought to have woke up—I mean, he ought to have been there to wake up! I shan’t pay for that window, I can tell him!” 
  “Shut up, you fat chump ! We’re sorry, Barnes—” 
  “I’m not sorry,” interjected Bunter. “and I jolly well shan’t pay for the witndw, so there !” !” an undue
  “The window will be paid for, Barnes.” said Harry. 
  “ Please don’t trouble, sir.” said Barnes civilly. “I quite understand how it was, sir, as you couldn’t make me hear, and naturally supposed that I was in my room. I am afraid your Form master would be a little angry with you, sir, if he knew about that window.” 
  “I’m afraid so.” said Harry, with a grimace. “But it can’t be helped now.” 
  “If you tell Quelch it was me, Wharton—” 
“  Shut up, you fat ass!” snapped Wharton, “He’s bound to know that we broke the window,” 
  “Not at all, sir.” said Barnes. “You young gentlemen will probably find Mr. Quelch
a little severe coming home so late, and there is no need to make matters worse by mentioning that a window was broken. I certainly have no tesire to mention it, sir.” 
  “You’re a good chap, Barnes,” said Harry gratefully. “It will be bad enough for us, anyhow, and if you don’t mind keeping it mum—” 
  “Not in the least, sir.” said Barnes. “I will get the window repaired to-morrow, and nothing need be said about it. And if you prefer to pay for it, sir, I will let you know the amount privately—only a couple of shillings, sir, most likely.” 
  “Thank you, Barnes!” said Wharton. He could not help feeling deeply relieved and grateful to the chauffeur for his thoughtfulness.  Matters were likely to be bad enough for the two juniors when they met their Form master, without a broken window to report in addition to the rest 
  “Not at all, sir.” said Barnes. “Please let the matter drop. All you need tell Mr. Quelch is that I let you in.’, 
  “Good!” said Bunter. “Keep it dark about that beastly window, Barnes, and I’ll give you a good tip when I leave for Christmas!”
  “This way, Master Wharton,” said Barnes. “If you would like me to walk with you as far as the House—” 
  “That’s all right.” said Harry. “Good-night, Barnes!”
  “Good-night, sir !“ 
  The two juniors went on their way, Barnes standing in the gloon and staring after them for some moments before he turned away and let himself into the garage., Delete backspace 
  A light was glimmering from Mr. Quelch’s study window when Wharton and Bunter approached the House. Evidently the Remove master was still waiting up. 
  Wharton drew a deep breath and knocked lightly on the door. A light gleamed within at once, and the door was opened. 
  The grim visage of Mr. Quelch looked out. 
  “So you have returned!” he said icily. 
  “Yes. sir. We—” 
  “I feared that some accident had happened,” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “I am sorry, sir, It wasn’t really our fault.” 
  “That remains to be seen.” said the Remove master grimly. “I shall not go into the matter at this hour of the night.  I will take you to your dormitory now.” 
  “I—I—I say, sir—” 
  “You need say nothing, Bunter.” 
  Mr. Quelch closed the door and locked it when the juniors were within. His expression was grim and unbending. He had been anxious about these two members of his Form, and now that he saw them safe and sound his anxiety changed to anger, as is not uncommon in such circumstances.  His manner was very quiet, but the look in his eyes was dismaying. 
  “But I—I’m hungry, sir!” wailed Bunter 
  “ Indeed!” 
  “Famished, sir!”
  “Follow me to your dormitory !“ said Mr. Quelch, brushing aside Billy Bunter’s state of famine as if it did not matter in the least. 
  “Oh, really, sir—” 
  “Silence!” said Mr. Quelch, in a voice that made Bunter quake. 
  The two juniors followed him in silence to the Remove dormitory. Mr. Quelch turned on the light there, and they went in. 
  “I shall return in two minutes!” said Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice. 
  Two minutes were enough for Wharton and Bunter. They were in bed when the Remove master came back to turn off the light. Several of the Remove fellows had awakened, and were blinking round, with drowsy curiosity. 
  “Good-night, sir!” murmured Wharton. 
  “Good.night !“ said Mr. Quelch, rapping out the words like bullets. And he turned off the light and departed. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! You’re back, then!” yawned Bob Cherry. “Where on earth have you fellows been?” 
  Snore! 
  Bob chuckled. 
  “Bunter’s asleep, or else it’s a thunderstorm.” He remarked. “You asleep, Wharton?” 
  “Jolly near—tell you to-morrow!” murmured Wharton; and his eyes close!”, and there was silence and slumber once more in the Remove dormitory. 

                                        THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                  A Serious Illness, and a Quick Cure! 

CLANG, clang! 
  The rising-bell rang out in the frosty December morning. 
  Billy Bunter snored on regardless. And Harry Wharton, for once, did not heed the rising-bell. 
  Bob Cherry jumped out of bed, and the rest of the Remove turned out, with those two exceptions. The bell ceased to clang. but Wharton and Bunter were still fast asleep. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob Cherry. 
  Wharton started, and opened his eyes.  He sat up in bed drowsily. 
  “Rising-bell, old chap !“ said Bob. 
  “Oh. my hat! I’m sleepy!” yawned Wharton, rubbing his eyes. “Can’t be helped, though. Here goes!” 
  And he rolled out of heal. 
  Bunter snored on. It was not till most of the Remove were ready to go down that Wharton shook him and awakened him. 
  “Ow! Lemme alone!” mumbled Bunter. 
  “Time to get up, fathead!”
   “Beast! Lemme alone!” 
  “You’ll be late for prayers!”
  “Lemme alone!” 
  Bunter closed his eyes again. 
  Wharton shook him once more, and the Owl of the Remove reopened his eyes and blinked at him ferociously. 
  “Will you lemme alone?” he hissed. “I’m tired! I’m sleepy! I ain’t going to gerrup! Tell Quelch I’m ill!” 
  “Better turn out, old fat bean.” said Harry. “You won’t like it if Quelch comes up for you.” 
  “Think of breakfast!” said Bob. 
  Bunter showed some signs of animation for a moment, but only for a moment. Even breakfast did not tempt him from sleep. 
  “Lemme alone! Tell Quelch I’m ill— dying, in fact! Tell him to go and cat coke! Lemme alone! I’m going to sleep! 
  And Bunter went to sleep. 
  He was left asleep, and he was missing at prayers and missing at the breakfast table. At that table Mr. Henry Samuel Quelch presided, with a baleful eye. 
  Mr. Quelch had felt it his duty to remain up overnight while two members of his form were absent. But a middle-aged gentleman could not sit up till after two in the morning without feeling the effects of it. Mr. Quelch had red eyelids and a very sharp temper. The look on Quelchy’s face warned the Remove that they had to be very good that day. He noted Bunter’s absence at once, and fixed a gleaming eye on his head boy. 
  “Wharton!” 
  “Yes, sir?” 
  “Where is Bunter?” 
  “He’s not down yet, sir, I think.” 
  “Do you mean to imply, Wharton, that Bunter is still in bed at this hour?” 
  “Hem! Yes, sir. He was very tired.” 
  “Is it your view, Wharton, that you are entitled to remain out until any hour you choose and sleep in the morning after turning night into day?” inquired Mr. Quelch. 
  “‘Hem! No, sir.” 
  “Go to the dormitory at once and fetch Bunter.” 
  “Very well, sir.” 
  Wharton departed. He found William George Bunter still fast asleep, and snoring as if for a wager. He shook him. 
  “Grooogh!” 
  “Get up, Bunter!” 
  “Shan’t!” 
  “Brekker!” said Wharton. 
  Snore! 
  “You fat idiot!” exclaimed Wharton, shaking him again.  “You’ve got to turn out! Quelchy is ratty!”
  Wharton dragged off the bedclothes. There was a roar from Billy Bunter as the December cold smote him. He sat up. 
  “Look here, you beast! I’m not coming down!” he yelled. “See? I’m tired! Sleepy! Ill! Tell Quelch! Gimme those blankets!” 
  “You’ve got to come down, you fat chump!” 
  “I won’t!” hooted Bunter. “I refuse to stir out of bed when I’m seriously ill. Tell Quelch I’m ill! Tell him from me that I’ve got a pain in my chest! I think it’s pneumonia, or plumbago. Tell him there’s plumbago in my family—galloping plumbago!  Now lemme alone!” 
  And Bunter, seizing the bedclothes, bunched himself up in them and glared defiance at the captain of the Remove. 
  There was no doubt that Bunter was tired and sleepy. Wharton could guess that from his own feelings. He stood in doubt, regarding the fat junior.  Bunter recommenced snoring. 
  Harry Wharton went downstairs again at last. 
  Where is Bunter?” inquired Mr. Quelch. 
  “He asked me to tell you that he felt ill this  morning, sir.” said Harry. “He
—he’s very tired after last night, sir,” he added, at a venture. 
  “No doubt!” said Mr. Quelch dryly. He rose from the table, apparently with the intention of seeing to the invalid himself. 
  When he arrived in the Remove dormitory, he had a cane under his arm. That, perhaps, was what Mr. Quelch considered a suitable medicine for Billy Bunter’s malady. 
  Snore! Bunter was going strong as his Forn master approached his bed.side. The hand of authority shook him, and Bunter woke uip. 
  “You beast!” he howled. “You rotter! Oh, you blighter! If you don’t lemme alone I’ll punch your silly nose !”
  Bunter!” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Oh crikey!” 
  “Bunter, how dare you—” 
  “Oh dear! I—I didn’t know it was you, sir! I thought it was the other beast—” 
  “Wharton has informed me that you are ill, Bunter.” said the Remove master, in a grinding voice. 
  “Oh dear ! Yes, sir ! Frightfully ill!” gasped Bunter. ‘I—I slipped in the snow last night, sir, and—and sprained my spinal column. And—and I’ve got shooting pains in my legs, sir,i and—and a burning feeling in my chest. I think it’s pneumonia, sir, or—or cancer.” 
Such a complication of unusual complaints might have moved the heart of any Form master. 
  But Mr. Quelch’s face did not relax. It only grew grimmer. 
  “You feel that you cannot rise this morning, Bunter?” he asked. 
  “No, sir!” Yes, sir! I—I feel eas if I’m expiring, sir!” moaned Bunter. “Awful pains, sir—frightful! Pip-pip-perhaps you’ll let me have brekker in bed, sir, in—in a few hours from now—” 
  “If you cannot rise, Bunter—” 
  “I—I can’t, sir! Impossible!” 
  “I will assist you, Bunter.” 
  “It—it wouldn’t be any good, sir! I—I can’t move a limb.” 
  “I think you are probably mistaken, Bunter. However, we shall see.” said Mr. Quelch grimly. 
  Whack! 
  The cane swished in the air and came down across Bunter’s fat legs. A fearful yell awoke the echoes of the Remove dormitory. 
  “Yaroooogh! Whoooop!” 
  Whack! 
  “Yoooop !” 
  Bunter evidently was mistaken in supposing that he could not move a limb. He moved all his limbs at once with remarkable celerity. The speed with which he moved his fat limbs out of reach of the cane was quite a record. 
  “Ah! You are able to rise, as you see, Bunter!” remarked Mr. Quelch, with ferocious humour, as Bunter blinked at him across the bed. 
  “Ow, ow, ow !” 
  “If you are not down in five minutes, Bunter, I shall cane you—” 
  “Ow, ow!” 
  “And you will have no breakfast.”
  “Oh lor’!”
  Mr. Quelch quitted the dormitory. Bunter was down in five minutes. 

                                      THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                     Luck! 

“IF you have tears, my beloved ‘earers, prepare to shed them now!” remarked Skinner of the Remove. 
  “You’re for it, you two!” grinned Snoop. 
  “Put some exercise-books in your bags!” advised Hazeldene. “Quelch’s seeing red this morning.” 
  These remarks— and many more— were made to Wharton and Bunter after breakfast.  They had orders to present themselves in their Form master’s study—and they were feeling a natural reluctance. 
  Skinner & Co.  Seemed to be amused; other fellows were sympathetic. But all agreed that the hapless two were “for” it. 
  “Well, it’s no good hanging it out.” said Harry. “Come on, Bunter, and let’s get it over.” 
  “I—I say, you go first!” said Bunter. “ As the whole thing is really your fault, Wharton——” 
  “Come on, ass!” 
  “It’s up to you!” snapped Bunter.  “You can explain to Quelch that we were late owing to his being such a beast as to refuse us that lift—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “And you call tell him how you lost the connection at Ashford, and—” 
  “Are you coming, fathead?” 
  “Besides, if he takes it out of you first, he will go easier with me when I come next.” argued Bunter. “It will take the edge off. You go in first, Wharton, and say I’m coming! See? Don’t be funky.’’ 
  “Fathead! I’ll go in first if you like.” 
  Harry Wharton made his way to Mr. Quelch’s study. Bunter lingered at the corner of Masters’ passage, deeply uneasy. Possibly the keen edge of Quelchy’s wrath might be taken off in dealing with Wharton. But Bunter could not help feeling that there would be plenty left for him. 
  Wharton found the door of his Form master’s study open; and the deep, booming voice of Prout, the master of the Fifth, showed that Mr. Quelch was not alone. Wharton paused in the doorway. 
  “There is no doubt about it, Quelch!” Mr. Prout was saying, with a tone of excitement in his deep, fruity voice. “None whatever! It is not in the morning papers, but it will be in the later editions. The postman mentioned it to me, and I telephoned Inspector Grimes; and the news is undoubtedly true.” 
  “Indeed,” said Mr. Quielch. 
  “Yes, sir, there is no doubt about it,” said Prout. “That unknown miscreant has been at work again. Obviously the wretch is living in this very neighbourhood. All his depredations have been in this vicinity—within a few miles radius of Greyfriars. Hogben Grange is scarcely more than a mile away—’ 
  Harry Wharton started. 
  His own affairs, which were troublesome enough just at present had banished from his mind the recollection of that curious meeting by the park wall of Hogben Grange the previous night. But he remembered it now as he listened to Prout’s booming voice. 
  “I have not learned the particulars,” went on Prout, “But a very extensive robbery took pinto last night at Hogben Grange. Gold and silver plate. I understand that the Hogben plate is famous and very valuable. Some thousands of pounds——” 
  “Dear me!” said Mr. Quelch. “It is really shocking! Probably the same rascal who attempted to break into the school a week ago.” 
  “Undoubtedly!” said Mr. Prout. “The police attribute the whole series of robberies to the same person. Some desperate criminal, Quelch, who has selected this neighbourhood as the scene of his operations. Really the police are very remiss.” 
  “No doubt their task is a difficult one.” remarked Mr. Quelch. 
  “No doubt. Nevertheless, it is time that that desperate rascal was laid by the heels.” said Prout. “It is really scandalous!  This is the sixth or seventh successful burglary in this district. It is really quite alarming !”
  “You may come in, Wharton,” said Mr. Qucich, catching sight of the junior hesitating in the doorway. 
  Wharton entered; and the Fifth Form master rolled out of the, study, to carry his exciting news to other members of the staff. 
  “Now, Vharton, you will explain your conduct,” said Mr. Quelch coldly. “You returned to the school last night at an unheard-of hour. You caused me great anxiety, and a considerable and serious loss of necessary repose.” 
  “I am sorry, sir,” said Wharton quite sincerely; and he proceeded to relate the chapter of accidents and mishaps. 
  Mr. Quelch listened with a grim brow. “Having lost your train, Wharton, you should not have gone to Folkestone at all.” he said, when the junior had finished. “Having done so, however, you should have taken measures to return at a reasonable time. You should not have lost that connection at Ashford. You should not have travelled by a slow train when by catching the right train you might have travelled more quickly. I do not see that your explanation is any excuse at all.” 
  Wharton coughed. 
  “We—we weren’t so late as—as it seemed, sir. We were quite a long time trying to make Gosling hear—” 
  “Gosling, I believe, has a right to sleep at night.” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh, yes! But—but we couldn’t get in—” 
  “Then how did you enter, Wharton, if you did not succeed in waking Gosling?” 
  “Barnes let us in, sir, by the garage gate.” 
  Wharton made no reference to the broken window. As Barnes was willing to keep that episode dark, Wharton was more than willing. Certainly mentioning it would not have helped to clear Mr. Quelch’s brow uf its thunderous expression. 
  “Very good!” said Mr. Quelch. “I am bound, Wharton, to take a severe view of this matter—” 
  “If you please, sir—” murmured Wharton. 
  “Have you anything else to tell me, Wharton?” 
  “Yes, sir. I—I heard what Mr. Prout was saying—about a burglary last night at Hogben Grange—” 
“That does not concern you, Wharton.” 
  “I think I ought to tell you, sir, that we came back that way last night, and stopped to rest a little while under the park wall at Hogben Grange—” 
  “You do not mean that you saw anything of the occurrence there which Mr. Prout has mentioned?” exclaimed the Remove master. 
  “No, sir; but we saw something that I think I had better mention.” And Wharton proceeded to describe the incident of the square-jawed man. 
  Mr. Quelch listened with surprise and keen interest. 
  Wharton, to his great satisfaction, noted that the thunder was fading away from the Remove master’s brow in his interest in the recital. 
  “Describe the man to me as well as you can, Wharton.” said Mr. Quelch.  He laid down his cane as he spoke. Wharton could only hope that he would not pick it up again. He proceeded to describe the man he had seen in the starlight by the wall of the Grange. 
A man about thirty I should think, sir; nothing unusual about him, only that he had a very square jaw. I think his eyes were grey. Clean-shaven, medium size.  He was dressed in dark clothes.” 
  “You are sure that he was about to climb into the Grange, over the park wall, when he was alarmed by finding you there?” 
  “Quite sure, sir. There’s no doubt at all about that.” said Harry. “He would have been up the ivy in a few more moments if he hadn’t heard Bunter, and found us there.” 
  “And then he changed his intention and left?” 
  “Yes, sir—cut off as fast as he could. Of course, he could easily have climbed the wall at another place, out of our sight.” 
  Mr. Quelch nodded. 
  “And the time when this occurred, Wharton?” 
  “About half-past twelve, sir. I remember hearing one o’clock strike when he came in sight of the school.” 
  “This may ho very important.” said Mr. Quelch thoughtfully. “Undoubtedly there was a robbery at Hogben Grange last night; and it is very singular that this man should have been entering the grounds in so surreptitious a manner, if his intentions were innocent. It is possible, at least, that the man you saw was the unknown miscreant who has been committing depredations in this neighbourhood for weeks past.” 
  Mr. Quelch remained silent for SOME moments, in deep thought. 
  Wharton waited hopefully 
  The Remove master went to the telephone at last, and rang up Courtfield police station. He asked for Inspector Grimes, and fortunately got that gentleman. He proceeded to detail what Wharton had told him, and finally he turned back to the junior. 
  “Inspector Grimes agrees that this information may be of some importance.” he said. “He desires that you and Bunter may call at the police station this morning, and tell him all you know. You may go to Courtfield immediately, Wharton, and take Bunter with you.” 
  “Certainly, sir.” 
  Wharton hesitated, looking at his Form master. Mr. Quelch started a little. He really seemed to have forgotten that Wharton was “on the carpet.” The junior’s look recalled it to his mind. 
  “‘Hem ! In the circumstances, Wharton—” Mr. Quelch paused. “Certainly you have been very remiss, very careless; but, in the circumstances—” He paused again. “You will take a hundred lines, Wharton! Bunter will take a hundred lines! You may tell him so. That closes the matter,” 
  “Thank you, sir!” said Harry. 
  And he left his Form master’s study with a cheery countenance. At the corner of Masters’ passage Billy Bunter met him with a lugubrious fat face. But the lugubrious expression faded away when Bunter heard the news, and he grinned. 
  “Oh, good!” said Bunter. “Ripping! Jolly lucky there was a burglary last night at Hogben Grange, old chap— what? Couldn’t have happened better.”
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Lucky for us, perhaps.” he said; not for Sir Julius Hoghen.” 
  “Eh? I wasn’t thinking of him.” said Bunter—a quiet unnecessary statement. 
  There was no doubt that the delinquents were in luck. During first school that morning, Wharton and Bunter went to Courtfield, interviewing Inspector Grimes, and giving the description of the man they had seen under the park wall of Hogben Grange. They did not hurry back, and so they missed second school, and arrived at Greyfriars again in time for morning break. So the matter had not turned out so badly, after all, 


                                   THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 


                                                  Brilliant ! 


 “CHRISTMAS is coming!” 
  Billy Bunter made that statement, with a thoughtful and serious countenance, quite 
as if it were a new discovery of his own. 
  “Go hon!” remarked Peter Todd. 
  “We break up soon, Toddy—” 
  “We generally break up at the end of the term.” remarked Peter; “and it’s quite a common thing for Christmas to come at the end of the year. Any more original discoveries?” 
  “Oh, really, Toddy! I was thinking— 
  “Gammon !” 
  “As Christmas is coming, and as we break up soon, we shall be leaving our dear Form master before long.” said Bunter 
  “Eh? Would you like to take Quelchy home with you for the Christmas holidays?” asked Peter sarcastically. 
  “Oh, my hat, no! But——” 
  “I hear that the Head’s visiting Wharton’s place during the hols.  ” remarked Peter. “Nice for them, but not quite such a corker as Quelchy.” 
  “Jolly glad I’m not going there, then.” said Bunter. “I’m spending the hols with Mauleverer, Peter.” 
  “Does Mauly know?” 
  “Beast! But do come back to the subject.” said Bunter. “I’ve been thinking, Peter, that Quclchy isn’t half such a bad sort.” 
  “His bark’s worse than his bite.” agreed Peter. 
  “We’re leaving him for a long time.” Said Bunter, shaking his head sadly. 
  “Seen my hanky?” asked Peter. 
  “No. Why?”
  “I want to cry.” 
  “Oh, don’t he an ass, you know After all, Quelch, being a schoolmaster, can’t help being a beast. One has to make allowances.” said Bunter. “Taking him all in all, Quelchy isn’t so bad. Properly speaking, it’s painful to part with him.” 
  “Not so painful as staying with him. ” said Peter. 
  “That’s rather unfeeling, Toddy. Decent chaps ought to feel respect and —and affection for their Form masters.” 
  “I’ve got lots of respect.” said Toddy. “No end! Affection, I fear, is rather at a discount. I’m not sure Quelchy would appreciate it. But what are you driving at, you fat idiot?  Wandering in your mind—if any?” 
  “Oh, really, Toddy! What I mean is, Quelchy does his duty according to his lights. He’s no more of a beast than a schoolmaster generally is—less than some, in fact. Look at Hacker! He’s worse-tempered than Quelch! Look at Prout! He’s a bigger ass! Look at Capper—” 
  “Well, what about it!” inquired Peter, in wonder. 
  Bunter’s feelings towards his Form master, as a rule, lacked both respect and affection.  Quelch was a Form master who made a fellow work. A Form master who made Bunter work could not expect to rouse in Bunter’s breast any feelings except those of a homicidal nature, 
  So this panegyric of Quelch, from the Owl of the Remove, was rather surprising, Apparently Bunter was driving at something; but what he was driving at was a mystery to Peter Todd. 
  “Whatever you like to say about Quelch, Peter.” said Bunter, with a severe blink at his study mate, “1 think he’s all right. We’re parting with him, and absence makes the heart grow fonder—” 
  “It certainly does in Quelchy’s case.” Agreed Toddy. 
  “Well, my idea is this—why not make Quelchy a Christmas present, as a sign of the respect and affection of the Form?” 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  “Surprised you?” asked Bunter. “Well, that’s my idea, Toddy. I’m expecting a postal-order shortly—” 
  “Do you mean this Christmas, or Christmas 1959:” asked Toddy, 
  “Eh? This Christmas, of course.” 
  “Then your postal-order won’t come in time. Better make it 1959.” 
  “Beast! I intend to put the whole of that postal-order towards the fund,” said Bunter. “If there happens to be any delay in the post, I shall contribute my allowance instead. The fact is, Peter, I mean business. We’re going to give Quelchy a handsome Christmas present, if the fellows will back me up.” said Bunter firmly. 
  “Fathead! Quelchy wouldn’t take a present from the Form.” 
  “Of course, we should have to put it tactfully.” said Bunter. “That will be all right, if the matter’s left in my hands, I’ve rather a delicacy in delicate matters, as I dare say you’ve noticed.” 
  “Not at all.” 
  “Oh, really, Peter! Now, tell me as a pal, what do you think of the idea?” 
  “Rotten!” 
  “I expect jealousy from you, Peter, when I propose a really ripping wheeze. Go and eat coke!” 
  And Bunter, with a sniff, rolled out of Study No, 7, heaving Peter staring. He rolled along to Study No. 1, where the Famous Five were at tea. Five voices were raised in unison: 
  “Buzz off, Bunter!”
   Bunter rolled in, 
  “I say. you fellows—”
  “H
ook it!” 
  “I haven’t come to tea.” said Bunter. “I’ve come here to consult you fellows about a wheeze— something rather important. Toddy thinks it a splendid idea.” 
  “Let that cake alone.” 
  “You fellows are just as fond of Quelch as I am, aren’t you?” said Bunter, blinking at the chums of the Remove through his big spectacles. 
  “Eh? Rather more, I should say.” answered Bob Cherry. 
  “The morefulness is terrific!” 
  “Well, the fact is, I think is lot of him.” said Bunter, with his mouth full of cake. “Hard-working Form master— strong sense of duty, and all that. Not so beastly as he might be, by any means, considering that he’s a master. That’s why I’m proposing to make him a Christmas present before we break up.
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “A token of respect and affection and —and love, and things!” explained Bunter, “I’m starting the fund for the purpose, with a postal-order that I’m expecting shortly, I shall expect all my friends to contribute. 1 hope you’re going to back me up.” 
  “Rot!” said Harry Wharton tersely. 
  “The rotfulness is preposterous.” 
  “Oh, really, you fellows! Don’t be selfish, you know!” urged Bunter. “Think how pleased Quelchy will be when we hand him the handsome Christmas present in Form, on the last day, say! The last day in Form is always rather awful—everybody fed-up, and the Form master in a bad temper. The presentation will smooth things over, Quelchy will be touched. I step forward in a graceful way, you know, and hand him the present, with a few well-chosen words. The fellows stand up and cheer. It will please Quelch no end, knowing what we really think of him, you know----”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “It will touch his heart.” said Bunter. “Quelchy’s got a heart—that stands to reason, He will go easy with us—let us off lines, and lickings. It will make things better all round—may make him start next term in a good temper, for all we know. It’s possible. I hope you fellows aren’t going to be selfish.” 
  The Famous Five stared at Bunter. The suggestion of a Christmas present for Quelch rather took them by surprise —especially from Bunter. Bunter really was not the fellow they would have expected to think of it. 
  “What are we to give him?” grinned Bob Cherry. “A brand-new cane? He’s rather worn out the old one this term.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Talk sense.” said Bunter. “There’s only one thing that is absolutely certain to give pleasure.” 
  “What’s that?” 
  “Something to eat, of course.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “They’re selling Christmas puddings at a pound each, at Chunkley’s, in Courtfield.” said Bunter. “Where the burglary was, you know. Luckily, the burglar didn’t burgle the puddings. I’ve looked at them—in fact, every time I’ve been in Courtfield I’ve looked at those puddings. They’re prime—splendid value for the money. I know something about puddings.” 
   “That’s so.” chuckled Bob. “You do. You’re an authority on that subject, at least.” 
  “A Christmas pudding, you see, is specially appropriate as a Christmas present,” said Bunter, “Any more cake!” 
  “No, you fat cormorant !” 
  “You’re rather mean in this study. As I was saying, a Christmas pudding is the best thing you can give anybody for a Christmas present. I shall put my postal-order towards it—say, ten bob. I shall expect the fellows to raise the rest. If I happen to be short of tin at the time you fellows can lend mc something. It’s only a pound, anyhow—and a splendid pudding. We fix it up in a nice box, tied with ribbon, with ‘Merry Christmas’ on top, a sprig of holly and so on—everything tasteful and nice. We present it to Quelch—” 
  “Is this a scheme to lay Quelchy up over the Christmas holidays?” asked Nugent. “If he ate a Christmas pudding I fancy we shouldn’t see him again next term!” 
  “Ha, ha ha!” 
  Buntei grinned—the grin of superior wisdom. 
  “That’s what I’m coming to.” he explained. Quelchy can’t scoff Christmas puddings at his age. He would get indigestion, dyspepsia, all sorts of things. At the most he would scoff a slice of it. Well, then, what would he do with the pudding? Stands to reason that he would hand it over to us—” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Well, what else could he with it?” asked Bunter. “See the point? Ve please the old bean no end by mking him a handsome Christmas present—and in the long run we get the pudding ourselves. See?” 
  “Oh crikey!” !”
  “Bit diplomatic — what ?” smiled Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  There was no doubt that it was diplomatic. Only a brilliant intellect like Bunter’s could have evolved such a masterly scheme as this. 
  “You’re backing me up, of course?” said Bunter. “I really think it’s the wheeze of the term.  Quelchy deserves it at our hands. He’s a good sort—in his own way, of course. With his opportunities he could be ever so much worse a beast than he is. And after getting the present he can’t very well ask a fellow for lines. And it’s practically certain that, in the long run, we get the pudding ourselves. See?” 
  Bunter blinked round at the chums of the Remove. Evidently he expected enthusiastic backing, now that he had propounded that brilliant idea. But there was no enthusiasm. 
  “Well, what do you say?” he asked.
   “Rats !”   
  “Oh, really, you fellows—” 
  “The ratfulness is terrific.” 
  “Look here, old fellows—” 
“ Bosh!” 
  “Beasts!” 
  Billy Bunter rolled out of Study No. 1, leaving the Famous Five chuckling, in search of other support for the wheeze of the term. 


                                         THE TWELFH CHAPTER. 


                                            The Present for Quelchy! 

“JOLLY good idea!” said Skinner heartily 
  “Ripping!” said Bolsover major. 
  “Bright “ said Snoop. 
  Billy Bunter beamed. 
  Peter Toddhad turned the great idea down. The Famous Five had called it rot! It was quite gratifying to Bunter to find hearty appreciation like this among Skinner & Co. 
Bolsover major, perhaps, took up the idea simply because the Famous Five didn’t. Bolsover had a desire to show the leaders of the Form that the Form could manage occasionally without their leadership, and to impress on them that they weren’t the only pebbles on the beach. 
  The Famous Five having declared that the wheeze of handing Mr. Quelch a Christmas present was “ rot,” Percy Bolsover immediately took the view that it was a ripping idea. and gave it his hearty support. 
  Perhaps Skinner had the same reasons.  Perhaps he had other reasons. At all events, he supported Bolsover major’s view. And Snoop, who always followed Skinner’s lead, gave it his support—with a mental reservation to the effect that his support was going to be simply moral support and would not be carried so far as the making of any contribution in actual cash. 
  The Famous Five when they came into the Rag after prep heard the matter being discussed; indeed, Bolsover had made his loud voice a little louder than usual for their behalf. 
  “Jolly good idea!  Blessed if I know how a fathead like Bunter thought of it.” he declared. 
  “Oh, really, Bolsover—” 
  “Some fellows may be too stingy to contribute.” said Bolsover major, still more loudly. “But there are plenty of fellows willing to whack out for a good thing like this,’’ 
  “You see,” said Bunter, “we’re practically certain to get the pudding—” 
  “Shut up,” said Bolsover, frowning. “That’s like you, Bunter—always a measly little beast.” 
  “Look here—” 
  “Still, more likely than not Quelchy will hand it over to the Form,” said Bolsover. “I don’t quite see what else he can do with it.” 
  “I say, you fellows, he’s sure to be pleased, and it will show him what a lot we think of him, and—’ 
  “Well, we don’t think much of him, as a matter of fact.” said Bolsover major. Bolsover was nothing if not contradictory. “Still, it’s always a good wheeze to stroke down a Form master’s fur the right way, like a cat’s. He can’t help being pleased, even if he refuses the gift. ” 
  Bolsover took out a notebook and pencil 
  “The pudding costs a pound.” he said. “Twenty contributions of a bob each will do the trick. I’ll make the collection.” 
  “I say, Bolsover, I’ll make the collection.” objected Bunter. “It’s jolly well my idea, you know—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter !” 
  “But look here, you beast—” 
  “Shut up I” roared Bolsover major, in a voice that made the fat junior jump. 
  And Bunter unwillingly shut up. Now that Bolsover major had condescended to take up the matter, he took over the direction of affairs as a matter of course. Bunter found himself a very unimportant person in the carrying out of his own scheme. But that was Bolsover’s way. 
  “Where are on going, Snoop?” called out Bolsover major, as Sidney James Snoop made a strategic movement towards the door. 
  “I—I’ve got a letter to write—” 
  “What about your bob!” 
  Snoop did not seem to hear that. He vanished from the Rag. 
  “Now then, Skinner—” 
  “The fact is, I’m rather hard up.” said Skinner blandly. “1 think it’s a splendid idea—splendid! But—” 
  “I’m starting the subscription with a two-shilling-piece.” said Bolsover major. “Now, then, Bunter—” 
  “Put me down for ten bob.” said Bunter recklessly. 
  “My hat! You’ve got the money?” ejaculated Bolsover. 
  “I’m expecting a postal-order———” 
  “You silly ass!” roared Bolsov’r major. “How much cai you put up in cash?” 
  “I—I’ve only got a French penny—” 
  “You fat idiot Now, then, Stott—” 
  “Threepence.” said Stott. 
  “We’re getting on.” said Bolsover major sarcastically. “Hello, here’s Fish! How much are you standing, Fishy?  ” 
  “Eh ?” Fisher T. Fish gave him an inquiring look. “What’s the game?” 
  “Christmas present for Quelch.  How much are you contributing?” 
  Fisher T. Fish looked at him. He seemed almost dazed at the idea of anyone asking him to give away something for nothing. It cost Fishy an effort in give something for something!  To give something for nothing seemed to him the last syllable in lunacy. 
  “Waal, I swow!” he gasped. “I guess you’re loco! Quelch ain’t going to give us Christmas presents, is he?” 
  “No, you boney ass !” 
  “Then I kinder guess that I ain’t giving him one!” said Fishier T. Fish emphatically. “Forget it, you gink! Wash it out, you bonehead!” 
  And Fisher T. Fish walked away with an indignant snort. The mere suggestion that he should part with money he took as an insult to his Transatlantic intelligence. 
  “I say, Toddy, what are you putting up?” asked Bolsover major. 
  “I’m putting up with your jaw, old man.” answered Toddy. 
  “He, he, he!”
  “What about you, Squiff?” 
  “Nothing about me, old scout.” answered Samson Quincy Iffley Field. 
  “Smithy, you’ve got lots of money—” 
  “And lots of sense to look after it!” answered the Bounder. 
  Bolsover major gave a snort, his own two-shilling piece, and Stott’s threepence represented the collection so far. The fund did not seem to be thriving.  The fellows who seemed to approve of it most seemed likely to contribute to it the least. 
  “Better make it a tin of toffee instead of a Christmas pudding!” called out Bob Cherry.    
  “Or a bag of tarts!” suggested Johnny Bull. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Bolsover major stalked over to the Famous Five. 
  “We’re going to make Quelchy a Christmas present!” he snapped. “I think it’s a jolly good idea, if you don’t!” 
  “Because we don’t, you mean.” said harry Wharton, laughing. 
  “The becausefulness is terrific!” 
  “Well, don’t be mean!” said Bolsover witheringly. “Shell out, and don’t be stingy! You’ll get your whack in the pudding if Quelchy hands it over to the Form; and he’s practically bound to.” 
  Thus adjured, the Famous Five sorted out a shilling each, and the sum of five shillings was handed over. 
  “Well, that’s decent of you.” said Bolsover major, mollified. “Look here, you can manage the affair on equal terms with me if you like, Wharton.” 
  “Leave it to you, partner.” answered the Captain of the Remove politely. 
  “I say, you fellows, you’d better make me treasurer——” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “It’s my idea, you know!” hooted Bunter. “I think the money ought to be placed in my hands. It will be safe there.” 
  “Safe to stick to!” grinned Peter Todd. 
  “Look here. I insist on being treasurer—yaroooooh ! If you kick me again, Bolsover, you beast, I’ll— Yoooooop!” 
  “That’s seven-and-threepence!” said Bolsover major, as Bunter, roaring, retired out of boot-range. “Now, you men, play up! You’ve got lots of oof, Newland.” 
  Monty Newland smilingly contributed half a crown. 
  “Nine-and-ninepence!” said Bolsover major. “We’re getting on. Did you say two bob, Ogilvy?” 
  “No,” said Ogilvy, “I didn’t!” 
  “What do you say, then 7” 
  “Rats!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  There seemed to be more merriment than enthusiasm, in the Rag, on the subject of Mr. Quelch’s Christmas present. 
  But Bolsover major was a sticker. Having set his hand to the plough, he would not draw back. His prestige was at stake. 
  He canvassed up and down the Rag and the Remove studies for contributions, and they came in; though generally in very small sums. Even Skinner, under pressure, contributed sixpence. 
  It was true that Skinner did not contribute that sixpence until Bolsover had banged his head on the wall. Still, he did contribute it at last, and every little helped. Snoop found that he had a threepenny-bit — after observing Bolsover’s methods with Skinner. 
  By the time Wingate of the Sixth drove the Removites off to their dormitory, Bolsover major had succeeded in collecting the necessary pound. He had a rather remarkable collection of coins— mostly copper and small silver. Still, a pound was a pound, whatever might be its component parts. The Christmas pudding was an assured thing now. 
  “I’ll cut down to Courtfield on my bike to-morrow, and get the pudding at Chunkley’s .” said Bolsover major, after lights out, from his bed. “They’ll give me a box with it. And a sprig of holly.” 
  “I say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy Bunter, “I’d better go! I know nore about puddings than Bolsover does !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You can rely on me to bring it back safe—” 
  “Safe inside !“ chuckled Skinner. 
  “Too safe,” said Bob Cherry. “That pudding would never be seen again, unless by the X-rays !”
  “Beast !“ 
  “I’m going for it.” said Bolsover major. “Shut up, Bunter! In fact, I think I’d better make the presentation to Quelch, in class, too.” 
  “Why: you cheeky beast!” roared Bunter “Isn’t it my wheeze from beginning to end? I’m going to make the presentation—with a speech. I’ve got lines to do for Quelchy—and they’ve been doubled. He will let me off the lines when I’ve given him a Christmas present—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” !” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” bawled Bolsover major. 
  “Oh, draw it mild, Bolsover!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. “It’s Bunter’s idea—for what it’s worth—and it’s up to Bunter to make the presentation!”
  “I should jolly well say so! exclaimed Bunter indignantly. 
  Bolsover major grunted. Having taken the matter into his own lordly hands, Bolsover was disposed to go the whole hog, so to speak. However, he said no more on that point; but it was settled that Bolsover should fetch the pudding from Courtfield. Had Bunter fetched it, there was little doubt that it would have reached Greyfriars as an inside passenger. 
  The next day, after morning school, Bolsover major cycled down to Courtfield. He returned with a parcel on his bike. 
  The parcel was opened in the Rag; and many admiring eyes were fixed on Quelch’s Christmas present. 
  It really was a very nice and substantial Christmas pudding. There was not a man in the Remove who would not have accepted such a Yuletide gift with his very best thanks. 
  “What a ripping pudding!”said Bunter. “Fairly makes my mouth water! I say, you follows, won’t Quelchy be pleased when he gets it !” 
  Whether a middle-aged Form master would be equally delighted, was perhaps doubtful. But if not the actual pudding itself, at least the kind thoughtfulness of his Form was bound to please the Remove master. As in the case of the man who presented his friend with a frog preserved in brandy, it would be valued not so much for the gift itself as for the spirit in which it was given. 
  “I say, you fellows!” exclaimed Bunter, with a gloating eye on the pudding. “I—I say—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter !“ 
  “I’ve got an idea—” 
  “Go and boil it!”growled Bolsover major. 
  “Oh, really, you beast—” 
  “What’s the big idea now, Bunter?” asked Peter Todd.  
  “Well, come to think of it,” said Bunter, eyeing the pudding lovingly “old Quelch mayn’t be keen on puddings and it’s not absolutely certain that he will hand it over to us, so—so let’s eat it now.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows, I’ve got a pocket knife here— Yarroooooooh!” roared Bunter, as Bolsover major smote. 
  Bunter rolled under the table. 
  His second brilliant idea was not acted on. The pudding was enclosed in the box again, and tied up with a nice ribbon, in which a sprig of holly was stuck. On the lid Boleover major wrote in a large hand: 

                            “WITH BEST WISHES FROM THE 
                                              REMOVE FOR 
                                   A MERRY CHRISTMAS.” 

Then Bolsover major carried the box off to his study for safe disposal, till afternoon school. And most of the Remove men looked forward to the afternoon, and to seeing a pleased, gratified smile dawn upon the crusty features of Henry Samuel Quelch when, in the presence of the whole Form, he received his Christmas present from the fat hand of William George Bunter. 

                                     THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                Quite A Surprise! 

SNOWBALLS were flying in the quadrangle after dinner that day, and Skinner of the Remove stood at the window in the Remove passage looking down on the scene. The fall of snow had been welcomed by most of the Remove, and they were enjoying themselves before afternoon school. Coker of the Fifth, crossing the quad with his usual lofty stride, his head held high as became so great man, found himself suddenly the mark for many missiles—and quite an exciting game was going on. Coker was charging right and left in a towering wrath, the cheery Removites scattering before his wild charges, and piling in snowballs from all directions at Coker. 
  Almost every man in the Remove was joining in that cheery game—except Skinner. Skinner watched from the window for a few minutes, and then strolled back along the Remove passage. Snoop joined him there. 
  “All serene!” said Skinner. “Come on!” 
  Snoop chuckled.  They entered Bolsover major’s study together. 
 “Keep an eye on the passage.” said Skinner. “It won’t take long! But if that rotter Bolsover came in—” 
  “Buck up!” said Snoop. 
  “What-ho!” 
  Skinner quickly untied the ribbon from the pudding-box. He opened the lid, and lifted out the Christmas pudding. 
  Then he unwrapped something he had brought into the study under his arm. 
  “It cost three bob!” he remarked regretfully. But the jape’s worth it, Snoopey.” 
  “Quite!” chuckled Snoop. 
  “Eighteenpence for each of us.” said Skinner. “But, after all, we get the pudding, what?” 
  “We do!” grinned Snoop. 
  “That’s cheap at three bob.” said Skinner. 
  “And Quelch will get his Christmas present all the same.” chortled Snoop. “Fancy his face when he gets it!”
  And fancy Bunter’s!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Skinner fastened to the bottom of the box the object he had unwrapped. He squeezed it down in place, for when left to itself, the peculiar object rose far above the top of the box.  He shut down the lid, and secured it with the ribbon. 
  “That’s done!” he said. “Better cut.”
  “You bet!” agreed Snoop. 
  He peered out into the Remove passage. The coast was clear, and the two young rascals hurriedly quitted Bolsover’s study, and scudded along the passage to Study No. 11.  From Study No. 11, for some time afterwards, there was a sound of champing jaws. Undoubtedly that Christmas pudding from Chunkley’s was a very nice one. Both Skinner and Snoop agreed on that. 
  When Skinner and Snoop rejoined the Remove shortly before afternoon school, they had a rather sticky and shiny look, and were breathing rather hard. Quite a lot of the pudding was left, in deep concealment in Skinner’s study—but Skinner and Snoop had disposed of rather more than was good for them, and they were feeling a little languid. 
  Still, they were looking forward to the presentation in the Form-room as keenly as any of the Removites, perhaps even a little more keenly. 
  At the clang of the bell, Bolsover major hurried up to his study, and came down with the box under his arm. 
  Skinner and Snoop eyed it rather curiously, and exchanged a grinning glance. Outwardly, the box showed no sign of having been tampered with.  Inwardly, it was a different matter. 
But the “true inwardness” of that box was as yet a secret. 
  Billy Bunter held out a fat hand. 
  “Hand it over, old chap!” he said. 
  “Look here, this had better be left to me.” said Bolsover major. “You’ll only make a muck of it, you fat ass!” 
  “Oh, really, Bolsover—” 
  “Leave it in my hands.” 
  “I say, you fellows, make him gimme the box !” yelled Billy Bunter, in great indignation. “It was my idea! I say, Quelchy gave me a hundred hines for being late when I went to Folkestone, and they’ve been doubled because they weren’t done, and—” 
  “Shut up!” 
  “Shan’t!” hooted Bunter.  Quelchy will let me off the lines if I give him that Christmas present. He’s bound to. Look here—” 
  “If you want a thick ear, Bunter—” 
  “Chuck it, Bolsover!” interrupted the captain of the Remove. “It’s Bunter’s wheeze, and Bunter makes the giddy presentation. Give him the box.” 
  “Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific.’ 
  Bolsover major hesitated.  In his usual overbearing way he preferred to keep the matter in his own hands. 
  But public opinion was evidently against him, and he handed over the  box at last to the Owl of the Remove with a grunt. 
  “Now go it, fatty!” said Frank Nugent. 
  Bunter grinned complacently. 
  He rolled on to the Form room with the box under a fat arm. The Remove were rather early for class, and Mr. Quelch had not yet arrived. 
  The juniors took their places, and Bunter placed the box on his desk before him. 
  “I say, you fellows, mind you’re ready to cheer when I make the presentation.” he said. “I’m going to make a little speech first—a few well-chosen words, you know—” 
  “Stick to the few.” said Bob, “Never mind the well-chosen,” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “You shut up, Cherry.” said Bunter. “I’m managing this! Mind you cheer when the comes. It’s time old Quelch was here! He’s always keeping a fellow waiting—” 
  There was a step in the Form-room passage. 
  Mr. Quelch entered the Form-room, 
  He glanced over his Form. A less keen eye than Henry Samuel Quelch’s would have detected at once that something unusual was on. 
  Mr. Quelch frowned a little. There was an air of expectation about the Removites, and many faces wore smiles. The Remove master suspected that something in the nature of a “jape ” was on. 
  His glance rested on Bunter, and on the box that reposed on the desk in front of the fat junior. 
  “Bunter!” rapped out Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir! I—” 
  “Have you written your lines ?” 
  “Nunno, sir! I—” 
  “If they are not handed to me after tea, Bunter, you will be caned. And what do you mean, Bunter, by bringing that object, whatever it is, into the Form-room?” demanded Mr. Quelch crossly. 
  Bunter gasped. It was just like Quelch to spoil the whole thing by beginning in this way! 
  “You—you see, sir——” 
  “I do not see, Bunter! You are very well aware that you are not allowed to bring extraneous objects into the Form-roem.” 
  “Yes sir! No, sir! But, sir—” 
  “Go it, Bunter!” whispered Skinner. Bunter picked up the box and advanced before the class. Mr. Quelch watched him with a grim gimlet eye. 
  “The—the fact is, sir—” stuttered Bunter. 
  “You may place that box in the waste-paper basket, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, sir! No, sir! You see, sir— I—I— It—it’s a Christmas present, sir.” 
  “This is absurd.” said Mr Quelch. “If anyone has sent you a Christmas present to the school, Bunter, you should not bring it into the Form room.” 
  “I—I don’t mean that, sir, I mean it’s—” 
  “Well, what do you mean?” rapped out Mr. Quelch. 
  “I—I mean—” Bunter stammered, trying to recollect the little speech he had rehearsed for the great occasion. But under the grim gimlet eye he was hopelessly confused. “I mean, sir, it’s a token of respect and affection of the Remove for a Christmas pudding, sir.” 
  “What?” 
  “I—I mean, for their Form-master, sir. For you, sir. Admiring and respecting our pudding—I mean, our Form master as we do, sir, we thought—”
  “Are you in your right, senses, Bunter? ” 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” 
  Then what do you mean
  “I—I mean, we—we wish you to accept this—this gift, sir, as a token ol our respect and affection, sir!” gasped Bunter, getting it out at last. “We all agree, sir, that you are not such a beast as most Form matters—” 
  “Wha-a-a-t?” 
  “I —I mean, that you are not a beast at all, sir!” gasped Bunter. “ And— and being Christmas sir, we’ve bought you a present, regardless of expense.” 
  “Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “A—a Christmas present for you, sir, from the Remove!” gasped Bunter, and he held up the box. 
  Mr. Quelch’s face relaxed. 
  “Indeed!” he said. 
  “Yes, sir. We—we hope you’ll like it, sir. It’s really prime. It was my idea, sir. If the other fellows make out that it was their idea, sir, don’t you believe them. I thought of it first, and did the whole thing.” 
  “It is quite impossible for me to accept a present from my Form,” said Mr. Quelch grimly. “However, I shall assume that your intention was good.” 
  “Oh, yes, sir! We—we thought you’d like it, sir, as—as it’s specially appropriate to Christmas-time, and— and won’t you open the box, sir?” 
  Mr. Quelch hesitated a moment, and then he took the box and untied the bows of the ribbon. 
  “Certainly I cannot accept a present from my Form.” he said, but his tone was quite kindly now. “But if it is intended as a mark of respect and esteem I thank you! Certainly I will look at it. I—” 
  The of the box was now unfastened. 
  Mr. Quelch was about to raise it. 
  But he did not need to do so. 
  Now that the lid was unfastened it shot up, as if there were a spring inside. 
  The lid fell back 
  From the box emerged a painted wooden clown’s head at the end of a long, coiled spring. 
  Mr. Quelch jumped, and almost dropped the box. 
  Bunter gasped. 
  The Remove looked on spellbound. 
  It seemed like magic—horrid magic— to the Removites. A Christmas pud. ding had been fastened up in that box under all their eyes. They had naturally supposed that it was still there. Instead of which, a jack-in-the-box leaped to view as soon as the lid was open, and swayed there, nodding its ridiculous head at the astounded Form master. 
  Mr. Quelch gazed at it. 
  Bunter gazed, his eyes almost bulging through his spectacles. 
  The Remove gazed. 
  For a long moment a pin might have been heard to drop in the Form-room. 
  Then there was a gasp—a gasp of horror. 
  On Mr. Quelch’s speaking countenance under expression was gathering that might have stricken terror to the stoutest heart. 
  He tried to speak, but found some difficulty in doing so, so deep were his emotions. 
He found his voice at last. 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Bunter, how dare you!” Having found his voice, Mr. Quelch proceeded to use it in tones of thunder. Wretched boy!”
  “Oh lor’!” 
  “This,” boomed Mr. Quelch—” this is an insult. It is an intentional insult! Upon my word !” 
  “Oh, sir!  No, sir!  I—I—I— It’s a trick!”  babbled Bunter. “Somebodys got at it. Oh dear! Oh lor’! Oh crikey!” 
  “It is indeed a trick! The most impertinent, the most insolent, the most outrageous trick I have ever heard of in all my career as a schoolmaster!” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  Crash! 
  The box was hurled to the floor. 
  It landed there with a crash that split it into several pieces, and the Jack-in-the-box sat amidst the ruins, still nodding genially. Jack in the box, was the only person present s-ho seamed at all unconcerned. 
  Mr. Quelch inside a stride to his desk, Ho grabbed his cane. 
  “Bunter !“ 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  “Bend over !“ 
  “But, sir—” 
  “Obey me this instant, Bunter!” 
  “Oh lor’!”  
  “Do you hear me, Bunter?” roared Mr. Quelch. 
  “Ow!”
  Bunter bent over in dire dismay. 
  Whack, whack, whack!”
  “Ow, ow, ow!” 
  Whack, whack, whack! 
  “Yow, ow, ow!” 
  “Go to your place! The whole Form will be detained until six o’clock. Wharton!”
  “Oh! Yes, sir.” 
  “Take that—that—that ridiculous object from the Form-room and—and throw it away!”
  “C-c-c-certainly air.” 
  The ridiculous object disappeared, Under the gleaming eye of Mr. Quelch, the Remove fairly quailed. That afternoon the Lower Fourth had the time of their lives. Some of them had their consolations. Bolsover major was glad from the bottom of his heart that the presentation had been left in Bunter’s hands. Skinner and Snoop had the happy prospect of disposing of the remainder of the pudding that evening. But for the rest there was no solace, and they really felt that life was hardly worth living long before six chimed from the clock tower of Greyfriars. Woefullest of all was Bunter. Never, never again, so long as Greyfriars had a local habitation and a name, was Billy Bunter likely to think of making his Form master a Christmas present. 


                                          THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                 Burner’s Last Chance! 

“SEEN MauIy?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh really, you fellows——” 
  “Puzzle, find Mauly!” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  “Blest if I see anything to cackle at! I’m going home with Mauly for Christmas. I told him so—I mean he asked me—a very pressing invitation. Now I can’t find him.” said Bunter. 
  Lord Mauleverer had disappeared early on breaking-up day. Perhaps it was because his lordship knew that Billy Bunter intended to go home with hin for Christmas. 
  Anyhow, he had disappeared.  Quite bright and early a magnificent car had called for Mauly, and borne him away to parts unknown. In the kindness of their hearts the Famous Five had taken Bunter to the tuckshop while Mauly disappeared. After which Mauly, naturally, was not to be found. 
  “He can’t have started without me.” ejaculated Bunter. “I told him plainly I was coming with him.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Look here, you beasts, where’s Mauly?” yelled Bunter. 
  “O where and O where can he be?” sang Bob Cherry. 
  Billy Bunter breathed hard and deep. The dreadful truth dawned on his fat mind. 
  “I—I—I say, you fellows, is he gone !”
  “Gone from our gaze like a beautiful dream!” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “I say, you fellows, I never wanted to go home with Mauly for Christmas.” said Bunter. “He fairly chivvied me into it, you know, and I said yes in my good-natured way. The fact is, I never meant to desert my old pals. I wouldn’t, you know, at Christmas time.  When are you fellows starting?” 
  “The whenfulness is terrific.” 
  “Are you taking the first bus or the second?” asked Bunter. 
  “Which are you taking?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “The first.” 
  “Then we’re taking the second.” 
  “Look here, you know, you don’t want to miss me at the station”
  “Your mistake!” said Bob Cherry. “That’s just what we do want.” 
  “The wantfulness is preposterous. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “He, he, he!” Bunter contributed a feeble cackle. “You fellows will have your little joke! He, he, he! You’ll see me at the station! I’ll take the second bus.” 
  “Then we’ll take the first.” 
  “Beasts!” 
  It was quite an anxious time for William George Bunter. That delightful residence, Bunter Court, seemed to have lost its attractions for William George, now that the school was breaking up for Christmas. Glorious and gorgeous, according to Bunter, were the Yuletide celebrations at that magnificent mansion; the cream of the peerage, and a prince or two, were going to be there, yet Bunter was not eager to join that distinguished throng. He preferred, as he said, Christnas with his old pals. The difficulty was that the preference was strictly confined to Bunter; the old pals had very different ideas on the subject. 
  So the fat junior had to be wary that day. 
  Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent and Bob Cherry were in the first bus. They were going home, to rejoin the captain of the Remove later at Wharton Lodge. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was going with Wharton; and so was Billy Bunter —if he could contrive it. 
  Bunter watched the second bus with an eye like an hawk’s. He took an early seat in it, and waited for Wharton and Hurree Singh to step aboard. 
  But they did not joint the crowd there. When the bus was full, and about to start, Bunter blinked out anxiously for the chums of the Remove. 
  “I say, you fellows, Wharton will be left behind!” he exclaimed. 
  “Eh? Wharton’s gone.” said Peter Todd. 
  “Gone?” 
  “Yes; they’re walking.” 
  “Oh! Oh dear! The beasts! Here, let a fellow pass--I’m getting out. I say, you fellows, did they walk to Friardale or Courtfleld?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bunter jumped out of the bus. It rolled away and left him. The bus was going to Friardale, and for that reason Bunter shrewdly guessed that his intended victims had walked to Courtfield. They were, as Bunter bitterly realised, dodging him —dodging an old pal! But William George Bunter was not to be dodged, if he could help it! 
  He approached Gosling. Gosling’s usually crusty face melted into a smile. Christmas tips had come Gosling’s way, and mollified his usually crusty temper; besides, he was not going to see the Greyfriars fellows again till next term, so life seemed good to Gosling. From Billy Bunter, certainly, he did not expect a tip; but here was Bunter, specially seeking him out—and Gosling smiled. 
  “Merry Christmas, sir!” said Gosling. 
  “Did you see them go?” 
  “Eh!”
  “I’ve missed my pals.” explained Bunter. “Wharton and Inky—did you see them start?” 
  “More’n an hour ago, sir.” said Gosling cheerfully. “Asked me to see the boxes on, sir, and ‘anded out a very handsome tip, sir! Very generous young gentlemen, sir.” 
  This was a hint. 
  But Bunter was deaf to hints. 
  “More than an hour ago!” he gasped. “Oh crumbs! The beasts! Oh dear!” 
He did not hand Gosling a tip. He did not even wish him a merry Christmas. He turned away—_dismayed. The beasts had an hour’s start of him, and the game was up. The smile faded off Gosling’s crusty face. Its expression was more crusty than ever. But Billy Bunter did not heed Gosling. He had much more important matters to think of. 
  Bunter stood in the road, and blinked in the direction of Courtfield. 
  He had wild thoughts of telephoning for a taxi. But that would lead to a lot of trouble with the taxi-driver. The beast would want to be paid. 
  There was a hoot and a whirr, and the Head’s car glided into the road, with Barnes at the wheel. Bunter jumped out of the way, 
  Then, as he observed that the car was empty, Bunter jumped in the way again. 
  “Barnes! I say, Barnes! Hold on, Barnes !”
  Barnes looked at him. 
  “Yes, sir! What is it?” 
  “You going to Courtfield?” gasped Bunter. 
  “Yes, sir; I have to meet the train.” 
  “Give me a lift !” gasped Bunter. 
  “Really, sir—” 
  Bunter dragged open the door of the car and bolted in. Barnes stared round at him. 
  “Really, sir—” he repeated. 
  “Get a move on !“ said Bunter cheerfully. “If you’ve got to meet a train you’d better riot waste time.” 
  Barnes gave him a fixed look.  He had to meet the train to pick up a visitor for the Head. Certainly he was not there to give Bunter a lift. 
  “This isn’t allowed, sir.” he said. 
  “You’re wasting time !“ remarked Bunter. 
  “I think you’d better get out, sir.” 
  “Shan’t!” said Bunter. 
  Barnes gave him another look. Then he drove on. Bunter settled down in the car and grinned, as it rushed on swiftly to Courtfield. 




                                      THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 


                                                       Startlng! 


H ARRY WHARTON smiled. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned. 
  The two juniors were on the platform at Courtfield Station, waiting for the express to come in. 
  They were in a cheery mood. 
  Christmas-tide, and breaking up for Christmas, naturally made them feel cheery. And they had missed Bunter. 
  “Three minutes.” remarked Wharton. “I hardly think that fat oyster will show up in the time.” 
  “The show-upfulness is not likely to be terrific.” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  The express came in and stopped. The two juniors strolled along the train, and selected a carriage, and stepped into it, and bagged corner seats. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sat down, and Harry Wharton stood at the door, looking out along the platform 
  There was no sign of William George Bunter. If the Owl of the Remove had taken the school bus to Friardale, he was safely disposedof. If he hadn’t, he was safe at Greyfriars.  Wharton smiled cheerily. 
  Then he gave a sudden start. 
  “Oh, my hat!” he ejaculated. 
  “The esteemed Bunter?” asked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “No “ gasped Wharton. 
  “My hat!  Look!  It’s the man!” !” 
  Hurree Singh looked in astonishment. On the other side of the platform was another train, about to proceed in the other direction. 
  Stepping into it was a man of rather athletic build, with a clear-cut, clean-shaven face, 
deep, keen grey eyes, and a square jaw. 
  Wharton stared at him blankly. 
  He had never expected to see again the the man he had seen that snowy night under the park wall of Hogben Grange, the man whom he more than suspected of being the mysterious cracksman. But he had known that if ever he saw him again he would recognise him at a glance. And he certainly recognised him now. 
  “It’s the man!” he gasped. 
  “My esteemed chum, who—what?” 
  “The man of Hogben Grange—the burglar!”
  “Oh, my preposterous hat!” ejaculated Hurree Singh. 
  Wharton caught his breath. 
  “It’s the man, Inky! I’d know him anywhere, though I don’t suppose he knows I know him. He’s taking that train; it will be gone in a minute. Look here, we ought to keep him in sight!” 
  “There is timefulness to change trains, my ridiculous chum. Let us keep an absurd eye on the preposterous rascal.” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “It won’t matter if we get home a bit late.” said Harry. “Let’s take that train and chance it—what?” 
  “Let’s!” agreed the nabob. 
  The two juniors jumped out of the express. 
  They started across the wide platform at a run towards the carriage into which the square-jawed man had stepped in the other train. 
  He was looking from the window, and his glance fell on the two schoolboys. 
  He gave a slight start, and Wharton knew that the recognition was mutual. 
  He hurried on. 
  No definite plan had formed in Wharton’s mind, but he was practically certain that the square-jawed man was the man who was so badly wanted by the police, and his intention was to keep him in sight till he could decide what to do. 
  He was half-way across the platform when a fat figure came hurtling along from the entrance. 
  “I say, you fellows !” 
  Bunter came panting up. 
  “I say, you fellows! Jolly nearly missed you!” gasped Bunter. “Stop! I say, where are you running to? That ain’t your train; that’s the local for Redclyffe. I say, you fellows— Yaroooooh !” 
  Billy Bunter spun round like a teetotum as Wharton collided with him. 
  “You chump!” shrieked Wharton. 
  “Yow-ow-ow!”  roared Bunter. 
  He clutched wildly at the two juniors to save himself. He caught Wharton by the arm and Hurree Singh by the neck; then he spun over, dragging both of them down with him.
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   Bump!
  “Yooop! Oh orumbs! I say, you fellows, where’s my specs? Ow, ow! Gerroff ! Oh crikey !” 
  “You silly chump!” shrieked Wharton. 
  “Yarooogh!” Help” 
  Wharton dragged himself away and leaped to his feet. 
  But it was too late! 
  There was the shriek of a whistle, and the Redclyffe train moved. Wharton made a jump for it, but a porter pulled him back. 
  “Too late, sir!” 
  With feelings too deep for words, Harry Wharton stood and watched the train glide out of the station, bearing the square-jawed man out of his sight. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh joined him, gasping, and rubbing the back of his dusky head, which had established contact with the platform rather painfully. 
  “Done!” grunted Wharton. 
  “The donefulness is terrific!” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “You fat ass!” roared Wharton. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton! I say, you’d better get in!” gasped Bunter. “They’re shutting the doors; you’ll lose your train. Come on! I say, you fellows, wasn’t it lucky I got a lift to the station? I might have missed you.” 
  “You — you—” gasped Wharton. 
  “Come on, old fellows! Have you got a lunch-basket in the train? All right; you can order one at the first stop! I say— Whoooooop!” roared Billy Bunter, as two exasperated juniors seized him and sat him down on the platform. “Whoooop! Yoop! Yarooooh !” 
  “Come on, Inky!” gasped Harry; and the two juniors jumped into the express just in time. 
  A porter slammed the door after them. 
  Bunter sat on the platform and spluttered. 
 “Oh! Wow! I say, you fellows, wait for me! I say— Yow-ow-ow!” 
  The express was in motion now From the window, two smiling faces looked at the fat junior sitting on the platform. He blinked at them. 
  “Good-bye, Bunter!” shouted Wharton. “Merry Christmas, old fat man!” 
  Bunter scrambled up breathlessly. 
  “Ow! I say, you fellows—” 
  “Merry Christmas, Bunter !” 
  “The merryfulness is terrific I” 
  ‘‘Oh lor!”
  The express roared out of the station. Billy Bunter gazed after it. He was still gazing as the express vanished down the line, bearing away the chums of the Remove to a merry Christmas. 
THE END. 
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