[image: image1.png]BOYS! HERE'S YOUR FAVOURITE PAPER FOR 1930!





THIS WEEK’S SUPERB STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. 
                                                                                             By FRANK RICHARDS. 
Perhaps you’ve heard of W.G.—Not Grace but Billy Bunter; A fattish chap (the size of three), An “Invitation” hunter. 
With ne’er a bean nor sense of shame He rides to Wharton Lodge, And tries the age-old bilking- game— What luck attends this dodge? 
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                                THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


                                        Bunter, Too !

“I’m coming!” 
  “Look here, Bunter—”
  “I’m coming !“ 
  “Fathead! I tell you—” 
  “I’m coming!” said William George Bunter, for the third time. 
  Bunter spoke with increasing emphasis. 
  He blinked round through his big spectacles at the five juniors who were standing by the fire in the hall of Wharton Lodge. 
  His blink was expressive of wrath and indignation. 
  “Now, look here, Bunter.” said Harry Wharton patiently. 
  “You can’t skate, and you know you can’t.” 
  “I fancy I can skate better than any follow here, and chance it!” said Bunter. 
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “What a fertile fancy!” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry!”
  “The skatefulness.” observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “is beyond the ridiculous powers of the esteemed Bunter!” 
  “Oh, really, Inky—” 
  “We’re going a jolly long way, old fat man.” said frank Nugent. “The river’s frozen for miles— 
  “I fancy I can keep up as long as you fellows do.” 
  “Rot!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “We shall have to walk half a mile to the starting-place, Bunter.” said Harry Wharton. 
  “Let’s have the car out!” suggested Bunter. 
“My uncle’s using the car this morning.” 
  Bunter sniffed. 
  “If I were at home at Bunter Court I should have the choice of half a dozen cars.” he said. 
  “Then, why not head for Bunter Court?” suggested Bob Cherry. “Well see you off at the station before we go skating.” 
  “With pleasure!” said Nugent. 
  “The pleasurefulness will be terrific!”
  Billy Bunter gave another sniff. The attractions of that magnificent residence Bunter Court did not seem to tempt him to cut short his visit at Wharton Lodge. Everything at Bunter Court —according to Bunter—was done upon an infinitely grander scale. Yet the Owl of Greyfriars seemed to have no desire to make that change for the better. 
  “Well, if we can’t have the car, let’s walk.” said Bunter. “I’m the best walker here, anyhow.” 
  “But—”
  “The fact is,” said Bunter, “I’m coming!  I’m surprised at you thinking of leaving me out, Wharton! That isn’t the way I treat a guest at Bunter Court, I can tell you!” 
  “But you can’t skate.” urged Wharton. “We’re going miles along the river. You went through the ice on the lake when you skated with us on Boxing Day—” 
  “That was Bob Cherry’s fault!” 
  “Mine?” ejaculated Bob. 
  “Yes, yours! I was rather an ass to butlet you help me. I might have known you’d be clumsy.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Besides, I was out of practice.” said Bunter. “You fellows know that I’m the best skater at Greyfriars—jealousy apart.” 
  “Oh dear!” 
  “And I’ve put in some practice since Boxing Day. ” went on Bunter. “I’m in rather good form. Still, if I need any help, two of you fellows can the all the way.” 
  “Can we?” snorted Johnny Bull. “Catch me lugging a podgy porpoise two or three niles along the river!” 
  “Beast!” 
  “You see, Bunter,” urged Harry Wharton. 
  “I see that you’re trying to leave me out—your usual way of treating a guest. I suppose,” sneered Bunter. “I was rather an ass to come here for my Christmas holidays. I see that now.” 
  “You mean, Wharton was an ass to let you!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “My esteemed fatheaded Bunter—” 
  “Shut up, Inky! Look here, Wharton, I’m not staying in here on my own, to be bored by your stuffy old aunt—” 
  “What?” ejaculated Wharton.
  “Or your stuffy old uncle—”
  “You fat freak—” 
  “But I’ll tell you what.” said Bunter. “It’s a jolly cold day, and rather fatheaded to go out of doors. Let’s go to the pictures at Wimford instead.” 
  “Ass!” said Bob Cherry. “It’s a splendid day to go out—fine and frosty—” 
  “That’s what you think!” said Bunter. “Well, I don’t ! I’ll stand treat at the pictures—you needn’t worry about that.” 
  “They wouldn’t let in six fellows for one French penny!” said Harry Wharton, with a shake of the head. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton! I told you that I was expecting a postal-order—” 
  “For goodness’ sake!” howled Johnny Bull. “Give that postal-order a rest in the holidays. We hear enough of that at Greyfriars!”
  “Too much!’ remarked Nugent. 
  “The too-muchfulness is preposterous!” said Hurree Jamset Ram 
Sing!. 
  “The fact is I’ve been expecting several remittances.” said Bunter. “They haven’t come. Your uncle’s butler handles the letters, Wharton. I hope he’s honest.” 
  “What?” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “Well, I don’t think much of that man Wells.” said Bunter. “He was absolutely disrespectful when I offered to let him lend me a couple of pounds and—” 
  “You fat villain!” !” 
  “Look here, let’s get off.” said Johnny Bull. “If we wait till Bunter’s done wagging his chin there will be a thaw.  The ice won’t last, for weeks and weeks!” 
  “I’m coming!” roared Bunter. 
  “Oh, come, then!” said Harry Wharton. “You can’t skate, and you’re to lazy if you could; but have your own way, fathead! Come on,you men—we shan’t be back for lunch, if we don’t get off.” 
  “Wait for me!” hooted Bunter. 
  “Rats!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “I’ve got to get my coat and skates. I shan’t keep you half an hour.” 
  “You’re right!” said Bob. “You jolly well won’t!” 
  “Look here, Wharton, if you can’t be civil to a guest—” 
  “We’ll give you five minutes!” said Harry resignedly. “If you’re not ready in five minutes you can follow on, or you can stay indoors, or you can go to Jericho! Now dry up!”
Billy Bunter snorted and rolled away to the stairs. 
  He had disappeared up the staircase. 
  The Famous Five kept their eyes on the hall clock. The minutes ticked away. When the fifth minute had passed, Johnny Bull picked up his skates and started for the door. 
  “Bunter!” roared Bob Cherry, at the foot of the staircase. “ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter, we’re starting!” 
  There was no reply from William George Bunter. Evidently he was not ready yet. 
  “Come on!” called out Johnny Bull.
  Bob followed his comrades to the door. The Famous Five walked out in the fresh frosty morning, swinging their skates, and started cheerily for the frozen river. 

                                      THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                   The Square-Jawed Man Again! 

THE fresh, keen air was like wine that bright winter’s morning, and Harry Wharton & Co. looked merry and bright as they tramped along the lane that led towards the village of Wharton Magnus. The fact that Billy Bunter remained behind did not detract from their high spirits. In any matter that required exertion, Bunter was always a “passenger,” and on a skating trip he was likely to be a more troublesome passenger than ever. 
  They turned from the lane into a footpath that led across the park of Sankey Hall towards the river. Through the leafless trees, the long red, brick building of the Hall was visible, 
and the chums of Greyfriars gave it a curious glance or two, interested in the place on account of the burglary that had taken place there during the Christmas holidays. 
  But the Hall was lost to sight when they came down the bank to the river and found a magnificent sheet of ice spread before them. 
  “Ripping!” said Bob Cherry. 
  The ripfulness is terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, suppressing a shiver. The searching cold of an English winter told more severely upon the Nabob of Bhanipur than upon his comrades. 
  “We get a clear run for miles.” said Harry Wharton. “Down the river and under the bridge and as far as Wimford. Race you fellows to Wimford!” 
  “What-ho!” said Bob. 
  Bob Cherry was the first on the ice. His comrades joined him, and they started down the river. At a little distance the stone arch of a bridge spanned the frozen stream, and on the bridge a man in tweeds was standing, looking down on the glistening ice. 
  His glance fell on the five cheery schoolboys and he seemed interested in them, for he stood leaning on the stone parapet, watching them as they came gliding on. 
  Bob Cherry shot under the arch of the bridge and vanished. Harry Wharton was following, when he spotted the man looking down from the parapet above. 
  He uttered a sharp exclamation. 
  The face that looked down from the bridge was clear cut, with deep, penetrating grey eyes, and a square chin. 
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  Wharton knew that face. 
  He gave a shout to his comrades. 
  “Hold on, you men!” 
  But Wharton himself was going too fast to stop, and he shot under the bridge, and the face above vanished from his sight. After him whizzed Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. 
  “Hold on!” shouted Wharton again, and he slacked down. 
  “What—” began Nugent. 
  “Stop!” gasped Wharton. 
  “But what—” demanded Johnny Bull. 
  “Stop. I tell you! Bob! Stop!” roared Wharton. Bob Cherry was whizzing ahead, but he heard the shout of the captain of the Remove, and circled back, 
  “What’s the game?” he called out. “Aren’t you racing to Wimford?” 
  “That man—” panted Wharton. 
  “What man?” 
  “The man on the bridge.” 
  “Blest if I saw a man on the bridge! What about him, anyhow?” asked Bob in astonishment. 
  “It’s the man—” 
  “What man, ass?” 
  “The man I’ve told you about a dozen times.” said Wharton breathlessly. “The man I believe to be the Courtfield cracksman.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “You remember.” said Wharton hurriedly. “The man Bunter and I saw that night last term at Hogben Grange, near Greyfriars—the night of the burglary there.  We saw him at Wimford a day or two after the burglary at Sankey Hall. Now I’ve seen him again.” 
  “Then he’s still hanging about here?” said Bb. “But what are you going to do, old man? We can’t collar the man.” 
  “The collarfulness is not a practical proposition.” grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “No; but we can keep him in sight.” said Harry Wharton. “I told my uncle about seeing him at Wimford a day or two before Christmas, and he told me to keep him in sight it I could, if I saw him again. He was climbing the park wall of Hogben Grange on the night of the burglary there, and he turned up here immediately after the burglary at General Sankey’s house. It can’t be a coincidence. He’s connected with the matter. Come back!”
  “Oh, all right!” said Bob resignedly. “There goes our skating run!” 
  “Never mind that.” 
  The juniors glided back swiftly towards the bridge. They stopped at the bank, kicked their skates off, and clambered up the steep bank to reach the bridge 
  Wharton’s face was keen and eager. 
  There was no actual evidence, certainly, that the square-jawed man was the man who was alluded to in the newspapers as the “Courtfleld Cracksman.’ But suspicion, at least, was very strong. 
  For more than a month before the end of the term, robbery after robbery bad taken place in the neighbourhood of Greyfriars School, and on the night of the burglary at Sir Julius Hogben’s house Harry Wharton and Billy Bunter had seen the square-jawed man in the very act of climbing the park wall of Hogben Grange after midnight. 
  Billy Bunter, probably, had not seen him clearly enough for recognition, but that strong-featured, clear-cut face was indelibly fixed on Wharton’s memory. 
  No clue had been found to the cracks-man who had rifled the safe at Sankey Hall. The thief and his plunder had vanished as if into space. But the presence of the square-jawed man in the neighbourhood was as good as proof to Wharton’s mind. 
  Now that he had seen the man again, he was determined to keep him in sight, if he could, It looked, to Wharton, as if the cracksman, who had rifled six or seven places in the neighbourhood of Greyfriars School, was breaking fresh country, and that the robbery at Sankey Hall was probably the first of a new series of crimes in a new neighbourhood. 
  Carrying his skates Harry Wharton hurried up to the bridge, the other fellows following him. 
  It was only a few minutes since the juniors had passed, and he expected to find the man still there. 
  But an exclamation of disappointment broke from the captain of the Greyfriars Remove as he came out on the bridge. 
  The bridge was vacant. 
  “Gone!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The gonefulness is terrific!”
  Wharton set his lips. 
“It’s rotten I” he said. “This is the third time I’ve seen him since that night at Hogben Grange, and each time he slipped away. I wonder if he recognised me, and guessed I should be after him?” 
  “Likely enough if he’s the jolly old cracksman.” said Bob Cherry. Anyhow, he’s gone.” 
  Wharton clambered on the parapet, and from that coign of vantage made a survey of both banks of the river. 
  But nothing was to be seen of the square-jawed man. 
  Evidently he had left the bridge hurriedly, and the trees and thickets on either bank would have concealed him, even had he been only a short distance away. 
  “Sister Anne—Sister Anne, do you see a giddy cracksman coning?” sang out Bob Cherry, and the juniors grinned. Harry Wharton grunted and jumped down from the stone parapet. 
  “Nothing doing,” he said. “But he’s deliberately got out of sight, and that looks to me as if he’s the man the police want at Courtfield. He knows me as well as I know him. I’m sure of that, and he guessed I should be after him. Bother him !”
  “May as well get on.” said Bob. 
  “Let’s.” assented Wharton. 
  And the Famous Five returned to the bank, donned their skates once more, and resumed their run down the frozen river. 
  From a clump of leafless trees on the bank the man with the square jaw watched them 
depart, a curious smile on his face. He had been standing there, out of sight, within a 
score of yards of the schoolboys when they were on the bridge. 
  The faint smile hovered on his face as he watched them till they disappeared in the 
direction of Wimford. 
  Then he left the clump and walked away along the bank, in the opposite direction. 

                                   THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                        Beasty for Bunter. 
“WELLS!” 
  “Sir?” 
  “Where are those beasts?” 
  The Wharton Lodge butler coughed. 
  Possibly he did not recognise his master’s nephew and that young gentleman’s friends 
under the description given by Billy Bunter. 
  Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles, with an angry and impatient blink. 
  Bunter was ready to start now. 
  A fellow couldn’t get ready in five minutes. At least, Bunter couldn’t. To expect Billy 
Bunter to shove on a coat and a cap, and pick up a pair of skates and get going like any 
other fellow was unreasonable. 
  Bunter’s notions resembled those of a very old and very tired tortoise. 
  Besides, Bunter had to have a snack before he started. The other fellows could fast between breakfast and lunch if they chose. Bunter didn’t choose. 
   Bunter required several snacks to bridge over the awful gulf that separated one meal 
from another. 
  Still, Bunter had really hurried. He had stayed only to scoff a box of chocolates that he happened to know were in Bob Cherry’s room. He stayed to finish the box, for it was very probable that if he left any Bob might eat them himself before Bunter had another chance. In matters of this kind Bunter was a thoughtful fellow, and looked ahead. 
  The chocolates finished, some sticky smears were left on Bunter’s fat countenance; but he did not expend further time in removing these. He came downstairs, in coat and scarf, with a pair of Wharton’s skates on his arm, only a quarter of an hour after he had gone up to get ready. That really was good speed for Bunter. 
  But the hall was deserted when he came down. 
  Accustomed as he was to the selfishness of these fellows, Bunter could hardly believe that they had started and left him in the lurch. True, they had told him that they would wait five minutes, and the fat junior had taken fifteen. Nevertheless, they ought to have waited.   Bunter had told them to wait. What more did they want? 
  “Have those beasts gone out, Wells?” demanded Bunter. 
  Only the portly figure of Wells met Bunter’s eyes as he blinked round for Harry Wharton & Co. 
  “Excuse me, sir, I do not quite follow.” said Wells politely. “To whom, sir, do you allude?” 
  “That beast, Wharton—” 
  Wells coughed again. 
  “And the other beasts!” hooted Bunter. “Have they gone out? Don’t stand there blinking like an owl, Wells. Answer me! What are you grinning at, I’d like to know?” 
  Bunter, as a matter of fact, bore a much stronger resemblance to a blinking owl than the Wharton Lodge butler did. Perhaps Wells was thinking so. 
  “Where are they!” hooted Bunter. 
  “Master Harry and his friends have gone out, sir, about ten minutes ago.” answered Wells. 
  “Beasts!” 
  Billy Bunter rolled out of the house. 
  He rolled out into the lane and blinked along it in search of the Famous Five. 
  They were not in sight, and the Owl of the Remove gave an angry snort and rolled on in the direction of the river. 
  There was no sign of the juniors there when Bunter reached it. The glistening ice stretched away, between frosty banks, in the direction of Wimford, but nobody was on it. Billy Bunter blinked up the river and snorted again. 
  It was just like the beasts to leave him behind; they disliked being outdone by a better skater than themselves. At least, Bunter had no doubt that that was their reason. Anyhow, he would soon catch them up—if he could be quite certain in which direction they had gone. Up the river to Wimford, they had said; but it would, Bunter reflected bitterly, be just like the beasts to go the other way, leaving him to seek them in the wrong direction. Fascinating as Billy Bunter’s company was, he knew that there were many Greyfriars fellows who did not yearn for it, 
  He blinked at a man who was sauntering along the frosty bank—a man of athletic frame, dressed in tweeds. 
  “Hi!” Bunter called out. 
  The man glanced round. 
  Bunter blinked at him more closely. It seemed to him that there was something familiar about that clear-cut face and square jaw. 
  “Did you call on me, my boy?” asked the stranger, his keen grey eyes resting curiously on Bunter. 
  “Yes.  Have you seen some fellows about here, on skates—five fellows? I’m looking for them.” 
  The man smiled. 
  “Yes.  Five schoolboys—” 
  “That’s the lot.  Which way did they go?” 
  “Towards Wimford, a few minutes ago.” 
  “Oh, good!” said Bunter. He added, as an afterthought: “Thanks !” and sat down to put on his skates. 
  “Beasts,” murmured Bunter, “leaving a fellow behind; I’ll jolly soon catch them up and beat them to Wimford. Making out that a fellow can’t skate! This sort of jealousy gets a bit sickening.” 
  And Bunter sniffed with contempt. Not all his misadventures on the ice could convince William George Bunter that he was not a past-master in the art of skating. It was true that when Bunter got on skates something always seemed to happen. But that was always some other fellow’s fault. 
  Bunter got his skates on and helped himself out on the ice by a horizontal branch of a tree, close to the river’s margin. 
  Once on the ice, he was going to start with a swing. He was going along the frozen river with a breathless rush that would soon overtake the Greyfriars party and leave them hopelessly behind. After that even those envious fellows would admit that Bunter could skate. 
  That was the programme. But the first item in the program was to get going. The first item, however, presented difficulties. 
  Bunter, holding to the horizontal branch, felt his way cautiously out on the ice. Why his right foot suddenly flew away, as if of its own volition, Bunter did not know, any more than he knew why his left foot followed the unruly example of his right. But he knew that both his feet suddenly and basely deserted him, and that he sat down on the ice with an unexpected crash. 
  Crash! Crack! 
  Bunter was through. 
  Dark water welled up, encircling Bunter as he squattered through the hole in the ice. His desperate clutch grasped at the jagged edges of the gap, and he hung on for dear life and yelled: 
  Help! Yarooogh! Murder! Fire! Help!” 
  The terrified yells of the Owl of the Remove rang far and wide over the frozen river and the frosty banks. 
  “Wow-wow-ow! Help! Help! Oh crikey! Help!”
  The water, rushing under the ice, had captured Bunter’s fat legs, and was seeking to sweep them away, and drag thø rest of Bunter after them. 
  Frantically he clung to the ragged ice-edge, and yelled. 
 “Ow! help! Help! Ow! Help !“ There was a sound of running footsteps on the bank. The man with the square jaw had turned back, at a little distance, as he had Bunter’s frantic howls. 
  He came runniug back, with the speed of a deer. 
  “Hold on!” he shouted. 
  Bunter did not need that injunction.  He was holding on as hard as he could. But the freezing water below was clutching him away, and the chill of it went to the very marrow of his bones, 
  The man in tweeds reached the bank.  Bunter’s crash on the ice and the breaking of the gap had sent long cracks in all directions over the frozen surface. Before Bunter’s arrival, the ice had been perfectly safe. But certainly it was no longer safe, especially for a man of full weight. But the man with the square jaw did not hesitate a moment. 
  He slid out on the frozen river, unheeding the ominous cracking under him as he went.  He reached the gap and grasped Bunter’s coat-collar in a grasp that was strong as steel. 
  With a tremendous exertion of strength, he heaved Billy Bunter out of the gap. 
  There was a loud, sharp crack from the ice on which he stood. 
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He slid back towards the bank, dragging Bunter after him. 
  Crack, crack, crack!
  The ice was breaking right and left now. Black water welled and bubbled, with fragments of ice dancing in it. 
  Bunter, his fat brain in a whirl with terror, hardly knew what was happening. 
  He plunged into freezing water again, as the ice cracked and broke under his weight; but the grasp on his fat hands dragged him on towards the bank. 
  He felt himself landed in frozen rushes. 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter. “Ow! Yarooogh!” 
  He sprawled in the rushes, drenched and dripping. He spluttered water from his mouth, gasped for breath, and puffed and blew. His rescuer looked down on him with a faint smile, breathing hard after his exertions. 
  “Safe now.” he said. 
  Bunter’sreply was perhaps unexpected. 
  “Groogh! Ow! Beast!” 

                                           THE FOURTH CHAFTER. 

                                                  Treating a Cold ! 

“BEAST!” gasped Bunter, 
  That the stranger had saved him from danger, in all probability saved his life, did not 
occur just then to Billy Bunter’s fat brain. But it occurred to him that he was drenched with icy water, that he had been dragged roughly along like a sack of coke, and dumped down in the rushes with a heavy bump. A strong feeling of gratitude for services rendered had never been one of Bunter’s characteristics. 
  “Eh?” ejaculated the man in tweeds. 
  He stared at Bunter. 
  “Ow! Beast! Ow!” 
  “Well, by gad!” said the stranger, evidently astonished. 
  He did not know William George Bunter yet. 
  “Ow! I’m soaked!” gasped Bunter. “Drenched! Ow! Those beasts said the ice was safe!  Ow!” 
  “It was safe enough till you landed on it like a hundred of bricks,” said the rescuer. 
  “Beast! I’m dripping! Ow! Where’s my specs? Ow!” 
  “Here they are.” 
  Bunter grabbed the specs, and jammed them on his fat little nose. They were wet and his vision through them was very blurred. He blinked at the stranger, who loomed like a man in a mist before the blurred spectacles. 
  “Where’s my cap?” 
  “Your cap, I think, is gone.” said the man in tweeds, glancing out over the cracked ice. “It is probably half-way to Wimford by this time. You are rather fortunate, my boy, not to be going with it—under the ice !” 
  “Ow! Why couldn’t you get it for me?” 
  “What?” 
  “Now I’ve got to get home bare-headed, in this beastly wind.” growled 
Bunter. “You might have got my cap.”
  “Indeed!” 
  “Ow! I’m soaked—drenched— dripping! Ow! Wow! All the fault of those beasts clearing off and leaving a fellow in the lurch. Rotters! Ow!” 
  “You had better get up and run home. You will freeze if you don’t get into motion.” 
  “Ow! I know that. Ow!” 
  Bunter fumbled with the skates. 
  The square-jawed gentleman took them off for him. He seemed to be, from his patience with Bunter, a very good-natured sort of man. Having taken off the skates, he grasped Bunter and lifted him to his feet. 
  “Ow! Leggo!” howled Bunter. 
  “You had better start. Run all the way home as fast as you can, and you may not catch a cold.” 
  “Oh dear! I’ve had one cold, and now I shall have another.” groaned Bunter. “Grooogh! All tho fault of those rotters! Ow! They like me to be laid up with a cold. Ow!”  It gives them pleasure. Wow! They enjoy it, the rotters! Grooogh !” 
  “Better get going.” 
  “1 know that. I wish id gone to the pictures now. Ow! You might get my cap.” 
  “Come, come! You had better be off. You will catch cold, for a certainty, if you hang about in wet clothes.” 
  “Think I don’t know that!” snarled Bunter. ‘Oh deer! Beasts! All their fault! After this, I shall refuse to stay a day longer with Wharton. I shall in turn him down. Ooooch! Ow!” 
  “Be off, you young donkey!”
  “Beast!” 
  With that last ejaculation, perhaps by way of thanks, Bunter started, the man with the square jaw looking after him very curiously as he went. Probably William George Bunter was a new experience to him. 
  The Owl of the Remove rolled away us fast as he could. 
  Exertion in any shape or form had never appealed to Bunter. He disliked running, and when he walked he preferred to walk slowly.  But on the present occasion he realised the need for haste. 
  His ducking in the lake on Boxing Day had given him one cold, and Bunter did not want another.  His clothes were drenched with water, his boots squelched it as he went, and he left a wet trail behind him. Only by keeping warm could he hope to escape a cold, and there was only one way of keeping warm—by getting into rapid motion. 
  So Bunter ran. 
  He trotted as fast as his fat little legs could carry him. Long before he reached Wharton Lodge he was gasping for breath, and feeling quite warm, in spite of cold water and a cold wind.  He puffed and blew as he rolled laboriously along. 
  “Ow! Beasts! Wow! Rotters! Ow!” 
  He reached the lodge at last. The car was on the drive, and Colonel Wharton was coming out to it, when the Owl of the Remove came gasping up to the steps. 
  The colonel stared at the drenched and gasping Owl. 
  “Bunter! What has happened?” 
  “Ow! I’ve been drowned!” 
  “What?” 
  “I mean, nearly drowned! Ow !“ 
  “Get indoors,” said the colonel; and he took Bunter’s shoulder and hurried him in.   
  “Wells!” 
  The butler appeared. 
  “This boy has been in the water again.” said the colonel. “Get him to his room, Wells, and see that he has all he needs.” 
  “Certainly, sir.” 
  Colonel Wharton went out to the car and drove away. Billy Bunter gave a snort. 
  “Lot he cares if a fellow parishes of pneumonia or plumbago!” he said bitterly. “Precious way to treat a guest! Oh! Of all the beasts—” 
  “Better get changed sir.” said Well. 
  “I’m going to bed. I’m ill! I can feel pneumonia coming on!” snorted Bunter. “I’ve got it all over me, from head to heel. Ow!”
  Wells helped Bunter to his room.  He provided a hot-water bottle, and Bunter whipped off his wet clothes, plunged into bed, and hugged the hot-water bottle. 
  “Anything more, sir?” asked Wells. 
  Bunter blinked at him over the blankets. 
  “Yes. I’m hungry.” 
  “Oh!” said Wells. —.
  “There’s one way to treat a cold,” said Bunter—“feed it! I’ve always found it successful to feed a cold.  When you’ve got a cold you can’t do better than feed it.” 
  “You do not seem to have caught a cold, sir.” 
  “You can keep a cold off by it.” explained Bunter. “It’s the safest way. Send me up something— nothing much. I don’t want to spoil ny lunch. A cold chicken will do, and some beef. A few vegetables, some poached eggs, ander a pie or two—nothing much!” 
  “Oh!” gasped Wells, Bunter set up its bed and fed. 
  Fortunately, he was not catching a cold.  Perhaps he was keeping it off by feeding it. If a cold could be kept off by feeding, there was no doubt that Bunter was taking ample precautions. 
  He was busy for a happy hour. 
  Then he laid his head on the pillow to rest.  He needed rest, after his gastronomic exertions. 
  “Anything more, sir?” asked Wells, with irony. 
  Snore ! 
  Wells quitted the room. 
  Billy Bunter’s snore followed him as he went. 
  “My word!” said Wells, as he closed the door, 
  Billy Bunter snored on merrily; and he was still snoring when Harry Wharton & Co., cheery and ruddy after their run on the ice, came in for lunch. 

                                        THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                        The interesting Invalid ! 
“BUNTER!” 
  “Beast!” 
  “Feeling fit?” 
  “No,” 
  “What’s the matter?” 
  “I’m ill!”
  Harry Wharton stood by Bunter’s bedside, and looked down on him with a smile. 
  Bunter did not look ill. Still, if Bunter had a fancy for keeping his room, the captain of the Remove was not the fellow to say him nay. The more Billy Bunter kept his room, in fact, the better the rest of the party at Wharton Lodge were likely to enjoy life, 
  Bunter blinked reproachfully at Wharton over the blankets. 
  “Leaving a fellow to drown !” he said bitterly. “Just like you, I must say! Exactly what I might have expected.” 
  “My dear ass—” 
  “I dare say you’d like me to be drowned,” said Bunter. “Well, I am not going to be drowned to please you, see?” 
  “But we never knew you came down to the river at all, old fat man. Wells says you came in wet. Did you fall in?” 
  “The ice broke.” said Bunter. “You told me it was safe. I dare say you knew it wasn’t safe all the time.” 
  “Fathead! The ice was safe enough! You must have hit it pretty hard to break it through.” 
  “Well, it broke.” said Bunter.  “I was drenched! Dripping! I believe I’ve got pneumonia in my legs! They were in the water——” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You can cackle.” said Bunter bitterly “ Funny, ain’t it? You’d like me to be crippled with pneumonia—” 
  “But a chap doesn’t have pneumonia in the legs, old fat man! You get it above the belt.” 
  “I mean plumbago.” said Bunter. “I can feel plumbago creeping all over me.  From head to foot.” 
  “Oh, my hat! Staying in bed?” asked Harry. 
  “Of course I’m staying in bed!” hooted Bunter. “Think I’m going to drag my dying body downstairs to please you?” 
  “But it wouldn’t please me.” chuckled Wharton. “Stay in bed as long as you like, old fat bean. Missing your lunch?” 
  “I don’t expect hospitality here, of course.” sneered Bunter. “But I expect even here to have a little lunch brought up to me. It’s not much I eat, as you know.” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “Leave me to starve, if you like.” said Bunter. “I feel so ill that I don’t care much! Leave me to die!” 
  “My dear ass, you shall have your lunch in bed.” said Wharton. “I’ll speak to Wells. But really, you’ll make yourself ill frowsting in bed all day.” 
  “I’m ill already! I’ve got a feeling in my shoulder like tuberculosis.” said Bunter. “I may keep it off by taking care of myself. If I die, Wharton, I forgive you.” 
  “Thanks, old fat bean. What about a doctor?” 
  “I don’t believe in doctors. They’re all fools, and ignorant.” said Bunter. “When I was ill last Christmas the doctor said it was overeating! That’s the kind of rot you get from a doctor.” 
  “But if you’ve got pneumonia, tuberculosis, and lumbago, you ought to see a medical wallah.” said Wharton. 
  “Well, I won’t! He would want to stop my grub at once. I know ‘em! Ignorant asses! I hope there’s something decent for lunch, Wharton. The grub here isn’t like what I’m used to at Bunter Court. It comes rather rough on a fellow used to a wealthy home. Still, I can rough it. I knew I should have to rough it when I came here. But just for once, as I’m ill, you might see that they give me something decent.” 
  “You wouldn’t like to go back to Bunter Court?” suggested Wharton. “I’d ask my uncle to let Brown run you all the way in the car—” 
  “Yes; that’s what I should like—” 
  “Good!” 
  “Only I’m too ill to be moved—” 
  “Oh !” 
  “So there’s no choice about the matter. If you find my illness a lot of trouble in the house, I’m sorry; but it’s your own fault, as you know. I—I might have been drowned if that man hadn’t been there.” 
  “What man ?” asked Harry. “Did somebody pull you out?” 
  “Yes, the beast! Dragged me about like a sack of coke,” growled Bunter; “and never even took the trouble to get my cap! That cap’s lost. Luckily it was one of yours.” 
  “How lucky!” said Wharton, with deep sarcasm. 
  “Yes, wasn’t it? It might have been my own. I say, it’s past lunch-time. I’m hungry.” 
  “I’ll see that they feed you, fatty. You’ll turn out later, I suppose. Or do you want your tea in bed?” 
  “I refuse to turn out while I’m ill, Wharton It’s heartless to suggest it, and I refuse to risk my life to please you. I shall have my tea up here And my supper! I shall keep my bed till I’m well. I don’t expect sympathy. But I’ve got to take care of myself, as nobody else will take care of me.” 
  “Stay in bed till we go back to Greyfriars for the new term, if you like.” said Harry. 
  And he left Bunter. 
  At lunch there was no perceptible diminution of cheerfulness owing to the absence of William George Bunter from the board. Rather there was an increase. 
  Bunter lunched in bed. As his room was up two flights of stairs there was no doubt that Bunter’s “illness” was giving trouble to the household staff. It was agreeable enough to the Famous Five for the fat Owl to be off the scene. But John, who had to carry well-laden trays up to Bunter’s room, had a gloomy expression after a time. The bell in Bunter’s room was handy to the bed, and Bunter performed an almost continuous solo on that bell. 
Bunter’s wants were many and various. 
  How much trouble he gave was a matter that did not worry William George Bunter in the least. Legs might be fatigued by incessant clambering upstairs; but so long as they were not Bunter’s legs, it was immaterial. 
  Whether Bunter really fancied that he was ill, or that he was keeping off an illness by these ample precautions, it was hard to say. 
  Certainly there was no doubt that he liked slacking and frowsting, and was glad of an excuse to slack and frowst. 
  At tea-time he was still too ill to come down. 
  In consequence, Wharton Lodge was a much more attractive and desirable residence downstairs. But the incessant tinkling of Bunter’s bell, and the continuous mounting and descending of stairs, were the cause of growing dissatisfaction among the household staff. 
  “Is Bunter really ill, Harry?” Colonel Wharton asked, in a rather gruff voice after tea. 
  “He says he is, uncle.” 
  “Well, if he does not come down to supper he must see a doctor. You had better tell him so.” 
  “I’ll tell him.” 
  Wharton went to Bunter’s room with the news. He found the Owl of the Remove out of bed. Bunter had apparently exerted himself a little, for he was clad in a warm dressing-gown that he had annexed from Wharton’s room. Wrapped in Wharton’s dressing-gown, with Hurree Singh’s fur-lined slippers on his feet, and Nugent’s muffler round his neck, Bunter sat in an easy chair before the fire. He blinked at the captain of the Remove as he came in. 
  “You might touch the bell, Wharton,” he said. 
  “What do you want now?” 
  “A servant.” 
  “What for, ass?” 
  “To put some logs on the fire.” 
  “You’re too ill to put a few logs on the fire?” asked Wharton. 
  “Yes.” 
   “Luckily, I’m well enough to do it,” said Harry, and he tossed wood on the fire. 
  “You can do servants’ work, if you like.” said Bunter, “I daresay you’re used to it. At Bunter Court I never lift a finger.” 
  “Fathead!”  
  “Oh, really, Wharton! Ring the bell, all the same.” 
  “What else do you want?” 
  “I think a hot lemonade would do me good.” 
  “John was up here five minutes ago. Why the thump couldn’t you tell him then, instead of fetching him up again ?” 
  “That’s you all over, Wharton!” You’re too jolly easy with servants, Make ‘em work; that’s my system.” 
  “Well you’d better keep your system for Bunter Court.” said Harry. “We shall have the servants going on strike if you give them much more trouble.” 
  Bunter sniffed. 
  “Well, are you coming down to supper?” asked Harry. 
  “No!” hooted Bunter. 
  “Then you’ll have to see a doctor.” 
  “I won’t see a doctor.” 
  “My uncle says you must if you’re too ill to come down to supper.” 
  “Blow your uncle.” 
  “Look here, Bunter—” 
  “Bless your uncle. Tell him from me to go and mind his own business.” 
  “But, you fat ass, can’t you see that he’s doing it for your own good?” 
  “Tell him to go and eat coke.” 
  “You can tell him that yourself, Bunter. He will telephone for the doctor if you don’t come down to supper. If you’re spoofing, as I suppose you are, the medical johnny will bowl you out. Better chuck it,” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Well, that’s that!” said Harry; and he went to the door. 
  “Ring the bell for me before you go, Wharton! Don’t give me the trouble of getting out of this armchair. Don’t be selfish.” 
  Wharton did not seem to hear. He left the room, and Bunter was given the trouble of rising from the armchair. John came up in answer to the bell, as Wharton went down. The expression on John’s face was distinctly gloomy. Harry Wharton joined his chums in the hall. 
  “How’s the interesting invalid?” asked Frank Nugent. 
  “Still malingering,” said Harry. “Blessed if I know what to do with him. It’s ripping for us for the fat bounder to be tucked out of the way—” 
  “Yes, rather,” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific.” 
  “But it’s too thick.” said harry. “I suppose the doctor will make him chuck it when he comes, though. Bother him.” 
  Bob Cherry’s eyes glimmered. 
  “Bunter ought to see a doctor!” he said. “But it’s a rather a shame to give the Wimlord doctor the trouble of coming out in this weather. I think we might save him that trouble.” 
  “There’s no doctor nearer than Wimford,” said Harry. 
  “Yes, there is, old man—there’s one in the house now, who will be delighted to give Bunter the medical attention he needs.” 
  “Dr. Cherry!” explained Bob. “With a few of the things from your theatrical box—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Five heads were put together in the ruddy glow of the firelight in the hall, and there was a discussion. After which, the chums of the Remove adjourned to Harry Wharton’s den, 

                                       THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                        Bunter’s Medical Man! 
GROAN!
  Billy Bunter emitted that dolorous sound as his door opened, and Harry Wharton 
came in. 
  Bunter, in point of fact, was very comfortable, and had nothing to groan for. But the groan was intended to intimate that he was not well enough to come down to supper. 
  The fat junior rather enjoyed the role of invalid. 
  A bright fire burned in his room, and a shaded electric lamp cast an agreeable light on the pages of the “Holiday Annual,” which was open on Bunter’s fat knees, as he sat in the easiest of easy chairs. 
  Beside him was a little table laden with good things, from which Bunter helped himself from time to time. 
  Wharton’s dressing-gown was a little long for him but quite cosy.  
  The early winter darkness had closed in, and the wintry wind whirled snowflakes against the window. But the windows were thickly curtained, and within, all was cheery, and warm, and bright. 
  Bunter was feeling very comfortable, indeed—and he saw no reason why he should recover for quite a long time. He felt no urge for the outdoor life; frowsting in an armchair before a fire was Bunter’s idea of happiness, so long as there was plenty to eat and servants at his beck and call. 
  So when Wharton came in, Bunter greeted him with a deep groan, to make is quite plain that he was ill. 
  Wharton came over to him. 
  “Feeling better, Bunter?” he asked. 
  “No; worse.” 
  “What’s the trouble now?” 
  “Pain!” said Bunter. “I’m not complaining, mind—I can bear pain! I’m not soft—like some fellows! I can bear it! But it’s like a red-hot dagger.” 
  “Where?” asked Harry. 
  Bunter hesitated a moment. Apparently he had not decided precisely where he felt the red-hot dagger. 
  “In my lungs,” he said, at last. 
  “Both of them?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “That’s rather like pneumonia, isn’t it?” asked Harry gravely. 
  “I think so! The pain is awful! But don’t fancy I’m complaining. I can bear it!” 
  “You don’t want to come down to supper?” 
  “I’d like to, but I can’t!” 
  “You’ll be a bit lonely up here.” suggested the captain of the Remove. 
  “I shall be rather lonely if my friends are selfish enough to desert me while I’m ill.” said Bunter. “My idea is for you fellows to take it in turn to sit with me in case I want to talk or anything.” 
  “If you’re really ill, old fat man, we’ll sit with you.” said Harry. “We’re not the fellows to desert an invalid.” 
  “That’s right,” said Bunter. “I’m really ill, old chap! I think it may last some time —over the beginning of term, in fact. I may not be able to go back to school for the first day unless I get better. I may have to miss the first week or two. That will be all right, if your uncle writes to Dr. Locke and explains how ill I am.” 
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  Bunter had evidently been thinking out all the uses to which an illness could be put. 
  “I’m sorry to be landed on you, like this, old fellow, in this state.” said Bunter. “It’s rather hard on me, too; for, of course, I should have better attention at Bunter Court—plenty of servants to wait on me, and the fat of the land to feed on, and all that. Your servants aren’t quite what I’m used to, you know, and the grub is hardly what should get at home. But what’s a fellow to do? I’m too ill to move.” 
  “The doctor—” 
“I don’t want to see a doctor. All doctors are silly asses! I don’t suppose a doctor would understand that I’m ill at all.” 
  “He’s come—” 
  “He’s ready to see you—” 
  “I won’t see a doctor!” howled Bunter in alarm. “I tell you they’re no good. I’ve never been understood by doctors. As for that old ass, your family doctor, who came to dinner the other day, he’s absolutely useless. A born idiot, and frightfully old.” 
  “It isn’t that doctor who’s come to see you, Bunter—it’s a younger one—” 
  “I prefer an old doctor.” said Bunter. “I utterly refuse to see a young doctor who’s had no experience.” 
  There was a tap at the door. 
  “Here’s Dr. Robert I” said Harry 
  “I tell you—” hooted Bunter. 
  “Hush !”
  “Here’s the doctor, Harry.” said Nugent, at the door. 
  “Come in Dr. Robert, please,” said Wharton. 
  Billy Bunter twisted round in the armchair and looked at the medical man through his big spectacles. 
  The gentleman who entered was dressed in a black frock-coat, with a black tie, and a pair of horn-rimmed spectacles. He had bushy grey eyebrows, and a bushy grey beard. If he was a “young” doctor, he did not look it; he looked fifty at least. 
  He came across the room with a jerky step, as if he were troubled with corns. 
  “This is Bunter, doctor.” said Harry. “Bunter, this is Dr. Robert, who has kindly called to see you—” 
  “So this is the invalid?” said Dr. Robert, in a husky, wheezy voice. “Dear me! Dear me! Fat! Very fat ! Too fat! Much too fat!” 
  “Look here—” said Bunter indignantly. 
  “The fatfulness is terrific, honoured medical sahib.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who had followed the doctor in, with Nugent and Johnny Bull. “But the esteemed Bunter has always been preposterously fat and flabby.” 
  “Oh, really, Inky—” 
  “May we remain, sir?” asked Wharton. “We’re rather anxious about Bunter.” 
  “Certainly, certainly!”  said the medical man, in the same husky voice, setting down a little black bag on the rug. “If there is any hope, I shall be glad to relieve your fears at once.” 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Wha-a-at did you say?” he ejaculated. 
  “A serious case—a serious case!” said the medical man, shaking his head. “The most serious case of over-feeding that I have had to attend this Christmas. But while there is life there is hope.” 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter. 
  Bunter had been afraid that the doctor would discover that he was not ill. It had not occurred to him that the medical gentleman might discover that he was ill. 
  “Let me feel your pulse.” said Dr. Robert. 
  “Ow! Don’t pinch my arm like that!” howled Bunter. 
  “My esteemed Bunter, you must give the medicinal gentleman his esteemed head.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Two hundred and forty,” said Dr. Robert “This will never do! Now, tell me exactly how you feel, my poor, unfortunate boy!” 
  “Look here—” 
  “I must know the symptoms. my poor, poor, poor suffering lad.” said Dr. Robert. “If human skill can save you I will save you! Tell me exactly what you feel like.” 
  “I—I’ve got a—a—a pain-——” 
  “Like a red-hot dagger?” asked Dr. Robert. 
  “Ye-e-es.” 
  “ Double — probably triple— pneumonia.” said the medical man. “Indeed, it may turn out to be a quadruple, or even a quintuple!” 
  “Ow!” gasped Bunter. “But—but I—I say, now I come to think of it, it— it ain’t like a red-hot dagger. In—tn fact, it’s quite different.” 
  “Is that where you feel it?” asked the medical man, giving Bunter a thump on the chest. 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  “Is that where you feel the pain?” 
  “Ow ! Of course I do, now you’ve punched me there !” roared Bunter. “There wasn’t any pain till you punched me.” 
  “Perhaps it is there!” suggested the doctor, jamming his knuckles on Bunter’s fat ribs. 
  “Whoooop!” 
  “Is that the spot?” 
  “Ow! Stop hitting me, you beast!” gasped Bunter “I haven’t got any pain. I never had ! I was only pulling Wharton’s leg Ow !“ 
  “Then what is the matter with you?” inquired Dr. Robert. 
  “I’m ill!” growled Bunter. “Just ill! It isn’t exactly a pain——just illness —sort of ill all over” 
  “A very peculiar case.” said the doctor, shaking his head. “Now, tell me exactly how you feel. Do you feel a pain if I thump you on the chest— like that ?” 
  “Yarooop!” 
  Apparently Bunter did! 
  “Bless my soul This is nore serious than I thought! It is, however, largely a question of diet.” said the doctor, blinking round at the grave faces of Bunter’s anxious friends. “We must go into that. Now, my poor boy, do you feel as if you could eat a good supper if it were brought up to your room?” 
  “Yes, rather!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Could you eat turkey?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “And Christmas pudding?” 
  “What-ho!” 
  “You feel as if you could manage a few mince pies?” 
  “Certainly!” 
  "And a quantity of sweetmeats?”
  “Yes: a large quantity,” 
 . “I thought so.” said the doctor, shaking his head sorrowfully. “Just the symptoms I expected. Now, you must not touch a single one of the things I have enumerated!”
  “I see that you have cake, and oranges, and nuts, and mince pies here.” said the doctor, glancing at Bunter’s table. “All these must be taken away.” 
  “Look here—” 
  “I will draw up a diet sheet for you.” said the doctor. “For supper to-night one small slice of brown bread, preferably stale—” 
  “Eh?” 
  “With a glass of cold water—” 
  “Oh!”
  “For breakfast, the same——” 
  “Wow!” 
  “Lunch to-morrow, the same—” 
  “Look here——” 
  “No meats, no game, no fruits or puddings or sweetmeats of any sort.” said the medical man. “For three days this diet I have specified. After the third day there may be a small addition—say, half an egg at lunch—” 
 “Oh dear!”
  “But I shall see you again before then. We must be very careful how we increase the diet—very careful indeed. I can trust your friends to see that you keep strictly to this diet?” 
  “Certainly.” said Harry Wharton. 
  “Yes, rather, sir!” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific !” 
  Dr. Robert rose from hs chair. 
  “I rely upon you for that!” he said. “Remember. a small slice of brown bread and a glass of cold water. Nothing else. If anything more is taken. I decline to answer for the consequences. Nothing else for three days.” 
  “We shall see to it, sir.” said Harry. 
  “Will you?” hissed Bunter. 
  The look that William George Bunter gave his medical attendant was quite homicidal. 
  “I will send some medicine.” went on Dr. Robert. “You must not mind its nasty taste—” 
  “I jolly well—” 
  “You will take a wineglassful every half hour----”
  “Look here—” 
  “That is all.” said Dr. Robert. “See that my instructions are carried out. Good-bye. I will call again to-morrow at the same hour. See that all this food is taken away. The effect of it on the patient would be deplorable.  The diet must be strictly adhered to.” 
  “Look here!” howled Bunter. “I’m not going to stand it-see? I ain’t ill ! I’m not going to be starved. Bread and water! Groogh! I tell you I ain’t ill! I haven’t got any pains! It was only a joke ! Just pulling these fellows’ legs—see? I ain’t ill!” 
  “Feverish,” said Dr. Robert; “the poor boy is wandering a little. He must not be left alone. The intellect is affected.” 
  “Poor old Bunter!” said Nugent sadly 
  “I ain’t ill!” yelled Bunter. “I keep on telling you it was only a joke; I ain’t ill at all ! I won’t be starved!” 
  “Hush !” said Wharton. 
  “You beast, you know I ain’t ill !” wailed Bunter. “You jolly well knew all the time that I wasn’t ill!” 
  “This excitement,” said the medical man, “is a very bad symptom. If he should become violent he may be placed horizontally on the floor, and sat upon till quiet.” 
  “Very good, sir I” 
  “The same treatment as to be followed should he make any attempt to get at food beyond the specified diet. I think that is all” 
  Wharton opened the door for the nuedical gentleman, and Dr. Robert passed out of the room. 
  The captain of the Remove closed the door after him, and the four juniors gathered round Bunter. Their faces were grave and sad, Bunter’s was red with rage. 
  “I say you fellows—” 
  “Be calm, old chap.” urged Wharton. 
  “If you think you’re going to starve me—” 
  “The diet must be adhered to.” said Johnny Bull solemnly. “We’re responsible for your health, Bunter—perhaps for your life,” 
  “I ain’t ill!” yelled Bunter. 
  “My dear chap, when a doctor says you’re ill, you’re ill, whether you’re ill or not.” said Nugent. 
  “You silly ass! I keep on telling you I ain’t ill.” wailed Bunter.  “I never felt better in my life. I’m only hungry,” 
  “I’ll get you a slice of stale brown bread—” said Wharton, 
  “Beast!” 
  “And a glass of cold water.” 
  “Rotter!” 
  “Lucky the doctor came.” remarked Johsnny Bull. “Just in time to stop Bunter from having any supper. We’ll see that none is sent up, and as he’s too ill to come down—” 
  “I’m not too ill to come down!” shrieked Bunter. “I’m jolly well coming down to supper—see !”
  “Impossible!” said Wharton. 
  “Beast! I’m going down!” 
  Bunter made a rush for the door. 
  “Collar him!”
  “Yow-ow-ow!”
  Bunter was promptly collared. He struggled wildly, and was immediately placed in a horizontal position on the floor, as the medical man had instructed, and sat upon. Four juniors sat upon him, and the wild yells that emanated from Bunter showed that his lungs, at least, were not affected. 
  “Ow! Beasts! Gerroff! Yaroorup! Help! You’re squashing me! Ow! Wow!”
  “You know what the doctor said—” 
  “Ow!  Gerroff my neck! Gerroff my waistcoat! Ow!”
  “We’re bound to carry out doctor’s instructions—” 
  “Beast! He’s a silly idiot! I ain’t ill. I tell you I ain’t ill and never was ill. I never felt better. I’m going down to supper. Ow !” 
  The door opened, and Dr. Robert blinked in through his horn rimmed spectacles. 
  “I heard the poor boy’s cries.” he explained. “It is fortunate—most fortunate—that I was not out of hearing. Keep him secure. It will be necessary to operate—” 
  “Yaroooogh!” 
  “Fortunately, I brought my instruments—” 
  “Help!” 
  “This operation will he painful, but not necessarily fatal—” 
  “Keep him off!” shrieked Bunter. 
  “I answer for nothing, but there is a distinct chance that the patient may survive—” 
  “Help! Murder! Fire! 
  “But his friends end relatives had better be communicated with, in case of the worst—” 
  “Beast! Go away! Beast! I ain’t ill at all.” 
  “Hold him securely, please, while I make a deep incision—” 
  “Keep off!” 
  “In his neck—” 
  “Help!” 
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  The door opened again, and Colonel Wharton stepped in, with a puzzled frown on his brow. 
  “My dear boys, what is the matter? You can be heard all over the house. What—what— Who is this? What— what—” 
  Four juniors, who were sitting on Bunter, jumped sip as suddenly as if the Owl of the Remove had become red hot. 
  Bunter sat up and roared. 
  “Ow! Help! Keep him off! I won’t be operated on! I ain’t ill. I’m quite well. Help! Keep that villain off! I won’t be operated on! Ow !” 
  “Good gad!” ejaculated the colonel. “What does this mean?” he stared at Dr. Robert. “Harry, who is this man? What is he doing here?” 
  “It’s all right, uncle!” gasped Wharton. “Bunter being ill, we called in a doctor, and he’s well again now.” 
  “A doctor!” exclaimed Colonel Wharton. 
  “Dr. Robert.” explained Wharton. “He’s cured Bunter. His full name is Robert Cherry.” 
  Billy Bunter jumped. 
  “What?” he howled. 
  “Robert Cherry?” repeated the colonel blankly, stare in at the medical gentleman. “I—I don t understand.” 
  “Bunter’s cured now, sir.” said the medical man. ‘So I may as well take off the fixings.” 
  Dr. Robert proceeded to remove the horn rimmed spectacles, the beard, and the bushy eyebrows. Quite a youthful countenance was revealed when those adornments were taken away, recognisable as that of Bob Cherry. 
  “Good gad!” ejaculated the colonel. “This—this is a sort of practical joke, I presume!” 
  “Sort of, sir,” agreed Bob cheerily. ‘‘ Being anxious about Bunter’s illness we thought he ought to have medical attention.” 
  “Beast!” roared Bunter. 
  The colonel burst into a laugh. 
  “Well, Bunter seems to be cured, at all events.” he taid: and he walked away, and his chuckle could be heard as he descended the stairs. 
  “You—you— you beasts!” gasped Bunter. “Spoofing a fellow who’s seriously ill.’ 
  “What ! Still ill?” demanded Wharton. 
  “Yes!” hooted Bunter. “Frightfully ill!  Awfully ill! Just like you rotters to be larking with a chap practically lying at death’s door.” 
  “Lying, at any rate.” remarked Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast! I knew it was Cherry all the time, of course. You can’t take me in. 
And I’m ill. I’ve got a pain----”
  “You mean, you’re going to have one.” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Eh?  ”
  “Bump him!” 
  “Yarooh! Stoppit!” roared Bunter, as the chums of the Remove collared him, and he sat hard on the floor. “Ow! I’m well! I was only j-j-joking. I’m quite well. Wow-ow! Leggo!” 
  “Sure you’re quite well?” said Bob. We’re going on a bumping you till you are completely recovered. Say when!”
  “Ow! Yes. Quite. Leggo!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  The Famous Five left Bunter sitting on the floor, gasping. He sat and glared after them with a glare that almost cracked his spectacles. 
  Bunter came down to supper. He had decided not to be ill any more.  Illness meant medical attention, and Bunter had had enough medical attention. 

                                      THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Left in the Lurch! 

“LIKE the jolly old Arabs!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “What?  ” 
  “The Arabs fold their tents and steal silently away.” Explained Bob. 
  There was a chuckle. 
  It was some days later, and the time had come forth the Famous Five to get a move on. Bob Cherry was going home, and his comrades were going with him. The Christmas party at Wharton Lodge was coming to an end, but the chums of the Remove were going together.  Five fellows were to go, and they felt very strongly indeed that the number should be five, not six.
  The fascinating society of William George Bunter had palled. 
  But it was useless to tell Bunter so. 
  Any statement of that sort would only have been taken as a jest by Billy Bunter, and nothing less hefty than a boot would have separated him from his old pals, if he could have helped it. 
  Booting Bunter was a last resource. All the juniors agreed that some less drastic method was desirable, if practicable. 
  “We needn’t mention it to Bunter.” went on Bob. “We catch an early train to-morrow—well, Bunter never gets up early. He won’t even know we’re gone till he comes down hours later.” 
  “Bet you he’ll get up early, if he smells a rat.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The earlyfulness, in that case, would be terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Not a word to him—not a whisper. ” said Bob. “ We fold our tent and steal silently away, like the jolly old Arabs, Bunter can go one to Bunter Court, or go to Jericho, or any old thing he likes. As your uncle and aunt are going to Bournemouth tomorrow, Harry, Bunter won’t be able to get out of them where we’re going, and you can give them the tip to keep it dark.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Good egg!” he said. 
  “The goodfulness of the egg is preposterous.” agreed Hurree Jamset ram Singh. “the esteemed and stickful Bunter will be left lurchfully, and he can depart to Bunter Lodge and enjoy the honorific company of the nobility and princes of whom he has told us.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  And so it was settled. 
  “Shush!” murmured Bob, as the Owl of the Remove rolled up, a suspicious gleam inhis little round eyes behind his big spectacles. 
  “I say, you fellows—
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
  “About tomorrow—”  said Bunter. 
  “Oh!  What—” 
  “I understand that Colonel Wharton and Miss Wharton are going off to Bournemouth early in the morning.” said Bunter. “Well, a fellow wants to be civil, of course.  But I don’t see turning out of bed early to say goodbye. You fellows turning out?” 
  “We shall be up pretty early.” said Harry. 
  “Well, I shan’t be,” said Bunter. “I can say good-bye to them overnight. See? That will be all right.” 
  “Right as rain!” agreed Wharton, 
  “Still it would be better form to turn out early for once, Bunter” said Bob Cherry, gravely. “We shall all be up.’ 
  “I decline to do anything of the kind, Cherry.” —
  “But just think—” 
  “You needn’t jaw, Cherry. I’m not turning out tomorrow till ten, at the earliest. That’s settled!” said Bunter, “But look here, Wharton, are you carrying on here after your uncle and aunt are gone, or what?” Bunter blinked at the captain of the Greyfriars Remove. “I’ve no objection, of course. I should like it better without the old fossils, in fact.” 
  “The what?” 
  “Old fossils. But if you follows are thinking of moving on somewhere else, I’ll come.” 
  “Will you, really?” gasped Wharton. 
  “Yes, old chap. Rely on me. I’ve had a very pressing letter from Lord Mauleverer, to join him at the Towers. But I’m heaving Mauly alone this vac. I’ll see what I can do for him in the Easter hols. I’m sticking to you this vacation, old fellow.” 
  “Why not give Mauly a turn?” asked Bob. “It’s rather a shame to disappoint old Mauly, especially us he’s written. He never takes the trouble to write to any other fellow.” 
  “He’s written several times,” said Bunter calmly, “but I’m turning him down. Smithy’s written, too; he wants me to join him in a run abroad. But I can’t stand that pal of his—Redwing. A fellow has to draw the line somewhere. On the whole, I’ve decided to stick to you, Wharton. If you move on I’ll move on. But mind, none of your early trains, or anything of that sort. I travel in the afternoon, if I travel at all.” 
  “I’ll remember that.” said Wharton meekly. 
  “Do!” said Bunter. “You may as well bear in mind, too, that I prefer to travel by car. I’m used to it, you see,” 
  “I’ll bear it in mind.” 
  After supper that evening Billy Bunter said his good-byes to Colonel Wharton and Miss Wharton, explaining that he might not be up in the morning before they left. 
  Bunter rolled cheerily off to bed. 
  “Is Bunter going on with you to Major Cherry’s place, Harry?” the colonel asked, when lhe said good-night to his nephew. 
  “N-no. I think he’s going home.” answered Harry. 
  “But as you are leaving before I do—” 
  “That’s all right. Bunter doesn’t like travelling in the morning.  Wells will see that he gets off all right.” 
  “Oh, quite so!” assented the colonel. 
  Bright and early in the morning Harry Wharton & Co. were up and busy. Bags were packcd and carried down. The juniors tiptoed when they passed Bunter’s door. But caution was hot really needed. The deep snore that echoed from that room showed that William George Bunter was still safe iii the embrace of Morphous. 
  Bunter snored on contentedly, while the colonel drove the Famous Five to Wimford Station in his car and saw them into their train. 
  He was still snoring when Colonel Wharton drove back to the Lodge.  He snored on cheerily while the old military gentleman and his sister departed in the car for Bournemouth. 
  The juniors’ train and the colonel’s car were both far on their way when Bunter’s snore ceased and he sat up in bed and rang. 
  He blinked at John, who came in answer to the bell. 
  “Breakfast!”  said Bunter. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Is the old josser gone?” askcd Bunter. 
  “Eh!”
  “Deaf?” snapped Bunter. “Is Colonel Wharton gone?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Good!” said Bunter. “What’s the time?” 
  “Eleven o’clock. sir.” 
  “My friends gone out?” asked Bunter. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Well, I shan’t be down much before lunch. I suppose they’ll be back to lunch?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Beasts! Making a day of it without saying a word to a fellow.” said Bunter, with a sniff. “Where are they gone?” 
  “Master Harry did not tell me, sir.” 
  “Rotten bad form, leaving a guest on his own for the day.” sneered Bunter, “Just what a chap might have expected of them, though. Aren’t they coming in till evening? ” 
  “I don’t think they’re coming in at all, sir.” 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “What?’ 
  “I think they’re gone for good, sir.” 
  “Gone?” yelled Bunter. 
  “I think so, sir.” 
  “They—they’re not coming back to the Lodge at all?” howled Bunter. 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Where are they gone ?“ 
  “Master Harry did not tell me, sir.” 
  “Leaving a follow in the lurch!” gasped Bunter. “The cheek of it! I suppose they’ve left a message with Wells. Just like them not to, though! What arrangements have they made for me?” 
  “Mr. Wells told me to tell you, sir, that he is ready to take you to the station, sir, when you desire to go home, sir.” 
  “Home?” repeated Bunter. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Did those beasts tell Wells I was going home?’ 
  “I think Master Harry told Mr. Wells so, sir.” 
  “Beast !” 
  Bunter did not breakfast in bed that morning. He was too anxious for that. He bounded out of bed. It did not take him long to dress; and washing never occupied much of Bunter’s time. He was down a few minutes after John. 
  When he rolled down the stairs Wells and John were in the hall. John was grinning, and there was a sedate smile on Wells’ face. 
  “Wells!” hooted Bunter. 
  “Sir!” said the butler pace. 
  “See that my breakfast is served quickly. I’ve got to get after my friends. I’m catching a later train. You know where they’ve gone, of course?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Well, where?” asked Bunter. 
  “Master Harry did not instruct me to mention his destination, sir.” 
  “I’m instructing you !“ hooted Bunter. “I don’t want any cheek froui you, now your master’s sway. Where are they gone?” 
  “But Master Harry said—” 
  “I can’t help what Wharton said, he’s a beast!” 
  “I have no instruction, to mention where—” 
  “Ain’t my instruction, good enough for you?” booted Hunter. 
  “No. sir.” 
  “ Wha-a-t?” 
  “Not at all, sir,” said Wells urbanely, and he departed from the hall, leaving Bunter blinking. 
  “Well, my hat!” said Bunter. “Cheek 
  William George Bunter found comfort in a substantial breakfast. It was alt the comfort that was left him. 

                                          THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                                 The Only Way! 

“OH crikey !” said Bunter. 
  Really, it was quite unpleasant. 
  Bunter felt better, fortified by a substantial breakfast. But he was at a loss. He was very much at a loss. 
  Colonel Wharton and Miss Amy Wharton were gone, and Bunter did not even know their address at Bournemouth. It was impossible to telephone and ask where the beasts had gone. 
Wells knew, but seemed indisposed to tell Bunter. He had said that he had no instructions to mention Master Harry’s destination. Bunter was able to guess that he had instructions not to mention it. 
  If the other servants knew, they took their cue from Wells. Bunter asked questions right and left, but received no satisfactory answers. 
  Where had the beasts gone’ 
  The secret had been well kept; and they might have gone almost anywhere. It really looked as if Bunter would have to go home. 
  Bunter was not an observant fellow; but he was able to detect a certain derisive amusement in the looks of the household staff at Wharton Lodge. 
  He really could not stay on at the Lodge all by himself. Indeed, Wells was growing rather pressing on the subject of Bunter’s train. 
  He had inquired several times whether he should ring a taxi to take Bunter to the station. Bunter stood by the fire in the hall, thinking it out. Wells was in charge of the house now, and Bunter could not help feeling that if he stayed on all by himself, the servants would nake themselves obnoxious. Indeed, he had discovered that his room was already being turned out; Wells taking it for granted that he would not spend another night at the Lodge. 
  The butler came up as Bunter was ruminating.  His face was grave and impassive as usual, but there was a twinkle in his eyes that Bunter did not like. 
  “Will you be staying to lunch, sir?’ asked Wells. 
  “Yes!” snapped Bunter. 
  “Very good, sir! Shall I order your taxi after lunch!” 
  Bunter breathed hard. 
  “The fact is, Wells, that I’ve spent all my money treating my friends generously during the holidays. I haven’t my fare home.” 
  “That need not trouble you, sir. Master Harry has instructed me to take your ticket for you, if you desire it.” 
  “You needn’t trouble about taking the ticket.” said Bunter. “Give me the money, Wells.” 
  Wells shook his head. 
  “I have no instruction, to hand you the money, sir, only to take your ticket home if you desire it.” 
  “That’s cheek, Wells!”
  “Indeed, sir?” said Wells. 
  Bunter lunched at Wharton Lodge.  It was a cold lunch, and John, who waited on him, was careless. Having served Bunter, he left him to his own devices, and Bunter rang for him in vain. Then he rang for Wells, and again in vain. The household staff of Wharton Lodge seemed afflicted by deafness. 
  Bunter, perhaps, had not made himself popular below stairs. This was a bit of what he might expect, if he remained at the Lodge on his own. 
  But Bunter was not thinking of remaining. He was thinking of getting after the Famous Five, and rejoining his old pals. It was that, or Bunter Court; and Bunter Court still failed to attract William George Bunter. 
  Shortly after lunch, Wells appeared without being rung for. 
  “Your taxi, sir!” he said. 
  “My—my taxi?” breathed Bunter.
  “Yes, sir! It is waiting at the door.”
   Bunter gave him a devastating blink through his big spectacles. But Wells bore it impassively. 
  “If you desire me to come with you and take your tcket, sir—” suggested Wells. 
  “I’m quite able to take my own ticket.” said Bunter. 
  “My instructions, sir—” 
  “Oh, go and eat coke!” !” snapped Bunter. 
  He rolled out to the taxi 
  Bunter did not want a ticket home; and as that was the only sort of ticket he would have obtained from Wells, he did not want Wells. 
  He rolled into the taxi and drove away for the station. Wells watched him depart with a smile.  Never had the butler of Wharton Lodge been so glad to speed the parting guest 
  The taxi covered the distance swiftly to Wimford Station. Bunter dismissed it there, Wells having paid the taximan. 
  He rolled into the station. 
  At the booking-office he proceeded to make inquiries. 
  Five friends of his, he explained, one of them a nigger, had left by train that morning; did the booking clerk remember them? The booking-clerk, who knew Harry Wharton well by sight, 
naturally remenbered. The young gentlemen had taken tickets for Dorchester. 
  Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his spectacles. 
  If the beasts had taken tickets for Dorchester, it was ten to one that they had gone to Major Cherry’s place, which was in Dorsetshire. 
  Bunter’s next proceeding would have been to ask for a ticket to the same place; but there was, so to speak, a lion in the path. The railway company did not give tickets away gratis. 
  It was useless for Bunter to inquire the amount of the fare. His financial resources were limited to a French penny; and the cheapest railway fare was not so cheap as that. 
  He rolled away ruminating. Outside the station he spotted the taximan who had driven him from Wharton Lodge to Wimford. 
  Bunter rolled up to him, 
  “I’ve lost my train.” he said. “I’m thinking of taking a taxi instead of waiting for the next. Yours a good car?” 
  “The best on the stand, sir.” said the chauffeur. “Take you anywhere you like.” 
  “Good for a hundred miles?” asked Bunter. 
  “Five hundred if you like, sir.” said the taximan cheerfully. “Jest let me fill up with juice, and I’ll take you anywhere.” 
  “Well, I want to get to Dorchester as soon as possible,” said Bunter thoughtfully. “What about the fare!” 
  That was a deeply astute question. 
  As Bunter had the neither the intention nor the means of paying the fare, he could have afforded to be careless about it. But carelessness might have made the taximan suspicious. It was necessary that the taxi man should not be suspicious—very necessary. 
“What about a tenner, sir?” asked the man. 
Bnntr shook his bead. 
  “You can do it for less than that,” he argued. “I’m not throwing money away. What’s the lowest?” 
  The taximan reflected.  Business was not brisk at Wimford at that time of the year; and a good order like this was not to be lost.  Had Bunter left it at a tenner, unquestioningly, the taximan might have wondered whether he could afford a tenner, and might have wanted something down. But the fat junior’s astuteness had its reward. 
  “Well, say seven-ten, sir,” said the taximan, “that’s cutting it fine, sir.” 
  Bunter assumed a thoughtful expression. It would not do to seem keen on closing with theeoffer. 
  Of course, Bunter did not intend the taximan to remain unpaid. He was no bilk! Somebody at Major Cherry’s house could pay him when Bunter arrived there. If somebody didn’t, doubtless the taximan would lose his money, and in that case, he had Bunter’s sympathy. 
  But explaining all this to the taximan would hardly have done, so Bunter ruminated over the man’s offer. 
  “Is there a garage in this town!” he asked. 
  “You won’t get a car cheaper at the garage, sir.” said the taximan. “You can take that from me 
“Well, make it seven-ten.” said Bunter at last. “I can go to that.” 
  “Right, sir!” said the taximan cheerfully. 
  And after a little necessary delay to fill up with “juice.” the taxi whizzed out of Wimford with Billy Bunter inside. 
  It was quite a good car, and Bunter settled down to enjoy the drive. For some time he watched the wintry landscape flitting past him, then he curled up and went to sleep. As mile on nile fled under the wheels Bunter’s snore accompanied the buzz of the engine and the whir of the wheels. 
  When he woke up, the winter dusk was settling thick, and the lights were on, gleaming through the gloom as the taxi sped onwards. 
  Bunter was rather cold and getting hungry. 
  But he was drawing swiftly nearer and nearer to his destination—to the dear old pals who had so unfortunately left him behind. 
  He was not, perhaps, wholly easy in his mind. 
  Seven pounds ton shillings was a large sum to pay, even for the delights of Bunter’s company. And if the man was not paid, there would be a sordid argument about money—perhaps something more unpleasant than even a sordid argument. 
  Still, that could not be helped. 
  Bunter had to get to Cherry Place, and it was useless to meet troubles halfway. 
The taxi whizzed on through the wintry gloom, and Bunter’s thoughts concentrated on supper. 

                                            THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                                     The Alarm! 

“REMINDS me,” said Johnny Bull thoughtfully, “of the Legend of Hamilton Tighe.” 
  “Who the dickens was Hamilton Tighe?” asked Frank Nugent.
  “Chap in the Ingoldsby Legends. 
  “What about him?” 
  Four members of the Famous Five re garded Johnny Bull inquiringly. 
  The chums of the Remove were at Cherry Place, in Dorset, going in after a ramble in “Thomas Hardy” country in the falling dusk. 
  Bob Cherry had just mentioned that there was to be a distinguished guest to dinner that night. No less a person than Dr. Locke, the head of Greyfriars School.  The Head was coming a great distance in his car to dine with Major and Mrs. Cherry, and the major had remarked that the Remove fellows would he pleased to see him, in speaking of the matter to his son. Bob had doubted whether their pleasure would be irrepressible. 
  Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had already seen the Head during the holidays, as he had visited Wharton Lodge for a few days before Christmas. The other fellows had missed him there, and had not mourned over the loss. 
  Much as they respected their headmaster, the juniors were undoubtedly of opinion that a little of him went a long way. 
  “After all, it’s only one evening.” said Bob. “You had the dear old beak for three or four days at your uncle’s show, Harry.” 
  “And it wasn’t really bad.” said Harry. 
  “The badfulness was not terrific.” agreed Hurree Singh. “Besidefully, what cannot be cured by a stitch in time must go longest to the well, as the English proverb declares.” 
  It was then that Johnny Built remarked that it reminded him of the Legend of Hamilton Tighe in “Ingoldsby.” 
  “There was a chap in that poem,” explained Johnny Bull, “who was haunted by a Head.” 
  The juniors chuckled. 
“It was a jolly old sea captain, who had young Tighe’s head shot off, and was haunted by the bead for the rest of his days,” said Johnny. We’re rather in the same fix. Haunted by a Head.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“We shall havo to sit up and be good.” said Frank Nugent. “Still, that won’t be much trouble for nice fellows like us.” 
  “We can take our choice about having supper on our own or dining with the Head.” said Bob. “The pater thinks ít will be rather a treat for us to dine with the jolly old Beak.” 
  “It’s a long time since your paler was a schoolboy, Bob.” remarked Johnny Bull. “Still, let’s play up. After al we’re clear of Bunter.” 
  “That’s a consolation for all things.” remarked Harry Wharton. “I’d rather have the Head, and Quelchy thrown in.” 
  “Yes, rather!”
  When the juniors came up to the house a car was driving round to the garage. They recognised Dr. Locke’s car, and Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur. 
  Barnes saluted the juniors in his quiet, civil way. 
  “The Head’s here, Barnes?” called out Bob. 
  “Yes, sir.” answered Barnes. “Dr. Locke and Mrs. Locke, sir.” 
  “Best bibs and tuckers and best manners this evening.” murmured Bob, as they went on to the house. “Never mind, what’s the odds so long as you’re ‘appy ?” 
  The juniors went to pay their respects to their headmaster. They found him in the library. 
Dr. Locke greeted them very affably, and Mrs. Locke gave them a gracious smile. 
  “I am very glad to see you, Wharton,” added the head. “There is a matter on which I hope you may be able to give me news.” 
  “Indeed, sir!” said Harry, wondering what that matter was. 
  “I was very shocked and pained.” went on the Head, “when I heard that a burglary had taken place on the last night of my stay at your uncle’s house, Wharton. I did not hear of it till after 
I had left, of course.” 
  “A burglary!” exclaimed Major Cherry. “Not at Jim Wharton’s house?” 
  “No, at Sankey Hall, near Wharton Lodge.” said the Head. “While I was Colonel Wharton’s guest at the Lodge I visited Sankey Hall, and saw a wonderful collection of Indian jewels, which General Sarikoy had brought home with him from the East. The whole collection, as I heard, was rifled on the last night of my stay at Wharton Lodge. I left the next day in ignorance of what had happened.” He turned to Wharton again. ‘Has any discovery been made, my boy?” 
  “None that I have heard of, sir.” answered Harry. 
  “The jewels have not been recovered, then?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Or the thieves arrested?” 
  “No, sir. ‘Ihe police do not seem to have been able to do anything.” said Harry. “Nothing has come out so far.” 
  “Well, we must hope for the best.” said the head.  He turned to Major Cherry again. “These daring burglaries seem to be on the increase. During the last month before Christmas there were quite a number in the neighbourhood of Greyfriars School. Six or seven at least.  Indeed, an attempt was made on the school itself, which was fortunately defeated by the alarm being given by a boy who happened to go down from his dormitory. I have had the school valuables placed in the bank at Courtfield as a precaution. Really, it seems scarcely safe to keep valuables in one’s own house.” 
  Major Cherry smiled. 
“I don’t think a cracksman would find his task easy in this house.” he remarked. “My safe is in this room. I would defy anyone to find it without a difficult search.” 
  “In this room?” repeated the head. 
  He glanced round at the book lined walls. 
 Major Cherry rose and crossed to a bookcase and touched a concealed spring. 
  A section of the bookcase moved from the wall on well-oiled hinges, disclosing an iron door set in the wall. 
  At the same moment an electric bell rang loudly in the hall. 
  Buzzzzzzzz ! 
  The library door opened, and a startled face looked in. 
  “It is all right, Jarvis,” said the major, with a smile. “I am showing Dr. Locke the burglar alarm.” 
  The door closed again. The loud, raucous buzzing in the hall continued, filling the house with discordant sound. 
  “That goes on so long bookcase is out of place.” said the major. “The connection is carefully concealed, and I would defy any cracksman to discover it, and cut it off without a long search.” 
  He closed the bookcase again to the wall, and the buzzing in the hall ceased. 
  “Very good,.” said the head. “Certainly I fail to see how even the Courtfield cracksman could rifle your safe without giving the alarm to the whole household.” 
  “In which case I should drop in on him with my old Army revolver,” said  the major. “I fancy he would be sorry he had called.” 
  “No doubt.” said the Head, smiling. 
  “But—” said Mrs. Locke. 
  The major glanced at her. 
  “Do you think I am leaving an enterprising burglar any chance at my bonds?” he asked. 
“Of course, the Courtfield crackswan is not likely to visit Dorsetshire, I suppose?” said Mrs. Locke, with a smile. “But he is said to have obtained very accurate information as to the places he has robbed in the vicinity of Greyfriars —apparently from servants. Such a man might learn from your household that your safe is hidden behind a bookcase.” 
  “Possibly.” assented the najor. “But I would defy him to shut off the burglar alarm. And once the alarm is sounding, what chance would he have of getting away with his plunder? None, I think.” 
  “Very little, I suppose,” agreed Mrs. Locke. 
  He is welcome to any chance he may have.” said the major, laughing. “It is a far cry from Kent to Dorsetshire, but the Courtfield cracksman is welcome to try his luck in this direction if he likes.” 
  And the conversation turned to other matters, though it was destined to be recalled to the minds of all present before long. 
  Harry Wharton & Co., in their beat bibs and tuckers, as Bob expressed it, dined with the distinguished guests. 
  They were, of course, on their very best behaviour; and had Henry Samuel Quelch, the master of the Remove, been present, he would hardly have recognised the five most unruly young rascals in his Form. 
  During dinner, in fact, the Famous Five looked as if butter would not have melted in their mouths. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked that it was preposterously honorific to dine with the esteemed and ridiculous headmaster, and the juniors agreed that at was; but at the same time, they rather looked forward to the end of the function. Such distinguished company was a trifle oppressive, 
  But that dinner was destined to be interrupted. 
  Suddenly, breaking in upon the hum of conversation in the dining-room, came a loud and raucous buzzing from the hall. 
  Major Cherry started. 
  “The burglar alarm!” he ejaculated. 
  “My hat!” murmured Bob. “There can’t be a jolly old burglar in the library at eight o’clock in the evening !”
  The major rose quickly. 
  “You will excuse me!” he exclaimed. 
  “I will come with you.” said the head. 
  “No, no! Pray remain with the ladies. It cannot be anything. It is really impossible—but I had better see—” 
  The major hurried from this room. 
  “Jarvis—” 
  Jarvis was already at the door of the library, which opened from the hall. He was wrenching at the door-handle. 
  “The door is locked, sir.” 
  “Locked! On the inside! Then someone—” 
  There was a sound of a movement within the locked room. All the time the burglar-alarm was buzzing raucously, 
  Buzzzzzzz ! 
 “There is someone in the room, sir!” gasped Jervis. 
  “Follow me.” 
  Major Cherry caught up a golf-club from the hall and rushed out of the door, to dash round to the french windows of the library. After him ran Jarvis, and after Jarvis rushed the Famous Five of Greyfriars, in an excited crowd. Behind them the electric bell went on buzzing. 

                                               THE TENTH CHAPTER. 


                                                            Strategy! 

BILLY BUNTER was feeling is worried. 
  As a matter of fact, he had cause for worry. 
  It was not like Bunter to consider consequences when he decided on a course of action.     
  Having decided what was best in the interests of that important personage, William George Bunter, it was the fat Owl’s way to go ahead, regardless of consequences. 
  But the trouble about consequences was that they were there, and had to be faced some time. 
As the taxi ran on the last lap of its journey, even Billy Bunter had to give a little thought to what was coning. 
  He was tired, cold, and hungry.  These were serious things. More serious still, was the fare he had run up on the taxi. 
  There had been no other way of getting to Cherry Place; and when there was no other way, what was a fellow to do? In his cheery, happy-go-lucky way, Bunter had decided that sonebody at Cherry Place would pay the taximan on his arrival. 
  But the nearer he drew to his destination the more he was worried by doubts. 
  That Bob Cherry would be pleased to see him arrive was by no means certain —even to Bunter. Bunter might regard his being left in the lurch as a “lark “; but—there was a “but.” He had landed himself at Wharton Lodge for the holidays by sheer “neck.” But Bob was quite liable to be more rough-and-ready in his reception of the uninvited guest than Harry Wharton had been. And his father, the major, was a tough old stick. Bunter had been at Cherry Place before, more than once, and he remembered a way the major had had of glaring at him. 
  And even Bunter realised that it was awkward to have to announce, in the very moment of his arrival, that somebody was expected to pay a taximan the considerable sum of seven pounds ten shillings. Had it been seven-and-six, it would have been a different matter. But seven pounds ten shillings was really a lot of money. 
  Suppose—Buntcr did not like supposing it, but as he drew nearer and nearer to Cherry Place he could not help the supposition coming into his fat mind—suppose the beasts wouldn’t pay the taximan? 
  They were capable of it!” 
  From long experience at Greyfriars, Bunter knew how selfish they were. They might!
  The taximan was certain to cut up rusty. Bunter’s peculiar manners and customs had given him some insight into the ways of taxi-drivers. He had always found them extremely disagreeable when they were not paid, 
  It was sordid. Bunter had a mind above these miserable considerations of honey. But taximen hadn’t.  He knew that. 
  Trouble — serious trouble — would accrue if nobody paid the taximan. The juniors ought not even be able to meet such a bill, if they wantled to. Major Cherry might—probably would— refuse, as likely as not in a very gruff and unpleasant way. 
  Visions of a policeman floated before Bunter’s worried mind. He did not know whether he could be ‘run in’  for bilking a taximan. But it was an awful possibility. Suppose the beast drove him straight to the nearest police station to settle the matter? 
  Bunter shuddered. 
  The case required strategy. The man should be paid—in the long run. It must be said for Bunter that he was by no means dishonest. Gladly he would have paid the taximan out of his own resources, had a French penny been sufficient to satisfy the man. 
  Obviously, it wasn’t. The bill had to stand over until Bunter had realised the amount as a loan front his dear old pals, or alternatively, as the lawyers say, until he received some of the postal- orders he had long been expecting. 
eeThe man’s money would be quite safe. But it would be difficult to convince him that it was safe if Bunter explained the matter to him. He decided not to explain. Least said, soonest mended. 
  So, as thus taxi ate up this last miles of the long journey, the Owl of the Remove ceased to think even of supper —much as he needed his supper—and devoted his fat thoughts to considerations of strategy. 
  Now that the journey was over, or nearly over, Bunter really had no use for the taximan from Surrey. He was superfluous—in fact, a nuisance. The sooner he drove his cab back to Surrey the better Bunter would like it. 
  While the Fat Owl, realising that he had landed himself in a position of unusual difficulty was pondering over it, the taximan loaned round, opened the door a few inches, and spoke. 
  “We’re close on ten miles out of Dorchester, sir. What’s the address?” 
  Bunter started, and blinked from the frosty window. If they were ten mites out of Dorcheater, they could not be far from Cherry Place, which lay close by the main road. 
  It was timø for Bunter’s strategy to come into play. 
  “The—the address?” he stammered. 
  “Yes sir. We must be getting close there it it’s ten miles out of Dorchester, as you said.” 
  Bunter breathed hard. 
“Mauleverer Towers,” he said, giving the first address that came into his mind. That was the address of Lord Mauleverer’s dwelling in Hampshire, and the taximan was certainly not likely to find it anywhere in Dorset. 
  “Well, I’m a stranger in these parts, sir.” said the taximan, “Ain’t been so fur afield before. I’ll ‘ave to inquire.” 
  “Anybody will toll you,” said Buntor cheerily. 
  The driver closed the door again and drove on. The road was very dark; the winter evening had set in blankly. The lights of other cars flashed by continually on the road. The taxi was passing Cherry Place. 
  Bunter’s fat heart beat a hittlo faster. 
  It was all right about the taximan’s money—quite all right! Yet Bunter had a guilty feeling—just the feeling a bilk ought have had. It was absurd, of course. but there it was! 
  The fact was that that taximan certainly would have thought Bunter a bilk had he known of his intentions. Appearances, at least, would have been against Bunter.  He could not help 
realising that. 
  A quarter of a mile on the taxi was passing a row of cottages. Bunter tapped on the window, and the taximan leaned round and opened the door again. 
  “We’re quite close now.” said Bunter. “Better ask at one of those cottages. Be as quick as you can. I’m getting jolly cold!” 
  “Right, sir!” 
  The taximan halted the car, and dismounted.  Leaving the engine running he crossed over to the cottages, to knock at a door and make his inquiry. 
  Bunter cautiously stepped out on the other side of the taxi. 
  The vehicle was between him and the unsuspecting driver, and the noise of the engine drowned any noise Bunter made. 
  Bunter was not accustomed to moving quickly. But he moved across the wide road to the opposite side at a remarkable speed. 
  Haste was essential. 
  On the farther side of the road the winter blackness wrapped Bunter like a garment. 
  He started back towards Cherry Place as fast as his fat little legs would carry him, 
  He vanished into the night. 
  What the taximan said when he came back from his futile inquiry and found the cab empty, Bunter never knew. it svas probably something very emphatic. 
                                                THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 


                                                     Bunter and the Burglar ! 

BILLY BUNTER opened the wide wooden gate over which the lamp burned, and let it close behind him. 
  He had dodged the taximan; that worry was off his mind, for the present at least.  Lighted windows were before him, the windows of Cherry Place, where Harry Wharton & Co. were in happy unconsciousness of Bunter’s proximity. 
  The fat junior paused at a window that gave him a view of a long, lighted room; and blinked in through his big spectacles. 
  The beasts were at dinner; it was the dining room he was blinking into; and, to his surprise, he recognised the head of Greyfriars and his wife among the guests at the festive board. 
  Bunter gave a sniff. He had had enough of the head at Wharton Lodge, and it was really sickening to find that he was a guest of Cherry Place. Still, it was a relief to see the Famous Five there, beasts as they were. He had been right in his conclusion that the chums of the Remove had headed for Bob Cherry’s home when they left Wharton Lodge. 
  There they were, looking sedate and demure in the presence of their headmaster, and evidently not thinking of Bunter—still less imagining that the Owl of the Remove was blinking in at the window at them. 
  Bunter moved round towards the door. 
  Then he paused. 
  Bunter had plenty at cheek.  It was his chief asset. But Major Cherry did not like him—he remembered clearly that Major Cherry had never liked him. Why, he did not know. There were quite a lot of people who did not like Bunter; but Bunter never knew why they didn’t. 
  Strategy was still required. He did not want to face the major first of all. Bob’s good nature might stand the strain—the major’s mightn’t. 
  Instead of going up to the door therefore, Bunter turned back, and went along towards the library. 
  The library, he remembered, had French windows. A fellow could get in that way. 
  Once in the house, he knew his way about. 
  While the dinner was going on the servants would be busy. It would be easy for Bunter to nip in to Bob’s room. 
  There he could wait till Bob came up. 
  Bob, though a beast like all the Co., was a good natured beast.  Finding Bunter in the house late at night he could hardly turn him out.  He would have to put it to his fathr, and make it all right for Bunter to stay the night at least. 
  After that, Bunter’s wonderful staking powers would do the rest.  At least, Bunter hoped they would.  
  The library was dark. 
  Bunter tiptoed to the french window. If it was fastened he had to find some other entrance. 
  To his relief, he found one of the glass doors ajar. 
  Quietly he pulled it open. 
  Within, as without, the darkness was deep.  Bunter blinked into the deep gloom, and, to his surprise, caught a spot of light in the darkness across the spacious room. 
  He blinked at it in amazement. 
  Someone was in the large, unlighted room, with a tiny electric torch in his hand — someone quite invisible to Bunter. 
  It really was surprising. 
  There was a faint sound in the gloomy room; and it was followed by the sudden raucous buzzing of an electric bell in the hall beyond. 
  That sudden sound, in the silence, made Bunter jump. 
  Buzzzzzzzzzz !
  The spot of light by the library wall moved a little.  Bunter heard a click, as if a lock had opened. 
  There was a sound of rummaging. 
  Crash! 
  The crash was caused by Bunter, as, groping in the gloom, he butted into a little table, on which a reading-lamp stood. 
  The table rocked, and the lamp went to the floor with a crash; and the crash was followed by a startled exclamation. 
  The light flashed round from the wall at Bunter. 
  For an instant, as it whirled round, Bunter had a view of a section of a bookcase stand  ing open, of an iron door in the wall that stood open also, and of shelves on which were stacked bundles of papers and other articles. 
  It was an instant’s glimpse, blotted out by darkness the next moment, as the flash of the electric torch blazed fairly into Bunter’s face, blinding him with its glare 
  Bzzzzzzz! 
  The electric bell was still buzzing steadily in the hall.  From the same direction came the sound of voices and footsteps. 
  Bunter heard a voice: 
  “You!” 
  It seemed as if the unseen man who held the electric torch had recognized him. The voice was a low hiss, full of fury. 
  “I—I say—” gasped Bunter. 
  What was happening he did not know. Bunter’s brain did not work quickly. He was surprised, startled, bewildered; but it did not dawn on his fat brain that he had butted in on a cracksman who was at work in the library while the family were at dinner. 
  “I—I say— Yaroooogh!” gasped Bunter. “Ow! Oh! Help!” 
  The light was shut off. 
  An unseen figure brushed past Bunter in the darkness, and struck him in passing. 
  The fat junior went with a crash to the floor. 
  Half stunned by the blow, Bunter lay gasping on the floor, not even conscious that the man who had struck him down was springing in hot haste out of the open french window into the darkness of the night. 
  “Ow! Wow!” gasped Bunter. 
  He sat up dizzily. 
  There was a sound of wrenching at the library door. Somebody was trying to open it from the side of the hall. 
  Bunter put his hand to his head. There was a big bruise there, where the heavy blow had fallen. His fat senses were swimming. He tried to get on his feet, rolled over again, and sank into unconsciousness. 

                                               THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                           Only Bunter! 

MAJOR CHERRY came with a rush up to the french window, the golf club gripped in his hand. A dark figure flitted away in the darkness, vanishing among dim shrubberies before the major reached the spot. 
  The buzzing of the alarm bell showed that the bookcase section was still open; and there was a sound in the library as the major reached the open french windows, showing that someone was there. 
  “We’ve got him!” panted the major.
   He blocked the open portion of the French window with his rather portly person. 
  If the cracksman had been still within his escape would have been cut off; there was no other way out, save by the door on the hall, where several startled servants had gathered. 
  And the major, who had heard a sound in the library as he arrived, did not doubt that the thief was still there. 
  “He’s there, sir?” panted Jarvis. 
  “Someone is there. Get a light, Jarvis, while I guard the doorway.” 
  The major stepped within, peering about him in the gloom, the golf club lifted, ready for a blow if a rush came. 
  Jarvis pressed in behind him, felt for the electric switch near the window, and flashed on the lights. 
  The library ivas flooded with sudden illumination. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. arrived at the same moment, and crowded in at the french window. 
  There were plenty on the spot now to deal with the cracksman, if he was still there. But no cracksman was to be seen in the glare of the electric light. 
  The major strode across the room towards the safe. 
  The bookcase section stood back from the wall, the electric alarm still buzzing continuously in the hall. The iron door in the wall stood open, revealing the interior of the safe. 
  On the floor lay several bundles of papers, and littered here and, there were scattered documents, evidently dropped by the cracksman in his haste. 
  “He is gone!” said Major Cherry. The alarm must have scared him off. But—” 
  He stared round him, puzzled. 
  The attempt on the safe had been a daring one, almost a desperate one, yet from its very daring, had been likely to succeed. 
  With the family at dinner, the servants occupied elsewhere, the library in darkness, the unknown rogue had had a chance of making a swift and sudden coup. 
  The french windows had been locked at dark, but evidently the man had forced au opening there—not a difficult task for a cracksman. Somehow—by some cunning spying—the man knew where the safe was located, and probably knew of the electric alarm, but he had counted, after locking the library door, on a couple of minutes at least— and a couple of minutes should have been enough for a swift robbery and a swift flight. 
  He had had two or three minutes since the alarm had started to buzz, before the major had got round to the library window. He had made his escape— but obviously the intended robbery had not been carried out. The thief had fled, leaving his plunder, or most of it, still in the safe, or scattered on the floor. It looked as if be had been suddenly scared into flight with his work undone. 
  The major remembered the sound he had heard within as he reached the open french window. Someone had been within. 
  “Guard the door, Jarvis! He may not be gone!” rapped out the major. ‘Watch the door while I search the room.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” shouted Bob. 
  “ What?” 
  “ Look—”
  “Great pip!” 
  Close by a big armchair, which partly hid it, a figure lay on the floor—motionless. 
  The major came swiftly across the room, the golf club in his hand, a grim look on his face. 
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  “Hold on !“ gasped Bob. “That isn’t a cracksman—.” 
  “My only hat!” 
  “Bunter!”
  “Billy Bunter!” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Bob Cherry dropped beside the the form, and raised the head and shoulders from the floor. 
A fat face was revealed in the glare of the light. 
  The eyes opened. 
  Billy Bunter blinked round him. 
  “Ow! Groooghh! Beast! Ow!” he gasped. 
  “Bunter!” said Major Cherry dazedly. “A Greyfriars boy! How did this boy get here?” 
  “Ow! I say, you fellows, keep him off!” 
  “This—this boy cannot have opened the safe!” stuttered the major. “What does this mean?” 
  “It’s Bunter—” 
  “Did you know Bunter was in the house, Bob?” 
  “No; we left him in Surrey this morning!” gasped Bob. “I—I—suppose he came after us—” 
  “But how—why—” 
  “He’s had a knock.” said Bob. “There’s a bump on his head. He must have found the library open and come in that way instead of going to the front door, goodness knows why.” 
  Then the major understood. 
  “And the cracksman was here—Bunter’s coming in interrupted him—that must be the explanation.  The boy’s actions seem to have been very extraordinary but the result is very fortunate. Little, if anything has been taken” 
  “Ow! I say, you fellows—ow! My head aches! Keep that beast off! I say, I’ve been knocked over.” 
  “Did you see anyone here, Bunter?” asked the major. 
  “Ow! No! Some beast jumped at me in the dark and hit me! I’ve got a pain in my napper!  Where’s my specs? I’ve dropped my specs. Mind you don’t tread on my specs, you fellows! If you break them, you’ll have to pay for them! Ow !” 
  “Here’s your specs, old fat man,’ said Harry Wharton. 
  Bunter grabbed the spectacles from the captain of the Remove, and jammed them on his nose. 
He blinked round him dimly. 
  “I say, you fellows, who was it hit me? If it was one of you fellows larking, I don’t call it a lark.” 
  “It was a burglar,” said Bob. You must have butted in just when he got the safe open, and startled him.” 
  “Oh crumbs! Keep him off !” yelled Bunter. 
  “He’s gone!” said Bob soothingly. 
  “Oh! All right! I’m not afraid of a burglar, of course. You know how I handled that burglar at Greyfriars—” 
  “Fathead !” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton! The—the fact is, I knew there was a burglar here, and —and came in to stop him—” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “I say, you fellows, I’ve got a frightful pain in my head! And—and I’m hungry!”
  Billy Bunter was on his feet now. He leaned heavily on Bob Cherry, and Johnny Bull lent Bob his aid in supporting the weight of the fat junior. Bunter blinked from face to face. 
  “How did you get here, Bunter?” demanded the major. 
  “I—I came in, you know—” 
  “Why did you enter the house in this surreptitious way, instead of knocking at the door?” 
  “I—I—I—I was going to give Bob a pleasant surprise !” gasped Bunter. Knowing how glad he would be to see me, after leaving me behind by accident, I—I meant to go to his room, and 
—and give him a joyful surprise when he came up—” 
  “You young donkey.” 
  “Oh. really, sir—” 
  “Whatever Bunter’s reasons may have been, his entrance at that particular moment seems to have been very fortunate.” said Major Cherry. “Take him to your room, Bob, while I get the police here.” 
  “Come on, fatty.” 
  The library door was unlocked now, and Bob led the Owl of the Remove out into the hall. There the head of Greyfriars was waiting, in alarm and anxiety. He stared at Bunter. 
  “What has happened—what———” he ejaculated. 
  “It was a burglar, sir,” aid Bob. “and Bunter seems to have butted in and interrupted him.” 
  “Bless my soul !“ 
  “Come on, Bunter.” 
  Bunter was taken tip to Bob’s room. He collapsed on Bob’s bed and groaned. For once, Billy Bunter was not wholly malingering; he really had a bump on his head, and a pain. It was like Bunter to make the most of it.  His deep groan would have done credit to an Indian’s victim at the stake. 
  “D-d-don’t leave me, old chap!” gasped Bunter, as Bob Cherry went to the door. 
  “I’m going to help look for the giddy burglar, old fat bean—” 
  “I’m hungry !” 
  The door closed, 
  “Beast I” 
  Bunter was left alone. He sat up on the bed, rubbed his head, and groaned again. Then, realising that groaning was superfluous, now that he was alone, he ceased that sound of anguish. And he grinned. 
  He grinned  expansively. 
  Luck had befriended Billy Bunter once more. He had planned to instal himself within Cherry Place and trust to his fat wits not to be kicked out. But the outcome had been doubtful. Now it was all right! Apparently he had interrupted, and perhaps prevented, a burglary. He had been knocked down by the burglar he had interrupted. After that, they could scarcely do less than make him a welcome guest. There was such a thing as gratitude, Bunter reflected. Such a thing as acknowledging a great service rendered by a fellow at the risk of his life! Billy Bunter felt that he was safely landed now for the rest of the vacation. And he grinned. 

                                       THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 


                                           Bunter Sticks to Ills Old Pals! 

“BARNES! Seen anybody?” 
  “No, sir,” said Barnes. “Has something happened at the house?” 
  “Yes, rather—a burglary—” 
  Barnes stared. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were joining in the search of the grounds, with Major Cherry and several of the servants. The Head’s chauffeur, coming from the direction of the garage, met them. 
  “A burglary, sir?” repeated Barnes blankly. “At this early hour—” 
  “The rotter got into the library while we were at dinner.” said Bob. “By sheer luck Bunter butted in unexpectedly and interrupted him, or he might have got away with a bagful of plunder.” 
  “Indeed, sir! I did not know that Master Bunter was here.” 
  “Neither did we,” chuckled Bob. “He turned up, like a bad penny! But it was lucky he did, as it happens.” 
  “The man was seen, then?  ” asked Barnes. 
  “No; he knocked Bunter over in the dark, and bolted. Of course, he’s got away before this, but we’re looking round.” 
  “I will help you, sir, with your permission.” 
  “Yes, rather! Join up, Barnes!” 
  Barnes took an industrious part in the search of the grounds, but nothing was discovered. 
  The cracksman had had ample time to get clear, and it was evident that he had got clear. The search, however, went on till a police inspector arrived from Dorchester in response to the major’s prompt telephone call. 
  The official gentleman examined the safe in the library. Owing to the interruption, nothing was missing. But the major had had a narrow escape of a heavy loss. Among the documents were  bearer bonds; and these were the documents that were found scattered on the floor. Obviously, the cracksman had had the bonds in his hand when Bunter’s sudden and unexpected entrance in the dark library interrupted and seared him. Six bonds, each of the value of two hundred pounds, had been dropped and scattered. 
  Bunter’s unexpected arrival had certainly turned out fortunate for Major Cherry. Probably for the first time in his fat career, Bunter’s arrival gave satisfaction. 
  Billy Bunter was questioned by the inspector from Dorchester. As the only person who had come into actual contact with the cracksman, Bunter had jumped into sudden—though temporary —importance, 
  Bunter had been provided with supper. He was doing justice—full justice—to a well-laden tray of comestibles, in Bob’s room, in an armchair, before a blazing fire, when the inspector was brought in by Major Cherry. 
  Bunter did not mind answering questions—in fact, he liked the importance he had suddenly achieved—but he did not suspend his gastronomic operations. He answered with his mouth full, with frequent pauses for a bite. 
  The keen-eyed official gentleman eyed him, and did not seem particularly impressed by Bunter. Fortunately, under the cold, keen eyes of the police. inspector, he did not venture to depart from the truth. 
  The inspector drew from him how he had entered the library in the dark, blundered into a table and knocked over a lamp, and startled the cracksman, whose thievish hands were in the safe. The Owl of the Remove refrained from drawing the long bow, so long as the inspector was present. 
  By way of compensation, he drew it to an inordinate length when the official gentleman was gone and the Famous Five remained with him. 
  “I say, you fellows! Pass the salt, will you? I say, jolly lucky I came along, wasn’t it? You fellows make out that I was in a funk that time 1 got hold of a burglar at Greyfriars. What do you think now?” 
  “Just the same.” said Harry Wharton. 
  “The samefulness is terrific.” 
  “Oh, really, you fellows! Which of you would have butted into a room in the dark, I’d like to know, to baffle a desperate burglar—.—” 
  “You fat villain! You didn’t know he was there.” 
  “I expect you fellows to belittle a chap!” said Bunter bitterly. “I say, this is a good chicken! Not like what I get at Bunter Court, but quite good! I say, you oughtn’t to run a fellow down when he’s risked his life to baffle a burglar. The fact is—’’ 
  “Gammon !” 
  “The fact is, finding that desperate villain in the library, I rushed on him.” said Bunter. “Seizing him by the throat, I bore him—” 
  You weren’t with him long enough to bore him ” said Bob. “You bore everybody else. But—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “I bore him to the earth !“ roared Bunter. “1 mean, to the floor! But for his revolver I should have had him——” 
  “Did you tell the bobby about his revolver?”
  Press “I--I forgot. Clubbing his revolver, he dealt mc a sickening thud on the head. Might have knocked my brains out—” 
  “If any!” said Nugent. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  
  “Lucky there weren’t any to knock out,” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Beast ! I fell senseless to the floor and—” 
  “Right!” agreed Johnny Bull. “That’s the frozen truth! And you’re still senseless.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !“ 
  “Beasts!” roared Bunter. 
  “Now you’ve done telling crammers,” said Bob, “tell us how you got here. Who let out where we had gone?” 
  “1 say, this pudding is all right! Lucky you had some Christmas pudding left!  I’ve always liked Christmas pudding. Of course, I knew you Fellows had only left me behind for a lark—” 
  “The larkfulness was not terrific, my dear Bunter.” 
  “I knew you wanted me to follow on.” said Bunter. “I may have been a bit annoyed at first. But I forgave you, and came.” 
  “The trouble with Bunter is that he’s too forgiving.” remarked Nugent. 
  “Jolly to see me here, old chaps, isn’t it?” said Bunter. 
  “Oh, fearfully!” said Bob, 
  “But how the thump—” asked Nugent. 
  “You see, I found out at the railway station that you’d taken tickets for Dorchester.” explained Bunter. “That’s how I knew.” 
  “And how did you get here?” demanded Wharton. “They didn’t give you a ticket from Surrey to Dorset for a French penny, I suppose?” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Did you bilk the railway?” asked Nugent. 
  “I hired a car.” said Bunter, with dignity. 
  “You hired a car for a hundred mile run?” exclaimed Bob. 
  “I’m accustomed to travelling in cars, old chap. I prefer them to the railway.” said Bunter. “Money’s nothing to me, as you know. Why shouldn’t a wealthy fellow spend his money on comforts?” 
  The Famous Five stared at Bunter. 
  “You see, I didn’t care to wait for the next train.” said Bunter. “Shove those mince-pies this way! So I took a taxi.” 
  “And how did you bilk the taxi man?” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Did you give him your French penny?” 
  “Beast ! I say, I’d like some more mince-pies!” said Bunter. “I hope the grub’s going to be good here, Cherry. I can rough it—you know I roughed it all right at Wharton’s place—but a chap expects enough to eat. If you want me to stay with you—” 
  “I don’t.” said Bob. 
  “He, he, he! You must have your little joke, old chap.” said Bunter cheerfully. “I know you don’t mean it, old boy.” 
  “You know more than I do, then.” 
  “Of course, if I’m not welcome here I shall take the train to Bunter Court as soon as—” 
  “Good !”
  “As soon as I’ve recovered from the terrible injuries I’ve received in protecting your father’s property from burglars—” 
‘‘Oh, my hat!” 
  Let’s go down,” said Harry “The Beak will be going soon. You coming down, to see the Beak off, Bunter?” 
  “No jolly fear!” 
  Billy Bunter continued his supper, while the Fanous Five went down to see Dr. Locke off. 
  The attempted burglary, and excitement and disturbance that followed it, had spoiled Dr. Locke’s visit to Cherry Place, and he left rather earlier than he had intended. 
  Barnes drove the car away, with the Head and Mrs. Locke.  Harry Wharton watched it disappeared into the winter’s night, with a thoughtful expression on his face.
  “Johnny was saying that we’re haunted these hols by the Head.” he remarked, “But the jolly old Head seems to be haunted by giddy burglars, doesn’t he?  There were half a dozen burglaries round about Greyfriars in the last half of the term; then one at Sankey Hall, while the Beak was at my uncle’s house; and now another here, when the Head comes to dine. Queer, isn’t it?” 
  “The queerfulness is terrific.” 
  When the juniors went up to their rooms they were greeted by the sound of the deep and resonant snore that was so familiar in the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars. 
  Bunter had turned into Bob Cherry’s bed, after supper, and was sleeping the sleep of the just. 
  Bob looked in on him, and grinned ruefully. 
  “Bunter seems to have come to stay!” he remarked. 
  There was no doubt on that point. 
  Bunter had come, and he had come to stay. 

                                       THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                         Bilk ! 

“I SAY, you fellows, it’s windy!” 
  “The windyfulness the is terrific.” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, muffing up his coat-collar 
round his dusky neck. 
  “Too jolly windy and cold for a motor-bus!” said Bunter. 
  “Stand us a tax.!” suggested Johnny Bull, with withering sarcasm. 
  It was windy, and it was cold, and the group of schoolboys standing outside the gate of Cherry Place got the full benefit of the wind. 
  Still, as it couldn’t be helped, there was no disposition to grouse, except on the part of Billy Bunter. Grousing was Bunter’s special privilege. 
  It was the day following Bunter’s arrival, and the juniors were going to Dorchester, and waiting for the motor-bus that passed Cherry Place to pick them up. Bunter had elected to go with them.  He did not want to stay in on his own, and he had some shopping to do. How he was going to do his shopping with a French penny he did not explain, but perhaps he expected to raise a loan among his pals. 
  “A taxi!” repeated Bunter. “Jolly good idea, old bean. I’ll stand you fellows a taxi with pleasure. Cut in and phone for one, Bob.” 
  “I don’t think!” said Bob. 
  “I’m expecting a postal-order to come on that I missed by leaving Wharton Lodge so suddenly—” 
  “We’ll take the taxi when the postal order comes.” remarked Bob Cherry. “To-day we’ll take the bus.” 
  “Well, it’s jolly cold and windy.” growled Bunter. “Cut in and get ma a muffler. Bob.” 
  “Bow-wow!” 
  “Look here, I’m not going to perish with cold on the beastly bus to please you!” hooted Bunter. “If you’re too selfish to fetch me a muffler, I’ll fetch it myself. Wait for me.” 
  “We shall miss the bus, fathead!”  
  “Blow the bus!” 
  Bunter rolled away to the house. In the distance, the motor-bus was already in sight. 
  “It’s coming, Bunterl” shouted Bob. 
  Bunter did not heed.  He vanished into the house, and the juniors at the gate looked at one another expressively. 
  “Take the bus, and leave him to stew in his own juice.’’ grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Well—” murmured Bob, hesitating. 
  “We don’t want to wait for the next.” 
  “I know. But—” 
  “Oh, wait if you like.” said Johnny resignedly.
  The motor bus rolled by and disappeared in the distance in the direction of Dorchester, 
  After it, an empty taxi appeared on the road, moving along at a crawling pace. 
  The driver was looking about him incessantly, as he drove slowly along, as if he was interested in the scenery, or in hope of seeing someone he desired to meet.
  He glanced at the group of schoolboys outside the gate, his glance running over them quickly and searchingly. But evidently he did not see among them the person he sought. 
  Harry Wharton’s glance fell on him rather curiously. 
  “I’ve seen that chap before.” He remarked, “He drives a taxi at Wimford; he’s driven me more than once. He’s a long way from home.” 
  The taxi man’s glance lingered on Wharton as he slowly passed. He drew the car suddenly to a halt, and jumped down, touching his hat to the Greyfriars fellows.
  “Ain’t that Master Wharton?” he asked. 
  “Right!” said Harry. 
  “I shouldn’t wonder if you could ‘elp me put my finger on the bloke I’m looking for, sir.” said the driver. 
  “Looking for somebody here?” asked Wharton, puzzled. 
  “Yes—a fat party in specs.” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Wharton. 
  The juniors exchanged quick glances.  They were acquainted with a fellow to whom that description would have applied. 
  “I’ve been done, sir—done something cruel,” said the driver; “and, seeing as the bloke come from your house, sir, back in Surrey, I dessay you know something about him. You see, sir, I was rung up to take him to the station at Winiford yesterday, and he lost his train—or so he let on—and hired my taxi to bring him on to these parts.” 
  “Oh !” repeated Wharton, 
  “Seven pound ten was the figure, sir, and you’ll admit it was reasonable for this distance.” 
  “Quite,” said ITarry. 
  “Ten miles out of Dorchester he told me,” said the driver, “and ‘ere we come!  Then he gives me the address, tells me to inquire at a cottage, and while I’m doing it he nips out of the taxi on the other side and mizzles. A reg’lar bilk !” 
  “Oh!”
  “I’ve been hanging bout the road all this morning, looking for him.” said the driver, “I can’t get to hear of the place he mentioned— false address I fancy it was.Nobody’s heard of it in these parts, anyhow. Fair diddled me, sir—a reg’lar bilk! If I get a sight of him—” 
  The juniors were silent, 
  They knew now how Bunter had performed the journey from Surrey to Dorsetshire. 
  “I was going to inquire at your house about the bloke when I got back to Surrey, sir.” said the driver. “But I’d rather see him personal. I got something to say to the fat bloke when I see him----” 
  “I say, you fellows!” 
  A fat figure rolled out at the gate. 
  The Wimford taximan gave an almost convulsive start. 
  His eyes fairly goggled in his head as he stared at the fat and fatuous face of the Owl of Greyfriars. 
  Bunter did not observe him closely for the moment. All he noticed was that a taxi and a taxi man stood there, 
  “Lost the bus?” he asked. 
  “Yes, ass !”
  “Well, if you’ve picked up a taxi, all the better,” said Bunter. “I prefer a taxi. i’ll stand the fare, if that’s what you’re afraid of. Let’s get in; it’s jolly windy here. Why, what—who——” 
  “Bilk!” hissed the taxi man. 
  “Eh !” 
  “Bilk I” roared the taximan. 
  “Oh, really, you know—” 
  “Lemne get at him!” 
  Bunter gave the taximan from Surrey a horrified blink. He recogniscd him now. 
  “I—I say, you fellows—” gasped Bunter.  He dodged hastily behind Harry Wharton. “Keep him off! I’ve never seen him before.” 
  “Hold on!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, interposing, as the taximan, with an expression on his face that was absolutely ferocious, started for Bunter. 
  “Hold on! Is this the fellow you drove yesterday?” 
  “That’s him! That’s the fat party! That’s the blinking bilk!”
  “You fat villain, Bunter—” 
  “Keep him off!” roared Bunter. “I don’t know him! I’ve never seen him before! He’s drunk! Or mad! Keep him off! Besides, I was going to pay him. I suppose you fellows don’t think I would swindle a cabman! I was going to send him the money out of my next remittance—” 
  “Lemme gerrat him!” roared the driver. 
  “Yaroogh! Keep him off! I say, you fellows— Yarooogh! Help!”
  The driver shoved Bob Cherry one way and Wharton another, and his grasp fell on William George Bunter. 
  Bunter roared with apprehension. 
  His apprehensions were well founded. 
  The taximan from Wimford wanted his fare; but he seemed to want vengeance even 
more. 
Thump !  Thump!Thump! 
  “Whooop! Help! It wasn’t me!” yelled Bunter. “Yaroogh! You’re making a silly mistake! It was another chap—not like me at all! Yaroogh! I was going to send you the money, too—just going to post it !” 
  Thump! Thump! Thump! 
  Yow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  Billy Bunter rolled over in a heap of snow that was banked up by the gate way. The enraged taximan rolled him in the snow, bumped him in it, and then, extending the fat junior face downward across a sinewy knee, smacked. 
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  Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! The smack rang like pistol-shots.
  “Yarooogh! Help!” roared Bunter. 
  “I say, you fellows, help! Draggimoff! Ow! Help! Murder!” Fire! Whooop !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Beasts! Help! Rescue !”
  Smack! Smack! Smack! 
  The juniors rushed to Bunter’s aid at last. There was no doubt that he deserved a thrashing, but he looked like getting even more than he deserved at the hands of the enraged taximan. 
  “Hold on!” gasped Bob Cherry, graspirg the man by the shoulders and dragging him off.   
  “That will do—” 
  “That’s enough!”gasped Wharton. 
  “Taint!” roared the taximan — ‘Taint! Not half !” 
  “Yarooogh! Help! Gerrimoff! Ow!” 
  The taximan was dragged off. Bunter sat in the snow and roared. But the taximan, unconvinced that Bunter had had enough, was anxious to get at him again, and the fat junior scrambled up, dodged in at the gates, and ran for the house. 
  “Bilk!” The taximan was held back by main force from pursuit, but his voice followed Bunter. “Blooming bilk I’ve spotted you! I’m going for a peeler. I’ll have you run in! You ‘ear me! Bilk !” 
  Bunter vanished into the house. There, he scuttled up the stairs, locked himself in his room, and palpitated. 

                                        THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                           Unstuck ! 

TAP! 
  Bunter shivered. 
  He had been in his room an hour, in a state of palpitating funk. 
  The trip to Dorchester that morning was off. Bunter felt safer behind a locked door. Wild horses would not have dragged him out of doors while that taximan from Wimford was in the offing. 
  The tap at his door made him shiver. Visions floated before his fat mind of a policeman. 
  Tap ! 
  “Ow! I—I’m not here!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Let me in, fathead !” 
  It was Bob Cherry’s voice. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Is—is—is he gone?” 
  “He’s gone.” 
  “Oh, dear!”
  Bunter unlocked the door. Bob Cherry came in, followed by his comrades. 
  The Famous Five were looking grave. As a matter of fact, they had reason for gravity. They had paid the Wimford taximan, and the sum of seven pounds ten shillings - so small a matter to Bunter—had cleared the five of them completely out of pocket money. 
  Billy Bunter eyed then uneasily. 
  “He— he’s really gone?” he gasped.
  “He’s gone!” said Harry. 
  “What—what is he going to do?” 
   “How should we know what he’s going to do?” he answered. 
  “Has—has—has he gone for a bobby?” 
  “He said he would.” answered Bob Cherry. “But, of course, he may have changed his mind.” 
  “Oh dear! I—I was going to pay him, of course!” gasped Bunter. “I was going to borrow the money of you fellows, you know.” 
  “Thanks!”
  “The thankfulness is terrific.” 
  “You—you can lend me a small sum like that, you know.” urged Bunter, “Look here, is he coming back?” 
  “Well, what do you expect him to do?” 
  “I—I say, you fellows, lend me seven pounds-ten, and I—l’ll pay him the moment he comes back !“ 
  “I’ve got twopence.” said Bob. “I’ll put that towards it, if you like.” 
  “Oh dear! I say, ask your pater.” 
  “If the pater knew you had bilked a taximan in get here, Bunter, he would go right off at the deep end. Better not tell the pater.” 
  “You can tell him it’s for something else—tell him you want the money to help a poor man who’s starving.” 
  “What?’ 
  “Or—or to give to a hospital—”
  “You fat villain!”
  “Oh, really, Cherry! Tell him—” 
  “Shut up, you fat fraud!”
  “The fact is, you’ve landed yourself now.” said Bob. “I don’t know what the sentence is for bilking a taximian, but you’re too young to go to hard labour—” 
  “Ow!” 
  “Borstal, most likely.” said Frank Nugent. “After all, I’ve heard that juvenile offenders are treated very decently at Borstal.” 
  “Yarooogh !” 
  “Well, Bunter’s not anxious to go back to school nest term.” said Wharton. “ If he’s at Borstal he won’t have to go back to Greyfriars.” 
  “Beast! Lend me seven pounds ten —” 
  “Weve got about three bob left among the lot of us.” said Bob Cherry. 
  “If. you think that will aatisfy the man—” 
  “Oh dear! Wha-a-at’s a fellow to do?” gasped Bunter. “Of course, I was gomg to pay him. I was going to give him a jolly good tip extra. He would only have had to wait till I got some postal-orders I’ve been expecting for some time—” 
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “I—I say, you fellows, if he comes back—oh dear!” gasped Bunter. “If he brings a policeman with him—oh crikey I—I say, lend me my fare home. Don’t tell him where I live!  That’s important! I say, when’s the next train? Oh dear.” 
  “Too late I’m afraid!” said Bob, shaking his head. “Better face it out now—” 
  “Beast! I won’t stay here to be run in!” yelled Bunter. “I’m going to take the next train!  I’m going home! Mind you don’t tell him where I live! Oh dear!”
  The juniors exchanged solemn glances.
 “There may be a chance!” said Bob soberly. “As it happens, the pater’s going into Dorchester in the Ford.  He would give Bunter a lift to the railway station——” 
  “Not if he knew—” said Nugent, shaking his head 
  “You needn’t tell him!” gasped Bunter. ° Don’t tell hin any thing. Just tell him I’ve got to get home quick because— because my father’s dangerously ill, or—or the house is on fire, or 
—or something—” 
  “The pater would take Bunter’s ticket, if I asked him.” said Bob. “But—” 
  “Are we justified in helping Bunter to escape?” asked Harry Wharton, with owl-like gravity. “You see, doesn’t it amount to compounding a felony, or something—” 
  “We can’t risk it!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The esteemed riskfulness would be too terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. “But on the other hand, can we see the worthy and disgusting Bunter marched off like esteemed Eugene Aram, with gyves upon his wrists?” 
  “Yarooogh!” 
  “Let’s risk it.” said Bob. “After all, Bunter’s a Greyfriars nan, though he does the school no credit, we can’t see a Greyfriars man taking up before the magistrates—” 
  “Ow!” 
  “And sentenced—” 
  “Wow!” 
  “After all,  the taxi man may have changed his mind since he told Bunter he would fetch a policeman!” said Wharton. “Let Bunter stay on and chance it—”  
  “Beast! I won’t!” roared Bunter. I’m going home! Min you don’t give the beast my address—” 
  “But—”
  “Beast ! I’m going !” !” 
  “Better—” 
  “I’m going!” yelled Bunter. 
  “Well, if Bunter thinks he’d better go, it’s up to us to help him escape!” said Bob. “There’s no time to lose, though—thie car’s at the door, and the pater will be starting——” 
  “I’m ready!” gasped Bunter. 
  “If you’re sure you’d rather not stay and chance it—” 
  “Beast! I’m going!” 
  Bunter almost flew down the stairs.  The Famous Five exchanged a cheery grin, But their faces were solemn and serious when they followed Bunter down, 
   Bunter fairly bolted into the Ford. Major Cherry, who drove his own car, stared at him.     
  “What—” he began.  
  “Bunter wants to get home, father!” explained Bob. “He’s in a hurry—you wouldn’t  mind giving him a lift to the station—” 
  “Pleased!” said the major. 
  “And—and if you’d take his ticket, dad, and stop it out of my allowance—” 
  “I’ll take his ticket without stopping it out of your allowance, my boy.” said the major, with a smile. 
  Major Cherry drove away. Billy Bunter made himself as small as possible in the car, lest the eyes of a vengeful taximan should spot him on his way to the railway station. The Wimford taximan, certainly, was not likely to spot him, as that gentleman, having been paid him just due, was long ago on his way back to Surrey. Fortunately, Billy Bunter was unaware of that. 
  “He’s gone!” said Johnny Bull, as the Ford disappeared in the distance. 
  “Really gone!” said Frank Nugent. 
  “The gonefulness is terrific!” 
  “It seems too good to be true!” chuckled Wharton. “It was worth the money!”
  “Yes, rather!”
  “I wonder.” said Bob Cherry thoughtfully. “I wonder what that pernicious porpoise would think if he knew we’d paid the taxi man, and that he had cleared off for good an hour ago?” 
  “I wonder!” chuckled Wharton.
  Billy Bunter, sticker as he was, had, at long last, come unstuck. It seemed too good to be true. But for once, good as it was, it was true 
  Harry Wharton & Co. finished the Christmas holidays without the fascinating company of William George Bunter. 
THE END. 

