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                                 THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


                                        GlorIous News! 

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER smiled. 
  He smiled expansively. 
  Anyone who had observed that expansive smile on the fat face of William George Bunter, would have guessed at once that he had received good news—might even have supposed that celebrated postal-order had arrived At Last! 
  Bunter’s certainly was not the only smiling face in the Greyfriars Remove.  The near approach of the Christmas holidays caused many faces to wear extremely cheerful expressions. 
  But the mere approach of the festive season would not have caused Billy Bunter to smile so expansively. 
  In fact, the coming holidays gave Billy Bunter food for thought rather than for satisfaction. For it was not yet settled where Bunter was to pass the Christmas vacation. 
  Bunter Court, with all its glories, did not seem to attract him somehow.  Fellows in the remove, who knew what a fascinating fellow Bunter was ought to have realised that no Christmas party could be really complete without him, still did not seem anxious to take him home with them. In fact, they seemed anxious not to do so. 
  It was not the the approach of Christmas and its a merry making, therefore, that caused the fat face of the Owl of the Remove to expand joyously. Neither was it the arrival of the postal-order which he had been expecting so long and and so hopefully: for there was no enclosure in the letter he had just opened. Evidently it was the letter itself that had caused the irradiation of Bunter’s plump countenance. 
  “Oh, good!” ejaculated Bunter. 
  He blinked at his letter again through his big spectacles, and smiled still more radiantly. 
  “I say, you fellows, this is all right !” he said. 
  Bunter was not the fellow to keep good news to himself-—or anything else that was not of an edible nature.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Something good, fatty?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Yes, rather.” answered Bunter complacently. 
  “Not your postal-order at last?” asked Bob. “If it’s that, break it gently, old bean. Don’t give us too much of a shock all at once.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “The shockfulness would be preposterously terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Tell us the good news, old fat bean.” said Harry Wharton, laughing. Bunter was evidently bursting with it, and the captain of the Remove was good naturedly prepared to listen. 
  “ It’s ripping.” said Bunter. 
  “Good !” 
  “This letter is from my uncle.” went on Bunter. 
  “Your uncle? ” asked Skinner. “is the ticket up at Christmas?”  
  “Eh?” 
  “You’ve been raising three and six on your thirty guineas delete delete a gold watch? ” asked Skinner. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Beast !” This letter is from my Uncle George.” snorted Bunter. “ I was named after him, and he’s awfully fond of me.” 
  “Must be a queer old codger,” remarked Skinner. “Still, there’s no accounting for tastes.” 
  “Shut up, Skinner.” said Johnny Bull. “Go ahead, Bunter! Has Uncle George come down handsome for Christmas?  ”
  “Yes, rather.” 
  “Congratters. old scout.” 
  “My uncle’s awfully rich, you know.” explained Bunter. “Rolling in it, in fact. More money than he knows what to do with.” 
  “You should write and tell him what to do with it.” suggested Skinner. “Tell him to send you some. Then you could settle up the fourpence you owe me before we break up for Christmas.” 
  “Oh, cheese it, Skinner.” said Bob Cherry, laughing. 
  “Oh, let him run on.” said Bunter disdainfully. “Fellows who have rich relations have to get used to this sort of jealousy. My Uncle George is the uncle who sends me lots of postal-orders, you fellows.” 
  “Oh !” said. 
  “Must be a very careless old gent.” said Skinner, shaking his head. 
  “Eh ! Why ?“ 
  “Well, he must address the letters awfully carelessly. Otherwise, some of them would get as far as Greyfriars.” 
  “Beast !” 
  “Skinner, old man, keep your little jokes for Christmas.” said Frank Nugent. “Tell us the glad news, Bunter.” 
  “I’ll read out the letter if you like.” said Bunter, with a disdainful glare at Harold Skinner. 
  “Oh, do!”
  “The hearfulness will be an esteemed pleasure.” 
  Bunter gave it fat little cough, and started. 
  The Remove fellows gave him their best attention. 
  They were not particularly interested, as a matter of fact, in William George Bunter’s letter from his Uncle George. Still, the matter had a certain amount of interest. 
  Bunter’s rich relations had been heard much of in the Remove. Uncles and aunts in the Buntter clan rolled in lucre, according to William George. But for some reason they rolled in it only in their own, palatial residences, and never sent any of it along to Greyfriars for their beloved nephew to roll in. If one of Bunter’s wealthy relations had, at long last, made an exception to this invariable rule, the Removites were quite willing to hear all about it. 
  “’Dear William,’ ” began the Owl of the Remove. “ It is a considerable time since I have written, and you may have supposed that I had forgotten you. But this is not the case. ” 
  “Hear, hear !” said Skinner. “He’s only forgotten to send those postal-orders.” 
  “Shut up, Skinner.” 
  “‘I have selected a Christmas present for you, my dear nephew with some care, and with a view to your needs,’” Bunter resumed, after a glare that the scoffing Skinner. “‘I shall not wait til Christmas to send this to you, but shall dispatch it to you at school. I have every hope that the benefit you will derive from it will be very great. Indeed, if it has the effect I hope, it may prove an inestimable treasure to you. You may look for its arrival in a day or two. 
                                         “‘Your affectionate Uncle. 
                                                      “GEORGE BUNTER.’ 

  “There!” said Bunter, his fat face expanding once more. “What do you fellows think of that? Some uncle, what ?” 
  “The somefulness is terrific” 
  “Uncle George wouldn’t say all that if it was simply a postal-order, or a pound note, such as you fellows sometimes get.” said Bunter. 
  “Oh!” 
  “It wouldn’t be merely a fiver—hardly even a tenner. What price getting a cheque for fifty pounds?” grinned Bunter. 
  “ Phew !” 
  “I think it will be cash,” said Bunter. “When I write to my people, you know, I often mention that, I prefer presents in the form of cash.” 
  They don’t seem to play up !” remarked Skinner. 
  Bunter ignored that remark. 
  “Of course, it might be a motor-bike.” said Bunter. “I remember telling Uncle George that I should like a motor bike.  Coker of the Fifth has one. Of course, mine will be a better one than Coker’s. But I think it will be a cheque. He says he’s selected my present with a view to my needs.  He knows that I need cash—1’ve told him,.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “He uses the words ‘ inestimable treasure,’ “ said Bunter, blinking at the letter again. “That sounds like something a bit gorgeous, what? Night be a hundred pounds.” 
  “The mightfulness is terrific.” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Oh, really, Inky——” 
  “Well, even fifty would be handsome.” said Skh,ner, “You’d be able to pay me that fourpence—” 
  “And I guess you could settle up the shilling you’ve owed me for two terms.” said Fisher T. Fish. 
  “And my seven-and-six.” suggested Peter Todd. 
  Bunter’s fat lip curled. 
  “I believe I owe a few small sums up and down the Remove.” he said. 
  “I believe you do.” grinned Toddy. 
  “The believefulness is terrific.” 
  “I shall settle up those trivial matters when my cheque comes.” said Bunter disdainfully. “Any fellow to whom I owe some little sum may trot at out when my uncle’s present comes. I hope I’m not the kind of fellow to leave for the holidays owing any chap anything.” 
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “Congratters, anyhow, old fat man.” said Bob Cherry. “Your uncle could hardly have written like that unless he was sending something really handsome. You’re the lucky man today, Bunty. I’ve had three letters and every one a blank.” 
  “I’ve had two, and nothing but good advice in them.” said Nugent. 
  “Well, what do you fellows expect?” said Bunter. “Your people are not wealthy like mine,” 
  “Oh!”
  “I dare say you fellows would jump for joy at getting a tenner or so.” said Bunter loftily. 
  “I know I should.” grinned Bob. 
  “The jumpfulness would be great.” 
  “I quite understand that.” said Bunter. “With a fellow accustomed to large sums of money it’s quite different. Well, ta-ta! I’m afraid I can’t waste any more time on you chaps !”
  And Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving the juniors staring. 
  He scorned to be walking on air as he rolled. 
  Exactly how much Billy Bunter believed of his tales of untold wealth m the Bunter tribe it would have been difficult to say. But it was probable that, like many fibbers, he deceived himself more than he deceived others. 
  Certainly he was now revelling in the anticipation of a great and glorious supply of that necessary article—cash. His uncle had plainly stated that ho had selected that Christmas present with a view to Bunter’s needs, and there was no doubt that ho needed money. On that point there was no shadow of doubt —no possible probable shadow of doubt —no possible doubt whatever. And he was going to get what he needed, to such an extent that it might be regarded as an “inestimable treasure.” No wonder William George Bunter seemed to be walking on air—no wonder his fat little nose was elevated even more than Nature had elevated it, and no wonder that, like the classical gentleman of old, he seemed like to strike, the stars with his sublime head. 


                              THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                      Bad for Bunter! 

MONSIEUR CHARPENTIER was pleased. 
  Likewise, he was surprised. 
  In his French set that afternoon there was one face that was so beaming with satisfaction that Mossoo could not help feeling surprised, pleased, and flattered. 
  Often there were smiling faces in the junior French sets. Monsieur Charpentier was not a strong character, and he was very good-natured and forgiving. The result was that he was perpetually ragged in class. Boys will be boys, and there were few Greyfriars juniors who were thoughtful enough not to take advantage, more or less, of the French master’s amiable weakness. Fellows who walked in fear and trembling under the gimlet eye of Mr. Henry Samuel Quelch, were as bold as brass in dealing with the French master. Bolsover major had been known to catch him actually on his Gallic nose with an inky pellet, and set the whole class in a roar with his pretended apology. 
  Skinner and his friends enjoyed French. They did not work, they slacked as much as they liked, and they made Mossoo perspire with worry. But Billy Bunter, though the laziest slacker in that class or any class, did not rag. Even ragging required some exertion, and Bunter was opposed to exertion on principle. So when his fat face beamed in the French set, Mossoo dad not surmise that he was planning some jape, as he would have surmised in the case of almost any other Lower Fourth man. 
  He supposed that the beauties of the beautiful French language must have dawned upon Bunter at long last, and that the Owl of the Remove was keen on French. It was quite a pleasure to Mossoo to see any fellow keen on French. It delighted him to see any man look as if the lesson was anything but a bore and a worry to him. On the part of the Head and the staff, there was a belief that fellows came to Greyfriars to learn things. Fellows who had heard of this belief regarded it with tolerant amusement. 
  Certainly Billy Bunter was not there to learn anything if he could help it. He had a rooted objection to the acquisition of knowledge. Yet now sitting among a crowd of careless fellows who were talking, and did not cease talking when the master came in, Bunter’s face was so irradiated with good humour and satisfaction that Mossoo could not help noticing it at once. Here was one fellow, at least, who was glad to find himself in the French class. Mossoo resolved to give this enthusiastic pupil unusual attention. He was rather accustomed to passmg Bunter over; the fat junior’s laziness and obtuseness tried his patience very hard. But if Bunter was turning over a new leaf, as seemed to be the case. Mossoo was ready to play up. 
  “Silence, mes garcon.s” said Monsieur Charpentier mildly “Sherry, will you stop to shuffle ze feet?” 
  “Certainly, sir.” said Bob cheerily. 
  “Skinnair, you are talking.” 
  “Swat that fly.” said Skinner, without turning his head. 
  “Vat! Vat you say, Skinnair?” 
  Harold Skinner glanced round, 
  “Oh, did you speak, sir? I thought it was a bluebottle buzzing, sir! My mistake, sir.” 
  A chuckle ran along the class. Skinner could hardly have thought that a bluebottle was buzzing in the classroom in December; but anything was good enough for Mossoo. 
  “Zat you be silent.” said Monsieur Charpentier. 
  Crash ! 
  “Bolsovair, you drop somezing?” 
  “Yes, sir.—dropped an inkpot,” said Bolsover major cheerily. 
  Crash ! 
  “Vat—vat is zat ?” 
  “Dropped a book, sir.” said Ogilvy. 
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“Zat you stop to drop zings.” said Monsieur Charpentier. “I vill keep ordair here. Zere is mooch to mooch noise in zis class. It is like ze garden of ze bear.Wharton!”
  “Oh! Yes, sir.” said the captain of the Remove. 
  “You talk viz yourself, isn’t it” 
  “No, sir. I was talking with Nugent.” said Wharton demurely. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You make one choke viz me, n’est-ce- pas?” said Monsieur Charpentier angrily. “You arc one bad boy, Wharton!”
  “Sorry, sir.” said Wharton, colouring a little. I really beg your pardon, sir, 
  Monsieur Charpentier was placated at once.  
“C’est bien—c’est bien.” 
  What rot !” yawned Hazeldene, loud enough for the French master to hear. 
  But Mossoo decided not to hear that remark. 
  The French lesson pursued its accustomed course. At the back of the class a group of slackers talked, hardly subduing their voices, and gave little or no heed. A few fellows, like Mark Linley, gave attention because they really wanted to learn; other fellows gave attention from sheer good nature, because they regardod Mossoo as a good little ass, and tolerated him kindly. But most faces were bored, one fat face shining out as a rare exception. It was really a pleasure to see one thoroughly happy and satisfied face in class, and Mossoo, of course, was quite unaware that Dunter’s beaming satisfaction was due to the letter from Uncle George now reposing in his pocket. 
  He discovered his mistake when he rewarded Bunter with his special attention. 
  Even the letter from Uncle George failed to make Bunter’s fat face beam when he found that he was expected to work. 
  It was rotten, in Bunter’s opinion. Not only was French rot in itself, but this was the last French set before the holidays, and therefore it was a sheer waste of energy to exert his fat intellect. In the holidays it was Bunter’s happy custom to forget all that. he had learned during the term, 
and he had a natural objection to burdening his podgy mind , at the last moment, as it were, with a lot more to forget. So William George Bunter was even more idle and obtuse than usual, and he soon had Mossoo in a 
frame of mind to tear his scanty hair. 
  “Mon Dieu !” said Monsieur Charpentier, when Bunter told him that 
“il fouettait ses chevaux” meant “he scratched his hair.” “Mon Dieu! You 
are one such stupid garcon as never was before, Buintair. You shall not have prepare zis lesson.” 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” said Bunter. “I fairly swotted at it, sir. I worked at it with a wet towel around my head, sir.” 
  “I believe you not, Buntair. You speak not truth, you are idle you are thick !” Mossoo meant dense, but in his excited moments his English bore a resemblance to Bunter’s French. 
  “Ecoutez !  If you will not give your attention, you shall be detained. Now, I vill give you one tres simple piece, and if you do not translate him on ze spot, I will demand of Monsieur Quelch zat ycu be detained one holiday.” 
  Bunter groaned. Monsieur Charpentier proceeded to chalk up a “tres simple” sentence on the blackboard. Any fag in the Third Form could have translated it at a glance; but it was too much for Billy Bunter. The French master indicated it with the pointer. 
  “Voila ! You traduce him, Buntair.” 
  “Avez vous l’argent de votre to oncle?” mumbled Bunter. 
  “Traduce him!”snapped Mossoo. 
  “Avcz vous—havu you—” groaned Bunter. “I say, you fellows, what’s argent? I know it meanssomething. I’ve come across it before.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha I” 
  “Drole !” hooted Monsieur Charpentier. “Have you the money of your uncle?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  “Vat? Vat?” 
  “Not yet, sir.” 
  “Mon Dieu!  Vat does zat stupid garcon mean?”
  “It’s coming, sir.” explained Bunter.  “I had a letter from him this morning, but the money wasn’t in it. He’s sending it later.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” shrieked the whole class. 
  “Vat is it zat you say, Buntair ?” shrieked Mosoo. “Is it cat you make one choke viz me?  ”
  “Eh, no !” gasped Bunter. “You asked me if I had my uncle’s money, sir, didn’t you? I haven’t got it yet.” 
  “Ha,ha,ha !” 
  “I say, you fellows, there’s nothing to cackle at.” said Bunter, in surprise. 
  “Ciel! Zere never was such a garcon!” groaned Monsieur Charpentier. “ Zat which I say is ze traduction of ze sentence on ze blackboard.” 
  “Oh !” ejaculated Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Silence in ze class! Buntair, I shall make one example of you. You are detained for Saturday afternoon, and you shall write out ze exercises in French. Now you may be silent..” 
  “I—I say, sir——” 
  “Tais-toi !“ hooted Monsieur Charpentier. 
  “Oh, dear!” 
  Bunter was not sorry to be silent. Silence was not his strong point; but in class, at least. Bunter was always willing to be seen and not heard. But he was worried. Mossoo, in moments of wrath, often inflicted dire penalties which he forgot, or affected to forget, afterwards. But sometimes he remembered, and Bunter had a. feeling that Mossoo would remember this time. Bunter didn’t want to be detained on Saturday afternoon. He expected to hear from Uncle George before Saturday, and on Saturday afternoon Bunter wanted to be free to expend some of his enormous wealth. His fat face no longer beamed, and he was looking very serious when the French set came to an end and the juniors trooped out of the classroom—to the equal relief of master and pupils. 
  “Mossoo’s a beast!” muttered William George Bunter, as he rolled along the Remove passage. “It beats me why they didn’t drown all Froggies at birth!” 


                                 THE THIRD CHAPTER. 


                                     Great Expectations! 

“I SAY, you fellows !” 
  Billy Bunter put a fat face and a pair of glimmering spectacles in at the doorway of Study No. 1 in the Remove, where the Famous Five had gathered to tea. 
  A chuckle greetcd him. 
  “Avec vous l’argent de votre oncle?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !“ 
  “Oh, really, Cherry! Having tea?” asked Bunter, as he rolled in. “I didn’t know you had a spread here, but I don’t mind joining you.” 
  “Does it matter if anyone else minds?” inquired Johnny Bull, with deep sarcasm. 
  ‘‘Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “The mindfulness is tcrriflc, my esteemed and execrable Bunter !” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Oh, really, Inky! I say, you fellows, I want you to come to my spread.” said Bunter. “I’m standing a huge spread on Saturday, and I want all my friends to rally round me. Something a bit better than this.” added Bunter, with a disparaging blink over the tea-table in Study No. 1. “You fellows don’t do yourselves very well in this study. But, of coursc, you never get much in the way of remittances. Still, this isn’t a bad cake.” 
  “Glad you like it,” said harry Wharton sarcastically. 
  “Not like the cakes I get from Bunter Court, of course. Still, not bad. I’ll help myself— don’t bother.” Bunter helped himself to half the cake.   “Look here! It’s a bit rotten that little beast Mossoo detaining me for Saturday, which I’d fixed for the spread. You see, I want to wind up the term with a really good thing—something for all my friends to remember in the Christmas holidays.  When my magnificent present comes from Uncle George——” 
  “When !” murmured Nugent. 
  “The whenfulness is terrific!” 
  “You heard what he said in his letter.” said Bunter. “It can’t be less than twenty pounds—more likely fifty. He’s rolling in money, you know.” 
  “We didn’t know !” pointed out Bob. 
  “You know now I’ve told you!”
  “I s‘ay, you fellows, I’ve got to get off the detention. You might put in a word for me with Mossoo, Wharton. He rather likes you—goodness knows why!”
   “What I like about Bunter as his tacfful way of asking a favour.” Remarked the captain of the Remove. 
  “Of course, you needn’t mention that it’s for a spread. Tell him I’m playing for the Remove in the last football match before we break up,” suggested Bunter. “That ought to work the oracle. I could tell him, you know, but he mightn’t believe me. It’s a bit sickening for a master to doubt a fellow’s word; but there you are.  He’sno gentleman. You won’t forget to tell Mosoo that, Wharton?” 
  “ I rather think I shall.” answered Harry, laughing. 
  “Don’t be a rotter, you know.  If I’m detained on Saturday, the spread is off.” 
  “Is it on, if you’re not?” grinned Bob. 
  “Certainly! I’m bound to hear from my uncle before Saturday.” 
  “Et vous aures l’argent de votre  oncle—peut-etre!” chuckled Nugent. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “With the accent on the peut-etre !” grinncd Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, don’t sling rotten French at a chap!” said Bunter testily. “We get enough of that in class. If you fellows aren’t having any cake, I don’t mind finishing it. You’ll all come to the spread, won’t you? I really want you to come. After all, we’re pals, aren’t we, though you’ve always treated me rather meanly.” 
  The Famous Five watched Bunter as if mesmerised, as he disposed of the cake .That cake had been intended as wind up tea for five fellows. It was vanishing so rapidly that it really was a little difficult for the eye to follow it. 
  “I dare say you’re got another cake in the cupboard, Wharton.” Bunter remarked, with his mouth full, 
  “Wrong !” 
  “My hat! Is that all you had for tea. in this study ?” 
  “That was all.” 
  “It must be beastly to be so hard up.” said Bunter sympathetically. “I assure you I can feel for fellows whose people are too poor to send them anything decent in the way of tips It’s a bit difficult for me to realize it, you know, having so many wealthy relations myself, and always getting remittances. But I do feel for you. Measly food! How the poor live, and all that ! He, he, he !”
  The Famous Fire gazed at Bunter. 
  “I must be getting along, I’ve got to speak to Smithy.” said Bunter, “I didn’t come in to tea—lucky I didn’t with such a measly spread, what? Hardly the sort of spread to ask a fellow to.” 
  “The askfulness was not terrific, my esteemed fat Bunter.” 
  Johnny Bull glanced round. It occurred to Bunter that he was looking round for a missile, and the fat junior rather hastily stepped into the Remove passage. 
  “Nice chap!” chuckled Bob Cherry. How they must love him at home, and how glad one would be if they had him there !” 
  Heedless of the opinion of the Famous Five, Billy Bunter rolled along to Study No 4, where he found the Bounder and Ton Redwing. 
  “I say, you fellows, you’re coming to the spread on Saturday?” asked Bunter, as he blinked into Study No. 4. “Terrific spread— everything of the best, and tons of it! I want you to come, Smithy ! And, dash it all, you, too, Redwing! I’m no snob! You can come! I— — Yarooooooh !” 
  There was half a loaf on the Bounder’s tea-table. Vernon-Smith picked it up and hurled it with the same movement. 
  It landed with a crash on Bunter’s watch-chain, and the fat junior sat down, with a roar. 
  According to the proverb, half a loaf is better than no bread. In the circumstances, however, William George Bunter most decidedly would have preferred no bread. He sat down and spluttered. 
  “Kick him out, Reddy !” said the Bounder. 
  “Certainly !”
  Tom Redwing jumped up. Billy Bunter departed from Study No. 4 much more rapidly than he had departed from Study No. 1. The door slammed after him. 
  “Beast !” roared Bunter through the keyhole. “You jolly well shan’t come to my spread now ! You’re a low, purse-proud rotter, Smithy, and you’re a common, low longshoreman, Redwing, and I couldn’t possibly have you !” 
  There was a sound of a chair moving, and Billy Bunter hurriedly departed from the door of Study No. 4. He vanished into No. 7, his own study.  Peter Todd and Tom Dutton were at tea there, and Bunter sat down to the table, with a dissatisfied blink at what it held. 
  “Pretty measly tea !” he remarked. 
  “Tuckshop’s not yet closed !” suggested Peter. “Cut down and get anything you like, old fat man I” 
  “Oh, really, Peter—” 
  “If you’re not standing your whack, be glad of what you get, and shut up !” further suggested Peter. 
  “I happen to be short of money at the present moment, owing to a postal-order being delayed !” said Bunter, with dignity. “But I shall be rolling in it in a day or two, as you jolly well know. If you don’t treat me decently, Peter, you can’t expect to share when the remittance comes! I was going to ask you to my spread on Saturday.” 
  “You’re detained on Saturday, old bean, and I’ve got a sort of suspicion that your remittance may be detained too !” grinned Peter. 
  “ Beast!“ 
  “Et vous n’aurez pas l’argent de votre oncle !” chuckled Peter. 
  “Oh, cheese it !” grunted Bunter. “I say, Peter, about getting me off detention on Saturday—-that cad Wharton refuses to put in a word for me, after all I’ve done for him. You’d hardly think that when he first came to Greyfriars I was the chap who stood by him through thick and thin, would you?” 
  “Hardly !” agreed Peter. “In fact, not at all! Not the least little bit in the world !” 
  “So I did for you !” hooted Bunter. “I was kind to you, Peter; you can’t say I wasn’t. I never told you what I thought of the Head letting in a poor blighter of a solicitor’s son into a school like this ! Now, did I ?”
  “You did not.” assented Peter. ‘You might have expected a kick if you had—just like you’re getting now !” 
  “Yarooooh !” roared Bunter. “Why. you cheeky beast— Yoop! Leave off kicking me, Peter Todd, or I’ll mop up the study with you !” 
  “Go ahead “ grinned Peter. 
  Billy Bunter did not go ahead; he rolled out of Study No. 7. 
In the passage he came on Fisher T. Fish. 
  “Say, kid !” called out Fishy. 
  Bunter glared at him. 
  “Go and eat coke !” he snarled. 
  “About that bob you owe me——” 
  “Oh, shut up !”
  Bunter was not in a good temper, and he did not want to hear about that ancient bob. He had heard quite enough about that during several terms. That Billy Bunter had ever succeeded in borrowing a shilling from Fisher T. Fish was a very remarkable circumstance. Fishy never parted with money if he could help it, unless it was for value received, and Fishy always expected at least twice the value of the money he parted with, and even then it gave him a pang to part. 
  It was owing to an unfortunate misunderstanding that he had lent that shilling to Bunter; and he had never been able to collect the debt, and it had weighed on his mind for terms. It was very painful to Fisher Tarleton Fish to be done as he did others. 
  “You and your bob !” said Bunter contemptuously, “Go and eat coke! I’ve a jolly good mind to punch your nose !”
  “I guess I was going to say— ” 
  “Oh, rats !” 
  “Let a galoot speak !” urged Fisher T. Fish. “ I was going to say——”   
  “Shut up!” 
  “I was going to say, don’t you worry about that bob, Bunter.” 
  “Eh ?” 
  “Let it stand over !” said Fisher T. Fish generously. “Leave it till after the Christmas holidays, old scout! See ?” 
  “Oh !” gasped Bunter 
  Fisher T. Fish walked on, leaving the Owl of the Remove staring after him blankly. Bunter was absolutely astounded. When Fisher Tarleton Fish became indifferent to the sum of a shilling it was time for the skies to fall. But the explanation dawned on Bunter at last.  It was the letter from Uncle George that had done it. 
  Bunter chuckled. Evidently there was at least one other fellow in the Remove as well as himself who believed in his great expectations. 

                             THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                Fishy Takes the Plunge! 

BILLY BUNTER was very eager for the postman the following day. 
  Bunter generally blinked very keenly at the letter-rack in morning break, in the undying hope that his celebrated postal-order might have arrived. 
  Now he was keener than ever. 
  But the postman came and went, and there was nothing for the Owl of the Remove. 
  His long-expected Postal-order was still delayed, and the magnificent present from Mr. George Bunter had not arrived. 
  Bunter turned away in disappointment, with a grunt. Really, Uncle George might have bucked up a little. He had stated plainly in his letter that he was sending that present to reach Bunter at school before Greyfriars broke up for the Christmas holidays. It was not long now to breaking-up. Bunter felt that his uncle might have got a move on. Great expectations were all very well in their way, but Bunter would have preferred something a little more solid. A bird in hand was worth many in the bush. 
  “Avez vous l’argent de votre oncle?” asked Skinner as Bunter grunted with dissatisfaction 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Combien d’argent votre oncle a-b-il?” went on Skinner humorously. “Dix centimes, on peut-etre vingt centimes?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Beast ! You’ll sing to a different tune when it comes !” said Bunter. “ I jolly well shan’t ask you to the spread, Skinner !” 
  What a lot I shall miss—I don’t think !”sighed Skinner. 
  “Oh, give your chin a rest, Skinner!” said Fisher T. Fish.  “I guess it’s
coming all right. A galoot’s unclewouldn’t write like that unless he was 
coughing up something handsome, it stands to reason.” 
  Skinner chuckled. He admitted that Uncle George’s letter might reasonably lead his nephew to expect something handsome. B u t 
Skinner did not believe that there was anything handsome , in the financial line or any other, in the Bunter clan at all. 
  Fisher T. Fish, however was giving the matter a great deal of thought. He walked away, with a wrinkle of reflection in his transatlantic brow. 
Hitherto Fishy had looked on Bunter as a fat clam, a pesky mugwump, a gink who owed him a shilling and was insolvent. But he was realising now that Bunter was not, after all, such an all fired geek as he had calculated. That letter from Uncle George seemed the goods to Fishy’s calculating eye. No galoot would write a letter like that to his nephew at school withont meaning business, unless he was plumb loco, in Fishy’s opinion. 
  Bunter, the impecunious, Bunter who owed a bob, and could not or would not square, was one fellow; but Bunter, on the eve of receiving a handsome sum in hard cash was quite another.  Bunter without cash was only worthy of Fishy’s derision ; but Bunter with cash was a man whom Fishy delighted to honour. Fishy’s thoughts ran wholly upon cash; he had never heard of anything else that was worth serious attention. 
  If Bunter was going to have a sum in cash, it was certain that he would make the money fly; a fool and his money were soon parted, and there was no doubt that Bunter was a fool. 
  Even an invitation to his spread was something; it would save a fellow something at the tuckshop.  But that as not all.  Fisher T. Fish had things to sell— pocket knives and cameras and other articles, which he had bought for next to nothing from fellow, in a hard-up state. A duffer like Bunter was the very customer Fishy wanted to meet—if he had any money. With cash in hand —plenty of cash—Bunter might, prove an extremely valuable acquaintance to a businesslike galoot like Fish. 
But was there anything in it? That was the problem that worried Fisher T. Fish. He guessed that there was, but he could not be sure. He had gone so far on mere spec, as to tell Bunter to let that ancient bob stand over. That had cost him a pang. but not a very deep pang, because that ancient bob was at best a very doubtful asset. But was it worth while to lend Bunter half-a-crown to stand him a feed in Study No. 14?  It would be more than worth while, if a big remittance from Uncle George was coming. But was it coming? The doubt was almost anguish to Fishy. There was still time to get on the right side of Bunter—to make a pal of him—to get in on the ground floor, as Fishy expressed it. 
  Once the cash had arrived, Bunter would have plenty of friends, so long as it lasted. Skinner & Co. would rally round him as one man. But the fellow who stood by him while he was impecunious would obviously be in a better position to profit in the big remittance, when it came. That was clear. Only friendship with Bunter was expensive. That was clear, too, and that was what got Fishy’s goat. 
  It really was a very painful state of dubiety.  Fisher T Fish remembered that he had heard that Harry Wharton & Co. had been home with Bunter. They were the galoots who ought to know whether there was likely to be anything in it.  Fisher T Fish, thirsting for information, bore down on the Famous Five in the quad. 
  “Say, you ginks—” said Fishy agreeably.
  Harry Wharton & Co.  were discussing a football match that was to come off on Saturday, but they politely suspended that discussion and gave Fisher T. Fish their attention. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! You’ve got a camera to sell, I hear ?” said BobCherry. 
  “ Yep !” Fisher T. Fish forgot Bunter for the moment. “ Some camera, I’ll tell the world. You want a camera, Cherry?” 
  “I do—I does.” assented Bob. 
  “I can recommend that camera. ” said Fisher T. Fish eagerly.  “It cost Wilkinson of the Fourth two guineas.” 
  “How much did it cost you?” grinned Bob. 
  “I guess that cuts no ice.” answered Fishy. “I’m selling it cheap. You can have it for thirty bob, Cherry.” 
  “You really want to part with that camera?” asked Bob. 
  “Sure.” 
  “Well, I want one.” said Bob. “If you’re giving it away as a Christmas present----!” 
  “What?” yelled Fisher T. Fish. He seemed quito thunderstruck at the suggestion that he might be giving anything away. 
  “I’ll take it off your hands.” said Bob cheerily. “I’ve always wanted a camera.” 
  “You pesky gink !” said Fisher T. Fish in disgust. “Don’t you give me any of your little jokes. You can have that camera for twenty-seven-and -six.” 
  “Not as a Christmas present ?”
  “Nope!” roared Fisher T. Fish. 
  “Then you can keep it, old bean; or, better still, give it back to the owner.” suggested Bob. 
  “Oh, come off!” growled Fisher T. Fish, realising that Bob had been pulling his Transatlantic leg. “Look here, you geeks. I wanted to ask you about Bunter. 
  “You’ve been home with that fat clam ?” 
  “We have had that terrific and distinguished honour.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Well, I guess you kept your eyes open.” said Fishy.  “Has he really got any rich relations? Is there anything in that letter he had, or iis it only gas?” 
  The Famous Five looked at Fisher T. Fish. Why the youth from New York was interested in Bunter and his relations rather puzzled them for a moment or two. But they very soon guessed. A glimmer of fun came into Bob Cherry’s eyes. 
  “You heard Bunter read that letter out?  ” he asked, 
  “Yep.” 
  “Well, doesn’t it speak for itself ?” said Bob. “ It sounded to me as if Uncle George was fairly rolling in it. 
  Bob’s chums stared at him for a moment, and then they caught on. 
  “Millionaire, I should say.” remarked Johnny Bull. 
  “I hardly think a man would send fifty pounds to a kid at school, as  
Bunter expects.” said Wharton gravely.  “More likely twenty.”
  “Much more likely,” murmured Nugent. 
  “I don’t see how it could be less than a tenner.” said Bob. “Your bob will be safe, Fishy.” 
  “ My esteemed chums, there is the excellent Bunter.” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Let us speak to the esteemed and ad admirable Bunter.” 
  “Come on.” said Bob. 
  And leaving Fisher T. Fish quite abruptly, the Famous Five rushed across to greet Bunter. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Got that whacking remittance from Uncle George, Bunty?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Not yet!” answered Bunter.  “It’s coming, of course.” 
  “Don’t forget your old pals when it comes.” said Bob, with great gravity. “We’vc always been friends, haven’t we, Bunter?  ”
  “We have always regarded the execrable Bunter as the esteemed apple of our eye!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “You fellows have often heard me say what a nice chap Bunter was.” Observed Johnny Bull. 
  “It would make Bunter blush if he knew all we said about him.” said Bob. “Let’s know when that letter comes,Bunter. Remember your old pals.” 
  “Jolly friendly all of a sudden, ain’t you?” sneered Bunter. “You can be jolly civil now you know I’m going to have a lot of tin. Go and eat coke, the lot of you!”
  “Oh, Bunter !” 
  “Dear old chap !”
  “Billy, old fellow—” 
  “Yah !” was Bunter’s elegant rejoinder. And he rolled away, with his fat little nose in the air. 
  Fisher T. Fish was after him like a shot. Fisher T. Fish had heard enough. If it was worth the while of the Famous Five to suck up to Bunter in this way obviously it was worth Fisher T. Fish’s while. His doubts were resolved now. The fellows who knew Bunter’s people evidently believed in the great expectations, and that was enough for Fisher T. Fish. 
  Five minutes later Fishy was seen walking arm-in-arm with Billy Bunter, and their footsteps led them in the direction of the school shop. 
Harry Wharton & Co. watched them with much interest. 
  “Buns for Bunter,” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “I wonder what that giddy letter from Bunter’s uncle really meant, though?” said Bob thoughtfully. “He can’t really be getting any cash, because there isn’t any cash in the Bunter family.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “But there’s no reason why Fishy shouldn’t stand him buns. I’m afraid Fishy is on the make, you men,” said Bob, with a shake of the head. 
  “Just a few!” chuckled Nugent. 
  “But it will do him good to part with a little money. A thoroughly new experience is good for any fellow.” 
  “Hear, hear!” chuckled the Co. 
  When the Remove came into Form Fisher P. Fish walked in with Bunter. There was a smear of jam on Bunter’s fat face, and he was evidently on the friendliest terms with Fishy. Keeping a smiling face over his inward anguish, Fishy had expended no less than eighteenpence on tarts and ginger-pop for Bunter. It was a sprat to catch a whale; and though Fishy was sure of the whale now, it gave him a pain to part with the sprat. Skinner & co. eyed them, rather thoughtfully and suspiciously. If a keen, cute, businesslike youth like Fishy believed in Bunter’s expectations, to the extent of standing treat at the school shop, it dawned on Skinner & Co. that there might be something in it. When the Remove came out of Form Skinner & o. made it a point to be very civil to Bunter. 
   William George Bunter was feeling very bucked that day. His enormous remittance had not yet arrived, but he was making friends fast. 

                              THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                  A Feed with Fishy !
AVEC-VOUS———” 
  “L’argent----” 
  “De votre oucle?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  That absurd sentence seemed to have caught on among the Removites. Quite a number of them fired it at him, as it were, when the Owl of the Remove looked for letters by the afternoon’s post. There were no letters yet for Bunter; the enormous remittance had still not arrived. And some of the Remove fellows seemed to find entertainment in that circumstance, apparently if discerning some resemblance between that present from Uncle George and the celebrated postal-order which Bunter was perpetually six expecting, 
  “Trouvez-vous 1’argent de votre oncle?’ chuckled Squiff. 
  “ L’oncle a public d’envoyer l’argent, encore une fois!” chortled Tom Brown. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “On trouvera jamais l’argent de son oncle!” said Peter Todd, shaking his head. 
  “Mais c’est son oncle qui va se rouler dans l’or !” said Vernon-Sniith. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Monsieur Charpentier would have been pleased and gratified had he heard his pupils doing these French exercises all ot their own accord. Billy Bunter was neither pleased nor gratified, and he rolled disdainfully away, leaving the juniors laughing. 
  “Ou est l’argent de ton oncle?” yelled Boslover major after him. 
  “Cet arge it n’extste pas !” chortled Hazeldene. 
  “ Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Don’t you take any notice of that rot, Bunter !” said Skinner to the Owl of the Remove, in the passage. “Just envy, that’s all, old chap.” 
Bunter nodded. Evidently Harold Skinner was beginning to believe that the enormous remittance was a possibility, at least. 
  “I say, Skinner old chap——” 
  “Yes, old fellow?” said Skinner amiably. 
  “I’m a bit short of cash ill I get that remittance from my uncle —” 
  “Coming !” called out Skinner. And he hurried away in response to an imaginary call. 
  Skinner’s faith was not yet strong enough to make him feel justified in lending Bunter anything. Civility cost nothing; but shillings and half-crowns were shillings and half-crowns. 
  Bunter gave a snort and rolled on. But his fat face cleared as he came on Fisher T. Fish. 
  Fishy’s faith was strong, as he had already proved. 
  The little joke of the Famous Five had completely taken in the cute and businesslike junior from New York. 
  Fishy was so exceedingly smart, so exceedingly spry, that he sometimes took himself in with his own wonderful sharpness. 
Fishy was always on the make; and he had a deep and fixed conviction that everybody else was always on the make. But for that fixed belief, Fishy might have known that Harry Wharton & Co. would never have dreamed of “sucking up” to any fellow because he had money. 
  Any fellow less cute and spry and smart and skeptical of human nature than Fisher T. Fish would have tumbled to the fact that the chums of the Remove had been pulling his leg and had affected to be impressed by Bunter’s coming wealth simply to take a rise out of the Yankee junior. 
  But Fishy was not at all surprised, as any other fellow would have been, to see them “after” Bunter for his money; it was what he would have expected of them, or any other fellow. So he had fallen blindly into the trap. He was absolutely convinced now that the cash was coming, believing that the fellows who knew Bunter’s people believed so. 
  Fisher T. Fish greeted Bunter with an amicable grin.  He was really feeling friendly. All the cordiality of which Fishy was capable was brought to the surface by the thought of money. 
  “Just the galoot I’ve been looking for.” said Fishy, linking a bony arm in Bunter’s fat one. You haven’t had your tea yet?” 
  “Not yet.” admitted Bunter. 
  “Then you’re jolly well going to tea with me !” said Fishy. “ Don’t say no, old chap” 
  Bunter had no intention of saying no. He never gave an answer in the negative to an invitation of that sort. 
  “I know a lot of fellows are always asking you to tea.” went on Fishy, with a cough. “But you must come to my study this time, Bunter. I insist upon it, old fellow !” 
  “Well, if you make a point of it, Fishy----”
  “I guess I do, just a few!  Six o’clock in Study No. 14.” said Fisher T. 
Fish.  You won’t be late, old chap ? ” 
  “No fear—I mean, I’ll try to give you a look-in at six!” 
  ‘‘ Right-ho !” 
  Fisher T. Fish paid a visit to the school shop next. .Judging by the expression on his face when he arrived there he might have been paying a visit to the dentist’s. 
  He was casting his bread upon the waters, with the confident expectation of seeing it come back buttered. 
  But it was a painful operation. 
  Having Bunter to tea, if the fat junior was to be satisfied, was not a light matter. 
  It entailed expenditure; and Fishy hated expenditure. 
  He almost groaned as he gave his orders to Mrs. Mimble”. 
  Keenly as he desired to propitiate Bunter, it was difficult for Fisher T Fish to screw up his courage to sticking point. It. was useless to offer Bunter a few sardines and a shilling cake.  Bunter had a healthy appetite  —an appetite that it almost terrified Fishy to think of, in the circumstances. 
  Bunter, who was careless with money---- especially when he hadn’t any—had already agreed to buy a camera from Fishy, the camera which had cost Wilkinson of the Fourth two guineas new, and Fisher T. Fish ten shillings second hand. That alone made Bunter worth Fishy’s while ; and then there  was the great spread, at which Bunter’s friends were to figure.  If Bunter was in great funds, that spread was certain to be on a lavish scale: a guest with an eye to business would not only be able to fill himself up to the chin, but slip a few unconsidered trifles into his pocket, to save expenditure for tea the next day. 
  Bunter, undoubtedly, was worth cultivating, and the most effective way of cultivating Bunter was to feed him. Fishy knew it, and he was assured that every shilling he expended on Bunter’s would come back in the shape of half a crown, at least. Still, it was painful to part. 
  But, with heroic resolution, Fishy parted. 
  It was quite a handsome spread that Fisher T. Fish conveyed to Study 
No. 14 in the Remove.  Johnny Bull and Squiff , who had the doubtful 
honour of sharing that study with Fishy, stared at the parcels he landed 
on the study table. 
  “Hallo! You standing a spread?” exclaimed Johnny Bull, in astonishment. 
  “ Time you did !” remarked Squiff. 
  “It’s never too late to mend, Fishy ! We were going along to Study No. 1, but—” 
  “Don’t let me stop you!” said Fisher T. Fish hastily. 
  “Eh! Isn’t that a spread’” 
  “I’ve got a man coming to tea,” answered Fisher T. Fish. If you 
galoots don’t mind, I’d be sure glad if you’d tea out.” 
  “You’ve asked a man to tea?” 
  “Yep !” 
  “Fan me !” murmured Squiff. 
  “Hold me while I faint !” ejaculated Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, come on !”growled Fisher T. Fish. “ Absquatulate, do, and don’t be funny! Shut the door after you !”
  Johnny Bull and Sampson Quincy Iffley Field left the study, laughing.  It was absolutely unheard-of for Fisher T. Fish to ask a fellow to tea; Fishy did not like spending money even on himself, and spending it on anybody else appeared to him the height of folly. Only for a very powerful motive could Fishy be breaking the record like this. 
  Sqniff and Johnny Bull went into Study No. 1, where the rest of the Co. had gathered. 
  “Fishy’s got a man to tea !” announced Johnny Bull. 
  “Impossible !” 
  “Terrifically impossible !” 
  “What ass said that the age of miracles was past ?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter blinked in at the doorway. “Don’t think I’ve come to tea—I can’t stand your measly teas in this study ! I’m going to tea with a friend up the passage !”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see, any thing to cackle at !” said Bunter.  Some fellows know how to treat a fellow decently. If you want me to tea in this study. You’ll have to spring something a bit decent.  When my big remittance comes, I shall treat fellows as they’ve treated me. That’s a tip. I may be able to come to tea with you to-morrow. I can’t say for certain —I’ve so many engagements. I’ll try.” 
  “Kick him, somebody!” said Harry Wharton. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton——” 
  “Avez vous l’argent du vctre oncle?” demanded Bob Cherry.  “Ou est-i1 vrai que vet argent n’existe pas ?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Don’t be cheeky!” said Bunter darkly. “I can tell you that if you’re cheeky, you won’t get a look-in when my big remittance comes!” 
  “Won’t you be pally if I chuck this cushion at you?” asked Bob. 
  “Eh? No, you ass.” 
  “That does it, then.” 
  And the cushion flew. 
  “Yaroooh! You cheeky rotter, I’m done with you now !” roared Bunter. 
  “I’m done with the lot of you !” 
  And Bunter departed in wrath. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. sat down to tea in Study No. 1, seemingly not in the least disconcerted by the fact that Billy Bunter had done with them. In fact, the only fault they had to find with that state of affairs was, that it was too good to be true. 


                                   THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                        Put to the Torture ! 

“TROT in, old chap !” said Fisher T. Fish, with effusive hospitality. 
  Billy Bunter trotted in. 
  “I hope you’ve brought a good appetite with you, old fellow.” said Fisher T. Fish, departing a little from the strict truth. 
  “Yes, rather !” said Bunter. “The fact is, I’ve had nothing since dinner and—” 
  “Oh !” said Fisher T. Fish. 
  “Except a few tarts and a bun and a packet of toffee and a pie, you know. So I’m pretty sharp set.” 
  “Sit down, old scout.” said Fishy, with a diminution of enthusiasm which he really could not help. 
Bunter sat down. 
  He blinked over the festive board through his big spectacles, and was satisfied with what he saw. 
  Fisher T. Fish had undoubtedly spread himself to an uncommon extent in the preparation of that feed. Parting with a shilling cost Fishy a pang, so that spread on the table represented seven pangs and a half, as it had cost Fishy seven and sixpence.  He had nourished a faint hope that Bunter, for once, might not be ravenously hungry, and that there might be something left after his guest had departed. But that hope had been very faint, and such as it was, it died a sudden death as he saw Bunter glance over the table. 
  Fishy had already suffered severely in parting with the cash for that spread. Now he had to suffer again in seeing it devoured under his eyes. Really it was a day of suffering for Fishy, and he felt like a member of the noble army of martyrs, 
  “Tuck in, old fellow” said Fishy, suppressing a groan. 
  “What-ho!” grinned Bunter. 
  He proceeded to tuck in. 
  That his appetite was in its usual robust state was soon evident.  The more solid portion of the spread vanished at a great rate. Fishy watched him with almost haggard eyes. 
  Fisher T. Fish ate little himself. Bunter’s appetite had the effect of taking Fishy’s appetite away. 
  “I say, this isn’t a bad spread, old fellow.” said Bunter, with his mouth full. 
  “Glad you like it.” faltered Fishy. 
  “You aint half so mean as the fellows make out, you know. said Bunter agreeably. 
  “Oh !” said Fish)’ 
  “The fellows think it gives you a pain to give away an aniseed ball.” remarked Bunter. 
  “D-d-do they?” 
  “Yes. Now, this is quite a good spread.” said Bunter. 
  “Sure you’ve had enough?” gasped Fishy. 
“  Eh?  No fear! Shove the cake over this way.” 
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  “ Fisher T. Fish hesitated over the cake. He meant to be hospitable; he was determined to be hospitable. He was resolved to send Buster contented away, even if the fat, clam wolfed the whole of the spread. But the sight of  the good things vanishing at this rate was more than flesh and blood could bear. 
  “I—I say, old chap, don’t overdo it!” gasped Fishy. I—I guess cake isn’t good after vea1 patties.” 
  “What rot !”
  Fishy was so slow at passing the cake that Bunter reached over and annexed it. He helped himself liberally, and Fisher T. Fish bore it with all the fortitude he could muster. 
  The cake disappeared. Where Bunter put it all was something of a mystery, but he must have put it somewhere. It went. 
  Having demolished the cake, the Owl of the Remove looked round, like Alexander of old, for fresh worlds conquer. 
  The supply was thinning out now it 
  Fisher F. Fish had eaten almost nothing.  But even so, he began to doubt whether there would be enough for Bunter, 
  As far as the hope of saving anything from the wreck, that was entirely gone now—gone from Fishy’s gaze like a beautiful dream. 
  “Well, if you’re finished, old chap, I’ll —”
  “Not at all,” said Bunter cheerfully. “I’ll try the tarts, old chap. Shove them this way.” 
  Lingeringly Fisher T. Fish passed the tarts. 
  They were soon out of sight. 
  Nothing remained now but a packet of chocolates and a bag of whipped cream walnuts. Fishy hoped desperately that Bunter would overlook them. It was a delusive hope. 
  Bunter started on the chocolates. 
  He did not waste much time in conversation. His jaws were too busy for idle speech. The chocolates vanished. 
  “Any more tarts, old fellow ?” asked Bunter. 
  “Nope !” gasped Fishy. 
  “Another cake?” 
  “Oh dear ! Nope.” 
  “What’s in that bag?” 
  “Cream walnuts. gasped Fisher T. Fish, “But—but—but I’m afraid they ain’t quite fresh. Bunter.” 
  “Let’s see.” 
  Fisher T. Fish supressed his feelings and tendered the bag of whipped- cream walnuts for Bunter’s examination. 
  His fear that they were not quite fresh proved to be unfounded. At all events, they were fresh enough for Bunter. 
  One by one they disappeared. 
  Fisher T. Fish watched them as they went with a fascinated gaze. When the last one had gone Fisher T. Fish  heaved a deep sigh. 
  Bunter blinked round the table. It was bare now, save  for the crockery. There was nothing of an edible nature on the  table, save a few lumps of sugar left in the sugar basin. Fishy’s guest helped himself to those lumps of sugar. 
  Fisher T. Fish had wondered sometimes  what people felt like when they were put to torture.  He  knew now. He knew what those  ancient pioneers in his own country must have felt like when the Indians bound them to the stake. Only this was worse than that! 
  Bunter rose to his feet. 
  He was going. 
  There was a certain amount of pleasure  in seeing Bunter go. But that 
pleasure was turned into pain by the reflection of what Bunter was taking away inside him. 
  “Thanks for the feed, old bean tln.t said Bunter carelessly. 
  “G-g-glad you liked it.” moaned Fisher T Fish. 
  “Oh, it was all right tln.t said Bunter indifferently. “Not like the spread I’m standing on Saturday, of course.” He gave a last blink round the table to make assurance doubly sure that there was nothing left uneaten. “Well, I mast be going now—some friends expecting me, you know.” 
  And Bunter rolled out of Study No. 14. 
  Fisher T Fish sat where he was, and gazed at the table that had been so effectually cleared, and wiped the perspiration from his brow. When Johnny Bull and Squiff came back to the study they found Fisher T. Fish still sitting there limply, gazing at the ruin with lack-lustre eyes. Like Rachel of old, Fisher Tarleton Fish mourned for that which was gone. and could not be comforted. 

                               THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                              The Present from Uncle George! 
“FOR Bunter!”
  “Yes.” 
  “At last !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Roll up, Bunter !” roared Bob Cherry. 
  Bunter rolled up. 
  It was Saturday morning, and in break the juniors were looking for the postman. 
  There was something for Bunter. 
  Friday had passed without anything arriving for the Owl of the Remove and Billy Bunter was beginning to feel decidedly ratty with his Uncle George. The pleasures of expectation had palled on him; and he was strongly of opinion that it was high time that the magnificent present put in an appearance. It was bound to come; Mr. George Bunter had stated that it was coming, and he could not have spoken idly. No doubt Bunter was feeling grateful to his Uncle George for remembering him at Christmastidc. But he was feeling annoyed, too—perhaps more annoyed than grateful. Really, it was time that Uncle George played up. 
Now, at long last, he had played up. Bunter came rolling along at a great speed as Bob Cherry’s shout reached his ears. His little round eyes gleamed behind his glasses. 
  “Is it there?” he gasped. 
  “Something for you. Bunter.” 
  “Oh, good!” 
  “Maintenant, vous aurez l’argent da votre oncle !” grinned Peter Todd. 
  “Hand it down, you fellows !” 
  Bob Cherry handed it down. 
  It was a small packet, tied with string, and addressed to William George Bunter in the handwriting of his Uncle George. 
  Bunter blinked at the little parcel. 
  Evidently this was “it.” 
  But it was not quite what Bunter had looked for. 
  Obviously, it was not a stack of banknotes. The most careless uncle would have registered a consignment of banknotes. And this parcel was not registered. A cheque, certainly, did not require to be sent by registered post; but then a cheque could have been sent in an ordinary envelope, not in a parcel. Really, the whole thing was a puzzle. 
  Bunter turned it over in his fat hands. 
  Judging by the size and feel of the parcel, it contained a small book; but that, of course, was impossible. His munificent uncle could scarcely be sending him a book. 
  “This—this can’t be it !” ejaculated Bunter, blinking at the parcel in surprise and dismay. 
  “That’s the same fist that was an your letter the other day !” grinned Skinner. 
  “Yes; it’s from Uncle George,” said Bunter. “But ----”
  “Open it !” said Fisher T. Fish.  “Open it, you fat clam! See what’s inside, you jay!” 
  Fishy’s voice was husky. 
  If this was the long promised present from Uncle George, it did not look as if it took the form of cash or anything very valuable. The idea that he had been “done” after all, made Fishy feel quite faint. 
  Suppose it was, after all, a catch; suppose it was spoof; suppose Fisher T. Fish had expended seven-and-sixpence on Bunter for nothing! The thought was agony. 
  Bunter would not be able to buy that camera, or any of the other articles Fishy had intended to land on him. He would not even be able to stand the promised spread; even that small consolation would be wanting. There would be nothing—absolutely nothing— to show for the expenditure of seven-and-six in hard cash! Fisher T. Fish had guessed that he had reached the limit of human suffering when he had seen Bunter clear the table in Study No. 14; but he realised now that things could be worse. There were deeper depths of misery, and Fisher T. Fish was now sounding them. 
  “Open it!” he gasped. 
  “Turn out the wads of notes, old fat pippin !” chuckled Skinner.  “Laissons voir l’argent do votre oncle.” 
  Bunter unfastened the string. 
  He unwrapped the brown paper. 
  Perhaps up to the last moment he nourished a hope that his uncle might have been so careless as to send him banknotes in a parcel. 
  If so, that hope evaporated now. 
  The parcel contained a littlo book; as all the fellows had already guessed from its outward appearance. 
  There was not even a letter with it. Just the book—and a small one at that! 
  Bunter gazed at it 
  With trembling fat fingers he opened it. 
  Hope springs eternal in the human breast; and Bunter may have hoped to find a banknote slipped among the leaves, or at the very least a single solitary currency note. 
  But there was nothing. 
  His uncle had sent him a book—after that letter which had raised such extravagant hopes, he had sent him a book —a shilling volume ! 
  Bunter read the title without interest. “A Christmas Carol.” by Charles Dickens. 
  Bunter had never even heard of that famous book before. He was not in the slightest degree interested in Charles Dickens, or in Christmas Carols; so far from wanting that volume, he would willingly have consigned all Christmas Carols to the dickens! 
  He gazed at it. 
  On the title-page was written, in the well-known hand of his esteemed avuncular relative: 
  “To my Nephew, William George 
  Obviously, this was the long expected Christmas present from Uncle George. Underneath was written; 
  This seemed to indicate that Uncle George supposed that his nephew, William George Bunter might derive some benefit from the perusal of the work by Charles Dickens. 
  Bunter gazed, and gazed, his fat jaw dropping, his eyes large and round behind his big glasses. 
  “So that s all ?” sniggered Snoop. 
  “Uncle George must have gone specially to the bank, and taken a lorry with him, to got out enough cash for that Christmas present!” remarked Skinner. 
  “Must have cost a bob !” observed Bolsover major. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bunter groaned. 
  His groan was echoed by Fisher T. Fish. 
  It was a frightful disappointment for Bunter. But it was worse than that for Fisher T. Fish. 
  Bunter had only lost his expectations. Fishy had lost seven-and-six !
Seven shillings and a sixpence had to be counted as a dead loss; and the loss of seven teeth could hardly have distressed Fishy more. 
  “That’s a jolly good book, Bunter.” said Harry Wharton, by ay of comfort. 
  Groan! 
  “Might do Bunter a lot of good to read it!” chuckled Bolsover major. “He might turn good like Scrooge.” 
  “Not likely!” said Skinner. “Bunter’s a bit tougher than old Scrooge.” 
  Groan! 
  A bony hand fell on Bunter’s shoulder. A bony face glared into his fat countenance. 
  “Is that all?  ” hissed Fisher T. Fish. 
  Groan! 
  “You fat mugwump! You’ve taken me in!”
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“You’ve taken yourself in, Fishy!” said Bob, with a chuckle. “Serve you jolly well right !” 
  “Oh dear !” gasped Bunter. “There —there’s some mistake, of course.  Uncle George has sent me the wrong present—he must have meant this for some other nephew—Sammy, perhaps. Of course, this can’t be what he meant for me. It’s all a mistake.” 
  “Oh!” said Fisher T. Fish. A faint hope revived in his Transatlantic 
breast. 
  “I’ll jolly well got my uncle on the phone and ask him !” exclaimed Bunter. “If my money has gone astray, the sooner it’s looked for the better.  I’ll ask Quelchy to let me use his phone.” 
  Bunter jammed the book into his pocket, and rolled away towards his Form ma ter’s study. He left most of the fellows grinning. Only Bunter believed that there had been a mistake, and that there was still an enormous remittance to come from Uncle George. But Billy Bunter was clinging to that belief like a drowning man to a straw. 
                            THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Not a Mistake !

MR. QUELCH glanced sharply at Bunter. 
  He did not seem glad to see him in his study doorway. 
  In morning break, the Remove fellows were relieved of their Form master, and the Form naster naturally expected to be relieved of the Remove fellows. 
  “If you please, sir—” began Bunter. Mr Quelch raised his hand. 
  “if you have come here to speak about your detention this afternoon, Bunter, you may save your breath.” he said coldly. “Monsieur Charpentier has complained very seriously of your idleness and inattention, and, from my own knowledge of you. I am only too well aware that his complatnt is well founded. You are detained until five o’clock, Bunter.” 
  “I—I—I—” 
  “That will do, Bunter !” Monsieur Charpentier is preparing some exercises for you in French irregular verbs. You will go into the Form-room at half-past two.” 
  “I—I want to telephone, sir.” gasped Bunter. 
  “Tut-tut-telephone.”
  “You do not mean to imply, Bunter, that you have the impudence to come here and ask permission to use my telephone?” 
  “If—if—if you please, sir————” stuttered Bunter. 
  “You may leave my study, Bunter.” 
  “A lot of money—” 
  “What?” 
  “A lot of money has been lost in the post ----!”
  “Nonsense !“ 
  “It’s true, sir !” gasped Bunter, “My Uncle George was sending me a lot of money, sir, and the wrong letter’s come, and I’m afraid it’s been, lost in the post, sir. I—I want to tell my uncle, sir, so— so—” 
  Mr. Quelch looked at him grimly and doubtfully. 
  “If you are sure of this, Bunter—” 
  “Oh, yes, sir. My uncle wrote that it was coming, and now the wrong letter’s come, and—and it may be lost if ---”
  “In that case, you may use the telephone.” 
  “T-t-thank you, sir !” 
  Bunter staggered to the telephone. Mr. Quelch still regarded him rather suspiciously. Bunter rang up the exchange and gave his uncle’s number. Mr. George Bunter was a City gentleman, and was always at home on Saturdays, so William George had no doubt of getting through to him. He was not disappointed; Mr. George Bunter was at home. 
  “Billy speaking, from Greyfriars.” said Bunter into the transmitter. “Is that you, Uncle George?” 
  “Your uncle speaking. For what possible reason can you have called me up on the telephone?” demanded Mr. George Bunter testily. 
  “About the mistake——” 
  “What mistake?” 
  “My Christmas present, uncle.” 
  “What? What mistake is there?” asked Mr. George Bunter. “Have you not received what I sent you?” 
  “Ye-e-es; but—” 
  “There was some little delay in obtaining the book.” said Mr. George Bunter. “I did not care to pay two shillings for so small a volume; but afer some delay I discovered a shilling edition.” 
  Bunter gasped. 
  “If you have now received it safely, what do you mean by mistake?” demanded Uncle George. 
  “Oh, dear! It’s a book—” 
  “Exactly !”
  “Some rot written by some beast named Dickens—” 
  “‘ A Christmas Carol,’ by Charles Dickens.” said Uncle George. “Did I not tell you, in my letter, that I had selected your Christmas present with a very careful view to your needs?” 
  “Ye-e-es,” gasped Bunter. “I—I thought—” 
  “I desire you to read that book, William, very carefully.” said Uncle George. “Peruse it with the greatest attention, and you may, as I stated in my letter, derive great benefit from it and find it an inestimable treasure.” 
  “Oh, dear!” 
  “In that book,” went on Uncle George, “is portrayed the character of a mean, selfish, self-centred man—your character precisely. William.” 
  “Eh?  ”
  “Dickens explains how, under the influence of Christimastide, this mean and selfish man turned to better thoughts.” went on Mr. George Bunter. “You will read how this man, Scrooge, began to think of others, how he realised his own selfish faults and amended them. I am not without hope, William, that you may do likewise.” 
  “Oh, crumbs !” 
  “You are doubtless aware. William, that you are absolutely selfish—” 
  “Wha-a-at 7” 
  “That you never give a thought to others—” 
  “I—I say—” 
  “That you disgust your relatives by a base and undivided attention to your own selfish interests---” 
  “Oh !” 
  “Read and reflect.” said Mr. George Bunter, kindly. “No doubt,  William, you would have preferred me to send you a present in money.” 
  “Yes, rather!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Or a motor-cycle—” 
  “Yes!”
  “I have no doubt of it. Yet this book, if you derive from it the lesson it can teach, will be worth more to you than a large sum of money, or a whole fleet of motorbicycles. Read it. William, ponder upon it, absorb its lesson, and become a better boy.” 
  “Ow !”
  “Good-bye. William!” 
  “I—I—I say, uncle—” shrieked Bunter. 
  But it was useless to shriek into the transmitter. Mr. George Bunter had rung off. 
  Bunter stood and gazed at the telephone, quite overcome. There was no mistake in the matter; he knew that now. His uncle had really played this sorry trick on him: the “inestimable treasure” he had been promised was the amendment of his own character, the benefit he was to derive from Uncle George’s Christmas present was his own improvement!  Bunter’s feelings were too deep for words. 
  “Bunter !” 
  “Ow! Yes, sir !” groaned Bunter. 
  “Have you finished telephoning?” 
  “Yes, sir.  groaned Bunter. 
  “Then kindly leave my study.” 
  “Oh, dear!” 
  Bunter kindly left the study. 
  At the end of the passage a crowd of Remove fellows were waiting for him. The Remove were quite interested in Bunter’s Christmas present from his Uncle George. Bunter had talked so much of his great expectations that the fellows were naturally interested when those great expectations materialised. 
  “All serene, old fat bean?  ” asked Peter Todd. 
  Groan! 
  “Was it a mistake?  ” asked Fisher T. Fish, eagerly. 
  “Ow! No! Ow!” 
  “Oh, jumping Jehosophat! You’re getting nothing but a gol-darned bob book from your pesky uncle?” 
  “Ow! Yes! Ow!” 
  “The benighted mugwump!” yelled Fisher T. Fish.  “What do you mean by it? What the thump do you mean by it? What the—” 
  Fisher T. Fish was interrupted. 
  Bunter’s fat face was so hopelessly woebegone that all the fellows felt sympathetic. Bunter had not been exactly nice while he was revelling in his great expectations.  But he was down on his luck now—deep down, and even Skinner forbore to gibe. Only Fisher T. Fish, driven to exasperation by the loss—the dead loss—of seven-and-sixpence, raged with fury. But the Famous Five interrupted Fishy. They collared the exasperated, bony youth from New York and lifted him off the floor, and bore him away in the frog’s march; and Fisher T. Fish forgot even the appalling loss of seven-and-sixpence as he went. 
  Billy rolled away dismally. 
  He was in the depths of woe. 
  His great expectations had materialised at last—in the form of a shilling volume, to which Bunter attached no value whatever. He did not even think of making an attempt to derive from it the benefit which Uncle George hoped he might derive from it. In third lesson that morning Billy Bunter sat with a fat face that was the picture of dismal woe, and in his pocket reposed the present from Uncle George, unheeded and forgotten. 

                              THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                              Bunter Reads and Reflects! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. were playing football that afternoon. It was the last football match before breaking up, and, naturally, the chums of the Remove gave all their thoughts to it, even to the extent of forgetting William George Bunter and his uncommon woes. When Billy Bunter rolled into the Form-room for his detention at half-past two he rolled unregarded. 
  Monsieur Charpentier had prepared some nice little exercises in French in regular verbs for Bunter. Mr. Quelch set Bunter to the task and warned him that if he left the Form-room before five o’clock he would be flogged. Then the Owl of the Remove was left to the irregular verbs. 
  Verbs, regular or irregular, never had appealed to Bunter. He hated them in English, he hated them in French. Of all the nine parts of speech, there was not one that Bunter liked. Certainly he did not heed grammar quite so bitterly as he hated maths. But his animosity towards it was deep. Gladly would Bunter have consigned all grammar, English and French, and Latin to the bottom of the sea, and it is much to be feared that he would have been willing to consign all grammarians to the same place. 
  Instead, therefore, of devoting his attention to the French exercises, Bunter sat and groused. 
  He had not recovered from his disappointment yet. His feelings towards his kind Uncle George were not those of an affectionate nephew just at present. No doubt Uncle George was right in thinking that William George Bunter might have derived more benefit from the careful perusal of “A Christmas Carol” by Charles Dickens, than from a large remittance in cash. But William George did not see it. William George was just the fellow to benefit by the careful perusal of that excellent story. That he needed improvement as much as Scrooge did was quite certain—every delete delete body but Bunter himself was aware of that. 
  Bunter himself could see no room for improvement. Everybody else could see lots. Bunter’s opinion was that his uncle was doing the Christmas present on the cheap, and adding insult to injury by throwing in a moral lecture. If he had been going to send Bunter a book he might, at least, have sent him one of those fat, gilt-edged volumes such as other fellows’ uncles and aunts sent them —one of those handsome, unreadable, ten-shilling volumes which Bunter might have been able to sell for sixpence. Bunter’s sense of injury was deep, and his feelings towards his uncle at present were a good deal like those of Hamlet towards a similar relative. 
  He had one consolation in detention. He dared not leave the Form-room, because Mr. Quelch had ordered him there, and Mr. Quelch was not to be trifled with. But his exercises were to be shown up to Monsieur Charpentier— and anything would do for Mossoo. So there was no need to trouble about getting his work done. That was so much to the good. 
  Bunter scribbled out a few lines, full of errors, and then gave it up. If he told Mos.4oo that he had had a headache, the good-natured little gentleman was certain to take that as an excuse. Bunter was not trammelled by any undue regard for the truth. 
  Not to work was something. But it was a weary business sitting in the dusky old Form.room with no occupation. Many fellows would have preferred work to the utter boredom of idleness. Not so Bunter. Boredom was better than work in his estimation. Still, it was very tiresome. 
  He sat and groused, and he walked about the Form-room and groused. He hunted through the other fellows’ desks in search of a stray stick of toffee or a chocolate. Still the time hung heavy on his hands. If only a fellow had had a book to read—— 
  As that thought came into his fat mind he remembered the volume nf Dickens that was still in his pocket. 
  It was a little pocket volume—not worth, in Bunter’s opinion, the shilling his uncle had given for it. He was not in the least curious as to its contents; in fact, knowing that the story had a moral made him hate it without even having looked at it. But it was a case of any port in a storm; after an hour of miserable boredom he would have been willing to read the works of a modern minor poet, or of an American humorist, rather than nothing. So he fished out his uncle’s present at last and opened it. 
  Bunter was not much given to reading. English literature was a subject in the curriculum at Greyfriars—it was, therefore, work—for which reason Bunter had a strong antipathy for English literature. He did not expect to derive much enjoyment from reading the “Christmas Carol.” He had no expectation of finding a murder in it, or even a long-lost lad who, in spite of a wicked uncle, came at last into the title and estates. 
Certainly he did not find anything of that kind. 
  But, to his own astonishment, he found himself interested. 
  Scrooge interested him. 
  He found that he was quite keenly following the remarkable apparitions of the Ghost of Christmas Past and the Ghost of Christmas Present and the Ghost of Christmas Future. 
  The slow but sure change in the character of that unpleasant old gentleman, Scrooge, interested him. 
  Sitting on a form with his back to a wall and his feet on a desk, Bunter read and read and read, amazingly engrossed in a story which did not contain a single murder or even a long-lost heir. 
  He forgot the Form-room and his detention task; he even forgot his disappointment of the morning. 
  For once, Bunter was taken out of himself, and forgot even William George Bunter—hitherto a person who had been incessantly in his thoughts. 
  He read eagerly. 
  For the first time on record, Bunter actually thought with deep solicitude of a person whose initials were not W.G.B. 
  The magic of the Master enthralled him. 
  He felt that he would gladly have stood Bob Cratchit a roaring fire in the Tank, and would have expended his celebrated postal-order for that good object. 
  He had an intense desire to kick Mr. Scrooge. 
  His eyes and his spectacles were fairly glued on the book, and he read it breathlessly. 
  The minutes passed unheeded. 
  When he came to the end of the story Bunter heaved a deep, deep sigh. He wished it had been longer. 
  Laying down the book, Bunter leaned back and pondered. 
  His uncle had told him to read and reflect.  He had read, and now he was reflecting. 
  His uncle fancied there was some resemblance between his own character and Scrooge’s. That was absurd, of course. Scrooge had been a thoroughly selfish-fellow, thinking only of himself —a mean, grasping fellow, like Fisher T. Fish, or Skinner, for instance—not like Bunter. 
  But—
  Amazing to relate, Bunter’s reflections were going deeper. It was dawning upon him that there was something in what his uncle had said 
  He pondered and pondered. 
  Was he really the selfish, greedy fellow that Uncle George supposed? He could not help reflecting that Greyfriars fellows agreed with Uncle George in that opinion. He could not help realising that f he had asked any Remove man, that Remove man would have answered at once that Uncle George was right on the wicket. His brother Sammy thought—and had told him many times —that he was a pig—actually a pig. His sister Bessie had borne testimony to the same effect. His father never seemed to enjoy having him home for the holidays. Hitherto Bunter had attributed that to a want of proper appreciation on his father’s part. The thought came to him with quite a shock that possibly some of the fault was on his side. If, indeed, he was anything like Scrooge then— 
  Was he ? 
  Five o’clock chimed out from the clock-tower. Bunter did not even hear it, so deeply plunged was he in these unusual reflections. 
  There was a step in the Form-room doorway. 
  Monsieur Charpentier looked in. 
  Mossoo blinked round the Form-room for the detained junior. Mossoo’s kind heart had relented long ago, and he was prepared to let Bunter off, though was fully prepared to find that he had neglected his work. But even the good-natured French gentleman was irritated when he saw the fat junior sitting idly, with a book on the desk before him, and his exercises almost untouched. 
  “Buntair!” he rapped out. 
  Billy Bunter started. 
  “Is it zat you have done nozzings?” exclaimed Monsieur Charpentier. 
  “Oh!” Bunter jumped up. “I—I had a fearful headache, sir! I—I tried hard, sir—very hard. But—but I couldn’t get those exercises done, sir. My head’s aching like—like anything !”
  “I hope zat you tell me ze troof, Buntair?” 
  “Oh, yes, sir—word of honour, sir !” 
  “Verree well, Buntair, you may go.” said Monsieur Charpentier, taking up the exercises. “I excuse you, mon garcon.” 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  He had lied instinctively; it was his way of dealing with any difficulty. He had got away with it, so to speak; he was excused, and he was free to go. 
  To his own astonishment, he did not feel satisfied. 
  Never before had his fat conscience troubled him in such circumstances.  But he was in a new mood now. 
  “I—I say, sir!” he tammercd. 
  “Vat is it, Buntair!” 
  “I—I haven’t had a headache, sir.” 
  “Vat?” ejaculated Monsieur Charpentier. 
  “I—I’ve been slacking, sir.” confessed Bunter. 
  Monsieur Charpentier gazed at him almost in stupefaction. 
  “Mon Dieu !” he ejaculated. “Vat you tell me? I zink zat zis time you tell me ze troof, Buntair. I am astonish! I m amaze! Buntair, it is very wrong to neglect your task and to tell one falsehood.” 
  “I—I know, sir,” gasped Bunter. “I —I’m sorry, sir.” 
  “Verree well. I excuse you.” said Monsieur Charpentier. “I am verree glad to see you sorree zat you tell one mensenge. You may go, Buntair.” 
  “Thank you, sir !” 
  Gladly enough Bunter rolled out of the Form-room. His first essay in telling the truth had not, after all, cost him dear. But he was almost as 
astonished and amazed as Mossoo, as he rolled away from the Form-room. What had come over him? He felt like quite a different Bunter. The Owl of the Remove did not realise it yet; but he was, in point of fact, deriving the benefit for which Uncle George had hoped from the perusal of that wonderful book. 

                              THE TENTH CHAPTER 

                           Bunter Astonishes the Natives ! 

“WHERE are you going?”
  “Hall.” 
  “What for?” 
  “Tea.” 
  “What about tea in the study?” 
  “I’m stony.” 
  “What difference does that make ?”
  “I can’t stand my whack.” 
  Peter Todd almost fell down. 
  “You can’t stand your whack” he repeated faintly. 
  “No.” Bunter shook his head.  “I’ve been disappointed about a postal-order, Toddy.” 
  “Well, you never do stand your whack, do you ?” 
  “Oh, really, Toddy —” 
  “What do you mean ?” demandedToddy. “Is this a joke?  If it is, bless little heart if can see the point.  Explain it.” 
  “I’m not joking,” said Bunter calmly. “I’m not going to sponge on you for tea in the study, Peter.” 
  “Why not?” 
  “Oh, really, you know----”
  “You’ve been sponging on one fellow or another all through the term.” said Peter Todd. “Turning over a new leaf!” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Oh, my hat.” gasped Peter. “My only summer bonnet. It’s time you did, of course—high time. But what do you mean? ” 
  “I mean what I say Peter. You see, I’ve been disappointed about a postal order—I—I mean, I haven’t been disappointed about a postal-order.” 
  “What ?” ejaculated the amazed Toddy. 
  “I wasn’t really expecting a postal-order,” said Bunter. 
  “Oh, my sainted Sam!” 
  “I was expecting a big remittance from my Uncle George, as you know. But he sent me a book instead, so I’m stony. So I’m going to tea in Hall.” 
  Peter Todd seemed to experience some difficulty in breathing. He gazed at Bunter spellbound. 
  Bunter rolled on his way, leaving Peter still spellbound. He joined the throng of stony fellows who tea’d in Hall because funds would not run to tea in the study. 
  Harry Wharton tapped him on the shoulder. The football match over, the Famous Five had remembered the existence of W.G. Bunter. They agreed that, in view of Bunter’s awful disappointment that day, it would be only kind to ask him to tea in Study No. 1. With that charitable object in view the captain of the Remove stopped Bunter on his way to Hall. 
  “Whither bound, old fat man?” he asked. 
  “Tea in Hall.” answered Bunter. 
  “Famine in Study No. 7? ” asked Wharton, with a smile. 
  “ Oh, no! But I’m not going to sponge on Toddy.” 
  “Eh ?” 
  “I can’t stand my whack in the study.” explained Bunter, blinking at the astounded captain of the Remove through his big glasses, “so it’s tea in Hall for me, you see.” 
  “Great Christopher Columbus! I---I mean, quite right, old bean.” gasped Wharton. “Look here, we’ve got rather a spread in Study No. 1. Come up to tea with us.”
  Bunter hesitated. 
  The temptation was strong, even to a reformed Bunter who had resolved to turn over a new leaf—a much-needed new leaf. Tea in Hall was rather bare, and a spread in Study No. 1 was very attractive. 
  “Come on, old fat man.” chimed in Bob Cherry. 
  “Do you really want me to come?” asked Bunter, wavering. 
  “Eh?” 
  “What?” 
  This was the first time that Bunter had ever been known to care whether he was wanted or not at A spread. The Famous Five gazed at him. 
  “You see, a chap isn’t supposed to go to other fellows’ feeds unless he stands a feed himself now and then.” said Bunter. “I don’t want to sponge on your study.” 
  “Ye gods!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “I---I---I mean, all serene, old fat bean.” gasped the captain of the Remove. “We really want you to come.” 
  “The wantfulness is terrific, my esteemed fat Bunter.” 
  “It will be a treat for us!” said Nugent solemnly. 
  “You know what fascinating company you are, Bunter.” said Johnny Bull. “Besides, you can stand us a feed, if you like, when your postal-order comes.” 
  “I’m not expecting a postal-order.” answered Bunter. 
  “Eh?”
  “What?” 
  “Which? ” 
  “ Help!” 
  Billy Bunter gave the Famous Five a disdainful blink and rolled on his way to Hall, leaving five astounded youths rooted to the floor. Billy Bunter disappeared into Hall. 
  Harry Vharton & Co. almost tottered away to the Remove passage.  The spread in Study No. 1 was duly disposed of, without Bunter. Every moment the Famous Five expected him to butt in; but he did not butt in. 
  After tea, Harry Wharton looked in at Study No. 7. 
  “What’s the matter with Bunter, Toddy ?” he asked. 
  Peter shook his head. 
  “Don’t ask me.” He answered. “I haven’t recovered yet. He’s refused to tea in the study because he won’t sponge. It’s never worried him before. It seems to have struck him all of a heap all of a sudden. Wandering in his mind, I suppose, though this is the first time he’s given any hint of having a mind to wander in.” 
  “He’s not ill, I hope.” said Harry. 
  “Must be—ill in the brain.” answered Peter. “That’s the only way of accounting for it. I dare say he will recover by supper time, though.” 
  “Very likely.” assented Wharton, with a laugh. 
  Billy Bunter passed the captain of the Remove in the passage. He knocked at the door of Study No. 4 and entered. 
  Wharton smiled. 
  His natural impression was that Bunter had already repented of his remarkable new leaf, and was seeking to plant himself on the Bounder for tea.  Harry Wharton kindly lingered on the spot to pick him up when the Bounder kicked him out, and take him along to Study No. 1 for the remnants of the spread. But the captain of the Remove was under a misapprehension.  Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing were just finishing tea when Bunter blinked an, and the Bounder glanced round for a missile. 
  “I haven’t come to tea, Smithy.” said Bunter hastily. 
  “You haven’t.” agreed the Bounder. “ You think you have, but you haven’t. You’ve come to get thus cushion on your boko, if you don’t take it out of this study sharp.” 
  “I want to speak to Redwing.” 
  “Eh ?” said Tom Redwing, looking round. “You can go ahead, Bunter.” 
  “It’s an apology.” explained Bunter. 
  “Wha-a-at?  ”
  “I’vc sneered at you a lot of times, old chap, for being the son of a seafaring man, and made out that you weren’t good enough for Greyfriars,” said Bunter. “I was a silly snob, and rather a beast. I can see it now. I ought to have been jolly glad to see any fellow get a chance in life. It it happened over again. I’d help you, if I could. I’m sorry Redwing” 
  Redwing gazed at him blankly. The Bounder stared. 
  “What on earth do you mean, you fat idiot ?” asked Vernon-Smith,   “Have you gone off your dot?” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy----” 
  “If you mean that, Bunter, I’m glad to hear you say so.” said Tom Redwing, at last. 
  “I do mean it, old fellow. I hope you don’t bear me any grudge for having been such a beast to you!” 
  “Not at all.” said the amazed Redwing. “If you mean it, all serene.” 
 “That’s all, then,” said Bunter, stepping back into the doorway.  
  “And now you are going to stay to tea, what?” asked the Bounder sarcastically. 
  “No.” 
  “I mean you think you are?” 
  “No.”
  And Bunter stepped out into the passage and closed the study door. 
  Harry Wharton tapped him on the shoulder gently. 
  “Bunter, old man—” he murmured.
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “You’re not ill?” asked Harry. 
  “Eh? No!” 
  “Then what’s the matter?” 
  “Nothing.” 
  Wharton gazed at him. There was a change in Bunter, a remarkable and astounding change. On that point there was not a shadow of doubt. The captain of the Remove could not understand it—it was quite beyond him. 
  “There’s something left in the study, Bunty, if you haven’t had enough in Hall.” he said at last. 
  Bunter shook his head. 
  “The fact is, tea in hall is really enough for any fellow.” he said. “I’m afraid I’vo been rather greedy, and lots of times I’ve eaten more than was good for me. Lots of fellows have thought me greedy.” 
  “Have—have—have they?” gasped Wharton. 
  “Yes. You have, you know.” said Bunter. 
  “Oh! Hem! You—you see——” 
“You were right.” said Bunter calmly. “I was greedy—in fact, a greedy beast. I see it now. I’m going to chuck it up. Think what a fellow might grow into if he starts being greedy and selfish when he’s a kid. Might grow into a grasping and unscrupulous hunks like old Scrooge. You mayn’t have noticed it, Wharton, but I’ve been a selfish chap.” 
  “Oh dear!” As a matter of fact Wharton had noticed it—not once, but many times. He had never expected Bunter to notice it, however. 
  “1 have!” said Bunter firmly. “But I’m chucking it. I’m turning over a new leaf.” 
  “There’s a bag of jam-tarts in the study.” 
  ‘‘Oh!” 
  “And some doughnuts.” 
  Bunter wavered. 
  But he shook his head. 
  “Thanks, all the same. I won’t come !” he answered. And he rolled hurriedly away, as if to escape from temptation. 
  Harry Wharton almost tottered back to Study No. 1 in a state of amazement, from which he was a long time recovering. 


                         THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                          Brotherly! 


DICKENS had done it. The great master, who has moved generations to 
laughter and tears, had moved William George Bunter to reform !
  No doubt many a hard and selfish man had been stirred to a sense ofhis shortcoming by reading the story of Scrooge 
  But its effect on Bunter was really astonishing. 
  There was good in Bunter somewhere. Doubtless it was deeply hidden under layers of fat. But it was there— it must have been there, or Bunter could not have been so deeply moved by the story of Scrooge and Bob Cratchit and Tiny Tim. 
  Bunter was an imaginative fellow.  His stories of Bunter Court; and the vast wealth of the Bunter tribe proved that. Now his imagination was at work on different lines. 
  Like an actor who “sees” himself in a now role, Bunter saw himself in a new character entirely. 
  Whether this was likely to last was, perhaps, doubtful. 
  But so long as it lasted Bunter was the fellow to go the whole hog, as it were, throwing himself into his new part with all his enthusiastic imagination. 
  A root-and-branch reform is, indeed, easier than a slower and more steady and lasting amendment of character. Thus a drunkard will find it easier to gave up drink entirely than to drink moderately.  A smoker will find it easier to banish tobacco completely than to limit himself to a fixed number of cigarettes a day. A prevaricator will find it easier to stick to the frozen truth than to tell only a half-dozen fibs a week. “Going the whole hog” is the easiest and simplest way of reform; it has a sort of dramatic effect which pleases the imagination. Billy Bunter had gone the whole hog—the entire unicorn, so to speak. 
  It made him quite an interesting character in the Greyfriars Remove. 
The next day was Sunday, and instead of seeking to devise all sorts of excuses for cutting chapel, Bunter was ready at the first jingle of the bell. Mr. Quelch did not have to tell him to go back and wash his face, or change his soiled collar for a clean one. Bunter was newly swept and garnished. 
  After morning service the school shop was open for an hour. Bunter did not approach it He did not seek to raise a little loan anywhere in the Remove. 
  At dinner it was remarked in the Remove that he ate enough for only two or three fellows. Either he was losing has appetite, or he had made a firm resolution to be moderate. 
  After dinner he tucked “A Christmas Carol” under his fat arm and went for a walk by himself. He was going to read that wonderful book again. At the gates his minor, Sammy, encountered him. Sammy of the Second, quite unaware of the great change that had come over his major, gave him an indifferent blink, and was quite surprised when Billy stopped, with an engaging smile, 
  Bunter minor wasn’t really a prepossessing fellow. He was too like his elder brother. 
  But William George realised that if he was going to follow the new path  he had marked out for himself Sammy came into the picture. 
  “Let brotherly love continue,” was a text that was hardly useful in the Bunter family. It could not continue without beginning, and it had not begun. 
  Bunter was going to change all that.  Sammy was not really a promising subject to begin upon, But Bunter resolved to begin. 
  “Hallo, Sammy, old chap!”  he said affectionately. 
  “Stony !” answered Sammy Bunter dismally. 
  “You young ass, do you think I want to borrow something ?” snapped Bunter. 
  “Don’t you?” 
  “No !” 
  “Then what did you call me old chap for?” asked Sammy, naturally surprised. 
  Billy Bunter breathed rather hard. But he was not to be daunted. 
  “The fact is. Sammy, I’ve been thinking,” said Billy gently. 
  “Come off !” said Sammy incredulously. 
  “I have, really, Sammy!” 
  “What did you do it with?” asked Sammy. 
  “You cheeky little beast!” roared Bunter, forgetting for the moment the benign influence of the Christmas Carol. 
  Sammy grinned. 
  “That sounds more like you, Billy.” he said. 
  Bunter made another effort. 
  “Look here, Sammy, old fellow,” he said gently. “we don’t see enough of one another at school. I mean to keep an eye on you in future. I’m going to help you with your lessons.” 
  “You’re jolly well not!” answered Sammy. “I get into rows enough with old Twigg already. You’d make it worse!”
  “I could help you a lot with your Latin, Sammy, being in the Remove.” 
said Bunter patiently. 
  “I don’t think !” retorted Sammy. “If my con were anything like yours 
old Twigg would scalp me.” 
  Really, it was not easy for a reformed elder brother to display fraternal affection to a fellow like Sammy Bunter. 
  “But if you’re feeling so jolly brotherly all of a sudden,” went on Sammy, “you can lend me a bob.” 
  “I’ll lend you a bob, with pleasure, Sammy ----”
  “Good !” Sammy Bunter extended a fat and grubby paw. “Hand it over.” 
  “When I get one——” 
  “You silly owl !” 
  “I haven’t any tin at present, Sammy.” 
  “Fathead !” 
  “But I’ll tell you what I’ll do.” ex claimed Bunter. “I’ve got a jolly good book here. I’ll lend it you to read.” 
  “Detective story?” asked Sammy, with a faint show of interest. 
  “ Nunno !” 
  “Pirates in it?” 
  “Hem! No; it’s a Christmas story. ” 
  “Keep it!” said Sammy disdainfully. 
  “It’s a jolly good story, Sammy, and very moral. It may help to make a better chap of you. You know you’re a greedy, selfish little beast, don’t you, old chap?” 
  Sammy Bunter glared. He did not seem to recognise the description as fitting himself. 
  “You know you’re a really detestable little rotter in a lot of ways.” continued Bunter. “Well, this book may make you see it.  See?” 
  “You blithering idiot !” gasped Sammy. 
  “Now, look here, old fellow—” 
  “Cheese it, you maundering duffer !” 
  “Look here, i’ll give you the book.” said Bunter. “I was going to read it again myself, but I’ll give it to you, Sammy. Here it is.” 
  Sammy Bunter eyed the pocket volume as his major extended it to him. It did not look very valuable to Sammy. Still, it must have had some value, however small, and so he was surprised and suspicious. 
  “Whoso is it?” he asked. 
  “Mine !” yelled Bunter. 
  “You haven’t prigged it ?” 
  “No, you little beast—I mean, old fellow.” 
  “Then what are you giving it to me for?” 
  “It may do you good, Sammy.” 
  “Oh, my sainted Sam !” ejaculated Sammy. “Has this been coming on long?” 
  “Eh? Has what been coming on?” 
  “You’re potty, ain’t you?’ asked Sammy. 
  Billy Bunter’s good resolutions nearly vanished. Sammy Bunter had an 
awfully narrow escape, at that moment of having his head jammed against the gate-post in an unbrotherly and unreformed manner. 
  But Bunter manfully restrained his wrath. 
  “Take it, kid.” he said. “It’s yours.” 
  Sammy Bunter took it. It was only a shilling volume, but it looked almost new. He considered that he might be able to sell it in the Second Form for perhaps twopence. 
  “I hope it will do you a lot of good. Sammy, old fellow.” said Bunter affectionately, and he rolled out of gates, leaving the fat fag with the volume in his hand. 
  Sammy blinked after him, and blinked at the book, and blinked after Billy again. He could not understand it in the least. The only reasonable theory he could form was that Billy had “prigged” that book and wanted to get clear of the stolen goods. He gave up that theory when he found his major’s name on the title page. It was just like Uncle George to send a fellow a book for a Christmas present, Sammy reflected. Naturally, BiIIy had been fed up. Still, that did not explain why Billy had given the book away instead of selling it for what it would fetch. That remained a mystery to Sammy. 
  The fat fag rolled away in search of his acquaintances in the Second Form.  He came on Gatty, and Myers and Nugent major in the quad. 
  “You fellows like a book?” he asked. “My major’s sick of it and he’s shoved it on me. Must have cost a bob, I think. ‘Who says twopence?” 
  Nobody said twopence. 
  “Penny !” said Sammy. 
  Dicky Nugent sorted out a penny. 
  “I don’t mind.” He said. “It will do to give my brother Frank for a Christmas present Here you are!” 
  A penny was not a large sum. But it was a penny, and worth, in Sammy Bunter’s estimation. al the works of Charles Dickens, from “Sketches by Boz” to “Edwin Drood.” A small amount of toffee could be purchased for a penny, which Sammy could dispose of internally; and the works of Charles Dickens could not be disposed of in the same way. So Sammy Bunter was satisfied, though he still wondered why Billy had given him that volume, and suspected incipient insanity. 

                       THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 


                               Play Up, Bunter! 

“POOR old chap!” 
  Billy Bunter murmured that remark. 
  It was called forth by the sight of an old gentleman plodding along the snow-swept Friardale Lane. 
  Rain had come on—a thin drizzle— and Bunter was about to turn back to the school when be sighted the old gentleman. 
  Bunter had an umbrella with him—it had looked like rain when he started on that Sunday walk, although the snow lay thick about. He stopped and regarded the old gentleman. The old gentleman had no umbrella.  He was obviously getting wet. 
  In ordinary circumstances, the fact that an entire stranger was getting wet would not have affected Bunter. 
  Probably he would not have noticed it; and, had he noticed it, he would have given the matter no thought. Getting wet was only a serious matter when it was William George Bunter who got wet. 
  But it was a new and changed Bunter who was now blinking at the old gentleman through his big glasses. 
  Bunter not only noticed that the old gentleman was getting wet, but he felt quite concerned about it. 
  The old gentleman looked poor. 
  He had rather a chubby face, which looked well fed, but his clothes were very old, his boots shabby, and he was without an umbrella on a rainy day. 
  Judging by his clothes, he was frightfully poor, and poor people never had appealed to Bunter. He had always had a strong scorn and distaste for poor people. 
  Now he stopped in the muddy lane and regarded the poor old gent with compassionate eyes. 
  He hesitated—long. 
  He was a reformed Bunter; he was going to keep turned the new leaf he had turned over. But— 
  Old manners and customs were not dropped in a day. Getting into touch with poor people was, as Bunter knew, injudicious. You helped a poor person, and that person immediately fancied he had a claim on you. Bunter knew this, though not from actual experience, as he never had helped a poor person. 
  He blinked at the old gentleman in the rain with an inward struggle. Powerfully he was tempted to pass unseeing on. 
  But it would not do. He had resolved to discard all resemblance to Scrooge in his earlier period, and to model himself upon Scrooge in his later, reformed, and benevolent period. Bunter knew well enough what a reformed and benevolent Scrooge would have done in these circumstances.  He would have shared his umbrella with that shabby old fellow; he would have given him the umbrella, at a pinch, he would have asked the old gent if he was hard up, and given him a banknote. Bunter, certainly, would not emulate a reformed Scrooge to that extent; he hadn’t any banknotes. But he could do what lay in his power. 
  He hesitated long; but the better Bunter won the contest, and the worse Bunter had to hide his diminished head. 
  Feeling rather bucked by that victory over himself, but rather dismayed by the prospect of getting wet while the shabby old fellow was sheltered by his umbrella, Bunter bore down on the unlucky one. 
  “Excuse me, sir !” he said tactfully. 
  Respect was due to age, but it was the first time on record that William George Bunter had ever spoken respectfully to a person who was obviousiy and painfully poor. 
  The shabby old man glanced at him. 
  “You’re getting wet, sir.” said Bunter. 
  “Dear me! Yes; quite so!” said the old gentleman, still blinking at Bunter. “1 have, unfortunately, no umbrella,” 
  He coughed. 
  Bunter had always detested poor people who coughed. There was  danger that a fellow might catch something. 
  Now the cough only added to his concern for this poor old fellow. His fat heart expanded with benevolence. 
  “Please take my umbrella, sir.” he said. 
  “Eh? What?”  
  Bunter held out the umbrella. 
  The raindrops fell, unheeded, on his own head. 
  The old gentleman gazed at him in amazement. 
  “Bless me! Bless me !” he ejaculated. “Do I understand you aright, my boy? You are offering me your umbrella?” 
  “Yes, sir ! Please take it !” said Bunter. 
  “But you will get wet yourself, my dear lad.”  
  “That doesn’t matter, sir.” 
  “Bless me— bless me!” said the astonished old gentleman. “You are a very kind-hearted boy, to be sure !” 
  Bunter felt a little thrill of satisfaction. Nobody had ever called him a kind-hearted boy before. 
  “If you are going my way, my good boys I will gladly share your umbrella.” said the old gentleman. 
  “I’m going the other way, sir.” said Bunter. “I’ve got to get back to the school. Take the brolly.” 
  “But you will get wet!” 
  “I don’t mind, sir.” 
  “Bless me—bless me ! I cannot take advantage of your kindness, but I thank you, all the same, my good boy !”
  “I really wish you’d take it, sir.” said Bunter. “You can leave it at the school for me afterwards, if you like.” 
  “You are a schoolboy ?” asked the old gentleman. 
  “I belong to Greyfriars, sir.” 
  “And you will trust a stranger with your umbrella ?” 
  “Certainly, sir !” 
  The old gentleman smiled. 
  “I would accept your offer with pleasure, my dear boy.” he said. “but I cannot deprive you of your umbrella.” 
  “Well, look here, then, I’ll walk your way. said Bunter. “I can get back to the school afterwards. I’m not bound to get in till dusk.” 
  “I am going to Friardale.” said the old gentleman. “WilI it not be rather a long walk for you, there and back !” 
  “I don’t care, sir I” said Bunter heroically. 
  As a matter of fact, Bunter did care— very much indeed. He was not much of a walker, and he was already getting tired. It was half a mile to the village from where he stood, and a whole mile back to Greyfriars afterwards; and apart from the exertion involved, it was extremely disagreeable to slog along in slush and rain under half an umbrella. But Bunter was on his mettle now, and he was going the whole unicorn. 
The old gentleman regarded him very attentively. 
  “I will not put any obstacle in the way of a kindhearted lad who desires to be charitable to the poor and afflicted.” he said, “1 will accept your offer, my kind young friend.” 
  Bunter suppressed a sigh, and turned back towards the village. He held the umbrella over the head of the little old gentleman. Amazing to relate, he gave his companion more than half of it, protecting him carefully from the rain, heedless of the drops that spattered on his own devoted head. 
  Two Greyfriars fellows, hurrying back towards the school with their coat collars turned up, stared at him. They were Skinner and Snoop. They were so astonished that they forgot the rain and stopped to stare. 
  “My hat! What’s that game, Bunter?” asked Skinner. 
  “Who’s your prosperous friend ?“ sniggered Snoop. 
  “One of your rich uncles?” grinned Skinner. 
  “Looks the part !” chortled Snoop. “He, he, he !” 
  Bunter crimsoned with vexation. The old gentleman turned a quiet and grave glance upon the two outsiders of the Remove. 
  “My young friends,” he said mildly, “you should not make fun of the poor and destitute! There is nothing comic in a man of my age being exposed to poverty and want!’ 
  “Your mistake, old bean !” said Skinner.  “If you could see yourself in a glass, I’m sure you’d agree with me.  Where did you get that hat?” 
  “And that coat?” sniggered Snoop. 
  “Off a scarecrow when the farmer wasn’t looking—what ?”
  “You rotters !” shouted Bunter. “ Shut up! By gum, I’ll jolly well punch you if you don’t shut up !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner.  “Bunter on the warpath! Ha, ha, ha! Bring your uncle up to the school, Bunter!” 
  “He’s not my uncle!” snapped Bunter . “ If he were, I’d bring him up 
to the school fast enough. Do you think I care what a sneaking cad like you thinks about his clothes? Go and eat coke !” 
  “He, he, he!” sniggered Snoop. “I never knew what Bunter’s relations were like. I know now! Buy him a new pair of boots when your postal order comes, Bunter!” 
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“Hold this umbrella a minute, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I’ll jolly well pitch into them !”
  “No, no !” exclaimed the old gentleman. Nothing of the kind, my dear boy ! The lads are only thoughtless.” 
  “Pair of rotten cads !” said Bunter. 
  “We must forgive others their offences if we expect to be forgiven our own.” said the old gentleman mildly.  “Let us go on!” 
  And Bunter and his strange companion progressed on their way through the rain, leaving Skinner and Snoop chuckling and staring. 

                  
                        THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 


                                 Bunter Going Strong! 

B1LLY BUNTER was in the full tide of benevolence. But the meeting with Skinner and Snoop had disconcerted him extremely. It would be really horrid if those two rotters told the tale at Greyfriars, and made out that that shabby, down-at-heel old gentleman was a relation of Bunter’s. Also, it was very wet. The rain was coining down harder, and Bunter was getting most of it. He was glad when Friardale was reached at last.
The village being reached, Bunter was tempted to bid his charge a curt good-day and scurry off.  He had done what he had undertaken to do, and he was wet and tired and muddy and rather miserable. But he resisted that temptation.  The unreformed Bunter, so to speak, was tugging hard at the reformed Bunter, seeking to drag him back into his old selfish way; but the reformed Bunter meant business. 
  “Here we are, sir !” he said, as cheerfully as he could. “Let me see you as far as your house.” 
  “I am going to the station.” said the old gentleman. 
  “Oh ! This way, then !” 
  The village street was almost like a water-course now. The station was  at the other end of the village. Bunter’s heart sank, but he bore up manfully. 
  For a fellow like Bunter, much given to snobbishness, it was not exactly enjoyable to walk the whole length of the village street on a Sunday afternoon with a shabby, dilapidated old gentleman who looked like----Bunter hardly knew what he looked like, except that he gave the impression of dire poverty, if not of actua1 want. The doleful old fellow might be taken for a relation of his—his uncle, even his father! But Bunter was going the whole unicorn, and he firmly suppressed those unworthy misgivings. 
  He plugged on up the village street with the umbrella still held generously over the poor old gentleman’s grey head and battered hat, and the rain drops trickling most uncomfortably down his own neck. 
They reached the station at last.
  Near the station Police-constable Tozer glanced at Bunter and his companion, and Bunter avoided his glance. 
  Inside the station, a number of people had assembled to escape the rain. A dozen pairs of eyes turned on Bunter and his charge curiously, and one or two persons smiled. Bunter’s face was crimson. It was just his luck for a crowd to be there, he reflected. The old gentleman glanced round him, with such a manner of quiet dignity that the thoughtless persons who had smiled at his terrible clothes turned their faces away and became grave at once. 
  “Here we are, sir!” said Bunter, with determined cheerfulness. “Are you going to take a train?” 
  “Yes, my boy.” 
  “Just step this way a minute, sir.” said Bunter. 
  He drew the old man aside, out of hearing of the little crowd in the vestibule. 
  “Look here, sir! I—I suppose you’ve got the money for your ticket?” 
  “Thank you! I have enough.” 
  “I’m glad of that, because I haven’t any.” sait Bunter. “I wish I could jolly well help you, sir, but I’m hard up!” 
  “I will take the will for the deed, my dear boy !”  
  “I—I say! I wish I had something.”  mumbled Bunter miserably. He felt that it was hard on a fellow who had determined to play Scrooge in his reformed state to be lacking in Mr. Scrooge’s financial resources.   
  “Look here, sir, I know you’re jolly hard up, if you don’t mind my saying so—” 
  “Not at all, my dear boy!” I fear that it’s only too obvious.” 
  “Well, then, look here, take this!” said Bunter, with a desperate effort. 
  “It’s only rolled gold, but you can sell it tomorrow for five bob. It will be something.” 
  The old gentleman gazed at him fixedly. 
  My dear boy, I could not think—” 
  “I insist !” said Bunter firmly. 
  “But——” 
  “Take it. I wish it was something better; but you I’ll get enough for it to stand you something for dinner tomorrow.” 
  “My dear boy.,” said the old gentleman, in a deeply-moved voice, “ I will accept your generous offer. I think you will never be sorry for having befriended a poor and destitute old man. I am sure of it. God bless you, my boy !”
  The watch and chain disappeared into a tattered pocket. 
  It cost Bunter a pang to see them go. But he nobly suppressed that pang. 
  Good-bye, sir !”  he said. 
  “One moment! Your name?” 
  “William George Bunter, sir.” 
  “And you belong to Greyfriars School ?”  
  “Lower Fourth.” 
  “I shall remember.” said the old gentleman. 
  Bunter felt a twinge of dismay.  He could only suppose that the old felllow’s meaning was that he would remember the name and address to write a begging letter. But he drove away the twinge. It was neck or nothing now for Bunter in his new role. 
  “Look here, sir! If you write and send me your address later, I may be able to send you something.” he said. “ Not much, because I don’t have much pocket-money.  But I’ll send what I can.” 
  “Thank you, my boy. You will hear from me.”  
  The old gentleman held out his hand. 
  It was a nice clean hand, rather at variance with the rest of the old gentleman.  Bunter shook it. 
  Then he rolled out of the station into the rain, his umbrella over his own damp head at last. 
  He tramped up the village street, and out into the lane in the downpour. 
  It was wet, it was muddy, it was miserable, and Bunter was tired. But he felt the glow of a good deed. 
  The man he had helped was wretchedly poor; there was absolutely nothing to be expected from him but a begging letter. Scrooge at the topmost point of his regeneration could not have chosen a more suitable object for kindly charity. Hunter was wet and muddy, but he was glad that he had done as he had done. 
  He reached Greyfriars at last, and tramped on 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! You look dampish, old bean!”  greeted Bob Cherry, as Bunter tramped into the House. 
  “Ow! I’m awfully wet!”  mumbled Bunter. 
  “Where did you leave your relative, Bunter?” called out Skinner, and some fellows laughed.  Evidently Harold skinner had told the tale. 
  “Beast!” retorted Bunter. 
  “Here, come and dry yourself, old fat man,” said Peter Todd. “You’ll be catching a cold at this rate.” 
  And Bunter went to dry himself, 
  He rolled up to the Remove passage afterwards, and found a crowd of fellows there, kept indoors by the rain. Many of them stared at the Owl of the Remove, and there were some chuckles. 
  “Left your uncle out in the rain, Bunter ?” yelled Snoop. 
  “Yah!” 
  “What’s this yarn that Skinner’s brought home, Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton, with a curious look at the fat junior. “He says he saw you piloting some fearfully shabby old beggar man along——” 
  “That’s what the johnny looked like.” chuckled Skinner!” His  hat would have been dear at two pence, and his coat at a penny. A Greyfriars man’s relations ought really not to dress like that when they come around the school.” 
  “He wasn’t a relation, you beast !”  hooted Bunter. 
  “Who was he, then?” asked Vernon-Smith. 
  “I don’t know.” 
  “You don’t know!”  exclaimed Wharton. 
  “How should I know?” snapped Bunter. “I’d never seen the man before, and I don’t expect ever to see him again.” 
  “Then what on earth were you doing with him at all?”  
  “Lending him my brolly.” 
  “What for ?” shrieked Peter Todd. 
  “To keep the rain off him, of course, you ass !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  yelled Skinner.  “Bunter wants us to believe that he has been befriending the poor and needy! So like Bunter, you know !”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Really, it was not like Bunter—as the Remove fellows knew him. But it was like Bunter as the Remove fellows did not know him 
  “I say, you fellows, Skinner’s an awful cad !”  said Bunter, with an indignant blink at the cad of the Remove. “He jeered at that poor old chap for being ragged.  I think it was filthily mean!”  
  “Just like Skinner, if he did.” grunted Peter. 
  “Well, the old merchant was such a sketch.” said Skinner. “He looked as if he had dressed up purposely to look like an awfully sad case of destitution. Humbug, of course, after charity !”
  “He wouldn’t get much change out of Bunter, if that was his game!”  grinned Bolsover major. 
  “Ha, ha ! Not much!”  
  “He fell in a stony place when he fell in with Bunter !”  chuckled Snoop. Not that Bunter would have given him anything, even if he’d had whacking great remittances from Uncle George.” 
  Bunter opened his lips to speak. 
  He closed them again. 
  He had been about to tell of the watch and chain that he had given to the poor old gent. He refrained.  Half measures were not good enough for Bunter in his new strange state. To do a good deed, and to brag of it afterwards, was rotten, and Bunter was done with rotten things. He said nothing. 
  “I’m dashed if I can make all this out !”  said Bob Cherry. “If Bunter really lent his brolly to an old man in the rain, it was jolly decent of him. Did you really, Bunty ?”
  “Yes, you ass. And he wasn’t a spoofing sort of chap either.” said Bunter. “I offered to give him the brolly, and he refused.” 
  “You offered to give something away !”  yelled Skinner. 
  “Yes, you beast !”  
  “My hat! We shall hear of Fishy offering to give something away next ! 
  “Bunter, old man, you’re too jolly surprising.” said Frank Nugent, with a laugh. “If you really did this trick, what did you do it for?” 
  “Well, a chap ought to be kindhearted, and kind to the poor, and all that, at Christmas-time.” said Bunter. 
  But this isn’t your first Christmas, is it? You’ve had some before, and they never had this effect on you.” 
  “Never!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, hardly ever.” chuckled Peter. 
  “You can jaw.” said Bunter. “I dare say I deserve it. I see that! Jaw as much as you like, and be blowed to you. I wish I had a punch like Bob Cherry. I’d wallop Skinner for jeering at that poor old chap.” 
  “If Skinner jeered at a poor old man my punch is at your service.” said Bob Cherry. “Did you, Skinner ?”  
  Harold Skinner hastily retired from the scene without answering that question. He had no use for Bob’s hefty punch. 
  “Hyer, you glass-eyed mugwump !”  Fisher T. Fish came along the passage. “You pie-faced clam, you owe me a bob. I hear that you’ve been helping the poor. I guess you’d better settle up what you owe a galoot before you start giving things away.” 
  “Well, that’s right.” Admitted Bunter. “But I haven’t a bob, you see. I’ll settle up after Christmas. I’m going to settle up all my debts after Christmas.” 
  “Christmas, 1990?” asked Snoop. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  
  “This Christmas !”  roared Bunter. “I’m expecting a lot of postal-orders —I—I—I mean, I ain’t expecting any postal-orders——”  
  “Wha-a-at ?”  
  But I shall get some tips this Christmas, and I’m going to save them up to square all round.” said Bunter. “ I owe nearly all you fellows money. and I’m going to clear it all off at the beginning of next term.” 
  “The justfulness before the generosity ” said Hurree . Jamset Ram Singh. “My esteemed Bunter, the gentle breakfulness is the proper caper. If you settle up all your esteemed debtfulness at once, the shockfulness to our esteemed selves will be terrific 1” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  
  “Yah!” snorted Bunter. 
  And he rolled away, leaving the Remove fellows laughing, and prepared to believe that he was going to settle up all his debt, when they should see him doing it.! As Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked, the seefulness was the believefulness, and really this wanted some believing. 


                        THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                           Amazing! 
“ What’s the time, Peter?  ”
  Thrice already, that Monday, Bunter had asked that question, and Peter had told him the time. 
  On this occasion, Toddy did not reach for his watch. He glared at Bunter. 
  “New joke?” he asked. 
  “Oh, really, Peter—” 
  “Well, if it isn’t a joke, what is it?” demanded Peter.  “What do you mean by asking a fellow the time all day long. That rolled gold turnip of yours keeps time. Has it stopped?  ”  
  “Nunno.” 
  “Well, then, don’t be a funny idiot.” said Peter. “If your uncle the marquis really gave thirty guineas for that watch, you don’t want to keep on worrying my Waterbury.” 
  “It never cost thirty guineas, Petcr.” 
  “I know it didn’t—but you always said it did.” 
  “I’m afraid that was rather an exaggeration, old chap. I—I think it cost about fifteen shillings .” 
  “Dear at that !”  said Peter. “Anyhow, it tells the time, so don’t play the goat.” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at Peter. Peter observed him rather curiously, and observed that Bunter’s watchchain was not visible. 
  “Oh!”  said Peter. “You’ve parted with it, what ?”  
  “ Yes,” admitted Bunter. 
  “O my prophetic soul, my uncle !”  quoted Peter. 
  “I haven’t popped it, Peter.” 
  “Sold it to Fishy ?”  asked Peter, with a grin. 
  “Nunno.” 
  “Has it rolled away?” asked Peter humorously. 
  “Look here, Peter, don’t ask questions.  ” said Bunter peevishly. 
“Just tell a chap the time. I’ve got to take my lines in to Quelchy at five.” 
  “Five to five.” said Peter, looking at his watch at last. “I didn’t know your watch had gone, fathead. Look here, ass, if you‘ve sold it, you can’t have got much for it—I’ll stand you the tin to get it back, if you like. I’ve had a Christmas tip.” 
  Bunter shook his head. 
  “Thanks all the same: can’t be done.” he answered. 
  “Look here, why can’t it be done?” demanded Peter, his curiosity really aroused now. “If you’ve sold it, you must have sold it to some fellow in the school, and he can’t be keen on keeping it.” 
  “I haven’t sold it.” 
  “My hat! This is a case for Sherlock Holmes or Ferrers Locke. You haven’t sold that watch, or popped it, or lost it, and yet it’s gone. Don’t tell me you’ve given it away.” 
  “I wasn’t going to tell you.” 
  Peter jumped. 
  “Great pip!” You’ve given it away!”  he yelled. 
  “I’m going to tell you, Peter. And Billy Bunter rolled hastily out of the study, with his lines for Mr. Quelch. Peter stared after him blankly. 
  Bunter presented himself in Mr. Quelch’s study with his lines.  Mr. Quelch glanced at them and raised his eyebrows. 
  “Those lines are written unusually well, Bunter.” he said. “For once, you have brought once, you have brought me an imposition without a single smear or blot.” 
  “I—I tried to do it well, sir.” 
  “Oh! I am glad to see, Bunter, that on one single occasion, you have taken the trouble not to be idle and slovenly.” 
  “Thank you, sir.” 
  “A parcel has arrived for you, by registered post, this afternoon.” added Mr. Quelch. “It is here, and you may take it, Bunter.” 
  Bunter’s fat face brightened. He almost clutched the parcel. It was a very small one, but it was registered: and it could hardly have been registered unless it contained something of value. Apparently one of Bunter’s relations had remembered him at last. 
  Bunter rolled away with his parcel.  He rolled into the Rag with it, and the beaming smile on his fat face drew attention upon him. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Postal-order come?” called out Bob Cherry. 
  “A registered  parcel.” said Bunter carelessly. “I expect it’s something pretty decent for Christmas from one of my titled relations, you know.” 
  “I don’t think !” remarked Skinner. 
  “I—I----I mean ” stammered Bunter. Rome was not built in a day: 
and the leopard could not change all his spots at once. Bunter reformed as he was, was always making these little slips. “I—I mean, it isn’t from a titled relation. I—I haven’t any titled relations, you know.” 
  “Tell us something we don’t know.” suggested Skinner. 
  “Beast!” 
  “I guess if that’s a Christmas tip, you’re settling up that bob you owe me.” said Fisher T. Fish, hovering round Bunter as he opened his parcel. 
  “Go and eat coke.” 
  There were a good many Remove men in the Rag before tea and some of them looked on with interest as Bunter opened his packet.  Registered packets did not often arrive for the Owl of the Remove. 
  “My hat!” A watch and chain paste ejaculated Skinner. “The Marquis of Bunter-de-Bunter is playing up at last! How unfortunate that it would only run to rolled gold.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter stared at the watch and chain in blank amazement.  He knew that watch and chain!” It was his own!” 
  His amazement was so great that he could only stare at it. Some of the other fellows recognised it, too. 
  “Lost your watch, and some honest man picked it up and sent it to you ?”  said Bob Cherry. “Very decent of him, whoever be is.” 
  “He mightn’t have been awfully honest,” remarked Skinner. “If he had kept it, it wouldn’t have made him very wealthy. The temptation can’t have been very strong.” 
  “Oh, dry up, Skinner.” 
  “It—it—it’s my watch !” stuttered Bunter. “ I—I can’t understand this. What has he sent it back for?” 
  “Did you lose it?”  asked Wharton. 
  “Nunno.” 
  “There’s a letter with it.” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh!”  Bunter picked up the letter that had been enclosed with the watch. He blinked at it, and gasped. 
  “Oh, crumbs!” Who’d have thought it ?” he ejaculated. 
  “I say, this is getting jolly mysterious.” said Bob. “Bunter says he never lost the watch, yet it comes back to him by registered post. surely haven’t been ass enough to pop your watch, Bunter?” 
  “Nunno,” gasped Bunter. 
  “That’s it—and uncle’s found out that it’s no good.” grinned Skinner.   “Mr. Solomon Isaacs wants his money back.”  
  Bunter was still blinking dazedly at the lettter. The amazement in his fat face caused general interest among the juniors. Evidently something of a very surprising and unexpected nature had occurred. Peter Todd came into the Rag, and he glanced at the watch on the table. 
  “Oh so you’ve got it back, have you?” he asked. “Where has it been, Bunter?” 
  “I can’t make it out.” gasped Bunter. “I thought he was frightfully hard up— fairly on the rocks. Skinner thought so, too.”  
  “He—who—which?” asked Peter. 
  “That old gent.” gasped Bunter. “It beats me. I gave him my watch because I hadn’t any money to give him, you know.” 
  “What?” roared a dozen Removites. 
  “You can read the letter, if you like.” said the astounded Owl of the Remove. “I can’t make it all out. It beats me.” 
  The juniors were quite interested to read the letter. Peter Todd took it, and read it aloud, with astonishment growing on his countenance. 

  “Dear Master Bunter,—I am returning you your watch and chain, with heartfelt thanks for your kindness and noble charity. Appearances are sometimes deceptive, my dear boy, and I am not in need as you supposed. I accepted your kind and generous gift, because I would not disappoint a noble lad who desired to help, as he believed, a poor and distressed old man. I confess, also, that I wished to put your generosity to a thorough test, and by accepting your gift, to ascertain that you were really in earnest. I am satisfied—more than satisfied—and I now return you the watch. You will hear from me again, my dear boy, and in the meantime, accept an old man’s thanks and blessing. 
                                                                        “Your friend, 
                                                                            “Sempronius Skelton.” 

  There was silence in the Rag when Peter finished reading out that remarkable letter.  The juniors stared at one another and at Bunter blankly. 
  “My only chapeau !“ ejaculated Bob Cherry at last. 
  Bunter gave his watch and chain to a giddy beggar-man !”  said Peter Todd dazedly. ‘‘Were you wandering in your mind, Bunter? ” 
  “Oh, really, Toddy—-” 
  “Gammon!” said Skinner. 
  “But the letter says——” exclaimed Bob. 
  “It’s spoof of some sort.” said Skinner. “We all know Bunter.” 
  “Gammon !“ agreed Hazeldenc. 
  Billy Bunter jerked the letter away from Peter, and crumpled it into his pocket. He gave the doubting Removites an indignant blink. Then he rolled out of the Rag. 
  The Owl of the Remove was glad to get back his watch and chain. There was no doubt about that. But he was quite puzzled and mystified. 
The Remove fellows were mystified, too. Bunter had played many parts in his time, and the fellows were used to all sorts of spoof from him. Bunter the Benevolent was quite a new character for him, and really put a heavy strain upon the credulity of the other fellows. 

                         THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 


                                   Bunter’s Reward ! 

“I WISH——” 
  “Um !”  said Peter Todd absently. 
  Breaking up the day at Greyfriars was, of course, a busy day.  That day Peter had little time or inclination for Billy Bunter’s conversation. 
  In fact, he rather desired to give Bunter a wide berth that day. 
  Bunter was not “fixed up” for Christmas. 
  Wonderful to relate, during the past few days he had done nothing in the line of fishing for holiday invitations. 
  And as nobody was likely to ask Bunter home, except under very strong pressure from Bunter, the fat junior’s affairs were still unfixed.    
  Bunter Court seemed his only refuge. Most fellows preferred to spend Christmas at home with their people; but that had never appealed to Bunter.  He enjoyed Christmas more away from his people; and perhaps his people also enjoyed it more in those circumstances. 
  As Bunter was not landed on Harry Wharton & Co., or Lord Mauleverer, or Smithy, Peter Todd feared that he was intended to be the victim. Of course, he could say no. But he did mot want to say no if he could help it; he preferred to part with even Bunter on amicable terms when he was going for Christmas. Still, he was prepared to say no, with any amount of emphasis that was required, if it came to the point. But he hoped that Bunter would keep off the subject. 
Now he feared that it was coming. 
  “I wish—” repeated Bunter wistfully. 
  “ Um !”  
  “I wish I was a millionaire!” 
  “Oh !”  ejaculated Peter. “Is that all?” 
  “That’s all.” said Bunter. 
  “Well, that’s not much to wish !”  grinned Peter. “I wish I was a multimillionaire, or a billionaire, if you come to that!” 
  “But wouldn’t it be ripping?” said Bunter. “Think of what I could do during the Christmas holidays!” 
  “A fat turkey every day regularly, and a goose every evening, and a Christmas pudding to take to bed with you every night?” asked Peter. 
  “No, you ass! I was thinking of the good I might do!” 
  “ Eh !”
  “Going round among the poor, you know, and standing them turkeys and coals and blankets and Christmas puddings, and all that!” 
  Peter Todd almost fell down. 
  “Think of the happiness a millionaire could bring into any number of poor homes !” argued Bunter. 
  “Oh dear!” 
  “If somebody would die and leave me a million pounds !”  sighed Bunter. 
  “If somebody would leave me a million pounds, I’d be willing to let him live!” grinned Peter. 
  “But it’s no good wishing.” said Bunter. “ I’d like to have a million pounds this Christmas, but I’ve only got for fourpence——” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  roared Peter. “There’s a bit of difference, certainly !”   
  “You can’t do much good with fourpence.” said Bunter sorrowfully. “Still, I can keep it and give it to a blind man.”
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  Bunter rolled away, leaving Peter staring after him. Peter was a 
perspicacious youth, but he really failed to understand Bunter now; the Owl of the Remove seemed to be getting beyond him. 
  Several fellows, when they saw Bunter, moved away rather quickly. Lord Mauleverer almost ran for it. 
  But, for once, there was no occasion for alarm.  Billy Bunter was not, on this occasion, like a lion seeking what he might devour. 
  And when Harry Wharton, moved to heroic self-sacrifice by the genial influence of Christmastide tapped him on a fat shoulder, and said, “Look here, Bunter, like to come home with me?” the Owl of the Remove shook his head. 
  “Thanks, old fellow !” he answered. “You’re awfully good, but I’m going home.” 
  “Merry Christmas, then !”  said Harry, with a smile. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”  Bob Cherry roared along the passages. “Anybody seen Bunter ! Bunter’s wanted!  Somebody wants Bunter!”  
  “Extraordinary !”  remarked Skinner. “How can anybody possibly want Bunter?” 
  Bunter !” Bunty! Bunt !”  roared Bob. 
  “Here I am—”  
  “You’re wanted, old fat bean!”  said Bob Cherry. “Old gent in a fur coat— one of your titled relations, I suppose— what ?”  
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Old gent in a silk topper and fur-lined coat, in a car that’s a real whacker.” said Bob. “One of your millionaire uncles that you’ve forgotten, I suppose.” 
  “Look here, don’t you try to pull my leg!”  said Bunter. “There’s nobody calling for me—I’m going home by train——” 
  “Honest Injun !”  said Bob. “I tell you, the gilt-edged johnny is waiting for you, and Quelchy sent. me to find you. Half Greyfriars is starin at the car—it’s the whoppingest Rolls-Royce that ever rolled or royced.” 
  Billy Bunter, in utter amazement, followed Bob. A crowd of who had heard the announcement followed on. 
  There was no doubt that it was a magnificent car that was standing before the House. A magnificent liveried chauffeur stood by it. Billy Bunter caught a glimpse of it as he rolled up to the little old gentleman who was talking with Mr. Quelch just inside the big doorway of the House. 
  Bunter blinked at that little old gentleman. 
  His jaw dropped in sheer astonishment. In spite of the fur-lined coat and the other evidences of wealth, Bunter knew that little old gentleman al a glance. 
  It was the dilapidated old gentleman he had befriended on that rainy Sunday afternoon! 
  The change in appearances was amazing; but it was the same 
gentleman. 
  Bunter blinked at him like a fellow in a drean. 
  The old gentlerman’s cheery, chubby face lighted up with a smile at the sight of William George Bunter. 
  He shook hands cordially with the fat junior. 
  “This is my young friend.” he said. “A lad of whom this school should be proud, Mr. Quelch !”
  “Bless my soul !”  said Mr. Quelch. 
  “We’re dreaming this !”  murmured Skinner to his friends. 
  “Bunter.  ” said Mr. Quelch, in a gasping voice, “this is Mr. Sempronius Skelton, whom, it appears, you met on some occasion—under different circumstances. Mr. Skelton has seen your father, and obtained his permission to take you with him for the Christmas holidays, if you care to go.” 
  “ Oh !”  gasped Bunter. 
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He blinked at the fur coated gentleman, and he blinked at the magnificent car outside.  His eyes danced behind his glasses. 
  “Let me explain, Master Bunter.”  said Mr. Skelton. “It was my desire to find some truly generous under charitable person to assist me in carrying out the charitable works among the poor this Christmas. For this purpose I assumed a poor garb and an appearance of great poverty, and tramped the countryside for many days. . I received many acts of kindness in my assumed character of a destitute old man; but only on one occasion did I encounter the kind of person I was seeking ---- when a a schoolboy befriended me, offered me his own umbrella in a rainstorm, and gave me his watch and chain because he had no money to give.  That schoolboy was yourself.” 
  The Greyfriars fellows crowding around Bunter blinked at one another. 
 “I knew then that I had found what I sought. ” continued Mr. Skelton. “ It is far from easy for a millionaire to be sure that any person with whom he comes in touch is truly disinterested and kind-hearted.  In my assumed character of a destitute old man I placed the matter beyond doubt.  If you care to pass the Christmas holidays with me, Master Bunter, you shall have as happy a Christmas as I can give you; but above all, you will be able to carry out all your charitable desires and make many others happy, which, I am assured, will appeal to you more than any other consideration.” 
  “ Oh, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “I have called upon Mr. Bunter, under obtained his sanction.” Said Mr. Skelton. “He is prepared to forgo the pleasure of your society chairing the Christmas vacation.” 
  Some of the fellows grinned. 
  That much, at least, surprised nobody
  “Oh, thank you, sir !” gasped Bunter. “I’ll come with pleasure, sir!  It’s awfully good of you! But—” He hesitated. 
  “ If you have any objection, my boy, state it frankly.” said the millionaire. 
  “I----I  was thinking of my brother, sir!” said Bunter, to the blank amazement of all hearers. “ It’s ripping for me, but poor old Sammy ----” 
  “My dear lad, you only raise my opinion of you still higher !” he exclaimed.” Bring your brother with you.” 
  “Then I’ll be jolly glad, sir!” said Bunter.
  “it is decided, then.” said the millionaire.  “I shall wait till you and your brother are ready to depart.”
  Mr. Skelton walked away with Mr. Quelch. 
  “Fan me, somebody!” murmured Bob Cherry.
  “What ass was it said that the age of miracles was past?” inquired Johnny Bull.
  Harry Wharton clapped Bunter on the back.
  “Good old porpoise!” he said.  “Gratters, old man!” 
  “The gratterfulness is terrific!” 
  “Bravo, Bunter!”
  For the first time on record, Billy Bunter departed in state when the school broke up.
  Sammy Bunter, in an absolutely dazed condition, sat by his major’s side in the great car with the little old gentleman.
  A crowd of fellows gathered round to see them off.
  “Good-bye, Bunter!”
  “Merry Christmas, old bean!”
  Bunter waved a fat hand joyously.  Many hands under hats were waved after him.  The Owl of the Remove, in the seventh heaven of delight, rolled away in the car, booked for a wonderful holiday, which was the unexpected and amazing outcome of Bunter’s Christmas present!
THE END
