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THE MOST BACKWARD BOY IN THE FORM! That’s how Mr. Quelch of the Remove at Greyfriars regards Billy Bunter, and feeling it to be his duty to improve Bunter’s knowledge of Latin and Greek, etc., the Remove Form master decides to give Bunter an extra hour’s tuition per day.  But to this charitable arrangement Billy Bunter objects and – strongly!
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THE FIRST CHAPTER 

A Shortage of Dates! 
“I WANT some dates !“ 
Billy Bunter made that statement in Study No. 1 of the Remove, rather to the surprise 
of Wharton and Nugent, the occupants of that celebrated apartment. 
There was nothing surprising, of course, in wantrng dates, or anything else in the eatable line. All was grist that came to Bunter’s mill; anything of an edible nature was welcome to him. 
Still, it was rather surprising that he should roll specially into Study No. I 10 make the statement. Wharton and Nugent could not be supposed to keep a supply of the succulent fruit on the Premises. 
“Dates?” repeated Wharton. 
“Dates!” assented Bunter. 
“Well, fathead, this isn’t a fruiterers shop” said Frank Nugent, staring at him. 
“Oh, really, Nugent—” 
“Try Mrs. Mimble’s shop,” suggested Wharton. 
“And shut the door after you !” added Nugent. 
Billy Bunter did not go. He stood his ground, and blinked at the chums of the Remove through his big spectacles. 
“I must have some dates,” he said. 
“Try Mrs. Mimble’s shop,” suggested Wharton. “I believe she’s got boxes of then.” 
“Oh, really, Wharton———-” 
“Anyhow, there’s nothing doing in this study. Run away and play !” said the captain of the Remove. 
“I don’t mean that I want dates to eat, you ass “ roared Bunter. 
“What the thump do you want them for, then?  ” 
“Quelchy; 
“You wanr dates for Mr. Quelch?” 
“That’s it.” 
“Well, my only hat !“ ejaculated Harry Wharton blankly, while Nugent stared. “You’re thinking of giving you a form master dates, as if he was a greedy fag like yourself.  I know
Quelchy has been down on you for slacking, but that isn’t the way to bring him round, you duffer.” 
“Form masters don’t take presents from fellows,” said Frank Nugent. “And do you think an old scout like Quelchy would care for dates, anyhow Are you off your rocker?” 
“I say, you f8llows, I really must have some dates, you know,” urged Bunter, blinking at them seriously. “Quelchy has been frightfully down on me in history class, and it’s history again this afternoon, he’s told me that he’s going to give me special attention.” 
“You need it.,” said Wharton, laughing. “Didn’t you tell him the other day that William of Orange came over with the Normans” 
“Well, didn’t he?  ”  
“Oh, my hat! Ha, ha, ha !”
“It’s all very well to cackle,” said Bunter warmly. “You’re not expecting to get Quelchy’s pointer on your knuckles this afternoon, Wharton.” 
“I should be if I slacked in class as you do,” answered the captain of the Remove. “Why not try a little work ?”
Bunter sniffed. 
Obviously, the suggestion did not appeal to him. Work, from Bunter’s point of view, was a last and desperate resource, only to be tried in very extreme cases. 
“Look here, Wharton, be a pal.” he said. “I simply must have some dates. I’ve got to have them all ready for this afternoon. Now you’re a whale on dates, old chap.” 
“Oh !” ejaculated Wharton. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” roared Nugent. 
There had been a little misunderstanding. 
It was not the edible date that Bunter was thinking of. The dates he wanted were not found in boxes, but in books. For once the fat junior was not thinking about eating. 
“You’re really the cleverest chap in the Remove at this sort of thing, Wharton,” said Bunter. “I don’t mean to flatter you just because I want something out of you.” 
“Don’t you?” grinned Wharton. “It. sounds to mc as if you do.” 
“Not at all, old fel1ow!  You know all about dates and things. I dare say you could t8ll me off-hand the date of the Conquest.” 
“I should deserve to be licked if I couldn’t.” 
“And the date of the Spanish Armada?” 
“Of course, ass !”
“Well, I never can remember all that rubbish,” said Bunter. “All very well for chaps like you, of course. But a fellow with a real intellect can’t bother about silly trifles like that.” 
“Oh!” 
“But what’s a fellow to do?” asked Bunter. “Quelch thinks that I ought to know these things, just like a commonplace fellow of youtr sort.” 
“ Thanks!”
“It’s rot, of course, but there it is,” said Bunter. “I don’t want to be licked this afternoon. And I could see it in Quelchy’s eye that he’s going to lick me if I don’t satisfy him. He’s going to spin me a lot of questions in English history, and catch me out if he can. Mean, you know! Well, I’ve got to have some dates ready for him.” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
He was occupied at the moment in oiling a cricket bat, but he was good- naturedly prepared to put that occupation aside and give William George Bunter a little instruction in “dates.” 
“I’m your man,” he said. “I can give you a ton of dates, if you like, if you can remember them.” 
“I can’t,” said Bunter. 
“What’s the good, then? You can’t take written notes into class. Quelchy would spot you at once.” 
“I know. That’s not the idea.” 
“Well, what the thump is the idea, then?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
“I’ve thought it out’ said Bunter. “My idea is for you to arrange somebody to sit beside me—see? Then when Quelchy asks me a question—” 
“Whisper the answer — what? ” grinned Nugent. “Quelchy’s gimlet eye would be on it at once.” 
“I know that; Nugent: that’s not the wheeze. I’ve tried that game before, and it was a frost.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“It’s better than that,” said Bunter. “Wharton will have his book open before him --nothing suspicious in that. Quelchy’s warned me that he’s going to ask me a. series of historical dates, and I’m to have the answers ready. W harton could give the answers on his head.  All you’ve got to do, Wharton, old chap, is to pencil the date on your book q soon as Quelchy asks, and I shall see it—see? —and answer.” 
Wharton stared at him. 
“And suppose Quelchy spots me, as is pretty certain ?” he asked. 
“Oh, it will be all right! Even if he spots you, it’s only a licking, you know,” said Bunter encouragingly. 
“Only a licking?” repeated Harry. 
“That’s all, old chap! Be a man, you know! What’s a licking?” 
“Oh, a licking isn’t much, isn’t it?” 
“Oh, no !”
Wharton chuckled. 
“Well, if a licking isn’t much, you needn’t mind getting one for getting your dates wrong,” he said. 
“Eh?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent, greatly entertained by the expression on Billy Bunter’s fat countenance. 
Evidently, in Bunter’s estimation, a licking received by another fellow was a trifle light as air, while a licking of which he was himself the recipient was quite another matter. 
“So that’s settled,” said Harry laughing. “Now roll along, Bunter, and the best thing you can do is to mug up some dates before class.” 
“So you’re going to let me down, are you, just because you funk a licking ?” demanded Bunter scornfully. 
“Yah!” 
“Good-bye, Bunter !” 
“Funk !” said Bunter. 
Harry Wharton still had the cricket bat in his hands. The business end of it suddenly dropped to the floor, just where one of Billy Bunter’s extensive feet was planted. 
“Whoooop !”
Billy Bunter gave a sudden jump, and almost leaped into the air. Then he hopped on one leg, clasping a foot with both hands. 
“Ow! Ow! Wow!” 
“Have another?” asked the captain of the Remove, lifting the cricket bat again. “You’ve only got to say some more nice polite things.” 
“Ow! Wow! Beast !”
Billy Bunter rolled out of the study without waiting for another. One was enough. He rolled out, and paused. a moment in the doorway to shake a fat fist at the captain of the Remove. 
Wharton made a motion with the cricket bat, and William George Bunter promptly vanished. 
There was “nothing doing” in No. 1 Study, and the Owl of the Remove had to seek further for help in his remarkable scheme for supplying Mr. Quelch with dates. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

SkInner Is Too Funny! 

“YOU rotters can go and eat coke.” 
Thus W. G. Bunter. 
Harry Wharton & Co., coming along to the Remove 
Form-room for class that afternoon, found the doorway adorned by the ample figure of William George Bunter. Bunter was talking with Skinner of the Remove, and Skinner—not usually a good -tempered or genial fellow—was smiling very kindly at Bunter. Harold Skinner’s chums, Snoop and Stott, stood by grinning. 
One glance at them was enough to show that Skinner’ & Co. had some little scheme on for pulling Bunter’s fat leg. Skinner was a great humorist, and his jests were not always good-natured—in fact, they seldom were. But Bunter evidently had no suspicion. H8 had found the help he needed; and as Wharton and his friends came up, Bunter gae them a contemptuous blink, his very spectacles gleaming with scorn. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s the row?” asked Bob Cherry. “What have we done to displease your serene highness, Bunty?” 
“Skinner’s going to help me out,” said Bunter. “Skinner’s a pal !” 
“Is he?” said Wharton, with a very doubtful glance at Skinner. Ho would not have trusted Skinner very far himself. 
“Well, why shouldn’t a fellow help old Bunter?” said Skinner blandly. “He’s for it if he doesn’t get some help. Quelchy has been frightfully down on him for slacking. Of course, Bunter is a dunce 
“Oh, really, Skinner —” 
“And a lazy slacker,” said Skinner.  “Biggest fathead in the Remove—if you come to that—” 
“Look here –“
“But Quelchy has got a down on him, and it’s up to a fellow to lend a hand,” said Skinner virtuously. 
‘Quelchy was telling us himself the other day that it’s a fellow’s duty to help another fellow in adversity!  Well, I’m taking Quelchy’s tip.” 
Snoop and Stott chuckled. 
“You let me down, Wharton !” said Bunter. “After all l’ve done for you, you let me down, because you funk a licking. Skinner’s standing by me like a pal. If I don’t get through all right this afternoon, I may get extra toot—Quelchy’s threatened it. Think of that !” 
“It would do you good,” said Harry. Bunter blinked at him in almost speechless indignation. Extra toot— that is, extra tuition—was never welcomc to any fellow; to Bunter it was more than unwelcome; he had had some, so to speak, and the more he had had, the less he had liked it, Mr. Quelch, a dutiful form-master, believed it to be his duty to give special attention to a backward boy—and there was no doubt that Bunter was backward.  But the Owl of the Remove would have been-satisfied with a much less dutiful form-master. 
Mr. Quelch appeared at the other end of the form-room passage, and the juniors hurried in to take their places. 
Skinner dropped into the place beside Bunter, still with a genial expression on his face. Snoop and Stott looked as if they were going to enjoy their afternoon—an unaccustomed experience in the Remove room. Indeed, to anyone but the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove, it would have been clear that Skinner was planning a jape, and that the fat junior had only Punic faith to expect from the fellow who had so suddenly become “pally.” 
But Bunter was quite at his ease. He knew that Skinner could give him the assistance he required, if Skinner liked. Skinner was a. good deal of a slacker. but he was very keen and had a good memory; and indeed, Bunter’s problems would not have been problems at all to any fellow less obtuse than Bunter. Obtuseness combined with unlimited laziness had been Bunter’s undoing.  Skinner could do what was needed, and he had generously offered so to do; and that was enough for Bunter. He was looking forward to the class with contented confidence now. 
Mr. Quelch came rustling into the form-room, and his keen eye—often likened by his, pupils to a gimlet— singled out Bunter. Bunter was going through it this time; he was going to be made to understand that fellows came to Greyfriars to learn things. That was Mr. Quelch’s fixed opinion. It was not Bunter’s. But Mr. Quelch being a form-master, had to be given his head. 
English history was the subject, not an unpopular subject in the Remove. It was easier—therefore better—than Latin or maths, and no worse than geography. Sometimes, too Mr. Quelch made the lesson quite interesting, by a little dissertation of his own, which made some ancient period live again to the eyes of his class, and made them realise that William the Conqueror, and Henry the Eighth, and the Four Georges, really were human beings in their time, and not merely names in school books. 
When Mr. Quelch got away from the dry bones of his subject in this way, the Remove, found him quite entertaining, and even Lord Mauleverer would sit up and take notice. 
Alter such an entertainment, however, Mr. Quelch would come back to his mutton, so to speak, and rap out a series of questions on ethe lesson and then the slackers of tha class would vie with one another in attempts to avoid catching his eye. 
Billy Bunter would have been content to doze through every single class at Greyfriars, and ultimately leave school knowing exactly as much as when he had entered it. Indeed, on such terms Bunter would have considered school life a really enjoyable institution. It seemed to him very hard cheese that an interfering old gentleman should insist upon cramming into his head things he did not want to know. 
But Mr. Quelch did so insist; and he was now so thoroughly fed up with Bunter’s idleness, that he was making a special mark of him. All the Remove fellows knew it, and they were expecting to see Bunter scarified—not knowing the precautions he had taken. 
So there was a general stir of interest when Mr. Quelch said: “I shall now ask you some questions ”, everybody knew that Bunter was “for it !”
Bunter gave Skinner a sidelong blink from behind his spectacles. Skinner gave him a reassuring wink. 
Skinner held his book closed, in such a way as to conceal a sheet of paper against the cover. On that paper he was to scribble the answers Bunter had to give, and he contrived to hold the book so that Bunter should see the paper, without Mr. Quelch seeing it. He sat with his shoulder turned to Bunter, looking away from him, apparently thinking of anything but communication with the fat junior. 
“Bunter !” 
“Oh! Yes, sir !”
“I trust you have been paying attention. Bunter?” 
‘Oh yes, sir,” said Bunter, “I always do, sir! It—it’s such a pleasure to listen to you. sir !“ 
A soft answer is said to turn away wrath. But it did not produce that effect upon Mr. Quelch. He frowned. 
“Very well, Bunter,” ho said grimly. “I shall now ask you to give a few dates.” 
“Certainly, sir !”
“In what year did the Norman Conquest take place?” 
Any other fellow in the Remove, even Lord Mauleverer, who was very hazy in such matters, would have answered at once “1066”.  But Bunter was more than hazy in such matters—his fat mind was a beautiful blank. 
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But a sidelong glance at Skinner’s book helped him out. 
“1923, sir !“ he answered. 
“Wha-a-t?” 
“Nineteen-twenty-three !” said Bunter, surprised by the expression that came over Mr. Quelch’s face. 
Skinner knew—he knew that Skinner knew. And Skinner had scribbled 1923” on his paper. So what could Bunter do? Even Bunter would have realised, on a little reflection, that Norman William must have arrived much earlier than 1923. But Bunter was not given to reflection; neither had he any time to reflect. 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh whispered to Nugent that the wrathfulness of the esteemed Quelchy was terrific. The Nabob of Bhanipur was right. Wrath gathered like a thundercloud on the Remove master’s brow. 
“Bunter!” he stuttered. 
“That’s right, sir, isn’t it?” gasped Bunter 
“Right!” exclaimed the Remove master. “Bunter, is this unexampled stupidity, or is it impertinence?” 
“Oh, sir!  Yes sir! No, sir !”
“Do you suppose, Bunter, that the Norman conquest took place in our own lifetimes ? exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
“Oh! No; sir! Certainly not!” 
“Then what do you mean, Bunter?” 
“N-n-nothing, sir !” 
“Bless my soul, this boy is beyond me!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Never, in all my experience as a schoolmaster, have I encountered such stupidity!  I will give you another chance, Bunter.” 
“T-t-thank you, sir!” 
“Under which king was Magna Charta signed?” 
Johnny Bull, at a little distance from Bunter, formed the words “King John “ with his lips, as a hint to the unfortunate Owl of the Remove. But Bunter did not heed his sign—he was blinking at Skinner’s paper, whence he derived information—really startling  nformation. 
“Julius Caesar, sir” 
Mr. Quelch jumped. 
Such an answer might have made the most sedate Form master jump. 
There was a howl from the Remove. 
“Ha, ha. ha!” 
“Silence!” hooted Mr. Quelch. “This boy’s obtuse impertinence is not a subject for laughter.” 
“Isn’t it?” murmured Vernon-Smith, but he took care that the murmur did not reach Mr. Quelch’s ears. 
“Did you—did you say Julius Caesar, Bunter?” exclaimed the Remove master, 
“Yes, sir” gasped Bunter. 
“Are you under the impression that Julius Caesar was a King of England, Bunter?” 
“W-w-wasn’t he, sir?” 
“Bless my soul! Boy, do you not know who Julius Caesar was?” 
Bunter blinked at Skinner’s paper again, and derived more information from it. Skinner, undoubtedly, had a pretty wit. 
“Yes, sir. He—he was—was the discoverer of America, sir !”
“The discoverer of America ?” said Mr. Quelch dazedly. “Is it possible, Bunter, that you do not know, that Christopher Columbus was the discoverer of America?’ 
Bunter started. Now that Mr. Quelch reminded him, he fancied that he had indeed heard something of the sort. 
“Yes, sir!” he gasped. “Of—of course, sir !”
“I begin to think that you are scarcely in your right senses, Bunter. You will write out ‘King John signed Magna Charta’ five hundred times !” 
“I –I don’t mind, sir !” gasped Bunter. 
“Whether you mind or not, Bunter, is a matter of very little moment,” said Mr. Quelch. “Bring your imposition to me this evening. I can give you no further attention now, Bunter—it is wasting the time of the class.” 
Bunter gasped with relief. He was only too glad to hear that Mr. Quelch could give him no further attention just then. The look in Mr. Quelch’s eye hinted that he was to get further attention later on. But for the moment there was deep relief. 
Mr. Quelch turned his attention to other fellows in the Remove, and Bunter was left in peace. He had time now to reflect, and to work out in his fat brain why Mr. Quelch had been so annoyed, and he grasped at last the fact that Skinner had been pulling his leg. Obviously, the answers so generously supplied by Skinner had been all wrong, and Bunter, when he realised it, bestowed an infuriated blink upon Harold Skinner. Skinner gave him a genial smile in return. He had quite enjoyed the jest at Bunter’s expense; and Bunter’s heavy impot did not worry Skinner—he was not given to worrying about the troubles of others. 
THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Punching Skinner! 
“I SAY, you fellows——” 
“Poor old Bunter !”
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Oh, really, Wharton! It’s all your fault, you know. If you’d helped mc instead of that other beast —“ 
“That what?” ejaculated Wharton. 
“That other beast. Then it would have been all right. I say, it’s rather thick, isn’t it, a fellow getting a fellow into a row like that !” exclaimed Billy Bunter indignantly. “I’d jolly well punch Skinner, only—only—’ 
“Only there’d be a dead porpoise lying about soon afterwards,” chuckled Skinner. 
“Beast!” 
The Remove had been dismissed, and Billy Bunter, in the Form-room passage, was airing his grievances. For once, there was sympathy for William George Bunter. 
Pulling his fat leg was all very well, but bringing down upon him the vials of his Form master’s wrath was quite another. There was a limit, which Harold Skinner had forgotten. 
“It’s too rotten,” said Bob Cherry. 
“Bunter’s got a whacking impot, and Quelchy’s more down on him than ever. Of course, he’s a dunce and a slacker, but—” 
“Oh, really, Cherry!” 
“But there was no need for Skinner to make matters worse for him,” said Harry Wharton. 
“Dear man, it was no end of a jest,” said Skinner with a chuckle. 
“I say, you fellows, it’s not playing the game to get a fellow into a row with a Form-master,” said Bunter. “Skinner offered to help me out, you know, and I trusted him,” 
“And he let you down,” said Harry Wharton. “Quite so. I think you ought to punch Skinner’s head, Bunter.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner. “Go it, Bunter! Better make your will first, or sign the ‘Daily Mail’ insurance coupon.” 
Billy Bunter gave him a ferocious blink. He would have given a great deal to punch Skinner’s head, as Skinner undoubtedly deserved.  But the Owl of the Remove was not a great fighting- man. 
In the circumstances,” continued Harry Wharton, “I think you’re entitled to ask somebody to punch Skinner’s head for you, Bunter.” 
“Good wheeze,” concurred Bob Cherry. 
Bunter brightened up. 
Skinner, on the other hand, suddenly ceased to chuckle. He was quite prepared to deal with the fat junior, with or without gloves. But if Bunter punched his head by proxy, so to speak it was quite a different matter, 
Skinner made a hurried movement along the passage. Immediately five or six juniors closed round him. 
“Don’t cut off, old scout,” grinned Vernon-Smith. “We haven’t got to the end of the joke yet.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
“Let me pass!” growled Skinner, scowling round at the grinning juniors. 
“Stay where you are !” chuckled Johnny Bull. “Now, then, Bunter, pick your man !” 
“We’re all at your service, Bunter,” said Frank Nugent, laughing. 
“I’m your man, if you like,” said Peter Todd. 
It was Bunter’s turn to chuckle now. Skinner, edging away uneasily, was surrounded by the grinning Removites, and quite unable to escape. He began to wish that he had not been quite so funny at Bunter’s expense. The great jest was taking on a more serious aspect now. 
“Look here, chuck this rot !“ growled Skinner. “ I’m getting fed-up with this. It was only a joke !” 
“Bunter’s impot isn’t a joke,” said Peter Todd. “He will be bothering every fellow in the Remove to help him with his lines.” 
“Name your man, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry. 
“I’d jolly well thrash him myself,” said Bunter, “only—only the fact is, I— I—— You punch his head for me, Bob.” 
“Done !” 
Bob Cherry pushed back his cuffs, put up his hands, and advanced upon Skinner. 
Skinner promptly backed away, but he backed against a wall of Removites, and they stood firm. He had to stop. 
“Put up your paws, old man,” said Bob cheerfully. “You’ve asked for it, you know, and it’s coming along.” 
“You silly ass !” howled Skinner. 
“Look out for your nose !”
Bob Cherry made a pass at Skinner’s nose, and Skinner put up his hands in a great hurry. 
“That’s better,” said Bob. “Now come on.” 
“Give him a jolly good hiding!” chortled Bunter ”. “Give him a  black eye, old chap! Squash his nose, old fellow! He, he, he !” 
Bob Cherry came at Skinner with left and right. As a matter of fact, he was not attacking very seriously, and he only intended to give Skinner a tap or two. Still, Bob Cherry’s “taps” were fairly hefty, and Skinner did not want any of them. 
Skinner defended himself frantically, amid shouts of laughter from the Remove fellows. In the midst of the scene Mr. Quelch came out of the Remove Form room. He started. 
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“What—what is this? Have I, or have I not, forbidden horseplay in the corridors !” he boomed. 
The Removites did not stop to answer Mr. Quelch’s question. They scudded away, and vanished. 
Mr. Quelch, with a frowning brow pursued his way to his study. The Remove fellows scattered in the quadrangle— much to Skinner’s relief. He had had quite enough of the outcome of his little joke on Bunter. 
Skinner was not seen again till teatime. Harry Wharton & Co. were at tea in Study No. 1, with the door wide open, and when Skinner came up to the Remove passage he was spotted passing the open door of No. 1. Bob Cherry’s voice shouted out to him 
“Hello, hallo, hallo! Stop a ninute, Skinner I haven’t punched your head yet.” 
Skinner dashed along to his study, No. 11, without replying. A shout of laughter followed him from Study No. 1. 
“I’ll drop in on Skinner after tea,” chuckled Bob. “He’s such a giddy humorist, you know, he’s bound to enjoy the joke.” 
“I don’t think,” said Wharton, laughing. 
After tea, Bob Cherry strolled along to Study No. 11, which belonged to Skinner, Snoop, and Stott. Several fellows followed him there, and looked in when Bob hurled the door open. 
The three black sheep of the Remove had finished tea, and were smoking cigarettes—a little custom in Study No. 11. Skinner stared in angry alarm at Bob. Snoop and Stott grinned. 
“Ready?” asked Bob cheerily 
“Ready for what, you silly ass?” snapped Skinner. 
“I haven’t punched your head yet, you know.” 
“Look here, you silly chump –“
“Coming!” said Bob. 
Skinner jumped as Bob came into the study, and dodged round the table. 
“Keep off, you silly owl !” he yelled. 
“Collar him?’ 
Skinner made a desperate rush for the doorway. Half a dozen Removites blocked his way there, and Skinner was stopped. He dodged round the study again, with Bob Cherry on his track. A chair went spinning, and then another chair, and the table rocked s Skinner collided with it. 
“Here, don’t wreck the blessed study !” exclaimed Snoop. 
Skinner madc another dash for the door, and again was headed off by the grinning juniors. Again he fled round the study, amid yells of laughter. This time he was cornered, and in a corner of the room he turned desperately at bay. 
“Ow! You—you rotter! Keep off !“ he gasped, sinking against th wall, and panting for breath. 
“Put up your paws, old scout!” 
“I—I won’t !” 
“Then here goes !“ 
Bob Cherry drew back his right arm, and aimed a terrific drive at Skinner’s nose. 
Skinner, in sheer terror, closed his eyes.
But that terrific drive slowed down as it approached Skinner’s sharp nose, and Bob Cherry’s knuckles handed only with a gentle tap. Skinner opened his eyes again and blinked. 
“That’s done !” said Bob. 
Skinner blinked at Bob Cherry, understanding at last that Bob had only been pulling his leg. As an inveterate leg puller himself, Skinner ought really to have been entertained by the little joke. But he did not seem to be. Like many other humorists, Skinner found it difficult to take a joke against himself. 
Bob Cherry tramped out of the study, and Skinner savagely slammed the door after him. Billy Bunter came rolling up the Remove passage, and he caught Bob Cherry by the sleeve as he was leaving Study No. 11. 
“Have you punched him ?” he asked eagerly. 
“Certainly!“ 
“Hard?” asked Bunter. 
“The hardfulness was not terrific,” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Look here, Cherry—” 
“I’ll show you just how hard it was, Bunter,” said Bob, swinging back his powerful right arm. “You stand there, and—— Why, he’s gone !” 
Bunter departed without making further Inquiries. 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

Just a Line from Bunter! 

“WHAT about your lines, Bunter?” 
Peter Todd asked the question in Study No. 7 after tea was finished. 
Billy Bunter was reposing in the study armchair, with his fat little legs stretched out, when Peter Todd and Tom Dutton came in for prep. Bunter did not look like a fellow who had been given an impot of five hundred lines to take in before bedtime. Five hundred lines was an exceedingly heavy imposition, and it meant hard work to get it done in time. And it was quite obvious that the Remove master was not to be trifled with. But William George Bunter was taking his ease in the armchair, as if he had no troubles at all on his fat mind. 
Peter was a little concerned about his fat study-mate. Mr. Quelch had only too much cause to be down on the slacker, and at the present time he was very much down on him indeed. It behoved Bunter to be wary, until something else came along to take up the Form master’s attention. Certainly it was no time for slacking in the study armchair 
“You’d better hustle a bit, fatty,” said Peter kindly. “Quelchy will make you sit up, you know, ii the lines aren’t done. 
“The lines?” repeated Bunter. 
“Y8s, ass! Look here! I’ll help you out with about fifty,” said Peter generously. “It was that cad Skinner’s fault you got them really. I can work in fifty without Quelchy spotting them. But get going,you duffer! You’ve left it jolly late !” 
“I don’t catch on.” said Bunter. “I’ve done my line.” 
“Your line!”  
“Yes,” said Bunter1 blinking at him, “Quelchy gave me only one line to write, you know.” 
Peter stared. 
“Wandering in your mind?” he asked. 
“Oh, really, Peter—” 
“Quelchy gave you five hundred lines. 
Bunter shook his head. 
“Nothing of the sort. He gave me one line,” he answered. “I’ve got ears, I suppose. I heard what Quelchy said.” 
“You thumping ass “ exclaimed Peter. “W8 all heard him tell you to write ‘King John signed Magna Charta five hundred times.” 
“Well, I’ve done it,” said Bunter. 
“You’ve done it?” 
“Yes; there it is, on the table. That didn’t take me long,” said the Owl of the Remove. 
Peter, in utter amazement, blinked at a sheet of impot paper on the study table. On that sheet was written, in Bunter’s sprawling hand, and in Bunter’s special variety of spelling: 
“King John sined Magner Carter five hundred times.” 
Peter Todd gazed at it, then gazed again, and then gazed at Bunter. He seemed unable to believe his eves. 
“You—you—you frabjous cuckoo !“ he gasped at last. “Are you really going to work that off on Quelchy?” 
“Certainly !”  said Bunter. “That’s what he told me to write, isn’t it?” 
“He told you to write ‘King John signed Magna Charta’ five hundred times!” roared Peter. 
“That’s what I’ve written—King John signed Magna Charta five hundred times,” said Bunter. “I don’t believe he did, really. Why should King John or anybody else sign anything five hundred times? But Mr. Quelch says he did, and I suppose he knows.” 
Peter stared at him. Certainly, the Owl of the Remove was obtuse; the things that Bunter could not or would not understand wood have filled whole libraries to overflowing. But it was a little difficult to believe that Bunter was quite so obtuse as this. 
“You frabjous, burbling ass !”  said Peter Todd at last. 
“Oh, really, Peter—” 
“Quelchy meant, as you jolly well know, that you were to write the sentence five hundred times—’ King John signed Magna Charta,’”
“Rot!”  said Bunter, with another shake of the head. “If he’d meant that he would have said it. I’m doing what he said I was to do. It’s not for me to disobey my Form master, Peter Todd. I’m bound to do exactly as he tells me. Besides, it saves time.’ 
“It won’t save your hide when you take that little joke to Quelchy” said Peter. 
“It isn’t a joke, you ass! No joke in doing exactly what a Form master tells you, is there?” 
“You—you—you babbling bandersnatch :“ ejaculated Peter. “Do you really think that King John put his signature five hundred times at the tail of Magna Charta?” 
“Well, it seems jolly unlikely,” admitted Bunt8r. “I don’t see why he should, you know, but Quelchy says he did.” 
“He didn’t !”  yelled Peter. “He said that——” 
“I know what he said. Toddy, and you needn’t yell at me, I’ve done exactly what Quelchy told me,” said Bunter. “A fellow can’t do more. I can’t go behind what he said, when his meaning was quite plain. I suppose Quelchy knows English, doesn’t he?” 
“Oh, my hat!” said Peter Todd. And he shrugged his shoulders and gave it up. 
Prep was going on in Study No. 7 when Harry Wharton looked in. The captain of the Remove, too, was taking a kindly interest in Bunter’s impot. 
“Done your lines. Bunter ?”  he asked. “I’ve finished prep. and I don’t mind lending you a hand if you’re pressed.” 
“Thanks, old chap, but it’s all right,” said Bunter. “I’ve done the line. There it is.” 
“Look at it !”  grinned Peter Todd. 
Harry Wharton looked—and jumped. He gave William George Bunter a blank stare. 
“Bunter!” he exclaimed. “You— you’re not really thinking of taking that in to Mr. Quelch?” 
“Whv not?” 
“Why not ?”  exclaimed Wharton. “You awful ass! You can pull Monsieur Charpentier’s leg in that style, but not Quelchy’s. He will be wild.” 
“What rot !“ said Bunter. “That’s what Quelchy told me to write, and I’ve written it. I suppose he’s just a man, isn’t he?” 
“Oh. my hat !“ 
Wharton retired from the study, a little perplexed, like Toddy, to guess how much of Bunter’s obtuseness was genuine, and how much was spoof. After that there were several rnore visitors to Study No. 7. Bunter’s remarkable impot was talked of up and down the Remove passage, and fellows came in to look at it. They chortled as they looked. 
“It’s a topping joke!” said Vernon-Smith. “But you’ll never have the nerve to land it on Quelchy, Bunter.” 
Billy Bunter blinked at him. 
“No joke that I know of,” he answered. 
“You really think that that’s what  Quelchy told you to write?” roared the Bounder. 
“Certainly! You all heard him.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle at,” said Bunter. 
“Doesn’t he take the jolly old bun?” asked Peter Todd. “Why did his people send him to Greyfriars instead of to Colney Hatch? It beats me !” 
“Oh, really, Toddy—” 
“You’ll get a licking if you take that stuff to Quelchy, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry warningly. 
“Rats!  He’s a just beast,” said Bunter. “But if he cuts up rusty I shall appeal to the Head. I know I’m jolly well going to have justice.” 
And Bunter, having finished his prep., rose from the study table, picked up his remarkable impot, and left the study. The Remove fellows stared after him as be rolled away towards the stairs. 
“The fat duffer” exclaimed Wharton. “He can’t really be going to take that to Quelchy!” 
“Looks like it,” grinned Bob Cherry. “Let’s follow on and see what happens,” said Johnny Bull. “Bunter may want carrying home when Quelchy’s done with him.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Quite a crowd of the Remove fellows followed Billy Bunter downstairs, curious to see the outcome. Bunter marched on steadily to the Remove master’s study and tapped at the door. 
“Come in!” 
“My only hat! He’s really taking it in !“ breathed Nugent. 
Billy Bunter marched into Mr. Quelch’s study, with his impot in his fat hand. 
The Remove fellows waited in the corridor, as ncar to Mr. Qucich’s door as they could venture. They listened breathlessly, and the sound they expected to hear was the whacking of Mr. Quelch’s cane on the podgy peiori of William George I3unter. 

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
The Chopper Comes Down! 

MR. QUELCH fixed a severe glanco upon Bunter as he came in. He was displeased with Bunter, and his displeasure was growing. The most obtuse fellow in his class added laziness and obstinacy to obtuseness, which really was a little too much for any Form master to bear with patience. Mr. Quelch had been making up his mind that he had to take Bunter severely in hand and bring him up in the way in which he should go. Giving an obtuse, lazy, and obstinate fellow individual and special attention was not an attractive prospect, and it did not please the Remove master, or make him better tempered. 
Bunter rolled across the study to Mr. Quelch’s table, with some slight inward trepidation. His sheet of impot paper was in his hand; upon it was written a single line.  Bunter hardly knew himself how much of his stupidity was genuine and how much was humbug ; he had never troubled to think it out. But he had a great capacity for believing what he wanted to believe, and certainly he wanted to believe that Mr. Quelch had told him that King John had signed Magna Charta five hundred times. It saved the trouble of writing out four hundred and ninety-nine lines. 
So Bunter was prepared to brazen it out that that really was what Mr. Quelch had told him; nevertheless, he felt a trepidation, under the gimlet eyes of the Remove master. 
“My—my line, sir !” faltered Bunter. 
“Your lines, Bunter? Lay them on the table.” 
Bunter laid the sheet of paper on the table, and backed to the door. He would have been pleased to back out of the study before Mr, Quelch examined his impot. But it was not to be. 
“Stop!” said Mr. Quelch, raising his hand. 
Bunter stopped. 
“What does this mean ?“ Mr. Quelch picked up the paper. “You appear to have written only one line, Bunter, instead of the imposition I gave, you! Why—why—why what does this mean? Bless my soul !” 
Mr. Quelch stared at the remarkable impot, as well he might. Certainly no Greyfriars master had ever beheld such a one before. He could scarcely believe his eyes as he read: 
“King John sined Magner Carter five hundred times.” 
Mr. Quelch laid the paper down, and fixed a basilisk glare upon Bunter across the table. 
“Bunter! Explain what you mean by this.” 
“I—I’ve written what you told me, sir !” faltered the Owl of the Remove. 
“I told you to write five hundred lines.”
“Oh, no, sir! All the Remove heard you, sir. You told mc to write that King John signed Magna Charta five hundred times, sir.” 
“It is impossible, Bunter, that you can have misunderstood me so.” 
“Oh no, sir, I understand all right!” said Bunter. “I’ve written just what you told me, sir. I—I hope the spelling is correct, sir.” 
“The spelling is very far from correct, Bunter. But I will pass over that item for the moment. Bunter! Do you expect me to believe that you really suppose that I told you to write this absurdity !”
“Didn’t you, sir?” 
“I did not!” thundered Mr. Quelch, in a voice that made Bunter jump almost clear of the floor. “It is true that you are the most stupid boy at Greyfriars, Bunter, and that your backwardness would disgrace a boy in the Second Form. It is true that you seem to lack the capacity to understand the most simple things. But I do not credit for one moment, sir, that you are so stupid as you pretend.” 
“Oh, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
“This is a trick, sir, to escape writing out your imposition !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “You dare to suppose that you can deceive me, Bunter, by this pretence of inconceivable stupidity!” 
“Oh!” 
“You cannot deceive me so easily, Bunter! I shall cane you for this impertinence. And you will write out a thousand lines instead of five hundred.” 
Mr Quelch rose to his feet. 
In the corridor the breathless juniors exchanged grinning glances. This was the outcome they had expected. There was only one master at Greyfriars who could possibly have been “stuffed” to such an extent—the good-natured and unsuspicious Monsieur Charpentier. Mr. Quelch was far too downy a bird to 
caught with such chaff. 
“Well, Bunty’s asked for it !” murmured Bob Cherry. “Begged and prayed for it, really! Poor old Bunter !” 
“Now listen for the fireworks !” grinned Skinner. 
“Bunter!” Mr. Quelch came round his table. “Bunter, bend over that chair.” 
Billy Bunter backed away. 
“I—I say, sir—” he gasped. 
“You hear me, Bunter?” 
“I—I appeal to the Head, sir!” stuttered the Owl of the Remove. 
Mr. Quelch already had his cane in hand, ready to administer the correction of which Bunter really stood in need. But he paused now. It was Bunter’s right to appeal to the headmaster if he chose. It was any fellow’s right, though seldom or never exercised. It was not likely to make matters better for a delinquent, as a rule—much more likely to make them worse. But Bunter never could stand a licking. If he could not escape it, at least putting it off was something. 
“You—you appeal to your headmaster, Bunter?” 
“Yes, sir,” said Bunter. “I—I’m sure Dr. Locke will do me justice, sir. Dr. Locke will take a fellow’s word, sir. When I tell him that I’ve written exactly whet you’ve told me, sir, and—and call the other fellows as—as witnesses, sir——“ 
Mr. Quelch looked at the Owl of the Remove long and hard. 
He began to wonder whether Bunter’s obtuseness really did extend to this incredible length. 
There was a pause, and then Mr. Quelch laid down his cane, much to Bunter’s relief. 
“Bunter! It is difficult for me to believe that you are so amazingly stupid as you pretend.” 
“Oh, really, sir—” 
“But I should be very sorry to punish anyone for mere stupidity,” said Mr. Quelch. “It is possible—barely possible —that you misapprehended me to this extent. I shall give you the benefit of the doubt, Bunter.” 
Harry Wharton & Co., in the passage. stared at one another. Bunter had pulled it off! Nobody had expected it —probably not even Bunter himself— but he had pulled it off. 
If you really are so obtuse as this, Bunter, I must take other measures with you,” said Mr. Quelch. “I shall not cane you, Bunter, and I shall not double your imposition as I intended. Quite other methods are needed with so stupid a boy. I shall take you in hand specially from this day, Bunter, and endeavour to enlighten you. It will be a great trouble to me, and will encroach very seriously upon my leisure; but I regard it as a duty. For the future, Bunter, and until further orders, you will come to my study every afternoon at five o’clock.” 
“ Eh?  ” 
“And remain till six,” said Mr. Quelch. “For one hour every day, exclusive of Sundays, I shall give you special tuition, and you will make an attempt to improve your knowledge under my personal supervision.” 
“Wha-at ?”
“You may now go, Bunter.” 
Bunter stood rooted to the floor. 
This was not what he had hoped for. He did not want a licking, but a licking was better than this. “Extra toot” for an hour every day- under the basilisk eye of Mr. Quelch!  The prospect made him feel faint. 
Mr. Quelch sat down again. Bunter, who no longer seemed in a hurry to go, blinked at him through his big spectacles.  
“If—if you please, sir—” gasped Bunter. 
“Well?” rapped out Mr. Quelch. 
“I—I’d rather be caned, sir !” stuttered Bunter. 
Mr. Quelch smiled grimly. 
“Possibly,” he said. “But your wishes count for nothing in the matter, Bunter! I shall, however, cane you if you do not leave my study without another word.” 
Billy Bunter did not utter another word. “Extra toot” was enough, without a licking thrown in. 
He limped from the study. 
Grinning faces greeted him in the corridor. Billy Bunter blinked dismally at the Removites. He could see nothing to grin at. 
“I—I say, you fellows, what an awful beast t” groaned Bunter, “Extra toot for an hour a day—as if class wasn’t bad enough! I’m not going to stand it! I—I can’t, you know.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“You asked for it !” chuckled Peter Todd. 
“The askfulness was terrific” 
Billy Bunter groaned dismally, and rolled away. Certainly he had asked for it, but now he had got it he was not pleased with it. For the rest of that evening Billy Bunter wore a lugubrious and woebegone countenance, and, like Rachel of old, he mourned and could not be comforted. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

N. G.1 

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER wore an unusually serious expression when he rolled into the Form-room the following morning with the rest of the Lower Fourth. 
He had plenty of food for thought. 
Extra toot, which had long threatened had now fallen upon him; that very day it was to begin. After class—which, as Bunter said, was bad enough— he was to have an extra special hour with Mr. Quelch in the Form master’s study. The prospect was appalling. 
Probably it was not very pleasant to Mr. Quelch himself. But Bunter was not worrying about that. He was, as usual, thinking of himself, and his opinion was that no fellow ever had been so ill-used in the history of Greyfriars. 
It had occurred to his fat brain, however, that there was one possible means of placating his incensed Form master. If he showed up remarkably well in class that day, Mr. Quelch might consider that he was not, after all, in need of special attention, and might let him off. So Bunter, for once, resolved to do his best instead of his worst. 
It was rather late in the day, so to speak, for Billy Bunter to set up as a painstaking pupil. His aim, hitherto, had been to learn as little as he could, and to forget that little at the earliest possible moment.  This was rather a handicap. 
It was, in fact, too late in the day. Bunter had neglected his prep as usual the previous evening, and on the section of the Aeneid which he was supposed to have “prepared” his fat mind was a beautiful blank. His “con” was likely to be even worse than usual, and he could only hope that Mr. Quelch would not call upon him. But the Remove master did call upon him, and Bunter had to construe. 
The Remove were at this time engaged upon the second book of the Aeneid, and had arrived at thc attack on King Priam’s palace in Troy. Some 1 them really did not mind it very much, admitting that it was unusually lively for Virgil. Bunter’s only feeling towards King Priam, and Troy, and Virgil, was a deep-seated wish that they were all at the bottom of the sea together. 
“Bunter !” 
The Owl of the Remove suppressed a groan. Smuggling a “crib” into the Form-room under Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes was an impossibility, and without a crib Virgil was a good deal like Sanskrit to Bunter. He did not even know where to begin till Peter Todd whispered: 
“Limen erat—” 
“Todd !” snapped Mr. Quelch. His ears as well as his eyes seemed like gimlets that morning. 
“Oh! Yes, sir .’ stammered Peter. 
“Take fifty lines for speaking in class.” 
“Oh! Yes, sir.” 
Peter did not venture to speak again. But Bunter knew where the kick-off was now, so to speak, and he started: 
“Limen erat —”
“Construe “ snapped Mr. Quelch. 
Bunter blinked dismally. He wondered what “limen” meant, if it meant anything. 
Mr. Quelch encouraged his pupils to trace English words etymologically to their origin in Latin, and even Bunter could catch on to this. For instance, he would not have been at a loss to know that “dominus” meant a lord or master, from its resemblance to “dominate.” He could have guessed that “puer” was a boy from it’s resemblance to “puerile.” But this was not always a safe guide, as he was to discover in the present instance. But it was the only guide Bunter had, and he chanced it. 
“Limen erat—there was lime --”  
“Lime !” repeated Mr. Quelch, almost dazedly.
“Lime there was—” went on Bunter.
 “Lime!” 
If Buntcr had stated that there were bricks and mortar, Mr. Quelch could not have been more flabbergasted. 
“Bunter! You have not prepared this lesson !” 
“Oh, yes, sir “ gasped Bunter. “I— I’ve taken a lot of trouble over it. I—I was working hard in the study last evening, sir, with—with a wet towel round my head, sir. Todd knows, sir.” 
“How dare you, Bunter !” 
It dawned upon Bunter that “limen” could not possibly mean lime. He wondered dizzily what it possibly could mean. 
“You do not know that so simple and commonplace a Latin word as ‘limen’means a door or entrance, Bunter !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
“Oh, dear !” 
How was Bunter to guess that “limen” meant a door or entrance? The study of Latin at Greyfriars was not, really, run on lines of a guessing competition; fellows were supposed to look out a word they did not know in the dictionary. Dictionaries  bored Bunter and he preferred to guess and chance it. 
“Yet you tell me that you prepared this lesson!” said the Remove master.  “You-may sit, down, Bunter!  I will not waste the time of the class! I shall attend to you later. Wharton, please go on.” 
Harry Wharton went on, and Bunter was left in peace, but with dismal anticipations. He had feared that “extra toot.” would deal with history and obnoxious dates; now it looked as if it would touch upon Latin as well. This was what came of trying to please his Form master! 
Third lesson that morning dealt with geography — a subject, in Bunter’s eyes, only less detestable than Latin and maths. In third lesson Bunter gave Mr. Quelch the interesting information that the Heights of Abraham were in Palestine. 
The Remove master stared at him, almost in wonder. The Remov8 grinned. When the stores of Bunter’s knowledge were turned out, the result really was amazing. 
Bunter had already forgotten a lesson on the subject of the Battle of Quebec, and the glorious death of General Wolfe. That the Heights of Abraham were in Canada, and connected with a glorious episode in the history of his country, Bunter had known a week ago; but how was a fellow to remember such things for a whole week? 
“Upon my word !“ said Mr. Quelch. 
He left it at that, aut the expression on his face showed that when “extra toot” came along, Bunter was going to got very, very special care. 
Bunter felt bitterly that it was useless for a really painstaking fellow to seek a word of commendation from a Form master. He felt that he might as well give up the attempt. But with the dreadful shadow of “extra toot” hanging over him, he resolved to make one more effort in the afternoon. 
There was English literature that afternoon—a subject, which was the least beastly of all subjects from Bunter’s point of view, as it required less mental effort; and moreover, Mr. Quelch was liable to let himself go on English literature a little, and would sometimes use up a great deal of time with observations which his pupils were not expected to answer. 
In English literature, indeed, Bunter had sometimes succeeded in snatching a short nap on a warm afternoon. 
Mr. Quelch selected the “Elegy in a Country Churchyard” for the edification of his pupils. 
No doubt Bunter had heard before of that celebrated poem, and might even have heard that it was written by Gray. But such matters did not linger in Bunter’s memory. Why the thump should he worry himself over things written by a man named Gray, or White, or Black, for that matter? Bunter did not see any reason why he should. So anything that Bunter ever knew about the famous “Elegy” was quite gone from his fat mind, and it came as a new experience to him. 
The Removites were told to write out the first stanzas, the beauties of which Mr. Quelch was gong to expound to them. 
Bunter considered that he was at least equal to this, and still with a faint hope of getting on the right; side of the Form, master, he listened to Mr. Quelch’s words s if they were pearls of wisdom, and wrote them down carefully.  He was more than usually careful with his spelling, too, whispering to Toddy to ask him how many “k’s” there was in curfew, and whether it was a “w” or a “u” in ploughman. 
Possibly Mr. Quelch guessed that Bunter was distinguishing himself, as usual, for the Owl of the Remove was told to bring up his paper. 
Feeling that this time, at least, Mr. Quelch could have no fault to find with him, Bunter marched out with his paper and presented it to his Form master. 
Mr. Quelch gazed at it. He gazed again, and then gazed, Bunter watching him with a sinking heart. Again there was something wrong, though Bunter did not know what it was. Mr. Quelch read, by way of title; 

            LEG IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 

He gazed at it, and gazed at Bunter.
“Is this an impudent jest; or what is it, Bunter?” asked the Remove master, breathing hard. 
“No, sir! Certainly not, sir I What’s the matter?” 
“I told you to write ‘Elegy in a Country Churchyard ‘.” 
‘Yes, sir, that’s what I’ve written.” 
“You have written Leg in a Country Churchyard,” thundered Mr. Quelch, and the Remove gasped. 
“Yes, sir, that’s right.” said Bunter, bewilderedly. “LEG spells leg, sir,” 
“L-E-G spells leg!” repeated Mr. Quetch dazedly. 
“Yes, sir. I—I thought myself there were two g’s—L-E-G-G, sir, but as you said L-E-G, sir, I spelt it with one. Isn’t that right, sir?” 
“Bless my soul !” 
“You didn’t say whose leg it was, sir,” said Bunter. “You just said L-E-G, sir. That’s what I’ve written, sir.” 
Mr. Quelch gazed at him again. 
“Is it possible, Bunter, that you are unacquainted with the word ‘elegy ‘.” he said. “Do you not know what an elegy is?” 
“Yes, sir; it’s a leg, of course,” said the perplexed Owl. “L-E-G, leg.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Remove. 
Even Mr. Quelch’s face broke into something like a smile. 
“Bunter, you are an incredibly obtuse boy. A poem of this serious nature is called an elegy—E-L-E-G-Y.” 
“Oh, dear!” gasped Bunter. “I—I didn’t know it was a—a catch, sir.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Bless my soul I Go back to your place, Bunter! You are more backward than I ever supposed, and I shall take great pains with you—very great pains. You will come to my study at five o’clock.” 
“Oh, dear !” 
Bunter rolled back to his place.  He made no further effort after that. He realised that it was futile. If a Form master was going to catch a fellow out like this, what was the use? Bunter gave it up. 

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

For It ! 

“HARRY, old fellow !” 
Bunter’s tone was affectionate and the captain of the Remove grinned. Whether Bunter wanted to come to tea in No. 1 Study, or whether he wanted someone to cash -in advance—a postal-order that he was expecting, he did not know but he knew that Bunter wanted something. ‘Old fellow” was a sufficient indication of that. 
“Give it a name,” said Wharton. 
“I—I want you to help me, you know,” said Bunter, blinking at him dismally.  “It s close on five.” 
“Time to get along to Quelchy.” 
“I know; that’s the trouble,” groaned Bunter. 
“Hinc illae lacrymae !” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Buck up, Bunter ! Extra toot will do you lots of good. You can do with it, you know.” 
“It’s quite a mistake of Quelchy’s,” said Bunter. “I don’t need it.’ It’s not as if I were ignorant like some fellows —you chaps, f’rinstance.” 
“Oh, my hat !” 
“I can’t stand it, you know,” said Bunter. “I’d rather be licked—blessed if I wouldn’t rather have a Head’s flogging. A flogging’s only once, anyhow, but this awful toot goes on day after day:. I’ve got to dodge it somehow, and I want my friends to rally round.” 
“Better go and speak to your friends about it, then?” suggested the captain of the Remove gravely. 
“Oh, really, Wharton—” 
“But what can I do, anyhow?” asked Harry, good-naturedly. “I can’t coach you in advance—I don’t even know what Quelchy
is going to spring on you. And it’s too late.” 
“It isn’t that,” said Bunter hastily. ‘ I—I want you to go instead.” 
“Eh?” 
“You’re a studious chap, you know.” said Bunter. “You’d please him much more than I should. Suppose you go to Quelchy’s study, and ask him to explain some knotty point in Virgil? You know what he is when he gets going— he might keep on for the whole hour, and have no time left for me. See?” 
“He might!” grinned Wharton. “I know I’m jolly well not risking it.” 
“Well, you might do that much for a pal,” said Bunter. “Remember all that I’ve done for you, you know, old fellow.” 
“I’m afraid my memory’s failing; I don’t seem to remember anything that you’ve done for me, or for anybody else,” 
“Oh, really, Wharton! I used to be in your study when you first came to Greyfriars, and I stood by you, you know. You remember what a bad-tempered and unpopular beast you were—” 
“Eh!” 
“Who was it stood by you like a brick, and helped you through all your troubles, at that time?” demanded Bunter. 
“Nugent,” said Harry. 
“Me, you know! The very first day you came to Greyfriars, you remember, I ——“ 
“I remember—you borrowed five shillings of me.” said Harry. “I don’t remember that you ever squared. Shell out!” 
“Oh, really, Wharton——” 
“Shell out !” repeated the captain of the Remove, holding out his hand. “It’s high time you squared—now you mention it.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” roared Bob Cherry. 
Billy Bunter did not “square ”; he gave the captain of the Remove an indignant blink, and rolled away. 
It was a quarter to five; extra toot was terribly close at hand now.  The prospect of being shut up with Mr. Quelch for a whole hour, concentrating his fat intellect on the acquisition of undesired knowledge, was simply awful to Bunter. In class it was bad enough; but in class, there were the other fellows to whack it out, so to speak. Having Mr. Quelch all to himself for sixty minutes was like a nightmare to Bunter. He felt that it really was more than flesh and blood could stand. Lickings were a mere jest compared to this. 
He stopped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh on his way to Little Side, and the dusky nabob grinned at him. Bunter’s woebegone face  seemed to excite more hilarity than sympathy in all the Remove 
“I say Inky, old chap, lend a fellow a hand,” groaned Bunter. “I’m up against it, you know. I’ve got to go in to Quelchy, and I—I want some chap to butt in and interrupt. I’ve always treated you well, Inky— I’ve never looked down on you because you’re a blinking nigger, old chap.” 
“The esteemed Bunter is too good !” murmured the nabob of Bhanipur. Inky had his bat under his arm, and he let it slip down into his hand, as it he had found a use for it. Possibly he did not like being alluded to as a “blinking nigger.” 
“Well, I’m no snob, you know,” said Bunter. “I don’t care whether a chap’s black or brown or green. ‘Tain’t every fellow who’d be civil and kind to a black savage, is it, Inky? Now, what I want you to do is —!” 
A sudden lunge of Hurree Singh’s cricket bat sent Billy Bunter sprawling. 
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He sat down. 
“Ow, wow! Yarooooh! You black beast —grrrrroooogh !” 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh walked on cheerily, leaving Bunter to roar. The hapless Owl of the Remove staggered to his feet. 
“Oh dear ! Beast! I say, Toddy.” Peter Todd was passing on his way to the cricket, and he stopped, with a grin, as Bunter hailed him. 
“Time for toot, Bunter,” he said. 
“I say, Peter, be a pal.” urged Bunter. “Go to Quelchy’s study and tell him I’m ill. Say you saw me in fearful pain in the study.” 
Peter stared. 
“Tell him I’m in awful agony, and can’t come,” said Bunter. “Quelchy will take your word, Peter, old chap” 
“Quelchy takes my word because I tell the truth, old bean,” answered Peter, cheerfully. “I don’t mind giving him your message —”
“Oh, good !” 
“On condition that it’s true.” 
“Eh?” 
Peter swung up a cricket-bat. 
“It’s all right.” he said; “I can soon put you into a state of fearful pain and awful agony. A few swipes of this bat will do it. Stand steady !” 
“ Ow !” 
Bunter fled. 
Peter Todd chuckled and went on his way.  His assistance did not seem to be needed after all. 
The hour of five boomed out from the clock-tower. It might have been the knell of doom from the effect it had on Bunter’s spirits. With a deep, deep groan, the Owl of the Remove started for Mr. Quelch’s study. 
There was no help for it!  The hour had come. And Bunter, as he knocked at Mr. Quelch’s door, looked as if it were the hour of execution. 
“Come in !” 
Bunter rolled in. 
“You are two minutes late, Bunter !”  said Mr. Quelch, severely. “If you are late again I shall cane you. Do you realize that you are wasting my time ?  ”Bunter wondered whether Mr. Quelch realised that he was wasting his — Bunter’s — time. But he did not venture to ask. 
“You may bring a chair to the table,” said Mr. Quelch. “Now, Bunter, I shall give you half an hour of Latin grammar.” 
“Ow !” 
“What did you say, Bunter?” 
“N-n-nothing, sir.” 
“Very good” said Mr. Quelch, with a glare. “And half an hour of hstory, Bunter. I trust it will make an improvement !”
“Shall I—shall I fetch my books, sir?” gasped Bunter, in the faint hope of wasting a few minutes more out of that dreadful hour. 
“No, Bunter; they are not needed.” 
“I—I think I should get on better with—with my books, sir.’ 
“Kindly make no further remark, Bunter!”
Billy Bunter suppressed a groan, and submitted to his fate. The awful hour commenced. Sometimes Bunter had wondered what the victims of the Inquisition had felt like. He knew now. 
Three minutes having elapsed, fifty-seven minutes remained of the hour. They seemed at first to Bunter like fifty-seven hours—then like fifty-seven years—finally, like fifty-seven centuries.  Before the hour was over, it seemed to Bunter that he was shut up with Mr. Quelch for unending spaces of time, and that he would be an old, old man when he emerged—if over he ever did emerge alive — from the Remove master’s study. 
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Something Desperate ! 
GROAN! 
Peter Todd gave a start. 
It was a deep, almost sepulchral groan that greeted him on his arrival at Study No. 7 after tea.  Peter had come hungry after cricket practice, and was thinking of tea; but for the moment he forgot tea as he heard that sound of woe, 
Groan! 
“Oh, you !” ejaculated Toddy, staring at a fat figure that was sprawled in the study armchair. 
Billy Bunter blinked at him with lackluster eyes and groaned again. The Owl of the Remove seemed to be sunk deep in the dismallest depths of woe. 
“What’s the matter?” demanded Toddy. 
“Pain in your little inside?  ” asked Peter. “You shouldn’t scoff tuck in the way you do, Bunter. Stands to reason that no fellow inside could stand it!” 
“ You silly ass!” said Bunter. “It isn’t that ! I’ve just got through with Quelchy.” 
“Oh !” Peter chuckled. “Is that all ?” 
“All?” said Bunter. “You frabjous chump, you don’t know what it’s like ! An exam’s nothing to it. A whole hour right under Quelch’s eye. Keeps you at it, you know! Not a second’s rest. 
Expects a fellow to remember things— raps your knuckles with a ruler if you don’t. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Is it a laughing matter?” howled Bunter. “You unfeeling beast, I’m absolutely done in. Done to the wide !”
“You’ll get used to it,” said Toddy encouragingly. “Keep on like this and you’ll soon be able to spell cat without a K. In the long run you’ll know the nominative case from a packing-case. ” 
“ Beast !”
And Bunter groaned again. He seemed in an exhausted state; doubtless, he was. It was the first real work he had done that term. Bunter was a past-master in the art of dodging work. But under the personal and individual supervision of Mr. Quelch there was no dodging to be done. Bunter had had to work, and work hard. He had had to concentrate his fat mind on Latin grammar till conjugations and declension’s fairly buzzed in his fat brain. He had had to tackle English History till dates were crammed into him like the other kind of dates pressed in a box. 
Possibly Mr. Quelch, exasperated by the Owl’s laziness and incessant dodging, had driven a little too hard. 
Certainly Bunter looked, and felt, worn out. And he thought of the dreadful hour on the morrow with horror. On the morrow, and the morrow after, and every day till “further orders.” It was awful to contemplate! And Mr. Quelch was inexorable as Fate. Bunter had passed the limit of slacking and “rotting,” and he had been brought up to time with a jerk. His fat heart failed him at the awful vista of endless hours of extra toot with Mr. Quelch. 
While Peter Todd and Dutton were getting tea in the study Billy Bunter sat in the armchair and groaned. Groaning relieved his feelings, perhaps; but, no doubt, it was also a bid for sympathy. 
Toddy was not unsympathetic but, naturally, he was soon fed-up with the unmusical sounds from the armchair. Dutton had the misfortune to be deaf— or rather, the good fortune in this instance—and he did not hear. Bunter could have delivered himself of the most hair-raising groans without worrying Tom Dutton. It was different with Peter Todd, and Peter put in a remonstrance at last. 
“Chuck it, Bunter!” he said. “Enough’s as good as a feast, you know. You’ve made enough row !”
“Beast!” 
“You’ll get this loaf on your chest if you groan any more !” said Peter warningly. 
“Groan !”
Whether from defiance or sheer force of habit, the Owl of the Remove groaned again. Peter was as good as his word. 
Crash! 
The loaf landed, and Bunter jumped and roared. 
“Yarooh!  Beast !”
“Now give us a rest!” said Peter.  Billy Bunter gave his study-mate a rest after that. Tea being ready, Bunter sat at the table and disposed of his whack; his uncommon sufferings at the hands of a too dutiful Form master did not seem to have affected his appetite. 
He gave Peter reproachful blinks during tea, to all of which Toddy seemed quite indifferent. After tea he rolled out of the study in search of sympathy elsewhere. 
But there was little sympathy for Bunter in the Remove. The fellows seemed to look on the matter as a joke. Some of them even expressed compassion for Mr. Quelch, whose task, in driving knowledge into .the dense brain of the Owl of the Remove, must have been a hard one. 
“1 say, you fellows, I’m not standing it, you know!” Bunter declared in the Rag that evening. 
His statement was greeted with many chuckles. 
“The question is, can Quelchy stand it?” said Vernon-Smith. “Depend on it, Bunter, you’ll wear him out before he wears you out !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !”
“I shall do something jolly desperate, you know!” said Bunter darkly. “I— I’d jolly well run away from school if I —if I had any money !” 
“Hasn’t your postal-order come? ” inquired Squiff sympathetically; and there was a laugh. 
“It’s tyranny,” said Bunter—” sheer tyranny! I’d write to my father to take me away from Greyfriars, only—only he wouldn’t, you know!” 
“Probably not !” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Your pater might even agree with Quelchy that it’s a jolly good idea to make you learn something while you’re at Greyfriars. Fellows do come here to learn things, you know.” 
“Rot!” said Bunter. “I’m going to be a stockbroker, like my pater, when I’m old enough. What does a stockbroker want with Latin ? ” 
“Might even be a disadvantage to him in his business, to know the difference between ‘meum ‘ and ‘tuum,’ ” remarked Ogilvy. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Anyhow, I’m not standing it,” said Bunter. “It’s tyranny. We had a barring-out in this school once for a much smaller thing than this: If you fellows would back me up, we’d have a barring-out again.” 
There was a roar of laughter in the Rag. The idea of a barring-out, to rescue Billy Bunter from extra toot, quite entertained the Removites. Bunter blinked indignantly at the hilarious juniors. 
“I think you’re a lot of rotters!” he said warmly. “I’m being persecuted— that’s what it is, persecution! And I can tell you that I’m not standing it! I shall do something jolly desperate” 
“Why not buck up and do some work ?“ suggested Mark Linley. “Stick to it, and chuck slacking, and you’ll be all right,” 
“You—you silly ass!” said Bunter, with unmeasured scorn. 
Evidently that suggestion did not appeal to him in the very least. If he did something desperate, it would not be quite so desperate as that. 
Bunter rolled away dismally, leaving the juniors laughing. 
That evening and the next day his fat brain was busy. He was up against a problem that had to be solved. 
Slacking in class, slacking at prep., was exertion enough for Bunter. When it came to real work, the limit had been reached—and passed! 
Something had to be done.  Something— anything—that is, anything but work ! That was the one thing needful, in Mr. Quelch’s opinion—in Bunter’s, it was the last resource to be tried after all other resources had failed. On that subject there was, therefore, never likely to be agreement between master and pupil. 
Like many lazy fellows. Bunter would take twice as much trouble to dodge a task as would have been required to get it done. If his present mental efforts had been directed towards the acquisition of knowledge, he would have gained quite a high place in his Form master’s esteem. But Bunter’s aims were quite different from that. 
The following day—Wednesday—was a half-holiday, and the Remove were playing cricket with Temple, Dabney, & Co. of the Upper Fourth. Nobody gave Bunter much heed that afternoon, so plentiful was the lack of sympathy for the persecuted Owl of the Remove. 
In fact, Bunter’s fat existence was quite forgotten. But the Removites were shortly to be reminded of it— tragically. 

THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
Startling News! 
MR. Quetch sat in his study as five o’clock sounded from the Greyfriars clock-tower, awaiting the arrival of W. G. Bunter of the Remove. 
The Form master did not look very amiable. His special attention to Bunter encroached very deeply upon his scanty leisure. Mr. Quelch felt that it was his duty, and he did it; but really he could not be expected to be pleased. 
His countenance, unamiable to begin with, grew positively menacing as several minutes ticked away and Bunter did not arrive. 
The fat junior was late again, 
Mr. Quelch reached for a cane, and laid it handy, all ready for Bunter when he did arrive. His valuable time was not to be wasted like this. 
But Bunter did not arrive. 
At ten minutes past five Mr. Quelch rose from his table, breathing hard and deep, with a pink spot glowing in either cheek. The look on Mr. Quelch’s face would have warned any Remove fellow who had seen him to be on his very best behaviour. 
Mr. Quelch stepped to the study door, and glanced into the passage. There was no sign of Bunter. 
“Upon my word !“ breathed Mr. Quelch. 
He left the study and walked as far as the corner of the passage. By the big staircase two or three Remove fellows were lounging and talking, and they stood to attention at once at the sight of Mr. Quelch and the expression on his face. 
“Russell!” rapped out Mr. Quelch. 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Do you know where Bunter is?” 
“Bunter? No, sir.” 
“Kindly find him at once, Russell, and send him to my study,” said the Remove master. 
“Certainly, sir.” 
Mr. Quelch whisked back to his study in a state somewhat like that of a volcano on the eve of an eruption, 
Russell grinned at his companions— as soon as the Form master was out of sight. It would not have been judicious to grin while Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-eye was upon him. 
“That fat idiot’s dodging again,” he said. “The awful ass! He will get the licking of his life for this! Blessed if I see why I should root about hunting for Bunter on a half-holiday.” 
“Better do it, all the same,” grinned Ogilvy. “I didn’t like the look in Quelchy’s eye myself.” 
Dick Russell proceeded to look for Bunter. He walked down to the cricket- field, where Harry Wharton & Co. were going strong in the match with the Upper Fourth. 
The cricket-ground was not really a very likely place for find Bunter; but Russell was interested in the progress of the match more than in the Owl of the Remove. 
He stopped to look on at the game for about ten minutes, and joined in the cheering of a mighty swipe by Bob Cherry. 
Then he remembered Bunter, and as the fat Owl was not visible there, he strolled away to the tuckshop. 
Bunter was not in the tuckshop; he was not even at the window thereof feasting his eyes upon the good things.  Russell asked several fellows he passed, but nobody seemed to have seen Bunter. 
Russell went into the House at last, and looked along the Remove passage. Study No. 7 was vacant. Peter Todd was at the cricket, and Dutton in the crowd, watching the game, and Bunter was not at home. Russell was about to leave the study when he noted a sheet of paper lying on the table, pinned there at the corner, and on it some writing in Bunter’s large and sprawling hand. He glanced at the paper and gave a jump. 
“Great pip” he ejaculated. 
Russell stared blankly at the sprawling message on the paper. 
Finally he detached it from the table, and left the study with it in his hand. 
It was now turned half-past five. Bunter was more than half an hour late for his appointment with Mr. Quelch.  The Remove master was busying himself with Latin prose papers for his Form, his brow thunderous. He looked up grimly as Russell presented himself. 
“Where is Bunter?” 
“I—I can’t find him, sir,” faltered Russell. “I—I found this paper pinned to his study table, sir.” 
“That does not concern me. Find Bunter at once, and—” 
“I—I think you ought to look at it, sir.” stammered Russell. 
The expression on the junior’s face startled Mr. Quelch. He motioned to Russell to hand him the paper. Dick Russell backed out of the study as the Form master was reading it. 
The expression on Mr. Quelch’s face was extraordinary as he read the epistle from William George Bunter. It ran: 

   “I have been drivven to this by perskewtion. I hope that Mr. Quelch will be sorrey when he finds I’m gone. I forgive him.
                                                      “W. G. BUNTER.” 

   Mr. Quelch gazed at that precious communication as if it mesmerised him.  This, then, accounted for Bunter’s unpunctuality. 
“Impossible!” gasped the Remove master. “Trickery!  Impossible!”
He rose to his feet, crushing the paper in his hand. It was impossible; it was one more dodge of the elusive Bunter. Mr. Quelch did not believe the message a single moment. Yet Mr. Quelch had, an intense desire to see Bunter immediately, and make assurance doubly sure that it was impossible. 
He hurried from his study. 
In the corridor he passed Dick Russell in deep confabulation with five or six other fellows, all of them ejaculating. It was clear that the news was already spreading. With a black brow the Remove master stopped. 
“Russell !” he rapped out, almost savagely. 
“Oh!  Yes sir !“ gasped Russell. 
“Kindly do not spread this absurd story over the school, Russell. It is a mere subterfuge—a fatuous attempt to deceive me.” 
“Is—is it, sir?” stammered Russell. 
“Certainty it is, you foolish boy.” 
“Then—then Bunter hasn’t gone, sir?” exclaimed Bolsover major, who was in the group. 
“Certainly not!” roared Mr. Quelch. “Do not be so absurd, Bolsover.  “Have you no common sense?” 
Mr Quelch whisked on, leaving the juniors staring. 
“That’s all jolly well !” said Bolsovor major, when he was gone. “But if anything would make Bunter bunk, it would be having to work.” 
“Of course, it’s all gammon,” said Skinner. 
“If it’s gammon, where is Bunter?” asked Russell, “I couldn’t find him anywhere.” 
“Hiding somewhere, of course,” grinned Skinner. “Isn’t he as full of dodges as a monkey?” 
“But a fellow would get a terrific flogging for gammoning a Form master like that! Bunter wouldn’t have the nerve !” 
“Fools rush in where angels fear to tread!” chuckled Skinner. “Nobody in his senses would play such a trick! But has anybody ever supposed Bunter to be in his senses?” 
Skinner expected a laugh, but the other fellows looked very grave and serious. 
“That’s all very well,” said Bolsover major gruffly. “But I wouldn’t make any rotten jokes about Bunter till we know he’s safe and sound !“ 
“Bosh!” said Skinner. 
“Your fault, too, a lot,” said Bo1sover major. “You helped to get him into Quelchy’s black books, with your rotten tricks in the Form-room, Skinner. I consider you’re partly to blame.” 
“Why, you silly ass—” 
“Look here, let’s look for Bunter,” said Russell uneasily. “Let’s see if we can find Bunter.” 
And the juniors proceeded to search for Bunter—a search in which forty or fifty fellows joined, as the startling news spread. Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch had hurried to the Sixth Form passage. He was aware that Wingate, the captain of the school, was working at Greek that afternoon in his study, and ho needed the assistance of the head prefect of Greyfriars. 
Wingate forgot all about Greek as the agitated face of the Remove master looked in upon him. He jumped up. 
“Is anything the matter, sir ?” 
“Nothing, I think,” said Mr. Quelch, though he certainly did not look as if nothing was the matter. “But kindly glance at that message, Wingate.” 
Wingate, in amazement, perused Bunter’s farewell message. The spelling did not make him smile. He looked very grave. 
“It’s impossible, of course, sir,” he said. “It must be some silly trick.” 
“I am convinced of it,” said Mr. Quelch “I am sorry to interrupt you, Wingate, but Bunter must, be found at once. Will you kindly take the matter in hand, with the help of any prefects who may be in the House?” 
“This minute, sir !” said Wingate. 
“Thank you!” 
Wingate of the Sixth lost no time. Loder and Walker and Gwynne were within call, and they joined up for the search, 
Up and down and round about Greyfriars the prefects went, inquiring after Bunter of the Remove, seeking hin everywhere, and finding him not. 
According to Bunter s farewell message, he had run away from school—and certainly he seemed to be gone! 
Mr. Quelch returned to his study in a very angry and agitated frame of mind. If Bunter was not found soon, it would be necessary to apprise the Head. Mr. Quelch had a very strong and natural disinclination to mention the occurrence to Dr. Locke, if it could possibly be helped. He had done no more than his duty—but in view of this outcome, was it not possible that some other view might be taken? 
It was only one more of the tortuous trickeries of the unspeakable Bunter. Still, the Head would have to know if Bunter was not found soon; and Mr. Quelch waited with intense anxiety for news that Bunter was found. 
And the news did not come. 
THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
Where Is Bunter? 
“MAN in “ said Harry Wharton.
 The Form match on Little Side was drawing to its end. Vernon-Smith and Penfield were at the wickets, when a lucky ball from Scott of the Fourth sent the Bounder home. As Smithy came off, and Wharton called to next man to take his place, he was aware that some excitement or other was spreading among the fellows who had gathered to Little Side to watch the game. He heard, without heeding it, the name of Bunter repeated. 
Wingate of the Sixth came through the crowd of juniors as the batting was resumed, and called to Wharton. The captain of the Remove looked round. 
“Have you seen anything of Bunter of your Form this afternoon?” asked Wingate. 
“Bunter? No; not since dinner !”
“I don’t want to interrupt a game,” said the captain of Greyfriars, but as soon as you’re at liberty, help to look for Bunter. Something may have happened to him.” 
“Oh, my hat !” exclaimed Wharton. 
“Has he burst at last?” asked Bob Cherry, and there was a chuckle among the cricketers. But Wingate did not smile. 
“It seems unlikely, but it may be serious,” he said. “Bunter’s got to be found as soon as possible. Mr. Quelch is anxious about him. 
“Right-ho !“ said Wharton at once. “I’m out, and I needn’t watch the finish. I’ll begin hunting for him.” 
Wingate hurried away, leaving the cricketers wondering what had happened to Bunter—of whose unimportant existence they were thus reminded. Bolsover major was in the crowd, telling the fellows what had happened, and Harry Wharton was not long in getting particulars. 
“Utter rot!” was his verdict. “He’s not far off, I fancy.” 
“The rotfulness is terrific,” said the nabob of Bhanipur. “It is a whacking whopper of the esteemed and ludicrous Bunter.” 
“Bosh !” said Peter Todd. “He daren’t go home—and where else could he run to? It’s a spoof!” 
“Just that !” said the Bounder. “We shall find him hiding somewhere, of course. The fat chump !”
“The howling ass “ said Wharton. “He will get a Head’s flogging for this. It’s just a trick to dodge extra toot, and it means a licking for him.” 
“Serve him jolly well right!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
“Yes, rather !” 
Among the Famous Five, at least, there was no alarm. They thought they knew their Bunter too well to suppose for a moment that he had found refuge from “extra toot” by so desperate an expedient as running away from school. 
“Still, we’d better find him.” 
There was no doubt that Bunter was better found.  The Bounder was left to supervise the fag-end of the match, and Harry Wharton & Co. joined up in the search for Bunter. 
By this time, Greyfriars was being rooted over from end to end for the Owl of the Remove. 
The House was searched, even to the remotest unused attics; the old tower and the ruined chapel were explored— every nook and corner was scanned, and scanned aatfl. 
Gosling, the porter, was questioned by a score of fellows, and Gosling stated that he had seen Bunter of the Remove go out of the gates, as Bunter of the Remove was entitled to do on a half-holiday. Whether he had come in again, Gosling did not know. 
That the fat junior was not within the precincts of Greyfriars was fairly certain by this time, and most of the fellows considered it equally certain that he was staying out of gates in order to cause alarm and uneasiness. 
Certainly, that was not a very wise or judicious proceeding; but Bunter had never been supposed to be wise or judicious. Possibly, he hoped to soften Mr. Quelch’s heart by this peculiar method. Bunter was ass enough for anything. 
Mr. Quelch had taken it for granted that Bunter was still within gates; as he had been ordered to come to his Form master’s study at five, he was bound to be within gates. It was clear now, however, that he had gone out— and stayed out. Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded out of gates also, to look for him along the river. On that sunny afternoon there were a good many boats out, and the searchers hailed follows on the school raft, and on the river, to ask them whether they had seen anything of Bunter. 
Nobody had, apparently; at least, there was no news. 
“He will turn up for tea.” said Bob Cherry with conviction. “It’s past teatime now, a good deal; he’s bound to turn up soon. You see, he will be hungry.” 
Harry Wharton nodded. 
“He may stick it out till evening call-over,” he said. “Not later than that, I think. It’s not much good hunting for him—he’s keeping out of sight of course. Still, we may as well keep it up. 
“May as well,” agreed Bob. 
The Famous Five moved along the towing-path.  Other fellows were seeking Bunter in different directions.
“Hallo, hallo. hallo!” ejaculated Bob Cherry suddenly.  
He stopped, and pointed to an object in the rushes by the margin of the river. 
It was a straw hat. 
A sudden seriousness fell upon the party of juniors. Wharton stooped down the grassy bank, and caught up the hat. 
Inside was the name W. G. Bunter.” 
“He’s been along here, then !” said Bob Cherry in a lower voice. 
The straw hat was wet—the river had washed over it as it clung among the rushes. The chums of the Remove stood and stared out over the river shining in the golden sunset. Was it possible? What secret could those glimmering waters have told? 
Wharton drew a deep breath. 
“He’s been here,” said the captain of the Remove. “He must have—must have had his hat blown off. It was— was very windy this afternoon. You remember, the wind got up while we were playing cricket.” 
“Ye
-ees!” said Bob slowly. “But I———” 
“That’s what happened, of course,” said Frank Nugent, but he looked very uneasy as he spoke. “If he was, going to the railway-station he would very likely walk down to Friardale by the towing-path.” 
“That looks as if he really meant to run away.” 
“Perhaps he did. He’s ass enough for anything.” 
“But—”. Wharton scanned the shining river. “Of—of course, he may have lost his hat here. But—” 
“Dash it all, nothing can have happened to him here!” said Johnny Bull uneasily. “Of course, if he fell in, he can swim hardly a stroke. But he wouldn’t fall in. 
“The bank’s rather steep here, and he’s blind as an owl,” said Wharton. “But —” 
“It’s too beastly to think of” said Bob. “Dash it all, the hat may have blown off, and he would be too blind to see it sticking in the rushes. He can’t see a yard.” 
“Yes, that’s it, most likely.” The Famous Five looked at one another in silence. It was the most probable explanation—that Bunter had lost his hat by accident. Such an accident might very easily have happened. But—there was a “but.” It was possible—barely possible, at least—that a much more serious accident had occurred. The river bank was steep, and Bunter was the worst swimmer in the school, and a yard or two from the rushes the water ran deep. If Bunter had fallen in −.
“Hang it, don’t let’s think of it, till we’ve something more to go upon, at least,” said Nugent. “Accidents do happen in— 
“But it’s no use meeting troubles halfway,” said Harry. “Most likely he’s safe and sound all the time. He may even have gone in to tea while we’re looking for him here.” 
“‘The likefulness is terrific.” 
“If—if he’s all right, he’s not likely to miss tea,” said Bob Cherry hopefully. “It wouldn’t be like Bunter to cut a meal.” 
Wharton wrinkled his brows in thought. 
In Bunter’s farewell letter he had said that he was going to run away from school. Even Bunter was not likely to make that threat and turn up for tea in Study No. 7 as usual. If he was deliberately remaining out of sight, he was likely to remain away a good deal longer than that. Until he reappeared, his fate must be in doubt, with the lurking possibility that some terrible accident had happened. Bunter, of course would know nothing of the discovery of his lost hat—he would not know what conclusions might be drawn from it. He wanted to give the impression that he had taken the desperate step of running away from school, apparently in the hope that Mr. Quelch’s heart would be softened thereby. 
But, as the matter stood, anxiety at the school would be much keener than Bunter had imagined. 
Once more the juniors stared over the river. They could not, and would not, believe that a tragedy had occurred; but the murmuring of the waters had a sinister sound to their ears now. 
“Let’s get back,” said Bob Cherry, with a slight shiver. “No good looking for him any farther along here, anyhow.” 
Wharton, with the straw hat in his hands, looked out over the murmuring river again. “The fat duffer! We’ better take this to Mr. Quelch, I suppose—it’s all we can do.” 
The Famous Five retraced their steps to the school. Absolutely convinced as they were that Bunter was only playing a trick, they were silent and grave.  The barest possibility of such an awful occurrence was enough to make them so. 
“Found anything?” asked Bolsover major, as they came in at the gates of Greyfriars. 
Wharton held up the straw list. 
“Bunter’s?” 
“Yes !” 
“Where did you find it?” 
“In the rushes of the Sark,” 
“Great Scott! Quelchy will feel queer over this. After all, he was hard on Bunter.” 
“I don’t see that he was hard on Bunter.” said Wharton curtly. 
“Well, I jolly well think so,” said Bolsover major. “I’m sorry for poor old Bunter, if you’re not. I think you’re unfeeling.” 
“You silly ass !“ said the captain of the Remove, and with that, he went on to the House, to Mr. Quelch’s study 
He knocked at the Remove master’s door, and Mr. Quelch bade him enter. The Remove master was no longer busy upon Latin-prose papers. He found it impossible to put his mind into them. The longer Bunter remained absent, the deeper grew Mr. Quelch’s lurking uneasiness. There was no doubt that if Bunter’s object was to make his Form master “sit up.” he was succeeding. Mr. Quelch was sitting up with a vengeance now. 
“What is that, Wharton?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in startled tones, as the captain of the Remove laid the drenched straw hat on the table, 
“I thought we’d better bring this to you, sir,” said Harry. “We found it in the rushes by the river, about a quarter of a mile below the raft. It’s Bunter’s hat.” 
Mr. Quelch’s face became very pale. 
“You have seen nothing of Bunter himself ?” 
“Nothing, sir “ 
“Very good, Wharton! Doubtless the foolish boy will return in time for roll-call,” said the Remove master, with forced calmness. 
Wharton quitted the study. He found the news already all over Greyfriars that Bunter’s hat had been picked out of the river. Bolsover major, who seemed to like taking the most pessimistic view possible, declared that the matter was settled now, and even went to the length of punching Skinner’s head, on the ground that Skinner had been partly the cause of this awful catastrophe. 
At roll-call that evening, taken in Big Hall by Mr. Quelch, one Greyfriars fpllow failed to answer to his name. 
“Bunter !” 
There was no voice to reply “Adsum”
“Bunter!” 
Mr. Queleh’s voice echoed amid a deathly silence. 
The Remove master compressed his lips hard, and marked Bunter as absent.  The Greyfriars fellows wondered what he was thinking. But whatever might be Mr. Quelch’s thoughts, his face gave no clue to them,  and the fellows were left to wonder. 
But one thing was clear to the Remove master now; the Head had  to be informed of the state of affairs. And when Mr. Quelch was seen heading for Dr. Locke’s study after roll-call, there was a buzz of excitement. Bunter was an ass—every kind of an ass, known and unknown – but even Bunter wouldn’t have let the matter come before the Head, if there was nothing in it—that move was the general opinion in the Remove. Once before the ’beak,’ it became awfully serious. And now it was before the beak! 
Had Bunter run away from school?  Had he met with a terrible accident in running away? 
“Is it possible—” Peter Todd was heard to mutter. And Peter’s face was very grave. 
And all Greyfriars was wondering now, whether it was possible; and wonder and doubt were changed into something like certainty, when bed-time came -- and no Bunter. 

                                 — — — 
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Not a Ghost! 
“TODDY!” 
Peter Todd was dreaming, in his bed in the Remove dormitory; and in his dreams, the Owl of the Remove mingled with other unpleasant things, in the throes of a nightmare. It seemed to Toddy. as he slumbered and dreamed, that the missing Owl was hovering about him, trying to speak, trying to make himself heard, like some voiceless spectre; and Peter could not hear or answer, as so often the case in the grip of nightmare caused by a reckless supper or by sleeping on one’s back. 
“Toddy !”
The fat, spectre that haunted Toddy’s dream was whispering—in his slumber, Toddy was sure of that. Toddy was conscious of a dreamy feeling of annoyance that Bunter had picked him out to haunt. 
“Toddy !”
Shake! 
The dream was amazingly real—it was Bunter’s fat whisper, and Toddy even felt himself shaken by the shoulder by fat hand. 
Then, all of a sudden, Toddy’s eyes opened, and he realised that it was not all a dream; dream had become a reality. 
In the darkness of the dormitory, a fat hand was shaking his shoulder to awaken him-- a fat voice was whispering from the gloom. 
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Peter had plenty of nerve: but that startling awakening made him start, and shiver. He stared into the gloom of the dormitory. Dimly by his bedside a podgy figure appeared. No spectre, spook, or phantom ever had such a circumference. It was the real Bunter, in the flesh. 
The the the the “Toddy, old man ! Wake up !” 
“Bunter !“ breathed Peter Todd. 
“Oh, you’re awake! Don’t make a row, old son.” 
“You fat idiot! How did you get here? You’ve made me jump, you blithering fathead.” 
Bunter chuckled softly. 
“Did I frighten you, Todty? Sorry— I forgot you hadn’t much nerve, old chap! It’s me, you know.” 
“You silly owl !” said Peter crossly. 
“What do you mean by raising our hopes like this, and then lettind us down?” 
 “Oh, really, Toddy——” 
Peter Todd sat up in bed. He did not like being awakened in the middle of the night, and he had been very unpleasantly startled.  But undoubtedly he was glad that Bunter was there safe and sound. He had not believed that there was “anything in it “ — but uneasiness had grown, and he had been extremely disquieted. His disquiet had changed now to a desire to punch Bunter hard on his fat little nose, as a reward for the anxiety he had caused. 
“You frabjous jabberwock,” said Toddy, peering at the fat junior. 
“What have you been playing this potty game for? Where have you been all the time?” 
In the faint starlight from the high windows of the dormitory, Toddy discerned a grin on the fat face by his bedside. 
“I stayed out of gates, you know,” said Bunter. “I suppose Quelchy got the note I left for him?” 
“Yes, you ass.” 
“And he thought I’d run away from school, what?” grinned Bunter. “Made him jump, what?” 
‘I don’t know what he thinks, fathead! I know he would jolly well skin you if he got   paws on you now.” 
“He jolly well isn’t going to,” said Bunter. “I’ve come here to let you know I’m all right, Toddy, and——” 
“And now clear out “ growled Toddy.
 “Oh, really, Peter—” - 
“You fat villain, do you know you’re supposed to be drowned ? ” demanded Peter Tocd. 
Bunter jumped. 
“Wha-a-at ?” he ejaculated. 
“Wharton found your silly hat sticking in the rushes by th8 river. Lots of the fellows think you’re at the bottom of the Sark. They know what would happen to you if you fell in, you cackhanded ass.” 
“What rot !“ said Bunter. “I’m about the best swimmer in the Remove, and chance it. I say, did Wharton bring my hat home?” 
“Yes, you chump !” 
“Good! I thought it was lost,” said Bunter. “You know, some of those Highcliffe cads got after me on the towing-path and I had to hook it—and my hat flew off. I couldn’t stop for it— that beast Ponsonby was just behind me. I’d have stopped and thrashed him, only—” 
“Only you funked it?” snorted Peter. 
“Only he had Gadsby and Monson with him,” explained Bunter. “I could have handled two of them, of course—” 
“Oh, my hat !“ 
“But three of them would have been rather a large order, even for me,” said Bunter, blinking at Peter in the gloom. “So I had to let my hat go. I hardly got clear as it was. I suppose Ponsonby kicked it into the water—just what a cad like that would do. But did that make you think I was drowned? You must have been an ass, Peter” 
“Why, you—you—” gasped Peter. Evidently his concern for the Owl of the Remove had been wasted. 
“He, he, he !”
“You’ll wake the whole dormitory if you go off like an alarm-clock, you fat image !”
“He, he! I say, Peter, did Quelchy think I was drowned?” chuckled Bunter. “I say, did he look cut up? I suppose he would feel practically heart-broken, after all his harshness and injustice— extra toot, and all that. Did he cry?” 
“Oh, crumbs!” Not to any extent!” gasped Peter. 
“He’s rather an unfeeling beast,’ said Bunter. “Still, he’s bound to realise what a beast he’s been, when I stay away a long time, and he thinks of me lost in the cruel world, Peter. Don’t you think it will give him a heart ache or something?” 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a sleepy voice. “What’s that row? Somebody up?”
“It’s Bunter,” said Toddy. 
Bob Cherry jumpcd. He sat up in bed, and peered through the darkness towards the dim figure beside Peter Todd’s bed. 
“The fat idiot has turned up again,” said Peter. 
Bob Cherry gasped. 
“Bunter” he ejaculated. 
“The fat idiot has turned up like a bad penny.” 
‘My only hat!” 
“Don’t wake the whole House!” breathed Bunter. “I’ve not got to be found here, you know. Quiet !” 
Bob Cherry peered in amazement at him. 
“You fat villain!”
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“How did you get here?” 
Bunter chuckled. 
“I got in by the Cloisters, after dark you know. I left a box-room window unfastened, and got back into the House, and I’ve been in the attics since then. Of course, I couldn’t stay out all night. I suppose there’s been a search for me, hasn’t there?” 
“Yes, you frabjous ass 
“I thought so,” assented Bunter. “Now the search has been made, you see, nobody will suppose I’m in the attics, and it will be quite safe—safe as houses, see? ” 
“Great Scott !”
“Don’t wake all the fellows, Bob Cherry. That cad Skinner might give me away if he knew.” 
“Might he?” came Harold Skinner’s voice. 
Whispering voices in the dormitory had awakened several fellows—Bob Cherry’s whisper, indeed, being rather of the stage variety. Fellows were waking up all along the row of white beds. 
“I—I say, Skinner—” stammered Bunter. 
“Didn’t I say the fat rotter was all right?” sneered Skinner. “Catch him drowning! I don’t believe he could, eithor. Fellows who are born to be hanged can’t be drowned.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Is that Bunter?”  exclaimed the voice of Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove was awake now. 
“Yes, old fellow.” 
“You fat rascal !”
“Oh, really, Wharton—” 
“What are yon doing here?” demanded Johnny Bull. “If you’re a fat spook, go back to your watery grave, and be blowed to you. If you’re real, shut up and let a fellow go to sleep.” 
“Oh, really, Bull—” 
Nearly all the Remove were awake now. They sat up in their beds and blinked and peered at Bunter. 
Bunter, apparently, expected something like an enthusiastic burst of joy and relief at his return. No doubt the Remove fellows were relieved to know that he was safe. But there were no signs of joy. Indeed, the remarks they addressed to him, numerous as they were, did not include one of a complimentary nature. 
“I say, you fellows, don’t make a row,” urged Bunter uneasily. “I can be found here, you know. I should get into a frightful row. I really came to see my old pals. I knew how awfully anxious they’d be about me. I know how you were feeling, Toddy.” 
“I’m feeling for a bolster,” said Toddy. “Wait a minute.” 
Bunter did not wait a minute, or a second. He backed hastily away from Peter’s bedside. 
“Of course, you fellows will keep this dark,” went on Bunter. “I put you on your honour, you know. I say, Peter, what—” 
“Well, you frabjous owl! Come nearer,” said Peter Todd, with a grasp on his bolster. 
Bunter kept his distance. 
“What has Quelchy done, Peter? I want to know, you know. Did he seem cut up?” asked Bunter. 
“He looked as if he would like to cut you up,” said Peter. 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I say, you follows, keep quiet! The game would be up if I was found here you know. Do you mean to say that Quelchy doesn’t care, Toddy? I say, he can’t be so unfeeling as all that! I thought it would wring his heart.” 
Peter blinked at the fat junior. Some glimmering of Bunter’s remarkable scheme dawned upon his mind. 
“So you thought Quelchy would be cut up?” he asked. 
“Ye-e-es, of course.” 
“And so grieved at losing you that he would be overcome with joy when you turned up again,” 
“Well, why not ?“ demanded Bunter. “I suppose he’s got some feelings—even schoolmasters have feelings. They’re human—at least, to a certain extent. It stands to reason that Quelchy would repent of his harshness when he found that he had driven mc to running away from school. I suppose he’s got a conscience.” 
“You fat dummy !” 
“Oh, really, Peter!  Besides, he will be so jolly worried that he will be no end glad to see me again when I turn up. At least, that’s what I think. And while I’m missing he will have a rotten time, you know, which will punish him for his tyranny.” 
“Fathead !” 
“Anyhow, I get out of extra toot all the while I’m missing,” said Bunter. “That’s so much to the good, isn’t it?” 
“Ha. ha, ha !” 
“You awful ass!” said Harry Wharton. “There’s no doubt that you’ve made both Mr. Quelch and the Head very anxious—” 
“Good !”
“But as soon as you’re found, you ass, they won’t feel anxious any longer—they will only feel rabid.” 
“Oh! You—you don’t think Quelchy’s heart will be softened?” asked Bunter anxiously. 

“Ha, ha! No. Hardened !” 
“You don’t think he will realise that he’s been near losing one of his most promising pupils, and repent !”
“Great pip!” 
“Of all the frabjous chumps !” and said Nugent. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Well, I’m jolly well not showing up, then,” said Bunter. “The only question i&s, grub. That’s why I came here to speak to Toddy.” 
“Not to relieve your old pals of their anxiety!” chuckled Bob. 
“Elh? Oh, yes, of course! But grub’s important, you know. You see, a fellow can’t live on air. I’m hungry now. I should be famished if I hadn’t found a pie in Smithy’s study—” 
“Have you been raiding my study, you fat brigand?” demanded the Bounder. 
“Oh, really, Smithy! I hope you’re not going to be mean about a pie. You see, I can’t come d to breakfast in the morning when I’m supposed to have run away. Now, can I?” 
“Well, Quelchy might guess you weren’t gone if he saw you gobbling gbrekker,” said Johnny Bull. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“It’s all riht though,” said Bunter. “I can keep in the attics and sneak out when all the fellows are in class and get some tuck in Friardale. I shall have a day out, you know, and get in again after dark. I shall need some money.” 
“Now we’re coming to the point,” grinned Bob. 
“I say, you fellows, I suppose you’re going to stand by me in an awful crisis like this. A general whip round, you know.” said Bunter. “Suppose you make it a shilling fund—every fellow puts a shilling.  Half crowns would not be objected to, of course. What do you follows say?” 
“Rats!” 
“The ratfulness is terrific.” 
“I suppose you’re going to back me up, aren’t you, in standing against persecution and tyranny ?” howled Bunter. Apparently the Owl of the Remove was looking for enthusiastic support from his form-fellows. He was not likely to receive any. 
“The best thing you can do, Bunter, is to turn into bed and let Mr. Quelch flnd you here in the morning,” said Harry Wharton. 
“No jolly fear! A licking in the morning and extra toot in the afternoon! Catch me !” said Bunter, disdainfully. “‘I expect all my old pals to rally round and back me up.” 
“Fathead!”
“I’ve a jolly good mind to turn out and bang your silly head on the wall,” growled Bolsover major. “We’ve been taken in.” 
“Hush !” exclaimed Peter Todd suddenly. “Cave” 
There was a step in the passage without. It was a firm tread, approaching the door of the Remove dormitory—a tread that the Removites knew well. 
“Quelchy!” breathed Bob Cherry. 
There was a gasp from Bunter. 
“Oh !” 
“A fair catch !” chuckled the Bounder. “Now you’ll be able to see just how much Quelehy’s heart has softened, Bunty.” 
“Oh, dear! I—I say, you fellows, keep it dark !” panted Bunter. “Not a word, you know—not a word, you chaps! Oh, dear!” 
And Billy Bunter plunged under Peter’s bed, and crouched there, palpitating, as the dormitory door opened. 

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

Poor Old Bunter! 

MR. QUELCH stepped into the Remove dormitory and turned on the light. 
The light glimmered on a row of white beds, and on a row of juniors, apparently asleep. 
Every fellow had laid his head upon his pillow and closed his eyes, and, to all appearance, the dormitory was buried in slumber.
Mr. Quelch, however, did not judge by appearances. He knew the rising generation rather too well for that. 
Possibly he had heard sounds from the dormitory—some of the voices had been rather incautiously raised. Undoubtedly he was suspicious and watchful. In point of fact, the Remove master had been too anxious and troubled, on Bunter’s account, to go to bed that night. The exasperating Owl weighed on his mind, while at the same time he was intensely angry. 
Mr. Quelch suspected—or rather was certain—that the elusive Owl of the Remove would somehow sneak back into the shelter of the school—the only shelter he had, in fact. 
After all the rest of Greyfriars had retired, the worried and sleepless Form master was making his rounds, hoping to see or hear something of the vanished junior. 
Mr. Quelch stood looking at the Remove fellows as they lay silent and, to all appearances, slumbering, with a grim look on his face. He was silent for a minute or two, and then he spoke. 
“Wharton !” 
No answer. 
“Wharton !” repeated Mr. Quelch, raising his voice and coming nearer to the bedside of the captain of the Remove. 
It was impossible to feign slumber longer. Mr. Quelch’s penetrating voice would have awakened any sleeper. Wharton opened his eyes, yawned, and sat up in bed, blinking in the light. 
“Who—what—— Oh, Mr. Quelch !” he ejaculated drowsily. 
‘Mr. Quelch looked hard at him. 
“I thought I heard a sound of voices in this dormitory, Wharton,” he said. 
“D-d-did you, sir?” 
“I did, Wharton!” 
“Indeed, sir!” murmured Harry. 
He closed his eyes again and blinked, to let Mr. Quelch observe how sleepy he was.  But the Remove master did not heed. 
“Kindly listen to mc, Wharton.” 
“Oh, certainly, sir !” 
“I have a very strong suspicion, Wharton, that Bunter may now be again within the walls of Greyfriars,” said Mr. Quelch, “unless something has happened to him— which I think improbable—he must have returned for shelter. In that case it seems to be exceedingly probable that he would seek to communicate, in a surreptitious manner, with his friends in the Remove.” 
“Oh !” murmured Wharton. 
“If you should see anything of him, Wharton, it is your duty as head boy of the Remove, to inform me at once.” 
Wharton shifted uncomfortably. Probably that was his duty as head of the Remove; but, on the other hand, he could not very well “give away “ the fatuous Bunter to punishment.  He was very glad that Mr. Quelch did not put a direct question to him, and he remained uncomfortably silent. 
Mr. Quelch gave him a very penetrating look, and possibly his keen eyes read something in the junior’s face. However, he turned away without speaking again, and the Remove fellows hoped to see him cross to the door, and disappear. Bunter, quaking under Peter Todd’s bed, watched the Form master’s feet, which were all that he could see of Mr Quelch, longing to see them progress doorward. 
But Mr. Quelch did not go. It was clear that his suspicions were awakened. He walked the length of the dormitory, and looked into every corner, and into the big cupboard at the end, obviously in quest of the concealed Owl. 
As it was useless to keep their eyes closed any longer the Remove fellows watched Mr. Quelch with deep interest. Bunter watched his feet with still deeper and intenser interest. 
At the end of the long dormitory Mr. Quetch stopped and stooped down, and peered under a bed. 
“Game’s up !“ murmured Bob Cherry. Mr. Quelch came back along the row of beds, and at each bed he stopped, and stooped has rather angular figure, and peered underneath. 
The Removites exchanged glances. 
Whether Mr. Quelch was proceeding merely upon suspicion, or whether he knew that Bunter was in the room, they could not guess. But it was clear now that if he did not know, he would know soon. 
When he arrived at Peter Todd’s bed, the interest among the watching juniors was quite breathless. 
Mr. Quelch stooped once more, and peered under Todd’s bed, and then he was seen to jump. He rose again at once to his full height, with thunder in his brow. 
“Bunter !” 
His voice reverberated through the startled dormitory. 
Bunter !” 
There was no answer. The Owl of the Remove, almost frozen with terror, still crouched under the bed. 
“Bunter !” boomed Mr. Quelch. “Come forth!” 
“Ow! I—I’m not here!” 
“What ?” 
“I—I mean —”
“Wretched boy !” thundered Mr. Quelch.  “Iknow that you are there! Come forth at once !” 
Bunter quaked, and remained where he was. Indeed. Mr. Quelch’s tone was not inviting. No Remove fellow would have liked to come to close quarters with him just then, 
“Do you hear me, Bunter?” hooted the Remove master. 
“No, sir! I mean yes, sir! Oh dear!” 
“Come out from under that bed immediately, Bunter!  I command you to come forth at once !” 
Bunter remained where he was. Apparently he regarded the bed as some sort of a protection from his Form master’s towering wrath. Mr. Quelch’s face was red with anger, and it was growing more and more crimson. 
His anxiety on Bunter’s account was relieved. His wrath, therefore, had full play. And his wrath was, as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked afterwards, terrific. 
“Wharton! Cherry !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Rise at once, and draw Bunter out from under that bed !” 
The two Removites reluctantly turned out. They stooped down on either side of Toddy’s bed, and Bunter blinked at them. 
“I say, you fellows, hands off, you know. Oh dear !” 
“You fat duffer, come out !” said Bob. “What’s the good of sticking there now you’re found out, you ass?  Come on!” 
Bob Cherry reached for Bunter’s leg to get at it. The next moment he was rolling on the floor, Bunter’s foot having been planted fairly on his nose. 
“Ow ! Yarooh !” roared Bob. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Silence !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Silence! Wharton, Cherry, pull the bed aside! Todd, you may rise and help them !” 
Peter Todd turned out, and the juniors grasped the bed, and dragged aside. 
Then William George Bunter was revealed. 
He sat up, blinking at Mr. Quelch’s terrifying face through his big spectacles, a good deal like a very fat rabbit fascinated by the gaze of a serpent. 
“Bunter, rise !” 
Billy Bunter groaned, and dragged himself to his feet. Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes seemed almost to bore holes in him. The Removites watched in silence — excepting Bob Cherry, who was mumbling as he dabbed his nose with a handkerchief, 
“Bunter, you have played a disrespectful trick, causing personal anxiety to me and to your headmaster! You have thrown the whole school into commotion. You have attempted to deceive me, sir, in the most unscrupulous and iniquitous way.” 
“Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
“Have you any excuse to offer?” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
“Oh, yes, sir!  Lots !” stuttered Bunter. “You—you see, sir, it—it was only a joke, sir——” 
“A joke ?“ exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in a terrifying voice. 
“Yes, sir, that’s all! I—I mean, I—I wasn’t really going to run away, sir—not really. I—I knew it would be an awful blow to you, sir, to—to lose me ! That’s why I did it, sir.” 
“Bless my soul!” 
“Because — because I’m so — so attached to you, sir !” gasped Bunter, 
“Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Peter Todd involuntarily. 
“Silence, Todd !“ 
“Oh! Yes, sir!” and
“Bunter, it is difficult to find words in which to describe your conduct !“ said Mr. Quelch. “You have deliberately caused alarm in the school. You have deliberately spread a false impression, for what object I cannot imagine.” 
“I—I thought, sir --
“What?” 
“I—I thought you might repent, sir, and—” 
“Repent?” said Mr. Quelch dazedly 
“Yes, sir, and—and leave off persecuting me, you know, sir !“ gasped Bunter. 
“Persecuting you “ said Mr. Quelch, gazing at Bunter. “Are you in your right senses, boy?” 
“Extra toot, and all that, sir,” said Bunter. “I—I thought the shock would —would do you good, sir.” 
“You thought the shock would do me good !” repeated Mr. Quelch, as if he could scarcely believe his ears. Perhaps he scarcely could. 
“Yes, sir ! You see, sir --”  
“You impudent y o u n g rascal !” thundered the Remove master. 
Bunter jumped. 
Evidently the shock had not done Mr. Quelch any good. He was not repentant —there was no sign at all of that.  Indeed, he seemed to be worse than ever! 
“I—I mean, sir, I—I didn’t do it!” gasped Bunter. “It—it wasn’t me, sir !”The Owl of the Remove was getting a little confused now. ‘I—I really meant t say, sir, that—that it wasn’t me.” 
“What!  What was not you, Bunter?” 
“Anything, sir. I—I mean, nothing!”
“Bless my soul!” 
“If -- if you please, sir. I—I’d prefer to let the whole matter drop now. Shall I— shall I go back to bed, sir ? ”  Bunter asked 
anxiously. 
“You will not go to bed in this dormitory, Bunter ” said Mr. Quelch, in a rumbling voice. “You will come with me, Bunter! You wilI not be allowed an opportunity of playing these amazing pranks again.  You will be locked in the punishment-room, Bunter, for the remainder of the night, and taken before your headmaster at the first opportunity in the morning.” 
“Ow!” 
“Whether Dr. Locke will decide to expe1 you from Greyfriars, I cannot say.” 
“Oh dear!” 
“At the very least you wiIl be flogged with the greatest severity.” 
“Groogh!” 
“Follow me, Bunter !”  
Mr. Quelch turned towards the door as he spoke. 
But Bunter did not follow him. He seemed to be rooted to the floor of the Remove dormitory. 
Mr. Quelch turned back. 
“Do you hear me, Bunter?” he boomed. “Follow me at once!”  He stepped to the Owl of the Remove and dropped a heavy hand upon his shoulder. 
“I—I say, sir—” 
“Silence !”
“Oh, crikey !“ 
With Mr. Quelch’s heavy hand on his shoulder, the Owl of the remove was marched out of the dormitory.  He cast despairing blink back at the Removites, as they watched him go. Then Mr. Quelch turned out the light, and he disappeared. The door closed on the Remove master and his hopeful pupil.
“ Well, my hat !” said Peter Todd, with a deep breath. 
“ Poor old Bunter!”
Skinner chuckled 
 “Bunter’s number’s up!” he remarked.  “What’s the odds on the sack from the school for Bunter, you fellows?” 
“Oh, cheese it !”  said Wharton. “It’s no joke for Bunter! The silly owl has landed himself this time.”
“Well, he’s asked for it !”  said Johnny Bull. 
“The askfulness was terrific!” 
 “Poor old Bunter!” 
The Removites settled down in bed again, but not to immediate slumber. Billy Bunter, locked in the punishment-run, left to this own dolorous company for the night, occupied the thoughts of all. 
Certainly Bunter had asked for it— begged for it, in fact. Bunter had often been near the limit, but his latest amazing stunt was far over it. And the Remove fellows wondered what was going to happen to Bunter on (the morrow. 
He had certainly asked for it, but now that he had got it the general comment of everyone in the Remove was “ Poor old Bunter !”
THE END
