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—featuring Harry Wharton & Co., the Cheery Chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.




THE FIRST CHAPTER.  

                       The Unexpected Happens! 

“NOT Bunter!” 
  “Yes!” 
  “My hat!”
  “The hatfulness is terrific!
  “Gammon!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Official!” said Peter Todd, with a grin. “I’ve seen the stuff!”
   “Well, my only Aunt Sempronia!” 
    Five o’clock !“ said Toddy, and he passed on, leaving the Famous Five in a state of great astonishment. 
  Astonishment really was not the word. 
  It was amazing!  
  As Toddy, who had the honour—or otherwise—of being Billy Bunter’s studymate in No. 7 in the Remove, was spreading the glad tidings. A feast was toward in Study No. 7. 
  Bunter was standing the feast!” 
  A spread in a study was not an uncommon occurrence 
in the Greyfriars Remove. It was not uncommon for Billy Bunter to attend it when it happened, invited or uninvited. But it was remarkably uncommon—unprecedented, in fact—for William George Bunter to stand the spread himself. That was unheard of . 
  Not that Bunter was an inhospitable fellow. He liked a spread himself and he liked to see other faces round the festive board. Had Bunter received all the postal-orders that he was constantly expecting, there was  no doubt that Bunter’s  fat life would have  passed in a succession of bounteous spreads, to which he would have asked all the Lower Fourth. 
  But those postal-orders never did come! Remittances from his titled relations were always coming; but they never actually came.  On this subject, as Skinner had remarked, the peerage were remarkably absent minded.  The earls, viscounts, and marquises to whom Bunter was related, never seemed to remember him while he was at school. 
  So Billy Bunter was always in the same state as the seed in the parable, which fell in a stony place. 
   Often and often Bunter announced that he was going to stand a spread to the fellows who had stood him so many. But it never happened.  When Bunter had any money, which was not often, it found its way in the shortest possible time to the till of the school tuckshop. It never went far enough to satisfy the inner Bunter. So, naturally, there was nothing left for anybody else. 
  So if Bunter asked a fellow to tea, that fellow merely took the invitation as a preliminary to borrowing half-a-crown, and his usual reply was “Rats!” 
  And now the unexpected had happened! The spread which Bunter had been going to stand for whole terms was booked for five o’clock in Study No. 7; and as Peter Todd had seen the stuff, there could be no doubt about it. Toddy had even described the stuff, and the description might have made any fellow’s mouth water. There was, Toddy had said, an enormous cake. There was a bag of jam tarts. There were muffins and scones, cream puffs, and Swiss roll, chocolate eclairs, and all sorts of toothsome things. Lots of them, Toddy had said—tons.   
  “Well,” said Bob Cherry, “if Bunter’s going it at last, we’ll back him up!” 
  “Hear, hear!” said Frank Nugent cordially. 
  “The back-upfulness will be terrific,” concurred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “After all, Bunter isn’t a bad sort!” said Bob. “He scoffs the lion’s share at any other fellow’s feed. But now he’s in funds, he’s handing it out. That’s rather decent of him.” 
  “Jolly decent!” said Johnny Bull. 
  Harry Wharton laughed.   
  “We’re in luck,” he remarked. “It couldn’t have happened better. We’re all hard up today, and it would have been tea. in Hall. 
  “It’s corn in Egypt, and no mistake!” agreed Bob. 
  “Only—” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Only what, Inky?”
  “If the esteemed Toddy has been pulling our preposterous  legs!”
  “Oh!” 
  The Famous Five regarded one another rather doubtfully. Peter Todd was rather given to leg-pulling; and undoubtedly the news that Bunter was standing a gargantuan spread was surprising. 
  “Hem!” said Wharton. “If it’s one of Toddy’s fatheaded larks, we don’t want to miss tea in hall.” 
  “We jolly well don’t!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “What about giving Bunter a look-in?” suggested Nugent. “After all, we ought to tell him that we accept his kind invitation with many thanks. And we can keep an eye open—” 
  “Let’s!” 
  And the Famous Five walked across the quad to the House, and proceeded to the Remove passage. 
  Considering that Bunter was the founder of the feast, it was only judicious to make sure. They did not want, of course, to appear auspicious or ungrateful. But it was just as well to be quite, quite sure that the spread really was coming off. 
  Hazeldene of the Remove looked out of Study No. 2 as they passed, with a grin. 
  “You fellows on the giddy list?” he asked.  “1 hear that asking about half  the Remove.  ” 
  “Then there’s really a spread?” asked Bob. 
  “1 suppose so. Toddy says £0.” 
  “The seefulness is the believeness, my esteemed chums, as the English proverb remarkably observes,” murmured the nabob. 
  And the Famous Five went on to No. 7. Russell and Ogilvy also among the “invited,” joined them on the way.  The door of Study No. 7 was half-open, and they pushed it wide open, and looked in. 
  Billy Bunter was there. 
  He was busy, and a jammy, sticky smear on his face indicated that he, at least, was not waiting till five o’clock before he started. 
  He gave the chums of the Remove a cheery blink through his big spectacles. 
  “I say you fellows, did Toddy tell you—” 
  “He did!” 
  “Good!” I’ve asked Toddy to go round telling the fellows,” explained Bunter. “I’m rather busy I’m getting ready for a rather 1arge party. You’ll have to bring chairs along from your own study.” 
  “Right-ho, old bean!” 
  The Famous Five, and Russell and Ogilvy had their eyes on the study table. It was fairly packed.  Pounds, it seemed, must have been expended on the piles of good things that were stacked there. It was such a spread as Lord Mauleverer or Smithy sometimes stood—those two youths being happy in the possession of great funds.  But, as a rule, in the Remove pocket-money did not run to this extensive sort of thing. Such a spread was unusual in any Lower Fourth study—most unusual of all in Bunter’s. But there it was—and seeing was believing! 
  “You fellows are coming, what?” asked Bunter 
  “Certainly, old fat man. Much obliged.” 
  “It’s going to be rather a good spread,” said Bunter complaccntly. “A bit above the sort of spread you have in your studies, you know.” 
  “Hem!” 
  “You se, a really wealthy fellow can afford this sort of thing,” explained Bunter, blinking at them. 
  “Hem!” 
  “I think I mentioned to you fellows that I was expecting a postal-order——” 
  “I think you did!” murmured Bob Cherry. “I seem to remember sonething of the sort.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anythng to cackle at!” said Bunter warmly.        
  “You fellows make out that I don’t get big remittances from my titled relations. Well, look!” Bunter waved a fat hand at the stacked table. “Does this look like it, or doesn’t it?” 
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  “It does—it do!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “You fellows have stood me a few rather measly feeds this term,” said Bunter.  “Well I’m asking you to something really decent.” 
  “Hem!” 
  “Look at that cake!” said Bunter loftily. “Specially made by our cook at home, you know. It arrived direct from Bunter Court.” 
  The juniors grinned. 
  The cake was a large one and a handsome one, and they knew that it cost twelve-and-six at Mrs. Mimble’s shop. But if Bunter liked to make out that it had arrived especially from Bunter Court they were willing to give him his head. 
  “Look at those grapes!” said Bunter. “Grown at home, you know. The vinery at Bunter Court is famous all over Surrey.” 
  It was an enormous bunch of grapes, and a little label still adhering to it hinted that it had come from Chunkley’s Stores, at Courtfield. How that label had got on to a bunch of grapes from the vinery at Bunter Court the juniors did not inquire. 
  “I’m rather busy,” added Bunter. “Five o’clock, you know.” 
  “Right-ho!” 
  The juniors took the hint and retired. Bunter s fat hand wnt into a bag of tarts, and a large and juicy tart was transferred to Bunter’s capacious mouth. 
  Undoubtedly he was busy—and likely to be busy in the arno way until the tea-party arrived at five o’clock. 

                   THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                     The Senior Form Match! 

“WELL hit!” 
  “Good man Blundell!” 
  “Bravo!” 
 The shouting from the cricket field drew Harry Wharton & Co. in that direction. It was a holiday that day, and on Big Side a match between the Fifth and the Sixth was going on. The chums of the Remove had already given it a look-in while Wingate was batting for the Sixth—Wingate was always worth watching. Also they had remained to watch Loder at the wickets—not with admiration. Loder’s innings had ended quite suddenly; and five voices had impertinently inquired the price of duck’s eggs—an inquiry which had drawn Loder’s eyes on the chums with a furious glare in them. After which the chums of the Remove had gone about their own business, not being particularly interested in senior matches. School matches, of course, drew their interest; but a Form match didn’t amount to much in their estimation, unless their own Form was concerned. 
  However, as they had time to kill till tea, the cheery five walked down to Big Side and gave the seniors a look-in. 
  Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, was batting now, and he was going strong. The Sixth Form bowlers, mighty men as they were, seemed unable to touch Blundell. Fifth Form men round the field yelled themselves hoarse as Blundell knocked the ball away again and again. 
  At Greyfriars the first eleven was picked from Sixth and Fifth, but the majority of its members were Sixth Form men. There was a strong opinion in the Fifth that a few more Fifth Form men would make up a better side. So it was sheer joy to the Fifth Form men to see their team getting the upper hand of the Sixth in a Form match, 
  Blundell of the Fifth was a great man in the first eleven, not to be spared from school matches. Personally he was on the best of terms with Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars. When he played in Wingate’s team he was the most loyal of supporters. But when it came to a question of cricket between the two Forms, then Blundell was Wingate’s deadly rival, yearning to knock him and his Sixth Form men into a cocked hat. And now he was doing it. 
  Wingate of the Sixth had a good-humoured grin on his rugged face. He was glad to see Blundell going strong like this, looking on him chiefly as a first eleven man. But some of the Sixth were not so pleased. Loder especially had a scowl on his face. 
  Loder had lately lost his place in the first eleven.  Wingate was giving him a chance in the form match. But Loder was not making much of that chance. He had been dismissed for nil at the wicket, and in the field he was not distinguishing himself.  He had been given the ball for a few overs; but his bowling had been too erratic, and it had rather helped the Fifth to put on their score. Now he loafed in the field with a scowling brow, not taking the trouble to hide his ill-humour. 
  “Look at Loder!” murmured Bob Cherry, as the juniors arrived on the scene. “Looks a jolly old sportsman, doesn’t he?  What a face for a cricket field!” 
  “The scowlfulness of the esteemed Loder is terrific.  ” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
 “There they go again!” 
  “Bravo, Blundell!” 
  “Look out, Loder!” called two or three voices. 
  Blundell had swiped the ball again, and swiped it this time fairly into the hands of Loder of the Sixth. Perhaps Blundell was getting a little reckless with success, or perhaps he was specially favouring Loder because he relied on him to prove a “dud.” Blundell and Potter were running, and every Fifth Form face round the field was anxious as the ball sailed fairly down to Loder of the Sixth. 
  It dropped! 
  “Oh crikey!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “Great pip!” 
  “Butter-fingers!” 
  “Well, my hat!” ejaculated Wingate involuntarily. Wingate was not a skipper to rag a man while a game was on, but the dropping of that easy catch was too much for him. He glared at Loder. 
  Loder set his lips. 
  The ball had missed his hands somehow and dropped at his feet. The batsmen, running hard, made good, and were safe home before the leather went in. 
  There was a cackle of derisive laughter round the field.  First Blundell smiled.  He knew that he had had a narrow escape— but a miss was as good as a mile. 
  Loder’s brow was black as midnight as he sent in the ball. He had hoped to show up well in the Form match and win back the place he had lost in the first eleven. This did not look like doing it. The fact was that Loder was hopelessly off colour. Cigarettes in his study, surreptitious visits to the Cross Keys after Lights-out, did not conduce to form at cricket.  Loder wanted to shine at cricket, but he was not wilting to give up being a black sheep for that object. And it was said of old that a man cannot serve two masters. 
  “Dear old Loder!  Doesn’t he look pleased!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “They call that cricket in the Sixth!” said Coker of the Fifth, with a grunt of contempt. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Why ain’t you playing for your Form, Coker?” asked Bob Cherry, with a cheery grin. 
  Coker was not playing for the Fifth. His chums, Potter and Greene, were in Blundell’s team, so Horace Cokor had come down to watch. He was not there to admire, however. After the match he was going to explain to Potter and Greene all the faults they had committed—and their name was legion, in Coker’s opinion. Coker glanced round at the juniors. 
  “Fancy leaving Coker out, you men!” said Bob, with a wink at his comrades. “Why, I wonder?” 
  “The whyfulness is terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Oh, I know
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  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You cheeky fags!” roared Coker. “I’ll—”
  The Famous Five moved away from the spot, just in time to obviate a serious case of assault and battery. It was not safe to chip Coker about cricket and remain near him. 
  “Bravo!” Well hit !‘ rolled over the field. 
  Then there was another roar. 
  “Caught!”  
  “Oh, well caught!” 
  “Good old Wingate!” 
  Wingate of the Sixth held up the ball.  Blundell was out at last, after a remarkably good innings. He looked red and little breathless, and quite pleased with himself as he carried out his bat. Greene of the Fifth went in to join Potter. 
  Fifth-Form men crowded round Blundell, with congratulations and admiration. Bland of the Fifth thumped him on the back. 
  “It’s our game, old bean!” said Bland. 
  Blundell nodded. 
 “What-ho!” he agreed. “And this means that a Fifth Form man will keep Loder’s place in the first eleven, which is all to the good. Too many of the Sixth in the first eleven, if you ask me.  ” 
 “That was an opinion to which all the Fifth gave a cordial assent. 
  “Look at the score!” said Blundell. “They’ll never pull up. Wingate’s got a lot of duds—Loder, Walker, Carne. They’re no good. The fact is, you men, I counted on winning this match before a ball was bowled.” 
   The Famous Five, who heard that remark, smiled to one another. It struck them that Blundell of the Fifth had counted his chickens very early.  But the Fifth Form captain did not heed smiles from Removites.  He did not heed Removites at all. Their existence was too infinitesimal to be noticed by a tremendous “blood!” like George Blundell. 
  “I’ve arranged a bit of a celebration in my study after this game,” Blundell went on. ‘I want all you men to come. Every man in the team.” 
  That remark increased, if possible, the admiration with which Blundell’s friends regarded the great man. When the captain of the Fifth stood a study brew, it was worth any fellow’s while.  Blundell had plenty of money, and, on such occasions, he spent it royally. A study spread with ten guests was rather a function. 
  “I say, Blundell!” called out Bob Cherry. 
  The captain of the Fifth glanced round, thus made aware of the unimportant existence of a Removite. 
  “Eh—what?” he said. 
  “Are you asking any of the Remove?” asked Bob cheerily, 
  “You young ass!” 
 “If you are, old bean, we’ll cancel another pressing invitation we’ve received.” said Bob. “What about it?” 
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  Blundell did not answer that question. He made a lunge at Bob with his bat; and Bob Cherry retired rather hastily. Apparently Blundell was not asking any of the Remove to that celebration in his study. 
  “Come on, you men!” said Bob.  “It’s nearly time for tea, and we don’t want to see the tail-end of the game. I’m not frightfully gone on watching Loder drop catches” 
  “The dropfulness of the esteemed catches is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Let’s awayfully get and partake of our teafulness.” 
  And the Famous Five walked off Big Side, leaving Sixth and Fifth to get on with it without their distinguished presence.
                       THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                       The Founder ot the Feast!

“I SAY, you fellows, come in!” 
  Billy Bunter’s fat face beamed with hospitality. 
  There were already several fellows in the study when the Famous Fivp arrived at No. 7. Peter Todd and Tom Dutton, who shared that study with Bunter, were there, and Vernon.Smith and Redwing, and Wibley and Russell and Ogilvy. No. 7 was rather crowded when the Famous Five added themselves to the company. 
  But the juniors were used to crowding on such festive oocasione. Most of the fellows brought their own chairs, choose and some of them their own crockery. There was generally a shortage of such articles at a study spread.  But there was no shortage of tuck—and that was the important item. So lavish was the supply that all the guests could not help wondering how Bunter had done it.  Indeed, had there been tuck missing in any of the Remove studies, the fat junior would have been suspected at once.of grub-raiding. That was one of Bunter’s little ways, for which he had often been kicked. But nobody in the Remove had missed anything. And, indeed, there were few studies in the Remove in which such a spread was ever seen. 
  Hazeldene came in, and Tom Brown— or, rather they wedged in. There was no room for Skinner and Snoop and Stott when they came along. But Bunter did not want Skinner & Co. They never stood Bunter anything in the lean years, so they were not wanted now that the fat years had arrived. And when Fisher T. Fish put a hooked nose and a sharp eye in at the doorway, he was greeted with a cushion, and retired disconsolate. 
  It was, as Bob Cherry declared, “some” spread. 
  Billy Bunter’s fat face beamed over the festive board. 
  Bunter had been helping himself to “snacks” for some time; but Bunter’s stowage capacity was practically unlimited, and the lion’s share fell to him us usual. 
  But numerous as the party were, there was ample for everybody. 
  And the welcome was hearty. Bunter was chiefly known as a butter-in at other fellows’ spreads—a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles.  But it had to be acknowledged that now Bunter was in funds he was doing the right thing. Fisher T. Fish, though his cute eye glanced into the study for a moment, calculated that that spread had not cost a cent under three pounds. Fishy rather wished that he had lent Bunter the sixpence he had requested only that morning.  But he hadn’t, and now he was excluded from the feast. 
  “1 say, you fellows, help yourselves!” beamed Bunter, with his mouth full. “There’s Iota and Lots 1 1 say, Wharton, this rather beats the mingy spread in your study—what?” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Chance for you to tuck in, Bob.  ” said Bunter. “You don’t get anything like this in study No. 13, 1 fancy.” 
  And Bob chuckled. 
  Bunter had his company manners on; but his company manners were not, perhaps, such as are prescribed in the best circles. Fortunately feelings were not easily hurt in the Lower Fourth. Nobody minded Bunter wagging his fat chin. And if he wanted to boast, as undoubtedly he did, everybody was willing to give him his head. 
  “Try the grapes, Wharton.  Nothing like them at Wharton Lodge—what?” 
  “Nothing,” agreed Harry cheerfully. 
  “Tuck in, Peter!” encouraged Bunter. “Go it, old bean!  You want a bit of feeding up. I’ve always thought you don’t get enough to eat at home.’ 
  “Ain’t he a prize packet?” said Peter Todd admiringly. “If there’s anything needed to make a spread like this absolutely perfect, it’s the graceful manners of the host.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  But sarcasm was wasted on William George Bunter. 
  He blinked round the festive board complacently. 
  “Well, you see, I’m used to society.  ” he explained. “In the holidays we generally have a crowd at Bunter Court. My pater likes to have members of the nobility round him, and, of course, there’s my titled relations dropping in. Generally one of the princes, too. We rather keep it up at Bunter Court.” 
  “If any,” murmured the Bounder. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “It’s a pleasure to me.” pursued Bunter expansively—” a real pleasure to stand spread like this to fellows who don’t, as a rule, get anything so good.  There isn’t a man present, except Smithy who could afford it. Smithy could do it; but then he would swank about it. You don’t mind me mentioning it, Smithy?” 
  “Not at all,” said the Bounder blandly. “On the other hand, I like to hear you talk. It’s a greater entertainment than the spread.” 
  “The fact is, I’m rather a good conversationalist.” admitted Bunter. “Extensive knowledge and good manners, and an apt way of expressing oneself, you know—that’s what does it. Now, Toddv here, is a frightful bore—ain’t you Toddy?” 
  “You fat—” 
  “What?” 
  “I—I mean go on, old chap!” said Toddy, remembering that Bunter was the founder of the feast. 
  “Help yourself, Redwing.  ” said Bunter, blinking at the sailorman’s son. “Don’t be bashful, because you’re in good company for once.” 
  Tom Redwing smiled. 
  “Try the tarts, Bull, old chap. They’re specially made by our cook at home—French chef, you know, imported from Paris.” 
  “Are they?” gasped Johnny Bull. 
  “And they were sent from Bunter Court in Mrs. Mimble’s paper bags!” remarked the Bounder. 
  There was a chuckle. But it was not the thing to chip the founder of the feast, and Bob Cherry hastily changed the subject.  
  “There’s another jolly old spread coming off to-day in the Fifth,” he remarked. “Blundell’s standing a study brew to all the Fifth-Form team.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Eh? What’s the joke?” asked Bob, as Bunter exploded into a sudden cachinnation. 
  “Oh! Nothing!” 
  Bob stared at Bunter. 
 “Nothing funny in Blundell standing a spread in his study, is there?” he asked. “He often does.” 
  “He, he, he!” I mean no, of course not!” said Bunter. “I fancy this spread is quite a good as Blundell’s, though. He, he, he!” 
  “The quitefulness is terrific, my esteemed idiotic Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Gentlemen, chaps, and ridiculous fellows, I suggestively propose a vote of thanks to the absurd founder of this ludicrous feast.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  Ample as the supplies were, they vanished under the attacks of so large a part—Bunter doing his bit heroically. Empty plates and dishes and paper bags adorned the table now. 
  The vote of thanks to the founder of the feast was passed nem. con. A cheer was given for Billy Bunter. In reply to which, the Owl of the Remove spoke a few well-chosen words. 
  “I say, you fellows—”
  “ Hear, hear!” 
  “I’ve stood you a jolly good spread, and—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You’ve all enjoyed yourselves, and so have I,” said Bunter. “After this 1 hope there won’t be any nasty remarks —remarks in rotten bad taste—about my palatial home at Bunter Court—”
  “Go it!” 
  “I hope,” continued Bunter, “that next time I’m expecting a postal-order I—”
  “Oh!” 
  “That my friends will rally round me,” said Bunter. “Sometimes—not often, as you know—I’ve been short of cash—” 
  “Not really ?“ ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “Yes, really. It might happen to the wealthiest fellow. Well, on such occasions a fellow expects his pals to oblige him with a little loan. He doesn’t expect a lot of nasty remarks. See?” 
  “The seefulness is terrific.” 
  “To come to the point,” continued Bunter, “I’ve blowed my last remittance on this spread—” 
  “On the grapes from the vinery at Bunter Court?” asked the Bounder. “On the tarts specially made by your French chef at home? You don’t mean to say that your pater sends you a bill with them?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Shut up, Smithy!” 
  “I decline to take any notice of your nasty remarks, Smithy. If that’s what you call gratitude, after a splendid feed, we differ,” said Bunter, with dignity. “To come to the point—” 
  Several of the guests moved out of the study at this juncture. Perhaps they guessed the point that Billy Bunter was coming to. 
  “To come to the point,” resumed Bunter, amid shifting of chairs and a shuffling of feet, ‘I’m expecting another postal-order tomorrow, you fellows—” 
  More shuffling of feet. The company in Study No. 7 was thinning fast. 
  “And a little loan to see me over until it comes would be welcome,” said the founder of the feast. “Don’t all speak at once!” 
  The party in Study No. 7 did not all speak at once.  They did not speak at all. Like the guests in Macbeth, they stood not upon the order of their going, but went at once. 
  “1 say, you fellows—” 
  But the fellows were gone. William George Bunter was left to waste his sweetness on the desert air. 
  “Beasts!” ejaculated Bunter. 
  The feast in Study No. 7 was over. 
  After the feast, according to the proverb, came the reckoning.      
  Bunter gazed at the remnants of the feast with a thoughtful, fat brow.  He was thinking what a glorious spread it had been, and how the recollection of it ought to stand him in good stead next time he wanted to raise a little loan in the Remove.  But he was also thinking of Blundell of the Fifth, coming in for his study celebration after the cricket match and finding, like Mrs. Hubbard, that the cupboard was bare.  So far, nobody but Bunter knew that Blundell of the Fifth, in actual fact, was the founder of the feast in No. 7.  But when Blundell went to his study—
                      THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                     A Mysterious Disappearance! 

GREAT and glorious, almost touching the stars with his 
sublime head, like the classical gentleman of old, Blundell 
walked to the House. 
  On one side of bini walked Bland, on the other, Fitzgerald.  Behind came Potter and Greene. These were the places of honour. Other Fifth-Form men got as near as they could. Only members of the eleven were in the group. Smaller fry respectfully kept at a distance from the Olympians. 
  One—Horace Coker—snorted contemptuously at a distance. In Coker’s opinion, Blundell was a swanking ass. That opinion was, perhaps, shared to some extent b Sixth-Form men and by juniors. But in the Fifth Blundell was god-like. A word from Blundell was distinction. Indeed, there were Fifth Form men who considered that he cut a more impressive figure than Wingate himself, the captain of the school. Fellows in other Forms said that he put on more side at all events. 
  Not that Blundell was “sidey.” He really was a good-natured, unaffected fellow.  But he could not help knowing that he was captain of the Fifth, an indispensable man in the First Eleven, 
a’blood’ of the purest strain, an idol of his Form, one of the  best cricketers at Greyfriars, and generally a lofty, important, and impressive person. If he had a good opinion of himself, that opinion was fully justified. And no doubt he had. 
  On the present occasion deathless glory surrounded Blundell. He had beaten the Sixth in a cricket match. 
  The Fifth were not merely pleased. They were not merely cock-a-hoop. They were jumping with glee, 
  The Greyfriars First Eleven was divided between the two teams in that Form match but the Sixth had more of it than the Fifth. That made the victory all the more glorious. It proved 
—or seemed to prove—that more Fifth. Form blood was wanted in the first eleven. 
  True, the match had been won by a single run. But it was won, and a thousand runs couldn’t have done more than win it. 
  Equally true, Blundell had put on a couple of dozen after Loder had dropped an easy catch. One dud in the Sixth Form team, one blunder of one dud, had made all the difference. Had Loder taken that catch, Blundell, instead of winning by a single run, would have lost by twenty-three runs. According to the Sixth, Loder had made Blundell a present of the match, and what there was to glory about they professed themselves unable to see. 
  That was not the view of the Fifth. Loder had dropped the catch—that was indubitable. If he hadn’t, the Sixth might have won.  And if the skies fell there might be catching of larks Potter remarked that, if “ifs and ans” were pots and pans, the tinkers would have to join the unemployed—a remark that the Fifth considered apposite amd witty. For the incontrovertible fact was that the Fifth had won by a run, and all the “ifs” in the wide universe could not make any difference to the accomplished fact. 
  But that was not all. Blundell had said, before the match started, that the Fifth were going to win.  Fellows often made such remarks, and forgot them as soon as possible if defeat supervened. But in this case results had proved Blundell right. Blundell,  therefore, was among the prophets. His judgment was amazing.  Fifth-Form fellows said to one another: 
“Old Blundell said we were going to win, before the giddy stumps were pitched. And we’ve won! Old Blundell knew!”
  Had the Fifth been beaten nobody would have referred to Blundell’s prophetic remark. But the Fifth had won, and Blundell’s remark was quoted up and down the Form as a striking proof of old Blundell’s remarkable, clear-headed judgment. 
  That Blundell had laid in extensive supplies for a feast to the whole eleven, in celebration of that glorious win, was another striking proof that old Blundell knew what he was about. Had the Fifth been beaten, no doubt it would have made Blundell look rather an ass.  Not to the Fifth, of course, for they would have known that it was only a fluke. But to other fellows. 
  But the Fifth hadn’t been beaten. They had won by a rather narrow margin, it was true. But that only showed that the match had been hotly contested; and there was additiotial glory in having beaten foemen who were worthy of their steel. The narrowness of the margin was an extra feather in their cap, looked at properly. 
  Mr. Prout met the cricketers as they came to the House.  Prout was beaming. The Fifth-Form master knew as much about cricket as about the man in the moon. When he got chatty on the subject, Fifth-Form men found it hard to preserve their gravity. But Prout took a deep and enthusiastic interest in games, all the same, so far as his Form were concerned. He stopped to speak to Blundell—to congratulate and beam Blundell kindly gave him his head. Fellows, looking on, felt what distinction this was for Prout for Blundell to stop and talk to him in open quad. Prout trotted on to the House, with Blundell, Fitzgerald unwillingly giving place to him. Some of the Fifth rather dreaded that Prout, in his enthusiasm, could invite himself to the spread in Blundell’s study. Fortunately, Mr. Prout stopped short of that. 
  Great and glorious Blundell walked into the House. Admiring friends escorted him to his study. 
  Blundell’s fag was not there. The Fifth did not, as a rule, have fags but all “Bloods” had fags, and Blundell was a blood. Blundell’s fag this term was Gatty, of the Second. Gatty. oblivious to the glory of fagging for such an Olympian, was not there, Five or six Fifth-Form men shouted “Fag” in stentorian voices, and a reluctant Gatty appeared. 
  Blundell gave him brief orders to get all ready, and walked away to the games study with his friends. In the games study Blundell said: 
  “Where’s Hilton?  ”
  Nobody knew or cared where Hilton of the Fifth was—until Blundell spoke. Instantly, Hilton of the Fifth leaped into importance. 
  “Gone out, I think!” said Tomlinson. 
  “He wasn’t in the cricket, you know,” said Bland, rather surprised that Blundell should remember the existence of a man who wasn’t in the cricket. 
  “I know!  But I want to see him in the cricket,” said BlundelI, “Hilton is a good man when he likes.” He glanced round. “Where is he? Wasn’t he on the field?” 
  “I fancy he went out with Price,” said Potter. 
   Blundell frowned. 
  “That means that he’s pIaying the giddy goat!” he grunted. 
  “Well, we all know Price!” remarked Greene. 
  “I wish he’d chuck Price!” said Blundell. “Hilton’s a good mam wasted, the way he goes on. I’d have asked him to the spread it he’d been here.” 
  But Cedric Hilton, of the Fifth, was not there, and so could not be asked to the spread.  The subject dropped, as Gatty of the Second put a shock head in at the doorway of the games study. 
  Blundell glanced at him. 
  “Not ready yet kid?” he asked good humouredly. 
  “No fear!” said Gatty. 
  “Well, what do you want?” 
  “If I’m going to get tea in your study, I want to know what. I’m to get it with.” explained Gatty. 
  “Stuff’s in the cupboard,” said Blundell curtly “I had it sent in from the tuck-shop early.” 
  “Nothing in the cupboard,” said Gatty, shaking his head. 
  “Don’t be a young ass!  But
  “But there isn’t, really.” persisted the fag. “I’ve looked.” 
  “Rubbish!” 
  “I’ve looked—
” 
  “Don’t be cheeky, kid!” said Blundell kindly. “I don’t want to have to kick you. I hate kicking fags. Go and get tea ready in my study!” 
  “But there isn’t——”
  At this point, Potter of the Fifth kicked Gatty. Right or wrong, it was cheeky of a fag to argue with Blundell. 
  Gatty yelled. 
  “Now cut!” said Potter, frowning. 
  “I tell you there ain’t anything in the study!” wailed Gatty. “How’m I to get tea when there ain’t anything in the study?” 
  “That’s enough,” said Blundell, with calm dignity. “Cut” 
  Gatty cut. It was useless to stay in the games study to be kicked. He went back to Blundell’s study, still at a loss how o get tea when there was nothing there. 
  “I suppose that young ass was trying to be funny!” said Greene, staring after the departing fag. 
  BIundell dismissed the topic with a gesture. The ways of the Second Form, their weird manners and customs, were hardly to be discussed in the Fifth-Form games study. 
  Blundell and his friends talked cricket while they were waiting for the announcement that the feast was prepared. Coker of the Fifth looked in, and beckoned to Potter and Greene. Unwillingly, they left the admiring circle round Blundell, and joined Coker at the door. They were Coker’s chums, of course but they really wished that Coker would have tact enough not to butt in just now. 
  “Tea in my study!” said Coker. 
  His manner was one of lofty but dignfied reproach. That day Coker of the Fifth had been a mere nobody. Blundell had left him out of the team because—as Bob Cherry put it—he wanted to win the match. Coker could only have helped the Sixth to win it. Potter and Greene, his bosom chums, had forgotten his existence, as they had forgotten the existence of everybody who was not in the eleven. Now they were hanging round Blundell, sucking up to that swanking ass, as Coker regarded it; still forgetful of Coker, though that fatheaded match was over. Still, Coker was a forgiving fellow. His manner was that of the elder Hamlet, more of sorrow than of anger. 
  But if Coker of the Fifth was ready to extend the olive-branch, Potter and Greene, for once, were unwilling to accept it. They shook their heads simultaneously. 
  “Thanks, old bean, we’re teaing with Blundell!” said Potter. 
“Thanks all the same!” added Greene, mindful of the fact that tea with Coker was often the only alternative to tea in Hall. 
  Coker looked at them. He was not eligible even for the admiring circle surrounding Blundell in the games study.  Nobody wanted to hear Coker on cricket. When Coker talked cricket he produced only hilarity, though his views on that subject were, at least, original. Coker looked at his faithless friends, long and hard. 
  “Very well!” said Coker, with great dignity, in the tone of a stage hero, who says “Bet it so!” 
  He turned away, with dignity. 
  Potter and Greene, when Coker’s back was turned, exchanged a wink, and rejoined the admiring circle. That day anybody who could get near Blundell, and perchance win a word or a nod from him, was a distinguished man. Coker was a useful sort of ass in his way; but Potter and Greene were not giving up real distinction for Coker. If he was offended it couldn’t be helped. Besides, he would come round. A fellow had only to ask him about cricket, and listen with a serious face, to put him in a good temper. 
  Coker went to his study for a solitary tea—with supplies much too ample for one. His face was overcast. He had been turned down for a swanking ass. His chums gave him the go-by, just to get a word from that fathead, Blundell. And who was Blundell? Compared with Coker, nobody! Coker reflected bitterly on the hollowness of friendship. 
  In the games study, no announcement came that tea was ready. Cricket jaw was deeply enthralling, but it was late 
—and all the follows were hungry after the match. When Blundell proposed a move to his study, his remark was heard with more cordial endorsement than ever. Blundell arrived at his study at the head of quite an army. 
  Gatty of the Second was there. But there was no sign of a parcel. The table was laid; and that was all. 
  “Look here, what does this mean?” demanded Blundell, looking round for a cricket stump. 
  “There ain’t anything in the cupboard!” wailed Gatty of the Second. 
  “How’m I to get tea when there ain’t anything in the cupboard?” 
  Blundell gave him a look, crossed to the study cupboard. He stared into it. 
  “My—my hat?’ he ejaculated. 
  “What—” began Potter. 
  “What—” said Greene. 
  “What—” said five or six Fifth Form men. 
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  Blundell, astonished, stared in at the cupboard. The supplies had been there. He knew they had been there. Had he not, early that day, expended the stupendous sum of three pounds ten shillings at the school shop, and seen Mrs. Mimble’s boy carry home the goods with his own eyes? For some moments Blundell thought that he must be seeing visions.  The tuck was there—it must be there! Only it wasn’t there! 
  “My hat!” repeated Blundell of the Fifth. 
  “I told you it wasn’t there!” wailed Gatty of the Second. 
  Fitzgerald of the Fifth promptly kicked Gatty of the Second. No cheek was wanted just then from a fag. Gatty roared. 
  “My hat “ said Blundell, for the third time. 
  Then he said, in a deep voice: 
  “It’s gone!” 
  “Gone!” repeated Potter. 
  “Every atom.” 
  “Great Scott!” 
  Blundell turned from the cupboard. Good-tempered fellow as he was his face was full of wrath. It was almost unbelievable that the most daring grub raider would have ventured to raid the study of the captain of the Fifth Form. Yet that, obviously, was what must have happened. The tuck was gone, and it could not have walked away. Therefore it had been walked off with. 
  “Somebody’s bagged that tuck!” said Blundell, with a vibration in his voice. “It’s gone. Some junior of course—” 
  “Of course.  ” said Tomlinson. There was no doubt about that. It was inconceivable that a senior could have raided tuck. It was almost inconceivable that a junior would have dared to do it. Only the fact that it was gone made that conceivable. 
  There was a pause, a painful pause. 
  A swarm of hungry guests looked rather anxiously at Blundell. The situation was awkward. 
  “This sort of thing can’t be stood,” said the captain of the Fifth. “If you fellows will excuse me I’ll see about this.” 
  “Certainly, old chap,” said Greene, rather faintly. 
  Blundell left the study. Even at that crisis he preserved his dignity; his manner was calm. But his look indicated that stormy times were ahead of the grub-raider. 
  Left in the study, the guests looked at one another. They syrnpathised with Blundell. Still more they sympathised with themselves. It was all very well for Blundell to look into the matter and see about it. But was that likely to produce grub? It wasn’t! Whoever had bagged that magnificent spread could have had only one object an view— to eat it! Obviously the spread had been scoffed! Finding the offender and making a terrible example of him was all very well; meanwhile, the Fifth Form men were hungry. After an eloquent exchange of glances Blundell’s guests melted away from the study. 
 
                         *     *     *     *     *
  Coker of the Fifth, consuming foodstuffs on his lonely own, was rather surprised when his study door opened and Potter and Greene came in. He was still more surprised by their friendly smiles.  
  Coker did not smile. His reflections on the subject of the hollowness of friendship had not put him in a smiling mood. 
  “Teaing all alone, old chap?” said Potter heartily. 
  “Yes!” said Coker grimly. 
  “Well, here are your old pals.  ” said Greene jovially, 
  “I thought my old pals were hanging round Blundell, and sucking up to that swanking chump!” said Coker sarcastically. 
  “Hem!”
  “The fact is——” 
  “Had your spread already?” asked Coker. 
  “Well no! It’s not coming off, after all,” confessed Greene. “Some scoundrel of a fag has bagged the stuff from Blundell’s study.  ” 
  Coker grinned. 
  “I’ve always said that Blundell goes too easy with the fags,” he said. “I’ve a short way with fags myself. They wouldn’t scoff anything from this study.” 
  “Right !“ agreed Potter. “I’ve noticed that you generally are right. Coker 
  “You mean always,” said Greene, 
  “Well, yes, in point of fact, always!” agreed Potter heartily. 
  Coker did not thaw. 
  “So Blundell’s spread isn’t coming off, after all, and you’ve come to tea with me, what?” he said sardonically. “Well, you can save yourself the trouble. I’m not standing anybody tea.” 
  Potter closed one eye at Greene. 
 “Not exactly that, old chap,” he said. “I was going to ask you what you really thought of the cricket match to-day. You saw my innings—” 
  “I saw what you call an innings!” 
  “That’s what I mean. As a pal, I think you might tell me what you thought of it.  ” explained Potter. “I know I’ve a good deal to learn about the game. I don’t deny it. Criticism—candid criticism from a friend—is what a cricketer needs. Of course, it would have to come from a man who thoroughly understands the game.” 
  “That’s it,” concurred Greene. “I’m a bit doubtful about that it after the match late cut of mine. I thought I’d ask you about it after the match, Coker. Be pally, and tell a chap frankly what you think.” 
  “ A word of advice from a fellow that knows goes a long way” said Potter, giving Greene another wink. “As I’ve always said, Coker. what you don’t know about cricket isn’t worth knowing. I know you’ll help us, old chap!”
  Coker’s stern brow relaxed. All Coker’s ways were not agreeable, but there was one nice thing about Coker; it was always easy to pull his leg. 
  “Well, if you pnt it like that, of course, I’m willing to help you, from my knowledge of the game.  ” he said. “I shouldn’t be much of a pal if I wasn’t.” 
  “That’s like you, Coker.” said Potter admiringly. “That’s you all over. A man can always rely on you!”
  Coker smiled genially. 
  “Sit down.” he said. “ You’ll find those ham patties good. and the poached eggs—” 
  Potter and Greene sat down. Coker talkcd cricket laying down the law as usual in his emphatic way—growing your so earnest that he even neglected his tea. Potter and Greene did not neglect theirs, however. Coker used his powerful jaw in one way—Potter and Greene used theirs in another way—and all was calm and bright 

                 THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                       Beastly for Bunter! 

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  The familiar words “Buzz off, Bunter!” leaped to the lips of Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent. But they did not utter them. 
  Prep was beginning in the Remove, and Wharton and Nugent were sorting out their books in Study No. 1. It was not a propitious moment for a fellow to butt in and “jaw.” But Bunter was accustomed to butting in and jawing at all moments, propitious or unpropitious.  And, as the chums of the Remove had recently tea’d with Bunter, they could not very well tell him to buzz off as usual. 
 There was a rather anxious expression on Bunter’s face as he rolled into No. 1.  His fat face was, as it were, sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought. He seemed worried. 
  “Anything up, old bean?” asked Frank Nugent cautiously. 
“Prep, you know!” hinted Wharton.  Having tea’d with Bunter, he wanted to be polite. But prep had to be done. 
  “Never mind prep,” said Bunter, shaking his head. 
  “Well, if you can persuade Quelch not to mind it, all right!” said the captain of the Remove. “But—” 
  “That cricket match on Big Side is over.” Bunter remarked in a casual sort of way. 
  “We’vc heard the giddy glorious news,” said Wharton, with a smile. “Blundell’s beaten the Sixth, and he’s going down to town to order a larger size in hats, I hear.” 
 “He was standing his friends a tea or supper in his study,” Bunter went on uneasily. 
  “Is, you mean.” said Harry. “I expect they’re going it now.” 
  “As a matter of fact, they’re not.” said Bunter. 
  “Not yet? They’re leaving it late, then.” Wharton looked curiously at the Owl of the Remove. “What about it, anyhow? Blundell’s stunts in the Fifth don’t matter a straw to us that I know of.” 
  “Well, they do, really,” said Bunter. 
  “How’s that ?“ 
  “Well, Blundell’s sure to make a fuss!” said Bunter, 
  “Make a fuss?” repeated Nugent. 
  “Well, wouldn’t he, in the circumstances?” argued Bunter. “Wouldn’t any fellow?“ 
  Wharton and Nugent stared. 
  “What on earth are you driving at it you’re driving at anything?” asked Harry, in perplexity.  “What is there for Blundell to make a fuss about? He’s not likely to make a fuss in the Remove like that meddling ass Coker. What do you mean?” 
 “Well, ain’t he sure to be waxy?” asked Bunter. 
 “Waxy?“ 
 “Yes, jolly waxy, I should think.” 
  The chums of the Remove were more and more astonished. Something, evidently, was worrying Billy Bunter; in connection with George Bundell, of the Fifth Form.  What it was they could not imagine. 
  “Old fat bean,” said Nugent, “it’s time for prep. If you’re wandering in your mind, would you mind wandering in the passage as well?”
  “Oh, really, Nugent——” 
  “Yes, cut off, old porpoise!” said Wharton. “Tell us all about it in the Rag after prep if there’s anything on your mind.’ 
  “Blundell’s pretty certain to kick up a row before then.” said Bunter. “May happen any minute now. We’ve got to be ready.’ 
  “Ready for what?” howled Wharton. 
  “For Blundell, of course.” 
  “You fat chump, we never row with Blundell! He’s got nothing to do with the Remove. He’s not a butting chump like Coker. What the merry thump are you burbling about?” 
  “Of course, he mayn’t come along to the Remove.” admitted Bunter, “He may think it was a Fifth-Form man. Still, that ain’t likely.” 
  “What? Which? How?” 
  “He might think it was some kid in the Second or Third, of course.” said Bunter hopefully. “Gatty’s his fag, you know. Gatty must have known the stuff was there. He might have bagged it. Blundell may think so. Still, Gatty would deny it.” 
  “The stuff!” said Wharton blankly. 
  “The fact is, you fellows,” said Bunter sorrowfully. “that when tuck’s missing fellows think of me. It’s rotten unjust; but there you are. I shouldn’t wonder if Blundell jumps on me immediately” 
  Nugent gave a gasp and Wharton a shout. They grasped it at last. With a sudden illumination, they saw whence that gorgeous spread in Bunter’s study had been obtained. 
“If Blundell doesn’t think of it,” continued Bunter, “some fellow is bound to suggest it to him. ‘There’s always some fellow about ready to make mischief. We’ve got to be prepared.” 
  “You—you—you—” gasped Wharton. “You—you fat burglar! You podgy pirate! Have you been raiding grub in the Fifth?” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “You fat lunatic!” roared Nugent. “If you’ve been pinching in the Fifth, you’ll be up before the Head. Do you think the seniors will stand that kind of thing, you born idiot?” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—” 
  “You—you—you bagged Blundell’s tuck while he was at the cricket!” said Wharton almost dazedly. “And you asked us to tea—to share what you’d bagged! Why, you rascal—” 
  “If that’s what you call gratitude, Wharton—” 
  “You fat rotter!” roared the captain of the Remove, deeply incensed. “You—you fat rascal! I suppose we ought to have known! It did cross my mind that you might have pinched the stuff in the Remove, but nobody missed anything. But I never thought that even you were idiot enough to go raiding in the Upper School. You’ll get a flogging!”
  “And serve you jolly well right!” exclaimed Nugent wrathfully.  “Blundell’s bound to take it to the prefects. Most likely you’ll get a Head’s flogging. I hope he’ll lay it on hard “ 
Bunter blinked at the chums of the Remove. He could see that they were wrathy, though he could not see why. 
  “It’s no good yelling at a fellow, you know.” he said. “We’ve had the feed. It was a good feed. Now we’ve got to stand shoulder to shoulder—see?” 
  “You fat villain!” shouted Wharton. “You’ve been pinching, and making us parties to it!” 
  “I keep on telling you that it’s no good yelling.” said Bunter peevishly. Of course I shouldn’t have—have borrowed any tuck from the Fifth, except Blundell’s. As for the value of the stuff to consider it from that sordid point of view, I shall be prepared to pay for it when I get a postal order I’ve been expecting for some time—” 
  “You—you—you—” 
  “It’s no good stuttering at a chap. Wharton. What we’ve got to do is to be ready. As I said, I shouldn’t have touched the stuff if it hadn’t been Blundell’s—” 
  “You picked out the captain of the Fifth— ‘ 
  “I picked out Blundell.” Bunter favoured the chums with a fat wink. “You see, we’ve got Blundell.  ” 
  “Got Blundell?” repeated Wharton. 
  “Yes, we’ve got him. You haven’t forgotten that we caught him getting in at the lobby window at midnight, after breaking bounds and going round the town—”
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “We’re keeping that secret,” said Bunter. “Of course, I’m not the follow to give a man away. But one good turn deserves another. You can’t deny that!” 
  “You—you—you!” gasped Wharton. 
  “That’s how it stands,” said Bunter. “We know Blundell’s shady secret. We’re keeping it dark. I want you to see Blundell when he comes up here after me, Wharton —“ 
  “You—you——” 
  “You’ll put it to him,” explained Bunter “If he saw me first, he might pitch into me, without giving me time to explain. He’s rather hasty. And I think most likely he’s feeling rather waxy just now. You will see him, and explain that if he makes a fuss about that spread we shall feel it our duty to tell his Form master about his breaking bounds after lights out.” 
  Wharton and Nugent gazed speechlessly at the Owl of the Remove. 
  Since the peculiar midnight incident to which Bunter referred, the Famous Five had kept Blundell’s secret. The fact that Bunter knew it also had rather worried them.  But they had never dreamed that the fat and fatuous Owl would think øf making such a use of it as this. 
  Bunter had raided Blundell’s spread— relying on that shady secret to see him through! 
  Apparently the fat junior was satisfied with that line of conduct. His conscience did not trouble him. Certainly, Bunter had a very accommodating conscience. 
  Bunter, in fact, would have been quite surprised to learn that anyone regarded his action as unscrupulous. 
  He was doing Blundell of the Fifth a good turn in keeping his shady secret; and one good turn deserved another! That was how the Owl of the Remove looked at it. 
  His knowledge of Blundell’s secret would prevent Blundell from kicking up a shindy about what had happened. That, to Bunter, was the really important point. 
  As for the morality of the transaction, Bunter was satisfied.     Bunter’s powerful intellect performed its functions in mysterious ways. 
  For some moments there was silence in Study No. 1, while Wharton and Nugent glared at the fatuous Owl. 
  Bunter broke the silence. 
  “You see how it stands?” he said. “We’ve really got Blundell on toast—see? He would be sacked if the Head knew about his breaking bounds at night. He gets off cheap. I consider— espccially as I shall pay for the stuff, if he makes a point of it, when my postal-order comes. See? But, the thing is to make it clear to him before he pitches into me.  That’s important!” 
  “That’s important, is it?” gasped Wharton, finding his voice at last.  Two
 “Yes, rather— very important!”
 “You—you — you podgy worm! Do you know that what you’re doing is what the police call blackmail?” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Do you know you’re acting like a scoundrel?” hooted Nugent. 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—”
  “You fat villainSi 
  “It’s no good calling a fellow names.” argued Bunter. “1 won’t say any thing about ingratitude, though really you make me rather sick, you know. Talk about a serpent’s thankless tooth! I take all this trouble to stand my friends a really handsome spread—I feed them on the fat of the land—and all they can do in return is to call me names! It’s a bit sickening!” 
  “You—you—” gasped Wharton 
  Bunter waved a fat hand at him. 
  “You’ve said enough, Wharton! You’re ungrateful. So’s Nugentl I must say I despise the pair of you. I often think,” added Bunter, sorrowfully, “that I’m the only really decent fellow at Greyfriars. I’ve wondered sometimes whether I may not lose my high mindedness, by associating with you fellows— I don’t expect you, of course. to come up to my level, in matters of personal honour. But really—” 
  Bunter was interrupted at that point. 
  It seemed to the chums of Study No. 1 that it was a time for action, not for words. 
  So they proceeded to action. 
  Two juniors jumped at Bunter, and two pairs of hands grasped him. 
  Bunter descended to the floor, suddenly. 
  “Yarooogh!” 
  “Give me that cricket stump, Franky.” 
  “Here you are!” 
  “Yarooh! Help! Yooop! Fire!” roared Bunter. 
  Whack, whack, whack! 
  “Whooooooop 1” 
  Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack! 
  “Wow-ow-ow!” Beast! Yarooogh! 
  “Leggo!  Lemme gerrup!  Yaroooop!” 
  “Help! Fare? Murder! Help!  Yarooooooooop!”
  Whack, whack, whack? 
  “There!” gasped Wharton. “That’s for pinching Blundell’s tuck—” 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  Whack, whack, whack, whack! 
  “That’s for thinking of trading on keeping the secret—” 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-woooooop!” 
  Whack, whack, whack! 
  “And that’s for luck! Now if you ever say a single word about Blundell, you’ll get it all over again, and more!” 
  “Whoooop! Beast! Wow-ow-ow!” 
  “Now get out!”
  “Yoooooooooop!” 
  Bunter rolled headlong out of the study. Two boots, powerfully applied, helped him out. He rolled into the passage roaring. The door slammed on him. Bunter rolled and roared. And it was borne in upon his fat mind that, in the peculiar use he had planned to make of Blundell’s secret, he was not going to receive any support from Harry Wharton & Co. 
                 THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                              Not Pally!
PETER TODD smiled. 
  He ought, of course, from Bunter’s point of view at least, to have expressed deep concern and sympathy, when the fat junior rolled gasping into Study No. 7, and collapsed into the armchair, groaning. But he only smiled. 
  For long minutes, Bunter lay in the armchair, and gasped, and groaned, and puffed and blew. He was feeling hurt, both in body and mind. He had been roughly handled, and he had been called names, like some unscrupulous fellow such as Skinner. That hurt! Bunter was quite satisfied with himself, and it was a perpetual surprise to him that other fellows weren’t equally satisfied. Bunter put it down to their inferiority of intellect and high-mindedness. Still, it was disagreeable to be misjudged in this way. 
  “I say, Peter old chap,” said Bunter, when he had recovered his breath a little. “I’ve had a row with those rotters in Study No. 1.” 
  “I guessed you’d had a row with somebody.  ” assented Toddy. “You looked like it.  What have you been pinching from their study?” 
  “Oh, really, Peter! I went there for a friendly chat, and they turned on me like—like tigers! I’d have given the pair of them a jolly good licking, only—only—” 
 “Only you didn’t!” smiled Peter. “I can guess why you didn’t, old fat bean, so the speech can be taken as read. Shut up now, while I get on with my prep.” 
  “Look here, Toddy—” 
 “I said shut up!  Prep, old ass.” 
  “This is more important than prep. I ‘want your advice, Toddy, as those cads have let me down. There’s to be a row over that spread, old chap.’ 
  “That spread?” repeated Toddy. He stared at Bunter. “My only hat! I wondered a lot—mean to say you pinched it?” 
  “I hope I’m not the fellow to pinch a spread, Toddy.” said Bunter, with dignity. “Don’t talk ungrateful rot like those chaps. I can tell you I’m fed up with it.” 
  “Well, if you didn’t pinch it, why should there be a row about it?” 
  “I—I—I borrowed it——” 
  “From whom?” 
  “Blundell of the Fifth.” 
  “You bagged Blundell’s spread?  You born idiot! That spread he was standing to his team! Great pip! Why, you fat idiot, Blundell will go to the prefects! He may go to the Head! You born idiot, don’t you know that you can’t play those tricks on the Upper School 1” 
  “That’s what I’m coming to, old chap,” said Bunter. “Now, suppose you knew a secret about a fellow—” 
  “What?” 
  “I’m only putting a case, of course.” said Bunter, hastily. “I’m not saying that 1 know anything about Blundell of the Fifth.” 
  Peter gazed at him. 
  “What I mean is. suppose you knew a secret—a shady secret—about a man in a senior Form.” pursued Bunter, argumentatively. “Suppose, f’rinstance, you’d spotted him getting in at a window at midnight. Suppose it was too dark to see who it was, and you saw his name in his hat—I mean, suppose Inky had hooked off his hat, and we saw his name in it after he’d got away—mind, I’m only putting a case, of course.” 
  “Of course!” said Peter, sardonically.  “Suppose,” resumed Bunter. “Suppose the fellow, just for the sake of argument, was Blundell of the Fifth—” 
   “I shouldn’t be likely to suppose that, fathead. Blundell’s not a blackguard like Loder of the Sixth.” 
  “That’s all you know!” grinned Bunter. “Still, I’m not going to tell you. I agreed with those fellows to keep it secret, and I’m a man of my word, I hope. Well, just to put a case, suppose you knew something that a Fifth-Form man would be sacked for— and suppose that man had a lot of tuck in his study and was playing cricket. See?” 
  “I see!” said Toddy, grimly. 
  “Naturally, you’d borrow it.” said Bunter. 
  “Not quite!” said Peter. “1 had the advantage e  of being brought up honest, old fat bean.” 
  “Oh, that’s all rot,” said Bunter. “You’ve told me yourself that your father’s a lawyer.” 
  “Why, you—you—” 
  “Don’t get waxy, old chap. It’s not your fault if you weren’t brought up so carefully as I was, and I’m not the fellow to throw it up against you. What I want you to do now is, to try to put yourself in my place—the place of a really honourable and high-minded fellow.” 
  Peter Todd seemed to find some difficulty in breathing. 
  “To put the case clearly,” said Bunter. “Suppose you borrowed that spread—owing to a generous nature you know, and a desire to do your friends well.  Personally, I don’t care much for tuck, as you know.  Well, suppose five other fellows knew that secret about Blundell. Suppose you went to some of them—it might be Wharton and Nugent, and it might not—and suppose instead of backing you up, they pitched into you.” 
  “I should rather expect them to,” grinned Peter Todd. “If I proposed to Wharton and Nugent to go in for blackmail, I should rather expect them to lynch me.” 
  “Oh, really, Toddy, you’re a worse beast than those other beasts. Wharton used that word, too. Low, I call it.” 
  “You benighted chump! You fancy you know some fatheaded secret about Blundell, and you’re trading on it to bag his grub. Is that it?” 
 “Not much fancy about it,” said Bunter. “We caught him in the lobby, and jammed him in the window—wp were after Loder, you know, and got Blundell instead——” 
  “Rubbish!” said Toddy decisively. 
  “Blundell’s not that sort. You made an idiotic mistake!” 
  “Wharton made the same mistake, then,” grinned Bunter. “So did Nugent and Bob Cherry and Johnny Bul1 and Inky, We were all there.” 
  Peter Todd whistled. 
  “Was that what happened the other night, when all those fellows were out of the dormitory?” he asked, remembering suddenly. 
  “That’s it, old chap. Now, if we all stood together, we’ve got Blundell on toast,” said Bunter. “We’ve six witnesses that he was out of bounds AT midnight. But if those chaps refuse to back me up, Toddy, I’m in a difficulty. If Blundell picks on me—and you know the rotten way fellows pick on me when there’s grub missing—my idea is to shut him up, you know,  by mentioning what we know about him. When he understands that we can get him sacked he will shut up about that spread. That stands to reason. But if those fellows don’t back me up, Toddy, what about it? The Head might refuse to take my word, unsupported,” 
  “He might!” grinned Toddy. “In fact, I think you’d get a record flogging if you spun him a yarn like that about a man like Blundell. It’s all rot, on the face of it.” 
  “It’s true, you ass!” howled Bunter, forgetting for a moment that he was only “putting a case.” 
  “Well, if it’s true, keep it to yourself,” said Peter. “That’s my advice. Don’t try to trade on it. If Blundell finds out that you’ve bagged his grub, take your licking like a man, and keep your mouth shut.” 
 “You silly ass.  ” hooted Bunter. “I’m not going to be licked! That’s the important point—the only really important point in the whole thing.” 
   Peter Todd rose from the table. He looked about study as if in search of something. 
  “Give ne your attention, old chap” said Bunter peevishly. That beast Blundell may come along kicking up a row any minute.  I’ve got to be ready for him. Those cads have let mc down! Look here, Peter, I think you ought to stand by me. It was dark in the lobby that night, and Blundell never saw who was there. You might have been there, for all he knows. Well, suppose you were there, you’d be a witness. Now, if Blundell comes here after me, Peter, you tell him you were there—” 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “See? You can mention, too, that 1 wasn’t there,” added Bunter astutely. 
  “That will leave me right out of it. You can put it to him that keeping his shady secret is worth that spread. See?  Put it to him that if you tell what you know he will get sacked. I think you’re bound to stand by a pal to that extent, Peter, after all I’ve done for you.” 
  “Blundell may not spot you.” said Peter thoughtfully. 
  “Of course, in that case, it’s all right. I’d rather have no fuss about the matter at all. After all, it’s a bit sordid,” said Bunter. “So long as I don’t get a licking, that’s all I want” 
  “What you want, old bean, and what you’re going to get, are two very different matters. You’re going to get a licking for pinching tuck and disgracing this study. As Blundell may not find you out, I’m going to give you the licking to make sure. ” 
  “What?” gasped Bunter. 
  Peter had found what he was looking for now. It was a fives bat. 
  Bunter made a bound from the armchair. 
  Evidently Peter was not going to be a pal. He was going to be a beast. Bunter’s experience had taught him that it was a beastly world, populated mainly by beasts. But never had he struck such a collection of beasts as seemed to be gathered together in the Greyfriars Remove. 
  Bunter leaped for the door. 
  At the same moment Peter Todd’s left hand grasped his collar. With his right he wielded the fives bat. 
  Whack, whack, whack, whack! 
  The fives bat in Study No. 7 smote where the cricket stump in Study No. 1 had smitten. It smote as hard, or harder. Wild yells floated from Study No. 7, and woke the echoes of the Remove passage. 
  By the time Bunter escaped—which was not till Peter was tired—Bunter was feeling very sore. He had come  to Peter, as to a pal, for advice and help. And this was what he got! His last state was worse than his first. Evidently it was an ungrateful world; and Bunter realised dismally that misjudging and misunderstanding were fated to be the lot of the only really decent fellow at Greyfriars. 
                                      ——- 
                     THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
           A Change of Tune—and Another Change! 
WINGATE of the Sixth, when he saw lights out for the Remove that night, looked very hard at Billy Bunter. 
  But he did not address him, much to Bunter’s relief. 
  The other fellows noted the look and grinned. 
  By that time, all the school knew of the raid in Blundell’s study. BlundeIl, naturally, had not taken such a happening quietly. 
  Fellows who had attended Bunter’s spread in Study No. 1, were no longer at a loss to account for that spread. 
  They were quite able to put two and two together. A spread was missing from a Fifth Form study, and at the same time Billy Bunter had stood a spread in the Remove. The conclusion was obvious. 
  Burner’s nerve took the Remove by surprise. Grub-raiding in the Lower Fourth studies was one thing, but in senior studies it was quite another. In the Remove, Bunter might get off with a kicking or a batting. But in the Upper School, such a matter was taken more seriously. If it came before the head, there would be a flogging: If the prefects dealt with it there would be a prefects’ beating. If Blundell dealt with it personally the pilferer was likely to receive something worse than a head’s flogging and a prefects’ beating added together. So the fellows wondered at Bunter’s nerve. 
  Except, of course, the fellows who knew the shady secret, and knew that Bunter knew it. They were aware of the reed upon which the Owl of the Remove was leaning. 
  So far, suspicion did not seem to have turned on Bunter. But the look Wingate gave him in the dormitory showed that the head prefect had thought of him, at least. Bunter’s reputation as a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles had spread beyond his own Form. 
  Still, Wingate said nothing, and the lights were turned out and the Remove left to repose. Voices came from various beds, addressing questions to Bunter on the subject of the mysterious disappearance in Blundell’s study. Bunter replied with a deep snore. Generally Bunter was ready to talk— too ready. On this subject, however, he realised that the least said the soonest mended. 
  The next morning Bunter eyed his Form master very uneasily at the breakfast table. 
  But Mr. Qucich’s aspect was as usual. His gimlet eyes did not fix on Bunter, and be did not seem in any way ruffled.  Bunter concluded that he, at least, hadn’t heard of Blundell’s missing spread, and he was relieved. 
  By the time morning school was over Bunter was quite easy in his fat mind. 
  Blundell of the Fifth had not sought him out. He had not been called before the prefects. He had heard from a Shell follow, who had heard from a Fourth Form man, who had heard from somebody else, that Loder of the Sixth had offered Blundell to take up the matter officially, and that Blundell had said, “Never mind.” 
  That, indeed, was like Blundell, and Bunter hoped it was correct. Blundell was good-natured to a fault, and it was like him to keep the matter from coming officially before the prefects, which would make a serious affair of it for the culprit concerned. 
  Still, it might mean that Blundell intended to deal with the matter personally, and Bunter was uneasy till the morning was over. By that time he made up his fat mind that the Fifth Form man was letting the matter drop altogether. 
  After third school therefore, Billy Bunter rolled in the quad, a cheery and contented Bunter. Catching sight of the Famous Five, the Owl rolled up to those cheery youths, and fixed his spectacles, with a look of scorn, on Harry Wharton. 
  “I’ve a bone to pick with you, Wharton.” he said, with dignity. 
  “Go and eat coke!” was Wharton’s reply. 
  “I’m not going to lick you—” 
  “Eh?” 
  “You’re rather beneath that sort of thing,” said Bunter. “1 refuse to soil my hands on you.” 
  “You seem to have soiled them on something,” remarked Wharton, glancing at them. 
  “Beast! I expect an apology!” said Bunter. “Last evening, in your study, you insulted me, making out that I was going to trade on that shady secret of Blundell’s” 
  Wharton stared at him. 
  “And weren’t you?” he demanded. 
  “I decline to answer an insulting question.” said Bunter loftily. “Fellows who know me know that I’m incapable of anything of the sort. If I get a licking, I get a licking. I can stand it. I’m not soft, like some fellows. But as for trading on that secret, and getting off on the strength of it, I’d scorn it.” 
  “Oh my hat!” said Bob Cherry. 
  Wharton was puzzled. 
  “Well, I hope that’s true.” he said. “But that isn’t the way you were talking in the study yesterday, when I stumped you.” 
  “You misunderstood me,” said Bunter, with a great deal of dignity. “So did Nugent. So did Toddy. What I really meant was that I’d never, in any circumstances, make any use of that shady secret.” 
  “Then you got that stumping for nothing?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
  “Yes, you beast!” 
  “All right—you consider it taken back” said Wharton, laughing. “Consider yourself unstumped.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I suppose the fact is that you think you’re not going to be found out, after all,” said Harry. “Is that it?” 
  “Exactly! I mean, nothing of the sort, of course. Found out or not, I’d scorn to do a mean action, as you know very well.” 
  “Ye gods!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “My esteemed Bunter—” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Slngh. 
 “You fellows might think of such a mean trick.  ” said Bunter. 
  “What?” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “That sort of thing may be in your line—” 
  “My absurd Bunter—”
  “But it’s not in mine.” said Bunter. “Nothing mean about me. If I have a row with Blundell—well, I’ll have a row with Blundell. But as for taking advantage of knowing a thing about a fellow, I’m incapable of it. It’s rather rotten of you fellows to judge me by yourselves!” but 
  “My excellent and idiotic Bunter—” 
  “Oh, dry up, Inky—”
  “I was going to remark observefully—” 
  “Cheese it!” 
  “That the esteemed Blundell—” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Is coming this way—” 
  “What?” 
  “And the expression on his ludicrous face is terrifically infuriated.” 
  “Ow!”
  Bunter cast one startled blink round. Blundell of the Fifth was not only in the offing, but bearing down fast. And the look on his face, if not precisely infuriated, made Bunter jump. 
  “Oh dear!” gasped Bunter. “I say, you fellows, you back me up! That beast is going to make a row, after all! Keep him off! Tell him you’ll get him sacked if he pitches into me 
  “Ha, ha, ha !“ roared Bob Cherry. “So you’ve altered your tune again, old fat bean!” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Better cut,” said Harry Wharton, “If you say a word about that secret, you fat villain, we’ll scrag you after Blundell’s done with you.” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Cut, you ass!” said Nugent. 
  That advice was too good not to be taken. Bunter cut. 
  “Bunter,” shouted the captain of the Fifth, “I want you!”
  Bunter did not heed. If Blundell wanted him, the want was all on Blundell’s side. Bunter certainly didn’t want Blundell. He fled as fast as his fat little legs could carry him. 
  “Bunter!” roared Blundell. 
  Faster flew Bunter. 
  “Stop!” 
  Bunter did not stop. He accelerated. 
  The captain of the Fifth broke into a run in pursuit. But after a few strides he stopped. It was too undignified for the great man to pursue a fleeing fag across the quad. 
  Bunter vanished— and Blundell frowned and walked away.        
  The Famous Five grinned at one another. 
  Evidently the captain of the Fifth was aware, at last, of the identity of the culprit. Evidently there were stormy times ahead of William George Bunter!
                   THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
                         Painful for Price! 
“SMOKE, old bean?” 
  Cedric Hilton of the Fifth shook his head. 
  Price shrugged his shoulders, selected a cigarette, and lighted it. 
  The two Fifth-Formers were in their study, after tea. Generally, in that study, smokes followed tea. But Hilton seemed to be in a restive mood now, and not so thoroughly under the influence of the black sheep of the Fifth as he was accustomed to be. 
  “Penny for ‘em, old man.” said Price, watching Hilton’s handsome clouded face covertly through a little haze of smoke. 
  “Blundell’s been talking to me about the cricket.” said Hilton, rather abruptly. 
  Stephen Price yawned. 
  “Rather a bore, old Blundell,” he remarked. 
  “He’s comin’ here for another jaw.” 
  “Oh!” Price sat up. “Now?” 
  After tea, he said.”  Hilton glancaid at the cgarette. “Just as well not to let him see you smokin’, Steve.” 
  Price made a motion to throw away his cigarette. Then, with a sullen scowl, he replaced it in his mouth. 
 “Blundell ain’t a prefect.  ” he said. “Blundell’s not goin’ to dictate to me.  You can let him dictate to you if you like.” 
  Hilton coloured uncomfortably. His character was not strong; and, like most weak characters, he was easily irritated by a sugcstion that he was being dictated to. 
  Tap! came at the door at that moment, and Blundell of the Fifth came in. He glanced at Price and his cigarette rather grimly, and received a defiant look in reply. Then he devoted his attention to Hilton. 
  He sat on the corner of the study table, his eyes on the handsome face of the dandy of the Fifth. 
  “You cut the match yesterday, Hilton.” he remarked, as a beginning. 
  “I wasn’t asked to play.” answered Hilton sullenly. Price’s suggestion that Blundell was dictating to him still rankled. “I’m not gone on standin’ round watchin’ other men play cricket.” 
  “You’re wanted to play for the Form if you’ll stick to the game,” said Blundell.  “You’ve got a good chance of getting into the first eleven, too. Look here, Hilton, I’ve been thinking about this a lot, and I’m going to speak plainly. You’re wasting your and spoiling your chances, by rotting about with a fellow like Price.” 
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  “Thanks.” said Price sarcastically. 
  Blundell spoke exactly as if Price was not there.  Neither did he heed his sarcastic interjection. 
  “You’re wanted in the cricket, went on Blundell, “and you’re running a lot of risk, as well as wasting your time. One day last week you went down to that low hole, the Cross Keys.” 
  Hilton started. 
  “How do you know?  ” he demanded.
  “Because I saw you. I was going down Friardale Lane when I saw you turn in at the gate. A master might have seen you. It would have been the sack then. Price is cute enough to take care of himself in this shady sort of business. It’s in his line. It’s not in yours.” 
  “Thanks,” said Price again. 
  Still Blundell did not heed him. 
  “You seem to take a lot of interest in my doin’s, Blundell,” said Hilton at last. “We’re not friends, if you come to that.” 
  “I think I acted like a friend.” said Blundell quietly. “I followed you into the place, to ask you to come away before you’d made a fool of yourself. It was close on call-over—you’d missed call-over that night. It might have led to the beaks getting to know.” 
  “You followed me in!” he exclaimed. 
  “Yes. Not into the pub itself,” said Blundell, with a curl of the lip. “I hoped to catch you before you went in. I hung about the path that runs through the grounds for some time, hoping to see you.” 
 “You ass! You might have been seen there.” 
 “As a matter of fact, I was seen there.” said Blundell. Some Remove kids, taking a short cut through, ran right into me” 
  “Oh,” said Hilton, “I heard of that!  Wharton and his mob were accused of pub-haunting.  Loder got them there. I hear that a senior spoke up for them and got them off. It was you.” 
  “Yes; and doocid awkward it was for me,” growled Blundell, “I had to tell their Form-master 1 was there, to get the young fools off. And Quelch made me promise to tell Prout.” 
  Hilton jumped. 
  “You never told Prout?” he ejaculated. 
  “I had to.  I’d told Quelch I would.” 
  “And he couldn’t tell a lie.  ” murmured Price. “He did it with his little hatchet.” 
  Price still passed unheeded. Blundell seemed unaware that be was in the study at all. 
  “You didn’t mention my name to Prout?” asked Hilton, his face pale. “Prout’s got his doubts about me already.” 
  “I followed you that time to get you out of mischief!” snapped Blundell. “I didn’t succeed. I never saw you after you’d gone in.  If I’d mentioned you to Prout, it would have got you into trouble fast enough. Of course, I never mentioned you.” 
  Hilton breathed more freely. 
  “I put off speaking to Prout; but I had to do it, and I did it. Of course, he asked questions. It was frightfully uncomfortable. All I could tell him was that I went into the place to look for a fellow I thought was there, without mentioning names. Luckily, Prout trusts me, so it was all right.” 
  “Well, you must be an ass.” said Price. “Some fellows hunt for trouble.  ” 
  “You say we’re not friends,” went on Blundell, still ignoring Price. “Well, I think what I did was jolly friendly. But never mind that. You know Loder caught those kids there.  He must have been jolly near the place when you went in.  He might have spotted you.” 
  Hilton smiled faintly, and Price chuckled. It did not occur to Blundell’s simple mind that both of them knew enough of the secrets of the blackguard of the Sixth to be sure that Loder would never “come the prefect” with them, whatever he might discover. 
  As the matter stands, the Remove kids saw me there, and you can imagine that that’s not nice for me,” said the captain of the Fifth. “Luckily, they’re not the sort to chatter. And I think they’re too decent themselves to think badly of another fellow. Still, it’s rotten.” 
  “Nobody asked you to butt in.” remarked Price. 
  “To come down to brass tacks, Hilton,” said Blundell, “it’s not good enough. I expected to see you on Big Side yesterday, but I heard you’d gone out with Price. I can guess where you went. The Cross Keys again, or the Three Fishers, or some den like that. I want you to make an effort to drop that sort of thing. It’s all very well for Price. He’s a low bounder to the fnger-tips. But you’re really not that sort.” 
  Hilton grinned at the expression on Price’s face, 
  “Get into the cricket, play for the Fifth, and try for a place in the first eleven,” said Blundell. “Rely on me to back you up. Give that cad Price a miss.” 
  Price jumped to his feet. 
  “You seem to have forgotten that. this is my study as well as Hilton’s!” he bawled. “Get out of it!” 
  Still Blundell did not heed him, or even look at him. He ignored the black sheep of the Fifth, with a hearty contempt that stung Price to the very quick. 
  “Do you hear me?” roared Price. 
  “Well, what about it, Hilton, old fellow?” asked Blundell. 
Price grasped him by the arm, to jerk him off the study table. 
  Then Blundell, for the frst time, seemed to become aware of his existence. 
Price’s tug at his arm did not shift Blundell. He remained inunovable. But as Price tugged at his left arm, Blundell raised his right. 
  Thump! 
  “Whooop!” gasped Price. 
  He went headlong. 
  One thump from the hefty Blundell was enough for him. Price fairly flew across the study, crashed on the wall, and dropped at the foot of it, gasping. 
  Blundell glanced at him. 
  “That’s enough for you,” he said. “Lay your dirty fngers on me again, Price, and I’ll really hit you next time. Now, Hilton, old bean, come along to the games study. I want yo to talk to some fellows.” 
  Hilton rose from his chair, hesitating. Blundell slipped an arm through his, and walked him out of the study. 
  Price staggered to his feet. 
  “Hilton!” he called out. 
  The footsteps of Blundell and Hilton died away down the Fifth Form passage. 
  Price’s subsequent remarks lasted some minutes, and were of an emphatic character—not to be reported. Certainly they would have earned him the “sak” from Greyfriars had his headmaster overheard them. When he went down the Fifth Form passage at last he looked into the games study, and saw Hilton deep in cricket “jaw,” with a group of Fifth Form men. The black sheep of the Fifth scowled and went on his way alone. 

                       THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                       Bunter’s Trump Trumped! 

SKINNER of the remove looked into Study No. 7 with a cheery grin on his face. 
  “Anybody here know anythin’ about missin’ spread in the Fifth!” asked Skinner. 
  Bunter jumped. 
 “No!” he gasped. “Nothing—nothing at all!” 
  “Less than nothin’, in fact!” said Peter Todd. 
  “Bunter never knows anything aboutthese things.” 
  “Well, that’s lucky, ain’t it?” said Skinner, “because Blundell’s coming up the passage.” 
  Yelp from Bunter. 
  “And he’s got a stick under his arm, just like a prefect.” 
  “Ow I—I say, is there time to get clear?” gasped Bunter. “Will he see me if I dodge out of the study, Skinner?” 
 “I fancy so.  You wide enough to be seen, old fat fish, answered Skinner, with a grin. 
along.” 
  “Oh dear!”
  Skinner walked away, grinning. He found the situation amusing. Billy Bunter did not find it amusing at all. He blinked wildly round the study for a hiding-place. 
  “I say, Toddy, hide me!” he gasped.  “I say, you’ll swear that I’m not here when that beast comes in, won’t you?” 
  “I’ll stand in front of you,” said Toddy humorously. “Keep close behind me—see?” 
  As Bunter was at least twice as wide as Toddy, he did not avail himself of that offer. It would have been rather like a porpoise hiding behind a lamp post. 
  There was a heavy tread in the Remove passage, and Bunter but jumped behind the door. It was the only refuge. The door was half open. It was pushed wide, and it hid Bunter as it swung back to the wall. Blundell of the Fifth walked into the study. He had, as Skinner had said, a stick under his arm, which was not customary for a man who was not a prefect. Evidently Blundell had a special use for a stick on this occasion. 
  He glanced round the study. 
  “Where’s Bunter?” he asked, looking at Peter Todd. 
  “O where, and O where can he be?” sang Toddy cheerily. 
  Blundell frowned. 
  “He dodged me in the quad to-day. I can’t be chasing that young scoundrel all over Greyfriars.  I’ve come here for him. I’m going to give him the thrashing of his life.” 
  “Ow!” came in a terrified gasp from some hidden spot. 
  Blundell looked round again. 
  “Was that Bunter? Is he hiding in the study? Look here, where’s that young sweep? I’ve no time to waste on him.” 
  “I don’t suppose he’s keen on your wasting any time at all on him.” suggested Toddy blandly. 
  Blundell did not heed Toddy. He looked round the study again and threw the door shut. Bunter was revealed. 
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  “Oh, there you are!” said the captain of the Fifth grimly. 
  “No!” gasped Bunter. “I’m not here!  I mean I—I’m jolly glad to sea you in this study, Blundell!  It—lt—It’s quite an honour!” 
  “You bagged a lot of tuck from my study yesterday.” 
  “Oh, no!  Not at all!  Never!  I—I hardly know my way to your study, Blundell. I’ve never been there, that I remember.” 
First  “A Fifth Form man saw you going down the passage——” 
  “Oh dear!” 
  “He’s told me” 
 “The beast!  I never aw him— ”
  “So were there?” 
  “Oh, no! I wasn’t there! I—I mean I never saw the fellow you mention because I wasn’t there, you know. I couldn’t see him when I wasn’t there, could I?” 
  Blundell stared at the fat junior. Then he slid his stick into his hand. 
  “I think it’s pretty clear,” he said.   “Now, Bunter—”
  “Of course, I’m going to pay for the feed, Blundell,” said Bunter hastily. “1 never had it, you know; but I’ll pay for it. Money’s nothing to me.” 
 “You’ve got three-pound-ten about you?” snapped Blundell. 
 “Not exactly about me.” admitted Bunter cautiously. “But I’m expecting a postal-order—” 
  “That stuff will have to be paid for!" said Blundell quietly.  “I’m not a mean man, I hope, but I can’t afford to have three-pound-tens’ worth of stuff pinched from my study. I’ll give you time to pay 
  “That’s all right. My postal-order will—” 
  “And thrash you for your cheek.” said Blundell. “I suppose you know that if I took you to the Head, what you’ve done would be called pilfering, and you might be sacked for it—flogged at least.” 
  “I—I’d rather not see the Head.  ” said Bunter dolorously. “The Head mightn’t understand, old chap” 
  “Well, bend over that chair and take your licking,” said Blundell. “1 hope it will be a warning to you. ” 
  Bunter did not bend over the chair, 
  He was not, if he could help it, going to take that licking. 
In Blundell’s presence, under the eyes of the great man, Bunter’s courage oozed away, and he could hardly nerve himself to play his trump card. But it had to be played if he was to escape a licking. And that, as Bunter had said, was the important point. 
  The Owl of the Remove took his courage in both hands, as it were, and made the plunge. 
  “I—I say, Blundell—” 
  “That’s enough!  Bend over!” interrupted Blundell. 

  “I—I say, you’re not a prefect, you know. You’ve got no right to tell a fellow to bend over.” 
  “Quite!” admitted Blundell. “If you prefer it, I’ll take you to a prefect, or to the Head. Take your choice, Bunter!” 
  “Look here —“ 
  “Sharp’s the word!” rapped the captain of the Fifth. “I’ve no time to waste on a pilfering fag!”
When the remove home home and home and has your and home home and home and is home is his home your is home moved hurree the sidewalks of one of where he is and home page a two  Bunter breathed as callous hard. The crisis had come now, and he had to plunge.
  “Look here, Blundell, one good turn deserves another!” he  gasped. “You shut up about that spread, see? Or—” 
  “Or what?” asked Blundell, staring at him. 
  “Or I’ll jolly well tell the Head about you!” gasped Bunter desperately.  “About licking you, do you mean? Tell him if you like—tell all the school! Now bend over, before I take you by the neck!” 
  “I mean about your breaking bounds at night!” yelled Bunter, as the captain of the Fifth made a stride towards him. “I mean about your playing the giddy ox, and pub-haunting after lights-out Now you shut up and lemme alone, you beast, or I’ll get you the sack!”
  Blundell of the Fifth stood quite still, as if rooted to the floor.  His eyes seemed to bulge as he gazed at Bunter. Peter Todd, regarding him curiously, did not sec any sign of guilt or alarm in the countenance of the Fifth Form captain. Only blank amazement was written there. 
  “You—you—you—you’ll what?” muttered Blundell at last. “You’ll tell the Head I br8ak bounds at night, by Jove! You’ll tell him I go pub haunting after lights-out, by gad! Are you mad?” 
  “You mind your p’s and q’s!” retorted Bunter, with a defiant blink. “You jolly well know we caught you the when two other night—” 
  “Caught me?” said Blundell dazedly. 
  “Yes. In the lobby window—” 
  “The lobby window?” 
  “Coming back from a pub!” said Bunter. “I’ve got a lot of witnesses, and you can’t crawl out of it!”
  Blundell stared at him harder. The expression seemed to indicate that he doubted whether Bunter was quite right in his head. 
  “Is this a joke?” he asked at last. 
  Bunter’s fat up curled. 
  “You’ll find it isn’t,” he said. “There were six of us t4here, and we’ve all kept the secret so far—’ 
  “What secret?” roared Blundell. 
  “About you breaking bounds at night. Mind, I don’t want to give you away.” said Bunter. “I’ve told Wharton to be careful not to let it out. I’ve warned him not to chatter, because it’s a serious matter. I’ve told Bob Cherry to jolly well lick him if he gives you away. Same with the other fellows. I’ve kept them from tattling. You’d have been given away, and sacked before this, if I hadn’t. Dash it all, you might be grateful!” 
  “Grateful?” gasped Blundell. 
  “Well, rather!” said Bunter warmly. “You’d have been sacked if we’d given you away. You know that. One good turn deserves another. You shut up about that feed, and I’ll shut up about your goings-on. See?” 
 “Is this kid wrong in his head?” asked Blundell, glancing at Peter Todd. 
  “Oh, really, you know—” 
  “Fatty degeneration of the brain, I think.” answered Toddy. 
  “Beast!” 
  “Well,” said Blundell, “you’ve rather taken my breath away, Bunter! I thought you were a dishonest young rascal, but it seems you’re worse than that even. You propose to spin yarns about me if I lick you for pinching my tuck. I was going to give you six. Now I’ll give you sixteen!”
  “Wha-a-at?”
  “Bend over that chair I” 
  “I—I say, I’ll get you sacked, you know!  I’ll make all the fellows bear witness! I—I Yaroooooh!”
  A grip of iron on Bunter’s collar jerked him to the chair and bent him over it. 
  Then Blundell’s stick came into play. 
  It rose and fell with terrific vim. Blundell had come to the study to lick the fat junior for raiding the tuck, as he fully deserved; but the licking would probably have been a light one had Bunter not played his trump2 backspace remove card. Now Blundell was seriously angry—and the weight of his anger fell on the hapless Owl. 
  He laid on the whacks as Loder of the Sixth might have done: and Bunter roared and yelled and wriggled. 
  Sixteen whacks were laid on Billy Bunter, and every ‘ne of them was hard and hefty. 
  “There!” said Blundell. “That’ll teach you a lesson about pinching tuck and cheeking a Fifth Form man!” 
  “Yaroooh! Ow! Yooop! Whooop!” Blundell tucked the stick under his arm and left the study. He left Bunter roaring. Bunter had played his trump card; but Blundell had, so to speak, trumped higher— and trumped his trump. For a long, long time Study No. 7 was echoing to the sounds of woe and lamentation. 
  And when Bunter recovered a little he looked at Peter Todd with a gleam in his little round eyes behind his spectacles.
  “I’ve been licked!” he gasped. 
  “You have!” agreed Toddy. “Some licking!”
  “I’ll make him sit up!” 
  “Fathead!”
  “I’ll get him sacked!” 
  “Mad’ 
  “Do you think I’m going to take this lying down?” bawled Bunter. 
  “No; bending.” 
  “Beast! I’ll make him squirm! I’ll make him cringe I I’ll make him squeal! You wait a bit! I’ll get him sacked!” Ow, ow! Wow!” 
  Peter Todd strolled out of the study.  Bunter was left to woe and lamentation and plans of dire vengeance. 

                     THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                         The Price of Silence! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo!” 
  “Is that a new contortionist act?” 
  “The wrigglefulness of the esteemed Bunter is terrific!” 
   Harry Wharton & Co. had been at cricket practice; and they were coming up the Remove staircase in a cheery crowd when they met Billy Bunter on his way down, 
  Bunter’s aspect was rather remarkable. 
  He wriggled and twisted in a most extraordinary manner, Like the young man of Hythe, who was shaved with a scythe, he did nothing but wriggle and writhe. 
  “Bagged a licking, fatty?” asked Wharton, with a smile. 
Ow! That beast Blundell—” 
  “He found you out?” asked Nugent. “Serve you jolly well right!” remarked Johnny Bull. 
 “The rightfulness is terrific, my esteemed, dishonest Bunter.  You should keep your absurd hands from the pickfulness and the stealfulness.” 
 “I’m going to make him sit up!” hissed Bunter. “I’m going to make him cringe. He makes out that I had his tuck—” 
  “Well, you did it, you fat idiot.” 
  “I don t want any of your nasty remarks, Wharton. He came to my study and pitched into me—” 
  “Good!” 
  “Yah! I fancy he’ll sing to a different tune when I’ve been to the Head!” jeered Bunter. 
  “You’re not going to the Head?”
   Bunter snorted. 
  “I’m going now.” 
  “Don’t be an ass,” said Harry. 
  “You’d have got a flogging, if Blundell had reported you instead of licking you. It’s no good howling about the licking when you asked for it. 
   “I’ve got something else to tell the Head!” sneered Bunter.      “Something that will make Blundell wish he hadn’t licked me, the beast!” 
  Wharton’s face became very grave. 
 “You mean—the secret?”
 “Yes.” 
  “You’re not going to the Head with that.” 
  “1 jolly well am!” said Bunter, with emphasis. “Do you think I’m going to be ticked by a pub-haunting rotter?” 
  “You’re not going to the Head!” repeated Wharton. 
  “You’ll see!” 

  And Bunter rolled on his way. 
  But he did not roll far. Five pairs of hands were laid on him, and he was propelled up the staircase instead of down. 
  He yelled protest. But his protests were not heeded. He was propelled back into the Remove passage, and hurled into Study No. 1. The Famous Five followed him in, and closed the door. 
  Bunter sat on the floor and gasped. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “We’d better have this out,” said Harry Wharton quietly. “You’d never have known anything about Blundell if you hadn’t butted in when we were lay in for Loder of the Sixth. You’ve got to keep it dark, Bunter.” 
  Bunter scrambled up, his fat face red with fury. 
  “Do you think I’m going to be licked!” he roared. 
  “Yes—and jolly hard, if you don’t keep your mouth shut.” said the captain of the Remove. 
  “I’m going to make him cringe—” 
  “You’re going to do nothing of the sort. You’re going to keep your mouth shut, you fat rotter!” 
  “Well, I refuse to do anything of the kind.” snorted Bunter. “You jolly well can’t keep me in this study. Soon as 1 get out I’m going to the Head. All very well for you fellows to keep shady secrets about a pub haunting rotter!  I dare say it’s in your line. I’m a bit more particular.” 
  “You fat rotter!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “I decline to be mixed up in disgraceful affairs like this. You fellows may like it.  I don’t! I feel it my duty to let the Head know the sort of fellow Blundell is. The sooner he’s sacked from the school the better!” 
  “Slaughter him!” said Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry——” 
  “The slaughterfulness is the proper caper.  ” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “Let us deal with him batfully or stumpfully.” 
  Billy Bunter backed round the study table. 
  Five wrathful faces were between him and the door. Once outside the study, the matter was in Bunter’s hands. But for the present he was inside the study, and he had a distinct disinclination for either a bat or a stump. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “You’ve got what you deserved for bagging Blundell’s tuck,” said the captain of the Remove. “And if you say a word to Blundell about what we found out the other night —“ 
  “I’ve told him.” 
  “You’ve told Blundell!” yelled Wharton. 
  “Certainly. And the beast only licked me all the harder! Making out that he wasn’t afraid.  ” 
  “Well, I’m glad he licked you all the harder.” said Harry. “Whatever Blundell may have done, he’s not the man to be kept under your thumb, as you’d know if you weren’t a fat dummy!” 
  “And I told him I’d got witnesses!” jeered Bunter. “I mentioned your names, too.  You can’t get out of it, When it comes before the Head, you’ll be called on to tell what you know. You can’t deny that we caught Blundell that night in the Sixth Form lobby. Yah! You’ve jolly well got to back me up, whether you like it or not! So you can put that in your pipe and smoke it, you beasts!” 
  “My hat!” said Bob. 
  The Famous Five glared at Bunter, The position was decidedly awkward for the chums of the Remove. There was no doubt that, if the matter came to the headmaster’s knowledge, they would be called on to state what they knew. Whether the Head, on that evidence, would expel Blundell from the school was uncertain; but it was very probable. Blundell, indeed, was not the fellow to lie himself out of a scrape. So far as the juniors could see, he had fallen into bad ways; but nothing could ever have turned him into a cunning, wary, lying fellow, like Price, for instance. Once he was before the Head he was fairly certain to blurt out the truth, whatever it was. 
 It was the “sack” for him. His influential position in the school made it impossible for the headmaster to pardon. The higher he stood, the greater would be his fall. He was booked for the sack! 
First space And the chums of the Remove did not want that. Their own opinion was that if Blundell had fallen into shady ways, he had been led into them. Many fellows had noticed, that Blundell had been rather friendly with Hilton of the Fifth of late. And Hilton was the pal of Price, who was a thorough black sheep. The Co. surmised that the explanation lay in that direction. Anyhow, they were sure that Blundell, at heart, was a decent fellow and there was no doubt that he had done the Famous Five a good turn. Neither did they believe that he was in the habit of playing the blackguard, like their old enemy, Loder of the Sixth. It was probably just one foolish outbreak, one thoughtless escapade and it was hard that a fellow should be sacked for one error, however blameworthy. Over and above all, was the unwritten law, more binding than any written laws, that no man should ever give another man away. “Sneaking” was barred. 
  But if Bunter went to the Head it was certain that Dr. Locke would call on the Famous Five for their statement; and it was difficult to see how they could refuse to answer their headmaster. 
  So one thing was certain—Bunter was not to go to the Head! 
How he could be prevented was another matter. The chums could not, as he had pointed out, keep him in that study for ever. 
  There was a long pause, during which the juniors glared at Bunter as if they could eat him 
 The Owl of the Remove, recovering his fat confidence, grinned at them across the table. 
 “You’d better make up your minds to it,” he remarked, “It’s all coming out, now, I was willing to let the fellow off—but I’m jolly well not going to be licked. I warned him! Now he’s asked for it, and he’s going to get it. You fellows had better come to the Head with me.” 
  “You fat villain!” 
  “You’ll have to come, anyhow. The Beak will send for you. You’ve got to give your evidence. ” said Bunter coolly. “You’d better come with me, and we’ll all pitch the yarn together.” 
 “Is there a cricket stump about?” asked Bob Cherry, in a deep voice. 
 “Oh, really, Cherry!” Make up your minds to do the right thing!” said Bunter.
  “The right thing, you worm? Is sneaking the right thing?” 
  “I don’t expect you fellows to take my view of the matter.  ” said Bunter. “You’re not high-minded. As far as I’m concerned, it’s impossible for me to keep a shady secret. 1 feel contaminated.” 
  “Oh, crumbs!” 
  “It weighs on my conscience!” explained Bunter. “I don’t suppose you fellows feel the same—your consciences are pretty tough, I dare say. But I can’t be unscrupulous. It’s no good asking me—I can’t.” 
  The juniors gazed at him. 
  Every hand in the Famous Five’s ten was itching to be on Bunter, to add to the good work that Blundell had begun. 
  But they restrained their just wrath. 
  Thrashing Bunter would have been a satisfaction. But it would not have kept him silent. It would only have caused his large mouth to open wider when he was once out of the toils. 
  Bunter grinned at them triumphantly.
 “My esteemed chums “murmured Hurree Jams8t Ram Singh. 
“I’m going to kick him ‘said Johnny Bull1 almost wildly. “Whatever happens, I’m going to kick that little beast round the study.” 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “My esteemed and absurd chums, what about tea?” 
  “Tea!” repeated Bob. “Blow tea! We’ve got to get this matter settled.” 
  The nabob smiled a dusky smile. 
  “That is the absurd way to settle it, my worthy Bob. I am surefully certain that the esteemed and rascally Bunter would rather stay to tea than go to the Head.” 
“Oh!” said Bob. 
  Bunters grin grew more expansive.  He was recovering from Blundell’s licking now; and he was, of course, ready for tea. There were few moments in Bunter’s fat existence when he was not ready for a meal. 
  Vengeance was pleasant and desirable; but tea was more so—much more so. Bunter would have extended the right hand of fellowship to the deadliest foe, if that foe had asked him to tea. 
  “I say, you fellows, if you’re keen on my staying to tea I won’t say no!” he remarked. “Something decent, I hope. I don’t expect ou to stand a really splendid spread like I did yesterday—you can’t afford it. But if I’m staying to tea, make it a decent one.” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. breathed hard. The nabob’s suggestion was not palatable. But it seemed to be the only way. Bunter had to be kept silent somehow.  And that was the only “how”.
  “I’m willing to leave the matter over.” pursued Bunter. “I can’t say that I’m prepared to take the rather unscrupulous view you fellows do—that would be saying too much. But I’ll think it over before I speak to the Head. Now what about tea?” 
  Bunter did not go to the Head. 
  He stayed to tea in No. 1 Study. 
  Fortunately, Wharton had had a remittance that day, and the funds ran to a good spread. 
  Bunter did it justice. 
  By the time he rolled away from No. 1 Study, happy and sticky, he was in quite a friendly humour. 
  “Don’t you fellows worry,” he said, in the doorway. “You’re rather a shady and unscrupulous lot, keeping shady secrets for a rotten blackguard in the Upper School. 1 can’t help rather despising you. But I’ll think this matter over; and if I find that I can keep it dark, I’ll keep it dark. Only,” added Bunter firmly, “if I feel that I can do it without descending to your level. That’s got to be understood.” 
 Harry Wharton & Co. breathed hard. They would have lynched the Owl of the Remove there and then if only they could have done. 
  “So long, then, you fellows. I’ll do my best.” said Bunter. 
And, with that, he rolled away. 
  He rolled away, only in time; for his last remarks had quite exhausted what was left of the patience of the Famous Five. 
  “Well!” said Bob Cherry with a deep breath. “Well! There will be a dead fat pig lying about the Remove passage on of those days. What is that fat scoundrel doing out of chokey!” 
 “That’s the place for him!” agreed Nugent. 
  To which all the Co. assented. Unfortunately, William George Bunter was not in “chokey.” but at Greyfriars, and how they were going to deal with him was a puzzle to the Famous Five Had there been only five in the secret, all would have been serene. But there were six in the secret and that made all the difference.  Keeping Billy Bunter from tattling was a task that would have made a thirteenth job for Hercules, equal to any of the other twelve.  And the Famous Five could not help feeling that that task would prove rather beyond their powers. 
                 THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                        Blundell Forces the Pace! 

“GLORY for little us!” 
  “What 
  “The Great Big Panjandrum is coming to see us do our little tricks!” 
  Bob Cherry spoke with s grin. Wharton glancing round, saw Blundell of the Filth come swinging down to Little Side with his long stride. 
  The Remove men were at cricket pratice. Sometimes first-eleven men gave the juniors some coaching: and as he saw Blundell arriving the captain of the Remove supposed that that was his intention. He did not feel unduly grateful. He liked Blundell, and knew that he was a good man at games; but he did not share the opinion of the Fifth that George Blundell was an Olympian of the Olympians. 
  But Blundell seeing that the Famous Five were busy, did not chip in. Apparently he had after all come to make himself useful in the practice.  He stood with his hands in his pockets, looking on; and the expression on his broad, ruddy face, was not particularly friendly. 
 After waiting about ten minutes, however, Blundell seemed to lose patience. Ten minutes of his time was worth about ten years of a Remove man’s time, of course. He came nearer, and called out to the captain of the Remove. 
  “Going to be much longer, Wharton?” 
  Harry looked round again. 
  “We’re keeping it up till tea,” he answered. “Want anything?  ” 
 “Yes, I want to speak to you.” 
  “I’ll come.” 
  “And your friends” said Blundell. 
  “Our jolly old caps will be too small for us after this.” said Dob. “The Great Panjandrum wants you, you men. This is where we sit up and feel proud of ourselves.” 
  “Look here, I don’t see chucking cricket to jaw with a Fifth-Form man!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, come on!” said Harry. “Only a few minutes, I expect. Can’t imagine what he wants.” 
  “Unless—’” murmured Nugent. 
  Wharton’s expression changed. 
  The Famous Five left the cricket, the other fellows going en. Harry was frowning now. Since the previous afternoon, when Bunter had been fed and silenced, nothing had been said of the “shady secret.” Wharton considered uneasily whether Bunter had been “at it”, and whether that was why Blundell had come down to Little Side. 
  The Fifth Form man gave them a rather grim look, and moved off a little way, out of hearing of the other cricketers. They followed him in silence. 
  Blundell came to a halt under a spreading elm-tree, and faced the juniors, looking grimmer than ever. 
 “I’ve got something to say to you kids.” he said gruffly. “There’s something I’ve got to get to the bottom of. Yesterday I thrashed that fat rascal Bunter for bagging my tuck.  He said something that surprised me, and that I didn’t take mch notice of at the time.  I’ve been thinking it over since.” 
  The juniors were silent and uncomfortable. They knew what was coming now. 
  “Bunter had some idea in his fat, silly head,” resumed Blundell, “that I had been breaking bounds at night.” 
  The juniors could only stare. 
  “From what he said I gathered that you kids had the same silly rot in your heads.” continued Blundell. 
  “Silly rot?” repeated Johnny Bull. 
  “I know,” said Blundell, frowning, “that a week or two ago, when you kids took a short cut across the Cross Keys ground, you saw me there, on the path.  I don’t choose to explain matters to fags, but I took it for granted that sensible kids would know that I had a good reason for being there, unconnected with any blackguardly foolery. Hadn’t you 
sense enough to know that?” 
  “That’s what we thought at the time,” said Harry. “and we didn’t think much about it, either. It wasn’t our bizney.” 
  “Well, that’s right,” said Blundell. “Now to come to the other matter— Bunter’s silly talk.  If it’s only his nonsense, never mind. But he really seemed to believe it, and he mentioned your names—some of them. What does it mean? If there’s any rotten yarn going around about me I’ll jolly well put my foot on it, sharp. Bunte’s a fool, but you are not fools and if you’ve been saying anything of the kind you’re a set of young rascals.” 
  “Well, I like that !“ said Bob. 
  “We’ve been saying nothing.” said Wharton curtly. “You did us a good turn with Quelch, and we shouldn’t think of saying anything about you. We’ve trLed our hardest to keep Bunter quiet, too.”
 
  Blundell breathed deep. 
  “You speak as if you know something, Wharton, something you are keeping dark, about me?” 
  “Of course I do! You know what we know.” said Harry, nettled. “You needn’t be afraid we shall tattle. But I suppose we’re not to blame for knowing what we can’t help knowing.” 
  “The knowfulness is not our esteemed fault, my worthy Blundell,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gently, “and we have carefully and absurdly preserved the golden silence which saves the cracked pitcher from going longest to the well.” 
  “You young scoundrels!” roared Blundell. 
  “Oh, draw it mild!” said Johnny Bull warmly. “We weren’t going to mention it, but now you’ve brought up the subject I think you might be decently grateful to us for keeping your rotten secrets.” 
  “What secret?” hooted the captain of the Fifth. 
  “You know as well as we do.  ” 
  “This sort of thing is no good, Blundell,” said Harry Wharton, quietly and contemptuously. “You know we know. What’s the good of denying a thing known to every man here?” 
  Blundell’s ruddy face was more than ruddy now. It was crimson with anger. He made a movement, as if to collar the captain of the Remove. 
  Wharton looked at him, steadily. 
  He didn’t understand in the least the attitude Blundell was taking up.  But assuredly he was not to be bullied. 
  “Keep cool, old bean.” said Bob. 
  “You can’t bully a man into forgetting what he knows. Touch one, and you touch the lot. And I think the five of us could handle you all right.” 
  “We’ll try, anyhow!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  Blundell controlled his wrath with an effort. 
  “Let’s have this clear.  ” he said. “If you kids really believe some disgraceful story about me you’re bound to tell me where you got it, so that I can knock it on the head. I’ll give you the credit for being sincere. Now, let’s have it!”
  “You cn’t have forgotten what happened in the Sixth Form passage lobby last week, ” said Harry. 
  “I know of nothing that happened there. What do you mean? I hardly ever enter the Sixth Form lobby. Sometimes, when I  come in with a Sixth Form man—Wingate or Gwynne.  What do you mean ?“ 
  Wharton began to lose patience. 
  “I mean your sneaking in at the lobby window after midnight, when we caught you there.” he snapped. 
  “Are you mad?” 
  “I think you must be to deny what you know we all know for a fact.” said harry. “I can’t understand you, Blundell. I shouldn’t have thought you’d even tell lies to the Head if he 
asked you about it. What’s the good of telling lies to us?” 
  “Lies!” roared Blundell.  
  “Well, unless you’ve lost your senses you can’t have forgotten what happened that night.” 
  “Every night last week I went to bed at the usual time, and never turned out until till rising-bell in the morning.” 
  “Oh, cheese it!” said Johnny Bull. “Making out that you were walking in your sleep, or what?” 
  Blundell clenched his big fists.  He looked as if he could barely restrain himself from hurling himself at the juniors and smiting them hip and thigh. The Famous Five stood on their guard. They were getting angry, too, and quite ready for her ructions if Blundell forced the pace. 
  But the captain of the Fifth controlled himself. His eyes gleamed at the chums of the Remove. 
  “You young rascals!” he said. ‘From what I’d seen of you I took you for decent kids. Now I fnd you’re making up a rotten yarn about me—and making out it’s true.  What have I done to you, you little rotters?” 
  “You know it’s true,” said Bob angrily.  “We’ve kept it dark because you did us a good turn with Quelch, and because we wouldn’t give a man away, anyhow. You, know it’s true!” 
  Blundell set his lips. 
  “Very well.” he said. “You stick to that?” 
  “The stickfulness is terrific.” 
  “Follow me, then.  ” said Blundell.  “This isn’t a matter to be settled by thrashing you; it’s too serious for that. I’m placing it before the head prefect and leaving it for him to deal with.  I’m going to take you to Wingate.  Follow me!”
  “You’re potty!” said Bob. “Wingate is bound to a report you to the Head.  It’s the sack for you—” 
  “I’ve told you to follow me.  ” said Blundell. “If  I’ve done anything to be sacked for the sooner I’m sacked the better. Follow me, and tell your yarn to the captain of the school.
  Blundell strode away towards the House.  But
  The juniors looked at one another. They were utterly taken aback and disconcerted.  Blundell’s conduct was that of a perfectly innocent fellow, who had nothing to fear. If it was bluff it was hard to see how he hoped to gain by it. The matter, once reported to a prefect, it could not be kept dark any longer. 
  “I—I—I say,” stammered Bob, “there—there can’t be any mistake about it, can there, you fellows?” 
  “There’s no mistake,” said Wharton. “ We know what we know, if Blundell insists on having it out before the head prefect we’ve got no choice.  Come on!” 
  They followed Blundell to the House. ‘
  If he was bluffing he was keeping up the bluff.  For he went directly to the Sixth Form passage and tapped at Wingate’s door.  In a state of wonder and uneasiness the Famous Five followed him. The deep voice of the captain of Greyfriars 
called out: “Come in!” 
  Blundell opened the door and strode into the study. After him went the chums of the Remove.  The die was cast now.  

        
        THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                   Wingate Clears Up the Mystery! 

WINGATE of the Sixth gave Blundell a cordial nod and the Removites a curious stare. 
  “Hallo!” he said. “Something up?” 
  “Yes.” said Blundell. 
  “What have those young sweeps been up to?” asked Wingate. 
  He smiled. But the smile died off his face as he noted Blundell’s expression.  He saw that the matter was serious. 
  “What the thump—” he asked. 
  “I thought I’d better put this before you, Wingate, as head prefect,” said Blundell. “It may have to go to the Head, but if you can deal with it, all the better. These juniors accuse me of pub-haunting and breaking bounds after lights out at night.” 
  “We don’t!” said Bob Cherry promply. 
  “That’s what you said.” snapped Blundell. 
  “Nothing of the kind.” said Bob. “We’ve never accused you. We’ve kept it dark.  We never wanted to come to Wingate about it. You’ve dragged us here.” 
  “That’s what I’ve been getting from the young rascals, Wingate,” said the Fifth Form man, breathing hard.  “Either they’ve made up or they fancy some idiotic yarn about me, and they’re pleased to tell me that they’re kind enough to keep it dark to save me from the sack.  The sack, by Jove! I want you to deal with it.” 
  Wingate’s brow was grim now. 
  “I’ll deal with it fast enough,” he said. “ I may as well say  first of all that I know it’s all rot Blundell. I know you too well to believe anything of the sort. But we’ll see what the kids have got in their silly heads. They’re not the fellows to make up a slander—somebody has been pulling their leg, I suppose. A licking will teach them to have a little more sense, perhaps. You speak, Wharton. Tell me what you’ve got against Blundell.” 
  “Nothing.” said Harry. 
  “I mean, what you accuse him of, you young ass!” 
  “We don’t accuse him.” 
  Wingate’s eyes glinted. 
  “Don’t bandy words.” he said. “You make out that you’re keeping dark some shady secret about Blundell. You can see that Blundell doesn’t mind it coming out, whatever it is.  Now cough it up.” 
  “Very well,” said Wharton. “We’ve kept it dark, to keep Blundell out of trouble. But if he insists on it coming out—” 
  “He does—and I do.  Cut it short!” 
  “Very well.  Blunder came back to the school after midnight one night last week, and we caught him.” 
  Blundell made a movement; but restrained himself. Wingate stared at the juniors. 
  “Are you saying that seriously, Wharton?” 
  “Quite!” 
  “The quilefulness is terrific!” 
 “There’s some fatheaded mistake here,” said the prefect. “We’d better root it out. Where is this supposed to have happened, Wharton?” 
  “In the lobby at the end of this passage.” 
  “After midnight?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Then, to began with, you’ll explain what you were doing in the lobby, when you ought to have been asleep in your dormitory.” 
  “We were out of dormitory bounds, of course.” said Harry. “That’s got to come out now. We were after somebody else, and we got Blundell. We hadn’t thought about him—never dreamed he was out of bounds. But he came in at the lobby window, instead of—of the fellow we were expecting.” 
  Wingate’s face grew grim. 
  “You knew that a Greyfriars man was out of bounds that night?” 
  “We believed so.” 
  “I won’t ask you his name. But I suppose it was a senior, as you laid for him in the Sixth Form lobby? Only a Sixth Form man would be likely to use that window.” 
  “So we thought,” said Harry. “But it turned out that a Fifth Form man used it.” 
  “You fancied that a Sixth Form man was out of bounds, and you turned up in the lobby at midnight to wait for him to come in ? !” 
  “That’s it.” 
 First “With what intention?” 
  “To rag him.  Th 
” answered Wharton coolly. “He had been accusing us of pub-haunting and blagging generally, and making himself an unpleasant beast, so we thought we’d make things hot for him.” 
  The juniors did not intend to mention Loder’s name. But it was scarcely possible for Wingate to avoid guessing it. It was Loder of the Sixth who had accused the Famous Five of bad conduct. Obviously, it was only on account of their old enemy that the juniors would have taken the risk of that reckless midnight rag. 
   And someone came in at the window?” said Wingate. 
  “Yes. Blundell.’ 
  “You mean to say that you recognised Blundell, and that you give your word that it was Blundell? ” exclaimed Wingate. 
  “We’re not cats, to see in the dark,” answered Harry. “Of course, we didn’t recognise him, as we couldn’t see anything of him but a shadow.” 
  “Then what makes you think it was Blundell, you young ass and not the Sixth Form man you were laying for?” 
  “I’ll explain.  We jammed him in the lobby window as he was getting in, and made him a prisoner there.” said Harry. “Inky jerked his hat off and I poured a bottle of ink over his head—” 
  Wingate grinned for a moment, and even Blundell’s savage face relaxed. 
  “You young sweep!” said the captain of Greyfriars. “But never mind that. You say it was dark in the lobby—” 
 “Black as pitch.” said Bob Cherry. 
  “In the jolly old circumstances, we didn’t turn on the light.” 
  “I imagine not. Then how—” 
  “We wanted to make sure it was Lo— I mean, the Sixth Form man we were after,” said Harry. “Bob was going to strike a match. He got desperate, broke loose, and bolted.” 
  “And you never saw him to recognise him?” 
  “No.” 
  “You mean that you recognised his voice, or what?” 
  “No. He never spoke a word; he was too jolly cautious for that.” 
  “Then how—” 
  “After he had gone, Inky still had his hat.” said Harry. “You know all Greyfriars men have their names written in their hats. Well, we struck the match and looked in the hat, expecting to find—to find the name of the man we were after. We wanted to make sure. And— and it was Blundell’s name in the hat.” 
  “Then it was Blundell’s hat?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “No doubt about that. 1 suppose?” said Wingate slowly. 
  “We all saw it, and another fellow who was with us—Bunter. It was that fat idiot’s tattling that caused it all to come out. We never intended to say a word about Blundell.” 
  “I think it’s just as well, then, that Bunter tattled, in this case,” said the Greyfriars captain dryly. “Otherwise, you’d have gone on believing that rubbish about Blundell” 
  Wharton stared. 
 “It’s true, Wingate. You can’t suppose that we’re telling you lies?” 
 “If you do, we’ll go to the Head!” snorted Johnny Bull. “We never wanted this to come out.  But now Blundell’s dragged it out, we’re jolly well not going to be made out liars.” 
  “No fear!” said Nugent emphatically. “I don’t think you’re lying,” said Wingate. “I think you’re a set of young asses. You got Blundell’s hat—I believe that much. But the man who dodged away from the window in the dark—and whom you never recognised— how do you know that was Blundell?” 
  “Of course it was Blundell!” said Bob warmly. “Another fellow wouldn’t have Blundell’s name in his hat, I suppose?” 
  “Another fellow might have borrowed Blundell’s hat.” 
  “What?” 
  “One day last week,” said Wingate, “BIundeIl came in with me, by way of that lobby, and hung his hat on a peg there,” 
  “Oh!” 
  “He went to his study after leaving me, and didn’t remember that his hat was there, I suppose, for I saw it later, hanging on the peg, and meant to tell him when I saw him again.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “That was Thursday. ” said Wingate. “And what night was it last week that you were playing tricks there?” 
  “Thursday.  ” said Wharton, rather faintly. 
  “Oh crumbs!” murmured Bob Cherry.
  “The night that Blundell’s hat was hanging on a peg in that lobby,” said Wingate grimly, “if a certain Sixth Form man—whose name we won’t mention—went out that night—and I happen to know he did—b way of the lobby window, he may have borrowed a hat from a peg there—and it was Blundell’s hat.” 
  “Oh!” said Bob, who had a shrewd idea who the Sixth Form man was. 
  “So that was it?” said Blundell of the Fifth, staring at the juniors. “I wondered how my hat came to be in my study the next day. I picked it up there, and supposed that some Sixth Form man had brought it there for me. These young asses—” 
  Harry Wharton & Co looked at one another, 
  Their expressions were quite sickly. 
  They understood the mistake now. 
  The man they had caught in the lobby window had been, after all, their old enemy, Loder of the Sixth. The hat had been Blundell’s; but the head that wore it had been Loder’s. The hands were the hands of Esau, as it were, but the voice was the voice of Jacob. 
  The dismay in the faces of the juniors made Blundell smile. Now that the matter was cleared up his wrath had dissipated. He realised, too, that the juniors, believing him to be the night-prowler, had done their best for him, with friendly intentions. They believed that one good turn deserved another, though not on the same lines as Billy Bunter. 
  Wingate’s expression was grim. 
  But the grimness was caused more by the discovery of Loder’s delinquency than by the proceedings of the Famous Five. There was silence in the study for some minutes. The captain of Greyfriars broke it. 
  “Are you satisfied now that you made a mistake?”  he demanded. 
  “Yes” said Harry slowly. “I can’t see that we were to blame for such a mistake, though. We never dreamed—” 
  “You were to blame for being out of your dormitory at midnight, which was the cause of it.” 
  “Well, yes, if you put it like that,” admitted Wharton. “Anyhow, I’m jolly glad that it’s come out; I hated to think of a fellow like Blundell going to the dogs like—like—like the man we were after that night. I could hardly believe it of him, anyhow.” 
  “Thanks,” said Blundell, rather sarcastically. “So I’m reinstated in your good opinion —until somebody borrows my hat again, I suppose.” 
  Wharton coloured. 
  “I’m sorry.” he said. 
  “I don’t see that we were to blame.” said Johnny Bull. “But—sorry all the same.” 
  “The sorrowfulness is terrific, my esteemed and preposterous Blundell,” murmured the nabob. 
  Blundell grinned. 
  “Well, I’m satisfied now that the matter’s cleared up.” he said. “You’d better tell that fat idiot Bunter the facts. I’ll leave these young duffers to you, Wingate, but so far as I’m concerned, the whole thing can drop.” 
  And Blundell left the study. 
  The Famous Five looked at Wingate. The “shady secret” was explained now, and they were glad of it. But their midnight rag bad come to light, and that was a serious matter from the point of view of a prefect. 
  Wingate regarded them thoughtfully. His hand strayed towards his ashplant. But he withdrew it. 
  “Cut!” he said briefly. 
  The Famous Five did not stay to be bidden twice. 
  They cut! 
                THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                           Alas for Bunter! 
“NOW, you fellows!” 
  Billy Bunter spoke in a determined tone, an aggressive tone, not to say a bullying tone. There was a frown—quite a threatening frown —on his fat brow as he rolled into Study No. 1.  Bunter, it was clear, was in a truculent mood—not in a mood to stand any nonsense. 
  And the Famous Five smiled. 
  So far, the Owl of the Remove was unaware that the mystery had been cleared up; that Blundell of the Fifth had emerged from the affair without, as Bob expressed it, a stain on his character. He was unaware that the shady secret was a thing of the past, that there was no longer any secret to keep. The juniors were going to tell him, but they had not told him yet. And it was rather entertaining to see Bunter in an aggressive and overbearing mood, putting on a bullying air, on the strength of a power that had passed from his fat hands, 
  Tea was on the table in Study No. 1— tea for five. Apparently it had not occurred to the chums that Bunter was coming. Bunter was going to undeceive them on that point. 
The more Billy Bunter had reflected on the peculiar situation, the more he had realised what a good thing it was for him, William George Bunter. If those beasts were so jolly keen to keep the shady secret they were in Bunter’s fat hands. Instead of making Blundell “sit, up” for the licking he had handed out, Bunter was going to make the Famous Five treat him decently for keeping the secret. Treating him decently was likely to come expensive; and it was no doubt fortunate for the Co. that the matter was at an end, though as yet Bunter knew it not! 
  The fat junior glanced at the tea-table and sniffed. 
  “Call that a spread!”  he sneered. 
  “We call it tea!” said Harry Wharton mildly, while his comrades gazed with interest at Bunter. It was rather amusing to let him run on and see how far he would go. 
  “Now, you fellows,” said Bunter emphatically, “1 don’t want to be unpleasant. I don’t want to say anything nasty. But if you think that measly tea will do for me, you’re mistaken.”
   “But its not for you, old fat bean.” said Nugent politely. “Nobody’s asked you to tea that I know of.” 
  Bunter’s aggressive look became more pronounced. He thrust out a fat jaw in a very threatening way. 
  “Say that again, Nugent!” he snapped. 
  Nugent said it again. 
  “You cheeky rotter!” said Bunter. 
  “What?” 
  “Cheeky rotter! Same to you, Wharton! A set of rotters!” said Bunter. “Keeping shady secrets, and trying to drag a decent chap into your syrupstitious ways! Now, listen to me! You’d better! I’m rather fed up with you lot!  I’ve told you that I despise you, and I repeat it. Still, I’m willing to be kind.” 
  “The kindfulness of the idiotic Bunter is terrific.” 
  “Shut up, Inky! 1 don’t want any jaw from a nigger.” 
  “My esteemed hat!” 
  “Shut up, I tell you! You can all shut up! Now, let’s have it clear. Owing to a disappointment about a postal-order, I’m rather short of cash this week. Toddy’s frightfully mean—I never get anything decent in my own study.  Well, I’m coming here to tea— every day, and I expect something decent! Not a measly feed like that!  Something good! See? And if you don’t like it——” 
  “We don’t!” said Bob. 
  “The likefulness is not terrific.” 
  “Very well!” said Bunter grimly. “Treat me decently, as a pal, and I’m willing to be pally. Otherwise, I refuse to have anything to do with your shady, syrupstitious proceedings. I’m not going to be mixed up in your blackguardly secrets. I’m going to the Head to ask his advice about it. A fellow has a right to consult his headmaster. That’s what I’m going to do I’ve got to consider my conscience.” 
  “His conscience!” murmured Bob Cherry. “Oh, my only summer hat!” 
  Bunter sneered. 
  “You fellows mayn’t have any conscience,” he said. “I’m a bit more particular than you lot. Now, what about it?” 
  There was no reply. 
  The Famous Five simply gazed at Bunter as if they were watching some curious animal at the Zoo. 
 “1 think I’ve made it clear.” said Bunter. “Treat me as a pal and it’s all right! I’m willing to be friendly, even with a set like you—a set of shady blighters! I was always too generous. and it’s been taken advantage of. Still, there it is,” Bunter drew a chair to the table. “Now, I’ll begin on this—but there’s nothing here for you chaps. If you want anything, fetch it. Bring some more jam while you’re about it. And a cake.  And—” 
  “Dear man!” said Bob. 
   Bunter evidently was spreading himself. He was swelling like the frog in the fable. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. rose to their feet. Bunter had run on long enough. Now was the time for him to stop. 
  “There’s only a pound of jam there,” said Harry. “Isn’t that enough for you, Bunter?” 
  “Certainly not!” snapped Bunter. 
  “I think you’ll find it enough when you’ve had it.”
  “I feel sure of that!” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Give him the jam, and let’s see!” said Harry. 
  Bob Cherry seized the fat junior, jerked him out of the chair, and bumped him on the floor. Johnny Bull took the jam-pot   and ladled the jam on Bunter’s upturned astonished face.    
  “Whoop!” roared Bunter. “Yarooh! Stoppit!  Ow! Oh, crikey ! Gurrrg!” 
  He spluttered wildly, as some of the jam went into his mouth and went down the wrong way. Some went into his fat little nose, some into his extensive ears, more into his hair, and more down his neck. Bunter had often been jammy, but never so jammy as now. Wharton’s prediction was correct—Bunter found a pound of jam quite enough. He was glad it was not two pounds. 
  “Now give him the marmalade!” grinned Nugent. 
  “Yarooogh! Groooh!  I don’t want any marmalade!” shrieked Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Enough jam?” asked Wharton. 
  “Oooch! Woooch! Yes!  Beast!  Ow!  Yes!”  
  “I’ll borrow some along the passage if you want some more.” 
  “Beast!  Grooooh!  Ooooch!  Gug-gug!”
  Bunter struggled to his feet. He glared through stickiness at the hilarious five. 
  “Groogh!” Now I’m going to the Head!” he roared. “You’ve done it now! Ooooch! Grooogh! I’m sticky!” Now I’m going—”  
  “You’re going,” agreed Wharton. “But before you go, 1 may as well tell you that it’s all right about Blundell.  There’s no secret after all. It wasn’t Blundell the other night.” 
  “Eh?” 
  “It’s all come out, fathead! It wasn’t Blundell—Wingate found that out. It’s all serene. You can go to the Head, or go to Jericho, or go and eat coke! 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  Bunter gave the chums of the Remove a jammy glare. 
  “You beasts You’ve turned on me like this because—”     
  “Exactly!” 
  “And—and there ain’t any secret?” gasped Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha!  None at all. It was all a mistake. Another fellow had Blundell’s  hat that night, and now it come out.” 
  “Oh, dear!” 
  Bunter blinked in jammy dismay. The chums of the Remove regarded him with grinning faces. 
  “1 say, you fellows!  I—I say, of—of course I was only j-j-joking!” gasped Bunter. “I—I was simply jesting, you chaps—he, he, he!” You’ve made me all sticky! Well. I can take a j-j-joke! I shall have to go and get a wash. I’ll come back for tea. See? After all, we’re pals!” 
  “My only hat!” said Bob. 
  “Line up, you men, to help Bunter out!” said Harry. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Now start, you fat fraud!”
  “1—I say, you fellows—!” 
  “Start!” roared Johnny Bull. 
  The Famous Five lined up by the doorway, each with a foot half-lifted to help Bunter out. Bunter blinked at them. 
  “I—I say, old chaps—dear old chaps—” he gasped. 
  A shove from Bob started the fat junior. Then his boot landed on a pair of tight trousers. Bunter roared, and ran. Four other boots landed on him as he fled. He reached the passage, rolling. 
  Bump! 
  “Yow-ow-wow!” 
  The door of Study No. 1 closed. A sticky, jammy, Bunter limped away groaning. Once more William George Bnnter had made the painful discovery that the way of the transgressor was hard. 

                                *   *   *   *   *

  There was another transgressor at Greyfriars who was finding his path rather a thorny one. While Billy Bunter was departing thus painfully from No, 1 in the Remove, Wingate was in Loder’s study, in the Sixth, talking to Loder. His language, like that of ‘Truthful James’ partner, was “frequent and painful and free.” The sportsman of the Sixth fairly perspired as he listened. Loder pointed out, feebly, that there was no proof that he was the fellow who had sneaked in at the lobby window on that eventful night, and whom the raggers had mistaken for Blundell of the Fifth. Wingate brushed that aside contemptuously. He told Loder, at considerable length and with much emphasis, what he thought of him, and warned him that he was now getting a last chance, and that if he did not make the most of it he could look out for the sack. 
  Wingate departed, slamming the door, leaving Loder perspiring. 
 It was borne in upon the mind of the black sheep of Greyfriars that for a time at least, he would have to walk warily. For the rest of that term, at the very least, he would have to change his manners and customs. There was only one solace for Loder—the prospect of visiting vengeance on the heads of the Remove fellows who were the cause of this trouble. That, at least, he could do—at all events, he thought that he could. And to that object the bully of the Sixth devoted his attention—with results that proved to be both interesting and exciting. 
THE END. 
