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                                             The First Chapter.

                                       The Rebels of the Remove!


“HERE they come!
  “Look out!”
  “Back up, Remove!”
  There was a roar of voices in the Rag at Greyfriars School
  It was time for prep.  But nobody in the Greyfriars Remove was thinking of prep.
  The Remove were in rebellion!
  Not a fellow had gone up to do studies for prep.  The big oaken door of the Rag was locked, and table and chairs piled against it.  The big window that looked on the quadrangle was crammed with excited juniors.  Outside, the June sunset glowed on grass-plots and grey old buildings.  It glowed also on half a dozen stalwart Sixth Form men, who were coming towards the crowded window with determined looks. 
  Harry Wharton & Co.  had front places at the window.  Plenty of other fellows crowded around to back them up.  The seniors, led by Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, were determined to get in.  The juniors, led by Harry Wharton, were determined to keep them out.  It looked as if a wild and whirling time was coming.
  “Back up!” roared Bob Cherry, brandishing a cricket stump.
  “Ow!” howled Johnny Bull.  “Keep that stump off my napper, you fathead!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “My esteemed idiotic Cherry——”  gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, ducking his dusky head just in time.
  “Keep that stump for Wingate’s napper, old bean!”  said Harry Wharton, laughing.  “Steady, the Buffs!”
  “I say, you fellows——” came a fat squeak from Billy Bunter.   “I say, keep them out, you know!  Oh, crikey!”
  Billy Bunter was well behind the front line.  The forefront of the battle had no appeal for the fat Owl of the Remove.
  But the famous five were made of sterner stuff.  They were ready for the fray.
  Wingate of the Sixth halted under the window of the Rag.  The other prefects halted behind him.  None of them appeared to relish very keenly the task in hand.
  “No admittance, Wingate!” said Frank Nugent.
  Wingate frowned.
  “Now, look here, you young asses!” he said.  “Don’t play the goat.  You’ve got Bunter there——”
  “And he’s staying here!” said Bob.  “We’re sticking to him, Wingate!”
  “The stickfulness is terrific!” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.      
   “You’ve got Bunter there.”  repeated the Greyfriars Capitan.  “Bunter’s been expelled by the Head,  and he’s got to go.  Do you think you can keep him here against Dr. Locke’s authority?”
  “We’re going to try.” answered Harry Wharton coolly.   “Bunter’s been sacked for nothing.  The Head’s made a mistake!  When he finds that out he will be glad that we never let Bunter go.”
  “Hear, hear!” grinned Bob Cherry.
  “You’ll be sacked yourself, Wharton, if you keep this up!” said Wingate warningly.
   “We’re risking that. I don’t think the Head will sack a whole Form—and we’re all in this together.”
  “The togetherfulness is——”
  “Terrific and preposterous!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I’ve no time to waste on you!”  growled Wingate.  “Will you open the door of that room?”
  “No, we jolly well won’t!”
  “ Then we shall come in at the window and do it. It’s the Head’s orders—and that’s that!”
  “Heads orders be blowed!” said Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars.
  “Shut up, Smithy!” said Wharton.  “Don’t cheek the Head!”
  Wingate stared at him from the quad.
  “You don’t call it cheeking the Head to try to keep Bunter here after he’s been sacked by your headmaster?” he demanded.
  “Well, we can’t help that.” said Harry.  “We’re not letting a fellow in this Form be turned out of Greyfriars for what he hasn’t done.”
  “No fear!” roared Bob Cherry.
  “Never!”
  “The neverfulness is terrific!”
  “Don’t be a young ass!” hooted Wingate.  “You know jolly well what Bunter’s done. He mopped ink over a Form-master—drenched him from head to foot with ink from a garden squirt!  Do you think any fellow could be allowed to stay on here after a like that?”
  “No.  But Bunter never did it!”
  “The Head thinks he did, and that’s good enough.  Prout thinks he did—and it was Prout got the ink!”
  “Serve him jolly well right!” said the Bounder.
  “Shut up, Smithy!”
  “Our Form-master, Quelch, doesn’t think that Bunter did it,” said Harry Wharton, “and what our Form-master thinks is good enough for us.”
  “You cheeky young ass!”  roared Wingate.  “Do you think your Form-master approves of this kind of thing?” 
   “Well, no; I suppose not.  All the same, he’s against Bunter being tossed out, and we jolly well know it.  And we’re standing by Bunter!”
  “Bunter’s not going!” declared Bob Cherry.
  “I tell you——”
  “You can talk till you’re black in the face, Wingate.” said the captain of the Remove.  “But we’re not giving Bunter up.  Bunter doesn’t matter very much, personally—--”
  “Oh, really, Wharton!” came a fat squeak from the rear.
  “He’s a silly ass, and a frabjous owl,  and a fat fibber, and a grub-raiding gorger, and——”
  “Beast!”
  “And all that, but he’s a Remove man, and we’re going to see that he has fair play.”
   “Fair play’s a jewel!” said Squiff.
  “Hear, hear!”
  “If you want to get busy, Wingate, you can get down to finding the chap who really inked Prout!  We shan’t make any fuss about the Head tossing him out, whether he’s a Remove man or not—if you get the right man.  But Bunter’s not going!”
  “The Head——”
  “Blow the Head!” said Vernon-Smith.
  “Shut up, Smithy!” roared Bob Cherry.  “I’ll jolly will kick you if you cheek the Head.”
  “The cheekfulness of the absurd Head is not the proper caper, my esteemed Smithy.”
  “Oh, rats!” growled the Bounder.
  The Remove were in rebellion against their headmaster, on account of Bunter.  At the same time, they wanted to make it clear that they respected the venerable gentleman as much as ever.  It was rather a fine distinction, which the reckless Bounder was not inclined to draw.
  “Look here,” rapped Wingate, “enough said—we’re coming in!  If you have the neck to resist Sixth Form prefects you know what to expect.”  
  “And if you barge in where you’re not wanted you know what to expect, too!” said Johnny Bull.  “You’re not coming in here.”
  Wingate glanced around at his followers—Gwynne, Sykes, Loder, Carne, and Walker.  All big, sturdy, Sixth Form men.
  “Follow on!” he said briefly.
  And Wingate placed his hands on the sill and clambered up.
  For a second, perhaps, there was hesitation on the part of the garrison of the Rag.  It was an awfully serious matter to “handle” a prefect.  Indeed, in ordinary circumstances, it meant the “sack,” short and sharp. And Wingate was a popular prefect—the most popular man at Greyfriars
  The Famous Five of the Remove simply hated the idea of handling Wingate with unfriendly hands.  But if they hesitated, it was only for a second.  Either they had to resist or give up Bunter to what they all believed to be an unjust punishment.  And that they were not going to do.
  Wingate clambered in.  He had head and shoulders inside the window when six or seven pairs of hands were laid on him at once.  Bob Cherry mercifully forbore to use his stump.  And there were hands enough to handle Wingate, hefty as he was.
  Seized by his collar, his shoulders, his ears, and his hair, George Wingate was unhooked from his grasp on the window and hurled back.
  He went back with a crash on his followers, gasping.  Loder went spinning in one direction, Carne in another.  Wingate landed on the hard, unsympathetic earth with a bump and a roar.

                                  THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                                      Something Like a Scrap!
  
“MAN down!” shouted Bob Cherry.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Oh!” gasped Wingate, as he sprawled.   “Oh!  Ow!  Why, I—I—I’ll——”
  He scrambled up, crimson with wrath.
   “You young sweeps!” roared Gwynne of the Sixth.
  He made a leap for the open window, and plunged headlong in.  Wingate was at his side in a moment.  Loder and Carne, Walker and Sykes, pushed on behind, bumping and shoving the leaders in.
  “Buck up!” shouted Harry Wharton.
  “Give ‘em beans!”
  “Mop ‘em up!”
  All prudence was thrown to the winds now.  The battle was raging; it was Sixth against Remove.  Man to man, the juniors would have had no chance.  But the odds were heavily on their side, and the position of defence was strong.  Whacks and smacks and thumps fell on Wingate and Gwynne thick as hail, but much harder and heavier.
  They struggled valorously to force an entrance.  They had the Head’s order to do so, and it was up to the prefects to carry out the Head’s order—if they could.  It looked, however, as if they couldn’t.
  With seven or eight excited juniors grabbing, gasping, clutching, banging, and thumping them, Wingate and Gwynne struggled in vain.  And Bob Cherry reached past them, lunged with his stump at Loder, catching him in the waistcoat with the business end.  There was a wild gurgle from Gerald Loder as he backed away.
  Squiff hurled a hassock, which caught Walker under the chin.  Walker sat down with that startling suddenness, clasping his chin and spluttering.
  “Give ‘em jip!’  roared the Bounder.  “Sock it to ‘em!”
  Smithy had hold of Wingate’s back hair.  He banged the Greyfriars captain’s features down recklessly on the window-sill.
  Wild howls came from Wingate during that painful process.
  “You young spalpeens!”  bawled Gwynne.  “You young omadhauns!  Faith, and I’ll—— Yooop!  Whoooop!  Yaroooop!”
  A lick from a fives bat cut short the flow of Gwynne’s eloquence, and he tumbled back into the quad.
  “Let go!”  raved Wingate.  “Oh, my hat!  Ow!   My nose!  Oh crumbs!  You young villains!  Leggo!  Ooooh!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Wingate was hurled back again.  Carne of the Sixth jumped forward, but jumped back again barely in time to escape a swipe from a stump.  Walker landed out with his ash plant and caught Bob Cherry, who roared and handed back one with the cricket stump.  One was enough for Walker; he fairly bounded out of reach.
  “Come on!” yelled Smithy.
  “This way for wallops!” yelled Bob Cherry.
  “Hurrah!”
  “Come on, Loder!” howled a dozen voices, as the bully of the Sixth charged at the window.
  That jolt on the waistcoat had hurt Loder and enraged him.  He fairly hurled himself at the window, and barged in so fiercely that the mob of juniors facing him were borne back.
  Loder sprawled half way in. Another moment, and he would have rolled in headlong, and the combat would have been at very close quarters.  But in that moment the Bounder slammed down the sash.
  “Wow!”  howled Loder, as it shut on his back.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Well caught!” roared Bob Cherry.	
  The Removites roared with laughter.  Loder roared from quite another cause.   He roared and raved.  Half of him was inside the Rag, half outside; his infuriated face glared at the juniors within, while his legs sawed the air without.  He had no chance of lifting the sash that was shut down on his back—the juniors saw to that.
  His arms were grasped and held; likewise his nose. It was rather a prominent nose,  and gave Bob Cherry a good hold.  Bob’s hefty grasp drew a suffocated howl from Loder.  
   “Got him!” roared bob.
   “The gotfulness is preposterous!”
   “I say, you fellows, lemme gerrat him!” squeaked Billy Bunter.  “I’ll show the beast whether he’s going to collar me! Lemme gerrat him!” 
   With the bully of the Sixth so safely held, Billy Bunter was as bold as a lion.  He rolled on the scene of action with an inkpot in his fat hand.
   Loder, gasping and gabbling, glared at him in infuriated apprehension.
   “Keep that ink away!” he spluttered.
   “Ha, ha, ha!”
    “Go it, Bunter!”
   Billy Bunter “went it.”  The inkpot was up-ended over his head, and the ink streaked down his crimson face in black streaks, giving him a peculiar zebra-like look.  The Removites howled with merriment.
  “Urrrrggh!” spluttered Loder, as some of the ink trickled into his mouth.  “Ooooo-er! Urrggh!”
   “Ha, ha, ha!” 
   “I say, you fellows, hold him!  I’ll get some soot from the chimney!”  
   “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Outside the closed window, Wingate & Co.  rallied to Loders rescue.  Wingate grasped the sash to push it up, while several fellows within held it down.  There was a sudden fearful howl from Wingate as one of Loder’s lashing feet caught him on the side of the head.
  “Ow!  You clumsy ass, Loder!  Wow!  Oh, my hat!”
  The Greyfriars captain jumped away.
  “They’re beaten!” yelled the Bounder.  “We’ve whopped the prefects!  Now let Loder have the soot!”
  “Buck up, Bunter!”
  Billy Bunter was raking in the chimney of the rag with a shovel full of soot.
  “I say, you fellows, give a fellow room!”
  The juniors did not need telling that.  They backed out of reach while Bunter handled the soot.
  Loder squirmed frantically.  But there was no escape for Loder.  The fire shovel tapped on his wriggling head, and the soot landed.  Soot clothed Loder like a garment.
  “Urrrrggh!” came an agonised gurgle through clouds of soot.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
 [image: C:\Users\danra\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\1376-05.jpg]  

  Loder was not held now.  He was too sooty to hold.  He made a terrific effort and forced up the sash, and wriggled back.  He was not thinking of plunging headlong into the Rag now.  He had had enough of the Remove rebels at close quarters.  He was only thinking of getting out of their reach.  He went rolling backwards, and landed in the quad, scattering soot.
  “Come on!”  Bob Cherry brandished his stump in the window.  “Come on!   Go it, ye cripples!  Who’s coming on?”
  Six panting and exasperated prefects eyed him almost wolfishly.  But they did not come on.  It was not good enough.  The job was a size too large for them, and they realised it.
    Loder set the example of retreat.  He tramped away in search of a wash.  There was no doubt that he needed one.  Walker and Carne followed him.
  “You young rascals!”  panted Wingate.  “You will get sacked for this!”
  “Bow-wow!”
  “Rats!”
  “Go home, Wingate!” 
  Wingate and Gwynne and Sykes eyed one another.  They had tons of pluck,
But the thing simply couldn’t be done.  There was no entrance by the window of the rag so long as the Remove rebels were determined to defend it, and there was no doubt of their determination.
  “Better report to the Head, I think!” gasped Wingate.
  And the enemy departed, followed by howls, yells, and catcalls from the victorious rebels.
   “Remove wins!” chuckled the Bounder.
   “We’ve beaten them!  Hurrah!” roared Bob.
   “Hurrah!”
  All over Greyfriars school rang and echoed that shout, telling fellows of all Forms, from the Sixth to the Second, that the Remove were in rebellion, and they had won the first round.

                                     THE THIRD CHAPTER.

                                           Bumps for Bunter!

“I SAY, you fellows!”
  “All serene, Bunter!”
  “But, I say——“
  “We’re sticking to you like glue, old fat man!”  
  “But, I say, you fellows, let a fellow speak!” howled Bunter.
  Billy Bunter had a worried look.
  Some of the other fellows, perhaps, were of little worried.  Nobody could tell how this extraordinary rebellion was going to turn out.
  Most of the fellows were absolutely determined.  The Famous Five were as firm as granite.  The Bounder, always ready for a row, was enjoying the outbreak, and would have been sorry to see it end on any terms.  Mark Linley and Tom Brown, Peter Todd, and  Squiff, Lord Mauleverer and Tom Redwing, were as determined as the famous Co.  And they had plenty of backers.
  Skinner and his friends were rather doubtful and curious.  They agreed that a Remove man ought not to be expelled for nothing.  But a contest with authority was rather too terrifying for them to like it.  They did not venture, however, to express their dubious views at present.  It was probable that they would have been kicked by the hardier spirits.  But they wished that they had been any where but in the Rag when the outbreak started.
  Fisher T. Fish, on the other hand, seemed as keen as anybody in standing by Bunter.  Which was rather remarkable, for Fishy was anything but bold and reckless, and nobody had ever before known him to bother his cute transatlantic head about anybody but Fisher Tartleton Fish!  Fishy did not take an actual hand in the scrap with the prefects.  But he gave it his hearty approval from the rear.
  Bunter looked more worried than any other fellow in the Rag.  More than an hour had passed since the attack at the window.  Nothing had transpired since; the Head seemed to be leaving the rebels alone for the present.  Perhaps he was a little puzzled what steps to take in this extraordinary and unprecedented state of affairs.  Perhaps, in his wisdom, he concluded that the whole thing would “fizzle out” if left to itself.
  Anyhow, there had been no further move from the enemy, though footsteps and voices could be heard outside the barricaded door of the Rag.
  With every passing minute Billy Bunter looked more and more worried.  His champions, supposing that he was getting into a funk, cheerfully assured him of their support.  Bunter was not going, if the Greyfriars Remove could prevent it—and they hoped that they could.
  “Don’t you worry, old fat bean!” said Bob Cherry, giving Bunter a smack on the shoulder, which elicited a loud howl from the fat junior.  “We’re seeing this through to a finish!  You’re jolly well not going to be bunked, unless they bunk the whole Remove along with you!”
  “And they can’t do that!” grinned the Bounder.  “I’d like to hear what the governors would say to the Head if they were told that he had sacked a whole Form!”
  “We’re all right if we stick together!” said Harry Wharton.
  “Hang together, lest we hang separately, what?”  chuckled Bob.  “Anyhow, this is better than prep!”
  “Hear, hear!”
  “I say, you fellows——” roared Bunter.
  “Don’t you worry, old podgy porker!”
  “Will you let a fellow speak?”  shrieked Bunter.  “What about supper?”
  “Supper!” repeated have a dozen fellows, staring at Bunter.
  In the excitement of the rebellion they had forgotten supper, which was now shortly due.  But it was not a thing that Billy Bunter could forget!  When Billy Bunter ceased to think about his last meal, it was to begin thinking about the next.
  “Yes, supper!” said Bunter warmly.  “I’m hungry!”
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “ I had precious little tea!  It’s not much I eat, as you know,  but a fellow wants his supper.  What about supper?”
  Billy Bunter blinked very seriously and earnestly at the staring juniors as he propounded that problem.
  The Remove were taking terrific risks, to stand by Bunter, in refusing to give him up to be sacked.  That, however, was not what was occupying William George Bunter’s fat thoughts.  Bunter’s podgy thoughts had been turning more and more to supper, and now they were absolutely concentrated on that more important function.  Other and lesser matters faded from his mind.
   “What about supper?” repeated Bob Cherry.  “Is that a riddle?”
  “You silly ass!” hooted Bunter.  “I suppose we can’t cut supper, can we?  If you think you’re going to keep me here without supper, I can tell you that you’re jolly well mistaken!”
  “Isn’t he a prize packet?”  chuckled Peter Todd.   “Isn’t he nice?  Isn’t he gorgeous!  How they must love him at home—and how I wish they had him there!”
  “Oh, really, Toddy——”
  “Nothin’ to stop you from goin’ along to Hall to supper, old fat freak!” grinned the Bounder.  “I dare say the beaks will be glad to meet you there.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Oh, really, Smithy——”  
  “You fat rotter!”  roared Johnny Bull.  “Shut up!”
  “Oh, really, Bull!”
  “Kick him!”
  “Beast!” roared Bunter.  “Look here, we’ve got to have supper, I suppose!  Do you think we can live on air?  I jolly well know I can’t!”
  Some of the Removites laughed.  Some looked serious. So far, the rebels of Greyfriars had only been thinking of standing by Bunter, and refusing to give him up to be sacked.  The outbreak had been very sudden, and no preparations whatever had been made for it.  Certainly, not a single thought had been bestowed on the question of “grub.” 
  It was like Bunter to be the first to think of it.  But now that he mentioned it, the other fellows had to think about it, too.  It was certainly true that they could not live on air!  
  “By gum!” said the Bounder.  “Is that why the Beak’s giving us a rest—thinkin’ that we shall come out to supper”
  “ I guess a he feels pretty certain that we shall!” said Frank Nugent.  “I hadn’t thought about it so far, but——”
  “If we open that door, we’re done!”  said Smithy.
  “That’s a cert!” agreed Harry Wharton.  “And we’re not opening it!  We’re sticking it out!”
  “I say, you fellows——”
  “Shut up, Bunter!”
  “Shan’t!  ” roared Bunter indignantly.  “If you think you’re going to starve me, you can think again, see?”
  “Bump him!” yelled Johnny Bull, greatly exasperated.
  “Good egg!”
  “The bumpfulness is the proper caper!”
  “I say, you fellows——   Yarooooh!”  howled Bunter, as a dozen indignant Removites collared him on all sides.
  Bump, bump, bump!
  Thrice the fat form of William George Bunter smote the flour of the Rag, and every time a fearful yell woke the echoes.
  “Now say ‘supper’ again, and we’ll give you some more!” snorted Bob Cherry.
  “Beast!”
  Billy Bunter did not say “supper” again.    He did not want any more bumps!  But he glared at the rebels of the Remove with a glare that almost cracked his spectacles.
  Nobody looking at Bunter just then would have guessed that he was a fellow in danger of expulsion, defended at all risks by his Form fellows.  He might have been supposed to be a deeply wronged fellow, with a deep, deep grievance!  But that was Bunter all over!

                                      THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

                                        Trouble Among the Beaks!  

“SCANDALOUS!” said Mr. Prout.
  “Shocking!” said Mr. Capper.  
  “Who ever heard of such a thing?” asked Mr. Hacker, the master of the show.
  “Quite unheard of!” said little Mr. Wiggins.
  “Unprecedented!” said Prout, who never used award of four syllables if he could think of one containing five.
  Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, had a set face, and a glinting eye.  In the doorway of Common-room where beaks most did congregate, the Remove master had the pleasure—or otherwise—of hearing the opinions of his colleagues on the subject of the present state of affairs at Greyfriars.
  It was bitterly annoying to Quelch.
  He was strict on discipline.  Obedience to authority was one of the first articles of his creed.  Yet it was his Form that was in revolt.
  His Form, the Remove, were barred in the Rag; in a state of rebellion against the headmaster.  Every other beak at Greyfriars, of course, was keen to point out that such things could not possibly have happened in his particular Form.
   Quelch rather wished that he had not dropped into Common-room.  But he was not going to retreat.  He marched in with a heightened colour and a glinting eye, and a group of masters, seeing him, exchanged glances,    ceased to state that the affair of the Remove was scandalous, shocking, unheard of, unprecedented, in Mr. Quelch’s hearing.  In his presence sympathy was their cue; sympathy being, perhaps, more annoying to Quelch than anything else.
  “It is too bad, my dear Quelch!”  said Wiggins.  “Believe me, I am very sorry for this.”
  “Very disagreeable for you, my dear fellow, on your return to school after so long an absence.” remarked Hacker.
  “But you must not take it to heart!” said Mr. Capper.
  “Oh, no, no!”  said Mr. Twigg.   “Not at all!  Bear up, my dear Quelch!”
  “Your Form is a little out of hand!” said Capper.  “After your long absence it is, perhaps, natural, to some extent.  Certainly they are a very much out of hand.”
  “No doubt the expulsion of the chief offenders will reduce them to order!” remarked Prout.  “I feel for you, Quelch!  I should feel very deeply an expulsion in the Fifth Form.  Fortunately, it is not likely ever to occur.”
  Mr. Quelch breathed hard.
  “Neither, I hope, isn’t likely to occur in the Remove!” he barked.  “My boys are, unfortunately, acting very lawlessly.  I am sorry to say that the provocation has been great, though certainly that is no excuse for them.”
  “The provocation, sir?” repeated Prout.
  “Yes, sir!” barked Quelch.  “During my absence, my Form has been taken by other masters, and in some instances, I am sorry to say, with a total absence of tact.” 
  Prout’s plump face reddened
  “If you are alluding to the circumstance that I, at the request of the headmaster, have taken the Remove in third school for a few days—“he began warmly.
  Grunt from Quelch.
  “If you suggest, sir, that I am responsible, in the remotest degree, for this lawless outbreak, I repudiate the suggestion, sir!” exclaimed Prout, still more warmly.  “I repudiate it utterly, sir!”  
  “Come, come!” murmured Mr. Capper.  “Quelch does not suggest that, my dear Prout!—Quelch is perturbed—distressed——”
  “I,” said Prout, “have been attacked by a boy in the Remove—drenched with ink!  Drenched from head to foot!  The offender has very properly been expelled by the headmaster.  That is the cause of this amazing outbreak.  Evidently all the boys in the Remove consider it a light matter for a member of Dr. Locke’s staff to be assaulted—and inked——”
  “Not at all, sir!” said Mr. Quelch.  “the boys in my Form believe that an error has been made, and that Bunter was not guilty of the assault you mention.”
  “A mere pretence, sir, to excuse their lawlessness!” hooted Prout, forgetting that he had intended to be sympathetic.  “It is perfectly well known, and clearly proved, that Bunter waylaid me on the Elm Walk and squirted an enormous quantity of ink over me from a garden squirt.”
  “The Remove are not satisfied with the proof, at all events!” said Mr. Quelch.
  “Does that imply, sir, that you share their belief that an injustice has been committed?” exclaimed Prout.
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.  That, as a matter of fact, was exactly his belief.  But he could not say without appearing to criticize his respected chief.
  “I did not say an injustice—I said an error!” he snapped.
  “An error, in such circumstances, amounts to an injustice!” said Prout!.
  Quelch was silent.  Prout had him there.
  “The proof,” said Prout, “was clear and decisive.  Had it not been so, can you imagine that Dr. Locke would have sentenced the boy to expulsion?” 
  “Certainly not.” said Hacker.
  “Obviously not!” said Wiggins.
  “Such a suggestion  is a reflection upon the Head!”  pursued Prout.  “I trust, Quelch, that when you are calmer——“
  “I am perfectly calm, Mr. Prout!” hooted Quelch.
  “Let me speak, sir!  I trust that when you are calmer, you will realise  that no such suggestion should have been made.  I trust, sir, but you will express your personal regret that a boy in your Form should have attacked a member of Dr. Locke’s staff——”
  “I will certainly express my regret, sir, when I am assured that such was the case!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, goaded, as it were.  “But I do not believe that Bunter did anything of the kind.”
  “Mr. Quelch!”
  “You did not see the boy who squirted ink over you, Mr. Prout.  It is known that Bunter had the squirt and the ink, and intended to play such a prank.  But his statement is that he abandoned the idea and left the squirt under the elms when he ran away.  This is quite in accordance with his character, and I believe the statement.
  “Then whom, sir,” almost bawled Prout, “do you accuse?”
  “I accuse no one, sir!  But it is fairly clear that some other boy must have found the squirt where Bunter left it, and used it——” 
  “Some other Remove boy——”
  “That does not follow, sir!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch hotly.  “It does not follow in the least!  If a Form-master is ragged, sir, the natural inference is that he was recklessly ragged by a member of his own Form.  I suggest, sir, that you look in the Fifth Form for the offender.
   “Sir!” gasped Mr. Prout.
  “Sir!”  retorted Quelch.
  “I will not tolerate this, sir!  I will not tolerate the suggestion that a Fifth Form boy, a senior—a boy of my own form——”  Prout spluttered with wrath.  “I will not tolerate it, sir!  Conclusive proof has been adduced; and you, sir, are deliberately closing your eyes to it.  And I have no doubt, sir, that it is a knowledge of your view of the matter that has encouraged your form to break out in reckless defiance of the Head.”
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips.
  He had no doubt of that, either!  It was a terribly uncomfortable position for a schoolmaster who was a whale on discipline!
  “I was bound, sir, to speak up for the boy, believing that he was innocent!” he rapped.
  “Believing that the Head had committed an injustice?” hooted Prout.
   “An error!” corrected Quelch.
  “An error, sir!  Do you ask me to believe that you would repeat that statement in the presence of the Head?”
  “Gentlemen!” murmured peaceful Mr. Capper.
  “I decline to discuss the matter with you, sir!” said Mr. Quelch, pale with anger and mortification .  “It does not concern you, sir!”
  “Gentlemen!” said Mr. Wiggins.
  “I repeat——”
  Hacker, Wiggins, Capper, and Twigg moved between the Remove master and the Fifth Form master.  Really it seemed to be needed; the two exasperated beaks were facing one another like two excited turkeycocks.  Capper waved a soothing hand.
  “Gentlemen, gentlemen!” he said.
  “I repeat——” almost foamed Prout.
  “You make repeat yourself, sir, as often as you choose!” hooted Quelch.  “But I beg you to excuse me from staying to listen to your repetitions, sir!” And Quelch whisked out of the Common-room.
  There was an excited buzz of voices  after he went.  Never or hardly ever, had there been such a sensation  in the masters’ room at Greyfriars.  What had happened was what the juniors would have described as a shindy!  It was really as scandalous, unheard of, and unprecedented as what was going on in the Rag!
  Quelch, as he went down the passage, breathed hard through his nose.
  He was intensely annoyed with the fussy, interfering master of the Fifth.  But the worst of it was that he had been “drawn” by Prout; he had been exasperated into uttering open criticism of his Chief!  Sooner or later,  somehow or other, that would reach the headmaster’s ears.  If the Remove rebellion went on what was Quelch’s position to be like—known to be in his heart on the side of the rebels?  He could scarcely remain at Greyfriars, in such discord with the chief he was bound to respect and obey.	
  Mr. Quelch went back to this study.
  For a long, long time  he paced that room in bitter and troubled thought.  Then, at last, he left it and went quietly to the door of the Rag.

                                            THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

                                                  Bunter is Fed-up!

“ANYBODY hungry?”
  Bob Cherry asked that question, and there was a laugh from some of the garrison of the Rag.  
  There was a groan from one fellow!  That one, of course, was Billy Bunter! 
  It was growing quite late.
    It was past the usual bed-time of the juniors.  Supper in hall was long over; and there had been no supper for the rebels of the Remove. 
  Schoolboys, as a rule, had healthy appetites.  Every fellow in the Remove wanted his supper.  Nobody wanted to cut it out and wait for breakfast.
  Moreover, what were the prospects for brekker?   There was nothing to eat in the Rag.  It was no more possible to get out in the morning for brekker than to get out for supper.  Getting out of the Rag meant surrender, or, at least, defeat, and the end of the rebellion.
  So far as that went, nobody but the reckless Bounder wanted the rebellion to continue. But they were not going to give up Bunter!
  “The fact is,” remarked Peter Todd, “we’ve being a rather asses!  If we were going to take this line, we ought to have planned it ahead.”
  “Well, it had to happen suddenly.” said Harry Wharton.  “It was a question of letting them bag Bunter, or not!”
  “And the bagfulness of the esteemed and idiotic Bunter was not the proper caper!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “I’m hungry!” came plaintively from Bunter.
  “Think we’re not?”.
  “Beast!”
  “We’ve got to stick it out!” said the captain of the Remove quietly.  “We’re standing by Bunter, and that’s that!”
   “What about to-morrow?” sneered Skinner.
   "Same as to-day!"
  “They haven’t made a move.” said Snoop.  “They’re going to starve us out, and save themselves the trouble  of bursting the door.  You’ll see.”
  “Let them try it on!” said Harry.  
  “I say, you fellows——”
  “Don’t you worry, Bunter!”
  “I’m hungry!” 
  “Oh, shut up!”
  “Beast!” 
  Perhaps Billy Bunter was grateful for all the trouble and risk the Remove were taking in his defence.  If so, he had no time to think about it.  He was thinking of the missing foodstuffs.
    Other fellows could get hungry without making a song and a dance about it!  But Bunter’s hunger was a more serious matter.  When Bunter was hungry, nothing else in the wide universe was of the slightest consequence in comparison.  If Bunter had to miss a meal, it was not merely tragic—it was catastrophic!  Not only was Bunter  the fellow to make a mountain out of a molehill; out of such a molehill as this he would make a whole range of Himalayas.  Squatted in an armchair, with a long and lugubrious face, Billy Bunter groaned in bitterness of spirit.
  It was all very well for these fellows to save him from being bagged and turfed out.   But what was the use if he had to miss meals?  Turfing out was not nice; but it was a pleasure in comparison with missing grub!
  Bunter was not, in point of fact, feeling grateful.  He was feeling fierce!  He would have told these beasts what he jolly well thought of them, only it would have earned him nothing but a kicking.
  When ten o’clock chimed out from the old clock-tower, the fat Owl of the Remove felt that flesh and blood could stand no more.
  He heaved himself out of the armchair.
  “I say, you fellows——“
  “Shut up, Bunter!” yawned Squiff.
   “Beast!  I say, I’m fed up!”
   “Wish I was!” sighed Bob Cherry.  “I’m feeling as empty as a drum.”
  “Take it out in sleep!”  suggested the Bounder.  “We’re not giving in.”
  “No fear!”
  “I say, you fellows, I tell you I’m fed up!”  howled Bunter.  “I tell you I’m jolly well not going to stay here and starve, to please you.”
  “To please us!” gasped Bob.
    “Yes, you beast!—you can cut meals if you like—I’m not going to!  I’m jolly well getting out of this.”
  Bunter rolled to the door.
  “Lend me a hand to get this beastly table away!” he snorted.
  “If you go out of this room, you fathead, you’ll be nailed!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
  “Where, as nobody in the passage now.”  said Bunter.  “I’m jolly well going to look for some grub.”
  “It’s too risky, you fat duffer.”
  “I’m not so afraid of risk as you fellows are!”
  “Wha-a-at?”
  “Nothing funky about me, I hope!” said Bunter scornfully.  “Lend me a hand with this table, and shut up!
  Harry Wharton looked at him.  Then without another word, he lent a hand with the table  and pulled it away from the door.  If Bunter chose to put an end to an almost impossible position, of his own accord, it was no business of Wharton’s to stop him.  
   Bunter unlocked the door.  He peered out into a dark passage.  Hungry as he was, the fat Owl was cautious.
   But there was nobody at hand.  All forms but the Sixth were in the dormitories; bedtime had cleared off the crowd around the door of the Rag.  And the Sixth-form prefects, if there were not gone to bed, were not bothering about the Remove.  Some of them had damages to bother about which occupied all their attention.
   “Safe as houses!” said Bunter.  “  I’m going!  If you fellows feel nervous, you’d better lock the door after me.”
  And Bunter was gone!
  “Well, my only hat!” said Bob Cherry.
  “What a game!” jeered  Skinner.  “We’ve all asked for a flogging, or the sack, on that fat freak’s account; and this is the thanks we get.”
  “The thankfulness is not terrific!”  grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The esteemed Bunter is a corker.”
  “I guess this let’s us out, though!” said Fisher T. Fish.  “I’ll say that now Bunter’s vamoosed the sooner we absquatulate the better.”
  Wharton closed the door after Bunter.   He was rather nonplussed.   The bone of contention had vanished;  and the rebels were left with nothing to rebel about!  The contending forces at Greyfriars were rather in the position of the ancient Greeks and Trojans struggling for the body of Patroclus, if that body had suddenly vanished away like a  Boojum!
   “Game’s up!” said Bob Cherry with a laugh.  “Let the fat idiot rip!”
  “That’s all very well.” said Nugent.  “But will the Head let us rip?  We’ve asked for rather more than we want.”
  “Let’s hold out!” suggested the Bounder.  “If we stick it out, the Head’s bound to come to terms.
  “Oh, rats!”
  “Rot!”
  “Rubbish!”
  “The rotfulness is terrific.”
  Smithy shrugged his shoulders.
  “Well, we’ve asked for it; and if we give in we shall get what we’ve asked for!” he said. 
“I guess the beak can’t sack the whole caboodle!” said Fisher T. Fish. 
 Tap!
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, that’s somebody at the door!” exclaimed Bob.
  Tap!
  The knock at the door showed that, whoever was there, he was unaware that the door was no a unlocked and unbarricaded.  Whoever it was, beak or prefect, evidently he had not seen Bunter sneaking away from the Rag.
  “Who’s  there?” called out Wharton, hastily catching hold of the key, ready to turn it.
  “It is your Form-master, Wharton!” came the quiet tones of Mr. Quelch.
  “Oh!”  Wharton did not turn the key.

                                         THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

                                                 Peace or War!

“QUELCH!”
  “Oh, my hat!
  “Lock the door!” whispered the Bounder.
   Wharton shook his head.  Vernon-Smith promptly jammed his foot against the door, so that it could not be opened from that side.  But the handle did not turn;  Mr. Quelch was not seeking to enter.  Evidently he had no doubt that the Rag was still in a state of defence.
  “Wharton!”
  “Yes, sir!”  said Harry.  “I—I say, sir, we—we’re all sorry that this has happened, sir, after you’ve been away so long.”
  “The sorrowfulness is terrific, esteemed sahib!” said the Nabob of Bhanipur.
  “I am glad to hear you say so, Wharton!  I am speaking to you as my head boy!” said Mr. Quelch.  “  I hope that you will listen to reason!  Whatever may be your opinion with regard to the expulsion of Bunter, you cannot possibly hope to contend against the authority of your headmaster.”
  “Can’t we?” murmured the Bounder.
  “Shut up, Smithy!”
  “Let this riot cease,” said Mr. Quelch, “before more harm is done!  You are aware, Wharton, that it places me in an intolerable position, as master of a Form in revolt.  I am here to make an appeal to you.”
  “Oh, sir!” exclaimed Wharton, quite overcome at the idea of the grim, unbending master of the Remove making an appeal to anybody.
   “I will endeavor,”  said Mr. Quelch, “to make your peace with the Head, so far as may be possible, if you return to obedience at once.  Come out of that room, and go quietly to your dormitory. Tomorrow——”
  “ Tomorrow, floggings and sackings!” jeered the Bounder.
  “Will you shut up, Smithy, you cheeky ass?” growled Johnny Bull.
  “To-morrow,” said Mr. Quelch quietly, “there will assuredly be punishment for this lawless outbreak; but I think I can prevail upon your headmaster to the extent that there shall be no expulsions.”
  The juniors looked at one another.
  Mr. Quelch, it was clear,  supposed that Bunter was still there.  Had Bunter being still there, the Remove could not have given in without surrendering him—and  that was not their idea at all.  But Bunter was gone!  He had chosen to take his fate into his own fat hands, and the cause of the rebellion had disappeared!  Nobody but the Bounder was likely to think of keeping it up, simply for the sake of a shindy.
  In fact, the juniors realised that, now that Bunter had dropped out, this visit from Mr. Quelch, and the offer of the olive branch, was a stroke of luck.  It gives them a chance of doing gracefully what they had no alternative but to do.
  Wharton glanced from face to face, and all the fellows nodded, only the Bounder shrugging his shoulders.
  The captain of the Remove opened the door.
  “Please come in, sir!” he said respectfully.
  Mr. Quelch stepped in.
  Whether he was angry with his form or not, there was no doubt that he was relieved  by this sudden and rather unexpected end of the rebellion.  He had had but a faint hope when he came to the Rag.
  “You will now go to your dormitory!” he said.  “You may leave Bunter here!”
  Without answering that, the Removites filed out of the Rag, the Bounder suppressing a grin as he went.
  When they were all out, the Remove master glanced around the long room without seeing Bunter there.
  “Bunter!” he rapped out.
   The juniors in the passage smiled.  Evidently Quelch was under the impression that the fat Owl was in hiding.
  “Bunter!”  Mr. Quelch’s voice grew deeper.  “Bunter!  Show yourself at once, Bunter!”
  Skinner, peeping back in the doorway, saw the Remove master stoop and peer under the table.  He chuckled.  But he dodged quickly after the other fellows, as Quelch came to the door.
  “Wharton!” called out the Form-master.
  “Yes, sir?”  Harry Wharton looked round.
  “Where is Bunter?”
  “I don’t know, sir!”
  “What do you mean, Wharton?”  Mr. Quelch’s voice was sharp.  “He was in this room with you!”
  “He left before you came, sir!” answered the captain of the Remove demurely.
  Mr. Quelch stared at him.  It dawned upon him now  why he had had such an easy success with the rebels.  Perhaps he wondered what would have happened had Bunter still been there.  Fortunately Bunter wasn’t!
  “You do not know where he is now, Wharton?” he asked at last.
  “No, sir!”
  “Very well.  You may go to your dormitory.”
  Some of the Removites had an impression that Quelch was not exactly displeased at the disappearance of the bone of contention.  As he did not want Bunter sacked, he could not really want to be the one to hand him over to that fate.
  The juniors marched off, and Mr. Quelch rustled away, greatly relieved in his mind.  He looked in at the prefect’s room, where Wingate and some more of the Sixth were up
  “Wingate!” said Mr. Quelch quietly.
  “Oh, yes, sir!” the Greyfriars captain jumped up.
  “I shall be obliged if you will see lights out for the Remove.”
  Wingate blinked.
  “Lights out form of the remove, sir?” he stuttered.  “B-b-but, sir, the Remove are barred in the Rag——”
  “My Form are in the dormitory, Wingate.” said Mr. Quelch calmly.  “And if you will kindly see lights out there—"
  “Oh!  Yes, sir, certainly!”  gasped the astonished Wingate.  And, in an amazed state, he made his way to the Remove dormitory—where he found the late rebels turning in. 
  “So you’re here, you young sweeps!” said Wingate, staring at them.
  “Here we are, you old sweep!” answered the Bounder.
  Bob Cherry swung round his pillow and caught Herbert Vernon-Smith on the head.  There was a yell from Smithy, as he sat down suddenly.
  “You silly ass!” he roared.  “What are——”
  “Shut up, Smithy!”
  “I’ll jolly well——”
  “You will get six, Vernon-Smith, if you don’t mind your step!” said Wingate quietly.  “Now turn in.”
  The Bounder had to realise that rebellion and cheeking the prefects, was already a thing of the past.  He turned in sulkily.
  Wingate put out the light, and left the dormitory.  Considering his experiences at the window of the Rag that afternoon, most of the juniors thought it was “jolly decent” of Wingate’s to be so cheerfully good tempered.  Only the Bounder had a grouse.
  “Quelch might have let us have some supper!” he grunted.
  “Oh, blow supper!” said Bob Cherry.  “we shall get back up in the morning, anyhow, and that’s something to be thankful for.”
  “I’ve a jolly good mind——”
  “Oh, cheese it, Smithy!”
  And the Bounder sulkily settled down to sleep, and, at that unusually late hour, it was not long before all the Remove were in the embrace of Morpheus.  What was going to happen on the morrow was rather doubtful; but the morrow was left to take care of itself.
  Mr. Quelch strolled into Common-room,  where the beaks were still in deep and eager discussion of the rebellion.  There was a faint smile on the Remove master’s face.  So far, the other masters knew nothing of the end of the “row.”
  Prout gave him a belligerent look.
   “May I ask, Mr. Quelch, whether the boys of your form are to be left where they are for the night?” he inquired sarcastically.
  “Certainly.” answered Mr. Quelch blandly .
  “They are to be left——”
  “Undoubtedly! ” 
  “Undisturbed——”
  “Quite!”
  “And you are satisfied was this state of affairs?” exclaimed Prout.
  “Perfectly!”
  “I do not think, sir, that the Head will be satisfied!” snorted Prout.
  “I think, on the other hand, that he will share my satisfaction.” answered the Remove master.  “I am sure he will be glad to learn that my Form have gone quietly to their dormitory: and are asleep in bed.  I am now going to inform him of the fact, and I have no doubt whatever that he will be of satisfied and pleased.”
  With that, Quelch walked out of the Common room again—leaving Prout with his mouth open, like all landed cod-fish, staring—all the wind taken out of his portly sails.

	                        THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                         Bunter, the Dodger!

CLANG!
  Snore!
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
  The clang of the rising bell, in the summer’s morning, was a sound to be expected in the Remove dormitory.  But the snore from Bunter’s bed was rather unexpected.    
  Bob Cherry sat up, and stared at that bed.  Billy Bunter’s fat face pressed the pillow, the eyes shut, and the mouth open.  What had become of Bunter when you went to bed the Removites had not known—only they could guess that he had been in search of provender.  Apparently he had arrived later, after they were asleep—for here he was, snoring.
  “Bunter!”  exclaimed Harry Wharton.
  “Jolly old Bunter!” grinned the Bounder.  “The beaks can’t know that he’s here, or they’d have hooked him out.”
  Snore!  
  The Remove turned out, all of them staring at the sleeping beauty.  Bunter snored on, regardless.  Sticky traces on his fat face seemed to hint that he had been successful in his search for provender overnight.  Bunter, it seemed, had not, after all, missed his supper.  The juniors grinned as they looked at him.  Plenty of fellows in Bunter’s peculiar circumstances, would have found it difficult to sleep peacefully.  Bunter, fortunately, could always sleep.  It was, in fact, his long suit.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry, bending over him.  “Wake up, Bunter!  Wake up, old fat bean
  Snore!
   Bob jerked off the bedclothes.  Then Billy Bunter came out of slumber with a jump.
  “Ow!  Beast!   Let me alone!  Ow!  Wharrer marrer?  Urrgh!”
  Bunter sat up, and blinked.
  He groped for his big spectacles, set them on his fat little nose, and blinked again at a crowd grinning faces.
  “Wharrer you wake me up for, you beasts?” he demanded.
  “Rising bell’s stopped!” said Harry Wharton.
    “Blow the rising bell!  No need for me to turn out at the bell!” grunted Bunter, “Gimme my blankets.”
  “Did you bag some grub last night, after all?” chuckled Bob.
  “Eh!  Yes!  Luckily, I found Mrs. Kebble’s supper laid, and she’d gone over to speak to Mrs. Mimble.” said Bunter.  “Lucky I saw her go, wasn’t it, and guessed that Mary might have laid supper in her room!”
  “Oh my hat!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “We never had any supper!” grunted Skinner.
  “Well, if you looked into the house-dame’s room, as I did, you could have had some!”  said Bunter.  “I wasn’t going without my supper, I can jolly well tell you.  Not that there was enough for me— only a cold chicken and a few odd things.  Still, it was better than nothing!  Look here, I’m not getting up yet——”
  “Suppose the beaks come and catch you here?” grinned Bob.
  “Oh, they won’t think of looking for me here.” said Bunter.  “That’s all right!  Gimme my bedclothes.”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, is that Quelch coming?” exclaimed Bob, suddenly.
  “Oh, lor’!”
  Bunter was out of bed with a bound.  With another bound, he vanished underneath it.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.
  “I say, you fellows!” gasped Bunter, from under the bed.   “Keep it dark!  Don’t let that beast know I’m here!  Oh, lor’!”
  “All serene, old fat man, nobody’s coming!” said Harry Wharton, laughing.  “But you’d better get some clobber on in case somebody does.”
  “Beast!”
  Bunter called out from under the bed.  Now that he was up, the fat junior realised that he had better get dressed and ready for dodging.  If he was going to remain at Greyfriars, in spite of the fact that he was expelled, it was evident that Bunter had a lot of dodging to do.
  Bob Cherry, as usual, was first out of the dormitory.  But when Bob went out, he came in again very quickly.  He spotted Wingate of the Sixth coming along from the stairs.
  “Look out, Bunter——“ he exclaimed.
  “Yah!”
  “Here comes Wingate——”
  “Rats!”
  “You silly ass——”
  “Beast!”
  Having had one false alarm, Bunter was not to be taken in a second time!  He did not trouble to park himself under a bed at the news that the Greyfriars captain was coming.
  A minute later, Wingate arrived at the door of the dormitory.  He looked in with a frowning brow.
  “Have you kids seen anything of Bunter?”  he demanded.  “I’ve just heard that he snaffled the house-dame’s supper last night, and it seems that he’s still in the House .  If you’ve seen him—why—what——”  Wingate broke off, as his eyes fell on a well known podgy figure and fat face.  “Bunter!”
  “Oh, crikey!”
  Wingate strode into the dormitory.
  “I say, you fellows, keep him off!” yelled Bunter, in alarm.  “I say, I won’t be taken to the Head!  I say, I’m not going to be sacked!  I say——”   The Owl of the Remove broke off, and started along the dormitory, before Wingate could reach him.
  “Stop!” roared Wingate.
  “Beast!” gasped Bunter.
  An outstretched hand touched his fat shoulder.  Bunter bounded headlong over a bed, barely escaping.
  “Go it, Bunter!” yelled the Bounder.
  Wingate rushed around the bed to grab Bunter on the other side.  The fat junior tore away up the dormitory.  Close on his track went the prefect, gaining fast.
  A few seconds more and the fat Owl would have been in his grasp.  At the psychological moment Fisher T. Fish put out a long bony leg, and Wingate stumbled over it and crashed.
  “Oh!”   he roared, as he hit the dormitory floor.  “Ow!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Good man, Fishy!”
  “Hook it, Bunter!”
  Bunter did not need telling!  He was hooking it, as fast as his fat little legs could go.  Before Wingate  could pick himself up, the Owl of the Remove vanished out of the dormitory doorway.  The patter of rapidly running feet died away down the passage.
  Wingate scrambled up, red with wrath.
  He glared round from Bunter,  but Bunter was gone.  Then he glared at Fisher T. Fish.
  “ You tripped me!” he roared.
  “I—I—I guess it was an accident, Wingate!” stammered Fisher T. Fish in great alarm.  “I’ll say it was jest an accident——I’ll say—whoop!  Yoooop!  Yarooop!  Oh scissors!  Oh great gophers and horned toads!  Yarooh!”
    Wingate seemed cross!  Had he had his official ashplant with him, no doubt he would have given Fishy “six.” As it was, he grasped the American junior, spun him over, and spanked him.
  Spank, spank, spank!
  Fisher T. Fish’s nasal voice was heard on its top note!  Wingate of the Sixth had a heavy hand.
  “Yaroop!  Let up!” shrieked Fishy.  “You pie-faced jay I’m saying let up!  Whoop!  Great Abraham Lincoln! Yoop!”
   “Rescue!” yelled Bob Cherry.
   “Stand back, you young sweeps!” roared Wingate.
    But the Removites did not stand back!  Fisher T. Fish had surprised the whole Form by taking a hand, or rather a foot, in helping Bunter to escape!  It was not Fishy’s way, as a rule, to help a lame dog over a style.  But he had done it, and the other fellows were not likely to leave him to bear the brunt unaided.
    Harry Wharton & Co.  rushed to the rescue.  The Remove rebellion had ended—but the spirit of rebelliousness was evidently not defunct.  The Famous Five collared Wingate on all sides, jerking him away from Fishy, and rolling him 
  “Pile in!” yelled the Bounder,  eager as usual for trouble.  And he led a hefty hand.
  Wingate, gasping for breath, hardly knowing whether he was on his head or his heels, was rolled out of the Remove dormitory.  He departed in a dishevelled and dusty state.
  “Ow!  Wow!  Ow!” groaned Fisher T. Fish, gurgling like an eel.  “  I’ll say I’m hurt!  I’ll sure say I’m a damaged some! Yep!  I’ll say this is the bee’s knee!  I’ll tell a man it’s the elephant’s side whiskers!  Wow!”
  “Good old Fishy!” said Bob.  “You’re not such a funk as you always made yourself out to be.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Ow!  Wow!  I guess I’m sure damaged!” groaned Fisher T. Fish.  “That pesky guy has beat me up, a few!   And then some!  Wow!”
  The Removites went down from the dormitory, Fisher T. Fish  wriggling his way after them.  Fisher T. Fish was damaged, and he was wriggling painfully;  but he had rather risen  in the estimation of his Form-fellows.  The Removites were not aware  that Fishy’s conscience was at work!  They were not, in fact, aware that he had a conscience!  But he had, and it rather worried him on Bunter’s account.  For Fishy, little as anyone at Greyfriars school suspected it, was the fellow who had “mopped” the ink over Mr. Prout, and who was justly entitled to the “sack” that had been awarded to the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove.
  That, however, was Fishy’s secret, which he was not likely to reveal.  He was concerned for the hapless Owl, even to the extent of helping him if he could; but not to the extent of owning up and taking his gruel!  With the sack in prospect, Fisher T. Fish was not likely to spill the beans.

  
                                        THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

                                             Gone from Greyfriars!

“WHERE’S Bunter!”
  “Gone!”
  “Must be gone!”
  It looked like it!
  There was rather a strained atmosphere  in the Remove Form room that day. The Removites could not help feeling acutely conscious of the fact that they had very recently been in rebellion against authority.  They had barred their headmaster out of the Rag.  They had handled prefects!  They could hardly expect the matter to blow over.
  But it seemed that it did
  Billy Bunter having vanished, probably the Head had decided that the least said the do the the soonest mended, and that the whole affair could be washed out and buried in oblivion.
  No doubt Mr. Quelch had used his influence in helping the Head to come to that wise and lenient decision.
  Greatly to the surprise of the Removites, and infinitely to the relief of most of them, nothing more was said on the subject of that outbreak in the Rag.
  The Bounder was a little disappointed.  He had been looking forward to a tremendous shindy.  But all the other fellows were relieved, and glad that the storm had blown over.
  If Bunter was gone, and the sentence of the “sack” carried into effect, they could do no more to help him; neither had Bunter’s peculiar kind of gratitude for services rendered increased their enthusiasm.
  And that he was gone seemed certain.
  Greyfriars school had been searched for him, almost combed with a small comb, and no trace of the fat Owl had been found.
  Skinner declared that if he was still about the place something would be seen or heard of him at dinner time.  But at dinner time nothing was seen or heard of him.  That, according to Skinner, settled it! It was unimaginable that Billy Bunter could miss a meal and keep quiet about it.
  “Gone!” said Bob Cherry, convinced at last.
  “The gonefulness is terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “The esteemed and absurd Bunter is now with the old mokes at home.”
  “I suppose the Head will hear from his father, if he’s got home.” said Harry Wharton.  “He must be gone!  It’s rotten hard luck, for we jolly well know that he never did it, and Quelch knows it as well as we do!  Still, I suppose the Head couldn’t do anything else, when the duffer took so much trouble to make it look as if he did it!  But—”  and the captain of the Remove broke off, frowning.
   “Nothing we can do now!” said Bob.
   “No!  Nothing!  But——”
   “It’s sure hard tack.” said Fisher T. Fish.  “but if the fat guy’s gone, he’s gone, and that’s that!”  
  “And what cannot be cured must go longest to the well, as the English proverb remarks!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “I guess it gets my goat, but it sure can’t be helped!” said Fishy, who was by no means easy in his mind.
  “Well, there’s one chance for him yet.” said Harry thoughtfully.  “It may come out who really inked Prout——”
  “Eh?” ejaculated Fisher T. Fish, in alarm.
  “If they get the right man, they’re bound to let Bunter come back.” argued the captain of the Remove.
  “Oh, wake snakes!”   murmured Fisher T. Fish.  “I guess it was one of the Fifth, you guys, and they’ll never cinch him!  Nope!”  and Fisher T. Fish hastily detached himself from the group of Removites, and jerked away.
  Fisher T. Fish was very far from anxious for the fellow who had it inked Prout to be discovered!  Fishy was genuinely concerned for Bunter; but he was still more deeply and closely concerned for himself.
  Harry Wharton & Co.  went down to the cricket ground after class, for practice.  They could not help feeling troubled about Bunter, whom they regarded as the victim of an unjust fate; but at the same time they realised that they were very well out of the “row” with the Head.  Bunter had solved a very difficult problem-by clearing out of the school—if he had cleared out. And it looked as if he had.
  When the juniors came in from cricket, however, the captain of the Remove was called into his Form-masters study.  He found Mr. Quelch with a knitted and troubled brow. 
  “Has anything been seen of Bunter to-day, Wharton?” asked the Remove master abruptly .
  “Not that I know of, sir, since this morning in the dorm.”  answered Harry, in surprise.  “Hasn’t he gone home?”
  “It was taken for granted that he had, Wharton, when he could not be found in the school.  But Dr. Locke has communicated with his father, of course; and it appears, from Mr. Bunter’s reply, that the boy has not gone home, so far, at all events.”
  “He can’t be here, sir!” said Harry.
  “I am sure not; and yet what can he been doing?” said Mr. Quelch, with a very worried look.  “It may be that he dared not face his father, having been expelled from the school.  He can scarcely be staying away from home, however, unless he is provided with money.  Are you aware whether he is provided with money, Wharton?”
  Wharton smiled faintly.
  “I’m pretty sure not, sir.”  he answered.  “He’s generally pretty hard up.”
  “Very well, Wharton; if you know nothing of him, you may go.”
  And Wharton went.
  He followed his friends up to the Remove passage.  There was going to be tea in study No. 14—the study that belonged to Squiff, Johnny Bull, and Fisher T. Fish.  Wharton’s brow was thoughtful as he joined his chums.
  “Anything up?” asked Bob Cherry.
   “Bunter’s not gone home!” answered Harry.
   “Where the dickens can he be, then?”
   “Goodness knows!”
   “Poor old Bunter!” said Nugent.
  The juniors went along to study No. 14.  As they reached that study the door opened, and Fisher T. Fish  came out suddenly.  He came out as if he was doing a nose dive, and landed in the passage with a bump and a yell.
  “What the thump!” ejaculated Wharton.
  But the cause of Fish’s sudden and startling exit from his study was visible the next moment—in the shape of a boot in the doorway.  The boot belonged to Johnny Bull.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  What’s this game?” roared Bob Cherry.
  Johnny came out of the study.
  “That skinny tick is at the money lending accounts again!”  he snorted.  “I’ve kicked him out!  If he comes in, I’m going to kick him out again!”
  “You pie faced clam!” gasped Fisher T. Fish, scrambling up on his bony legs.  “You dog-goned, pesky jay, I guess a guy’s coming into his own study!”
  “Do!” said Johnny Bull grimly.
  Fisher T. Fish glared at him.
  “I’ll sure make potato scrapings of you, if you aim to keep me out of my own study!” he howled.
  “Get on with it!”
  “Aw, go and chop chips!” snorted Fisher T. Fish; and, instead of making potato scrapings of Johnny Bull—which might have proved a rather difficult task—Fishy went along the passage to the box room stair.  Trouble in study No 14 was not infrequent for the Shylock of Greyfriars; and on such occasions he was wont to retire to the box room to do his precious business accounts.
  “Come in, you men!” said Johnny hospitably, his ferocious glare at Fishy  changing into a grin of welcome to his chums.  “You can lend a hand getting tea!  The stuff’s in the cupboard!”
  After cricket practice all the juniors had good appetites,  and were ready for tea.  They crowded into Study No. 14.   Johnny Bull opened the door of the study cupboard.  He reached in to lift out a parcel of tuck, placed there earlier in the day, to unpack it for tea.
  But he did not lift out a parcel of tuck.
  He stared into the cupboard.
  “What——” he began.  “Who——”
  “Hand it out, old bean.”  said Squiff.  “What’s the row?”
  “You haven’t shifted it?” asked Johnny, glancing around at the Australian junior.
  “Eh?  No!  Isn’t it there?”
  “No!”
  “Wha-at”
  The other fellows stared into the cupboard.  Like that of the well known Mrs. Hubbard, it was bare.  The parcel of tuck, laid in for tea for six, was torn from their gaze like a beautiful dream!
  “Great pip!” exclaimed Bob Cherry blankly.  “Look here, what’s become of it?  There’s no grub raider in the Remove now that Bunter’s gone.”
  “Bunter!” gasped Johnny Bull.
  “But he’s gone——”
  “Has he?” snorted Johnny.  “Does this look like it?”
  “Oh, my hat!”
  The chums of the Remove gazed into the empty cupboard.  They gazed at one another.  All through that day it looked as if Bunter had gone.  But at tea time undoubtedly it looked as if he hadn’t!

                                       THE NINTH CHAPTER.

                                        The Haunted Box-room!

“WHAT the great horned toad!” grunted Fisher T. Fish.
  Fishy was irritated.
  It was not the first time that he had been kicked out of his study, when either Johnny Bull or Squiff had come upon him engaged in his amateur moneylending business there.  It had, indeed, happened often;   but Fishy had never grown to like it.  He was feeling quite cross as he went up the narrow stair to the box room.   As he would have expressed it, his dander was riz.  And he was still more annoyed when, crossing the the the little landing outside the box room door, he heard a sound within. 
  Most fellows hardly ever came up to the box room, unless they happened to want some are people that had been left in a box or a trunk.  But there were certain fellows who made it a resort on certain occasions.  Skinner left and & Co., when they had expanded pocket money recklessly on smokes, would seek that secluded apartment to smoke their cigarettes in safety from beaks and prefects.
  Fishy had no objection to Skinner & Co. playing the “giddy ox” as much as they liked, but he did object to their presence when he was going to immerse himself deep in accounts and revel in the calculation of profits.  It was sure fierce, Fishy considered, if a galoot, fired out of his own shebang, could not find peace and repose in a dog-gone box-room.  So he gave an angry grunt as he tramped on the little landing and hurled open the box-room door.
  “Say, you gecks, see here——”  began Fisher T. Fish.
  Then he broke off as he saw that the room was empty.
  He stared round it in astonishment.
  He was sure that he had heard a sound within —the sound of a hurried movement.  Yet there was no one to be seen.
  “Search me!” ejaculated the puzzled Fishy.
  He looked round, among the boxes.  He even looked into the great trunk belonging to Lord Mauleverer.    But there was no one to be found.  Skinner & Co.  had not dashed out of sight,  fearful of being caught by a prefect.  Skinner & Co. were not there.
  Fishy wondered whether it had been  the house-dame’s cat.  But there was no sign of a cat, and the window was shut.
  He concluded at length back his long, sharp ears must have deceived him.  Anyhow, there was nobody there.  Dismissing the puzzle from his mind, the American junior proceeded to business.
  He drew various papers from his pockets, into which they had been hastily crammed in Study No. 14,—and a little account-book—the same book that had once fallen into Mr. Prout’s hands, and to recover which Fishy had taken the terrific risk of squirting the Fifth Form master with the ink Bunter had got all ready for him.
  Fishy was very careful indeed  of that book now.  He had lost it once, owing to Squiff pinching it out of the study window, when it had dropped on Prout’s head.  Now it was safe in his possession again, though his method of recovering it had caused more than a spot of a bother.
  He laid it on top of Lord Mauleverer’s big trunk, which he used as a table, with his papers.  He sat on a smaller box.  He took out his fountain-pen and started on figures.
  Fishy revelled in figures.  He liked—indeed, loved—adding up the small sums he  received in interest on the little loans he made a among impecunious fags.  Fishing could not wait till he was grown if th and up before he started business operations.  He was too keen on the “ dullars” for that.  Many can various were fish is schemes for making money; and then did not all turn up trumps, by any means.  Often he came out, as he would have expressed it, at the little end of the horn!  But he always began again, with undiminished confidence in his own vast abilities.
  Deep as he was in that entrancing occupation, Fishy suddenly started and looked up, as a sound fell on his ears.  It was the sound of a grunt; and Fishy could have sworn that either there was an escaped pig from a neighboring farm and, or that Billy Bunter was somewhere around.  He stared round him, puzzled.
  He was alone!  That was clear.   Nobody else was in the box-room.  Yet he was certain that he had heard a fat grunt.
  He scanned the room, from the dusty old ceiling, the bare walls, to the bare planks of the floor.    Had his ears deceived him again?  He rose from his box, stepped quietly to the door, opened it suddenly, and stared out.  Nobody was there.
  “Carry me home to die!” murmured the puzzled Fishy.  “I guess I’m hearing things a few!  I’m sure beat!”
  He sat down to his accounts again.  This time, however, he did not succeed in seeking his cute, so deeply in the enthralling subject of money.  Every now and then he glanced up, with a suspicious eye, as if in doubt whether some unseen fellow was larking with him.
  Grunt!
  Fishy jumped.
  There it was again—and this time there could be no mistake!  Clearly and distinctly he had heard a fat grunt, such as might have emanated from Billy Bunter when short of breath. 
  “That fat geck!” breathed Fishy.
   But he was more complex than ever.  If it was Bunter, where was Bunter?  Unless the fat junior had borrowed the cloak-of-darkness from the fairy tale and could make himself invisible, he was not in the box room.  But if Bunter was not,  his grunt was.  And Bunter’s grunt could scarcely be there without Bunter!
  It was puzzling, perplexing—in fact, unnerving.  It seemed as if the Remove box-room was haunted by a disembodied grunt!  Fisher T. Fish quite forgot even his precious accounts as he stared about him.
   “Search me!” he murmured, with quite a creepy,  uneasy feeling.  It was rather disconcerting to be haunted by Billy Bunter’s grunt.
  Fishy give another start as there was the sound of a creak.  His eyes almost bulged from his head as they were fixed on the floor in a dark corner of the room.  In that corner a board was rising from the floor as if of its own volition.  Fishy gazed at it, spellbound.
  It was a short, but wide, length of board, which had rested on the floor joists, but was resting on them no longer!  It was tilting up on one end in the most astonishing way.
  But a moment more, and that strange mystery was explained.  From the cavity in the floor, pushing up the board,  appeared a fat and rather grubby hand.  It was followed into view by a fat and exceedingly grubby face.
  “Search me!” gasped  Fisher T. Fish.
  Billy Bunter, with his fat face on his fat head projecting from the opening in the box-, blinked round him through his big spectacles and grunted breathlessly.
  Then, as he sighted the stounded Fishy staring at him, he gave a sudden squeal of alarm and disappeared, and the plank fell back into its place with a thud!
  Bunter had vanished again!  And Fisher T. Fish stared blankly at the floor that hid the Owl of the Remove from sight.
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                                   THE TENTH CHAPTER.	

                                            Lying Low!  

“CARRY me home to die!”  gasped Fisher T. Fish.
  He rose from his box and crossed to the corner of the room.  Now that he bent his head and scanned it closely he could see that that short board was loose.  The nails that had once secured it to the joists underneath had been loosened by time, no doubt.  Anyhow, there were now pulled out, and the board lay in place, unsecured.
  That was Bunter’s hiding place—Bunter’s latest!  Certainly, it was not likely to be spotted, or even suspected.
  “Waal, search me!” murmured Fisher T. Fish.  “The pie-faced geck!  The pesky gink!  He ain’t hit the horison, after all!    He’s sure still around!  It’s the frog’s pyjamas!"
    He stared down at the loose board.  Bunter, he guessed, skulked in the box-room and retreated to that dismal hiding place when he heard anybody coming.  It could not have been nice there—in darkness, and dust, and spiders.  Even the sack and an angry reception from Mr. Bunter at home would have been preferable to a prolonged residence in that unsalubrious quarter.
  Fishy, as he stood over the hiding place, frowned with annoyance.  He had not wanted Bunter sacked.  He had, indeed, lent the hunted Owl a helping hand.  But, at the same time, Bunter’s departure from Greyfriars would have made all safe for Fishy.  And  “Safety First” was Fishy’s motto; and he was extremely unused to thinking of anyone but Fisher Tarleton Fish.  It was rather a blow to Fishy to discover that Bunter was still at Greyfriars, playing his weird game of hide and seek with the school authorities.
  But Fishy, unscrupulous as he was in the pursuit of cash, had his limits.  Had there been a reward offered for the discovery of Bunter, the fat Owl’s fate would have trembled in the balance.  Fisher T. Fish  could hardly have resisted the lure of cash.  Now, annoyed as he was, Fishy was feeling that it was up to him to stand by the hunted Owl, so far as he could do so without undue peril to his precious self.  Undoubtedly it was on Fishy’s conscience that he had done the deed for which Bunter had been expelled.
  He jerked up the loose boards from the joists.
  There was a startled, breathless squeak from below.
  “Oh, lor!”
  “O. K., you fat gink!” snapped Fisher T. Fish.  “You can sure come out!”
  Bunter’s fat face glimmering up from the dark below.
  “Oh!  Is it you, Fishy?” he gasped.
  “I guess it ain’t no other guy!” grunted Fisher T. Fish.
  Up from the gap in the floor came the head and shoulders of the fat Owl.  Bunter gasped with relief.
  “I say, its jolly stuffy down there!” he gasped.  “I say, was it you I saw when I lifted the board a moment ago?  I said it might be one of those beasts hunting me!—I say, nobody knows I’m here what?”
  “I’ll sure say that nobody is wise to it.”  aid Fisher T Fish.
  Bunter crawled out and shook off dust and cobwebs .  Fisher T. Fish stared down into the cavity under the floor.  There was a wide space between the box-room floor and the ceiling of the apartment below, though not enough for a fellow to stand upright in.  Resting on two beams was a box, which Bunter had taken down apparently to serve as a store cupboard.  The lid was open, and Fishy could see bottles of ginger-beer, several paper packets, and other things, in the box.  Evidently the hunted Owl had snaffled supplies of food from somewhere.
  “Waal, I’ll say this is the bee’s knee!” said Fisher T Fish.  “Say, you gink, how long you figure you’re going to keep up this game?
  “ Bunter sat down on a trunk and gasped for breath.
  “Well, I’m not going home.” he said.  “I told the Head I couldn’t go home.  My father would be in a fearful wax if I went cold in the middle of the term!  Besides, I’m not going to be sent sacked!  I never inked Prout, did I?”
  He wiped dust from his big spectacles and set them on his fat little nose again.
  “I thought Quelch’s would see me through.” went on Bunter.  “ Quelch knows I never did it.  He’s rather let me down.  Still there’s a chance, Fishy—-they may find the man who inked Prout——”
  “Oh!”
  “Then it will be all right, won’t it?”
  “Oh!”
   “Some absolutely cringing worm, you know.”  said Bunter.  “Fancy a fellow keeping mum  and letting another fellow be sacked for him?  What do you think of a rotter like that, Fishy?”
  Fisher T. Fish did not answer that question.  It was rather a difficult one for him to answer, in the circumstances.
  “Of course, in his place, I’d own up like a shot.” said Bunter.
  “Aw, can it!” grunted Fisher T. Fish.
  “ Don’t let on that you’ve seen me here, Fishy.  It’s pretty safe to camp here, and dodge under that plank when anybody comes.  I can keep it up, so long as I have enough grub.  Luckily, I found some things in Johnny’s study.  I looked around when the fellows were in class, you know.  Lucky, wasn’t it!”
  “I’ll say Bull sure thinks so.” said Fisher T Fish sarcastically.
  “I shall be all right for supper.”  said Bunter.  “It’s not pleasant here—still, it’s no worse than class; and prep, you know.  After all, it’s something to be getting out of classes.”
  Evidently Bunter, in his peculiar position, was able to see the silver lining to the cloud.
  “Don’t jaw it all over the place that you’ve seen me here.” went on the Owl of the Remove.  “But you can tell Toddy, and Wharton, and Bob Cherry—they’ll stand by me.  In fact, I want them to know.  I want somebody to snake me some blankets from the dormitory—I shall have to camp out here tonight.  And I shall want some supper.  Tell my friends I expect them to rally around.”
   “Search me!” said Fisher T Fish.
   Bunter gave a sudden start.  There was a creak of the box-room stairs under a footstep.
    He jumped up and dived into his hiding place.  Swiftly Fisher T. Fish replaced the board over him,  and the floor presented its normal appearance.  As swiftly he jumped his account book and papers into his pocket.  Then, as a footstep crossed the landing to the door, Fishy bent over a box, as if looking for something within.  If it was a master coming he had to account for his presence in the box-room.
  The door opened.
  The angular figure and frowning face  of Mr. Quelch appeared.  He stared at Fisher T. Fish, and then glanced quickly round the room.
  “What are you doing here, Fish?”
  Fishy jumped up from the box.
  “Oh, I guess I didn’t see you, sir!  Looking for a book I left in my box, sir; but I guess I can’t find it.”
  “You are alone here?”
  “Yep!” 
  “ I thought I heard voices.” said Mr. Quelch.
  “Did you, sir?  I guess I was just saying I wondered where that pesky book had got to?” said Fisher T. Fish innocently.
  “You have not seen Bunter, Fish?”
  “Bunter?” repeated Fisher T. Fish.  “Hasn’t he gone home, sir?  All the fellows think he’s gone home.”
  Fishy, as he answered the Remove master, was listening, in an agony of apprehension, for a sound from Bunter.  In the stuffy atmosphere of his peculiar hiding place, Bunter was only too likely to snort, or sniff, or gasp, or grunt.  Any such sound would have put the Remove master on the track at once.
  Fortunately, the Owl of the Remove remained quite silent.  Mr. Quelch glanced round the room again.
  He was suspicious, Fishy could see that.  Evidently he had visited the Remove box-room, with the idea that the hunted Owl might be lying low there.  Still, there was nothing to be seen of Bunter,  and nothing to be heard from him.  The Remove master went out of the box room, and Fisher T Fish, breathing hard through his long, thin nose, wiped a spot of perspiration from his brow.
  He did not linger in the room.  A minute after Mr. Quelch was gone, Fisher T. Fish was gone also.  When the loose board was lifted again and Billy Bunter blinked out, the box-room was empty. 

                                      THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                                 The Heavy Hand!

“UNPRECEDENTED!” said Mr. Prout.
  Other members of the staff were not always, indeed seldom, in agreement with Prout.  But now they agreed with that pompous and portly gentleman.  It was unprecedented.
  The whole school agreed that it was.
  Such a state of affairs was, in fact, incredible.  Not only was it unprecedented—it was unparalleled—another of Prout’s favourite words.
  Several days had passed.
  Days, whole days—nights, whole nights, and the mystery of Billy Bunter remained a mystery.
    He had not gone home.  Replies from Mr. William Samuel Bunter——very tart replies—made that fact clear.  Mr. Bunter had seen nothing of his hopeful son.  And Mr. Bunter made it plain that he regarded the headmaster of Greyfriars as responsible in the matter.
  As Bunter had not gone home, and as he was not to be found at Greyfriars, there had been an early impression that he was, so to speak, wandering in space.  But that impression had soon been corrected.
  Bunter, it was certain, was still in or about the school.
  Evidence to that effect accumulated.  
  Bedclothes had been surreptitiously removed from Bunter’s bed in the Remove dormitory.  That bed being no longer required for a fellow who was no longer there, Mrs. Kebble, the house dame, had been going to pack the things away.  But they had disappeared.
  Sheets and blankets, pillow and bolster, even the mattress, had disappeared.  Obviously, they had been taken by Bunter, or for Bunter, and the fact pointed clearly to his continued presence at Greyfriars.  He was camping somewhere.
  But where?
  That remained a mystery; though the head and the other masters suspected that it was not a mystery to all the Remove.  They had little doubt that the hunted Owl had confederates in his Form.  It was pretty certain that Bunter himself could not have carried off all those things from the Remove dormitory unseen and undiscovered.  Some other person had carried them off for him—probably a number of other persons.  Probably a dozen fellows had had a hand in it.
  Apart from the vanished bedclothes there were traces discovered of an unseen and surreptitious inhabitant of the House.
  Wherever Bunter was obviously he could not stay permanently in the same spot, like St. Simon Stylites on his celebrated pillar.
  Bunter was not keen on exercise, but he had to get some exercise.  He was not keen on fresh air, but he had to come up to breathe, as it were, like a whale.  And he was keen on grub—fearfully keen.  That somebody was secretly supplying him with food, was fairly certain.  That Bunter did not regard the supply as sufficient, was equally clear—for on several nights there had been raids on the larder.  These could only be attributed to a hidden and hungry Bunter.
  Prout was certainly right in declaring that it was unprecedented.  He might even have used a longer word if he had thought of one.
  Some of the fellows took it as a joke.  There was a great deal of merriment on the subject of the hidden Owl.
  Sixth Form prefects  were still looking for him; but after such a lapse of time they naturally did not look very hard or very often.  Really, they had other matters to think about.  Loder of the Sixth, anxious to “grease” up to the Head by a keen attention to duty, was the keenest.  But Loder had no luck.  Coker of the Fifth, who had no business to meddle in the matter at all, barged in for that very reason, and twice or thrice was Horace Coker rolled down the Remove staircase, when he went a-hunting in that quarter.  The Removites tried to make it clear unto Coker that a Fifth Form man was expected to mind his own business, and, in fact, they made it painfully clear.
  This state of affairs, with an expired fellow hiding somewhere in the school, could not, of course, continue.  Only it did continue.  Left on his own, no doubt Bunter would soon have been rooted out.  But with confederates in the Remove, helping him in every way, he was not rooted out, and, indeed, it began to make as if he might finish the term at Greyfriars under these extraordinary conditions.
  That the Head was deeply annoyed and angry all Greyfriars knew.  What Mr. Quelch’s thought about it nobody knew, as the Remove master said nothing, and his face gave no sign.  Perhaps he was hoping that the real assailant of Prout might be brought to light and the hapless Owl cleared and pardoned.  But of that assailant identity, if it was not indeed Bunter, nobody had the remotest suspicion.
  “Scandalous!” said Prout in Common-room.  “I have said that it is scandalous, and I repeat it!”
  “Very extraordinary at least!”  said Mr. Capper.  “Quelch ought to do something as the boy’s Form-master.”
  Snort from Prout.
  “I fear that Quelch does not wish the boy to be found and sent away.”  he said.  “I cannot help suspecting so.  I fear that he approves of this defiance of the headmaster’s authority.”
  “My dear Prout——” murmured Capper.
  “But, sir,” said Prout,   “something should be done!  Something must be done, sir,  and something shall!  And if Quelch will not take steps, I will, sir!”
  Prout raised a plump hand.
  “Wherever the boy is hidden,”  he said, “  it is clear that he ventures forth at night.  Proofs have been found of this.  By day he dare not reveal himself, but at night, sir, he steals forth, like an animal from its lair!  Watch must be kept for him.”
  “Dear me!” said Capper.
  “Perhaps, Capper, you would care to sit up with me and keep watch for the rascal?” suggested Prout.
  “It is hardly my affair, Prout” said Mr. Capper hastily.  Whether it was his affair or not, the Fourth Form-master had no fancy for sitting up all night in company with the pompous Prout.
  “What do you say, Hacker?” asked Prout, turning to the master of the Shell.  “Would you care——”
   “I should not!” said Hacker briefly.
    “Another snort from Prout!
   “Then I shall stay up by myself!” he said, with dignity.  “And I have little doubt that I shall catch that young rascal when he ventures forth from his lair.”
  Whereat the other beaks smiled.  Prout was a good sleeper, as the snore that was often heard from his room testified.  It was probable that if Prout stayed up on the watch, he would nod off in a very short time, and that the surreptitious Owl would have little to fear from him.  Prout, however, was determined.   It was time, in Prout’s opinion, that this unprecedented state of affairs came to an end.
  Dr. Locke was of the same opinion.  While Prout was holding forth in Masters Common-room, the headmaster of Greyfriars was in Mr. Quelch’s study, consulting with the master of the Remove.
  “it is nearly a week, my dear Quelch ” said the Head, “and obviously the present state of affairs cannot be allowed to continue.  I have had several communications from Mr. Bunter of a tart—I might almost say disagreeable—nature.”
  “No doubt, sir.” said Quelch, “But——”
  “It is clear,” said the Head, “that the boy could not remain in hiding in this way without help from others.”
  Quelch was silent.  He was well aware of that, and at the bottom of his heart he did not blame the fellows for standing by a junior whom they believed to be unjustly sacked.
  “I shall question the Remove on the subject.” said Dr. Locke.  “Please have your Form assembled in the Form-room.”
   “Very well, sir.” said Mr. Quelch quietly.
  Ten minutes later the Remove were assembled, and the Head came into the Form-room.  His face was grave, almost portentous.
  “Trouble coming!” murmured Bob Cherry.
  “Bet your hat!” agreed the Bounder.
  “Silence in the Form!” barked Mr. Quelch.
   There was silence in the form.  All eyes were fixed on the stern face of the Head.
  “Boys of the Remove,” said Dr. Locke in a deep voice,  “you are aware that Bunter, of this Form, remains in concealment in the school.  It is certain that he has assistance from members of this Form.  All boys who are aware of Bunter’s present whereabouts will step out.
  Nobody stepped out.
  “ No takers!” murmured the Bounder, and there was a suppressed chuckle.  
  The Head waited—in vain!  Grimmer and sterner grew his brow.
  “Very well!” he said, in a tone that hinted that it was far from well.  “Very well!  Until Bunter is found, this Form will be detained for all half-holidays.”
  There was a gasp from the whole Remove.
  This was rather drastic!
  “On every half-holiday, so long as Bunter remains in hiding at Greyfriars, this Form and will remain in the Form-room, and will be given a Latin lesson!” said the Head.
   There was a moment’s silence.  Then the Bounder called out;
   “Shame!”
  Dr. Locke started.
  “What?  What?  Who spoke?” he exclaimed.
  “I did, sir!” said Vernon-Smith coolly.
  “Shame!”
  Dr. Locke started.
  “What?  What?  Who spoke?” he exclaimed.
  “I did, sir!” said Vernon-Smith coolly.
  “Vernon-Smith——as quotes
  “Shame!” roared Bob Cherry.  He would not have said it, but he was not going to leave Smithy to face the music alone.
  “Cherry——”
    “Shame!  Shame!  Shame!” came a roar from a dozen Removites.
  Dr. Locke’s face was crimson.
    “Mr. Quelch,”  he snapped, “I am sorry to see this state of rebellious disrespect in your Form.  I trust, sir, that you will be able to induce your form to treat their headmaster with greater respect.  That, sir, is all that I have to say!”
  And the Head whisked out of the Form-room.
  There was silence again.  Mr. Quelch’s face was pale with mortification.  The Remove wondered whether there were going to be “whoppings” all round.  Mr. Quelch picked up his cane.  To the general surprise, he laid it down again.
  “Dismiss!” he barked.
   And the Remove marched out—un-whopped!


                                      THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

                                              Coker on the Track!

  COKER of the Fifth frowned.
  Coker was in the school shop with his friends, Potter and Greene, after class.  They had been at cricket practice with the Fifth, and Coker, as was his custom on the cricket ground, had been adding considerably to the gaiety of existence at Greyfriars.
  Now he was entertaining Potter and Greene with a description of what would have happened if something else hadn’t happened to happen.  It appeared that when he bowled to Blundell’s wicket, that wicket would infallibly have gone down but for this, that, or the other!  When, on the other hand, Coker batted, and Fitzgerald of the Fifth knocked his bails off six times in succession, amid laughter, it appeared that Coker was not really batting badly.  Thus, that, or the other had caused his wicket to go down like clockwork!
  Listening to Coker of the Fifth, one might have supposed that a really good bowler was a fellow who did not take wickets, while a first-class bat was a man who incessantly captured ducks’eggs!
   Coker entertained his friends with this; but they did not mind, as he was also entertaining them with cake and ginger beer.  There is no rose without a thorn, and there was no cake and ginger-pop for Potter and Greene without conversation from Coker.  So they gave the great Horace his head.
  But Coker left off talking cricket, and frowned, as aforesaid, as a bunch of Remove juniors came into the tuckshop.  And the three Fifth Formers were sitting at a little table in the corner, and Harry Wharton & Co.  did not even glance at them.  But Coker gave the cheery Co. his very special attention, frowning disapprovingly.
  Coker noted that the Famous Five were making purchases which they did not consume on the spot.  Fellows often did make purchases to be conveyed to their studies for tea.  But it was after tea time now, and Coker was drawing conclusions.  Coker new, as everybody else knew, that somebody must be supplying the hidden Owl of the Remove with food.  Already he suspected the Famous Five of being the “somebodies.”
   “It’s rotten!” grunted Coker.
  Potter raised his eyebrows.
  The three were eating cake, and Potter rather naturally supposed that Coker’s remark referred to the cake.  He had not noticed the chums of the Remove come in, and was unaware of the thoughts that were passing in Coker’s powerful brain.
  “Rather good, I thought.” he answered.
  “What?” ejaculated Coker.
  “Don’t you think so, Greeney?”
  “Quite!” said Greene, with his mouth full.
  Coker’s stared at them.
  “Well, I say it’s rotten!” he snapped.  “I say that it’s absolutely rotten, and it’s time it was finished, see?”
  “Well, we’ll finish it, if you like.” said Potter, still referring to the cake. 
  “Certainly!” said Greene heartedly.  “Leave it too us, Coker, if you like.  We’ll finish it.”
  “Fat lot you could do!” said Coker’s disdainfully.  “Even the Head doesn’t seem able to do anything!”
  “The H-Head!” stuttered Potter.
  “Or Quelch!” said Coker.  “Mind, I don’t think Quelch is keen on it.  I shouldn’t be surprised if he’d be willing to let it last all through the term.”
  This was Greek to Potter and Greene.
  “But it’s going to finish!”  said Coker darkly.  “ The prefects can’t do anything.   I fancy I can.  And I’m going to.”
  It dawned on Potter and Greene that Coker was not, after all, talking about the cake!  What he was talking about they did not know!  Neither did they care very much.
  “It’s lasted a whole week now.” went on Coker.  Obviously this could not refer to the cake.  “plus a state of affairs, if you ask me!  Not that I expect you fellows care!  It’s our Form-master who was drenched with ink by that fat young scoundrel Bunter!  Its up against the Fifth, in a way.  But you fellows don’t care!”
  “Oh!” gasped Potter.  
  He realised that Coker was talking about the affair of Bunter.
  “Prout’s an old ass,” went on Coker, “and a bit of a blighter!  Look how he rags a man in class; and, mind you, he’s generally wrong!  I’ve never been satisfied with Prout!”
  “Poor old Prout!” murmured Greene.  “He must feel that!”
  “He doesn’t seem to, that I know of.” answered Coker, who was blind and deaf to sarcasm.  “Too much bounce!  Pompous old ass, to put it plain!  Still, he’s our beak!  Remove fags ain’t going to rag our beak and get away with it!  What?” Coker jerked his head towards the Famous Five.  “Look at those young sweeps!  What do you think they are up to?”
  “Scoffing tuck, I suppose!” yawned Potter. 
  He was not in the slightest degree interested in the juniors.
  “They’re packing it into a bag!” said Coker.
   “Are they?” yawned Greene, without troubling to turn his head.
  Coker was afflicted with a constitutional inability to mind his own business.  But this seemed rather the outside edge, even for Coker.  Why he was concerned about the Remove fellows, and what they were doing with their tuck, was a mystery to Potter and Greene.
  “They are!” said Coker.  “And I know why!”
  Coker paused, evidently in the expectation that Potter and Greene would display keen curiosity.  But they didn’t!  They did not seem to care whether Coker knew why, or didn’t know why.  They got themselves to more cake.  The cake was good, even if the state of affairs was, as Coker stated, rotten!
Potter and Greene were more deeply interested in the cake than in the state of affairs.
  “I no one in!” repeated Coker, handing out the news unasked, as it was not inquired after.  “They’re feeding that young villain Bunter!  They’re getting that bag of grub to take to him now.”
  “Young asses.” said Potter.  “Decent of them to stick to the sticky little beast though, what?”
  “Don’t be a silly ass, Potter!” 
   “Well, it’s rather decent of them, Coker.” said Greene.  “They’ve got some idea that the fat lunatic never did it ink Prout.”
  “Don’t be a fathead, Greene!”
  “Look here——”
  “Shut up, if you can’t talk sense!” suggested Coker.
  Potter and Greene devoted themselves to cake.  Both of them intended to remember a pressing engagement as soon as the cake was finished.  And it was at its last slices now.
   “It's rotten, as I said!”  resumed Coker.  “It’s got to be finished! I’m going to finish it!  I know what those young sweeps are up to!  When they go out of the shop with that bag we’re going after them!”
   “Are we?” murmured Potter.
  “We’re going to shadow them to where that fat tick Bunter is hidden!” explained Coker.  “Then we can root him out!  See?”
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “It will show the Sixth that they aren’t everybody, if Fifth Form men handle a thing that’s got them beat!” said Coker, evidently very keen on showing the Sixth Form of Greyfriars that they weren’t everybody!   “Hallo, they’re going!  Come on! ”
  Coker jumped up and.  Porter and Green's bolted the last relics of the cake and followed suit.  Harry Wharton & Co.  were going out of the school shop up, Bob Cherry carrying the bag under his arm.  Coker’s hurried after them, and Potter and Greene followed Coker—more slowly.
  Behind Coker they exchanged a glance and a wink.
  “Are we shadowing those fags, Greeney?” murmured Potter.
  “I don’t think!” murmured Greene.
  And as Horace Coker strode across the quad, on the track of the Famous Five, Potter and Greene turned a corner and strolled away to the cricket grounds.  If Coker was going to play detective, Coker was going to play it on his own.  Unaware, for the moment, of this base desertion, Horace Coker strode on, and did not look around for his followers two of the Famous Five went into the House.
  Then Coker turned to speak to  Potter and Greene, whom he supposed to be  at his heels, as faithful followers of so great a man ought to have been.
  “That’s pretty clear,” he said.  “The fat tick’s in the House and they’re going——”  Coker broke off, staring.	  “Potter!  Greene!	 Well, my hat, if those silly owls haven’t wandered off somewhere!  Potter!  Greene!  Coker hooted.  “Greene!  Potter!”
    But answer there came none!  Coker gave an angry snort!
  But he had no time to look for Potter and Greene if he was going to keep on the track of the Famous Five.  Having expressed his feelings by a snort, Coker hurried into the House.
  He glimpsed the juniors on the stairs, and followed them up.  They were heading for the Remove passage, and Coker would have preferred his friends with him  when he entered that rather perilous quarter.  But Horace Coker feared no foe; indeed, it seemed to be Coker’s chief mission in life to demonstrate the truth of the proverb “that fools rush in where angels fear to tread!”
  Harry Wharton & Co.  disappeared up the Remove staircase, and Coker negotiated that staircase after them.
  He stopped on the Remove landing  and looked along the passage.  Nobody was in sight.  Most of the fellows were out of doors, after tea,  in the bright summer weather.  But five fellows, at least, were about—Coker had seen them come up!  Apparently they had gone into one of the studies.  Coker trod cautiously along the passage, his eyes gleaming.   He felt, he knew, that he was on the track!
  And he was!  For from the half open door of study No. 7 in the Remove, a fat and well known voice reached his ears.
  “I say, you fellows!  You kept me waiting a jolly long time!   I say, I’m fearfully hungry!  I say, I hope you didn’t forget the jam tarts!”
  Coker grinned.
  Evidently the hidden Owl had come out of his hiding place, wherever that was, and was in his old study—where those young sweeps, exactly as Coker had so keenly divined, were taking him supplies  Coker could not help being pleased with this proof of his own perspicacity!  And he grinned!
  Grinning, he strode on to the door of Study No. 7, hurled it wide open, and barged triumphantly into the study.
  “Got you!” announced Coker.

                                  THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                              Horrid for Horace!

BILLY BUNTER jumped.
  Harry Wharton & Co. jumped. 
  It was a complete surprise! 
  Billy Bunter was eagerly opening the bag  that had been dumped down on the study  table.  But he forgot even the contents of the bag as he blinked round at Coker, his little round eyes almost popping through his big round spectacles.  
  “Ow!  gasped Bunter.  “Oh, you beast, you startled me!  I say, you fellows, it’s only Coker!” 
  “Only little  me!  grinned Coker. “And I’ve got you!  What?”  
    Harry Wharton exchanged a glance with his comrades, slipped behind Coker, and closed the study door. Coker stated that he had “got” Bunter; but Harry Wharton idea was that Coker also was rather “ got,” though that had not occurred, so far, to Coker’s powerful intellect.
  “You needn’t shut the door, Wharton.”  said Coker.  “I’m taking Bunter down!  Come on, you fat tick.  ”
  “Oh, really, Coker——”
  “I’ve got you!” grinned Coker.
   “I say, you fellows——”
    “Come on!”  Coker made a grab at the Owl of the Remove, who promptly dodged round the study table.
  “I say, you fellows, keep him off!” yelled Bunter.
  “Hold on, Coker, old bean!” said Harry quietly.  “Can’t you mind your own business just for once?”
  “I don’t want any Remove cheek!”  said Coker.  “Come on, Bunter!  If I have to handle you, you’ll know it.’
  “Beast!” gasped Bunter.
    He eyed Coker of the Fifth warily across the table.  Coker evidently meant business; though it was no business of Coker’s!  The fat Owl of the Remove  rather regretted that he had come down to the study.  Still, safe as the box room was, with his hiding place under the floor so handy, Bunter had got fed up with the box room.  The “beaks” were aware that the hidden Owl sometimes wandered forth at night.  They were not aware that he sometimes wonder forth by day as well,  when the coast was clear.  The Remove were standing manfully by Bunter, and they kept his secret well.  Now, however, it looked as if the game was up.
  “Don’t you worry, old fat man!” said Bob Cherry encouragingly.  “Coker’s not going to take you down——”
    “I jolly well am!” said Coker emphatically.
   “And he’s not going to mention that you’re here till you’ve had lots of time to clear!” added Bob.  “Coker’s going to stay here with us and enjoy our improving society, when you go on your travels!”
   “Hear, hear.” grinned Johnny Bull.
   “Collar him!”  said Frank Nugent
    “And sit on him!”  said Harry Wharton.
  “The sitfulness on the esteemed Coker is the proper caper!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Look here——”  Coker, about to pursue Bunter round the table, paused.  Coker was not quick on the uptake; but it dawned on him that he had woke up something in the nature of a hornet’s nest!  “Don’t you just cheeky fags dare to interfere——don’t you dare to— yarooooooooooh!  Whooooop!  Oh crikey!  Whooop!”
  Five fellows jumped on Coker, as if moved by the same spring.
    Coker was a hefty fellow;  a truculent fellow; and a good man of his hands!—But five to one were too many for Coker—many too many!  Coker went over with a crash, and was strewn along the floor of No. 7 study.  
  Five fellows were strewn over Coker!  
  “Oh!” gasped Coker.  “Ow!  Wow!  You young—groogh—rotters—wooooh!—you rascally young—yooooooh! Whooop!  Oh, gum!”
  “Squash him!”
  “Sit on him!”
   Coker resisted desperately!  He put up a terrific fight!  But it booted not, as a poet would say!  The odds were too heavy!  Coker was flattened out face downward!  His arms were held; a fellow sat on his back, and another on his head; another trampled on his legs.   Coker was getting into a dusty, dishevelled and damaged state!  Breath failed him!  He gurgled, he gasped, and he guggled! 
  “He, he, he!”  Billy Bunter chuckled.  “I say, you fellows,  jump on him!  Give  him jip!  Give him beans!  He, he, he!”
  “Urrrrrrrggh!” came in suffocated accents from Horace Coker. “Yurrrrggh!”
  “Hook it, Bunter!” said Bob Cherry from his seat on Coker’s head.  “Take the tuck, and hook it!  We’ll look after Coker!”
   “Grooogh!  Lemme gerrup!  Groogh!
  Coker’s heaved, like the mighty ocean.  He heaved in vain.  The Famous Five flattened him down again.
  “Hook it, Bunter!”
    Billy Bunter picked up the bag of tuck.  Coker, wriggling in anguish under five juniors,  watched him go to the door.  He watched him disappear!  Coker had tracked down the hidden Owl; but he had not, after all, “got him.” It was Coker of the Fifth who was “got”; and as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked, the gotfulness was terrific.
  The door closed on Bunter.
  He was gone!    Coker knew that he was gone back to his secret den, wherever that was!  He made a terrific effort to throw off the Removites.  For two of three thrilling moments they rocked.
  Then Coker collapsed again, and was pinned down, gurgling feebly
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[bookmark: _GoBack]Billy Bunter’s footsteps died away.
  But the Famous Five still stood, or sat, on Coker of the Fifth, keeping him safe!  Bunter had to be given plenty of time to get back into hiding before Coker was let loose.  The following 10 minutes were very disagreeable to Horace Coker.  A breathless, gurgling fellow, sprawled on the floor, with two fellows sitting and three standing on him, could not expect to feel as if he was on a bed of roses.  It was distinctly uncomfortable for Coker
  “Bunter’s all right by this time!” said Harry Wharton at last.  “Roll the fathead out and roll him home!” 
  “Good egg!”
  There was no resistance left in Coker of the Fifth.  Hefty man as he was, he was at the end of his tether.  He only gurgled as he was rolled out of the study, and moaned us he was heaved along to the landing, and rolled, heaved, and shoved into the Fifth form passage.  There he was left—struggling spasmodically for his second wind.  And Harry Wharton & Co.  strolled out into the sunny quad, with that happy feeling of satisfaction which follows the doing of a good deed!

                                     THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                          No Luck!

“IT’S too thick!” growled Skinner.
  “ Too jolly thick!” grunted the Bounder.
  “Rotten!”
  “The jolly old limit!”
   “Are we going to stand it?” demanded Vernon-Smith hotly.
  There was great wrath in the Remove.  For it was the first half-holiday following the announcement of the Head; and on that bright, sunny summer afternoon the whole of the Remove were under detention.  It was a drastic sentence, but there it was!
  It was clear enough to the Head that the Remove knew where Bunter was, and were backing him up in his game of hide and seek.  Probably he expected them to get tired of it after a few detentions.  Without the help of his sympathisers it was certain that the hidden Owl could not keep it up.  And, from the headmaster’s point of view, the state of affairs was intolerable.  It was not really surprising that the headmaster had come down heavy on a recalcitrant Form!  But it was very unpleasant, and very annoying.  A rebellious spirit was rife in the Remove.
  A Form match was due that afternoon with Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth.  It had to be put off.  It was not an important function; still, it mattered to the Removites.  The cricketers were intensely irritated.  Other fellows had been going up to Poppers Island on the river; but Popper’s Island, like the cricket match, had to be washed out.  Smithy had been going over to Lantham to see his father, who was coming down there on business but now he couldn’t go!  Detention claimed the whole Form, and from end to end of the Remove there was resentment and discontent.
  “Let’s cut!” suggested the Bounder.  “Let the whole Form jolly well cut!  We got off all right after the last row!”
  Harry Wharton shook his head.  
  “Better stick it!” he said.
  “The stickfulness is the proper caper!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “We do not want to cause trouble to the excellent and execrable Quelch.”
  “ There’s the rub!” said Bob Cherry.  “We jolly well know that Quelch thinks the same as we do about Bunter, and we don’t want to bother him.”
  “It’s about time Bunter went, I think!” grunted Skinner.
  “Kick him!”
  “Ow!  Wow!” roared Skinner.
  The Remove went into detention.  Mr. Quelch came in to take them in Latin.  He was very grave, but very kind and considerate to the detained Form.  The more thoughtful fellows realised that Quelch was getting detention, as well as themselves; and that he could not have liked it!  He had to give up his afternoon.
  Even the Bounder admitted that there was no sense in ragging Quelch.  He had done all he could for Bunter; though he said nothing on the subject, they knew that his view of the case was similar to their own.  It was that knowledge that held the rebellious spirit of the Form in check.
    It was a dismal afternoon.  Bright sunshine outside, cheery shouts from the cricket field, did not make detention any pleasanter.  But everything comes to an end, and the detained Form a were dismissed at last.  And when Harry Wharton & Co.  went up to tea, they found the indefatigable Coker rooting about the Remove passage, and derived considerable satisfaction from rolling him down the Remove staircase.
  Tea was going on in Study No. 1 when an elephantine tread was heard approaching from the stairs.
  “That’s Prout, or a hippopotamus escaped from the zoo!” remarked Bob Cherry.
  It was not a hippopotamus, though it sounded like one.  It was Prout.  A moment later the Fifth Form master was looking into Study No. 1.
  The Famous Five eyed him rather inimically.  Prout did not speak; he simply looked over the study, then stepped back, and progressed up the passage.  The juniors exchanged glances.
  “He’s after Bunter!” said Bob.	
  “And he’s heard that the fat Owl’s been seen in a study at tea time.”  said Nugent. “That meddling fat head Coker——”
 “Come on!” said Harry.  “We can’t hold Prout down like Coker, but we can make him understand that we don’t want him barging in our studies!”
  And the chums of the Remove left their tea unfinished and followed Prout.  He was throwing open the door of Study No. 2, where Hazeldene and Tom Brown stared at him.  Then he went on to study No. 3 and looked in on Russell and Ogilvy.  Evidently Prout had a strong suspicion that Bunter might be found in a Remove study at tea time.  He was looking into study after study, obviously in search of the fat Owl.
  “Follow on, my infants!” called out Bob Cherry;  and the fellows turned out of the studies and followed on.
  Prout looked into Study No. 4, where Redwing rose to his feet, and the Bounder sat where he was and stared at him far from politely.
  “Want anythin’, sir?” snapped Smithy.
  “I am looking for Bunter.” said Mr. Prout in his deep, fruity voice.  
  “Has the Head made you master of the Remove, sir?” asked Vernon-Smith.
  “Prout frowned.
  I do not want any impertinence, Vernon-Smith!” he snapped.
  “Neither do we, sir!” said the Bounder coolly.
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  Morgan, Mickey Desmond, and Wibley were at tea in Study No. 6.  Prout, having given them the once-over, joined the crowd in the passage.  At the door of study No. 7  Prout glanced around at his numerous followers.
  “You boys may go back to your studies!” he said.
  “Thank you, sir!” said Bob Cherry politely.
   “Go back at once!” boomed Prout.
   “Mayn’t we walk up our own passage, sir?” asked Nugent
   Prout breathed hard.  He could scarcely forbid Remove fellows to walk up there own passage if they wanted to.
  He rolled on, majestic, after staring in at Study No .7, from which study Peter Todd and Tom Dutton came out to reinforce the army.  Bob Cherry began to sing;

 “ ‘We’re following in father’s footsteps!
      We’re following the dear old dad!”

  There was a chortle, and Prout stared round, frowning.  He frowned, and rolled on to study No.  8.  Bunter was not there; but Penfold and Newland were there, and they joined up.  From Study No. 9, after Prout had looked in, emerged Trevor and Elliott.  From Study No. 10 came Bolsover major and the French junior, DuPont.  It was a swarm of fellows now that followed Prout, and they were all laughing.
  Prout was feeling far from comfortable—as the young rascals intended.  But he rolled on, and in Study No. 11 Skinner & Co. blinked at him.  
  Skinner, Snoop, and Stott joined the swarming crowd in the passage, and then Lord Mauleverer and Jimmy Vivian joined up from Study No. 12.  Very red in the face, but still determined, Prout stared into Study No. 13, with no result, except that Mark Linley and Wun Lung were added to his numerous followers.
  Then he arrived at study No. 14, where he found Squiff and Fisher T. Fish.  This was the last study, and Prout had drawn the whole Remove passage blank.  He had not found Bunter, but he had woke up the Remove like a nest of hornets.
  Prout gave the hornets a glare, which did not affect them in the very least.  Then he rolled on to the box room stair at the end of the passage.   In a moment a rush of Removites swarmed up that stair ahead of him.  It was a narrow stair and they crammed it.  Bunter was in the box-room, and he had to be given time to get out of sight.
    “What—what!”  boomed Prout.  “Allow me to pass!  How dare you bar my way!  Allow me to pass up that stair at once!”
  “ Who’s stoppin’ you?” asked the Bounder.
  “Come down from that stair immediately!” boomed Prout.
  “Mr. Quelch allows us on this stair, sir.” said Harry Wharton.
  Bob Cherry had cut up to the box-room, leaving the stair blocked by a crowd behind him.
   “Stand aside!” roared Prout.
   And he forced away up the crowded, narrow stair, nothing doubting that the hidden Owl was to be found there.
  It was not easy for Prout to get through.  Fifteen or sixteen fellows crowded the stair, and Prout was stout.  The juniors did not exactly oppose Prout, but there remained where the where, as they had a right to do.  It was hard work for Prout to get through, and, short as the stair was, it was full five minutes before he emerged from the crush on the box-room landing.        
  Gasping for breath after his exertions, the plump master of the Fifth rolled into the Remove box-room.  The door was wide open, and Bob Cherry was there, standing at the open window.
    Nobody else was to be seen.  Bunter, if he had been there, had vanished.  Prout was not likely to guess that a box had been pulled over a loose board, and that under that loose board quaked a hidden Bunter.  He rolled across to the open window.
  “Cherry,” he gasped, “You have helped Bunter out of this window!”
  “Think so, sir?” asked Bob blandly.
  Really, it was a very obliging of Prout to suspect exactly what Bob wanted him to suspect!
  “I have no doubt of it, Cherry!”
  “Dear me!” said Bob.
  “If you were in my form, Cherry, I should cane you severely!”
  “So glad I’m not in your Form!” said Bob politely.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from the stairs.
  Prout stared out of the window.  And if Bunter had gone that way, he had vanished.  Prout had no doubt that he had.  Mr. Prout breathed hard and deep.
  “You young rascals!” he exclaimed.
  “You old rascal!” came a voice from the stairs, recognisable as the Bounder’s.
  “What—what!” gasped Prout.
  “Go home, Prout!”
  “Roll away, old Pompous!”
  “Hook it, Prout!”
  “Chuck him out!” shouted the Bounder.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Prout, purple, rolled out of the box-room and barged away down the crowded stair through the packed juniors.  He gasped for breath as he went down the Remove passage again.  A yell followed him;
  “Go home, Prout!”
  “Get off the grass, Prout!”
  “Buzz off, old Pompous!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  
  Prout was crimson when he got away and the howls and cat-calls of the Remove  ceased to ring in his ears.  He was not likely to search the Remove passage again at tea-time.
  But that unpleasant experience in the Remove quarters had made Prout more determined than ever, and that night, when all—or nearly all Greyfriars slept, Prout carried out his plan of keeping watch for the elusive Owl. At the witching hour of midnight a plump form, in a voluminous dressing gown, emerged from Prout’s room, and ensconced itself in a chair on the middle landing, to wait and watch.
  Harry Wharton & Co., fast asleep in the Remove dormitory, did not dream that Prout was on the watch, if they dreamed at all.  Billy Bunter, if he was planning another raid on the larder, was not likely to suspect it.  In silence and darkness, Prout waited and watched, ready to start at a sound.  He heard the chimes at midnight.  After that there was a sound that he did not hear.  It was his own snore!  Prout had fallen asleep on the watch!

                           THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                      Done in the Dark!

“OOOOOOOGH!” murmured Potter of the Fifth.
  Something was waking him.
  It seemed to Potter of the Fifth that a hand had reached out of the darkness, grasped him, and was shaking him. It seemed like a horrid dream.
    But it was no dream.  A hand had!  It was the hand of owner Coker, and, as Potter started into wakefulness, he heard Coker’s voice.
  “Wake up, you silly ass!”
  “What the thump——”   gasped Potter.  “Is that you, Coker?”
  “Yes, you dummy!  Wake up!”
  Potter, in startled amazement, sat up in bed.  In the dark he could not see Coker, so he was unaware that Horace was bending over him.  He became aware of that quite suddenly as his head came into violent contact with a hard object, and there was a howl.
  “Ow!  Wow!   My nose!   Wow!   Ooooogh!” 
  “Ow!  I’ve knocked my head on something!”
  “Wow!  My nose!”  groaned Coker, in anguish.  He had left of shaking Potter.  Both his hands were grasped to his suffering nose, which had received an agonising jolt from Coker’s head
  “Oh, you ass!  Oh, you dummy!  Ow!”
  Bunter rubbed his head and blinked at him in the dark.
  “Wharrer you waking me up for, you ass?” he hissed.  “Is the house on fire, or what?”
  “You’ve nearly smashed my nose——”
  “Sorry— I wish I’d quite smashed it!” said Potter.  “Can’t you let a fellow sleep?  What are you up to, you fathead?”
   Coker caressed his nose for some moments before replying.  There was a pain in it—quite as severe pain.  But he answered at last:
  “Get up!  I want you.”
   “What for?” snapped Potter.
  “  I want you to come with me!  Don’t make a row and awake the whole dorm.  I’m going after that fat tick Bunter, and you’re coming with me.”
  “B-b-b-Bunter!” stuttered Potter. “You—you you’re going after Bunter in the middle of the night?  Mad?”
    “Don’t yell!  I’ve thought this out!”   Coker condescended to explain.  “That fat scoundrel is hidden somewhere in the Remove quarters.  He comes down at night to raid grub.  The larder’s been raided half a dozen times.  Nobody’s thought of catching him at it —nobody but me, I mean.”
   “You’re the man to think of it!” gasped Potter.
  “Well, yes, I fancy I am the fellow to think of things!” agreed Coker.
  “Just the man to think of a blithering, blethering fatheaded stunt and wake a fellow up in the middle of the night to tell him about it!” hissed Potter.  “Go back to bed, you footling chump, and let a fellow sleep.”
  “But I want you——”
  “Idiot!”
  “I want you to come along——”
  “Dummy!”
  “Look here, Potter——”
    Potter did not speak again.  He felt that it was time for action, not for words!  He grasped his pillow, and, taking aim at the sound of Coker’s voice, delivered a terrific smite.  
  Crash! 
  That smite took Horace Coker by surprise.  He was not expecting anything of the kind!  Really, at a time he might have expected something of the kind—but he didn’t!  Coker went over backwards as if a cannonball had hit him, and landed on the floor of the Fifth Form dormitory.
  “Yooo-hooop!” gasped Coker, as he landed.
   “Take that!” hissed Potter.  “Now go on jawing and I’ll get up and give you some more!”
   “What’s that row?” came a yawn from Greene’s bed.  
   “Only Coker— mad, as usual!” answered Potter.
   Coker’s scrambled up.  He fairly hurtled at Potter.  The swiping pillow met him as he hurtled, and he sat down again.  Five or six sleepy voices now demanded to know what was up.
  “Coker’s up!” said Potter.  “That idiot Coker—that blithering ass Coker!  He can’t let a fellow sleep,  and he can’t mind his own business!  He doesn’t dig up enough trouble the day-time, so he wants to dig some up in the middle of the night!”
   Coker scrambled up again.   This time he did not hurtle at Potter.  Even Coker realised that a shindy in the dormitory was not consistent with the silence required for the task he had set himself.
   With a tremendous effort, Coker restrained his just wrath and turned away.  He could deal with his faithless friend on the morrow. Potter would keep—and Bunter wouldn’t!  
  The door of the Fifth Form dormitory was heard to open and shut. 
   “He’s gone!” said Greene.
  “Let’s hope the beaks will spot him out of dorm and make him sit up!” growled Potter.
  Coker was really running rather a risk in getting out of dormitory bounds after midnight.  All the rules of the school were against such proceedings, but the great Horace, as usual, was a law unto himself.
  His handling in the Remove passage had not taught Coker to mind his own business.  Like Prout, he had grown all the more obstinate.  And, like Prout, he had hit on the idea is catching the hidden Owl when he stole forth from his place at night.  That idea, Coker was assured, was a winner.  His faithless friends  refused their aid; but he was ready to “go it” alone!  And he went it.
  On tiptoe Coker headed for the middle landing.  Bunter was somewhere upstairs.  The food supplies were downstairs.  Anyone keeping careful watch and ward on the middle landing was certain to catch him coming or going if he was abroad that night.
  Coker gave a sudden start.
  He was listening keenly for a sound of the creeping Owl!  From the gleam of the vast landing a sound came to his ears.
   It was not the sound of a creeping footstep!  It was the sound of a snore!  It rumbled unmistakably from the darkness.
  “My hat!” breathed Coker.
  He stopped and listened intently.  It was no mistake about it!  Somewhere on the landing somebody was snoring!
  “The blithering young idiot!” muttered Coker.  He grinned in the dark.
  He had not expected his task to be so easy as this!  He had expected to hear the Owl of the Remove creeping about.  But certainly he had not expected Bunter to sit down in the armchair in the corner of the landing and go to sleep there!  That was absolutely unexpected!
  Snore!
  Guided by the sound, Coker crept across the landing.
  He had no doubt, of course, that it was Bunter!  Who else could it be but Bunter?  Who else was likely to be out of bed?  And it was like the fat Owl to sit down and rest after negotiating many stairs and drop off to sleep!  It was just like him, in fact!
  Closer and closer crept Coker!
  He had this man now!
  His only fear was that Bunter might wake and dodge away by one of the many passages that opened off the landing.  And Coker was taking care that Bunter did not do that!  Bunter was going to wake in Coker’s grasp—and not till that powerful grasp was on him!
  Closer and closer he crept on tiptoe!  The steady snore went on without a pause!  Coker had the faintest glimpse of something dark in the armchair.  He had no doubt what and who it was that snored just under his nose.  How could he have?
  This time Coker was in luck!  This time there were no cheeky Removites at hand to intervene between him and his quarry!  This time it was all clear!
  And Horace Coker, bending over the sleeping figure in the chair, grasped it suddenly in a mighty grasp and dragged it off the chair with a bump to the landing.
  And Mr. Prout, thus awakened from balmy slumber, crashed on the landing and yelled.
  “Oh!  Ow!  Whoooh!   Good gad!  Who—what—  Goodness gracious-whoop!”

                                     THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                      Thrilling!

HORACE COKER let go Mr. Prout as if the Fifth Form master had suddenly become red-hot!  He jumped back from the sprawling figure tangled in the voluminous dressing-gown.  He knew Prout’s voice—and it sent a chill of horror and terror to the very marrow of his bones.
  It was Prout!  It was not Bunter—it was Prout!  It was his Form-master that Horace Coker had dragged headlong out of that chair and crashed on the landing.
  Coker gasped.
  What Prout was doing there at that time of night Coker could not guess.  Probably Prout, on his side, would have been equally puzzled to guess what Coker’s was doing there!  Both had turned out that night from an inability to mind their own business.  But neither, of course, guessed that the other had!  But whatever Prout was there for, it was Prout!  There was no mistaking Prout’s roar!  
  “Who—what—who—upon my word!    Rascal!  Wretch!—you dare—you dare to attack me a second time—you—you—you young ruffian, Bunter—”
  Coker backed swiftly away.
  Fortunately, Prout could no more see in the dark then Coker could!  He did not know who his assailant was!
    Still, he had no doubt!  Who could it be but Bunter?
  That young rascal for whom he had been watching had come on him in the dark and caught him napping!  Prout had no doubt!  He scrambled wildly to his feet!  Luckily for Coker he caught his foot in his dressing-gown and sat down again!  That gave Coker time.
  Coker was not one of those fellows who jump to things, who rise swiftly to every emergency!  But Coker could be swift on occasion.   This time he was a swift!  Backing out of Prout’s reach, he turned and ran!  He was not thinking of hunting Bunter now.  He forgot Bunter.  He was only thinking of getting back to the safety of the Fifth Form dormitory before Prout could find out who he was!  Bunter had been sacked on the charge of inking Prout!  What was likely to happen to a fellow who bagged him and bundled him in a heap on the floor?  Coker ran as if for his life.
  “Rascal!   Stop!” boomed Prout
  He was on his feet again.  He heard the sound of running footsteps and barged in pursuit
   “Bunter!” roared Prout.  “Stop!  I command you to stop!”
  Coker fled on.
  After him flew Prout.
  Coker was not proceeding on tiptoe now!    He had no time for that!  He was running hard, and his heavy footsteps rang and echoed through the silence of the night.  A deaf man could have tracked Coker.  Prout tracked him easily enough.  Nothing doubting that it was Bunter fleeing before him.  Prout charged after Coker, into the corridor that led to the Fifth Form dorm.
    That was Coker’s objective!  If only he reached it, and dived into bed before Prout reached him!  That was all that Horace Coker asked of fate in those wild and thrilling moments.
  Coker won the race!  Prout put up a good chase, but his weight was against him.  Coker reached the dormitory, barged in, and banged the door after him.  He gasped across to his bed.
  “Is that Coker?”
  “What the thump——”
  “Trying to wake up the whole House?”
  “You howling ass——”
    Have a dozen Fifth Form men spoke at once.  Coker  had left them awake when he went, and they had not had time to get to sleep again before his return.  They sat up and stared in the gloom.
  “That mad ass, Coker——“ exclaimed Blundell.
  “Coker, you potty chump——“ hooted Hilton.
   “Quiet!” gasped Coker.    “Prout’s after me!  Not a word!  Oh crikey!”
   Coker dived into bed.  He did not stay to remove his clothes, or even his shoes!  He plunged in, and drew the bedclothes after him.  He panted under his blankets.
  “Prout?”  gasped Potter.  “Prout?  Is Prout up?”
  “What on earth is Prout doing up at this hour?” howled Greene.
   “Goodness knows!” groaned Coker.  “  I know he’s up, that’s all!  He was in that armchair in the corner of the middle landing—snoring!—I thought it was Bunter——”
  “What?”
  “And—and collared him——”
  “Collared him?” gasped Greene.
   “Yes; and it—it was Prout!”
   “Oh, ye gods!”
   “Quiet!  I believe he heard me come for this dorm— he was after me!   Not a word if he barges in!  I bumped him on the landing—thinking he was Bunter, you know, in the dark——”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
   “Shut up!”   hissed Coker.  “There’s nothing to laugh at, you dummies——”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” rippled along the Fifth Form beds.  Coker could not see anything to laugh at in this unfortunate error in the dark.  But it seemed that the other fellows could.
   “Quiet!”  hissed Coker.  “You cackling dummies ——”
   “Did he see you?” gasped Potter.
  “He couldn’t, in the dark!  But he heard me beat it!   I heard him after me!  Oh dear!  Now I come to think of it,  I shouldn’t wonder if he was up after Bunter, too!  And went off to sleep——”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “He thinks it was Bunter got him!  Quiet!”
  There was a hefty tread at the door, and the Fifth Formers suppressed their merriment.  The door opened, and the light flashed on. Prout, crimson with exertion, panting for breath, stared into the senior dormitory.
  Every head was on a pillow now.    There was a sound of steady breathing, and a snore or two!  Prout gazed at a slumbering form! 
  “ Is anyone awake here?” asked Prout, in the innocence of his portly heart.  He was happily unaware that the whole Form was awake.
  Potter yawned, lifted his head, and blinked in the light.
  “Somebody there?” he asked sleepily.  “Oh!   Is that you, sir?  Is anything the matter?”
    “I am sorry to disturb you at this hour!” gasped Prout.  “But that wretched boy, Bunter, is wandering about the House , and he had the temerity to assail me in the dark—and he ran in this direction!  I am almost certain that he has hidden himself in this dormitory.  I am almost sure I heard the door close!”
  “Bunter here, sir?” exclaimed Potter.  “I—I—I hardly think he’d have the cheek, sir!  Shall we look for him?”
   “Oh, let’s!” said Greene, waking up; and quite a number of the Fifth woke up, and turned out to look for Bunter.
  Coker remained where he was.  Getting up would have revealed the fact that he was in his clothes.  Coker affected deep slumber.
   But a dozen of the Fifth,  with serious faces, rooted through the dormitory, while the portly form of Prout stood on guard at the doorway, to cut off Bunter’s escape, if he was there.
  But Bunter was not there!
  Prout was sure, or almost sure, that he had heard the fugitive dodge into the Fifth Form dormitory!  Still, in the darkness, and the excitement of the moment, he could not be quite sure!  It appeared now that he was mistaken!  At all events, Bunter was not there!
  “I am sorry to have disturbed you, my boys!” said Mr. Prout.
  “Not at all, sir!” said Blundell.
  “Good-night?”
  “Good-night, sir!” 
  The seniors turned in again, the light was switched off, and the door closed on Prout.  Not till his elephantine footsteps had died away did the Fifth Formers chuckle.  Only Coker did not chuckle.  Coker could not see anything to chuckle at.  But Coker was the only fellow in the Fifth who couldn’t!

                                  THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER

                                                    Trapped!

DR. LOCKE handed over the Sixth Form to Mr. Lascelles, the mathematics  master, and left that Form-room.
  It was the following day, and all the Greyfriars fellows were in class, with the exception, of course, of Billy Bunter of the Remove.  Where Bunter was, was still a mystery; but it was a mystery that the Head hoped to solve.  Dr. Locke paced down deserted corridors to the stairs, and slowly and majestically mounted the stairs.  He crossed the Remove landing—into the Remove passage, and walked along that passage to the box-room stair, glancing into every study as he passed it.
   That the hidden Owl was still in the House was certain.  That he was hidden somewhere in the Remove quarters was hardly to be doubted.  His hiding place could not even be guessed at;  but it was fairly clear that, whatever and wherever it was, the fat Owl did not remain in it permanently.  When all was safe, he ventured forth.   He had been seen in Remove studies.  Prout had nearly nailed him in the Remove box-room.  What was more likely than that, while the whole school was in class, the Owl would emerge from his lair?  Dr. Locke hoped to catch and in an emerged state!
   The studies were all vacant.  Dr. Locke ascended the box-room stair, and he trod lightly.  If Bunter was there, he did not want the fat Owl to escape by the window, as Prout declared he had done once.  Almost on tiptoe, the headmaster crossed the little landing, opened the box-room door, and looked in.
  He gave quite a start!
  He had hoped to spot Bunter.  And he did!
  The window was open.  A fat figure stood at it, looking out, the podgy back turned to the headmaster.  Bunter was taking the air at the open window, and feeling quite safe and secure.
  The remnants of a feast lay on a box lid .  The Head’s eye noted them, and he smiled grimly as he noted, also, that a board in the corner of the floor was out of place.
  He knew where Bunter hid himself now, and he knew you that if the fat Owl had heard him coming, he would have a dodged into that cavity, pulled down the board after him, and left no sign.  It was not by the window that he had escaped Prout!  That was the way he had escaped!  The secret of Bunter’s mysterious disappearances was revealed now.  Grimmer and grimmer grew the hidden master’s face.  He was about to speak, when Bunter’s fat voice broke the silence.  The fat Owl of the Remove was communing with himself.
  “It’s a bit thick!” murmured Bunter.  “But, after all, this is better than the Form- room with old Quelch!   I can stand this as long as the grub doesn’t run out!  And they’ll never spot me here.  That’s one comfort!  That old ass, Prout, never guessed that I was here!  And old Locke is as big an ass as Prout---”
    “Bunter!”
   Billy Bunter gave him a blink! And whirled round from the window.  His eyes and spectacles fastened on the awe inspiring figure in the doorway.  Bunter nearly fell down!
  “Oh!” he gasped.  “Oh  crikey!  The—the Head!”
  “I have found you, Bunter!” said Dr. Locke grimly.  “You will follow me, Bunter!”
  “Oh lor’!”
  “Come!”
   Billy Bunter gave him a blink!  Then he stirred!  But he did not approach the Head in the doorway!  He made a jump for the cavity in the floor in the corner!
  “Bunter!” thundered the Head.
  He made a stride forward!
  Too late!
  Billy Bunter plunged through the gap and disappeared under the floor.
  “Bless my soul!” gasped the Head.
  He stood over the opening, staring down.  Bunter squirmed away along the beams, under the floor, disappearing.
  But several things met the Head’s view—a box resting on the beams, a bundle of bedclothes, stacked away there in the day-time, two or three bags and packets.  It was plain that Bunter’s sympathisers had kept him fairly well supplied.
  “Bunter!”
  “Oh, lor’!” came a gasp from the unseen Owl.
  “Bunter!   Come out at once!”  rapped the Head.  “I command you to come out at once, Bunter!”
  “Oh, crikey!”
    There was a sound of rustling and crawling.  Perhaps Bunter feared that the headmaster was to pursue him, in the space between the floor and the ceiling below!
  Dr. Locke was really very unlikely to undertake such a pursuit!  But the terrified Owl was leaving nothing  to chance!  He was crawling away along beams and joists in dismal darkness and dust.  
   “Bless my soul!” gasped the Head.   “The boy may meet with some accident!” That was only too probable, if Bunter missed the joists, in the darkness,  and landed his weight on the space between them.  No ceiling was ever made that would have carried Billy Bunter’s weight.
  “Bunter!  Come back!” hooted the Head.
  “Shan’t!”
  “What?  What?”  
  “  I’m not going to be sacked!  I never inked Prout!  I never knew anything about it!  I——” 
   “Bunter, you will leave Greyfriars at once!  You——”
  “Beast!”
  “Goodness gracious!” gasped the Head.
    The rustling, creeping sounds died away.  Bunter was gone into the mysterious, dusky recesses between the floor and the ceiling below.  Dr. Locke stared nonplussed.
  Certainly he could not pursue Bunter into those narrow, dusty, spidery recesses.  He could hardly ask even a prefect to undertake such a pursuit.  Still, Bunter was trapped now.  It was only necessary to wait till he emerged of his own accord!  Obviously he could not prolong his stay in such a retreat, now that all help from his Form-fellows was cut off.
  Dr. Locke stood, and replaced the loose board, and drew a box over it.  That was to keep Bunter safe while he left the spot.  The elusive Owl was not to be allowed to begin his wanderings again and seek a new hiding place.
  Having thus bagged him, the Head quitted the box-room, and hurried away.  It was barely five minutes later that he returned accompanied by Wingate of the Sixth, who wore an expression of the greatest astonishment.
  But the heads direction, Wingate removed the box and the plank, anb the cavity was open once more.  The prefect blinked into it.
  “Can you see him, Wingate?” asked the Head.
  “No, sir!”
  “Kindly remain here, Wingate, until he returns.”  said Dr. Locke.  “He is, of course, sure to do so sooner or later.  Secure him when he attempts to get out.”
  “Certainly, sir!”
  “Dr. Locke left the box-room again, leaving the Greyfriars captain on the watch beside the opening in the floor.
  The Head was feeling relieved as he descended the stairs.  There was no doubt of Bunter’s capture now, and in a very short time he would be sent home in charge of a prefect, and done with.  The sooner that happened, the better, in the opinion of the Head.  He was quite pleased that matters had turned out so satisfactorily, now that he had taken the affair in hand personally.
  Matters did not seem so satisfactory to the fat Owl, creeping on the joists among the spiders!  Bunter was in a state of woe!
  His first start had been only to escape from the bed!  But before long he was thinking more anxiously of escaping from the dust and the spiders.
  He crept back at last, along the joists, to the opening in the box-room floor.  He hoped that the Head had gone by that time.
  The Head had—long ago!  But a prefect was in his place—and Bunter blinked up through dusty spectacles at Wingate of the Sixth.
  “Oh, there you are!” said Wingate.
   “Beast!” gasped Bunter.
  “Shan’t!” hooted Bunter, desperately.
  “I’ll wait!” said Wingate, genially.   “Come out when you get tired of the spiders!  There’s one on your neck now.”
  “Urrrggh!”
  Bunter dabbed his fat neck, and crawled away again, and disappeared, leaving Wingate grinning.  The Greyfriars captain thought that it would probably not be long before Bunter decided to emerge.  His game, evidently, was up; and that should have been clear, even to the fat Owl’s obtuse intellect.  But Bunter was desperate.  In the faint hope of discovering some other way out, he crawled away again.  Dust bonds clustered and spiders gathered on Bunter, thick as leaves in Vallombrosa.  And then—
  Bunter was no acrobat!  And really, a very active and agile fellow was needed, to keep to the joists, crawling about in the dark.  The fat Owl slipped from a thick beam  on which he was creeping.  He rolled heavily on the space between two beams.  Lath and plaster were not likely to stand the strain!
   Crash!   Smash!  Crash!
  Bunter went through!
  

                              THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

                            Bunter Drops In——and Drops Out!

MR PROUT was surprised.
  He had never, in fact, been so surprised in his life.
  Surprised, indeed,  is too feeble a word.  He was astonished—-astounded—flabbergasted!
    The school were out in break; and Prout had retired to his study for a little well earned repose in his armchair.  He had lost some sleep the previous night!  Filling the armchair almost to overflowing with his portly form, the Fifth Form-master leaned back and closed his eyes.
  He opened them again suddenly at the sound of a loud crack!  He started and stared!
  As he did so, a shower of plaster descended on him.
  “Goodness gracious!” gasped Prout.
  It seemed for a moment as if his study ceiling was falling in upon him!  Some of it, in fact, was!
  Plaster came down in a shower, with cracking and crashing and smashing!   Dust floated about the room in clouds.  But that was not the most surprising thing.  The amazing thing was the sudden appearance through Prout’s ceiling of two thrashing feet and a pair of fat trousers.
  Prout gazed at them through the floating dust, in amazed incredulity.  The ghost of a pair of trousers could not have startled him more.
  “What——what——” gurgled Prout faintly.  He wandered dizzily whether he was dreaming this remarkable occurrence.
  But it was no dream!    After the feet and the trousers came more of Billy Bunter!  His legs flashed a word about wildly. His voice was heard!!”
  “Yaroooh!  I say, you fellows!  Whoop!”
  “Bunter!” articulated Prout.
  He started up from the chair.
   Bunter had grabbed at the beam as he crashed through the ceiling.  He held on desperately.    He hung and gurgled and roared.  Plaster and dust showered down round him.
  “Yaroooh!  Help!  Oh crikey!  Wow!”
  The fat hands slipped down from their hold,  and Bunter came down!  It was really fortunate for Bunter that Mr. Prout, starting up from his armchair, interposed between him and the floor.  Bunter fell on Prout!
  His fall was broken!  And, to judge by the fearful howl that came from Prout, he was broken, too!
  Cash!  Bump!  Prout was on the study floor, gurgling.  Bunter was on Prout, yelling.  Dust and plaster and stray spiders rained down on both.
  “Oh, lor’!  Yaroooh!   I’m killed!  I say, you fellows, help!  Oh crikey!” roared Bunter.
  “Urrrrggh!” came in suffocated gurgles from Prout.  “Wurrrgh!  Gerrof!   Ooooooogh!”
  Prout swept Bunter aside, and sat up, breathing dust.  Bunter rolled and roared.
  Prout gasped for breath.  He stared up at the gap in the ceiling.  He stared down at Bunter!
    Then he stooped and grasped the Owl of the Remove by the collar.  He jerked him to his feet.
  “You — you — you ——”  he gasped.  “You—you—you have fallen on me!  I—I—I am hurt!  I—I am damaged!   I—I——   You—you——”
  “Ow! Wow! Ow!  Yooop!”  
  “Come!” gasped Prout
  Prout was hurt!  He was breathless, he was shaken, he was rather bruised and battered.  But he had got Bunter!
  Whether Bunter was hurt,  Prout did not inquire.  Perhaps he did not care.  He jerked him to the study door.
   “Come!” he hooted.
   “Ow!  Leggo!  Oh crikey!  Wow!”
   “Come!” roared correct.
  Bunter came—he had to.  In Prout’s iron grasp he was marched out of the study.  A minute later-he was marched into the Head’s study—still with the iron grasp on his collar!
  Dr. Locke gazed at the Owl of the Remove, panting, dusty and plastery and spidery!
  “Bunter!” he ejaculated.
  “Bunter, sir!” gasped Prout.  He fell, sir,  through the ceiling of my study.  He fell, sir, on me!  I am considerably hurt!  My study, sir,  is in a shocking state!  And I, sir——” 
    “Bless my soul!” said the Head.  “Fortunately, the boy does not appear to be hurt!”
   Snort from Prout!   He was not worrying about that!  His own aches and pains were enough for Prout to worry about.
  “Leave him to me, Mr. Prout.” said the Head.  “Please send a prefect to my study—or, perhaps, two prefects!  After the trouble he has given us, we can it be too careful with this very troublesome boy.”
  “I—I— I say, sir——”
  “Silence!”
    Prout puffed and blew away.  Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth arrived in the study.   Bunter was handed over to them, with instructions from the Head.
  With a stalwart prefect grasping either fat arm, Bunter marched away!  His game was up at last.  He was marched to the Remove dormitory, where he was allowed to take the wash that he badly needed and to change his clothes.  Looking rather more presentable, Billy Bunter  was marched downstairs.  He was marched out into the quad.
  “I say, I’m not going, you know!” gasped Bunter.
   “I think you are!” said Wingate.
  “Sort of!” grinned Gwynne.
  “Beasts!” howled Bunter.
  He was marched across to the gates.    In the quad many eyes fell on him.  This was the first news to the Remove of his capture.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”   roared Bob Cherry.  “Bunter!  They’ve got him!”
  “They’ve got Bunter!” yelled the Bounder.
  “Great snakes!  I guess he’s cinched!” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish.
    There was a yell from Bunter.  
  “I say, you fellows!  Rescue!”
  The next moment he was whisked out of gates’.  Gosling slammed and locked the gate.  Up the road to Courtfield, en route for the railway station, went Billy Bunter, walking and wriggling between the two prefects.  The bars of the gate were crammed with excited faces staring after him.  He disappeared up the road.
“He’s gone!”  said Harry Wharton blankly.
  “The gonefulness is terrific!”
   “Gone!”  said the Bounder.  “The game’s up!”
  Bob Cherry’s eyes flashed.
    “The game’s not go up!” he roared.  “we’re standing by Bunter!  He’s not going to be sort!  Who’s going to stand by Bunter?  If Bunter goes, we’ll all go!”
     There was a roar from the Remove.  The bell was ringing for third school; other Forms were going in.   Not a man in the Remove went in.  The bell clanged unheeded by that Form.
  Mr. Quelch, at the door of the Remove Form room, waited for his Form to arrive—  but waited in vain!  Harry Wharton & Co.  had other business on hand, and they had forgotten Quelch.
THE END
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Bunter raked ont a shoveltul of soot {rom the chimney, and {hen went back fo the window. **I say, you fellows,” he said,
“give a fellow room 1" Loder squirmed frantically, but there was no escape. Tho fire shovel tapped on his wriggling
head, and the soot landed. * Urrrrgh !™ came an agonised gurgle through clouds of soot.
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“ Hook It, Bunter 1 sald Bob Cherry, from his seat on Coker's head. *Tako tho tuck and Hook It 1 We'll look after

Coker 1" “Grooogh ! Lemme gerrup | Grooogh | yelled Coker, heaving in vain. Buntor picked up the tuok and
‘made for the door |
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Mr, Prout rolled along the Remove passage with an army of juniors following In his wake. Bob Cherry began fo sing 3
*“We'e folloving In father’s ootstaps | We're lalowing (o dear old dad 1" "Thero was @ ahortie. Prout frownod
and rolled on.
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“say, you fellows ! Rescue ! * yalled Bunter, as Wingate and Gwynne whisked him out of gates. Gosling slammed and
Tocked {he gates, and away went Billy Bunter, walking and wriggling between the two profects. The bars of the gates were
erammed with excited faces. * He's gono ! * sald Harry Wharion blankly,
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BUNTER, the DODGER! ana THE BLACK HERCULES ! inside

Ripping School Yarn of Greylriars. Amazing Story of Alrican Adrenture.
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By FRANK RICHARDS.




