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                    THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                       Another Black Eye! 
“SMITHY!” 
  “What—” 
  “How—”
  “I say, you fellows!” yelled Billy Bunter. 
  “Smithy’s got a black eye!”
  The Greyfriars quadrangle was crowded with fellows, in break, in the sunny July morning. Most of them were gathered in groups, engaged in excited discussion. 
  One name was on almost every tongue—that of Harry Wharton. 
  All the school knew that Wharton of the Remove was locked in the punishment-room, waiting to be taken before the Head. Few doubted that he was going to be “sacked.” 
  Which was more than enough to thrill Greyfriars School with excitement. Not only the Remove, but fellows of other Forms were deeply interested, even great men of the Sixth Form. 
  Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh had faces as long as fiddles. They were wondering dismally whether they would see their chum again before he left. 
  But even the famous Co. forgot Wharton for a moment as Herbert 
Vernon-Smith appeared in the offing. 
  Their eyes, and many other eyes fixed on the Bounder of Greyfriars. 
  Hardly ten minutes ago Smithy, in the Form-room with the Remove, had presented his usual and normal aspect. Now he was displaying a prominent black eye! 
  Black eyes were quite uncommon at Greyfriars School. Accidents, of course, would happen, and occasionally a fellow bagged one. Still, they were rare. 
  Wharton had a black eye. But everybody knew how Wharton had got it. Billy Bunter had punched him in the eye in mistake for his relative and double, Stacey of the Remove. Everybody—except Wharton—had laughed over the fat Owl’s absurd blunder. But Wharton’s discoloured optic had been the only one in the school till now. Now Smithy was displaying one to the general gaze! 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Where did you pick up that eye, Smithy?” 
  “Is it raining black eyes?” asked Nugent. 
  Smithy laughed. 
  He did not seem at all disconcerted by the fact that he had a blackened eye. A follow in such a state might have been expected to look annoyed, at least. But the Bounder looked quite merry and bright. 
  “Does it show much?” he asked. 
  “Does it?” gasped Johnny Bull. “Yes, rather, it does! I could see it a mile off!” 
  “The showfulness is terrific, my esteemed Smithy!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ranm Singh. 
  “Think Quelch will notice it?” asked Vernon-Smith 
  “Think?” repeated Bob. “You ass, of course he will spot it at once. He could see it now from his window if he looked out.” 
   “Good!” said the Bounder. “I’ll let him see it. He made rather a fuss over Wharton’s black eye. Now he can make a fuss over mine.” 
  Smithy walked along the path under masters’ windows. The study window of Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was open, and the Form-master could be seen within. The Bounder walked past the open window, and the juniors stared at him in amazement. 
  “Well, Smithy’s the man to ask for trouble!” remarked Bob Cherry. 
“He seems to want Quelch to see it!” said Nugent, in wonder. 
  That clearly was the Bounder’s desire. He stopped outside Mr. Quelch’s window, and stood facing it at a little distance. Quelch had not noticed him yet, but he could not fail to do so if he glanced out 
  Certainly Quelch was certain to spot that eye when he took the Remove in third school after break. He was certain to inquire the cause of such a disfigurement, and unless a very good explanation could be given, to administer punishment. Still, most fellows would have put off the evil hour as long as possible. Instead of which, the Bounder was deliberately drawing his Form-masters attention to that discoloured eye. And as Quelch did not lift his head from the papers that occupied him, Smithy began to whistle—loudly and shrilly. That drew Quelch’s attention immediately. Fellows were not allowed to whistle under master’s windows. 
  Quelch glanced out. 
  His eyes fell on the Bounder. 
  Fifty fellows, at least, looked on breathlessly, as Quelch was seen to rise from his table and step to the window. 
  The Remove master’s brow was knitted, and there was a glitter in his gimlet eyes. 
  Quelch was not in the best of tempers! He was naturally perturbed and peeved by the fact that a boy in his Form was to be expelled that day. Certainly he was in no humour to be lenient with any other offender in his Form. 
  He almost glared at the Bounder. 
  “Vernon-Smith!” he rapped. 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “Your eye is blackened!” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “Have you been fighting, Vernon-Smith?”
  “No, sir. 
  “Then how,” hooted Mr. Quelch, “did your eye come to be in that disgraceful state of disfigurement?” 
  “I did it myself, sir.” 
  “You did it yourself!” repeated Mr. Quelch blankly. “Do you mean that you knocked your eye on something by accident?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” 
  “You have not had an accident?” 
  “Not at all, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch gazed from his study window at the Bounder. A crowd of follows, increasing in number every moment, gazed at him also. Smithy’s manner was perfectly cool and calm. He answered his Form-master’s questions without turning a hair. Judging by Smithy’s manner, it might have been quite a common and ordinary thing for a fellow to give himself a black eye by way of adornment! 
  The juniors could only conclude that Smithy was deliberately pulling Quelch’s leg. Quelch came to the same conclusion. 
  Thunder gathered in his brow. 
  Quelch’s leg was about as safe to pull as the tail of a tiger in the jungle. 
  “Do you mean to say, Vernon-Smith, that you intentionally gave yourself a black eye for no reason?” he thundered. 
  “I had a reason, sir.” 
  “What? What do you mean?” 
  “I wanted you to see it, sir.” 
  “You—you—you wanted me to see it?” repeated Mr. Quelch, like a man in a dream. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “This is impertinence, Vernon-Smith! This is insolence! Go up to the Form- room at once, and wait there till I come. I shall cane you severely.” 
  “Very well, sir!” 
  The Bounder walked away to the door, still cool and calm. He winked at the staring crowd, as he went, with the eye that was not blackened. He went into the House, leaving a buzzing crowd behind him in the quad. 
  “Well,” said Bob Cherry, with a deep breath, “If ever a man asked for it Smithy has!” 
  “The askfulness was terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I say, you fellows, Smithy will get a fearful whopping!” grinned Billy Bunter. 
  “Serve him right, for cheeking Quelch like that!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “But what on earth is his game?” asked Frank Nugent, perplexed. “What is Smithy up to? What has he done it for?” 
  But nobody could answer these questions. No doubt Herbert Vernon-Smith had a motive for his extraordinary action. But what it was was a mystery to the other fellows. Smithy had asked for it, and there was no doubt that he would get that for which he had asked. When the bell rang for third school, the Remove headed for their Form-room—— with the expectation of seeing the Bounder of Greyfriars get the hiding of his life. 

                          THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                            The Prisoner In “Punny.” 

HARRY WHARTON moved restlessly about the narrow space of the punishment-room. 
  Bright as was the July sunshine streaming down on the quadrangle and the grey old buildings, that apartment was dusky. 
  The window was small, almost like a loophole in the thick, ancient wall, and strongly barred; outside thick ivy clustered. 
  On the bare floor of worn old oak planks his footsteps echoed as he paced to and fro. That was the only sound that came to his ears, for the room was far from the occupied parts of the building, at the end of a long corridor. The oaken door was locked on the outside. He was shut up alone; left to his own thoughts, which were gloomy enough. 
  Breakfast had been brought to him by Trotter, the page, and he had been allowed to walk out for half an hour under the eye of a prefect, Wingate of the Sixth, while the rest of the school were in Form. 
  Then he had been locked in again, and, though it was little more than an hour ago, it seemed to him ages since he had heard a human voice, so solitary and silent was the punishment-room. 
  When was the Head going to send for him? 
  His fate depended on the interview with Dr. Locke. Mr. Quelch had made no secret of his belief that he would be expelled from Greyfriars. All that term he had been in trouble, and this was the culmination. Several times he had narrowly escaped; this time he was not going to escape. 
  Yet it was difficult for him to realise that that day was almost certainly his last at the old school, that before the sun set he would be home at Wharton Lodge—to face the stern, inquiring eyes of his uncle and guardian. Was he not even to see his friends again? 
  He looked at his watch. 
  It was morning break now; the fellows would be out of the Form-rooms 
—his friends in the quad thinking of him, he was sure, but unable to see him, or speak to him. 
  He stopped his weary pacing at the little window, held on to the bars and pulled himself up a little to look out. The punishment-room looked out on the grounds at the back of the school buildings: he had a view of the kitchen garden, and old Mimble, the gardener, at work there, with a hoe in his hand, small in the distance. A glimpse of his friends would have been a comfort to him; they might have come round to look up and wave a hand, though they could not call to him. But it was probable that Mr. Quelch had given them strict injunctions to keep clear. 
  One junior met his eyes, standing there and looking up—it was Ralph Stacey of the Remove. 
  Wharton’s brows knitted and his eyes gleamed as he stared down at his rival and enemy. 
  Looking at Stacey he might almost have fancied that he was looking at his own reflection in a mirror, so strangely alike were the two, though they were only distant relatives. 
  Just at the moment there was one marked distinction between them—the blackened eye that disfigured Harry’s face. 
  Stacey was standing with his hands in his pockets, staring up at the little barred window, with an expression on his face that was hard to read. 
  The little window was open, but Wharton could not put his head out; the bars were too close for that. Probably he was invisible to the junior below, in the dusky room, but Stacey stood out clear to his eyes in the sunlight. 
  Another figure came in sight round the building—Lord Mauleverer of the Remove. Wharton’s frowning face cleared as he saw MauIy. 
  Mauly was one of the few fellows who still stood by him; Mauly was the man to stick to a fellow who was down, 
  Stacey gave a little start as Mauleverer came along, sauntering with his hands in his pockets. Wharton above watched the two of them. 
  Mauleverer did not seem to see Stacey; he ignored his existence completely, though he came to a halt within six feet of him. 
  He put his head back and stared up at the window. Harry Wharton put a hand out between the bars and waved. 
  “Oh, you’re there, Wharton, old bean!” called out Mauleverer. 
  “Yes, Mauly!” called back Wharton. The window was high, and he had almost to shout. 
  Stacey broke in. 
  “You’d better take care, Mauleverer! If a prefect hears you you’ll get into a row for this! Speaking to a fellow in punny—” 
  “Mind mindin’ your own bizney?” asked Lord Mauleverer politely. 
  “Walker of the Sixth is not far away—” 
  “I’ve asked you to mind your own bizney, Stacey! You’re interruptin’ 
me.” Lord Mauleverer looked up again and called: “Wharton, old scout!”
  “Yes, Mauly?” 
  “I’ve staggered round to tell you to keep your pecker up, old bean. The game’s not up yet.” 
  Wharton smiled faintly. It was like old Mauly to chance it with the prefects and come round to give him a word of encouragement. 
  “I’ve got sornethin’ to tell you, old thing.” went on Mauleverer. “Smithy’s up to somethin’.” 
  “Smithy?” repeated Wharton. 
  “Yaas! The old Bounder’s standin’ by you, and he’s got somethin’ up his sleeve. I don’t know what—but somethin’. So keep a stiff upper lip, old man!” 
  “Right-ho!” called back Wharton. 
  “Here comes Walker.” said Stacey, with a sneer. 
  Evidently the shouts had been heard. Walker of the Sixth came striding up with a frown on his brow. 
  “What are you juniors doing here?” snapped Walker. “You jolly well know you’re not allowed to speak to a man in punny! Get out of it!” 
  “Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer politely. “Anythin’ to oblige, Walker.” He waved his hand to the barred window and sauntered away.
  Stacey followed, and then Walker. Evidently Quelch had warned the prefects to keep an eye open; otherwise there would have seen a rush to the spot in break and a crowd staring up at the window of the punishment-room. 
  Wharton dropped back from the barred window. 
  His face was less clouded now. 
  It had done him good to see Mauly’s kind, friendly face; and Mauly’s words, mysterious as they were, gave him some comfort—though he could not begin to imagine how Smithy could help him. 
  No doubt Smithy would if he could— all the more because he was on the bitterest terms with Stacey. But what could the Bounder do? 
  Wharton resumed pacing the narrow limits of the punishment-room. How long was this going to last? Whatever was coming to him, he wished to face it and get it over. 
  From a distance, faintly, he heard the sound of a bell—it was the bell for third school. 
  The fellows would be going into the Form-rooms again now. His place in the Remove-room was vacant that day. Was it going to remain vacant? 
  The silence was broken at last; footsteps came along the corridor. 
  A key grated in the lock. 
  Harry Wharton faced the door as it opened. It was Wingate of the Sixth who came in. The Greyfriars captain gave the prisoner of the punishment- room a rather grim look. 
  “You’re wanted now!” he said curtly. 
  “Ready!” said Harry. 
  Wingate scanned his face; he seemed to hesitate to speak, but he made up his mind to do so. 
  “Look here, kid.” said Wingate not unkindly, “you seem to have turned out a precious young rascal this term; but you used to be a decent kid enough, and I’m sorry to see you up for the sack. My advice to you is to make a clean breast of it to the Head and tell him nothing but the truth.” 
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  “Thank you for nothing!” retorted Wharton. “If I tell the Head anything, it will be the truth.” 
  “You were telling a good many lies last night when you were caught out of bounds at two in the morning!” said Wingate gruffly. 
  “I was not out of bounds last night.” 
  “Are you going to tell Dr. Locke that?” 
  “Certainly, as it’s the truth!” 
  “Well, you’re a young ass, as well as a young rascal!” said the Greyfriars captain. “Do you think the Head will take your word against Quelch’s and Capper’s and mine? All three of us saw you—” 
  “That’s a mistake.” said Wharton coolly. “You didn’t see me; you saw somebody like me—and I needn’t tell you his name, as you know who it is that has been mistaken for me before.” 
  “You mean Stacey?” said Wingate. “Well, as the fellow—whoever he was— got back to the Remove dormitory without being caught, I suppose you fancy you can make something out of a yarn like that. But you seem to forget that you have a black eye, and Stacey hasn’t—and your black eye was seen.” 
  “You couldn’t have seen clearly.” said Harry. “Anyhow, you made a mistake. I was fast asleep in bed till Quelch woke me up and accused me of having been out of the House.” 
  Wingate made an angry and impatient gesture. 
  “You’re sticking to that?” he demanded. 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders. 
  “I’ve no choice about sticking to it, as it happens to be the truth!” he answered. 
  Wingate drew a deep breath. 
  “Well, I’ve given you good advice.” he said. “If you won’t take it, that’s your look-out! Follow me to the Head now.” 
  “I’m ready!” 
  And Harry Wharton followed the prefect out of the punishment-room, and down the long corridor. In silence they made their way to the Head’s study. 
  Deep in his heart, Harry Wharton wondered whether his last hour at Greyfriars had come. Could it be possible that he was to shake the dust of the old school from his feet? It looked like it. 
                           THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                             A Row In the Remove! 
“I SAY, you fellows! Quelch looks waxy!” whispered Billy Bunter. 
  Bunter was right. 
  Quelch did. 
  The Remove fellows, as they went into their Form-room for third school, easily read the expression on the speaking countenance of Henry Samuel Quelch, and realised that they had to be on their best behaviour. 
  Quelch, already perturbed and worried, had been still further exasperated by Smithy’s black eye and his cheeky answers when questioned on the subject. 
  He was in no mood to be patient with the slightest infraction of discipline; even with a mere whisper in the Form-room as the fellows sat down! So Billy Bunter discovered. 
  The fat Owl of the Remove had certainly not intended Quelch to hear him. He forgot that Quelch’s ears were almost as keen as his eyes, which had often been compared to gimlets for their sharpness. 
  “Bunter!” came a rumble from the Remove master. 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Oh lor’! I mean, yes, sir! I didn’t speak, sir!” 
  “I heard you speak, Bunter!” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” gasped the fat Owl. “Not a word, sir! I never opened my lips! I only said to Skinner—”
  “Take a hundred lines, Bunter!” 
  “Oh crikey! But—but I never said a word, sir!” gushed the dismayed Owl. 
“I shouldn’t even think of saying you looked waxy, sir! I’m too respectful.”   
  There was a subdued chuckle in the Remove. It died away under a glare from the gimlet eyes. 
  “Take two hundred lines, Bunter!” 
  “Oh scissors!” 
  Billy Bunter gave it up! Quelch evidently wasn’t safe just then! The Owl of the Remove said no more. 
  Mr. Quelch fixed his eyes on Smithy. The Bounder was already in his place when the Form came in. He sat at his desk, cool and cheerful—his black eye very much in evidence. 
  “Vernon-Smith!” rumbled the Remove master. 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “Stand out before the Form.” 
  The Bounder lounged out before the Form. All eyes were on him. His manner was perfectly cool—so very cool that it could not fail to have an irritating effect on Mr. Quelch. 
  A fellow who was the object of his Form-master’s wrath, ought to have stepped out, if not in fear and trembling, at least very seriously and solemnly. The Bounder, on the other hand, seemed slightly amused. 
  Mr. Quelch was grimly resolved to impress upon him that the matter was not amusing. 
  “You have a discoloured eye, Vernon-Smith!” said Mr. Quelch. “Greyfriars boys are not allowed to present so disgraceful an appearance. You made impertinent answers when I questioned you as to its cause. I shall therefore not question you further, but shall immediately administer punishment.” 
  The Remove master picked up the cane from his desk. 
  He pointed with it to a form. 
  Bend over the end of that form, Vernon-Smith!” he rapped. 
  “Are you going to cane me for this black eye, sir?” asked Vernon-Smith coolly. 
  “I am! Bend over that form at once!” 
  Mr. Quelch swished the cane. 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith seemed to hesitate for a moment or two. The Remove watched him breathlessly. 
  Then the Bounder obediently bent over the form. 
  Swish, swish, swish!” 
  The cane rose and fell hard and fast. The swishes rang sharply through the Form- room. 
  Smithy was hard as nails; but he had to set his teeth to keep back a yell. Mr. Quelch was a somewhat severe gentleman, but he did not often lay it on so hard as this. Evidently he was intensely annoyed. 
  However, he checked himself after three swipes. He laid the cane on his desk, and the Bounder slowly rose, his lips shut hard. 
  “Go back to your place, Vernon-Smith!” 
  In silence the Bounder went back to his place. He wriggled painfully as he sat down. His chum, Redwing, gave him a sympathetic grin. Mr. Quelch glanced over the Form. Every fellow seemed anxious not to meet his eye. 
  “Stacey!” 
  “Sir!” The head boy of the Remove rose. 
  “I have business with the head!” said Mr. Quelch. “I shall leave you in charge of the Form during my absence, Stacey.” 
  “Very well, sir!” 
  The juniors exchanged quick glances. All the Form knew what Quelch’s business with the Head was. Harry Wharton was going to be dealt with while his Form-fellows were in class. 
  Bob Cherry rose to his feet.
 “If you please, sir—“
 “You need not speak, Cherry!” 
  “If—if Wharton is going, sir, may we see him before he goes?” asked Bob. 
  “You may not.” 
  “But, sir—” 
  “Silence! Sit down at once, Cherry!” 
  Bob sat down. 
  “I shall be absent a short time,” said Mr. Quelch, with a grim look at his 
Form. “If there is any disturbance in this Form-room while I am gone, I shall visit it with the most severe punishment. Stacey, you will give out the papers.” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  Mr. Quelch quitted the Form-room and shut the door after him, leaving the Remove in charge of his head boy. 
  Stacey handed out Latin papers along the Form. 
 “My hat! Quelchy is ratty this morning!” said Skinner. “You picked a bad day for pulling his leg, Smithy.” 
  “Hurt, old man?” asked Peter Todd. 
  “Oh, no,” answered the Bounder sarcastically. “I like it! I’m wriggling like this because I’m enjoying it.” 
  “Why the dickens did you ask for it, then?” asked Hazeldene. “You seemed to be getting Quclch’s rag out on purpose!” 
 “Poor old Wharton!” said the Bounder, unheeding Hazel’s question. “I suppose they’ve got him in the Head’s study now.” 
   “It’s rotten!” groaned Bob Cherry. 
   “The rottenfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a lugubrious dusky face. 
  “Well, dash it all, he must have expected it when he was caught out of bounds at two in the morning!” said Tom Brown.
  “He wasn’t!” said the Bounder. 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass, Smithy!” snapped Tom Brown. “He was seen by a prefect and two beaks! Isn’t that evidence enough?” 
  “Not for me.” 
  “Then you’re a silly ass!” 
  “You fellows seem to have made up your minds that Wharton’s going to be sacked!” sneered the Bounder. “He’s not gone yet, and I’ve got an idea that he’s not going.” 
  “Don’t talk so much, you fellows!” came Stacey’s voice. “I don’t want to be unpleasant; but Quelch has left me in charge!” I shall get ragged if he comes back and hears a buzz going on.” 
  “Oh, Quelch won’t rag you!” said the Bounder, with a sneer. “Aren’t you his jolly old favourite? Doesn’t be make it a point to believe that Wharton does everything that you do out of bounds?” 
   “Chuck that, Smithy!” said Tom Brown sharply. “That chicken won’t fight  now. What happened last night proves plainly enough which of them goes out of bounds.” 
  “It does!” agreed the Bounder, rising from his form. “And I’m going to put it to the Big Beak and try to make him see it.” 
  “You’re going to the Head?” exclaimed Frank Nugent. 
   Stacey’s eyes gleamed. 
  “You’re not, Vernon-Smith!” he rapped sharply. “Quelch has left me in charge here, and no fellow can leave the Form-room. Take your place.” 
  The Bounder gave him a mocking look. 
  “Are you afraid of what I’ve got to say to the Head?” he asked. “Gettin’ the wind up—what?” 
  Stacey gave him a black and bitter look 
  So far as he could see, the Bounder had nothing to say to the Head that could possibly influence the Big Beak in his decision regarding Wharton. But at the same time he was feeling inwardly uneasy. 
  He knew, if no one else did, that it was he who had been out of bounds the previous night and had, by a cunning trick, landed the guilt on his double. 
  Discovery seemed impossible. He could discern no chink in his armour, yet he felt a thrill of deep uneasiness. 
  He crossed to the Form-room door and put his back against it. As head boy, placed officially in charge by his Form-master, he had the right to keep fellows from going out of class. 
  “Sit down, Vernon-Smith!” he said savagely. 
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “Do you think I’m taking orders from you, you cur?” he sneered. “Get away from that door!” 
  “You’re not leaving this Form-room!” 
  “I fancy I am, and you’re not stopping me!” 
  “I shall stop you fast enough, if you try it on!” said Stacey, between his teeth. 
  “Look here, Stacey, chuck it!” roared Bob Cherry angrily. “If Smithy’s got something to say for Wharton—” 
  “Let him pass, you cheeky tick!” bawled Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes, rather!” exclaimed Frank Nugent, jumping up from his place.“You’re not stopping him, Stacey!” 
  Stacey’s eyes blazed. 
  “Stand back, Vernon-Smith!”
  The Bounder marched straight at him, and Stacey, with blazing eyes, struck at him. Vernon-Smith returned the blow at once. He was not sorry to come to hard knocks with a fellow he disliked and despised. 
  In a moment they were fighting. 
  But the fight was swiftly interrupted. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull, Nugent and Hurree Singh rushed from their places. They grasped Stacey, and dragged him away from the Bounder by main force. 
  “Chuck it, you cheeky cad!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  Stacey struggled fiercely in the grasp of the four. 
  “Thanks!” said the Bounder coolly. “Keep that cad from butting in, you men!” I’m goin’!” 
   Smithy walked out of the Form-room, and shut the door after him. Stacey wrenched at the hands that grasped him. 
  “Will you let me go?” he shouted. 
  “You’re not going after Smithy!” said Bob “You’re not going to chip into this, Stacey!” 
  “I am! I—” 
  “You’re jolly well not! Sit on him!” said Bob. 
  Bump!” 
  The head boy of the Remove landed on the floor—hard! Bob Cherry sat on his home chest. There was a chortle from the Remove. 
  “Help me, you fellows!” yelled Stacey. 
  Russell and Ogilvy rushed out of their places. They were Stacey’s pals in Study No. 3 in the Remove, and quite ready to back him up. 
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  But Nugent and Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh barged them off. There was a wild scramble in the Remove-room. But Stacey remained where he was, with Bob Cherry sitting on his chest, pinning him down. If Herbert Vernon-Smith was able to help Harry Wharton in his extremity, Harry Wharton’s double was not going to intervene. 
                       THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                               Up for Judgment! 
WINGATE tapped at the door of the Head’s study. 
  “Here is Wharton, sir!” 
  “Thank you, Wingate!” said Dr. Locke. 
  Wharton entered the study, and Wingate left him there. Mr. Quelch was in the study with the headmaster. He gave the junior a cold, hard, grim look, in return for which he received a glance of cool defiance that brought a glitter to his eyes. 
  Dr. Locke, sitting at his desk, surveyed the Removite keenly. His gaze dwelt with disapproval on Wharton’s black eye. Neither did he approve of the boy’s defiant glance at his Form-master. 
  But his face did not express the grim condemnation that was to be seen in Mr. Quelch’s. Quelch, coming into daily contact with the fellow whom he now regarded as the worst boy in the Remove, had grown more and more incensed, until it was no longer easy for him to be just. The Head, who saw him seldom, had no personal irritation in the matter and he was able to judge with more calmness, and remember that this boy had once had as good a reputation as any fellow at Greyfriars. The Head, In fact, was a man of cool and balanced judgment, as headmasters have to be, and generally are. 
  That either Wharton or his double, Stacey, was a “bad hat,” was a certainty. All the evidence was against Wharton. 
  But one fact was strong in the Head’s calm mind. Wharton’s reputation had been good enough before Stacey came. 
  Last term he had been captain of the Remove, and head boy of that Form. Quelch had trusted him then. 
  It was, at least, a coincidence if his slipping into bad ways had taken place at the same time as the arrival of his double in the school. 
  The Head saw clearly that this fact weakened the evidence against him, overwhelming as it seemed to be. 
  Yet he had to judge by the evidence. A headmaster could do nothing else. If Wharton was a reckless rascal, who broke bounds at night, and haunted disreputable resorts, he could not be allowed to remain at Greyfriars. 
  That was Quelch’s fixed belief. But Dr. Locke still hoped that the junior might have something to say for himself. He had taken time to consider the matter before the boy was called into his presence for examination and judgment. 
  “Wharton,” said the Head quietly, and not unkindly, “you know of what you are accused. Several times this term the same accusation has been made; but either it proved to be an error, or some element of doubt appeared to exist in the matter. Now it would seem that doubt no longer exists. Have you any confession to make?” 
  “No, sir!” 
  “Do you deny that you were out of the House last night at a late hour?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “A Remove junior was seen out of the House after midnight by Mr. Quelch, Mr. Capper, and Wingate of the Sixth Form. You are aware of that.” 
  “I know.” 
  “They all recognised you, Wharton. You were seen clearly in the light from an open doorway. You deny that you were seen?” 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  “Where were you at the time?” 
  “In bed, sir, and fast asleep.” 
  The Head drummed on his table for a moment with his slim white fingers. Mr. Quelch compressed his lips in a tight line. 
  “You are not casting doubt, I presume, Wharton, on the statements made by two members of my staff, and a Sixth Form prefect?” 
  “Of course not, sir.” said Harry. “They saw a fellow they took for me. I know that. They made a mistake.” 
  “If a mistake was made, Wharton, there is only one other boy at Greyfriars who could possibly have been mistaken for you—your relative, Stacey, who resembles you so closely.” 
  “That is so, sir.” 
  “Your contention, then, is that it was Stacey who was seen?” 
  Wharton paused a moment. 
  “It’s not for me to accuse anybody, sir.” he answered at last. “All I can say is that it was not I.”  
  “If it was not you, it was Stacey. Mr. Quelch has absolute confidence in Stacey.” 
  “So he had in me last term.” said Wharton bitterly. “I’ve done nothing that I know of to cause him to change his opinion.” 
  “That is what we have to ascertain, Wharton.” said the Head quietly. “Now you have a discoloured eye, and Stacey has none.” 
  Wharton did not reply. That was the difficulty in his defence, and he was quite at a loss how to deal with it. 
  “On other occasions mistakes may have been made—and, in fact, have been made.” said Dr. Locke. “But so long as your eye is blackened, Wharton, no one could possibly mistake Stacey for you.” 
  “I—I suppose not, sir; but—” Wharton broke off. 
  “But what, Wharton?” 
  “But they did, sir.” said Harry. “They must have. They cannot have seen me out in the quad when I was asleep in bed.” 
  “Mr. Quelch, there is no doubt that the boy seen in the quadrangle last night had a blackened eye?” 
  “None, sir.” answered Mr. Quelch. “Mr. Capper, who was on the House steps, saw it distinctly. I saw it distinctly, looking from my window. Win- gate saw it distinctly. It is perfectly true that, but for the blackened eye, we could not have said for certain whether the boy was Wharton or Stacey. But that is immaterial—since it is absolutely certain that the boy in question had a blackened eye.” 
  “What have you to say Wharton?” 
  “Only that a mistake was made, sir, and must have been made.” answered Harry steadily. “If they saw the fellow plainly I can’t understand it. But it was a mistake.  I was not out of the House.” 
  “Such a mistake” said the Head, “is not possible, Wharton. One person might imaginably have been mistaken, but three persons cannot have been. The boy seen in the quadrangle had a blackened eye, and on that point I am bound to decide that no doubt whatever exists.” 
  Wharton stood silent. 
  What was he to say? 
  The Head’s words carried conviction, even to his own mind.  Quelch might, possibly, have been blinded by prejudice, and fancied that he had seen what he had not seen. But Mr. Capper, the master of the Fourth, was a perfectly disinterested party—so was Wingate. How could Capper and Wingate have fancied that the fellow had a black eye if he hadn’t? 
  The junior had a bewildered feeling of helplessness. He knew that he was innocent. But he was helpless. 
  There was a brief silence in the study. 
  It was broken by a tap on the door. Dr. Locke glanced round impatiently. No interruption was wanted just then. The door opened. 
  It was Vernon-Smith of the Remove who appeared in the doorway. His black eye showed up very distinctly in the sunlight from the window. 
  Wharton stared at him. 
  He was surprised to see the Bounder there, and still more surprised to see him with a black eye. 
  Mr. Quelch started to his feet. 
  “Vernon-Smith, how dare you come here! How dare you leave the Form- room? Go back at once!” 
  “If you please, sir—” said Smithy meekly. 
  “Go away immediately!” 
  “I have something to tell the Head, sir.” 
  “Nonsense! This is no time—” 
  “It’s about what happened last night sir!” 
  “Of that you know nothing, Vernon-Smith! You——” 
  “One moment, Mr. Quelch,” said the Head gently. “If Vernon-Smith has anything to say regarding the matter, he had better speak.” 
  Mr. Quelch, with compressed lips, sat down again. Dr. Locke made the Bounder a sign to come into the study, and Smithy entered and closed the door. Harry Wharton stood silent. He remembered what Mauleverer had called up to the window of the punishment-room. The Bounder had some- thing up his sleeve! 
  What it was Harry could not begin to guess; but the Bounder’s arrival in the study gave him a new feeling of hope! 
                           THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                                    Unexpected! 
VERNON-SMITH’S manner was very quiet and respectful. His usual air of half-suppressed “cheek” was quite banished in the majestic presence of the headmaster. For Quelch’s bitter annoyance he did not care a straw. In fact, it rather amused the reckless Bounder to get Quelch’s “rag out.” 
  Dr Locke’s gaze was on the Bounder’s black eye. That discoloured eye surprised him as much as it surprised Wharton. 
  “I understood you to tell me, Mr. Quelch, that Wharton was the only boy in your Form with a blackened eye.” said Dr. Locke. 
  “That was correct, sir. Vernon-Smith has only been in this disgraceful state a short time.” said Mr Quelch. “He had no discoloured eye before break this morning.” 
  “It was not in that state last night?” 
  “No, sir!” said Mr. Quelch acidly. “Moreover, the boy seen in the 
quadrangle was clearly recognised, and bore no resemblance whatever to Vernon-Smith.” 
  “Quite so!” assented the Head. “Now, Vernon-Smith, I will hear what you have to say. I warn you not to speak idly here.” 
  “Very well, sir. There is something that I believe ought to be brought to your notice.” said Vernon-Smith. “The fellow who was seen out of bounds last night was identified by a black eye. I never believed for a moment that it was Wharton, sir” 
  “Dr. Locke does not desire to hear your opinions on the subject, Vernon- Smith!” rapped the Remove master. 
  “Perfectly so!” said Dr. Locke. “Unless you have some matter of fact to state, Vernon-Smith——” 
  “I mean, sir, that not believing that it was Wharton, I’ve been thinking pretty hard over the matter.” said the Bounder, “and I believe that I’ve hit on the truth.” 
  “Explain at once what you mean.” 
  “I believe that the black eye was faked, sir.” 
  “Was what?” snapped the Head. 
  “I mean, it was spoof—1 mean, not genuine!” Smithy stammered for a moment. Fakes and spoofs were not for the Head’s presence. 
  He went on, choosing his words a little more carefully: 
  The fellow—whoever he was—was going to be spotted—I mean, he knew he would be seen! He knew that another fellow had a black eye! I believe that he faked—imitated—a black eye before he let himself be seen.” 
  “Imitated a black eye!” repeated the Head blankly. 
  Quelch gave an angry snort. 
  But Harry Wharton’s face lighted up. 
  His eyes gleamed. 
  Why hadn’t he thought of that? That was what the Bounder had up his sleeve? It was like the cool clearheaded Bounder to think that out! 
  “Oh, Smithy!” breathed Wharton: 
  “Silence, Wharton!” rapped Mr. Quelch. “Vernon-Smith, how dare you come here and waste your headmaster’s time with so foolish, so insensate a suggestion ?” 
  “I don’t think it’s foolish, sir!” said Smithy. “We’ve often faked such things as a black eye in our amateur theatricals. It’s quite easy, with a rub of charcoal—” 
  “Bless my soul!” said the Head. “Do you suggest that a boy, breaking bounds at night, provided himself with the materials for amateur theatricals, and had them in his pocket? Such an absurd suggestion—” 
  “No, sir.” said Vernon-Smith. “But a rub of black ink round the eye would produce the same effect.” 
  “Black ink!” repeated the Head. 
  “Certainly sir.” 
  “And how,” rapped Mr. Quelch, “do you suggest that a boy shut out of the House at midnight was able to obtain ink for such a purpose, Vernon- Smith?” 
  “From a fountain-pen, sir!” answered the Bounder coolly. 
  “A—a—a fountain-pen?” 
  “Yes, sir. Lots of fellows carry fountain-pens in their pockets; and I know for a fact that Stacey does.” 
  “How dare you mention Stacey? Dr. Locke, it is my duty to tell you that this boy, Vernon-Smith, was severely punished, only this week, for supplying a crib in class to another boy, and it was my head boy, Stacey, who inadvertently brought the matter to my notice. I cannot doubt that it is from a feeling of revenge that he has dared—” 
  “One moment, Mr. Quelch! If what Vernon-Smith states is possible, we must consider it!” said Dr. Locke. 
  Quelch hardly suppressed a snort. He did not regard it as possible. He regarded it as another example of the Bounder’s reckless impudence. But his annoyance and impatience did not affect the Head’s Olympian calm. 
  “We must leave no stone unturned to ascertain the truth in this unhappy matter.” said Dr. Locke. “It is a certainty that the boy out of bounds was either Wharton or Stacey. If a blackened eye could be imitated, the matter falls into doubt again.” 
  “Impossible, sir, I am assured.
  “ In the first place, is it known whether the boy Stacey does, as a matter of fact, carry a fountain-pen?” said the Head calmly. “He may be sent for and questioned on that point—“ 
  “‘That is unnecessary, sir; I have seen my head boy use a fountain-pen on many occasions.” said Mr. Quelch acidly. “No doubt Vernon-Smith has noticed it also and has founded this absurd suggestion on the circumstance.” 
  “Very good.” said Dr. Locke, “The next question is whether the appearance of a black eye could be assumed by rubbing black ink round the eye. I have certainly never heard of such a thing—” 
  “Neither have I, sir.” 
  “But we must admit that such an imposture could be effected by such a means, to some extent,” said Dr. Locke. “The point is this—could you, who saw the boy clearly, be deceived by such trickery, Mr. Quelch?” 
  “On that point, sir, my answer is most emphatic!” said Mr. Quelch. “I could not possibly be deceived by such a trick.” 
  “You saw the boy clearly?” 
  “Perfectly clearly, sir! The light from the doorway fell full on his face as I looked down from my window.” 
  “If the black eye had been assumed—” 
  “I should have detected such an imposture at a glance, sir!” 
  Mr. Quelch spoke in perfectly good faith. He was absolutely certain of what he said. Not for one moment, in his firm opinion, could his eyes have been deceived by such a trick. And his positive statement naturally carried great weight with the headmaster. 
  “Mr. Capper and Wingate also saw the black eye, sir—” 
  “If you were taken in, sir, they would be taken in in the same way.” murmured the Bounder meekly. 
  “Silence, Vernon-Smith! You have left your Form-room without permission, and come here to make a perfectly absurd and impossible sugestion, dictated by a revengeful feeling toward the best boy in my Form!” 
  “Oh, no, sir! I can prove what I say!” said the Bounder. “I think the Head ought to know, sir, that you have been taken in by exactly such a trick on one occasion. That shows that it was possible that it happened last night.” 
  Mr. Quelch stared at him in dumb wrath.  
  “Dear me!” exclaimed the Head. “If that is the case, Mr. Quelch—” 
  “It is not the case, sir!” gasped the Remove master. “This boy is speaking untruthfully, sir! I remember no occasion on which I have been so deceived. The statement is false, sir!” 
  “Vernon-Smith,” said the Head sternly, “How dare you!” 
  “I am sorry to make Mr. Quelch angry, sir.” said the Bounder meekly, “but I hope he will let me prove what I say. On one occasion, sir, Mr. Quelch caned a boy in the Remove for having a black eye—and the black eye was not genuine, but was imitated by ink taken from a fountain-pen.” 
  “Nothing of the kind has ever occurred, sir! The statement is false from beginning to end.” 
  “Mr. Quelch is not aware of his mistake, sir—but I can prove that it
occurred!” said Vernon-Smith.
  “You can do nothing of the kind, Vernon-Smith!” almost shouted the
Remove master. “It certainly never did occur!” 
  “One moment, Mr. Quelch!” the Head’s calm voice broke in. “If such a trick was played, without our knowledge, you would naturally not remember the occurrence. The boy speaks of proof.” 
  “Certainly, sir!” said Vernon-Smith. 
  Harry Wharton gazed at the Bounder, dumb. He had no recollection of such an occurrence in the Remove—and it could hardly have happened without coming to his hearing. Was the Bounder simply talking out of his hat? 
  “I will listen to you, Vernon-Smith” said the Head grimly, “and if you fail to produce the proof you speak of, you will be flogged!” 
  “I should expect that, sir, if I wasted your time for nothing!” said the Bounder. “But if I prove, sir, that Mr. Quelch once caned a boy in the Remove for having a black eye, when the black eye was only an imitation, will not that prove that a mistake might have been made last night—about Wharton?” 
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  “Oh, assuredly!” said Mr. Quelch, with acid bitterness. “If I have been deceived in such a manner once, certainty I might be deceived in such a manner again! I am sorry, sir that you give me credit for so very little penetration!” 
  “I have said, Mr. Quelch, that Vernon-Smith will be flogged unless he proves his statement. I am waiting for you to do so, Vernon-Smith. When did this alleged incident occur?” 
  “This morning, sir!” answered Smithy coolly. 
  “This morning!” repeated Mr. Quelch, stupefied. 
  “Yes, sir! This morning you caned me in the Form-room for having a black eye.” said the Bounder, with icy coolness. 
  “What do you mean, Vernon-Smith?” exclaimed the Head angrily. “You have a black eye at this moment   
  “This is what I mean, sir!” 
  Vernon-Smith took a handkerchief from his pocket, unfolded it, and took a small wet sponge from it. That wet sponge he rubbed over his black eye. 
Immediately the sponge became inky. Streaks of ink appeared on his cheek. He rubbed and rubbed. 
  The discoloration round his eye disappeared as he rubbed. 
  The Head, the Form-master, and Harry Wharton watched him in stupefied silence. 
  The eye was rubbed clean. Vernon-Smith faced the Head’s petrified gaze— both his eyes perfectly normal in aspect. 
  The Bounder no longer had a black eye. 
                          THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                   Not the Sack! 
HARRY WHARTON drew a deep, deep breath. 
  There was a dead silence in the Head’s study. 
  For long, long moments a pin might have been heard to drop in that apartment. 
  The Head seemed petrified by what he had beheld. Mr. Quelch glared at the Bounder, his eyes almost starting from their sockets. 
  Smithy’s black eye had disappeared. 
  Obviously it had been an imitation—an imposture that had deceived Mr. Quelch and all the Remove. 
  Mr. Quelch had caned him that morning for that black eye! He could hardly deny that he had believed it to be a genuine one. And it was not genuine! The Bounder had proved his words beyond the shadow of a doubt. 
  He had proved, even to Quelch’s own satisfaction, that Mr. Quelch could be, and had been, deceived by an imitation black eye! And if he had been so deceived in the broad daylight of a summer’s day, much more might he have been deceived at night, in a hurried view of a running junior. 
  The silence in the Head’s study grew painful. 
  Quelch’s face gradually reddened and reddened, till it assumed the colour of a beetroot. 
  Never had he been so utterly taken aback. Seldom had he been so intensely exasperated and enraged. 
  But the Bounder had proved his point. For the sake of proving it, he had undergone a licking in the Form-room. And he had proved it! 
  The Head broke the silence at last. 
  “Bless my soul! Is it a fact, Mr. Quelch, that you caned this boy this morning for—for having a black eye?” 
  Quelch gurgled. He could hardly speak. 
  “Yes, sir!” he gasped. 
  “But he has no black eye!” said the Head. 
  “N-n-no, sir! A—a—a trick—a disrespectful trick!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “The boy deliberately misled me into punishing him!” 
  “I had a reason, sir!” said the Bounder. “I meant no disrespect!” I believed that you were tricked last night by the fellow out of bounds, and I wanted to prove that it was possible. 
  “You—you——” 
  “Really, Mr. Quelch,” said the Head, with some severity, “Vernon-Smith’s action may seem a little wanting in respect; but I am bound to say that he has acted very unselfishly and, indeed, generously. He has undergone a severe punishment for no purpose but to bring to light facts in favour of a boy in danger of expulsion, and in whose innocence he believes.” 
  “Facts, sir?” 
  “Certainly!” said the Head. “It is now proved, beyond question, that you may be deceived by precisely such a trick as Vernon-Smith suggests took place last night.” 
  Mr. Quelch choked. 
  He could not deny it. 
  His fixed belief was unchanged. But he had to admit that the black eye was no longer a proof that it was Wharton, and not Stacey, who had been out of bounds the night before. 
  There was no other proof! The whole case rested on the black eye! And it was now clear that Mr. Quelch might have been taken in by a faked black eye!”   
  The Head drummed on the table. 
  This unexpected development left him at a loss. But he was glad that Vernon-smith had intervened. 
  Either Harry Wharton or Ralph Stacey ought to be turfed out of the school. That was certain! But which? That was still uncertain!  
  If the Head decided against either of them, the chances were exactly evenly balanced, that he might be committing an injustice, and punishing one boy for the misdeeds of another! 
  That was a chance that no headmaster could take. 
  Smithy had saved Wharton from the “sack.” The Head knew it, and Mr. Quelch knew it and Harry Wharton knew it. And the Bounder knew it—he had known that he could do it ever since hard thinking on the subject had caused the truth to dawn on his keen mind. That caning in the Form-room was the price he had had to pay for success. He did not regret it. 
  “Vernon-Smith,” said the Head at last, “you may go back to your Form’ room.” 
  “Very well, sir!” 
  The Bounder left the study. Wharton’s eyes followed him gratefully as he went. Little as he liked the Bounder’s ways, he had always rather liked the Bounder himself. But they had never been pally—they were too unlike for that. Yet Smithy had gone through a licking, only to help him out of an awful scrape! True, he was glad to score over Stacey—glad, perhaps, to take a “rise” out of his Form-master. But he had saved Wharton! Already the shadow of the sack was receding into the dim distance. 
  “Dr. Locke—” began Mr. Quelch. 
  The Head made a gesture. 
  “We are now compelled to reconsider the matter, Mr. Quelch.” he said quietly. “I understand that when you visited the Remove dormitory last night, both Wharton and Stacey were found in bed?” 
  “Certainly, but—” 
  “One of them was seen out of the House, but unfortunately was not secured—” 
  “It was Wharton—” 
  “The resemblance between the two boys makes it impossible to say which it was, Mr. Quelch, except that one of them had a black eye. To that circumstance, no weight can now be attached.” 
  “But, sir—” 
  “One of these boys, relatives, is a disgrace the school!” said the Head. 
One of them I shall most certainly expel from Greyfriars when proof can be obtained. But I faiI to see proof in this case. If you have any further facts to adduce—” 
  “I can only repeat, sir, what I have said already—that I have the highest opinion of Stacey and the lowest possible opinion of Wharton. I am absolutely convinced that it was Wharton who was out of bounds.” 
  “Your conviction naturally carries great weight with me, Mr. Quelch. But in the matter of an expulsion, absolute proof is required. One of the boys is guilty—which, remains to be discovered.” 
  The Head turned to Wharton: 
  “You have nothing more to say, Wharton?” 
  “No sir, except that I am certain that Vernon-Smith has guessed exactly what happened last night!” said Harry. 
  “You may leave my study, Wharton! You will not, however, go to your Form-room until your Form-master gives you permission.” 
  “Very well, sir!” 
  Wharton left the Head’s study—leaving his Form-master with Dr. Locke. He smiled as he went down the corridor. The Head was making it as easy as he could for Quelch—but the matter was settled. There was going to be no expulsion; and he was going to resume his place in the Remove as if nothing had happened. He sauntered out into the sunny quad, his hands in his pockets, and a smile on his face. 
                      THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                 All Serene! 
“I SAY, you fellows!” yelled Billy Bunter.
   Bunter’s eyes almost popped through spectacles. 
  The fat Owl, in fact, could hardly believe either the eyes or the spectacles as he stared at Herbert Vernon-Smith. 
  The Bounder lounged back to the Remove-room, and grinned as he went 
in. He was in a very cheery and satisfied mood, in spite of the lingering sting of his Form-master’s cane. 
  To beat a “beak” in any sort of a contest, was like meat and drink to the reckless Bounder. And he regarded Mr. Quelch as having been beaten “to a frazzle,” as Fisher T. Fish would have expressed it. 
  There was rather an uproar going on in the Remove-room when the Bounder came back. Stacey was still on his back on the floor, with Bob Cherry sitting on his chest to keep him there. Ogilvy and Russell had failed to rescue him, the Co. driving them off. Two or three fellows had come out of their places to lend Oggy and Russell aid in the rescue of their pal. But Lord Mauleverer and Tom Redwing promptly joined the Co. 
  Excitement was spreading; and it looked as if there would be a general row in the Form-room, when the Bounder came in, and Bob allowed Stacey to rise from the floor. 
  The head boy of the Remove scrambled up, red and breathless, and panting with rage Attention turned on the Bounder at once. Billy Bunter was not the only one who exclaimed in astonishment at the sight of him. 
  “He ain’t got a black eye now!” squeaked Bunter. “I say, you fellows, Smithy ain’t got a black eye!” 
  “My esteemed Smithy—” gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “What the thump—” 
  “Smithy—” 
  “What—” 
  The Bounder chuckled. He had expected to make the fellows jump when he returned to the Form-room without his black eye. And he was right—they did jump! 
  Having left the Remove room with a blackened eye, the Bounder had naturally been expected to come back in the same state. Now his right eye was as normal as the left. 
  Stacey gave him one quick, searching look; and his face set hard. Stacey had not known any more than the others, that Smithy’s black eye was a skilful fake. But now that he knew, his quick brain jumped to why the Bounder had played that extraordinary trick. 
  Even Redwing, the Bounder’s own chum, had not known. He was as astonished as the rest of the Remove. 
  “Smithy!” he exclaimed. “How—” 
  “Surprised you?” grinned the Bounder. 
  “Yes, rather! How the deuce—” 
  “What the thump—” exclaimed Peter Todd. 
  “I say, you fellows, it wasn’t a real black eye at all!” exclaimed Billy Bunter. “I say, it was spoof!” 
  “Jolly well done, though!” said Wibley. “It took me in!” 
  “Yes, it was a spoof I” grinned the Bounder. “As I told Quelch in break, I gave myself that black eye specialty to let him see it.  ” 
  “But why?” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Did you specially want a licking from Quelch?” 
  “Hardly!” chuckled Vernon-Smith. “I did it to give Wharton a leg-up! And you can take it from me, my beloved ’earers, that it’s worked the oracle.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bob. He began to understand. 
  “I got the idea from Stacey!” added the Bounder. 
  “From Stacey?” repeated several voices. 
  “Exactly! You see, I tumbled to it that that was how Stacey worked it last night, to make them take him for Wharton!” said the Bounder coolly.     
  “That’s right, isn’t it, Stacey?” 
  “It’s a lie!” hissed Stacey savagely. 
  “I’ve proved to the Head and to Quelch that the beaks might have been taken in by a faked black eye! I fancy Quelch would rather have liked to give me a real one for proving it.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “But Stacey never—” began Ogilvy. 
  “Never!” said Russell. 
  “Stacey did!” answered the Bounder coolly. “It was Stacey out of bounds last night, and he faked a black eye, and made them think it was Wharton.” 
  “Rubbish!” roared Ogilvy. 
  “Rats!” howled Russell. 
  “Yaas, that’s how it was!” said Lord Mauleverer. “I never knew what you had up your sleeve, Smithy! But you’ve got it right.” 
  “Rot!” said a dozen voices. 
  “Right as rain!” said several others. 
  “Smithy’s right!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Smithy’s wrong!” roared Russell.
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Good old Smithy!” 
  “Shut up, Smithy!” 
  There was a roar of dispute in the Remove Form-room. Fellows who 
backed Harry Wharton had no doubt that the Bounder was right. Fellows who backed Ralph Stacey had no doubt that he was wrong. 
  It was a matter of opinion; and every fellow had to settle it for himself. Bob roared above the tumult: 
  “But what’s the verdict, Smithy? Is Wharton sacked or not?” 
  “No! I can’t say for certain, but I’m pretty sure not. Stacey won’t get by with that this time!” said the Bounder, with a sardonic grin. 
  “Oh, good!” exclaimed Nugent, in great relief. 
  “The goodfulness is terrific.” 
  “Hurray!” roared Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, I’m glad that the chap’s got off the sack, if he has!” said Ogilvy. “But you’re not going to make out that Stacey—” 
  “It was Stacey!” said the Bounder coolly. 
  “It wasn’t——” 
  “It was——” 
  “You cheeky ass—” 
  “You silly fathead—” 
  The Form-room was in a roar. Almost every voice joined in the excited dispute—except Stacey’s. 
  He went to his desk and sat down—silent!
  He hardly knew whether he was sorry that Wharton had escaped the “sack.” It was to save his own skin that he had played that treacherous trick regardless of the consequences to his relative. But no doubt it had lain on his conscience a little. 
  If Wharton had escaped it meant that the Head was in doubt—which in turn meant that Dr. Locke did not trust him as Mr. Quelch did. Still, his position was secure enough. It did not mean that he was suspected—only that his “double” had once more been given the benefit of a possible doubt. 
  Almost every fellow in the Form-room was speaking—most at the top of their voices—when the door opened and Mr. Quelch came in. 
  There was a rush to the desks at once. 
  Mr. Quelch’s face was pale with anger and chagrin. He could not find fault with the headmaster’s decision, since an element of doubt had been introduced into the case. But there was no doubt in his own mind: and he had a sense of having been defeated. 
  Now he came back to find his Form-room in an uproar; and it was the last straw. 
  “What does this riot mean?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  Voices were suddenly silent, but there was a scrambling and shifting as the juniors got back to their places. 
  “Stacey, I left you to keep order here!” 
  “I did my best, sir!” said Stacey quietly. 
  The juniors wondered whether Quelch’s wrath was going to fall on the fellow who was regarded as his favourite, but he did not address Stacey again. The gimlet eye glittered over the Form. 
  “The whole Form will be detained for two hours after class to-day!” he snapped. “Now—silence!” 
  “If you please, sir—” said Frank Nugent. 
  “Silence!” 
  “About Wharton, sir—is he staying?” 
  “Take two hundred lines, Nugent!” 
  “But, sir—”
  “Another word and I shall cane you!” 
  Frank sat down—silent. Evidently it was useless to ask Quelch about his chum. Still, Quelch’s tart temper was a fairly clear indication that he had met with a defeat in the Head’s study. 
  The Remove were anxious for third school to come to an end that morning. Until then they could not be certain of what had happened. Wharton had not returned to the Form-room. Was he still at Greyfriars? 
  But a little later there came a tap at the Form-room door, and it opened. All the Remove stared round—at Harry Wharton! 
  Mr. Quelch gave him a glare that the fabled basilisk might have envied. 
  “Please, sir,” said Wharton meekly, “Dr. Locke said that I was to wait for your permission before coming into the Form-room. Will you tell me whether I am to come in?” 
  The Remove master breathed hard. 
  It was on the tip of his tongue to tell the junior to go, but he checked that angry impulse. The boy was not expelled; he had to rejoin his Form. For a moment there was silence, then Mr. Quelch barked: 
  “You may take your place, Wharton!” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  Wharton went to his place. Nugent gave him a delighted grin as he sat down. Third school continued in an electric atmosphere. Form and Form- master were equally relieved when it came to an end. 

                         THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                Bunter Begs for It! 

“I’LL chance it!” 
  “Fathead! You won’t!” 
  Vernon-Smith grunted discontentedly. 
  It was Saturday afternoon. 
  That afternoon, before tea-time, Vernon-Smith had to deliver a “book” to his Form-master. 
  Smithy and Bunter had been given a “book” each, one for having supplied a “crib,” the other for having used it. 
  Both had to be delivered by Saturday. Bunter’s book, it was probable, had hardly been touched. Even a hundred lines was a task that Billy Bunter found it extremely difficult to perform. And in the first Book of Virgil there were seven hundred and fifty-six lines. 
  A book was a terrific imposition. It was possible that Quelch would go easy with Bunter if his book was not handed in on time. But it was highly improbable that he would go easy with Smithy, after the occurrences of that week. 
  So when the Bounder, with his usual recklessness, declared that he would chance it, six fellows told him all at once not to be a fathead. 
  Wharton’s black eye, though not yet mended, had toned down considerably by that time. Mr. Quelch had forbidden him to go out of gates so long as it was conspicuously black. Now, however, it was a pale art shade of mixed pink and purple and he was allowed to go out if he liked. The Famous Five had planned a bike spin for the afternoon with Redwing and Smithy. But there yet remained a hundred lines to be written of Smithy’s book. 
  “We’ll wait!” said Redwing. 
  “Sticking indoors on a July afternoon!” growled the Bounder. “Blow Quelch and his dashed book! It’s all that cad Stacey’s fault, too. He gave me away to Quelch.” 
  “The cadfulness of the esteemed Stacey is terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the bookfulness is a bare necessity and a sine qua non. The esteemed Quelch will otherwise be infuriated.” 
  “Blow him!” grunted Smithy. 
  “Be sensible, old chap!” urged Harry Wharton. “What you did for me the other day was a thoroughly decent thing. But for you, most likely I shouldn’t be at Greyfriars now. But Quelch doesn’t look at it like that. I’m gratefuI, but Quelch isn’t.” 
  “Hardly!” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “He’s got his back up, Smithy.” said Nugent. “He’s a just man, ratty as he may be, and he won’t go for you for nothing. But if you give him real cause, you can’t expect him to go easy.” 
  “Not in his present jolly old temper.” said Johnny Bull. “Look here, get that book done, and we’ll all squat round and watch you do it.” 
  “Come on, Smithy!” 
  The Bounder nodded a discontented assent. Reckless as he was, he realised that it was unwise to give his Form-master a “handle” against him at the present time. 
  Since the scene in the Head’s study, Mr. Quelch had made no allusion to it whatever; but it was pretty certain that he had not forgotten it. He was, as Frank said, just, and would not punish any fellow without cause. But woe betide the Bounder it he gave him cause! 
  “Oh, come on!” growled Smithy, and the whole party adjourned to Study No. 4 in the Remove. 
  They passed Stacey on the stairs. He was in flannels, and had a bat under his arm. 
  Ogilvy and Russell were with him. 
  The two parties passed each other without a word. A cleavage was growing in the Remove. Wharton and Stacey “barred” one another, and the fellows who took sides in the dispute had begun to bar one another also. 
It was disagreeable enough to Wharton, who liked both Oggy and Russell, and had been good friends with them before Stacey came. 
  Stacey’s eyes gleamed at the Bounder in passing. If it was still an open question in the Remove which of the doubles was the black sheep, that was due to Smithy. And Stacey had no doubt who it was that had shut him out on his night out of bounds, and given him the narrowest escape he had had since he had been at Greyfriars. His feelings towards the Bounder were even more bitter then towards his relative and double. 
  Smithy, catching his black look, laughed. 
  The cricketers went on down the stairs; the other fellows up. In Study No. 4, Vernon-Smith sat down to finish his stack of lines. 
  The other fellows waited, wisely deciding not to lose sight of the Bounder till he had finished. Wharton, especially very keen to keep him out of trouble with Quelch, if he could, he was not likely to forget the service Smithy had done him. 
  Smithy scribbled away savagely. 
  “I say, you fellows!” 
  A fat face and a large pair of spectacles blinked into Study No. 4. Vernon-Smith looked up from his lines with a frowning brow. 
  “Barge that fat idiot out!” he grunted. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—”
  “Cut!” said Harry. “You’re interrupting the lines, Bunter.” 
  “That’s what I want to see you fellows about.” explained Bunter. “I say, I haven’t finished my book for Quelch.” 
  “Go and finish it!” suggested Bob. 
  “Well, it’s such a fearful lot!” groaned Bunter. “I’ve done some, and I think my friends might help me to do the rest.  ” 
  “Jolly good idea!” agreed Bob. “Go and ask your friends to pile in, and give us a rest.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Buzz off, anyhow!” snapped the Bounder. “How do you think I can write lines, with you cackling at the door?” 
 “Beast!”
  Bunter did not buzz off. “I say, you fellows, I think you might lend a hand to finish that book. Quelch will never notice your fist. I’m willing to risk it, if you are. Toddy’s done twenty for me.” 
  “And how many have you done?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Ten.” said Bunter. 
  “Oh, my hat! You’re for it, then.” 
  If Bunter, during the whole week, had done only ten lines out of seven hundred and fifty-six, it certainly did not look as if he would finish the impot in time for delivery that afternoon. 
  “You fellows going out?” asked the fat Owl, 
  “Yes, fathead!” 
  “Well, look here, stay in instead and write my lines for me.” said Bunter. “The fact is, I want to go out. Sickening, sticking in on an afternoon like 
this!”
  The juniors gazed at Bunter. They did not reply. That cheery suggestion seemed to have taken away their breath, 
  “It’s a beastly hot July!” said Bunter, blinking at them. “Horrible stewing in a study over lines. A shady tree is what I want! That brute Toddy cleared off after doing twenty of my lines. I told him that Quelch wouldn’t notice it if he did some more. He said I wasn’t going to notice him doing any more, either.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” Selfish, I call it! He’s only done twice as many as I have!” said Bunter warmly. “Look here, if you five fellows did a hundred each—that’s five hundred: Redwing can do a hundred, too—that’s six hundred. And Smithy can do another hundred—that’s seven. That leaves fifty-six! With thirty done, I shall still have twenty-six to do! Well, look here,” said Bunter, in a burst of generosity, “I’ll do the twenty-six. I won’t ask you fellows to do them.” 
  “Might as well,” grinned Bob. 
  “We’re just as likely to do the whole lot, fatty. Just.” 
  “The justfulness is terrific!”
  “If you fellows are going to be beastly selfish—” 
  “We are!” chuckled Bob. “We is!” 
  “Well, look here, Smithy—” 
  “Shut up!” snapped the busy Bounder. 
  “It’s up to you, Smithy!” said Bunter firmly. “You got me this impot, as you know very well. It’s all your fault.” 
  Vernon-Smith looked up from his lines and stared at the fat Owl of the Remove blankly. 
  “You blithering ass!” he ejaculated. “How do you make that out? Stacey got you the ‘book,’ by giving away your crib.” 
  “Yes, that’s all very well; but who wrote out the crib for me?” said the Owl of the Remove. “You jolly well did, Smithy!” 
  “Wha-a-t?” 
  “And if you hadn’t, that cad Stacey couldn’t have given it away to Quelch, and got me this book!” argued Bunter. “So it’s all your fault, really.” 
  Vernon-Smith gazed speechlessly at the fat Owl.  The other fellows burst into a roar. 
  Smithy had written out a translation of a page of Suetonius, to help Bunter in class, and that crib had been gathered up with Bunter’s paper owing to the fat Owl’s carelessness. From Quelch’s point of view Smithy had done serious wrong, and he had given them a “book” each as well as a caning. But Smithy, at least, had intended to do the lazy and obtuse Owl a good turn. This was Bunter’s thanks, 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous Five. 
  Redwing joined in the laugh. Smithy sat apparently petrified, 
  “Oh, don’t cackle!” said Bunter “You se the point, Smithy? Quelch said it was wrong to use cribs in class —he makes out that we ought to learn this awful rot. Of course, he’s an ass! Still, you jolly well knew that Form- masters look at it like that. You’ve landed me in this. I think you ought to do the lines. What do you fellows think?” Bunter blinked round at the other fellows in the study. 
  But they did not tell him what they thought. They roared. 
  Right or wrong, it was at all events probable that Smithy would never provide Bunter with a crib in class again. 
  Smithy rose to his feet, 
  He did not speak. 
  He picked up the inkpot. 
  Swooosh!” 
  “Yurrrggh!” spluttered Bunter, as the ink flew. It landed with a splash on his fat face. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Gurrggh! Oh, you beast! Urrrrgggh!” Bunter staggered into the passage streaming with ink. “Ow! Wow! Wurrgh! I’m all inky!  Grooogh!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Ow!” Beast!” Billy Bunter glared into the study, with an infuriated inky face. “Beast! Rotter! Ow!” 
  “The inkpot’s coming next!” said Smithy, taking aim. 
  The inky face disappeared. 
  “Beast!” came a roar from the passage. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Vernon-Smith sat down to finish his lines. Bunter departed in search of a wash. He was not keen on washing; but even Bunter realised that he needed one now. 
  Billy Bunter was still washing off ink when the Bounder finished his “book, ” and the stack of lines was taken down to Quelch’s study. 
  Mr. Quelch was out that afternoon, on a walk with Prout. Vernon-Smith placed his lines on his Form-master’s table to catch his eye when he came in, and rejoined the other fellows. 
  A cheery party of seven wheeled out bikes and spun away in the summer sunshine—what time Billy Bunter, at a flowing tap, was still wearily washing off ink.
                        THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                                 Mysterious! 
TAP!
  No answer. 
  “Beast!” murmured Bunter. 
  He tapped again at Mr. Quelch’s door. 
  But no acidulated voice bade him come in, and the fat junior opened the door to blink into the study, and see whether Quelch was there. 
  Quelch was not there. 
  He was, as a matter of fact, several miles away at that moment, walking Mr. Prout off his podgy legs. 
  “Beast!” repeated Bunter. 
  He was annoyed. His “book” had to be handed in that afternoon, and so far only thirty lines had been written out of the seven hundred and fifty-six; twenty by Toddy, ten by Bunter. 
  Getting the remainder done before tea-time was an absolute impossibility, and Bunter was not the man to attempt the impossible. Bunter had set his fat wits, instead of his fat paws, to work, and he had arrived at Mr. Quelch’s study with what he considered an adequate explanation. 
  He was prepared to state to Quelch that that impot had been written to the very last line. Unfortunately, some fellows, larking in Study No. 7. had upset an inkpot over it. Bunter, feeling that it could not be shown up in such a state, had thrown it away, and started afresh—but had, so far, done only thirty lines! 
  Bunter was not sure that this would do for Quelch. It would have done for Mr. Capper, the master of the Fourth, but he had his doubts about Quelch, who was known to be a downy bird. 
  Still, even if Quelch doubted his word —and he was beast enough—he could hardly whop him, Bunter thought. A fellow had to be given the benefit of the doubt. What could Quelch do, except tell him to bring along the “book” at a later date? 
  Billy Bunter hoped for the best. But he was anxious to get the painful interview over; so it was annoying to find that Quelch had gone out. 
  “Beast!” growled Bunter. 
  Gone out for one of his beastly long walks, no doubt, and expecting to find Bunter’s lines done when he came in. Blow him! 
  The Owl of the Remove was about to pull the door shut and retreat when another idea germinated in his powerful b rain. 
  Quelch being out, and the coast clear, there was no real reason why a fellow should not hand him something in return for giving a fellow a “book.” 
  Bunter gave an uneasy blink up and down the passage, through his big spectacles. There was nobody in sight— nobody had seen him come to his Form-master’s study. Safe as houses! 
  He rolled in and shut the door. 
  The House was very quiet. Everybody, or almost everybody, was out of doors on that glorious July afternoon. Cricket was going on on both the senior and junior grounds, and plenty of fellows had gone out on their bikes, or on the river. Nobody, certainly, was likely to come to Quelch’s study. Bunter had a free hand. 
  He blinked at Quelch’s writing-table, and the papers thereon. 
  “Beast!” said Bunter, once more. This time he referred to the Bounder, as he spotted Vernon-Smith’s “book” lying on the table. 
  Smithy had done his lines and left them there for Quelch. And then he had gone out to enjoy himself, instead of lending Bunter a hand, though it was his fault that Bunter had lines at all. Bunter realised, not for the first time, that it was a selfish world—himself almost the only decent fellow in it. 
  However, Smithy’s lines did not occupy Bunter’s attentiontion. 
  He picked up Mr. Quelch’s inkpot and emptied the contents into the wastepaper basket. Then he filled up the inkpot from a bottle of gum. This, he thought, would be quite a nice surprise for Quelch, when he dipped the pen to begin writing next time. 
  Bunter grinned. 
  On the table lay a pile of Latin proses, which Quelch had to correct for his Form. Bunter lifted that pile from the table and slid it underneath Quelch’s armchair. Quelch could hunt for it when he wanted. 
  Then he picked up Quelch’s cane from the table. Bunter disliked that cane— all the more because he had a well-grounded apprehension that he might be destined to establish contact with it shortly. Obviously, it would be a good thing if that cane was missing when he had his interview with his Form- master. He stooped before the fireplace and poked the cane up the chimney. It disappeared. 
  Bunter chuckled. 
  By this time Bunter was warming to his work. All was safe; there was not a sound in the House. He had done enough to make Quelch wrathy, but, like Alexander of old, he sighed for fresh worlds to conquer.  He was going to do more than this. He was going to leave a message for Quelch to show him what fellows thought of him. 
  There was no danger. Capital letters would not give a clue to the writer. All he had to do was to dip a fat finger-end in ink and scrawl his message on Quelch’s blotter, where it would meet his eyes as soon as he sat at the table again. 
  Bunter chortled. 
  He was about to shove a podgy forefinger in the inkpot, when he remembered that that vessel now contained only gum. 
  But ink was oozing out of the wastepaper-basket under the table, where he had emptied the inkpot. There was plenty of ink there. 
  He stooped down behind the table to dip a finger in the ink. 
  As he did so the door opened. 
  Bunter, with a fat finger in flowing ink, remained petrified. He did not rise; he did not move; he hardly breathed. The sudden opening of the door seemed to turn him to stone. 
  If it was Quelch— 
  Cold shivers ran through Bunter. 
  But it was not Quelch. 
  On his knees behind the table, he had a view of only the lower part of the door as it opened.  Likewise, he had a view of only the lower part of the individual who entered. 
  All he could see of that individual was a pair of shoes and a pair of trousers. 
  That was a relief. 
  It was only some fellow coming to Quelch’s study—some fellow who knew that Quelch was not there, for he had not tapped before opening the door. But who? 
  Stacey, home as head boy, might have some business in his Form-master’s study. Or it might be some fellow with lines to deliver, like Smithy. Or some fellow bent on a rag, like Bunter. If it was Stacey, as was most probable, Bunter certainly did not want Quelch’s head boy to spot him there, considering what he had been up to. Bunter did not stir. By sheer good luck he was out of sight when the door opened, and he instantly resolved to remain out of sight if he could. 
  The legs came straight across to the table!
  If they came round it— 
  But they did not come round it. The fellow, whoever he was, stopped at the table and reached across it. 
  Bunter heard a faint rustle of papers. Then the legs turned, and their owner was going back to the door. Bunter, from under the table, watched the receding legs.
  They vanished into the passage, and the door closed as quickly and quietly as it had opened. 
  He heard no sound of receding footfalls. The fellow, whoever he was, was going away quietly. 
  It was some minutes before Bunter moved. He doubted whether the mysterious visitor might not come back; also, he was too astonished to move. 
  The incident, really, was astonishing. Some unknown fellow had whipped into the study, lifted papers from the table, and whipped out again with them. He had been less than a minute in the room altogether. Who he was, and why he had done it, mystified Bunter. 
  But the fellow, whoever he was, was clearly gone; there was no sound, and the door remained shut. Bunter rose to his feet at last. 
  He blinked at the top of the table, wondering what it was that the unknown had taken. 
  “Oh crikey!” ejaculated Bunter. 
  Smithy’s “book” was gone. The pile of lines left there by the Bounder had vanished. Evidently it was Smithy’s impot that had been taken away. 
  The Owl of the Remove blinked at the space where that impot had lain, his eyes popping in astonishment. 
  Smithy could hardly have come back for his lines; he had gone out of gates with the other beasts! Besides, why should he? 
  But the lines were gone. Seven hundred and fifty-six lines, which Vernon-Smith had left for Quelch’s inspection, had vanished. 
  “Oh crumbs!” said Bunter blankly. 
  Some fellow, of whom Bunter had only seen the legs, had lifted Smithy’s lines. Legs were not easy to identify, though, from the size thereof, he was sure they were a junior’s, not a senior’s. It was not a prefect who had come to the study. But who? And why? 
  It was a mystery, and it beat Bunter. Still, it was not a matter that he need worry about. The incident astonished him, as well it might; but it also warned him that he was not so safe in the study as he had supposed. Somebody else might come. 
  Bunter got busy. 
  He was going to leave that message for Quelch—that would not take long. Then he was going to clear, without delaying to play any more tricks on his absent Form-master. 
  With a fat forefinger, wet with ink, he traced his inscription in large capitals on Quelch’s blotter: 
 
                             “BROOT”
  That was enough. 
  That would show Quelch what fellows thought of him. Capital letters, scrawled with a finger-tip, left no clue. It did not occur to Bunter’s powerful brain that the spelling might leave one! 
  The fat Owl rolled across to the door. 
  He opened it a few inches and peered out through his spectacles. The coast was clear; the House still seemed deserted. Bunter rolled out of the study, shut the door, and departed. Not an eye fell on him as he went. 
  He grinned—a fat, satisfied grin—as he rolled out into the sunny quad. 
  He had an interview to come with Quelch when the Remove master came in, and he was doubtful about the outcome of that interview. But whatever he got from Quelch, he had paid him in advance. That was a consolation. Quelch would know that some fellow had called him a brute. He would not know whom. Bunter, at least, was satisfied that he wouldn’t. 
                         THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                Just like Smithy! 

MR. QUELCH jumped. 
  Any man might have jumped. 
  Quelch was walking back to the school. He was on his own. Prout had conked out, so to speak, at Green Hedges, and decided to take the train back. Quelch, perhaps, was a little fatigued, and a little warm and damp, after a long walk on a hot July afternoon, but Quelch was not the man to give in. He was out for a walk—and he walked. 
  Prout, equally unwilling to give in, had to—he could carry his weight no farther in the summer heat. Quelch had the advantage of being bony. He was good for many miles yet. So Prout “trained,” and Quelch walked. And here he was getting back to the school and perhaps rather wishing that he had trained with Prout. 
  For, it was hot—it was blazing—and flies were innumerable. The sight of the clock tower over the trees was a comfort to Quelch; he felt like a mariner who saw land. In sunshine and dust and flies, he plugged on down the middle of the lane—which a pedestrian really should not have done, though many pedestrians did. 
  Suddenly behind him came the raucous clang and buzz of a bicycle bell, rung with full force. It was a large bell; it was a raucous bell; it was a very loud bell, and it was rung with startling suddenness. It gave Quelch the impression that a bike was on the very point of crashing into his coat-tails, 
  He jumped. 
  With a bound not unlike that of a kangaroo, Quelch left the middle of the lane and landed on the grass beside the roadway, stumbled, and fell on his hands and knees. 
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“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated a voice. 
  It was the voice of Herbert Vernon-Smith, of Quelch’s Form. 
  Quelch, still on hands and knees, stared round. It was the Bounder who had so nearly run him down. 
  Smithy braked, and jumped off. 
  Farther back along the lane came a bunch of cyclists—the Famous Five and Tom Redwing. Smithy had been riding with them, but he had shot ahead like an arrow from a bow at the sight of Mr. Quelch walking in advance, and he had startled Mr. Quelch almost out of his seven senses. 
  Smithy, to do him justice, had not expected Quelch to bound like a kangaroo, catch his foot in a root, and come a purler. He had merely intended to startle Quelch, and make him jump— partly from a spirit of sheer mischief, partly because Quelch had given him that book, which had filled up nearly all his leisure hours that week. 
  But as Quelch had gone over, the Bounder jumped down to render first-aid if required. The other fellows, coming on more slowly, saw what had happened—with grave faces. It was a thoughtless trick the Bounder had played—and Quelch was not a safe subject for tricks. 
  “So sorry I startled you, sir!” said the Bounder meekly. “Can I help you up, sir?” 
  Mr. Quelch set his lips in a tight line. He resumed the perpendicular, without aid from Herbert Vernon-Smith. 
  “No, Vernon-Smith, you need not help me!” he said. “I am in no need of your help. How dare you, Vernon-Smith, ring your bell so sharply and suddenly just behind me?” 
  “It’s the law, sir!” said Vernon-Smith. 
  “What!” 
  “A cyclist has to ring his bell, if a man is walking ahead in the road with his back to him.” explained the Bounder. “Otherwise there might be an accident.’ 
  Mr. Quelch breahed hard and deep. He was not so totally unacquainted with the rules of the road as to need that elementary instruction from a boy in his Form. 
  He opened his lips—and shut them again—hard! Smithy was being cheeky, of course, though his manner was perfectly respectful! But it was not easy to call him to account for it. 
  He was, as he had said, bound to ring his bell as a warning to a walker ahead of him, who was so incautious as to walk in the middle of the road, regardless of traffic coming on behind. 
  Certainly he had not been bound to ring it so sharply and suddenly, causing the walker to jump nearly out of his skin. Still it was difficult to lay down the law as to the degree of suddenness and sharpness with which a cyclist might buzz on his bell. 
  The actual fact was that Smithy had cheeked his Form-master in a way that made it practically impossible for Quelch to give him what he deserved for so doing. Which was amusing to the Bounder, and intensely exasperating to Quelch. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. came up slowly. Mr. Quelch did not look at them. He gave Smithy a long, hard look. 
  “Vernon-Smith!” I find you out of gates! I trust,” said Mr. Quelch, “that you had finished your imposition before going out?” 
  The Bounder suppressed a grin. At that moment he was very glad that his friends had made him finish that “book” before getting on his bike. It was close on tea-time now, and if his impot had been still unfinished, Quelch would have had him. 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” said the Bounder. “I placed it on your study table, sir! You will find it there.” 
  Quelch breathed hard as he turned away. It would have been like Smithy to disregard his stern order to hand in that impot before tea on Saturday. Quelch could almost have wished that he had done so, so keen was he to give Smithy that for which he had asked. 
  Vernon-Smith rode on, and the other fellows followed. Quelch, more slowly, walked in the same direction. Vernon-Smith did not laugh till a bend of the lane hid the juniors from the Remove master’s sight. Then he chuckled. 
  “See him jump?” he asked. 
  “The jumpfulness was terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “You ass, Smithy!” said Redwing. “What the thump do you want to get Quelch’s rag out for?” 
  “Better ask Quelch what he wanted to give me a ‘book’ for?” drawled the Bounder. “Tit-for-tat is a good game.” 
  “Well, it’s lucky you finished your ‘book’” said Harry Wharton. “You’d get toco if you hadn’t.” 
  The Bounder grinned and nodded. He was very glad that he had finished the “book.” The cyclists rode on to the school, and arrived there a long way ahead of Quelch. 
  They were at tea in the Bounder’s study by the time the Remove master reached Greyfriars. 
  Quelch reached the school, not in a good temper. Hot and tired and dusty, and persecuted by summer flies, he was not in the best of tempers, anyhow. The Bounder’s trick had given an edge to his temper—quite a razor’s edge! His eye fell on Lord Mauleverer as he walked up to the House. Mauly was leaning on an ancient elm, his hands in his pockets, looking as usual, as if he found it rather too much trouble to live. 
  “Mauleverer!” rapped Mr. Quelch, so sharply and suddenly that hope it had much the same effect on Mauly as Smithy’s bicycle-bell had had on Mr. Quelch. His lordship jumped. 
  “Oh! Yaas, sir!” he ejaculated. 
  “Do not slack about like that, Mauleverer!” said Mr. Quelch, with a severity largely caused by July sunshine, dust, and flies. “You are the laziest boy in the school, Mauleverer.” 
  “Yaas, sir.” 
  “Pull yourself together, Mauleoverer. 
  “Yaas, sir.” 
  Lord Mauleverer stood at attention till his Form-master had passed on. Then he sank back lazily and gracefully into his former position. 
  Mr. Quelch went crossly into the House. He went to his study. It was his intention to examine the Bounder’s lines immediately. If they were properly done, well and good. If they were not— 
  He glanced over his study table. He did not notice, immediately, that a pile of junior proses and a cane were missing. Neither did he suspect that there was gum in the inkpot. But a word in large capital letters scrawled across his blotter fairly leaped to his eye. 
 
                                   BROOT! 

  Mr. Quelch gazed at that word. 
  He gazed at it with glittering eyes!
  Evidently someone had visited his study during his absence. From the remarkable way in which the word was spelt, Mr. Quelch had no doubt as to the identity of the visitor. In his present frame of mind, what Quelch chiefly wanted was a victim. William George Bunter was fairly offering himself!
  Mr. Quelch rang the bell with the intention of sending Trotter for the fat Owl. He threw a paper over the blotter; he did not want the House page to see that sample of impudence from a Remove boy to his master. Then he looked for the Bounder’s lines. 
  The next moment he forgot Bunter. 
  The lines were not there! 
  Vernon-Smith had told him, in the lane, that he had placed them there. He had startled him, caused him to stumble and fall, and got away with his impertinence—and he had not done his lines! Quelch drew a deep, deep breath, and looked round for his cane. 
  As he did not think of looking up the chimney he did not find it. He was still looking for it when Trotter tapped and opened the door. 
  “You rang, sir?” said Trotter. 
  “Yes,” said Mr. Quelch. “Go and tell Master Vernon-Smith to come to my study immediately.” 
  “Yessir!” 
  The page departed on his errand, and Mr. Quelch resumed the quest for his cane. It would be wanted when Vernon-Smith arrived. 

                     THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
 
                          The Hand of the Enemy!” 

QUITE a merry party had gathered in Study No. 4 in the Remove. The Bounder’s study was famous for its lavish spreads—and Smithy was doing the honours to quite a large party now. 
  The Famous Five were all there, and Hazeldene and Micky Desmond had dropped in. Billy Bunter would have dropped in also, but at the sight of his fat face at the door, the Bounder hurled a juicy jam tart, with deadly aim—and Bunter fled, jammy and sticky and wrathy. Nine fellows were rather a crowd in a junior study, but they were very merry and bright, and enjoying the unlimited good things, when Trotter’s chubby face looked in. 
  “Mr. Quelch’s study, sir, immejet!” said Trotter. 
  “Blow Quelch!” snapped the Bounder. “Go back to him, Trotty, and tell him that if it’s my lines he wants, they’re on his table—and if he isn’t satisfied with the way they’re done, he can go and eat coke!” 
  Trotter grinned and departed—not with the intention of taking such a message as that back to Mr. Quelch. 
  The Bounder gave an angry scowl. 
  “What the thump does Quelch want?” he snapped. 
  “Better go and see!” suggested Redwing. 
  “Your lines— ” suggested Hazeel. 
  “They’re done, ass, and in his study!” 
  Smithy gave a snort, and went to the door. 
  “Carry on!” he said. “ I shan’t be long.” And the tea-party carried on, while Vernon-Smith went down to his Form-master’s study. 
  “Where are your lines, Vernon-Smith?” asked Mr. Quelch quietly— with a deadly quietness, as he entered. 
  “On your table, sir.” 
  “You told me, out of gates, that you had placed the lines on my table, Vernon-Smith! Are you repeating that statement now?” 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  “You have the effrontery to say that your lines are in this study!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, angry, but as astonished as angry. 
  The Bounder simply stared at him. He was prepared for Quelch to find some fault with the lines, but he certainly was not prepared for this. 
  “I don’t understand you, sir!” he answered. “The lines are here! I left them here when I went out with my friends.” 
  “You adhere to that statement, Vernon-Smith?” Quelch’s brow grew grimmer and grimmer. 
  “Yes, sir! Haven’t you found them here?’ asked the puzzled Bounder. 
  “I have not found them here, Vernon-Smith, for the simple reason that they are not here.” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “But they are here, sir! I left them on the table, just where you are standing now—” The Bounder broke off. The lines were not there; he could see that. 
  “I will listen to no more of this, Vernon-Smith.” said the Remove master, contemptuously. “If you placed the lines here, where are they now?” 
  “I left them there, sir!” 
  “You do not expect me to believe that statement, Vernon–Smith?” 
  The Bounder bit his lip, hard. It was rather unfortunate that, in dealing with “beaks,” he was not particular as to the truth. In such a case, his word was not to be taken. 
  “If you haven’t found the lines, sir, they must have been removed.” he said, sullenly. “I can prove that I wrote them.” 
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  “If you have written them, Vernon-Smith, bring them to me at once.” 
  “I left them here, sir! If they’re not here now, how can I tell where they are? I can prove I wrote them— a lot of fellows were in my study when I finished them. Wharton and—” 
  The black look on Mr. Quelch’s face stopped him. 
  “I have no doubt you could produce Wharton as a witness to that, or anything else, Vernon-Smith.” said Mr. Quelch bitterly. “No doubt he is as willing to serve your turn as you were to serve his a few days ago.” 
  Smithy breathed hard. The mention of Wharton’s name had on Mr. Quelch rather the effect of a red rag on a bull. 
  “But, sir, there were other fellows— they all saw—” 
  “I will listen to nothing of the kind, Vernon-Smith! If you have, as you say, written the lines, produce them.” 
  “I left them here—” 
  “You did not leave them here, Vernon-Smith, or they would be here now,” said Mr. Quelch, raising his voice. “I will listen to no further falsehoods. I shall cane you for not having handed in your imposition, and you will write the whole ‘book’, and bring it to me next Saturday.” 
  The Bounder stood with gleaming eyes and clenched hands. He knew that he had written the lines and left them there, though it was rather natural that Quelch did not believe so, as they were not to be found. Someone had removed them from the study, after the Bounder had gone out, and while the Remove master was absent. That was certain. Who? 
  One name leaped to the Bounder’s mind. He had more than one enemy— he was a fellow who made foes more easily than friends. But he had only one enemy who was capable of a deadly trick like this. It was the name of Stacey that came to him. He had scored over Stacey in the affair of Wharton—and this was Stacey’s return blow. 
  His eyes gleamed with rage. He knew it, as certainly as if he had seen the fellow steal into the study and touch the lines. Stacey knew who had shut him out on his night out, and given him so terribly narrow an escape. He had been watching for a chance since— and he had found it. 
  Mr. Quelch had not found his cane. But he kept a supply of those useful and necessary articles in the cupboard under his bookcase—and he now stooped and extracted one. Ho selected the stoutest. 
  “Vernon-Smith—” 
  “I tell you, sir, that I put my lines on your study table, here!” said the Bounder, his voice husky with rage. “It’s not my fault if a sneaking cur with a grudge against me has sneaked into the study and taken them away.” 
  Mr. Quelch started a little. 
  “Vernon-Smith! You dare to suggest—” 
  “It’s the truth!” said the Bounder savagely. 
  “You accuse Bunter—” 
  “Bunter!” Vernon-Smith stared. “I’m not speaking of Bunter, sir! Bunter hasn’t been here, that I know of.” 
  “I have reason to believe that Bunter has been in the study during any absence.” said Mr. Quelch. “But I should certainly not believe—” 
  “Bunter wouldn’t do a rotten thing like that! It wasn’t Bunter—it was —” Vernon-Smith broke off in time. 
  He had done his lines! They had been filched from the study, to land him in a row, by his enemy—Wharton’s enemy! Proving it was impossible— but he was sure of it! He would make Stacey pay for it somehow! But what was the use of accusing a fellow without an atom of evidence? Certainly Mr. Quelch was not likely to believe that Stacey had done such a thing, merely because the Bounder suspected him of it. 
  He stood pale with rage, his teeth set. He was going to be caned, and to have that enormous imposition to write out over again—tit for tat, from Stacey! A licking—and a whole book of Virgil!”
  But Mr. Quelch had paused. Certainly there was no such suspicion in his mind as in the Bounder’s. 
  But he had no doubt that Bunter had been in the study, and it was possible that the fat and fatuous Owl had played other tricks, as well as having written “Broot” on the blotter. Mr. Quelch glanced with a keen eye on his table. Then he missed the pile of Latin “proses.” 
  His expression changed. 
  He laid down the cane—rather to the Bounder’s surprise. 
  “Vernon-Smith! Someone has been in my study—disturbed my papers! It is barely possible——” he paused. “I shall question Bunter before dealing with you. I will send for Bunter—” 
  Tap! 
  The door opened and a big pair of spectacles glimmered in. Mr. Quelch was saved the trouble of sending for Bunter; that ornament of his Form had arrived. 
                     THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                             Beastly for Bunter! 

BILLY BUNTER came gingerly and uneasily into the study. 
  He blinked at the Bounder, and then at Mr. Quelch. 
  Bunter had not been aware that Vernon-Smith was in the study. Having learned that Mr. Quelch had come in, the fat junior presented himself to “tell the tale” he had prepared for his Form-master. 
  “If you please, sir—”  began Bunter.
  “I was about to send for you, Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch grimly. 
  “I’ve done my lines sir!” said Bunter hastily. 
  “Indeed!”
  As Bunter’s fat hands were empty, that statement was surprising. 
  “Every line of the lot, sir!” said Bunter. “I—I’ve been fearfully busy, all the week doing them, sir. I—I had to tell fellows who asked me to go for walks, and all that, that—that I couldn’t come, sir, because I was so— so hard at work finishing that ‘book’ for you, sir—” 
  Bunter believed in giving a story a wealth of detail. He fancied that it made it more convincing. As a matter of fact, it had the precisely opposite effect. 
  “But—but some fellows got larking in my study, sir,” went on Bunter, “and—and they upset the ink over the whole lot, sir!” I—I threw them away —” 
  Bunter broke off. 
  Quelch’s expression was far from encouraging. 
  Bunter had doubted whether this story would do for Quelch! Now he did not doubt any longer! He knew that it wouldn’t do!
  “If you have written your ‘book,’ Bunter—” said Mr. Quelch, in a 
grinding voice. 
  “Oh, yes, sir,” faltered Bunter. “The whole first book of Virgil, sir—every line of the—the eight hundred and forty—” 
  “There are seven hundred and fifty-six lines in the first book of Virgil, Bunter.” 
  “I—I mean the seven hundred and—and fifty-six, sir!” stammered Bunter. “I had the whole lot done, but—but they were spoiled—and—and—”
  “If,” said Mr. Quelch grimly, “they were spoiled by accident, Bunter, I shall certainly excuse you from writing them out over again.” 
  Bunter brightened!  Was he, after all, going to get by with it? 
  “Oh, thank you, sir!” he gasped. “I—I started them again, sir, and— and I’ve done thirty—”
  “You may bring the spoiled lines to me.” 
  Bunter’s brightness faded. That, of course was the difficulty!” Some masters, of a more trusting nature than Quelch’s, would not have wanted to know so much. But this was like Quelch! It was not the first time that he had doubted Bunter’s word. Ungentlemanly, Bunter thought it! 
  “I—I—I didn’t like to show them up, sir, all—all inky!” he stammered. “So I—I threw them into—into the dustbin, sir—” 
  “When did you do this, Bunter?” 
  “Hardly an hour ago, sir!” said the fat Owl. “I—I’ve been busy ever 
since, beginning them again, sir—”
  “Very good! You may go to the dustbin—” 
  “Eh?”
  “And recover the lines—” 
  “Oh!”
  “And bring them to me.” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  “That is if you have told me the truth, Bunter.” 
  “I—I—I forgot!” gasped Bunter. “I—I didn’t chuck them into a dustbin, sir; I burned them—”
  “You burned them!” said Mr. Quelch in an awful voice. 
  “Yes, sir! Being all inky and—and spoiled, I—I chucked them—I meaii I burned then into a dustbin—I—I mean I—I—” Bunter was getting confused under the grim stare of the gimlet-eyes. 
  “You need say no more, Bunter! You have not written your lines. As a punishment for your untruthfulness, you will be detained on both half-holidays next week, and you will hand in the lines by Saturday.” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Bunter turned dismally to the door. With all his great faith in his powers as an Ananias, he realised that truth might sometimes have its uses. 
  But Mr. Quelch was not done with him yet, 
  “You need not go, Bunter.” he said, “I have something else to say to you. You came to this study during my absence this afternoon.” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” 
  Mr. Quelch removed the paper be had placed over the blotter. A word in large capitals was revealed, 
                                        BROOT! 
  Vernon-Smith stared at it and grinned. He had wondered how Mr. Quelch knew that Bunter had been there. Now he saw! 
  The Remove master tapped that remarkable word with his forefinger. 
“Did you write this, Bunter!’ 
  “Eh? No, sir I I—I haven’t been in this study before!” gasped Bunter, in great alarm. “I—I shouldn’t think of calling you a brute, sir! I’m much too respectful to tell a Form-master what I think of him, sir!” 
  “What!” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “Really and truly, sir!” gasped the hapless Owl. “I—I don’t think you ought to think it was me, sir, just because some fellow has called you a brute, sir. I—I don’t think you’re a brute, sir, though you gave me a ‘book’!  I—I like you, sir—” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “And—and admire you, sir!” groaned Bunter. “I don’t think you a crusty 
old fossil, like the other fellows, sir. I—”
  “You are the only boy in the Remove, Bunter, so backward in spelling. No other boy in the Form would spell in that manner.” 
  Bunter blinked 
  Why Quelch had jumped on him like this he was not able to guess. He was sure that he had left no clue behind. What did the old ass mean? 
  “I—I don’t see, sir——” stammered Bunter. 
  “This word, if used at all, should be spelt b-r-u-t-e!” said Mr. Quelch in a terrifying voice. 
  “Oh lor’ !” gasped Bunter. 
  That had not occurred to his powerful brain. 
  “You wrote this, Bunter!” 
  “Oh, no, sir! I wasn’t in the study at all!” So how could I?” groaned Bunter. Besides, it was only a j-j-joke.” 
  “A joke!” hooted Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir, just a j-jig-joke! I—I thought you—you’d be amused, sir!” 
stammered Bunter. 
  Mr. Quelch did not look amused; he looked as if he was going to bite Bunter. 
  “May I go now, sir?’ 
  “You may not go, Bunter.” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  “You were in the study during my absence, Bunter!” Some papers are missing from my table!” 
  “I—I never touched the Latin proses, sir.” 
  “How did you know there were Latin proses on my table, Bunter, if you have not been in the study?” 
  “Oh crikey! I—I didn’t know sir! As—as I didn’t know, sir, I—I couldn’t have touched them, could I, sir?”
  “What have you done with the papers, Bunter?”
  “Nothing, sir! I—I wasn’t here— “ groaned the wretched Owl. “Besides, I only came to tell you that I’d burned my dustbin—I mean chucked my lines—I mean—” 
  “If you have destroyed the Form papers, Bunter, I shall report you to your headmaster for a flogging.” 
  “Oh crikey! They’re all right, sir—” quite all right! I—I shouldn’t wonder if—if they’re under your armchair, sir!” gasped Bunter in terror. 
  Mr. Quelch gave him a look, then he grasped the armchair by the back and wheeled it aside. The pile of Latin proses was revealed. 
  He picked them up and placed them on the table. Vernon-Smith stood a silent spectator. Bunter, it was clear, had been playing fatuous tricks in that study during the afternoon. If he had hidden one lot of papers, he might have hidden another lot. Was it, after all, Bunter, and not Stacey? The Bounder wondered. 
  “My cane is missing, Bunter—” 
  “There it is on the table, sir—” 
  “That is not the same cane, Bunter! The one I left on my study table is missing. What have you done with it?” 
  “I—I never touched it, sir. It—it might be up the chimney. But I—I don’t know how it got there.” 
  “Upon my word! Have you played any other foolish tricks in this study, Bunter, during my absence?” 
  “No, sir! Certainly not! I—I hope you don’t think I’d put gum in your inkpot, sir! I—I never thought of such a thing!” 
  Mr. Quelch examined his inkpot. He breathed hard and deep. 
  “Now, Bunter—” 
  “Oh dear!” 
  “Have you removed any other papers beside the Form papers?” 
  “No, sir! Oh, no!” gasped Bunter. 
  He was telling the truth this time. But Mr. Quelch, in the circumstances, was not prepared to place much reliance on Bunter’s word. 
  Vernon-Smith states that he left his lines here this afternoon, Bunter. If you concealed them as well as the Form papers—” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” I never touched them!” I don’t know who took them away, sir; I only saw his legs.” 
  “His what?” 
  “Legs, sir!” 
  “His legs!” repeated Mr. Quelch almost dazedly. 
  “And his feet, sir!” added Bunter, willing to tell all he knew. “And—and his trousers, sir!” 
  The Bounder gave a start. Mr. Quelch had a bewildered look. 
  “I wouldn’t have touched a fellow’s lines, sir!” protested Bunter. “I wouldn’t get a fellow into a row, sir! I never touched Smithy’s lines” 
  “Do you mean to say that you saw Vernon-Smith’s lines here, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, yes, sir!  They were on the table before the fellow took them.” 
  “Who?” almost shouted Mr. Quelch. 
  “I—I don’t know, sir!” gasped Bunter.  “I—I was hiding behind the table, sir, when he came in, and I kept out of sight, as I didn’t want to be seen, sir. I only saw his legs, sir, and— and his feet.” 
  “Do you mean to say, Bunter, that someone entered the study while you were here and took away Vernon-Smith’s imposition?” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  The Bounder’s eyes glittered. Bunter was telling the truth now, he could see that. And, though Bunter did not know who the mysterious visitor was, the Bounder did—at least, he was sure that he did. 
  Mr. Quelch fixed his gimlet-eyes on the unhappy Owl’s face. 
  To disentangle the truth from the falsehoods in Bunter’s statements was a task almost beyond his powers. It was Bunter’s way to say the first thing that came into his fat head, without considering whether it was true or not. But one thing seemed clear—whether Bunter, or someone else had played tricks with those lines, they had been there, and Bunter had seen them there. And that was enough to see the Bounder clear. 
  The Remove master drew a deep breath. 
  “You concealed the Form papers under the armchair, Bunter. If you have also concealed Vernon-Smith’s lines somewhere in this study—”
  “Oh dear!” I never touched them, sir!” groaned Bunter. “I wouldn’t! I 
don’t know who pinched them, sir; I—I only saw his legs—” 
  “Such a statement is incredible, Bunter! I cannot believe that any boy came to this study and took away lines left by another boy.” 
  “But—but he did, sir!” gasped Bunter. “The lines ain’t here now, are they, sir? You can look all over the Study.” 
  Mr. Quelch picked up his cane. 
  “Vernon-Smith, although it is impossible to believe a word uttered by this stupid and untruthful boy, it certainly does appear that he saw your lines in this study when he was here, and I am bound, therefore, to accept your statement that you placed them here. Whether they were removed by Bunter or another boy, it seems impossible to ascertain, as no reliance whatever can be placed on Bunter’s statements—” 
  “Oh, really, sir—”
  “Silence Bunter! I shall accept your word, Vernon-Smith, that you wrote the lines, and placed them here. You may go!” 
  “Thank you, sir!” said the Bounder. He went to the door. 
  “M-m-may I go, too, sir?” gasped Bunter. 
  “You may not, Bunter. I am going to cane you, with the utmost severity, for having played foolish and disrespectful pranks in my study.” 
  “Oh crikey! I say, sir, I—I never did—”
  “Silence!” 
  “It—it’s a mistake, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I never came here at all, sir! I—I was out of gates at the time I came to this study, sir—I—I mean, at the time I didn’t come—” 
  “Silence!” roared Mr. Quelch. “Say no more, Bunter! Bend over that chair!” 
  The Bounder as he went down the passage heard fearful sounds of woe. The swishing of the cane was emphatic; and louder still rang the yells of Billy Bunter, rousing the echoes of Greyfriars. It was likely to be a long, long time before the Owl of the Remove played any more pranks in his Form-master’s study. 

                      THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                Poor Old Bunter!

RALPH STACEY was leaning on the balustrade of the Remove landing when the Bounder came up. 
  Smithy, as he saw him, smiled grimly. He knew why Stacey was waiting there—to see him as he came back after his interview with Quelch after a “whopping.” The fellow who had abstracted his lines from Quelch’s study could have no doubt that he had been caned, and given the “book” to write out over again, which, undoubtedly, would have happened, but for Billy Bunter. Surprise dawned in Stacey’s face as he watched the Bounder come up the Remove staircase. Vernon-Smith did not look like a fellow fresh from a severe whopping. 
  “Sold again!” remarked the Bounder lightly; and he laughed. 
  Stacey stared at him. 
  “I don’t quite catch on.” he drawled.
  “I’ll explain. I haven’t been caned, and I haven’t been given my lines over again. Quelch knows that they were pinched from his study” 
  “Pinched from his study,” repeated Stacey. “Did you have the nerve to spin such a yarn as that to Quelch?” 
  “I did.” 
  “Did he believe it?” asked Stacey sarcastically. 
  “He did.” 
  “He must be growing credulous in his old age if he did.” 
  “You see, the fellow was seen,” smiled the Bounder. “There happened to be a witness in the offing who saw him pinch the lines, and he’s told Quelch. You should have been a bit more careful, Stacey.” 
  Stacey started violently. With all his nerve that unexpected news startled him out of his cool assurance. 
  The Bounder laughed mockingly. 
  “So I’ve got off.” he said. “It’s up to you now,Stacey. You can explain to Quelch what you did with the lines.” 
  He went on up the passage to his study. 
  Stacey stared after him, the colour fading from his cheeks. Could he have been seen? He had been absolutely certain that there was no one about when he played that miserable trick. Yet it was clear that the Bounder had not found trouble in Quelch’s study. If Quelch knew—”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry, as Smithy came into Study No. 4. “Here we are again, old bean! Not a licking this time!” 
  “Jolly near it!” said the Bounder, laughing. 
  “A miss is as good as a mile.” said Bob. “What did Quelchy want?” 
  The Bounder explained. 
  “Jolly lucky that fat ass was there.” said Harry Wharton, when he had finished. “I can guess, I think, who pinched the lines.”
  “The guessfulness is terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “My hat!” said Frank Nugent. “If Bunter could have identified him, Stacey’s game would have been up. I’ll bet it was Stacey!” 
  “Nobody else.” said the Bounder, with a shrug of the shoulders. “I’ve just told him he was seen. I haven’t mentioned that only his legs were seen by a fat idiot hiding under a table. I think he fancies, just at present, that Quelch knows; and I don’t envy him his feelings.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “The awful rotter!” muttered Wharton. 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” came a wild wail from the Remove passage. 
Billy Bunter was coming along, preceded by sounds of lamentation. 
  “Poor old Bunter!” said Bob. “Sounds as if he’s had it hot.” 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  “Listen to my tale of woe.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Wow! Ow! Wow! Oh lor’! Oh crikey! Wow!” 
  Evidently Bunter had had it hot and strong. The tea-party looked out of the study. 
  Bunter was coming up the passage, bent almost double. He seemed to be trying to fold himself up like a pocketknife. 
  “Yow-ow-ow! I say, you fellows—” 
  “Wow!” moaned Bunter. “I say, that beast, Quelch— Wow! That awful brute, Quelch! Yow-ow! I say, I don’t believe I’ve got any skin left! Yow-ow-ow!” 
  “Well, you seem to have asked for it, old fat bean,” said Johnny Bull, apparently in the role of Job’s comforter. 
  “Ow! I never did anything!” groaned Bunter. “At least, Quelch never knew I’d done anything. Ow! He jumped on me for nothing! Wow! Just guessed it was me, you know! Ow! Call that justice? Wooogh! I told him I never went to his study at all. Urgh! He refused to take my word! Wow-wow! Quelch is no gentleman! Groogh!” 
  “Had your tea, Bunter?” asked the Bounder. 
  “Eh? No! Wow!” 
  “We’ve got rather a spread—” 
  “Oh, good! Wow!” I’ll come to tea if you like, Smithy. Ow! Wow!” 
  “Trot in, old fat man!” grinned the Bounder, “Lots and lots!” 
  Bunter blinked at him in surprise. He had already looked in on that spread once, and had been greeted by a jam tart squashing over his fat features. 
  “I say, no larks!” he said doubtfully. 
  The Bounder chuckled. 
  “You fat ass! You got me out of a whopping by telling Quelch you saw my lines pinched from his study.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Did I? Oh yes, of course! That—that’s why I told Quelch, Smithy, old chap. I—I came to his study specially to tell him, to—to get you out of a whopping, old fellow.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” hooted Bunter. “I’ve had a fearful licking. All through going to Quelch to tell him about Smithy’s lines being pinched. I hadn’t forgotten all about it—”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You can cackle! Quelch gave me six—like beating carpet! I shan’t be able to sit down for weeks and weeks! Wow!” 
  “Roll in, old barrell!” said the Bounder; and Billy Bunter rolled in. His fat, woeful visage brightened a little at the sight of the good things on the table.   
  “Here’s a chair, Bunter.” 
  “I—I’d rather stand—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Ow! Wow! I’ll have some of that ham, and those poached eggs, and— 
Wow! I can tell you fellows I’ve got a fearful pain, and some of that cold chicken— May as well give me the —wow!—whole chicken. I can manage 
it. Wow! Some of those sosses, too. Wow!” 
  Billy Bunter took his fodder standing, like a horse. 
  And he took it in large quantities. His licking did not seem to have affected his appetite. His “ows” and “wows” died away; his jaws were too busy for yowing and wowing. Fortunately the supply of tuck was ample— ample enough even for Bunter. And the fat and suffering Owl travelled through it, and was comforted. 
  After the rest of the tea-party were gone Bunter was still going strong. Bunter was not the man to leave anything on the table. 
  Meanwhile, Stacey was in a most unenviable frame of mind. 
  What the Bounder had told him had left him in uneasy expectation of a summons to his Form-master’s study. 
  That summons did not come. But it was not till after tea, when he heard Bunter telling the tale to a crowd of fellows in the Rag, that his mind was relieved. 
  It was known that the lines had been pinched; but the identity of the ‘pincher’ was not known. Harry Wharton & Co. had no doubt about it, but that counted for nothing. 
  Most of the fellows sympathised with Bunter over the record whopping he had received from Quelch. Stacey wished that Quelch had laid it on harder. 
                      THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER 
                              Quelchy Takes Steps! 
“YOU come, too!” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “May as well have the game as the name!” grinned the Bounder. 
  “Oh, rot!” snapped Wharton. 
  The Bounder laughed, and Harry Wharton frowned. 
  It was Wednesday afternoon, and a cricket match was on between Remove and Shell. 
  Wharton was watching the start with a rather clouded brow when the Bounder joined him. Stacey had opened the innings for the Remove, with Tom Brown at the other end. Stacey, as usual, was in great form, and plenty of fellows had gathered to see him knock the Shell bowling all over the field.  At the
  Last term Wharton would have been captaining the Remove. This term Tom Brown was skipper—and Wharton was not now in the team. All the Co., were playing for the Remove, and he was left on his own. 
  “Why aren’t you playing cricket, Smithy?” asked Harry. 
  “Why aren’t you?” grinned Smithy. 
  “That’s different! I’d rather stand out, with Stacey in the team! And Browney isn’t so keen on playing me as he was before!” Wharton’s lip curled. “He’s not keen on a fellow in the eleven who’s been up for the sack! No good blaming him—his isn’t the only leg that Stacey has pulled. But you—” 
  “I’ve got something else on,” drawled the Bounder. “Look here, you’re a dog with a bad name here. There’s a glove fight on at the Three Fishers—” 
  “Oh, chuck ít!” 
  “I’m goin’—”
  “More fool you!”
   “Better fun than hangin’ about with your hands in your pockets.” sneered the Bounder. 
  “Rats!” 
  “All serene—please yourself!” 
  The Bounder walked away, whistling, leaving Wharton with a darker brow 
than before.  
  Since Smithy had stood by him and pulled him out of a scrape, Wharton had felt more than usually friendly towards the Bounder. It worried him to think of Smithy getting out of school bounds, mixing with a swarm of riff-raff at a disreputable resort, and running the risk of being “bunked” from the school. 
  It was not much use to argue with the Bounder. When the kink ot blackguardism in him was uppermost he went on his own reckless way regardless of risks. 
  At any other time, probably, Wharton would have let him go and dismissed the matter from his mind as no concern of his. But he was grateful for what Smithy had done for him and concerned for the scapegrace. He left the cricket field and followed him. 
  Vernon-Smith grinned as Wharton rejoined him, 
  “Coming, after all?” he asked. 
  “No, ass!” said Harry. “I’ll walk a bit of the way.” 
  “And give me a sermon as you go?” chuckled Smithy. 
  Wharton made no answer to that. Certainly he intended to dissuade the Bounder if he could, whether Smithy called it a “sermon” or not. 
  They walked down to the river together. On the way they passed Mr. Quelch, whose glance turned on them for a moment. They capped their Form-master respectfully and Quelch barely acknowledged the salute. Neither of the two was in his good books. 
  On the towpath the Bounder glanced back. Quelch was out of sight, however and he turned up the river in the direction of the Three Fishers. 
  Wharton walked by his side. 
  “What about getting a boat out, Smithy?” he suggested. 
  The Bounder chuckled. 
  “My dear man, I’m glad of your company, whether you come all the way or not.” he answered. “But I’m goin’ to the Three Fishers, to see the glove fight. And—if you don’t mind my mentionin’ it—I’ve no use for pi-jaw! I get enough of that from Redwing.” 
  Wharton came to a halt. 
  Well, you’re a silly ass!” he said. 
  “Thanks—you’re another!” said the Bounder imperturbably, and he walked on. 
  He disappeared up the river, and Wharton turned back. 
  He was not in a happy mood that afternoon. 
  With all his friends engaged in the cricket he was rather at a loose end. 
He would have been glad of the Bounder’s company—though certainly 
not at the Three Fishers. 
  He walked slowly back to the school, and went up to the study to sort out the  “Holiday Annual.” 
  With the book under his arm he left the House again. 
  He strolled along by the wall of the Head’s garden, and selected a shady spot. 
  Sitting on the wall, with his back to the trunk of an ancient beech that grew close within, shaded by the wide branches, he opened the book on his knees, and was soon deep in the contents. 
  An hour passed very pleasantly. 
  “Wharton!” 
  He suddenly ceased to peruse the contents of the “Holiday Annual,” enthralling as they were. 
  It was the Head’s voice in the garden behind him. 
  For a moment he fancied that Dr. Locke, walking in his garden, had spotted him sitting on the wall, and he glanced round quickly. 
  But the thick trunk of the beech was behind him, and he could not be seen from the garden. Yet it was certain that the Head had spoken his name. 
  “Yes, Wharton!” came another voice. It was the voice of Mr. Quelch. 
Then he understood. 
  Dr. Locke was walking in his garden, as he very often did in the afternoon before tea. Mr. Quelch was there with him. And the junior sitting on the wall with the book on his knees was the subject of their discussion. 
  Wharton’s lip curled bitterly. 
  “But Mr. Quelch— “ The Head was speaking again. 
  “The boy is not in the school, sir! More than an hour ago I saw him going out with another Remove boy—Vernon-Smith! He had not returned.” 
  Wharton grinned. 
  Apparently his Form-master had been looking for him—doubtful about how he might be engaged on a half-holiday! 
  In the secluded spot he had chosen for the perusal of the “Holiday Annual” Wharton had escaped the gimlet eyes— and had, indeed, remained quite unaware, till this moment, that the gimlet eyes were looking for him at all. 
  “But on a half-holiday, Mr. Quelch, he—” 
  “I do not trust the boy, sir! I have very grave suspicions of Vernon-Smith, as you are aware—but with regard to Wharton I consider it a matter not of suspicion but of certainty.” 
  “It appears to be certain, Mr. Quelch, that either Wharton or Stacey—” 
  “Wharton, sir!” said Mr. Quelch. “That, to my mind, is a certain fact, though he has taken unscrupulous advantage of his resemblance to his relative to cast some shadow of doubt on the matter.” 
  Wharton set his lips hard. The exact reverse was the case, though Mr. Quelch was unaware of it. 
  “But now, sir,” went on Mr. Quelch, “Stacey is playing cricket under the eyes of half the school. If Wharton should be seen out of bounds it will be impossible for him to carry out any further deception.” 
  “That is true, Mr. Quelch! If you have reason to suppose—” 
  “I think I have reason, sir! I actually saw Wharton and Vernon-Smith going in the direction of the Three Fishers.” 
  “A walk up the river—” 
  “Neither has returned, sir! And I understand that there is a special attraction at that disagreeable resort this afternoon—some sort of a pugilistic contest on which bets are made.” 
  “Mr. Quelch!” 
  “I have very little doubt, sir, that both those boys—the two worst boys in my Form—are there.” said Mr. Quelch. “If any doubt has hitherto existed, sir, as to the identity of the delinquent in my Form it may be settled now beyond dispute—if Wharton is found out of school bounds while Stacey is playing cricket on the junior ground.” 
  “Undoubtedly! It is a matter for investigation, Mr. Quelch!” said the Head. “What steps do you propose to take?” 
  “I have already taken steps, sir!”. 
  Harry Wharton had been considering whether he should slip quietly from the wall or whether he should make his presence known—to the confusion of the Form-master who suspected him. 
  But at those words he sat very still. He remembered Smithy! 
  Wharton certainly was not at the Three Fishers, as Quelch suspected. But Smithy was!” If Quelch had already taken steps— 
  “I have requested Wingate of the Sixth Form to look into the matter, sir.” said Mr. Quelch. “He is already on his way, with Gwynne and Sykes.” 
  “But you have surely not instructed Greyfriars prefects to enter such a place, Mr. Quelch 
  “Certainly not, sir! There are two exits to the place, one on the towpath the other in Oak Lane, by Courtfield Common. Both will be watched.” 
  “Very good, sir.” said the Head. “If the boys are there undoubtedly they will be detected as they leave. But I trust—” 
  Wharton slipped down quietly from the wall. 
                                       — — 
                         THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                  Taking the Risk! 
“STACEY!”
  “Well bowled!” 
  “Bravo!” 
  Harry Wharton heard the shout from a distance, but did not glance round. The Shell were batting now, and Stacey was bowling—taking wickets, as usual. Wharton, heedless of cricket, hurried away to the bikeshed. 
  In the Head’s garden the two masters were still discussing him! Little enough he cared for that. He was thinking of Smithy. 
  Smithy had pulled him out of a desperate scrape—they had never been pals, but Smithy had stood by him like a real pal when his own friends had been unable to help him. And Smithy’s number was up—unless he could be warned in time. 
  Wharton had not thought the matter out. His impulse was to stand by Smithy, as Smithy had stood by him. 
  He did not begin to think, until he had wheeled his bike out, and was riding away from the school. 
  The three prefects had started; very likely they were already on the spot. He did not know. How was he to warn Smithy? 
  He had to find him before he left—he would be caught when he left. That meant going into the place—with three Sixth Form men on the watch!
  Wharton set his lips. 
  If he was spotted there! 
  It meant the finish for him at Greyfriars if he was! 
  One of the doubles of the Remove was a breaker of bounds, a black sheep, a pub-haunting “ rotter.” Mr. Quelch had made up his mind who it was—the Head, with judicial calm, kept an open mind on the subject. 
But, as he had heard Quelch say, there could be no doubt in the matter, if Wharton was caught out of bounds, while Stacey was playing cricket at Greyfriars. 
  That would settle the matter beyond dispute! 
  He would have to pay, not only for what he was doing now, which was serious enough, but for all that his double had done during that troubled term; would be scapegoat for all his double’s sins! That was what he had to risk! 
  It was no wonder that Wharton slowed down, and that he hesitated, as these thoughts crowded into his mind 
  Smithy had saved, him; but; then he was innocent of the charge against him—and the Bounder knew it! 
  But what was he going to do? He was going—if he could—to save a black sheep, a fellow who plunged into reckless blackguardism, regardless of the consequences. 
  Smithy had known the risk he was taking, and carelessly disregarded it. He jolly well deserved to be sacked, if ever a fellow did! 
  The chances were all against his getting through. The chances were ten to ones at least, that, instead of saving Smithy, he would be caught along with him—expelled along with him!
  Even if Smithy was given another chance, let off with a flogging, there would be no other chance for Wharton himself—his last escape had been narrow enough, and this time there would be no escape! 
  All that his rival had done that term would be put down to him—it would be settled beyond the shadow of a doubt that he, and not Stacey was the black sheep of the Form, if he was caught at the Three Fishers that afternoon! And that ass, that blackguard, Smithy, had asked for it and deserved what was coming to him!
  But back into Wharton’s mind came that scene in the Head’s study._ 
He had been up for the sack, and there had seemed no loophole—when Smithy had barged in. 
  He had to save Smithy, if he could. One good turn deserved another—and he had to face the risk. He would have liked to punch the reckless fellow’s head—hard—but he had to save him—if he could. The question was whether he could! 
  His bike whizzed along the towpath. 
  But at a distance from the riverside inn be jumped off and put the machine out of sight in the thickets. He had seen nothing of the prefects, so far; but one of them at least would be on the towpath, keeping an eye on the gate of the inn. 
  He went forward on foot, keeping under the trees that bordered the towpath. He stopped suddenly at the sight of a Greyfriars cap in the distance ahead. 
  Keeping in cover, with beating heart, he watched. 
  It was Gwynne of the Sixth, leaning on a tree, with his hands in his pockets. From where he stood the prefect had a view of the inn gate and the whole length of the fence. 
  Wharton backed away, 
  To approach the gate was impossible; but he had had an idea of clambering over the fence. He saw now that that was impossible. 
He returned to his bicycle and mounted it, and rode away swiftly by a footpath through the wood, 
  A quarter of an hour later he emerged into Oak Lane, which ran along one side of Courtfield Common. 
  On that lane the back fence of the Three Fishers was a good hundred yards in length, overtopped by trees and hawthorns. Leaving his bike among the trees by the footpath, Wharton went out into the lane on foot. 
  He climbed a tree on the edge of the common and scanned the leafy lane. The back gate of the inn was wide open, and two or three people were passing in and out. 
  Of Wingate and Sykes he could see nothing. Yet, as Gwynne was alone on the side towards the towpath, he could not doubt that they were here somewhere. 
  Suddenly the two of them came into view. 
  They were sauntering down the lane, patrolling the Three Fishers’ fence from one end to the other. 
  Wharton was glad that he was out of sight, in the branches of the oak he had climbed. Wingate and Sykes, pacing down the lane, passed under the branches. 
  Wingate’s voice floated up to him: 
  “Bother the young rascal! Precious waste of time!” 
  “Dingy little rotter!” said Sykes. “The sooner he’s sacked, the better!” 
  Wingate gave a grunt. 
  “They had him the other night, but the head seemed to think there was a doubt. All rot!” 
  “Utter rot!” 
  The great men of the Sixth were evidently irritated and annoyed. Great men like Wingate and Sykes had plenty to do, without patrolling the borders of a disreputable resort, on the watch for a shady young rascal who had gone out of bounds. 
  They turned back and paced the lane again. Prefects had their duty to do, and Wingate and Sykes were doing theirs—not in a good temper! 
  Wharton waited till they were at a distance. Their backs were to him when he dropped from the oak, cut across the lane to the high fence and reachd it. 
  He made a desperate bound, caught the top of the fence, and clambered over. Had either of the prefects looked round at that moment be must have been spotted. 
  He dropped within, breathless, and stood quite still, listening. He would not have been surprised to hear hurried footsteps approaching the spot along the lane and a voice calling to him. But he heard nothing; he had not been seen. 
  Leaving the fence, he threaded his way through the ill-kept grounds, and 
in a few moments found himself in the midst of a crowd. 
  From the talk about him, he gathered that the glove-fight was over, and a good many of the patrons of the Three Fishers were already heading for the gates. Where was Smithy? Where, in that disreputable crowd, was he to find the Bounder! 

                     THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

                            A Narrow Escape ! 
 
HERBERT VERNON-SMITH shoved his hands deep into his pockets and tramped away from the old Army hut, in which the glove-fight had taken place, with a scowling brow. 
  The Bounder was in an extremely bad temper. He had backed the wrong man, and had to hand over a fiver to the smiling Mr. Banks, who had taken his bet; he had been standing in a hot, stuffy atmosphere; in a company for the most part unwashed; he was tired and dissatisfied and more than a little ashamed of himself. 
  Altogether, he was in one of his worst tempers, as he stopped under a tree to light a cigarette, and—as usual when he was in a bad temper—ready to quarrel with anyone at a word. 
  “Smithy!” 
  He stared round as his name was called breathlessly. He stared blankly at the Greyfriars junior, who hurried towards him. 
  For a moment he fancied that it was Stacey. Stacey he might have expected to meet in such a place. But he knew the next moment that it was Harry Wharton. 
  He laughed over the cigarette. 
  “So you came, after all!” he sneered, “After all your pijaw, you came along. Did you have anything on the scrap?” 
  “You silly ass!” panted Wharton. “Do you think I came here to watch a prize-fight and make filthy bets?” 
  “Didn’t you?” 
  Wharton’s eyes flashed at him. 
  “You cheeky fool!” he exclaimed. 
  “Oh, cut it out!” said the Bounder. “You’re here, anyhow, and you didn’t come in for a glass of ginger-pop, I suppose?” 
  “I came for you. I—” 
  The Bounder scowled savagely. 
  “Let me alone, you fool!” he snarled, “I’ve told you I don’t want your dashed sermons. Can’t you mind your own bizney? How many times do you want telling?” 
  “I tell you—” 
  “Oh, shut up!” 
  “Will you listen to me, you sulky fool?” exclaimed Wharton “I’ve come here to warn you—” 
  “That’s enough!” The Bounder walked on. 
  Wharton grabbed his arm, and forcibly dragged him to a halt. 
  “Listen to me, you idiot!” he said between his teeth. “I was a fool to come here! You jolly well ought to be sacked! But—Gwynne’s waiting for you on the towpath!” 
  “Wha-a-t?” 
  “Now do you understand?” said Harry savagely. The gate’s watched— and you’ve only got to walk out to have a prefect’s hand dropped on your shoulder! Now keep on if you like!” 
  He released the Bounder’s arm. 
  But Vernon-Smith did not keep on. He threw away his cigarette, and stood staring at Harry blankly, 
  “A prefect—on the towpath?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Oh gad! Do they know?” The Bounder drew a deep, deep breath. “ Oh, my hat! Have I played the goat once too often? Just on the holidays, too—to get the boot! Look here! Cough it up! Do they know I’m here?” 
  “They don’t know—but Quelch suspects!” answered Harry. “ Gwynne’s 
watching for you—and me!” 
  “You ?“ repeated the Bounder. 
  Wharton gave an angry laugh. 
  “Yes—the old ass fancies we’re here together!” 
  “So we are!” grinned Smithy. 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” This isn’t a laughing matter for me.” said Harry savagely. “All that Stacey’s ever done will be put down to me, without doubt, if I’m spotted here. But—I couldn’t let them snaffle you—after what you did for me!” 
  “Oh!” said the Bounder. His expression changed. You’re sure—” 
  “Do you think I’d be here if I wasn’t!” snapped Wharton. “I heard Quelch speaking to the Head. Thank goodness I found you! I’ve been looking for you a quarter of an hour or more. We’ve got to get out of this—if we can !” 
  “There’s a gate on Oak Lane.” said Smithy. “We—” 
  “And Wingate and Sykes watching it!” 
  “Phew! The Bounder whistled softly. “They didn’t spot you getting here?’ How did you manage it?” 
  Wharton explained, and the Bounder listened attentively. His evil temper and irritation had passed now. He was keenly alive to his danger. 
  “All serene if we get out!” he said. “But—” 
  “We’ve got to somehow.” said Harry. “Come on! There’s no chance by the towpath; but we may be able to get out where I got in. We’ve got to chance it, anyhow!” 
  Most of the crowd had cleared off by this time. The two juniors made their way through the weedy shrubberies, and reached the high fence that bordered Oak Lane—taking care to keep away from the path that led down to the gate. 
  On the other side of that fence, Wharton knew, Wingate and Sykes were patrolling, with an eye on the gate. The two juniors stopped close by the fence. 
  Vernon-Smith applied his eye to a chink and peered into the lane. He caught his breath at the sight of stalwart Greyfriars Sixth Formers passing. 
  Wingate and Sykes were not ten feet from him, but the solid timber of the fence was between, save for the chink through which the Bounder was peering. 
  “Did you see?” muttered Wharton. 
  “Oh my hat!” breathed the Bounder. 
  “They’ve just passed.” He grinned. 
  “They’re walking up and down outside the gate! If I’d gone out by the gate—” 
  “Thank goodness you didn’t!” 
  “I should have—if you hadn’t barged in! Walked right into their hands, by gum! I never dreamed—” 
  Harry Wharton jumped, caught the top of the fence, and looked over. Wingate and Sykes had passed on and were at a little distance; he had a clear back view of both of them. 
  “Quick, Smithy, before they turn! Drop in the ditch outside—it’s dry! Quick!” 
  “Go it!” 
  The chance had to be taken. Wharton swung himself swiftly over the top of the fence and dropped. 
  Outside the fence a shallow ditch lay between the fence and the road. It was dry in the summer heat, and tangled with ferns and bracken. 
  Wharton dropped into the ferns and bracken and stayed there. There was a bump at his side as the Bounder dropped. 
  “Keep low!” breathed Wharton. 
  “You bet!” 
  The Bounder’s eyes were glittering with excitement. The sense of danger appealed to his reckless nature. 
  “We’ll beat them yet!” he breathed. “Keep low, old bean, while I take a peep!” 
  “Careful! If they spot you now—”
  “Leave it to me!” 
  Keeping carefully in cover of a patch of furze on the edge of the ditch, the Bounder lifted his head cautiously and peered out into the lane. He popped down again the next second. 
  “They’ve turned!” he breathed. 
  Wharton’s heart thumped painfully. The two juniors were on the right side of the fence now but if they were spotted in the ditch it came to the 
same thing. And Wingate and Sykes were walking back. 
  Deep in the ferns and bracken, heedless of stinging nettles, the two juniors crouched low. If either of the prefects came to the edge of the ditch, he could not fail to spot them; but from the middle of the lane they could not be seen. 
  They waited with throbbing hearts as the footsteps of the patrolling prefects drew nearer, and passed. A shadow fell across them for a moment. Then the footsteps passed on. 
  A minute later they were coming back again. Once more a shadow felt across the crouching figures in the ditch. Then the footsteps receded up the lane. 
  The Bounder peered out again. 
  “Now!” he breathed. 
  Wharton looked. Once more Wingate and Sykes were at a little distance, their backs turned. 
  Swift as arrows from the bow, the two juniors leaped out of the ditch and across the lane. Almost in a twinkling they plunged into the hawthorns on the edge of the common. 
  Wharton panted, almost giddy with the relief. 
  The Bounder chuckled. 
  “All safe now!” he murmured. 
  “Plenty of cover here. But duck low. We’re well out of that, old man!” 
  Wharton nodded, without speaking. Keeping their heads low, they threaded their way among the hawthorns till they were at a safe distance. 
  “Coming on to Courtfield?” asked the Bounder. “I’m going to the pictures ! And I’ve been there all the afternoon if anybody wants to know!” 
  He chuckled. 
  Wharton shook his head. 
  “I left my bike on the Popper Court footpath.” he said. “I’ll get back.” 
  “See you later, then!” 
  The Bounder walked on to Courtfield, whistling. Harry Wharton went back for his bike, mounted, and rode back to Greyfriars. He was in a thoughtful mood; but he smiled as he thought of Wingate, Sykes, and Gwynne, still watching the exits from the Three Fishers, and wondered whether they would keep it up till calling-over. 
 
                                *     *     *     *     *

  “I say, you fellows!” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” old fat bean?” 
  “Oh lor’ !” groaned Billy Bunter. 
  He blinked dismally at the Famous Five through his big spectacles. Bunter had been in detention that afternoon, grinding away at his book for Quelch. 
Judging by the expression on his fat face, he had not been enjoying life. 
  The Form match was over. The Remove had not had to bat a second time, and Stacey’s bowling had demolished the Shell wickets at a great rate. It was over in time for tea, and the Co. found Harry Wharton waiting for them at the pavilion when they came off the field. Billy Bunter met them as they came towards the House— a lugubrious visage that might have touched a heart of stone. 
  “I say, you fellows, I’ve had a putrid time!” groaned Bunter. “If you fellows had done those lines for me, as I asked—” 
  “Shut up, you fat duffer!” breathed Bob Cherry, as Mr. Quelch came out of the House. 
  Bunter shut up. 
  Mr. Quelch came to a dead stop. 
  “Wharton!” 
  “Yes, sir?” 
  “Where have you been this afternoon?” 
  “Up to four o’clock, sir, I was sitting on the wall of the Head’s garden, reading the ‘Holiday Annual’!” said Harry calmly. 
  “Wha-a-t!” 
  “Then, as I heard you and the Head speaking in the garden, sir, I thought I’d better go—especially as you were speaking of me, sir———” 
  “You—you heard ?” 
  Mr. Quelch fairly stammered. If Wharton had heard him speaking to 
Dr. Locke in the Head’s garden, obviously he had not been out of bounds. 
Three prefects were watching the Three Fishers for nothing! 
  “Oh!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Ah! —I—I see! Quite!” 
  He walked on hurriedly. 
  “Did Quelch fancy you’d been up to something this afternoon while were at the cricket?” asked Bob Cherry, mystified. 
  “I think he did. Quelch has such a lot of fancies, you know! But never mind Quelch and his jolly old fancies! What about tea?” 
  “Yes, rather!” said Billy Bunter. “Never mind Quelch! He’s an old ass anyhow! Let’s have tea, you fellows!” 
  And they had tea. 
THE END. 

