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 [image: image2.png]A RASCAL REFORMS ! Gilbert Traey has done Harry- Wharton many a bad turn since he has been
at Greyfriars. This week, however, the bad Iad of the Remove turns over a new leaf and does
his one-time enemy a really good turn !

z ZR.ECHAR.DS/

Hazeldene joined his sister. ** Has that cad had the check to speak fo you, Marjorie ? * he asked,
referring to the departing Traey. ** We bar him in the Remove ! »*





                                  THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
 
                                            Nothing Doing! 

BILLY BUNTER stopped outside Study No. 1 in the Remove passage at Greyfriars, and blinked up the passage, with a very cautious blink through his spectacles. 
  Then he blinked down the passage, towards the landing, with an equally cautious blink. 
  Bunter’s manner was very cautious— in face, stealthy. It was, indeed, so very curious and so very stealthy that it must infallibly have drawn attention to him had there been any Remove fellows about. 
  But there was no one about. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. had just gone downstairs, and Bunter had watched them go. Herbert Vernon-Smith had gone into his study, and the door had closed on him. Peter Todd, from the doorway of No. 7, had given the fat Owl of the Remove a curious glance; but he, too, had turned back into the study, and the door was half-shut. Not an eye was on Bunter. Like Moses of old, he looked this way and that way and there was no man. 
  Having assured himself that the coast was clear, Billy Bunter turned the door. handle of Study No. 1. 
  He stepped in. 
  There was a Remove fellow in that study—Gilbert Tracy, the new Removite. He was alone there. He was generally alone. Wharton and Nugent, who shared the study, never came there if they could help it, and no other fellow ever came there at all. Now, however, Billy Bunter had come. 
  He blinked at Tracy and grinned. 
  Tracy was standing by the window, looking out into the quad, bright in a gleam of winter sunshine; that sunny gleam was not reflected in Tracy’s face, which wore a black scowl. 
  He did not turn his head as Bunter rolled in. Several days had passed since he had been “sent to Coventry” by the Remove, and he was not expecting visitors. He continued to stare down into the quad with a black and gloomy brow, and the fat Owl grinned at the back of his head. 
  “I say, Tracy!” whispered Bunter. 
  Bunter had to be cautious. He did not want his dulcet tones to be heard outside the study. Any Remove fellow who spoke to the fellow who was in Coventry was liable to be booted. Bunter did not want to be booted, so he whispered. 
  Gilbert started and turned his head. 
  He stared at Bunter. 
  “What do you want, you fat frog?” he inquired. 
  “I’ve come here to speak to you, old chap,” breathed Bunter. 
  “Well, don’t!” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at him. This was hardly what he had expected. It was days since any man in the Remove had spoken a word to Tracv If he spoke to any fellow his words fell on deaf ears. No fellow could possibly have liked such a state of affairs. Billy Bunter had had no doubt that Tracy would be fearfully bucked at a kind word from a good-natured chap. But he did not look bucked. He scowled. 
  “I say, old chap, you needn’t be shirty!” said the fat Owl, still in a cautious whisper. “I can tell you, the fellows would be down on me if they knew I’d come here to speak to you when you’re in Coventry. But the fact is, old fellow, I’m taking pity on you.” 
  “You fat idiot!” 
   “ Oh, really, Tracy 
  “Shut up!” 
   Gilbert turned back to the window. Solitary as he was, barred by the whole Form, alone in a crowd, he did not seem to find Billy Bunter’s company and conversation a relief. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the back of his head again. He proceeded to address the back of Tracy’s head, as Gilbert did not look round. 
  “I say, old chap, I mean it! I don’t see barring you like this, Of course, you’re an awful rotter, always playing some rotten trick and telling lies, and all that. You can’t be surprised at the fellows being down on you when you’re such an absolute swab, can you, old chap?” 
  There was no reply from the back of Gilbert’s head. 
  “Still, there’s a limit,” went on Bunter. “I’m a good-natured chap, Tracy. I’m jolly well going to speak to you—sometimes! Not when there’s anybody about, of course. I can’t stay long now. That beast Toddy had an eye on me in the passage. But I say, old fellow, a word or two will cheer you up—what?” 
  Bunter paused, like Brutus, for a reply. Like Brutus, he did not get one! 
  “Look here, Tracy,” said Bunter warmly, forgetting to whisper, “don’t you be an ungrateful beast! There ain’t another chap in the Remove will speak to you, or touch you with a barge-pole, and you jolly well know it! They’re jolly well fed-up with your dirty tricks! Look here—”
  Gilbert did not “look there.” From the study window he saw the Famous Five pass in the quadrangle below, and he scowled at the tops of their heads. 
  But there was despondency, as well as evil temper, in his black look. Possibly   Gilbert had been putting in some reflection in his days in Coventry, and had realised to some extent that he deserved what he was getting. 
  “I say, old chap, I came here to say something rather special,” went on the fat Owl. “I dare say you heard me mention, Tracy, that I was expecting a postal order.” 
  No answer! 
  “It hasn’t come!” added Bunter sorrowfully. “I say, old fellow, if you could lend a fellow half-a-crown till this postal order comes—” 
   Gilbert turned from the window at last. 
  Possibly he had wondered why Billy Bunter had come to his study, at the risk of being booted by any Remove fellow who spotted him there. Now he knew! 
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  “I say, old bean,” said Bunter hopefully, “one good turn deserves another— what? I don’t mind speaking to you— every now and then, you know, when there’s nobody about. Of course, I can’t let anybody see me speaking to a swab like you—you can’t expect it; but on the quiet, you know, just a word every now and then to cheer you up. What? And to tell you the truth, old fellow, I’d be jolly glad if you’d cash that postal order for me. I’ll let you have it the minute it comes of course. It’s quite all right, you know; it’s from one of my titled relations. And 1 say—  Yarooooop!” 
  Tracy crossed the study to the fat Owl. 
  But it Was not, as Bunter hoped, to produce coin of the realm. It was to grab the Owl of the Remove by the collar and twirl him round in the doorway. 
  Bunter roared in surprise and wrath. 
  “I say, leggo! Wharrer you at, you cheeky beast? If you kick me, I’ll 
Whooooooop!”  
  Billy Bunter had entered that doorway very cautiously, but he left it without any caution at all! He left it bounding, with a boot behind him, roaring at the top of his voice. 
  “Ow! Oh! Ooooh! Beast! Oh crikey! Yoo-hooop! You beast, kicking a chap just because he—yooop!— took pity on you! Wow! Ow!” 
  Slam! 
  The door of Study No. 1. closed on Bunter. 
  “Beast!” hooted Bunter, through the keyhole. “Yah! Cad! Swab! Catch me speaking to you! I bar you, you beast! Yah! I—ow! Leggo! Who’s that?” howled Bunter, as a sudden grasp fell on the back of his fat neck. 
  “That” was Peter Todd! 
  “So you’re speaking to that swab in Coventry, old fat tulip!” said Peter grimly. “I fancied you were up to something! Now—” 
  “Ow! Leggo, Toddy, you beast!” howled Bunter. “I wasn’t speaking to him. I only said—— Yarooooh!” 
  There was what a novelist might call a dull, sickening thud, as Peter’s boot established contact with the tightest trousers at Greyfriars school. 
  Bunter shot away towards the stairs. 
  “Hold on!” exclaimed Peter. “I’m going to give you another, Bunter! Wait a minute!” 
  Billy Bunter did not wait a minute. He did not wait a second. An arrow in flight had nothing on Billy Bunter, as he went down the Remove staircase. 
                                THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                             Hard Lines! 

“WHARTON!” 
  “Yes, sir?” 
  “You have not brought me your lines!”
   The Famous Five, at the school gate, came to a halt as Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, addressed his head boy. 
  Harry Wharton set his ups. 
  Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, Frank Nugent, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked uncomfortable and a little uneasy. 
  Mr. Quelch’s brow was severe. 
  He was standing at the gateway, speaking to Gosling, the porter, when Harry Wharton & Co. came along, evidently intending to go out. 
  It was Saturday afternoon, a half holiday at Greyfriars, and the weather, for November, was good and fine. Five faces had been looking merry and bright, till Mr. Quelch, turning from Gosling, interposed. Then the five faces were overcast—especially Harry Wharton’s. 
  Five hundred lines, an extremely heavy impot, had been hanging over the head of the captain of the Remove during the latter part of the week. 
  So far, he had not touched it, though it had to be handed in at the end of the week. So far, his friends knew, he had not quite made up his mind whether he was going to touch it at all! 
  He was Quelch’s head boy, and  generally in his Form-master’s good graces. He was far from disposed, as a rule, to set up as a rebel against authority, like the new fellow, Tracy. Nevertheless, he had not touched those lines—which was quite enough to make his friends uneasy, when Quelch inquired after them. 
  “Have you written your lines, Wharton?” 
  “No, sir!” 
  “You are aware that they have to be handed in to-day!” 
  “You told me so, sir.” 
  “Yet you are going out without having written them!” exclaimed Mr. 
Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  Harry . Wharton’s tone, as he answered, was respectful enough, but there was a note of stubbornness in it that did not please Mr. Quelch—and would not have pleased any Form-master. He frowned, and raised his hand. 
“Go back to the House at once, Wharton!” he rapped. 
  Wharton stood still. 
  “Go to your study immediately, and write your lines!” snapped Mr. Quelch. “Bring them to me by tea-time, Wharton!” 
  Slowly, Harry Wharton turned, and walked back to the House. Mr. Quelch cast a frowning glance after him. His friends followed him, with glum faces. 
  “Rotten!” remarked Bob Cherry. “That washes out our trot!” 
  “The rottenfulness is terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But what cannot be cured, must go longest to the well, as the proverb remarks.” 
  “No need for you fellows to stick in!” said Harry Wharton curtly. “You can’t help me with my lines—if I do them!” 
  “You’re going to do them, old chap!” said Frank Nugent. “No good landing into a row with Quelch!” 
  Harry Wharton did no answer that. His look indicated that he did not care very much, at the moment at least, if he landed into a row with Quelch! 
  “Oh, we’ll stick in, if you do, old man!” said Bob Cherry. “We don’t mind.”
  That statement was not, perhaps, strictly accurate! Bob did mind! He happened to be aware that Marjorie Hazeldone, of Cliff House School, was walking to Friardale that afternoon! For reasons best known to himself, Bob was always glad to be in the offing when Marjorie was about. So this was really a big sacrifice on the altar of friendship!
  “Rot!” said Harry. “You fellows cut off and leave me to it.” 
  His friends exchanged doubtful glances. They were not keen certainly to “stick” in on a half-holiday, least of all Bob Cherry. But they did not feel quite sure that, if they cut off and left Wharton to it, those lines would be written! And they had to be written! 
  “Come up to the study, . old chap.” said Frank. “We’ll see you started, anyhow.” 
  Harry Wharton’s face set. 
  “I don’t see why I should do those rotten lines.” he said. “I’m getting fed up with Quelch handing out punishments for nothing. He gave mie ‘six,’ in the Form-room, two or three weeks ago, over a trick of Tracy’s—as he jolly well knew afterwards! Now I’ve got five hundred lines—Tracy again! I’m fed up!” 
  “Rough luck, old man.” said Bob. “ But— ”
  “Fellow has to toe the line at school!” said Johnny Bull, shaking his head. “Fellow has to take the rough with the smooth!” 
  “I don’t feel like doing those lines!” growled Wharton. 
   “Do them without feeling like it, then!” suggested Bob. 
  “Fathead!” 
  “Come on!” said Frank.
   Harry Wharton paused in the doorway of the House. Evidently he was undecided whether to obey that order of his Form-master or not. Really, there was little choice in the matter, for, as Johnny Bull sapiently remarked, a fellow had to toe the line at school— a circumstance that Wharton, in his angry resentment, seemed to have overlooked. 
  But if he had not decided, his friends decided for him, and they pushed him into the House and gathered round him. and walked him up to the Remove passage. 
  At the door of Study No. 1 he stopped again. 
  “Look here—” he began. 
  Bob Cherry hurled the study door open. 
  “Trot in!” he said. “It’s rough luck, old bean, but it can’t be helped! We’ll sit round and watch you, if you like.” 
  “You silly ass!” 
  “Thanks!”“ said Bob imperturbably. “What I really like about you, Wharton, old bean, is that polished, polite way you have of thanking your pals for looking after you—” 
  “You blithering chump—” 
  “Go it! Take it out in slanging your pals, so long as you do the lines!” said Bob cheerfully. “Any fancy names you like—only get on with the lines.” 
  “If the slangfulness is a relief to your absurd feelings, my esteemed chum, you may go with the slangfulness to the most terrific extent!” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solemnly. “You may call us all the ludicrous names that occur to your debilitated brain.” 
  Harry Wharton’s frowning face relaxed into a grin. 
  “Chuck it, you fatheads!” he said. “ I’ll do the lines! No need for you to stick in—I’ll get going.” 
  “Back to tea, then,” said Bob, “and if you’re a good boy, we’ll bring you in a cake!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You howling ass! Cut off!” said Harry. 
  And his friends, relieved in their minds, left him, and Harry Wharton went into the study and shut the door with a bang. 
                          THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                                    Chucked Out! 
GILBERT TRACY turned from the study window. - 
  It was half an hour since Billy Bunter’s visit, and Tracy was still standing there staring down moodily into the quadrangle, when Wharton entered the study. 
Harry glanced at him, as he saw him, his brow clouding. He had not known that Tracy was in the study, and certainly he did not want him there. Still, it was the fellow’s own study, and he had a right to be there if he liked—and if he chose to waste a half-holiday frowsting indoors. After that glance, Wharton took no notice of him, but sorted out his Virgil and a sheaf of impot paper, and sat down to lines. 
But his brows were knitted, and his eyes glinting under them. it was Tracys fault that he had that heavy imposition to write, that he had to stick in a study all through a keen winter’s afternoon, grinding out weary lines, instead of joining his friends out of gates. The sight of Gilbert, just then, had rather the effect on Wharton of a red rag on a bull. 
  However, he sat down in silence to write. Tracy was in Coventry—by sentence of the Forrm. No fellow was permitted to speak to him, or to answer him if he spoke, under penalty of “booting.” Only Billy Bunter had transgressed that rule, so far—in the vain hope of getting his celebrated postal order cashed as a reward! Wharton, certainly, had no desire to speak to the fellow—though he had a strong desire to punch his head. 
  Gilbert stood looking at him, in silence, for two or three minutes, as he settled down to work. There was a sneer on his face. He broke the silence at last, perhaps forgetting Coventry. 
  “Lines for Quelch?” he asked. 
  Harry Wharton lifted his head from his work for a moment, and looked at him. He did not answer, but dropped his eyes to his lines again. Gilbert gave the top of his bent head an evil look. 
  “Deaf?” he sneered. 
  Only the scratching of Wharton’s busy pen answered him. Even had Tracy not been in Coventry, and even had Wharton not regarded him with the deepest dislike and contempt, he had no time to waste in talk. Five hundred lines of Latin was a really tremendous task, and Wharton had to go all out to get through by tea-time. 
Now that he had, under the persuasion of his chums, finally made up his mind to do those lines for Quelch, he rather wished that he had made an earlier start. But it was too late to wish that, and there was nothing for it but steady grinding. 
  “Deaf,” repeatcd Gilbert, “or dumb ?” 
  Scratch, scratch, scratch! 
  “How long do you think you can keep up this rot, Wharton?” asked Gilbert. between his teeth. “The other fellows would chuck it, if you did! I’m getting fed up with it.” . 
  Scratch, scratch! 
  “That the impot Quelch gave you last Wednesday, the day of the Highcliffe match?” asked Gilbert. 
  Scratch! 
  “I’ve heard some talk that you weren’t going to do it!” sneered Gilbert. “You seem to have made up your mind to toe the line, after all!” ‘ 
  The colour deepened in Harry Wharton’s cheeks. But he did not look up again, or speak. He was well aware that Gilbert was seeking to taunt him into breaking the rule of Coventry; and he was not to be drawn. 
  But it was not easy to grind out Virgil with a fellow talking to him all the time, and his temper was rising fast. - 
  It was Tracy who was the cause of this, as he was the cause of a good many troubles that had landed on the captain of the Remove that term. Tracy had tricked him into the Form-room on Highcliffe day, and barged the door of the map-cupboard on him and locked it. Quelch had found him there, and insisted on knowing the name of the fellow who had abstracted a key from his study. It was for refusing to give the name that Wharton had the heavy impot. Tracy certainly would have suffered severely for his sins had Wharton given his name. And the fellow would not even leave him in peace to grind through that weary task. It was no wonder that his temper was rising. 
  “We talk big, but we toe the line at the finish, what?” grinned Gilbert. “Only gas, what?” 
  Scratch, scrath! 
  “Why didn’t you give my name the other day when Quelch wanted it!” 
  Scratch! 
  “Too high and mighty?” asked Gilbert. 
  Scratch! 
  “Like me to lend you a hand with the lines?” asked Gilbert, rather unexpectedly. “I will, if you like—it’s only fair! I can make any fist near enough to yours.” 
  “Scratch!” 
  “Will you answer, you rotter?”
    Scratch! 
    Harry Wharton scribbled on industriously. He did not believe for a moment that the offer of help was genuine; and he would not have accepted it, in any case. He only wanted Gilbert to shut up and leave him to his task in peace. 
  Gilbert stood scowling at him. The door of the Study opened, and a Remove fellow looked in. 
  It was Hazeldene.
  “Oh, you’re here, Wharton!” he said. “I thought I saw you come in. What’s that—lines for Quelch?” 
  “Yes.”  answered Harry briefly. 
  Hazel stepped in and glanced over his shoulder. So far, about twenty lines had been written out of five hundred. 
  Hazel grinned. 
  “You’ve left it rather late, haven’t you?” he remarked. 
  “Yes, don’t bother; I’ve got lots to do!” 
  “ You were rather an ass to leave it so late! After all, you had to do the lines! Not much good saying you wouldn’t !“ 
  Wharton’s face was crimson with vexation. He had not exactly said that he “would not” do the lines. But his disgruntled remarks on the subject had given that impression; and it was extremely annoying and humiliating lo be surprised to have “talked big” and then climbed down. He went on scribbling, with a set face. 
“Well, chuck it for a minute or two, old bean” said Hazel. “I came here to speak to you.” 
  “Well, don’t!” snapped Harry. 
  “You can spare a minute or two, after letting your impot hang about all the week!” said Hazel sarcastically. 
  Wharton looked up. 
  “I can’t, and won’t!” he answered. “I’ve got to get this rotten impot done by tea-time! Buzz off!” 
   “I’ve said that I want to speak to you!” said Hazel sullenly. 
   “You can jaw after tea, if you like!  Don’t jaw now!” 
   “Look here—” 
   “Oh, shut up !” roared Wharton, in exasperation. “For goodness’ sake leave a fellow in peace!” 
  Hazel gave him a glare, stamped out of the study, and slammed the door after him. Wharton gave a grunt, and resumed scribbling. Gilbert Tracy burst into a laugh a laugh. 
  “Your manners are improving.” he remarked. 
  Scratch, scratch!
  “You generally manage to keep civil to Marjorie Hazeldene’s brother”  grinned Gilbert. 
  Scratch! 
  “Sure you wouldn’t like a hand with the lines? You’ll have to rush to get them through by tea.  Quelch will help you if they’re not handed in, you know—after all your gas!” 
  Harry Wharton, breathing hard, laid down his pen and rose to his feet. 
Gilbert grinned. He fancied that he had broken through the silence of the captain of the Remove at last. 
But Wharton did not speak. 
He came round the table and grasped GiIbert Tracy with both hands. 
Tracy gave a splutter of surprise and rage as he was whirled round the table towards the door. 
  “Let go, you fool!” he panted. “What the thunp do you think you’re up to?” 
Wharton did not answer! He was not to be drawn into speech with the fellow who was in Coventry. But what he was up to was clear enough—he was going to stop Gilbert’s talk by pitching him out of the study! 
  “Will you let go?” roared Gilbert. 
  He resisted savagely as he was swung doorward. But he was no match for 
the captain of the Remove, and he had to go. He grasped at the table, and it rocked, and then he was wrenched away. Harry Wharton dragged the study door open, and Tracy put up a last struggle in the doorway. 
  Then he shot out into the passage. 
  Bump! 
  There was a chuckle up the passage. Vernon-Smith was looking out of the doorway of Study No. 4. The Bounder seemed amused by Tracy’s sudden and forcible exit from Study No 1. 
  The door of Study No. 1 slammed, 
  Gilbert staggered to - his feet in the passage. With a face red with rage, he jumped back at the study door, hurled it open, and rushed in. 
  There was a sound of a scuffle. Then Tracy reappeared under the Bounder’s amused eyes, flying through the doorway. He crashed and sprawled, and the study door slammed after him again. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Smithy. 
  Gilbert tottered up. He stood panting and scowling savagely at the laughing Bounder. He made a step towards the door of Study No. 1—and stopped. And the Bounder chuckled again, as he turned, and tramped away towards the stairs. 
  In Study No. 1, Harry Wharton went on grinding at his lines—without further interruptions from the outcast of the Remove. 
                             THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                                         Two In Peril! 
“CAT!”
  Bessie Bunter, the plump sister of Billy Bunter of the Remove, made that remark. 
  She made it snappishly. 
  Marjorie Hazeldene glanced round at her. 
  “What—” she began. 
  “Cat!” repeated Bessie. 
    “But what—”
    “ Cat!” 
  “My dear Bessie “ 
   “Cat!I” 
  Bessie seemed annoyed. 
  The two Cliff House girls were following the path on the cliffs from Pegg to Friardale. They were walking slowly. Bessie Bunter, like Billy Bunter, had a lot of weight to carry and she carried it at a leisurely pace. Moreover, Bessie had a packet of toffee, of which she was disposing as she walked. 
  Bessie was bestowing most of her attention on the toffee, when something tapped sharply on the brim of her hat and tilted it sideways, which made Bessie jump and annoyed her very much. 
  “You dropped something on my hat!” said Bessie accusingly, with a devastating blink through the big spectacles that were so like Billy’s. “Look at it!” 
  “But I didn’t—” gasped Marjorie. 
  “Who did, then?” demanded Bessie. “Cat!” 
  She set her school hat straight. Marjorie Hazeldene looked round in surprise A chip of chalk had dropped on Bessie’s hat, and tilted it; and as no one else, was in sight on the lonely cliff that Bessie attributed that absurd joke to her companion. Hence her remarks. 
  “If you think it’s funny to knock my hat off, Marjorie Hazeldene—” squeaked Bessie. 
  “But I did not!” said Marjorie. “Don’t be a duffer, Bessie! There must be somebody up on the cliffs!” 
  “I don’t think!” said Bessie scornfully. “I jolly well know—   Oh! Bessie broke off as another chunk of chalk dropped and tilted her hat again. This time Miss Elizabeth Bunter could see that Marjorie was not guilty. 
  She blinked upward. - 
  The path the schoolgirls were following wound along the face of the cliffs. On their right was a drop of forty or fifty feet to the beach, where the wintry sea rolled booming on the shingle. On their left the upper cliff rose almost like a wall to a height of thirty feet or so. From the summit grassy slopes stretched inland to Friardale Wood. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bessie, “brute!” 
  She pointed up with a fat forefinger. Looking down from the top were two grinning faces. 
  Bessie knew both those faces—they belonged to Ponsonby and Monson of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe. 
  Pon and his pal were on a ramble that afternoon, and, as usual, ready for any mischief—especially of malicious kind. Satan, as the proverb says, was finding work for idle hands to do. 
  Apparently it seemed funny to Pon to drop chunks of chalk on the hat of Miss Elizabeth Bunter, passing below. And as Bessie glared up, her fat face red with wrath, it seemed funnier than ever to Pon. He chuckled. 
  “Brutes!” squealed Miss Bunter If I could get at you, I’d smack your face! I’ll ask my brother Billy to thrash you!” 
  At which Ponsonby and Monson chortled. They were not cast in a heroic mould; but really and truly they did not fear any vengeance that might teach them from William George Bunter. 
  Marjorie Hazeldene looked up at the two young rascals with a quiet contempt that made Monson draw back his head. But Ponsonby stared down with cool impudence. He stretched out his hand, to chop another lump of chalk on Miss Bunter’s hat. 
  “Come along, Bessie!” said Marjorie hastily. 
  Tap !
  Bessie Bunter was directly below the Highcliffe fellow on the cliff summit. The lump of chalk dropped like a plummet to the crown of her hat, and gave it a sharp tap, almost a bang. 
  “Ow!” squeaked Bessie. “Run, Marjorie!” 
  And Bessie Bunter, in anticipation of another dropping chunk, charged along the path at top speed to escape. 
  Ponsonby, grinning, backed from the edge, and joined Monson. and the two young rascals continued their walk along the cliffs. 
  Bessie, unaware that there was no more to come, charged on. Marjorie rushed after her in alarm.
  “Stop!” she called out breathlessly. “Bessie, stop!” 
  The path between the cliff on one side and the drop to the beach on the other was no place for putting on speed.
  Bessie, heedless, charged on. Her foot slipped on the chalk, and there was
a sudden shriek as Bessie stumbled over.
  “Bessie!” panted Marjorie. 
  Shriek! 
  Under her horrified eyes Bessie stumbled, and slipped on the edge. She was over the edge in a moment, and for one dreadful second Marjorie dreaded to see her disappear into space. But Bessie’s fat hands grabbed at the rough chalk on the edge of the path, and she hung on, screaming. 
  Marjorie breathless, reached her in another moment. 
  “HeIp!” shrieked Bessie. “Pull me up! Marjorie, oh, help !” 
  Her hands were slipping on the wet chalk. Marjorie, throwing herself on her knees, grasped the fat hands as they slipped, and held on to them. She braced herself against the strain, striving her hardest to pull the plump schoolgirl up to the path again. 
  But she strove in vain. 
  All Bessie’s weight was over the edge, and she could not help herself. Marjorie was no weakling, but her strength was not equal to pulling up the weight. Bessie’s elbows rested on the chalk, and Marjorie’s strong grasp prevented her from slipping back—but that was the utmost that she could do,. Shriek on shriek pealed from the terrified Bessie. Below, the face of the cliff slanted steeply to the beach; only Marjorie’s hold prevented her from rolling down fifty feet to the tide-swept shingle. She shrieked and shrieked, and screamed and screamed. 
  “Help! Help!” called Marjorie Hazeldene, as loudly as she could. She was holding Bessie back from that terrible fall but she knew that she could not stand the strain long. 
  She hoped that her voice and Bessie’s wild screams might reach the two young rascals on the cliff-top. 
  But Ponsonby and Monson had already gone on their way, utterly unconscious of the catastrophe that had been caused by their malicious prank. They were already far out of hearing. 
  Marjorie’s eyes swept along the path, almost in despair. And she gave a cry of joy and relief at the sight of a schoolboy in a Greyfriars cap coming up the path. 

                                     THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                       Gilbert To The Rescue! 

GILBERT TRACY tramped along the path on the cliff, with his hands shoved deep into his pockets, and a black scowl on his face. 
  Ever since he had come, unwillingly, to Greyfriars School, Gilbert had been discontented and dissatisfied. He had had an easy time—too easy a time— at home at Oakwood Place, in Surrey, and Greyfriars was a very disagreeable change. 
  He wanted to go, but he was not allowed to go. He could not even get himself sacked, though he would rather have left even on such terms, than have remained at Greyfriars. 
  Mr. Quelch had taken charge of him. He had undertaken to keep him at Greyfriars for a whole term. and to endeavour to make something better than an idle, loafing, self-indulgent slacker of him. He had not perhaps had much success, so far, but Quelch was not the man to abandon a task he had undertaken. The more trouble Gilbert gave him—-and he gave him plenty—the more grimly determined Quelch seemed to be to see his task through. 
  If Gilbert had had one consolation, it was Soccer. He was keen on Soccer, and a great man at the game. But evil temper and reckless rascality had been his undoing in that as in other things. Barred from the football, he had nothing left but malicious vengeance——for what that was worth. Now his Form was utterly - fed-up with him. He was sent to Coventry, and every fellow in the Remove would have been as glad as Gilbert himself if he couId have succeeded in leaving the school. 
  It was no wonder that his brow was dark, and his face sullen as he tramped over the cliffs. He had never cared for others, or for the opinion of others: but it was a blow to him to be treated as an outcast, to be turned down, and barred, by all the Form to which he belonged. 
  He had, in fact, thrown away all his chances, and he had nothing left but sulky resentment and brooding discontent. At the same time, it had crossed his mind more than once that he wished that things had been different, as they so easily might have been, had he not given way on all occasions to every selfish and malicious impulse. 
  It was too late now, and he had no prospect ahead of him but of remaining an avoided outcast daring the long weeks of that dreary term. He was thinking over the dismal prospect as he tramped on the cliff path, when Bessie Bunter’s wild screams and Marjorie Hazeldene’s calling voice, came to his ears. 
  He glanced round him with little interest. Somebody, it seemed, was in some trouble, but Gilbert was very slightly interested in anyone’s troubles but his own. 
  But even Gilbert hastened his steps as he saw what was going on on the cliff path ahead of him. 
  He recognised Marjorie at once. He had seen her several times when she had come over to Greyfriars to see her brother, Hazeldene of the Remove. And as he saw that she was barely holding back the plump schoolgirl from slipping down the steep cliff he ran quickly up. 
  “Help!” called  Marjorie. 
  At the sight of a Greyfriars cap she had hoped that it might be Bob Cherry, or some other of the Famous Five. This fellow was a stranger to her. If he had seen him at all, she had never noticed him. But he ran up quickly enough to her aid. 
  “Hold on!” he panted, as he came. “For goodness’ sake, hold on!” 
  Tracy at that moment forgot his su1ks, forgot his evil temper, forgot that he still had several aches from bumping in the passage outside Study No, 1. For once, at least, he forgot about himself. 
  Frightened out of her fat wits, Bessie screamed and screamed, clinging to Marjorie’s hands like a limpet to a rock. Her weight was dragging her down, and Marjorie had to exert every ounce of her strength to hold her back from the fall. But her strength was failing under the strain. She would not let go; but she was in danger, dire danger, of being dragged over the edge, had not help arrived. 
  But help had come. 
  Gilbert Tracy dropped on his knees by her side. He gripped one of Bessie’s plump wrists with both hands. 
  “Take the other!” he breathed. 
  Scream from Bessie—scream on scream. Her eyes were wildly dilated behind her spectacles, bulging with terror.
  “As Tracy gripped her left arm, Marjorie placed both hands to her right. The terrible strain was eased. Marjorie panted and panted, but she could stand the strain now. 
   “Pull!” breathed Gilbert. “We’ve got to get her up! By gum, she’s no featherweight! Pull!” 
  Even with the two of them to pull, it was no easy task. It was a terribly difficult task. Bessie, as she was dragged slowly up over the rugged edge of chalk, slipped back again, screaming; and only by bracing themselves, with all their strength, did Marjorie and Tracy avoid being dragged over the edge. 
Then a long, strong, and steady pull did it, and Bessie Bunter, gasping, was landed at last on the path, where she sat and screamed. 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Gilbert. 
  He panted for breath. It was a cold November day, and a chill wind blew from the sea, but the perspiration was thick on his forehead. 
  Marjorie leaned against the rock, on the safe side of the path, white and spent. Bessie, apparently unconcious that the danger was over, continued to scream. 
  “It’s all right now!”  said Tracy. 
  “Safe as houses now, Miss Bunter !”
   Scream!
  “Bessie, my dear” “panted Marjorie. 
    Scream!
  “Bessie—” 
  Scream! 
  “Oh dear!”  gasped Marjorie. 
Scream! 
  Marjorie, ,having recovered her breath, bent and grasped Bessie’s arm, to help her to her feet. 
  Tracy stooped and grasped her other arm. 
  Bessie, still screaming, was hooked to her feet. Except that she was muddy and chalky, she seemed little the worse —but no doubt Bessie considered that, in the circumstances, she was entitled to scream. And she did 
  “Come, Bessie!” urged Marjorie. “We shall be off this path in a few minutes—come!” 
  Scream! 
  “I’d better see you off the path, in case she takes another tumble!” said Gilbert. 
  “Thank you! Please do !” said Marjorie. 
  Bessie, still emitting screams, was walked on between them to the spot where the path turned inland through the cliffs. There at last Miss Elizabeth Bunter ceased to scream. 
    “All right now!” said Tracy. 
  “You’ve hurt my wrist!” 
  “Eh?” 
  “Bruised it !” said Bessie accusingly. “Look at it!” 
  “Oh!” 
  “Grabbing my wrist like that!” said Bessie. “Did you think I was made of wood, or iron, or what?” 
  “Oh, my hat!” said Gilbert, staring at her. 
  Gilbert’s prompt aid had certainly, saved Miss Bunter from severe injury, and probably Marjorie as well. Miss Bunter. howewer, now that she had recovered from her fright, was thinking of her plump wrist, which Tracy had certainly grasped in a grip of iron. Really, he had had to! Still, no doubt it hurt a little. 
  “Just like a boy!” said Miss Bunter bitterly. “Grabbing at a girt’s arm as if it was made of wood!” 
  “But—but I had to pull you up, you know!” stammered Gilbert. “You didn’t want to go down to the beach, did you?” 
  “Don’t be silly!” said Miss Bunter. 
  “Oh!” 
  “No need to be so clumsy! I think——” 
  “Be quiet, Bessie!” exclaimed Marjorie, with a note of very unusual 
sharpness in her voice. Do be quiet!” 
  “Cat!” said Bessie. “Look at my wrists!”‘ 
“Be quiet! I don’t know how to thank you,” said Marjorie. “It was very kind and   very bravo of you—you might have been pulled over, though Bessie doesn’t understand it.” 
    “ Grabbing my wrist like that—” 
  “Be quiet!” 
  “Grabbing—“” 
  “Do be quiet, Bessie! I don’t think I’ve seen you before, but you belong to Greyfriars?” said Marjorie. 
  “I’m new this term,” said Gilbert. “I know your brother, Miss Hazeldene 
—at least—he coloured, remembering that Marjorie’s brother, like the rest of the Remove, was sending him to Coventry. “I mean, I’m in his Form—the Remove. My name’s Tracy.” 
  “Tracy!” repeated Marjorie. “Oh! Hazel has mentioned you to mc—you’re the wonderful footballer!” she smiled. “Thank you so much for helping us! Now come along, Bessie—” 
  “Grabbing my arms like that—”- 
  “Do come along!” 
  “ I’m all smothered with mud—” 
  “Yes, come along! . I’m, muddy, too—”
   “All over mud and chalk!” said Bessie. “Smothered! Look at me!” 
  “We’d better go back.” said Marjorie. ‘We’ll go by Pegg Lane—not by the cliffs again! Come on!” 
  “Smothered with mud——” 
  “Do come!” 
  “Grabbing my arms like that—” 
  “Yes, yes; but come on—” 
  “Grabbing—” 
  Tracy stood looking after the two schoolgirls as they went, Bessie Bunter rubbing a plump arm, evidently still deeply displeased. He watched them till they were out of sight, and then renewed his tramp along the cliffs. 
  His face was thoughtful, but much less moody and disgruntled and discontented than before. It was probably the first time that Gilbert Tracy had ever exerted himself for the sake of anyone but himself, and possibly the 
unusual experience had done him good. 
                                THE SIXTH CHAPTER, 
                                           Vengeance! 
The door of study No. 1. flew open, and Harry Wharton gave a jump. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared a cheery voice. 
  Bob Cherry’s cheery, ruddy face looked in, and behind him the other members of the Co. Bob had a bundle in his hand. That bundle contained supplies for tea, and Bob slammed it down on the study table. 
  “Finished?” he asked. 
  “No!”’ grunted Wharton. “Shut up, for goodness’ sake!” 
  “Much more?” 
  “About fifty!” 
  It was not yet tea-time when the Co. came in. They had been down to Friardale, but Bob had not had the satisfaction of seeing Marjorie there— he did not seem to have walked to the village, after all. So, a walk to Cliff House being cut out, they had come back rather early. But Bob had come back in cheery spirits, after a tramp in keen, wintry air, rather a contrast to Harry Wharton, who was in anything but, cheery spirits, after hours in the study, grinding at Latin lines. 
  A pile of written lines lay on the table before him, and he was still wearily grinding when his friends arrived.
  “We’vc brought in something for tea—”  
  “Bother tea !” 
  “I told you I’d bring you a cake, if you were a good boy—” - 
  “You howling ass—” 
  “But it’s a jolly good cake—I got it at Uncle Clegg’s, in Friardale—” 
  “Blow the cake! For goodness’ sake let me get through with this lot!” 
  “Marzipan on top, and no end of plums—”
  “Shut up!” roared Wharton. 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “All serene, old top! We’ll leave you to finish. Buck up! Come and tell us when you’re through—Browney’s got his wireless on in the Rag, and we’re going to hear the news—” 
  “Go and hear the news, or go to Jericho!” said Harry. “I  jolly well wish I’d never started these rotten lines—I’d better finish them now !” 
  “Pile in, od chap!” said Frank Nugent. “Fifty more won’t take you long!” 
   “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Push that fat, ass out!” said Harry, as a fat face and a large pair of spectacles glimmered at the door. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Buzz off!” 
  “I was only going to offer to unpack that parcel while you’re finishing your lines!” said Billy Bunter, with dignity. 
  “Kick him, somebody!” said Harry. 
  Billy Bunter was locked out—keen as he was on unpacking a parcel which contained a cake with marzipan on top and a lot of plums—and the door of Study No. 1 shut again. 
  The Co. tramped down to. the Rag, and Wharton was left to finish that long and weary task. 
  He scribbled and scribbled at the last weary lines. 
His friends had given him sensible advice that afternoon and he had acted sensibly in taking it, he knew that quite well. But he was in a far from pleased or satisfied mood. 
  From his own point of view, that impot had been unjustly given, or was, at the very least, unnecessarily severe. That was exasperating to begin with! 
  Then his own angry remarks on the subject had given a general impression that he would not do the lines, and the fact that he had, after all, done them gave an opening for sneers to a fellow like Tracy, and for irritating amusement to a fellow like Hazel. 
  However, that almost endless task was nearly at an end now, and he scribbled on, to get it finished. 
  The last few lines were running off his pen, when the study door opened and Billy Bunter blinked in. 
  “I say, old chap—” 
  “Buzz off !” snapped Wharton, over his shoulder. 
  “But I say “ 
  Wharton grabbed a Latin grammar and hurled it. 
  Bunter dodged just in time, and disappeared. 
  He scribbled the last line, at long last! Five hundred lay completed on the table before him, the afternoon’s dismal labour was over. He was tired and irritated, but he was glad at all events, that he had finished, 
  The door opened again. 
  “I say, old fellow—” 
  Billy Bunter blinked in, very cautiously! His interest in the bundle on the study table was deep and intense, but he kept a wary eye open for a whizzing missile 
But there was no missile this time. The task was done, and Harry Wharton rose from his chair. 
  Bunter’s eyes, and spectacles, fixed on him warily. 
  “I say, heard the news?” he asked. 
  “What news, fathead?” 
  “Awful air-raid—”‘ 
  “Wha-at?”
  “Browney’s getting it on his wireless in the Rag! Fearful air-raid—” - 
  “An air—raid!” exclaimed Harry. At that startling news he forgot the stack of lines that lay on the table, and stared at Bunter 
  “Fearful!” said Bunter. “I didn’t catch where it had happened—but it was awful—fearful—bombs right and left—terrific bombing—smashing everything up—I say, come on, old chap, or you’ll miss it—” 
“Oh!”
  Harry Wharton hurried out of the study. If that exciting news was coming through on Tom Brown’s wireless in the Rag, he wanted to hear it! He cut down the passage to the stairs.
  Billy Bunter blinked after him as he went.
  As Wharton cut down the Remove staircase, Bunter cut into Study No 1!         
  He grinned breathlessly as he reached the bundle on the table. His fat fingers jerked at the string round it.
  Whether that thrilling news was coming through on Browney’s radio or not, Bunter did not know!  Sad to relate, he did not care, either!
  Billy Bunter’s sole object was to get Wharton out of the study while he dealt with that parcel!
  Bombing squadrons—if any—did not interest Bunter so much as a plummy cake with marzipan on top! 
  Hurriedly, he untied knots! 
  If that thrilling news was coming through on the radio it would keep Wharton in the Rag! If it wasn’t, at least it would take him some little time to go and return!     
  The unscrupulous fat. Owl had time! 
  He jerked off the string, and tin-wrapped wrappings. A large and handsome cake was revealed—among other things! The other things, Bunter generously left for their owner—the cake he grabbed! 
  With the cake under his arm, he rolled out of the study. - He blinked quickly down the passage towards the stairs. 
  A junior appeared on the landing. The short-sighted Owl of the Remove did not see who it was—it could hardly be Wharton coming back yet, but Bunter turned hastily in the other direction, and rolled up the passage with his plunder. 
  It was, as a - matter of fact, Gilbert Tracy, coming in after his walk. He stared at Bunter, as the fat Owl rolled hurriedly away and disappeared into Study No. 7; 
he could see that Bunter had been in Study No. 1, and that he had carried something out of that study. But he was not interested in the fat Owl’s proceedings. He went in and slammed the door. 
  Then, as he turned from the door, Gilbert’s eyes fell on what lay on the Study table. 
  He did not heed the parcel of tuck, attractive as it was to Billy Bunter! His eyes fixed on the stack of lines, in Wharton’s hand. 
  And his eyes glittered. 
  Wharton, evidently, had written out that tremendous impot. Something had called him away from the study, and he had left it there, instead of taking it at once to Quelch. He had said—or as good as said—that he would not do it—but he had done it, and there it lay. 
  Gilbert’s eyes turned from it to the fire burning in the study grate! 
  That stack of lines, which had cost his enemy a weary afternoon’s work, lay under his eyes—and that afternoon, Wharton had pitched him neck and crop out of that study, and it was to Wharton, more than to anyone else, that he owed it that he was in Coventry—an outcast in the school. His face was black and bitter—and black and bitter thoughts were in his mind! 
  For a long moment he stood looking at the stack of impot paper. Then he picked up the sheets, and crammed them, in a heap, in the study fire, and stirred them there till they blazed. He stirred the embers over them, and added more coals from the box! 
  Then, quietly he left the study, and shut the door after him! 

                        THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                     Hunting Bunter! 
“WHAT’S the news, Browney?” 
  “Can’t get through!” 
  “Wha-a-at!” ejaculated Harry Wharton. 
  Tom Brown had his portable radio on the corner of the table in the Rag. 
A number of fellows were gathered round, and the Nw Zealand junior was twiddling dials and frowning. 
  “Nothing doing!” he said. “Can’t get it!” 
  “Haven’t you got anything?” 
  “Nothing, so far!” 
  “That fat villain Bunter—” exclaimed Harry. “What the thump was he pulling my leg for? He told me you were getting war news.” - 
  “What the dickens did he tell you that for?” grunted Browney. “I tell you I can’t get a sound—”
  “Finished those lines, old bean?” asked Bob Cherry. 
   “Yes! That fat ass Bunter sent me down here. with a silly yarn ——“ Harry Wharton knitted his brows “By gum! I’ll boot him all over the Remove—”‘ 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob. “Did you leave him in the study?” 
  “I thought he was coming down—” 
  “Well, he hasn’t! More likely poking his fat nose into that bundle left in the study!” exclaimed Bob. 
  “Oh!” exclaimed Harry. “I’d forgotten that—”
  “Bet you Bunter hadn’t!” said Bob. “Come on! We’ll catch him at it, and burst him all over the study!” 
that  “The fat rotter!” growled the captain of the Remove, as he left the Rag with his chums. “So was it? I never thought—”
  “You seldom do, old chap! Come on.” 
  “Fathcad !“ 
  The Famous Five hurried up the staircase. 
  As there was no news on the radio, it was evident that William George Bunter had had an object in pulling the leg of the captain of the Remove, and to fellows so well acquainted with Billy Bunter’s manners and customs, the object was clear enough. They hurried up to the Remove passage, in the full expectation of finding Billy Bunter going strong, on the content of that parcel of tuck. 
  But Study No. 1 was vacant when they entered it. On the table lay the bundle—in an unwrapped state! Bunter was not there—but evidently he had been there; he was gone, likewise the cake! 
  “By gum!” said Bob. 
  “He can’t have scoffed it yet!” said Johnny Bull. “After him!” 
  “You fellows can get after the fat frump.” said Wharton. “I’d better take my lines down to Quelch! Why—what—where———” 
  He stared at the vacant, spot on the table, where the stack of lines had lain! That spot was bare! 
  “What the thump—” he exclaimed in amazement. 
  “What’s up—” 
  “My lines!” 
  “What about your lines?” asked Bob. 
   “They’re not here!” 
   “Did you leave them there ?” 
   “Of course I did, ass! I’d just finished them when that frowsy fat frump barged in and told mc that yarn, and I ran down—”
  “The thumping ass! What has he taken the lines for, then; he can’t eat an impot!” said Bob blankly. “He wants to scoff the cakes, but what the dickens does he want the lines for? Bunter’s idea of a joke, perhaps.” 
  “I’ll give him joking with my lines, after I’ve slogged all the afternoon to get them done!” exclaimed Harry Wharton wrathfully. “By gum, I’ll burst the fat foozler!” 
  He hurried out of the study, his chums following him. 
  A moment later he was wrenching at the door-handle of Study No. 7. 
The door was locked inside. 
  “Bunter!” roared Wharton. 
  There was a sound from the interior of the study. It was a sound of munching. Evidently Bunter was there, and had the cake—whatever had become of the lines. But that sound of busy jaws ceased as the captain of the Remove shouted outside the door. 
  “Oh, is—is that you, Harry, old chap?”  squeaked a fat voice from within.     
  “I—I say, I—I can’t open that door! It’s sort of jammed!” 
  “You’ve scoffed that cake, you fat villain!” roared Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry——” 
  “Let us in, you bloated burglar!” 
  “I—I can’t! I—I’d open the door like a shot if—if 1 could; but—but it’s jammed somehow!” gasped Bunter. “I may be able to get it open presently, old chap if—if you specially want to see me.”
  “We specially want to see that cake!” howled Bob. 
  “What cake, old chap?” 
  “The one you’ve pinched from Wharton’s study, you frowsy frog!” 
  “I haven’t been in Wharton’s study, old chap! This cake is one that I had from Bunter Court this morning. I mean, I haven’t got a cake!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Bother the cake!” exclaimed Harry Wharton impatiently. “I want my lines Quelch will be expecting them in ten minutes from now, Bunter, you howling idiot, what have you taken my lines away for ?” 
  “What lines?” gasped Bunter. “I haven’t taken any lines. Wharrer you mean? What should I want to take your silly lines for? I never took anything but the cake—I mean, I never took anything at all. How could I, when I wasn’t in the study ?“ 
“You pernicious porpoise---” 
“Oh, really, Wharton “ 
“Will you give me those lines?” roared the captain of the Remove. “Can’t you understand, you idiot, that I’ve got to take them down to Quelch? He wants them by tea-time, you burbling blitherer, and it’s just on tea-time. Give me that impot at once, you foozling freak! Hand out those lines, you fat frog!” 
  “I haven’t—” 
  “If you’ve damaged them, I’ll burst you all over the study! What have you taken them for at all?” shrieked Wharton. 
  “I tell you I haven’t—” 
  “Open this door!” 
  “I—I can’t till I find the key. I— I’ve dropped the key somewhere—” 
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 “What have you locked the door for, you potty porpoise?” 
  “I mean, it ain’t locked; it’s jammed somehow—” 
  “If you don’t let me in I’ll burst the lock!” roared Wharton. “I’ve got to have those lines, you potty owl.” 
  Five fellows thumped on the door and howled bloodcurdling threats through the keyhole. Within the study the sound of munching and gobbling was resumed. 
  Bunter certainly know nothing about the missing lines but he knew all about the missing cake! He was not going to let anybody into that study so long as a fragment of the cake remained. That cake was evidence against him, and Bunter was getting rid of the evidence as fast as he could—as fast, in fact, as it would travel down his capacious gullet. 
  Other Remove fellows were coming up to tea now, and an interested and amused crowd gathered round to watch five excited juniors at Bunter’s door 
What’s this game?” asked Vernon-Smith. 
  “What are you trying to burgle my study for?” inquired Peter Todd. 
  “That fat scoundrel’s been raiding my study!” gasped Harry Wharton.” The potty ass has bagged my lines for some idiotic reason—” 
  “I haven’t!” came a squeak from the study, muffled by cake. “I never saw your lines when I was in the study. I mean, I never went into your study. Why should I ?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “What on earth has Bunter pinched your lines for?” exclaimed the Bounder, in astonishment. 
  “Goodness knows, unless it’s his idea of a joke! It’s no joke for me if Quelch has to wait for them!” snapped Wharton. 
  “So you did the lines after all?” grinncd Skinner. “Didn’t I hear something about a haughty bloke who wouldn’t?” 
  Wharton gave him a look, he was in no temper for jeers from Skinner. 
  “You’d better shut up, Skinner!” he said savagely. “You’re asking to have your cheeky nose pulled! Bunter, will you open this door?” 
  “I—I can’t find the key, old chap!I I—I think I shall be able to find it when I’ve finished this cake—I mean, I—I’m looking for it now. I’m looking everywhere——” 
  “Let me in, Bunter, you ass!” exclaimed Peter Todd. ”Think you can lock me out of my study, you fat, footling frump?” 
  “W-w-wait a minute, Toddy! The door’s jammed———” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I mean, I’m 1ooking for the key—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I—I’ll find it in a minute.   I——I think it rolled under the table! I—I’m looking for it like anything——” 
  “Will you hand out those lines?” hooted Wharton. 
  “I haven’t got any lines!  Think I’m eating lines?”—I’m looking for that key! I—I Grooogh! Oooogh! Urrrggh!”
  There was a wild spluttering from Study No. 7.  Some of the cake, disposed of in haste, seemed to have gone down the wrong way. 
  Gurgle, gurgle! Splutter, splutter!— came from the study, while the fellows in the passage roared with laughter. 
  Harry Wharton did not join in the laughter, however. The minutes were passing, and it was time to take the lines down to Mr. Quelch. But for Bunter’s fatuous prank they would have been taken down already. The captain of the Remove banged angrily at the door. 
  “Open this door, you fat idiot!” he roared. “I’ll burst you all over the study when I lay my hands on you!” 
  He did not doubt for a moment that Bunter had removed the lines. Bunter had been in the study, and so far as he knew, no one else had. 
  And it was exactly one of Bunter’s fat-headed tricks. Bunter had been known to hide Quelch’s Form papers under the cushion in the seat of his armchair. He had once driven Fisher T. Fish positively frantic by hiding a banknote belonging to that transatlantic youth inside a book in Fishy’s study. He had once snooped a watch-chain from Quelch’s study, with the amusing idea of hiding it in Quelch’s Sunday hat! This sort of thing seemed funny to Bunter, his idea of humour being worthy of his fat intellect! 
  Wharton had no doubt that Bunter had shifted those lines, and knew exactly where they were. And now that they were due to be handed in, it was possible that at any moment Quelch might come up to inquire after them. If they were not handed in on time it was more than likely that he would conclude that they had not been written—after what had occurred at the school gate that afternoon. 
  Having ground out that weary impot for the sake of avoiding a row with Quelch, Wharton was naturally exasperated at the idea of the row accruing all the same. 
  He banged savagely on the door of Study No. 7. 
  “Hand out the lines, you fat rotter!” he roared. 
  “I haven’t got them, you silly ass!” howled back Bunter. 
  “Tell me where you’ve put them, then!” 
  “I haven’t put them anywhere!”
  “I left them in my study—” 
  “I expect they’re there, if you did! Go and look for them!” 
  “I—I—I’ll smash him!” gasped Wharton. 
  Gobble, gobble, gobble! 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bang! Thump! Bang! Thump! 
 “Cave!” called out Squiff along the passage. Here comes Quelch, old bean!”
  And Harry Wharton, angry and excited as he was, ceased to bang on the door of Study No. 7 as Mr. Quelch rustled into the Remove passage. And Billy Bunter, in the study, bolted the last fragment of cake, and gasped for breath after his exertions. 

                             THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
 
                                           Not Bunter! 

MR. QUELCH frowned. 
  He had heard rather a din in the Remove passage as he came up.  However, it died away as he appeared. and the Remove master, with a severe glance at the crowd of juniors, stopped at Study No.1. 
  Then, as he observed that Harry Wharton was among the crowd in the passage, he called to him. 
  “Wharton!” 
  Harry Wharton breathed hard. He did not need telling why Quelch was 
there. 
  “Yes, sir!” he answered. 
  “It is now past the time, Wharton, “when your lines should have been handed in to me!” said Mr. Quelch sternly. “I require to know at once whether you have or have not written out your imposition!” 
  Quelch’s face was severe, and it was plain that he was not in a placable mood. He had not, in fact, forgotten that little scene at the school gate— when he had stopped Wharton going out.
  Wharton had been going out with his lines. Unwritten, regardless of the fact that they had to be handed in that day. Quelch had sent him back to the House to write them. He was not at all sure that that order had been obeyed-the lines, at all events, had not been handed in. And if that order had not been obeyed, Quelch was prepared to come down hard and heavy. 
  He had had plenty of trouble that term with Tracy, who set up as a rebel and mutineer, and almost openly gave his Form-master all the trouble he could. One mutineer in the Form was one too many! If Wharton was following Tracy’s example, Quelch was the man to stop him. - 
  Silence fell on the crowd in the Remove passage. It was unusual for Quelch to speak so sharply to his Head boy. But Wharton had been in trouble with Quelch more than once that term already. Now it looked as if more trouble was coming. 
  Wharton’s face was red with anger and vexation, and his eyes gleamed as he answered his Form-master. 
  “I’ve written the lines.” 
  The answer was rather snapped than spoken, and some of the juniors expected to see the thunder darken in Quelch’s brow. But, as a matter of fact, the Form-master’s expression became less severe. If Wharton had written the lines there was no rebellious disrespect to deal with, and he could easily excuse a fellow for not having handed them in promptly to time. 
  “ Very well, Wharton !” said Mr. Quelch, with unexpected mildness. 
“You should have brought them to me more than ten minutes ago, but if they are written I will say no more about that. You my hand them to me now.” 
  “I—I—” stammered Harry.  
  “If you have left them in your study, Wharton you may fetch them at once.” said Mr. Quelch, looking at him in surprise. “ Please do not waste my time!”  
  “They’re not in my study, sir.” 
  “Very well, give them to me at once.” 
  “I—I’ve got to get them, sir !” stammered Harry. “A silly ass—I mean, a fellow has moved them for a silly joke! I’ve just been asking him for them!” 
  “Indeed!”  Mr. Quelch’s face was grim again. “If any boy here has been so foolish as to take away Wharton’s imposition—” His gimlet eye gleamed over the silent crowd. 
  “It was not one of the fellows here, sir!”
  “Then who was it?” snapped Mr. Quelch. “Where is the boy, and where are the  lines?” 
  “I say, you fellows,” came a squeak from Study No.7—” I say, I’ve finished the cake—I mean, I—I’ve found the key! I say, I’ll let you in, if you like, if you ain’t going to kick up a row. I say, Toddy, you won’t let them kick up a row in this study, will you—making out I had their cake, you know ?”. 
  No one answered Bunter. Clearly, the fat junior was not aware that his Form-master had arrived on the scene. Every word in the general silence reached Mr. Quelch’s ears. 
  He came along the passage, the juniors making way for him, and tapped sharply at the door of Study No.1.
  “Go away, you beast!” came from within. “I ain’t lettin you in, unless you make it pax!  I never had the cake, and as for the lines—” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Bunter was heard to gasp at the unexpected sound of his Form-master’s voice. 
  “Is this door locked, Bunter?” 
  “ Oh! No! Yes !” stuttered Bunter. “It—it jammed, sir—I mean, I jammed the key—that is, I dropped it, sir, and it rolled under the jam—I mean under the table—” 
  “Open this door instantly! 
   “Oh!  Yes, sir !” 
  The door opened at once.  Billy Bunter might have argued a long time with the Famous Five, but he was not disposed to argue with Henry Samuel Quelch. The door flew open, and Bunter’s fat scared face appeared in 
view. 
  The “evidence” against Bunter had disappeared—down his fat neck! But there was a sea of crumbs trickling down his fat waistcoat, which was as much evidence as the Famous Five would have wanted—had they wanted any! 
  But they were not thinking about the cake now. The missing impot was the urgent matter. It was not difficult to see that there was a doubt in Quelch’s mind. The sooner that wretched impot was shown up, the better. 
  “Wharton!” 
  “Yes, sir!” said Harry, through his closed lips. 
  “Your lines, if written, must be handed to me at once!” 
  “I have said that they were written, sir.” said Harry Wharton, very distinctly. I cannot hand them to you till the fellow who took them away gives them back to me.” 
  “If you are alluding to Bunter—” 
   “I—I never—” 
  “You state, Wharton, that your lines are written, and have been removed by another boy. I gather, from what I have heard, that you allude to Bunter. Is that the case or not?” 
  “Yes, sir!” said Harry. “It was a silly trick, and no harm done.” 
  “Never mind that! Bunter, if you have played a foolish practical joke on Wharto. 
  “Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I never! I wouldn’t!” 
  “Have you taken Wharton’s lines from his study?” 
  “No, sir!” 
  “Bunter, you ass!” breathed Bob. 
  “You need not speak, Cherry! Bunter, if you have removed the lines, I will excuse you for having played so foolish a trick, if you produce them at once!”
  “I—I—I haven’t, sir!” wailed Bunter. “I never saw the lines! Why should I take away a fellow’s lines?  I never—”
  “I’d hand them over if I had them, old chap!  But I never had the lines, any more than I had the cake!”
  Wharton breathed hard.  That Bunter had been in the study during his brief absence and taken the cake from the bundle was assured. He could not doubt that he had taken the cake from the bundle was assured. He could not doubt that he had taken the lines also, but was too terrified by Quelch’s frowning brow to admit it. If he persisted in denying it, matters looked like being very awkward for the captain of the Remove!
  Quelch’s face was growing grimmer and grimmer.
  Bunter was the most untruthful fellow in the Remove; indeed, in the wide world. Truth and Bunter had always been strangers. Nevertheless, Mr. Quelch had little doubt that he was telling the truth about these lines—as, indeed, he was!
  “Have you been in Wharton’s study at all, Bunter?” he asked.
  “No, sir!” answered Bunter promptly.
  “Wharton!  If you had finished your lines, why did you not bring them to me without delay?”
  “I was called away from the study, sir!  I came back in little more than five minutes, and the lines were gone.”
  “It wasn’t me, sir!”  said Billy Bunter. “I—I never touched the lines—never even saw them!”
  “Then you were in the study, Bunter?”
    “Oh, no, sir!  It’s all a mistake about the cake!” groaned Bunter. “If there’s a cake gone from that bundle that Bob left in the study, I know nothing about it, sir—absolutely nothing.  I—I think very likely that Bob left it in the shop. There was no cake in that bundle when I looked—and—and—and I left it there all right when I went away, sir!”
  “You admit that you were in the study during Wharton’s absence, bunter?”
  “Oh, no, sir!  I was downstairs at the time—I—I mean, I—I was in my study, and—and I couldn’t get out because the key had rolled under the key—I—I—I mean, the—the door had jammed under the table—” Bunter was getting a little confused.
  “It appears,” said Mr. Quelch sternly, “that you entered Wharton’s study and purloined a cake, Bunter?”
  “Oh, no, sir!  I never had the cake—I—I haven’t tasted cake this term, sir!”
  “You are covered with cake crumbs at this moment, Bunter!” thundered Mr. Quelch.
  “Oh lor !  I—I mean—”
  “Bunter, tell me the truth at this instant!  A single word more of prevarication, and I shall report you to the headmaster for a flogging!”
  “Oh, crikey!”
  “Now, tell me at once what you took from Wharton’s study.”
  “I—I—I had the—the cake, sir!”  groaned Bunter. “I—I knew the—the fellows wouldn’t mind, sir, being pals. And—and besides, I’m going to stand them another cake when my postal-order comes—”
  “Did you remove Wharton’s lines or not?”
  “No, sir!”
  Mr Quelch gave him a searching look. But it was clear—to his eyes at least—that that much was true. Bunter was too scared to roll out any more fibs.  And most of the fellows in the passage had the same impression. Bunter, after all, while fool enough to play any foolish trick, was not the fellow to land another fellow in a row with a beak. Most of the juniors believed that if he had the lines he would have produced them when matters had reached this point.
  The Remove master turned to Wharton.
  “What do you say now, Wharton?” he asked coldly.
  “Only what I’ve said before.” answered Harry.”the lines have been taken from my study, and I don’t see how they can have been taken by any fellow but Bunter.
  “I believe Bunter’s statement that he did not take the lines, Wharton.”
  “You may please yourself about that, of course, sir.” said Wharton with icy coolness.
  Mr. Quelch’s eyes glinted.
  “You repeat your assertion that you had written the lines, Wharton, which you say have disappeared from the study?”
  “I will repeat it as often as you wish, sir—a dozen times if you like.” said Wharton in the same tone.
  The Remove master breathed very hard.
  “I warn you not to be impertinent, Wharton! “If your statement is correct, the lines can be found. You do not, I presume, accuse Bunter of having destroyed them?”
  “Of course not!  Bunter’s only a fool!” said Harry.
  “Oh, really, Wharton—”
  “Very well.” said Mr. Quelch. The lines, if in existence, can be found. I shall allow you an hour to find them, Wharton. If they are not brought to my study by that time, your imposition is doubled, and you will hand me a thousand lines by next Wednesday.”
  Harry Wharton’s eyes flashed.
  His lips opened for angry words; but Frank Nugent caught him by the arm. He choked back his anger and stood silent. And there was a deep breath among the Removites as Quelch’s  mortar-board disappeared down the staircase.

                            THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                               All Right For Gilbert!
  
GILBERT TRACY, sitting at tea in Hall, smiled.
  Other Remove fellows had come into tea, and there was a buzz among them over some exciting topic.
  Not one of them spoke a word to Tracy; he was in Coventry and ignored by all the Remove fellows; but he heard their talk, and it made him smile.
  The fellow who was down on him, who barred him from Remove football, who was the leader in making him an outcast in the Form, was up against it— enjoying life just then probably less than Gilbert.
  There was satisfaction in that knowledge to the outcast of Greyfriars.
  Sqiff, Wibley, Kipps, Tom Brown, Hazeldene, and three or four other fellows were talking, all on the same topic. Wharton, who had as good as said that he would not hand in that impot, had not handed it in.   He made out to Quelch that he had written it, and that Bunter had taken it away for an idiotic practical joke.  Quelch did not believe him—and the juniors had strong doubts.
  It amused Gilbert
  It had not occurred to him at first that Wharton’s suspicions would fall on any other fellow. He had rather expected that the captain of the Remove would think of him first of all—especially as he had, earlier in the term, played a similar trick; although on that occasion Wharton had caught him at it, and no harm had been done, after all.
  Certainly he had taken care this time to cover his tracks. No one but Bunter had been in the Remove quarters when Gilbert came in; the whole crowd of Removites had been had been gathered in the Rag, round Tom Brown’s wireless, to hear the news. Gilbert had been hardly more than two minutes in the study, and, leaving it, he had hurried at once down to Hall, to be safely out of sight when the discovery was made.
  No one had seen him in the Remove quarters, unless Bunter had noticed him—and he was fairly sure that the short sighted Owl had not.
  If Wharton jumped to the conclusion that his enemy’s hand had been at work again, he had not a jot or tittle of proof, and he could think what he liked and say what he liked; the cheery Gilbert did not care a straw.
  Utterly unaware that Tracy had been anywhere near the study—or in the House at all—and aware that Bunter had been in the study, pilfering the cake, the captain of the Remove put his loss down to Bunter.
  It was natural enough—indeed, inevitable. What else was Wharton to think, in the circumstances?  It was quite amusing to the schemer of the Remove.
  He was feeling quite bucked as he left the table and strolled out of Hall.  He went along to the Rag, where a crowd of Remove fellows had gathered after tea. A fat squeak was heard as he entered.
  “I tell you I never—”
  Gilbert grinned as he walked in. No one took any heed of the fellow who was in Coventry; moreover , the general attention was fixed on the captain of the Remove and Billy Bunter.
  “You blithering, blethering, blighted bloater!” said Wharton. “Can’t you see that you’re landing me in a fearful row? You can’t help being a fool, but you can help being a rotten rascal!”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—”
  “For goodness sake, Bunter, cough up that impot if you’ve stuck it somewhere!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
  “Oh, really, Cherry—”
  “Boot him until he coughs it up!” suggested Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, really, Bull—”
  “Time’s nearly up, Bunter!” said Frank Nugent. “Quelch said an hour, and its just on an hour now. You don’t want to land Wharton in a row with Quelch.”
  “Of course I don’t!” wailed Bunter. “If I had the beastly lines I’d hand them over!  I never touched them!”
  “That’s rot!”
  “Terrific and preposterous rot, my esteemed fibbing Bunter.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “ For the love of esteemed Mike, cough up those lines!”
  “Oh, really, Inky—”
  “Blessed if I can make the fat fool out!” said Harry Wharton.  “It’s like
him to play any fatheaded trick, but not to a fellow in a row. What are you doing this for, Bunter ?” 
  “I ain’t—” wailed Bunter “I had the cake—I’ve told you I had the cake. I’m going to stand you another when my postal order comes; I’m expecting it tomorrow morning—” 
  “Never mind the cake! We’ll say nothing more about the cake if you let Wharton have his lines.” said Bob. 
  “So I would if I had them. Think I’d play a rotten trick on a chap?” exclaimed Bunter. “Why should? Have I ever done anything of the kind? I ask you!” 
  “Lots of times, you blithering idiot! You had a banknote of Fishy’s once, and he nearly had a fit—”
  “Well, that was only Fishy, and it was to give him a lesson about being so jolly mean—” 
  “You hid Quelch’s Form papers.
  “Well, that was because the beast caned me for nothing, making out that. 
I was eating toffee in class! I told him I wasn’t, and that 1 hadn’t any toffee and he made me hand over the toffee, and—” 
 b “You blithering Owl, cough up the lines before it’s too late!” said Harry Wharton. “Mind, I’m going to boot you if you don’t! I’m not going to have Quelch down on me because youhaven’t as much sense as a bunny rabbit. 
  “I never—” 
  Harry Wharton breathed hard. 
  “You can hand over that impot before you’re booted or after!” he said. “I’ve 
got to take it to Quelch in five minutes more, or have it doubled. Now, then—” 
  “I say, you fellows, you keep him off !”  howled Bunter. “ I say, Toddy you know I never had the lines, don’t you?” 
  “Blessed if I know what to think!” said Peter Todd. “You’re such a fearful fabricator—” 
  “Oh, really, Toddy—” 
  “Were there any lines at all?” asked Skinner, with a wink at the Bounder, who grinned. 
  Harry Wharton turned on Skinner with a gleam in his eyes. 
  “What do you mean by that, Skinner?” he asked, between his teeth. “I’ve said that I wrote the lies— every one of them—and that they were taken from my study when Bunter made me come down here for nothing , and—” 
  “Well, I’ve heard Bunter tell Quelch that he’d done lines, and that they flew out of the study window!” said Sktnier airily. “Nobody seems to have seen your lines, as far as I can make out.” 
  “I say, you fellows, I don’t believe Wharton did those lines at all!” squeaked Billy Bunter, taking his cue from Skinner. “He jolly well never did them, and he’s making out I snooped them, just to spoof old Quelch! I say, you fellows, ain’t that jolly mean?” 
  “You fat idiot!” roared Harry Wharton, red with anger. “You know that you shifted the lines from my study.” 
  “I know I didn’t! You never did them!” roared back Bunter. “If you did they’d be in your study now. You ain’t going to put it on me.” 
Harry Wharton, with gleaming eyes, made a stride at the fat junior. He had 
been patient with Bunter—very patient—because he hesitated to use drastic measures with a fat and helpless duffer who had no chance in a scrap. But patience was exhausted now. 
  Bunter, he was assured, had taken that impot for a fatuous practical joke, and was ass enough to keep it up, now that the matter had become serious. 
  Bunter had to hand it over 
  He grasped the fat Owl by the collar. 
  Bunter roared and wriggled. 
  “I say, you fellows—-ow! I say— wow!” 
  “Tell me where those lines are, you blithering owl!” said Harry. “I’ll boot you all round the room if you don’t!” 
“Wow-ow! Leggo! Rescue!” yelled Bunter. 
  “Last time of asking—“ 
  “Yaroooop! Leggo!” 
  “Hold on, old chap!” exclaimed Bob Cherry hastily. He caught Wharton by the arm. “You can’t be certain—” 
  “Don’t be an ass! You know he had the lines!” snapped Wharton. 
  “I never—”  yelled Bunter. 
  “Well, I’m blessed if I can make it out,” said Bob. “Even Bunter’s got sense enough to hand the lines over, if he had them, now. Something else may have happened to them—” 
  “What else, you fathead?” 
  “I never—”
  Loder of the Sixth put his head into the Rag. 
  “Wharton there?” he called out. 
  The captain of the Remove released Bunter’s collar; and the fat Owl jumped away at once. 
  Wharton turned to the prefect. 
  “I’m here! What’s wanted?” 
  “You are!” exclaimed Loder. “Go to your Form-master’s study at once. Quelch wants you.” 
  Wharton drew a deep breath. Time was up, and as he had not appeared with the impot Mr. Quelch had sent for him. In silence, with a grim, set face, he left the Rag and made his way to his Form-master’s study. 
  Gilbert Tracy watched him as he went, with a lurking grin on his face. The juniors were left in a buzz—the Co. puzzled and worried; but it was, at all events, all right for Gilbert! Gilbert was getting his own back, which was a consolation for the cold and chilly shades of Coventry. 
-E-- 
                           THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
                                     No Surrender! 
“A.R.P. !” said Bob Cherry. 
  “But—” 
  “Come on!” said Harry Wharton. 
  “But——” said Frank Nugent. 
  “Never mind the buts! Let’s get going.”
  It was after class, on Monday. 
  Class was over early that day, to allow a special hour for A,R.P. drill. But four members of the famous Co. were thinking less of A.R.P. just then than of the scrape their chum was in” 
  Four members of the Co. were anxious to see their leader begin on that dismal impot, which had to be written over again—donbled! Wednesday was the time limit for the thousand lines to be handed in, so it was clear that such a tremendous task was certain to occupy every leisure hour. Wharton, so far, had not touched it. He had stated quietly that he was not going to. 
  This time there was no mistake about the matter. The captain of the Remove had made his meaning quite clear. Come what might, he was not going to write those lines! That was fixed, in his mind, and as immutable as the laws of the Medes and Persians. Which was more than enough to worry his chums. 
  “Look here, old man,” said Bob. “I know it’s tough! But it can’t be helped. Quelch has got his back up—” 
  “He can keep it up!” 
  “You can get off A.R.P., and put in the hour at the lines!” urged Bob. 
  “l’m not going to touch the lines.” 
  “My esteemed chum—” urged Hurree Jamset Ram Singh earnestly. 
  Harry Wharton looked round at four clouded faces. His friends were advising him for his own good; he was aware of that. But his mind was made up. There was a spot of obstinacy in his nature—and it was fully roused now. 
  “No good talking, you fellows!” he said quietly. “I’ve said that I won’t do the lines, and that’s that! I had a jolly good mind not to do them, in the first place, but I did them! Is it my fault that that fat idiot took them from my study after I’d done them?” 
  “That’s all very well,” said Johnny Bull slowly. “But if a fellow doesn’t hand in an impot he can say anything—and there’s plenty of fellows would spin a yarn like that if they could get by with it. 
  “If that means that you don’t take my word about it, Bull—” 
  “Don’t be an ass. You know I do!” grunted Johnny gruffly. “But it’s different with a beak. A beak wants his dashed lines, and it’s no good telling him that something’s happened to them after they were written.’ 
  “If Quelch can’t take my word he can do the other thing. If he fancies that I’d tell him lies about it, like Bunter, let him!” said Wharton, bitterly. “Bunter may cough up that impot before Wednesday. I can’t understand the fat fool keeping it back like this unless something’s happened to it. I
shall not write it over again—not a line “ 
  “It means an awful row!” said Bob. 
  “I know!” 
  “I mean, it will be a report to the Head——” 
  “I know !“ repeated Wharton. 
  “And a flogging in Hall, most likely.” urged Bob. “It’s not worth it, old chap !” 
  “If it was the sack, I would say the same. I will not write a single line of that thousand!” said Wharton, quietly and distinctly. “Quelch may do as he pleases——” 
  “Look here, old chap——” 
  “Come on, we shall be late for A.R.P.”
  And Harry Wharton settled the matter by walking out of the House, and his friends followed him slowly. 
  That evening, after prep, in Study No. I, Frank Nugent made an attempt to raise the matter again. But Wharton went down immediately after prep, and in the Rag he was the cynosure of all eyes.
  Hitherto, Gilbert Tracy had had the distinction, such as it was, of being the rebel of the Remove, the fellow who had the “neck” to set up a feud with hi Form-master. But Tracy was taking a back seat now. That rather invidious distinction was now Harry Wharton’s. 
  What had become of the missing impot was a mystery. Wharton’s own friends took his word, without question, that he had written it. Some of them, indeed, had seen it partly written, whether he had finished it or not. 
  But there were other fellows who doubted whether he had written it at all, and whether his contention that the fat Owl had “lifted” it was not 
“spoof”  from beginning to end. 
  Bunter had been in the study when it went—if it had gone. But had it? Bunter was fool enough to play any idiotic trick; but was he fool enough, and rascal enough to keep up a silly joke to the extent of landing a fellow in 
a fearful row? Few fellows believed that he was. 
  It was known that Mr. Quelch had sent for Bunter to his study and questioned him again on the subject. It was known that he was satisfied that Bunter knew nothing about the lines. 
  That was good enough for most of the juniors. Obviously, Quelch desired to be just; he had made the closest possible investigation into Wharton’s statement that Bunter had taken away that impot. 
  Moreover, if Bunter had taken that impot, where was it? Even Wharton did not suppose that the fat Owl had destroyed it though he thought it possible that some accident might have happened to it, in Bunter’s hands. Search had been made for it by the Co. in almost every likely and unlikely place. Not a sign of it was to be discovered. 
  “Stickin’ to it, old bean?” asked the Bounder, with a grin, as Harry Wharton came into the Rag. “Defyin’ old Quelch and all his jolly old works—— what?” 
  “Exactly!” assented Wharton. 
  “I wouldn’t, if I werc you.” said Vernon-Smith. 
  “You’re not me, Smithy!” 
  “Quite—not such a howlin’ ass!” agreed Smithy. “If I wanted to rag a beak, old man, I’d choose safer ground!” 
  Wharton’s answer to that was a shrugof the shoulders. 
  Lord Mauleverer came over to the captain of the Remove with an unusually serious expression on his amiable face. 
  “Like a word of advice, old tulip?” he murmured. 
  “Thanks, no!” 
  “I’ll push it across, all the same,” said Mauly. “Look here, old man, take a friendly tap, and squeeze out these dashed lines—what?” 
  “Never!” 
  Mauly sighed and reteated to his armchair. Before dorm there was a warm argument among the Famous Five. but it left the matter where it stood. 
Skinner told his friends that the great panjandrum would alter his tune on the morrow. More good-natured fellows than Skinner hoped that he would anyhow. But on Tuesday not a line of that doubled impot was written. And on Wednesday morning there was keen excitement in the Remove on the subject. 
  That afternoon was a half-holiday, and there was yet time for the captain of the Remove to give in, and scrape through. After dinner that day the Co. gathered round him to urge him to toe the line. What would be the outcome of open defiance of the Remove master they hardly knew, but the very least was a Head’s flogging in hall! It might, indeed, be the sack! But the captain of the Remove was adamant. 
  “Footer this afternoon,”  he said. “Forgotten that we’re pIaying the Fourth?” 
  “Never mind that,” said Bob Cherry. “We’ll beat the Fourth all right whiIe you’re doing your lines.” 
  “Don’t be an ass, old chap!” 
  “There’s an ass here, and a silly ass.” growled Johnny Bull. “But it isn’t Bob!  For goodness’ sake, Wharton—” 
  “Time we got to the changing-room.” said Harry. 
  Mr. Quelch, looking from his study window that afternoon, had a view of a junior football match in the distance, with Harry Wharton playing in the ranks of the Remove. And Quelch’s face set hard. 
  He had had trouble enough—more than enough—with one rebel in his Fortm that term, and if Harry Wharton was following in the footsteps of Gilbert Tracy, Harry Wharton was going to be dealt with with the same grim severity as Tracy. Quelch was not the man to have two weights and two measures in dealing with his Form. If he did not receive a thousand lines from Harry Wharton by five o’clock, his once trusted head boy was going to take the consequences—and the consequences were going to be exceedingly drastic. 
                          THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                 Down On His Luck! 
MARJORIE HAZELDENE glanced curiously at the Greyfriars junior, lounging by the style, as he came along the footpath through Friardale Wood. 
  Marjorie was walking over to Greyfriars to see her brother Hazel, and at sight of a Greyfriars cap by the stile in the lane, she fancied for a moment that it was Hazel come to meet her on the way. But at the second glance she saw that it was the junior who had helped her rescue Bessie Bunter on the cliff path the previous Saturday. 
  Tracy did not look up, or look round as she came. He did not hear her footsteps on the thick, fallen leaves on the footpath, and did not see her coming.  
  He was leaning on the stile, one arm resting on it, quite unaware that any eyes were upon him, and his look and his attitude told of deep dejection and despondency. His face was darkly clouded, his eyes on the ground. 
  Coventry was growing more and more irksome to the outcast of the Remove. At first he had cared little; but that had long passed. He cared a good deal, after a short time, and as the days passed he cared more and more. And, somewhat to his own surprise, he did not find so much satisfaction as he had expected in getting his own back on the captain of the Remove. 
  That, at all events, he was doing, more than he could have hoped. His enemy was as good as playing into his hands, for Harry Wharton’s defiance of his Form-master’s order was certain to have serious consequences for him— it was even possible that he might have to leave Greyfriars. That should have been a sheer satisfaction to the schemer who had so thoroughly succeeded in his schemes; but somehow it seemed to leave a bitter taste in his mouth. 
  He was dissatisfied with himself, dissatisfied with everybody and every. thing, and, in a sort of finishing touch, the Remove fellows had been turning out to play football when he went out of gates. He had watched them for a time, from a distance, before he slouched away. He was keen on Soccer—there was little he would not have given to join up with the footballers. But he was barred from that, as from everything else. And savagely bitter as he felt, he knew at the bottom of his heart that the fault was his own. 
  He had had chances—plenty of them—and he had thrown them away, one after another. Even Wharton, whom he regarded as his enemy, had welcomed him into the Remove eleven in his first days at Greyfriars. He had been turned out for foul play. Whose fault was that? 
  Now that it was too late, Gilbert was realising how differently things might have gone. 
  He was at the school against his will. There was no help for that, but he could have made the best of it, instead of the worst—and he had made the very worst. Nothing remained to him but malicious vengeance on fellows who barred him, and that, somehow, seemed to have lost its savour. At the present moment he was sunk in utter despondency and Marjorie Hazeldene, as she read the expression on his face, felt a pang. If ever a fellow looked as if he was down and out, Gilbert Tracy did at that moment. 
  Up to a few days Marjorie had known nothing of him but his name. Her brother had mentioned to her that there was a new fellow in the Form named Tracy, who was a wonderful footballer. That was all, but she knew more now—since what had happened on Saturday afternoon. 
  Tracy had come to her help. He had shared her danger of being dragged over the cliff in helping Bessie Bunter. She had not forgotten that, and was not likely to forget it. She had a kind and friendly feeling for the fellow who, in his Form at Greyfriars, was regarded as a rank outsider, and barred by the whole Form. 
  She came on, and had almost reached the stile, when Tracy suddenly saw her. 
  He straightened up at once, with a flush in his cheeks. He raised his cap and Marjorie gave him a smile. 
  “Miss Hazeldene!” he exclaimed. 
  His face brightened. He was glad to see Hazel’s sister. Indeed, he would have been glad to see anyone to whom he could have spoken, without receiving a stony stare by way of reply. “I say, I’m glad to see you again!” 
  “And I am glad to see you,” said Marjorie. “I have not forgotten how you helped me on Saturday. But for you, I don’t know what might have happened.” 
  “Jolly glad I came along!” said Tracy. “You’re going to Greyfriars?” 
  “Yes; I have a brother there, you know.” 
  “Mind if I walk part of the way?” 
  “All the way, if you like” answered Marjorie, smiling. “I dare say we shall meet Hazel on the way. He was coming to meet me.” 
  “Oh !” said Tracy. His colour deepened. “In that case, 1—I’d better not come.”
  “Why not?” asked Marjorie. “You’re not on bad terms with any brother, are you?” 
  “Oh, no—not specially! But—but,” Gilbert stammered—“but, you see, I— I——” he broke off in confusion, under Marjorie’s clear eyes. “I—I suppose you’ll hear all about it if you’re going to Greyfriars.” 
  “All about what?” 
  “Oh, I’m in a row with my Form!” said Gilbert, “Your brother won’t speak to me if we meet him. All right. I’ll sheer off as soon as we spot him.” 
  He walked up Friardale Lane by Marjorie’s side in silence. 
  Marjorie glanced at him several times. She was concerned about him. She had not forgotten his look of dismal despondency when she had sighted him at the stile. Now he had told her that he was in a row with his Form. 
  “I expect your brother will tell you,” said Gilbert, breaking his silence. I’ve been sent to Coventry, see?” 
  “But why!” asked Marjorie. “I am sure that you have done nothing to deserve that.” 
  “Oh,” said Gilbert, “don’t you think so?”
  “But you haven’t!” 
  “Well, I—I suppose I have.” said Gilbert slowly. “All the fellows think 
I deserve it, and more. Wharton’s a friend of yours, isn’t he?” 
  “Yes!” said Marjorie. 
  “Well, he’s done it, chiefly.” 
  “Oh!” said Marjorie, rather blankly. 
  Gilbert gave a rather unpleasant laugh. 
  “Now you know that, you think I’ve got what I’ve asked for.” he said, 
with a sneer. “All right.” 
  “But why?” asked Marjorie. She paused. “I’ve only seen you once before, but then you acted kindly, and bravely, too. I should have thought you would have plenty of friends in your Form. Is there some misunderstanding?” 
  “None at all!” said Gilbert. “I suppose I did ask for it, really, though 1—I never saw it as the other fellows did. You see, Wharton’s captain of the Form, and he barred me out of the football.”   
“But why, when you are so good a p1aye?” asked Marjorie. “I don’t understand that.” 
  Gilbert walked on in silence for a minute or two. Somehow or other, he had been satisfied with his own line of conduct. He had never seen himself as others saw him. But justifying it to someone else was a different matter.
There was something so kind and friendly in Marjorie’s frank face that he would have been glad to justify himself, if he could. She had a good opinion of him—the only person, probably, who had—and he would have liked her to keep it, But— 
  “I—I—I suppose I did ask for it in—in a way!” he stammered at last. 
“If you ask your brother, Miss Hazeldene, he will tell you that I’m a fellow not to be touched with a barge-pole.” 
  “Nonsense!” said Marjorie. 
  “So will your friends—Wharton, and Nugent, and Cherry, and the rest!” said Gilbert moodily. “l’ve got all their backs up.” 
  “But what have you done!” asked Marjorie, in astonishment. 
  “Oh, lots of things—rotten things, I dare say! I rather wish I hadn’t now, but it’s a bit too late to think of that.” 
  “It is never too late to think of doing right, if one has done wrong!” said Marjorie quietly. 
  Gilbert did not answer that. If he had got so far as regretting that he had done wrong, he had not quite got so far as to feel any special urge for doing it right! He did not speak again till a junior in a Greyfriars cap appeared in sight, coming from the direction of the school. Then he halted with a flush in 
his face. 
  “There’s your brother coming—I won’t wait for him to cut me!” said Gilbert. “I’m awfully glad to have met you, Miss Hazeldene—you’ve done me good.” 
  “But—” said Marjorie, puzzled and distressed. 
  “Good-bye!” said Gilbert. 
  He raised his cap and walked away as Hazeldene came up. 
  Hazel stared after him as he disappeared. 
  “Has that cad had the cheek to speak to you, Marjorie?” asked Hazel, frowning as he joined his sister. 
  “Is he a cad?” asked Marjorie mildly. 
  “Yes, rather—the absolute limit!” said Hazel. “We bar him in the Re move—he’s in Coventry! But, I say, Wharton’s in a fearful row—” 
  “Harry—” 
  “Yes; right up to the neck! Like to hear about it?” 
  Marjorie was feeling a kind and friendly interest in the fellow who was so deeply down on his luck. But at Hazel’s words, Tracy was dismissed from her mind. The topic was Harry Wharton and his row with his Form-master, as she walked on to Greyfriars with her brother. 
                             THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                     By Whose Hand? 

“HAZEL’S told you ?” 
   “Yes!” 
  Harry Wharton coloured uncomfortably. 
  “I wish he hadn’t!” he muttered. 
  Marjorie had watched the finish of the football match. But she was not thinking much of Soccer. She was thinking of Harry Wharton, and the serape into which his pride and passionate temper had hurried him. Hazel, who seemed rather amused by the state of affairs, had given her a full account, and Marjorie was listening to him when the game ended, and the juniors went to the changing-room. Now she was speaking to the captain of the Remove—in the hope that it was not too late for gentle and tactful words of advice to be of service. 
  “Nothing to bother about, Marjorie.” said Harry. “It will be all right!” 
  “Do you mean that you wish me to mind my own business?” asked Marjorie, with a faint smile. 
  “Of course not!” said Harry hastily. 
  “But I suppose you think I’ve been rather a fool—” 
  “I think you’ve been rather hasty. Is it too late—” 
  “Lots too late! I’ve got to see Quelch at five. No time left if I changed my mind. And—I haven’t.” 
  “If you could find those lines, Mr. Quelch would have to believe, then, that they had been written, and that might make it all right.” 
  “Yes; but they can’t be found! That fat ass has hidden them somewhere and forgotten where, I suppose, or else something else happened to them, and h dare not say so. He’Uos fool enough for anything.” 
  “You’re sure it was Bunter?”
  “Oh, yes; there’s no doubt about that! You see, I shouldn’t have left them in the study at all, only that fat ass came and spoofed me into going down. I wasn’t gone six or seven minutes, and he was in the study, pinching a cake. It was just like him to hide the lines for a fatheaded joke— he’s done lots of things like that before.” 
  “Yes, but it isn’t like him to keep them hidden when you are in trouble with your Form-master about it.” said Marjorie. 
  “No; I suppose he must have lost them, or something—or shoved them where he can’t find them again, bother him !” 
  “If it was someone else—” 
  “Nobody else is fool enough,” said Harry.  “Besides, he was there, and nobody else was. All the fellows were in the Rag—Browney was trying to get news through on his wireless, you know, and there was a rumour of something happening, and they wanted to hear the news. That fat ass told me there was war news, so I cut down. And then I— ” 
  “Bunter is stupid, but he is not ill natured.” said Marjorie. “Are you quite sure that no one else could have taken the lines?” 
  “Quite! I tell you I was gone only six or seven minutes, and he was there while I was gone.” 
  “But if he stayed only a minute or two in the study—” said Marjorie slowly. “You see what I mean, Harry—if it was, after all, someone else, you have been on the wrong track; and there still might be a chance of finding the lines, if you know who it was.” 
  “Yes; but it was Bunter. I tell you he’s played potty tricks like that before, lots of times.” 
  “Has no one else?” 
  “Not that I know of—nobody else in the Removo is such a fool! Nobody else has ever—” Harry Wharton broke off suddenly with a startled exclamation. “Oh, Tracy!” 
  “Tracy!” repeated Marjorie, with a start. 
  “That cur!” said Harry, with a gleam in his eyes. “Weeks ago, I remember, he played a trick like that—not a silly trick like Bunter, but a rotten, malicious trick! He pinched my lines from Quelch’s study, only I got after him and got them back before he could do anything with them!”
  “Oh!” breathed Marjorie. 
  “But—but he wasn’t on the spot.” said Harry. “I know he had gone out that afternoon—so far as I know he hadn’t come in.” 
  “If he had, would he be likely to go into your study for anything?” 
  “Oh, yes! You see, it’s his study, too!” 
  “Oh!” said Marjorie again. 
  Harry Wharton’s brow was knitted. So far, he had not entertained a doubt that it was Billy Bunter who had played a fatuous trick with the missing impot. But there was a new train of thought in his mind now. 
  He set his lips. 
  “It’s possible!” he muttered. “I know that fool Bunter was in the study, but it was the cake he was after. I know he never stayed long—he bagged the cake and locked himself in his own study while he scoffed it. My study may have been empty for five minutes, for all 1 know.” 
  He breathed hard, 
  If that rat happened to come in just then he would go to the study—I know he never came into the Rag. He might have—and then he would see my lines lying on the table—” 
  “You think he—he would have—” faltered Marjorie. She could not “square” this idea of Tracy, with her idea of the fellow who had held her on the cliff path. “Do you really think he is capable—” 
  Harry Wharton laughed scornfully. 
  “Oh, yes; that, and worse! I tell you he pinched my lines once, in Quelch’s study—I should have got into an awful row then if I hadn’t spotted him and got them back. He’s been sent to Coventry for playing worse tricks than that! This very trouble started through that cur locking me in the Form-room to keep me away from a football match at Highcliffe. If he had the chance—” 
  Wharton clenched his hands. 
“But it makes no difference.” he went on. “If he happened to come in, just when there was no one in the study, he did it—I’m sure of that now. But nobody saw him—he would take care of that: he’s pretty clever at covering up his tracks. And if he had the lines, they’re not hidden—they’re done for; he would make an end of them. 
  “Oh!” gasped Marjorie. 
  “That leaves me worse off than ever.” said Harry, with a rueful grin. “If that idiot Bunter hid them, they might turn up at the last moment—but if Tracy had them, they’re gone for good, and there’s no proof of any kind. That cur has done me before, and he’s done me again! I’m not a match for him!” 
  Hazel came up. 
  “Here, Marjorie, you’ll be late, and I’ve got to walk through the wood with you! Come on!” 
  “One moment,” said Marjorie. 
  “Harry!” Her voice was earnest. “Whatever happened to the lines, Mr. Quelch never had them, and he has a right—” 
  “He has no right to doubt my word!” said Wharton stubbornly. “Anyhow, it’s too late now, Marjorie.” 
  “It is not too late to go to your Form-master and ask him, respectfully, to give you time to write them, Harry.” 
  Harry Wharton’s jaw squared. 
  “I’m asking him nothing—except to take my word about what I’ve told him. I’m going to ask him nothing else.” 
  Marjorie sighed, and Hazel grinned. 
  “Come on, old girl,” he said. “You could talk to Wharton for donkeys’ years, and it would make no difference. All his pals have been jawing him for days—but he’s got his ears up, and he’s keeping them up!  Form-masters are very small beer to our great panjandrum!” 
  Harry Wharton flushed crimson. 
  “You cheeky ass!” he exclaimed. “I—” He broke off very suddenly.   
 “Good-bye, Marjorie! Don’t you bother; it’s all right!” 
  Hazel was still grinning as he walked away with his sister. But Marjorie’s face was very grave. 
  Harry Wharton was left pacing in the quad, with a knitted brow. He had told Marjorie that it was “ all right”—but was only too well aware that it was far from all right! A suspicion was strong in his mind now that it was Tracy, and not Bunter, who had made away with that impot. But he could not be certain; and, anyhow, there was no proof or evidence. In either case, it made little difference; the position was that he had received an order from his Form-master which he was determined not to obey. On that point he was still grimly determined—he would not yield an inch, or the fraction of an inch. 
  What the outcome would be he could hardly tell; but whatever it was, it was fairly certain that it would not be “all right.” 

                          THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                  Bunter Is Too Obliging! 

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  Billy Bunter blinked into Study No. 1 with a very uneasy blink. 
  Bunter had to be wary these days how he approached that study. That beast Wharton still had his back up, to Bunter’s great indignation and annoyance. 
Not that Bunter cared very much whether Wharton’s back was up or down—considered merely as Wharton’s back! But there were more important considerations to be considered. 
  Bunter was accustomed to dropping into the study every now and then to tea. He did not want to abandon that happy custom. But it. was awkward with Wharton’s back up. 
  In Bunter’s opinion, it was time—high time—that Wharton got that back down! It was nearly a week since he had tea’d in Study No. 1, so it was high time that he tea’d there again! 
  The Famous Five were in the study. So Bunter supposed that they had come up early to tea. No doubt Wharton felt that a feed would buck him up for his coming interview with Mr. Quelch! It seemed probable—to Bunter! 
  “Come in, you fat ass “ said Harry Wharton. 
  “I say no larks, you know!” said Bunter suspiciously. 
  “Ass!” 
  “Well if you ain’t going to be shirty, all right.” said Bunter, and he rolled in. “I must say you’re rather an ill-tempered beast, old chap. How Nugent stands your temper I can’t imagine. How do you do it, Franky?”  
  “You blithering owl!” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent! I say, what have you got for tea? Bunter blinked round the study without discerning signs of tea. 
“We’re not having tea yet, fathead! We—” 
  “Eh? Then what the thump did you ask me to come in for?” demanded Bunter. 
  “About that impot—” said Harry. 
  “Oh, chuck it!” howled Bunter. “I’m fed-up with that! If you’re going to begin on that again, Wharton, I jolly well shan’t stay for tea, so there!” he blinked indignantly at the captain of the Remove. “You may not know it, Wharton,  but you’re getting to be an awful bore on that subject. The real trouble with you is that you’re always thinking about yourself! Why not try to be unselfish, like me?” 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bob Cherry,. 
  “I’ve told you I never touched your mouldy lines, if there were any lines!” hooted Bunter. “It’s pretty thick to doubt a fellow’s word, I think. Why, here you are making a fuss because Quelch won’t take your word about those putrid lines, and all the time you won’t take mine! I hope my word is a good as yours, Harry Wharton, or a little better.” 
  “Oh, slaughter him!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast! Givo us a rest about that rotten impot, anyhow.” said Bunter. “I say, what have you got for tea? If you want a fellow to go down to the shop I’ll—” 
  “I’m beginning to think that it may not have been you who took my lines, Bunter.” said Harry. 
  “After all the fuss you’ve kicked up!” snorted Bunter. “Yah!” 
  “You were here, you ass, and I took it for granted that you’d been playing fool as usual. But listen to me, you dunderhead, and think, if you’ve got anything to think with! Did you see any fellow about this passage when you came in here for the cake on Saturday?” 
  “I don’t remember—” 
  “Well, try to remember, idiot!” 
  “If you’re going to call a fellow names—” 
  “Will you answer me, you fathead?” said Harry Wharton, breathing hard. 
  “Well, there was nobody about but you,” said Bunter. “Everybody else was in the Rag. I never saw anybody else till I came out of the study—” 
  “Oh! You saw someone else, then—”
exclaimed Harry, and all the Famous Five sat up and took notice, as it were. 
  “Yes; a chap was coming across the landing.” said Bunter. “I turned the other way at once and went to my study; I thought it might be one of you beasts coming up—t mean, one of you old chaps—” 
  “It was not one of us—we were all in the Rag. Who was it?”
  “How should I know?” said Bunter peevishly. “I’m a bit short-sighted—— besides, I never looked at him. Might have been any chap.” 
  “Was it Tracy?” 
  “I shouldn’t wonder.” 
  “Oh, you benighted idiot!” said Bob Cherry. “Look here, if it were Tracy, he took those lines, and might be able to make him own up.” 
  “It was Tracy!” said Harry Wharton. “I’ve no doubt of it! Look here, Bunter, can’t you try to remember?” 
  “The—the fact is, I—I think it was Tracy!” said Bunter. “Now I come to think of it, it was Tracy all right! Now, what about tea?” 
  Billy Bunter, as a matter of fact, had not the remotest idea of the identity of the junior he had glimpsed in the distance on that occasion. But Bunter was an obliging fellow. If Wharton wanted it to be Tracy, Bunter was willing to make it Tracy! Bunter was thinking chiefly of tea, and Bunter was prepared to agree to anything to get tea a little nearer. 
  “Never mind tea—” said Harry. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “If you’re sure now that it was Tracy—” 
  “ Oh, quite!” said Bunter. “I—I wonder I didn’t think of it at first, old chap It was Tracy all right! I’ll swear to that!” 
  “I might have guessed it,” said Harry Wharton between his teeth. “If that fat ass had only told us at the time that he had seen Tracy near the study—” 
  “But did he?” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “He’s just said so!” anwered Wharton tartly. 
  “Um!” 
  “Look here, Bunter, you’re certain?” asked Harry. 
  “Absolutely certain, old fellow,” said Bunter. “It was Tracy—I saw him quite distinctly—” 
  “You’ve just said you never looked at him!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, why should I look at him?“ demanded Bunter. “I was in rather a hurry at the time, and, thinking it might be one of you beasts, of course I hiked off at once. You’d have made a fuss about that cake, as you jolly well know.” 
  “If you thought it might be one of us how can you be sure now that it was Tracy ?” roared Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh! I—I mean—” 
  “Well, what do you mean, you blitherer?” growled Bob Cherry. 
  “I—I mean, it was Tracy all right! For goodness’ sake, don’t start Wharton thinking again that I took that rotten impot!” said Bunter peevishly. “Don’t start him off now he’s getting good-tempered again.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “You—you—you footling freak!” gasped Harry Wharton. “Do you know whether it was Tracy or not?” 
  “Oh! Yes! Quite! It was that cad! Just the sort of thing he would do— sneaking a fellow’s lines! In fact, I saw him.” 
  “You saw him!” gasped Bob. 
  “Yes! I—I thought I’d keep an eye on him,” said Bunter, while the Famous Five stared at him blankly. “I—I thought to myself: ‘What’s that fellow after? Wharton’s lines very likely!” So I—I kept an eye on him! It was Tracy! I hope you’re satisfied now. I say, what about tea?” 
  Harry Wharton rose to his feet. Four members of the Co. were grinning. It was clear that Billy Bunter’s whole object was to get the captain of the Remove into a good temper with a view to tea! But Harry Wharton was not grinning. His face was quite expressive as he stepped towards the Owl of the Remove—but it did not express amusement! 
  “Coming down to the shop, old chap?” asked Bunter, misunderstnding. “All right, I’ll come with you—I’ll carry the things, if you like! I say, you’ll feel better with something inside you when you see Quelch. He, he, he! My advice to you is to have a jolly good spread—a really good one! I’ll help you with the shopping, and I’ll do the cooking, and, I say——  Yaroooooooop!” 
  Bump! 
  “Oh, crumbs!”
  Bump! 
  “Help!” 
  Bump! 
  Thrice the fat Owl sat hard on the floor of Study No. 1 in the grasp of the captain of the Remove. He roared frantically as he sat. 
  “Ow! Beast! Wharrer you up to?” roared Bunter. “I’ve told you it was Tracy, haven’t I? Isn’t that what you wanted, you beast? Yaroooh!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, leave off kicking me, you beast!” shrieked Bunter. “If you kick me again I’ll—Yoooooop! You wanted me to say it was Tracy, didn’t you? Wow! I don’t mind saying it wasn’t, if that’s what you want!  Leggo! 
  Bump! 
  Bunter landed, with a roar, outside Study No. 1, and the door slammed on him. The fat Owl scrambled up, spluttering, and hooted through the keyhole: 
“Yah! Beast! I don’t believe you ever did the lines at all, and Tracy didn’t snoop them any more than I did! I hope you’ll get licked! I jolly well hope you’ll get flogged! I hope you’ll get sacked! Yah!” 
  After which, Billy Bunter departed in haste.  
                           THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                     The Right Thing! 
G1LBERT TRACY quickened his pace. 
  He had filled in a dismal half-holiday by tramping down to Pegg, walking on the beach, and looking at the boats. Now he was coming back up 
Pegg Lane, to take the footpath through Friardale Wood back to Greyfriars. 
  As he came towards the spot where the footpath left the lane, he saw Hazel and his sister in the distance. Hazel turned back through the wood. Marjorie came on down the lane towards Cliff House School, and Tracy, his face brightening, hurried to meet her on the way. 
  He had wondered whether he might fall in with Marjorie again, and he was more than glad to do so. But as she saw him her face set a little, and he could see that there had been a change since the previous meeting in Friardale 
Lane. 
  And his face clouded over. He concluded that she had heard all about him at Greyfriars, and did not want to talk to him again. But she stopped, and he stopped also. 
  “I’m glad I’ve met you again.” she said, rather unexpectedly. “I wanted to speak to you.” 
  “May 1 walk with you as far as Cliff House?” 
  “Please do!” said Marjorie. 
  She walked on in siIence for a minute or two, Gilbert glancing at her grave face sideways, rather furtively. 
  “I suppose you’ve heard at Greyfriars about my high crimes and misdemeanours?” he said lightly. 
  “I don’t understand you.” said Marjorie abruptly. “The other day you came to my help. I might have gone over the cliff, but for you, and you might have gone over in helping me. 1 thought you were brave and kind-hearted.” 
  Tracy winced. 
  “And you don’t now?” he asked. 
  “Did you take Harry’s lines from his study on Saturday?” 
  Gilbert gave a jump. 
  That unexpected question dumbfounded him. So far as he knew, even Wharton did not suspect him; certainly no other fellow did. It was amazing to hear such a question from Marjorie. 
  He stared at her. 
 “Wha-a-t?” he stammered. 
  “lf you did, it was bad and wicked, and I cannot understand you,” said Marjorie. “But did you?” 
  “Does Wharton think so?” asked Gilbert, with a sneer. “I thought he was putting it down to Bunter.” 
  “That isn’t an answer. If you did—” 
  “Well, if I did ?‘ said Gilbert. “If I did, it was one back at the fellow who barred me from the football, and led he Form into sending me into Coventry.  But, of course, you’d take Wharton’s side—now you’ve heard all about it. The cheeky fool has told all the Form that he’s going to defy Quelch. He’s been down on me all through the term for standing up to Quelch; now he’s doing exactly the same only more so. Let him get on with it.”
  Marjorie’s lip quivered.. 
  “Then it was you?” she asked, in a low voice. “How could you do it?” 
“Why shouldn’t I hit back?” said Gilbert sullenly. 
  Marjorie did not answer that. She came come to a halt, and stood looking 
at Tracy. His eyes sank before her. 
  “I—I suppose you think it was pretty rotten?” he asked last, with a flush in his cheeks. 
  “Very!” said Marjorie. 
  “Perhaps it was. I don’t care!” 
  “If you don’t care, there is nothing more to say.” said Marjorie, very quietly. “But I think you do care—I hope you do, at least. You could still set the matter right if you liked.” 
  “Hardly,” said Tracy. “You see, I jammed that impot into the study fire and burned it to ashes. No getting it back.” 
  “Oh!” exclaimed Marjorie 
  “Now I’ve told you” said Gilbert. “Blessed If I know why I’ve told you, but there it is! I suppose you’re fearfully fed-up with me Miss Hazeldene. I’d better clear” 
  “Wait a moment.” said Marjorie. “There is still something you can do if you are not so hard-hearted as you pretend to be.” 
  “Carry on!” said Tracy sarcastically. 
  Harry has to see his Form-master at five o’clock. There is still time for you to get back and see Mr. Quelch first.” 
  “I don’t want to see Mr. Quelch, thanks! I see too much of Quelch!” 
  “And tell him what you did.” said Marjorie, unheedingly. 
  Tracy stared. 
  “Tell Quelch that I burned Wharton’s lines?” he exclaimed. 
  “Yes.” said Marjorie steadily. “That is the only thing you can do now, and you ought to do it!” 
  “Oh, my hat! Guess what I should get!” grinned Tracy. “I can see myself making Quelch jump with a confession like that! I’ve had some pretty tough lickings from Quelch, but that would make him break the record.” 
  “You are not afraid of that.” 
  “Think not?” grinned Gilbert. 
  “I am quite sure not,” said Marjorie. “You risked your life a few days ago, and you are not a coward, whatever you are.” 
  “Oh!” said Gilbert. He laughed. “Blessed if I don’t half think I’lI do it, Miss Hazeldene, when you put it so nicely. It’s rather nice of you to speak to me at all, after what you’ve heard about me at my school. Don’t you think that you ought to cross to the other side of the road, like the jolly old Pharisee, when you meet such a bad character?” 
  “Won’t you do what is right before it is too late?” asked Marjorie earnestly. “You will be glad afterwards.” 
  “Um!” said Gilbert. 
  They walked on in silence to the gates of Cliff House. Then Gilbert spoke again. 
  “Look here, it’s awfully. decent of you to speak to me at all in the circum. stances. If you’d really like me to see to see that hot-headed Wharton through his row—”
He paused. 
  “It’s a go!” he said. “I’ll do it! I’ll cut straight back to school now, and bump in on Quelch and surprise him! There!” 
  “I’m sure you’ll be glad you did.” said Marjorie softly. 
  “I’m not so sure! Quelch packs a lot of muscle!” grinned Gilbert. “But I don’t funk it, at any rate. Leave it to me.” 
  Marjorie’s face was brighter as she went in at the gate. But Gilbert’s was not bright as he tramped homeward through the wood and by Friardale Lane. His face was very thoughtful, and the nearer he drew to Greyfriars the less he liked the prospect before him. But he had said that he would do the right thing, and to Marjorie Hazeldene, at least, he was going to keep his word.   
  Billy Bunter was in the gateway when he arrived at the school. Bunter was on the watch for Lord Mauleveror to come in, with a view to tea in Study No. 12, after his painful experience in Study No. 1. He favoured Tracy, as he passed, with a disdainful blink. 
  “Yah! Wharton jolly well knows now, you swab!” he said. “It was you! Ow! Wow! Wharrer you kicking me for, Smithy, you beast?” 
  “Speaking to that cad in Coventry!” answered the Bounder cheerily. 
  “I wasn’t speaking to him, you beast! I was only telling him — Tracy walked on to the House.  He passed several Remove fellows in the quad, all of whom carefully ignored him. His face was dark and sullen as he arrived at the House. 
  By thc doorway the Famous Five stood in talk, and their eyes turned on Tracy as he came up—Wharton’s with a gleam in them. 
  “You curl” he said, in a low voice. 
  “Forgotten I’m in Coventry?” drawled Tracy. “Smithy’s just booted Bunter for speaking to me. You fellows going to boot Wharton?” 
  He laughed, and passed on into the House. Harry Wharton clenched his hands as the new junior went in. 
  “I’ve got to see Quelch at five,” he said. “After that— 
  “Better make sure before you pitch into the chap !” said Johnny Bull dryly. 
  “I’m quite sure.”
  “So you were about Bunter!” said Johnny calmly. 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “Oh, bother Tracy, and bother Bunter!” said Bob Cherry. “What the thump are you going to say when Quelch asks you for your lines?” 
  “Only that I haven’t done them, and that I’m not going to.” 
  “You’re going to say that to Quelch?” asked Johnny. 
  “Yes!” 
  “All right. I’l help you pack your box!” said Johnny Bull grimly, “Might as well look out your train home, too!” 
  Harry Wharton made no reply. Even if the outcome was packing his box, and the train home, he was not giving in— and that was that! 
                            THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                       Going Through It! 
“COME in!” said Mr. Quelch quietly. 
  It was not yet near five o’clock. But when a tap came at his study door, the Remove master had no doubt that it was Wharton with his lines. 
  Which was a relief to him. He had had an impression—a strong impression 
—that Harry Wharton was meditating resistance and rebellion—rather on the lines of Tracy, the mutineer of the Form. But if that impression was a mistaken one, it was a great relief to the Remove master. 
  Quite a kindly expression appeared on his face as he glanced at the opening door. 
  But it vanished the next moment. 
  It was not Wharton who entered with his lines. It was Gilbert Tracy who came in. 
  Quelch was disappointed; neither was he pleased to see that cheeky and troublesome member of his Form. And there was no reason that he knew of why Tracy should come to his study on a half-holiday. His face froze at once, and he looked at Gilbert with grim inquiry. 
  “What is it, Tracy?” he rapped. 
  “I’ve something to tell you, sir!” said Gilbert meekly, but with a faintly sarcastic inflection in his voice. 
  “Be brief!” 
  “Oh, certainly, sir!  It’s about Wharton’s lines that disappeared last Saturday.” 
  Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows. 
  “You can have nothing to say to me on that subject, Tracy!” 
  “Only that the lines were taken, sir, just as Wharton told you!” said Gilbert. “I thought you’d like to know.” 
  “If you are aware of anything of the kind, Tracy, you should have told me before this!” said Mr. Quelch sternly. “I scarcely understand you, Tracy! If you have come here to repeat Wharton’s statement: that Bunter abstracted his lines, I shall certainly not listen to you, as I am convinced that Bunter did nothing of the kind.” 
  “It was not Bunter, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch looked at him with uncompromising grimness. Gilbert was so unscrupulous, that a more trusting man than Mr. Quelch would not have trusted him an inch. Quelch would not have taken Gilbert’s word on any subject whatsoever, and he certainly was not prepared to take it on this thorny subject. 
  “You had better leave my study, Tracy.” he said, with a contempt in his voice that brought a faint flush to Gilbert’s cheeks. “Even if you should state that you actually saw the lines taken from Wharton’s study, I could not trust your word. I regret that I cannot believe a single word you say.” 
  “I think you will believe me this I time, sir. It was I who took away the lines!” said Tracy calmly. 
  Quelch fairly jumped. 
  “You!” he ejaculated. 
  “Yes; sir!” 
  “Tracy! You have the audacity to come here and tell me—”  the Remove master gasped. 
  “Yes, sir! I found the lines on the study table when I came in that afternoon , and nobody was about, and I shoved them into the study fire.” 
  “Tracy!” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Wharton thought it was Bunter, because Bunter had been in the study. But it was I, sir.” went on Gilbert, with icy coolness. 
  “Then—then the lines actually were written!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” 
  “You utterly bad and unscrupulous boy!” exclaimed Mr Quelch. “You are aware that, as Wharton’s statement regarding Bunter obviously unfounded, I was driven to the conclusion that the lines never had been written.” 
  “Oh, quite, sir.” 
  “ And you — you — you — you — did this —” gasped Mr. Quelch. He rose to his feet, towering in wrath. “And why did you commit this wicked, this treacherous action, Tracy!” 
  “To pay Wharton out!” answered Gilbert coolly. 
  “Upon my word!” Quelch almost stuttered. 
  “ I never thought he would fancy it was Bunter; I thought he would guess at once that I had done it!” said Gilbert. “Not that I cared.” 
  Mr. Quelch made an almost convulsive grasp at his cane. But he relinquished it for a moment and stared at Tracy. 
  “You did this for a paltry act of revenge on my head boy, Tracy?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “You caused me to doubt his word, to treat him with injustice——” Mr. Quelch almost choked. And why have you come to tell me so now? If you laid this wretched, this miserable, this unscrupulous and cowardly scheme, Tracy, for what reason are you now admitting the truth?” 
  “ I’m owning up, sir.” 
  “You are owning up!” repeated Mr. Quelch. “If that means, Tracy, that you have some remnant of decency in your character, I am glad of it! But it will make no difference to your 
punishment.” 
  Gilbert’s face set doggedly. 
 “I know that!” he answered. 
  “But that I do not desire your headmaster to be troubled with you, as you are at this school on my reponsibility. I should take you to Dr.. Locke, and request him to administer the most severe flogging!” said Mr. Quelch. “I shall deal with you personally, Tracy.” 
  He grasped the cane again. 
  “Bend over that chair!”
  Gilbert drew a deep, deep breath. He was “for it,” now, and he knew what it was going to be like; he had been through it often enough, since he had been at Greyfriars, and had set out to rag Quelch till he was tired of keeping him there! In silence he bent over the chair. 
  The cane swishcd and ascended 
  Gilbert had made up his mind to go through that infliction with shut teeth, without uttering a sound. But at the third swipe that resolution faded away, and he yelled. 
  He had told Marjorie that Quelch packed a lot of muscle! He had reason to know! But he had never quite realised that Quelch was so muscular as this!  That cane seemed fairly to bite! 
  Swipe, swipe, swipe! 
  Gilbert roared. 
  Swipe, swipe, swipe! 
  Yell, yell, yell! 
  Mr. Qucich laid down the cane at 
  Gilbert rose from his bent attitude, and stood gasping for breath. He had been through i. before, but never like this! As he had said to Marjorie, Quelch had broken records this time. 
  “Now leave my study !” snapped Mr. QLtekh. 
  Gilbert tottered from the study. 
  Marjorie had told him that he would be glad afterwards if he did the right thing. Possibly that was to come, but at the moment, Gilbert was feeling anything but glad. He wriggled his way down the passage in anguish. Fellows he passed stared at him. 
  Mr. Quelch was left in his study—in a state of deep and painful and un- comfortable thought. 
  He had been deceived, deluded, and made a fool of, by the wiles of the young rascal who, on his responsibility, had been placed in his Form, and had been a thorn in his side over since. And Wharton— 
  It was very disconforting to think of his head boy, and his treatment of him, in view of what he now knew! Tracy had paid the penalty of his rascality— but Wharton— It was some time before Mr. Quelch, at length, touched the bell and sent Trotter to tell his Head boy to come to his study, 
                           THE SIXTEENTH  CHAPTER. 
                                       Sticking it Out! 
HARRY WHARTON clenched his hands. 
  But he unclenched them again. 
  They clenched at the sight of Gilbert Tracy—coming up the Remove staircase. But they unclenched as he glanced at Gilbert’s face, 
  That face was almost white. It did not need a second glance to see that Tracy had been through it—hard! He had apparently struck trouble since he had passed the Famous Five in the quad. He looked like it, at all events. 
  Since his talk with Marjorie that afternoon Wharton had had no doubt on the subject of the missing impot. He wondered, indeed, that he had not thought of Gilbert before. He was convinced now that it was to Tracy, and not to the fatuous fat Owl, that he owed his present scrape. Bunter had seen one fellow about on that occasion; he did not know who it was, but Wharton was sure that he knew. It was Tracy; and Tracy had made away with his lines. 
  Never had his dislike and loathing for the schemer of the Remove been so deep and intense. 
  He was waiting now for five to strike. At five o’clock he had to face his Form-master—and defy him. He had not done a line of that thousand—and his mind was almost savagely made up that he never would. Quelch might take him to the Head; he might give him detentions for the rest of the term; it might mean a flogging. It might possibly mean the sack. And he owed the whole thing to that miserable schemer. There was no shadow of proof, but he was certain of it now.  
  But Tracy, at the moment, was obviously in no state to take what was coming to him. He was almost tottering after terrific whopping in Quelch’s study: Wharton’s eyes gleamed at him as he passed, but he made no movement. 
  Tracy hardly saw the Famous Five there. He went on his way, and went into Study No. 1 and shut the door. 
  “Looks as if he’s had it bad!” said Bob Cherry. “I wonder what it was this time? It’s not half an hour since he came in.” 
  Wharton’s lip curled contemptuously. “Some rotten trick!” he said. 
  “By gum! That chap does ask for it!” remarked Vernon-Smith. “Quelch will be wearing out his cane on him at this rate. Getting near five, Wharton !” 
  “I know.” 
  “You’re going down to Quelch at five?” 
  “Why not, if the dear man wants to see me?” said Wharton indifferently. 
  The Co. exchanged hopeless looks. Smithy grinned. He had been a good deal of a rebel himself, and he had plenty of nerve, but he would not have cared to face Wharton’s coming interview with the Remove master. 
  Wharton, leaning on the banisters of the Remove landing with his hands in his pockets, looked cool and indifferent. If his feelings were otherwise, they did not show in his face. A good many fellows had gathered round as the hour of five drew nearer. Skinner, who had expressed his opinion freely that the “Grand Panjandrum” would climb down before it was late, had nothing to say now. There was keen excitement among the Remove fellows. Even Billy Bunter had, for the moment, almost forgotten tea! 
  “You’rc rather an ass, old chap.” murmured Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Thanks!” 
  “Quelch will be fearfully wild,” said Tom Brown. 
  “Probably.” 
   “Suppose he takes you to the Head?” asked Hazel. 
  “Most likely he will.” 
  “Well, what are you going to sa to the Big Beak?” inquired several voices. 
  “I shall ask him to see justice done. Any fellow has a right to ask his headmaster that.” 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  “If you’re going to check the Head—” said Squiff. 
  “I don’t call that cheek.” 
  “Um! I fancy the Head will!” 
  “For goodness sake don’t play the goat, old chap!” mumbled Bob Cherry. 
“No good making matters worse. If you’re civil to Quelch he may make it a whopping and let it go at that.” 
  Wharton shrugged hs shoulders. 
  “Am I to go to Quelch and tell him I’m awfully, fearfully sorry because he’s had his silly leg pulled by a sneaking, scheming rascal?” he asked sarcastically. “ I’ve no civility of that sort for Quelch. He is to blame; not I—and I shall say so.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Better say good-bye to Wharton when ho goes down.” remarked Skinner. “We may not see him again.” 
  “Shut up, Skinner!” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Bunter, you fat ass,” said Peter Todd “if you had that rotten impot, there’s still time to cough it up—” 
  “Oh, really, Toddy —” 
  “Bunter never had it.” said Harry. “I know that now. It was Tracy; one more of his rotten tricks! That fat fool made me believe that he had it with his idiotic antics—”
  “Oh, really, Wharton——” 
  “How do you know it was Tracy?” asked Vernon-Smith, staring 
  “Well, I do know! He’s landed me in rows with Quelch before and now he’s got away with it again. Quelch ought to be wise to his rotten trickery by this time: he’s seen enough. of it. If he chooses to be taken in; that’s his 
look-out”
  “I say, you fellows, the best thing Wharton can do is to pack his bags.” said Billy Bunter. “A couple of books and ——”
  “You fat idiot!” 
  “If that’s what you call grateful, Wharton, when a fellow’s trying to help you—” 
  “Fathead !” 
  “An atlas is a good thing.” said Bunter. “I tried a Latin grammar once, and it slipped down—” 
   “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “But an atlas will do the trick!” declared Bunter. “You shove in an atlas and an extra pair of pants, and—” 
  “Dry up, ass!” 
  “Wharton’s too high and mighty to pack!” grinned Skinner. 
  “Or a dictionary,” continued Bunter. “What about a Latin dictionary, old chap? I’ll lend you Toddy’s dick—” 
  “Idiot!” 
  “Well, you’ll jolly well wish you’d packed when Quelch begins to swipe!” said Bunter. “You’ll wish you had an atlas and a dictionary, too, I can jolly well tell you.”’ 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes Trotter!” said Bob Cherry. 
  The school page came up the stairs. It was still only a quarter to five, and Wharton was not due in his Form master’s study till the hour struck. But plainly Trotter came with a message for somebody in the Remove. 
  “Master Wharton—” said Trotter. 
  “Here!” said Harry. 
  “Mr. Quelch wants you in his study, sir.”
  “Right-ho!” 
  “I say, Trotter, was Quelch looking waxy?” asked Billy Bunter eagerly. “I say, was he in a fearful temper?” 
  “I didn’t notice, sir.” Trotter went down the stairs.  
  “Bet you he was.” said Bunter. “Bet you he’s in an awful bait! Look here, Wharton, if you want that dictionary, I——” 
  “Shut up, Owl! 
  “Beast!” 
  “It’s only a quarter to five.” said Bob Cherry. “Quelch said five! What the dickens is he starting early for?” 
  “The dear man’s anxious to begin.” drawled Wharton. “May as well go; bad form to keep a beak waiting.” 
  He went across to the stairs. 
  “For goodness’ sake, old chap, don’t cheek Quelch!” said Frank Nugent almost beseechingly. 
  “I’m not going to cheek him; I’m only going to tell him that I’ve had enough injustice from him, and that I’m not standing any more.” 
  “Oh!” 
  Harry Wharton went down the stairs. His last words left his friends dumb with dismay and the rest of the fellows in a breathless buzz. Skinner was not the only one who thought it likely that Wharton would not be seen again after he disappeared down the staircase. 

                          THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                           Unexpected! 
“WHARTON!” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “Come in, my boy!” 
  Harry Wharton entered his Form-master’s study taken quite aback. He had arrived there with a set and inflexible expression on his face, prepared to carry on with cool, quiet defiance, whatever, the consequences might be. He fully expected to see a face set hard and grim, and to hear the sharpest of sharp voices.  
  Instead of which, Mr. Quelch was looking perplexed and troubled, and his voice was very unexpectedly mild.  
  Wharton stood before him in astonishment. 
  He expected, as a matter of course, that Quelch was going to ask for those thousand lines, and then the band, so to speak, was going to begin to play!
  But Quelch, after telling him to come in, did not speak for a few moments. He seemed to find some difficulty in what he had to say. More and more surprised, the captain of the Remove waited. 
  “I am sorry, Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch at last, and there was a tinge of colour in his cheeks. “I regret very much—”
  Wharton could on stare at him. What was coming, he had no idea, but he could see that this interview was not going to be what he had expected. 
  “I have been misled into an unfortunate error.” said the Remove master. “Your own error was the cause.”  
  “Indeed, sir!” 
  “You stated,” said Mr. Quelch, “that your lines had been written on Saturday, Wharton, and that they had been taken from your study by that foolish boy, Bunter. As I ascertained, beyond doubt, that they certainly had not been removed by Bunter, I could only conclude that they never had been written. Your own mistake was the cause of mine.” 
  Wharton was silent. 
  “The facts are now known to me” went on Mr. Quelch.  “The boy who removed the imposition and destroyed it has confessed.” 
  Harry Wharton gave a violent start.
 “Tracy,” went on Mr. Quelch. 
 “Tracy !” repeated Harry. 
 “Tracy came to my study and confessed that he found the lines in your study and was wicked enough, unscrupulous enough, to destroy them!” 
  “Oh!” gasped Harry. 
  He had known—he had felt absolutely certain—that it was Tracy. But that Tracy should have confessed to his act was amazing. He could only have done it to land his enemy in trouble. No, he had undone his own work—almost at the last moment! Wharton wondered whether he was hearing aright. 
  “Tracy has been severely punished for his action!” said Mr. Quelch, his lips setting. Wharton remembered Gilbert’s look when he had passed him on the Remove landing. He knew now why Tracy had been through it. 
“But—” Mr. Quelch paused again. 
  Wharton could not speak. 
  “It transpires” said Mr. Quelch, “that your imposition actually was written on Saturday, as you stated. Had I been aware of this, of course, I should not have doubled it. I could not have blamed you for the act of that bad and unscrupulous boy. Unfortunately, I have learned the facts too late—as you have already written the thousand lines.” 
  Wharton stood silent. He had not written a single line of that thousand, and he wondered whether Quelch guessed that he had not. 
  Quelch was assuming, however, that his order had been obeyed. Wharton was willing to let him assume anything he liked, if he asked the question point-bIank, he was going to receive an answer straight to the pojnt. If he did not ask it, well and good! 
  “I regret very much,” said Mr. Quelch, that I should have inadvertently treated you with injustice, Wharton. Your own mistake with regard to Bunter was certainly the cause, nevertheless, I regret it. You need not, of course, in the present circumstances, bring me the lines.” 
  Wharton said nothing. 
  He had no lines to bring, and could not help thinking that Quelch guessed as much. The Remove master, placed in an extremely awkward position, was taking the easiest way out. 
  “That is all, Wharton! You may go!” added Mr. Quelch. 
  “Thank you, sir!” said Wharton, with a sarcastic note in his voice that was not lost on Mr. Quelch 
  The Remove master, however, said nothing, and Wharton quitted the study. 
  His step was lighter as he went. The storm had blown over utterly unexpectedly. He had been ready to face the music, but he was undoubtedly glad and relieved that there was no music to face. 
  But his chief feeling was amazement. Tracy had owned up. Tracy had got him out of this scrape after getting him into it. Why, he could not begin to guess. The fellow was a bad egg— bad all through—yet he had done this! 
  Wharton smiled as he looked at the crowd of eager faces on the Remove landing when he returned there. 
  “What!” began a dozen voices all at once. The faces of the Co. lighted up. They could see that, whatever had happened, it was not what they had expected and feared. 
  “All serene.” said Harry lightly. 
  “I say, ain’t it the sack?” asked Billy Bunter. 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “No, fathead!” 
  “But what on earth’s happened?” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “You haven’t been gone ten minutes. Haven’t you seen Quelch “ 
  “Oh, yes The dear man didn’t want the lines after all!” Wharton’s lip curled. He’s found out, it seems, just in time, that I really did that rotten impot last Saturday. So the new one is washed out, and he never asked for it.” 
  “Oh, what luck !” exclaimed Nugent, with a deep breath. 
  “The luckfulness is terrific!” 
  “But how—” exclaimed the Bounder. 
  “How the dickens——” asked Johnny Bull. 
  Harry Wharton laughed again. 
  “You’d never guess!” he said. 
  “Tracy owned up!” 
  “Tracy did!” yelled Bob. 
  “Yes. That was how he got the licking. Quelch gave it to him instead of me. I dare say he’d rather give it to the right man, as a matter of choice!” added Wharton sarcastically. 
   Tracy had it—and I’m all clear!” 
  “Then—it was Tracy!” exclaimed Nugent. 
  “So he seems to have told Quelch!”
  “And he—he—he owned up! Mean to say that he went to Quelch and told him that he took those lines” gasped Bob, 
  “Quelch said so! Wonders will never cease—what? Fancy that worm doing a decent thing—for the first time in his life, I dare say!” 
  “Well, this beats the band!” said Bob. “He got you into that row—now he’s got you out of it. Thank goodness he has, anyhow!” 
  “The thankfulness is preposterous!” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.   The execrable Tracy cannot be such a terrific worm after all!” 
  “Blessed if I make the fellow out!” said Johnny Bull. “It was a dirty trick—as rotten a trick as a fellow could play—and now—” 
  “Anyhow, it’s all right now!” asked Nugent. 
  “Right as rain!” answered Harry. “I fancy Quelch knew I hadn’t done those thousand lines—but if he had, he never let on. But———” 
  “There goes five!” said Bob, as a chime was heard from the clock tower. 
“You’ve had a narrow squeak, old man!” 
  “Oh, quite!” 
  The missfulness is as good as the milefulness!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The stitch in time saves ninepence, as the English proverb remarks!” 
  “Good old English proverb!”  chuckled Bob. “That fellow, Tracy can’t be quite such a blighter as he makes out! Thank goodness it’s all right, anyhow! Tea in my study, you men—come on!” 
  And the Famous Five, in a state of considerable relief and satisfaction, went along to Study No. 13 to tea— Harry Wharton was relieved and satisfied as his friends, and the more so ther more he thought it over. 

                         THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                            Gated! 

“I SAY, Harry. old chap—” 
  “Get out, ass!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton 
  “Buzz off before Quelch comes in, fathead!” 
  “That’s all right. I want to see Quelch, same as you do!” said Billy Bunter. “I’m coming, old chap!” 
  It was the following day, after class. 
  Harry Wharton had come to his Form-master’s study, and, not finding Mr. Quelch there, was waiting for him. And he was not pleased when Billy Bunter rolled into the study. He was, in fact, strongly inclined to boot William George Bunter out of it. 
  But, as Mr. Quelch might come down the passage any moment, he refrained—he did not want the Remove master to behold the fat Owl quitting the study with the assistance of a boot. 
  “It’s all right, old fellow!” said Bunter, blinking at him. “You’re going to ask Quelch for leave to go over to Cliff House. I heard you tell Nugent. Well, you’d like me to come, wouldn’t you?” 
  “No !” 
  “Beast! I mean, didn’t Hazel mention me when he said his sister had asked you over there to tea?” 
  “No!” 
  “He must have forgotten, then—he’s got a rotten memory! Marjorie must have mentioned me!” argued Bunter. “I mean to say, you know she’s got rather a crush on me, old chap. Here, you keep off, you beast! Don’t you start kicking up a row in a beak’s study!” 
  Bunter backed round Mr. Quelch’s table. 
  “Will you buzz off, you bloated bluebottle?” asked the captain of the Remove, breathing hard. 
  “No, I jolly well won’t!” retorted Buntcr independently. “If you ask Quelch for leave, so can I—see ?” 
  RealIy, it was impossible to boot a fellow out of a beak’s study. Only that consideration saved Bunter from sudden travel. 
  Harry Wharton was there to ask for leave out of bounds. On a half-holiday, Cliff House was within bounds; on other days it was not, and leave had to be asked. Wharton had no doubt that leave would be granted: 
  Quelch was generally benignant in little matters; and as class was over early that day, there was ample time to get back by lock-up. 
  He was going to ask leave for himself and his chums, who were asked to tea at Cliff House by Marjorie & Co., but certainly not for Billy Bunter. Bunter was superfluous; all the more so because of his happy belief that Marjorie had a “crush” on his fat and fatuous self! 
  “Mean, I call it!” said Bunter warmly. “You know jolly well that it’s me that Marjorie would like to see. Think she wants to see you? Or that fathead Cherry? Or that bulldog Bull? Have a little sense!” 
  “You benighted owl!” said Harry Wharton. “Will you get out before Quelch comes in? He’s up the passage—” 
  “Are you going to ask Quelch for leave for me, too?” 
  “No!” howled Wharton. 
  “Then I’ll stay and ask him! The fact is, I want to go over and see Bessie!” said Bunter. “I haven’t seen Bessic for a long time—and I’m an affectionate brother, I hope! I suppose I can go and see my sister at Cliff House without asking you! And I rather fancy Marjorie will be jolly glad to see me come in !” Bunter smirked. “I’ve told you she’d got a ‘crush’——— Keep off, you beast!” Bunter dodged again. 
  “Look here, you swab, if you kick up a row in Quelch’s study—” 
  “Get out!” 
  “You’d better not kick up a shindy here, Wharton, if you want Quelch to give you leave! He jolly well wouldn’t, anyhow, if he knew you never did that thousand lines yesterday, and that you told all the fellows that you’d tell him to his face that you wouldn’t if he asked for them—”
  “Shut up !” gasped Harry Wharton, as he heard a step in the passage. 
  “Shan’t! I can see Quelch giving you leave, if he knew! I fancy he would say— Oh crikey!”
  Bunter broke off in dismay at the sight of a tall and angular figure in the doorway. 
  Harry Wharton crimsoned. 
  It was only too dear that Quelch had heard that the fat Owl said as he came up to the open doorway. His face, at that moment, had a look on it that the fabled basilisk of ancient times might have envied! 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Oh! Yes, sir!” gasped the fat Owl. “I—I wasn’t saying—I—I mean, I— never said— Oh lor’ !” 
  “What are you doing here, Bunter?” 
  “I—I came to—to ask you for leave, sir, because Marjorie’s standing a spread—I mean, because I want to see my sister at Clff House—” stammered Bunter. “C-c-can I have leave, sir?” 
  “No!” said Mr. Quelch grimly. “You may leave my study, Bunter.” 
  “Oh lor’!” 
  Billy Bunter faded out of the study 
  Mr. Quelch turned to Harry Wharton. His glance was rather like cold steel. Probably he had had at least a suspicion of Wharton’s intentions the previous day. Now, at all events, he knew. His face was cold, hard, and grim as he looked at his head boy. 
  “What do you want here, Wharton?” he asked in a voice that seemed to proceed from the iciest depThs of a refrigerator. 
‘ 1—1 came to ask leave to go over to Cliff house, sir I” stammered Harry. Quelch did not look as if it was much use asking now “May we go—” 
“You may not. Wharton 1” said Mr. Quelob icily; “I am surprised that you should ask, after what you are aware I have just heard.” 
  Wharton’s face set doggedly. 
  “But, sir— 
  “You need say no more, Wharton! Leave my study!” 
  “But—” 
  Mr. Quelch raised his hand. 
  “I have told you to say no more, Wharton! You are refused leavo to go out of school bounds. If you titter another wor1, I shall forbid you to go out of gates at all!” 
  “It’s not my fault you heard Bunter’s silly talk, sir—”  
  “Silence!” thundered Mr. Quelch. “You are gated for the day, Wharton 
and if you do not leave my study this 
instant, I shall cane you!” 
  Harry Wharton, with set lips, left the study. Mr Quelch cast a grim glance after him as he closed the door. He was deeply displeased. The affair of the thousand lines was over and done with, and could not be taken up again. It was, as Mr. Quelch realised very clearly, an unfortunate occurrence. But that was no excuse for rebellious disobedience—which he had suspected before, and knew now, that Wharton had intended. 
  Quelch was left in his grimmest mood, and Harry Wharton, with passionate anger and resentment in his heart, tramped away down the passage. 

                         THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER 

                                        Asking For It! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo! All serene?” asked Bob Cherry cheerily, as the captain of the Remove joined his friends in the quad. 
  But his cheery face changed as he saw Wharton’s look. 
  “What’s up?” asked Nugent. 
  “Is the upfulness terrific?” inquired Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  The four were waiting for their leader by the doorway of the house—nothing doubting that he would return with leave granted. But they looked anxiously at him now. Gilbert Tracy, who was lounging by the doorway, gave him a curious glance 
  The Famous Five gave no heed to Tracy. He was still in Coventry— though since his unexpected action of the day before, some of the fellows had mooted the idea of letting him out. 
    Wharton did not even notice him there. He joined his chum, with a knitted brow and glinting eyes
  “Hasn’t Quelch given leave?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “No!” answered Wharton, through closed lips.
  “That washes it out, then,” said Bob. “It’s rotten, as we’re off class early today. “But why—” 
  “The dear man has got his back up again!” said Harry savagely. “Bunter was gabbling in the study, and he heard him say that I’d said I wasn’t going to do that rotten impot for him.” 
  “Oh, my hat! That tears it!” said Bob. “Let’s go and boot Bunter!”
  “Never mind Bunter—” 
  “Well, let’s get out of gates, anyhow, even if we can’t go over to Cliff House —“ 
  “I’m gated!” 
  “Gated? What on earth for?” 
  “Quelch didn’t like my conversation!” said Harry bitterly. 
  “I suppose that means that you cheecked him?” remarked Johnny Bull, slowly and thoughtfully. 
  “You can suppose what you like! I know I’m not standing this !” said Harry. “Quelch has a right to refuse us leave out of bounds, if he chooses to make himself unpleasant, but he has no right to gate me for nothing. I’m going.” 
  “My dear chap—” 
  “I’m going!” said Wharton stubbornly. “I’m going out of gates this very minute, Quelch or no Quelch, and while I’m out, I’m going over to Cliff House. Are you fellows coming?” 
  “For goodness’ sake,” said Bob, “ don’t play the giddy ox again! You had a jolly narrow escape yesterday—you’d have been for it, up before the Head, if Tracy hadn’t done the decent thing for once 
  “I’m going!” repeated the captain of the Remove. “If you fellows choose to kowtow to a little tin tyrant, you can please yourselves!” 
  “Oh don’t be an ass! Hold on!” added Bob, as Wharton made a step to go. If you go down to the gates, Quelch will spot you from his window, most likely! Do you want a prefect sent after you, to lug you back by the ears?” 
  Harry Wharton paused. 
  He was determined not to be gated. Gated or not, he was going! But certainly he did not want a prefect to walk after him and walk him back again. He changed his direction, and walked away towards the Cloisters. Once out of sight of the house windows, it was easy to drop over a wall in a secluded corner, and get out unseen. 
  “Harry!” called out Nugent. 
  He walked on unheeding. 
  The four juniors stood in a dismayed group in the quad. Tracy gave them a sarcastic glance, and strolled away in the direction Harry Wharton had taken. 
  “If Quelch misses him—” “muttered Bob uneasily. 
  “The missfulness will be a sine qua non “ remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh dismally. “There will be a terrific row!” 
  “It’s that fat ass Bunter’s fault!  Let’s go and kick Bunter!” 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  “Hallo, hallo hallo! Here he is— just in time! Boot him!” 
  “Yaroooh! Wharrer you up to?” roared Bunter in surprise and indignation. “I say, you fellows—Yoohooop! Look here, you rotters—I mean, dear old chaps— Oh, you swabs— Yarooop!” 
  Bunter fled for his fat life. 
  Meanwhile, Harry Wharton had tramped away to the Cloisters. There he glanced back impatiently at the sound of a running footstep. He supposed that it was one of his friends, following him to reason with him—and he was not in a mood to be reasoned with. To his surprise, it was Tracy!
  “Hold on a minute!” said Gilbert.
  Wharton stared at him without speaking.
  “Keep mum if you like,” said Gilbert, with a grin. “I’ll do the talking!  Look here, Wharton, don’t be a fool!  Quelch will miss you, safe as houses—”
  “No bizney of yours!” snapped Wharton.
  “You’ll land in another row—”
  “That will suit you!” said Harry bitterly.”  You’ve wangled me into a good many rows with Quelch this term. The trouble is with your rotten trickery—”
  “I got you out of a row yesterday!” said Gilbert.
  “After getting me into it!”
  “Oh, quite!   But I’m trying to keep you out of a row this time!  What’s the good of asking for it like this?  Do you think Miss Hazeldene would be pleased to see you at Cliff House if she knew you’d cut without leave?”
  “That doesn’t concern you.”
  “Perhaps it does.” said Gilbert quietly. “I fancy Marjorie Hazeldene would be a good deal distressed if she knew you’d got into a row going over because she’s asked you.”
  “A lot you would care!” said Wharton scornfully. “What the dickens are you giving me this for? What axe have you got to grind?”
  “Oh, go and eat cke!” snapped Gilbert.  “Ask for all the trouble you want, you hot-headed fool!”
  Wharton went on his way without replying.
  Gilbert stood watching him as he clambered up the ivied wall in a secluded corner, dropped on the other side, and disappeared from sight.
  He was gone—and Gilbert shrugged his shoulders. Quelch had gated him—and Quelch knew of his intended defiance the day before. It was ten to one—a hundred to one—that the Remove master would take steps to ascertain whether Wharton was still within gates. He was booked—for what he had so narrowly escaped only a day ago!
  Gilbert grinned sardonically. More than once he had, as Wharton said, wangled him into rows with Quelch. If that was his game, Wharton was now playing it for him, in his passionate anger and resentment.  But Gilbert’s sardonic grin faded away. His face was very thoughtful as he walked back to the House.

                            THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER!
                                                    A.R.P.

“The ass!”
  “The fathead!”
  “The chump!” 
  “The terrific duffer!”
  Gilbert Tracy grinned as he stopped at the doorway of Study No. 1 in the Remove, and heard those remarks within.
  he could guess to whom the four members of the famous Co were alluding!  Not often did they allude to their leader in such terms. But they were worried and troubled, and rather exasperated now.
  A light drizzle of rain had started to fall, and most of ther fellows had come into the House. By that time, however, Harry Wharton was probably at Cliff House School—out of gates, and out of bounds, regardless of the fact that he was gated.
  His chums could quite understand him getting his back up, in the circumstances.  But that did not alter the fact that there was bad trouble ahead if Quelch learned that his order had been disregarded. And it was practically certain that Quelch would.
  “The ass—the silly ass!” said Bob Cherry dismally. “ten to one Quelch will trot round to look for him!  He’s got his back up, and—”
  “The upfulness of his absurd back is probably terrific!”  remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “It is all the fault of that execrable rat, Tracy—”
  “That won’t help Wharton if Quelch spots him!” grunted Johnny Bull. “The howling ass ought not to have gone out, bother him!”
  “I wish he’d come in!” said Frank Nugent, with a glance from the window into the dropping rain in the quad.
  “Bet you he won’t, till close on lock-up!” growled Johnny.  “He’s asking for trouble, and he won’t be happy till he gets it!”
  “That rotter Tracy—” muttered Nugent.
  “Tracy pulled him through yesterday!” said Bob.  “He’s a rat—there’s no doubt about that; but that was a decent thing. But he’s for it this time if Quelch—”
  “No ‘if’ about it!” said Johnny Bull.  “Quelch may be after him any minute. He’s bound to miss him, and then—”
  “Oh, the ass!”
  “Oh, the fathead!”
  “Oh, the duffer!”
  The chorus recommenced.  But it broke off as Tracy stepped into the study.
  The four juniors looked at him inimically. Tracy, certainly, had nothing to do with Harry Wharton’s present reckless escapade. But that escapade was due to the state of affairs brought about by his tortuous trickery and scheming. It was due to him that Wharton was on such disagreeable terms with his Form-naster.
  “Oh, get out of this!” grunted Johnny Bull.  “Look here, you men, let’s get out if that rat’s coming in here.”
  “Hold on a minute!” said Trfacy.
  “Don’t speak to us!” growled Johnny.
  The idea had been mooted, in the CO., of letting Gilbert out of Coventry. But in their present worried and troubled state, the Co were not disposed to think of that.
  Gilbert laughed sarcastically.
  “Quelch will be up here in a few minutes!” he said.
  “Oh!  How do you know that?” asked Bob, forgetting on the spot that Tracy was in Coventry. “After Wharton, you mean?”
  “Exactly!”  Gilbert nodded.   “I’ve been keeping an eye on the old bird!  He’s just asked Wingate of the Sixth if he’s seen Wharton in the House.”
  “Oh, crumbs!”
  “He’s gone into the Rag now.” Continued Gilbert.  “You can guess why.”
  “To see whether Wharton’s there!”  said Nugent.   “He will come up to the studies next.”
  “Just that!”  said Tracy.
  “Well, the game’s up for him!” said Johnny Bull. “He’s asked for it, and he's going to get it. This means going up to the Head.”
  “It does, if Quelch doesn’t find him here.” said Gilbert.
  “How can he find him here, fathead, when he’s more than a mile away’” growled Johnny Bull. “Talk sense!” 
  “He might think he was here.” said Gilbert. “If he does, that will see Wharton through, won’t it?” 
  “You blithering ass, how could he think that Wharton was here, when he isn’t here?” hooted Johnny. “Think he might take one of us for Wharton, you chump?” 
  “No. But what about me?” 
  “You?” 
  “Me!” assented Gilbert. 
  “Mad?” asked Bob blankly. “How could Quelch take you for Wharton, you ass, when you’re nothing like him? Are you trying to be funny?” 
  “There are five of us here—and you Five are always in a bunch together,” said Tracy. “If he didn’t recognise me, and you called me by Wharton’s name, he would take it for granted——” 
  “If he didn’t recognise you!” repeated Bob. “Think Quelch has gone blind, or what?” 
  Gilbert laughed. He shut the door of the study and crossed to the cupboard, the four juniors staring at him, puzzled and annoyed. 
  From the cupboard he took a small box, and opened it. That box contained Harry’s gas-mask. A.R.P. as a regular institution at Greyfriars, and every fellow had to keep his gas-mask in a box in his study. 
  “That’s Wharton’s!” said Frank Nugent. “Don’t meddle with that, Tracy!” 
  Unheeding, Tracy took the gas-mask from the box. 
  “I can see it’s Wharton’s, as it’s got his name on it.” he drawled. “That’s why I want It.” 
  To the amazement of the four, he skipped to the inkpot on the table and threw a splash of ink over the eye-piece, partly obscuring it. 
  “Let that alone, you dummy!” exclaimed Nugent. “You know it’s a 
strict rule not to damage a gas-mask, and—”
and—” 
  “Oh, quite !” 
  “Is the fellow mad?” asked Bob Cherry, in wonder. “What the thump are you putting Wharton’s gas-mask on for, Tracy?” 
  “We’re doing some A.R.P. practice in this study!” drawled Tracy. “I’m Wharton—” 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “One of you fellows, for a joke, knots the fastening at the back, so that I can’t get it off—“ 
  “Eh?”
  “So I can’t get it off when Quelch comes in—” 
  “Oh!” 
  “You’ll speak to me as Wharton—” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “And that will be that!” said Gilbert. “What?” 
  The four gazed at him. Quietly and coolly, Gilbert adjusted the gas-mask. In figure and build, he was much the same as Wharton, and they were, of course, dressed alike. With the gas mask on, it would have been difficult to tell which member of the Remove was standing there. On a dim November afternoon, it was not easy to recognise a fellow through the eye-piece, and the splash of ink over the eye-piece made all sure. 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry, as Gilbert’s plan dawned on him.   “You— you—you’ve thought this out, to pull Wharton through-—” 
  “Why not?” Gilbert’s voice came muffled from under the gas-mask, impossible to recognise. “Don’t you want to see him through?” 
  “Yes—but you—” gasped Bob. 
  “Tie it at the back.” said Gilbert, in muffled tones. “if it was only buckled, I could get it off in a tick! The idea is, that one of you fellows knotted it at the back for a joke—see?” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  Gilbert, evidently had thought it out! Why he had thought it out, and why he was taking the trouble and risk of pulling Quelch’s leg, to save Harry Wharton from the consequences of his own recklessness, was a mystery to  Harry Wharton’s chums! But that mattered little—what mattered was, that it was a chance to see Wharton through—and they jumped at it. 
  Bob Cherry promptly knotted the fastening at the back of the mask. It was very quickly fixed, that Gilbert could not have got it off, without a tussle, if he wanted to. 
  “Just in time!” breathed Nugent, as there was a step in the passage, and the door-handle turned. 
  But it was a fat face and a big pair of spectacles that looked in at the door. 
“I say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy Bunter. “old Quelch is coming up—I say, has Tracy been up to anything again? He’s after Tracy, do you think?” 
  Bob winked at his chums. 
  “You won’t get out of that in a hurry, Wharton!” he said. “I’ve fixed it safe—awfully safe! Ha, ha!” 
  “What’s Wharton got his gas-mask on for?” asked Bunter. “Think there’s going to be an air-raid this afternoon, you fathead?” 
  Gilbert fumbled at the back of his mask. A heavy tread could be heard in the passage, coming from the stairs. Quelch was in the offing. 
  “You silly ass!” came muffled tones from inside the gas-mask. “You’ve tied it on—why, you’ve knotted it! Call that a joke!” 
  “He, he, he!” chortled Bunter. And he squeaked in real amusement to the Remove fellows in the passage. “I say, you fellows, Wharton’s got his gas-mask on, and can’t get it off! He, he, he!” 
  Three or four fellows gathered round the doorway and looked in. The junior in the gas-mask fumbled wildly with the knots at the back, and his snuffled voice came in a booming roar. 
  “You silly ass! Call this a joke! I can’t get it off—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows—he, he, he! Look at Wharton—I say, he can’t get his gas-mask off—he, he, he !” cachinnated Bunter, 
  Bunter had no doubt that it was Wharton in the gas-mask. Neither had the other fellows, who were looking in and laughing. And neither, it was to be hoped, would Mr. Quelch, as he arrived at the Study doorway! 

                    THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER 

                                Where Is Wharton? 

MR. QUELCH looked grimly into Study No. I. 
  The fellows grinning at the doorway made room for him. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came from within. 
  As this was supposed to be a joke on Wharton, it was up to the other four members of the Co. to be laughing! So Bob Cherry and Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, laughed industriously. In point of fact, they were not feeling much like laughing! Pulling Quelch’s leg was a dangerous game—about as safe, as an amusement, as pulling the tail of a tiger in the jungle! If Quelch spotted the little game, the consequences were likely to be extremely painful for all concerned. 
  “Wharton!” rapped Mr. Quelch. 
  The five juniors in the study seemed to become suddenly aware of Quelch. They all turned round towards the door—one of them carefully keeping his back to the window, and staring at Mr. Quelch through the ink-splashed eye-piece of a gas-mask! 
  “Yes, sir!” came a muffled reply from within the mask. 
What are you doing, Wharton?” 
  “Only practising with my gas-mask, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch had heard Wharton’s name, amid laughter, as he came up. That the five juniors in the study were the Famous Five, all the juniors round the doorway supposed, and Mr. Quelch very naturally supposed the same— especially as the fellow in the gas-mask answered at once to Wharton’s name! 
  The stern frown on Mr. Quelch’s brow relaxed. 
  He had suspected—he had had a very, very strong suspicion—that Wharton had left him in a rebellious mood, and that, in that mood, he had disregarded the order of “gating,” and gone ou. of gates in defiance of that order. 
  With his intended rebelliousness of the previous day Quelch could not deal. But with actual rebelliousness now, he could, and would deal with the sternest and most drastic hand. 
  He had looked for the captain of the Remove downstairs, without finding him. He had come up to the Remove studies—without expecting to find him! Now he had found him—not rebelliously out of gates against orders, but improving the shining hour with a little extra A.R.P. practice—and, incidentally, the victim of a little practical joke on the part of his comrades! 
  “Cannot you get that gas-mask off, Wharton ?” 
  “No, sir! You see—” 
  “Only a joke, sir!” ventured Bob Cherry. “I’ve tied a knot at the back—”
  “You should not have done so, Cherry!” 
  “Oh! No, sir!” 
  “Neither should there be a splash of isnk on the eye-piece,” said Mr. Qucich severely. “You should take better care of your gas-mask, Wharton!” 
  “Yes, sir!” came a muffled answer. “I can clean it, sir, as soon as I get it off—but it’s knotted—” 
  “Gas-masks,” said Mr. Quelch, “should be kept with the greatest care. I hope—we all hope—that they may never be needed! But if an emergency should arise, in which they are needed, they should be in perfect order, perfectly adjusted in readincss for use.” 
  “Oh, yes, sir! But—” 
  “Suppose,” said Mr. Quelch sternly, “that an emergency should arise, by unhappy chance, at this very moment— necessitating the use of a gas-mask— while you are playing this foolish joke with it.” 
  As a matter of fact, an emergency had arisen, necessitating the use of a gas-mask—though Mr. Quelch was not aware of it. Quelch, in fact, was the emergency! 
  Happily, that remained unknown to the Remove master. 
  “Oh, sir!” murmured Bob. 
  “You have acted very thoughtlessly, Cherry!” 
  “Oh, sir!” 
  “Very thoughtlessly indeed!” said Mr. Quelch. “I shall not punish you, Cherry, but I warn you, and every boy here, very seriously, that nothing of this kind must ever occur again. Gas-masks are provided for serious occasions—and certainly not for unthinking practical jokes.”
  “I—I—I’ll remember, sir—“
  “You will release Wharton at once from that gas-mask, Cherry—“
  “Oh!  Yes, sir!”
  Bob fumbled with the knots!  He was not likely to get them undone in a hurry, however.
  “Wharton?”
  “Groogh!  Yes, sir!” rumbled from within the gas-mask.
  “You will take fifty lines for damaging your gas-mask!”
  “Oh!  Yes, sir!”
  “Such carelessness is very reprehensible!”  said Mr. Quelch.  “A splash of 
ink on the eye-piece may prevent you from seeing your way, in case of emergency!  I can scarcely see you—”
  “C-c-can’t you, sir?”
  “I am surprised at such carelessness in a boy usually so sensible, Wharton! Immediately the mask is removed, you will clean off that ink, taking care not to bend or crack the eye-piece!”
  “Oh!  Certainly, sir.”
  “The gas-mask should be kept in a box—”
  “Yeee-es, sir—I—I keep it in a box—”
   “Adjusted ready for immediate use,” said Mr. Quelch, “in perfect order, and, above all, with the eye-piece clear.”
  “Yes, sir!”
  ”Lose no time in unfastening these knots, Cherry!  You have acted very, very thoughtlessly.”
  “Oh, sir!   Yes, sir!”
  “Take care that nothing of the kind ever occurs again, Cherry!”
  “Oh, never, sir!”
  “Such a practical joke is not only foolish, but absolutely insensate,” said Mr. Quelch severEly.  Bear that in mind, Cherry!”
  “Oh, certainly, sir!”
  And Mr. Quelch rustled away to the stairs—displeased by that insensate practical joke with the gas-mask; but relieved in his mind on the subject of Harry Wharton!  He left the juniors in Study No. 1 feeling still more relieved!

                  THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.

                                    A Fresh Start!

HARRY WHARTON dropped in over the Cloister wall in the falling dusk.
  He was back in time for lock-up; but not in a happy mood. He had had time —ample time— for reflection; and the result of reflection was the uncomfortable realisation that he had made a fool of himself—or, at all events, had allowed his hasty temper to make a fool of him.  It was not the first time that he had acted in haste and repented at leisure!
  If Quelch had discovered his absence—
  It was practically certain that Quelch had!   And that meant trouble to follow—probably going up to the Head.
  It was not fear of the consequences that troubled him, serious as they might be.  But the actual fact was that he was not by nature a rebel against authority, like the Bounder;  and still less did he want to give his Form-master incessant trouble, like Tracy.  He had not—now that he was cool—the remotest desire to follow Gilbert’s example of entering into a “feud” with his Form-master.
  If Quelch had not missed him, it was all right—he could take care not to land himself in anything of the kind again!  But he had little hope of that— and he was feeling inclined to kick himself, as he mingled with the fllows going into the House.
  “He, he, he!”
  He glanced around at a grinning fat face.
  “He, he, he!” You’ve got it off, then!” grinned Billy Bunter.
  Wharton stared at him.
  “Got what off, you fat ass?” he asked.
  “He, he, he!  I say, I wouldn’t ask Cherry to fix my gas-mask next time if I were you!  He, he, he!” chortled Billy Bunter.
  He passed Mr. Quelch as he went in and his heart sank. He had little or, rather, no doubt that the Remove master would call to him, and that the Remove master would call to him, and that the trouble was just going to begin.
  To his surprise and relief, Quelch did not heed him.
  He went up to the Remove passage, his head lighter, but wondering.  Had not Quelch missed him after all?  He had taken it as almost a certainty; yet to judge by Quelch’s manner, his Form-master merely supposed that he had come in from the quad, like other fellows, and never dreamed that he had been out of gates and out of bounds.
  There was a sound of cheery voices in Study No. 1 as he arrived there.  His friends were at tea there—but, as he looked in, he saw not four fellows, as he expected, but five!
  He stared blankly.
  Gilbert Tracy was at the table with the four.  Apparently he was on friendly terms with the Co.
  Wharton could only stare.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here he is!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
  Harry Wharton came into the study.
  “Did Quelch—” he began.
  “He got after you!” grinned Bob. “Didn’t you think he would?”
  “Well, yes!  But—”
  “All serene—you’ve not been missed!”  said Nugent.
  “Sure of that?” asked Harry.
  “Yes, rather!”
  “The ratherfulness is terrific’”
  Wharton drew a deep, deep breath.
  “Well, I’m jolly glad of that!” he said.  “The fact is, I don’t mind owning up that I’ve been rather a hot-headed ass—“
  “Go hon!”  murmured Johnny Bull sarcastically.
  “Well, it was enough to put a fellow’s back up!” said Harry.   “But—but I don’t want any trouble with Quelch—I’m not in Tracy’s line of business.  A fellow has to toe the line at school—”
  “I told you so!” remarked Johnny Bull.
  Harry Wharton laughed.
  “You did—and you were talking sense for once!” he agreed. “Well, I’m jolly glad that there isn’t going to be a thumping row!  I don’t want rows with Quelch—Tracy’s welcome to them—”
  “Thanks!” said Gilbert sarcastically.
  Wharton did not heed him.
  “But I’m blessed if I understand why Quelch didn’t miss me, if he got after me, as you say.”  he went on.
  “Tracy had a dodge.” grinned Bob.
  “Tracy?”
  “With a gas mask.”
  “What?”
  The Co. explained together—Gilbert watching Wharton’s face the while with a sarcastic grim.
  Harry Wharton stood silent for a full minute, looking at him. He spoke at last.
  “So you saw me through?”
  “Sort of!” agreed Gilbert.
  “Why?”
  “Ask me another!”  he said.
  Wharton was silent for a moment or two.
  “I’ve seen Marjorie Hazeldene this afternoon.” he said slowly. “She’s told me what you did one day last week—helping her when Bessie Bunter tumbled over!  That made me think—” He paused again. “Look here, Tracy, you’ve done me a lot of rotten bad turns, and now you’ve done me a jolly good one!  I can’t say I make you out, but—“  He paused again.  “Look here, if you like to wash things out, and try making a fresh start, I’m willing.
  “Done!” said Gilbert.
  It was the end of Coventry—and the end, perhaps, of other things—for the outcast of the Remove.
THE END.

  


