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THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

The Prisoner of the Punishment Room ! 

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
Bob Cherry of the Greyfriars Remove had a powerful voice.. According to the Remove fellows; even his whisper could be heard from one end of the Remove passage to the other. When he fairly let himself go the result was one that the celebrated Stentor himself might have envied. 
Bob was letting himself go now. 
It was early morning at Greyfriars; breakfast was over, and first lesson not yet due. In a secluded spot at the back of the school buildings, screened by two or three old oaks, Bob Cherry was standing, with his head thrown well back, his mouth open, shouting. And Bob’s shout could have been heard for a considerable radius on all sides. 
Far above the tree-tops, peeping out among the old red roofs, was a little dormer window. It was the window of the solitary apartment which was used at Greyfriars school as a punishment-room. 
Bob Cherry’s stentorian hail was directed to that little window. 
It was but seldom at Greyfriars that the punishment-room had a tenant. Indeed, its existence was seldom remembered by the Greyfriars fellows. 
For once, however, it had a prisoner, for close within its solid walls, its barred window, and its thick oaken door. 
Billy Bunter of the Remove was there !
Billy Bunter, at ordinary times, was nobody in particular, and where he might happen to be was a matter of the greatest unimportance.  Nobody ever minded where Bunter was, so long as he was not near at hand. 
But Billy Bunter shut up in the punishment-room was a different Bunter. Every Removite could sympathise with a fellow who was down on his luck. And Bunter was down on his luck, with a vengeance. Never had any Greyfriars man been so absolutely down on his luck as William George Bunter now was. 
Hence the little gathering in that secluded spot behind the school under the high window. 
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh stood round Bob Cherry while he shouted. The idea was to convey a word of sympathy to Bunter to let him know that he had not been forgotten. Bunter had spent the night in the punishment-room—his place had been vacant at the Remove table at breakfast. What was going to happen to him no one knew so far; but they knew that it was going to be something unpleasant. So the Famous Five had walked round to give Bunter a cheery word before they went into class. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
Bob Cherry’ powerful voice rang far and wide. Frank Nugent put his fingers to his ears.
Bob had to put steam on, as it were, to make his voice reach to the high window. But at close quarters it was a little deafening. 
“Bunter! Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Bunty!” roared Bob. 
“Go easy, old man!” muttered Johnny Bull. “They’ll hear that as far as Courtfield.”
 “Bunter must hear it, unless he’s gone 
deaf,” said Harry Wharton. 
The hearfulness must be great, unless the deaf-fulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“I fancy all Greyfriars can hear it,” grinned Nugent. “Go easy; we don’t want to bring Mr. Quelch here.” 
“He’s heard !” said Bob. “There he is !”
From the little window high above a bulkt.head suddenly projected. A fat face, adorned by a pair of big spectacles, looked down at the juniors. 
“I say, you fellows !“ 
It was the voice of Billy Bunter faint in the distance above. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
“Good-morning, old fat man!” 
The juniors waved their hands to Bunter. It was difficult to carry on conversation at the distance; the exertion was great. And there was very considerable danger of the shouting reaching other ears. It was strictly forbidden for any fellow to hold communication with a prisoner in the punishment-room on the rare occasions when a prisoner was there. Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, would certainly have come down heavy if he had discovered the Famous Five on their charitable mission of cheering up the captive. 
Bunter waved a fat hand back. 
“I say, you fellows !” he shouted. “I say, I’ve had a rotten, measly brekker! Hardly anything to eat. I say, can you get a fellow some grub?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
The juniors had expected to find Billy Bunter full of worry and anxiety over his position and his uncertain prospects. But the fat mind of the Owl of the Remove was occupied by a much more pressing matter. He might be flogged —he might even be “bunked” from Greyfriars, but the immediate and pressing question was breakfast. 
“I’m frightfully hungry, you know !” bawled Bunter from the high window. “I say, you fellows, if I let down a string, you could hook something on it, you know. You don’t went a fellow to starve !”
“We’ll try —“ Hurry Wharton was beginning, when Nugent interruptcd him with a whispered warning. 
“Cave !“ 
“Quelchy!” 
“Oh, my hat!” 
Round a corner of the building came the angular figure of Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove 
Possibly Mr. Quelch had been keeping an eye open that morning, suspecting that some attempt might be made to communicate with the prisoner. Probably he had heard the stentorian voice of Bob Cherry. At all events, there he was, with a glitter in his gimlet-eyes, and a thunderous frown on his brow. 
There was no time for retreat. The Famous Five were fairly caught. Bunter, at the window above, shook a fat fist at the top of Mr. Quelch’s head. But the Remove master’s eyes were fixed on the five dismayed juniors who stood before him. 
“Wharton !” 
“Ye-e-es, sir !” faltered the captain of the Remove: 
“What are you and your companions doing here?” 
“Hem !”
Really it was unnecessary to answer the question. Mr. Quelch knew perfectly well what the chums of the Remove were doing there. 
“Are you speaking to a boy confined in the punishment-room?” went on the Remove master. 
“Hem ! Yes, sir.” 
“Are you or are you not aware that communication with a boy in the punishment-room is strictly forbidden. by order of the Head?” 
“Um! Yes, sir.” 
Then you are deliberately disobeying the commands of your headmaster, Wharton—you, the head boy of my Form !”
“Oh dear!” murmured Wharton. 
Really he had not quite looked at the matter in that light. But it was clear that Mr. Quelch was in a very angry mood, and it was useless to argue with him. A Form master had to be given his head. 
“Each of you will be detained one hour after class to-day,” said Mr. Quelch “If you are found near this spot again you will be caned ! Go !” 
The Famous Five went without another word. 
Mr. Quelch glanced upward. His eyes met those of Billy Bunter staring down from above. 
“Bunter ! Go away from the window at once !” he called out. 
“Eh?” 
“Go away from the window !”
‘What? ” 
“Go away from the window !” shrieked Mr. Quelch, growing very red in the face. 
Bunter blinked at him. Mr. Quelch was annoyed with Bunter; but Bunter, on the other hand, was annoyed with Mr. Quelch. Possibly the Owl of the Remove considered that, being already booked for severe punishment, he had little to lose by “cheeking” his Form master. 
He put a fat hand to a fat ear, as if to listen carefully.
“Can’t hear you, sir,” he called back. “Too far off, you know.” 
“You untruthful and impertinent boy --”
“You can hear me perfectly well, Bunter.” 
“What ?” 
“As I can hear your voice at this distance, Bunter, it is perfectly obvious that you can hear mine, and you arc, therefore, prevaricating, Bunter !” hooted Mr. Quelch. “You will not improve your position, Bunter, by this studied impertinence.” 
“Would you mind saying all that over again, sir?” 
“Wha-a-at?” 
“You see, I can’t hear you at this distance.” 
“Bless my soul !” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
“Did you speak, sir!” 
“You can hear every word I utter, Bunter !” shrieked Mr. Quelch. 
“Not at all, sir—not a word! Not a syllable!” said Bunter cheerily. ‘I can see you making faces, that’s all, sir !” 
Mr. Quelch gave a gurgling sound, and turned away. His angry end indignant frown was described by this impertinent junior as “making faces.” He strode rustling away, and Bunter grinned after him from the dormer window. The prisoner of the punishment-room felt that he had, to some extent, got his “own” back on his Form master—though whether that was likely to be for his benefit in the long run was another matter: 
THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

Bunter’s Sentence! 

“THE Head!” 
“Phew!” 
“Poor old Bunter!” 
“His number’s up !” said Skinner of the Remove. “It’s the sack this time, for a cert!” 
Skinner of the Remove seemed to find something entertaining in that idea. But most of the fellows looked very grave. 
Harry Wharton, in fact, looked quite troubled. If it was the “sack,” he felt that it was hard cheese on Bunter. 
‘l’rue, the Owl of the Remove had asked for it.  But Bunter was every kind of an ass, and really it was hard to take him seriously at all. 
Peter Todd was looking worried, too. As Peter was Bunter’s study-mate in No. 7 in the Remove, it might have been supposed that Peter would envisage the prospect of the “sack” for Bunter with great equanimity. Undoubtedly Study No. 7 would have been a much more agreeable spot without the Owl of the Remove. Nevertheless, Peter was worried and troubled. 
A good many Remove fellows had gathered to watch the Head on  his stately way. Dr. Locke, the headmaster of Greyfriars, accompanied by Mr. Quelch, was turning into the old dusky corridor that led to the punishment-room. That corridor led to nowhere else, so it was obvious that the Head was going to see Bunter. 
It seemed only too probable that he was going to see him to pronounce sentence upon him. His face was very grave; and Mr. Quelch’s face was graver still. The fate of William George Bunter hung in the balance. Was the Head going to pronounce the dread sentence, “Boy ! You are expelled from Greyfriars !” 
“It’s too thick,” Peter Todd muttered to Wharton. “Bunter’s only a howling ass, but the Head doesn’t know him as we do.  Bunter’s enough to provoke a giddy saint, but—but --”
“But its too thick agreed the captain of the Remove. 
“Look here, suppose you spoke to the head, as captain of the Form, you know,” suggested Peter. 
Harry Wharton hesitated. 
“It wouldn’t be any good,” he said. “The fat junior has fairly got Quelchy’s back up.” 
“I know! But you might put in a word for him,” said Peter. “It wouldn’t do any harm.” 
“I’ll try!” said Harry. 
And as the headmaster and Mr. Quelch moved along the corridor towards the punishment-room, Wharton cut in to intercept them. It required some nerve to interrupt the Head at so grave a moment; but the captain of the Remove felt that it was up to him to speak a word for the fat and fatuous Owl. 
“If you please, sir—” he began diffidently. 
The Head stopped with a look of surprise. 
“What is it, Wharton?” 
“About Bunter, sir, if you’ll allow me to speak” said Harry,faltering a little. The Head’s expression was kind enough; but the Remove master was beginning to glare. 
“Kindly do not interrupt Dr. Locke, Wharton,” said Mr. Quelch severely. “Retire at once!” 
“But, sir –“
“Retire !” rapped out the Remove master, and as the Head made Wharton a sign to go, he retired. 
Evidently nobody was to be allowed to put ii a word for Bunter. The two masters went on their stately way, and Wharton rejoined the group of Removites at the corner of the passage. 
“Nothing doing!” he said ruefully. 
“Poor old Bunter !” 
“Hard cheese !” 
“Awfully hard cheese, isn’t it?” said Skinner satirically. “I suppose you follows feel it a lot Still, you’ll feel still worse if Bunter stays on, you know. That would be really serious!” 
But the Remove fellows were not in a mood for Skinner’s little jokes. When a fellow was down on his luck, it was no time to be funny. 
“Oh, can it, Skinner!” growled Johnny Bull. 
“Shut up!” said Squiff. 
“Be decent, you outsider!” growled Bob Cherry. “It’s no joke for a fellow to be bunked.” 
Skinner took out a pocket handkerchief and sobbed. Some of the Remove fellows grinned at that. 
“P-p-poor old Bunter!” sobbed Skinner. “Fancy never seeing p-p-poor old B-b-bunter again—never hearing him say any more that he’s expecting a p-p-postal-order! Boo-hoo!” 
The next moment Skinner’s affected grief was changed into the genuine article, as Bob Cherry grabbed his collar, and banged his head on the wall. 
“Yaroooh!” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Ow! You rotter!” roared Skinner, wriggling away from Bob’s grasp. “Ow! My napper! Ow!” 
Mr. Quelch looked back along the corridor. 
“What—” he was beginning. 
Before he had time to proceed further, the Removite had vanished from sight. Mr. Quelch frowned, and pursued his way with the Head. 
Taking a key from his pocket, Mr. Quelch unlocked a large oaken door that barred the corridor. Leaving the big door open behind them, the two masters walked on to the end of the corridor, and arrived at the door of the punishment-room. 
This was a small door set in a deep stone recess. The punishment-room was a solitary spot in the oldest part of the Greyfriars buildings, and in ancient days had been a secluded cell for penitents—in the days when Greyfriars had been a monastic establishment. 
The door opened outwards, and was secured by two strong iron bars that fitted into sockets-in the stone on either side. Any fellow barred in the punishment-room had no chance whatever of getting out. 
Mr. Quetch removed the two bars, placed them against the wall, and pulled the door open. 
Dr. Locke rustled into the room, and Mr. Quelch followed him in. 
Billy Bunter was sitting dismally on the edge of a little iron bed, and he jumped up as the masters entered. 
The little room was dusky, lighted only by the dormer window that looked out over the leads and red roofs, and was barred with iron. There was the minimum of furniture in the room. On the little table was a tray, bearing the breakfast crockery, but not a. scrap of food. Bunter had finished up his breakfast, such as it was, to the last crumb. 
The fat junior stood and blinked at the Head through his bag spectacles. That he was “for it.” Bunter knew, and he was greatly relieved to see that the Head did not bring a birch under his arm. 
Dr. Locke fixed his eyes upon Bunter. 
“Bunter !” he said in a deep voice. 
“Yes, sir! It—it wasn’t me, sir !”
“I—I mean—” stammered Bunter. 
“Silence! Listen to me, Bunter!” 
“Oh, certainly, sir !“ gasped Bunter. “It—it’s such a pleasure to listen to you, sir.” 
“Bless my soul!” said the Head 
“It is really, sir,” said Bunter. “I mean it, sir! 1—I always listen to you with pleasure, sir. I don’t think that it’s awful to have to listen to your jaw, sir, like the other fellows!” 
“Bunter!” 
“I—I mean it, sir, I think—” 
“Silence, Bunter! Your Form master has reported your offences to me, and they are very serious. You have displayed slackness and idleness for a very long time. Mr. Quelch, sacrificing his own leisure, ordered you to come to his study for an hour’s extra tuition every day. Instead of displaying gratitude for this—” 
“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bunter involuntarily. Gratitude for ‘ extra toot’ was quite a new idea to him. Extra toot did not make him feel grateful—it made him feel homicidal. 
“You deliberately absented yourself,” went on the Head. “You scribbled a ridiculous message to give a false impression that you had done a foolish and rash act. You were found hiding in the Remove dormitory by your Form master late last night. It is impossible, Bunter, for you to he allowed to continue giving such trouble to your Form master.” 
“I—I feel that, sir !“ gasped Bunter.
 “Oh! You feel that, Bunter?” asked the Head. 
“Oh, yes, sir, quite! I—I’m willing for Mr. Quelch to stop giving me extra toot—I mean extra tuition, sir!” 
“Bless my soul !“ murmured the Head, while Mr. Quelch fixed on Bunter a glare somewhat like that of the fabled basilisk. 
“I’m sure I’d rather Mr. Quelch didn’t take the trouble, sir,” said Bunter eagerly. 
“Silence! You have caused alarm and trouble in the school, Bunter, and I have considered very seriously whether to send you away from Greyfriars.” 
“Oh, sir !” gasped Bunter. 
“You have been flogged before, and it does not seem that this form of punishment does any good,” said the Head. 
“Not at all, sir! I—I don’t think a flogging would do any good at all, sir! I—I think it would do harm, sir !”
“I have decided,” went on the Head in a deep voice, “to order you a week’s confinement in the punishment-room, Bunter, on a spare diet.” 
“Oh !”
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Bunter gazed almost wildly at the Head. Floggings and expulsion were nothing to this. A week in the punishment room was bad enough—but on a spare diet press!  Eating was Bunter’s chief interest in life. His fat brain swam at the awful thought of a week on a spare diet. 
“You will be allowed out twice a day for exercise,” said the Head. “The rest of your day will be spent in this room, Bunter. Mr. Quelch will supply you with tasks to occupy your time.” 
“Oh!”  
“According to your progress, Mr. Quelch will, at his discretion, lengthen or shorten the period of detention ” said the Head. “I shall leave the matter, from this moment, in your Form master’s hands.” 
“Oh dear !” groaned Bunter. 
The Owl of the Remove knew how much mercy he had to expect from his intensely exasperated Form master.  The Head, in Bunter’s opinion, was a beast but with certain redeeming qualities. Mr. Quelch was a beast without any redeeming qualities whatever. The prospect was appalling. 
“I recommend to you, Bunter, industry and application to your task,” said the Head. “By industry and respect you may regain the good opinion of your Form master, which you have now lost. I have no more to say, excepting that I trust you will show improvement and thus induce your Form master to modify your punishment” 
And with that the Head retired. 
Bunter was left alone with his Form master, blinking at him in dismay. 
Mr. Quelch placed a paper on the table. 
‘‘ Bunter—” 
“Oh dear!” 
“I have prepared an exercise in deponent verbs for you.” 
“Ow !” 
“I shall expect this exercise to be finished, Bunter, when I revisit you.” 
Groan!
“I now leave, you to study, Bunter.”
 Mr. Quelch stepped out of the door, pushed the door shut, and the iron bars clanged into place. The footsteps of the Remove master died away down the long corridor. The heavy oaken door, half-way down the passage, slammed shut, shutting off the prisoner from all sound of the school. Bunter was left to silence and meditation—and study, if his fancy turned to it. 
But his fancy did not turn to it. Deponent verbs had no attraction for him. 
“Oh dear !” groaned Bunter. 
He rolled to the little window, and perched himself there, his head pushed out between the bars. From that perch he watched, his task lying forgotten on the table. Bunter was watching and waiting—waiting for morning break, and watching for the sight of some of the Remove fellows. 
The Head had told him that by industry and application he might regain his Form master’s good opinion. Billy Bunter did not look much like regaining it, at this rate. 

THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Up a Tree ! 
HARRY WHARTON & CO. came out of the Remove-roorn, after second lesson. Billy Bunter’s place in the Remove had been vacant that morning; it was evident that he was not to rejoin his Form, whatever was to become of him. Some of the Removites had thought of asking Mr. Quetch, but Mr. Quelch’s expression was not encouraging. The Lower Fourth came out for morning break, still mystified as to Bunter’s fate. 
“What about going round and giving him a word !” asked Bob Cherry, rather doubtfully. 
“Oh, chuck it!” said Johnny Bull. “We’ve had some, you know. An hour’s detention this afternoon is good enough for mc.” 
Wharton shook his head. 
“Can’t be done,” he said. “Quelchy’s ratty enough already; and he’s got his eye on us. I suppose Bunter’s still in the punishment-room.” 
“Must be” said Bob “Poor old Bunter! Still, if be isn’t sacked, we needn’t worry. He’s asked for the rest.” 
Peter Todd joined the Famous Five. 
“Bunter’s not gone,” he said. “I’ve asked Trotter— he’s got orders to take Bunter’s dinner to him while we’re at tiffin. They’re going to keep him a giddy prisoner.” 
“That won’t hurt him,” said Nugent. “No; It’s letting him off lightly, considering the way he cheeked old Quelchy,” said Peter. “I believe the Beak would have sacked any other chap for it; but he knows that Bunter is a blithering idiot, of course, and makes allowances for him.” 
“That’s it,” assented Wharton. 
“Still, it’s rather hard cheese, shut up by himself,” said Peter. “He won’t get anything extra to eat” 
“Poor old Bunter!” chuckled Bob. “Fancy Bunter living on only enough for one chap!” 
“And he won’t be able to talk, unless he talks to himself,” said Toddy. “And next to eating, Bunter likes wagging his chin. Of course, it’s rather a relief not to have him in the study for a bit. Absence makes the heart grow fonder, in Bunter’s case. Still, it’s hard cheese, and I was thinking we might give him a word.” 
‘We’ve got detention for speaking to him this morning,” said Bob Cherry. “You will have to shout to make him hear up there, and depend on it everybody else will hear, too.” 
Peter nodded. 
“I know ! But I’ll chance it, I think.” 
And Peter Todd walked away—to circle round the school buildings and approach the forbidden spot with great caution. Squiff came out of the House and called to the Famous Five. 
“Seen the new notice on the board ?” he asked. “Quelchy’s just posted it up.  From the old chapel to the wall of the Head’s paddock is out of bounds for the Remove.” 
“What on earth for?” asked Nugent. 
Squiff grinned. 
“That covers the ground for a hundred yards from the window of the punishment-room,” he said. “It’s to keep the fellows away fron Bunter.” 
“So it does!” agreed Wharton. “Better keep clear!  Quelchy will speak to some of the prefects about it.” 
Loder and Walker of the Sixth came out of the house, glancing about them. They looked very fixedly at the Famous Five. Evidently Wharton was right; Mr. Quelch had spoken to the Sixth 
Form prefects on the subject. 
Loder and Walker moved off, and their steps took them in the direction taken by Peter Todd. 
Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged glances. 
“They’re going to see if anybody’s mooching round to call up to Bunter,” said Frank Nugent. “They’ll catch Toddy fairly in the act.” 
The juniors followed the two prefects, as far as the old chapel, which was the new boundary for the Remove in that direction. Loder and Walker strolled onward. 
“Nay as well give Toddy the tip, anyhow,” said Bob Cherry, and he lifted up his powerful voice and roared: 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
The two prefects turned round. 
“What the thump are you shouting for, Cherry?” exclaimed Loder angrily. 
“Eh! Can’t a fellow shout in morning break ?” asked Bob innocently. 
“Take fifty linsi” 
“1 say, Loder—” 
“And  clear off!” snapped Loder. ‘ Now, then, off with you!”
The juniors departed, and Loder and Walker resumed their way. They rounded a corner of the buildings, and came under the old oak trees that grew under the high dormer window. 
Loder looked round him with a puzzled air. There was no one in sight. 
“That’s jolly odd,” he said. “I was certain that that young rascal was yelling to warn some pa1 of his here.” 
“I thought so, too,” said Walker. 
Loder looked up. 
From the barred window high above, a bullet head was projected, a great deal like the head of a tortoise coming out of its shell. The big spectacles of Billy Bunter glimmered town. 
“Toddy! I say, Toddy !” he was shouting. 
“Todd’s been here, then!” said Loder.  “He must have cleared off when Cherry warned him.” 
“Toddy !” yelled Bunter.  “Can’t you answer a chap? I say, Toddy, I’m fearfully hungry.” 
Loder and Walker, under the branches of the oaks, grinned. The short-sghted Owl of the Remove evidently had not seen them, 
“Where are you. Toddy ?” bawled Bunter. “I saw you a minute ago, you ass! I say, Toddy, I’ve had hardly anything to eat this morning ! Toddy! I say, Toddy! Can’t you speak? What are you keeping out of sight for, Toddy? You silly ass, I know you’re there.” 
“He knows he’s here, does he?” grinned Loder, “I fancy I know where he is, too; he shinned up a tree when we came along, what?” 
Loder craned his head back, and stared up into the branches of the oak tree above him. Deep among the foliage he made out a boot—all he could see of Peter Todd—but enough. 
“Toddy !” bawled Bunter from the high window. 
“You can come down, Todd !” chuckled Loder. “I know you’re there — I can see your foot, you young ass!”
 “Oh, crumbs!” gasped Walker. 
There was a grunt in the oak tree, and a rustling of the foliage. Peter Todd came into view, swinging down to a lower branch. Bunter had effectually given him away, and it was useless to remain in concealment any longer. From the lower branch he looked down on Loder. 
“Drop!” said Loder. “You’re out of bounds here, Todd ! This means six for you!”
Loder slipped his ashplant down into his hand. 
Peter’s eyes gleamed. 
This was an opportunity for the bully of the Sixth to use his cane, and Loder did not mean to lose the opportunity. He waved the cane at the junior on the branch, with a grin. 
“Drop !” he rapped out. 
“I say, Loder!” 
“Drop, I tell you !” 
“Oh, all right!” 
Peter Todd dropped—on Loder!
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Gerald Loder certainly had not intended that, but that was what happened. Right on the prefect’s head dropped Peter. 
“Yarooooh !”
Loder curled up under the falling junior, and went sprawling in the grass. Peter Todd’s fall was broken; and to judge by the fendish yell from Loder, Gerald Loder was broken, too! 
“Ow! Oh!  By gad !Yoooop!” spluttered Loder, as he sprawled, on his back. with Peter sprawling over him. 
“Oh crumbs!” gasped Peter. 
“Collar him, Walker — collar him !” yelled Loder. “Oh, gad! Ow !”
Walker  made a clutch at Toddy.  Walker was eluded, Peter Todd jumped away and fled. 
Loder sat up, dazed and breathless. 
“Ow! Groogh! Stop! Stop him, Walker! You silly ass, why don’t you stop him?” 
 Loder scrambled to his feet, and rushed in pursuit. The bell was ringing now for third lesson, and Peter Todd made a straight line for the Remove Form-room. Loder spotted him in the doorway of the House, and spotted him again in the Form-room passage.
The fleeing Peter dashed into the Form-room, where the Remove were gathering for third lesson.  A minute later, Loder dashed in, grasping his cane and red with rage. 
“Now, you young scoundrel!” he bawled. 
“Loder !”
Mr. Quelch, at his high desk, stared at Loder, in astonishment and grim disapproval. Loder halted suddenly. It had not occurred to him that the Remove master was already in the Form-room—he had been too excited and enraged to think about Mr. Quelch at all. 
“Oh!” he gasped. “I—I didn’t see you, sir—” 
“I presume not, Loder. or you wouId not have used such expressions!” rapped out Mr. Quelch. “I presume not, indeed! Is this, Loder, the dignifled deportment that becomes a prefect of the Sixth Form?” 
The juniors grinned. There was not much dignified deportment about Gerald Loder at that moment. 
“Sorry, sir!” gasped Loder. “That young rascal—I mean—Todd—-——“
“You may leave this Form-room, Loder !”
“Yes, sir, but Todd—” 
And Loder left the Form-room— much to the relief of Peter Todd. 

                                                  —I — 
THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
After Dark! 
HERBERT VERNON SMITH, the Remove fellow who rejoiced in the nickname of the Bounder of Greyfriars, rubbed his hands hard as he came up into the Remove passage sometime after class that day. The expression on the Bounders face was both grim and glum. Several fellows in the Remove passage and the study doorways grinned as they looked at him. 
“You’ve had it, too.” asked Peter Todd
“Ow!  Yes.”
“Talking to Bunter ?” asked Harry Wharton. 
“Yes !” grunted the Bounder. 
“Hard cheese, old chap.” 
The Famous Five had put in their hour of detention after class, and had just come up for tea in the study.  The Bounder stopped at the doorway of Study No. 1, still rubbing his hands. 
“Three on each paw !“ he said, with a grimace. “And Quelchy says that next time it will be bending over.” 
“Better not have a next time, Smithy.” grinned Skinner, who was lounging in the passage. “What does Bunter matter anyhow? I haven’t been round to see him.” 
“You wouldn’t !” said Smithy curtly. 
“Well, what rot !” snapped Skinner. “Nobody cared a rap for Bunter !  What’s all this tosh, just because he’s got what he’s asked for?” 
“He’s down on his luck,” said Bob Cherry. “That mnke a difference, Skinner.” 
“Bosh !” said Skinner, and he walked sway. Skinner of the Remove, at least, was not likely to run any risks for the sake of the fat captive of the punishment room. 
Skinner was in a very small minority, however. Now that the Owl of the Remove was so severely up against it, there was a good deal of sympathy for him in his Form. Possibly, too, the fact that it was forbidden to speak to him put a sort of temptation in the way of the juniors. It was rather a lark, and rather an adventure, to dodge round the buildings, keep a keen eye open for masters and prefects, and call up a word or two to Bunter. Fellow alter fellow had been caught at it, and a good many caning had resulted during the day. 
After one caning a fellow usually “chucked” it. Mr. Quelch’s canings were not to be despised; neither was Loder’s ashplant laid on lightly. 
So towards tea-time the visits to that secluded spot had dropped off. The Bounder was the last to try it on, and the way he was rubbing his hands showed that he had had to pay a severe penalty. It was probable that Bunter was not getting on very fast with the deponent verbs Mr. Quelch had provided him with. He seemed to spend most of his time that day at the little dormer window, blinking out to catch sight of a friendly face. 
Twice during the day had Bunter emerged for an hour’s exercise—but each time it was while the Remove were in class. At the end of each hour of freedom he had been rounded up and marched back to the punishment-room. For the rest of his time Bunter had been alone, excepting for the visits of Trotter with meals, and one call from Mr. Quelch—to see how he was getting on with deponent verbs. Mr. Quelch had found that he was not getting on with them at all, and Bunter was further than ever from regaining the good opinion of his Form master—if he attached any value to that asset. 
No doubt Billy Bunter was growing bored with his own company, and watched eagerly for a fellow to come round under the window. But it was getting altogether too risky now. 
Vernon-Smith rubbed his hands, and rubbed them again, and winced. The Bounder was hard and tough, but Mr. Quelch had made him sit up and take notice, so to speak. 
“I’ve had a word or two with the fat chump,” said Smithy. “He’s got a week of it to go through. What seems to worry him most is that he’s going to have a thin time in grub.” 
“On horror’s head, horrors accumulate as jolly old Shakespeare puts it” remarked Bob Cherry. 
“That would hit him hard,” said Harry Wharton, with a smile. “I wonder if—” He paused. 
“1 was just thinking the same,” said the Bounder. “Of course, he deserves all he’s got, and more.  He’s getting off cheap, in fact. Still, the little beast’s up against it, and if they’re only giving him enough grub for one, it will be a change for him, and no mistake. What price making up a bundle of tuck for him?” 
“Quelchy would be frightfully wild,” said Nugent. 
“I wasn’t thinkinj of mentionin’ it to Quelchy,” said the Bounder. 
“Ha, ha! No! But the prefects are on the look-out, as well as Quelchy. You’ve just been spotted.” 
“After dark it will be safer,” said Smithy. “We can get the stuff all ready, and shove it somewhere in a bundle. One of us can sneak out of the House in prep, and jive Bunter a whistle. He will let down a string, and we can tie a cord on it, for him to pull uip the bundle. I told him we’d fix it if we could. Dash it all, the silly ass is in a scrape, and we might take a bti of risk.” 
“Agreed!” said Harry at once. 
“It will be all right” said Johnny Bull, after some thought.  “The prefects will chuck it after dark, when we’re all supposed to be in the studies. Safe as houses if we’re careful.” 
“We’ll fix it up somehow,” said the captain of the Remove. “I don’t blame Quelchy for giving him a rough time; but, after all, Bunter’s in our Form— he’s a Remove man.” 
“Hear, hear!” 
Over tea in Study No. 1 the Famous Five and Smithy talked it over, and arranged the details of the little scheme. 
Undoubtedly there was risk attached and, in case of discovery, the punishment was certain to be severe. It had been noted during the day that the canings of the offenders had grown more and more severe. And those canings had been merely for “mooching” round the school and calling up a word or two to Bunter’s window. For smuggling “tuck” to the prisoner the punishment was certain to be much more severe. 
But the chums of the Remove resolved to risk it. The thought of the hapless Owl, locked in the lonely room, with no company but his own, appealed to their compassion. Nobody had ever found Bunter’s company entertaining, and it was not to be supposed that he found it very entertaining himself. 
After tea the juniors dropped into Mrs. Mimble’s little shop, and various purchases were made, each contributing according to his means. Quite a handsome spread was collected, and packed carefully into a bundle and tide up with string. 
That bundle was safely hidden in a crevice of the old chapel wall, with a strong cord wound round it, ready for use later. 
The juniors left it there and were very careful to keep away from the forbidden precincts.  It was wise to lull suspicion as much as possible. Indeed, when dusk was falling, Loder of the Sixth was noticed strolling round the house, with his ashplant under his arm. And a few minutes later yells were heard, and Russell of the Remove came back to the House wriggling. Once more a sympathiser had been caught in the act and summarily dealt with. 
Harry Wharton & Co. went to their studies for prep. Wharton and Nugent were working in Study No. 1, when Vernon-Smith opened the door and looked in. It was after dark now. 
“Who’s going?” asked the Bounder. Wharton rose from the table. 
“Little me,” he answered. 
“I don’t mind goin’,” said the Bounder.  “In fact, 1 think I’d better.  ” 
You’d get it hotter, bein’ head of the Form, and a model to all the Remove.” 
Wharton shook his head. 
“It’s up to me,” he said. “I’ll go! You’ve fixed it with Bunter to let down a string when somebody whistles under the window.” 
“Yes, that’s understood.” 
“All serene, then.” 
The captain of the Remove left the study, and left the House by way of the window of the Remove box-room. He dropped from the leads to the ground, and in a few minutes arrived at the spot where the bundle had been hidden. With the bundle under his arm, he circled cautiously round the school buildings, and reached the bunch of old oaks under the high window of the punishment-room. 
The evening was dark—the moon had not yet risen. All was still and quiet; apparently the prefects had given up keeping watch. Wharton listened for a few moments, and then whistled. 

                                                 — .. — 
THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Tuck for Bunter! 

BILLY BUNTER groaned dismally. His first day in the punishment-room had drawn to a close, and the thought of six similar days to follow plunged Bunter into the deepest depths of tribulation. 
The prospect really was appalling. 
Bunter was a gregarious fellow; he never was alone when he could help it, excepting on the occasions when he had tuck to dispose of. Then he generally preferred solitude. On all other occasions he preferred company, finding pleasure in listening to the music of his own voice. That nobody else shared the pleasure did not matter to Bunter; he was not much given to thinking of anyone else. 
Certainly he would have enjoyed listening to his own voice now if he had chosen to talk to himself.  But that did not appeal to him at all. 
He was dreadfully bored with solitude. Mr. Quelch had kindly provided against boredom with a task in deponent verbs. But boredom was better than Latin verbs, and Bunter had let his task severely alone. 
Most of his time was spent at the window, blinking out in quest of a friendly face. In this awful state of affairs Bunter felt that it was time for all his friends to rally round. It was doubtful whether Bunter would have risked a licking for any other Remove fellow. But he cheerfully expected other fellows to risk lickings for him. 
He had had quite a number of visitors early in the day. Later in the day they had tailed off; Russell had been the last. And Billy Bunter, as he blinked from the high window into the gathering shades of night, felt neglected and deeply injured. Here he was, shut up by himself, lonely and bored, and fellows did not come to speak to him because they were afraid of canings! Worst of all, unkindest cut of all, nobody had even attempted, so far, to smuggle anything to eat into his prison. In the daylight such an attempt was too risky— in fact, impossible. But Bunter did not think about that; he was thinking of the famished state he was in, and feeling deeply injured. 
The prisoner’s fare had been ample, in Mr. Quelch view. It was plain and wholesome, and enough for one. 
Enough for one, however, was not enough for Bunter. After a day of such a thin diet he had a feeling that he was fading away.  He felt that he had almost forgotten the taste of jam and the flavour of cake. And all those beasts were keeping clear of him, when they jolly well knew how frightfully hungry he must be. 
As the darkness deepened Bunter blinked more and more hopelessly from the high window into the thickening shadows, and groaned in anguish of spirit. Better than this would have been a head’s flogging—or even the sack from Greyfriars. Anything was better than a shortage of foodstuffs. Bunter was beginning to understand now how shipwrecked mariners felt in an open boat at sea. 
There was a candle in the room, but Bunter had not troubled to light it. With his head pushed through the opening of the window-bars, he blinked and blinked into the darkness. 
Suddenly there was a whistle below. 
Bunter started—so suddenly that the back of his head knocked on the transverse bar of the window, and he gave a howl. 
“Ow ! Wow !” 
The whistle was repeated. 
“Is that you, Smithy?” shouted Bunter. 
“Shut up, you silly ass !“ came back a call from below. 
“Oh- really, Wharton—” 
“Quiet!” 
Bunter realised that silence was golden. Smithy had told him that a whistle was to be the signal that tuck was below, ready to be drawn up. The Remove fellows had not forgotten him, after all. If there was tuck below, waiting to be drawn up, Bunter did not want a master or a prefect to be attracted to the spot. Without a word more, therefore, be prepared to let down a string. 
He had the string all ready, made up of strips of a handkerchief, odd bits of string he had found in his pockets, and other odds and ends. The end was weighted with a penknife, to keep it from blowing out of reach in the wind. Bunter reached out as far as he could, and lowered the string. Lower and lower went the penknife, and suddenly Bunter felt a jerk on the string. Harry Wharton had caught the weighted end. 
Wharton tied on the cord, and jerked the string again as a signal to Bunter to pull. But as this had not been prearranged the Owl of the Remove did not catch on. Bunter’s fat intellect worked slowly, when it worked at all. 
“I say, Wharton—” 
“Shut up, you ass !” hooted Wharton, “Pull!” 
“Oh! All right!” 
Bunter drew up the string. In a couple of minutes his fat band grasped the end of the cord attached to it. 
“Good!” he murmured. 
He pulled on the cord. A heavy weight was attached to it, and Bunter heard the bundle brushing against the old ivy on the wall below. The bundle reached the window at last and jammed against the bars. 
Bunter’s fat hands clutched at it. 
His little round eyes were gleaming behind his spectacles now. There was tuck in the parcel—plenty of it, to judge by the weight and the size. From the depths of woe William George Bunter was transported to the seventh heaven. 
Tue bundle was too large to pass between the bars.  Bunter proceeded to unfasten it on the window-sill outside. He drew its contents in, and landed them safely. One article, however, slipped from his fat fingers and rolled off the sill. It was a cake. 
“Oh dear!” gasped Bunter. 
“Whooop !” 
There was a sudden howl below. Wharton, standing below and looking up at the window, had caught the cake—on his chin. He staggered back and sat down. 
Bunter pushed his head out anxiously “I say, Wharton——” 
“Ow !” 
“I say I’ve dropped a cake! I’ll let the cord down again, and— 
“Shut up!” 
“Oh, really, Wharton—” 
There was a sound of receeding footsteps. The captain of the Remove was departing. 
“I say, Wharton !” shouted Bunter. 
No answer. 
“Wharton !” yelled Bunter. The beast was actually going without stopping to send up the cake again. Bunter quite forgot caution in his excitement and alarm, and he fairly bawled. 
“Wharton!  I say, Wharton!” 
A voice floated up from below—not the voice of Harry Wharton. 
“Caught you, have I?” 
It was the voico of Gerald Loder of the Sixth. 
“Oh, my hat !” murmured Bunter, and he closed the window hastily. Evidently the captain of the Remove had been spotted. 
“Silly ass!” murmured Bunter. “I jolly well sha’n’t get that cake now! Fathead !”
With that Bunter dismissed Wharton from his mind and proceeded to light his candle and examine his prize. 
Meanwhile, the captain of the Remove was led away, with Loder’s hand on his shoulder, not in a happy mood. Loder, with a grinning face, led him into the House and direct to Mr. Quelch’s study. Loder tapped at the door of that dreaded apartment and marched his capture in. 
Mr. Quelch looked up inquiringly. “Another junior communicating with Bunter, sir” said Loder. “I should not have caught him only I heard Bunter shouting to him.” 
The Remove master frowned. 
“Wharton! You have left the House after lock-up for the purpose of communicating with Bunter in the punishment-room.” 
Wharton did not reply. The case was clear enough. He was only too glad that Loder had not spotted the tuck 
going up to Bunter’s window. The matter was serious enough without that. 
“Only this morning I gave you detention for the same offence, Wharton !” 
Mr. Quelch selected a cane. 
“Thank you, Loder!” he said. “I am much obliged to you.” 
“Not at all, sir.” said Loder, with a smirk; and he left the study. 
Mr. Quelch rose, cane in hand. 
“On this occasion, Wharton I have no alternative but to make your punishment severe.  Bend over that chair !”
It was “six “—and the six were well laid on. Harry Wharton was quite pale when he resumed the perpendicular. 
Mr. Quelch pointed to the door with the cane. 
“You may go, Wharton ! As head boy of the Remove, you should know better. Kindly inform the rest of the form that any boy attempting further communication with Bunter, or approaching the spot which I have placed, out of bounds, will he reported to the Headmaster for a flogging.” 
“Yes, sir!” gasped Wharton. 
The captain of the Remove was twisting painfully, as he made his way back to the Remove passage. A dozen fellows were waiting for him there. 
“Spotted ?” asked the Bounder. 
“Ow! Yes !”
“And the tuck?” asked Peter Todd. 
“Blow the tuck, and blow Bunter !“ groaned Wharton. “Bunter got the tuck all right—ow! He dropped a cake on my head—” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“YOu silly asses! There’s nothing to cackle at. He yelled to mc, and Loder heard him—ow! I’ve had six. And Quelchy says that any fellow going near the fat bounder again will be reported to the Head for a flogging “ 
The Bounder whistled. 
“That does it!” he remarked. “A Head’s flogging isn’t good enough!  I’m keeping clear after this.” 
“Yes, rather.” 
“The clearfulness will be terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Wharton went into Study No. 1 to finish his interrupted prep. He did it standing. It was quite a long time before the captain of the Remove felt disposed to sit down. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
Sat Upon! 
“Good! Oh, good!” 
Billy Bunter’s fat face was beaming. 
Forgotten now was the thin diet of the day, the solitude of the punishment room, the dismal prospect in store. The light of the candle glimmered upon an assortment of tuck, which made Bunter’s mouth water simply to look at it. What was happening to Wharton he did not know, and he had no time to think about that. That handsome spread on his table was sufficient for Bunter to think about. 
One cake had been lost beyond recovery— but there were two other cakes.  There was a bag of jam tarts. There was a bag of biscuits. There was a bag of meringues.  There were apples and oranges and bananas. There was half a cold chicken, and there were baked potatoes.  There were other good things; and it was no wonder that William George Bunter beamed over them--no wonder that he had no time to think about Wharton. 
“Oh, good !” he gasped. 
Bunter lost no time. 
He was famished, for one thing; and there was danger of interruption, for another. 
The cold chicken and the potatoes vanished first, and Bunter felt better. 
‘Then the cakes followed, one after another. 
Possibly the Removites, in making up that bundle of tuck, had supposed that such a supply would last Bunter for days, eking out the thin diet to which he was allowanced. If they supposed so, however, they did not know their Bunter. 
The fat junior’s jaws worked as if by machinery. In these blissful moments, he was having the time of his life. 
The meringues went down rapidly, and then even Bunter slacked down a little, though he was not finished yet. 
Other good things followed, more slowly, but methodically, disappearing one by one. 
“Oh, good!” murmured Bunter again. 
Then he gave a sudden start. 
The sound of a key turning in a heavy lock came to his cars. The door in the long corridor was being unlocked; which portended a visit to the punishment-room. The other rooms along the corridor had long been disused, and were never visited. 
From the corridor door, to the door of the punishment room itself, was only a few yards—Bunter had scarcely a minute in which to act. 
He acted promptly. 
Bunter was neither swift nor active as a rule, but the present occasion was exceptionally important. If the visitor—doubtless Mr. Quelch himself —discovered that tuck had been smuggled into the room what remained of it would be taken away, and precautions would be taken to prevent a. repetition of the smuggling. 
So the case was urgent. 
Bunter had turned the jam tarts out of the paper bag, and they lay in enticing array on the table. There was no time to repack them in the bag. There was no time to hide them under the bed. Bunter swept them off the table to the seat of the single chair the room contained, and pushed the chair under the table as far as it would go. The stack of jam tarts was hidden from sight now—unless the chair was pulled out. 
That occupied only a Few moments. Then Bunter pitched a bag of biscuits into a corner, and jammed a tin of toffee into his pocket. Some remnants of the feed remained, and he swept them off the table to the floor; it was all he could do, for the bars were being removed now from the door. 
Never had the Owl of the Remove acted so swiftly. 
The door opened. 
Bunter stood up, facing the door with a beating heart and a crimson, guilty countenance. 
It was Mr. Quelch who entered. 
The Remove master stepped in, and stood aside for Trotter, the page, to follow him. 
Trotter bore a tray, upon which were bread-and-cheese, and a glass of milk. This was Bunter’s frugal supper. 
Trotter gave the fat junior a commiserating look. Then all of a sudden his eyes gleamed. Bunter, from the direction of his glance, saw that Trotter had spotted the bag of biscuits lying in the corner of the little room. 
The fat junior trembled. 
But Trotter did not speak. He was a good-natnred youth, and though he had no special cause to like Bunter, he could feel for a fellow who was down on his luck. 
Trotter grinned. 
“Your supper. Master Bunter,” he said, and he closed one eye at the Owl of the Remove. It was a “tip” to Bunter to get that bag of biscuits out of sight if he could. 
“Thank you!“ stuttered Bunter. 
“You may go, Trotter,” said Mr. Quelch. “You may take away the tray tomorrow morning when you bring in Master Bunter’s breakfast.” 
“Yes, sir !” 
Trotter departed. 
“Now, Bunter, you may sit down to your supper,” said Mr. Quelch.  “I shall remain, as I have to speak to you.”
“Oh, yes, sir !” stammered the fat junior. 
For once, Billy Bunter was not very keen on supper. Bread-and-cheese was a wholesome diet; but, it was not tempting after the excellent things Bunter had already consumed. 
But it was necessary to avoid arousing Mr. Quelch’s suspicions. And Bunter, though he was not keen on supper, was equal to it. He started on the bread-and-cheese, standing at the table, blinking uneasily at the grim, rigid figure o the Remove master. 
“You may sit down to your supper, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, not unkindly. 
Bunter palpitated, 
There was only one chair in the room, and that was shoved under the table, to keep its cargo of jam-tarts out of sight. 
Bunter could not pull it out, to sit on it, without revealing a dozen rich and juicy jam-tarts to the astonished gaze of the Form-master. 
“Oh!” he gasped. “Thank you, sir. If—if you don’t mind, sir, I --I’d rather stand. I—I’ve been sitting down a lot to-day, sir.” 
“As you please, Bunter !” 
“Thank you, sir “ gasped Bunter, much relieved. 
Mr. Quelch eyed him keenly. There was something indescribably guilty and surreptitious about Bunter’s look. But the Remove master concluded that it was due to the fact that Bunter had been slacking, and had no finished task to show. 
“I trust,” said Mr. Quelch, in a deep voice. “I trust, Bunter, that you have not wasted your time to-day.” 
“Oh, no, sir !” said Bunter. “I—I wouldn’t think of such a thing, sir !”
“Have you finished your task?” 
“Not—not quite, sir!” 
“To what extent have you progressed with it, Bunter?” 
“I—I’ve thought it out, sir,” stammered Bunter. 
“What have you written down ?” 
“N-n-nothing, sir 1” 
Mr. Qucich raised his e’ebrows. 
“You have written nothing, Bunter?” 
“Nothing, sir !” 
“Upon my word I” exclaimed the Remove master. “You seem to be absolutely incorrigible, Bunter,” 
“You—you see, sir, I—I’ve been thinking over it,” said Bunter. “I—I have given it a lot of—of reflection, sir.  I—I’m rather keen on deponent verbs, really, sir.” 
“I presume that you do not expect me to believe that statement, Bunter.” 
“Oh, sir!  I—I hope you can take my word.” 
Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. 
“The Head’s advice is apparently quite lost upon you, Bunter. You have wasted a whole day in idleness. I have some little time to spare now, however, and I will take you through your exercise.” 
“Oh, dear !” groaned Bunter. 
“Finish your supper, and then we will begin,” said Mr. Quelch grimly. 
He stepped to the table and put his hand on the back of the chair to pull it out, evidently with the intention of sitting on it. 
Bunter watched him in terror. 
“Oh, sir ! I—I say—————” he stuttered. “I—I wouldn’t sit on that —that chair, sir! It’s—it’s rather rickety, sir. I—I find it more comfortable sitting on the bed, sir.” 
“Nonsense!”
“I—I assure you, sir—’” gasped the terrified Owl. 
Unheeding him, Mr. Quelch pulled the chair out and sat down. It did not occur to him to look at the seat of the chair before sitting down-—he was looking at Bunter. 
Squash! 
As the Form master’s weight landed on the stack of jam-tarts, there was a horrid squashing sound. 
Bunter gasped. 
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Mr. Quelch’s face was a study for a moment! For that moment he sat quite still—on the tarts ! Then he jumped up! 
The seat of the chair was a squashy mass of jam and pastry. Squashed tarts clung to the Form-master’s gown ant whisked round him as he whisked round from the chair. 
“Goodness gracious!” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
He stood petrified, staring blankly at the squashy mass on the chair. And Bunter, in terrified silence, waited for the earthquake. 

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
The Last Straw! 
“BUNTER !” 
“Ow !” groaned Bunter. 
The game was up now that was clear. 
Mr. Quelch gathered up his gown and blinked at the sticky fragments of tarts that adhered to it. Then he stared at the squashy seat of the chair again.  Then he fixed his eye on Billy Bunter and spoke in a voice that resembled the rumble of thunder. 
“Bunter! What does this mean?” 
“Oh dear!” 
“Whence came this pastry ?” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
“Ow!” 
“Food—unhealthy and unwholesome pastry—has been smuggled into this room !”hooted Mr. Quekh. “Bunter, I demand to know at once whence you obtained this supply of unwholesome food.” 
“I—I don’t know, sir,” Bunter. 
“You do not know !” exclaimed the Remove master. 
“Nunno, sir! I—I’ve never seen the —the tarts before, sir! I—I don’t know anything about it, sir !” 
“This food has been smuggled to you, Bunter.” 
“Has—has it, sir?” 
“No doubt it was Wharton—I understand now upon what he was engaged when Loder found him below your window. I should have punished him more severely had I been aware of this. Bunter, you have been surreptitiously supplied with food by Wharton.” 
“I—I’m not responsible for what Wharton does, sir !” groaned the hapless Owl of the Remove. 
“You must have drawn the food up to the window. Bunter, by means of a string or cord.” 
“Oh, no, sir! I—I wouldn’t.” 
“It is useless to prevaricate, Bunter, now that your wrongdoing is discovered,” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
“Is—is it, sir? Oh dear !”
Mr. Quelch gave the hapless Owl a giare, and proceeded to search the room, Bunter blinking at him in dismay. The bag of biscuits soon came to light, and some oranges and apples. Mr. Qüeleh piled them on the table. 
“Is that all, Bunter? ” 
“Yes, sir !” groaned Bunter. 
Mr. Quelch rooted under the bed, and found a coiled cord there. He added it to the pile on the table. 
“Is there anything of a comestible nature in your pockets. Bunter” 
“Certainly not, sir !” 
“Turn out your pockets!” 
“Mum-mum-my pockets, sir?” 
“At once!” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
Bunter palpitated and turned out his pockets. The tin of toffee came to light and a bag of sweets. 
“That, I presume, is all,” said Mr. Quelch. “Bunter, this is an extremely serious matter.” 
“Ow!” 
“This food will, of course, be taken away. Precautions will be taken against a repetition of the offence. You will not be allowed to defy all the laws of the school in this manner, Bunter.” 
Bunter only groaned, It was only too clear now that no more tuck would be smuggled into the punishment-room. 
“Every precaution will be taken ” repeated Mr. Quelch. “I shall leave you now, Bunter, but I shall return again shortly. Measures will be taken to prevent you from calling or making signs from your window to rebellious and disobedient members of the Forn.” 
Mr. Quelch gathered up the tuck— what remained of it—and left the punishment-room, and the door closed. Bunter sat down on the bed and groaned. His only comfort was that he had consumed the greater part of the supply before Mr. Quelch had arrived. 
He waited dismally. 
In about half an hour Mr. Quelch returned, and he came back accompanied by Gosling, the porter. 
Gosling gave Bunter a crusty grin; but Mr. Quelch deigned to take no notice of him whatever. 
“Kindly secure the window as I have directed you, Gosling,” said the Remove master. 
“‘Yessir !” 
Bunter watched Gosling with lacklustre eye.  Mr. Quelch watched him with implacable grimness. Obviously the Remove imiaster did not intend to give Bunter any further chance of opening communications by means of the window. 
There were three transverse iron bars set in the little deep window-frame. Between them there was space enough for a fellow to put his head out, as Bunter had done many times. 
Gosling proceeded to change all that. 
He had brought a supply of strong wire with him, and, this he crossed and recrossed over the bars in a close network. The wire was secured to the window-frame by staples driven deep into the wood. The knocking of Gosling’s hammer echoed through the room, and along the deserted corridor. 
Bunter watched with deepening dismay. 
By the time Gosling had finished a strong and immovable wire network closed over the bars a good deal like a big spider’s web. 
No space was left now for a head to be put out; no room even for a hand to pass through to push the window open. The window was shut, and destined to remain so. There were a chimney and a ventilator in the room, so Bunter did not need air from the window, He was not thinking of that; he was thinking of the effectual cutting off of all communication with the Remove fellows. No one below could have heard a shout from the interior of the punishment-room with the window closed. And the door, of course, could not be approached, as it was cut off by the second door half-way along the corridor. Bunter was as safe now in the punishment-room as Robinson Crusoe on his island. 
“That will do, Gosling.” 
Gosling left the punishment-room. 
“Bunter—” 
“Oh dear !” 
“I trust, Bunter, that you will have the grace to regret the excessive trouble to which you have put me.” 
Bunter blinked at his Form master. He was not feeling very repentant on that score, as a matter of fact. 
“I shall now leave you.” said Mr. Quelch. “You may go to bed now, Bunter, as I intend to take your candle away.” 
Groan! 
“Kindly waste no more of my time, Bunter. 
“Oh dear!” 
Ten minutes later the barred door shut in the Owl of the Remove. Mr. Quelch’s footsteps died away in the distance. 
For some minutes there was deep silence in the punishment-room. Then a sonorous sound echoed and re-echoed through the lonely apartment. It was the vigorous snore of William George Bunter. The Owl of the Remove had forgotten his troubles in sleep. 

ThE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Waxy! 
“MIND your eye to-day, you fellows.” 
Vernon-Smith made that remark early the following morning. He made it after catching a glimpse of Mr. Quelch, his respected Form master. 
But the Remove fellows did not need the warning. One glance at Mr. Quelch was sufficient to make them aware that they had better be upon their very best behaviour that day. 
At breakfast, Mr. Quelch wore a formidable frown. 
His Form were very quiet and circumspect.  Temple, Dabney & Co. grinned across at them from the Fourth Form table: Hobson and his friends in the Shell also seemed to be rather entertained.  Mr. Quelch in a “tantrum” had his entertaining side—to fellows who did not belong to his Form. In such a mood the Remove found him far from entertaining. 
Bunter, of course, was the root of the trouble. 
Mr. Quelch had been greatly troubled and worried by the fat slacker of his Form, and drastic measures had been taken. Mr. Quelch considered that that was quite enough, without the other members of his Form joining up to disregard his authority, and display sympathy for a young rascal who deserved more than he had received. 
He was displeased with his Form, and he let them see it; They were left in no doubt at all upon that point. 
The general anticipation of the Remove was that they would have a rough time in the Form-room that morning. They were not looking forward to classes with anything like eagerness. For once, it was a relief to know that there were “maths “ that day, mathematics being done with Mr. Lascelles. It was a still greater relief to know that French fell due in the afternoon. Monsieur Charpentier was more than welcome as a change from Mr. Quelch in his present frame of mind. 
“All the same, we shall get mustard,” Bob Cherry remarked after breakfast. ‘I’m going to be awfully good.” 
“Same here,” said Harry Wharton with a laugh. “I’m glad I put my beef into prep last night.” 
“There’ll be trouble, all the same,” said Nugent. “I say, Mauly, how much prep did you get through?” 
Lord Mauleverer sighed. 
“None,” he answered. “I went to sleep, and forgot.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Then you had better hope that you don’t catch Quelchy’s eye this morning.” chuckled Bob. 
“What a life!” sighed his lordship. “Blessed if I wouldn’t rather be in the punishment-room than in the Form room this mornin’,” remarked the Bounder. 
“Poor old Bunter !” said Mauleverer.
 “Mauleverer!” Mr. Quelch’s voice struck in, as he passed the group of Removites in the corridor. 
“Oh! Yaas, sir!” gasped Mauly, spinning round. 
“What did you say, Mauleverer?” 
“I—I said ‘Poor old Bunter,’ sir!” stammered his lordship. He did not like the look in Mr. Quelch’s glinting eye. 
“Does that remark infer, Mauleverer, that you regard Bunter as having been unjustly punished?” demanded Mr. Quelch. 
“Oh, sir! No, sir! Oh, no, sir!” stuttered Mauleverer 
“I am glad that you do not mean to infer that, Mauleverer. I should feel compelled to punish you very severely for such an expression of opinion, and such an impertinent criticism of your Form master and headmaster!” boomed Mr. Quelch. 
“Oh, sir !” gasped Mauly. 
Mr. Quelch rustled on, with a knitted brow. The juniors gazed at one another. 
“Some tantrum !“ murmured the Bounder. “Mind your eye to-day, my sons—mind your eye!” 
There was no doubt that it behoved the Lower Fourth to “ mind their eye.’ On that point there was not the shadow of a doubt, 
Their worst forebodings wore realised when they gathered in the Form-room. 
Every fellow who had been a little careless with his “con “ trembled at the prospect of meeting the Form master’s eye. 
Lord Mauleverer was called on to construe first of all. His “con “ would have made the Remove chuckle at any other time. But they were not in a humour for chuckling now. 
Mr. Quelch scarified the unfortunate Mauleverer with his tongue, and then introduced the cane into the matter. His lazy lordship had reason to regret that he had gone to sleep and forgotten prep. 
Lord Mauleverer was the first victim. Bob Cherry came next, for shuffling his feet. On any other occasion a sharp word would have been deemed sufficient. On the present occasion Bob was rewarded with three hundred lines. Bob did not shuffle his feet any more. 
First and second lesson passed off in an atmosphere of thunder. It was an immense relief of the Remove to get out of the Form-room for morning break. 
But they looked forward to third lesson with dismay. The afternoon, fortunately, was to be given to maths and French. But there was still third lesson with Mr. Quelch, and nobody was likely to enjoy it. 
Not a fellow in the Remove walked round the School House to yell up to Bunter’s window. The thing was getting past a joke now; Mr. Quelch, only too clearly, was not to be trifled with. The vicinity of Bunter’s window, already placed out of bounds for the Remove, was avoided as if it were a plague spot. 
“We’re going to have a jolly time in third lesson!” groaned Bob Cherry. “It’s really all that fat duffer Bunter’s fault. Bother Bunter!” 
“Quelchy goes to see him in break,” said Skinner. “Let’s hope he will take it out of Bunter, and give us a rest,” 
It seemed probable enough that Mr. Quelch would “take it out” of Bunter, though doubtful whether the result would be a rest for the Remove. He had been seen going along the corridor that led to the punishment-room with a skin under his arm. 
The bell rang at last, and the Removites reluctantly repaired to their Form-room. 
Mr. Quelch was not yet there, and greatly to the surprise of the juniors, he had not arrived when the bell ceased to ring. As a rule, Mr. Quelch was punctuality itself. 
“Late,” said Bob Cherry, with a glance at the Form-room clock. “Giving Bunter beans, I suppose, and forgetting little us.” 
“The forgetfulness is the esteemed boon and blessing,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Yes, rather!” 
The minutes ticked away. 
Mr. Quelch did not appear. 
It was undoubtedly a relief to the Remove.  Minute after minute ticked away, and there was no lesson. They had looked forward to a third lesson with deep misgivings, and now that it had come they were left to loaf about the Form-room in idleness, neglected or forgotten by their Form master. 
It was amazing, and the Remove wondered what was up!  They were not likely to guess. What was “up” was so extraordinary, so unheard-of, that no fellow in the Remove was likely even to guess hat had happened. 

THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
Turning the Tables! 
“BEAST!”
Billy Bunter murmured that expressive word as he heard a 
key turn in the corridor door. 
He had breakfasted—a thin and meagre breakfast. From breakfast to the hour of morning break Bunter had work to occupy him. He knew that Mr. Quelch would visit him in break to see how he had progressed. But he had not done any work. His exercises still lay untouched on the table. He was hungry. Having eaten only enough for one, he was naturally famished. Work was out of the question. 
Instead of wasting his time on exertion, Bunter was thinking over his deplorable position. 
The Head had told him that he might regain his Form master’s good opinion by industry and application; but if Bunter’s release depended on that it looked as if he would remain a prisoner for the rest of his natural life. Industry and application were not in his line. And there seemed no other way—only that impossible way—of softening the stony heart of Mr. Quelch. 
The first day of imprisonment had been bad enough, relieved as it had been by visitors under the window and smuggled tuck. What was the second day going to be like, now that Bunter could not even approach the window, and it was impossible for tuck to be smuggled in? 
It was awful to contemplate. 
Once upon a time there had been a barring-out at Greyfriars, for a cause that seemed serious enough at the time, but which seemed to Bunter much less serious than the present state of affairs. Bunter’s idea was that the Remove ought to rise as one man and demand his release, and institute a barring-out if the head did not accede. 
That was what the Remove ought to do. But it was fairly clear that the Remove wouldn’t do as they ought. 
They did not see eye to eye with Bunter. They sympathised with a fellow who was up against it, but they knew that Bunter was getting less than he had asked for. 
As for a barring-out, Bunter had suggested that to the heroes of the Remove before his incarceration, and had thereby excited loud laughter. 
A barring-out on Bunter’ account seemed to tickle the Removites hugely, the bare idea of it. Bunter could not see anything to laugh at in the suggestion. But the other fellows evidently could, for they laughed loud and long at it. 
Bunter, reflecting on his position, realised that he had no rescue to expect from the Remove. He had only himself to depend upon, and in the future he saw no hope. Nothing but industry, and applying himself to study, could save him from his punishment. And these resources were too desperate for Bunter even to consider them. 
Bunter was, however, growing desperate. 
Somehow or other he had to escape, if only to bag one stunning feed before he was recaptured and taken back to durance vile. 
As he heard Mr. Quelch’s steps in the corridor without, his little round eyes gleamed behind his spectacles. 
He listened to the Remove master taking down the bars from the door of the punishment-room. His breath came thick and fast. Was it possible—was it barely possible—to dodge out of the room when the Form master opened the door? 
Suppose he charged right at Mr. Quelch and butted him! That would give him a chance. Such a charge, with Bunter’s weight behind it, would be certain to floor the Form-master, and while he was sorting himself out the Owl of the Remove could flee. It was quite feasible, only— 
Bunter had almost resolved upon it when the door was drawn open and Mr. Quelch entered. At the sight of that gentleman Bunter’s fat heart failed him. He realised that he would no more have dared to charge Mr. Quelch and butt him over than he would have ventured to charge a wild tiger in the jungle. 
Instead of charging Mr. Quelch he backed away and blinked at him uneasily through his big spectacles.  He noted, with well-founded uneasiness that Mr. Quelch had a cane under his arm. 
“Bunter! Are your exercises done?” 
“Nunno, sir !“ 
Mr. Quelch advanced to the table. 
“Bless my soul! You have not even touched your work, Bunter !“ ho exclaimed. 
“I—I was just going to begin, sir.” 
“I have been too patient with you, Bunter,” said the Remove master grimly. “I had hoped, Bunter, that solitude and meditation would bring you to some sense of your shortcomings. I have been disappointed, Bunter. I shall now cane you for your idleness.” 
“Oh, sir !”, gasped Bunter. 
Mr. Quelch pointed to the chair with his cane. 
“You will bend over that chair, Bunter !” 
Bunter breathed hard. 
Charging Mr. Quelch over was not to be thought of. But the fat brain of the Owl of the Remove was working at full pressure now. Work and short commons, and imprisonment in the lonely room, and now a caning added thereto! It was more than enough to make Bunter exert his podgy intellect, on its highest gear, so to speak. 
Mr. Quelch, standing by the table, was a little distance from the door, which stood open. Bunter breathlessly wondered whether he had time to scuttle away by the open door before the Form master could grasp him. 
The Remove master, certainly did not dream that such thoughts, were passing in Bunter’s mind. If he had thought of it he would not have supposed that Bunter would have risked further punishment by a futile flight—for, of course, his pursuit and capture would have been immediate. 
But other thoughts, too, were working in Bunter’s brain. Suppose he had time to slam the door on Mr. Quelch! 
The thought made him gasp. Certainly no other Greyfriars fellow, howsoever reckless, would have dreamed of shutting up the Form- master in the punishment-room. And Bunter was probably the least reckless member of the Remove. But it was a case of fools rushing in where angels might have feared to tread. 
His chief thought was that he had had enough of the punishment-room, and more than enough of short commons. 
If he could turn the tables on Mr. Quelch that gentleman would be able to take a turn in the punishment-room himself and see how he liked it. As for the consequences, they could not be helped. Bunter was already about as much up against it as he could be—imprisonment, thin diet, and a caning now due! Matters could not be much worse. 
He blinked at Mr. Quelch, gasping for breath, with that amazing scheme in his mind, his heart beating fast. 
He had proposed a barring-out to the Remove, and had been laughed at. But what price a barring-in? Barring in Mr. Quelch. and leaving him to stew in his own juice, as it were! 
Mr. Quelch gazed at him. He could not understand the expression on Bunter’s excited face. 
He made an angry gesture with the cane. 
“ Bo you hear me, Bunter ?” he rapped out. 
“Oh, yes, sir !” gasped Bunter. 
Was there time for a rush out of the doorway—a hurried slam of the door? Or would the long legs of the Form master cover the space too quickly! Would a grasping hand fall on Bunter shoulder? 
“Bend over that chair at once, Bunter!” commanded Mr. Quelch. And he swished the cane. 
Bunter’s fat brain was still at full pressure. The brightness of his own intellect in that desperate emergency astonished himself. 
Somehow, Mr. Quelch had to be got further away from the door. Once he was on the further side of the table, Bunter considered that he would have time for a sudden rush and a slam. 
Bunter approached the chair, and instead of bending over it as directed, he picked it up and tilted it towards the window. The window was on the side of the room opposite the door. 
Mr. Quelch stared at him, surprised by his proceeding. 
“You need not move the chair, Bunter!  What do you mean? Never mind—now bend over!”
Mr. Quelch followed towards the window. 
He was now where Bunter wanted him, so to speak.  Bunter did not bend over the chair. He backed breathlessly round the table, blinking at Mr. Quelch across that article of furniture. 
“If — if you please, sir !” he stammered. 
“Enough, Bunter! Come here at once!” thundered Mr. Quelch. “How dare you delay and waste my time like this!  Come here at once and bend over this chair!” 
Bunter panted. 
It was now or never! 
Gathering all his resolution, and taking his courage in both hands, as it were, he spun round, and rushed at the doorway. 
In a second he was out of the room. 
Slam! 
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Mr. Quelch, for a moment, stood tranfixed.  Then he rushed round the table and fairly jumped at the door, grasping the handle. The handle turned, and Mr. Quelch shoved hard at the door. 
But as he shoved, there was a sharp metallic clang outside. It was the clang of an iron bar dropping into a stone socket. 
Bunter was just in time—with not a second to spare! Mr. Quelch shoved at the door— shoved heart and harder— but he might a well have shoved at the solid old stone walls of Greyfriars. The door was fast; and the Remove master was a prisoner in the punishment-room. The tables were turned, with a vengeance! 

THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
Barred In !
BILLY BUNTER gasped. 
The first bar had clanged hone just in time, securing the door, which creaked under the furious shove from within. One bar was quite enough to hold the door; but Bunter lost no time in slamming the second bar into the sockets. 
‘Then he leaned on the wall, and panted. 
Knock! Knock! 
Mr. Quelch was knocking furiously on the inner side of the door. His loud and angry voice could be heard through the thick oak. But his voice had no terrors for the Owl of the Remove now. 
“ Bunter ! Bunter ! How dare you Bunter !” 
The fat junior grinned breathlessly. 
Mr. Quelch was barred in—effectually barred in!  Nothing short of a battering-ran would have forced open the door from the inside. Bunter was as safe from the Remove master, as if the length of the equator lia lain between them. 
“Bunter! Have you fastened this door?” roared Mr. Quelch. Through the thick oak his voice sounded quite faint; in the punishment room itself it rolled like thunder. 
“Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
“Unfasten it immediately !” 
Bunter made no answer to that. 
“You will be flogged for this insolence, Bunter !” 
“Indeed, sir !” 
“Yes, indeed !“ roared Mr. Quelch. “I have never heard of such insolence. Bunter, open this door immediately !” 
Bunter cast an anxious blink along the corridor behind him. A dozen yards away was the old oak corridor door, which Mr. Quelch had left wide open, with the key in the lock on the other side. But no one was likely to come along that deserted corridor; it led nowhere but to the punishment-room. He was safe from observation. 
Bunter leaned on the wall, and pumped in breath. His fat heart was thumping, but at the same time he was grinning victoriously. Captor and captive had changed places, and Bunter had the upper hand now. How long he was likely to keep it was another matter which the Owl of the Remove did not worry about at present. 
Knock! Thump! Bang! 
Mr. Quelch, on the inner side of the door, was growing emphatic. 
“Bunter !” he shouted. 
“Go it, sir!” chuckled Bunter. 
“What? What?” 
“Go it!” 
“Bless my soul! Bunter, will you unfasten this door immediately? Have you barred this door, Bunter?” 
“Yes, sir!” 
“Take down the bars at once !” 
Bunter grinned. If Mr. Quelch expected him to take all this trouble for nothing, Mr. Quelch was doomed to disappointment. 
“Do you hear me, Bunter?” 
“I’m not deaf !” 
“What? What?  ” 
“I can hear you all right. Do you want me to let you out, sir?” 
“What? I command you to do so instantly, Bunter !” boomed the enraged Remove master. 
“Of course, sir. I don’t want to keep you barred in.” said Bunter. “I’d really like to let you out, sir. I—I only want you to let bygones be bygones, sir.” 
“What?” roared Mr. Qucich. 
“If I let you out, sir, will you drop the whole thing?” inquired Bunter. “No more extra toot—no more punishment-room—no floggings, or anything? I think that’s not asking much, sir.” 
“Are you in your right senses, Bunter ? ” 
“Yes, sir! Are you?” 
“Upon my word !” 
Thump, thump, thump!  Crash ! Mr. Quelch was probably damaging his hands by thumping so energetically on the door; and the crash showed that he had picked up the chair. 
Crash! Crash! 
There were sounds of the chair falling in fragments. Mr. Quelch had crashed it on the door not wisely, but too well. 
Bunter cast another anxious blink along the corridor. He guessed that the Form master was trying to make him. acif nheard ihimself the school. 
“Well, he’s asked for it,” murmured Bunter. 
And the fat junior rolled away along the corridor, passing the big corridor door that stood open. 
That door he closed. 
The key was in the lock; Mr. Quelch had naturally left it there, to turn when he locked the door after his departure. As it happened, it was Bunter who locked the door—a contingency that Mr. Quelch had certainly never dreamed of foreseeing. 
Bunter took out the big key, and slipped it into his pocket. Then he stood listening. 
If Mr. Quelch was still crashing on the door of the punishment-room, he could not be heard. Two doors, and the length of the corridor, hushed the sounds. 
“Safe as houses !”murmured Bunter. 
And he rolled away. 
Mr. Quelch, in the apartment lately occupied by Billy Bunter, was still crashing. With a leg of the broken chair, the Remove master beat on the barred door almost in a frenzy. 
Crash, crash, crash! 
“Bunter! You young rascal!  Bunter !” 
Crash, crash! 
“Bunter !”
Mr. Quelch desisted at last. He realised that Bunter was gone; he knew that the corridor door, once closed, shut oft all sounds from the school. He rushed across to the dormer window. 
Then he gritted his teeth. 
His idea had been to put his head out of the window, and yell till he succeeded in attracting attention. He had forgotten, for the moment, the precautions he had taken to prevent Bunter from acting in that manner. 
Upon my word !” he gasped.  
He dragged at the wire-netting over the window bars. But Gosling had done his work well. Under Mr. Quelch’s own keen eyes, Gosling had not ventured to do it otherwise than well. 
The network of wire was strong; the staples were driven into the wood deep and fast. Mr. Quelch could not break that network of wire any more than Billy Bunter could have broken it; he could not reach the window to open it, any more than Billy Bunter could have done so; he could not get at the glass to break it; he could not hope to make his voice heard to anyone below. any more than Bunter could have made his voice heard.  Like the foolish fowler in the ballad, he had been caught in his own net. And he remembered, too, that the vicinity below the dormer window was out of bounds for the juniors, with the menace of a head’s flogging hanging over any fellow who ventured there! 
Really, it was overwhelming 
Mr. Quelch was a thoroughgoing gentleman, and never did anything by halves. At this moment he rather wished that he had not been quite so thorough. 
But who could have foreseen this? 
Barred in! 
It was almost incredible! But there it was. He was barred in, and he could not even guess when he would be released. By this time the Remove would be expecting him in the Form-room for third lesson! 
Barred in! 
Mr. Quelch’s eyes gleamed, and he seized the leg of the chair and made another infuriated attack on the door, his crashing blows echoed and re-echoed in the punishment-room, from one old stone wall to another. Possibly that crashing attack on the door relieved Mr. Quelch’s feelings a little. But it had no other outcome. A flnal crash, more forcible than the earlier ones, caused the chair-leg to break into halves—and one half flew through the air, narrowly missing tho Form master’s head. 
Mr. Quelch desisted at last. 
Quite fatigued with his efforts, the imprisoned Form master sat on the edge of Bunter’s bed—there was no longer a chair to sit upon. He rested after his exertions, breathing hard and deep, with a glitter in his eyes that might have scared Bunter, could he have seen it. The wrath of Mr. Quelch—bottled up for the present by force of circumstances—was terrific, But, terrific as it was it had to remain bottled up as he was barred in, and the date of his release depended upon the late prisoner of the punishment room —W. G. Bunter. 
TIlE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Mysterious! 
“I SAY, you fellows!” 
“What ?” 
“Bunter !” 
“Great pip !” 
Third lesson in the Remove -room—or, rather, the time allotted to third lesson—was drawing to its close, when there was a step at the Form-room door. The Removites, loafing idly about the room and chatting, made a rush to take their places, under the impression that their belated Form master was arriving at last. 
But it was not Mr. Quelch who entered. Mr. Quelch was far enough away, and extremely unlikely—in the circumstances—to look in at the Remove-room. From the whole Form came a shout of astonishment as they beheld the new arrival.  It was the ample figure of William George Bunter that rolled in. 
He grinned cheerily at the astounded juniors. 
“I say, you fellows—”. 
“Hallo, hello, hallo! Where did you spring from?” shouted Bob Cherry. 
“Quelchy let you out?” exclaimed Wharton. 
“Exactly!” said Bunter, with a nod. 
“You’re let off?” exclaimed the Bounder. 
“Looks like it, doesn’t it?” said the Owl of the Remove. “I’m here, ain’t I, Smithy?” 
“Well, this beats me,” said Vernon-Smith, in great astonishment. “Quelchy has been in a terrific wax all the morning.  I thought he was more likely to skin you than let you off.  Press” 
Bunter grinned, 
He had no intention of explaining to the Removites how and where he had left his Form naster. It was not often that Bunter realised that silence was golden, but in these peculiar circumstances, he realised it.  The story would not have taken long to spread over the whole school, and Mr. Quelch’s release would not have been long delayed. And that would not have suited Billy Bunter at all. 
Bunter had thought the matter out, and his idea was that, after an experience of the punishment-room and shortage of diet, Mr. Quelch would be willing to come to terms. Bunter only wanted him to let bygones be bygones. That surely was not much for any fellow to ask! At least, that was how the matter presented itself to Bunter’s fat intellect. 
If Mr. Quelch chose to be reasonable, Bunter would let him out, and all would be—so to speak—calm and bright. If he did not choose to be reasonable, he could stay in the punishment-room till 
reason came to his aid. He had expected Bunter in the punishment-room, to meditate upon his short-comings and amend them. Why should not the same apply to himself? What was sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander. 
Probably no other fellow would have looked at the matter as Bunter did. Bunter’s powerful brain moved in mysterious ways its wonders to perform. 
For the present, all was serene. Here he was, back in the Remove, and with dinner in prospect. Dinner, indeed, occupied Bunter’s thoughts much more than Mr. Quelch’s peculiar situation. It was, of course, a matter of much greater importance. 
Bunter rolled to his desk and sat down. The Remove fellows eyed hin, still astonished. They simply could not understand how it was that he came to be at liberty. Mr. Quelch, that morning, had seemed in anything but a forgiving mood. Yet here was Bunter! 
The fat junior grinned at his Form fellows, enjoying the sensation caused by his unexpected appearance in the Form-room. 
“I say, you fellows, you seem surprised !” he remarked. 
“The surprisefulness is terrific, my esteemed Bunter.” 
“Surprised isn’t the word !” said Bob Cherry. “I simply can’t catch on to it. You were given punishment-room for a week, and now here you are let out on the second day—and Quelchy was as ratty as anything this morning !” 
“One of his jolliest old tantrums,” said Peter Todd. “How have you worked round him, Bunter?” 
Billy Bunter chuckled. 
He was tempted to relate the master-stroke of strategy by which he had turned the tables on the Remove master. But again considerations of prudence held him back. 
“Oh, I’ve had a talk with Quelchy!” he said airily. “The fact is, I told him plainly I wasn’t standing it.” 
“Gammon !” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“Blessed if I can understand it !” said Harry Wharton, in wonder. “Still, I’m glad to see you out again, Bunter. I hope you’ll have sense enough not to get Quelchy’s rag out again.” 
“Who cares for Quelchy!” said Bunter truculently. “I can tell you, I jolly well told him I wouldn’t stand it.  I put it to him plain. And he let me out—hem! —in fact, he was quite apologetic.” 
“Rats!” 
“Believe me, he was.” said Bunter. “These Form masters frighten you fellows—but I know how to handle them !” 
“Oh, my hat!” 
“Wait till Quelchy comes in !” chuckled Skinner. “By the way, where is Quelchy? What has he cut third lesson for?”, 
Bunter felt a qualm. It occurred to him that Mr. Quelch’s absence would excite remark, and lead to inquiry. He had not thought about that aspect of the matter before; a fellow couldn’t think of everything at once—at least, Bunter couldn’t. But Skinner’s question showed him that the Form master’s absence would have to be accounted for somehow. 
“Where is he, Bunter?” asked Wharton. 
Bunter breathed hard. 
“Gone to catch his train, I think.” 
“Gone to catch a train—and leaving us to wait for him in the Form-room!” yelled the Bounder. 
 “Yes. I understand that his grandmother’s ill.” 
“His—his grandmother?” 
“Yes, He’s quite fond of his grandmother, you know.” 
“My only hat! Did he tell you that?” asked Skinner. 
“Yes, we had rather a chat,” said Bunter. “He’s had a letter—I mean, a telegram, from his—his grandmother, telling him that she’s ill and wants him at once—see?” 
The juniors stared at Bunter. 
“Quelchy’s no chicken,” remarked Nugent. “His grandmother must be jolly old—if he’s got one at all.” 
“She is,” agreed Bunter at once. “That’s why Oucichy is so anxious about her. She’s an oxogenarian.” 
“A—a—a what?” 
“Oxogenarian.” said Bunter airily. “Frightfully old, you know.” 
“Do you mean an octogenarian?” ejaculated Wharton. 
“I daresay that’s it,” said Bunter. “I—I didn’t quite catch the word, in fact. Quelchy was rather in a hurry.” 
“To catch a train?” 
“Exactly.” 
“I don’t know why Bunter is telling these whoppers.” remarked Peter Todd. “But they‘re whoppers, right enough. I wonder where on earth Quelchy is all this time.” 
“Ton’t I keep on tellng you” demanded Bunter warmly. “He rushed off in a hurry to catch his grandmother --I mean, to catch his train because his grandmother’s ill. She’s got apopocitis,  
or something. 
“Apopo—which?” yelled Bob Cherry. 
“I mean apoplexy—that is, appendicitis. Quelchy told me all about it. He was awfully cut up—told me about it with tears in his eyes.” added Bunter1 by way of convincing detail 
“I wonder where he is?” said the captain of the Remove. 
Bunter’s convincing details did not seem to carry conviction. 
‘By the way, he gave me a message for the Form,” said Bunter. “The class is dismissed. You fellows can cut.” 
“I don’t think!” grinned Squiff. “We want something a pit more official before we cut, I think.” 
“Yes, rather.” 
“Well, please yourselves,” said Bunter. “That’s how it is. Any of you follows got any toffee about you? I‘m fearfully hungry !” 
Bow-wow !” 
“Do you know whether there are any letters for mc, Wharton? i’m expecting a postal-order.” 
“Oh, rats !”
The Remove fellows discussed Mr. Quelch’s unaccountable absence, in great wonder. They did not venture to leave the Form-room until the usual hour for dismissal came. But as Mr. Qneleh had not put in an appearance by that time, they went. 
Bunter rolled out with them, in a cheery mood. 
Whatsoever the fellows thought of Mr. Quelch’s failure to appear, certainly they did not guess that Bunter had barred him in the punishment-room. Bunter’s idea of a barring-out had appeared to them in the light of a jest: but certainly his barring-in would have seemed no joke, had they known of it. 
At dinner: Mr. Quelch did not appear. Billy Bunter appeared there, most unexpectedly; and all eyes in the dining-room turned on him. Bunter did not heed. He was devoting his very best attention to dinner—making up for lost time. 
There was no dinner for the prisoner of the punishment-room; but really that was a matter of very little consequence, as the prisoner was no longer William George Bunter. 

                                         — 
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

Called to Account! 
HARRY WHARTON & Co.  turned up for “ maths “ with 
Mr. Lascelles that afternoon, Billy Bunter along with them. 
Mr. Lascelles gave Bunter a glance. He was aware of Bunter’s sentence, and was surprised to see him in the maths “set.” He naturally concluded, however, that the fat junior had been released, as he was there, and he asked no question. 
Bunter did not enjoy mathematics. But even maths were an improvement on incarceration.  He seemed quite cheery. 
Alter maths, the Remove fellows had to turn up in Monsieur Charpentier’s class-room for French. After the French class, they were at an end of classes for the day. Then Bob Cherry had time to write the three hundred lines he had earned early that morning for shuffling his feet while Mr. Quelch was in a “tantrum,” 
With some little assistance from his comrades, Bob finished his impot, and carried it to Mr. Quelch’s study to be shown up. There was no answer to his tap at the study door, and he entered and placed his lines on the table. Mr. Quelch was not there, and Bob wondered again where he was.  Apparently he had, as Bunter had stated, left Greyfriars for some reason of his own. There seemed no other way of accounting for his absence. 
“Quelchy’s not in,” Bob told his chums, when he came back from the Form masters study. “He seems to be gone. Jolly queer buzzing off like that without a word.” 
“The queerfllness is terrific!” assented Hurree Singh. 
“I say you fellows.” Bunter rolled up to the Famous Five. “I say, what about tea ?”
“Oh, run away and play !” said Bob. 
Now that Bunter was at liberty again, and apparently at the end of his troubles, sympathy for him in the Remove had “ petered out. “ quite suddenly and completely. It was not a case of absence making the heart grow fonder.  Bunter’s fascinating company did not seem to endear him to his Form-fellows, somehow. 
“Oh, really, Cherry! After what I’ve gone through I think my friends ought to rally round me.” said Bunter. “ I think there ought to be a celebration -- sort of house-warming, you know. I was thinking of standing a study spread myself --”
“Go ahead!” 
“Only I’ve been disappointed about a postal-order. I think it’s up to you fellows. I’ve spoken to Toddy about cricket, and be only said ‘Rats!’ Fancy that, you know!” 
Bob Cherry chuckled. 
“1 think we’ll follow Toddy’s example,” he remarked. “Rats!”
“Rats!” grinned Johnny Bull. 
“The ratfulness is terrific, my esteemed Bunter!” 
And the Famous walked away. They were thinking of cricket practice, not of celebrating Bunter’s happy return to the Remove. 
“I say, you fellows, don’t walk away while a fellow’s talking to you, you beasts!” bawled Bunter. “I say—” 
“Bunter!” Loder of the Sixth came up, as Bunter was pursuing the chums of the Remove, and dropped a hand on the Owl’s shoulder. “Bunter! What are you doing here?” 
“Oh really, Loder—” 
“What are you doing out of the punishment-room?” exclaimed Loder “How did you get out, you rascal ? ”
Bunter squirmed out of the prefect’s grasp. 
“It’s all right, Loder—” he gasped. 
“Is it?” said Loder grimly, catching him by the collar. “You’ll jolly well come along to your Form master, you young rascal. I shall take you to Mr. Quelch at once! Why, what are you grinning at ?”
Billy Bunter had grinned involuntarily. 
“Come along !” 
“I—I say, it’s all right. Loder! Quelchy— I mean, Mr. Quelch—let me out, you know——” 
“Then he can say so,” grinned Loder. “Come to his study!” 
“He’s not in his study, you know. He’s left Greyfriars — his father’s dangerously ill !” gasped Bunter. 
“His father !” murmured Wharton. 
“Run over by a traction engine,” said Bunter hurriedly. “Telegram for Mr. QueIch, you know. He rushed right off to catch a train; only stopped to let me out before he went. See?” 
Loder stared at him. 
“Do you expect me to swallow that?” he demanded. “Come along with me at once, you young rascal.” 
Gerald Loder marched the Owl of the Remove away, with a grip on his collar. Evidently his impression was that Bunter had somehow escaped from the punishment-room. 
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another. 
“Quelchy’s not in his study,” said Bob. “I know that! He doesn’t seem to be in the school; nobody’s seen him since morning break. He must have let Bunter out——” 
“He must have,” agreed Wharton. “But it’s odd. Bunter might have dodged out when Quelchy visited him— he’s fatheaded enough.
“But Quelchy would have been after him like a shot ” 
“Yes, blessed if I can make it out! Loder doesn’t think he was let out, anyhow. Here they are again!” 
Loder was coming back from Mr. Quelch’s study, still with his hand on Bunter’s collar. He called to the captain of the Remove. 
“Wharton! Do you know where Mr. Quelch is?” 
“No, Loder!”
“I tell you he’s left Greyfriars !” howled Bunter. “He rushed off to catch a train—” 
“Oh, cheese it!”  snapped Loder. 
“His grandfather’s dangerously ill— run over by a motor-omnibus,” urged Bunter. “Mr. Quelch told me so before he started.” 
“ Dry up!”
“I suppose you can take a fellow’s word, Loder?” 
“I’d better take you to the Head,” said Loder. “Come on !” 
Bunter gave a yelp. 
“I—I don’t want to go to the Head! I—I say— Ow, wow!  Leggo !” 
Heedless of Bunter’s frantic expostulations, Loder marched him away to Dr. Locke’s study.  Obviously, Bunter was in a state of great alarm at the prospect of an interview with the headmaster of Greyfriars. 
“There’s something up!” said Bob. “Bunter’s yarns don’t seem to agree with one another. All Quelch’s ancient relations can’t be ill at once—his father and grandfather and grandmother in a bunch.” 
“Ha, ha! No!” 
“But what on earth does it mean?” 
“Goodness knows !” 
The chums of the Remove were quite perplexed, though they were as far as ever from guessing the facts. Loder of the Sixth arrived at the door of Dr. Locke’s study, and knocked and entered.  The Head glanced up in surprise at the sight of Bunter. 
“This junior seems to have escaped from the punishment-room, sir ” said Loder. “I can’t find Mr. Quelch; so I thought I had better bring him to you, sir.” 
“Quite so, Loder ! Bunter, how dare you leave the room in which you were detained by my order!” 
“I—I--” gasped Bunter. 
“Take him back to the punishment-room at once, Loder! Doubtless Mr. Quelch must have left the door unfastened by inadvertence.” 
“If—if you please, sir—” stuttered Bunter. 
“Silence! Take him away, Loder. ” 
“Very good, sir !”
Bunter was marched off again, this time in the direction of the punishment-room. In the passage he passed the Famous Five, with whom were now gathered a dozen other Remove fellows —the report having spread that the Owl was again in the grasp of authority. Bunter gave them a dismal blink as he passed. 
“I say, you fellows—” he began. 
“Shut up !” snapped Loder. 
He marched Bunter onward, and the juniors followed, into the dusky old corridor that led to the secluded room. At the corridor door Loder had to halt. It was locked, and the key was not to be seen—being at that moment safe in Bunter’s pocket. 
Loder tried the handle of the door, and released it again, perplexed. 
Bunter grinned. 
“Perhaps you’ll believe now that Mr. Quelch let me out?” he sneered. 
“Bunter couldn’t have got through a locked door, Loder,” suggested Peter Todd. 
“Or flown out of the window!” grinned the Bounder. 
Loder, quite perplexed, retraced his way. The juniors, growing more and more interested in the proceedings, followed him back as far as the Head’s study. Loder was mystified; it seemed impossible that the Remove master should have released Bunter without saying a word on the subject—and certainly the Head did not know, and the prefects did not know. Yet undoubtedly Bunter could not have escaped through a locked door. 
Dr. Locke looked up in surprise and annoyance as Loder presented himself again with his captive. 
“Dear me! What is it now, Loder?” 
“The door in the old corridor is locked, sir,” said Loder. “I can’t get to the punishment-room. Bunter says that Mr. Quelch released him—” 
“He could scarcely have done so without acquainting me with the circumstance,” said the Head. “Please find Mr. Quelch and ask him to step here, Loder. Bunter, remain here for the present.” 
Loder left the study, and the Head resumed writing. Billy Bunter remained, in a very uneasy frame of mind, shifting from one fat leg to the other while he waited. It was tea-time, and Bunter wanted his tea; but evidently his headmaster was giving no consideration at all to that important matter. The Owl of the Remove blinked at the Head, wondering dismally how this was going to turn out. 
It was half an hour before Loder returned.  He came back, with a very peculiar expression on his face. 
“Well, Loder, where is Mr. Quelch?” 
“He cannot be found, sir.” 
“What?” 
“Mr. Quelch is not in the school, sir.” 
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Whacked Out! 
DR. LOCKE rose to his feet. 
To say that he was astonished would be to put it mildly. He was astounded. 
“Do I understand you aright, Loder? You say that Mr. Quelch is not in the school?” 
“I’ve asked nearly everybody in Greyfriars, sir,” said Loder. “Nobody has seen him since second lesson in the Remove-room this morning.” 
“Bless my soul!”
“Some of the Remove juniors saw him going towards the punishment-room. sir,” said Loder. “They have not seen him since. I find that he did not come to the Form-room for third lesson, and there was no third Lesson for the Lower Fourth this morning. They waited in the Form-room, but Mr. Quelch did not come there.” 
“Extraordinary!” 
The Head seemed unable to believe his ears. It really was incredible that so sedate and grave a gentleman as Mr. Quelch could have played a prank like this. For a Greyfriars Form master to disappear, leaving his class to wait for him in vain, was unprecedented—incredible—unheard-of. Yet it seemed to have happened. 
“This afternoon the Remove were taken by Mr. Lascelles and Monsieur Charpentier,” went on Loder. “Otherwise, I suppose, they would have idled about, as Mr. Quelch certainly is not here to take them. I have asked all the masters, sir, and they know nothing of his movements.” 
“I cannot understand this,” said the Head. 
“Bunter says that Mr. Quelch left the school suddenly after releasing him,” said Loder. “I did not believe a word of it, but—” 
Dr. Locke turned his glance on the Owl of the Remove. 
“Bunter is apparently the last person who saw Mr. Quelch,” he said. “He may be able to enlighten us. Bunter, did your Form- master visit you in the punishment-room this morning?  ” 
“Yes, sir,” mumbled Bunter. 
“And what transpired?” demanded the head. 
Bunter tried hard to collect his fat wits. His usual flow of invention did not flow so easily under the stern, questioning eyes of the Head. 
“You—you see, sir—” he stammered. “He— I—I mean he—he came and—and told me to—to cut—” 
“Mr. Quelch told you to cut?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“1 do not quite comprehend. What did Mr. Quelch tell you to cut?” asked Dr. Locke. “Do you mean the leaves of a book?” 
Bunter blinked at him. 
At Greyfriars the Head and the fags both spoke the same language, but they had different varieties of it.  English as it was spoken in the Lower Fourth was not always easily comprehensible to the headmaster. 
“I—I mean, sir, he—told me to bunk,” stammered Bunter. 
Dr. Locke frowned. 
“Do you mean that Mr. Quelch told you to go?” 
“Yes, sir,” gasped Bunter. 
“Then why do you not say so directly? I warn you to give direct answers to my questions, Bunter. You left the punishment-room with the permission of Mr. Quelch?” 
“Exactly, sir.” 
“And where did Mr. Quelch go?” 
“He—he left to catch his train, sir,” mumbled Bunter. 
Dr. Locke raised his eyebrows. 
“Mr. Quelch left to catch a train?” he exclaimed. 
“So—so he said, sir!” 
“Mr. Quelch told you that he was going to catch a train?” 
“That’s it, sir !” said Bunter. The Owl of the Remove hardly realised that he was lying, in his intense anxiety to keep the Head from suspecting that Mr. Quelch was barred in the punishment-room. That the truth must come out sooner or later was certain; but Bunter had no time to think of the future. The present was enough for him to deal with —indeed, a little too much, as it turned out. 
“This is very extraordinary,” said the Head. “I can scarcely believe that Mr. Quelch hurried away to catch a train, without notifying me. Yet he does not seem to be here.” 
He fixed his eyes on the Owl of the Remove again. 
“Did Mr. Quelch give you a message for me, Bunter, when he left?” he asked. “I presume that he must have done so, as apparently he stopped to speak to no one else.” 
As the Head obviously expected a reply in the affirmative, it was in the affirmative that Bunter replied. Besides, he realised that it was quite incredible that a Form master had suddenly left the school, without sending at least a word to the headmaster. 
“Yes, sir!” he mumbled. 
“What was the message?” 
“He— he was called home, sir—all of a sudden—to see his grandfather, who— who’s been run over, sir.” 
Dr. Locke almost jumped. 
“His grandfather?” 
“Yes, sir. His p-p-poor grandfather.” 
“Are you in your senses, Bunter? Mr. Quelch can have told you nothing of the kind. Mr. Quelch has no grandfather.” 
“Hasn’t he, sir? I—I mean—his—— his father, sir—” 
“He has no father surviving, Bunter !” 
“Oh, dear!” gasped Bunter. “I—I forgot, sir—what Mr. Quelch really said, sir, was that his brother had been run over by a telegram—” 
What?” 
“I mean he had a telegram saying that his brother had been run over, sir !” stuttered Bunter. “That—-that’s how it was, sir!” 
Bunter gasped and blinked at the Head. Surely Mr. Quelch, if destitute of parents, had a brother at least! Bunter hoped that he had, at all events. 
“The—the telegram came quite suddenly, sir,” gasped Bunter. “Mr. Quelch was quite— quite knocked over, sir.  He told me with—with tears in his eyes, sir.” 
Loder was watching the Owl of the Remove in growing amazement. That Bunter was lying was clear; but his reason for doing so was not clear at all. 
“It can be ascertained, sir, whether Mr. Quelch had a telegram his morning.” said Loder. “Trotter would have taken it in. I can ask—” 
“I—I mean—it was a telephone !” gasped Bunter, in a great hurry. “Mr. Quelch had a telephone - I mean a telephone call - his brother rang him up to tell him he was run over— —“ 
“His brother, who was run over, telephoned to him?” exclaimed the Head, almost petrified. 
“Yes, sir—no, sir—I mean, the doctor telephoned— from the hospital, sir, where Mr. Quelch’s father—I mean grandfather—that is to say, brother— where his brother was taken after the awful accident, sir. Mr. Quelch told me all about it, sir—he was—was awfully cut up. He was c-c-crying, sir.” 
“Nonsense!” 
“He— he was, sir! He rushed off, and told me to tell you, sir. He—he had just time to catch his train.” 
“Bunter, I do not believe one word of your absurd and contradictory statements,” said the Head, in a grinding voice. 
“Oh, lor!”
“If Mr. Quelch gave you a message for me, repeat it to me at once, and truthfully!” thundered the Head. 
“Yes, sir !“ gasped Bunter. “He—he said—” 
“Well, what did he say?” 
“He—he said he—he had to see the doctor, sir --”
“To see the doctor?’ repeated the Head, dazedly. 
“Yes, sir—he was suddenly taken ill, and he- - he rushed off to see the doctor, sir! Not to catch a train, sir—to see the doctor. That’s what I really meant to say, sir !” gasped Bunter. 
The Owl of the Remove was getting rather confused. In a calmer moment, even Bunter would scarcely have hoped to get away, so to speak, with this remarkable second edition of his story. 
The Head stared at him as if dumbfounded.  His silence encouraged the hapless Owl of the Remove. 
“That’s how it is, sir. He—he’s gone to the doctor’s, sir—for—for an operation, I think, sir. He may be gone for days. In fact, he specially said he would be gone for days. You’re’— you’re not to expect him back, sir.” 
“I,oder! Kindly hand me that cane!” 
“Certainly, sir.” 
“ Bend over that chair, Bunter!”
“Oh dear!” 
Whack, whack, whack, whack! 
“Now, Bunter———” 
“Yarooooh !”
“Silence !” thundered the Head. 
“Now, Bunter, tell mc the truth at once. Another falsehood and I shall cane you again. It is clear that you know where Mr. Quelch is and for some unknown reason you arc attempting to deceive me. Where is your Form master ?” 
“I—I −−” 
Whack! 
The Head was at the end of his patience. Although Bunter did not seem to suspect it, his Headmasters time was of value; and more than enough had been wasted on Bunter, in the Head’s opinion. 
“Ow, ow, wow!” wailed Bunter. 
“Answer me, boy—the truth !” 
Whack! 
“Ow! He’s in the punishment-room, sir !“ howled Bunter. 
‘‘ What !” 
“Great pip !“ gasped Loder. 
“It—it was an—an accident, sir !” wailed Bunter. “I—I closed the door on him quite—quite by chance, sir— never meaning anything of the sort, sir—I——I wouldn’t—” 
“Mr. Quelch is in the punishment-room !” gasped the Head. “In that case, why does he not leave the punishment-room? Is it possible that you have had the audacity and effrontery to fasten the door upon him?” 
“I—I think—” 
Whack! 
“Ow! Yes! He—he—he’s barred in,” yelled Bunter. “Oh, dear! Stoppit! The—the door got barred somehow!”
“Bless my soul!” 
“The corridor door’s locked, too, sir,” said Loder staring at the Owl of the Remove. “Bunter must have locked it, and taken the key.” 
“I—I haven’t--”
Whack! 
“I—I mean, here’s the key!” howled Bunter. 
“Bless my soul! Loder. Take that key, and please lose no time in releasing Mr. Quelch! Ask him to come here immediately. Bless my soul !” 
Loder hurried away.  Billy Bunter would gladly have followed him from the study; but a glance from the Head stopped him. Bunter had to wait the arrival of his Form master—and he fairly cringed as he waited. It was borne in upon his fat mind, at long last, that locking in Mr. Quelch was not quite so brilliant a wheeze as he had supposed. Under the stern eye of the Head, the hapless Owl waited and quaked. 
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Alas for Bunter! 
“UNHEARD of! Unprecedented !”  Incredible!” 
Mr. Quelch, pacing the punishment-room with swishing gown and thunderous brow, murmured those words to himself. 
It was six o’clock. 
For seven hours the Remove master had been a prisoner in the punishment-room, barred in by the unspeakable Bunter. 
His description of the incident was undoubtedly correct. It was unheard of, it was unprecedented, it was incredible ! But the unheard of, the unprecedented, the incredible, had happened. For there was Mr. Quelch shut off from all Greyfriars, barred in the narrow- room, pacing and pacing— a good deal like a tiger in a cage. 
It was not only an outrage on the Form master’s dignity, though that was bad enough. It was not only an act of mutiny, though that was of enormous seriousness. But Mr. Quelch was hungry. He had had no lunch, he had had no tea. He was not so keen on such matters as his hopeful pupil, W. G. Bunter. Nevertheless, the demands of his inner man were peremptory. He was hungry, and he was more and more enraged with every passing moment. 
And there was no help. 
He would be missed, of course, and searched for, but who would think of searching for him in such a quarter? If Bunter held his tongue, the truth might never be known till the fat junior chose to speak. A night in the punishment-room, without supper, was a dismaying prospect. And the next day, and the next, and perhaps the next!   
Mr. Quelch paced and paced. 
He had hammered on the door till he was tired, but he knew that the sounds could not be heard. He had made attempts to reach the window, but Gosling had secured the wire over it too well.  The Remove master was a helpless prisoner, reduced at last to pacing and pacing and pacing, and contemplating the probable length of his imprisonment. And from that contemplation he derived no solace. 
How long was he to stay there? What did that young rascal, that young scoundrel, that young villain, intend? Did he intend anything, or had he simply dismissed the matter from his fatuous and unreflecting mind? 
Suddenly the Form master ceased pacing, ant listened. There was the grating of a key in a lock, and then footsteps in the outer corridor. Then a sound of bars being removed from stone sockets. 
He set his lips hard. 
Was it Bunter returning, or-- The door opened, and Loder of the Sixth appeared.
“ Loder !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
“Yes, sir, said Loder. “The Head sent me to let you out, sir.  Will you go to his study, sir?  Bunter’s there. 
Mr. Quelch did not wait for him to finish. He fairly flew past Loder, and fluttered, and rustled down the corridor with flying
gown. He was gone in a moment. 
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Loder chuckled. 
The fellows will chortle over this:” he murmured ; and he departed for the Sixth Form passage, to set the studies in a roar with the story of Mr. Quelch’s amazing experience at the hands of a member of his Form., 
Mr. Quelch reached the Head’s study. 
The expression on his face as he entered made Billy Bunter jump.
“ My dear Quelch!”  exclaimed the Head. 
“Dr. Locke, I  have been - - barred in – imprisoned!  That — that 
boy “—Mr. Quelch pointed a finger, that trembled with rage,
at Bunter —— that rebellious young rascal- -”
“Calm yourseIf, my dear Quelch.” said the Head. “I am aware of the enormity of Bunter’s offence.  Bunter will be severely flogged 
“Ow!”
“Most severely −”
“Wow!”
 “And taken back to the punishment-room!” 
“ Oh dear!”
The head picked up his birch. 
Harry Wharton & Co., in the passage, heard a sound of steady, rhythmical swishing, accompanied by a series of terrific yells. They had wondered what would be the outcome of Bunter’s interview with the Head. So had Bunter. 
All doubts that of a up
the the the the the the on the subject were set the 
at rest now.  This was the outcome. 
“ Poor old Bunter!” murmured Bob Cherry. 
 Once more the Remove sympathized 
Indeed, Bunter was in need of sympathy now — if sympathy could do him any good. 
The Head was seldom severe, but he could be severe when he felt that severity was needed. He seemed to feel that it was needed now. 
When Bunter limped out of the Head’s study he looked in a collapsed state.  He blinked mournfully at the Removites, as 
Mr. Quelch led him away. It was not, after all, Billy Bunter’s 
lucky day. 
The Head and Mr. Quelch took an extremely serious view of his conduct.  Bunter, once more in the punishment-room, on a thin diet, and with a flogging to the good, probably took a serious view also. But the rest of Greyfriars chortled over the story.  William George, more down than ever on his luck, was in fact the only fellow in the Remove who did not chuckle loud and  long over Bunters Barring-In. 
THE END. 

