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                                                 The First Chapter.

                                                  Bunter barges in!

“BUNTER!”
  “Not Bunter?”
  “Yes—Bunter!”
  “Great pip!”
  It was amazing.
  Greyfriars fellows stared, as if they could hardly believe their eyes—as indeed they hardly could.
  Billy Bunter, standing in the doorway of old, blinking in through his big spectacles, was cynosure of all eyes.
  The school was at dinner.  At the Remove table there was a vacant place—the place usually occupied by Billy Bunter.  Bunter was not expected to dinner.  He was not expected at all.  Only that morning Billy Bunter had been sacked—expelled from the school!  Some fellows thought that Bunter had had hard measure.  Some thought that it served him jolly well right!  But few, if any, expected to see him at Greyfriars again after he had been turfed out by his headmaster. Yet—there he was!
  There he was, as large as life, sniffing the scent of dinner, like a warhorse sniffing the battle!
  Fellows forgot dinner, and stared at Bunter!  Second and Third, Remove, Fourth, and Shell, Fifth and Six, stared at Bunter.  Form masters at the heads of their respective tables looked round, and if they did not stare like common mortals, at least they looked at Bunter very, very hard.  Bunter had the spotlight!
  “Bunter!” the name rippled from table to table.  “Bunter!  It’s Bunter!  It’s really Bunter!  Oh, scissors!  Bunter!”
  Billy Bunter rolled in.
  He headed for the Remove table, and, in the midst of the general amazement, dropped into a chair there.
  “Bunter!”  gasped Harry Wharton.
  “Bunter, you ass!” breathed Bob Cherry.
  “Bunter, you fathead!” murmured Frank Nugent.
  Harry Wharton & Co.  of the Remove, perhaps, were the least surprised.  They knew that Bunter had come back after Wingate of the Sixth had taken him to the railway station.  But they had supposed that he would keep out of sight.  That, in fact, had been Bunter’s intention.  But he had reckoned without the inner Bunter.  There were some things no fellows could stand—at least, no fellow like Bunter.  Missing a meal was one of them.
  “I say, you fellows—” began the fat Owl of the Remove.
  “You howling ass!” whispered Bob Cherry.  “What have you barged in here for?”
  “I’m hungry!” said Bunter, with dignity.
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “I say, you fellows, you might pass a fellow something to eat!  Shove that pie this way!”
  “Do you think they’ll let you stop?” gasped Harry Wharton.
  “Oh, really, Wharton——”
  “Prout’s spotted him!” murmured Bob.
  Mr. Prout, master of the Fifth, rose at the head of the Fifth Form table.  Portly and pompous, Prout stared at the fat junior.  His eyes seemed to be popping from his plump face at the sight of Billy Bunter in hall.  Everybody was astonished; but Prout’s was angry as well as astonished.  It was on the charge of mopping a squirt of ink over Prout that Billy Bunter had been sacked.  Prout looked like Roderick Dhu in the poem, at the time when dark lightnings flashed from Roderick’s eye!
  “Bunter!” boomed Prout.
  Billy Bunter did not answer.  He was already busy.  He had started on steak-and kidney-pie.  He realised that he might be interrupted, and that he had, therefore, no time to lose.  He gobbled!  The rate at which that steak and kidney pie was disappearing from sight was a record.  Never had even Billy Bunter wrapped himself so swiftly round a pie!
  “Bunter!” roared Prout.
  Gobble, gobble!
  “Upon my word!”  gasped Prout.  He turned his head towards the high table where the prefects sat, and singled out Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, who was staring at Bunter as if at some amazing vision.  “Wingate!” he boomed.
  “Oh, yes!  Yes, sir!”  gasped Wingate.
  “Bunter of the Remove was expelled from this school only this morning!  I understood that Dr. Locke had directed you to take him to the station.”
  “Yes, sir!”
  " And why have you not done it, Wingate?”
  “I did so, sir; but the young ass—I mean, Bunter—- dodged me at the station, and didn’t catch the train!  I reported it to the Head.” answered Wingate.
  “You should not have allowed him to elude you, Wingate!”
  “Indeed, sir!” answered the Greyfriars captain coolly; and he sat down again, and transferred his attention to his dinner—thus making it clear that a Fifth Form
prefect was not in need of instruction from the master of the Fifth.
  Prout snorted.  It was way to regard himself as one having authority,  saying, “Do this!” and he doeth it!  He was constantly forgetting but his authority had its moments.  He never liked being reminded of those limits.
  Coker of the Fifth jumped up.
  “Shall I turn him out, sir?” he asked.  Coker of the Fifth was always ready to barge into anything that did not concern him.
  “You may sit down, Coker, and be silent!” snapped Prout.
  “Oh!” said Coker, and he sat down amid smiles.
  Prout left the Fifth Form table, and strode along to the Remove.  It was the custom at Greyfriars for Form-masters to sit at the school dinner with their Forms.  But there was no master at the Remove table.  Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was absent.    He was expected back that afternoon; but he had not yet arrived.  Mr. Lascelles, the maths master, sat in his place.
  Larry Lascelles was gazing at Bunter,  but did not seem disposed to take any more active measures.  Prout, however, was the man for active measures.  Only the evening before he had been drenched with ink from a squirt.  The sun had gone down on his wrath, and risen on it—unabated!
  “Look out, Bunter!” muttered Johnny Bull.
   Gobble, gobble!
  “The esteemed and absurd Prout is coming!”  whispered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, poking Bunter with a dusky finger.
  Gobble, gobble!
  “Bunter!” boomed Prout.
  Gobble, gobble!
  Prout’s hand fell on Billy Bunter’s shoulder.  He jerked him from his chair.  Bunter, parking steak and kidney at a terrific rate, was not prepared for sudden movements.  Steak, or kidney, or both, went down the wrong way, and Bunter gave a horrible gurgle.
  “Gurrrrrgggh!”
  Bunter!  How dare you come back when you have been expelled from the school by your headmaster?  demanded Prout.  “Answer me!”  
  “Urrrggh!”
  “What have you to say?”
  “Yurrrrrgggh!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “How dare you, Bunter?”
  “Wurrrggh!” gurgled Bunter “Leggo!  I’m chook-chick-chuck-choking! Gurrgh! Beast!  Leggo!  Yurrgh!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Silence!” boomed Prout.  “This is no laughing matter.”
  “Isn’t it?” mumbled Smithy, with a chuckle.
  “Silence!  Bunter, come with me!  At once!”
   “Urrgh!  I haven’t finished my dinner!” gasped Bunter.  “Look here!  Let a chap finish his dinner!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Not one minute—not one moment!” boomed Prout.  “Come!”
  “I say, you fellows——”
  “Come!”  
  With a grasp of iron on a fat shoulder, Prout marched Billy Bunter out of Hall.  Bunter went unwillingly; but he went— he had to!  Crimson with wrath and indignation, the Fifth Form “beak” marched him out, and they disappeared from the eyes of the school—leaving Hall rocking with laughter.

                                     THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                                               Prout All Over!

“CHEEK!” said Bob Cherry.
  “The cheekfulness is terrific!” agreed Harry Jamset Ram Singh.
  “The fact is.” remarked Johnny Bull.  “We’re getting too much Prout.”
  “Much too much!” said Frank Nugent.
   “Well, I hear that Quelch this coming back this afternoon.” said Harry Wharton.  “We shall be done with Prout when he turns up.  All the same, he’s a cheeky ass!”
  The Famous Five were all agreed on that.  So were the rest of the Remove.  Mr. Prout, commonly alluded to as “Old Pompous,” was rather getting on the nerves of that Form.
  Harry Wharton & Co.  came out after dinner, wondering what had happened to Bunter.  Prout had returned to Hall with a flushed and wrathy face—alone.  Apparently he had turned Bunter out.
  No doubt a fellow who was sacked from the school, and who had the uncommon “neck” to reappear after being sacked, had to be turned out.  But it was no special business of the Fifth Form master’s.
  In fact, Bunter’s remarkable reappearance ought to have been reported to the Head, for Dr. Locke to deal with him.  His peculiar proceedings concerned Prout no more than they concerned any other beak.
  But it was like Prout to take the matter in hand.  He liked taking matters into his own plump hands.  It was Prout.
  “I suppose the fat duffer’s gone, anyhow!” remarked Bob.    “I wonder if he will turn up again?”
  “The wonderfulness is terrific!” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “The esteemed Bunter is a sticker, and he sticks like ridiculous glue.”
  The chums of the Remove walked down to the gates.  They spotted Gosling, the ancient porter, at the doorway off his lodge, and Wharton called to him;
  “Seen Bunter, Gosling?”
  William Gosling grunted.
  “I see Mr. Prout turn him hout” he answered.  “And he says to me, says he, see that he don’t come in again, Gosling, he says!  And I’ll see that he doesn’t, neither!
Wot I says is this ’ere——”
  Without waiting for more from Gosling, the Famous Five walked back into the quad.  Bunter was gone again; but was he gone for good?  Really, there was no telling what remarkable stunts might occur to a wonderful intellect like Billy Bunter’s.
  Like the man in the old story who was dead but would not lie down,  Bunter was sacked but would not go home.  And, in point of fact, the chums of the Remove were rather worried about Bunter.
  That fat and fatuous youth had been sacked for mopping ink over Prout.  But nobody in the Remove believed that he really had mopped that ink over Prout!  And if a fellow had been sacked in error, it was an extremely serious matter, and could not be left to rest where it was.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  There’s Don Pomposo!” muttered Bob Cherry, catching sight of Mr. Prout’s portly form under the elms.
  “What the dickens is he up to?” asked Nugent.
  “Looking for something.”
  Mr. Prout was going along the Elm Walk, peering to right and left in the grass under the trees, occasionally stooping and peering more closely.
  This was the spot where the ink had been squirted over him the previous evening by some fellow hidden under the dusky elms—Bunter, according to the general belief, though the Removites did not believe so.
  As the juniors glanced at him, Mr. Prout straightened up and looked round, on someone.  He beckoned to them to approach.
  They approached, though not very willingly.  While Mr. Quelch was away, and other masters were taking the Remove in turn, Prout took the Remove in third school.  Outside third school he had no more authority over the Remove than any other Form-master.  But it seemed impossible for Prout to get this into his majestic head.
  “Wharton!” puffed Prout.  He was breathless with stooping. “Please look up and down this path—-you and the others and see if you can find a book.”
  “A book?” repeated Harry.  “Have you dropped a book, sir?” 
  There was no book to be seen on the path.
  “I dropped it last evening, Wharton, one I was attacked—assaulted and—and inked—by that young rascal Bunter!  It was in my hand at that time, and I dropped it.  I forgot it at the moment——”   Prout broke off, and glanced at the juniors.  “Are you laughing?” 
  The chums of the Remove suppressed their merriment.  They could picture to themselves Prout’s state when he got the ink, and were not surprised that if he had dropped a book he had forgotten all about it at the time.  Probably he had been thinking only and solely of the ink!
  “An assault upon a Form-master is not a laughing matter, Wharton!” thundered Mr. Prout.
  “Oh, no,  sir!  Certainly not!”
  “Kindly look for that book at once!” snapped Prout.
  “What sort of a book, sir?” asked Bob.
  “You have seen the book, Cherry!  It is an account-book—a sort of ledger—kept by some Greyfriars boy—some young rascal who had been lending money among the other boys——”
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob involuntarily.  
  The juniors had forgotten—but they remembered now—that the account-book belonging to Fisher T. Fish, the businessman of the Remove, had fallen into Prout’s hands.
  Prout had learned from that book that some young rascal was carrying on a surreptitious money lending business in the school—Shylock on a small scale.
  Any fellow in the Remove could have told him whose book it was, but no fellow in the Remove had any intention of giving Fishy away—little as they esteemed that cute, smart, spry youth.
  Now, it seemed, Prout had lost the book— which was a stroke of luck for Fisher T. Fish, who had been in a state of terror ever since Prout had got hold of it.
  “I had not yet discovered,” resumed Mr. Prout, “the owner of that rascally book!  I was examining it when I was attacked, and it dropped from my hand.  Look for it at once.  It must be here somewhere.
  Prout leaned his portly form on an elm, to rest after his exertions.  Stooping was rather an effort to Prout, who had a very wide circumference to stoop over.
  Harry Wharton & Co.  looked at one another, and looked at Prout.  Evidently the Fifth Form-master was still under the delusion that he could give orders to Remove men!
  However, they proceeded to look for the book.  
  Had they found it, it was improbable that they would have handed it over to Prout.  Fisher T Fish was a worm—the last word in worms—but nobody wanted to take a hand in getting him the sack.  Moreover, it was no business of Prout’s.
  But they did not find the book.
  They found traces of ink still in the grass, where Prout had been squirted the evening before.  That was the scene of the “outrage,” as it was called by the beaks; of the jape, as it was called by the juniors.
  But there was no sign of Fishy’s precious book.  If Prout had dropped it there, it had been picked up since.
  “Not here sir!” said Harry Wharton at last.
  Prout detached himself from the tree.  Several times already that day he had looked for the missing account-book, and had failed to find it.  It was dawning on him that the lost article was no longer where he had dropped it.  But he did not give up hope.  He was tired of the quest himself, but he saw no reason why the juniors should not continue to exert themselves.
  “Keep on looking for it, Wharton!” he said.  “It may be out of sight in the grass, on it may have fallen among the trees.”
  “We’re going up the river this afternoon, sir!” said Bob Cherry pointedly.
   “Kindly do not be impertinent, Cherry!  Look for the book, and if you find it bring it to me in my study.”
  With that the master of the Fifth rolled away towards the House.  Harry Wharton & Co.  gazed after his portly back.
  “Does that cheeky old ass think we’re really going to root about for his silly book?” asked Johnny Bull.
  “There’s no accounting for what Prout may think!” said Harry Wharton, with a shrug of his shoulders.  “He thinks we’re going to do the lines he gave us the other day—a thousand each.  Let him think!”
  “Anyhow, we’re going up to Popper’s Island this afternoon.” remarked Nugent, “And it’s time we were off.”
  And Prout having disappeared, the Famous Five went into the House and up to the Remove passage, to get ready for the trip up the river to Popper’s Island, where they were going to picnic.  Harry Wharton went to Study No 1 for his rucksack, to pack.
  As he opened the door of that study he heard a startled gasped within.  Somebody, it seemed, was in the study.
  But as he stepped in he glanced round in astonishment.  Nobody was visible.
  “What the dickens!” exclaimed  the captain of the Remove blankly.
  “Anything up?” asked Nugent, looking from the passage.
  “I say, you fellows!”
  The two juniors jumped.  From under the study table a fat face, adorned with a large pair of spectacles, emerged into view.  Wharton and Nugent stared blankly at Billy Bunter!

                                           THE THIRD CHAPTER.

                                                     Rally Round!

“I SAY, you fellows!’
  “Bunter!”  gasped Wharton.
  “B-Bunter!”  stuttered Nugent.
  They had wondered whether Billy Bunter was gone for good after Prout turned him out at the gates.  Evidently he wasn’t!
  The fat junior blinked anxiously at the doorway through his big spectacles.
  “Any beaks about?” he gasped.
  “No!”
  “Oh good!”
  Bunter crawled out from under the table.  He had popped out of sight at the opening of the door lest the newcomer should be a master or a prefect.  But the voices of the owners of the study had reassured him.  Now he planted his fat form in the study armchair and blinked at the amazed juniors.
  “Shut the door, you chaps!” he said uneasily.  “Some beast might come along and spot me.
  Wharton shut the door.
  “So—so you are here!” he articulated.
  Bunter grinned.
  “Yes!  That old ass Prout turned me out!  Like his cheek, you know!  I hadn’t finished my dinner!  I can tell you, I was frightfully hungry!  I wouldn’t have come into Hall, only, of course, a fellow couldn’t miss his dinner.”
  “You fat duffer!”  
  “Oh, really, Wharton!  I suppose a fellow has to have his meals!” said Bunter warmly.  “That was a lovely steak and kidney pie, too, and I never finished it owing to that old ass Prout barging in!  I should be hungry now, if I hadn’t found a cake in your cupboard, old chap.”
  “You’ve scoffed our cake?” roared Nugent.  That cake had been intended for the picnic on Popper’s Island.
  “Oh, really, Nugent!  I suppose you didn’t want a fellow to starve!  Luckily, I found it, and the bananas——”
  “You’ve scoffed the bananas?”
  “There were only a dozen—!” said Bunter with dignity.  “I was jolly glad to find a bag of tarts, too.”
  “You fat cormorant——”
  Harry Wharton glanced into the study cupboard.  Most of the comestibles for the picnic had been parked there.  Nothing of an eatable nature remained.  It looked as if the picnickers were going to have a rather thin time!  Billy Bunter seemed to think it fortunate that he had found the tuck in Study  No. 1.  It did not seem so fortunate to the proprietors thereof.
  The two juniors looked at Bunter.  They had been feeling sympathetic and quite concerned about him.  Now that were feeling more inclined to kick him.
   There was a footstep in the Remove passage.  Billy Bunter made one jump out of the armchair and under the table.  He was out of sight as the door flew open under a heavy thump.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob Cherry.  “You fellows got the stuff—we’re ready.”
  “Beast!” came a gasp from under the table.
  Bob Cherry jumped.
  “Why—what—who——”  he stuttered.
  Billy Bunter emerged once more.
  “You silly ass, you made me jump!” he said accusingly.
  “Bub-bub—Bunter!” stuttered Bob.
  “The esteemed and idiotic Bunter!” ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, his amazed dusky face staring in at the doorway.
  “That blithering idiot  Bunter!” gasped Johnny Bull.
  “I say, you fellows, don’t yell!” howled Bunter.  “do you want to bring the beaks here?    If I get spotted I shall get turfed out again.  Shut that door and hold your row.”
  “I got in over the Cloister wall after that old ass Prout turned me out at the gates!” explained Bunter.  “It was easy enough to sneak into the House with everybody at dinner.  So I came up to the studies to keep out of sight and wait for you fellows to show up.   I was afraid you mightn’t come up before tea.  I should have been hungry again——”
  “So what are you going to do now you’re here?” demanded Johnny Bull.
  “Stay, of course.” said Bunter.  “ I never inked Prout, and a fellow can’t be sacked for never doing anything.  Besides,  I can’t go home!  My father would be waxy—frightfully waxy!  I told the Head so when he said I was expelled, but he took no notice!  Schoolmasters haven’t much sense, you know.  But even a schoolmaster ought to have enough to know that a fellow can’t go home in the middle of the term.  Don’t you think so?”
  “You’re sacked!” roared Johnny Bull.
  “Don’t yell——”
  “Look here, you blithering ass——”
  “Don’t roar!”
  “Do you think you can stay on at Greyfriars when you’re sacked?”
  “Well, I hear that Quelch is coming back today.” said Bunter.  “He’s my Form- master, and he’s bound to see me righted.  A fellow expects justice from his Form- master.  Fancy old Quelch’s feelings if he came back and found me gone!”
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bob.  “Do you think he’d mind?”
  “Well, it would be rather a blow to him, wouldn’t it?” said Bunter.  “Tain’t as if it was one of you fellows going! But me, you know—-”
  “Oh crumbs!”
  “Quelch would feel it!” said Bunter, blinking seriously at the five Removites.  “He rather values me in the Form, you know!  I’ve wondered sometimes  why he didn’t make me head boy.  Wharton barged into it somehow——”
  “You piffling fathead!”
  “Oh, really, Wharton!  You know jolly well that I ought to have been head boy, and it was pretty sly of you to bag it.  I never was sly!” added Bunter, with dignity.
  Harry Wharton looked at him.
  “Time we got off, you men!” he remarked.  His sympathy and concern for Billy Bunter seemed to have disappeared.  Which was not, perhaps, surprising.
  “I say, you fellows, don’t go!” exclaimed Bunter hastily.  “I haven’t told you yet what I want you to do.”
  “That’s worth staying to hear!” said Johnny Bull, with deep sarcasm.
  “Well, we’re pals,  ain’t we?” said Bunter cheerfully.  “I expect you Fellows to stand by me, after all I’ve done for you.   I’ve got to keep out of sight till Quelch comes back.  He will see me righted.”
  “Quelch can’t do anything.” said Bob.  “The Head’s sacked you for inking Prout—” said Bob.
  “I never inked Prout!”
  “Well, you took a lot of trouble to make it look as if you did!  Anyhow, you’re bunked, and Quelch can’t interfere.”
  “Oh, really, Cherry——”
  “My esteemed idiotic Bunter——”
  “Don’t jaw.” said Bunter.  “You fellows are like a sheep’s head—nearly all jaw!  Let a fellow speak!  Now, as the matter stands, the Head makes out that I’m sacked—”
  “Makes out!” gasped Nugent.
  “Yes, he makes out that I’m sacked, so I shall have to lie doggo.  I can keep to the studies for a bit without being spotted.  I can’t go down to Hall for tea, of course.  But you fellows can see to that.  You can bring me something.  Don’t be mean about it.  Whatever you spend I’ll square tomorrow.  I’m expecting a postal order tomorrow.” 
  “Oh scissors!”
  “That will be all right! Now, I told you fellows this morning that Quelch was coming back today—I happened to hear——”
  “You happened to be prying.” 
  “Beast!  I happened to hear the Head mention to Capper that he was coming by the three-thirty at Courtfield.  I want you to meet him coming off the train, Wharton.  “
  “What the thump for?”
  “To explain to him.”  said Bunter.  “you’ll get in first word that way, see?  You explain to him that I’m perfectly innocent and never had anything to do with inking Prout.  Get Quelch on your side to begin with, see?  You might tell him that I was in your study at the time Prout was inked——”
  “You weren’t!”
  “Oh, really, Wharton——”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Who’s coming?” ejaculated Bob Cherry, as a heavy elephantine tread was heard in the Remove passage outside.
  “Oh lor’!  That’s Prout!”  gasped Bunter.
  He dived under the table again.
  He was only just in time.  There was a tap at the door of Study No.  1, it opened, and Mr. Prout rolled in.

                                     THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

                                             Painful for Prout!

MR. PROUT stared at five rather startled and flushed faces.
  Bunter had dived under the table; but he had not been gone a second when Prout appeared.  Harry Wharton & Co..  Could not help looking, as a start, another disconcerted.  Prout’s gaze grew grim and stern.
   “Is Bunter here?” he demanded.
  “B-Bunter!” stammered Wharton.
  “I have just learned, boomed Prout, “that Bunter has been seen in the precincts of the school again.  He was seen in the quadrangle and he was seen in the House.”
   “Was—was—was he really, sir?” stammered Bob.
  “There is no doubt about it!  Instead of leaving, after I took him down to the gates that extraordinary boy has again entered the school surreptitiously.  I have no doubt that he is hiding in one of the studies.”
  “Hiding in a study!” ejaculated Bob.  “Do—do—do you think it’s possible, sir?”
  “I think it very probable, Cherry.  I am here to search the Remove studies for him. If you have seen him—-”
  “We—we saw him at dinner, sir.” ventured Nugent.
  “I am aware of that, Nugent.  If you have seen him since, I command you to tell me so at once.”
  Prout paused, like Brutus, for a reply that.  Like Brutus, he did not get one.  Either the chums of the Remove had nothing to tell him, or they did not choose to tell him anything.  They were rather wondering whether Prout would think of looking under the table.  So was Bunter—in a state of great trepidation, hardly daring to breathe.
  “Which is—I should say, was—Bunter’s study in this passage?” demanded Prout, having paused in vain for a reply 
  “Study No. 7, sir.” answered Harry.	  
  “Very well, I will go there before I search the passage from end to end.” said Prout. 
   And he stepped out of Study No. 1, much to the relief of the Famous Five.  They had stood between Prout and the table to cut off any possible view of Bunter, and Prout had not seen the fat Owl.    Obviously he suspected that Harry Wharton & Co.  had seen something of the Owl of the Remove, but he did not seem to suspect that Bunter was hidden in that very study.  He closed the door after him with rather a slam. 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  “Quiet!” breathed Frank Nugent. 
  “I say, now that pompous old ass is gone——”
  The door re-opened.
  Prout had not gone!
  “Shut up!” hissed Bob Cherry.
    Prout  had heard!
   “What?” boomed Prout.  “ What is this?  I heard Bunter’s voice!  He is here, as I suspected!”
  “Oh, my hat” muttered Bob Cherry.
  This was rather deep of Prout.  He had suspected all the time that Bunter was parked out of sight in Study No. 1, and had only pretended to depart.  He had reopened the door suddenly to catch Bunter if he was there.  And he had caught  him!  There was no doubt about that!  He had heard Bunter’s voice —alluding to him as a “pompous old ass.”  Proput recognised the voice, if not the description.
  “Bunter!” he boomed.
  No answer.
  “Wharton, where is  Bunter?” thundered Prout angrily.
  Wharton did not reply.
  “Cherry, where is Bunter?”
  “Oh, where and oh, where can he be?” sang Bob Cherry.
  It was not respectful.  But the Remove fellows were getting fed-up with Prout and his fussy interferences.  They considered it was time to let Prout know that a Fifth Form beak had no business in Remove studies.
  “What—what?  This is impertinence!” exclaimed Mr. Prout.  “Hurree Singh, tell me at once where Bunter is!”
  “The wherefulness is terrific!” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur.
  “I see that you are all in a conspiracy to aid this rate outrageous defiance of your headmaster’s authority!” boomed Prout.
  “We should not think of defying the headmaster’s authority, sir!” said Harry, his tone implying that he was not so particular about defying Prout’s.
  “I understand you, Wharton!  I quite understand your impertinence!  Will you tell me at once where Bunter is concealed?” 
  “No, sir.” answered the captain of the Remove, driven to a direct reply.  “You are not our Form-master, sir, andif Mr. Quelch were here——”
  “Silence!  I will not allow you to bandy words with me, Wharton!  Since you are in a conspiracy to shield a boy who has been expelled from the school, I will search for him myself.”
  Then Prout advanced farther into the study.  He glared round it for a hiding place.  The cupboard door was open, and a glance showed that Bunter was not there.  In the farther corner was an old and rather tattered screen, and Prout rolled over to it, nothing doubting that Bunter was crouched behind it in the corner.  Bunter, under the table, watched his plump legs passing.
  Bob Cherry stooped and made him a sign to cut.  As soon as Prout had drawn the corner blank he was fairly certain to look under the table.  But for the moment the way was open for Bunter to bolt.
  “Cut!” whispered Bob, under his breath.
  Billy Bunter hesitated to leave his refuge.  There was really no time for hesitation; if he was going, it was necessary to go while the going was good.  But the Owl of the Remove did hesitate; and Prout, in the corner, jerked the screen away and glared behind it.  Rather to his surprise, the corner was vacant—nobody was there.
  “I am aware that Bunter is here!” he boomed.  "I am perfectly assured of that!  I am——  Ah!  Ha!”
  Bunter had stopped hesitating at last—rather too late.  He was crawling out from under the table as Prout circumnavigated that article of furniture.  Prout stared down at his podgy back as he crawled..
  “Bunter!”  he roared.
  “Oh crikey!”  Bunter popped back under the table, like a fat tortoise a find a home room home room of the popping back into its shel.
  He did not seem to realise that it was now too late.  Or perhaps he only wanted to keep out of Prout’s grasp.  Anyhow, back he went.  Prout, grabbing at him, missed him by inches.
  “Bunter, come out at once!”
  “Oh dear!  I—I’m not here!” squeaked the alarmed Owl.
  “What?”
  “I—I mean——”
   “Emerge!” roared Prout.
  Bunter did not emerge.  He was thinking of anything but emerging.  Squatted under the study table, Bunter sat tight.
  “Do you hear me, Bunter?” roared Prout.  It would have been difficult for Bunter not to have heard Prout.  He could be heard the length of the Remove passage.
  “Oh lor’!”
  “I command you to emerge!”
  “Oh crikey!”
  “Upon my word!  Wharton, Cherry, lift the table aside at once!”
  Wharton and Cherry put their hands into their pockets.  The Fifth Form beak could give orders if he liked in a Lower Fourth study, but getting them obeyed by the Removites was another matter.
  Prout’s face, already crimson, became purple.  But he did not repeat his order.  He grasped mystery table with his own plump hands and whirled it aside.  It tilted over and crashed, and books anb papers and inkpot shot onto the floor.  Bunter was revealed.
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped the hapless Owl.
  “Hook it, you ass!” shouted Bob Cherry.
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[bookmark: _GoBack]  “Silence, Cherry!  Bunter, come with me!  I shall take you to your Head-master a and you——”  Prout leaned over to grasp Bunter by the Shoulder.
  At the same moment Bunter leaped up to follow Bob Cherry’s advice and hook it.
He did not look before he leaped, as the proverb counsels.  His bullet head crashed on Prout’s extensive waistcoat.”
  “Urrrrr!” gurgled Mr. Prout, staggering back, winded.
  “Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter, sitting down again from the shock. 
  “Oooooogh!” spluttered Prout.
  He staggered backwards with both plump hands pressed to his well-filled waistcoat.  Bunter’s head had smitten hard where Prout had lately parked his lunch.  The effect was simply disastrous.  Gasping, gurgling, spluttering feebly but wildly, Prout staggered barked and barked till he reached the study wall, against which he crumpled up, almost doubled.  Horrible gurgles came from him as he crumpled.
  “Ow!  I’ve banged my head on something——” gasped Bunter.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I say, you fellows——”
  “Hook it, you fathead!” yelled Nugent.
  “Gurrrrrgh—stop him—urggh—hold him—wurrggh—I command you to—to—yurrrrggh——” came gaspingly from Prout.
   Harry Wharton dragged Bunter to his feet.  The fat junior gave Prout one blink through his big spectacles.  For the moment the Fifth Form master was hors de combat—quite unable to deal with Bunter.
  Bunter made a bound for the door.
  There was a hurried patter of footsteps in the Remove passage, and Billy Bunter was gone.  Harry Wharton & Co., smiling, strode out of study No.  1.  Horrid sounds from Prout followed them.
  “Urrrrgh!  Upon my word!  Gurrrggh!   Bless my soul!  Yurrrrgh!  Wurrrggh!   Grooooogh!  Ooooogh!”
  They left him to it.  

                                    THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

                                         Where is Bunter?

“GOOD old Bunter!” chuckled the Bounder.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Ain’t he a coughdrop?” chortled Skinner
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I guess this is the bee’s knee!” declared Fisher T. Fish.
  “Where is he now?” asked Peter Todd.
  “Goodness knows!”
  “Somewhere in Greyfriars!” chuckled Bob Cherry.  “  I don’t think Prout’s hunting him now!  Prout was rather short of wind last we saw of him.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “There’ll be no end of a row about this!” said Tom Redwing.
  “It’s no end of a lark!” said Vernon-Smith.  “Bunter is some lad!  The Head nearly sacked me last term, but I never thought of staying on if he did!  It’s Bunter for original ideas!” And the Bounder roared.
  “The blithering ass thinks that Quelch will set it right when he comes back.” said Nugent.  “But——”
  “The butfulness is terrific!”
  “Quelch can’t do anything.” said Skinner, “and he jolly well wouldn’t if he could!  Stands to reason he’ll be glad to be shut of Bunter.
  “Any beak would!” agreed Bolsover major.
  “Oh, rot!” said Lord Mauleverer.  “Quelch can’t like Bunter—I don’t see how anybody could—but he will want justice done!  Quelch’s a whale on justice.”
  “Bunter mayn’t be such a blithering idiot as he seems!” remarked Harry Wharton.  “After all, he never did ink Prout, though he meant to; and he was sacked for nothing.  If Quelch believed that, he would barge in.”
  “But will he?” Squiff.
  “I guess he might!”  remarked Fisher T. Fish.  “I’ll say that it was rough luck on Bunter!  He never did it, and I’ll tell a man he hasn’t had a fair deal!  Nope!”
  Some of the fellows glanced rather curiously at Fisher T. Fish.  It was not Fishy’s way to help a lame dog over a style, or to put in a word for any fellow who was down on his heels.
  He seemed to be making an exception in Bunter’s case, which was odd enough, for they had been anything but pally.  But Fisher T. Fish had his reasons—though the other Remove fellows were far from guessing them.
  A crowd of fellows were in the quad discussing Billy Bunter’s antics with great excitement and much laughter.  It was sheer luck, in the general opinion, that it was a half holiday that day.  A holiday could not have been better timed.  Sixth Form prefects were hunting the Owl of the Remove up and down the school, by order of the Head; but he had not turned up yet.  Where and when he would turn up was a thrilling question.  It would have been simply awful to have to go into classes where this excitement was on.  Fortunately, very fortunately, it was Wednesday, a half holiday at Greyfriars; and fellows were free to give their whole attention to Bunter.
  And they gave it!  Other interests were discarded. Harry Wharton & Co.  had intended to go up the river in their boat to picnic on Potter’s Island.  They forgot Potter’s Island now.  Other fellows, who had meant to put in cricket practice, forgot cricket.  Fellows who had planned cycles spins, left their jiggers in the bikeshed.  Bunter filled the stage!  S the very sort of Bunter, and dropped off Bunter.  From the most unimportant member of the Remove, Billy Bunter had suddenly become the most conspicuous character at Greyfriars.
  Where was Bunter?” Where had he hidden himself?  What was he up to?  When would he be found?  What would happen to him when he was found?  Everybody asked these questions, over and over again; but nobody could answer them.
  All that was known for certain was that he had been discovered in a Remove study by Prout, and had vanished therefrom, leaving Prout in a winded and disastrous state.
  That was an hour ago!  Nobody supposed that he had cleared out of the school! He was somewhere within the walls of Greyfriars—but where?
  All the Remove wished him luck.  In the first place, they did not believe that he had inked Prout.  In the second place, they averred that Prout was a pompous, interfering old ass, and deserved to be inked.  In the third place, it was a tremendous lark!
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here’s Wingate!” said Bob Cherry, as the Greyfriars captain came out of the House with a frowning brow.  “He doesn’t look as if he’s found his nibs.”
  Wingate came over to the grinning group of juniors.
  “Any of you seen Bunter?” he demanded.
  “Is he still here?” asked Bob innocently.
   “I suppose so!  He hasn’t been seen to leave! If any of you have seen him, you——” 
  Wingate stared suspiciously at the crowd of grinning faces.
  “Of course, we’d be sure to mention it at once, Wingate, if we saw him!” said the Bounder, with a grin.  And there was a chuckle.
  Wingate grunted and stacked away.  He had little hope of extracting any information from Bunter’s Form fellows.  He tramped away towards the Cloisters, apparently to search in that rather remote spot.
  “Old Wingate doesn’t seem pleased!” grinned Tom Brown.
   Wingate looked anything but pleased.  He had intended to devote that afternoon to cricket; instead of which, he had to devote it to hunting up and down Greyfriars for an elusive fat junior.  All the prefects were busy.
  Loder and Carne of the Sixth could be seen exploring among the elms.  Walker and Sykes were rooting in the Remove passage.  Gwynne was drawing the rooms.  Parkinson and North were rambling in the Fourth Form studies.  Other prefect’s were hunting in over sports.  Coker, of the Fifth, who never could mind his own business, was helping in the search.  But nobody else helped.  It was up to the prefects to carry out the Head’s orders; and it was their job; that was one of the privileges of being a prefect.  So far from helping, it was fairly certain that the Remove fellows, at least, would put obstacles  in the way of the search, if they could.  All their sympathy was on the side of Bunter.
  The Head was seen glancing from his study window.  His face were a deep frown ring.
  Dr. Locke was deeply disturbed and annoyed
  It was painful to him to have to expel a Greyfriars fellow—though probably more painful still in the fellow expelled.  But he had felt it to be his duty, and he had done it, and regarded the matter as at an end.
  So far from being at an end, however, it seemed to be only at the beginning!  Bunter, sacked and tossed out, was still there!  And nobody knew where he was!  Unless the next meal time drew him forth from his hiding place, there was no telling how long he might remain hidden.
  Sammy Bunter, of the Second Form, rolled up to the Removites in the quad, with a grin on his fat face that was so like his major’s.
  “You men seen anything of my major?” he asked.
  “Nobody’s seen him since he butted Prout!” answered Bob.
  Sammy chuckled.
  “I say, ain’t he a gem?” he asked.  “Fancy coming back after the beak sacked him!  Ain’t he a cough drop?  He, he, he!  I say, if any of you men have seen him, you must tell me, you know!  I want to see him before he goes.”
   The Removites looked sympathetic.  Not one had ever noticed much in the way of  brotherly love in the Bunter clan.  But it was a sound of grace, in Sammy, if he was concerned about his brother Billy, now that Billy was sacked.
  “Of course, he’ll have to go.” said Sammy.  “I hear that he bunged gallons of ink-over old Prout last night—he, he, he!  Can’t imagine where he got the nerve!  But, of course, he will have to go for that!  But, I say, I simply must see him before he goes!”  
  Sammy looked anxious as he blinked from face to face through his spectacles.
  “Sorry, kid!” said Lord Mauleverer.  “Nobody’s seen him.  But don’t worry too much—there is a chance he may pull through.”
  “Eh!  Who’s worrying?” asked Sammy Bunter.  “I want to see him before he goes!  He owes me money!”
  “What?” roared the Removites.
  “Sixpence!” said Bunter minor.
  The juniors gazed at Bunter minor.  They had rather wondered to see Sammy concerned about Billy!  The mystery was explained now!  He wasn’t!  He was concerned about the sixpence!
  “Bump him!” said Bob Cherry.
  “The bumpfulness is the proper caper!”
  “Here, I say—leggo!” roared Sammy, as half a dozen indignant Removites collared him.  “Wharrer you at?  What’s this game, I’d like to know!  It’s true— I can jolly well say——Whoooooop!”
  Bump!
  “Oh crumbs!  Wow!  Leggo!  Ow!”
  Bump!
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” roared Sammy.
  Sammy forgot even the sixpence that Billy Bunter owed him, as he wriggled and fled.  Sammy had been bumped, and bumped hard; and if he was not sorry for Billy, there was at least no doubt that he was sorry for himself!

                                             THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

                                               A Surprise for Mossoo!

MONSIEUR CHARPENTIER, the French master of Greyfriars, looked up from his newspaper in surprise.
  “Mon Dieu!” he murmured, “Qu’est-que- c’est, cela?  Je ne comprends pas!”
  It was really very odd.
  Mossoo was seated in his armchair in his study, reading a French newspaper.  The window was wide open to let in the bright June sunshine from the quad.  It was a whim, sunny June afternoon, with hardly a breath of wind stirring.  It was surprising, therefore, that the curtains at Mossoo’s window shouldn’t be in motion.
  But they were—they stirred, every few moments, as if the wind rustled them; which the wind certainly did not.
  They were long and rather heavy, reaching from the top of the window almost to the floor.  were pulled back on either side of the window, to leave the latter clear.  And a surprising circumstance was that the bunched curtain on the left of the window continually stirred as if rustled by the wind, while that on the right never moved at all.
  This circumstance was so singular, that it drew the attention of the French master at last, and several times he glanced up from the “Petit Journal," on fixed his eyes on the curtain.
  “Je ne comprends pas, cela!” repeated Monsieur Charpentier, shaking his head; curtin indeed it was are very puzzling thing.
  He laid the paper on the table at last, and rose to his feet.  The curtain was still again—perfectly still!  But as he watched it, after a minute or so, it stirred!
    It was not the wind.  It was, evidently and obviously, something behind the curtain that moved, and in its movement stirred the curtain itself.  Mossoo thought of the house dame’s cat, which had a way of wandering into the studies.  But as he gazed, he became aware of a still a stranger phenomenon.  Under the button edge of the curtain a pair of boots could be seen, now that his attention was concentrated on the spot!
Monsieur Charpentier gazed at those boots!
  It could not be the cat—unless indeed, the fabulous Puss-in-Boots had paid his study a visit!
  “Ma foi!” gasped Monsieur Charpentier,  “Ce drole de Buntair—ici!”
  He guessed it now!
  There was somebody hidden behind that curtain!  Standing beside the window, cramped to the wall, the hidden one was completely concealed by the long curtain, except for his feet.  Those feet Mossoo had not noticed when he came into the study and sat down to his newspaper.  He would never have noticed them, probably, had not the stirring of the curtain drawn his attention.  But he noticed them now.
  Monsieur Charpentier was aware that the prefects were hunting for Billy Bunter, up and down the school.  Bunter had vanished into some deep hiding-place.  Evidently this was the hiding-place.  Nobody, so far, had thought of looking for him in a master’s study.
  “Buntair!” exclaimed Monsieur Charpentier.
  No answer—but the curtain give a sudden jerk, as the fat junior behind it jumped up at the sound of his name.  
  “Buntair You are zere!” said Monsieur Charpentier, “Zat you come out at vunce viz yourself, mon garcon.”
  Still no reply!  
  “Mon Dieu!  I know zat you are zere, Buntair!” hooted Monsieur Charpentier, “Venez donc!  Come out  viz you. ”
  “Oh lor’!” came a gasp from behind the curtain.
  Monsieur Charpentier stepped to it, grasped it, and dragged it aside.  A fat and gasping junior was revealed to view.
  Mossoo gazed at Bunter!  Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles.  He was discovered!  The Owl of the Remove was very red and warm and perspiring.  It was rather a warm corner, packed behind the curtain, on a summer’s afternoon.
  “I— I say, sir——” gasped Bunter.
  “Mauvis garcon!”  said Monsieur Charpentier sternly.  “You come to conceal yourself in my study while zat I am not here viz me, and ven zat you hear me to calm, you hide behind zat curtain!  Heureusement, je vous ai trouve!  Now you come viz me to ze headmaster.”
  “Oh, really, sir——” gasped Bunter.
  “Come!”
  Monsieur Charpentier laid a hand on a fat shoulder, and jerked Bunter from his hiding-place.
  “O crikey!  I— I say, sir, I—I don’t want to go to the Head!” gasped Bunter.  “I—I  believe he’s waxy with me, sir!  Leggo!”
  “It is my duty to take you to ze Head, Buntair!  Come viz me!”  said Monsieur Charpentier.  And he led Bunter to the door.
  “I—I say——”
  “Say nozzings, Buntair, but come.”
  “Beast!” howled Bunter.
  The Owl of the Remove was desperate.
  It was firmly fixed in his fat mind but he couldn’t, and wouldn’t, be sent home !  He nourished a hope that it would be all right when Quelch came!  Mr. Quelch would, as he expressed it, see him righted—at least Bunter hoped so!  Anyhow, he wasn’t going!  Not if Bunter could help it.
  He clutched at the study table and held on as Mossoo jerked him door-ward.
  “Mon Dieu! Laissez—Let go zat table Buntair!” 
  “Shan’t!” gasped Bunter.
  “Zat you that go!” roared Monsieur Charpentier.
  “Beast!”
  Mossoo took both hands to Bunter, and dragged.  Bunter clung to the table with both hands!  Mossoo was determined, and Bunter was determined.  But something had to go!  It was the table that went!
  Bunter, dragged doorward, dragged the table after him, and dragged it over.  There were plenty of things on the table, and they all crashed at once.
  “Ciel!”   ejaculated Monsieur Charpentier, “ Buntair, you veree bad boy— you tres mauvais garcon—Ciel!”
  “Leggo, you French beast!” yelled Bunter.
  Mossoo let go, for the inkpot was streaming over a pile of French exercises on the floor, and he jumped to save them.  Bunter jumped away, gasping.  Another jump, and he had placed the table between him and the French master.
  “Keep off, you beast!” he spluttered.
  Monsieur Charpentier rescued the exercises.  Then, with glinting eyes, he started round the table after Bunter.
   Bunter dodged rapidly round the table.  So long as that was between him and Mossoo, he was out of reach of a clutch.
  “Buntair!  Zat you stop!” panted Mossoo.
  “Beast!” retorted Bunter.
  “Mon Dieu!  Ven zat I catches you, I smacks you ze head!”
  “Yah!”
  Mossoo made another rush round the table.  Bunter did the circuit at an equal speed,  keeping ahead.  Billy Bunter’s movements often resembled those of a tourtoise.  But now he seemed to be understudying the hare!  Panting and puffing he whipped round the table with the dapper little gentleman after him, and they went round and round, once, twice, thrice, as if they were playing mulberry-bush.
  “Mon Dieu!” On en a assez!” gasped Monsieur Charpentier, “one of zat has enoff, isn’t it!  I call ozzers to catch you.”
  He caught a rest to the door, and it’s true.  Wide open.
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter.
  A moment more, and Monsieur Charpentier would have shouted out the news that Bunter was in his study, and drawn searchers to the spot.
  Bunter had no time to think!  Besides, thinking was not in his line!  He knew that he was done for if Mossoo brought the prefects to the study while he was still inside!  He acted without thinking!  Mossoo, standing in the doorway with his head in the passage, of course, had his back to Bunter!  Bunter charged!
  Something that seemed like a battering-ram or a ten ton lorry smote the French master in the back.  It was Bunter!
  Monsieur Charpentier gave one gasping howl, and pitched headlong across the passage.
  He crashed there on his hands and knees.
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter, breathlessly.
  He whipped out of the study.
  “Oh!  Ow!  Ah! Ciel!  Mon Dieu! Oooooooooooh!” came in a gasping yell from the sprawling French master.
  He sat up, dizzily.  His nose had tapped on the hard oak floor and there was a thin red line oozing from it. Monsieur Charpentier clasped his damaged nose with both hands, and blinked dizzily around him.  He had a moment’s glimpse of a fat figure varnishing down the corridor.

                                        THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                                  Coker’s Catch!
  
FISHER T. FISH, the American junior in the Remove, was sitting in Study No. 14.  His study-mates, Johnny Bull and Squiff, were with the crowd of the Remove fellows in the quad.
  Fishy, sitting at his study table, had an account book open before him; a book that Mr. Prout would have recognised, if he had seen it, as the one that had dropped from his hands when he was inked the previous evening.  Fishy was making up our accounts in that book; but for once his face did not express the undiluted joy that he generally felt when he was dealing with money.  Fisher T. Fish was worried; and probably for the first time in his business-like life money failed to fill his whole thoughts and give him unbounded satisfaction. 
  A cute, smart, spry guy who had been raised in “Noo Yark,” really had no use for a conscience.  But Fishy, rather to his surprise, found that he had a conscience, and that it troubled him a little .
  Nobody at Greyfriars knew, or thought of suspecting that it was fisher T fish who had “mopped” the squirt of ink over Prout, in order to regain possession of his precious ledger.  Billy Bunter had made all the preparations for that harebrained jape on Prout: and his fat courage had failed him at the last moment, and he had not done it k  Fishy had done it, and thereby recaptured that precious book, which would have spelled the “sack ” for him if Prout had taken it to the Head.
  “Safety first” was Fishy’s chief consideration.  He had not the remotest idea of owning up and taking his gruel.  But it worried him to realise what a worm he was!
Bunter was sacked—for what Fishy had done!  Somehow or other, Fisher T.  Fish could not dismiss it from his mind.  Even the figures in that precious book, showing the profits he was making by lending small sums among the fags, failed to comfort him.  And when profits failed to solace Fisher T. Fish, it was clear that he was very perturbed indeed!
  At the sound of footsteps in the Remove passage, Fisher T. Fish hurriedly dropped that account book into his desk and locked it.  He was not going to run any more risks with that precious book, that had caused so much trouble already.
  A few moments later the study door was hurled open, and Coker of the Fifth appeared.  Fishy stared at him, and Coker glared at Fishy.
   “Bunter here?” demanded Coker.
  “Nope!”
  “He’s hidden somewhere!” declared Coker.  “I’ve rooted through all the studies.  This is the last.”
  “ What the Abraham Lincoln has it got to do with you?” demanded Fisher T. Fish, indignantly.  “Has the Head made you a prefect, Coker?”  
  “The Head might do worse!” answered Coker, calmly.  “If he had in any gumption, he would pick his prefect’s from the Fifth Form, not the Sixth!  But never mind that!  Have you seen that young scoundrel Bunter?”
  “Find out!”  retorted Fisher T. Fish.
  “I’m after him!” said Coker.  “He’s mopped ink over my Form master!  Cheeked my beak!  I’m not standing for that!”
  Coker, in point of fact, did not think much of Prout, personally.  He had a lot of trouble with Prout in the Fifth Form Room.  They disagreed about grammer, and spelling, and many other things.  But Prout was Coker’s Form master.  From that circumstance, Prout derived importance—such importance as he had in Coker’s eyes.
  “The Head’s set the prefects to find the young rotter.” went on Coker.  “Fat lot of good that will do.  I don’t think much of the Sixth—never did!  I’m after Bunter!  He’s about somewhere!  You seen him?  You seem to be the only fag in the studies.”
  “Aw, go and chop chips!” answered Fisher T. Fish.
  Horace Coker looked at him!  Then he strode at him, and grasped him by the collar, jutting him away from the table with a swing of his powerful arm.
  “Aw!  Wake snakes!” yelled Fisher T. Fish, “Leggo, you pie faced goob!  Leggo you pesky gink!  Whoop!”
  Bang!  Fish’s bony head established contact with the study door.  A fiendish yell awoke the echoes of the Remove passage.
  “Have you seen Bunter?” demanded Coker.
  “Aw!  Nope!  Leggo!  I guess not!  Ow, my cabeza!  Yarooop!  Let up!  Wow!” shrieked Fisher T.	 Fish.
  Coker dropped him to the study floor, snorted, and stamped out of the study again.  Coker of the Fifth had a constitutional disinclination to minding his own business, and he was very keen on the hunt for Bunter.  Also he was keen to show that a Fifth Form man could handle the matter, when the sixth form prefects failed to do so.
  So far, he had had no luck.  Prefects had searched the Remove passage in vain!  Now Coker had searched it, equally in vain!  But unexpected luck was just coming to Coker!
  As he stepped out of No. 14, at one end of the Remove passage, he sighted a fat figure, coming from the stairs, at the other end.
  Coker stared!
  It was Bunter!
  Bunter—walking fairly into his hands!
  “My hat!” ejaculated Coker.
  Billy Bunter, rooted out of the French masters study, had been driven into flight again.  Bunter had scuttled up to the Remove passage, like a homing pigeon, hoping to find safety there.  As the prefects were gone, he might have found safety—but for Coker of the Fifth!  Coker, as usual, was the wrong man in the wrong place!
  “My hat!” repeated Coker.
  He stepped back into No. 14.  The fat Owl was wrenched over vision was much more limited than Coker’s, and he had not observed the burly Horace at the opposite end of the passage.
  Had he observed him, undoubtedly he would have fled down stairs again, and Coker, with the likes of the passage to cover, would probably have lost him.
  Hence Coker’s strategic retreat into the study.
  There, out of sight, he waited for Bunter to come up the passage!
  Fisher T. Fish blinked at him, still rubbing his head!  Coker’s strategic proceedings puzzled Fisher T. Fish.
  “Aw, what’s this game, you pesky geek?” demanded Fishy.
  “Shut up!” rapped Coker.
  “I guess——”
  “Shut up, or I’ll jolly well kick you.” hissed Coker, fearful that Bunter might hear and take the alarm.
   Fisher T. Fish shut up!  He glared at Coker of the Fifth as if he could have eaten and; but he shut up.  It was, of course, sheer cheek on Coker’s part, to throw his weight about in the Remove studies.  Still, Fishy did not see how he was to stop him; and he did not want to be kicked.  So he held his peace, and took it out in glaring!
  Coker peered round the corner of the doorway.  He expected Bunter to go into one of the studies—whereupon Coker would have whipped along to that study, and bagged him.  But Bunter was coming:  right up the passage, and Coker withdrew his head hastily.  He guessed now that the fat, panting Owl was making for the box room stairs at the upper end of the passage.  The box room was safer than the studies for the hunted one.
   That suited Coker admirably!  To reach the box-room stairs, Bunter had to pass the door of No. 14.
  All Coker had to do was to wait, and jump out at him as he passed and grab him.  Once his powerful grasp was on the elusive Owl, the thing was done.
  Little dreaming of what was awaiting him, Billy Bunter rolled on up the passage, gasping for breath as he rolled.  Bunter was feeling that he was rather in luck.  He had escaped from Mossoo, and dashed upstairs unseen.  He had no doubt that the Remove quarters had been searched already; and a spot once searched, was safer than other spots.  In quite a relieved frame of mind, Bunter rolled on, till he came abreast of the opened doorway of No. 14.  And then Coker jumped!
  With one jump, Coker of the Fifth was on Bunter, and grasped him by the collar.  There was a startled yell from the Owl of the Remove.
  “Yaroooh!”
  “Got you!” grinned Coker.
  "Ow!    Leggo, Wingate, you beast!”
  Bunter wriggled in Coker’s grasp, nothing doubting, for the moment, that a prefect had got him.  Then, as he blinked at Coker and recognised him, he howled with wrath.   “Coker, you rotter!  Leggo, you beast!  I’ll hack your shins.”
  “Better not!” grinned Coker.  “Come on!  I’ve got you!”
  “Leggo!   What’s it got to do with you?” yelled Bunter.  “You’re not a prefect!  Lemme alone, you cheeky rotter!”
  Fisher T. Fish stared out of the study.
  “Look here, Coker, you leave Bunter alone!” he snapped.  “I guess you want to mind your own business, just a few.”
  “Rescue, Remove!” squealed Bunter, in the faint hope that Remaovites might be within hearing.  They could not have helped him, in the hands of a prefect; but they would have helped him fast enough, in the hands of a meddling Fifth Form man.
  But Fisher T. Fish was the only Removite in hearing.  And Fishy was no fighting man.  Bunter expected no help from him.
  But it was the unexpected that happened!
  Even Fisher T. Fish had his limit!  Bunter was sacked for the sins of Fisher T. Fish, and it was on Fishy’s conscience. Much as he dreaded the heavy hands—and feet—of Horace Coker, Fishy simply could not stand by and see Bunter hauled off to the Head by a Fifth Form fellow.  He screwed up his courage, such as it was, to the sticking point and jumped out of the study at Coker.
  “Let up, you pie-faced jay!” he shouted.
  Coker, unheeding, jerked Bunter along the passage.  Then aa bony fist landed unexpectedly on his ear, and Coker staggered.  But second bony fist crashed up under his chin as he staggered, and Coker measured his length in the Remove passage with a bump that made the planks ring.
  “Oh!” roared Coker, as he hit the floor.  “Ow!”
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
  “Git, you pesky gink!” howled Fisher T. Fish.  Absquatulate, you pie faced clam!  Burn the wind, you pesky jay!”
  Bunter dashed away up the passage.  Coker, sprawling, roared!  Fisher T. Fish sprinted down the passage to the stairs.
  He had knocked Coker down!  How he had found the nerve to do it Fishy really did not know.  But he had done it, and prudence councelled him not to wait for Coker got up again.  What would have happened to Fishy had he been within reach when Coker got up did not bear thinking of!  As fast as Bunter flew in one direction Fisher T. Fish flew in the other!
  Coker struggled to his feet
  “I—I—I’ll——” gasped Coker.
  He glared round.  Fishy was disappearing across the Remove landing, Bunter up the box-room stairs.  Coker made a stride after Fishy, but paused.  Bunter was his game.  He whirled round again and rushed after Bunter.  Up the box-room stairs went Billy Bunter, panting and puffing, and blowing.  After him went Coker of the Fifth, sure of his prey now.

                                               THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.  

                                                      Putting it to Quelch!

HENRY SAMUEL QUELCH, master of the Greyfriars Remove, smiled——a frosty, but genial smile as the train drew in at Courtfield Station.
  Mr. Quelch was coming back to Greyfriars, to resume his interrupted duties there; and he was very pleased to be coming back.
  The Remove master had been quite a long time away.  He had been slow to recover from the effects of an attack of influenza, and after that, another mischance  had delayed his recovery.  And here he was, restored at last to his usual health, brisk, and keen, and eager to be in harness again.
  He was not at all sure that matters had gone well with his Form during his absence.  Mr. Smedley, the temporary master who had taken his place, had given anything but satisfaction, and had had to leave quite suddenly.  For the few days intervening between Smedley’s departure and Quelch’s arrival the Remove had been taken in turn by Form-masters and by some of the prefects—a state of affairs that could not come to an end too soon, in Quelch’s opinion, He had, therefore, rather hurried his return, and written to the Head that he would arrive on Wednesday, instead of at the end of the week, as originally intended.  And here he was, looking forward to walking in the old quad again, chatting with his colleagues in Common-room, discussing Sophocles and Thucydides with the Head, and, above all, seeing that the Remove pulled up sharply, if they had slacked down during his long absence, as he rather suspected they had!
    Certainly he had no idea of the state of excitement that reined in the old school that day.  He was quite unaware that he was going to find that a member of his Form had been expelled, and, still more startling, that that expelled member wasn’t gone, but was dodging pursuit up and down the school.
  The train stopped, and Mr. Quelch stepped out.  There were some of your face is aboard the station, and he had a pleasant feeling of homecoming.  He was still more pleased at the sight of a Remove fellow on the platform, who ran towards him with quite an eager look, raising his straw hat in respectful salute as he did so.
  Mr. Quelch smiled, and almost purred.  This was really gratifying, to see the head boy of his Form waiting on the platform to meet him.
  It seemed to him very thoughtful, and very dutiful, of Harry Wharton.  It was a half holiday, so the junior was free from classes; but most fellows would have been thinking of cricket, or going on the river, rather than greeting a returned Form- master!
  “Mr. Quelch!  So glad you’re back, sir!” exclaimed Harry.
  Mr. Quelch shook hands with his head boy very cordially.
  “I am glad to be back, Wharton!” he answered.  “And very glad to see you, my boy—very pleased indeed!  Did you come to meet my train?”
  “Yes, sir.  I heard from Bunter that you were coming by the three-thirty, so I thought——”  Wharton paused.  "—and I’d like to speak to you, sir, if you’ll let me——”
  “Certainly, Wharton!  I hope that all is well at Greyfriars?” said Mr. Quelch, with a rather keen look at the captain of the Remove.
  “Well, no, sir, not quite.” said Harry.
  “I trust that there has been no trouble in the Remove?”
  “I’m afraid there has, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch‘s face grew a little grimmer.  He realised now that it was not wholly for the pleasure of seeing him again that the captain of the Remove was there
  “Do you mean that you have something to tell me, as head boy of the Form, Wharton?’  he asked.
  “That is how it is, sir.”
  “it must be something very urgent, if it could not wait till I reached the school.” said Mr. Quelch drily.
  “The fact is, sir, it is very urgent!” said Harry earnestly.  “We are all keen to see you at Greyfriars, sir, because—well, sir, every man in the Remove believes that an awful mistake has been made, and we all hope that you may be able to set it right, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch stared at him.
  “That is a very extraordinary statement, Wharton!  I quite fail to understand you.  However, you may explain the matter in the cab, going to the school. Come with me!”
  Nothing more was said on the subject till the Remove-master and his head boy were seated in the taxi, buzzing away down the Courtfield Road towards Greyfriars.
  Then Mr. Quelch turned his glance on Wharton grimly.
  “You may explain.” he said briefly.
  “The last few days, sir, since Mr. Smedley went, the Remove has been taken in third school every day by Mr. Prout——“
  “I trust, Wharton, that the Remove have treated Mr. Prout with the same respect that there would have shown to myself.” said Mr. Quelch sternly.
  This did not seem to be a promising beginning.  Wharton coughed.
  “Oh, course, sir.” he answered.  “But Prout—I mean Mr. Prout—‘hem!  My friends and I have had some trouble with Mr. Prout, sir; but that’s not what I wanted to speak to you about.  It’s about Bunter.”
  “Well, what of Bunter?”
  “He’s sacked, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch gave a jump.
  “Do you mean expelled, Wharton?  Bless my soul!  A member of my Form expelled!  This is a great shock to me!  I had heard nothing of it, though I had a letter from Dr. Locke yesterday——”
  “It happened this morning, sir.” said Harry.  “Last evening Mr. Prout was on the Elm Walk, and somebody mopped  a lot of ink over him.  Bunter has been sacked for it.”
  Mr. Quelch’s jaw set grimly.
  “You are not thinking of asking me to intercede in favour of a boy who has assaulted a Form-master, Wharton, I trust?”
  “Oh, no, sir!  Not at all!  But we all believe that Bunter never did it.” said Harry hastily.
  “You cannot be serious, Wharton!  You will hardly venture to infer that your head-master expelled a boy without just cause.”
  Mr. Quelch was growing grimmer and grimmer.
  “No, sir;  the Head had no doubt about it, neither had Prout.   But you, sir, as Bunter’s Form-master, know what a fool he is—I mean——”
  Mr. Quelch stared at Wharton for a moment and suppressed a smile.  His look was rather less grim as he answered:
  “I think I catch your meaning, Wharton.  You mean that Bunter may have acted in a very foolish manner and drawn suspicion on himself when he was not really guilty?”
  “I knew you’d see how it was, sir.”  said Harry, relieved.  “that’s just what we all believe has happened.   I’d better speak out frankly, sir, and tell you at once that Bunter planned to jape Prout—I mean mop the ink over him in the quad.  All the fellows knew that he had Gosling’s squirt ready, full of ink.  But nobody believed that he had nerve enough to do it—and the fact is, we still believe that he hadn’t.  A fellow can’t be expelled for what he thought of doing, sir, but never did.”
  “Certainly not, Wharton!  But—--”
  “Fellows often think of silly things, sir, and say they’ll do them; but they don’t when it comes to the pinch.” said Harry.
  Mr. Quelch smiled.
  “That is very true, Wharton.  But it appears, from what you say, that the evidence is very strong, indeed, conclusive—against Bunter.” he remarked.  “I am sufficiently well acquainted with Bunter to believe that his nerve would very probably fail him when the time came to carry out such a hare-brained scheme.  But you say that Mr. Prout was actually assaulted——”
  “He was squirted with ink, sir”
  “Some other boy——”
  “That’s it, sir!  Bunter had this things all ready, and if Bunter didn’t carry on it seems pretty clear that some other fellow found the squirt of ink where he put it, and let Prout have it.”
  “Have you any suspicion?”
  “None, sir!  But are a lot of fellows are wild with Prout — and it certainly was somebody!  I know, sir, that a decent fellow ought to own up, when another chap gets the chopper by mistake;  but whoever it is hasn’t nerve enough to face the sack, I suppose.”
  “Why do you feel so certain that Bunter did not do it, Wharton?”
  “Well, he hasn’t enough nerve; but that’s not all.  He bragged in the Remove of having done it——”
  “He admitted it?”  exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
  “Well, sir, he thought it was all safe and clear, and he’s such an ass—he bragged that he had done it!  Up to then  we thought he had; but when he said he had, we knew he hadn’t.  I mean, he told such a mixed story—trying to make out that he had done it, he made it perfectly clear that he hadn’t!”
  “Did he deny it to the Head?”
  “Oh, yes, sir!  But he’s such an awful fibber, of course the Head wouldn’t think of taking his word.” said Harry.  “I know he ought to the jolly well licked, sir; but he’s done nothing to be sacked for, though he’s made the Head believe that he has!  And —and we all hope, sir, that now you’ve come back, you’ll put the matter right.”
  “I shall certainly discuss the matter with the Head.” said Mr. Quelch guardedly.  “If a bare possibility exists that there has been an error, it is my duty to see the matter set right.  Bunter, I presume, has now left?”
  “Yes, sir; but—but he’s come back.”
  “He has come back!” repeated Mr. Quelch.
  “He’s such an ass, sir!” said Harry.  “He doesn’t seem to be able to get it into his head that he’s sacked.  He scanned the school now, keeping out of sight somewhere, and the prefects are looking for him.”
  “Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
  “He’s really waiting for you to come back, sir!” said Harry hastily.  “He feels sure that you will see him through, as he never did ink Prout.”
  “I fear, Wharton, that such extraordinary conduct on Bunter’s part will only tend to confirm the headmaster in his decision.” said the Remove master.  “However, I shall certainly take the matter up without delay, and I have no doubt that if Bunter is not the guilty party, the guilty party will be found.
  Mr. Quelch said no more, remaining plunged in deep thought, while the taxi ran on to Greyfriars.  It was a very unexpected state of affairs that awaited him on his return to the school.
  Wharton, as he sat silent, was glad that he had acted on the fat Owl’s suggestion to meet Quelch at the station and be the first to tell the story.  First impressions counted for a good deal;  and he had an inkling that Quelch was pleased at the idea that his whole Form were eagerly awaiting his return—to see justice done!  There was no doubt that if anything could be done for the fat and fatuous Owl, Quelch was the man to do it.  The Head boy of the Remove had done all he could for that woebegone member of his form—and now he could only hope for the best.
  A few minutes later the taxi turned in at the gates of Greyfriars, and Gosling touched his ancient hat to Mr. Quelch.  Mr. Prout was one of the first to greet Quelch when he came into the House.
  “My dear Quelch, I am glad to see you back!” said Prout.  
  “Thank you, Mr. Prout—I am glad to be here!” said Quelch.
  “And I regret, sir, that you should have to be informed, on your arrival, that a boy in your Form has been expelled.” said Prout.
  “indeed, sir!” said Mr. Quelch coldly.  “perhaps, sir, it may transpire that the boy
in my form may not be expelled after all.”  
  Harry Wharton heard that as he went his way, and he smiled as he went.

                                     THE NINTH CHAPTER.

                                            Catching Coker!

“WHERE’S that fat tick?” gasped Coker of the Fifth. 
   Coker stared round the Remove box-room.
  Billy Bunter had bolted into that box room like a fat rabbit into its burrow.  Horace Coker had been hardly more than a minute behind him.
  But when he got there, so to speak, the cupboard was bare!  The Owl of the Remove was not to be seen.
  There were a good many boxes and trunks in the room—prominent among them a huge trunk belonging to Lord Mauleverer.  Coker looked around them, and over them, but Bunter was not hiding among them.
  Where was he?
  Co. could cost to the window.  Outside was the front, landed a roof over our building.  Coker had heard of the juniors breaking house bounds by way of that window and the leads outside.  Had Bunter known that way, shutting the window after him to delude his pursuer?
  “The!”, grasping the lower sash.
  He opened the window and leaned out, scanning the leads.  Bunter was not there.  If he had gone by the window doubtless he was negotiating the rain pipe that led earthwards.
   Coker, as he leaned from the window, looking out, did not, of course, see anything in the back behind him, not being blessed with eyes in the back of his head.
  He was, therefore, unaware that the lid of Lord Mauleverer’s big trunk lifted, and a pair of big spectacles blinked out from the interior.
  Billy Bunter blinked at Coker’s back.
  He glared up to it!
  Bunter had packed himself in the trunk—really a brain wave on his part.  But, large as that trunk was, it was close packing for the fat junior.  And it was warm!   And it was stuffy!  Bunter was not anxious to stay there!  If that beast Coker, not spotting him in the box room, would only have gone——
  But that beast Coker, instead of going, was staring out of the window, as if expecting to spot Bunter outside.
  Bunter was little round eyes glimmered behind his big round spectacles. —it was a chance for him—if Coker did not look round!
  With infinite caution, the fat junior lifted the lid of Mauly’s trunk farther, and stepped out.
  On tiptoe he stepped to the door.
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“The cheeky young villain!”  he heard Coker’s voice, but, to his immense relief, Coker did not turn his head.  “He must have got out of the window!  The cheeky young scoundrel!”
  Bunter reached the door.
  He jerked the key from the inside of the lock and jammed it in the outside.  Coker’s spun around from the window as he heard the sound.
  “Bunter!” yelled Coker.
  He had a full view of the fat Owl of the Remove!  But it was only for a second. The next, Bunter had whipped out of the box-room, and dragged the door shut after him.
  With a bound, Coker was across the room, and gasping at the door handle.
  Click!
  Coker dragged at the door.
  But it did not stir.
  “He, he, he!” came a breathless chuckle from outside.
  Bunter could afford to chuckle now.  With a locked door between him and Coker, Bunter was all right.
  Horace Coker wrenched at the door–handle.  He tugged at it!  He dragged at it frantically; but the door remained fast.
  “He—he—he’s locked it!” gasped Coker.  That fact dawned, at last, on Coker’s powerful brain.  “He—he—he’s locked the door!  He-he’s locked me in!  Bunter!  You impudent young rascal!  You cheeky tick!  Unlock this door at once!  Do you hear?”
  “He, he, he!”
  “I’ll smash you!”
  “Yah!”
  “I’ll whop you!”  roared Coker.
  “Rats!  You couldn’t whop a mouse!”  retorted Bunter from the safe side of the door.  “You can’t scrap, Coker!  For two pins I’d come in and mop up  the room with you!  Thank your lucky stars that I’ve no time to waste on you, Coker!”
  “Why,  you—you—you——” gasped Coker.
  “If I had the time,” said Bunter, through the keyhole.  “I’d give you the thrashing of your life, Coker!  Yah, fathead!”
  “I—I—I’ll pulverise you!” gurgled Coker,  wrenching frantically at the door.  “I’ll burst you all over the shop!”
   “You couldn’t!” said Bunter cheerfully.
  “I—I—I—” stuttered Coker.  Defiance from the fat Owl of the Remove was really the last straw.  Coker boiled.  “I—I’ll spiflicate you——”
  “He, he, he!”
  “Will you open this door?”
   “I would if I had time to thrash you, Coker.  But I haven’t!”
   Coker heard the key withdrawn from the outside of the lock.—Bunter was going— and apparently he was taking the key with him.
  “Stop!” bawled Coker.  “Open this door, you fat tick!”
  “He, he, he!”
  That chuckle was followed by the sound of retreating footsteps.  The Owl of the Remove was departing.
  Harris Coker put both hands to the door handle, grasping it firmly, and wrenched with all his strength.  It was a terrible effort, and it told!  The door did not open; it couldn’t.  But the door handle came off in Coker’s mighty grasp.
  It came off quite suddenly, and Coker flew backwards, with the door handle in his hands.  He crashed against a pile of lumber and sent it toppling.
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“Ow!” gasped the burly Fifth Former, as a cricket bag smote him in the back of the neck, while a heavy box crashed down on his head.  “Wow!”
  He sat up, hardly knowing what had happened, for a few moments.  He rubbed the back of his head tenderly.
  The footsteps outside had died away.   Bunter was gone.  Coker picked himself up slowly and painfully.  He was hurt.  His head was hard, but the floor was harder.
  “Ow!” repeated Coker.  “Oh crumbs!  Oh, my head!  Oh my neck!  Wow!”
  The door handle was off; but the lock still held the door fast.  There was no escape that way for Coker.
  For several minutes Horace Coker raged in the Remove box-room, like a freshly caught lion in a cage.  He was trapped in the box-room, and he had a prize headache; which was all he had gained, so far, by his pursuit of Billy Bunter.  It was useless to shout to be let out—even if he was heard, nobody could let him out without the, and Bunter had the key.  Neither was Coker keen to let all Greyfriars learn that he had been caught like a rabbit in a trap.
  He went to the window at last.   That was the only way out; unless Coker had a fancy for trying the chimney, which Coker hadn’t.  Fortunately, it was easy to get away by the window.
  Coker clambered out and dropped on the leads.  From the leads  he swung himself down a rainpipe to the ground.  
  Then he made his way round to the  House doorway.
  He had lost Bunter!  And, anxious as he was to get hold of that fat youth and knock the stuffing out of him, he was not feeling inclined to take up the chase again.  His head was almost splitting.
  Coker went to his study in the Fifth.  There he sat down in his armchair and rested his aching head in his hands.  And for quite a long time Coker of the Fifth dismissed other matters from his mind.

                                            THE TENTH CHAPTER.

                                            Quelch’s Has His Doubts!

Dr. LOCKE shook his head.
   “No doubt at all!” he said.
   “None!” said Mr. Prout, with emphasis. 
  Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.
  The three masters were gathered in the Head’s study.  Mr. Quelch was losing no time in getting down to the affair of Bunter.  Dr. Locke was kind, considerate, sympathetic.  He realised that it was disagreeable for the Remove-master, on the day of his return after a long absence, to be met by the news that a boy in his Form had been expelled from the school.
   Prout, on the other hand, was neither kind nor sympathetic.  Prout had been inked.  That, of course, made a difference.  Prout’s view of the matter was, so to speak, coloured by the ink.
    “Absolutely none!” repeated Prout , with unnecessary emphasis.  “Really, Quelch, I am surprised!  Bunter was reported by Gosling for taking the garden squirt from the woodshed.  He was seen by a prefect and by myself, with the large bottle of ink he had taken from the Form-room.  It is demonstrated that he absented himself from preparation last evening.  It was during preparation that I was attacked.  Can you ask for more complete evidence?”
  Dr. Locke shook his venerable head again.
  The evidence was, indeed, complete and convincing—at least to the extent that the fatuous Bunter had made everything in readiness for the jape on Prout.  But Mr. Quelch had a slightly obstinate expression on his face.
  Had Bunter belonged to any form but Quelch’s, perhaps Quelch would have regarded the evidence as conclusive.  But no Form-master liked an expulsion in his Form.
  Moreover, Quelch knew Bunter better than the other masters did.  He was aware that Bunter was fool enough to plan such a hare-brained prank.  But he did not believe that the fat junior had the nerve to carry it out.  Between planning to rag a Form-master, and actually ragging a Form-master, there was a great gulf fixed.
  Under Quelch’s was primed, as it were, with Wharton’s version of the affair.  He and your but the Remove fellows did not believe Bunter guilty, on the word off his head boy.  Had Bunter done it his Form-fellows would not have doubted that he had—so it seemed to Mr. Quelch.
  In point of fact, Mr. Quelch was right.  But the position was a very difficult one.  For if Bunter had not done it, who had?  Who had inked Prout??
  Somebody had—unless Mr. Prout was to be supposed to be, like a rubber stamp, a self inker!
  There was a short silence and the Head’s study.  Prout broke it.  Prout never left a silence unbroken long.
  “I am surprised, my dear Quelch—quite surprised, that you are not completely satisfied.  And the boy’s antics since his expulsion——”
  “Bunter ‘s very peculiar conduct, since his expulsion, raises a serious doubt in my mind, sir.” said Mr. Quelch stiffly.  “Even a stupid boy, like Bunter, would know perfectly well that he could not be allowed to remain here, after assaulting a Form- master.  Yet it is clear that Bunter entertains some hope of being allowed to stay.”
  “Unprecedented impudence on his part——” boomed Prout.  “Unparalleled effrontery——”
  “I am not satisfied!” barked Mr. Quelch.  “I admit that the evidence is irrefragable, so far as it goes.  Bunter, undoubtedly, planned this foolish freak and should be severely caned for having done so.  But if he did not carry it out, he does not merit expulsion.”
  “Perfectly true!” said Dr. Locke.  “But—my dear Quelch—Mr. Prout was drenched with the ink that Bunter prepared for the purpose.  You must not forget that fact.”
  “The poet,” said Prout, “has remarked, that facts are stubborn things.”
  “You questioned  Bunter, of course, sir?” asked Mr. Quelch’s, addressing the Head.
  “Naturally.  But he uttered such a tissue of absurd prevarications, that no doubt was left in my mind.”
  Mr. Quelch sighed.  He knew his Bunter.  Innocent or guilty, there was no doubt that the fatuous Owl would take his usual refuge in prevarications.  Bunter’s own statements counted for nothing.  It was a question of evidence—and the evidence was overwhelming.  Yet the Remove master was not satisfied.
  “As Bunter’s Form-master, sir, I am more intimately acquainted with the boy’s character.” he remarked.  “If I could question him—--”
  “If you really think there is any doubt in the matter, Mr. Quelch——”
  “I do, sir!” said the Remove master firmly.
  “In that case, most certainly you must question Bunter, and satisfy yourself!” said the Head, a trifle coldly.
  “No other boy can be even suspected of being out of the House.” said Prout.  “It was during preparation, and the boys were in their studies.”
  “If one boy was out of the house unnoticed, sir, another may have been.” rejoined Mr. Quelch.
  Snort, from Prout.
  “As it happens that Bunter is still in the school, I can at all events see him and question him.” said the Remove master. 
   “He is here in defiance of his head-master’s sentence of expulsion!” snapped Prout.  “And it appears that he is in hiding.”
   “Nevertheless, he is here,” said Mr. Quelch, “and as soon as he is found——”
  There was a tap at the study door.  It opened, and Wingate of the Sixth looked in.
   “Have you found Bunter, Wingate?” asked the Head.  Probably the Head-master of Greyfriars was rather anxious to get through and have done with Bunter.
  “No, sir!” answered Wingate.  “We’ve searched everywhere, and he cannot be found.  But Monsieur Charpentier told me that the young ass—‘hem!  I—I mean Bunter, sir—was hiding in his study, and got away again, so it seems that he is still in the House.  And——”
  “And what, Wingate?” 
  “Well, sir, after what Monsieur Charpentier told me, I went up to have another look in the Remove passage, and found that the door of the Remove box-room was locked.  I had already searched it once, but——”
  “If the door is locked, it certainly appears that someone is in the room.” said the Head.  “Did you not ascertain, Wingate?” 
  “I knocked at the door, sir, and called, but there was no answer, and I did not hear anyone moving.”
  “Obviously the boy is there!” grunted Prout.
  “The door can scarcely be locked for any other reason.” said the H.  “I will proceed there personally, and I hardly think that Bunter will refuse to open the door at my command.  Please come with me, Mr. Quelch.”
  The headmaster and the Remove master left the study together.  Mr. Prout followed on. Really, it was no concern of Prout’s, except from his natural desire to see the fellow who had inked him turfed out of the school.  No doubt he wanted to be in at the death!
  In majestic procession the three masters proceeded up to the Remove passage, where the Removites were now coming in tea.
  Many eyes watched them go!  All  Greyfriars was thrilling with interest in the extraordinary hunt for Bunter.  The Remove passage was crowded with juniors; and as the masters came across the landing they heard the nasal tones of Fisher T. Fish.
  “I guess that bone headed jay has locked himself in the box-room!”
  “Then they’ll get him.” said Bob.  “Look here, I’ll cut up the box-room and give him the tip to clear, through the keyhole——”
  “Cherry!” said a deep voice.
  “Oh, my hat!”  Bob Cherry spun round and gazed in dismay at his headmaster, coming into the passage, followed by Quelch and Prout.
  Bob stared at him, crimson.  Dr. Locke, however, contented himself with giving the junior a very severe glance, and turned to Mr. Quelch.
  “It appears certain that Bunter is in the box room.” he said.  “Is it possible for that room to be left by the window?”
  “I believe so, sir.”
  “Then will you kindly pass the word to the prefects to watch outside in case that utterly foolish boy should attempt to escape by the window.”
  “Certainly, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch went down the Remove staircase again.  The Head passed on to the other end of the Remove passage where the stairs to the box room ended.  Up the stairs went the Head, followed by Prout.
  “They’ve got him this time!” said Bob.
  “The gotfulness is preposterous!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Poor old Bunter!” grinned the Bounder.
  If Bunter was in the box-room there was no doubt this time that they had “got” him!  As a matter of fact, Bunter wasn’t!  With the box-room key in his pocket, Billy Bunter had cleared off to parts unknown before Wingate came up and discovered the locked door.  Actually, at that moment, Billy Bunter was hidden deep—under a bed in the Remove dormitory.  That circumstance, whoever, was known only to Bunter—and to everybody else it seemed certain that the Bunter- hunters had, at long last, “got” Bunter.

                                   THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                                        Sooty!

  KNOCK!	
   “Bunter!” 
   Knock!  Knock! 
  “ Bunter!  Bunter!” 
  Neither to the knocking on the box room door nor to the Head’s deep voice came any reply from within the locked room. 
  Had Coker of the Fifth still been there, no doubt Coker would have replied.  But Coker had long gone, by the window.
  There was no one in the Remove box-room to answer the Head!  Happily unaware of that fact, Dr. Locke rapped again, harder and harder, and called again, in a voice that grew deeper and deeper.
  “Bunter!   I am aware that you are up there!  Unlock this door at once!  You disrespectful young rascal, admit me.”
  No reply!
  “Upon my word!”  exclaimed the Head.  “This passes all patience!  The boy 
  must be there!”
    “Undoubtedly!” said Prout, peering at the lock.  “The door is indubitably locked, sir—obviously on the inside!  Bunter is there!”
  “Bunter!  Admit me at once!”
  Knock!  Knock!  Knock!
  “My hat!” muttered Bob Cherry, in the passage below.  “Has that fat duffer really nerve enough to keep the Head out?”
  “Looks like it!” said Harry Wharton.  “He must be there!  I suppose nobody’s locked that door on the outside and taken the key away?”
  “Why should anybody?” asked Skinner.  “Bunter‘s there all right!  Bet you he’s scooting by the window.”
  “Then the prefects will get him!”
  “Poor old Bunter!”
  Knock!  Knock!  rang from above.
  “Bunter!  The Head’s voice was deep and angry.  Bunter!  You Impertinent boy—you—impudent young rascal!  I command you to admit me instantly!”
   Mr. Quelch came hurrying up the Remove passage.  The crowd of juniors made way for their Form master.  He ascended the box-room stairs, and joined the Head and Prout on the little landing outside the door there.
  “Has Bunter been seen at the window, Mr. Quelch?” asked the Head.
  “No, sir!  The window is shut.  Wingate, Gwynne, and Loder are watching in case the foolish boy should leave by the window!  But is it possible, sir, that he has refused to open the door at your order?”
  “It is more than possible, Mr. Quelch.” said the Head in a deep, deep voice.  “It is the fact!  He refuses even to answer me.”
  “Is the boy in his right senses?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch aghast.  This was rather awkward for reform master who had resolved to do anything that could be done for the expelled junior.
  “Probably not, sir!”  boomed Prout.  “Very probably not, sir!  A boy who has the temerity to squirt ink, sir, over a Form-master, and to disobey the commands of his head  master——”
  “Please speak to him, Mr. Quelch.” said the Head; and Mr. Quelch’s rapped on the box-room door and spoke sharply.
  “Bunter!   Answer me!  It is your Form master speaking!  Bunter!”
  There was no answer from the locked room.
  Mr. Quelch bit his lip with vexation.
  “The boy, sir, appears to treat you with no more respect than other members of Dr. Locke’s staff!” said Prout maliciously.
  The Remove master reddened.
   “Is he there?” he snapped.  “I cannot understand the boy not answering if he is there!  Probably he is not there.”
  “The door is locked!” said the Head.  “Someone, I presume, must be there!  Otherwise, why is the door locked?”
  This seemed unanswerable to gentlemen who did not know that Bunter had locked up a Fifth Form man in the box-room and bolted with the key and that the Fifth Former had long since departed by the window.  The beaks were quite ignorant of Horace Coker’s activities that eventful afternoon.
   Mr. Quelch rapped again quite savagely.
  “Bunter!” he hooted.  “Bunter!”
  Echo answered; but only echo.  Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep.  Prout gave a snort.  The Head compressed his lips in a tight line.
  “The door must be forced!” he said.  “Send for Gosling, Mr. Quelch.”
  Mr. Quelch stepped down the box-room stairs and met the eyes of a swarm of fellows staring up from the Remove passage.  All the Remove were on the spot now, all keen to watch the latest developments of the amazing Bunter-hunt.
  “Wharton!” rapped Mr. Quelch.  “Kindly go and ask Gosling to step here and to bring with him tools for forcing a door.”
  “Yes sir!” answered Harry, and he went, rather slowly.  It was ten minutes before he returned with Gosling.  During these minutes intense excitement reigned in the Remove passage; and on the box and landing the Head waited with majestic calm, but with a glint in his eyes which boded ill to the Owl of the Remove.
  Gosling, grunting,   came up the box-room stairs at length.  He had brought a hammer and a cold chisel.  The Head pointed to the lock.
  “Kindly opened that door, Gosling, as quickly as possible!” he said.
  “Yessir!”
   Gosling started with chisel and hammer!  Bang!   Clang!  Bang!  Clang!  awoke the echoes far and near.  Goslind hammered the chisel in between the door and the jamb;  an efficacious, if somewhat rough and ready method of forcing open the door.  Bang, bang, bang!  Bang, bang, bang!  Holding a chisel in position with his left hand, Gosling banged away with his right.
  Suddenly the banging and clanging stopped, and a wild and fearful yell rang out even more loudly.
  “Yooooooooooop!” yelled Gosling frantically.
  He dropped the hammer, with a crash, jammed his left thumb into his mouth, and sucked it wildly. 
  “Yow-ow-ow!” howled Gosling. “Wow!  Yow!  Whooop!  Oh, jiminy!  Yoo-hoop!”
  “Whatever is the matter, Gosling?” exclaimed the Head.
  “Yarooooooooop!  roared gosling.
  “You are wasting time, Gosling!” said Mr. Prout severely.  “You are wasting the headmaster’s time——”
  “Ain’t I ’ammered my thumb?” roared Gosling.  “I can tell you, it’s ’urt!  I’ve ’ammered my blooming thumb!  Whoo-hoop!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!  came floating up from the Remove passage.
  “Ow!  Yow!  Wow!  ’Ammered my blooming thumb, and then young limbs a-larfing!” hooted Gosling.
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  “Please moderate your expressions, Gosling!” said the Head sharply.  “Proceed, and be more careful!”
  “Ow!   Wow!  Yow!”
  “Proceed!” snapped the Head.
  Gosling gave his damaged thumb a final suck, snorted, and grasped the hammer again.  Bang, bang!  Clang, clang!
  The door creaked.  The lock cracked as the chisel was driven deeper in.  There was a sudden snap at last, as the lock parted.  The door flew open.
  Dr. Locke strode into the box room.
  “Now, Bunter——“ Why, goodness gracious, where is the boy?” He exclaimed.  He stared round a room tenanted only by boxes and trunks.
  “He is here!” boomed Prout.  He must be here—unless, indeed, he has a script by the window!  I perceive that it is unfastened. 
  Prout threw up the sash and looked out.  Three Sixth Form prefects were visible, beyond the outbuilding below, patiently watching, like terriers for a badger.
  “Wingate,” boomed Prout, “has anyone emerged by the window?  Has Bunter emerged?”
  “No, sir!  No sir!  Nobody’s come out by the window.”
  “Then the boy is still here!” said Prout, turning back into the box-room.  “He is concealed—” 
  “Where?” asked Mr. Quelch sarcastically.
  Prout stared round.  He hopes of lord Mauleverer’s big trunk, stepped to it, and raised the lid.  It was the only trunk in the room large enough to hide Bunter inside.  It had hidden him once, but it was not hiding him now!  That trump was empty!
  “He is not here!” said the Head blankly.
  “But— but the door was locked, sir!” stuttered Prout.  “How can it be locked if no one was here?  The chimney, perhaps—--”
  Prout rolled over to the chimney.  That was the only possible hiding place, if anyone was there.  It was a wide, old fashioned chimney, with room inside for a climber.  It was long since there had been a fire in the great; but there was plenty of soot in the chimney; a good deal had fallen in the grate below.  Prout bent his head, and shouted up the chimney.
  “Bunter, if you are there——”
  Prout’s powerful voice boomed up the chimney, and several flecks of soot floated down, dislodged by the atmospheric disturbance.
  “He is there!” exclaimed Prout.
  “I am sure that he is not there!” snapped Mr. Quelch.
  “You can see, sir, that soot is falling!” boomed Prout.  “Obviously, sir, it has been dislodged by someone in the chimney.”
  “A shout, sir, is more than sufficient to dislodge soot in a chimney!”
  “Nonsense, sir!” 
  “Mr. Prout! 
  “Mr. Quelch!”
  “The matter may easily be decided by looking up the chimney.” suggested the Head mildly.
   “Quite so, sir!” said Prout.  “I have not the least doubt-that the boy is there—it is the only possible hiding place in the room!  Mr. Quelch may think that the sound of my voice may have disturbed the soot, sir, but I do not agree with Mr. Quelch’s opinion—I do not agree with it in the very least!  I have no doubt whatever, sir, that the boy is in the chimney, and that I shall see him, sir, when I look up.”
  And Prout bent his stately head, and twisted round his portly neck, to stare up the wide, old chimney.
   He did not see Bunter.   Bunter was not there!  But Mr. Quelch was certainly right in supposing that a shout up the chimney might loosen some of the ancient soot clinging to the bricks.  For, as Prout looked up, a flurry of soot came down.
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  “Urrrrrggh!” spluttered Prout suddenly.
  “My dear sir——” ejaculated the Head.
  “Ooooooooogh!”
  Prout fairly bounded back from the chimney.  He spluttered wildly.  The Head and Mr. Quelch gazed at him.  The Fifth Form muster seemed to have been suddenly transformed into a negro.  Black, but not comely, he gurgled soot
  “Yurrrgggh!  Ooooooogh!   Groooooogh!  Ooooch!”
  “Is the boy there?” asked the Head.
  “Gug-gug-gug!   No!   Wug-wug-wug!  Yurrggh!”
  The Head suppressed a smile.   Mr. Quelch did not suppress one.  Prout gurgled wildly.
  “I have observed,” said Mr. Quelch, “that the key is missing from the door.  Obviously the door was locked on the outside, sir, and the key taken away.  Bunter, certainly, is not here!  Are you satisfied, Mr. Prout, that Bunter is not here?”
  “Gug!  Wug!  Yug!” spluttered Mr. Prout.
   “Let us go!” said the Head, perhaps feeling that he would not be able to suppress that smile much longer.
  The Head and Mr. Quelch went, Prout spluttering, coughing, and gurgling, following more slowly.  Eager eyes were watching in the Remove passage, and there was a buzz as it was seen that the Head came without Bunter.
  “ They’ve not got him!” breathed Bob Cherry.
  “Good old Bunter!” chuckled Smithy.  “He’s leaving them a dance!  More power to his giddy elbow.”
  The Head and Mr. Quelch  passed on.  Then Prout came in sight.  The juniors gazed at him, dumbfounded, as he came down the box room stairs.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” gasped Bob Cherry.  “Who——   What’s that?”
  “P-Prout!”  stuttered Harry Wharton.
  “Prout?  Ha, ha, ha!”
  Prout glared round him—a sooty glare!  Flecks of soot dropped as he strode down the passage.  A roar of merriment followed him.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “He’s been up the chimney after Bunter!  Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Prout wants a wash!”
  “The wantfulness of an esteemed wash is terrific!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Prout departed with hasty steps.  He realised that he was not looking his best!  With eyes gleaming wrath from a sooty face, he vanished down the Remove staircase, leaving the juniors yelling.

                                    THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

                                       Bunter Wants Witnesses!

“I SAY, you fellows!”
  “Oh, Jemima!” gasped Bob Cherry.
  The Famous Five were at tea in Study No. 1.  There were sosses for tea, and while they discussed the sosses, they discussed, of course, Bunter.  The hunt for the innocent Owl was still going on, though it was going rather desultory now. Six fellows were tired of it—even Prout seemed to have lost his keenness since the episode of the soot.
  Still, there were hunters, here and there, rooting after Bunter, and it was a thrilling question in the Remove, where he was, and whether he would be rooted out.  The Famous Five were discussing that thrilling question when the study door opened, and a familiar fat figure rolled in.
  Bunter closed the door hastily after him.
  He blinked through his big spectacles at five staring faces, and sniffed appreciatively the appetising scent of the sausages.
  “Bunter!” gasped the chums of the Remove.
  “Don’t yell it out all over Greyfriars.” said Bunter.  “I say, you fellows, I’m fearfully hungry.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!”  said Bunter indignantly.  “—I’ve had nothing since dinner and I never finished my dinner, owing to Prout—nothing except that tuck I found in this study, and some toffee I found in Ogilvy’s, and some biscuits that Toddy had—and a cake——”
  “Is that all?” asked Johnny Bull sarcastically.  “You must be famished, old fat man!”
  “Well, not exactly famished,” said Bunter,  “  but fearfully hungry!  It’s not much I eat, as you know——”
  “Oh crumbs!”
  “But a fellow can’t miss meals!  That’s why I showed up at dinner!  It was jolly risky, but what was a fellow to do?  But I can’t go down to Hall to tea—they’d collar me at once!  From what I can make out, they’re hunting me all over the shop!  It’s a bit thick; but there you are!  But I knew I could rely on my old palls to stand me some tea, so I came here!  I say, those sosses look good!”
  The next moment Bunter ascertained that they tasted as good as they looked.
  “Where have you been?” asked Harry.
  “In the dorm!” said Bunter.  “ I got under a bed!  After I’d locked Coker in the box room—he, he, he!  Did he leg it by the window?  If not, he’s still there!”
  “Oh!  That’s how——”
  “Mind if I finish the sosses?  After all, you fellows can get something in Hall!  I say, is Quelch back yet?”
  “Yes, ass, and——”
  “Did you meet him, as I told you, Wharton?” asked Bunter eagerly, his mouth full of sausage.  “Have you explained to him that I’m perfectly innocent, and that I was with you in this study when Prout was inked?”
  “I’ve told him the whole thing, and we don’t believe you inked Prout.  I haven’t told him any lies, and I’m not going to!” said Wharton gruffly.
  “Oh, really, Wharton——”
  “If you’ve got the sense of a bunny rabbit,” said Nugent, “you’ll see Quelch at once and tell him the truth.  If you’ve got the ghost of a chance of getting out of the sack it rests with Quelch; but if you tell him lies——”
  “O and really, Nugent!  I want to see him, of course— after tea!  I’d better make sure of tea where I’ve got the chance.  That’s rather important.”  Bunter gobbled sausages at a great rate.  “If you fellows don’t want any of the toast—there is only on those installations!  Any more sosses?”
  “No, you cormorant!”
  “I’ll fill up on toast.  I dare say you’ve got a cake.  This isn’t a time to be mean, you fellows!  I expect all my friends to rally around at a time like this!”
  The sosses being finished, Bunter gobbled toast.  Harry Wharton lifted a cake from the cupboard.  Bunter’s opinion evidently was that expressed in the phrase familiar to typists; that now was the time for all just men to hurry to the aid of the party!  Bunter’s fat thoughts were generally fully occupied by W.G. Bunter, and now that was more than ever the case.  In the present thrilling crisis of his fate, nobody else’s concerns mattered the least little bit.  It was Bunter first, and the rest nowhere.
  However, the chums of the Remove, convinced that Bunter had got the “sack” in error, were prepared to play up.
  Bunter gobbled cake.  He gobbled with one eye on the door, fearful of being interrupted before he had finished the cake.  But he managed to talk while he gobbled.  Bunter’s fat jaws were the most efficient part of Bunter, developed by  constant exercise.
  “I say, you fellows, I’m going to seek Quelch—after I’ve finished this cake.  I’ll have another cup of tea, Nugent!  Four lumps, please—don’t be mean with the sugar!  I say, you fellows, I want you to come with me to Quelch.  I want you to be my witnesses.”
  “My esteemed idiotic Bunter——”
  “Don’t jaw, Inky; it’s wasting time.  Just listen to me.  You see,” explained Bunter, “ Prout was inked in prep last night.  If Toddy would swear that I was in study No.  7 at prep, it would be all right; but it’s no good asking Toddy—you know what an ass he is!  Well, it’s just as good if we prove that I was in this study with you and Nugent, Wharton——”
  “But you weren’t in this study!” roared the captain of the Remove.
  “I wish you keep to the point, Wharton!”  said Bunter peevishly.  “The beaks don’t take my word—why, I don’t know!  But they’d take yours and Nugent’s, and if you swear—”
  “Well, you’re enough to make any fellow swear, if it wasn’t bad form!” grinned Bob Cherry.
  “If you swear that I was in the study with you, they’re bound to swallow it.  You can say I came to help you with your Latin.  That will be a good reason to give for my being in the study, see?  It sounds better to be able to give a good reason!  I’ve thought about that.”
  “Oh, you’ve thought about that, have you?” gasped Nugent.
  “Yes, old chap; I think about things, you know.” said Bunter.  “I’ve got the brains error home runs a home-for it!  Then, about that ink! Prout so me with the bottle of ink.  Well, suppose Bob swears that he saw me take it back to the Form-room—or, better still,  that he took it back himself!  What about that, Cherry?  What do you think, old chap?”
  Bob Cherry did not state what he thought.  He only stared a blankly at the fat Owl of the Remove.
  “Then about that squirt.” went on Bunter.  “that sneaking beast Gosling reported me for bagging it from the woodshed, it seems.  Think they’d take my word, Wharton, against Gosling’s, if I said I hadn’t?”
  “Hardly.”
  “Well, it’s pretty thick for a school-porter’s word to be taken against a Public school man!” said Bunter.   “Disgraceful, I call it!  It’s up to a headmaster to take a fellow’s word—especially mine!  What I mean is, I’ve got a rather particular sense of honour—not like some fellows I could name!  But the Head doesn’t take my word!” said Bunter, shaking his head sorrowfully.  “It’s pretty sickening, but he doesn’t  and that’s that!  Well, about that squirt, I think Bull had better give evidence.”
  “I?” gurgled Johnny Bull.
  “Yes; the more witnesses the better, you know! Bob’s going to be my witness about the ink—-”
  “Am I?” gasped Bob.
  “Yes, that’s settled; and Bull can give evidence about the squirt.  You’re going to say that you saw me put it back in the woodshed, old fellow.  Then it will be pretty clear that some other  fellow took it afterwards, see?”
  The expression on the Johnny Bull’s face was extraordinary.  It did not indicate that he was going to give the evidence required by Bunter!
  Harry Wharton rose to his feet.
  “Finished your tea, Bunter?” he asked.
  “Yes, unless you’ve got another cake”
  “Then you’d better go see Quelch. We’re not coming with you!  We’re not going to tell any whoppers!  We’re only going to start you on the way to Quelch’s study!  I advise you to tell the truth there,  if you’re capable over it.  Now you men, gather around and give Bunter a start.”
  “Hear, hear!”
   Bob Cherry opened the door.  Johnny Bull grasped Bunter by his fat neck and swung him into the doorway. 
  “I say, you fellows——“ gasped Bunter. 
  “All together!” said Harry.
  “I say——  Yarrooooooooh!” roared Bunter.
    Five boots landed on Billy Bunter all at once!  He shot out of Study No. 1 like a cannonball from a cannon.
  He landed in the passage with a bump and a roar.
  The door slammed after him.
  “Yow-ow!  Yarooh!  Beasts!” roared Bunter.
  He started for the stairs to visit Mr. Quelch—without the witnesses he required!  It was clear, even to Bunter’s obtuse intellect, that he was not going to get those witnesses from Study No. 1. 

                              THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                   Billy Bunter’s Last Chance!

“HERE he is!”
  “Bunter!”
  “It’s Bunter” 
  “Here’s Bunter!
  “ Forty or fifty Fellows stared at Bunter when he made his appearance from the stairs.  Bunter had to run the gantlet of the house to reach Mr. Quelch’s study in Masters’ passage.   That could not be helped.  His appearance in public, naturally, caused great excitement after his amazing antics during the day.  After being so long in hiding, he had no emerged into the public view, and really seemed to be asking for it! 
  “It’s Bunter!”  gasped Temple of the Fourth.  “Really Bunter!”
  “Bunter, you ass!” shouted Hobson of the Shell.    “Hook it— here comes Prout!”
  “Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter.
  The name of Bunter, repeated on all sides, had caught the ears of Mr. Prout.  Freshly washed after his sooty adventure, but in the worst temper of his life, Prout came striding on the scene.
  “Bunter!”  he boomed.  “Is Bunter here?  Bunter——”
  “Cut!” yelled Temple.
  Bunter did not need telling.
  At the sight of Prout’s portly, pompous form, he cut promptly.  Like a frightened fat rabbit he raced for Masters’ passage.
  “Bunter!” boomed Prout.  “Stop!”
  “Bunter flew on.
  “Upon my word!” gasped Prout.
    He rushed after Bunter.  Now that the elusive Owl was actually in sight once more Prout was not going to let him escape again, if he could help it.
  Bunter flew—and Prout flew.  A roar followed them from a crowd of Greyfriars fellows as they flew into Master’s passage, both going strong.
  “Go it, Bunter!”
  “Put it on, Prout!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Had Mr. Prout detected the fellow who shouted “Put it on, Prout!” probably that fellow would have been sorry that he had spoken.  But Prout’s attention was concentrated on the fleeing fat figure in front of him.
   “Bunter!”  he boomed.  “Stop!  Stop, instantly!”
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
  He blinked over a fat shoulder. Prout, like a galleon in full sail, was sleeping in his wake.
  Bunter put on a spurt.  He did Masters passage at a speed that looked as if he had a healthy chance for the school 100 yards.  He reached Quelch’s study with Prout well in the rear.
  He did not stop to knock.    There was no time for that.  He tore open the door and hurtled into the study.
  Mr. Quelch was seated at his table.  After tea, with his colleagues, in Common-room, Quelch hab gone to his old study, and now he was seated there, sorting out books and papers, and putting them in order with his usual  careful precision.  The affair of Bunter was on Mr. Quelch’s mind, but while the expelled Owl remained in hiding  it could not be dealt with.  And Quelch had almost succeeded in dismissing that worrying affair from his thoughts, in his happy satisfaction at being back in his old quarters,  with his old, familiar preoccupations.  He was reminded quite suddenly of Bunter as the door flew open and the fat junior hurtled in.
  Bunter came in like a whirlwind.  He was going too fast to halt, and before he knew what was happening, he had cannoned into the study table.  He clutched at it wildly for support.
  The table rocked under the shock.  Books and papers shot from the tilting table-top, showering over Mr. Quelch.
  “Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter.
  “Bunter!” shrieked the Remove master.
  “Oh crikey!”
  “How dare you——”
  Mr. Quelch made a clutch at a cane.  At the same moment the portly figure of Prout appeared, breathless, in the doorway.
  “Ha!  I have caught you at last, you young rascal!” panted Prout.
  “Ow!  Keep off!” yelled Bunter, dashing round the study as Prout rolled in.  “I say, sir, keep him off!  Oh dear!”
   “Mr. Prout!” barked the Remove master.  His wrath was transferred from Bunter to Prout.  “ What does this mean?  Why, sir, may I ask, are you pursuing a boy of my Form, sir, into my study?”
    “Sir!” gasped Prout.  “Now that Bunter is found I shall secure him and take him to his headmaster, sir, for his sentence of expulsion to be carried into effect, sir!”
  “You will do nothing of the kind, Mr. Prout!  This by belongs to my Form, and I shall deal with him, sir, and I shall brook no interference, sir, from any other master at Greyfriars!”
  “If—if you will take him to the Head, Mr. Quelch——”
  “I shall decide that matter, sir, wholly on my own initiative!”  hooted Quelch.  “I am in no need of advice, sir, from any other member of Dr. Locke’s staff.”
  Prout breathed hard.  He had, as usual, exceeded the limit.  Now that Mr. Quelch was back at the school Prout had no shadow of a pretext for dealing with Remove fellows.  That was up to Quelch.
  There was nothing for Prout to do but to retreat— which he did, with a very bad   grace.  The door of Mr. Quelch’s study closed after him with a bang!
    Billy Bunter grinned.  Quelch had “put paid” to Prout in a way that won Bunter's full approval.
  But the grin died off his fat face as Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes turned on him grimly.
  “So you are here, Bunter!” said the Remove master.
  “Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.  “I—I came at once, sir, as—as soon as I knew you were back.  I knew you’d see me righted, sir!”
  Mr. Quelch’s grim mood relaxed a little.  Bunter, evidently, had come out of hiding place, and come to his Form-master’s study of his own accord.  By thus delivering himself up to the hands of authority the fat junior made it clear that he relied on Quelch to save him.  And that reliance could scarcely be founded on anything but the knowledge of his own innocence.  If he really had inked Prout, even Bunter could not have been obtuse enough to fancy that Quelch would stand by him.
  “You see, sir, as my Form-master, you’re bound to see justice done.” gasped Bunter.  “I knew you would, as soon as you came back, sir.  Now you’re here it will be all right!”
   Mr. Quelch’s countenance relaxed still further.  He could hardly help being touched by this faith in him.
  “Bunter, answer me one question, at once, and truthfully.  Did you, or did you not, throw the ink over Mr. Prout last evening on Elm Walk?”
  “No, sir!  Never!” gasped Bunter.  “I—I never thought of such a thing, sir!  Never dreamed of it!”
  Mr. Quelch’s face grew grim again.
  That Bunter had not actually inked Prout, he believed.  But that he had not only thought over, but prepared to do it, was certain.  Bunter’s ineradicable propensity to prevarication made matters difficult for the Remove master.
   “Bunter!  For your own sake, tell me the truth!” snapped Mr. Quelch.
  “Oh, sir!  Yes, sir!  I hope I’m not untruthful, sir!” said Bunter, a remark that proved that Bunter had a hopeful nature. 
  “You certainly planned the absurd joke on the Fifth Form master.” said Mr. Quelch.  “On that point there is no doubt. You were out of preparation when Mr. Prout was attacked.    You placed Gosling’s squirt, charged with ink, in readiness, and I have no doubt that you left the House with the full intention of using it.   When Mr. Prout was on Elm Walk you were on the spot, the squirt in your hands” 
  “It—it wasn’t, sir!” gasped Bunter.
  “I am perfectly assured that it was, Bunter.”
  “I—I swear that it wasn’t, sir!”
  “Then where was it?”
  “Under my arm, sir!”
  “Wha-a-a-at?”
  “ It was, really, sir!” gasped Bunter.  
  Mr. Quelch gazed at that hopeful member of his Form.  He did not speak for some moments.  Bunter seemed to have taken his breath away.
  “ You incredibly obtuse boy!” said Mr. Quelch at last.  “When I say that the squirt was in your hands, I mean that it was in your possession.  Cannot you understand that?”
  “Well, sir,” said Bunter, in an injured tone, “if you don’t say what you mean, sir, how’s a fellow to understand?  I know I never inked Prout!  I never even thought——”
  “If you do not tell me the truth at once, Bunter, I shall take you to Dr. Locke and request him to send you away from the school.”
  “Oh lor’!  What I mean is, sir,  a man can’t be sacked for having thought of inking a beak.  Lots of fellows think of things.  Coker of the Fifth said once that he was going to punch Prout, but he——”
    “Never mind Coker now.  If you actually did not commit that outrage, Bunter, I shall do my best for you.  Tell me the facts.”
  Even Billy Bunter realised, at that, that it was time to come down to the facts, little as facts appealed to him!
  With a question here and there, and a grim, steady stare that warneb Bunter not to wander too far from the straight and narrow path of veracity, Mr. Quelch drew the whole story from him.
  Bunter, evidently, had done everything except the actual inking of Prout!  But he stated—and Mr. Quelch believed—that he had left the inky squirt under the elms, unused, and got back in at the window of the Rag, and there had heard Prout’s yell when he was inked by some person or persons unknown.  If this was true, some other fellow had been secretly out of the House, had found the squirt where Bunter had left it, and inked Prout with it.  But whom that fellow was, was a complete mystery to Bunter, and to Mr. Quelch, also.  Neither did there seem much probability of that fellow’s identity ever coming to light.
  “Very well, Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch at last.  “I will take you to the Head now  and see what can be done.  If Dr. Locke does not alter his decision  you have only your own folly and untruthfulness to blame.  Whether you remain here, Bunter, or leave, this should be a lesson to you to tell the truth.  Now come with me!”
  And Billy Bunter, still hopeful that Quelch would see him righted, followed his form master from the study.

                                    THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                          No Luck!

“WHARTON!”
  “Yes, sir!”
  “Have you written your lines?
  “My—my lines!  stammered Wharton.  He had completely forgotten those lines for Prout.
  So had the other members of the Co.  They were not likely to be thinking of those limes on a day of such unusual and extraordinary excitement in the school.  Indeed, had they thought of them, they would have supposed that Prout would let the matter drop, now that Quelch was back and in authority over his Form.  That would have been tactful, at least.  But Mr. Prout, though a gentleman of many qualities, did not sharing in fact.  But Mr. Prout though a gentleman of many qualities, did not shine in tact.
  Moreover, he was deeply and intensely annoyed.  He had overstepped the limit of his province, as he often did; and Quelch had snubbed him.  That snub rankled.
  Harry Wharton & Co., and most of the Remove, were in the Rag after tea, discussing the affair of Bunter.  All the fellows knew now that the Owl of the Remove had shown up, and gone to his Form master; and they were quite anxious to know the result.  Bunter might be a crass ass, an untruthful duffer, and an irritating fathead—the remove freely admitted that he was all these things, and many more.  But he was a Remove man—-he was sacked for what he had not done—and his fate was a matter of intense interest to tahe wholetalk Form. Mr. Prout, rolling in at the door of the Rag,  found of the room in a buzz of coke.  He called sharply to Wharton.
  Inimical glances were cast at Prout by many of the Removites.  A voice—unknown— was heard to murmur, “Old Pompous!”
  “Wharton, Nugent, Bull, Cherry, Hurree Singh!”  Prout recited the names.  “  you were directed to hand in your lines by tea time.  Have you written them?”
   “No, sir!”  answered five voices at once.
  “This is deliberate defiance, Wharton!” said Mr. Prout.
  “Not at all, sir!” said the captain of the Remove, with great respect of manner, whatever he felt.  “I told you, sir, when you give us the lines, that only our own Form master could give impositions in the Remove.”
    Prout’s plump face became purple.
   At that moment, Prout would have given much to k in the head by a of Mr. Quelch’s for!  But now that Quelch was back at Greyfriars, even Prout could hardly think of doing that.
  “We are willing to go to Mr. Quelch, sir!” added Wharton, in the same respectful tone.  “If he tells us to do the lines, of course we shall do them at once, sir.”
  “Of course!” said Bob Cherry.
  “Enough!” gasped Mr. Prout.  “I shall take you to your Form-master!  Follow me at once.”
  “Oh, certainly, sir.”
  The Famous Five followed Prout from the Rag.  They left the room in an excited buzz behind them.
  Prout marched ponderously to Masters’ passage, with the five Removites in his wake.  But he did not have to go so far as Mr. Quelch’s study.  Coming down the passage from that study, with Billy Bunter, was the Remove master.  They had started on their way to the Head.
  “One moment, Mr. Quelch—--”  Prout raised a plump hand.
  “What is it, sir?” asked Mr. Quelch a silly, his glance passing the Fifth Form master, to the bunch of the juniors behind him.
  “These boys of your Form, sir——”  Prout’s plump hand waved at the Famous Five.  “since you were here, sir, I place the matter in your hands.  During your absence I have taken the Remove in third school at the headmaster’s request, and I do not conceal from you, sir, that I am glad—very glad—to have nothing further to do with them.  But I am bound to tell you-that these juniors of refused—refused, sir—to write impositions given them by me.”
  Mr. Quelch’s knitted his brows.
  “Is it possible?” he exclaimed.  “Wharton,  explain this at once!  How dare you refuse to write lines, given you in school by a master placed in authority over you by the Head?”
  “ The lines were not given in school, sir!” explained Wharton.  “When Mr. Prout gave us lines in third school we did them, just as if you had given them to us, sir.”
  “Then I fail to understand——”
    “The lines were given us out of class, sir!  Mr. Prout had no more right to give us lines, than Mr. Capper, or Mr. Hacker, except in third school.”
   “You hear him?” boomed Prout.  “You hear him, sir?”
  “I hear him, Mr. Prout!” said the Remove master icily.  “make a rescue, sir, whether the statement is correct but the impositions were given out of school?”
  “Certainly they were, sir, for an outrageous disturbance in the quadrangle.”
  “such a disturbance, sir, should have been reported to the head roster, in my options!”  said Mr. Quelch.  “I am bound to uphold the view of these boys of my form but they are amenable to no authority but my own and the  Head’s.”
  “Mr. Quelch!  gasped Prout.
  “Surely, sir, you would take exception to the act, if I were to give lines to Fifth Form boys!” said Mr. Quelch.
  “W-what?” stuttered Prout.  “You would scarcely venture, sir—I repeat, you would scarcely venture——”
  “Quite so!” said Mr. Quelch, icily.  “I have no more authority to give instructions to the Fifth, sir, than you have to give them to the Remove.  In third school you had my Form in charge — in the quadrangle, you certainly had not!  No more, sir, than Mr. Capper, or Mr. Hacker, as my head boy very rightly states.”
  “Sir!” gasped Prout.
  “The matter,” said Mr. Quelch, firmly, “ends  here!  If you care to lay a complaint before me concerning the disturbance you speak of,  I will most certainly deal with it.  But I insist, sir, upon dealing with my form myself.”
  Mr. Prout seemed on the point of choking.
  The Remove master made the Famous Five a sign to go. They went — and contrived not to grin till they were round the corner.
  Prout, in an almost apopleptic state, stood gazing at Quelch.  Quelch’s turned to Bunter.
  “You will now follow me, Bunter, to the Head’s study.”
  “Yes, sir!”
  Prout, in a sort of trance of angry indignation, watched them go.  But he will suddenly from the storms, as it were,  and rolled after them.  He arrived at the door of Dr. Locke’s study with Bunter and the Remove master.  Quelch stopped at that door, and looked round at him.
  “If you have business now with Dr. Locke, Mr. Prout——” he began.
  “I have, sir!”  said Prout, in a choking voice, “the same business that brings you here, sir!   I insist upon being present when Bunter is dealt with.  I am concerned in the matter, sir, as the master assaulted by that reckless and disrespectful boy, and I insist upon being present.  I shall not allow a young ruffian, sir, to escape justice, if I can help it.”
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips, and tapped at the headmaster’s door.
  He entered with Bunter, and Prout rolled in.
  “Ah!  You have found Bunter, Mr. Quelch!” said Dr. Locke, with a glance at the fat Owl that made him quake.
  “He came to my study of his own accord, sir!” said Mr. Quelch.  “I have now been able to question him, as you gave me permission to do.”
  “And you are satisfied that there is no doubt in the matter?” asked the Head.
  “No, sir!  I am satisfied that there is very considerable doubt in the matter.” answered the Remove master.  “To be frank, sir, I am absolutely convinced that this boy of my form did not commit the act for which he has been sentenced to expulsion.”
  Snort, from Prout!  
  “It is true, sir, that he planned the act, and doubtless might have carried it out had not his courage failed him.” said Mr. Quelch.  “For that, I suggest that he should be severely flogged——”
  “Oh lor”!”
  “Silence, Bunter!”
  “Oh dear!  I—I mean, yes, sir.”
  Dr. Locke wrinkled his brows in thought.   He had great faith in Mr. Quelch’s judgment.  On the other hand, the evidence against the fatuous Owl of the Remove was as complete as evidence could be.
  Mr. Prout stood trembling with suppressed wrath.  Not a doubt was in his plump mind that Bunter was guilty party.  Twice, in the short space of time since his return, Mr. Quelch had snubbed the fussy, interfering  Fifth Form master.  Now, it seemed, he was trying to save that boy of this Form from just punishment for an outrageous act of which Prout had been the victim!  Prout’s feelings were hardly to be restrained, even in the majestic presence of his Chief!  But he contrived to contain himself while the head of the Greyfriars considered the matter.
  Dr. Locke spoke at last.
  “I am bound to respect your judgment,  my dear Quelch!  At the same time,  the evidence appears to be absolutely conclusive.  If, however, Mr. Prout agrees with your view——”
  “Dr. Locke!”  Prout could contain himself no longer.  “I do not agree with Mr. Quelch’s view!  I am diametrically opposed to it, sir!  I have been assaulted, sir, smothered with ink—drenched with ink, sir—by this boy, in Mr. Quelch’s Form!  There is no shadow of doubt in the matter!  Mr. Quelch, who was not even present in the school when the outrage took place,  chooses to disregard the plainest evidence and proof!  I have a right, sir, to ask you to enforce the sentence already passed on this wretched boy.”
  Dr. Locke nodded slowly.
  “You certainly have such a right, Mr. Prout,”  he answered, “and you, my dear Quelch, will, I am sure, acknowledge it.”
   He paused a moment.   Mr. Quelch stood silent and grim.  Billy Bunter blinked almost in horror at his headmaster through this big spectacles.  The fat Owl had relied on Quelch to “see him righted, ” as he expressed it.  He had convinced Quelch’s,  and Quelch had done his best!  And it had all gone for nothing!  Bunter was still to be expelled!
  “Oh  crikey!” groaned Bunter.
  “Bunter!” said the Head.
  “Oh lor’!”
    “You will leave Greyfriars this day!  I shall now send for a prefect to take you to the station.”
  “I—I—I never did it, sir!” gasped the wretched Owl.
  “Say no more, Bunter!”
  “I—I   never dreamed of it!  I never touched the garden squirt, and I never had that bottle of ink Mr. Prout saw me with——“
  “Silence!  Had dare you utter falsehoods in my presence, Bunter?  Silence!”
  “Oh crikey!”
  The Head touched the bell for Trotter.  The page was to be sent  to fetch a prefect for Bunter!  Bunter’s game was up!  He was to go!  But was he?
  There was a tap at the door, and Trotter looked in.
  “You rang, sir——”
  “Yes, Trotter!  You will——   Bless my soul!”
  The Head dropped off with a gasp as Billy Bunter  made a sudden jump for the door.  Trotter was in the way, and Bunter had no time to bother about Trotter.  Trotter went flying under a charge like that of an escaping rhinoceros.  He crashed, and the fat Owl of the Remove reeled from the shock, recovered himself, and dashed down the passage.
  “Ow!”  roared Trotter. “Wow!”
  “Bunter!  shrieked the Head.
  “Bunter!” gasped Mr. Quelch.
  “Bunter!” roared Prout.
  But answer there came none!
  Bunter was gone!


                                      THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                           Rebellion in the Remove!

“GENTLEMEN——“
  “Here, hear!”
  “Gentlemen of the Remove——“
  “Go it!”
  Bob Cherry, standing on the table in the Rag, was “going it.”  Bob was not much of a hand at speech-making, and he was very red, as all eyes turned on him, but he meant business.
  The Removites cheered him vociferously.  From some of the Fourth Form fellows in the leg, on the other hand, came a suggestion that he should cheese it, dry up, ring off, and chuck it!
  The Rag was crowded was juniors.  Prominent among them was Billy Bunter—gasping for breath after his flight from the Head’s study.  Bunter had planted out his tale of woe to sympathetic ears, so far this his Form-fellows were concerned.  Temple, Dabney & Co.  of the Fourth did not seem so sympathetic.
  “Gentleman, chaps, and sportsmen—” resumed Bob.
  “Hear, hear!
  “Give us have a rest!” suggested Cecil Reginald Temple.
  “Oh, rather!” said Dabney.
  “Shut up, you Fourth Form ticks!” roared Johnny Bull.  “We’ll jolly soon shut you up if you don’t!”
  “Yes, rather!”
  “The ratherfulness is terrific!”
  “Gentlemen—” went on Bob.  “Look here, Temple—you dy up—see?  I’m talking to the Remove——”
  “You’re talkin’ to the Remove?” demanded Temple.
  “Yes, you ass!”
  “Then why did you say ‘gentlemen’?” inquired Temple.
  There was a laugh from the Fourth Formers at this stroke of brilliant wit from Cecil Reginald.  But the remove what excited, and in no mood for brilliant wit from Temple or laughter from his followers.
  “Turn those ticks out!” shouted the Bounder.
  “Kick ‘em out!” roared Bolsover major.
  “Oh gad!  I say, look here——“gasped Temple, wishing, too late, but he had not been quite so witty!
  Temple was interrupted.  He was suddenly up-ended by a rush of Removites, and went bowling doorward.  Dabney and Fry, and others of the Fourth, resisting valiantly, were driven after him.  For three or four minutes there was a wild and whirling state of affairs in the Rag.  Then the passage outside was strewn with gasping Fourth Formers, and the door was slammed on them.
  Bob cherry, wiping a streak of crimson from his nose, resumed his elevated position on the table.
  “Gentlemen——” recommenced Bob.
  “We’ve had that!” remarked Skinner.
  “Shut up, Skinner!
  “I say, you fellows——”
  “Shut up, Bunter!
  “Go it, Bob!”  called out Harry Wharton encouragingly.  
  “Well, look here, you men.” said Bob.  “ Something’s got to be done about Bunter.  He’s sacked!  He hasn’t done what he was sacked for!  We all know that, if the head doesn’t!  We’re not standing for it!”
  “Hear, hear!”
  “Bunter’s a silly ass and a fatheaded tick, and the biggest fibber that ever fibbed——” went on Bob.
  “Beast!” howled Bunter. “I say, you fellows——”
  “Shut up, Bunter!”
  “But,” went on Bob, “fairplay’s a jewel. Even a fat and frabjous freak like Bunter is entitled to fairplay!  In fact, he’s more entitled to it than other fellows, as he’s too big a fool to take care of himself!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Beast!”
  “It’s old Prout!” went on Bob. “Old Prout had to throw his weight about and ask for trouble, and he got it!  Blow old Pompous, if you ask me!”
  “Hear, hear!” roared the Remove.  Every man in the Remove was willing to “blow” old Pompous!
  “Bunter being a howling ass makes no difference,” said Bob.  “Bunter’s a Remove man, and a Remove man isn’t going to be bunked for nothing!”
  “Never!”
  “If it was left to Quelch it would be all right!  Quelch knows!  Now, we all jolly well know that Quelch believes the same as we do—that Bunter never did ink Prout!   Quelch doesn’t think he ought to be sacked, any more than we do. Our Form-Master’s opinion is good enough for us!”
  “ There isn’t much doubt that Quelch would have got round the Head but for old Pompous!  He can’t mind his own business!  Are we going to have a man of our Form sacked to please old Pompous?”
  “Not if we can help it!” said Squiff.  “But——”
  “We’ve got to help it!” said Bob resolutely.  “And my opinion is that it’s a matter for the whole Form, and we’re bound to stand by Bunter and one another, and get fair play for that silly ass!”
  “Hear, hear!”
  “I’m not barging in to take the lead.” went on Bob, with a very red face. “There’s better men for that in the Remove. Wharton’s captain of our Form, and I’m ready to follow his lead.”
  “Carry on, old bean!” said Harry Wharton. “I back up everything you’re saying, but I don’t quite see what’s to be done.”
  “Same here, as far as that goes!”  confessed Bob.  “All I’ve got clear is this—that a Remove man isn’t going to be sacked for nothing, and that we’re bound to stand by Bunter!  And I’m standing by him, if I stand alone—and that’s that!”
  “The alonefulness will not be terrific, my esteemed Cherry!” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Your idiotic friends will back you up with ridiculous together-fulness.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “But what——” asked Nugent.
  “Going to sack the Head and run Greyfriars on your own, according to your own ideas, old bean?” asked Skinner blandly—a query that drew a snigger from Snoop and Stott.
  “Kick Skinner, somebody!” said Harry Wharton.
  “Whooop!” roared Skinner, as several fellows obliged.  Skinner realised that, for the present state of feeling in the Remove, it was no time to be funny.
  “I’m not saying that I’ve got it all cut and dried!” said Bob.  “But I’m saying this—that if Bunter sticks here, I stick by him and help him all I can.  And we’ll jolly well keep him at Greyfriars, beaks or no beaks.
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “What larks!” chuckled the Bounder, his eyes glistening at the prospect of a terrific row.”
  “A prefect may drop in here for him any minute!” said Peter Todd.
  “Let him!”  snorted Bob. “If a prefect drops in we can drop him out again, I suppose!”
  “The dropfulness will be terrific.”
  “It’s up to the Remove!” said Bob.  “We’ve got to stand by a Remove man who’s not getting justice, especially a helpless fathead like Bunter——”
  “Beast!”
   “But is Bunter sticking?” asked Squiff.
  “Yes, rather!” said Billy Bunter promptly.   “I’m jolly well not going home! You see, my pater would be fearfully waxy, as I told the Head—though he didn’t seem to think that it mattered——”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!  I’m not going!” roared Bunter.  “I never inked Prout, did I?  Think I am going to be sacked for nothing?  I thought Quelch would see me righted when he got back.  Well, I dare say Quelch will root out the fellow who did ink Prout sooner or later; he’s a downy bird, and fearfully keen. I know this much—I’m not going to be sacked!  If they turf me out I shall jolly well come back again!”
  “Bravo, Bunter!”
  “Let a prefect come here for me!” added Bunter, with a war like look.  “I’ll jolly well put paid to him!  I’ll knock him spinning!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Remove, quite taken by storm at the idea of Billy Bunter knocking a Sixth Form prefect spinning.
  In the absence of danger Bunter was almost as bold as a lion.  At present there was no prefect on the spot, so Billy Bunter did not fear prefects—not he!
  “I mean it!” roared Bunter.  “You’ll see!  Let some Sixth Form cad come after me, that’s all!—let him——”
  The door of the Rag was flung open.  Loder of the Fifth looked in
  “Is Bunter here?” snapped Loder.
  “Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter.
  “Oh, here you are, you fat sweep!” growled the bully of the Sixth, and he strode into the Rag with hand outstretched to grasp Bunter.
  “Now is your chance, Bunter!” yelled the Bounder.  “Knock him spinning!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Billy Bunter did not knock Loder of the Sixth spinning.  He gave the prefect a terrified blink and dodged round the long table.   Loder, with an angry scowl, rushed after him, and Bunter promptly dived under the table and yelled;
  “I say, you fellows keep him off!  I say——  Yaroooooh!”
  “Come out of that!” shouted Loder angrily.
  “Ow!”  Rescue!  I say, you fellows——  Wow!”
  “Leave Bunter alone, Loder!” shouted Bob Cherry.
  “What?”  roared Loder, glaring round in amazement.  “What?  What did you say, Cherry?”
  “I said leave Bunter alone—and I mean what I say!”
  “Take five hundred lines, Cherry!”
  “Five hundred rats!” retorted Bob.  “Get out, Loder!  You’re not wanted here!”
    “Outside, Loder!” shouted Vernon-Smith.  The Bounder was always ready for a shindy.
  “Turn him out!”
  “Buzz off, Loder!”
  Loder of the sixth glared round him in amazement and wrath.  This was rebellion—rank rebellion!  For a hand to be raised against a prefect was unheard of.  But many hands were raised now—all ready to be laid on Gerald Loder.  Wildly excited juniors surrounded him.  The Bounder gave him a push, Bolsover major a shove, and then an unknown foot landed behind Loder and he tottered.
   “Why, you—you—you——” gasped Loder.  “You young sweeps!  You young rascals!  You’ll be sacked for this!”
  “Yes.  I can see the Head sacking a whole Form!” grinned the Bounder.  “Rather a big order, Loder—even for the beak!  Get out!”
  “Turf him out!”
  “Outside, Loder!”
  Loder, utterly amazed, hardly knowing whether he was on his head or his heels, found himself whirled and shoved and hustled to the door.  He hit out on all sides furiously—and that was the last straw.  Many hands were laid on him, he was whirled off his feet, carried bodily to the door kicking and struggling, and hurled out headlong.
  There was a heavy bump and a loud roar as Loder landed in the passage.  Bob Cherry slammed the door of the Rag.
  “So much for Loder!” said the Bounder, laughing.
  But Smithy was the only fellow who laughed.  Excited as they were, indignant as they were, the Removites realised the seriousness of the matter.  They had handled a prefect.  And the penalty at Greyfriars for handling a prefect was the sack.  And they had done it!  Bob Cherry broke a rather grim silence.
  “We’re for it now!” he said.  “The Head can’t expel a whole Form.  We’ve got to stick together in this, whether we like it or not!  We're for it, and we’ve got to see it through.”
  And the Remove knew that that was so.  Whatever the outcome of that rebellion, they had to stand together and see it through.

                                     THE SIXTHEENTH CHAPTER.

                                              To Go, Or Not To Go!

“IMPOSSIBLE!”  exclaimed Dr. Locke.
  He stared at Loder.
  Impossible as it seemed to the Head that a Greyfriars Form was in a state of rebellion, Loder’s aspect indicated that it actually was so.  Never before had a Sixth form prefect presented himself in the Head’s study in a dusty, untidy, dishevelled state, his collar and tie torn out, and his hair a mop.  Loder, obviously, had been “through”   it!  He was gasping for breath as he made his startling report.
  “It’s so, sir!”  panted Loder.  “Bunter’s in the rag, and the whole mob of them set on me——”
  “Extraordinary!” said the Head.
  “I was pitched out on my neck, sir—“
  “Amazing!” said the Head.  His face set grimly.  “Perhaps I had better deal with this matter personally.”
  He rose from his chair, picked up a cane,  and slipped it under his arm.  A cane evidently was needed in the present state of affairs in the Remove.  Leaving Loder of the Sixth panting, Dr. Locke proceeded to the Rag.
  News of the outbreak there had already spread.  The passage was crowded with excited fellows of all Forms.  The door of the Rag was closed—from within could be heard a buzz of voices.  Mr. Quelch, with a very troubled and distressed expression on his face, had arrived at the door, and he was knocking at it when the Head appeared in the offing.  
 “Wharton!  Are you there, Wharton?” called out the Remove master.
  “Yes, sir!” came the answer from within.
  “This door appears to be locked!  Kindly unlock it at once!”
   “Bunter’s here, sir—”
    “I am aware of that, Wharton!  Bunter is wanted——”
    “I say, you fellows—” came a fat squeak.
    “We’re standing by Bunter, sir!”  It was Bob Cherry’s voice this time.  “We’re not letting him be sacked!”
  “The sackfulness is not the proper caper, sir, in the esteemed and ridiculous circumstances!” said the cheery voice of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “we are sticking to the ridiculous Bunter like absurd glue!”
  “Hear, hear!” came a dozen voices.
  Mr. Quelch stood nonplussed.  This was an extremely disconcerting state of affairs to greet him on his return to his duties at Greyfriars.  His position was made all the more awkward by his own belief that Bunter was unjustly expelled.  He bowed to this cheese of starting, as was his duty; but the Remove fellows were evidently taking another view of the matter.
  Dr. Locke joined the Remove master at the door.  His usually kind face was cold and grim.
  “Is it possible, Mr. Quelch, that your Form is in a state of rebellion against authority?” he asked.
  “I am sorry to say that it appears so, sir!” answered the Remove master uncomfortably.
  He stepped back to give place to the Head—not sorry, perhaps, to leave that majestic gentleman to deal with the rebellious Remove.
  “ Open this door immediately!” said the Head, coldly and sharply.
  “Is Bunter to be sacked, sir?” came Bob Cherry’s voice.
  “ What?  What?  Bunter is certainly to be expelled!  You are aware of that.  There will be other expulsions if this riot continues!”
   “We’re sticking to Bunter, sir!”
   “Cherry!  How dare you?”
   “Bunter never inked Prout, sir!  Some other fellow did!”
  “The matter is concluded and finished with, Cherry!  Bunter!  I command you too come out of that room at once!”
  “Oh crikey!”
  “You are there, Bunter——” 
  “Oh!  No, sir!  I—I’m not here——”
  “Bless my soul!”
  “I—I mean, I’m not going to be sacked, sir!  You see, it’s impossible, sir.  I never inked Prout!  And my father would be fearfully waxy——”
  “Bunter!”
  “Very likely he would whop me, sir—”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “As I haven’t done anything, I don’t think I ought to be sacked, sir!  Do you?”
  “ Upon my word!  Bunter, you are expelled from this school, and will leave Greyfriars immediately!” gasped the Head.
 “I jolly well shan’t, and chance it!”
 “What?  What?  Bunter, are you in your right senses?”
 “ Yes, sir!  Are you, sir?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Bunter!” gasped the Head.  “You—  you impertinent young rascal!  I command you to give yourself up at once!”
  “No fear!”
  Dr. Locke gazed at the stout oaken door before him.  It was locked, and there was a sound within of the big table being dragged against it.  The Head breathed hard and deep.  He was barred out of the Rag—and the expelled Owl was within, and his Form-fellows, little perhaps as they esteemed him, were determined not to give him up.  For some moments the Head stood with a brow like a thundercloud, watched curiously by the crowd in the passage, who wondered how he was going to deal with this extraordinary situation.  He glanced around at last and beckoned to a prefect.
  “Walker!”
  “Yes, sir!”
  “Please go out of the House and enter this room by the window, and unfasten the door.”
   “Oh!  Yes, sir!”  gasped Walker.
   Walker of the Sixth departed—rather slowly.  The Head did not, perhaps, realise the difficulty of the task he had assigned to Walker.  Walker did!
    The Head’s words had been heard inside the Rag. Bob Cherry crossed to the window.    A dozen fellows followed him.   The window on the quad was wide open, and they did not close it.  Standing at the open window, they waited for Walker of the Sixth.
    He arrived in a few minutes.  He looked rather curiously at the faces within.
    “Look here, I’m coming in!” said Walker.
    “Oh,  do!” said Bob Cherry.
    “Who’s stopping you?” grinned the Bounder.
    Walker of the Sixth grasped the broad stone still, and swung himself up.  He barged in at the open window.  Immediately six or seven pairs of hands closed on him.  What happened next seemed like a fearful nightmare to James Walker.  He hardly knew what happened to him.  But he knew that his ears were pulled, his nose tweaked,  his collar jerked off, and an inkpot emptied over his head!  He was in a shocking state  when he was pitched back into the quad; but he was glad to get there!
  “Ow!” gasped Walker!  “Ow!   Oooogh!  Wooogh!”
  “Come on, Walker!”
  “Try it on again, old bean!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
    Walker did not try it on again.  He tottered away to report failure.

                                               *     *     *     *     *
  The Remove, victorious for the moment, at least, remained in possession of the Rag—and of Billy Bunter!
  What was going to happen next nobody could tell!
  Bunter, the bone of contention, was safe for the present.    Sacked by the Head, he was still at Greyfriars,  and the Remove were determined to keep him there!  Obviously, such a situation could not last long!  But how it was going to turn out nobody could even  guess.
THE END
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‘Bunter’s Uttle round eyes glimmered behind his big round spectacles. 1t was & chance for bim, if Coker did not look round,
‘With Infinite caution, the fat junior raised the lid of the trunk, and stepped out.
Coker. * He must have got out of the window !*

*“The cheeky young villain ! "* murmured
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Goker grasped the door-handle firmly, and wrenched with all his strength, It was a ferrific effort, and it told ! The door
did not open, but the door-handlo came off in Coker’s mighty grasp. The burly Fiith Former flow backwards, crashed
‘against a pile of Jumber, and sent It foppling. ** Ow ! ** gasped Goker, as a cricket-bag smote him in the neck, and a heavy
‘box crashed down on his head. ** Wow 1"
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** Yoooooop 1 yelled Gosling frantically. He dtopped the hammer, with a erash, jammed his left thumb into his mouth,
and sucked it widly. “Yow-ow-ow 1 O, jiminy ! Yoo-hoop !” " What ever is the matler, Gosling? * exclalmed
the Head. *1’ve ‘ammered my blooming thumb 1 ™ roared the school porter. ** And It’s 'urt 1" ** Ha, ha, ha ! came
floating from the Remove passage.
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1 have no doubt whatever, sir, that Bunter Is up the chimney, said Mr. Prout, ** and that I shall see him, sle, when I
Tookup 1" The Fifth Form master bent bis stately head, twisted round his portly neck, and stared up the wide old chimney.
“Urrergh 17 spluttered Prout suddenly, as a flurry of soot came down. *Ooooooooogh 1% Ho fairly bounded from

the chimney, Jooking like 8 negro and gurgling soot.
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A SUPERB SCHOOL STORY FEATURING YOUR OLD FAVOURITES—

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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. Prout grasped ho fabl wits bis plump hands, and whieled i asile. 1t ited over, and crashed, and nooks and papers and
ink-pot shot on 1o the floor; was movealod | o O erumbs ! * gaspe the bapless Owl. ** Hook I, you ass 17
‘shonted Bob Cherry.
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