                         

                                THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                   Loder on the Warpath! 
“LODER—” 
  “Bother Loder!” 
  “He’s coming!” 
  “Let him come!” 
  When Billy Bunter blinked in at the door of Study No. 1 in the Remove and announced that Loder was coming, he evidently expected to cause alarm. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. did not, however, seem alarmed. 
  There was a feast toward in Study No. 1 in the Remove. An uncle of Frank Nugent’s, under the genial influence, perhaps, of approaching Christmastide, had sent him two pound notes. 
  A fellow in the Greyfriars Remove with two pound notes was a rich man. 
True, there were fellows in the Form, such as Smithy, who had many pound notes; and there was Lord Mauleverer, who had fivers and tenners. But as a rule, the cash in the Lower Fourth was in the shape of shillngs and half-crowns. Ten-shilling notes were not at all common; pound notes were quite uncommon; two pound notes at once were wealth untold. 
  It was obviously an occasion to be celebrated. 
  Nugent’s chums naturally rallied round him. All his friends were ready to help—indeed, fellows who were not his friends were ready. No. 1 was rather roomy, as junior studies went, but there was no doubt that it would be filled to overflowing for the celebration. Football practice in the keen, wintry air gave all the fellows appetites calculated to do full justice to the spread. 
  The Famous Five were all in the study, getting ready for the rush of guests. Billy Bunter’s eyes gleamed through his big spectacles at the sight of that big stack of comestibles. Bunter, of course, was coming to the spread. Nugent had forgotten to ask him—or perhaps he had not forgotten not to ask him. But a trifle like that mattered nothing to Bunter. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Dry up, old fat man!” said Bob Cherry. “We’re busy.” 
  “Blow Loder!” 
 “But Loder of the Sixth—” 
  “Bless him! Dry up!” 
  Bunter blinked indignantly. 
  “You might thank a fellow for coming and giving you a tip.” he said warmly. “I can tell you Loder’s on the warpath. You couldn’t expect him to like a muddy football landed on the back of his neck. 
  “Oh, my hat! Has somebody been getting a goal on Loder’s neck?” asked 
Bob.
  Bunter grinned. 
  “Of course, it wasn’t one of you fellows!” 
  “No. ass! We’ve been in the study.” 
  “Well, Loder thinks it was. I’ve heard him tell Carne he’s coming up to this study, and he’s jolly well coming, and he’s got his ashplant with him.” 
  “Oh!” said Harry Wharton. 
  The chums of the Remove sat up and took notice, as it were, at last. They had had many little troubles with the bully of the Sixth, and it was not, perhaps, surprising that Loder suspected Study No. 1 of knowing who had landed a muddy football on his neck. But it was disconcerting for Loder of the Sixth to butt in on the very eve of the great spread. Generally, the Famous Five were ready for any trouble that might happen along. But just now they really did not want trouble, with Gerald Loder or anybody else. 
  “I came up to give you the tip,” said Bunter. Loder’s frightfully wild, raging, in fact, he’s after you. My advice to you fellows is to clear off till he’s had time to calm down. Never mind the tuck. Leave it. here, and I’ll look after it for you.” 
  “I don’t think we’ll trouble you to look after the tuck, Bunter,” said Johnny Bull, with deep sarcasm. 
  “No trouble at all, old fellow,” said Billy Bunter, affectionately. “I’d do 
more than that for fellows I really like.”
  “The disappearfulness of the esteemed grub would be rapid and terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Oh, really, Inky—” 
  “Oh, bother Loder!” said Harry Wharton. “Bother his neck, and the rest of him. Let him come!” 
  “I say, you fellows, he’s simply raging!” said Bunter. “You know what Loder is—a bully and a beast—the worse-tempered rotter in the Sixth, the howlingest cad at Greyfriars—yaroooh!” 
  Billy Bunter broke off his description of Loder of the Sixth as a finger and thumb closed on his ear from behind, with a grip like that of a pair of pincers. 
  Bunter’s yell woke every echo of the Remove passage. 
  “Yaroooh! Leggo! Yooop !” 
  Bunter spun round, and his fat jaw dropped as he saw Gerald Loder, of the Sixth Form. He had not heard the prefect approaching from the Remove staircase. Loder had his official ash plant under his left arm. His right hand was busy—his finger and thumb compressed Bunter’s fat ear like a vice. The Owl of the Remove wriggled with anguish. 
  “Ow! Wow! Leggo, Loder! Oh, dear! Ow!” 
  “So that’s how you speak of a Sixth Form, prefect, is it?” asked Loder agreeably still compressing Bunter’s ear. 
  “Ow! No, not at all! I wasn’t speaking of you, Loder. I—I mean, I was only saying what a nice chap you are!” wailed Bunter. “I—I—I don’t think you’re a bully and a beast, Loder! Ow! I—I’ve often told the fellows that you’re not such a beast as they think. Ow! I’m the only fellow in the Remove who doesn’t think you a beastly cad, you know! Yaroooh!” 
  “Get out!” 
  Billy Bunter clasped his anguished ear as Loder released it. He staggered across the Remove passage with deep sounds of woe. 
  Loder of the Sixth looked into Study No. 1. 
  The Famous Five suspended their preparations for the feed, and looked at Loder. 
  As a prefect of the Sixth Form, Loder had to be treated with some respect; but his black looks did not scare the juniors in Study No. I. They looked at. him coolly and waited for him to speak. The power of the ashplant was vested in the Sixth Form prefects; but even Loder had to find some excuse for wielding the ashplant. And the Famous Five were, as it happened, guiltless of the offence which had roused Loder’s ire. Certainly, they had no objection, in principle, to biffing a footer on Loder’s neck. Indeed, they would have liked to do it. Still, it happened that they had not done it. 
  Loder looked at them grimly, and his eyes wandered to the stack of good things on the table and he stared a little. Seldom or never was such a handsome assortment of tuck seen in a junior study. Loder’s eyes lingered on that generous supply of excellent provender. 
  “Want anything, Loder?” asked Bob Cherry, politely. 
  “Yes,” said Loder. “Which of you young rascals biffed a footer at me in the quad ten minutes ago?” 
  “Not guilty, my lord !” 
  “Nobody here, Loder.” said Harry Wharton. “We’ve all been in the study for the last twenty minutes, at least.” Gerald Loder was quite well aware that if the Famous Five answered him they would answer truthfully. He might not, however, have chosen to take their word on the subject. A muddy footer landing on his neck had been far from improving Loder’s temper, never very good, and he had come to the Remove passage for a victim—a guilty victim, if possible, but a victim, anyhow. But the sight of the stack of tuck had caused new thoughts to enter Loder’s mind. The ashplant remained under his arm. 
  “Very well,” said Loder, with unexpected mildness. “I did not see who kicked the footer, but I expected to find him in this study. But if you give mc your word, Wharton, I accept it.” 
  “Honour bright!” said Harry Wharton, quite astonished by this unusual and amazing mildness. “We never even heard it had happened till Bunter told us.” 
  “Very well; the matter closes.” said Loder airily. “But there’s another matter 1 have to speak about You juniors are allowed to have tea in your studies, and to buy the stuff at the school shop. That’s all very well. But you are not allowed to gorge yourselves upon large quantities of unhealthy pastry, and sweets, and such things. I’m afraid it is my duty, as a prefect, to interfere here.” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. breathed hard. 
  They realised at once why Loder had let the incident of the footer drop. The sight of the tuck laid in for the Remove spread had tempted him. That great spread was to be confiscated. 
  “Hold on, Loder!” said Harry Wharton quietly. “This stuff is laid in for a spread — we’ve asked a lot of fellows—” 
  “I’m afraid I can’t allow anything of the kind.” said Loder, shaking his head. “I fear that your Form master would be vexed if he knew you were stuffing yourselves like this.” 
  “A lot you care!” snorted Johnny Bull. 
  “That is not a proper remark to make to a prefect, Bull! You will take a hundred lines!” 
  Johnny Bull breathed hard and deep. 
  “This—this mass of indigestible food will be confiscated.” said Loder calmly. “That is my plain duty. I shall see that it is conveyed to the House dame’s room. If you think over it a little, my boys,” added Loder, with an air almost of fatherly kindness, “you will realise that it is for your good. Stuffing and gluttony are bad for the health. Keep yourselves fit. Fitness should be your aim and ambition. Think it over.” 
  The chums of the Remove fairly glared at Loder. 
  Once in a way they spread themselves a little in the matter of tuck; but the Famous Five were as fit as fiddles, and worked hard and played hard. To be lectured on that topic by the slacker of the Sixth, a fellow who was more than suspected of smoking in his study, and playing banker with Carne and Walker behind locked doors, was rather too much. 
  “You cheeky ass!” roared Bob Cherry indignantly. “We’re fitter than you will ever be, unless you give up slacking and blagging.” 
  “Take a hundred lines, Cherry!” 
  “Look here, Loder—” said Harry. 
  “This mass of unhealthy food will be confiscated. You need say no more, Wharton—I have my duty to do as a prefect. Bunter!” 
  “Ow! Wow!” 
  “Carry this stuff away for me, Bunter.” 
  “Look here,” roared Bob Cherry, “you’re not going to bag our tuck, Loder! It’s too jolly thick!” 
  “Silence!” 
  “I know what you mean by confiscation!” hooted Nugent indignantly. “You’re going to take it to your study and wolf it, you beast!” 
  “Take a hundred lines, Nugent! Another word of impudence, and I will report you to the Head.” 
  “You—you—you—” 
  “Silence!” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. glared at Loder as if they could eat him while Bunter obediently loaded himself with the tuck under the prefect’s eye. It was an awfully serious matter to handle a prefect—very serious indeed. But the chums of the Remove came very near it just then. Loder perhaps never knew what a narrow escape he had of being hurled out of Study No. 1 on his neck. 
  “Let this be a warning to you,” said Loder, as Bunter strolled out of the study, almost hidden by parcels. “Moderation in all things, my boys— stop short of gluttony and greediness. It’s painful to me, very painful, to have 
to do it; but “duty is duty.” 
  “Not so painful as I’d like to make it!” hissed Bob Cherry. 
  Loder smiled cheerfully, and followed Bunter from the study. The chums of the Remove looked at one another with feelings that were too deep for words. That gorgeous spread, to which half the Remove had been invited, was gone from their gaze like a beautiful dream. Bunter, weary and heavy-laden, rolled down the staircase, with Loder walking after him, in a very good humour now. On the lower landing Bunter blinked round at Loder. 
  “Keep on!” said Loder. 
  “But you said the House-dame’s room—” 
  “You want me to pull your other ear?” asked Loder pleasantly. 
  Billy Bunter idled on to Loder’s study. Loder followed on, smiling cheerily. But in the Remove passage (hero was wrath unbouided; and if there was not weeping and wailing, there was gnashing of teeth. Indignation in the Remove was at boiling point; and in spite of Loder’s cool confidence, it was by no means certain that this exercise of his prefectorial powers would pass unchallenged, and that the bully of the Sixth would get away with It. 
                           THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
                                    Corn in Egypt! 
JAMES WALKER, of the Greyfriars Sixth, grunted discontentedly. 
  Walker of the Sixth was Loder’s study. 
  He had looked in for Loder, to go down to tea in Hall with him. 
  It was almost unknown for a Sixth Form man to “tea” in Hall. But Walker and Loder, like the seed in the parable, had “backed their fancy” not wisely but too well. They had found the way of the transgressor not only hard but expensive. And for many days Walker and Loder had been in a state of hard-upness that was positively painful. They had “touched” all their friends for little loans; they had “tea’d” in turn with every fellow who would have them to tea; they had, in fact, sponged so extensively on other fellows in the Sixth that fellows began to be almost scared at the sight of them. The limit had been reached, and now it was tea in hall for the two sportsmen until matters looked up again financially. 
  Walker, while he waited for his pal, looked through Loder’s desk, and the table drawer, and other recesses, in search of a stray cigarette. But he did not find one. Loder was so hopelessly stony that there was not even a smoke in his study. 
  So Walker grunted discontentedly; and when Gerald Loder appeared in the doorway of the study scowled at him. 
  “Waiting for you!” he grunted. 
  “All serene, old bean!” Loder was smiling, rather to Walkers surprise. He did not see anything, in the present circumstances, to cause smiles. “Get in, Bunter.” 
  Billy Bunter rolled into the study, laden with parcels. Walker stared at him in blank astonishment. 
  “What the dickens—” he ejaculated. 
  “Corn in Egypt, old bean!” said Loder. “Shove them on the table, Bunter, and get out!” 
  William George Bunter landed his cargo on the table. Perhaps he forgot to land a bag of tarts, for it was under his fat arm when he turned to the door. Loder did not forget it. 
  He took Bunter’s ear in his finger and thumb. 
 “Wow-ow-ow!” 
  “Put that bag on the table, you young rascal!” 
  “Yow-ow! I forgot—” 
  “Nothing like pulling a fag’s ear to improve his memory,” remarked Loder jovially. “Beats all the little grey books, what?”  (Pelmanism – a series of little grey books containing a mind improvement system, bought in a series by post)
  “Yaroooh!” 
  Billy Bunter rolled out of the study, yelping. Both his fat ears were burning now. 
  Loder kicked the door shut after him. “What do you think of that lot, Jimmy?” he inquired. 
  James Walker was staring at the stack on the table. 
  “Ripping! You’ve had a big remit. 
  “No!” 
  “I thought you’d exhausted your tick in the school shop.” 
  “So I have.” 
  “‘Then where on earth did that stuff come from?” 
  Loder chuckled. 
  “I discovered it in a Remove study. Those guzzling young rascals were going to make themselves ill on it. Of course, as a prefect, I couldn’t allow that. That stuff is confiscated.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Walker. “I thought it was for tea. Confiscated stuff has to go to the housekeeper.” 
  “Quite. But I’ll send it along to the housekeeper after tea,” Loder explained. “By that time there will be less of it to carry.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Walker. 
  “In fact, I think there will be very little of it.” said Loder cheerily. “Must hand over somethin’—always wise to keep up appearances. But I fancy we’re going to have a good tea and have somethin’ left over for a decent supper, what?”
   “Corn in Egypt, and no mistake!” said Walker. His face was very cheery now. “They must have been goin’ to feed half the Remove on a stack like that. Lucky you dropped on them.” 
  “Very lucky—for us! I hardly think the fags are gloatin’ over their luck. But it’s impossible to satisfy everybody. Look here—ham and tongue—cakes and biscuits—all sorts of stuff. They must have wasted a lot of pocket-money on this. Extravagant little beasts, you know! This lesson may make them more careful with their money. Sit down, old chap. I don’t think I’ll call in my fag to lay the table—in the circumstances. We can manage for ourselves.” 
  “Yes, rather!” grinned Walker. 
  He pulled a chair to the table, and was about to sit down, when there was a tap at the study door. The door opened immediately after the tap, and Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, appeared. Walker was very glad at that moment that he had not succeeded in finding a cigarette in Loder’s study. 
  “Loder! You are here?” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir! Please come in.” said Loder politely. 
  Mr. Quelch had already come in. The two Sixth Formers remained respectfully standing, wondering what this visit might portend, and wondering whether Mr. Quelch noticed the pile of tuck on the table. If Mr. Quelch noticed it he gave it no heed. It was no business of his if a Sixth Form prefect stacked his study table with tuck. In a Remove study the matter might have been different; but Mr. Quelch had no official connection with the Sixth Form. 
  “I am here to speak upon a somewhat serious matter, Loder.” said Mr. Quelch gravely. 
  “Yes, sir! Will you sit down, sir?” 
  “Thank you, but I shall not remain a few minutes. I have just returned 
from Friardale, Loder, and in the lane I chanced to meet Mr. Tozer.” 
  “Did you, Sir?” murmured Loder. Why the Remove master came to his study to tell him of a chance encounter with P.C. Tozer was a mystery to Loder. 
  “Mr. Tozer made a very serious statement to me, Loder. He informed me that two nights ago, while on his beat, he observed a youth leaving the Cross Keys Inn in a surreptitious manner.” 
  Loder’s heart stood still. 
  If there was one fellow at Greyfriars who was aware of the identity of the youth in question, certainly that fellow was Gerald Loder. 
  “Mr. Tozer saw the youth from a distance, and did not recognise him.” pursued Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh!” gasped Loder. 
  “But he states that he is sure—or almost sure—that it was a Greyfriars boy,” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “D-d-does he, sir?” stammered Loder. 
  “Yes, Loder. And you will realise how very serious the matter is if Mr. Tozer’s statement is well-founded.” 
  Loder realised that only too clearly. It was serious enough, and would have been still more serious—for Loder—had Mr. Tozer recognised the youth he had seen leaving the Cross Keys in a surreptitious manner. 
  “Some—some Lower boy, I presume, sir?” stuttered Loder. 
  “No, Loder. From Mr. Tozer’s description, a senior.” said Mr. Quelch. “The youth was too tall to be a Lower boy. I trust, however, that Mr. Tozer was mistaken—I sincerely hope and trust that he was. Nevertheless, the matter is so serious that I cannot dismiss it from my mind. I should have 
spoken to Wingate about it, as he is head prefect; but, as you are aware, he has gone home for a few days. I, therefore, place the matter in your hands.” 
  “I understand.” gasped Loder. 
  “You will inquire into the matter, Loder. I trust that there is nothing in it, but one cannot be too careful in a matter in which the good name of the school is at stake.” 
  “Certainly, sir!” said Loder, quite at his ease now. “But I think, sir, that Mr. Tozer must have been mistaken. I cannot believe that any Greyfriars senior would be guilty of such conduct—such very reprehensible conduct. But I shall, of course, look into the matter very carefully sir, and speak to the other prefects about it. It is possible that some foolish fellow in the Fifth Form may have been acting recklessly.” 
  “I leave the matter in your hands, Loder. 
  “Quite so, sir!” 
  Mr. Quelch was turning towards the study door. But he did not reach it. At that moment there was a rush of footsteps and a yell in the Sixth Form passage, and the next moment there was a swarm of fellows in Loder’s doorway, and Mr. Quelch started back in astonishment. 

                                                     — — 
                                     THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                                             Quite a Surprise! 
HERBERT VERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of Greyfriars, lounged into the Remove passage, with a grin on his face. He found a crowd of fellows swarming there. A buzz of voices filled the Remove passage; a dozen fellows were talking at once, and they were all emphatic. 
  “What on earth’s the row?” asked the Bounder. 
  “Loder!” answered three or four at once. “That bully Loder! 
  “Loder been up here?” grunted Smithy. 
  “Yes, rather—the rotter !” 
  “Has he been inquiring after a fellow who biffed a footer on the back of his neck?” chuckled Vernon-Smith. 
  “Was that you, then?” asked Harry Wharton. 
  “Little me!” assented the Bounder. “I’m sure Loder didn’t spot me, though, and I wondered whether he would look in on the Remove—” 
  “You blessed fathead!” growled Johnny Bull. “Why couldn’t you leave Loder’s beastly neck alone?  He came up here—“ 
  “And spotted the spread!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “And bagged it!” said Frank Nugent dismally. 
  “Oh my hat! Is that the cause of the giddy excitement!” grinned the Bounder. “Did you let him get away with it?” 
  “Can’t handle a prefect!” said Skinner. 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders. 
  “I’d handle a prefect fast enough if be raided my study like a fag!” he answered. 
  “It wasn’t exactly like that, of course,” said Wharton. “Loder confiscated the stuff as a prefect. The fact is, we had rather a lot. Quelchy would have said something if he’d seen it.” 
  “The lotfulness of the esteemed tuck was somewhat terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; “and the disgusting confiscation was according to law. But the worthy and revolting Loder will keep the tuck for himself, 
which is robbery pure and undefiled.” 
  “He said it would be sent to the House dame,” said Wharton. “That’s 
the rule with confiscated tuck, of course.
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “Catch Loder! He will nobble it, of course. I know he’s hard up—he tea’d in Hall yesterday, and a Sixth Form man never does that unless he’s fairly on the beach.” 
  “That would be rather thick, even for Loder.” said Peter Todd. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s Bunter! Bunter, you fat image—” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Where did you carry that cargo for Loder?” 
  “Into his study!” said Bunter. 
  “That settles it!” said the captain of the Remove, with a frown. “Loder wouldn’t take it to his study if he was handing it over to the House dame.” 
  “Not likely!” grinned the Bounder. “Loder won’t have tea in Hall today, with that spread in his study.”
  “He’s got Walker there.” said Bunter. “They’re going to scoff it, you know. I say, you fellows, let’s get it back. I’ll keep watch in the passage while you fellows rush the study.” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!”
  Harry Wharton looked round. 
  “You men game?” he asked. “Loder’s a prefect, and he was within his rights in confiscating the tuck if he handed it over to Mrs. Kebble. But if he’s keeping it, that’s a horse of quite a different colour. Who’s game to rush Loder’s study and get it back?” 
  “Little me, for one!” said the Bounder at once. 
  “Hurrah! Let’s!” 
  A dozen fellows at least were ready. Loder’s highhanded exercise of his powers as a prefect had exasperated the Removites. The certainty that the confiscation of the tuck was only a pretence, and that Loder was keepmg it himself, gave their wrath the finishing touch. An invasion of the Sixth Form passage was an awfully serious matter, but a whole crowd of reckless spirits were ready for it. 
  “Lead on, Macduff!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Loder can’t report us.” said the Bounder. “He can’t drag Quelchy into it without admitting that he was scoffing the tuck himself. A prefect couldn’t own up to that.” 
  “We’ve got a good case if it comes before Quelchy.” said Peter Todd. “Anyhow, let’s chance it.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Come on!” said Harry Wharton. 
  And an excited mob of Removites poured down the stairs. 
  “Quiet, you men!” said Wharton. “Don’t make a row before we get to Loder’s study. We don’t want to wake up all the Sixth. Old Wingate’s away now; but a lot of them will be teaing in their studies, and we don’t want to fetch them out. Quiet!” 
  It was evidently good advice. Waking up a crowd of the Sixth meant rather more trouble than the Remove could have hoped to deal with. 
  Quietly, the juniors went down the staircase, and entered the Sixth Form passage. 
  From the corner of the passage they could sc that Loder’s door was open. Quietly, almost on tiptoe, they trod along the passage towards the quarters of the bully of the Sixth. 
  “Now!” said Wharton. 
  And as he gave the signal, there was a yell and a rush, and the Removites crowded into Loder’s doorway. 
  “Collar the cad!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “Rag him!” 
  “Rag the study!” 
  “Give him jip!” 
  A second more, and the invaders would have been swarming in the study and Loder and WaIker would have been rolling over in the grasp of many hands That was the programme, and the programme would have been carried out according to plan but for an unforeseen and utterly unexpected happening. 
  “Boys! What—what does this mean?” 
  The rush stopped as if by magic. 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Quelchy!” 
“Oh dear !“ 
  It was Mr. Quelch! 
  What their Form master was doing in Loder’s study the juniors did not know. They had not the remotest idea that he was there. 
  But he was there, and he confronted the raiders, his eyes glinting, and thunder in his brow. 
  Fellows who were fortunate enough to be in the rear scudded away at once, losing not a second, as they heard the Remove master’s voice. But six or seven of the Removites were already in the study before they saw or heard Mr. Quelch, and for them there was no retreat. They stood and blinked in dismay at their Form master. 
  “What does this mean?” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “Oh dear!” 
  “How dare you rush into a Sixth Form study, and into your Form master’s presence in this disorderly and unseemly manner?” 
  “We—we—we didn’t know you were here, sir!” stammered Wharton. 
  “No doubt!” said Mr. Quelch wrathfully. “No doubt! What was your intention, Wharton, in coming here ?” 
  “We—we—we—”  stuttered the captain of the Remove. He was utterly taken aback. 
  Loder and Walker exchanged a glance. They were perfectly well aware of what time juniors had come for. They realised, too, that Mr. Quelch’s presence had saved them from a severe handling. 
  “Answer me, Wharton!” rapped out Mr. Quelch. “Am I to believe that it was your intention to attack—to assault—a prefect of the Sixth Form?” 
  “We—we—we——” 
  “How dare you !“ 
  “We—we were after our tuck, sir.” stammered Wharton desperately. 
  “What—what?” 
  Wharton pointed to the stack of good things on Loder’s table. 
  “That’s ours, sir!” 
  Loder breathed rather hard. 
  “That stuff, sir, was found in a Remove study.” he said. “I considered it my duty to confiscate it, and it is, of course, to be handed over to the House dame at once.” 
  “Gammon!” roared Bob Cherry. “You meant to scoff it, and you jolly well know you did, Loder!” 
  “Silence!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in a formidable voice. “How dare you attribute such a base intention to a Sixth Form prefect, Cherry?” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bob. 
  “Loder, I fully approve of your action in taking away such a mass—such a huge mass of indigestible comestibles. See that it is handed over to the House dame!” 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  “Leave this study at once.” went on Mr. Quelch, his eyes glinting at the Removites. “I will deal with you later. Not only have you transgressed all rules with regard to meals in your studies, but you have been guilty of resistance to authority, and of the intention, at least, of assaulting a Sixth Form prefect. Go! I shall deal with you later!” 
  The hapless Removites retreated, 
  Mr. Quelch turned to Loder. 
  “It would have been wiser, Loder, to convey confiscated comestibles directly to the House dame. By bringing it here, you gave rise to that ridiculous suspicion on the part of the juniors.” 
  “Oh! Mi! Yes!” gasped Loder. 
  “Let it be conveyed to Mrs. Kebble without further delay.” 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  Mr. Quelch rustled out of the study. 
  Gerald Loder and James Walker looked at one another with feelings that could not have been expressed in words. There was no help for it now. The confiscated tuck had to be handed over. Now that the matter had come to Mr. Quelch’s knowledge, Loder would hardly have dared to retain a biscuit, or a jam tart. It was altogether too risky. 
  “Oh!” groaned Walker at last. “What a sell!” 
  Loder gritted his teeth. 
  “I’ll make those little beasts squirm for this!” he gasped. 
  “It’s tea in Hall, after all!” groaned Walker. “What a rotten sell!” 
  And it was tea in Hall for the two sportsmen of the Sixth, and they tea’d in Hall with feelings that were absolutely Hunnish. 

                              THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                         Mr. Quelch Comes Down Heavily! 

“WE’RE for it!” 
    The Bounder made that remark. 
  All the Remove agreed. 
  There was no doubt whatever that the Lower Fourth were “for it.” 
  The loss of the great spread was bad enough. But the juniors were not thinking very much about that. They were thinking of the vials of wrath that were to be poured out on their devoted heads. 
  Trouble was coming; and it was all the more serious because it did not come at once. The delinquents had expected to be called to Mr. Quelch’s study, or to see the Remove master in their passage. But no summons came, and Mr. Quelch did not appear. The juniors could not hope that Mr. Quelch was allowing the matter to pass, or that he had forgotten it. He was not likely to allow such a breach of discipline to pass; and he never forgot anything. Obviously, he was taking his time to think over the matter, and was not in a hurry to act; and that, as all the Remove knew, meant that the trouble was very serious indeed. 
  “The fact is,” Bob Cherry remarked rather ruefully, “it was a little thick! Dishing a Sixth Form study is—is—is rather—” 
  “Terrific !“ suggested Hurrec Janisct 11am Siugh. 
  “And we’ve got no excuse,” sighed Nugent. “If Loder had scoffed the tuck 
—but he hadn’t!” 
  “He hadn’t had time!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Quelchy doesn’t know that’s the reason. He would never believe that a Sixth Form man would bag our tuck and scoff it.” 
  “He doesn’t know Loder.” 
  “The fact is, we’ve put our foot in it,” said Harry Wharton. “From the way Quelchy looks at it, we exceeded the speed limit with the tuck, and set out to rag the prefect who confiscated it. We were in the right, of course—” 
  “Of course!” 
  “Only a Form master couldn’t possibly see it.” 
  “Couldn’t possibly!” agreed Bob. 
  “Well, we’re for it, and we’ve got to stand it,” said the captain of the Remove. “Anyhow, Loder didn’t get the tuck, after all. He had to hand it over. That’s a consolation.” 
  That was all the consolation the Remove fellows had. It was something; but it was not much. And they waited with great anxiety to hear from Mr. Quelch. They felt that it was hardly fair of their Form master to be keeping them in suspense like this; keeping them on tender hooks, as Hurree Singh expressed it in his remarkable English. But no word came from Mr. Quelch that evening, and the Removites went to their dormitory with the sword of Damocles still suspended over their heads, as it were. 
  The next morning, at the breakfast-table, the Removites eyed their Form master with surreptitious glances. 
  His grim face betrayed nothing. 
 Some of the more hopeful spirts really began to hope that Mr. Quelch had forgotten an offence for the first time in his career as a Form master 
  But even the most sanguine fellows did not pin very much faith to that faint hope. 
  It was more probable—in fact, certain—that Mr. quelch took such an awfully serious view of the matter, that he was taking ample time to think out an adequate punishment. 
  “We shall get it in the Form-room!” Vernon-Smith remarked after brekker. 
  The Bounder was right. 
  When the Removc gathered in their Form-room, first lesson did not commence immediately, as usual. That, in itself would not have worried the juniors very much. They were not keen on first lesson, or on second or third. They could have dispensed with the lot with complete equanimity. But they knew that the chopper was about to come down, and they waited in dire apprehension. When Mr. Quelch stood up at his desk, and his gimlet eyes roved over the expectant class, the silence was quite painful. A pin might have been heard to drop in the Remove-room. 
   “My boys!” begun Mr. Quelch. 
  His tone was not harsh. Indeed, he spoke more in sorrow than in anger. But that was a bad sign, as the Removites knew from experience. 
  “I must speak, before lessons commence, of the disorderly outbreak of insubordination in this Form which occurred yesterday.” 
  The Removites looked as contrite as they could. Not a man in the Remove regarded the rushing of Loder’s study as a disorderly outbreak of insubordination. But they knew that Form masters had their own way of looking at things. and they knew that a Form master had to be given his head. 
  “I am shocked, pained, and disappointed,” said Mr. Quelch. “All the more so because the head boy of this Form was, apparently, a leader—a ringleader—of this lawless outbreak.” 
  Wharton turned pink. 
  “I have given the matter great consideration and thought,” said the Remove master; “I have consulted Loder on the subject. I have no alternative but to take drastic measures.” 
  “Lickings all round!” murmured the Bounder. 
  “In the first place,” said Mr. Quelch, “I must refer to the orgy that was intended yesterday, and which was fortunately prevented by a Sixth Form prefect’s zealous devotion to duty. You are permitted to take your tea in your own studies, and to this there is no objection, so long as a reasonable moderation is observed. Anything in the nature of gluttony is strictly prohibited, as you are very well aware. Yet in a single study Loder discovered a mass—indeed, a mountain—-of food, most of it of an indigestible nature. Loder appears to have been exceedingly lenient, for he simply confiscated the mass of food without administering any punishment. He erred on the side of leniency, doubtless. So far from feeling any gratitude for this, however, you actually made an attempt to attack him and recover the comestibles by force. I am shocked and pained.” 
  The juniors listened in silence. It was quite hopeless to think of making Mr. Quelch see the matter as they saw it, and no one thought of making the attempt 
  “I am bound to take a serious view of the matter.” resumed Mr. Quclch after a pause to give his Form time to realise how shocked and pained he was. “I am bound to take severe measures.” 
  The Remove waited. 
  “For the rest of this term,” said Mr. Quelch, “the Remove will take their tea 
in Hall. Meals in the studies are strictly forbidden.” 
  There was a gasp from the Remove at this. 
  One of their dearest privileges, which made them differ from unimportant fags in the Third and Second Forms, was thus ruthlessly shorn away. 
  “Had you succeeded in your object, had you assaulted Loder in his study, I should have administered a severe flogging to all concerned.” went on Mr. Quelch. “Fortunately my presence prevented this. The ringleaders in this outbreak—Wharton and Vernon-Smith —will be gated for the next two half- holidays. That is all.” 
  “No lickings!” murmured Bunter. 
  Bunter, at least, was pleased; but the rest of the Removites sat in dismay. 
  “We shall now commence” said Mr. Quelch, with dignity. 
  “If you please. sir—” began the Bounder. 
  “You need not speak, Vernon-Smith.” 
  “Mayn’t we say a word in our defence, sir?” asked the Bounder, with sarcastic politeness. 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips. 
  “If you have anything to say, Vernon-Smith, you may say it—briefly.” 
  “Thank you, sir! All that stuff Loder found in Wharton’s study was intended for a spread for a lot of fellows—more than a dozen.” 
“That makes no difference, Vernon- Smith.” 
  “And Loder was going to keep the stuff, sir—” 
  “Kindly make no insinuation of that kind, Vernon-Smith!” rapped out the Remove master. 
“I’m not makin’ an insinuation, sir— I‘m statin’ a fact,” explained the Bounder calmly. 
  Some of the Removites grinned. Mr. Quelch frowned. 
  “If that is intended for impertinence, Vernon-Smith- 
  “Not at all, sir. I think you ought to know the facts.” said Smithy. “If Wingate or Gwynne had confiscated the tuck we shouldn’t have thought of getting it back. We should have known that it had gone to the housekeeper. Loder was bagging it—” 
  “Nonsense!” 
  “We all think the same, sir.” said Harry Wharton. 
  “I am surprised and pained, Wharton, to learn that you allowed such a very unworthy suspicion to enter your mind.” 
  “Oh, my hat !“ ejaculated Wharton involuntarily. 
  “It is a fact, sir.” said Vernon-Smith. 
  “So your defence amounts to this,” snapped Mr. Quelch; “you defend your lawless action by attributing unworthy motives to the prefect who did his plain duty. That is sufficient, Vernon-Smith. Sit down.” 
  “But, sir “ 
  “Another word, Vernon-Smith, and I shall cane you.” said Mr. Queich. 
  “Thank you, sir! All the same—” 
  “Bless my soul!” Mr. Quelch picked up the cane from his desk. “Stand out before the class, Vernon—Smith.” 
  The Bounder lounged out, with as much impertinence in his manner as he dared infuse into it. 
  “Hold out your hand !“ 
  Swish! 
  “Now go back to your place, Vernon-Smith, and be silent.” 
  Mr. Quelch laid down his cane and turned his gimlet eyes on the Remove again. 
  “You have heard my decision,” he said. “In the event of my command being disregarded by any member of this Form, the punishment that, will follow will be very severe. The matter is now closed.” 
  And the matter being closed, lessons commenced in the Remove-room.   After what had happened to the Bounder, no fellow felt inclined to attempt to make the matter clearer to the Form master. 
Lessons that morning wont on in a rather electric atmophero in theRemove Form room. 
  Mr. Quelch was displeased with his Form, and there was no doubt that the Form were displeased with Mr. Quelch. Anger on one side and resentment on the other, made things very uncomfortable in the Remove-room. Master and pupils were equally relieved when break came, and the Remove were dismissed for a quarter of an hour. 
  In morning break the Remove gathered in the quad in excited groups, discussing the situation. 
  “We’re not goin’ to stand it!” the Bounder declared savagely. 
  “Only we’ve got to!” said Squiff. 
  “The gotfulness is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh dolefully. “The esteemed and execrable Loder has scored over us terrifically.” 
  “I say, you fellows, it’s awful!” groaned Billy Bunter. “Fancy, tea in HaIl for the rest of the term. Weak tea and doorsteps—ow! I say, I was going to stand a spread when my postal- order came! Oh dear!” 
  “That’s all right—it won’t come.” said Bob Cherry comfortingly. “It never does old fat man.” 
  “Beast!” 
  “No tea in the study!” grunted Johnny Bull. “Might as well be fags in the Third Form. Blow Loder and blow Quelchy!” 
  Discontent in the Remove was both loud and deep. But there was no help for it; the fiat had gone forth. That afternoon there was an unusual crowd of juniors at tea in Hall—all the Remove were there. The Remove passage was deserted; and at the long table in Hall the Removites devoured the school fare with glum faces. Loder and Walker were at the Sixth Form table, being still in a stony -state. They derived some satisfaction from the glum looks of the Remove. But for the Remove there was no satisfaction, and discontent was deep and still deepening. 
                                   THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                                             Back Up! 
“YOU’RE captain of the Remove.” 
  “Well?” 
  “What are you going to do?” 
  “Nothing.” 
  The Bounder gave an angry grunt. 
  It was three days since Mr. Quelch’s severe sentence had fallen like a thunderbolt upon his unfortunate Form. 
  During those three days indignation and wrath had accumulated in the Lower Fourth and intensified, and reached boiling point. 
  Many of the fellows looked to Harry Wharton to “do” something, as he was captain of the Form. 
  But what Wharton was to do was another matter. 
  Certainly he could not rescind the commands of his Form master.  He could not make Mr. Quelch see reason. He could not institute spreads in the Remove passage in spite of the Remove master’s orders. 
  So far as Wharton could see, he could only bow his head to the decree along with the rest, and lay plans for “taking it out “ of Loder. 
  Loder was the cause of the trouble; Loder was the enemy, and with luck Loder might be made to sit up. A Form master, of course, was beyond any plans of that kind. The wildest spirits in the Remove never dreamed of making Mr. Henry Samuel Quelch sit up. 
  Tea in their studies was a cherished institution among the juniors. It demonstrated that they were not fags; the Third and Second had to tea in Hall, though they sometimes indulged in weird feasts in their respective Form-rooms when their Form masters were at a safe distance. Pleasant little spreads took place in the Remove studies, and fellows would ask their friends, and all would be calm and bright. 
  Wharton and Nugent in No. 1, for instance, often had the other members of the Co. to tea, or they would tea with Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh in Study No. 13, or they would go with those two youths to tea with Johnny Bull in Study No. 14.  Lord Mauleverer often stood a magnificent feast in Study No. 12. to which every Remove man was glad to go. In Study No. 7 Skinner and Snoop and Stott liked to smoke cigarettes after tea, which most assuredly they could not venture to do in Hall. In Study No. 7 Billy Bunter loved to spread himself at the festive board, to which, it is true, he seldom contributed anything but a remarkably healthy appetite. For motives good or bad or indifferent, every man in the Remove clung to the privilege of teaing in the study. 
  And now that privilege was cut off for the rest of the term. 
  True, the term was drawing to a close, and the Christmas holidays were not far off. Mark Linley advised taking it calmly for the short time that remained. But Mark was accustomed to taking things calmly. The other fellows seethed with indignation. 
  Mr. Quelch’s sentence was, indeed, rather sweeping. Half the Remove had been concerned in the great feast in Study No. 1 which had not come off, and in the attack on Loder of the Sixth. But the punishment fell on all the Remove, sparing none. Mr. Quelch concluded that his whole Form needed a lesson, and he gave them one—and no doubt Loder had helped to influence him. Loder, certainly, was enjoying the discomfort of the Form, especially  of those fellows in it whom Loder never could succeed in taming and bullying. So long as his stony date forced Loder to tea in Hall, he derived solace from seeing the long rows of glum and gloomy Remove faces. But financial matters seemed to look up for Loder at last, for he ceased to come into Hall to tea, while the Remove were still compelled to turn up there regularly. 
  The Bounder seemed to feel the thing most bitterly. He had a way of giving little spreads in his study, and even when he tea’d alone with his study- mate, Redwing, he always “did” himself remarkably well. These little feeds were things of the past now. 
  In Hall the Bounder, with all his wealth and his expensive tastes, tea’d no better than Bunter or Skinner or any other fellow. It was true that in Hall it was generally allowed for fellows to take in tasty little things to eke out the plain school tea. But Mr, Quelch put a stop to that for the Remove. The feasts upon which he frowned were not to be transferred from the Remove passage to the Hall table. The school fare—plain and wholesome, certainly—was all that there was for the Remove. They could partake of that or they could go without: that was their choice. 
  The Bounder chafed more than any other fellow. Now he had tackled Wharton on the subject. 
  But from the captain of the Remove there was no help. He could do nothing. 
  “You’re taking this lying down, then?” demanded the Bounder savagely. 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass, Smithy !” exclaimed Wharton. His own temper was 
rather sore “What can a fellow do?” 
  “If I were captain of the Form I’d jolly well do something.” 
  “Rot!” 
  “The fellows are fed-up, I can tell you.” 
  “Well, if they’re fed-up and want a lead, they can elect you captain, and you can go ahead!” snapped Wharton. “What’s the big idea? Are you going to lynch Loder or make Quelch bend over and give him six?” 
  “Carry on!” returned the Bounder. 
  “How?” demanded Harry. 
  “Let’s all carry on, and blow Quelchy. Tea in the studies the same as usual, and if Quelchy butts in, bar the end of the Remove passage and keep him out.” 
  Wharton stared at the Bounder. 
  “Oh, my hat! That’s the big idea, is it? You’ll have that game all to yourself, I think!” 
  Vernon-Smith compressed his lips. 
“The Upper Fourth fellows are chipping us about it.” he said. “Temple of the Fourth was saying in the Rag that we’re only fags, after all, and now we’re put in our proper place.” 
  “You could have punched his cheeky nose.” 
  “I did!” growled the Bounder. “Hard! But there it is—we’re treated like rotten fags—like Tubb of the Third, or Sammy Bunter of the Second. I’m not goin’ to stand it.” 
  “Nothing doing.” 
  “Something doing in my study, at least. I’ve tea’d in Hall three days— and to-day I’m going to tea in my study. If Quelchy doesn’t like it he can lump it.”
  Wharton’s face became very grave. “Quelchy is sure to miss you from Hall, Smithy.” 
  “Let him.” 
  “He will come after you.” 
  “Let him come, and be blowed to him.” 
  “Look here, Smithy 
  “Rats! Will you come to tea in my study?” 
  “Don’t be an ass! Of course not, in the circumstances.” 
  “Funk!” jeered the Bounder. 
  Wharton crimsoned. 
  “I’ll come!” he said, without stopping to reflect. 
  “Done! We’ll tea early and if the Beak comes up we shall have had the giddy spread anyhow.” 
  

And Vernon-Smith, determined to have his own wilful way, went ahead with it. With all his recklessness, however, he was careful. He made very extensive purchases at Mrs. Mimble’s little shop in the corner behind the elms; but the good things were taken into the House in small parcels. surreptitiously. That defiance of the Remove master’s commands made the other fellows stare when they heard of it. It was probable —it was almost certain, that the affair would come to Mr. Quelch’s knowledge, and the Form master’s wrath would be, as Hurree Singh declared, terrific. Fellows whom the Bounder asked to tea refused promptly. Even Billy Bunter, for the first time on record, refused an invitation to tea. 
  But when the members of the Co. learned that Wharton had accepted, they changed round at once. Sink or swim together was the motto of the Famous Five, and though Wharton urged his chums to keep clear, they did not heed him. Five guests were coming, and Tom Redwing was to be there, though with many misgivings. Redwing was very far from desiring to enter into any defiance of authority: but he felt called upon to stand by his reckless chum.   
  So half an hour before tea in Hall, seven juniors were gathered in Study No. 4 in the Remove passage, and the table was spread. 
  Certainly, of all the tea-party, only on was quite at his ease. That one, of course, was the Bounder. Smithy was a fellow who seemed to thrive on trouble—he was “up against” authority at all times, with or without provocation, and he found entertainment in dragging the captain of the Remove into his rebellious ways. 
  Smithy’s guests hoped that Mr. Quelch would hear nothing of it. They could turn up in Hall at the regular tea-time, to keep up appearances. But that hope was faint. They knew only too well that few things escaped the Remove master’s gimlet eye. 
  The feast was going strong, when there came a tap at the door of No. 4 Study. 
  There was a general start. 
  Even the Bounder looked uneasy, for the moment. It was borne in even upon his wilful and reckless mind that it was no light matter for the juniors to be caught in flagrant disobedience of their Form-master’s order. 
  The door opened. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  There was a gasp of relief from the whole tea-party. It was Bunter. The 
next moment, however, relief changed to wrath. 
  “You fat idiot!” howled the Bounder. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “You fat idiot!” howled the Bounder, Johnny Bull. 
  Bunter grinned. 
  “Did you think it was Quelchy?” he chuckled. “He, he, he! I say, you fellows, I’ve decided to come. I’m not going to take any notice of Quelchy! I’m not going to be starved to please him! I’ll chance it. I say, did I frighten you, tapping at the door? He, he, he!” 
  The tea-party glared at Bunter. They had certainly been startled, and they saw nothing whatever of a comic nature in that circumstance. Bunter apparently did. He chuckled a fat chuckle. 
  “Rather crowded here, what” went on Bunter. “I’ll tell you what, Smithy 
—1 won’t squeeze in, with such a crowd. I’ll help myself to a snack, old fellow, and get off with it, see? More room for you fellows!” 
  The Bounder glared at him. 
  Bunter was cheerfully proposing to join in the spread without joining in the danger. He was going to take his share of the feast to some secluded spot where he could devour it in safety. That seemed an eminently good idea to William George Bunter. It did not seem quite so good to Herbert Vernon- Smith. 
  The Bounder picked up a loaf from the table 
  Whiz! 
  “Yaroooooh!” roared Bunter. 
  A loaf landing suddenly on his well-filled waistcoat startled Billy Bunter more than he had startled the tea-party. 
  He staggered backwards through the doorway, and sat down in the Remove passage with a roar, 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Yow-ow-ow! Beasts! Yarooooooh! Oh, crumbs! Ow!” 
  “Have another?” grinned the Bounder. 
  “Beast!” yelled Bunter. 
  The Owl of the Remove staggered to his feet. He shook a fat fist at the grinning tea-party. 
  “Yah! Beasts! I jolly well wish old Quelch would catch you!” he roared. 
  “Bunter !” rapped out a sharp voice. 
  “Oh, crikey!” 
  It was Mr. Quelch! 
                                      THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                                 “Bend Over!” 
HENRY SAMUEL QUELCH stared into No. 4 Study. 
  Seven juniors sat at the tea-table as if turned to stone. 
  Even the Bounder seemed to have lost his appetite all of a sudden. 
  The glare of the fabled basilisk was not more expressive than the glance Mr. Quelch cast at the hapless tea-party. 
  Billy Bunter grinned. He had been refused a share in the spread—but it was evident now that the spread was to come to a sadden end. 
  The grin died off his fat face, however, as Mr. Quelch, after that one exressive look into the study, turned to him. 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Oh, sir! Yes, sir! No, sir!” gasped Bunter, in alarm. “I wasn’t, sir! Never thought of it for a minute, sir. I didn’t, sir.” 
   “You were speaking of me when I came up the passage,” said Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice. “You alluded to me, Bunter, your Form master, as ‘old Quelch.’” 
  “Oh, no, sir! Not at all, sir!  I—I wasn’t speaking at all, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “I heard you!” thundered the Remove master. 
  “I—I mean, sir, I—I was saying I—I was —“ 
  “You will take a hundred lines, Bunter!” 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Bunter, greatly relieved to hear that it was not a licking. 
  And he rolled away before Mr. Quelch had time to change his mind. 
  Mr. Quelch turned his attention once more to the tea-party in Smithy’s study. The seven juniors rose to their feet now, and stood waiting. They all knew that they were “for it.” Only in the Bounder’s face was a lurking look of mockery and defiance. 
  “I was informed by a prefect,” said Mr. Quelch, in a deep voice, that my orders were being disobeyed, and that a number of juniors were taking tea in a study here in direct defiance of my commands.” 
  The juniors did not need to be told the name of that prefect. They could guess that Gerald Loder had been keeping a watchful eye upon them. 
  “I find that this information is correct.” said Mr. Quelch. “I find that the head boy of my Form is concerned in this act of rebellion.” 
  Wharton was silent. 
  It was useless to speak, even if he had had any excuse to offer; and as a matter of fact, he had none. There was no denying that the Removites had gathered to that spread in Smithy’s study, in direct defiance of their Form master’s orders. They were caught in the act. 
  “You can scarcely imagine,” resumed Mr. Quelch, “that this rebellious conduct will be allowed to pass unpunished!” 
  “No, sir!” said the Bounder. “Our imagination jibs at that, sir!” 
  Redwing gave his chum almost an imploring look. It was no time for impertinence. 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips hard. 
  “I shall send the school page to this study to remove this comestibles.” he said. “You will all follow me to my study.” 
  “Now, sir?” asked the Bounder. 
  “At once!” rapped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Mayn’t we finish tea first, sir ?“ 
  “How dare you ask such a question, Vernon-Smith! Follow me instantly!” 
  The Remove master turned away in great wrath, and whisked along the Remove passage to the stairs. Removites who saw him felt deeply thankful that they had declined Smithy’s invitation to tea. The hapless fellows who had not declined it trailed after Mr. Quelch. 
  “Hard cheese, old beans!” murmured Peter Todd, as they passed. 
  “Awf’ly sorry, begad!” said Lord Mauleverer. 
  Mr. Quelch turned his head. 
  “Did you speak to these juniors, Mauleverer?” 
  “Oh! Ah ! Yaas, sir!” gasped his lordship. 
  “You were expressing sympathy, I understand ?” 
  “Yaas, sir.” 
  “You will take a hundred lines, Mauleverer.” 
  “Oh ! Yaas, sir !” 
  Mr. Quelch whisked on, and the delinquents trailed after him. No one else ventured to express sympathy as they passed. 
  The hapless seven arrived with Mr. Quelch at his study. There, the Remove master selected a cane. 
  “You first, Wharton! I shall punish you most severely, as you are head boy in the Remove, and should have set an example of obedience to the Form.” 
  Wharton did not speak. 
  “My fault, sir!” said the Bounder coolly. “Wharton refused to come at first, and I called him a funk; that’s why he came.” 
  “Wharton should have been superior to such a petty taunt, Vernon-Smith. You will be silent. Bend over that chair, Wharton!” 
  Harry Wharton bent over in silence. it was six—and it was a severe six. Wharton made no sound; but his face was set and a little pale as he rose after the infliction. 
  The other fellows went through it in turn. It was six for the Bounder also; and the rest had two each. Redwing, who came last, had merely a couple of flicks, which looked as if Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eye detected how matters stood in No. 1 study. 
  The Form master laid down his cane. 
  “Any further disobedience of this kind will be followed by a report to your headmaster, and a flogging.” he said coldly. “From to-day, as I cannot trust you, the school shop will be placed out of bounds for the Remove. I shall inform Mrs. Mimble of this at once. You may go.” 
  The seven juniors went, in silence. Even the Bounder was not disposed for any more impertinence, after six from the Remove master’s cane. 
  At the end of Masters’ passage the hapless seven came on three Sixth Formers in a group—Loder and Walker and Carne. 
  Loder & Co. glanced at them and laughed, 
  Harry Wharton’s eyes gleamed at Loder. The Bounder clenched his hands. But they tramped past the grinning seniors in silence. Evidently Loder had come there to enjoy their discomfiture. But the heroes of the Remove had had a lesson on the subject of handling a prefect, and they restrained their natural yearning to seize Gerald Loder and mop up the passage with him. 
  “Ow !“ groaned Bob Cherry, when they were out of hearing of Loder & Co. “Wow! What a life!” 
  “Well, we asked for it!” said Harry. 
  “The askfulness was terrific!” 
  “Who’s coming to tea in my study to-morrow?” asked the Bounder. 
  “You silly ass!” 
  “You terrific fathead “ 
  “Go and eat coke!” 
  And the juniors wriggled on their way, leaving the Bounder of Greyfriars shrugging his shoulders. Evidently nobody was coming to tea in Smithy’s study on the morrow. One tea party, with such an ending, was enough for the chums of the Remove. 
                              THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                      Bunter’s Wheeze! 
“IT’S awful!” 
  Thus William George Bunter, not once, but many times. 
  All the Remove agreed that it was rotten; but it was not merely rotten to Billy Bunter. It was awful, in fact, fearful. 
  No tea in the study, and the tuck-shop out of bounds! Such a prospect was, to Billy Bunter, not merely awful, but horrific. 
  If Bunter’s celebrated postal-order had come he would not have been able to expend it in refreshments for his inner Bunter. He would have been left with a useless postal-order in his pocket and a useless yearning for tuck in his plump inside. With actual cash in hand and an enticing array of tuck in Mrs. Mimble’s shop, Bunter would not have been able to sample a single jam-tart. Perhaps it was fortunate, in these circumstances, that his expected postal-order, as usual, did not come. 
  The placing of the school shop out of bounds for the Remove was, in Bunter’s view, the last straw. 
  As Bunter had nothing in the nature of cash to spend there, it might not have been supposed a great hardship on him personally, especially as Mrs. Mimble knew him too well to allow tick.
  But Bunter, if short of cash himself, was a skilful borrower, a persistent butter-in at other fellows’ feeds, a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles. But now there were no feeds to butt into, no trifles to snap up. Even Smithy’s study, even Lord Mauleverer’s study were as desert as the Sahara. No crumbs fell in these days from the rich man’s table. 
  Bunter suffered most severely of all the Remove. Like Rachel of old, he mourned and could not be comforted. 
  Other fellows certainly missed their cosy little tea parties, their agreeable little spreads in the studies. But chiefly among the Removites there was a feeling of indignation. They had a grievance—Loder of the Sixth had pulled their Form master’s leg, and made Mr. Quelch unjust—and the injustice rankled. It was a stigma on the Remove to have to tea in hall like a fag Form. It was hard for the Remove to bear the superior smiles of Temple, Dabney, & Co., of the Fourth. Nobody else’s sufferings were quite so intense as Billy Bunter’s, but every man in the Remove was feeling sore and resentful and rebellious. 
  But it could not be helped. The fiat had gone forth, and Mr. Quelch spoke as one having authority. When he said “Do this!” there was nothing for his Form to do but to do it. 
  They chafed and raged, and declared that they would not stand it. But, of course, at had to be stood. Even the Bounder did not, on reflection, tea in his study again. The consequences of tea in the study were altogether too painful, and it was not good enough. Moreover, now that the school shop was out of bounds for the Remove it was rather difficult to obtain supplies. 
  It was from Bunter that the next suggestion came. He rolled into Smithy’s study, where Smithy and Redwing were at prep. Often there had been a nice little supper in Study No. 4 after prep. Now, suppers, like teas, were things of the past. Fellows who wanted supper had to go into Hall for simple bread and cheese. Few fellows in the Remove would really have minded that very much, but for the stigma involved. Their freedom had been taken away. They were being treated like greedy fags who could not be trusted to know when they had had enough. There was the rub. 
  “Smithy, old chap—” began Bunter. 
  “Get out!” said the Bounder briefly. 
  “I’ve thought of a wheeze.” 
  “Go and boil it!” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Shut the door after you.” 
  Bunter’s wheezes did not seem highly prized in Study No. 4. But the Owl of the Remove stuck to his guns. 
  “I’ve got a wheeze for dishing old Quelchy, Smithy.” 
  “Oh!” said the Bounder, with some show of interest at last. Tom Redwing looked up from has prep. Redwing, at least, was by no means keen on wheezes for dishing his Form master. 
  “Hook it, Bunter!” he said. “You’re interrupting prep.” 
 “Shan’t!” retorted Bunter independently. “You can go and eat coke, Redwing. I say, Smithy, you’d like to dish Quelchy?” 
  “What-ho!” assented the Bounder. 
  “What about a spread in the dormitory?” 
  “Oh!” said Vernon-Smith. 
  “Fellows could cut down to Uncle CIegg’s, in the village, and get in the tuck.” said Bunter eagerly. ‘We could feed in the dorm after lights out. Safe as houses, you know. Of course I’m not thinking about the spread itself. You know I’m not the fellow to care much about that.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “But it’s a question of the dignity and independence of the Form!” explained Bunter. “Spreads are barred. Old Quelch has let Loder pull his leg, you know, and feeds are barred till the end of the term. We’re not going to stand iat. Well, if we can’t feed in the studies we can have a spread after lights-out in the dorm, see? 
  “Good man!” said the Bounder cordially. “You’ll stand the feed, of course.” 
  “Of course,” assented Bunter. “If my postal-order conies in time I’ll stand a spread this very night. If it’s delayed you can stand it, and I’ll stand the next. See?” 
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “It’s a good wheeze,” he said. “We’ll jolly well do it. Don’t jaw it all over the House, Bunter, or the prefects will get on to it.” 
  “Trust me!” grinned Bunter. Even William George Bunter could be trusted to hold his tongue when a feed depended on it. And he rolled out of Smithy’s study with a cheery fat face and glorious anticipations for that night in the Remove dormitory. 
  “Jolly good idea; what, Reddy?” asked the Bounder, with a glance at his study-mate. 
  Redwing shook his head. 
“Better leave it alone, Smithy. It’s not long to the Christmas holidays now. What’s the good of asking for trouble?” 
  “It’s Quelchy who’s asking for it.” answered the Bounder, “You don’t mean to say that we’re getting justice from Quelchy?” 
  “No,” said Tom. “I think Mr. Quelch has come down too heavy. He’s mistaken, that’s all. He doesn’t mean to be unjust.” 
 “Only we have to deal with what he does, not with what he may possibly mean.” yawned the Bounder. “I don’t care two straws for a spread in the dorm but it will be up against Quelchy and up against Loder, and we’re jolly well going to do it, see? I’ll speak to the fellows after prep.” 
  The Bounder did not linger long over prep that evening. Leaving Tom Redwing still at work, he went down to the Rag, 
  In the Rag the idea caught on at once. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh pronounced that it was a wheezy good idea, and his chums agreed. 
  Harry Wharton looked rather thoughtful. 
  As head boy of the Remove, his Form master certainly would have ex. pected him to be down on any suggestion of the sort. But Wharton was feeling as sore as any other Removite over the present state of affairs. 
  “You’re on, Harry?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  The captain of the Remove nodded. 
  “Yes, I’m on. I dare say Quelchy doesn’t mean to be unjust, but he is unjust, all thi same. We’re up against the Beak.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Good man!” said the Bounder. “Then we’re all in it.” 
  “Every man in the-Form,” said Peter Todd. “But don’t shout it out! ‘There’d be an awful row.” 
  “The rowfulness would be terrific.” said Hurree Singh. “But the still tongue saves a stitch in time, as the esteemed English proverb says.” 
  “Good old English proverb!” grinned Bob Cherry. “And I suppose a stitch in time goes longest to the well, what?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “My esteemed idiotic Cherry—” 
  “It’s settled.” said the Bounder, interrupting the Nabob of Bhanipur. “Two or three fellows can cut out of the dorm after lights out and scud down to Friardale. I’ll go for one.” 
  “Jolly risky!” said Skinner. 
  “Blow the risk! I’ll go.” said Wharton. 
  “And little me,” said Bob. 
  “And I!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “And I!” said half a dozen other fellows at once. 
  “We don’t want a whole giddy army.” said the Bounder. “Three fellows will be enough. A crowd would get spotted. I’ll go with Wharton and Bob.” 
  “Done!” said Harry. 
  “And we’ll have a whip-round for the funds.” said Peter Todd. “Now, then, Bunter, trot out your postal-orders” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “My postal-order hasn’t come.” said Bunter. “There’s been some delay in the post, Peter—” 
  “Go hon!” 
  “I’m standing this spread,” said the Bounder. “I’ve got plenty of tin. It’s settled that it’s for to-night.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “We’ll jolly well make an institution of it.” said the Bounder, with a gleam in his eyes. “Supper in the dorm instead of tea in the study—and we’ll jolly well keep it up as long as Quelchy does.” 
  “Good egg!” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  There was no doubt that the scheme was popular in the Remove. Some of the fellows declared that they had almost forgotten the taste of a jam tart or a meringue. Billy Bunter fairly gloated on the prospect. The Remove were in a state of great expectancy and suppressed excitement when they went to their dormitory that night. 
                                THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
                                       Breaking Bounds! 
WINGATE of the Sixth saw lights out for the Remove that night. If he observed any signs of excitement in the Remove, he did not take any special note of them. Wingate had been away from Greyfriars for a few days, and ho had returned to find the Remove and their affairs in the present parlous state. He did not seem to attach any importance to the matter, however. Probably he did not even realise that there was a crisis in the history of Greyfriars at all. Remove affairs did not loom very large in the estimation of the great men of the Sixth. 
  Lights were out, and the captain of Greyfriars departed. Billy Bunter sat up in bed as the door closed behind him. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, really, you know—” 
  “Shut up!” 
  The time was not yet. 
  Half an hour was allowed to elapse before the Removites made a move. Not till ten o’clock had chimed out from the clock tower, was there a sound of fellows getting out of bed. 
  The Bounder and Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton turned out, and dressed quietly in the dark. Not even a candle-end was lighted. Only too well the heroes of the Remove know that trouble would follow in the event of discovery, and they realised very clearly that they could not be too careful. Billy Bunter was wildly impatient; every minute that separated him from the spread seemed an hour to Bunter. But the impatience of the Owl of the Remove was not heeded. 
  “I say, you fellows, buck up, you know.” groaned Bunter. 
  “Cheese it, fathead.” 
  “You’ll run all the way, won’t you?” implored Bunter. 
  “We’ll be back in about an hour, you men.” said the Bounder. “You can get your beauty sleep while we’re gone. Come on.” 
  “Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. “I say, you fellows, I’m hungry! Famished.” 
  Bunter was left to famish. 
  The three enterprising Removites quitted the dormitory on tiptoe, their shoes in their hands. Outside the dormitory, all was dark. Downstairs there were lights; the masters were still up, and most of the Sixth. But in the junior quarters of the House, all was dark and silent. But the Removites knew their way easily enough in the dark. They groped silently along the passages, and reached the lower box-room. 
  Not till they were safe in the box-room, with the door closed, did they put on their shoes—rubber-soled shoes specially selected for silence. 
  “All serene,” murmured the Bounder. 
  He opened the box-room window. 
  One after another, the trio dropped out on the leads beneath the window, and Harry Wharton drew down the sash after him, leaving it half an inch open so that it could be raised again from outside. 
  Then the three clambered down from the leads, and cut away under the dim stars in the winter sky. 
  The House was closed for the night; quadrangle and gardens deserted and silent. As they came into the quad, the juniors looked back at the House, and saw many lighted windows—the Head’s window, and Mr. Quelch’s, and Mr. Prout’s and Mr. Wiggins’ —and half a dozen in the Sixth. 
  “Loder’s gone to bed.” remarked Vernon-Smith. “His light’s out, anyhow. And Walker’s.” 
  “All the better,” remarked Bob Cherry. “Might be in another study, though. Loder isn’t generally an early bird. I believe.” 
  “Or he might be out on the tiles.” remarked the Bounder. “Loder breaks bounds at night sometimes, as I jolly well know.” 
  “Bother Loder!” said Harry. “Come on.”
 The three juniors reached the school wall in a shadowed, secluded spot. Vernon-Smith was helped up first, then Bob Cherry: and they reached down and gave Wharton a helping hand to the top. 
  They dropped lightly outside the wall. 
  Wharton and Bob Cherry were in a rather serious mood. But the Bounder’s eyes were gleaming with excitement. Breaking bounds after lights out was a very unusual experience for the captain of the Remove and his friends. It was by no means unusual for the Bounder—and his motives were not always so innocent as in the present case. 
  Whatsoever their motives might be, the juniors knew well enough how serious the consequences would be if they were discovered. Breaking bounds at night was an awfully serious offence. A Head’s flogging was the lightest punishment they could expect. 
  “Come on,” grinned the Bounder. 
  “Quiet!” murmured Bob. 
  “Nobody to hear us now.” 
  “Anybody who saw us out of bounds might report us.” said Harry. “We want to keep clear of anybody on the road.” 
  “That’s so,” agreed Vernon-Smith. “Can’t be too careful. If we were nailed, the beaks might think we’d gone out pub-haunting.”
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “Might be the sack!” chuckled the Bounder. 
  “Oh, cheese it.” said Bob uncomfortably. “Let’s get on.” 
  The three juniors ran lightly along the dusky road in their rubber shoes. The lights of a passing car glared up, and they dodged into the shadow of a tree till it was gone. Then they turned into the footpath through the wood, which saved a considerable distance on the way to the village. 
  The wood, stripped of leaves by the winter winds, was dark and damp and desolate. A keen wind came from the sea, and the juniors turned their collars up. They were glad to get out of the wood into the lane again, at a short distance from Friardale, with the lights of the village twinkling ahead of them. 
  Nearer at hand was that delectable resort known as the Cross Keys. The place was closed, but lights were burning there. The Bounder glanced at it, and then grinned at his companions. 
  “Like to drop in for a hundred up?” he asked. 
  “Eh?” 
  “I’ll give you an introduction to old Cobb. I know him, you know.” 
  “Don’t be a silly ass, Smithy!” said Wharton gruffly. 
  The Bounder chuckled. 
  “Look out!” breathed Bob Cherry. 
  “What—” 
  “ Cover—quick!” 
  The juniors had almost reached the side lane which ran down by the buildings of the Cross Keys. Ahead of them a sudden glimmer of light came through the misty night. 
  They knew what it was, at once. It was a lantern; and it indicated that Police-constable Tozer was on his rounds. 
  That Mr. Tozer would report them for being out of bounds, if he saw them, was indubitable. He was likely enough to collar them and march them back to the school, and ring the bell at Greyfriars and hand them over to Gosling. But, at all events, it was certain that he would, at least, take their names and report them. 
  The juniors darted into cover at once. At the corner of the side lane was a large cart, up-ended, and left for the night. Almost in the twinkling of an eye the Removites were crouching behind the cart. 
  “My hat!” breathed Wharton. “That was a close shave!” 
  “Tozer, of course!” murmured the Bounder. “There’s a rumour going about that he spotted a Greyfriars man hanging about here one night last week and reported it at the school. What a catch for him if he saw us! The Head would tip him a ten-bob note.” 
  “Hush !” 
  Mr. Tozer’s glimmering lantern came nearer. Then it turned away and disappeared. 
  “He’s stopped !” whispered. Bob. 
  “Only nosing about; he will come on.” said Vernon-Smith. “Keep close.” 
The juniors remained silent in cover. Police-constable Tozer was apparently “nosing” about at a little distance, doing his duty carefully and sedulously. Mr. Tozer was a dutiful and punctilious officer, though, as a matter of fact. his job was a good deal of a sinecure. Nothing in the way of crime ever happened at Friardale. That quiet village was right off the track of modern, progress, and much behind the times. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” breathed Bob Cherry. “Listen!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  Footsteps were approaching. 
  They were not Mr. Tozer’s footsteps. 
  Mr. Tozer was rooting about somewhere at a little distance towards the village. Those footsteps came from the opposite direction—from the direction of Gtreyfriars. 
  Peering round the wheels of the big cart, silent and cautious, the three juniors spotted two overcoated figures. In the glimmer of the stars they recognised them at once. They were Gerald Loder and James Walker, of the Sixth Form at Greyfriars. 
                                    THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                                         Desperate Measures! 
HARRY WHARTON and his companions hardly breathed. 
  For a second the thought flashed through their minds that Loder had been on the watch and had discovered their absence, and followed them. 
  That thought, however, was dismissed at once. 
  Had their old enemy, the bully of the Sixth, discovered that they had broken bounds, certainly he would have reported them at once to Mr. Quelch, but it was very improbable that he would have turned out at night to look for them. 
  Moreover, Loder obviously was not looking for anybody. 
  He came walking on with his companion, conversing in low tones with him, and it did not take the juniors long to guess his destination. Loder’s destination was the Cross Keys. 
  Many fellows in the Remove knew, or at least, suspected, that the sportsman of the Sixth was addicted to breaking bounds at night, and that he had extremely undesirable acquaintances outside the school. The three juniors had proof of it now, under their eyes 
  They scarcely breathed. 
  Loder and Walker came easily on till they were passing the upturned cart that hid the juniors. 
  Then they suddenly stopped. 
  The juniors knew the cause. 
  The light of Police-constable Tozer’s lantern had glimmered out once more; the plump village constable was coming on. 
  Loder and Walker spotted that glimmering light ahead, and they stopped, as the juniors had stopped six or seven minutes earlier, at the sight of it. The Removites heard Loder gasp. 
  “That’s Tozer! My hat!” 
  “Oh!” gasped Walker. 
  “Quick! Get behind that cart! The old fool saw me one night last week, and told Quelch. Luckily, he didn’t recognise me. Quick, or the game’s up!”
  The two seniors groped hurriedly round the cart. 
  Out in the lane there was a glimmering starlight; but the cart was turned up in the shadow of a great tree, and there it was intensely dark. 
  The three juniors remained still for a moment, taken aback by this new and unexpected turn of events. 
  They heard the two Sixth-Formers groping round the cart, with the evident intention of taking cover behind it, as the Removites had done. 
  The Bounder was the first to recover his presence of mind. 
  In less than a minute the two prefects would have been stumbling over them. 
  Vernon-Smith backed away from the cart and slipped behind the trunk of the big oak. 
  Wharton and Cherry were only a second behind him. 
  With beating hearts they backed round the great tree. A murmur of Loder’s voice reached them. 
  “What—what was that?’ 
  “Nothing.” muttered Walker. 
  “I heard something move “ 
..“Nothing here. Quiet, for goodness’ sake! If that idiotic bobby spots us we’re done for.” Walker’s teeth were almost chattering. “We’re prefects; it would be the sack for us.” 
  “Quiet!” muttered Loder, in his turn. 
  The two Sixth-Formers crouched behind the cart, where only a few minutes before the three juniors had been crouching. 
  The juniors had retreated in time. 
  They were now eight or nine feet away, with the big trunk of the oak between them and the prefects. Loder, certainly, had heard some sound, but in the darkness he had seen nothing. As he crouched behind the cart he stared round him suspiciously in the wrapping gloom. But he could see nothing, and the Removites made no sound now. 
  Silent, though their hearts were thumping, they waited and watched, behind the oak. Police-constable Tozer’s gleaming lantern was very near at hand now. With a slow and stately tread, calculated to warn any evildoer at a considerable distance that he was coming, Mr. Tozer advanced upon his way. 
  His way led him past the upturned cart, and the crouching Greyfriars men waited in feverish anxiety for him to pass. 
  It was not a flogging that Loder and Walker had to fear if they were discovered out of bounds late at night in the unsavoury precincts of the Cross Keys. They were Sixth Form men, and prefects, and their sentence would have been expulsion, short and sharp. That was what the sportsmen of the Sixth were risking in their blackguardly excursion. 
  Walker could hardly keep his teeth from chattering. Loder, who had more nerve, was quite pale with anxiety. Feverishly the two black sheep of the Greyfriars Sixth waited for the police-constable’s light to pass up the lane and disappear. 
  But it did not pass. 
  Police constable Tozer had halted again. 
  Possibly he had heard some sound; possibly he remembered how he had spotted a youth leaving the Cross Keys surreptitiously one night the previous week. Possibly he was thinking of performing a service for the headmaster of Greyfriars, and receiving for it something substantial in the way of a tip. At all events, Mr. Tozer’ instead of passing on his way, stopped and flashed his ligjht on and round the upturned cart.. 
  Evidently he was suspicious. 
  Behind the cart, Walker and Loder quivered with terror. Farther back. behind the tree, Harry Wharton, and Bob, and the Bounder suppressed their breathing. The juniors were in no immediate danger of discovery. But the two Sixth-Formers were in great danger—if Mr. Tozer took the trouble to roll round the cart their game was up, with a vengeance. Mr. Tozer, at present, was standing in the lane flashing his light on the cart. 
  There was a grunt and a ponderous tread. 
  Mr. Tozer was beginning to move round the cart. 
  He moved slowly, partly because he was a plump gentleman with a good deal of weight to carry, partly because the patch of ground in front of the Cross Keys was rough and rutty and full of puddles. Mud and puddles surrounded the cart, and Mr. Tozer picked his way among them with some circumspection. 
  The Bounder suppressed a. gleeful chuckle as he saw Mr. Tozer’s lantern gradually circumnavigating the upturned cart. The detection of the two Greyfriars prefects was now assured, or so it seemed. They could not stir without revealing themselves; and if they waited where they were in a few moments more the lantern would be gleaming on them and revealing them to Mr. Tozer’s astonished eyes. 
  Wharton and Bob Cherry could feel a gleam of compassion for the two wretched young blackguards, whose dingy folly had led them to this—to miserable fear and concealment, to terrifying discovery, disgrace, and ruin. The Bounder was only amused. Loder was the prime cause of all the troubles that had fallen on the Remove of late; and Loder was “for it” now, beyond a possibility of escape, so far as the juniors could see. 
  But the blackguard of the Sixth was not at the end of his resources. There was a sudden whiz of something in the air, and Mr. Tozer’s lantern went abruptly out. The juniors heard the crash of a stone. The voice of Mr. Tozer followed, raised in wrath. 
  “I’ll ‘ave yer! Throwing a stone at my light, by gum!” 
  The constable came tramping wrathfully round the cart in the dark, heedless now of mud and puddles. 
  “My hat!” breathed the Bounder. Bitter as his feelings were towards Loder, he admired his nerve and resource. 
  Loder had hurled the heavy stone with accurate aim. Mr. Tozer’s lantern was smashed and the light extinguished. Recognition of the Greyfriars men was at least difficult now. 
  Wharton caught his breath, 
  He knew that Loder must be desperate. It was a pretty serious matter to raise a hand against a police-constable in the execution of his duty. Had that stone missed the lantern it would have given Mr. Tozer a rather severe shock. 
  In the dark, doubtless the two black sheep of Greyfriars had expected, or at least hoped, to dodge away unseen. 
  But Mr. Tozer, plump as he was, slow as he generally was, was by no means an inactive police officer. The sudden smashing of his lantern roused his wrath and sharpened his suspicions. Probably he now supposed that he had thieves to deal with. He uttered an angry exclamation and came round the cart with a rush, trampling up mud, and before Loder and Walker quite knew what was happening he was upon them. 
  “Got yer!” panted Mr. Tozer triumphantly. 
  Walker panted in sheer terror. Loder gripped the stick he carried with a convulsive grip. 
  Mr. Tozer had grasped Walker by the collar and Loder by the shoulder. They tore themselves away, but could not get loose. Mr. Tozer had a grip that was like a vice. 
  “Don’t you resist the law, you blightersl” gasped Mr. Tozer. He had ample pluck, but he was rather short of wind. “You come out into the light and let a man see you. Smashing a police officer’s lantern, hay! You come— Oh!” 
Mr. Tozer broke off with a gasping cry and fell heavily into the mud. A heavy stick had whirled into the air and descended on Mr. Tozer’s helmet. Loder, absolutely desperate now, with expulsion and ruin staring him in the face, had struck the policeman down. 
  With all the force of his arm he had struck, and Mr. Tozer was stretched in the mud, his helmet smashed in and a thousand stars dancing before his eyes. So fierce was the blow that Loder’s stick snapped in halves, though he was not aware of it in the excitement and terror of the moment. Mr. Tozer, almost stunned, collapsed in the mud, groaning faintly. 
  “ What—what——” stammered Walker, with ashen lips, peering round in terror. 
  Lodor gripped his arm. 
  “Silence, you fool!” 
  He dragged his companion away. A few seconds more, and running footsteps were dying away in the direction of Greyfriars. 
                             THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
                                    Good Samaritans! 
HARRY WHARTON felt his heart stand still. 
  The three juniors remained motionless. 
  In the darkness they had caught only dim glimpses of what had happened, but they knew. They knew that Loder of the Greyfriars Sixth had struck the village constable senseless, or almost senseless, and fled. They had seen and heard—yet it seemed incredible to the juniors. Not only disgrace, not only expulsion from the school, would be Loder’s lot now if he was discovered; the gates of prison were open for one who had struck down a police officer on duty. The three juniors remained fairly spellbound with horror. 
  “Good heavens!” stuttered Bob Cherry. 
  A faint groan reached their ears. 
  From the Cross Keys, closed for the night, at a little distance from the spot, came no sound, and there was no other building at hand. No alarm had been given. Already Loder and Walker had vanished, and their fleeing footsteps had died into silence, in the darkness. Mr. Tozer lay groaning faintly. 
  “By gad!” breathed the Bounder. “Who’d have thought it? I say, the sooner we get clear of this the better!” 
  Wharton made a movement. 
  “We must help him!” he muttered. 
  “Help whom?” The Bounder clutched his arm. “Are you mad? Do you want to be reported to the Head?”
  “He’s hurt—” 
  “That’s his funeral, not ours. You fool! Let’s get out of this as fast as we can!” hissed the Bounder. “We can’t go on to Uncle Clegg’s—no spread to-night. We’ve got to get back, quick. We’ve got to keep it dark that we ever were out of the dormitory—” 
  Wharton shook off his hand. 
  “We’ve got to help that constable who’s been injured.” he answered. 
   “Oh you’re mad! You want to be flogged or sacked?” 
  “Dash it all, Smithy, the man’s hurt.” muttered Bob Cherry. “That villain has injured him—” 
  “Stop, you fools!” 
  Wharton and Bob Cherry did not heed. They knew the risk they were running as well as Vernon-Smith knew it. but it was a matter of plain duty. Mr. Tozer had been struck down cruelly and lay groaning, and common decency forced the juniors to go to his help. 
  The Bounder did not see it in that light, however. Herbert Vernon-Smith was thinking of himself, as he generally was. 
“Take your chance, then you thumpin’ fools!” he snapped. “I’m keepin’ clear.” 
  “Keep clear and be blowed!” retorted Bob. 
  “Come on, Bob!” muttered Wharton. “You bet!” 
  The two juniors ran forward in the darkness. Whether Vernon-Smith remained where he was, or whether he fled, they did not know or care. 
They reached the fallen constable, who was stirring and groaning. Harry Wharton bent over him. 
  In the deep gloom he could see Mr. Tozer’s plump face faintly—white now — with a streak of red oozing down his bald forehead under his smashed helmet. Loder, in his frantic desperation, had struck harder than he deemed. Mr. Tozer had not been quite stunned, but very nearly so, and countless lights were danciing before his eyes and his head was ringing. Harry Wharton lifted Mr. Tozer’s head from the mud and made a rest or it on his knee. 
  Mr. Tozer’s dizzy eyes blinked at 11mm ui the gloom. 
  “Young raskils!” he said faintly. 
  “What?” 
  “I know you—you belong to the school.” mumbled Mr. Tozer. ‘This ‘ere means chokey for you, this does. Knocking down a police-officer in the hexecution of his dooty.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, quite take,a aback by this unexpected accusation. “We didn’t knock you down, Mr. Tozer. We saw you knocked down, and ran up to help.” 
  “Tell that to the Marines, or your ‘eadmaster!” said Mr. Tozer. “Oh, my ‘ead!” 
  “We’re trying to help you, Mr. Tozer,” said Wharton soothingly; “It was not us who touched you.” 
  “Then ‘oo was it?” 
  The juniors did not answer. 
  Loder of the Sixth was their enemy, their unscrupulous enemy, but they shrank from the thought of betraying him, richly as he deserved punishment for what he had done. 
  Mr. Tozer dragged himself to a sitting posture, and passed his hand over his aching head; 
  “Young raskils! I’ve got you now, anyway!” 
  “I tell you—” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
  “Don’t you tell me any lies, young man.” said Mr. Tozer. He was fast recovering now. “You give me your names.” 
  Wharton and Bob Cherry backed away. 
  Mr. Tozer’s mistake was, perhaps, natural in the circumstances. He had collared two fellows in the dark, he had been struck down half-stunned, and as his senses cleared he found Wharton and Bob Cherry on the spot. That they were trying to help him was clear, but it was easy to suppose that that was because they were alarmed at what they had done. 
  By his asking for their names, however, the juniors knew that he was not aware of their identity, though he had guessed that they belonged to Greyfriars. 
  Mr. Tozer, holding on to the cart for support, dragged himself to his feet. 
  The two juniors backed farther off. 
  They were more than willing to risk discovery and punishment to help an injured man; but to be marched back to Greyfriars under an accusation of having caused the injury themselves, was rather too much. 
  And as they were unwilling to give the name of the fellow who really had attacked Mr. Tozer explanation to the extent of satisfying the constable that he had made a mistake was scarcely possible. 
  As Mr. Tozer was unaware of their identity, they sagely decided to leave him unaware of it. 
  Wharton touched Bob’s arm. 
  There was no need to speak. The less Mr. Tozer heard, as well as saw, the better, in the peculiar circumstances. Bob understood. 
  As Mr. Tozer gained his feet, and blinked dizzily towards them, while he groped in his pocket for a box of matches, the two juniors darted away. 
  There was an angry roar from Mr. Tozer. 
  “Stop, you young raskils” 
  The two juniors did not heed. 
  They fairly raced along the lane in the direction of Greyfriars. Mr. Tozer plunged wildly after them; but his head was spinning, and he stopped, and leaned on the cart. It had been the intention of the juniors to help him home, and he needed help, but in view of his belief that they were the perpetrators of the assault, self-preservation came first. Mr. Tozer had to be left to help himself. 
  “Oh,my hat!” panted Bob Cherry, as the two juniors flew along the shadowy lane. “What a go!” 
  “What a howling ass!” said Harry. “Smithy was right, after all, to keep out of sight. But who’d have thought that—” 
  “There’ll be fearful row, old chap.” 
  “No doubt about that.” 
  “Hark!” 
  Bob Cherry paused to listen. There was a sound of running feet behind them. 
  “That’s not Tozer; he couldn’t shift his big feet at that rate.” said Bob.   “Smithy—” 
  “That you fellows?” It was the Bounder’s voice behind. 
  “Yes, Smithy.” 
  The Bounder came breathlessly up. 
  “Did Tozer recognise you?” he panted. 
  “No.”  
  “Good for you, if he didn’t! I heard what he said. You’ll never make him believe that you didn’t tap him on the crumpet. I warned you to keep clear.” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “We’ve got to prove a jolly strong alibi.” said the Bounder. “If it gets out that we were out of bounds tonight, it won’t be any good saying we didn’t tap Tozer on the napper. He’s sure we did, and you can bet the Head will believe it, too. That means the sack—if we’re not taken before the magistrate and charged!” 
  “Nice sort of comforting ass you are, aren’t you?” grunted Bob Cherry. “If it comes to that, we shall have to say who it really was.” 
  “And you think that Loder will admit it?” 
  “Eh? I suppose he can’t deny the truth ?” 
  “Can’t he?” snapped the Bounder. “I fancy Loder could deny whole mountains of truths that would get him bunked from Greyfriars.” 
  “But—” stammered Bob. 
  “Let’s get in!” said Harry abruptly. “We were silly asses to have come out! Let’s get in!” 
  The three juniors hurried on. 
  There was no sign of Loder or Walker in the lane. Evidently the two black sheep of the-Sixth had put on speed, and probably were already at the school. The Removites reached Greyfriars in a breathless state, and clambered over the wall. Five minutes later they had climbed in at the box-room window, and were stealing on tiptoe back to their dormitory. 
                             THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                              No Spread! 
“I SAY, you fellows——” 
  Billy Bunter was awake. 
  It was unprecedented for William George Bunter to remain awake till eleven o’clock. But the anticipation of the dormitory spread had banished slumber, and Bunter’s snore had not yet been heard in the Remove quarters. 
  The fat junior sat up and blinked round in the gloom, as he heard the soft sound of the door cautiously opening and shutting. 
  “Got it?” he gasped. 
  “Go and eat coke, you fat idiot!” snapped the Bounder, hurriedly tearing off his clothes. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Anything happened to you fellows?” inquired Peter Todd. 
  “Yes, rather!” said Bob. 
  “Haven’t you got the tuck?” asked Hazeldene. 
  “No. We had to chuck it.” 
  “Well, you must be silly duffers,” grunted Hazel, “keeping us awake till this time of night for nothing!” 
  “Not spotted?” asked Frank Nugent anxiously. 
  “Not so bad as that.” said Harry. we ran into old Tozer, and we had 
to chuck it.” 
  “Rotten luck!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The rottenfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sympathetically. “But what cannot be cured must go longest to the well.” 
  There was an infuriated howl from Billy Bunter. 
  “You haven’t got the tuck?” 
  “No, ass!” 
  “You burbling chumps!” roared Bunter. 
  “Shut up, fathead!” 
  “Keeping a fellow awake for nothing!” howled Bunter. “Didn’t I tell you I was famished before you started? Beasts!” 
  “Dry up, you fat fool!” hissed the Bounder. 
  “Shan’t!” hooted Bunter. “Yah! Funks Foozling duffer! You let old Tozer frighten you! Yah! You ought to be jolly well ashamed of yourselves! Haven’t you got any of the tuck? Why, you—you blithering idiots! I’ve stayed awake for the spread You—you—you— Yarooooh!” roared Bunter, as the Bounder leaned over his bed and smote. 
   “Now shut up!” snarled Vernon-Smith. 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow!”
  “Well, you fellows seem to have mucked it up. and no mistake.” yawned Skinner. “Tell us what’s happened.” 
  “Least said, soonest mended.” answered the Bounder. “There’ll be jolly serious trouble if it gets known that anybody was out of the dormitory to-night. I’m going to be fast asleep when Quelchy comes round.” 
  “Is Quelchy coming round, then?” exclaimed Bolsover major, 
  “Most likely.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  The three juniors plunged into bed. 
  But they did not sleep. 
  There was a buzz of curious and excited voices in the dormitory, and the Bounder snapped savagely at the speakers. 
  “Can’t you shut up? If Quelchy hears a sound when he comes round he will know somebody’s been out of this dorm!” 
  “Is it so jolly serious as all that?” asked Peter Todd. 
  “As serious as the sack, very likely.” 
  “Great pip! What have you been doing?” 
  “Find out, you idiot—and shut up!”
  “Must be something, jolly serious if the Bounder’s so scared as all that!” chuckled Skinner. “Did you hit Tozer in the eye, Smithy?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Quiet, you fellows!” said Harry Wharton. “For goodness’ sake, don’t jaw There will be trouble enough without asking for more!” 
  “Right-ho, old bean !” said Squiff.  And all voices died away—save Bunter’s. Bunter was thrilling with indignation. He had been promised a spread, and there was no spread. He had kept awake till past eleven o’clock, and there had been nothing to keep awake for. William George Bunter was too wrathful and indignant to keep silent. 
  “You foozling fatheads!” he hooted. “I hope you’ll get caught and licked! You jolly well deserve it!” 
  “Will you shut up, Bunter?” 
  “No, I won’t!” howled Bunter. “I think it’s a rotten shame! I think those beasts ought to be sent to Coventry! I—I say, wharrer you getting out of bed for, Peter?” 
  “I’m going to swipe you with a bolster!” 
  “Beast! Look here— Yarooooh!” 
   Swipe! 
  “Have another?” asked Peter. 
  “No! Keep off, you beast!” And even Billy Bunter was silent at last.   
  Fortunately, sleep came next to eating in the estimation of the Owl of the Remove. As there was nothing to eat, he closed his eyes and dropped into slumber. But he was the only fellow in he Remove who did. The three juniors who had been out of bounds were too anxious to sleep, and the rest of the Form were agog with excitement and curiosity. 
  Nothing more was said, but the Removites waited in excited expectation for something to happen. 
  It was some time later that a distant bell was heard to ring. Faintly through the silence of the night some of the Removites caught the sound of an opening door downstairs. 
  Three fellows, at least, knew what it meant. Mr. Tozer had not left the matter till the morning. He had come on to the school. 
  It was about ten minutes later that footsteps were heard in the passage outside the Remove dormitory. 
  The door opened. 
  A light gleamed in, and Mr. Quelch looked into the long, dark room, and Dr. Locke glanced in over his shoulder. 
  The Removites lay as still as stone images and made no sound—save Bunter. Bunter’s deep and resonant snore echoed and re-echoed through the dormitory. The two masters stared in. 
  “All the beds are occupied, sir,” said Mr. Quelch. “No member of my Form is absent. I may say that I was assured that such would prove to be the case. I am absolutely convinced that no Remove boy would be guilty of the cowardly assault described by Mr. Tozer.” 
  “I trust not, Mr. Quelch. Mr. Tozer seems certain, however, that his assailants belonged to this school.” 
  “Mr. Tozer cannot see in the dark.” said the Remove master, with asperity. 
  “Very true! I trust it will prove to be a mistake. Butt the boys, of course, have had ample time to return here.” 
  “The occupants of this dormitory appear to be fast asleep.” said Mr. Quelch. Obviously the Remove master was unwilling to admit the possibility that such delinquents belonged to his Form. 
  “At all events, they are all here.” said the Head. “Let us proceed.” 
  The door was closed again. 
  “Dear old Quelchy!” murmured Skinner. “The occupants of this dormi— tory, my beloved ‘earers, appear to be all fast asleep.” 
  There was a chuckle from the Remove beds. 
  “Appearance are a little deceptive sometimes.” remarked Hazeldene. “But what on earth is the row? I suppose you fellows didn’t knock old Tozer on the head, did you?” 
  “A cowardly assault, Quelchy said,” grinned Skinner. “I’m shocked at you men! You ought to respect the law too much to hit old Tozer. Besides, he might have burst!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “We never touched him, you silly ass!” growled Bob Cherry. 
  “Somebody, did, from what Quelchy says. Somebody seems to have touched him quite hard!” 
  “If you can’t take my word, Skinner, you—” said Bob Cherry in a deep, rumbling voice. 
  “Of course I can, old bean!” answered Skinner affably. “I only hope the judge will take it, too, when you come before him, charged with— is it assault or manslaughter? Not wilful murder, I hope!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, shut up!” 
  “Cheese it, Skinner!”
  Harry Wharton wondered whether there would be another visit to the dormitory that night. But no one came, and the Removites fell asleep at last— three of them, at least, awakening in a very anxious mood when the rising-bell pealed out in the December morning. 

                              THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                 A Sensation In the School! 

GREYFRIARS SCHOOL was fairly thrilling with excitement that morning. 
  The news spread like wildfire. 
  Many fellows had awakened when P.C. Tozer arrived at the school at a late hour in the night, and wondered what it meant. 
  Now they knew. 
  Fellows in all Forms discussed it with bated breath. 
  Mr. Tozer, the village constable, had been knocked down, stunned, bashed, smashed—and a Greyfriars man had done it, or was supposed to have done 
it. Exaggerative fags in the Third and Second told one another that they had “heard” that Mr. Tozer had been shot —that he had been riddled with bullets 
—that his remains had been discovered in a black trunk! 
  Really it was not so bad as that. 
  But it was bad enough. There was no doubt whatever that somebody had felled the constable with a stick, and that Mr. Tozer believed that it was a fellow from the school. 
  Many took the view that Mr. Tozer was mistaken. 
  Loder of the Sixth declared quite loudly that it was obvious that Mr. Tozer had made a mistake. He was of opnion that no Greyfriars man was capable of such a lawless deed; and he was assured that no Greyfriars man had been out of bounds at night. Mr. Tozer had been knocked down near the Cross Keys public house—a resort which, Loder said he had heard, had a very bad reputation. Some low character who haunted the place had done it, in Loder’s opinion — some intoxicated rough. 
  Was it possible, Loder wanted to know, to believe that a Greyfriars mait had been hanging about that low public house late at night? Was it credible that a Greyfriars man, even if he had been there, would have dreamed of knocking down a police-officer? Loder answered these questions in the negative emphatically. He declared that the mere suggestion was an aspersion upon the good name of the school, and considered very decidedly that Mr. Tozer ought to be spoken to very plainly by the Head for suggesting such a thing. 
  Many fellows agreed with Loder. 
  Coker of the Fifth declared that it was all rot, and ventured the further suggestion that Mr. Tozer could not have been quite sober—hence his extraordinary suspicion. All the Fifth agreed that if the culprit was a Greyfriars man he did not belong to the Fifth. 
  Every Form master was assured that the delinquents were not in his Form. The Shell and the Fourth laughed at the idea of a Shell fellow, or a Fourth. Former, performing such a trick. In fact, though Greyfriars thrilled with excitement at the story, almost the whole school repudiated the suggestion that a Greyfriars man could have done it. 
  Only in the Remove there were doubts. 
  All the Remove knew that Wharton, Bob Cherry, and the Bounder had been out of the school at the time; that they had given up the visit to Uncle Clegg’s shop in the village because they had fallen in with Mr. Tozer; that they had turned back to Greyfriars in a very disturbed frame of mind. 
  Nobody, certainly, thought of giving them away, but some of the fellows could not help remarking what it looked like, 
  The three juniors kept their own counsel. 
  So long as they were not given away, they seemed in little danger. Mr. Tozer, was sure, in his own mind, that the two fellows he had seen in the dark belonged to Greyfriars, and that they were juniors. But he had not seen them clearly enough to know them, of course, and he did not think of undertaking to pick them out from some hundreds of fellows. He thought he knew their voices. Both of them had spoken in his hearing—but he could certainly not undertake to identify them by their voices. Dr. Locke, of course, gave the constable’s statements his most serious consideration, but ho was convinced that Mr. Tozer was mistaken in imagining that his assailants belonged to the school. If they wore schoolboys at all, it was much more probable that they belonged to Highcliffe, in Dr. Locke’s opinion. Immediate investigation had shown that every member of the Greyfriars community was indoors when Mr. Tozcr arrived; there was nothing to indicate that any fellow had been out of bounds, and it was impossible to suppose that a Greyfriars man could have been guilty of such an assault. 
That was the Head’s opinion, and his staff agreed, and most of the school agreed with the Head and the staff. 
  Indeed, Mr. Tozer himself was shaken in his opinion, and it appeared that in making his official report of the matter he did not propose to mention his suspicion that the guilty parties belonged to Greyfriars. 
  Unless further evidence transpired, the assault and battery were likely to be attributed to some person or persons unknown. 
  In the Remove room that morning Mr. Quelch looked over his class very sharply and keenly. 
  But he really had no suspicion concerning them; in fact, he scouted the idea that a Removite could possibly have done what had been done, and   undoubtedly he was right there. 
  After class, the Famous Five and Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing retired to the secluded Cloisters to discuss the matter. Until then the trio had told nothing of what had happened, but now Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh, and Nugent, and Redwing were let into the secret. 
  They all agreed that it was wiser to let nothing transpire, if it could possibly be helped. 
  Loder is a ruffian and a brute.” said Redwing. “He deserves to go to chokey for what he did; but—” 
  “But, he would deny it all,” said Nugent, “and I don’t see how it would be proved. Tozer never saw him—he only saw two juniors—” 
  “Good Samaritans!” said Johnny Bull. “Of course, you couldn’t guess that Tozer would make such a mistake: but it was unfortunate that you showed yourselves.” 
  “He didn’t recognise either of us.” said Bob. 
  “That was lucky.” 
  “The luckfulness is terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the least said the soonest the pitcher goes to the well. Nobody would be likely to believe that you fellows assaulted and battered the esteemed Tozer, but you were out of bounds at night, and that means a Head’s flogging. A still tongue saves a stitch in time:” 
  “Not a word, then!” said Harry Wharton, glancing round at his chums. “Loder ought to be sacked, but it’s not our business to get him bunked. Not a word to the other fellows, for if we mention that it was Loder it will make no end of excitement, and sooner or later it will leak out” 
  “Sure to!” said Bob. “Not a word about Loder unless we have to speak out to save ourselves.” 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders. 
  “Fat lot of good that would be.” he said, with a sneer. “Loder would deny the whole thing, and where’s the proof?” 
  “Oh, rot!” grunted Bob. 
  “I think you’re wrong, Smithy.” said Harry Wharton quietly. “It’s not so jolly easy to deny the truth in a serious matter like this. Even if Loder had the nerve to stand before the Head and tell a lot of lies I’m pretty sure that Walker hasn’t. It wants some nerve. And Tozer had collared them when Loder knocked him down, and it may dawn on him that the fellows he collared first were bigger than the two juniors he saw afterwards, and who were trying to help him. I believe that if we told the whole story to the head he would jolly soon see where the truth was.” 
  The Bounder was silent. 
  “But if we speak out we bag a flogging for ourselves—and we don’t want that.” said Harry. “And, brute as Loder is, we don’t want to be the cause of getting a Greyfriars man expelled. So we’d better say nothing.” 
  “That’s agreed,” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Only,” added the captain of the Remove, “I’m not satisfied at Loder getting off without punishment; and Mr. Tozer ought to be compensated somehow for that knock on the head. He was doing his duty, and what Loder did was simply villainous. There’s no excuse for him at all; he was out of bounds for a disgraceful reason, and he assaulted a police-officer. I can’t say my conscience feels quite easy about that, only, I don’t see what’s to be done.” 
  “Nothing at present, anyhow.” said Redwing. “Least said, soonest mended. We can think it over—and, in the meantime, hold our tongues. Only, no more breaking of bounds.” 
  “No jolly fear!” said Bob Cherry emphatically. 
  “And what about a spread in the dormitory?” asked the Bounder. 
  “Oh, rot! Rubbish!” 
  “The rotfulness is terrific.” 
  “Not that I care a straw about a spread.” snapped Vernon-Smith. “But I’m not giving in to Quelchy; and I’m not giving in to Loder. It was Loder who landed us in the soup, and I don’t see that you need be so jolly particular about not getting him bunked. In fact I think it would be worth a licking all round to see that bully bunked from Greyfriars.” 
  “Now, look here, Smithy—” 
  “Smithy, you ass” 
  “We’ve agreed to say nothing about it, Smithy,” said Wharton, biting his lip. 
  “I’m my own master.” answered Vernon-Smith. 
And with that the Bounder walked away, leaving the rest of the juniors staring after him, with far from friendly looks. 
                           THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                     A Shock for Loder! 
“TO-NIGHT?” 
  “Why not?” 
  “Are you mad?” ejaculated Walker. 
  James Walker stared at Loder across the tea-table in the latter’s study. He seemed quite terrified. 
  Loder’s lip curled. 
  “Funky!” he sneered.
  “Funky or not, you won’t catch me out of bounds after dark again this term,” said Walker, with energy. “I think you must be out of your senses after what happened last night “ 
  “Safe as houses!” said Loder coolly. “Lightning never strikes twice in the same place, you know. Old Tozer won’t be nosing about the Cross Keys again to-night.” 
  “I’m not going.” 
  “Well, I can go on my own,” sneered Loder. “I’m in funds, and there are a jolly set of fellows there now. I’m taking the chance.” 
  “Moro fool you!” said Walker. “What happened last night has made me 
fed me up with that kind of thing. Suppose we’d been seen?” 
  “We weren’t seen.” 
  “We might have been. I never knew you’d do such a thing as you did, 
Loder. It kept me awake all night.” 
  “Would you rather have been collared by Tozer and brought back to Greyfriars with his hand on your collar?” jeered Loder. 
  “Yes, I would,” retorted Walker. “It was a rotten, ruffianly thing you did, Loder, and I can tell you I’m fed up with the game. If it leads to that sort of thing I’m done with it. The whole thing might have come out. I’ve been shaking in my shoes all day.” 
  “Cold feet!” sneered Loder. “There never was any risk. Old Tozer even believed, for some reason, that the fellows he spotted there were juniors— goodness knows why!” 
  “Lucky he thought so,” answered Walker, “If he’d come here with a talc about two Sixth Form men we might have got it in the neck. Everybody seems satisfied now that no Greyfriars man was mixed up in the affair, but—I shall be jolly glad when the term is over and we get away from Greyfriars for a time. I’m frightfully uneasy.” 
  “Then you won’t come to-night?” 
  “No, I won’t; and you won’t go if you’ve got any sense. You looked pretty sick when we got in last night.” 
  “Well, it gave me a start when I found half my walking-stick in my hand,” said Loder. “The other half must have broken off when I biffed Tozer.” 
  “What have you done with it?” 
  “Burnt it.” 
  “Suppose they find the half you left behind?” 
  “Suppose they do?” sneered Loder. “Nothing in that—a stick that anybody might have carried. Lucky I had it wiht me. If I hadn’t had it, we should both have been sacked by this time—it was a fair cop.” 
  Walker shivered. 
  “And after that, you’re thinking of going again to-night?” 
  “I’ve had a tenner from my uncle, and you know that money always burns a hole in my pocket. Why shouldn’t I go?”” 
  “Well, I think you’re a fool.” 
  “And I think you’re a funk !“ retorted Loder. 
  James Walker finished his tea in silence, lie had been in a state of almost pitiable terror all through the day; and his conscience was troubling him as well as his terrors. 
  “Sure you won’t come?” asked Loder, as James Walker rose to leave the study after tea. 
  “Of course I won’t.” 
  “Don’t, then; I’ll ask Carne.” 
  Walker turned back at the door. 
  “You won’t ask Carne?” he snapped. 
  “What? What do you mean?” 
  “I mean that if you ask Carne I shall tell him what happened last night, as a tip to keep clear of you and your rotten games.” 
  Loder stared at him. 
  “Why, you rotter!” he exclaimed. 
  “That’s enough. I mean it.” 
  And Walker left the study, shutting the door after him with a slam that rang along the Sixth-Form passage. Loder scowled blackly, and threw himseIf into the armchair by the fire and lighted a cigarette. A few minutes later he jammed the cigarette hastily into the fire, as a tap came at his study door. 
  “Come in !“ snapped Loder irritably, and the door opened. 
  It was Carne, of the Sixth, who entered. He had an envelope in his hand. He tossed it across to Loder. 
  “I thought I’d bring it.” he remarked. Loder took the letter, and stared at it. His name, “Gerald Loder,” was typed on the envelope which was sealed.   Loder blinked at it. 
  “What on earth’s this?” he asked. 
  “It was in the letter-rack,” answered Came. “No stamp on it, though, and 
no address, so it didn’t come by post. Must be some sort of a message from old Quelch, I think.” 
“ From old Quelch?” 
  “Well, he’s the only man at Greyfriars with a typewriter, I believe,” said Carne. “Jolly queer to type you a note instead of walking along the passage, what?” 
  Loder, in utter amazement, slit the envelope. 
  A single sheet of notepaper was inside, and he drew it out. His jaw dropped as he stared at it. 
  His face became so white that Carne stared at him in alarm. 
  “What’s the trouble?” he exclaimed. 
  Loder did not answer. 
  He was staring at the typed sheet in his hand, with dilated eyes. The message, every word of which was typed, was brief, but it was very much to the point.. 

“lt’s the sack for breaking bounds, and chokey for biffing a bobby! Mind your step!” 

  That was all; but it was enough to drive every vestige of colour from Gerald Loder’s terrified face. 
  His hand trembled so much that the paper and the typed message danced before his eyes. 
  “Loder, old man,” exclaimed Carne, “what the thump? Are you ill? What’s the matter?” 
  “Nothing!” gasped Loder. 
  “You look jolly sick over nothing? What on earth has old Quelch got to say to upset you like that?” asked Carne, in utter wonder. 
  Loder panted. 
  “Nothing, I tell you! Get out—leave me alone! I—I—— It’s nothing! But leave a fellow alone for a bit.” 
  “Pleased to!” retorted Carne angrily; and he stamped out of the study and banged the door after him. 
  Loder did not heed him, 
  He stared in utter terror at the typed message. 
  He knew, of course, that it was not from Mr. Quelch. Some fellow had used the Remove master’s typewriter, that was clear; doubtless in order to keep his own identity a secret. Had Mr. Quelch known the facts, certainly he would not have sent Loder a message on the subject—and he could hardly have been supposed to express himself in such terms, if he had. rIhe typewriter had been ued by sorno Greyfriara fellow who knew that Lodei’ had been. out of bounds the night before—who knew that he had knocked down police-constable Tozer outside the Cross Keys. 
  Loder quaked with terror. 
  In spite of his assumption of unconcern, in speaking to Walker he had been feeling terribly uneasy all through the day. But his uneasiness had passed, and his confidence had returned; he had felt secure. And now— 
  His guilt was known! 
  The typed message left no doubt upon that point. Some other fellow must have been out of bounds, and had seen him—perhaps more than one fellow! There was a witness—perhaps more than one witness! 
  Loder trembled as if with the ague. 
  Who was it? 
  The letter was obviously written by a junior. It was scarcely possible to suppose that it came from a Sixth or Fifth-Form man. One of the Remove, most likely—a Removite would easily find an opportunity of getting at his Form master’s typewriter for a few minutes while a fellow in any other Form could hardly have had an excuse for entering Mr. Quelch’s study. One of the Remove—the Form in which Loder had lately exasperated to such an extent—the Form who were even now chafing under a sense of injustice, owing to the bully of the Sixth. 
  One of the Remove knew what he had done—perhaps more than one—perhaps the whole crew! 
  Loder shuddered. 
  His study door opened, and Tubb of the Third came in. Tubb of the Third had the pleasure—or otherwise—of fagging for Loder. He had come in to clear the tea table, which was one of his fag duties. Loder turned on him with a burst of fury born of terror. 
  “What do you want? How dare you butt in here? Get out!” 
  Tubb jumped. 
  “I—I-—I came—” 
  “Get out!” roared Loder. “I’ll smash you!” 
  “D-d-don’t you want me to fag?” gasped Tubb. 
  Loder leaped up, and made a grasp at his ashplant. Tubb of the Third fled as if for his life. 
  Loder kicked the door shut after him. In the Third Form room, George Tubb confided to Paget and Bolsover minor that the beast, Loder, was going fairly off his rocker. Loder hardly remembered the fag’s existence. He sat staring at the accusing letter, his hand trembling, his face as white as chalk. Someone knew of his guilt—someone could betray him if he chose? But who! 
  Harry Wharton had told his comrades that he was not satisfied to let Loder escape all punishment for what he had done. Had he been able to see Gerald Loder now, he would have acknowledged that Loder was getting his deserved punishment. The way of the transgressor was proving uncommonly hard for the sportsman of the Greyfriars Sixth. 
                          THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                     “Get Out, Loder!” 
“BEAS !” roared Bunter. 
  It was a collision on the line. 
  Bunter had been in the Fifth-Form passage. Coker of the Fifth had spotted him there. Whether Bunter was up to any mischief; whether he had designs on Coker’s study cupboard, Coker had not stayed to inquire. Horace Coker, of the Fifth, had a short way with fags. Thrice Coker’s hefty boot reached Bunter ere the Owl of the Remove escaped from the quarters of the Fifth—and the fat junior departed at a speed which looked as if the School quarter-mile would have been simply “pie” to him. 
  Naturally, Bunter required a clear course when he was going full steam ahead like this. And the course was not clear. Loder of the Sixth was crossing the landing, when Bunter charged out of the Fifth-Form passage in frantic haste. Bunter did not see him—he did not know that the course was not clear until he crashed into Loder, taking him in the flank, with somewhat the effect of a battering-ram. 
  Loder staggered wildly, and reeled against the balustrade of the landing, where he leaned, gasping. Bunter roared. 
  “Beast!” 
  Bunter knew that he had run into somebody. His spectacles had slid down his fat little nose in the shock, and he could see less than ever, but he knew that he had butted somebody over. He supposed that it was some junior or a Fifth Form man, certainly it never crossed his fat mind that it was a prefect of the Sixth. The collision had hurt Bunter, and deprived him of the breath he had left, but he would never have expended that small remainder of wind on calling his victim names had he known that the victim was a Sixth Form man As he did not know it, Bunter consoled himself with slanging the dim object—dim to his eyes—that was sprawling, gasping, against the balustrade. 
  “Beast! You dummy! You burbling chump!” spluttered Bunter. “Can’t you see where you’re going, you dummy? Fathead! Ass! Chump!” 
  Loder, gasping for breath, glared at him. Bunter groped for his glasses and set them straight on his fat nose. 
  “You burbling ass!” he hooted. “You footling chump! Oh!” 
  Bunter broke off suddenly. 
  His glasses being adjusted, he recognised Loder. The fat junior stood rooted to the floor, fairly petrified with terror at the knowledge that he had applied all those fancy names to a prefect, and that prefect the bully of the Sixth! 
  Loder gasped. His first impulse was to collar Bunter and give the fat junior the thrashing of his life. 
  But he checked that impulse. It did not occur to him, for the moment, that Bunter had slanged him in ignorance of his identity. It rushed into Loder’s mind that a Remove fag who dared to slang him like this, fairly asking for a terrific thrashing, must be the Remove fag who knew that he had been out of bounds the previous night, otherwise he would never have had the nerve.   This was the fellow who knew! 
  Loder checked at once his impulse to collar Bunter. A fag who knew that ho had “biffed” Mr. Tozer was not to be handled. 
  “Bunter!” gasped Loder. “Sorry, kid! I didn’t see you. Sorry!” 
  Bunter jumped. 
  Having recognised Loder, the Owl of the Remove had expected instant slaughter. Even a good-tempered prefect like Wingate or Gwynne would no doubt have cuffed him for what he had said, and Loder was the worst-tempered prefect at Greyfriars. Bunter could scarcely believe his fat ears when Loder said that he was sorry. 
  “Really, sorry, old fellow.” said Loder, in a great hurry. “I hope you’re not hurt, Bunter!” 
  “Oh!” stuttered Bunter, 
  Coker of the Fifth looked out over the landing. He had kicked Bunter three times, but he had another kick for him if he had not got clear. 
  “Oh, there you are, you fat scoundrel!” said Coker; and he made a rapid advance upon Bunter. 
  “Yarooh! Keep off!” roared Bunter. 
  “Stop that, Coker!” rapped out Loder of the Sixth. 
  “What?” hooted Coker. 
  “Stop that bullying! I won’t allow it!” 
  “I caught that fat rotter rooting about near my study!” roared Coker. 
  “Let him alone! Do you hear me?” 
  Horace Coker gave Loder a glare. He was greatly inclined to give him something more substantial than a glare, prefect as he was. However, he restrained his wrath, and tramped back to his study with a snort. 
  Billy Bunter blinked after him and blinked at Loder. His fat brain was quite dazed with astonishment. Why Loder was acting in this way was a deep mystery to the Owl of the Remove. 
  “You rely on me for protection, Bunter,” said Loder. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Yes! T-t-thank you, Loder!” 
  “Not at all. One good turn deserves another—what?” said Loder, with an almost ghastly attempt at affability. 
  “Eh?” 
  “Of course, I can rely on your discretion, Bunter?” said Loder, sinking his voice and eyeing the fat junior narrowly. 
  “Wha-a-a-t?” 
  “Mum’s the word, you know.” 
  “Oh! Ah! Yes!” stuttered Bunter, wondering whether he or Loder was wandering in his mind. It seemed clear that somebody was! 
  “Was anyone with you out of bounds last night, Bunter?” went on Loder in a low voice. 
  Bunter almost fell down. 
  “Out of b-b-bounds?” he stuttered. 
  “Yes. Were you alone “ 
  “I—I wasn’t out of bounds, Loder!” gasped Bunter. 
  Loder started. 
  “You weren’t!” 
  “No. Nothing of the kind. I never went with them,” gasped Bunter. “I was fast asleep all the time.” 
  Loder caught his breath. 
  He realised that he had made a little mistake. Bunter, apparently, was not, after all, the fellow who knew! But he realised, also, that Bunter knew who knew. 
  “You never went with whom ?“ he asked softly. 
  “Oh, nobody!” said Bunter, in a hurry. “Nobody went out of bounds, Loder. There wasn’t going to be any spread in the dormitory.” 
  “A spread in the dormitory!” repeated Loder. 
  He was beginning to understand. 
  “Nothing of the sort, you know,” said Bunter. “Smithy wasn’t going to stand a spread, and nobody went out to get the tuck. We were all fast asleep all the time.” 
  Loder drew a deep, deep breath. He was on the track now and he could see that Bunter knew nothing. 
  And as Bunter knew nothing there was no need to placate the fat junior— no need to let him off a thrashing. 
  Loder had his ashplant under his arm. He let it slip down into his hand. 
  “Bend over, Bunter!” he said laconically. 
  “Eh?”
  “You mustn’t slang a prefect, you know.” said Loder grimly. “Bend over!” 
  “I say—” gasped Bunter. 
  “I’m waiting for you to bend over 
  Bunter gave the prefect a terrified blink. Then, instead of bending over, he made a wild rush into the Remove passage to escape. 
  “Stop!” roared Loder. 
  Bunter flew. The bully of the Sixth rushed after him. The door of Study No. 4 was open, and Bunter rushed blindly in. Vernon-Smith and Redwing, who were in the study, stared at him. 
  “What the thump?” exclaimed the Bounder. 
  “Yaroooh! Keep him off!” yelled Bunter. 
  “Him? Who—what—” 
  Loder appeared in the doorway. 
  “Bunter——” 
  “Yow-ow! Keep off !” yelled Bunter, dodging round the study table. 
  Vernon-Smith rose to his feet. 
 “Get out, Loder!” he said. 
  “What?” roared Loder. 
  “Careful with that ashplant,” said Vernon-Smith coolly. “You might do some damage with that stick. Bunter hasn’t got a helmet on, you know.” 
   “A—a—helmet!” stuttered Loder. 
 “Exactly!” 
  Loder knew now who knew! He gazed at the Bounder, his face turned almost white. Smithy smiled sarcastically. 
  “Get out!” he repeated. 
  And, to the utter amazement of Billy Bunter. Loder got out. 
                               THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER! 
                                          Brought to Heel! 
“I SAY, you fellows—” 
  “Prep!” said Harry Wharton, without looking up. 
  “But I say —” 
  “Prep!” said Frank Nugent. 
  “Oh, really, you fellows—” 
  “Prep!” said both the juniors in Study No. 1 together. 
  “Blow prep!” hooted Bunter. “I say, you fellows, Loder’s gone mad!” 
  Preparation in Study No. 1 ceased all at once. Wharton and Nugent looked up from their work and stared at William George Bunter. 
  “Loder!” exclaimed Wharton. 
  “Mad!” repeated Nugent. 
  Billy Bunter nodded impressively. 
  “Mad as a hatter!” he said. “I say, you fellows, he may be dangerous! He’s raving mad, anyhow!” 
  “Fathead! What do you mean, if you mean anything log!” demanded the captain of the Remove. “What’s happened?” 
  “I biffed into the beast on the landing, and he begged my pardon.” said Bunter. “That was queer to begin with. I expected him to pitch into me and he said he was sorry, instead! Fancy that! Then he asked me ifi I was alone outs of bounds last night—meandering in his mind, you know. When I told him I hadn’t been out of bounds at all, he told me to bend over! I cut into Smithy’s study to get away from the beast, and Loder came after me; and Smithy told him to get out—and he got out!” 
  “Oh !” 
  “Obeyed Smithy’s order, just as if Smithy was a prefect and he was a fag!” said Bunter. “Turned as white as chalk and bunked. Must be absolutely off his rocker—what?” 
  “Oh!” repeated Wharton. 
  “Frightened!” said Bunter impressively. “He was frightened of me first, but he got over that. Then he was frightened of Smithy! He didn’t get over that—he just crawled away like a dog that’s been kicked! Loder, you know—that beastly bully! Frightened of Smithy! I say, you fellows, do you think we ought to tell Quelchy? Loder ought to be looked after, if he’s mad, you know!” 
  Wharton and Nugent exchanged glances. 
  “Mad as a hatter!” said Bunter. Look here, it’s Loder’s turn to sec lights-out for us to-night! I’m blessed if I like a lunatic coming into our dormitory! Think we’d better speak to Quelchy?” 
  “Fathead! Better mind your own bizney!” 
  “But he’s mad!” urged Bunter. “Must be right off his rocker! I say, youfellows, I don’t feel safe—I don’t, really! Look hero, what do you think a fellow had better do?” 
  “Prep,” said Harry. 
  “What?” 
  “You’d better do your prep.” 
  “You silly ass!” roared Bunter, and he rolled away, to spread the startling news in other studies that Loder of the Sixth was mad. 
  “So that was Smithy’s game,” said Harry, when the Owl of the Remove was gone. He’s pulling Loder’s leg over that affair of Tozer.” 
  “Serve Loder right!” said Nugent. 
  “Well, yes; but—” 
  The chums of Study No. 1 went on with their prep. They had finished when Peter Todd looked into the study. 
  “What’s this yarn of Bunter’s about Loder being mad?” asked Peter. “He’s telling every man in tlhe Remove that Loder’s gone potty.” 
  “He told us so.” said Nugent, with a grin. 
  “Smithy’s got some joke on about Loder.” went on Peter, who seemed perplexed. “He’s told us all to watch him in the dorm tonight when he speaks to him. He says Loder is going to cringe. If Loder cringes to Smithy he must be potty, as Bunter says. What be thump does it all mean?” 
  “Better ask Smithy.” 
  And Peter retired unsatisfied from Study No. 1. 
  That evening, for the first time on record, the Remove were looking forward keenly to tea-time. Loder was to see lights-out for the Lower Fourth, and the Removites were keenly interested in Loder. According to Bunter, he had become insane; according to Smithy, he was going to cringe. Actually, before bed-time the Remove were ready to start for their dormitory. 
  They were there before Loder. When the prefects came in, all eyes were turned on him in intense curiosity. Bunter warily backed round a bed. 
  All the fellows could see that Loder looked pale and worried. But he hardly looked insane. Certainly his bullying manner was quite gone. He was subdued, he did not slang a single member of the Remove, he did not tell the juniors to look sharp, and he did not carry his ashplant under his arm. He seemed to be quite a new Loder in many respects. 
  “Loder!” called out the Bounder, as casually as if he were a Sixth Form man calling to a fag of the Second. 
  “Yes, Vernon-Smith.” answered Loder civilly 
  “Have you lost your walking-stick?” That simple question had a staggering effect on Loder of the Sixth. Every eye was upon him, and every eye noted that his face became as white as a sheet, and that he seemed scarcely able to breathe. He stared at Herbert Vernon-Smith like a fellow dumbfounded. 
  “No!” he gasped at last. 
  “You haven’t lost it, Loder?” 
  “Then take a tip from me and lose it as soon as you can!” said the Bounder. “I wouldn’t keep it about, if I were you.” 
  Loder licked his dry lips. 
  Harry Wharton & Co., of course, were quite well aware of what was implied by the Bounder’s words. But to the rest of the Remove they were Greek. Why such a simple remark should produce such an extraordinary effect on Gerald Loder was a deep mystery. 
  The Bounder kicked off his boots. He was enjoying the situation. He knew that that typed message, left in the letter-rack for Loder had “rattled” the nerves of the bully of the Sixth, and that Loder was in a state of absolute terror of exposure. 
  “Chuck it, Smithy!” said Harry Wharton, rather curtly. 
  Loder glanced at Wharton!  So Wharton knew—he could guess that now! How many of these fellows knew? 
  “Turn in, you kids.” said Loder huskily. 
  “Any hurry?” yawned the Bounder. 
  “Oh, no!” 
  “Well take our time, if you don’t mind.” said Smithy. “Go away, and come back in ten minutes.” 
  The Remove fairly gasped. They looked at Loder, expecting to see him hurl himself at the Bounder. 
  But Loder did nothing of the kind. He turned quietly and left the dormitory. 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Peter Todd. “What on earth’s the matter with Loder!” exclaimed Hazeldene. 
  “He’s mad!” squeaked Bunter. “Mad as a hatter! You fellows can see it now for yourselves.” 
  “He’s cringing, and no mistake!” said Bolsover major. “What does it all mean, Smithy?” 
  The Bounder laughed, and did not answer. 
  The Removites, in a state of great wonder, turned in. Loder came back in ten minutes and found them all in bed. 
  “Loder!” called out Smithy. 
  “Yes, Vernon-Smith!” panted Loder. “Will you ask Mr. Quelch to withdraw his order about tea in the Remove studies?” 
  Loder gasped. 
  “I—I—I’m afraid he wouldn’t take any notice of me, Vernon-Smith.” 
  “I think he might” said the Bounder. “You can explain to him that you really were bagging that spread, when we came to your study after it. You can tell him anything you jolly well like; but I advise you to get him to rescind that order. Unless Mr. Quelch tells us to-morrow that it’s chucked, and that we can tea in our studies as usual, 1 shall be cross with you, Loder.” 
  Loder hardly breathed, 
  Again the Remove expected him to hurl himself at the Bounder and, smite him hip and thigh. Again he did nothing of the sort. 
  “I—I—I’ll do my best, Vernon-Smith!” he stuttered. 
  “You’d better,” said the Bounder coolly. “Now put out the light, and go 
—I’m fed-up with you, Loder.” 
  Loder put out the light and went, without a word. There was a roar of amazed voices in the dormitory when he was gone. Smithy had kept his word— he had made Loder cringe before all the Lower Fourth. But what it all meant passed the understanding of the Remove; and the Bounder gave no explanation. 
  The next morning, when the Remove were going down, Bob Cherry tapped Vernon-Smith on the shoulder. 
  “Look hero, old man, it’s rather too thick.” he said. “You’d better let Loder alone.” 
  “When I’ve done with him,” assented the Bounder. “Not before!” 
  There was a surprise for the Remove in their Form-room that morning. Mr. Quelch had something to say to his Form. It referred to the prohibition of tea in the Remove studies, the order which had caused so much wrath and heart-burning in the Form. Mr. Quelch announced that that order was withdrawn. 
The Remove fairly gasped with astonishment. 
  “I may add, that Loder of the Sixth Form has interceded for you.” said Mr. Qtieleh. “Loder tells me that there was a misunderstanding on the subject, and that, upon reflection, he feels that he was unjust, or at least hasty. It was very right and proper of Loder to come to me and tell me this, in a very frank and manly way, and I trust that you will feel properly grateful to him. He has begged me to rescind my order with regard to the boys of this Form taking tea in their own studies, and I have decided to do so. I trust that the lesson you have had will not be lost upon you, and that you will not be insensible to Loder’s kindness and sense of justice.” 
  That was all; but it brought rejoicings to the Remove. 
  The ancient and much-prized privilege of tea in the study was restored to them; no longer were they placed on a level with mere fags in the Third and Second Forms. 
  But if Mr. Quelch expected the Removites to be grateful to Loder for his intercession, he was doomed to disappointment. The Remove knew very well to whom they owed that intercession, and all of them looked at the grinning face of the Bounder. Loder had done this because Smithy had told him that he would be “cross” with him if he did not; and, except for the fellows in the secret, the Remove were utterly astonished and mystified. 
That afternoon there were many spreads in the Remove studios in celebration of their restored freedom. 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith stood a tremendous spread in Study No. 4 to which a crowd of fellows came, and the celebration was, as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh justly remarked, terrific. 
  After tea, when the  Bounder was strolling in the quad, he came on Loder of the Sixth. Loder came up to him, with a pale set face. 
  “How did you know?” he muttered. The Bounder did not need to ask to what Loder was referring. 
  “I was on the spot!” he grinned. 
  “Alone?” breathed Loder. 
  Vernon-Smith chuckled. 
  “No fear! Lots of witnesses.” 
  “Who, then?” 
  “Never mind who,” said the Bounder coolly. “That’s my business. Fellows who don’t mean to talk, unless they’re called up by the Head to do so, when they’d have to. I don’t mean to talk, either, if that’s any comfort to you. You got us all into a scrape with our Form master, and I’ve made you undo it—that’s all I want—except one thing.” 
  Loder breathed hard. 
  “Tozer’s got to be compensated. Make it a tenner. That ends it, and I’ll make it a point to forget all about the matter. I may as well mention that I shall inquire whether the tenner reaches Tozer. Ta-ta, old bean; and take my tip—chuck that worried look, or you’ll have all Greyfriars askin’- what’s the matter with you, and they may tumble, what?” 
  And the Bounder walked away whistling. 
  Loder looked after him, breathing hard and deep. He would have given a tenner or two or three tenners, to have collared the Bounder and given him the thrashing of his life. But that was not to be; the bully of the Sixth was powerless now, and he had to toe the line. 

                                     *     *     *     *     * 
  Mr. Tozer never knew who had “biffed” him on the helmet that mysterious night. He never knew who sent him a tenner by registered post; though after much cogitation he was able to connect the two events in his plump mind. Mr. Tozer was satisfied. His head was hard, and he would gladly have been “biffed” again at the same figure. The matter was closed, so far as Mr. Tozer was concerned; and Loder of the Sixth was immensely relieved to find that it was closed so far as the Bounder was concerned. The ancient privileges of the Remove had been restored, and all was calm and bright, and the Bounder was satisfied. And Harry Wharton & Co., if not exactly satisfied with the Bounder’s methods, had to admit that the result was satisfactory. And Loder of the Sixth carefully avoided giving offence to the heroes of the Remove for the rest of that term—which was still more satisfactory. 
THE END. 
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