                         


                                


                              THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                                Wet! 

“IT’S wet!” 
  “What?” snorted Billy Bunter. 
  “That,” said Bob Cherry gravely, “must be because it’s raining. I’ve noticed before that it’s wet when it rains.” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. chuckled. 
  Billy Bunter did not chuckle. He snorted indignantly. 
  “It’s cold!” he growled. 
  “Cold?” repeated Bob. 
  “Yes; horrid cold!” 
  “Put that down to January,” said Bob. ”Cold is not uncommon m January. I’ve noticed that before, too.” 
  “You silly ass!” hooted Bunter. 
  “What’s the good of grousing, Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton. “I suppose you’re no wetter and colder than we are?” 
  Snort, from Bunter. 
  The remark seemed to him frivolous. 
  That the chums of the Remove were wet and cold that stormy January evening was a matter which, perhaps, concerned themselves, but did not concern William George Bunter in the very least. What really mattered was, that William George was wet and cold. That circumstance transcended in importance anything else that was going on in the wide universe at the moment. 
  There was no doubt that it was very wet, and very cold. The rain was coming down hard, and through the rain a bitter winter wind blew. Harry Wharton & Co. had turned up their coat-collars, and they tramped through wand and rain and mud as cheerfully as they could. But it was not Bunter s way to take the little troubles of life cheerfully. His grousing was long and loud.
  “ Look here, I’m fed up with this!” he snorted. 
  “Tell it to stop raining!” suggested Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast!” 
  “How many miles to the lodge now, Harry?” asked Frank Nugent. 
  “Not more than one.” 
  “Ow! One’s enough.” 
  “The enoughfulness is terrific.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. through his chattering teeth; “But what cannot be cured must go longest to the well, as the English proverb says.” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “I tell you I’m fed up!” hooted Bunter. “I’m not going on through this. We’ve got to find shelter somewhere. It’s raining cats and dogs. Ow! The beastly water’s trickling down my beastly neck! It’s all your fault, Wharton.” 
  “Mine?” ejaculated Harry. 
  “Walking three miles to see a beastly football match!” groaned Bunter. “Just like you silly chumps! Oh dear!” 
  “Why, you fat bounder!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “We should have been 
home before this, if you hadn’t taken root in a bun-shop and refused to move.” 
  “I suppose I had to have a snack after standing two hours in the cold, Bob Cherry. Why couldn’t we have a taxi back?” 
  “Why couldn’t you stand the taxi?” suggested Bob. 
  “Beast!” 
  “Oh, come on. Bunter,” growled Johnny Bull. “It’s wet, and grousing won’t make it dry.” 
  “Beast!” 
  Certainly Billy Bunter’s grousing had no perceptible effect on the weather. The ram was just as wet, and the wind was just as cold. But it must have afforded the Owl of Greyfriars some relief, for his fat chin did not cease from troubling, and allow the weary to be at rest. It was obviously Bunter’s opinion that the weather had no right to act in this unpleasant manner when he was taking his walks abroad. 
  “Call this a holiday!” moaned Bunter, 
  “Come on.” 
  “I’m jolly glad I’m going home tomorrow.” 
   “And so say all of us!” sang Bob Cherry, and there was a chuckle from the Co. 
  “Beast!” 
  “Look here, it’s downhill now.” said Bob. “Suppose we turn Bunter on his beam-ends, and roll him home like a barrel?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Co. 
  “Like the idea, Bunty?” 
  “Beast!” howled Bunter. 
  “Pack up your troubles in your old kit-bag and smile!” suggested Bob. 
  Bunter did not smile. 
  He groaned. 
  “You could have telephoned to Wharton Lodge for the car, Wharton. If you fellows had been my guests at Bunter Court, I should have phoned for the Rolls.” 
  “If any!” murmured Bob. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Look here, you beasts, I’m not going on through this!” roared Bunter. “I’m wet! I’m cold! I’m soaked! I’m freezing! We’ve got to find shelter somewhere, see?” 
  And Billy Bunter came to a determined halt in the muddy lane. 
  “Oh, come on, Bunter.” 
  “Shan’t!” 
  “Look here—” 
  “Beast!” 
  “Oh, leave him to it!” growled Johnny Bull. “He’s getting a wash, anyhow, and he can do with one.” 
  Harry Wharton paused. 
  William George Bunter was his guest at Wharton Lodge; and though he was undoubtedly a very troublesome and extraordinary guest, still he was a guest, of sorts. 
  Standing still in the drenching rain was not agreeable. But Wharton’s comrades stopped when he did, 
  “Is there any shelter, Harry?” asked Nugent. “You know the country better than we do.” 
   The lane ran between a deep wood on one side, and a high park wall on the other. In the wood there was little shelter; the rain swamped and soaked among the leafless tree. 
  “Better keep on,” said Harry, “I remember there’s a wood-cutter’s hut some distance off the road here, but—but—” 
  “That’s better than nothing ” groaned Bunter. 
  “It will be cold and damp, and this rain may last for hours.” said Wharton. “Much better push on.” 
  “I’m not going on.” 
  “Now, look here, Bunter, have a little sense——” 
  “I won’t take another step!” roared Bunter. 
  “Silly ass!”  growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast!” 
  “You fellows keep on.” said Harry. “It’s up to me to stick to Bunter, but you needn’t bother. Keep on, and I’ll look after the fat chump.” 
  “Rats!” said Bob. “Sink or swim together. Where’s the giddy hut?” 
  “No, keep on,” said Harry. “You’ll be at the lodge in twenty minutes now. Leave Bunter to me.” 
  “Better take him by the ears and yank him along,” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Yah!” 
  “Cut on,” said Harry, as cheerfully as he could. “I’llt take Bunter to the hut,” 
  And after a little demur, four members of the Co. tramped on through the driving rain, and Harry Wharton was left with the Owl of the Remove on his hands. 

                                  THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                       Any Port In a Storm! 

HARRY WHARTON turned from the lane into an opening of the drenched wood. Billy Bunter, with a deep groan, followed him. Under the tree, the rain fell a little less thickly, and there was some shelter from the searching wind. But it was wet and cold and dark and dismal, and Bunter tramped on after the captain of the Greyfriars Remove in the lowest possible spirits. Wharton stared back as he heard a sudden bump and a yell. 
  “What the thump 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  

  “What’s the matter?”  exclaimed Wharton impatiently. 
  “Yow-ow! I fell over a blinking root or something,” groaned Bunter. “I can’t see in the dark, you silly idiot! Wow-ow !” 
  “Oh dear! Come on.” 
  “Beast!” 
  Wharton tramped on again with compressed lips. Obviously the sensible thing to do was to keep on to the lodge. But he did not fee] that he could leave the Owl of the Remove to his own devices. It was a comfort, at least, to reflect. that Bunter was going home on the morrow. Bunter had spent the latter part of the Christmas vacation at Wharton Lodge, and had not added to the enjoyment of the little party there. It was only a few days now to the beginning of the new term; but a few days rest from William George Bunter was likely to be grateful and comforting. 
  “Here we are!” said Harry, at last. 
  Fifty yards from the lane was the woodcutter’s hut. It was simply an open shelter, where the cut wood was stacked when the trees were thinned by the woodcutters. There was a roof and three walls, but on one side it was open to wind and weather.     
  The interior was black as pitch. 
  At one side there was a stack of faggots, but the shed was nearly empty. Wharton tramped into it, glad to be out or the rain, at least. Bunter followed him in, and howled as he stumbled over a log. 
  “Is this the place?” he asked, his voice fairly thrilling with indignation. 
  “This is it.” 
  “Call this a shelter?” 
  “You silly owl !”  roared Wharton, forgetting for the moment that Bunter was a guest.   “Did you expect a Grand Hotel here?” 
  “Beast !”
  Billy Bunter groped his way in. He was safe from the rain now, at least: it beat and pattered on the slanting roof and ran off in great streams, but it did not penetrate into the hut. But the wind penetrated the open side of the shed, bitter and searching. Bunter shivered and shuddered. What he had expected was not clear, but apparently he had expected something better than this. 
  “Might as well have kept on, if this is what you call a shelter.” he growled. 
  “Much better.” said Harry. 
  “Beast!”  
  “Like to go on again?” asked Wharton, who had not the slightest desire to hang about in the windy shed in his wet clothes. 
  “No!”  snorted Bunter. “This is better than nothing. “Look here, Wharton, suppose you go on—” 
  “Well, if you don’t mind being left alone—” 
  “And bring the car for me.” 
  “Eh?“ 
  “Bring the car for me.” 
  “Oh!” said Harry. 
  “1 know your uncle’s a grumpy old josser—” 
  “What?” 
  “But I suppose he won’t mind your having the car out to bring a guest home, in this frightful rain?” 
  There was a long pause. 
  If Wharton could walk to the lodge through the rain, there really seemed no reason why Bunter should not. And though Colonel Wharton was a kind and indulgent uncle, Wharton really did not want to ask him to send the car out to fetch Bunter in. But he decided on it: the rain showed no sign whatever of stopping, and the prospect of hanging about in the windy shed for hours, perhaps; was far from attractive. And Bunter evidently did not intend to walk on. 
  “Very well,” said Harry, at last. 
  “And buck up,” said Bunter. “I’m cold—and wet, see? Don’t keep me hanging about here while you crawl. Buck up.” 
  Harry Wharton suppressed his feelings, and left the woodcutter’s hut. He tramped away in the rain and disappeared. 
  Bunter grunted discontentedly. 
  He did not want to remain alone in the dark and dismal shed: now that Wharton was gone, the darkness and solitude made him feel uneasy. But there was no help for it now. 
Wharton’s footsteps died away. 
  The rain and wind in the trees filled the air with sound, and every sound, in that lonely spot, was disquieting to Bunter, huddled alone in the darkness in the shed. 
  It seemed to him, after he had been alone a few minutes, that he could hear all sorts of stealthy sounds about him— sounds of whispering and creeping. 
  “Oh dear!”  murmured Bunter. 
  But he murmured under his breath. He did not dare to make the sound of his voice heard. He was growing into a state of hopeless funk; and he wished by that time that he had not let Wharton go. But it was too late to think of that: Wharton was halfway to the lodge by that time. 
  Bunter, huddling and blinking in the dense gloom, listened with fearful ears, and all sorts of unpleasant fancies and ideas passed through his fat mind. Bunter was a great reader of newspapers, and he knew all about people who had been robbed and murdered in woods, and stacked in black trunks, and disposed of in similar disagreeable ways—and such things were most unpleasant to think of in his present situation. 
  He knew that there had been a burglary within a few miles of Wharton Lodge, and that the burglars were still at large; he knew that an escaped convict was being hunted by the police in the Surrey hills, and had not yet been recaptured. All these things, in spite of his efforts, recurred to him now, and followed one another in horrid procession through his fat mind. 
  The dropping of the raini sounded to him like the stealthy footsteps of the burglars who were still at large: the sough of the wind was the whispering voices of footpads, highwaymen, and motor-bandits; the creaking of the old hut was caused by the insidious creepings of escaped convicts. 
  Bunter had not foreseen all this when he sent Wharton away—Bunter never did foresee anything. Yet he really might have foreseen it, for experience should have taught him that he very easily got into a state of funk. 
  By the time Wharton had been gone ten minutes, it seemed to Bunter that he had been    alone in darkness and solitude for hours and hours, and that the shadows round him had become thickly populated with footpath, bandits, and escaped convicts. 
  “Ow!”  he ejaculated suddenly. 
  There was a distinct movement in the hut. 
  It was not imagination this time; there was a movement among the stacked faggots at one end of the little building. Three or four of them rolled to the ground. 
  The Owl of the Remove stood rooted to the floor. Was it a ghost, or what?  His mind was filled with all sorts of weird and wonderful fancies. 
  Bunter told himself that it was the wind,. but an icy fear crept into his heart. 
  A feeling came over him that he was not alone in that dim refuge from the rain; that some human being was near him, breathing in the darkness. 
  Some tramp, perhaps, had taken refuge there: it was likely enough. Billy Bunter blinked through the darkness towards the stack of faggots, with eyes wide distended behind his big spectacles. 
  There was a movement—undoubtedly there was a movement. It might have been a tramp, or a lost dog—but whatever it was, Bunter preferred the rain and the wind. He made a wild rush from the hut. 
  “Yaroooh !” 
  He stumbled over a log and went to the ground. He bumped there breathlessly, palpitating with terror. 
  “Oh dear! Yaroooh! Help !“ 
  He scrambled up to run, and as he did so, a grasp fell on big fat arm—not the imaginary effect of his terrors, but a real human grasp. A voice sounded quietly in his ears. 
“Shut up, you young fool! You’re not going to be hurt! Shut up, and stay where you are.” 

                                THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                 Awful for Bunter!

BILLY BUNTER stayed where he was. He had no choice about that. The grasp on his fat arm was like iron. 
  He could see nothing of the man who had grasped him save a black shadow. But his terrified eyes picked out at last the pale glimmer of a face. He was conscious of two eyes that gleamed at him. 
  “Yow-ow! Help!” gurgled Bunter. 
  “Silence!” 
  The voice was still quiet, but there was a tone of menace in it. Bunter noticed, however, that there was also a tone of cultivation in it and he knew that he had not fallen into the hands of some rough and ruffianly tramp. 
  “Keep where you are! If you try to run again I’ll wring your neck, you young fool!” 
  The man released Bunter at that, but stood between him and the open front of the hut. Bunter did not think of attempting to dodge round him; he was too thoroughly scared for that. He backed to the wall, and stood huddled against, it, quaking. 
  “Who—who are you?” he panted. 
  “I fancy you know.” answered the quiet voice. “How did you know I was here. Does anyone else know? Answer me at once!” 
  “I—I didn’t know—” 
  “You knew I was here?” 
  “No!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Then why were you going out into the rain? I heard you tell your friend that you’d wait here till he came back with a car. Why were you going out?” 
  “I— I thought—“ stammered Bunter. “I—I never knew there was anybody here, but—but I thought—“ 
  “You fool? You were frightened by shadows!” 
  Bunter did not answer that. 
  It dawned upon his fat mind that, had he not yielded to his vague terrors, this terrifying unknown would never have shown himself. Bunter’s attempt to leave the shed had made the hidden man believe that his presence was actually discovered. 
  But who was he, and why was he hiding? Bunter’s heart almost died within him as he asked himself that scaring question. 
  “Who are you?” rapped out the voice. 
  “My name’s Bunter,” quavered the fat junior. 
  “Where has your friend gone?” 
  “To Wharton Lodge.” 
  “Where’s that?” 
  “About a mile from here.” 
  “Then he won’t be back just yet. I must be gone before he comes. There’s only one way of silencing your fool tongue, and I cannot take that!” the man growled. 
  Bunter was extremely glad to hear it. 
 “Have you any matches?“ 
  “Yes,” gasped Bunter. 
  “Strike one, and let me see you.” 
  With a trembling band Bunter groped in his pocket for a box of matches. He struck one, and the wind blew it out instantly. But in that fraction of a moment Bunt saw enough to terrify him almost out of his fat wits. The shadowy form before him was clad in the garments of a convict, torn and muddy and wet, thick with mire, but unmistakable. The face was gaunt and almost wolfish. Bunter shuddered from head to foot. The police were still seeking for the man who had escaped from Blackmoor Prison, and Bunter, quite unintentionally, had found him. He would almost as soon have found a.tiger or a rattlesnake. 
  “Clumsy fool!” 
  The convict jerked the matchbox from Bunter’s hand. He struck a match, and sheltered it in the hollow of his hand, and examined the fat junior by its flickering light; with a searching eye. Bunter blinked at him in sheer terror by the light. He saw a face that once had been handsome—that in better circumstances would have been handsome still—a well-cut face, with regular features and dark eyes—a face that once seen was not easily to be forgotten. But the gaunt woIfishness of it was what Bunter chiefly noticed. The hunted man was cold and famished, and he seemed to Bunter’s scared eyes more like a wild beast than a man. 
  There was a grim and savage disappointment in the man’s face as he eyed Bunter. No doubt he had hoped to see a person more of his own size, whose clothes he could have taken in the place of his own convict rags. Bunter’s clothes were quite useless for that purpose. There was plenty of room for anyone in them sideways, but in length they were very much wanting. The convict was a young man, apparently about twenty-five not less than five feet ten inches in height, and of slim, though athletic, build. He muttered a curse as he stared at Bunter. 
  “No use !” Bunter guessed that he was referring to the clothes, and he was glad to hear it. Certainly he did not want to change his clothes for the convict’s rags. 
  “The coat will serve somehow. Take it off.” 
  Bunter did not dare to raise any objection. He obediently stripped off his overcoat. 
  “Turn out your pockets.” 
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  Bunter did not dare to raise any objection. He obediently stripped off his overcoat. 
  “Turn out your pockets.” 
  Bunter obeyed. 
  His financial resources amounted to two shillings and sixpence. The convict grabbed it. 
  “Is that all?” 
  “That’s all!” quavercd Bunter. 
  “Bah!” 
  The man satisfied himself by rummaging through Bunter’s pockets. He struck match after match during that process. Finally he jerked off the fat junior’s cap. He jammed it on his own head, and drew the overcoat about him like a cloak, any covering being evidently welcome to the wretch, who was shivering with cold.    
  “I’m going now” he muttered. “You’ve driven me out of my shelter, you fat fool. I’ve a good mind—” He broke off.   “Stay here!  Do you hear?” 
  “Yes.” gasped Bunter 
  “If you take a step after I’m gone, I’ll comc back to you, and knock your foolish brains out!” 
  “I won’t stir!”  stuttered Bunter. 
  “You’d better not.” said the man, in a tone of deep, savage menace. “And don’t say a word about me when your friend comes back for you. I’d wring both your necks as soon as look at you!” 
  “I—I won’t say a word.” 
  “I shan’t be far away. I shall be watching you. Be careful !” snarled the convict. 
  “Oh dear t” 
  “Stay where you are, and be silent.” 
  “Yes.” quavered Bunter. 
  The man was gone the next moment. 
  Bunter heard him brushing t4rough the wet woods in the rain for a few moments, and then he was swallowed up by the darkness. 
  The fat junior did not stir. 
  He knew that the convict had fled— that he would not lose a second in placing as great a distance as possible between him and the woodcutter’s hut, before the police could be informed that he had been seen there. Nevertheless, the man’s threat that he would be watching terrified the fat junior. Billy Bunter’s lips were sealed till he should find himself back in the light and safety of Wharton Lodge. Shivering, without cap or coat, mumbling with terror and discomfort, Billy Bunter remained where he was, while the long minutes dragged by on leaden wings till at last he heard the hoot of a motor-horn from the direction of the road. 

                                THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                                               Blue Funk! 
“HALLO, hallo, hallo!” boomed Bob Cherry. 
  “Bunter!: called Wharton. Two shadowy figures tramped into the woodcutter’s hut. Bob had come back with Wharton in the car to fetch the fat junior. Neither of them could see Bunter in the black interior of the hut, but they heard a gasping voice. 
  “Oh dear! I say you fellows—” 
  “Come on, Bunter,” said Harry. “The car’s waiting in the road.” 
  “Oh dear! Ow!” 
  “What’s the matter?” 
  “Ow! Nothing.” 
  Bunter knew that the fleeing convict must be far away by that time. But he was not taking any risks. To his scared eyes the shadows were peopled with gaunt-faced men in broad-arrow garb. 
  “Got an umbrella?” quavered Bunter.
  “No; it’s only a step to the car. You can’t get much wetter!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton, I think you might have brought an umbrella, when a chap hasn’t a coat on.” 
  “Eh! Have you taken your coat off. you ass? Put it on again if you have!” 
  “Oh, no! I mean——” 
  “He’s got his coat off,” said Bob, peering at Bunter in the gloom, “and he’s taken off his cap. Did you find it too warm here, Bunter?” 
  “Ow! Beast!” 
  “Are you potty, Bunter?” demanded Wharton. “For goodness’ sake, shove on your coat and cap and come along!” 
  “I’ll come as I am!”  gasped Bunter. 
  “Where’s your coat?” 
  “I don’t know! I mean, I gave it away!  Never mmd my coat—let’s get out of this!” 
  “But—” exclaimed the amazed Wharton. 
  “I’m going!” snarled Bunter. 
  And he went. The two juniors hurried after him. It was only a short distance to the lane where the car was waiting; but Bunter was quite capable of losing himself in the wood in that short distance. 
  “You don’t want to leave your coat behind, Bunter!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “We’ll go back with you, if you like.” 
  “Oh shut up!” 
  “What?” yelled Bob. 
  “Mind your own business!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  Bob Cherry came very near collaring William George Bunter and banging his head on a tree. But he refrained, He was really beginning to wonder whether Bunter was quite in his right senses. A fellow who tramped through pouring rain without coat or cap, and left those articles behind of his own choice, was rather hard to understand. 
  However, that was Bunter’s own business, and Bob let it go at that. The three juniors reached the car. 
  “Quick!” panted Bunter. 
  He tore open the door of the car and plunged in head-first. 
  “Get off!” he shouted to the chauffeur. 
  “Give a chap time to get in, Bunter!” snapped T3ob. 
  “Buck up, you silly idiot! He may be watching us this very minute!” howled the Owl of the Remove. 
  “He— Who— What?” 
  “Never mind! Get in, you dummy! What are you hanging about for?” shrieked Bunter. “Can’t you move?” 
  Wharton and Bob Cherry got into the car. It glided away along the dark lane, with the rain beating on the roof. 
  “Faster!” panted Bunter. 
  “We’re going fast enough” answered Harry. 
  “Tell the man to go faster, you idiot!” 
  “My dear ass, we can’t go all out in dark, narrow lanes !” said Harry. “We don’t want an accident.” 
  “You silly chump, we may all be murdered!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “All serene, old chap!” said Bob Cherry soothingly. He had no doubt that the darkness and solitude in the wood had frightened Bunter into a state of blue funk. “You’re all right now.” 
  “He might be after us!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Who might?” 
  “Oh, nobody!” 
“There was nobody in the hut, surely?” exclaimed Wharton. 
  “Eh! Oh, no! Not at all!” 
  “You haven’t been frightened by some tramp?” asked the perplexed captain of the Remove. 
    “Ow! No! Worse than that!” groaned Bunter. 
   “Has anything happened while I’ve been gone ?” 
  “Oh, no. nothing!” 
  “Something’s frightened him!” said Bob. “He’s as white as chalk. Some tramp’s taken his coat, perhaps. I don’t see why he can’t say so. Can’t you understand that you’re safe now, Bunter—we’re with you?” 
  “Fat lot of use you’d be against a convict!” groaned Bunter. 
“A convict!” exclaimed the two juniors together, in amazement. 
  “Oh, no; nothing of the kind!” 
  Bunter was peering with terrified eyes out of the windows of the car, as it glided along the dark road. It was easy for the two juniors to see that he had had a fright; though it was not so easy to determine whether there had been any real cause for it. Fright came rather easily to William George Bunter of the Greyfriars Remove. 
  “I suppose he got scared in the dark,” said Harry, after a pause. 
  “That’s it,” said Bob. “Only what’s become of his coat and cap?  Even Bunter isn’t idiot enough to take them off for nothing.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—”
  “According to the papers, there was a convict got away from Blackmoor the other day,” said Bob. “I suppose Bunter hasn’t dropped on him.” 
  “Not likely,” said Harry. 
  “That’s all you know!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Well, have you?” demanded Bob. 
  “Oh, no; nothing of the sort! I’m not going to say anything till we’re indoors. He said he would be watching!” 
  “Who did?” yelled Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, nobody!“ 
  “My only hat!” 
  “Tell the man to go faster!” gasped Bunter. “He might be after us! He might shoot the lot of us and take the car—”
   “Who might?” 
  “Nobody!’ stuttered Bunter, “Nobody at all!” 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  The car was eating up the distance. Already the gates of Wharton Lodge were in sight. Bunter gasped with relief as he recognised the drive. He gasped again as the lighted facade of the house burst upon his view. 
  “Oh dear! Thank goodness we’re safe at last!” 
  “Safe as houses, old bean!” said Bob cheerily. “No shadows to be scared of now.” 
  “It wasn’t a shadow, you beast! Do you think a shadow could have taken my coat and cap and my money?” hooted Bunter. 
  “Nunno! Did anybody?” 
  “Oh, no! Certainly not!” gasped Bunter. 
  He rolled out of the car. Wadham had opened the door already, and the light streamed out from the hall. Billy Bunter bolted in like a fat rabbit into its burrow, almost bumping over the plump butler as he did so. Wadham looked at him. Wadham did not approve of William George Bunter at the best of times. He approved of him now less than ever. 
  Wharton and Bob Cherry followed Bunter in. Colonel Wharton came into the hall. 
“You had better change at once, Bunter!” he said, rather curtly. ‘You are drenched!” 
  “Ow, yes! Soaked !“ gasped Bunter. “I say, telephone to the police station. They may be able to get my coat back.” 
  “What?” 
  “And my money The beast took all my money!” 
   Colonel Wharton stared at him. 
  “What do you mean, Bunter?” 
  “The convict!” yelled Bunter. 
  “The convict What convict? Are you wandering in your mind?” asked the old gentleman testily. 
  “He robbed me!” hooted Bunter. “Took my coat and my cap and all my money! He’d have taken all my clothes if they’d fitted him. I could see it in his eye. An awful-looking man in convict clothes! Oh dear!” 
  “Has anything happened to Bunter, Harry?” 
  “I think something must have, uncle,” answered Wharton. “We found him in the woodcutter’s hut without his coat or cap, and frightened out of his wits.”
  “I wasn’t frightened!” snorted Bunter.   He was not frightened now, at all events. “I’d have knocked him spinning, only—only I was taken by surprise. Besides, I was afraid be might go for you fellows; I wasn’t thinking of myself. This is all the thanks I get, of course !”
 “Stop talking nonsense, Bunter!”  said Colonel Wharton.
  “Eh?”
  “Stop talking nonsensc. and tell me what has happened—if anything has happened!” 
  Bunter, in great indignation, spluttered out his tale of what had happened. Colonel Wharton regarded him dubiously. But for the loss of the overcoat he would have been strongly disposed to believe that the fat junior had been frightened in the dark, and had imagined the rest. Having heard Bunter’ s
tale to the end, he questioned him, and picked out the facts from a tangle 
of ramblings and exaggerations. 
  “I shall telephone to Inspector Hotham at Woodford, Bunter,” said the 
colonel, at last. “Now go and change your clothes.” 
  And Bunter went.
                                        THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                           Nothing for Bunter! 

WILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER came down to a late tea at Wharton Lodge, quite a new Bunter. Within the walls of the Lodge, even Bunter was not afraid of the escaped convict; and he had had time to realise the importance of his adventure. For three days Convict No. 19 had been at large, baffling all the efforts of the police to recapture him: his track had been completely lost. Bunter — inadvertently, certainly — had found it. There was snow on the Surrey Hills, and for days the weather had been wild, with few fine intervals; and that had given the hunted man a chance to elude his pursuers—though it must also have entailed much suffering upon him. 
  In prison garb, ragged and tattered and torn, hungry and worn down by exposure, the convict’s experiences in the wild, wintry weather, amid snow and sleet and rain, must have been terrible. The search was difficult enough, and hitherto it had been totally unsuccessful. In all parts of the county the police were eager for news of the escaped man; and it was William George Bunter who had news of him. The Owl of the Remove swelled with satisfaction and importance at that thought. 
  When he came down, the colonel told him that Inspector Hotham was coming over from Woodford in a car to hear his story; and that gave the final touch to Bunter’s swelling importance. The police-inspector was making a special journey that wild night, specially to see William George Bunter and hear what he had to tell. No other fellow at Wharton Lodge was so important as William George; there was no doubt that upon this occasion, at least, he was the “goods.” 
  Miss Amy Wharton, the Colonel’s sister, gave him a look of concerned interest when he sat down to tea with the Famous Five. 
  “Were you very much frightened?” she asked. 
  Bunter blinked at her through his big spectacles.
  “Frightened?” he repeated, as if the word were quite strange to his
vocabulary. “Good lord, no!” 
  “Not the least little bit?” grinned Frank Nugent. 
  “No fear!” 
  “Gammon!” remarked Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “Appearances are deceptive,” observed Bob Cherry. “Bunter looked 
frightened when we found him in the hut; but he was really as brave as a 
Lion. Judging simply by appearances, a fellow would have thought that he was scared out of his wits.” 
  Miss Wharton smiled, 
  “A little cake, Bunter,” she said hastily. 
  “Thank you,” said Bunter, with a glare at Bob. “Perhaps you’d have 
been frightened, Bob Cherry, if a man suddenly clapped a revolver to your
head in the dark.
  “A revolver!” yelled the Famous Five. 
  “Six-chambered revolver, with his finger on the trigger.” said Bunter impressively. “I can feel the muzzle against my chest now” 
  “Wonderful!” ejaculated Nugent. 
  “Eh! What’s wonderful, you ass?” 
  “To feel the muzzle on your chest when the revolver was clapped to your head.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I—I—I mean, he clapped the other revolver to my chest!”  stammered Bunter. “He had two——one in each hand.” 
  “The authorities ought to look into this,” said Bob gravely. “They must supply the convicts at Blackmoor with a regular arsenal of firearms. It doesn’t seem safe, to me.” 
  “Perhaps you don’t believe me?” snorted Bunter. 
  “The perhapsfulness is terrific,” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Well, I know what I went through,” said Bunter sulkily. “I can tell you it’s no joke to have a revolver clapped to your head and another to your chest. with a ruffianly convict going through your pockets for your money.” 
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob. “He must have gone through your pockets with his feet if he had both hands full of revolvers!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I—I—I mean—” 
 “Yes, let’s know what you mean, Bunter.” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “Do you mean that you dreamed the revolvers?” 
  “No, I don’t!” roared Bunter. “But for the revolvers I should have knocked him spinning. In fact, I did knock him down.” 
  “Oh my hat! You did?’ 
  “I did!” said Bunter firmly. 
  Billy Bunter’s tales, like the little peach in the orchard, grew and grew and grew. Whenever a telling detail occurred to him, he never could resist the temptation to weave it into his narrative. His invention on such occasions was almost visible to the eye; his hearers could, as it were, see the wheels go round. 
  “I knocked him flying,” said Bunter. “He went heels over head, and landed on the ground with a sickening thud.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Seizing him by the throat, I shook him like—like a terrier shakes a rat.” said Bunter. “I said ‘Surrender, villain!’” 
  “Oh dear!”  
  “He struggled like—like anything, but I gripped him in a grasp of iron and pinned him to the ground. Then I— ”
 “Then you woke up?” asked Nugent. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “No!” roared Bunter. “Then he drew the revolver—I mean the revolvers, and what could a fellow do? He pointed them at me, and said “Hands up!’” 
  “Phew!” 
  “But for that I should have captured him, of course.” said Bunter. “As it was, he got away.” 
  “Now we’re getting down to the facts,” remarked Bob Cherry. “He got away—that’s a cert.” 
  “As for being frightened,” continued Bunter, “I never turned a hair. Some fellows would have been frightened. In fact, you fellows would have been scared stiff. Not me. Still, it’s no joke to have the muzzle of a revolver squeezing into your ribs, 1 can tell you.” 
  “Which hand did he hold that revolver with?” asked Bob “He had a revolver at your head and one at your chest; and now it seems that he poked one in your ribs. Did he hold that one in his teeth” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “They ought to be more careful at Blackmoor,” said Nugent. “It’s simply scandalous to arm a convict to the teeth when he’s going to escape.” 
  “You can cackle!”  hooted Bunter. 
  “Thanks—we will! Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Yah!” 
  William George Bunter devoted himself to the cake. He was still going strong when Wadham brought in word that Inspector Hotham had arrived, and was waiting for him in the library with Colonel Wharton. Billy Bunter rose from the tea-table and bestowed a disdainful blink on the grinning chums of the Remove. 
  “The police-inspector thinks it worth while to come over and see me about it, anyway.” he sneered. 
  “Leave out the revolvers when you tell Mr. Hotham about it.” advised Bob Cherry. “Keep as near to be facts as you can. It won’t be very near, anyhow.” 
  “Yah!”
  Bunter rolled away to see the inspector from Woodford. As a matter of fact, Bunter acted on Bob’s advice and left out most of the dramatic details when he told his story to the police-inspector. Under the official’s calm and penetrating eye. Bunter felt that the grip of iron, the threatening revolvers, and the “Hands up!” had better be omitted. Mr. Hotham soon elucidated all that the Owl of the Remove could tell him; and though it was not the thrilling tale that Bunter would have liked to make it, the inspector seemed very satisfied. 
  “There is no doubt that the young gentleman has seen George Waring, who was Convict No. 19 at Blackmoor Prison.” he said to Colonel Wharton. “This information will be extremely valuable to us. It was not known that Waring was in this neighbourhood at all: in fact, it was supposed that he had succeeded in escaping to London, where he has relations. He was a tutor before he went to Blackmoor, and some of his connections are very respectable people in a good position.” 
  “Then they would surely not help a rascal fleeing from the police?” exclaimed the colonel. 
  “One can never tell—blood is thicker than water, as the saying is. They might.” answered the inspector. “But from the information Master Bunter has given me, I think we may be able to lay this rogue by the heels before he can escape to London. We shall lose no time, at all events. I am very much obliged to you, Master Bunter, and I hope you did not have a very severe fright.” 
  “Oh, not at all, sir!” answered Bunter airily. “I’m not easily frightened. Any fellow at Greyfriars will tell you that I’m as brave as a lion.” 
  Inspector Hotham gave him a rather curious glance, but made no comment. Bunter rolled away to continue his attack on the cake. After tea he joined the Famous Five. 
  “I say, you fellows—-” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Still feeling the muzzles of all those revolvers?” asked Bob Cherry. “Must be horrid to have a man shoving three revolvers at a fellow all at once. Or was it four?” 
  “Four by this time, surely.” said Nugent. “It will be half a dozen by to-morrow.” 
  “Oh don’t be an ass!” sad Bunter peevishly. “Look here, is there any reward for this convict!” 
  “Oh, my hat! On the make, as usual!” 
  “Well, I think I’m entitled to the award, if they get him.” said Bunter. “I can’t afford to do the work of the police for nothing.” 
  “There’s a reward of fifty pounds for information leading to his capture,” said Johnny Bull “I saw it posted up outside the police station at Woodford.” 
  Bunter’s fat face beamed. 
  “Oh, good! I can do with fifty pounds! Of course, it’s not so much to me as it would be to you fellows! Still, it will come in useful.” 
  “But they haven’t captured him yet, and you don’t get it unless they do !” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  Bunter snorted. 
  “They’re bound to catch him now I’ve helped them. If they don’t, they ought to be jolly well sacked. I expect we shall hear in the morning that they’ve got him.” 
  But William George Bunter was disappointed. 
  In the morning there was no news of the convict’s capture, and there was still no news when the time came for Bunter to take his train. 
  Neither was there any news of him before the vacation came to its end, and the Remove fellows returned to Greyfriars School. 
  George Waring, otherwise Convict No. 19 of Blackmoor, seemed to have vanished from the face of the earth that wild, rainy night; since Billy Bunter had seen him by the light of matches in the woodcutters’ hut, no one had seen him. 
  And by the time he joined up at Greyfriars for the new term, Billy Bunter’s hope of bagging the fifty pounds reward had sunk to zero. 
                                     THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                          Back to Greyfriars! 
“HALLO, hallo, hallo!” 
  “Cheerio!” 
  Five juniors met on the platform at Courtfield Junction. They met amid a crowd of other Greyfriars fellows, swarming out of the train that had stopped at Courtfield. 
  It was the first day of the new term; cold and windy, with a light fall of snow. But the faces of the Famous Five were bright and cheery. They had enjoyed their Christmas holidays; but they were not sorry to be going back to the school. The five had come from various directions, those who arrived earlier waiting for the others at Courtfield Junction to take the local train to Friardale together. Frank Nugent was the last of the five to turn out at Courtfield, and with him was his minor, Dicky Nugent of the Second Form. 
Dicky Nugent was not looking his usual cheery self. In fact, be seemed rather sulky. But that was not uncommon with Dicky after a holiday. Ho was the darling of his mother and sisters at home, and a week or two of Greyfriars was needed for the effect of his spoiling during the holidays to wear off. 
  “Here we are again!” said Bob Cherry cheerily. “Hallo, hallo, hallo, Dicky! Enjoying life, what?” 
  Dicky Nugent grunted. 
  “It’s rotten!” he remarked, apparently referring to the universe in general. 
  “What’s the trouble, kid?”  asked Harry Wharton. 
  “Not so much of your kid!” answered Nugent minor. 
  Harry Wharton smiled. On account of his chum, he bore patiently with Nugent’s young brother. 
  “My mistake!” he said. “I mean, what’s the trouble, elderly gent?” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” said the fag. “I call it rotten, shoving a fellow back to school when he isn’t well.” 
  “Aren’t you well?” asked Wharton in surprise. Dicky Nugent looked sulky, but he certainly looked the picture of rosy health. 
  “Only gammon!” said Frank Nugent. “Dicky worked up a cold and a cough to get an extra week at home, and it was all right with the mater, but the pater wasn’t taking any.” 
  “Hinc illae lacrymae!” said Bob Cherry, with a chuckle. 
  “I had a cough” declared Dicky. “I was coughing this morning, Frank, and you jolly well know it!” 
  “That was for the pater to hear, to wring his hard heart.” chuckled Nugent. “You never coughed after we got into the train!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “That’s all very well” grunted Nugent minor. “I stayed in bed specially with that cold yesterday, and as it turns out it was a waste.” 
  “Too bad!” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “You young spoofer!” grunted Johnny BulL. 
  “Oh, rats!” said Nugent minor. “We’re getting a new Form master this term in the Second, and he won’t be like old Twigg. I know that. I can get on with old Twigg; he never makes a chap work, and if he gives a man lines he hardly ever asks to see them. The new blighter won’t be like that—stands to reason. I call it rotten!” 
  “You’d better not let your new Form master hear you calling him a blighter, at any rate.” remarked Wharton. 
  “I don’t care! He may be some old hunks with a jaw like a vice, like your Form master, old Quelch.” said Dicky dismally. “If he is, we jolly well shan’t stand him in the Second, I can tell you.” 
  The chums of the Remove grinned. Richard Nugent of the Second Form spoke with lofty independence; but how he was to avoid “standing” his new Form master, even if that gentleman turned out like Mr. Quelch of the Remove, was not clear. 
  “Is old Twigg ill again?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  Snort from Dicky. 
  “Isn’t he always ill?” he snapped. “I believe he goes out and gets ill on purpose, just to annoy us. It’s ‘flu this time, I believe, and he mayn’t turn up for weeks. I wonder the Head doesn’t sack him. It must be a frightful trouble to him getting other men to take Twigg’s place when he’s seedy. Too jolly easygoing, in my opinion.” 
  “You should tell the Head your opinion,” suggested Bob. “It may not have occurred to him to consult the Second Form about these things.” “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, can it!” grunted Dicky. “I can tell you I’m fed-up. Anyhow, I shan’t stand any rot from this man Gilmore. Blow him!” 
  “You’re a young ass, Dicky,” said Frank Nugent. “I’ve heard of this man Gilmore, and he’s a great man at games. No end of a footballer.” 
  “That’s rather a change after old Twigg.” said Bob. 
  “I’d rather have old Twigg,” said Dicky. “1 don’t see what he wanted to get knocked out for again. Inconsiderate, I call it. But if the new man thinks he’s going to make us work he’s jolly well mistaken!” added Dicky firmly. 
  “Look here, Dicky—” said Frank. 
  “Rats!: 
  “You cheeky young ass—” 
  “Oh, can it, Frank!” said Nugent minor derisively. “I’ve had enough jaw from the pater; give us a rest! Hallo, there’s young Gatty!” 
  And, leaving his elder brother without ceremony, Nugent minor butted his way through the crowd on the platform to greet Gatty of the Second. 
  “Cheerful young sprig.” remarked Bob Cherry. “Let’s hope his new Form-master will lather him. It will do him good.” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter! Fatter than ever!” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Still feeling those revolvers?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Beast! I say, you fellows, they never got that man.” said Bunter. “I never got the reward. Bit thick, isn’t it? Lot of use a fellow running those fearful risks to help the police capture escaped convicts when they let him slip through their fingers, after all. Sickening. I call it.” Bunter blinked seriously at the Famous Five. “Owing to that, you know, I’ve come back to Greyfriars short of money. I’ve been disappointed about a postal-order, too.” 
  “For the first time in your life?” asked Bob sympathetically. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “If you fellows have got half-a-crown you don’t want 1 can do with it till my postal-order comes. Don’t all speak at once.” 
  The Famous Five did not all speak at once. They did not speak at all. They only grinned. Apparently they had no half-crowns that they did not want. 
  Bunter blinked at them peevishly. 
  “Seen my minor?” he asked. “He’s got some toffee. He dodged me when got out of the train. I don’t know why.” 
  “The toffee was the whyfulness, perhaps.” suggested Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a dusky grin. 
  “Perhaps that’s why he cleared out of the station.” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “Go after him, old fat man. Sammy was busy on the toffee when he went; but you may be in at the death, if you hurry.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter rolled hastily away to the exit from the platform. If Smmy Bunter of the Second Form had toffee in his possession, he was unlikely to be anxious to see his brother William George; but by the same token, William George was very anxious to see Sammy. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s Coker of the Fifth!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, “Isn’t it lucky that it’s snowed?” 
  “The luckfulness is terrific.” 
  Beside the platform was an open bank, where flowers grew in the summer, but which was now thick with snow. Five pairs of hands scooped up snow at once to knead into snowballs. 
  Coker of the Fifth towered over the crowd on the platform; his shining silk hat was seen from afar, like the plume of Navarre of olden time. That shining topper was the target for five well aimed snowballs, that all flew at once, and all landed on the target. 
  Crash! 
  Horace Coker gave a roar as his silk hat was lifted suddenly from his head and flew away over other heads. It dropped in front of Temple of the Fourth. who took the pass with equal promptness, and kicked it to Dabney. A crowd of the Fourth chased that hapless topper along the platform, while Coker stared round in bewilderment. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You cheeky fags!” roared Coker. understanding what had happened. “Why, I’ll smash you!” 
  Coker made a rush for the Famous Five, who scattered, laughing. Chasing the elusive juniors on a crowded platform was not an easy task. Horace Coker bumped into Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth Form, who were walking with great state and detachment amid the throng of lesser mortals. The great men of the Sixth would not, in other circumstances, have taken any heed of the existence of Coker of the Fifth; but in these circumstances they had to take heed, as Coker bumped into them and sent them nearly sprawling. 
  “Here, look out!” roared Gwynne. 
  “You clumsy ass!” hooted Wingate. 
  “Oh, get out of the way!” gasped Coker. 
  Instead of getting out of the way, the captain of Greyfriars and his fellow-prefect collared Horace Coker and laid him on the platform with a mighty concussion. Then they walked on, with the dignity befitting Sixth Form men and prefects. They left Coker of the Fifth sprawling on the platform struggling frantically to get his wind, what time Harry Wharton & Co. discussed buns and hot coffee in the station buffet, with smiling faces. 
                                THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                     A Shock For Bunter! 
BILLY BUNTER blinked round morosely outside Courtfield Station. 
  Sammy Bunter was not to be seen. 
  Bunter could not help feeling indignant. 
  When an affectionate elder brother looked for his minor, on the way to school on the first day of term, naturally he did not expect to be dodged by a thankless young rascal. 
  But there was no doubt that Sammy was dodging him. 
  Bunter could not help feeling that he was unlikely to find Sammy, if Sammy could help it, until the toffee had been disposed of. 
  The Owl of the Remove blinked into the bun-shop near the station. If Sammy had not walked on to Greyfriars, that was a likely place to find him. 
  There were a good many Greyfriars fellows in the bun-shop, as well as many other customers, but among them the fat face and ample figure of Samuel Bunter were not to be seen. 
  Bunter lingered in the doorway. 
  He reflected bitterly that, had the police shown a little more activity in the pursuit of Convict Nineteen of Blackmoor, he would have been in ample funds to partake of the excellent things that were exposed to his view m the bun-shop. 
  As matters stood, Bunter could not be a partaker, owing to a stringency in the financial line. He stood in the doorway with longing eyes, like a podgy Peri at the gates of Paradise. He blinked at the Greyfriars fellows dotted about the shop, one after another, considering whether there was a likely victim whom he could “touch” for a little spread. But they were mostly seniors, and even Bunter had not the nerve to join a Fifth or Sixth Form man at his table. 
  Suddenly he gave a start. 
  His eyes, and his spectacles, became glued upon a man sitting at a little table in a secluded corner, finishing a cup of coffee. 
  Bunter fairly gasped. 
  The man’s face, handsome, clear-cut, with dark eyes, was as well-known to him as his own fat visage in the glass. 
  True, the last time he had seen that face it had been gaunt and haggard, lined with want. But Bunter knew it at once. 
  “Oh, crikey!” murmured Bunter. 
  It was Convict Ninet4xm of Black. suoor. At all events, Bunter was absolutely sure that. it. was, 
  It was a staggering discovery. 
  The man was well dressed now; he wore a well-cut overcoat, and the rest of his clothes, so far as Bunter could see, were well-cut and good. But the face was unmistakable. The gaunt, haggard look had vanished, the handsome face was calm and sedate; the young man appeared perfectly at his ease. So absolutely normal was his manner that Bunter wondered whether he was making a mistake, and whether he was deceived by some chance resemblance. But as he blinked, with a fascinated gaze, at the handsome face, he felt that a mistake was impossible. It was George Waring, Convict Nineteen, or his ghost. 
  So fixed was Bunter’s amazed stare that the man became conscious of it, and glanced at the fat junior. 
  Bunter trembled under his glance. 
  He expected Convict Nineteen to recognise him instantly; the man had seen him as clearly as he had seen the man, in the light of the matches in the woodcutters’ hut in the Surrey wood. 
  But there was no sign of recognition in the young man’s face—only a slightly annoyed surprise, such as anyone might have shown at finding himself stared at fixedly by a stranger. 
  Apparently Convict Nineteen had forgotten Bunter. 
  But Bunter had not forgotten him. This was the man, he was convinced, who was worth fifty pounds to the fellow who could give the police information leading to his arrest. 
The man rose from the table, paid his bill, and walked to the door. Billy Bunter dodged out into the street. 
  His fat brain was in a whirl. 
  The man passed him on the pavement without a glance, either having forgotten him already, or not noticing him there. 
  He walked towards the station. 
  The Owl of the Remove rolled after him. What to do in these extraordinary circumstances Billy Bunter did not know, but he was determined not to lose sight of the convict, 
  The man stopped and lifted his hand as a sign to one of the taxi-cabs in the rank outside Courtfield Station. 
  The taxi drew up at the kerb. 
  Billy Bunter gasped. 
  The man was taking a taxi—he was going to escape! William George Bunter’s fat mind did not work rapidly; he simply did not know what to do. Seizing the escaping convict with his own fat hands was not an idea that recommended itself to him. He blinked wildly round. There was no constable in sight. The young man stepped into the taxi, and it glided away down the High Street slowly on account of the snow and the traffic. Under Bunter’s very eyes and spectacles the man was escaping! 
  Loder of the Sixth came out of the station with Walker and Carne. Just in the nick of time Bunter thought, and he rolled up to them excitedly. 
  “I say, Loder—” he gasped. 
  Loder stared at him. 
  “Cut, you cheeky fag!” he snapped, naturally wrathful at being addressed by a mere junior in Courtfield High Street. 
  “I say, there’s a convict—” 
  “ What?” 
  “Convict 19!” gasped Bunter. “He’s escaping—he’s in that taxi! Look!” 
  Loder of the Sixth did not look at the taxi; he looked at Billy Bunter—and it was quite a deadly look. 
  To Loder’s mind Bunter’s words could only mean one thing—that this cheeky fag was daring to attempt to pull the leg of a Sixth Form prefect of Greyfriars. Loder of the Sixth was about the last man at Greyfriars to be japed with impunity by a cheeky junior. 
  “You impudent little fat scoundrel!” said Loder in measured tones. “I’ll give you escaping convicts !” 
  “Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, as the Sixth-Former took him by the collar. 
  Crash! 
  Bunter was spun round in a favourable position for kicking, and Loder’s heavy boot landed on him. 
  Bunter sprawled on the slushy pavement, with a bump and roar. 
  Loder and his companions walked on, laughing, and disappeared into the bun shop. 
  “Ow, wow! Oh dear!” gasped Bunter. He sat up, gasping. 
  “He, he, he!”
  That squeaky cachinnation was familiar to Bunter’s ears. He blinked round and saw Sammy. 
  Sammy grinned down at him. 
  “He, he, he! You got it, Billy! What did you cheek Loder for? He, he, he!” 
  Bunter staggered to his feet. There were several sticky smears on Sammy’s fat face round his capacious mouth which showed the way the toffee had gone—and that it was gone for good. But Bunter was not thinking o[ the toffee now; he was thinking of his amazing discovery of a convict, hunted by the police, strolling coolly in Courtfield High Street and taking a taxicab there. 
  “Did you see that taxi, Sammy?” he gasped. 
  “Eh? Which? I’ve seen a dozen!” answered Sammy. 
  “You young idiot!” 
  Bunter blinked after the taxicab. It had disappeared now among the traffic and was hopelessly lost. Owing to Loder’s unfortunate reception of the thrilling information Bunter had given him the Owl of the Remove had lost track of the escaping convict. 
  He grunted and tramped into the station, leaving his affectionate minor grinning, evidently much enlivened by the scene he had witnessed. 
                                                   — 
                               THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
                                              Gammon! 
“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  The local train was coming in, and the Famous Five had lined up for it, when Billy Bunter. rolled up to them with breathless excitement. He clutched hold of Harry Wharton’s arm. 
  “Leggo, fathead!” said Harry. “The train’s coming in!” 
  “Never mind the train now” gasped Bunter. 
  “Ass! We’ve got to get to Greyfriars “ 
  “The convict—” 
  “What?” 
  “That convict!” spluttered Bunter. 
  “Eh? Where?” ejaculated Wharton. “Who! Which? What?” 
  “That man I saw near Wharton Lodge!” gasped Bunter. “I’ve seen him again! He’s in Courtfield!” 
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  “What had I better do, old chap?” panted Bunter. 
  “Better stop dreaming in the bright daylight, and leave it till you get to the dorm to-night.” suggested Johnny Bull. 
 “You silly chump!” hooted Bunter.: 
  “I tell you I saw him—the convict— Waring—Convict 19—the very man——” 
  “What utter rot!” 
  “I tell you—“ roared Bunter. 
  “The fat ass is trying to pull our leg,” said Frank Nugent. “Chuck it, Bunter! It won’t wash?’ 
  “The won’t-washfulness is terrific, my esteemed fat Bunter!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I tell you I saw him. He was in the bunshop, having coffee, when I looked in for Sammy—” 
  “Any revolvers about him?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
   “I tell you!”  shrieked Bunter. 
  “Pile it on!” 
  “He jumped into a taxi-cab!” hooted Bunter. “Scooted off, you know! I told Loder, and the beast kicked me!” 
  “Jolly good idea of Loder’s! Let’s do the same, you men!” suggested Johnny Bull. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Look here, Wharton, never mind that train; come with me to the police station, and set them after that villain, and—” 
  “I can see myself doing it!” said the captain of the Remove, laughing. “I should expect them to give me what Loder gave you!” 
  “But it’s true! I saw him—I saw him with my own eyes!”  shrieked Bunter. 
  “Saw him with a saw next time, and then he won’t be able to get away!” suggested Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You silly ass! I saw him—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hello! Here’s the train” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Scat!”
   The local train stopped, and Harry Wharton & Co. entered a carriage. Billy Bunter’s startling story had made no impression whatever upon the Famous Five. It was barely possible that Bunter fancied that he had seen the escaped convict, but that was the most that the chums of the Remove were willing to believe. That a desperate, hunted man had been taking coffee in the Courtfield bunshop and taking a taxi in the High Street was rather too much for them to credit. 
  Bunter blinked into the earriage after them. The indifference of the Famous Five was exasperating to the fat junior. 
  “I say. you fellows——” 
  “Cheese it, Bunter!” 
  “You’re letting a dangerous character escape!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Well, we’re not bobbies!” said Nugent. “Get after him yourself, Bunter. Seize him with that grasp of iron you told us about!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I shall lose the reward!” howled Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Bunter, as usual, was thinking of the loaves and fishes. The Famous Five roared with laughter. They fancied that Bunter was prepared to recognise almost anybody as the escaped convict when there was a matter of fifty pounds depending on the recognition. Really hardly anybody was safe from being identified by Billy Bunter as an escaped convict so long as the reward was offered. 
  “Getting in, fathead?” asked Bob. “Train’s just going!” 
  “You fellows come with me and hunt for him—” 
  “I don’t think!” 
  “You’re not doing your duty.” said Bunter hotly. “It’s every fellow’s duty to help me get hold of that reward—I mean to get hold of that villain—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Doors were slamming along the train, and Billy Bunter hopped into the carriage. Apparently the fat junior did not want to enter upon a convict-hunt upon his lonely own. The train moved out of the station, and Billy Bunter glared at the Famous Five in deep indignation. 
  “The villain will get away now,” he said. “It’s all your fault! Do you think I had better tell Mr. Quelch when we get to Greyfriars, Wharton?” 
  “You’d better not tell Quelchy fairy-tales, unless you want to begin the term with a licking.” 
  “Beast! I saw him—” 
  “Give us a rest!” 
  “He had changed his clothes.” said Bunter. “He seemed to have money— very likely the money he took from me—” 
  “Would it last him all this time?” grinned Bob Cherry. “Did he take all your hundred-pound notes?” 
  “Beast!”   
  Bunter relapsed into sulky silence. The Famous Five refused absolutely to be thrilled, or even interested at all. They did not even discuss the escaped convict as the train ran on to Friardale; they discussed matters that were quite trifling in comparison, such as forthcoming football fixtures at Greyfriars. 
  “Talk about Pontius Pilate fiddling while Carthage was burning!” said Bunter bitterly. 
  At which the Famous Five roared again. 
  “Wasn’t it Nero?” grinned Bob. 
  “And wasn’t it Rome?” chuckled Nugent. 
  “No, it wasn’t! You fellows don’t know much about history. But look here, about that convict—” 
  “Cheese it!” roared the Famous Five all together. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up!”
  And at long last, William George Bunter did shut up. He was frowning morosely when the train ran into Friardale. The Famous Five walked to the school with a crowd of other fellows, at a pace which relieved them of the further society of William George Bunter. For which relief they were thankful. 
                                   THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                                        First Day of Term! 
FIRST day of term at Greyfriars, as at all schools, was a busy day. 
  Everybody had plenty to do, and plenty to say. Medical certificates had to be handed in, night bags unpacked. studios taken possession of, and arranged and rearranged, new fellows surveyed and commented on—disparagingly, as a rule—and there was supper in Big Hall, and a speech from the Head—the same speech to which generations of Greyfriars fellows had listened, and which some of them knew almost by heart. 
   Form masters whisked about incessantly, with hardly time to snatch a hurried meal in Common room; and even the best-tempered masters had rather an edge to their temper. The deep, ponderous voice of Mr. Prout, master of the Fifth, dominated Masters’ room, as usual, from the start; other masters had to hear all about Mr. Prout’s exploits at winter sports in Switzerland; Mr. Prout being meanwhile utterly regardless of how other masters had passed the vacation. Even the Head’s stately seclusion, in which he generally reposed like an ancient god on high Olympus, was constantly invaded; even Dr. Locke, on the first day of term, betrayed a slight acerbity. 
  Fellows crowded the notice-boards to ascertain what changes, it any, there were in the time-tables; whether there were any new prefects, and if so, who and which; fags were selected by the great men of the Sixth; ragging and larking went on in the passages almost with impunity; there were no classes and no prep; all the fellows had a lot to say, and generally they said it all at once. Even Billy Bunter forgot all about his escaped convict, in the pressure of other affairs. 
  Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, called over his Form, and told them that he expected better results this term than last; as he always did. If the Remove master really nourished these expectations, his scholastic life must have been a series of disappointments. 
  After supper in Hall, Wharton and Nugent went to their study, No. 1, in the Remove, to arrange certain articles which they had brought from home for the adornment of that celebrated apartment. 
  They were busy in the study when Dicky Nugent came in. 
  Nugent minor was looking very gloomy. 
  “He’s a beast!” he remarked. 
  “Eh! Who?” asked Frank. 
  “Gilmore.” 
  “Who’s Gilmore?” asked Wharton. 
  Snort, from Nugent minor. The most important happening at Greyfriars was the appointment of a new master of the Second Form, in the place of Mr. Twigg, who was away on account of ill-health. At all events, that seemed to the Second Form the most important happening. 
  “It’s Dick’s new Form master.” said Frank. 
  “Oh I remember! Got the tacks?” asked Harry. Pictures in the Remove studies were hung by means of tacks. 
  “Here they are! What’s the matter with Gilmore, Dicky?” 
  “He’s a rotter!” 
  “Not licked already, kid?” 
  Dick Nugent sniffed. 
  “If he had the neck to lick a man on the first day of term, I’d jolly well hack his shins!” he retorted. 
  Nugent smiled. 
  “Well, what’s he done, then?” he asked. 
  “He’s a beast!” groaned Dicky. “He had us all up in the Form-room—on the first day of term, you know—and gone for us. We were playing leapfrog when he came in, and he had the cheek to say that it mustn’t occur again in the Form room!” 
  “Some masters don’t like leapfrog in their Form-rooms!” observed Wharton gravely.
  “Ain’t it the first day of term?” hooted Dicky. Evidently, from Nugent minor’s point of view, first day of term, like charity, covered a multitude of sins.
  “Well, is that all?” asked Nugent.
  “He’s a vile beast!” said Dicky. He’s going to make us work. I could see it in his eye. Not like old Twigg at all. The kind of man who hands out lines, and asks to see ‘em afterwards.” 
  “Awful!” said Harry. “
  “Oh, don’t be a funny ass! I’ve got an impot that I used all last term for Twigg!” groaned Dicky. “I trotted the same paper out every time, and it was good enough for Twigg. I don’t believe it will pass even once with this beast Gilmore.”
  “Better not get any lines, then,” suggested Wharton. 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” Nugent minor obviously regarded that suggestion as irritatingly frivolous. “He’s put us through a sort of examination—first day of term, you know. Says he’s surprised.” 
  “Surprised at the amount of your knowledge?” asked Wharton, with a grin.
  “Nunno! The other way about. He says we’ve all got to work together this term, and pull up—him and us, you know. He can work if he likes. He seems to think that men come to Greyfriars to work!” said Nugent minor indignantly. I’ll show him, the beast. “I wish old Twigg would get well and come back. I could get on with Twiggy.” 
  “Better make the best of Gilmore, as you’ll have to stand him for half a term at least.” suggested Frank.
  “Oh, rot!” Gatty and Myers and me have made up our minds that we’re not 
going to stand it.” said Dicky. “The beast looked at our books, and jawed several fellows because the covers were off. Old Twigg never noticed such things. I’ve got to get a new Latin Principia. I sold mine last term, and he says I’m to get a new one at once. Nice ain’t it?”     
  “Fearful!” said Wharton. 
  “If he goes on like this, there will be trouble!” said Nugent minor darkly. “I don’t see getting a new book.”
  “You young ass!” said Frank, “Of course you must get a new book.” 
  “Books cost money.” 
  “I dare say you can get hold of one from Fishy cheap. He’s always got a lot of fellows’ books on hand that he buys for next to nothing when they’re hard up.” said Wharton.
  “It was Fishy bought mine last term; he gave me twopence for it,” said Nugent minor. “But you know Fishy— he will want a bob for it.” 
  “Give him the bob, then.” 
  Frank Nugent laughed. He understood now why his minor had come to study No. 1 with his tale of woe. 
  “See if Fishy’s got the book, Dicky, and tell him I’ll square for it.” he said. 
  Nugent minor brightened.
  “Right-ho! Mind, I’m not going to stand Gilmore’s swank, all the same. If he keeps on like this, there will be trouble in the Second, I can jolly well tell him.”
  “I say, you fellows.”
   Billy Bunter rolled into the study. His little, round eyes were wide open with excitement behind his spectacles. He gasped as he rolled into No. 1. 
  “I’ve seen him!” he panted. 
  “You’ve seen Gilmore?” asked Dicky. The new master of the Second was uppermost in the fag’s mind. 
  “Eh! Who’s Gilmore?”
  “My new Form-master!” 
  “Blow you and your new Form-master. Never knew you had a. now Form-master. What the thump does your new Form-master matter to anybody?” 
  “Why, you cheeky fat idiot—” 
  “Oh, shut up! I say, you fellows, I’ve seen him!” 
  “Who’s him?” asked Nugent. “Is it a him ancient or modern?” 
  “The convict?” 
  “What?” 
  “The convict!” gasped Bunter, in great excitement. “He’s here—at Greyfriars! What do you think of that?” 
  Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent stared at Bunter. Dicky Nugent blinked at him.   Apparently Bunter expected to thrill Study No. 1 with that startling news. Study No. 1 was not thrilled in the very least. 
  “You burbling ass!” exclaimed Wharton. “What idiotic bee have you got 
in your bonnet now?” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “Are you trying to pull our leg again with your silly convict, you frabjous 
fathead?” 
  “I’ve seen him!” yelled Bunter. “I say, you fellows, you could have knocked me down with a feather. I’d forgotten all about him, you know—and then, all of a sudden, I came on him.”
   “You came on the escaped convict?” yelled Nugent. 
  “Yes!” gasped Bunter 
  “Here—at Greyfriars?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “You burbling ass—” 
  “He’s here! It was in Masters’ passage,” gasped Bunter. “I was coming along, you know, and I nearly ran into him. When I saw that it was the convict I jumped, like—like anything.” 
  “You saw an escaped convict walking down Masters’ passage at Greyfriars,” howled Wharton. 
  “Yes,” gasped Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Nugent minor. “I’ll tell the fellows this! Ha, ha, ha!”
   And Dicky Nugent departed from Study No. I. yelling. Bunter did not 
heed him. He blinked excitedly at the captain of the Remove. 
  “What’s going to be done, Wharton?”   
  “Done?” repeated Wharton. 
  “Yes. Suppose you call all the fellows—” 
  “Call all the fellows?” 
  “And seize him!” said Bunter. 
  “Seize him?” gasped Wharton. 
  “Yes—before he can get away, you know. Mind, the reward belongs to 
me.” added Bunter anxiously. “That’s understood. I recognised him, you know—I can identify him. You fellows can’t put in for the reward. The reward belongs to me. You understand that?” 
  Harry Wharton stepped down from the chair, upon which he had been mounted to tack up the picture. 
  “You burbling bandersnatch,” he said, “You’ve got that reward on the brain. You’re beginning to fancy that you see an escaped convict round every corner. Chuck it!” 
  “He’s here—at Greyfriars—he may be here to rob the house—or to murder 
the Head—or—or——” 
  “Chuck it!” roared Wharton, exasperated. “If you say the word convict again we’ll bump you, hard.” 
  “I say, you fellows, that convict—”  
  “That does it! Collar him!” 
  “Yaroooh! Leggo! Oh, my hat! Yoooop!”“ 
  Bump! 
  Billy Bunter, in the grasp of Wharton and Nugent, smote the floor of Study  No. 1. He roared as he smote. 
  “There!” gasped Wharton. “Now go and pull somebody else’s leg, you fat chump.” 
  “Yarooooogh!” 
  “Roll him out!” 
  “Whoooop!” 
  Billy Bunter was rolled out into the Remove passage, and the door of Study No. 1 slammed after him. He rolled and roared. 
  Whether Billy Bunter had seen an escapcd convict walking down Masters’ passage at Greyfriars, or only fancied that he had seen one, it was clear, at least, that Study No. 1 had no use for the story. 
                             THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
                                         Alarming! 
WINGATE, of the Sixth, grinned as he looked into the Rag that evening. It was a quarter of an hour late for bed-time for the Lower School—but on first day of the term, many things were late. The Lower School did not seem to be ready for bed, as it was. At one end of the Rag, Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth were penned up behind a barricade of tables, chairs, and other furniture, sustaining a frontal attack from the Removites. The din was terrific, and the combat excited, and the casualties numerous. Books and cushions flew through the air, yells and roars and howls, resounded. George Wingate, of the Sixth, grinned. Obviously the Lower School had not lost their energy during the Christmas vacation. They had returned to Greyfriars as lively as ever, or a little livelier. 
  “Dorm!” shouted Wingate. 
  In the uproar, he was not heard, or at least not heeded. He strode into the Rag and roared. 
  “Chuck it! Dorm! Do you hear?” 
  Skinner of the Remove was about to hurl a cushion among the Fourth-Form foe. He changed its direction slightly as he hurled it; feeling that a fellow couldn’t be blamed if a missile landed on a Sixth-Form prefect by accident in a moment of such excitement. 
  The cushion landed, and Wingate gave a howl as he staggered against the wall. 
  “Oh! You young rascals!” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! It’s Wingate!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
  “Who threw that cushion?” roared Wingate, in wrath. 
  “Echo answers who!” murmured Skinner, making himself as small as possible in the crowd. It was a good thing, in Skinner’s opinion, to biff a Sixth-Form man with a cushion;  but like the gentleman in the poem, Skinner preferred to do his good deeds in stealth. 
  “You noisy young rascals!” exclaimed Wingate, allowing the incident of the cushion to drop; really, it would have been very difficult to pick out the offender from the mob. “Do you know you can be heard all over the school?” 
  “I shouldn’t wonder.” said Harry Wharton, laughing. 
  “Well, chuck it, and get off to dorm.” 
  “First night, Wingate!” howled a dozen fellows. “We’re always late on first night.” 
  “You’re late already. Get a move on.” 
  “Oh, run away and play!” came a voice from nowhere in particular. 
  “Eh! Who said that?” exclaimed Wingate. 
  “Some person or persons unknown.” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Wingate had his ashplant under his arm. He slipped it down into his hand.   This was a sign that business was intended, and the Remove fellows cheerfully accepted the inevitable, and prepared to march off to dorm. 
  “Anyhow, we’ve walloped the Fourth!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The walloping was terrific!” 
  “Not in your lifetime!” gasped Temple of the Fourth. “We’d have kicked the lot of you out of the Rag in another minute.” 
  “I say, Wingate, wait ten seconds while we thrash these kids!” appealed Fry of the Fourth. 
  There were signs of a renewal of the combat on the side of the Remove, at that. But Wingate intervened, and the Lower Fourth were shepherded out of the Rag, leaving the Upper Fourth jeering and cat-calling after them as they went. It fell to Loder of the Sixth to see lights out for the Fourth that night; and Gerald Loder was enjoying a smoke in Walker’s study, and was in no hurry to attend to his duties. Temple, Dabney & Co. remained in possession of the field of battle. 
  Every Lower School man at Greyfriars took the fullest advantage, as a matter of course, of the relaxation of discipline on first night. The Remove were heard far and wide as they marched to their dormitory; and, meeting the Shell fellows on the way, they collared those Shell fellows and rolled them along a landing. Hobson and Hoskins and Stewart of the Shellwere left in dusty and breathless state, when Wingate succeeded in driving on the Remove. He got them to the dormitory at last, and even then there were several fellows missing. They turned up one by one, with the exception of Billy Bunter. That fat and fatuous member of the Remove was still absent, and Wingate was growing a little cross. 
  “Where’s Bunter, Todd?” he called out. 
  “Ask me another,” answered Peter Todd cheerfully. 
  “He’s your study-mate.” 
  “That’s my misfortune, not my fault,” answered Peter. 
  “The young rascal! I’ll give him six!” exclaimed Wingate. ‘You fags will be up till midnight at this rate.” 
  “That’s all right, Wingate.” said Squiff. “Don’t mind us. Look here, we’ll play leapfrog while you go and look for Bunter.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Does anyone know where he is?” demanded the captain of Greyfriars, without heeding Squiff’s playful suggestion. 
  “Might be in Smithy’s study,” said Hazeldene. 
  “My study!” exclaimed the Bounder of Greyfriars. 
  “Yes; you have a lot of tuck—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I—I—I—” ejaculated the Bounder. 
  The fact that Vernon-Smith had brought a supply of tuck from home made it. quite probable that Bunter was in his study, too busily occupied to remember bed-time. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes somebody!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as there was a rapid patter of footfalls in the dormitory passage. 
  “Here he comes!” 
  It was Bunter, and evidently he was in a hurry. He burst into the dormitory at a wild rush, and bumped into Wingate of the Sixth. 
  “Help!” he roared. 
  “You fat young ass!” shouted Wingate; shoving the Owl of the Remove oft with no gentle hand. 
  Bunter sat down quite suddenly. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I—I say, you fellows, shut the door!” he howled. “Lock the door! Put the beds against it! Help!” ‘ 
  “Oh, my hat! What’s the row, Bunter?” 
  “What the thump——” 
  “Is this a lark?” demanded Wingate, staring at the gasping Owl of the Remove. “What do you mean, Bunter!” 
  “He’s there!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Who’s there?” shrieked Wingate. 
  “The convict!” 
  “The—the what?” 
  “Convict No. 19!” shrieked Bunter. “I ran into him in the passage. I believe he’s after me. Help!” 
  “You fat chump!” roared Wharton. “Are you spinning that silly yarn again?” 
  “Help!” 
  “Is he mad?” exclaimed Wingate, in astonishment. 
  “More or less.” said Peter Todd. “Rather more than less, I think.” 
  Wingate grasped the fat junior by the shoulder, jerked him to his feet, and shook him forcibly. 
  “Now, you young ass—“ 
  “Yarooooh!: 
  “What do you mean?” 
  “Grooogh!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
   Shake, shake, shake! George Wingate of the Sixth seemed to be losing his temper a little. As a matter of fact, the Lower Fourth were rather trying to the temper on first night of the team. 
  “Now tell me what you are burbling about,” exclaimed the Greyfriars captain angrily. 
  “Oooch! D-d-don’t shake me like that.” gurgled Bunter. “If you make my glasses fall off—” 
   “What?” 
  “If they get bub-bub-bub-broken you’ll have to pip-pip-pay for them, you know!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Bunter’s been seeing convicts all day long, Wingate.” Harry Wharton explained. “There’s a reward of fifty pounds for an escaped convict, and Bunter’s prepared to recognise anybody as the man.” 
  “He’s here!” shrieked Bunter. 
  “Who’s here, you babbling little idiot “ 
  “The convict! I’ve just seen him again coming upstairs.” howled Bunter. “I tell you he’s in the house. I nearly ran into him on the stair, and I ran for my life. He’s got a revolver. I feel sure he’s got a revolver. Oh dear! I’m not going to bed with that escaped convict in the house. We may all be murdered in our beds.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The prospect of being murdered in their beds by an escaped convict, who was wandering about the House, did not seem to alarm the merry Removites. They yelled with laughter. 
  “You can cackle!” howled Bunter. “I tell you I’m not going to bed till that convict is collared. It ain’t safe.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You utter young ass!” said Wingate, half laughing, in spite of his exasperation. “There are no escaped convicts in the House. Turn into bed at once!” 
  “I saw him.” 
  “Turn in!” rapped out Wingate. 
  “But I tell you—” 
  Whack! 
  “Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, as the prefect’s ashplant whacked on his fat person.    
  “Ow! Wow! Woooh!” 
  “Now turn in.” 
  “Yowow-ow-ow!” 
  Bunter seemed to realise that Wingate’s ashplant was more dangerous than the escaped convict—if any. He turned in. 
  “Now if there’s any row in this dorm to-night, I shall come back, and there’ll be trouble.” said Wingate warningly. 
  And he put out the light and left the Remove to slumber—if they liked. From the buzz of cheery voices that followed the closing of the door, however, it looked as if slumber in the Lower Fourth dormitory was still afar. 
                               THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                         Bunter In Danger! 
BILLY BUNTER quaked in his bed. 
  For once he did not glide swiftly into the comforting arms of Morpheus. Bunter had sampled the tuck in Smithy’s study, appreciatively and extensively; and, having loaded himself far above the Plimsoll line, he would, in ordinary circumstances, have been prepared to sink into happy slumber, and dream that he was enjoying that feed over again. But slumber was banished by the bluest of blue funk! 
  Convict No. 19 was after him! Bunter had no doubt about that. It was he, William George Bunter, who had set the police on the track of the hunted man, though not with successful results. He, William George Bunter, had recognised him in Courtfield, and, but for Loder’s skepticism, the villain would have been seized there and then. 
  Now the desperate rascal was at Greyfriars, and Bunter felt that he, William George Bunter, was the intended victim. For what could the man want at Greyfriars at all, if he was not there on Bunter’s account? And Bunter was sure that he was there. It was true that he had only seen the convict by the light of matches on a dark night, and equally true that his sight was not of the clearest at the best of times. But he was sure. The man he had seen once at Courtfield, and twice at Greyfriars, was George Waring, Convict No. 19, of Blackmoor Prison. He was quite positive about that. So, instead of sinking into balmy slumber, Bunter quaked. in momentary fear of hearing the stealthy tread of Convict No. 19. 
  “I say, you fellows,” he quavered, when Wingate was gone, “some of you get out and lock the door. Put a bed against it.” 
  “Fathead!” answered Bob Cherry. 
  “The convict may be here any minute—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  ‘‘This is the first I’ve heard of the convict.” chuckled Skinner. “Let’s hear about him. You dreamed this after an extra allowance of Christmas pudding, I suppose, Bunter?” 
  “You silly ass, it’s true.” 
  “How can it be true when you’re telling it?” argued Skinner. “The two things don’t agree.” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Let’s hear the yarn,” said the Bounder. “There really is an escaped convict somewhere; I saw it in the papers in the vac. Man got away from Blackmoor Prison.” 
  “That’s the man!” gasped Bunter. 
  “And you’ve seen him here at Greyfriars?” chuckled the Bounder. 
  “Yes; twice.” 
  “Walking about the passages and stairs, you know.” chortled Bob Cherry. “So exactly like what an escaped convict would do if he got into the House.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I can’t make that out at all.” confessed Bunter. “He walks about the House as cool as you please, just as if he belonged here.” 
  “He would !“ chuckled Tom Redwing; and there was a roar of laughter in the Remove dormitory. That an escaped convict might possibly hide somewhere about Greyfriars was admissible. That an escaped convict would stroll about the passages as if he belonged to the place was highly improbable. But improbabilities did not matter a straw to William George Bunter. He knew what he knew. 
  “But where did you make his acquaintance?” asked Skinner. “Been visiting your relations this Christmas?” 
  “Beast! It was at Wharton Lodge that—“ 
  “A relation of Wharton’s?” asked Skinner. “Dash it all, Bunter, don’t give away Wharton’s family secrets to the whole Form.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I came on him in a woodcutter’s hut. He was hiding there from the police. He was Waring—” 
  “What was be wearing?” 
  “I mean, his name was Waring.” 
  “Blessed if I ever heard of a man’s name wearing anything!” said Skinner. “What was his name wearing?” 
  “You silly chump, his name was George Waring, and he was No. 19, and a ruffianly convict. I had a fearful struggle with him, and had nearly overpowered him when he drew a knife “ 
  “Revolver.” said Bob Cherry. “It was a revolver last time; in fact, three revolvers.” 
  “I mean a revolver. He drew a revolver and pressed the point to my chest—I mean the muzzle.” 
  “He pressed the point of the knife to your muzzle?” asked Skinner. “I suppose he thought you talked too much.” 
  “No, you idiot; he pressed the muzzle of the revolver to my chest.” 
  “And shot you dead?” asked Skinner sympathetically. 
  “No, you chump; of course not!” 
  “What a pity!” sighed Skinner. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “That convict must be an utter rotter.” said Skinner. “He might have finished off Bunter while he had a chance. If he had been an Old Boy of Greyfriars, I think he would have done it for the sake of the school. What a wasted opportunity!” 
  “Is there any more, Bunter?” asked Peter Todd, with a yawn. 
  “Yes, lots. I told the police all about it, and they got after him, but they let him slip through their fingers. Practically did me out of the reward!” said Bunter indignantly. “These fellows know it’s true; they were there when the police-inspector came to see me about it.” 
  “That much is true.” said Wharton. “Bunter really did see an escaped convict hiding in a woodcutter’s hut, and was frightened out of his silly wits.” 
  “I wasn’t frightened!” roared Bunter. “But it ain’t safe to go to bed with escaped convicts walking about the House. He knows I’ve spotted him, and he’s after me. He knows I saw him in Courtfield this afternoon and he’s come to Greyfriars to polish me off. He can’t be here for any other reason.” 
  “More power to his elbow.” said Micky Desmond. 
  “Beast!” 
  Harold Skinner slipped silently out of bed. On tiptoe he crossed to the door of the dormitory. Bunter, whose sight left much to be desired in the daylight, could not see at all in the dark, and was happily unconscious of the playful Skinner’s proceedings. 
  “He’s after me,” insisted Bunter. “I’m absolutely certain that he’s after me. What else can he be at Greyfriars for?” 
  “Walking about the passages looking for Bunter!” chortled Vernon-Smith.   “Nobody asking him what he’s doing here, you know.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You cackling asses!” groaned Bunter. “He may be here any minute now the light’s out; the door may open any second—” 
  Bunter broke off with a howl of affright. Quite noisily the door-handle turned and the door opened and shut again. Heavy footsteps came tramping across from the door. 
  “Yow-ow! It’s him! Help!” howled Bunter. 
  “Who on earth—” began Bob Cherry, sitting up in bed and peering through the darkness. 
  “Where’s Bunter?” asked a deep, almost sepulchral voice. 
| “Yow-ow-ow! I’m not here!” yelled Bunter. 
  “Where’s Bunter? I’m after his blood!” 
  “Yarooooh!” 
  Billy Bunter rolled out of his bed and dived underneath it. The heavy footsteps came to his bedside. 
  “Ha! He is gone!” exclaimed the deep, terrifying voice. “He shall not escape the vengeance of Convict No. 20 
  “No. 19!” chuckled Bob Cherry. He had struck a match, and recognised Skinner standing by Bunter’s bed. 
  “I mean No. 19! Where is Bunter? He must die!” 
  “Yow-ow-ow! Help!” 
  “Roll out, Bunter!” roared Bolsover major. “Here he is!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha?’ 
  “Seize him in that grasp of iron!” yelled Nugent. 
  “Yaroooh! Help!” 
  “Blood must be shed!” said Skinner in a deep, deep voice. “Bunter, prepare to meet your doom!” 
  Billy Bunter, huddling under the bed in dire terror, seemed quite unprepared to meet his doom. He roared for help. The Removites roared with laughter. That circumstance alone might have convinced Bunter that there was no escaped convict in the dormitory; but in a state of blue funk Bunter was beyond reasoning. He roared and yelled, amid howls of laughter from every other bed in the dormitory. 
  In the midst of the merriment the dormitory door opened again—unheard. It was not till the light was suddenly switched on that the Removites became aware that Mr. Quelch had arrived on the scene. The Remove master stared grimly into the room. 
  “Cave!” gasped Squiff. 
  “What does this uproar mean” demanded Mr. Quelch severely. 
  “Yarooh! Help!” 
  “Skinner, what are you doing out of bed? Bunter! Where is Bunter? Wharton, where is Bunter?” called out Mr. Quelch. “I can hear his voice.” 
  “Under his bed, I think, sir!” gasped the captain of the Remove. 
  “In the name of all that is absurd, what is Bunter doing under his bed?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch testily, “Bunter!” 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  “Come out from under that bed at once!” 
  “Is he gone?” 
  “What! Is who gone?” 
  “The convict.” 
  “The—the—the what?” 
  “The convict! Oh dear! Help! Telephone for the police!” 
  “Is the boy out of his senses?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. “Is this some foolish practical joke on that absurd boy?” 
  “I—I—I think Bunter fancied I was an escaped convict, sir.” said Skinner demurely. “ I really don’t know why, sir.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Silence! You ridiculous boy, Bunter———” 
    “Help!” 
  “Go back to bed at once, Skinner! You should not play these absurd jokes on a foolish boy like Bunter. Bunter, if you do not come out from under that bed immediately I shall cane you” 
  Bunter crawled out at last. Even upon his obtuse brain it had dawned that his fat leg had been pulled. He gave Skinner a furious blink, and Skinner grinned cheerily in response. 
  “Go back to bed at once, Bunter!” 
  “But—but the convict, sir——“ 
  “You utterly ridiculous boy, it was Skinner playing a foolish practical joke on—” 
  “I know, sir, but there’s a convict in the house——” 
  “A convict in the House!” repeated Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir, walking about—” 
  “Walking about?” 
  “Looking for me, sir! I don’t feel safe! It ain’t safe to have escaped convicts in the house, sir.” gasped Bunter. 
  Mr. Quelch looked at Bunter as if he would eat him. - 
  “Get into bed at once, Bunter! Another word of this ridiculous nonsense, and I shall cane you.” 
  “But, sir—” gasped Bunter. 
  “Silence!” thundered Mr. Quelch. Bunter quaked, and hopped into bed. Mr. Quelch surveyed the long row of recumbent Removites with a basilisk eye. 
  “ If there is any further disturbance in this dormitory tonight, I shall cane every boy in the Form—severely!” he said. 
  With that, Mr. Quelch put out the light and withdrew. 
  “Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows, we’d better take a nap.” yawned Peter Todd. “Quelchy means business; and we don’t want to give him all that hefty exercise, at his time of life. He’s getting elderly, you know.” 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  “Shut up, Bunter.” 
  “ But that convict——” 
  “Cheese it!” 
  “That awful convict——” 
  “That convict is played out.” said Vernon-Smith. “Say convict again and you’ll get my bolster.” 
  “But, I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “If I’m killed tonight—” 
  “You’ll be half-killed, at least, if you don’t shut up.” 
  “Beast!” 
  Bunter was compelled to realise that his awful danger—if any—did not worry his fellow Removites in the very least. The Removites, he most decidedly did not want to give Mr. Quelch the trouble of caning them all round, agreed that it was time to go to sleep; and it was time, therefore, for Bunter to shut up. Bunter never was very willing to shut up, and now he was more unwilling than ever. But there was nothing doing, and he shut up at last—and as he heard the regular breathing of the fellows dropping off to sleep, he wondered how they could settle down calmly to slumber, heedless of his terrible peril. 
  That terrible peril was still in his mind, when he began to snore himself; but fortunately he dreamed, not of escaped convicts, but of the feed he had enjoyed in Smithy’s study. 
And when the rising bell clanged out at Greyfriars in the frosty winter morning, Bunter woke up and found that he was still alive. He had not, after all, been murdered in his bed, which was fortunate—or unfortunate, according to the point of view. 

                                   THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

                                    Rough on the Second Form! 

ON the second day of the term, Greyfriars began to settle down: fellows dropped into their places, boxes were unpacked, latecomers turned up; classes began, a little work was done—not much, it is true, but enough to give a foretaste of the wrath to come, as it were. Nobody liked settling down to work after the freedom of the holidays, and probably the masters liked it no better than their pupils, though they were sometimes suspected of taking a fiendish delight in it. 
  The Fifth Form came off best, because it was easy to switch Mr. Prout off lessons by a sly allusion to winter sports in Switzerland, upon which subject Mr. Prout was always eager and willing to expatiate. Fitzgerald of the Fifth had a bet on with Blundell, the captain of that Form, that he would keep Prouty on winter sports during the whole of the hour supposed to be devoted to Latin prose that morning, and Fitzgerald lost his bet only by seven minutes. 
  The Shell found Mr. Hacker much less amenable to the voice of the charmer. Mr. Hacker had returned to Greyfriars with a slight cold, and either the cold or the Shell had a deteriorating effect on his temper: Hobson & Co. almost perspired in class that morning, cold as it was. 
  The Fourth found Mr. Capper rather less easy-going than he became later in the term, when apparently he gave the Fourth up as a bad job. The Remove discovered that Mr. Quelch’s temper, always a little acid, had become a little more acidulated. Work, Mr. Quelch told his Form, was the order of the day. The Remove were painfully conscious of the unpleasant fact, and thought that it was in the worst of taste for Quelchy to rub it in. 
  Even the Third, who usually had an easy time with Mr. Wiggins, found that their lines had not fallen in pleasant places. Mr. Wiggins was an absent-minded gentleman who forgot nearly everything; he would forget his books for a class, and sometimes forget the class itself; he would forget lines when he imposed them, and forget his intention of reporting dire offenders to the Head. His Form made fun of him, but they sincerely wished him long life and good health; as in the case of Caesar of old, they feared there might a worse come in his place. But even Mr. Wiggins at the beginning of term, had a fund of energy which he had accumulated during the holidays, having had a much-needed rest from the Third; and he laid down an alarming programme of work for his Form—awful to contemplate, but for the consoling thought that Mr. Wiggins would probably forget all about it in the course of a day or two. 
  But of all the Forms at Greyfriars, no Form suffered or repined as the Second Form suffered and repined. 
  The Second were on the verge of mutiny. 
  Indeed, had mutiny been practicable, those lively young gentlemen would have gone right over the verge. 
  Fortunately, it wasn’t. 
  The fags told one another, in thrilling voices and with dark looks, that they wouldn’t stand it. 
  In truth, it was a serious state of affairs. Under Mr. Twigg, the Second Form had had a happy time. Old Twiggy was too good-natured to give a fellow a really bad . report. Even Sammy Bunter generally got off fairly well. The two Bunters at Greyfriars were very much alike; but whereas Mr. Quelch often made William George fairly squirm and wriggle for his laziness, Mr. Twigg only reprimanded Sammy Bunter gently, or passed him over with a sigh. 
  Sammy Bunter could point triumphantly to the fact that he knew no more at the end of the term than at the beginning; yet if Twiggy went so far as to cane him; which seldom happened, he never administered more than a flick; the first yell from Sammy softened his heart, and Sammy was always ready with a yell. And as Sammy was the laziest and slackest fellow in the Second, the others got off still more easily. 
  From this earthly paradise, the Greyfriars Second were rudely awakened now. Twiggy was gone, and a new master reigned in his stead; and the new master was a beast, and not merely a beast, but a priceless beast, an unspeakable beast, an incalculable beast, a prize beast, the most frightful and unheard-of beast that ever was or could be. 
  Certainly nobody, looking at Mr. Eric Gilmore, would have taken him for any sort of a beast. He was a handsome young man, tall, athletic, slim but strong, with a good-natured smile on his good-looking face. He was known to be a good man at games, and was already on the best of terms with Wingate of the Sixth, and other great men of the Greyfriars games. 
  Nevertheless, he was the very last word in beasts, according to his Form. He contrasted so completely, and so painfully, with Mr. Twigg. Even on the first day of the term, the Second had had a sample of his truculence; the brute expected them to know things, or, at least, to want to know things. He expected them to have whole sets of the required books for their lessons, and even to have those books in good condition. He had commented sharply on the Red Indians, drawn in red ink, who swarmed on the war-path all over Gatty’s Latin grammer, though it had to be admitted that he did not recognise these artistic productions as drawings at all, but supposed that Gatty had carelessly spilt ink over his book. 
  Dicky Nugent had had to replace, at a cost of eighteenpence, a book he had sold to Fisher T. Fish of the Remove, the previous term, for twopence. It was true that Nugent major found the eighteenpence; still, that did not affect the principle of the thing. 
  The Second. commenced classes under Mr. Gilmore with the gloomiest anticipations. 
  Their worst anticipations were more than realised. 
  Eric Gilmore, was openly shocked by the state of their knowledge, or want of knowledge. He asked them how they expected to pass examinations; and it was useless to tell him that they did not want to pass examinations. You couldn’t tell masters these things; besides, Form masters were supposed to know them without. being told. 
  That morning the Second fairly perspired in class, and looked and thought unutterable things. 
  That afternoon they longed to lynch Mr. Gilmore, to boil him in oil, or to dispose of him by even more unpleasant methods. 
  Mr. Twigg, nursing his influenza far from Greyfriars, would have felt flattered had he known how passionately the Second Form yearned for his return to the school. 
  There really was no limit to the iniquities of this man Gilmore! Gatty kept a volume of the “Holiday Annual” under his desk to relieve the tedium of lessons: Mr. Twigg had never noticed it in a term. Mr. Gilmore noticed it in five minutes, and the precious volume was taken away and locked in the Form master’s desk. 
  Sammy Bunter consoled himself in the afternoon with a bag of aniseed-balls. Perhaps the powerful scent of that refreshment betrayed him. The beast, as the Second Form had already named Mr. Gilmore, made his swoop. The aniseed-bells were ruthlessly confiscated. The Beast added insult to injury by mentioning that the Form-room was not the proper place for guzzling. Sammy was moved to indignant protest. 
  “ Mr. Twigg never said anything, sir!” 
  “Did he not?” asked Mr. Gilmore, with his pleasant smile. 
  “Never!” said Sammy, 
  “I fear that you must have imposed very much upon Mr. Twigg’s kindness.” said Mr. Gilmore. 
  “We liked Mr. Twigg, sir” said Gatty boldly, implying as plainly as he dared that; he did not like Mr. Twigg’s successor at all. 
  “I trust that you will like me.” said Mr. Gilmore cheerily. The Second had to admit that Mr. Gilmore had a very pleasant smile. “But we must not talk —time is precious!” 
  The Second utterly disagreed with Mr. Gilmore on that point; but the Form master had, unfortunately, to be given his head. 
  After class that day Frank Nugent looked for his minor, to inquire how he was getting on with his new master. 
  Dicky looked at him dolorously. 
  “Awful!” he said. “I say, Frank, you offered last term to help me with my Latin.’’ 
  “The offer’s still open,” said Frank, with a grin. 
  “Look here, I’ll come to your study after prep with the Beast. Life won’t be worth living in the Second if a man doesn’t pull up a bit!” said Dicky Nugent dismally. “He doesn’t let a fellow off if a fellow doesn’t know a thing, you know. He takes it for granted that a fellow wants to know, and keeps on till a fellow does know! I’m blessed if I don’t think it will be easier to work than to slack so long as we have that awful beast!” 
  Frank Nugent chuckled. He sympathised with his minor; but he could not help thinking that a Form master like Mr. Gilmore was exactly what the Second wanted, if they had only known it. Certainly a master with whom it was easier to work than to slack, was likely to do the Second Form a lot of good. 
  “There he is!” added Dicky. “Look at the brute! You wouldn’t think he was such a beast to look at him.” 
  Frank Nugent glanced at Mr. Gilmore, who was chatting with Mr. Quelch in the doorway of the House. Certainly he did not think that the handsome, good-tempered-looking young man looked a beast. 
  “Looks a decent chap, Dicky.” he said. 
  “Looks!” snorted Dicky, “I’ll come up to your study after prep, Frank.” 
  “Do, old chap!” said Nugent. 
  Dicky scuttled away as Mr. Gilmore, leaving the Remove master, came out into the quad. The young master sauntered away, apparently taking a stroll round Greyfriars, of which he had seen little, so far. Frank Nugent looked for Harry Wharton & Co, and found them walking under the elms. Bob Cherry was grinning. 
  “Bunter”s seen his convict again, Franky!” 
  “Ha, ha! Where?” 
  “Walking along the Form-room passage!” chuckled Bob. “I’m beginning to. think that the fat idiot is seeing visions. Who can it be that he takes for the convict!” 
  “Goodness knows!” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is! Soon him again, Bunter?” roared Bob. 
  “Ow! Yes.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows, he’s in the Cloisters now!” gasped Billy Bunter. “He passed only six feet from me——” 
  “You potty ass!” growled Johnny Bull. “How could he be here?” 
  “He is here!” yelled Bunter. “You fellows go into the Cloisters now and you’ll see him, walking as cool as you please!” 
  “Let’s go!” said Wharton. “Come on, Bunter!” 
  “No fear! I’m not going near him— he’s dangerous! You fellows go and collar him, and I—I’ll go and get help!” 
  And Billy Bunter scudded into the House, perhaps to get help, but more likely to place himself at a safe distance from the supposed convict. 
  The Famous Five trotted across to the Cloisters. That Convict Nineteen was there they certainly did not believe for a moment; but they were curious to see whether anybody was there whom Bunter could possibly have taken for the fugitive from Blackmoor. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Somebody’s here!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the juniors entered the old stone Cloisters. “Who’s this?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha! It’s Mr. Gilmore, the master of the Second—my minor’s jolly old Form master!” chuckled Nugent. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
                                      THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                               Doubting Thomases! 
ERIC GILMORE stopped in his leisurely walk along the dusky old Cloisters, and glanced at the chums of the Remove severely. The juniors stopped, and coloured a little. The idea that Bunter had taken the new master of the Second for the escaped convict made them roar, and they really could not help it; but they realised that it was not quite good manners to rush up to a master and burst out laughing. 
  “Excuse us, sir!” said Harry Wharton. “We—we—we— “ 
 “The excusefulness is terrific honoured sahib!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh politely. 
  “Eh! What?” ejaculated Mr. Gilmore. Hurree Singh’s wonderful English was new to him. 
  “We regret terrifically having exceeded the limit of excellent and polite- liii mannerfulness,” explained Hurree Jamest Ram Singh. “Our esteemed and ridiculous legs have been pulled by a frabjous fathead!” 
  “Dear me!” said Mr. Gilmore. 
  “May I ask if you’ve seen anyone in the Cloisters, sir, while you’ve been here?” asked Wharton. 
   “No one. Why do you ask?” 
  “A fellow in our Form has an idea in his head that an escaped convict is hanging about the school,” said Harry, trying to speak gravely, but grinning in spite of himself. “He’s just told us that the man was in the Cloisters now.” 
  Mr. Gilmore stared for a moment, and then smiled. 
   “I am afraid you have been the victim of a practical joke!” he said. “I do not think there is anyone here; and certainly I should not imagine that an escaped convict would be lurking about the school” 
  “Oh, it’s only Bunter’s rot, of course,” said Harry. “He’s got convicts on the brain since he saw one in the hols. Please excuse us, sir!” 
  “Certainly,” said the Second Form master, with a smile. 
  The Famous Five hastily retreated from the spot. They rather liked Mr. Gilmore, on his looks, and they were somewhat incensed at having appeared lacking in good manners towards him. 
  “Let’s go and kick Bunter,” said Bob Cherry. “It’s time he chucked this rot about his giddy convict. I’m fed-up with Convict Nineteen!” 
  “Same here!” agreed Nugent. 
  The samefulness is terrific!” 
  The chums of the Remove walked back to the house. Billy Bunter was lurking just inside the doorway, blinking out through his big spectacles with a very anxious look. 
  “I say, you fellows, did you see him?” he exclaimed breathlessly, as the Famous Five came in. 
  “You fat chump, there was nobody in the Cloisters, except Mr. Gilmore,” said Harry. “We asked him, and he said there was nobody there. If you’re not potty, you’ve been dreaming!” 
  “Turn round, Bunter:” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Eh—what, for?” 
  “To be kicked!” 
  “Slew him round, you fellows,” said Bob. “You see, Bunter, we’re fed-up with escaped convicts. A kick or two—” 
  “A kick in time saves nine!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singb. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !“ 
  “I say, you fellows—leggo, you silly owls, I tell you—yaroooh!” 
  “What is this?” asked a voice like very cold and sharp steel, and the playful juniors released William George Bunter as Mr. Quelch appeared from nowhere like a gimlet-eyed ghost, and spoke. 
  “Yaroooh! You silly chumps————” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Oh, Is that you, sir?” gasped Bunter, blinking at the Remove master. “I didn’t see you, sir. I thought it was some other silly idiot——” 
  “What!” 
  “I—I—I mean—” 
  “Silence! This disturbance in the passages——” began the Remove master, with portentous severity. 
  “Those silly asses don’t believe about the convict, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I say, sir, he ought to be caught, sir! He’s a dangerous character, and there’s fifty pounds reward, sir.” 
  “What does the boy mean?” asked Mr. Quelch, staring at the Owl of the Remove. 
  
 “The convict, sir—” 
  “What convict?” 
  “No. 19, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Have you been deluding this foolish boy with some absurd practical joke?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch sternly. “I remember that last night he was frightened with some childish story of an escaped convict.” 
  “Nunno!” stammered Harry Wharton. “Bunter really thinks there’s an escaped convict hanging about the school, sir.” 
  “Nonsense!” 
  “There is, sir, really and truly.” stuttered Bunter. 
  “An escaped convict—at Greyfriars!” articulated Mr. Quelch, “Are you out 
of your senses, Bunter, to make such a statement?” 
  “I’ve seen him, sir. Of course, he ain’t dressed like a convict now,” explained Bunter. “He’s changed his clothes, and looks quite decent, sir.” 
  “Then how do you imagine that he, whoever he may be, is a convict at all ?” demanded the Form master.  
  “I know his face, sir.” 
  “You know a convict’s face!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir, just like yours—” 
  “Like mine!” almost shrieked the Remove master. 
  “I—I mean, I know his face, just like I know yours, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I don’t mean he looks like you, sir. He’s quite good-looking, sir, if you come to that.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  The expression on Mr. Quelch’s face was really extraordinary just then. He did not look like a convict certainly, but he looked a good deal like a Gorgon. 
  “You incredibly stupid boy!” he exclaimed at last. If this is intended for impertinence—” 
  “Oh, no, sir! I—I— Why, there he is!” yelled Bunter suddenly, “Help! Keep him off! I know he’s come here to murder me! Yarooooh!” 
  Bunter dodged round behind Mr. Quelch, almost upsetting that dignified gentleman in his haste. Mr. Quelch staggered and whirled round on Bunter. 
  Smack! 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  It was almost unknown for Henry Samuel Quelch to box a fellow’s ears. He was far too dignified for such a proceeding. But there were occasions when even the Remove master was human. He gave Bunter a resounding smack; and, seeming to derive solace therefrom, gave him another. 
  Smack! 
  “Yoooooo-hoooooooooop!” 
  “Now, you young rascal!” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  Mr. Quelch grabbed him by the shoulders. 
  “You stupid boy, tell me what you mean, at once. You have stated that you have recognised an escaped convict within the precincts of the school. I require to know what you mean. What have you to say?” 
  “Yarooooh!” 
  That, apparently, was what Bunter had to say; but it did not seem to satisfy Mr. Quelch. His wrathful hand rose again, and Harry Wharton spoke hastily. 
  “Bunter really saw an escaped convict in the holidays, sir, and he thinks—” 
  “How can Bunter possibly have seen anything of the kind?” snapped Mr. Quelch. “What nonsense are you telling me?” 
  Wharton hurriedly explained. The Remove master listened impatiently; but he was enlightened to some extent. But it was impossible for Wharton to explain why Bunter fancied that he had seen Convict No. 19 again, and within the walls of Greyfriars. That was a mystery to the captain of the Remove. 
  “I understand, so far.” said Mr. Quelch. “Bunter, for what reason have you stated that you have seen this—this fugitive from justice in the school?” 
  “He’s here, sir” groaned Bunter, rubbing his fat ears. “I’ve seen him six or seven times, sir, walking about the school.” 
  “Cannot you understand, you obtuse young rascal, that no stranger could be walking about the school unquestioned?” 
  “He’s here, sir! He passed while I was speaking to you a few minutes ago.” gasped Bunter. 
  “Did you boys see anyone pass?” asked the Remove master. 
  “Only Mr. Gilmore, sir.” 
  “This must be looked into,” said Mr. Quelch, frowning. “It is impossible for any stranger to be within the school precincts, of course. Bunter, come with me and point out the person, if he exists.” 
  “I—I’d rather not, sir. He—he may have a revolver, sir.” 
  “Do not be absurd! Come at once.” 
  “Oh dear!” 
  Mr. Quelch marched the Owl of the Remove into the quadrangle. Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another in wonder. 
  “If Bunter isn’t off his rocker, what on earth does it mean?” asked Frank Nugent, “He’s blind enough to mistake anybody for anybody else, but I suppose he can’t have taken a form master for a convict, can he?” 
“Ha, ha! Hardly.” 
“Off his rocker,” said Bob Cherry. “He was always nearly off, and now he’s quite off.” 
  “The quitefulness is terrific.” 
  From the doorway the Famous Five watched Mr. Quelch and Bunter, so long as they remained in sight. Mr. Quelch obviously did not believe that Bunter had seen Convict No. 19 walking about within the school walls; but he was putting the matter to the test. 
  They disappeared into the Cloisters, and the Famous Five gave it up and went to the Remove passage to tea. 
  Billy Bunter joined them there half an hour later: He was looking dolorous 
  “I say, you fellows, Quelchy doesn’t believe me.” he said. 
  “Go hon.” 
  “He’s given me a hundred lines. Makes out that I was spinning a yarn.” said Bunter warmly. 
  “Weren’t you?” 
  “No!” roared Bunter. I say, you fellows, do you think I’d better go to the Head about it?” 
  “Not with a yarn like that,” chuckled Bob Cherry. “You’d better tell the Head an easier one.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “It’s true!” howled Bunter. 
  “Then it’s a fact that truth is stranger than fiction—as usual. It’s not so steep.” 
  Bunter did not go to the Head. Perhaps he thought that Dr. Locke might be as skeptical as Mr. Quelch on the subject. Perhaps he thought that the spread on the table in Study No. 1 was more attractive than an interview with the Head. At all events, he drew a chair to the table and helped himself, and the escaped convict was dismissed from his fat mind while he attended to more important matters. 

                                THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                     The Opinion of the Second! 

“I’LL ask my major!” said Sammy Bunter. 
  “Good!” 
  For the first time in the history of the Second Form at Greyfriars a suggestion from Bunter minor was received with unanimous approval. 
  “Good egg!” said Dicky Nugent, “A Remove man will be all right.” 
  “Right as rain!” said Gatty. 
  “And it would have to be a silly ass, or he wouldn’t do it.” remarked Myers. “Bunter major is a silly ass, just like Sammy.” 
 “Look here—”  hooted Sammy. 
  “But will Bunter major do it?” asked another of the fags. 
  A crowd of the Second Form were in solemn conclave in thelr Form-room. The term was three days old now, and in three days the Second were more than fed-up with their new Form-master, Mr. Eric Gilmore. They did not merely detest him. They loathed him. 
  More work had been done in the Second in three days than the Second were accustomed to put in in three weeks. Knowledge on all sorts of subjects was growing in the Second Form, springing up like mushrooms in a night. As Dicky Nugent had told his major, it was really easier to work than to slack, with a beast like Gilmore; a slacker had all the trouble of dodging the acquisition of knowledge, with the acquisition of the undesired knowledge to follow. 
  Like the Israelites in the desert, who looked back with longing to the flesh-pots of Egypt, the Second Form looked back to their easy days with Mr. Twigg. The difference between past and present was appalling. 
  Having agreed on all hands that they wouldn’t stand it., the Second had to realise that there was no choice about the matter; they had to stand it. But they could, at least, tell the Beast what they thought of him. Not exactly word of mouth—there was something in Mr. Gilmore’s eye that checked anything of that sort. In class and at prep the Second walked delicately. Ragging in class was quite unknown now; so far from attempting it, the fags did not even think of it. Nevertheless, they had determined to let the Beast know what his Form thought of him, and it was Gatty who had propounded the masterly wheeze which was adopted. 
  Gatty had written, in large capital letters, on a sheet of impot paper, the crushing sentence 
                          WE ALL THINK YOU A BEEST! 
  This expressed the sentiments of the Second Form to a man. Even the spelling was characteristic of Mr. Twigg’s Form. 
  Capital letters gave no clue to the writer. The paper was carefully folded and placed in an envelope. This was to be delivered to Mr. Gilmore in his study. 
  It was at that point of the proceedings that a difficulty arose. 
  Nobody wanted to be the person who delivered the letter. 
  That it should be delivered, that it had to be delivered, all the Second agreed. It was exactly what Gilmore wanted to open his eyes as to the opinion of his Form. Once he knew what the Second thought of him there might be a possibility of amendment on his part. At least there was satisfaction in “telling him off.” He couldn’t pick on the fellow who had written the letter, and he couldn’t very well punish the whole Form on suspicion. It was a masterly move, only there was a great shyness in the Second about the delivery of the letter. Not a man was willing to convey it to Mr. Gilmore. 
  So Sammy Bunter’s suggestion was very welcome. There was still a question as to whether Bunter major would do it. He was fool enough—that was admitted at once. Nevertheless— 
  “Look here, fetch your major here, Sammy.” said Dicky Nugent. “Tell him we’ve got some tarts.” 
  “That’ll fetch him!” grinned Sammy. And he departed in search of William George of the Remove. 
  He returned within five minutes with the fat and fatuous youth. Evidently the story of the tarts had “fetched” Billy Bunter. 
  The Owl of the Remove had rolled into the Second Form-room with a. genial grin on his face. Most Remove men would have disdained a feed with the Second. Bunter disdained the Second, but not the feed. He blinked round inquiringly. There was no sign of the tarts. 
  “Look here, Sammy told me—” began Bunter warmly. 
  “That’s all right.” said Nugent minor hastily. 
  “Is it?” grunted Bunter. It did not seem to him all right, unless the tarts were in evidence. 
  “Myers is just going down to the tuck shop.” explained Dicky Nugent. 
  “Oh, all right! I’ll wait.” 
  Bunter sat down on a desk. 
  “There’s a letter for Gilmore there.” remarked Dicky Nugent in a careless sort of way. 
  Bunter blinked at the envelope lying on a desk. 
  “What about it?” he asked. 
  “It’s got to be taken to him.” 
  “Take it, then.” 
  “You take it, old chap,” said Dicky.
  “Rot!” replied Bunter. 
  “The fact is, we never go to Gilmore’s study,” said Gatty. “We bar him, you know.” 
  “Leave it where it is, then.” said Bunter. 
  The fags exchanged glances. Obviously it would not do to tell Bunter what was in the letter. Even Bunter was not ass enough to deliver such a letter if he knew what was inside it. 
  “Well, you see, he ought to have it,” said Gatty “He—hem—might think that one of the chaps ought to have taken it to him. Look here, Bunter, take it. He can’t give you lines. 
  “He wouldn’t give you lines for taking him a letter,” said Bunter. 
  “He’s such a beast, you know.” explained Gatty. “It’s practically impossible to see him without getting lines or something.” 
  “Only he can’t line a Remove man.” said Myers. 
  “Look here, Billy, you take it, and we’ll have the tarts ready when you come back,” said Sammy. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the fags. A brighter youth than William George Bunter might have suspected that there was some trick in all this. But Bunter’s thoughts, naturally, ran on the tarts. It was only a couple of minutes’ walk to Mr. Gilmore’s study; not a very great exertion, even for Bunter. He rolled off the desk. 
  “Oh, all right!” he said. “I’m not afraid of your blessed Form-master. You fags are a funky lot.” 
  The Second Form did not hurl themselves on Bunter and slay him. The delivery of that important letter, conveying to Mr. Gilmore the considered opinion of the Form, came first. 
  “Well, go it, old chap,” said Sammy. Bunter picked up the letter and rolled out of the Form-room. 
  The fags looked at one another breathlessly. 
  “It’s all right now!” breathed Gatty. “It’s worth two or three tarts, what?” 
  “Two!” said Nugent minor. “I don’t see wasting three.” 
  “What about one?” asked Sammy. 
  “Well, we said tarts,” said Dicky Nugent. “Make it two. I say, though, let’s see that he really takes the letter.” 
  “Yes, rather! Come on!” 
  A crowd of fags stalked Bunter stealthily along the passage. Almost breathlessly they followed him till they saw him arrive at the door of Mr. Gilmore’s study in Masters’ passage. At the corner of that passage they stopped, peering round the corner with gasping interest. They saw Billy Bunter raise a fat hand and tap at the door. 
  Apparently he was bidden to enter, for he opened the door and went in. 
  “Now!” breathed Gatty. 
  “Now— Why, what—what—what the— “ stuttered ‘Nugent minor. 
  From the study of the Second Form master there came a sudden wild yell of terror. The next moment Billy Bunter came tearing out as if the study were on fire, yelling as he came. 
  “Help! Help! Help!” 
                                  THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                                The Convict! 
“HELP!” 
 Bunter roared as he came down the passage. 
  His fat face was terrified, and the speed with which he negotiated the passage was remarkable, considering the weight he had to carry. 
  The letter was still clenched in his fat hand. Bunter had forgotten it; evidently he had not delivered it. He came racing down Masters’ passage, letting out a wild yell at every step. 
  “Help! Help!” 
  The fags stared at him aghast. That Eric Gilmore was a beast all the Second knew only too well. But they had been far from expecting him to have this extraordinary effect upon a Remove man. 
  “What the thump—” gasped Gatty. 
  “Look out!”
  Crash! 
  Billy Bunter came round the corner like an express train. There were yells from the startled fags as he crashed into them. 
  Right and left the fans were strewn, under Bunter’s hefty charge. 
  “Oh, crumbs!” 
  “You fat idiot—” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Help!” roared Bunter. “It’s him! He’s there! Yarooooh! Help!” 
  Mr. Quelch’s door opened, and the Remove master fairly glared out into the passage. 
  “What is this disturbance?” he thundered. 
  “Help!” 
  “Bunter!” shrieked Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yow-ow! It’s him! Help !” 
  “Bunter! Stop !” 
  Billy Bunter did not stop. Even his Form-master’s terrifying voice had no effect on him. He rushed on and vanished from Mr. Quelch’s amazed sight. 
  “You young ass!” roared Wingate of the Sixth, as the Owl of the Remove bumped into him. 
  Bunter did not heed. Masters and prefects were nothing to him now. He rushed on to the stairs, and bolted up, taking them two at a time. Wingate stared after him blankly. 
  “I say, you fellows, help!” yelled Bunter, as he bolted into the Remove 
passage. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
  “What’s the row?” 
  “Help!” roared Bunter, staggering breathlessly against the wall. “Oh, dear! I’ve seen him! It’s him! Keep him off! Help!” 
  “You silly ass” roared Harry Wharton. “Is it your giddy convict again?” 
  “Ow! Yes! Help!” 
  “You potty duffer!” hooted Bob Cherry, “Where have you seen him now?” 
  “In a study—oh, dear!— a master’s study— Oh, crumbs! Sitting there, like—like anything; and I went in, and—and—and saw him—ow!” 
  “You saw that convict in a master’s study?” howled Peter Todd. 
  “Oh, dear! Yes! I—I believe he’s after me!  howled Bunter. “I can hear him coming up the stairs now! Keep him off! Yaroooh!” 
  Bunker dived into Study No. 7. 
  “You silly chump!” yelled Redwing. “It’s Quelchy!” 
  “Bunter—it’s Mr. Quelch!” shouted Wharton. 
  But Billy Bunter was past reasoning with. He skimmed the door of his study and turned the key in the lock. Behind the locked door he gasped with relief. 
  Mr. Quelch rustled into the Remove passage. The expression on his face almost scared the Removites. 
  “Where is Bunter?” demanded Mr. Quelch in a deep, rumbling voice. “He has created a disturbance in Masters’ passage! Where is he!” 
  “I—I think he went into his study, sir!” stammered Squiff. 
  Rap! rap! rap! 
  Mr. Qudch turned the handle of No. 7, and finding the door locked, rapped and rapped again, furiously. 
  “Yarooh! Keep off!” yelled Bunter. “I say, you fellows, keep that beast off. Go away, you villain!” 
  “Bunter!” shrieked Mr. Quelch. 
  “Go away!” yelled Bunter. “Send for the police! Oh dear! Help! I won’t be murdered! Yaroooh!” 
  “The boy must be out of his senses,” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Bunter! It is I, your Form-master!” 
  “Oh!” Bunter recognised the voice at last. “is that old Quelch? I—I mean, is that Mr. Quelch! Keep him off!” 
  “There is no one here. Bunter—only myself and your Form-fellows— Mr. Quelch, in spite of his wrath, spoke soothingly. He really feared that the fat junior had taken leave of his senses. 
  “Isn’t that convict there?” gasped Bunter. 
  “No, no! Open the door, Bunter! Calm yourself, and open the door.” 
  Billy Bunter reluctantly unlocked the door. He peered out into the passage, and was relieved to see only his Form master and the crowd of amazed Removites. 
  “Now, Bunter, calm yourself.” said Mr. Quelch. “Tell me what has frightened you!” 
  “That convict, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “This seems to be an obsession with the unhappy boy.” said Mr. Quelch. His keen eyes could see that Bunter was fairly quivering with terror. “Calm yourself, Bunter. You are safe! Now explain to me why you fancied that you had seen that convict here.” 
  “He’s here, sir 
  “Where?” 
  “In old Twigg’s study —” 
  “What?”
  “Mr. Twigg’s study, sir!” groaned Bunter. “The Second Form-master’s study, sir. I went there and saw him— saw him as plain as I see you, sir—” 
  “Calm yourself, Bunter! You must surely be able to realise that what you state is impossible.” 
  “I saw him, sir !” gasped Bunter. “He was there, sir, sitting at the table, with a pen in his hand, sir, when I went in.” 
  “This is most extraordinary,” said Mr. Quelch. “This boy must be suffering from delusions. Come with me, Bunter. I will take you to Mr. Gilmore’s study and demonstrate that you are in error. Come.” 
  “He—he may have a revolver, sir—” 
  “Come, come! You surely realise that you are safe in your Form-master’s presence,” said Mr. Quelch. “1 fear that this is a matter for a doctor; but at all events, I will do my best to reassure you, Bunter. Come with me.” 
  “I—I’d rather not, sir—” 
  “Come!” 
  Mr. Quelch’s hand dropped on Bunter’s shoulder, and the fat junior was led away down the Remove passage. Nearly every man in the Remove followed. Bunter’s extraordinary delusion that an escaped convict was walking about Greyfriars had become a standing joke in the Form; but the juniors realised that the matter was getting serious. Either there was some man in the school whom Bunter took to be Convict No. 19, or else the fat junior was qualifying for Colney Hatch. 
  Down the Remove staircase went Mr. Quelch with the Owl of the Remove, and after them went a crowd of juniors. Other fellows joined them on the way along the passages; the alarm had spread far and wide. Shell fellows and Fourth, Third and Second, Sixth-form men and Fifth mingled with the crowd of Removites, and it was quite an army that marched along Masters’ passage to the door of Mr. Gilmore’s study. 
  “That door was closed; and Mr. Quelch tapped on it. 
  “Come in!” called out a cheery voice. 
  Mr. Quelch opened the door. 
  Bunter hung back, gasping. 
  “I—I won’t go in!” he howled, “He’s there—” 
  “I will enter first, Bunter.” said Mr. Quelch. 
  He strode into the study: Mr. Gilmore rose from the table, where he had been at work correcting exercises for the Second, with a slightly surprised expression on his face. He had heard the exchange of words at his door. 
  “Is anything the matter, Mr. Quelch?” the young master asked. 
  “An extraordinary delusion of a boy in my Form, Mr. Gilmore,” said Mr. Quelch. “This boy, Bunter, encountered an escaped convict in the Christmas holidays, and is obsessed with a belief that the man is now within the precincts of the school. I regret very much disturbing you, but in the circumstances you will excuse me.” 
  “Certainly, sir,” said Mr. Gilmore, wonderingly. 
  “There is, of course, no one but yourself in the study, Mr. Gilmore!” 
  “No one, Mr. Quelch.” 
  “Bunter! Come into the room.” said the Remove master. “You will see with your own eyes that there is no one here but Mr. Gilmore.” 
  “Perhaps—perhaps he’s under the table, sir.” gasped Bunter. 
  “Nonsense! Come in, immediately.” 
  “I—I—I—” stammered the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Shall I help him in, sir!” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Certainly, Cherry.” 
  Bob gave the Owl of the Remove a hefty shove. It was really more help than Bunter needed. He went headlong into the study, and landed there on his fat hands and knees, with a howl. There was a chuckle from the crowd in the passage. 
  “Get up, Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch, frowning. 
  “Ow Wow! That beast Cherry has—”   “Get up at once!” 
  Billy Bunter picked himself up. He blinked uneasily round the study through his big spectacles. Then, as his glance fell on the handsome face of Eric Gilmore, he gave a yell and made a jump for the door. 
  But the doorway was blocked now. Fellows crowded the doorway and the passage beyond, and there was no room for a fly to pass. 
  

“Yaroooh! Lemme out!” yelled Bunter. “He’s here! It’s the convict! He’s got a revolver! Help!” 
  “Bunter!” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yowow! Help!”
  Mr. Qucich grasped the fat junior’s shoulder and forcibly spun him back into the study. 
  “Bunter! Cannot you see that there is no one here but Mr. Gilmore? Or are you absolutely out of your senses?” 
  “It’s him!” shrieked Bunter. 
  “Him! Who?” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  Bunter, squirming behind the Remove master’s angular form, pointed a fat forefinger at the amazed face of Eric Gilmore. 
  “That’s him!” he gasped. 
  “Mr. Gilmore! That is Mr. Gilmore.” 
  “I don’t care!” howled Bunter. “I don’t care what he calls himself! He’s the convict!” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “He’s the convict—Convict 19—that I saw in the woodcutter’s hut, that stole my overcoat!” yelled Bunter. “it’s him! I’d know him anywhere! That’s the convict! Help!” 
  “Is that extraordinary boy alluding to me, Mr. Quelch?” exclaimed Eric Gilmore in a gasping voice. 
  “Apparently he is.” said the astounded Remove master. “It would appear that be sees some resemblance between you and the convict he unfortunately encountered in the holidays. No doubt his short sight is the cause; the foolish boy’s sight is very defective. He is also very obtuse—the stupidest boy in my Form!” 
  “I should imagine so!” said Mr. Gilmore dryly. 
  “Bunter!” The Remove master was crimson now with mortification. “You stupid boy, listen to me! This gentleman is Mr. Gilmore, the new master of the Second Form—well known to your headmaster—who has come to Greyfriars with the very best recommendations, and is widely known and respected. If you see some real or fancied resemblance between him and the—the fugitive you saw in the holidays, it is merely a mistaken impression on your part. Do you understand me?” 
  “It’s the convict, 
  “Goodness gracious! Do you dare to repeat that ridiculous statement?” exclaimed the exasperated Mr. Quelch. “I tell you this gentleman is well known to the head!” 
  “The Head can’t know that he is a convict, sir !” gasped Bunter. 
  “He is nothing of the kind, you incredibly stupid boy!” thundered the Remove master. 
  “Oh, yes, sir—Convict 19, sir! There’s a reward of fifty pounds for him, sir! Hadn’t you better telephone for the police, sir, before he gets away?” gasped Bunter. 
  The Remove master breathed hard and deep. 
  “Mr. Gilmore I can only apologise for this conduct of a boy in my Form.” he said. “I need not assure you that he will be adequately punished for his absurdity and insolence. Come with me, Bunter!” 
  “I—I say, sir—” 
  “Silence!” 
  Bunter was led away. Mr. Gilmore, with a very flushed face, closed his door on the crowd, in the passage. 
  The crowd broke up, discussing the amazing affair in breathless excitement. From Mr. Quelch’s study came sounds of woe. The Remove master, deeply incensed by what he could only regard as obstinate insolence on the part of the fat junior did not spare the rod. 
  When Billy Bunter limped back to the Remove passage it was obvious that he had been through it severely. The caning had not, perhaps, convinced William George Bunter that Mr. Gilmore, the master of the Second Form, was not Convict 19, the fugitive from Blackmoor Prison. But it had, at least, convinced him that the less he said about the matter the better. 
  Bunter was, indeed, beginning to wonder whether he had, after all, made a mistake. 
Was the man who called himself Eric Gilmore, at Greyfriars, really the hunted convict he had seen lurking in the woodcutter’s hut near Wharton Lodge? Was the now master of the Second Form in reality Convict 19, the desperate fugitive from Blackmore known to be still at large? 
  Only the future could tell. 
THE END.
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