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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Rough on Richard !

  “OW !”
  It was a sound of woe.
  “Wow !”
  Harry Wharton & Co. looked round.
  The early winter dusk was falling on Greyfriars.  The Famous Five were taking a trot round the quad before tea when those sounds of lamentation fell on their ears.
  “Ow !  Wow !  Oooooh !”
  “Sounds as if somebody’s been licked !” remarked Bob Cherry.
  “It’s my minor !” exclaimed Frank Nugent.
  “Oh !”
  Under the shadows of the old elms a diminutive figure could be seen.  It was wriggling spasmodically, and seemed to be trying to fold itself up like a pocket-knife.


  Nugent minor, of the Second Form, seemed to have been through it, which was a matter of deep concern to Nugent major, of the Remove, if not to his comrades.
  The Co., of course, sympathised with any fellow who had bagged a licking.
  Lickings came their own way, not infrequently, so they knew what it was like.  Still, as Dicky Nugent was the most troublesome young scamp in the Second Form, it was quite probable that he had asked for it, in the opinion of four members of the Famous Five.
  Frank Nugent left his comrades and ran towards the fag.  Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, exchanged glances.  Then they followed Nugent, more slowly, looking as grave and solemn as they could.
  “What’s up, Dicky ?” exclaimed Frank Nugent.
  “Wow !” was Nugent minor’s reply.  “Yow-ow !”
  “Licked ?” asked Frank.
  His young brother gave him a glare.
  “You silly ass !  Do you think I’m doing this for fun ?  Wow !”
  “But who—”
  “Yow-ow-ow !”
  “Loder of the Sixth ?” asked Frank, with a frowning brow.
  “Ow !  No !  Blow Loder !  Ow !”
  “Then who—”
  “Twigg !  Wow !”
  “Oh !” exclaimed Nugent, rather taken aback.  Mr. Twigg had the distinction of being Dicky Nugent’s Form master, and he was not a severe Form master.  The Removites would have been glad to “swap” Mr. Quelch for him, any day.
  If Mr. Twigg had “whopped” Nugent minor, it was extremely probable that Nugent minor deserved it, as even his anxious and affectionate major had to admit.
  “The beast !” groaned Dicky.  “Ow !  Wow !  Laid it on as if he was beating a carpet !  Wow !  I’ll make him sit up for it, somehow !  Yow-ow !”
  “And you didn’t do anything ?” asked Johnny Bull, in a tone of gentle sarcasm.  “You never do.”
  “Oh, cheese it !” exclaimed Nugent sharply.
  “The cheesefulness is the proper caper, my esteemed Johnny !” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, pressing Johnny Bull’s arm, and Johnny grunted and made no rejoinder.  It was understood in the Co. that Frank had to be treated with tact where his hopeful minor was concerned.
  Dicky Nugent continued his contortions.  Like the young man of Hythe, who was shaved with a scythe, he did nothing but wriggle and writhe.  Evidently Mr. Twigg for once had let himself go.
  Dicky, as a rule, was a tough young scamp, and made light of a licking.  This time, however, the hapless fag had had to sit up and take notice.
  “Buck up, kid !” said Bob Cherry encouragingly.  “ It will wear off, you know.”
  “Fathead !” said Dicky.
  “My esteemed idiotic Dicky—” murmured Hurree Singh.
  “Br-r-r-r !  Ow !  Wow !”
  “But why ?” asked Frank.  Obviously Frank was prepared to be indignant as well as sympathetic.  He was much given to taking Dicky’s part, not always to that lively young gentleman’s satisfaction.
  “It was your fault !” grunted Dicky.
  Nugent jumped.
  “My fault !” he ejaculated.
  “Ow!  Yes!  Ow!”
[bookmark: Here]  “You young ass !” exclaimed Harry Wharton warmly.  “How could it be your major’s fault ?  What the thump do you mean ?”
  “Well, it was !  Ow !”
  “How was it my fault, Dicky ?” asked Frank Nugent, very quietly.
  “You’re such on ass !” groaned Dicky.  “It’s the way you’ve helped me with my exercises for Twigg.  Ow !  I know it was decent of you to do them for me.  Ow !  It’s saved me a lot of trouble.  Wow !  But it made old Twigg expect too much—ow !—from me.  Wow !  You ought to have put in a few mistakes.  Ow !  Of course, I couldn’t keep up to the mark !”
  “Oh !”
  “As if I can work like a Remove man, when I’m only in the Second !” said Dicky indignantly.
  “Oh !” repeated Frank.
  “Serve you jolly well right !” said Johnny Bull.  “You shouldn’t bring your work to your major to do.”
  “That needn’t worry you, Bull !” said Nugent tartly.
  Grunt from Johnny Bull.
  “I told you the other day, when you were doing an exercise for your minor, that it would lead to trouble in the long run,” he said.  “If he pulls a beak’s leg like that, he must expect it.”
  “Ow !” from Dicky.  “Wow !”
  “I told you so, and you can’t say I didn’t !” remarked Johnny Bull.
  “Well, as you told me, you needn’t tell me again.”
  “Look here, Nugent—”
  “Order, my infants !” said Bob Cherry.  “Don’t let’s rag !  What about taking the kid in to tea in the study ?  Think doughnuts would do you any good, Dicky ?”
  “Ow !  Don’t be an ass !  Wow !”
  Dicky’s woes, it seemed, were too deep for doughnuts.
  Bob Cherry coloured a little.  He did not like being told not to be an ass by a Second Form fag.
  But he restrained his feelings.  This was not the first time that Richard Nugent owed his escape from a kicking to the fact that he was Frank Nugent’s minor.
  “Well, Dicky,” said Frank, rather dismally, “I’m sorry, kid; but you know I wanted you to go through the exercises when I did them, only you wouldn’t, you know.  Next time—”
  “You silly owl !” groaned Dicky.
“There won’t be any next time.  Old Twigg’s spotted me.”
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “Frightful beast, you know,” said Nugent minor dolorously.  “Suspicious, you know.  He actually sorted out that exercise you did for me the other day, and took me through it, and, of course, I couldn’t touch it.  So he jolly well guessed how the matter stood, and gave me a licking !  Ow !”
  “Well, I told you so !” said Johnny Bull.
  Among Johnny Bull’s many valuable qualities, tact was not conspicuous.  Nugent breathed rather hard.
  “ So that was why Twigg licked you, kid ?” asked Harry Wharton.  He spoke as sympathetically as he could.
  “Ow !  Yes !  Laid it on with a trowel !” groaned Dicky.  “Made out that I was palming off another man’s work on him !  Ow !”
  “Well, so you were, weren’t you ?” demanded Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, shut up !” said Dicky.
  “What ?” ejaculated Johnny.
  “Shut up !” Nugent minor glared at the more or less sympathetic faces in the dusk.  “Think I want jaw from a lot of Remove ticks, after a whopping from Twigg !  Go and eat coke !”
  “Dicky, poor old kid !” muttered Frank.
  Snort from Dicky.
  “Not so much of your ‘poor old kid’ !” he snapped.  “I’m not made of putty !  I can-stand a whopping !  I’m jolly well going to make old Twigg sit up for it, too !”
  “Don’t be a young ass !” said Frank uneasily.
  “You see !” said Nugent minor.  “I’ll jolly well put gum in his slippers !  I’ll jolly well put rats in his hat-box, too !  I know where I can get some rats !  I’ll—”
  “Look here, Dicky—”
  “Oh, can it !” growled Dicky.  “If you think I’m jolly well going to be a meek-and-mild milksop like you, Frank, you’re jolly well mistaken—see ?  You can grease up to Quelch, if you like !  I’m jolly well not going to grease up to Twigg !  And I tell you—”


  “Shut up !” breathed Bob Cherry hastily, as he sighted a figure coming along in the dusk under the elms.
  “Rats !” retorted Dicky.  His back was towards the beak who was coming up the path, and he did not see Mr. Twigg.  “I can tell you, I jolly well mean it !  I’m going to make Twigg fairly cringe for giving me this—”
  “Nugent minor !”
  “Oh crikey !” gasped Dicky, spinning round like a humming-top.
  He stared in horror at Mr. Twigg.
  The master of the Second Form took no notice of the Removites.  He fixed his eyes on Richard Nugent, and his eyes fairly glinted through his glasses.
  “Nugent minor, you venture—you dare to utter threats to your Form master !  Upon my word !  Follow me to the House, Nugent minor !”
  “Oh crumbs !” groaned Dicky.
  “My brother didn’t mean—” began Frank, in dismay.
  “Silence, Nugent major !  I have reason to suspect, to believe, that you assisted this boy to deceive me !” boomed Mr. Twigg.  “It is my intention to speak to your Form master on the subject !  Nugent minor, follow me this instant !”
  Mr. Twigg whisked away towards the House.  Nugent minor, with a deeply woebegone countenance, trotted after him, in direful anticipation of what was to happen when he reached his Form master’s study.  Frank Nugent clenched his hands, breathing hard and deep.
  “I told you—”, began Johnny Bull, rather unfortunately.
  Nugent gave him an angry stare, turned his back, and walked away.  The rest of the Co. continued their trot round the quad, not in the happiest mood.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Takes the Cake !

  BILLY BUNTER grinned.
  It was not always that the universe was run to the satisfaction of William George Bunter of the Greyfriars Remove.  But there were times when things went very well, and this was one of the times.
  Billy Bunter had watched the Famous Five leave the House, and knew that they were taking a trot before tea.  He was also aware that the supplies for tea were already in Study No. 1 in the Remove.
  Harry Wharton & Co., he calculated, would not come in for a good quarter of an hour.  Bunter needed less time than that.
  Having watched the chums of the Remove disappear, the fat junior grinned, and turned his footsteps in the direction of the Remove passage.
  A good many Remove men were coming in to tea.  Peter Todd looked out of the doorway of Study No. 7 and waved a hand to Bunter as he appeared in the offing.
  “Tea’s ready, Fatty !” he called out.
  Bunter paused—at the door of Study No. 1.  He knew what was in Study No. 1—a cake, a bag of doughnuts, and several other things.  Still, there was always the possibility—indeed, the probability—of a kicking to follow a grub raid, so Bunter paused.
  “What have you got for tea, Toddy ?” he inquired.
  “There’s some sardines.”
  Sniff from Bunter.
  “Nothing else ?” he asked.
  “Lots of bread-and-butter,” answered Toddy cheerfully.
  Another sniff from Bunter.
  “Is that the lot ?” he asked.
  Peter Todd gave him a look.  As Billy Bunter seldom, or never, stood his “whack” in the study tea Peter’s view was that Bunter ought to take what he could get, and be thankful for it.  Bunter’s view was quite different.  Generally, it was true, he took what he could get, but he was seldom thankful.
  “Well, what else would you like ?” asked Peter.  “If you’d care for poached eggs, Bunter—”
  “Now you’re talking !” said Bunter.
  “And a plum cake—”
  “Good !”
  “And a bag of jam-tarts—”
  “Rather, old fellow !” said Bunter, quite affectionately.  And he came along towards Study No. 7.  “I say, Peter, have you had a tip ?”
  “No such luck !”
  “You’re getting rather a spread, old chap ?”
  “Eh—I’m not getting any spread,” answered Peter.  “I asked you if you’d like poached eggs, and a plum cake, and a bag of jam-tarts—”
  “I jolly well would !”
“Well, all you’ve got to do, then, is to walk down to the tuckshop and get them !”
  “Eh ?”
  “The tuckshop’s still open,” said Toddy blandly.
  Billy Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles.  It dawned on him that Peter was pulling his fat leg.
  “Why, you—you—you—” he ejaculated.  “Look here, you beast, what have you got in the study for tea ?”
  “Sardines—”
  “You can keep your measly sardines !” hooted Bunter.
  “Glad to !” answered Peter cheerfully.
  And he turned back into Study No. 7, while Billy Bunter rolled back to Study No. 1.
  Bunter wasted no more time.  Peter’s frivolous jesting on a serious subject had wasted minutes already.
  He rolled into Study No. 1.
  He did not turn on the light.  The lighted window might have been observed by the juniors who were trotting round the quad.  It was dusky in the study, but there was light enough for Bunter.
  Several parcels lay on the study table.  Billy Bunter started on the doughnuts.  Bunter liked doughnuts.  There were a dozen in the bag, and they went down almost like oysters.
  Then he turned his attention to the cake.
  It was rather a large cake, and it was a very fragrant and appetising cake.  This, undoubtedly, was ever so much better than a small share of the sardines in Study No. 7.
  Champ, champ, champ !
  Bunter’s jaws worked fast.
  There was plenty of time to dispose of the cake before the Famous Five come back from their trot.  They were not likely to find a crumb or a plum left if Bunter was not interrupted.
  But, as the poet bas remarked,  “The best-laid schemes of mice and men gang aft agley.”  Bunter, naturally, was quite unaware of the little incident in the quad—in blissful ignorance of the fact that Frank Nugent had left his comrades, in a mood of irritation, and walked back to the House.  He had no doubt that the famous Co. were still on the trot—as indeed, four of them were—and he had no suspicion that in those very moments Frank Nugent was coming up the Remove staircase, with a knitted brow, and in a frame of mind that was quite unlike his usual sunny temper.
  The study door opened suddenly.  Bunter was half through the cake.
  He spun round towards the door, with his mouth full, with a startled gurgle.
  “Oooooogh !”
  Frank Nugent appeared, in the doorway of the dusky study, with the lighted passage behind him.
  “He started as he heard Bunter’s gurgle.  He had expected to find his study untenanted.
  “What the thump—” ejaculated Nugent.
  Billy Bunter clutched up what was left of the cake.  Why this beast had come in before the other beasts, Bunter did not know; but he knew that he had no time to lose.  He made a jump for the door, butted into Nugent, and sent him spinning, and scudded up the passage.
  “Oh !” gasped Nugent, as he staggered.  “Ow !  Oh, my hat !  What—who—”
  The next moment he was jumping after Bunter.  A grasp on the back of his collar twirled the Owl of the Remove round.
  “You fat rotter !” roared Nugent.  “What were you doing in my study ?  What did you barge me over for, you fat chump ?”
  “Yarooooh !” roared Bunter.
  “I’ll jolly well—”
  “Ow !  Leggo !  I haven’t touched the cake !  Whooop !  I—I wasn’t in the study !  I mean—  Yarlooop !”
  “Why, you fat villain !” exclaimed Nugent wrathfully.
  As the remnant of the cake was clutched in Bunter’s fat paw Nugent was not likely to believe that he had not touched it.
  “Ow !  Beast !  Leggo !  Yaroooh !”
  Rap !  Rap !  Rap !”
  Billy Bunter’s bullet head smote the wall of the passage thrice, and each rap was followed by a fiendish yell from Bunter.
  “There !” gasped Nugent.  “You—”
  “Ow !  Beast !  Wow !  Rotter !  I’ll lick you—  Yow-ow-ow !”
  The remnant of the cake was jerked away from Bunter.  Then it was crammed down the back of his neck.
  Bunter wriggled spasmodically.  He liked cake; he was very fond of cake !  But he did not like it taken externally,
  Shoved down his back, it felt horrid.
  “Ow !  You awful beast !  Ow !  Leggo !  Oh crikey !” gurgled Bunter.  “I say, you fellows, rescue !  Oh crumbs !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  There were a dozen fellows in the passage, but they did not seem disposed to rescue Bunter.  They roared.
  Bump !
  Billy Bunter sat down—hard !
  Nugent walked back to Study No. l, went in, and slammed the door.  Billy Bunter was left sitting in the passage, gurgling wildly and making frantic efforts to extract crumbled cake from the back of his neck.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

  “HEM !”
  Bob Cherry coughed.
  The Co. had arrived at Study No. 1, having finished their trot.  Harry Wharton threw open the door and Frank Nugent was disclosed to view-sitting in the armchair, with his hands driven deep into his pockets and a deep wrinkle in his brow.
  “Hem !” repeated Bob.
  Nugent looked up.
  He stared of his comrades for a moment, and then his frowning face relaxed into a grin.
  “Trot in, fatheads !” he said,
  “Oh !” said Bob, relieved.  “ Good egg !”
  “Not got your back up ?” asked Johnny Bull.
  “Don’t be an ass, old chap—if that isn’t asking too much of you,” added Nugent considerately.
  Johnny grinned amiably and came in.
  Nugent, evidently, had recovered from his irritation.  He was not in a bright mood; but he was not “edge-wise.”
  Which was a relief to his friends.  The Co. came cheerfully into the study.
  “Rather short commons, I’m afraid,” said Nugent.
  “Eh ?  Where’s the doughnuts ?” asked Wharton.
  “Somewhere in Bunter.”
  “Oh, my hat !  And the cake—”
  “Some in Bunter—some outside.  I shoved what was left down his neck.”
  “The fat villain !  Has he been grub-raiding again ?  It’s time an example was made of that podgy pirate !” exclaimed the captain of the Remove.
  Frank Nugent laughed.
  “I think I banged his head rather hard.  But there’s-some eggs—and I’ve made the toast.”
  “Right as rain !” said Bob Cherry cheerfully.
  “The rightfulness is terrific !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Better a stalled ox and contentment therewith than a bird in hand which goes longest to the well, as the English proverb remarks.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  The Famous Five sat down to tea.  Four members of the Co., at least, were in cheerful spirits, and their talk ran on the approaching Christmas holidays.  Frank was silent and thoughtful.  His comrades easily guessed the subject of his reflections.  His thoughts were with his minor, who had obviously been booked for another “whopping” when Mr. Twigg marched him into the House.
  “I wouldn’t worry, old bean,” said Harry Wharton at last.  “Young Dicky’s a tough little scamp, and a licking won’t hurt him a lot.”
  Nugent coloured a little.
  “It’s not only that,” he said, “but Twigg’s rather hard on him—”
  “I don’t see that,” said Johnny Bull.
  “You wouldn’t,” answered Frank dryly.
  Johnny Bull grunted.
  “I think Twigg’s rather hard on him,” said Frank, “and Dicky’s got his back up.  I’m afraid he meant what he was saying about getting back on Twigg—and that means more trouble for him and—”
  “Oh, that’s all right,” said Bob.  “Fellows say these things, but they never mean them.  Coker of the Fifth tells the world—sometimes—that he will punch Prout some day—but he never does punch Prout !  I’ve heard the old Bounder say he will tell Quelch to shut up some time when he’s jawing him; but I’ve never heard him tell Quelch to shut up—and don’t expect to !”
  “The expectfulness is not terrific !” agreed Hurree Singh.
  “Dicky’s  got his back up !” said Nugent, unheeding.  “I’m afraid he may do something fatheaded.  He’s a reckless young ass.  And Twigg is hard on him.  He expects more from him than from other kids in the second—”
  “That’s because he showed up such jolly good exercises,” grinned Bob Cherry.  “You should have kicked him out of the study, instead of doing his work for him.  Twigg feels sore, now he’s found out that his leg has been pulled.  He calls it deceiving him.”
  “Well, what else is it ?” asked Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, dry up, old man !”
  “It was partly my fault, as Dicky said,” muttered Nugent.
  His comrades made no rejoinder to that.  They sympathised with Nugent, who was an affectionate brother, and deeply concerned about his minor.  But they were feeling strongly inclined to kick the ungrateful young rascal.  It was useless to tell Frank so, however.
  “I—I meant to help him out, and I’ve really made matters worse for him,” said Frank miserably.
  Johnny Bull, with great self-restraint, refrained from remarking:  “I told you so !”  He helped himself to toast instead.
  “Twigg’s rather a brute !” went on Nugent.  “He might go a bit easier with a kid who’s rather spoiled at home.”
  Silence followed that remark.
  Twigg, the master of the Second, was not a brute, by any means, as all the juniors knew.  But they understood Frank’s feelings; and silence was golden.
  There was a step in the Remove passage, and a tap at the study door.
  “Come in, fathead !” called out Harry Wharton.
  The door opened, and Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, stepped into the study.
  The juniors jumped up at once, Wharton crimsoning.
  “Oh !  You, sir !” he stammered.  “I—I—”
  Mr. Quelch waved him to silence.
  “Nugent !  I came here to speak to you.” he said.
  “Yes, sir,” said Frank quietly.  He guessed what was coming.
  “I have received a very serious complaint from a colleague,” said the Remove master.  “I hope—I believe—that Mr. Twigg is in error; but it is a matter that must be cleared up immediately.”
  “Oh crumbs !” murmured Bob Cherry.
  “There is no objection,” resumed Mr. Quelch, in a deep voice, “to any boy helping a younger boy with his work.  Indeed, I should approve of it.  But there are certain well defined limits.
  I am not unaware that Nugent minor sometimes comes to this study for assistance”.  To help your minor in difficulties, Nugent, is one matter.  To do his work for him, and to assist, him in deluding his Form master, is another.  You must be perfectly well aware of that.”
  Nugent was silent.
  He was quite well aware of it.  He had nothing to say-unless he said that his yielding good nature was taken advantage of by a thoughtless young scamp.  And he could not say that.
  “It appears,” said the Remove master, “that Mr. Twigg gave Nugent minor certain Latin exercises.  He was extremely pleased by the way they were done, and commended Nugent minor in Form—indeed, holding him up as an example, to some extent, to other boys in the Second Form.  He has since discovered that these exercises were not done by Nugent minor at all—that he could not even construe sentences that were written down in his own hand as his own work.”
  Mr. Quelch paused, and there was a dead silence in the study.
  To most Greyfriars juniors Latin was simply a form of torment that had to be got through somehow.  But a Form master’s point of view, of course, was quite different.
  The Famous Five quite understood how seriously Mr. Quelch would regard such a matter.
  “Nugent minor has admitted to his Form master that these exercises were not his own work—indeed, the fact was plain, as he did not understand them,” said the Remove master.  “Mr. Twigg is naturally very much annoyed.  He regards this as a deception, and I fully agree with him.  His opinion is that it was you, Nugent, who assisted Nugent minor to delude him in this reprehensible, this inexcusable manner.”
  Silence.
  “I shall, of course, accept your word on the subject, Nugent.  That you have assisted your brother in his studies I know, and I approve of it.  But if you have done work for him without his collaboration, for him to pass off as his own, the matter is very serious.  I require a direct answer.”
  “I never meant—” muttered Nugent.
  “It is not a question of what you may have meant, but of what you may have done !” said Mr. Quelch dryly.
  “Answer me directly !  Have you, during the past few weeks, done exercises for your brother which he has not taken part in, but merely copied out without understanding them ?”
  Nugent breathed hard.
  “Yes !” he answered.
  Mr. Quelch’s jaw set like a vice.
  “I am sorry to hear this, Nugent !  I am surprised; and I am shocked !  I have no resource but to administer a severe punishment.  You will follow me to my study.”
  “Very well, sir,” said Frank quietly.
  “Look here—” burst out Bob Cherry.
  Mr. Quelch glanced at him.
  “Have you anything to say about this matter, Cherry ?”
  “Nugent’s rather an ass, sir, and his blessed minor can twist him round his finger,” said Bob.  “It’s not fair on Nugent—”
  “Shut up, you ass !” hissed Nugent.
  “Shan’t !” retorted Bob.  “If you won’t speak up for yourself you’ve got a pal to speak up for you.  You know jolly well that you wanted that young scamp to go through the work with you, and—”
  “Mind your own business !” snapped Nugent.  Poor Frank was not thinking of himself, but of details coming to light which might make matters worse for his minor.
  Mr. Quelch’s stern brow relaxed a little.
  “You appear, Nugent, to have meant well, but to have erred on the side of a week and foolish good-nature,” he said.  “I’m sorry that it is my duty to punish you, but I have no choice in the matter.  Follow me !”
  Nugent followed his Form master from the study.
  The Co. looked at one another dismally.
  Evidently Frank was “for” it !
  Mr. Quelch, severe master as he was, would probably have gone easy in the circumstances, but as he had said, he had no choice in the matter.  Twigg was
wrathy, and he was justified in his wrath.  The delinquent was in Quelch’s Form, and Quelch had to deal with him.
  “Rotten !” growled Bob Cherry.
  “The rottenfulness is terrific !” groaned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “It would be grateful and comfortful to look for Nugent minor and hand out a terrific kickfulness.  But—”
  “Oh, Nugent mi mustn’t be kicked !” growled Johnny Bull sarcastically.  “The dear little innocent angel mustn’t be touched !  By Jove !  If he were my minor I’d give him jip.”
  “Poor old Frank !” said Wharton.  “Bother that wretched fag; he’s always landing Frank in something.”
  “Mustn’t say so !” snorted Johnny Bull.  “Dear little chap—he only wants to dodge work and take in his Form master !  Nice little angel !”
  “Blow him !” grunted Bob.
  “I’ve a jolly good mind to kick him !” growled Johnny Bull.  “Why the thump shouldn’t Nugent mi be kicked, like any other inky little scoundrel in the Second ?  Yah !”
  Tea was unfinished and neglected on the table.  The four juniors waited in dismal mood for Frank to return.
  He came back at last, rather pale, and very quiet.
  “Had it bad, old chap ?” asked Bob.
  Nugent made a grimace.
  “ Hard cheese, old chap !” said Wharton.  “Quelch might have—”
  “Oh, it’s not Quelch’s fault,” said Frank.  “Twigg put it up to him, and he had to ladle it out.  It’s that old fool Twigg !”  He paused, and his eyes glinted.  “The old ass !  Rotten tyrant !”
  Nugent’s chums tactfully made no rejoinder to that.  They sat down to finish tea, Nugent remaining standing.
  After that visit to .Mr. Quelch’s study poor Frank was not inclined to sit down.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means Business !

  “TODDY, old man—”
  “Prep !” said Peter Todd.
  “Blow prep!” grunted Billy Bunter.
  Preparation was going on in the Remove studies, but William George Bunter was not thinking of prep.
  Bunter was frowning.
  Every now and then as he sat in the study armchair Bunter rubbed his bullet head.
  Bunter’s head was hard.  But the wall of the Remove passage was harder.  Bunter was hurt.
  Bunter’s bullet head had been rapped before, many a time and oft.  He had been kicked more often than he could hope to remember, though not, perhaps, so often as he had deserved.  But these things, natural enough when fellows found the fat Owl prowling after their tuck, had never pleased Bunter—he had never grown to like them.
  Now he was not only hurt—he was indignant.  It had happened rather unfortunately for Bunter that Nugent had been in a state of annoyance at the time, and there was no doubt that he had handled the fat Owl rather severely.  From Nugent, the best-tempered fellow in the Remove, Bunter had not expected it.  For once Nugent had cut up as rough as the Bounder, or even Bolsover major might have done.  Bunter’s head had been rapped—hard !  Crumbling cake had been stuffed down his back and he had not succeeded in extracting all the remnants, which felt horribly uncomfortable
  Bunter was angry, and, like the prophet of old, he felt that he did well to be angry.
  Prep, in such circumstances, was a superfluous worry.  Bunter dismissed it from his fat mind.
  Peter Todd and Tom Dutton worked, and Bunter sat in the armchair and frowned—and interrupted.
  “The worm will turn, Toddy !”, said Bunter, blinking at Peter morosely through his big spectacles.
  “Dry up, old fat man !  Prep !” said Peter.
  “I’ve had my head banged—”
  “Nothing in it to damage,” said Peter.
  “Beast !”
  Peter grinned, and went on with prep.
  “If that cad—” recommenced Bunter.
  “Eh—who ?”
  “That cad—that rotter Nugent.  If he thinks he can bang my head, he’s jolly well mistaken, see ?  The worm will turn !” repeated Bunter.
  “Well, you’re a worm, old bean,” agreed Peter.  “Turn !”
  “I want you to be my second, Toddy !”
  “Wha-a-at ?”  Peter Todd quite forgot prep in his astonishment.  “You want whatter ?”
  “I’m going to fight Nugent.”
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “I’m going to lick him.”
  “Ye gods !”
  “Wouldn’t you jolly well lick a chap who banged your head in the passage ?” demanded Bunter.
  “I jolly well would if I could,” agreed Peter.  “But I wouldn’t ask for it by bagging a man’s cake.”
  “Oh, really, Toddy—”
  “Forget it, old man,” said Peter kindly.  “You couldn’t lick a bunny rabbit.  You see, you’re such a jolly old funk !  You couldn’t face a clock if it put its hands up !”
  “You silly ass !” roared Bunter.
  Peter chuckled.  Bunter in this warlike mood was rather entertaining.  But prep was prep, and Peter’s attention returned to Virgil.
  Tom Dutton looked up.  Dutton was deaf, which was not wholly a misfortune for a fellow who had Billy Bunter for a study-mate.
  “Anything up ?” asked Dutton.  “Why don’t you do your prep, Bunter ?  You’ll get ragged in Form to-morrow.”
  “I’ve had my head banged—”
  “Eh ?  Who’s hanged ?” asked Dutton in surprise.  “Relation of yours ?”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared Toddy.
  “Oh, you deaf ass !  Dry up !” yapped Bunter.
  “High up—somebody hanged high up ?  Who ?” asked Dutton, still more surprised.  “Nobody at Greyfriars, I hope ?”
  “You silly owl !”
  “I don’t’ see how he could howl, if he was hanged.  It would stop his howling, I should think.  But who was it ?”
  “ Nobody, you silly chump !” shrieked Bunter.  “I didn’t say hanged !  I said banged !  Banged, you dummy !”
  “Jolly rummy, if anybody’s hanged at Greyfriars!” agreed Dutton.  “But I don’t believe a word of it !  You’re always spinning some silly yarn.”
  “Oh crikey !  Banged—not hanged !  Nugent banged my head !” roared Bunter.
  “Rot !” said Dutton.  “Nugent’s certainly not dead—I saw him go into his study for prep—”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” shrieked Peter.
  “You can’t take me in with a yarn like that, Bunter,” said Dutton.  “I know jolly well that Nugent’s not hanged—”
  “Banged !” yelled Bunter.
  “Oh, banged !” said Dutton.  “If you meant banged, why did you say hanged ?  Why don’t you learn to speak distinctly, instead of mumbling the way you do !  Well, who banged Nugent, if he’s been banged at all ?”
  “He banged my napper—”
  “What rot !” said Dutton.  “As if Capper would bang Nugent !  “The Fourth Form beak knows better than to whop Remove men.  Rubbish !”
  “I tell you—”
  “No need to yell—I’m not deaf !”
  “Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter, and he gave it up.
  Tom Dutton gave a snort, and returned to prep.
  “There was silence in No. 7 Study, while two fellows worked and one fellow brooded over his wrongs.
  “Toddy !” said Bunter at last.
  Peter Todd tapped the inkpot.
  “See that ?” he asked.
  “Eh ?  Yes !  What about it ?”
  “You’ll get it in your neck if you jaw again !”
  “Beast !”
  Once more there was silence—which lasted till prep was over.  Peter Todd put away his books, and yawned.
  “Now, look here, Toddy,” said Bunter.  “I want you to be my second !  I’m going to whop Nugent !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared Peter.
  “Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at !  I’ve had my head banged, and I’m jolly well going to show that rotter that he can’t bang my head said Bunter hotly.  “Think I’m a fellow to stand it ?  Making out that a fellow scoffed his cake—”
  “Well, you did scoff it, didn’t you ?”
  “Oh, really, Toddy !  Now, look here,” said Bunter, “as my second you’ve got to take my challenge to Nugent !  Fix up any time and place you like.”
  Peter Todd stared at his fat study-mate.  Bunter seemed to be in deadly earnest.  As he had said, the worm would turn.  For the present, at least, Billy Bunter was bursting with valour and determination.
  “Well, if you mean it—” said Peter.
  “I’ll jolly well show him !” said Bunter.  “I’ll make him sit up !  Nugent can’t fight you know !  Look at the way that new man, Carlow, licked him !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared Peter.  “Are you going to send him a challenge because you think he can’t fight ?”
  “Eh ?  Oh !  No !” said Bunter hastily.  “Still, I can lick him !  You’ve seen me box, Peter !  You know what I’m like.”
  “Yes, rather !  Like a performing elephant !”
  “Oh, really, Toddy !”
  “Or a demented walrus !”
  “Beast !”
  “But if you mean business, I’ll take your challenge along to Nugent,” said Peter cheerfully.  “Leave it to me !  I’ll go and see him now, and fix it up.”
  “Good !” said Bunter.
  Peter Todd left the study and strolled along to Study No. 1.  He was grinning as he went.  Bunter was not grinning, however.  Bunter was frowning.  Bunter had made up his fat mind.  The worm will turn; and Bunter, having turned, meant business—for the present, at least.
  A few minutes later a roar of laughter was heard from Study No. 1.  Billy Bunter’s reckless challenge did not, seem to have caused alarm in that celebrated apartment.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Warpath !

  THE following morning there were smiling faces in the Greyfriars Remove.
  Mr. Quelch, when he took his Form that morning, observed that the juniors were in a rather hilarious state, though he did not guess the reason.  The Remove knew, though the Remove master did not, that a very fat worm had turned, and that Billy Bunter was on the warpath.
  Bunter on the warpath struck the Lower Fourth as funny.  That afternoon was a half-holiday, and the juniors were looking forward to a rather unusual entertainment.  Bunter, the fighting-man, was a new Bunter, and all the Remove intended to see the scrap, when it came off—if it came off !  There was a considerable amount of “if” about it, in most opinions.  To send a fellow a challenge in the evening was one thing, and to stand by it the following day was another.  The first was easy to Bunter—the second he was likely to find rather more difficult.  But mischievous fellows, unwilling to lose the fun, egged Bunter on, hoping to see him come up to the scratch.
  Skinner assured him, with great solemnity, that he was bound to pull it off.  The Bounder offered three to one in doughnuts on Bunter.  It was worth three doughnuts, in Smithy’s opinion, to see the fun.  Bolsover major told him that Nugent was funking it—Snoop informed him that Nugent was looking awfully worried— Stott told him that Nugent was planning to clear off for the afternoon and pretend to forget the appointment— Fisher T. Fish declared that when Bunter got going with the gloves on he guessed and calculated that it would be a sight for sore eyes.
  Bunter, perhaps, was already suffering from doubts.  But all the encouragement bucked him.
  He could see for himself that Frank Nugent was not looking so bright as usual.  He was not aware that Frank was worried about his minor—Billy Bunter had a minor in the Second Form, and certainly he never worried about Sammy.  Blinking at Nugent, even the Owl of the Remove could see that Frank looked troubled and a little downcast.  This was distinctly encouraging.
  “It’s cold feet, you know !” Skinner told him.
  And Bunter was only too glad to believe that it was.
  If Nugent was afraid of Bunter, certainly Bunter wasn’t going to be afraid of Nugent !  When there was no danger, Bunter was as brave as a lion.
  In joyous anticipation of the terrific combat that was to come off that afternoon, the Remove fellows were all smiling.  But Mr. Quelch soon reduced his Form to gravity—Quelch and irregular verbs would have reduced a High Court judge to seriousness.
  Bunter especially suffered from Quelch that morning.  Between the banging of his bullet head, and his plans for avenging that indignity, Bunter had had neither time nor inclination for prep; and it was just his luck to be called on to construe.  His “con” was a little wilder than usual; and he was rewarded with the acid edge of Quelch’s tongue and a hundred lines.  But he cheered up in break, when an unaccustomed number of fellows gathered round him going into the quad.
  Billy Bunter’s society was not usually sought after to any great extent; now quite a number of fellows were palling on to Bunter.  And every one of them was telling him that he had a walk-over to expect that afternoon, and that they were going to stand round and cheer his victory.  The victory itself was a foregone conclusion.
  “If Bunter gets in just one punch, with his weight behind it—” said Skinner.
  “That means a hospital case !” said the Bounder.
  “Poor old Nugent !” sighed Snoop.  “He’s not a bad chap really, and I’m sorry for him.  Still, he’s asked for this.”
  “He jolly well did !” said Bunter.  “Banging a chap’s head, you know, and making out that a chap scoffed his cake !  As if I’d touch a fellow’s cake, you know !  And I never finished it—”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “I wouldn’t accept an apology, if I were you !” said Bolsover major, shaking his head.
  “I jolly well won’t !” declared Bunter.
  “The fact is, it’s time that set of ticks were taken down a peg or two,” said Skinner, closing the eye that was farthest from Bunter.  “Whipping one of them will put them in their place a bit !”
  “Yes, rather !”
  “And Bunter’s the man to do it !” said Vernon-Smith solemnly.
  “Oh, no doubt about that—Bunter’s the man to do it !  After he’s licked Nugent—”
  “After—oh, my hat !” murmured Snoop.
  “Shut up, Snoop !  After he’s licked Nugent, I think he ought to give the others a turn.  Wharton wants taking down a peg !”
  “Hear, hear !”
  “And Cherry—Cherry fancies himself with the gloves on, but he’s not in the same street with Bunter !”
  “Nowhere near it !” said the Bounder.
  Billy Bunter smirked.
  He rose to this like a fat gudgeon.
  Evidently, it was impossible to lay it on too thick for the Owl of the Remove.
  “Well, I fancy I can use my hands a bit,” he remarked.
  “I fancy I know something about boxing !”
  “What a fertile fancy !” murmured Snoop.
  “And pluck will tell !” added Bunter.  That’s where I come in—pluck’s really the thing !”
  “Oh crikey !”
  “Shut up, Snoop !  We all know how plucky Bunter is !” said Skinner.  “Look here, you men, we’d better keep an eye on Nugent this afternoon, and see that he doesn’t dodge it !”
  “What-ho !”
  “We’ll jolly well bring him up to the scratch !” declared the Bounder.  “He’s asked for it, and he’s going to get it !”
  Billy Bunter, that morning, had been smitten by doubts.  But his doubts were all gone again now.  Under all this flattery and encouragement, he swelled visibly.
  When the Remove came in after break, Bunter and his many friends came on the Famous Five in the Form room passage.  Bunter turned his spectacles on Frank Nugent with a contemptuous blink.  Frank’s face was very thoughtful and, indeed, worried.  He had seen his minor in break, and gathered that Dick’s plans for “getting back” on Twigg were taking shape.  The prospect of more trouble for the reckless young rascal worried Nugent considerably.  Certainly he was not worried about Bunter.  But the fat and fatuous Owl drew his own conclusions.
  “Cold feet, what !” jeered Bunter.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !” boomed Bob Cherry.  “Made up your mind to be burst this afternoon, Fatty ?”
  “The burstfulness will be terrific !”
  Bunter’s fat lip curled.
  “I don’t want any cheek from you fellows !” he said scornfully.  “After I’ve licked Nugent—”
  “After !” ejaculated Wharton.
  “Yes, after, I’m going to give the rest of you a turn.  It will put you in your place,” said Bunter.  “You want taking down a peg or two, Wharton !”
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “And Bob Cherry fancies himself with the gloves on, but he’s not in the same street with me !”
  “Phew !”
  “And I can jolly well tell you, Nugent, that I won’t accept an apology, and you jolly well won’t be allowed to dodge away this afternoon.”
  “Oh crikey !”
  Billy Bunter rolled on, happy and glorious.  The Famous Five stared after him.
  “Well, my hat !” said Bob.  “Bunter’s coming out !  He’s really going to turn up for a scrap, Franky !  Mind you don’t burst him all over Greyfriars !”
  “Bother the fat idiot !” grunted Nugent.  He was in no mood for Bunter’s antics.
  At dinner that day, Billy Bunter bestowed a defiant blink on Nugent—who did not even see him.  After dinner, Bunter rolled out with the fellows who found a little harmless and necessary entertainment in pulling his fat leg.  If any doubts crept into Bunter’s podgy mind, he dismissed them again.  He received unbounded encouragement on all sides.  But towards three o’clock, the time fixed for the scrap, in spite of boundless encouragement, Billy Bunter was conscious of a peculiar sort of sinking feeling in his fat inside.  His courage, which had been screwed up to the sticking-point, seemed to be coming unstuck, as it were.
  “I—I say, you fellows,” he remarked to his encouraging friends, “I say, I rather think—”
  “You think it’s time we got along,” said Skinner.”  “Quite !  Come on !”
  “Nunno !  I—I rather think—”
  “Jolly near time,” said the Bounder.
  “I dare say Nugent’s on the spot, already.  Come on, Bunter !”
  “I—was thinking, I—I might let him off—”
  “This way !” said Skinner, unheeding.
  He linked his arm in Bunter’s.  Bolsover major linked on to the other fat arm.  Six or seven fellows followed, all round Bunter.  The fat Owl was conscious of an intensification of that sinking feeling.  The meeting had been arranged behind the woodshed—a quiet and secluded spot.  The nearer Billy Bunter approached the woodshed, the less he seemed to like the vicinity.
  “I—I say, you fellows—” he stammered.
  But there was no escape for Bunter, Skinner & Co. had not wasted their time on him for nothing.  Bunter was going to be led up to the scratch.  Peter Todd joined the- party, with a towel over his arm.  Toddy was Bunter’s second, though he really did not expect to have a lot of seconding to do.
  Several fellows had already gathered in the space behind the woodshed.  Bunter gasped with relief as he saw that Nugent and his friends were not among them.
  “Hallo, Nugent’s in no hurry !” grinned Skinner.
  Bunter brightened up.
  “Cold feet, of course !” said the Bounder.
  Bunter grinned.
  “If he doesn’t turn up, I’ll jolly well go to look for him !” he said.  “He’s not getting out of this, I can tell you !”
  “Three o’clock chimed out from the tower.  Four juniors came sprinting round the woodshed, Wharton, Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  Bunter quaked again.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  Nugent here ?” called out Bob.
  Again Bunter revived.  Nugent had not come with his friends.
  “No !” answered Skinner.  “Where is he ?”
  “Blessed if I know—expected to find him here !”
  “I say, you fellows, I’m not going to wait for a measly funk that daren’t turn up !” hooted Bunter.  “I say, I’ll jolly well go and root him out !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Bravo, Bunter !”
  “You silly owl !” said Harry Wharton.
  “Nugent will be along in a minute—unless he’s forgotten—”
  “Jolly convenient to forget !” sneered Bunter.
  “Where the dickens can he be ?” exclaimed Bolsover major.  Only Bunter supposed that it might be funk that was keeping Nugent away.
  “Oh, he’s coming !” said Bob.
  But Frank Nugent did not come.  Minute followed minute; the quarter sounded from the clock-tower.  The fellows who had gathered to see the entertainment were getting impatient.  As for Billy Bunter, he had forgotten all doubts and misgivings now.  Nugent had not arrived for the scrap, and to Bunter’s fat mind that meant only one thing—Nugent was afraid to turn up !  Bunter was bursting with valour and ferocity.  And as minute still followed minute and Nugent did not appear, Bunter’s valour grew and grew.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Heavy Hand !

  “HIDE it, quick !”
  That startled whisper fell on Frank Nugent’s ears as he pushed open the door of the Second Form room.  And the voice that whispered was that of Nugent minor.
  Since dinner, Frank had been looking for his minor, but he had not found him.  Hence his visit to the Second Form room, where the fags sometimes gathered after classes.  Nugent was anxious and disturbed about his young brother, and that whisper, as he entered the fag Form-room, showed that his anxiety was not without cause.
  He stepped in quickly.
  There were three fags in the room—Nugent minor, and his chums, Gatty and Myers.  They all turned startled and flushed faces towards the door as it opened, and fairly gasped with relief at the sight of a junior.  Obviously they had feared to see someone more formidable.
  “Oh, you !” said Dicky Nugent.  “You made me jump, you ass !  I thought it was old Twigg !  What the thump do you want ?”
  “We don’t want Remove ticks butting into our Form-room, Nugent major !” said Gatty.
  “Hook it !” suggested Myers.
  Frank did not heed.  He came towards the three fags.  Something evidently had been hidden as the door opened; Dicky’s whisper could have meant nothing else.  And the three fags stood close by a desk, as if to screen something from view behind them.
  “What are you up to ?” asked Frank quietly.
  “Find out !” suggested Dicky.
  “Look here, kid—”
  “Can’t they mind their own business in the Remove ?” asked Gatty, addressing space.
  “Dicky !  You’re playing the fool !” said Frank earnestly.  “If you’re fixing up some silly trick on Twigg—”
  “Mind your own bizney !”
  “It’s my business to keep you from getting a flogging, and perhaps the sack, you young ass !  What have you got there ?”
  “Find out !”
  Frank set his lips hard.  He took Gatty and Myers by their collars, one in either hand, and spun them away from the desk.
  Then he saw what they had been hiding.
  Under the desk was a large, thick paper bag.  It was almost full of soot.  There were sooty traces on the hands and clothes of the three fags, as Nugent had already noticed.  Evidently the three young rascals had been scraping soot from the Form-room chimney and packing it in the bag.  Frank hardly needed to ask what it was for.  He could guess easily enough that it was part of a scheme for “getting back” on Twigg.
  “You awful little idiot !” he ejaculated.
  Dicky gave him a glare of defiance.  Gatty and Myers breathed vengeance.
  “You cheeky Remove cad !” gasped Gatty.
  “Kick him out !” said Myers.
  Frank looked round at the two fags.  The glint in his eyes caused them to back away rather hastily. Nugent major was plainly not in his usual good temper.
  “Shut up, you little ticks !” said Frank gruffly.  “For two pins I’d bang your silly heads on this desk.  What are you helping my brother to land himself in trouble for ?”
  “ You get out of this Form-room, Frank !” hooted Nugent minor.  “Can’t you mind your own bizney ?  Who’s asking you to butt in ?”
  “What are you going to do with that soot ?”
  “Find out !” said Dicky, for the third time.
  “If you mean it for Twigg—”
  “No bizney of yours !”
  “You utter young ass !  It would be a flogging or the sack.  They would call it assaulting a Form master !” exclaimed Frank, aghast.  “Haven’t you any sense at all, you young idiot ?”



  He glared at Gatty and Myers.
  “You young rotters !  I suppose you’ve put my minor up to this.”
  “Well, I like that !”, exclaimed Gatty, with thrilling indignation  “He’s fairly ragged us into helping him, hasn’t he, Myers ?”
  “He jolly well has !”, snorted Myers.  “And I can jolly well tell him that if his major is going to butt in, I’m jolly well fed-up, and I’m jolly well going to chuck it, so there !”
  “Same here !” said Gatty.  “I told you it wasn’t safe, Nugent mi, and now your major knows, you can see it for yourself.  I’m off !.  Come on, Myers !”
  “Look here, you men, hold on !” exclaimed Dicky.
  But the “men” did not hold on.  They marched out of the Form-room, probably not sorry to be clear of such a perilous enterprise, and rather glad of Nugent’s arrival as an excuse for “chucking” it.
  The Form-room door banged after them.  Richard Nugent gave his elder brother a glare of concentrated wrath.
  “Now you’ve done it, you dummy !” he snapped.  “Now they won’t help me !  Well, I’m jolly well going ahead, all the same.  See ?”
  “Dicky, don’t be a fool !  You can’t mean—”
  “I’ll tell you just what I mean,” said Dicky savagely, “and you jolly well stop me if you can.  I’m going to mop that bag of soot over old Twigg, and make him jolly well sit up, see ?”
  “It means a flogging—”
  Dicky laughed scornfully.
  “Think I’m going to tell old Twigg I did it ?” he sneered.  “I’m going to get him in the quad after dark.  It’s dark early enough, and jolly misty, and the old ass won’t know who did it.  “I’ve got it all cut and dried, and you’re jolly well not going to stop me, you silly ass !  Old Twigg’s gone out this afternoon, I heard him tell Prout that he would be back to tea in Common-room.  See ?  Well, he will come in by masters’ gate, and the path will be as dark as anything by that time, and I shall be behind a tree—”
  “Dicky !”
  “And he won’t know anything’s going to happen till he gets that bag of soot over his napper,” said Dicky vengefully.
  “Then p’r’aps he’ll be sorry for whopping a man twice in one day.  I’m only sorry I shan’t be able to tell him who sooted him.”
  Frank stared blankly at his minor.  Richard Nugent, as he had said, had it all cut and dried, with an absolutely reckless disregard of the possible consequences.
  “You can’t do it, Dicky !” gasped Frank.
  “Can’t I ?” jeered Dicky.  “You’ll see !”
  “Can’t you see, you young ass, that there’ll be a fearful row ?” exclaimed Frank.  Twigg will raise Cain, the Head will take it up.  They’ll be rooting all over Greyfriars for a fellow who assaulted a Form master. They’ll never let it drop till they’ve got the man—”
  “Rats !”
  “Dicky !  For goodness’ sake—” pleaded Frank.
  “Mind your own bizney !”
  Frank Nugent breathed hard.  His minor was angry and defiant, and had no intention whatever of abandoning his reckless scheme of vengeance on Mr. Twigg.  That was clear.
  “You can’t do it, Dicky, and you shan’t !” said Frank.  “They expect me at home, to keep an eye on you, and keep you out of trouble.  I’ve got to look after you—”
  “Fat lot of good you do, don’t you ?” jeered Dicky.  “It was you got me into the row with Twigg.”
  Nugent winced.  The fag had taken ruthless advantage of his yielding good nature, and Frank had had a severe licking for it.  And this was Dicky’s gratitude !
  “Better mind your own bizney, and leave me alone,” said Nugent minor.  “Get out of this Form-room, and keep your distance, and don’t bother a man.  See ?”
  “You’re not going to mop that soot over Twigg, Dicky !” said Nugent, in a low, determined voice.
  “Who’s going to stop me ?” sneered Dicky.
  “I am, you young sweep !  I’m going to take that bag of soot away and put it where it will be safe.”
  Nugent stooped and picked the bag out from under the desk.
  His brother stared at him in angry amazement.  He had never dreamed that Frank would go beyond argument and pleading.  He was quite unaccustomed to the heavy hand.  He seemed almost unable to believe his eyes, as Frank took possession of the bag of soot.
  “Why, you—you—you—” gasped Dicky, as Frank turned towards the door.  “Put that bag down, you cheeky rotter !  By gum, if you try to take that soot away, I’ll—I’ll jolly well hack your shins, you rotten bully !”
  Nugent coloured at the epithet, but he walked across to the door without reply.
  The fag rushed after him and caught him by the arm.  His face was crimson with rage.
  “Put that bag down, I tell you !”
  “Hands off, you young ass !”
  “Will you put that bag down ?” yelled Dicky.
  “No !” snapped Nugent.
  “Then I’ll jolly well make you !”
  The fag grasped at the bag of soot.  Nugent held it out of his reach and grasped his collar with the other hand.  His temper was rising, which was rather natural in the circumstances.
  Dicky, enraged at being held at arm’s length, kicked.  His major gave a sudden yelp.
  The next moment Nugent jerked the struggling fag to a desk, and there was a loud rap as Dicky’s head was knocked on it.
  “Ow !  Oh crumbs !  Yow-ow !  Oh !” roared Dicky, in anguish and rage.
  “There, you young sweep !” panted Frank.  “That’s a tip !”
  “Ow !  You bully !  Oh crumbs !  Let go !” shrieked Dicky.
  Nugent spun him away, and he sat down on the floor with a bump.  He sat there and stared blankly, gasping, enraged, but more amazed than enraged.  Nugent in this mood was a surprise for his hopeful minor.
  “Now, say another word, you young rascal, and I’ll give you the licking of your life !” said Nugent in concentrated tones.  “You’ve asked for it often enough !  Now, say another word, and you get it !”
  Dicky stared at him, dumb.
  Frank Nugent walked out of the Form-room, the bag of soot in his hand.  Still there was no word from his minor.  Richard Nugent seemed too astounded to speak.
  Frank hurried away.
  He was anxious not to be seen with his peculiar burden.  Fortunately, the House was almost deserted on a half-holiday.  He arrived rather breathlessly in the Remove passage and hurried into Study No. 1.  The soot had to be got rid of somehow, but for the present it was safe in his study.  He dropped it into the fender.
  “The young ass !” breathed Frank.  “Thank goodness I found out what he was up to !  But—”
  His brow clouded.  He had intervened effectually, so far as Dicky’s preparations for the rag on Twigg were concerned.  But it was quite probable that the wilful, reckless fag might still go ahead, if only to show his independence.
  Nugent wondered uneasily what Dicky might do, half-inclined to go back to the Form-room and give him the promised licking.  In that worried and troubled frame of mind it was not surprising that he quite forgot his appointment with the warlike Owl of the Remove.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Some Scrap !

  “I SAY, you fellows—”
  “Where on earth’s Nugent ?”
  “I say, he’s funking !”
  “Fathead !”
  Billy Bunter sneered,.
  “Well, if he’s not funking it, why isn’t he here ? “he demanded.  “I jolly well knew he was going to funk.”
  “Blessed if it doesn’t look like it !” grinned the Bounder.
  “Oh, don’t be an ass, Smithy !” said Harry Wharton.
  “Well, why doesn’t he come ?”
  “My hat !” said Peter Todd.  “If it were possible for anybody to be afraid of Bunter, I should really think—”
  “Oh, really, Toddy—”
  “I dare say Nugent’s forgotten all about the fat idiot !” said Bob Cherry.
  “It’s only a jape, anyhow.”
  “Is it ?” roared Bunter.  “I’ll jolly well show that funk whether it’s a jape !  Jolly convenient to forget !  Skinner said all along that he would funk it.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at !  I say, you fellows, I can jolly well tell you that Nugent isn’t crawling out of it like this !  I’m going to look for him !  I’m going to root him out !”
  Billy Bunter was not only as brave as a lion now, but as ferocious as a tiger.  If his adversary was afraid to turn up, that was all Bunter needed to inspire him with a courage and ferocity that lions and tigers might have envied.  All doubts were dismissed now.  The sinking feeling had quite vanished from his fat inside.  Bunter was burning for the fray.
  “I’m going after him !” he declared.  “I’m not waiting any longer !  You fellows come and see him licked !”
  “Hear, hear !”
  “Bravo, Bunter !”
  A hilarious crowd followed Bunter as he rolled away towards the House.  What would happen when he found Nugent was rather entertaining to anticipate, for it was scarcely possible that Nugent, or anybody else, could have funked a combat with the egregious Owl.  It was probable that Bunter’s fierce valour would ooze away at his fat finger-ends.  But for the present, at least, Bunter was breathing wrath and destruction.
  Quite an army of fellows arrived in the Remove passage.  Skinner flung open the door of Study No. l.
  “You here, Nugent ?” he shouted.
  “Eh—what ?”  Nugent was there, and he stared at Skinner and the crowd behind him in surprise , “What the thump—”
  “I say, you fellows, I knew he was hiding there !  He, he, he !  I’ve jolly well rooted you out, you funk !”
  “Go it, Bunter !”
  “Ha. ha. ha !”
  Billy Bunter rolled into the study.  Five or six juniors followed him in; the rest packed the doorway in a grinning crowd.
  Frank Nugent uttered an impatient exclamation.
  “Get out, you fat fool !” he snapped.
  “Likely !” jeered Bunter.
  “Why the thump didn’t you turn up at the woodshed, Franky ?” demanded Bob Cherry.
  “I forgot !  I had something else to think of !” snapped Nugent.
  “Funk !” roared Bunter.
  “You fat chump !”
  “Yah !  Funk !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Go it, Bunter !  Give him beans !”
  “Watch the walrus on the warpath !  Ha, ha, ha !”
  Harry Wharton looked rather curiously at his chum.  It was easy to see that Nugent was troubled and in no humour for fooling.  But Billy Bunter was not to be denied.
  So long as the other party was afraid, Bunter wasn’t, and he was still convinced that the other party was afraid.  Why had Nugent failed to keep the appointment behind the woodshed ?  And why was he looking so worried, if not because he was funky ?  It was all perfectly clear—to Bunter !
  The Owl of the Remove brandished his fat fists and pranced up to Nugent.
  Nugent backed away from him, frowning.
  “You fat idiot !” he snapped.  “Don’t play the goat !”
  “Yah !  Funk !”
  Nugent burst into an angry laugh.
  “Come on !” roared Bunter.
  “Get on with it !” chuckled Peter Todd.  “My man’s ready, bursting with pluck !  I won’t guarantee it to last—”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Oh, really, Toddy, you beast—”
  “But he’s raging for gore just at present !” said Peter.  “Gel on with it, Nugent !  Here’s the gloves !”
  “Oh, don’t be an ass !” said Nugent.
  “Run away, Bunter, you fat ass !”
  “Yah !  Funk !”
  Bunter pranced after Nugent and plunged at him.  His fat fists came whacking out—a terrific drive with Bunter’s right, with all his weight behind it—and Bunter’s weight was very considerable.
  Had that terrific drive landed, there was no doubt that Frank Nugent would have been damaged.
  But it did not land.  Nugent side-stepped quickly, and the fat Owl went plunging past him.
  Carried away by the force of the blow which met with no resistance, Bunter plunged on, stumbled, and landed on his fat knees with a bump.
  “Ow !” gasped Bunter.
  “Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the juniors.
  “Man down !” roared the Bounder.
  “I Say, you fellows, I—I slipped !  That funk dodged me !  I say—”
  Peter Todd grasped the fat Owl and helped him up.  Bunter turned on Nugent, with in absolutely ferocious glare behind his spectacles.
  “Now, you rotten funk !” he spluttered.
  “Go it, Bunter !”
  Bunter went it.  He charged at Nugent like an excited hippopotamus.  This time Nugent did not step aside.  He was grinning now.  Billy Bunter’s remarkable exploits as a fighting man seemed to have had a cheering and enlivening effect on him.
  He reached out, and took Billy Bunter’s little fat nose between a finger and thumb.
  Bunter hit out wildly.
  But with a finger and thumb grasping his nose like a vice, Nugent held him at arm’s length, the fat junior could not reach him.
  “Groooogh !” spluttered Bunter.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”



  “Ooooh !  Led do by dose !” gurgled the fat junior.  “Ow !  Beast !  Led do by dose !  Wow !”
  “Break away !” yelled Peter Todd.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Ooooogh !  Will you led do by dose !” gurgled Bunter.  “Dragimoff, you fellows !  ’Tain’t fair !  Ow !  By dose—by dose !  Oooogh !”
  The Removites shrieked.  Bunter the fighting-man was undoubtedly entertaining.
  “Had enough ?” grinned Nugent.
  “Ooogh !  Grooogh !  Funk !” gurgled Bunter.  “Ooogh !  Lemme gerrat you !  Ow !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Bunter jerked his nose away at last.  Like Marian’s in the ballad, it was red and raw.
  “Oh crikey !  Ow !  Now, you rotter, you’re for it !” roared Bunter; and he charged.
  Bump !
  It was only a gentle tap on a fat chest, but it was enough for Bunter.  He sat down, with a bump that shook the study.
  “Man down !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Go it, Bunter !”
  “Ow !  Wow !  Wow !  Keep off !  I say, you fellows, keep him off !  Ow !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !  Pile in, Bunter !”
  Peter Todd dragged his principal up.  But Billy Bunter was no longer burning for the fray.
  All his courage, all his ferocity, had departed from him.  It dawned on his fat brain that Nugent was not, after all, funking.  He realised that there was going to be a licking, but that Nugent was not going to receive it.  And a licking was undubitably one of those things which it is more blessed to give than to receive.
  “I say, Peter—leggo !  I say, I’m finished—I—I’m going to let him off—I say—”
  “Go it, Bunty !”
  Peter spun the fat Owl towards Nugent.  Nugent, grinning, gave him another tap.  Bunter sat down again.  This time he rolled over.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Go it, Bunter !  Time !”
  “I—I say, I—I’m knocked out !” gasped Bunter.  “Count me out, you beast !  I—I can’t gerrup !  C-c-ount me out !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Up you get !” chuckled Peter.
  “Ow !  Leggo !  I can’t get up !  Leave me alone !” yelled Bunter.  “I say, I give you best, Nugent !  Oh dear !”
  “Not really ?” chuckled Nugent.
  “Yes, old chap, really !  Toddy, you beast, leggo my collar !  I—I’m not going to scrap with an old pal like Franky, to please you, you beast !  Ow !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said Peter Todd, “the fight’s over.  It was some fight—”
  “The somefulness was terrific.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  The Removites, howling with laughter, streamed away.  Billy Bunter sat up and blinked after them.  Frank Nugent had gone with his friends to join them at games practice.  William George Bunter was left alone in his glory.
  “Ow !” gasped Bunter.  “Oh dear !  Beast !  Oh crikey !  I—I wish I hadn’t challenged the beast now !  I’d have called it off, only I thought he was funking !  Oh dear !  Ow !”
  Billy Bunter staggered to the armchair and collapsed in it.  He needed a rest after his warlike exertions.  Most of the fellows had gone down to games practice; but there were some in the passage, and Bunter could hear the sound of laughter.  It was not a pleasing sound to his fat, ears.  His fat ears burned.
  “Beast !” murmured Bunter.  “Banging a fellow’s head—and pulling a fellow’s nose !  I’ll jolly well make him sit up—somehow !  I’m not going to lick him !  I—I don’t think I’ll lick the rotter !  But I’ll jolly well make him sit up somehow !”
  The fat Owl was feeling vengeful.  But he was no longer feeling warlike. Billy Bunter had had enough of going on the warpath.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Done in the Dark !

  HARRY WHARTON & CO. came off the football ground in a ruddy and cheery crowd.  Frank Nugent was looking as cheery as his comrades.  Games practice had banished his worries from his mind, and for a time he had forgotten Dicky of the
Second and all his works.
  The early winter dusk was falling when the chums of the Remove, after changing, came up to the studies.
  “Tea in my study you men !” called out Bob Cherry; and he went tramping up the Remove passage with a tramp that made the old oaken planks echo.
  “Right-ho !” called back Wharton, and he followed Frank into Study No. 1.
  Nugent had uttered a sharp exclamation.
  “Anything up, old man?” asked Harry.
  Frank was staring into the fender, where he had left Dicky’s bag of soot.  The bag was gone.  A few traces of the soot remained on the fender, and that was all.
  Nugent set his lips hard.
  He had wondered, and doubted, whether Dicky had given up his scheme of “getting back” on Twigg.  It seemed pretty clear now that he had not.  The bag of soot had been taken away, and Nugent did not doubt that it was the fag who had taken it.
  Without answering Wharton’s question, he crossed to the window and stared out into the darkening quad.
  According to what Dicky had told him, Mr. Twigg was to be back for tea at the usual time with the masters in Common-room.  That was not yet—there was still time to intervene.
  The only thought in Frank’s mind was to chip in before it was too late, and save the reckless fag from his own folly.
  Wharton looked at him in surprise.
  “What’s up, Frank ! he asked.
  “Oh !  N-nothing !” Nugent stammered “I mean—I—I’m”—he coloured—“I’m rather bothered about my minor.”
  “Oh !”
  “I know you’re fed-up with the subject—”
  “Not at all, old chap !” said Wharton, as sincerely as he could.  “But what’s the trouble now ?”
  “I don’t know that there’s any trouble; I hope not.  Anyhow, you get along to Bob’s study, and don’t wait for me.”
  “All serene !”
  Wharton hesitated a moment; but it was clear that Nugent did not want him, and he left the study and went up the passage to Study No. 13.  He could not help his chum in dealing with Dicky, unless kicking the troublesome fag would have helped, in which case the captain of the Remove would have been very pleased to lend his aid.
  Nugent remained for a few minutes in the study in troubled thought.  It seemed clear to his mind that Dicky Nugent was planning to carry out his hare-brained scheme; nobody else, so far as Frank could see, was likely to have taken away the bag of soot.  He left the study at last, and went down the Remove staircase.
  In the falling dusk fellows were coming into the House.  Nugent, with as careless an air as he could assume, strolled out into the quad.  A mist was rolling in from the sea, dim and damp and chilly.  Peter Todd loomed up through the dusky mist, and Nugent called to him.
  “Toddy, seen my minor ?”
  “Haven’t had that pleasure !” answered Peter, with rather a curious look at Frank’s clouded face.  “I fancy he’ll be in the Second Form room, if you want him.”
  “Eh ?  Why ?”
  “I heard a row going on there.” explained Peter.
  “You silly ass !”
  Nugent walked on, leaving Peter grinning.  If Dicky was intending to carry out his scheme, he would be somewhere near the master’s gate, and Frank went in that direction.  Peter looked after him rather curiously as he disappeared in the mist.
  “I say, Toddy—”
  Billy Bunter loomed up.
  “Hallo, Fatty !” said Peter.
  “Was that Nugent speaking to you ?” asked Bunter.
  “Yes !”
  “Where’s he gone ?”
  Peter chuckled.
  “Looking for another scrap ?” he asked.  “Better give Nugent a miss, Fatty !  He doesn’t look good-tempered.”
  “Oh, really, Peter—”
  “What hove you got there ?” asked Peter, staring at the fat junior.  Bunter had one hand behind him, and appeared to be holding something out of sight.
  “Eh ?  Nothing !” said Bunter hastily.  “Nothing at all, old chap !  Don’t you be so jolly inquisitive, Peter !”
  Billy Bunter backed away into the mist, still keeping his hand behind him.  Peter stared at him for a moment, and then went on to the House.
  “Beast !” murmered Bunter.
  And he rolled away in the direction taken by Frank Nugent.
  The dusk was deepening and the mist was thickening.  Dimly through the gloom, the lighted windows shone.
  Billy Bunter blinked round him through his big spectacles in search of Nugent.
  There was a grin on his fat face.
  In his hand was a large, thick paper bag, and the bag was full of soot.  It was not Richard Nugent of the Second Form who had taken that bag from Study No. 1.  It was William George Bunter of the Remove.
  Billy Bunter was no longer on the warpath, but he was still on the path of vengeance.
  Brooding over his many wrongs in Study No. 1, the fat Owl had observed the bag of soot in the fender, and it had put the idea into his podgy brain.  Why it was there, how it had come there, Bunter did not know, and did not care.  But he knew that he was going to “mop” it over Nugent, if he could do so without danger to his fat and fatuous self.
  His first idea had been to fix up a booby-trap with the soot, but there were difficulties in the way of that scheme, and when Nugent left the House, in the falling darkness, it seemed to William George Bunter that Fate was playing into his fat hands.
  Nugent, undoubtedly, would be sorry for his sins if he got that bag of soot on his napper !  Bunter chuckled at the idea.
 But “safety first” was an important consideration.
  Bunter did not want to be licked, and he did not want to be kicked.  Very much indeed he did not want that.
  But Nugent was fairly asking for it now.  In the dusk and the mist, it was as easy as falling off a form.  He would get the bag of soot, and he would not know who had buzzed it at him.  Once Bunter spotted him, it was all plain sailing.
  Still, there were difficulties.  The dusk and mist which were to prevent Nugent from spotting Bunter, also prevented Bunter from spotting Nugent.  He blinked round for him in vain.
  “Beast !” breathed Bunter.
  From the shadows, in the direction of the school wall, a voice came from someone unseen, the voice of Frank Nugent.  He was calling.
  “Dicky !”
  Bunter started.
  It was Nugent’s voice, and he was calling to his minor !  Really, Nugent was not only asking for it, he was begging for it.  His voice guided Bunter through the thickening gloom !
  “Dicky !”
  Nugent called again, a little farther off.  Bunter realised that he was near the wall, under the trees near the private gate that was used by the masters when the school gates were closed.
  Why Nugent was looking for his minor there, was a mystery to Billy Bunter.  It was unlikely that the fag was out of the House at all, so far as Bunter could see, neither could he imagine any reason why the fag, if he was out of the House, should be anywhere near the masters’ gate.
  But all that did not matter to Bunter.  Nugent’s voice was guiding him, and that was all he cared about.
  He trod on cautiously.
  Tall trees shadowed the path by the masters’ gate.  The branches were leafless, but they deepened the gloom of the thickening dusk and mist.
  Bunter could not see a yard from his fat little nose.
  Still, that was all the better for his purpose.  He did not want to be seen when he came within “buzzing” distance of Nugent.
  Cautiously, he crept along the path.
  He listened for Nugent to call again, but there came no call.  Frank Nugent, seeking his minor in the deep shadows, had heard a click of the masters’ gate, and he did not need telling that it was made by the key in the hand of Mr. Twigg.  He did not call again, but anxiously, almost desperately, he sought for the fag in the deep gloom.
  Bunter stopped and listened.
  “Beast !” he breathed.
  He could see nothing and hear nothing.
  Unless Nugent called again, Bunter had no chance.  And he did not call again.  Bunter’s eyes glinted with wrath behind his big spectacles.
  He stood in the middle of the path, listening, watching, blinking.  Then footsteps sounded, directly in front of him.

  Bunter suppressed a gasp.
  The beast was coming up the path—coming directly towards Bunter.  He would be upon him in another moment.
  Bunter backed hastily to the side of the path, the paper bag of soot clutched in his fat hands, his eyes gleaming through his spectacles.
  “A figure loomed up in the mist.
  Whiz !
  With all the force of two fat arms Bunter hurled the bag of soot.
  Crash !  Smash !
  It landed in a face, and burst.
  “Oooooooooooch !” came a horrible suffocated splutter.  “Ooooooooch !  Woooch !
  Bunter ran.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Startling News !

  “TROT in, old bean !”
  Bob Cherry, called out cheerily as the door-handle of Study No. 13 turned.
  Tea was going on in No 13.
  Wharton and Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh were there, with Mark Linley and Bob and Little Wun Lung.  Frank Nugent had not yet-arrived, and as the door opened, the tea-party supposed that he had come—hence Bob’s cheery welcome.
  But it was not Nugent who looked in.  A fat face and a big pair of spectacles glimmered in the doorway.
  Bunter was grinning.
  “Certainly, old chap !” he answered.
  “Oh, my hat !  I thought it was Nugent, fathead !  Roll off !”
  “If that’s what you call good manners, Cherry, after asking a fellow into your study—”
  Bob Cherry laughed.
  “I don’t suppose Nugent will be coming in to tea,” remarked Bunter, “I say, you fellows, those sosses look good !  I’ll have some !”
  Bunter sat down in the chair that had been placed for Nugent.
  “Pass the sosses, old chaps,” he said, “and the toast !  That all the toast you’ve got ?  Some of you make some more while I get on with this, what ?”
  “There won’t be much left for Frank, if he doesn’t come in soon,” remarked Johnny Bull.
  “He, he, he !”
  “What’s the matter with the fat duffer ?” asked Harry Wharton, staring at the Owl of the Remove
  “He, he, he !  I rather think Nugent won’t be coming in—yet !” said Bunter, “I fancy he will want a wash !  He, he, he !”
  “What on earth—”
  “Never mind Nugent,” said Bunter.  He asked for it—”
  “Asked for what ?”
  “Oh, nothing !  I don’t know anything about it, of course,” said Bunter hastily.
  “About what ?” bawled Bob Cherry.
  “Nothing, old fellow !  Pass the toast !  I say, you fellows, aren’t you going to make some more toast ?”
  “Why hasn’t Nugent come in to tea Wharton?” asked Johnny Bull.
  “I fancy he’s gone looking for his minor,” answered Harry.  “I believe the young sweep is up to something.”
  “He, he, he !”
  “Have you seen Nugent, Bunter ?”
  All the juniors stared at the Owl of the Remove, it was obvious that he was in secret possession of some merry jest, and that it was connected somehow with Nugent.
  “Eh ?  Oh, no !  Not at all !  I haven’t been out in the quad,” said Bunter
  Bunter realised the necessity for keeping the secret, though he had his own weird ways of keeping a secret.
  “Is Nugent out in the quad ? asked Bob.
  “Not that I know of.  I wasn’t looking for him, and I never saw him anywhere near masters’ gate.”
  “What the thump would he be doing there ? asked Bob, in astonishment.  “It’s time all fellows were in the House.”
  “Has he come in, Bunter ?” demanded Wharton.
  “How should I know ?” answered Bunter.  “I haven’t seen him, and I never went out to look for him—never asked Toddy which way he went, or anything.  I know nothing whatever about him, and don’t want to.  I dare say he’s gone to get a wash.”
  “Something’s up with Nugent, and Bunter knows what it is,” said Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, really, Bull—”
  Bob Cherry stepped to the door, threw it open and put, his head out into the passage.  Several Removites were coming along to their studies from the stairs, but Frank Nugent was not to be seen among them.
  “Smithy !” called out Bob.  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, Smithy !  Seen Nugent ?”
  “Yes; he’s just gone into his study,” answered the Bounder.
  “Gone into his study !” repeated Bob blankly.  “Has he forgotten we’re tea-ing in my study to-day, the ass ?”
  Bob Cherry trotted along the Remove passage to Study No. 1  The door was closed, and he hurled it open and stared in.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  You here, Franky ?  Why, what—what—what— My hat !  
What’s the matter ?”
  Frank Nugent was there.
  He was standing by the table, his face white and set.  Bob stared at him blankly and made a stride towards him.  Something, it was very clear, was wrong with Nugent
  “Frank, old chap !  What’s the matter ?”
  “Nothing,” muttered Nugent, with trembling lips.
  “You look as if something was.  Frank !  Look here—”
  “It—it’s all right !  There—there’s going to be a row !” muttered Nugent huskily.  “Don’t say anything !  For goodness’ sake, don’t let it get out that anybody in the Remove knows anything about it.”
  “But what’s happened ?” asked Bob, in alarm.
  “Oh, never mind.  Wait till you hear.”
  Bob looked at him.  It was plain that Nugent had had a shock, and that he was in a state of deep alarm.  What could have happened to cause it was a mystery.
  “Well, come along to tea old chap,” said Bob, after a pause.
  Nugent shook his head.
  “I don’t want any tea.  I—I don’t want the fellows to see me.  They’d guess something was up.  It’s got to be kept dark.”
  “What on earth have you done ?”
  “Nothing, you ass !”
  “Oh !”  A light broke in on Bob’s mind as he remembered what Wharton had said.  “Your minor—”
  Nugent gave a sort of convulsive start.  In his agitation he grasped Bob by the arm.
  “Not a word !” he said huskily.
  “Don’t be a rotter, Bob.  I know you don’t like Dicky, and I dare say you’ve got reason, but—but it might be the sack for him if they thought— For goodness’ sake, Bob, don’t—”
  “Of course I shan’t say a word, you ass !  Better stay here, perhaps—your chivvy would give you away to all the fellows.  That young scoundrel—”  Bob checked himself.  “Pull yourself together, old man !  If a beak saw you like that he would jump to it that you had something on your mind.  You’re as white as a sheet !”
  Nugent nodded, and Bob Cherry left the study, carefully closing the door after him.
  He went back to his own study with a clouded brow.
  Something—he could not guess what—had happened, and Frank was terrified for the result for his minor !  That much seemed clear.  More than once Bob had felt a deep desire to kick Nugent minor, and he had never felt it so keenly as now.
  “Frank come in ?” asked Wharton, as Bob came back into Study No. 13.
  “Yes; he’s not coming along to tea,” answered Bob briefly.
  “Why not ?” asked Johnny Bull.
  “He, he, he !”  Bob did not ,answer the question, but Bunter answered in his place.  “I fancy Nugent’s feeling a bit out of sorts now.  He, he, he !”
  Bob gave him a startled look.
  “Do you know anything about it, you fat duffer ?” he demanded.
  “Oh !  No !  Nothing !” answered Bunter.  “I wasn’t there, you know.”
  “You weren’t where, idiot ?”
  “Anywhere—I mean nowhere.  I say, you fellows, pass the sosses !  Aren’t there any more sosses ?  If this is what you call a spread, when you ask a fellow to tea—”
  The study door opened, and Peter Todd looked in.  There was a rather startled expression on Peter’s face.
  “You fellows heard ?” he asked.
  “Heard what ?”
  “About Twigg.”
  “Twigg ?” repeated the juniors.
  Bob Cherry felt his heart sink.  He guessed dimly the cause of Frank’s trouble now.  Something had happened to Twigg—Dicky Nugent’s Form master !  Only too well he remembered the fag’s reckless words of the day before, which Mr. Twigg had caught, and which had earned him his second “whopping.”
  “What’s happened to Twiggy ?” asked Mark Linley.
  “It’s jolly serious,” said Peter.  “There’s a terrific hullabaloo going on downstairs.  Twiggy’s come in, in a shocking state !  He can hardly speak, but his looks—  My hat !  Somebody’s mopped soot over him !”
  “Over Twigg ?” gasped Wharton.
  “Yes.  From what I’ve heard, somebody was lying in wait for him when he let himself in at masters’ gate.  It’s awfully dark there, you know, and Twigg didn’t see anybody; but somebody saw Twigg all right, and mopped a bag of soot right into his face—”
  “Great Scott !”
  There was a startled squeak from Billy Bunter.  He sat with toast half-way to his mouth, his mouth wide open.  His eyes almost bulged through his spectacles.
  “Twigg !  Oh crikey !”
  “You fellows coming down ?” asked Peter.  “Twigg’s worth seeing.  You don’t often see a beak looking like a chimney sweep !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Poor old Twiggy !”
  The juniors were all on their feet, now.  There was a general move to the door.  Only Billy Bunter did not move.  Every other fellow hurried out of the study, to see Twigg in his startling, sooty state.  But Bunter did not want to see Twigg in that, sooty state !  The bare thought of Twigg in that state almost curdled Bunter’s blood.
  “Twigg !” groaned Bunter.  “Oh crikey !  Who’d have thought it ?  I—I thought it was Nugent !  Oh dear !  Fancy Twigg coming in just at that minute—the silly old ass !  Oh Crumbs !  If they find out—”
  Bunter replaced the toast on his plate.
  For the first time in his fat career William George Bunter had lost his appetite.  He had mopped that soot over a shadowy form in the dusky mist and fled.  And not for a moment had he doubted that it was Nugent who had received the soot.  And now—”
  Twigg !  A beak—a Form master !  Billy Bunter cringed with terror.
  “Oh crikey !” he groaned.
  There was cake on the table.  Bunter did not touch it—did not even look at it !  Even cake had no attractions for Bunter now, as he sat thinking in terror of that awful blunder, and the consequences that might follow.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Nugent Minor is Wanted !

  “UNPARALLELED !”
  It was the deep voice of Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth.
  “Amazing !” said Mr. Quelch.
  “Shocking !” said Mr. Capper.
  “Une chose affreuse !” said Monsieur Charpentier.  “Zat poor Twigg !  Zis is one zing of ze most fearful !”
  Harry Wharton & Co. were too late to see that interesting sight, a sooty Form master, when they came hurrying down.  But they found an excited crowd—masters, prefects, fellows of all Forms, buzzing with the amazing news.  Trotter, the page, was cleaning up traces of Twigg’s progress.  The Second Form master had left a sooty trail behind him.
  The juniors gathered that Twigg had been led away to a bath-room.  No doubt he needed a wash, if the description they received from fellows who had seen him was anything like correct.
  “Black as the ace of spades !” said Skinner.  “Thick with it—reeking !  Like a jolly old chimney-sweep who’d fairly rolled in it.”
  “Sneezing and coughing !” said Bolsover major.  “Blinking like a giddy owl !  He had it in his eyes and his nose.  Some jape !”
  “Rotten shame !” said Temple of the Fourth.  “Who the thump can have ragged poor old Twigg like that ?”
  “The rottenfullness is terrific !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “The esteemed Twigg is a harmless and necessary ass, and the ragfulness is not the proper caper.”
  “Somebody will be sacked for this !” the juniors heard Loder of the Sixth remark to Walker of that Form.
  “But who the dickens—” said Walker.
  “Most fellows were in the House.” said Wingate of the Sixth.  “We shall have to find out who was out at the time.”
  “Poor old Twigg !”
  There was a good deal of sympathy for Twigg.  Most of the fellows were grinning.  There was no doubt that Twigg’s aspect, under his coating of soot, had struck them as comic.  But they sympathised, and some were quite indignant.  Hobson of the Shell remarked that if it had been an acid drop like Hacker—his own Form master—it would have been all very well; but a harmless ass like Twigg—that was too thick !
  Excitement reigned, and evidently there was going to be a severe inquiry.  There was-little doubt that the culprit would be discovered and punished—no doubt that the punishment would be severe.  But who the culprit was, was as yet a mystery.
  Bob Cherry had a very strong suspicion, since he had seen Nugent in the study; but he was very careful not to utter it.  He had no doubt, al least, that Nugent believed that his minor was the guilty party.
  “I wonder if Nugent saw anything of it ?” said Skinner.
  Johnny Bull looked round at him.  “Nugent !  How could he have seen anything of it, fathead ?”
  “He came in only a few minutes before Twigg,” answered Skinner.  “I remember how I noticed he looked a bit queer.  I wonder—”
  “Don’t be a silly ass !” said Johnny gruffly.
  Skinner laughed.
  “Well, he did look rather queer,” he said.  “I noticed it !  I’m not going to shout it out to the beaks, though.”
  “You’d better not shout, or whisper, either, that Nugent had anything to do with a dirty, rotten trick like chucking soot in a man’s face !” growled Johnny Bull.
  “Come away, you men,” murmered Bob Cherry, and his comrades followed him.  He stopped in the Form-room passage, out of hearing of the buzzing crowd discussing the amazing and unparalleled happening.
  “What’s up, Bob ?” asked Harry.
  Bob g1anced round and spoke in a low voice.
  “Nugent’s in the study—rather upset.  I fancy he thinks his precious ,minor did this.”
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “You remember what the little ass was saying yesterday, when Twigg dropped on him !” muttered Bob.
  “But—but that was only gas—just fag gas !” said Harry, aghast.  “He wouldn’t be such an unmitigated little idiot—”
  “I’m afraid Franky thinks so.  I don’t know whether they’d sack a fag—but they may—anyhow, it’s a terrific flogging !  You fellows be careful not to say anything.  It would be sickening if Nugent’s minor was turfed out of Greyfriars—for Frank, I mean.”
  “Serve the little sweep right, if he did it !” growled Johnny Bull.
  “I’m thinking of Frank.”
  “Yes, that’s all right, of course; not a word about it,” assented Johnny.  “But it’s rather thick.  I can’t believe young Nugent is such an ass !  Frank’s been keeping an eye on him to-day, too.
  Look here, let’s go and see the kid, and see if there’s anything in it.  If there isn’t, we can tell Frank it’s all right.”
  “Let’s !” assented Wharton.
  The four Removites went along to the Second Form room to look for Dicky Nugent.  The door was open, and there was an excited buzz of voices within.
  Evidently the news of what had happened to their Form master, had reached the Second.
  Harry Wharton & Co. looked in.  It was not yet time for evening prep, which the Second took in their Form-room with Twigg; but a good many of the fags were there.  Among them was Dicky Nugent, and the Removites were relieved to see that he looked the same cheery, cheeky, careless young scamp as usual.  Certainly he did not look like a follow over whose head the sword of Damocles impended, in the shape of the sack.
  “Horrid, ain’t it ?” said Sammy Bunter, with a fat chuckle that was very like his major’s.  “Poor old Twigg !  All sooty !  He, he, he !”
  “Serve him right !” said Nugent minor.
  “Oh, I don’t know,” said Gatty.
  “Twiggy’s not bad !  I thought it was rather thick when you—”
  “Shut up, you ass !”
  “Yes, shut up !” said Myers.  “You get jawing about that, and they’ll think it was Nugent mi.”
  “Jolly glad I never had a hand in it !” said Dicky, with a deep breath.  “Jolly glad !  I can tell you men, this is the sack for somebody !”
  Harry Wharton & Co., standing in the doorway, heard all these remarks, and they saw Gatty and Myers give Nugent minor rather curious looks, and then exchange a glance.
  “But who did it ?” went on Gatty.
  “Ask me another.” said Dicky, “Jolly glad I didn’t !”
  “Where were you half an hour ago, Dicky ?”
  “Blessed if I remember !  Yes, I remember, I was coming back from the tuckshop about that time.”
  “You didn’t go round by the masters’ gate ?”
  “No, I didn’t, George Gatty !”
  “All right; only asking, old chap !”
  “Well, don’t’ ask fool questions like that !” grunted Dicky.  “I don’t know any more about it than you do.”
  “Jolly glad !” said Gatty, though with a lingering air of doubt.
  Dicky Nugent gave his two comrades a rather dark look.  He left them, and, catching sight of the Removites in the doorway, came towards them.
  “Franky with you ?” he asked.  “Oh, he isn’t.  Well, you can tell him, if he asks you, that he needn’t fancy I know anything about old Twigg.  I wasn’t there, and never knew anything about it till a man in the Second told me he had come in all sooty.  You can tell Frank so.  Of course, he will think—”
  “The fag broke off abruptly.
  Wharton gave him a searching look.
  “It wasn’t you, Dicky ?” he asked.
  “No, it wasn’t !” said Dicky irritably.  “And if Frank thinks it was, you can tell him he’s a fool, from me.  More likely a Remove man.”
  “You young ass !  Why should a Remove man rag your beak ?” snapped Johnny Bull.
  “Well, somebody got hold of the soot,” said Dicky.  “Frank took it away with him.  I suppose it was the same lot.  There wouldn’t be two bags of soot hanging about at the same time, I suppose.”
  “What the thump are—”
  “Hasn’t Frank told you ?” grunted Dicky.  “Keep it dark, anyhow.  He came in this afternoon, and found Gatty and Myers and me fixing up the bag.  He took it away, and I never saw it afterwards.”
  “Oh, my hat !  Then you had meant to—”
  “Never mind what I meant !” muttered Nugent minor.  “I never did it and that’s the point !  Frank took the bag of soot away with him.  I don’t know what he did with it.  Somebody else got hold of it, I suppose.  I know I didn’t.”
  “Oh !” said Harry dubiously.
  The Removites looked at one another.  It was news to them that Nugent minor had planned that rag on his Form master, and that Frank had discovered it.
  “That’s why he didn’t come to the woodshed, I suppose,” said Bob, after a pause.  “He was looking after this young ass, and keeping him out of mischief.”
  “Like his cheek to butt in, and you can tell him I said so !” rejoined Dicky.
  “Lucky for you he did, as it turns out, you young fathead !  If you’d done this—”
  “Well, I didn’t !  You can tell Frank so, and relieve his mind !” said Dicky sarcastically.  “I dare say he thinks I got hold of the soot again while he was at games practice and got into ambush for old Twigg.  Well, I didn’t.”
  “Well, if you didn’t do it, perhaps you know who did ?”
  “Nugent minor’s eyes gleamed.
  “Why should I know anything about it ?” he asked.
  “Because you threatened to do something of the sort after Twigg had punished you yesterday,” answered Wharton.
  “Well, I’m not the culprit,” said Dicky, “and that’s flat !”
  “I—I hope you didn’t.”
  “If you can’t take a man’s word, you can go and eat coke, you Remove ticks !” snapped Dicky.
  “Nugent minor !”
  Mr. Twigg came along the Form-room passage.  He was looking rather red, evidently from rubbing and scrubbing, and his face, which was generally placid enough, was grim with anger.  He rapped out the fag’s name like a bullet.
  Dicky faced him, however, without any great uneasiness, though he was deeply thankful at that moment that his brother had prevented him from carrying out his hare-brained project.
  “Yes, sir ?” said Dicky.
  “You will follow me to Dr. Locke’s study !” said Mr. Twigg icily.
  Dicky caught his breath.
  “I—I say sir—what—what have I done, sir ?”
  “The Second Form master gave him a look.
  “I hardly think I need give you information on that, point, Nugent minor.  In view of the threat I heard you utter yesterday, I have no doubt as to the perpetrator of the outrage of which I have been a victim !  Follow me !”
  “Oh crumbs !” Nugent minor quaked.  “Oh, sir, I didn’t—I never— I—I— It wasn’t me, sir !”
  “Indeed !” said Mr. Twigg bitterly.  “Certainly I did not see the person who assaulted me by throwing a bag of soot in my face.  If it was not you, Nugent minor, you have nothing to fear; your headmaster will see justice done.  I shall take you to him immediately !  Follow me !  Not a word more !”
  Mr. Twigg rustled away.
  Dicky stood for a moment, as if rooted to the floor.  All the cheery, cheeky carelessness was gone from his brow.
  Mr. Twigg glanced back.
  “Nugent minor !” he said in an ominous tone.
  “Oh !  Yes, sir !” groaned Dicky.  And he followed his Form master.
  Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged glances.  Obviously, Mr. Twigg had no doubt.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Blow Falls !

  FRANK NUGENT moved restlessly about Study No. 1.  He had had no tea, but he had forgotten that he was hungry.  His face was pale and worn, and he could not keep still.
  If they found Dicky out !  That was the tormenting thought in his mind.  His young brother, whom his people at home entrusted to his care at school—a trust he had tried to fulfil.  He had tried hard, well aware that Dicky needed a sterner hand than his, but never, or hardly ever, able to resolve to give him anything but kindness and good nature.
  It was his weakness, really, that had started this trouble; if he had been firmer, if he had only helped the indolent young rascal with his work instead of doing his work for him, it would not have happened.  He had argued with the fag, done his best with him, but the lazy young scamp had had his way, and Frank was well aware that he ought not to have let Dicky have his way.  He blamed himself more than he blamed Dicky.
  And now—
  That afternoon he had gone down to games practice with his friends, forgetful of Dicky.  He had hoped that his intervention had been effectual, but he had had a doubt.  Evidently—so it seemed to Nugent—the fag had only waited till the coast was clear, and then he had recaptured the bag of soot from the study and carried out his purpose.  He had feared it when he found the bag missing; he had hunted for Dicky in the shadows by masters’ gate without finding him.  And then— Like a haunting vision that would not leave his mind, he remembered a glimpse of a sooty face, gasping and gurgling, and spluttering—Twigg, smothered, choked, and blinded, staggering in a cloud of soot !  There was not the faintest doubt in his mind that Dicky had done it.  In the circumstances, he could scarcely have had a doubt.
  His first impulse, when he had that glimpse of the hapless Twigg, had been to rush to his aid.  But he had recollected instantly that his presence on the spot would require explanation, and he had darted away instead, thinking only of his brother and his brother’s danger.
  And h had been able to think of nothing else since.
  If they suspected Dicky !
  He groaned aloud as he remembered that Mr. Twigg had overheard the fag’s wild words the day before and punished him for them.  They were certain to suspect Dicky.
  The fag, with all his faults, was not the fellow to find refuge in a tangle of lies.  He would have to own up.  Even if he did not, it would make no difference.  The inquiry would be searching, unsparing.  And Gatty and Myers knew, and would blurt out something !  There was no hope !
  If they flogged him, that would be bad enough.  But if they sacked him—if Dicky was sent home in disgrace—
  Nugent clenched his hands.  This was how he had looked after his brother at school !
  Yet what could he have done ?  What could he do now ?  He would have done anything to save the wretched fag; but he could not save him.
  There was a buzz of voices in the Remove passage.  Fellows there were discussing the “unparalleled outrage,” as Prout called it.  Nugent wondered a little that his friends did not come to the study.  He wondered whether they had bad news they did not care to bring to him.
  He had to know the worst.  He threw open the door of the study, and the excited voices came clearly to his ears.
  “They’ve got him !”
  “Well, of course, it was pretty plain that it was one of Twigg’s fags.  Nobody else would want to rag Twigg.”
  “But what a nerve !”
  “What a neck !”
  “Oh, young Nugent’s got neck enough for anything !  Not much like his major !”
  “I say, this will rather knock old Nugent over !  He’s awfully fond of that young rotter of a brother of his.”
  “Somebody ought to tell him.”
  “Not I !”
  “He’ll hear it soon enough.  Where is he ?”
  Frank Nugent clenched his hands till the nails dug into the palms.  They had found out already, then !  It was already common knowledge in the House that Dicky had done it.
  He looked out of the study.
  His chums were at a little distance in a, troubled group, not taking part in the talk.  Nugent had guessed rightly why they had not come to the study; they did not want to bear the bad news.
  There was a crowd of fellows nearer at hand, and they all looked at Nugent, struck by the white misery in his face.  Even Skinner checked the mockery on his lips.
  “Sorry, Nugent, old man !” he said, “I suppose you’ve heard—”
  Nugent’s face showed that he had heard now.
  “Rough on you, old man !” said Squiff.  “Sorry !”
  Nugent found his voice.
  “Do they say that Dicky—that my brother—”
  He choked.
  “He’s been taken to the Head !” said Peter Todd.  “Twigg took him as soon as he’d got the soot off.  He knew it was Dicky, from what I hear.”
  “He—he saw him ?” stammered Nugent.
  “No.  I don’t think he saw anybody, but he knew somehow.  I hear that he told the other beaks he knew.  Wingate was going to round up all the men who were out of the House at the time.  But Twigg told him it wasn’t necessary; he knew who it was.  Somebody says that Twigg heard young Nugent threatening to do something of the sort.  I’m afraid there’s no doubt, old chap.”
  “Where’s my brother now ?”
  “I think he’s still with the Head !”
  “Here comes Wingate !” said Skinner.
  The Greyfriars captain came up the Remove staircase.  His face was very grave.
  “Nugent here ?” he called out.
  “Here !” answered Frank, in a choking voice.  He stepped out of the study.  “Wingate, have they—I mean—what’s happened to my brother ?”
  “Nothing, so far, I believe,” answered Wingate, with a compassionate glance at the junior’s tormented face.  “You’re wanted in the Head’s study, Nugent—your minor’s there.  Come with me.”
  Nugent nodded, and followed the captain of Greyfriars.  He passed his dismayed chums, and Wharton spoke in a low voice.
  “Buck up, Frank—buck up, old man !”
  Nugent did not seem to hear.  He followed Wingate down the stairs, leaving the Remove fellows in a buzz behind him.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
His Brother’s Keeper !

  DR. LOCKE glanced curiously at Nugent, as he entered the headmaster’s study.  The distress on Frank’s face would have touched a harder heart than the kind old Head’s.
  Dicky Nugent was there, standing before the Head, his face pale and scared.  Mr. Twigg was there, cold and grim.  It was not surprising that the Second Form master was deeply incensed, and that he had resolved upon drastic punishment for the offender.
  But, grim as he was, even Mr. Twigg softened a little at the sight of Frank Nugent.  He coughed, with evident discomfort.
  “Yes, sir,” almost whispered Nugent.
  He hardly dared look at his brother.
  All Dicky’s cool cheek and airy impudence had vanished.  He seemed on the verge of breaking down.  His lips quivered, and it was only by an effort that he held back tears.  It gave Nugent a bitter pang to see him thus.  The fag’s scared eyes turned on him, hopefully as it seemed to Frank.  Surely he was not hoping that his brother could help him now !  Nugent could do nothing.
  “You are aware of the outrageous assault that was made upon Mr. Twigg a short time ago, Nugent ?”
  “Yes, sir, I’ve heard about it.”
  “Mr. Twigg has no doubt that Nugent minor was the guilty party.  It seems that in the darkness and the mist he did not see who assailed him.  But only yesterday he heard Nugent minor uttering threats concerning him.  Nugent minor has admitted that he prepared a bag of soot, with the intention of carrying out this ‘rag,’ as he terms it.  
But he denies that he actually did carry it out.”
  Nugent started.
  “I never did !” panted Dicky.
The Head made him a gesture to be silent.
  “On the face of it there appears to be no doubt,” resumed the Head.  “But your brother states that you discovered his intention, that you made him abandon it, and that you removed the bag of soot he had intended to use for this reckless and foolish purpose.  That is why I have sent for you.”
  Nugent breathed hard.
  It came as a surprise to him that his minor denied the accusation.  With all his faults, he had never expected Dicky to lie.
  “If this boy, in a moment of foolish resentment, planned such an action, but afterwards thought better of it, and abandoned his intention, the matter would not be very serious, so far as Nugent minor is concerned,” went on the Head.  “It would remain to discover the real culprit, who will certainly be expelled from Greyfriars.  I require to know, Nugent, to what extent you can corroborate your brother’s statement.”
  “You know, Frank—” panted Dicky.
  “Silence ! You will speak, Nugent.”
  Nugent cleared his throat.
  “It’s true that I found out what he was up to, sir—I mean, I—I dropped on him in the Form-room—that is, I knew,” he stammered.  “I took away the bag of soot, and I thought—at least, I hoped—that he had given up the idea.”
  “So I had !” gasped Dicky.  “I knew it wouldn’t do—after I’d thought about it.  I knew I’d been a silly ass—I—knew—”
  He broke off, under the Head’s stern eyes.
  “I hope that is true, Nugent minor,” said the Head.  “Nugent, you state that you took away the bag of soot.”
  “Yes, sir.”
  “What did you do with it ?”
  “I took it to my study, sir.  I was going to get rid of it afterwards, and then I went down to games practice with the fellows—”
  “You left it in your study ?”
  “Yes, sir.”
  “Then there was nothing to prevent your brother from recovering possession of it ?”
  “I—I thought he had given up the silly idea, sir—”
  “Answer my question.”
  “No, sir !”
  “Was it gone when you returned to the study ?”
  “Yes, sir.”
  “Anybody might have got hold of it, sir—” stammered Dicky.
  “That’s true, sir !” exclaimed Frank eagerly.  “Anybody might have got it from my sturdy—I was out over an hour—”
  Dr. Locke raised his hand.
  “Have you any reason to suppose that anyone did so, excepting your brother ?”
  Nugent was silent.
  “Somebody saw it there, and bagged it,” muttered Dicky.
  “A—a lot of fellows came into my study while it was there, sir,” faltered Frank.  “Anyone might have seen it in the fender.”
  “Remove boys, do you mean ?”
  “Yes, sir.”
  Dr. Locke glanced at the Second Form master.
  “Is there any reason to suppose that a Remove boy, Mr. Twigg—”
  “None whatever, sir,” answered Mr. Twigg.  “I have no dealings with the Remove, and it would be absurd to suppose that a boy in the Lower Fourth Form would be guilty of this outrage.  I have no doubt whatever that Nugent minor did this, in revenge for a just  and necessary punishment—as, indeed, I heard him threaten to do, and, as he has admitted intending doing.”
  Dr. Locke nodded.
  “There certainly appears to be no doubt,” he said, “Nugent major’s intervention was well-intentioned, and is to his credit as showing that he had a sense of duty towards his younger brother.  But it appears to have had no effect.  It can scarcely be doubted that after he had left the study Nugent minor regained possession of the—the material with which this outrage was perpetrated.”
  “I never went near the study, sir,” groaned Dicky.  “I chucked up the whole thing—Gatty and Myers told me it Was rot—”
  Nugent looked at him.
  No more than the Head and Mr. Twigg, had he doubted that Dicky had “ragged” the Form master.  But a strange doubt was creeping into his mind now.  Dicky was cheeky, wilful, selfish, unthinking, but he was no liar.  It seemed incredible that he could be lying now, with such almost tearful earnestness.  Was it possible, after all, that he was telling the truth ?  But if Dicky was not guilty, who was ?
  Who could even have wanted to rag Twigg ?  Nobody but the fag whom he had punished, and who, as Nugent well knew, had harboured thoughts of reckless vengeance.  Not Gatty or Myers, who had been helping Dicky with obvious unwillingness, and had been glad to get clear of the affair.  It was Dicky or nobody; and yet—
  “Nugent minor,” said the Head, in a deep voice, “I have called your brother here in the hope that he might be able to say something in your favour.  He has been able to say nothing—only that he attempted to prevent you from carrying out your purpose, and failed.”
  “I—I never—”
  “You were heard to threaten your Form master—you are known to have planned this outrage, and there is no reason to suppose that anyone else had even a motive for such an action.
  Nugent minor, you are guilty of this assault upon a member of my staff, and you will be sent away from the school immediately.”
  There was a cry from Dicky.
  “I didn’t—I never did !  I didn’t do it, sir !  I never went near the study.  I never—”
  “Do not add untruth to untruth, Nugent minor !” said the Head sternly.
  “I’m telling the truth.  “The fag turned a tear-stained face to his brother.  “Frank, you know I’m telling the truth—you know I ain’t a liar, old chap !  You tell the Head—”
  Nugent groaned.
  “Your brother can say nothing !” rapped the Head.  “I regret now that I heeded you so far as to send for him, and cause him unnecessary distress.  Say no more !”
  “I didn’t do it !” Dicky, in his terror, caught hold of his brother’s arm.  “Frank, you know I didn’t—you jolly well know !  You took the bag away, and I never saw it afterwards.  Somebody got it out of your study—some Remove man it must have been—”
  “Dicky !” groaned Nugent.
  “This passes all bounds !” said Mr. Twigg, setting his lips.  Dr. Locke, it is impossible that any Remove boy can have had any imaginable motive—unless—”
  He broke off suddenly, as if struck by a startling thought, and fixed his eyes on Nugent’s face.
  Dr. Locke glanced at him.
  “What were you about to say, Mr. Twigg ?  If there is even the remotest doubt in so serious a matter as this—”
  “I was about to say, sir, that the only boy in the Remove who can imaginably have had any cause of resentment against me, is Nugent major himself.  I had to complain of him to his Form master yesterday, and Mr. Quelch administered a somewhat severe punishment.”
  Nugent started, and Dicky gave almost a convulsive jump.  It seemed as if light flashed into the fag’s mind at his Form master’s words.
  “You !” he gasped.  “Frank !  You !”
  “I !” stuttered Nugent.
  “Yes, you !” yelled Dicky.  “You all the time !  You’re trying to put it on me, and you did it—you did it, and you know you did !”
  Nugent started back as if a serpent had stung him.  He stared almost wildly at the accusing fag.
  “Bless my soul !” murmured the Head, quite taken aback.  “Nugent, is there—is there, by any possibility, a fraction of truth in what this boy says ?  I cannot take his word—I hope I can take yours.  Speak !”
  Frank made an unintelligible sound.  His throat was dry and husky; he could not speak.
  Strangely, at that moment, a phrase of long ago flashed through his mind:  “Am I my brother’s keeper ?”
  His brother’s keeper !  Dicky had been entrusted to his care at school—and this was how he had fulfilled the trust.  He was to remain, while his brother was sent home in disgrace.  He would have made any sacrifice for his brother; for him, it was clear, Dicky was prepared to make none.  There was belief—fixed belief—in the fag’s accusing stare—he believed that Frank was guilty, and that he was trying to throw his guilt upon a younger brother !
  Frank’s brain seemed to be turning round and round.  His brother’s keeper—the words hummed in his confused mind.  His brother’s keeper—he could save his brother if he liked !  There was one way !  He had fancied that he had turned over every way in his mind; but he had not thought of that.  But there was a way !
  “Speak !”  The Head’s voice was deep and stern.
  “Tell the truth !”  Dicky’s voice was almost a scream.  “You want to get me sacked for what you’ve done—you know you do !  Tell the Head the truth, you rotter !”
  “Silence !”
  Frank Nugent found his voice.  He began to speak, hardly knowing what he was saying.
  “I—I—I did it !  I own up !  I—I—”
  “I knew you did !  I knew you did !  And you were going to see me sacked—”
  “Silence Nugent minor !”  Dr. Locke fixed a grim look on the hapless Removite.  “Nugent, speak out !  You confess—”
  “I—I’m sorry !” Nugent’s voice came in husky, broken tones.  “I—I’m sorry !  I—I was wild because—because Quelch caned me—Mr. Twigg complained, and Mr. Quelch gave me six—I—I thought of it when I got the bag of soot in my study, and—and I went down and waited for him at masters’ gate, and—and—”  Nugent’s tortured voice trailed away.
  “And you were going to let me be sacked for it, you rotter ! “ breathed Dicky.  “You wouldn’t have come here of your own accord—”
  “Silence !  Your brother has confessed in time to save you, Nugent minor, at all events,” said Dr. Locke; “and this detestable outrage would never have occurred, but for your conduct in the first place.  Mr. Twigg, it appears now that it was not Nugent minor who was guilty of this assault.  He has only himself to blame for the danger he has incurred; and I leave him in your hands, sir, with a recommendation that you should deal with him severely for ever having entertained such a project—though it appears that he never carried it out.”
  “I shall not fail, sir !” said Mr. Twigg, with a grim look at the fag.  “You will follow me, Nugent minor.”
  The Second Form master left the study, with Nugent minor at his heels.  There was a “whopping” in store for Dicky, and it was plainly going to be a severe one; but he had escaped the sack, and he rejoiced.  And in his satisfaction on his own account, the fag had, for the present, at least, little consideration to waste on his brother.
  Dr. Locke gave Nugent a stern look.
  “I am glad, Nugent, that you have confessed the truth in time to prevent injustice from being done,” he said.  “I fear, however, that you would never have made this confession, even to save your brother from unjust punishment, had not Mr. Twigg brought the matter to light.  You will leave Greyfriars by an early train in the morning, Nugent.  In the meantime, you will be confined to the punishment-room, and I shall request your Form master to take you there immediately.”
  Dr. Locke rang, and sent for Mr. Quelch.  Ten minutes later the door of the punishment-room was closed and locked on Frank Nugent.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Blow for Bunter !

  “I SAY, you fellows !”
  Billy Bunter’s voice—generally well to the fore—had not been heard in the excited discussion that was going on in the Remove passage.
  Bunter had gone to his study—for once not desirous of notice or attention.
  The terrified Owl had only one comfort—nobody knew, or could possibly guess, that he had had anything to do with the occurrence at masters’ gate.
  Nevertheless, he was scared almost out of his fat wits, and every footstep seemed to his fat ears the step of a master or prefect coming to march him away to the Head.
  He blinked out of the study et last.  It was nearly time for prep, but few of the juniors had gone to their studies.  The “assault” on a Form master had provided Greyfriars with a sensation, and the whole House was buzzing with it.  Billy Bunter felt sure—almost sure—that he would not be suspected; and it had not occurred to his fat brain that anyone else might be.  He knew nothing of Nugent minor’s feud against his Form master, and never thought of the fag at all.  But the strident voice of the Bounder reached his ears and startled him into blinking out into the passage.
  “They’ve let him off—Nugent minor, you know !  Goodness knows why—but he’s let off !  I thought he did it.”
  “He jolly well did !” said Peter Todd.
  “How do you know he’s let off, Smithy?” asked Skinner.
  “I’ve seen him,” answered the Bounder.  “I fancy he’s had a licking—he looked like it.  But he’s gone in to prep, as usual, with the Second.  He’s at prep now, with Twigg.”
  “They can’t have let him off with a licking, for a thing like that !” said Skinner.
  “Well, he may not have done it—” said Squiff.
  “Who did, then ?”
  “Ask me another.”
  “I say, that’s jolly good news for Frank ! “exclaimed Bob Cherry, in great relief.  Frank may have been able to put in a word for the little idiot—he’s with the Head now.”
  “He can’t be with the Head all this time !” said Harry Wharton.  “Why the dickens doesn’t he come up ?”
  “I say, you fellows—”
  Billy Bunter’s eyes were almost bulging through his spectacles.  This was the first he had heard of Nugent minor being under suspicion, and it was a relief to hear, in the same breath, that the fag was, apparently, let off.  Billy Bunter was not much given to thinking of others, but certainly he would have been dismayed at the prospect of another fellow getting the “chopper” for what he had done.
  “I say, you fellows, did—did they think it was Nugent minor ?” gasped the Owl of the Remove.
  “They jolly well did !” answered Peter Todd.  “Blessed if I can make it out !  They knew that the young ass had threatened something of the sort.”
  “Fellows blow off steam !” said Johnny Bull, with a grin.  “But they never really do the things they say they’ll do.”
  “But somebody sooted Twigg !” said the Bounder.  “It must have been a fellow in his own Form !  Nobody else has anything up against old Twigg.”
  Billy Bunter grinned a little.
  Evidently it had occurred to nobody that Twigg had been sooted by mistake, by a short-sighted Owl who had made a blunder in the dark.
  “But where the dickens is Frank all this time ?” asked Harry Wharton.  He was feeling vaguely uneasy.
  Billy Bunter rolled back into Study No. 7.  It was all right !  Nobody dreamed of his connection with the catastrophe; and a fellow who had been suspected was let off.  So there was nothing for Billy Bunter to worry about; and he was able to turn his fat attention to prep at last.
  He was sorry for Twigg, of course.  He had nothing against Twigg; and besides, it was a sheer waste of the soot and of all the trouble he had taken.  Certainly, he was sorry for his blunder; he had wanted Nugent to get the soot.  His many wrongs were still unavenged; but the fat Owl was not thinking of vengeance now.  He was only too glad to let the matter end where it was—if only it would end there !
  Harry Wharton waited anxiously for his chum to return to the study.  Nugent could scarcely be with the Head all this time; and he wondered where he was, and why he did not come.
  Wingate of the Sixth came up at last, and at sight of the prefect the Removites dispersed to their studies for prep.
  “Isn’t Nugent coming up to prep, Wingate?” asked Harry.
  Wingate glanced at him.
  “No,” he answered.  “It turns out—”  He paused a moment.  Did you know anything about it, Wharton ?”
  “About what ?”
  “About what Nugent did to Twigg.”
  Wharton jumped.
  “Nugent !  Twigg !  What on earth do you mean, Wingate ?  Nugent did nothing to Twigg !”
  “Well, I expect you’d have had sense enough to stop him, if you’d known,” said Wingate, with a nod.  “But there’s no doubt about it, kid.  Nugent leaves the school in the morning.”
  “Nugent—leaves ?”  Wharton gasped.
  “What the thump !” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “They’re not making out that Nugent sooted Twigg, I suppose ?”
  “What utter rot !” exclaimed Johnny Bull.
  “Rot or not, Nugent is expelled for it.” said Wingate sharply.  “He’s locked in the punishment room now, and he leaves the school in the morning !”
  The chums of the Remove stared at him, blankly, in sheer horror.
  “What terrific rot,” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh indignantly.  “The esteemed Nugent is as innocent as my absurd self !”
  Bob Cherry burst into a roar.
  “The silly asses !  What makes them think such utter rot—”  His voice woke every echo of the Remove passage.
  “That’s enough, Cherry !” said Wingate.  “Nugent has confessed—”
  “Confessed !” said Bob, stupefied.
  “Yes.  It came out that Nugent minor had the bag of soot, and Nugent took it away from him and used it himself on Twigg  It looks as if he meant the kid to suffer for it, but it came out, and he owned up.  Now go to your studies.”
  Wingate turned and went down the stairs.
  Harry Wharton clenched his hands.
  “It’s his minor’s fault, of course—the young sweep !  But—but—it’s all up with Frank !  Frank’s got to go—”  He broke off, with a catch in his voice.
  The juniors went to their studies at last, leaving the Co. in the passage.  In Study No 7 Billy Bunter blinked at Peter Todd through his big spectacles as Toddy came in with a grave and dismal face.
  “I—I say, Toddy—”
  “Oh, don’t jaw !” said Toddy irritably.
  “Oh, really, Toddy—”
  “Shut up !” growled Peter.
  “I—I say, old chap, have-have they found anything out ?” exclaimed Bunter apprehensively.
  “Yes, ass !”
  “Oh lor’ !”
  Peter stared at him.
  “What do you care ?” he snapped.  “Fat lot you care about Nugent !”
  “Nugent !” repeated Bunter blankly.  “Oh, you ass !  I—I thought you meant they’d found out about Twigg—”
  “So they have, fathead !  It was Nugent, and he’s going to be bunked in the morning.  Now shut up !”
  “Nugent—bunked !” said Bunter faintly.
  “Yes; now shut up !”
  Peter sat down dismally to work.  Billy Bunter, rather unexpectedly, did shut up.  He seemed to have lost his fat voice.  He sat staring blankly at Peter, his eyes fairly goggling through his big spectacles.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

  “MY ridiculous chums !”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh spoke in a low voice, his dusky brow wrinkled with deep thought.
  His comrades did not answer.
  They stood in a dismal, dismayed group, utterly overwhelmed.  It was hard to realise that they were going to lose their chum, that on the morrow morning the gate of Greyfriars would close behind Frank Nugent—for ever !
  “My ridiculous chums !’ repeated the Nabob of Bhanipur.  “I have been thinkfully reflecting, and it appears to my absurd brain that the game is not up.  It is a boot on the other leg.”
  “What do you mean, Inky ?” muttered Wharton.  “Frank’s for it !  What on earth made him do such a fool thing—”
  “Did he ?” asked the nabob quietly.
  “He says he did.”
  “Theo esteemed Nugent is generally a model of terrific veracity,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “But on this esteemed occasion I think he has departed from the strait-laced, narrow path.”
  Johnny Bull gave a grunt.
  “Fathead !  Think he wants to be sacked ?”
  “I thinkfully opine that he does not want his esteemed and execrable minor to be sacked !” answered the nabob quietly.
  Harry Wharton gave a start.
  “Inky !  You don’t think—you don’t imagine Frank would be fool enough—idiot enough—”
  “I fear that he is idiot enough to do anything for his absurd brother,” answered the nabob,” and I am certainfully assured that he never sooted the ludicrous Twigg.  The absurd Franky has owned up—because the chopper was coming down on the idiotic Dicky !  It is preposterously certain.”
  Wharton drew a deep breath.
  “If that’s it—” he said.
  “That is it !” said the nabob, with quiet conviction.  “The esteemed Franky never did it—but he knows that his minor did, and he has taken the sword of Damocles on his own ridiculous head.”
  Bob made a hopeless gesture.
  “If you’re right, Inky, it doesn’t help !  If Frank’s told a whopper to save his minor he won’t admit it !  He’s the man to stick to that little brute through thick and thin.”
  “True or not, he will stick to it, to save that little scoundel from being bunked !” said Harry.
  “There are more esteemed ways of suffocating a harmless and necessary cat than the chokefulness with cream,” said Hurree Singh.  “Other persons may know something about the matter; my worthy chums.”
  “Whom are you thinking of, Inky ?” asked Harry quietly. “I can see you’ve got something in your head.”
  “The ridiculous Bunter.”
  “Bunter !” repeated Wharton blankly.
  “Undoubtfully,” said Hurree Singh, “I thinkfully believe that the absurd Bunter knows something about it.  His absurd remarks at tea-time prove that he does.  The esteemed Toddy has mentioned that he was in the quad—he asked Toddy where Nugent was.  You will remember that we supposed that something must have happened to Nugent, from the supposed remarks of the asinine Bunter.”
  “I remember !” said Wharton slowly.
  “But if Bunter knew anything he would yell it out !” said Johnny Bull.  “Why should he keep his silly mouth shut, for the first time in his life ?”
  “That is an esteemed riddle, my worthy Johnny.  But I am preposterously assured that Bunter knows something about it; and if the esteemed Franky has told a ridiculous whopper, then—”
  “Easy enough to ask Bunter, anyhow,” said Harry Wharton—and he strode towards Study No. 7, followed by his comrades.
  He threw open the door of Study No. 7.
  Billy Bunter turned a startled blink on the doorway.  Peter Todd glanced up from prep.
  “We want to ask Bunter something,” said Harry.  “Bunter—”
  “I—I say, it—it’s no good asking me anything,” stammered Bunter.  “I’m awfully sorry for Nugent, though he was a beast, but I’ve got my prep to do—”
  “Do you know anything about Twigg being sooted.”
  “Nothing at all—absolutely nothing !” answered Bunter promptly.  “How could I know anything about it ?  If you think I had anything to do with it—”
  “You silly ass, I don’t think so !” snapped Wharton impatiently.
  “Oh, that’s all right, then !” said Bunter, relieved.  “Of course, I’m sorry for Nugent !  But you can’t deny that he was a beast !  He banged my head and—”
  “Look here—”
  “Making out that a fellow scoffed his cake, you know.  I—”
  “Did you see what happened at masters’ gate ?”
  “Certainly not !  It was jolly dark, and you know I’m short-sighted.  I wasn’t there, either.  I was in the House at the time.”
  “Gammon !” said Peter Todd, with a sharp look at Bunter.  “You were out of the House—you asked me where Nugent was, and went to look for him.”
  “I—I mean, I—I was taking a, stroll in the Cloisters—I was nowhere near masters’ gate !” stammered Bunter.
  “I’m awfully sorry for Nugent—”
  “Never mind that !” said Harry.  “We’ve got an idea that Nugent’s owned up simply to save his minor.  We’ve got to find out what really happened.  If you know anything about it, cough it up.”
  “I don’t—absolutely nothing !” gasped Bunter.  “I never went near the spot !  I never knew old Twigg was coming in then !  Silly old ass, to butt in like that—in the dark, too !  Of course, I thought that—”
  “You thought what ?”
  “Nothing !”
  “Look here, Bunter—” said Bob.
  “I think it’s rather rotten to make out that I know anything about it.  I was nowhere near the spot—I was going along the elm walk when it happened, and that’s a good distance away.”
  “You said the Cloisters a minute ago.”
  “I—I mean the Cloisters !  I never went near masters’ gate, and I never heard Nugent calling his minor—”
  “Nugent called his minor, near masters’ gate ?” exclaimed Wharton.
  “Not that I know of !  I never heard him, as I said.  I wasn’t looking for him,” explained Bunter.  “Besides, it was too dark to see anybody.”
  “What were you looking for Nugent for ?”
  “I wasn’t !  I’ve told you I wasn’t !  I wasn’t going to make him sit up.  You know I’m a forgiving chap !  I wouldn’t have sooted him for anything !  Never even thought of such a thing.”
  “What ?” yelled Wharton.
  “I say, don’t yell at a fellow and make him jump !” gasped Bunter.
  “You were going to soot Nugent ?” stuttered Wharton, staring blankly at the Owl of the Remove.
  “No !” howled Bunter.  “I’ve told you I wasn’t !  Nothing of the sort !  I never even saw the bag of soot in his study—never knew it was there !  As for taking it away, why should I ?  Besides, it was all Nugent’s fault.”
  “All Nugent’s fault ?” repeated Wharton, while his comrades stared at Bunter as if they could have eaten him.  They were getting a glimmering of the truth now—and it was utterly unexpected.  Inky was evidently right in supposing that Bunter knew something about the matter—but he had been far from guessing what Bunter knew.
  “Of course it was his fault !” exclaimed Bunter indignantly.  “Banging a fellow’s napper—and pulling his nose when a fellow was going to lick him.  You can’t deny that Nugent asked for it !  Besides, I wasn’t going to soot him.  I’ve told you so.”
  “He had something hidden behind him when he spoke to me in the quad !” yelled Peter.  “I know now what it was.”
  “It wasn’t the soot !” gasped Bunter.  “I wasn’t looking for Nugent to buzz the soot over him !  You can take my word for that.  I never saw it in his study, and never wondered how it got there, and never took it away to buzz over him !  Honest Injun, you know !  I—I say, you fellows, don’t you get saying that I had the soot, you know.  They—they might fancy that I buzzed it at Twigg by mistake in the dark, and—and—”
  “I think they might !” gasped Bob Cherry.  “You benighted idiot !  So it was you all the time !”
  “It wasn’t !” yelled Bunter.  “I’m sorry for Nugent, but it wasn’t me !  I never had the soot, and never went to masters’ gate to look for Nugent, and never buzzed it at anybody !  Besides. how was a fellow to see in the dark ?  I never knew Twigg was coming in then, did I ?  How was I to know it wasn’t Nugent, in the dark ?  Not that I did it, you know !  I wasn’t there !  I—I was in this study at the time—all the time !”
  “Well, my hat !” said Harry Wharton, with a deep breath.  “Inky, old man; you’re worth your weight in doughnuts !  Who’d have thought this ?”
  “The thinkfulness was not terrific—I never dreamfully imagined that the idiotic Bunter had done it,” said the nabob, with a dusky grin.  “But he has given himself away with terrific completefulness.”
  “I haven’t !” yelled Bunter.  “I never—I didn’t—I wasn’t—”
  “You fat chump !” said Harry Wharton.  “Come with me to the Head, at once !”
  “Yarooooh !”
  “You silly owl, you can’t keep quiet and let a man be sacked !  Can’t you understand—”
  “I’m not going to be sacked to please you !  I never saw it was Twigg, in the dark !  I thought it was Nugent !  Besides, I never did it !  I was in this study when I did it—I mean, when I didn’t do it—”
  “You won’t be sacked, you fat burbler; the Head will believe it was a silly blunder—he may pat you on the back for owning up—anyhow, you’ve got to own up !  They won’t call it an assault on a Form master when they know it was meant for a Remove chap !
  You’ll get off with six !”
  “Ow !  I—I don’t want six !” howled Bunter.
  You silly owl—”
  “I—I’m sorry for Nugent !  I’ve said so !  Still, he was a beast !  Banging a fellow’s napper—”
  “Are you coming ?”
  “No !” howled Bunter, “I’m not !  I never did it, and it was a sheer accident, and Nugent banged my head, and—and—I say, you fellows—yoop !”
  Bunter was jerked out of his chair.
  “Ow !  Leggo !  Look here, I’m not going to the Head !  I’m sorry for Nugent, but it’s better for him to be sacked, than for me to get a whopping !  You fellows can see that ?” gasped Bunter.
  “Kick him !”
  “Yaroooooh !”
  “Will you walk to the Head’s study, Bunter—”
  “Ow!  No !”
  “Or be kicked all the way—”
  “Wow !  I’ll walk—ow !  Leave off kicking me, you beast !  I’ll walk—I—I—I want to walk !  Ow !  Keen on it !  Leave off !  Wow !”
  And Bunter walked.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
All’s Well that Ends Well !

  FRANK NUGENT, sitting on the edge of the bed in the punishment-room, rose to his feet as the key turned in the lock and the door opened.  Mr. Quelch entered the room with a very grave face.
  “Nugent !”
  “Yes, sir !” faltered Frank.
  “It transpires,” said the Remove master severely, “that in making your confession to the headmaster, Nugent, you were speaking untruthfully !”
  Nugent winced.
  That aspect of the matter had hardly occurred to him, under the stress of emotion when he stood between his brother and overwhelming punishment.
  “It is known beyond question,” went on Mr. Quelch, that you were not guilty of the assault on Mr. Twigg !”
  Nugent’s lips set obstinately.
  He had stood by his brother, and he was standing by him still.
  “I’ve owned up, sir !” he said in a low voice.
“The culprit has now confessed to the Head, Nugent !”
  “Oh !” gasped Nugent.  “Dicky—”
  Mr. Quelch smiled faintly.
  “It was not your brother, Nugent !”
  “Not Dicky !” exclaimed Nugent blankly.
  “No !”
  Nugent almost tottered.
  “It was a Remove boy,” said Mr. Quelch.  “It was Bunter, of your own Form.  It appears, from his statement to the headmaster, that he had intended to throw the soot over you, and made a blunder in the dark, quite accidentally throwing it over Mr. Twigg.  He was too frightened to admit the truth at first, but finally decided to do so.  Mr. Twigg and the Head are satisfied that the whole affair was accidental !”
  “Oh !” gasped Nugent.  “Oh !  That fat idiot—oh ! Then—then it wasn’t Dicky— I—I mean—”  His voice trailed away.
  “I hardly know how to deal with you, Nugent,” said Mr. Quelch.  “It appears that you were making a foolish and quixotic sacrifice for your brother, believing him to be the guilty party.  Untruthfulness—”
  “I—I never meant—” stammered Nugent, crimsoning.  “I—I was only thinking of—of—”
  “I can make allowances, in the circumstances,” said Mr. Quelch.  “The Head has left this matter in my hands, and I shall consider how to deal with you.  In the meantime, you may rejoin your Form, your sentence is, of course, rescinded now that the truth is known !”
  Frank Nugent felt as if he was walking on air when he left the punishment-room.
  In the lower passage, his brother was waiting for him.  There was quite a queer expression on Dicky’s face.
  “Frank, old man—”  Dicky’s voice faltered.  “They’ve told me—it wasn’t you, after all—”
  “No !” said Nugent.
  “I—I thought it was—I knew it wasn’t me—I say, Frank, it was awfully decent of you—”
  “It’s all right !” said Frank.
  He went on to the Remove passage.  His chums were waiting for him there.  They gathered round him, and marched him into Study No. 1.
  “You ass !” said Bob Cherry.
  “You silly ass !” said Harry Wharton.
  “You fathead !” said Johnny Bull.
  “You terrific chump !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  Nugent grinned.
  “Chuck it !” he said.  “What about a study supper ?  I missed my tea—”
  “You ought to be jolly well ragged for worrying your old pals like this !” growled Bob Cherry.  But—”
  “The ragfulness is the proper caper,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “But we will celebrate this joyful and absurd occasion with a terrific and ridiculous spread—”
  “Hear, hear !”
  It was a happy party in Study No. 1.  Supper was under way, when the door opened, and a fat face looked in.
  “I say, you fellows—”
  “Kill him !” said Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, really, Bull !  I say, you fellows, the Head jawed me nearly deaf !” said Billy Bunter lugubriously.  “I wouldn’t have minded that so much, you know, but he gave me six as well !  I don’t call that fair, to jaw a chap, and then give him six !  I—I thought I was going to get off with the jaw, and then he said, in an awful voice, ‘Bend over—’ ”
  “Good !”
  “I think you might be a bit grateful after I owned up in a manly way to save Nugent from getting sacked !  The least you can do, I think, is to ask a fellow to supper !” said Bunter warmly.
  Frank Nugent laughed.
  “Roll in, you fat chump !” he said.
  “Certainly, old chap, as you’re so pressing !” said Bunter cheerfully.
  And he rolled in.

THE END.
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