
          

                                    THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                                  Chalky! 

SKINNER jumped. 
  He was fairly caught!” 
  Skinner was not as a rule easy to catch, but this time his luck was out. 
  Standing at the door of Study No. 1 in the Greyfriars Remove—Wharton’s study—Skinner was chalking on that door. 
  Class was just over; most of the fellows had gone out into the quad in the bright May sunshine. Skinner was the only fellow who had come up to the studios. Harry Wharton had stayed behind in the Form-room to speak to his Form-master Quelch—or, rather, to be spoken to by that gentleman. So Harry Wharton was the last fellow in the Remove whom Skinner expected to come along just then. 
  And it was Wharton who came! 
  Quelch was through unexpectedly soon, apparently. And Wharton, instead of joining his friends in the quad, was coming up to his study for something. It was just
Skinner’s ill-luck. 
  At the sound of footsteps Skinner turned his head. He did not care much what fellow it was coming so long as it was not Wharton. But it was Wharton!  And Skinner jumped. 
  The captain of the Remove stared at him for a moment, surprised by his alarm; then he glanced at the inscription on the study door and noted the stick of chalk in Skinner’s fingers—-and his face grew grim. 
  “Only—only a joke!” stammered Skinner.  The chalked inscription ran: 
                           WHO WANTS WHARTON? 
                                      NOBODY! 
    Harry Wharton’s face set harder. This was not the first time that a surreptitious message had been chalked on his study door. There was trouble in the cricketing fraternity in the Greyfriars Remove. Every man in that Form who played cricket, including Wharton’s own friends, was worried, or troubled, or annoyed or exasperated by his fixed determination not to play the new fellow, Stacey, in the eleven. 
  Stacey being the best junior cricketer ever known in the school, and Wharton’s reason being supposed to be nothing but personal dislike, such feelings were natural.  So the captain of the Remove rather expected fellows to kick; and, considering that he had rather a passionate temper, he was very patient with the cricketing fellows on that subject, and hitherto supposed that it was some disgruntled cricketer who had left the chalked messages for him. 
  And now he had caught Skinner at it! 
  Skinner was no cricketer. Nothing would have induced him to play that game—or any other—except on compulsory occasions, and often he had been whopped for cutting games practice. He did not care two straws whether Greyfriars beat Highcliffe, or the reverse; he did not care a bean whether Wharton played Stacey, or didn’t. He was just taking advantage of the trouble going on in the Remove to give the captain of the Form a dig—in the back, as it were. 
  Wharton’s face grew grimmer and grimmer; Skinner’s grew more and more uneasy. 
  “I think we’ll rub that out!” said Harry at last. 
  He grabbed Skinner by the back of his collar. 
  “Hands off!” yelled Skinner. 
               
  The captain of the Remove did not heed: he propelled Skinner towards the study door. Skinner’s nose tapped on the door; then his face rubbed on it. Skinner yelled and struggled. 
  Wharton was rubbing out the chalked message —using Skinner’s face as a duster! 
Skinner dropped his stick of chalk, he struggled, and clutched, and clawed; but the grip on the back, of his neck was like the grip of a vice. Skinner’s features rubbed chalk—and rubbed it hard. 
  “Ooooogh!” gurgled Skinner. “Oh, you rotter! Leggo! Urrrgh! You rotten bully!” Leggo!” 
  Wharton’s eyes gleamed. 
  “You sneaking rat!” he answered. “If you’d put your hands up I’d dust the passage with you! What do you care about cricket, you slacking worm? You never touch a bat if you can help it! You’re backing up that cad Stacey—and you don’t like him any more than you do me! He pulled your nose the day he came, and I had to stop him ragging you! And now— ”
  “Urrggh! Stoppit! Wurrgh!”
  Rub, rub, rub! 
  Wharton was angry. He had had a good deal to try his temper of late. He was on bad terms with many of his Form. He had been looking forward to the cricket that term, and the cricket was all at sixes and sevens. Yet if it had been one of the cricketing fellows who chalked that “notice to quit” on his door he would have taken it quietly. Some of the fellows wanted him to resign the captaincy, though not a majority. But it was altogether too “thick” to get this sort of thing from a slacker, a weedy waster, like Skinner. 
  He rubbed and rubbed with Skinner’s features, obliterating the chalk on the oak. 
Skinner kicked and struggled and gurgled and yelled. 
  Rub, rub, rub, rub!” 
  “Oh, you rotter!” Yarooh! Leggo! Urrgggh!” 
  Skinner’s frantic yells rang far and wide. From the bottom of his heart Skinner wished that he had never chalked on the door of Study No. 1— or alternatively, as the lawyers say, that he had made quite, quite sure that the captain of the Remove was safely off the scene. He had counted on Quelch keeping him for a “jaw”—Wharton this term was rather in Quelch’s black books, for some reason unknown to the rest of the Form. Skinner put all his beef into his wild yelling in the hope that it might reach the ears of authority. 
  UnIuckiIy, it did! 
  There was a step on the Remove staircase, and Mr. Quelch came rustling up to see what the row was about. 
  Skinner was making too much noise for Wharton to hear him coming. The Form-master came across the Remove landing—and started and stared as he saw what was going on at the door of Study No. 1. 
  He whisked forward. 
  “Wharton!” he thundered. 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “Release Skinner at once!” 
  Wharton released Skinner. That hapless youth staggered across the passage, gasping and spluttering, his face chalky and grubby—and crimson through the chalk and grubbiness. 
  Mr. Quelch glanced at him and fixed his eyes on Wharton; his look was like sharp steel. 
  “Wharton, I have had reason to find very serious fault with you this term!” he rapped. “I am sorry to see that you are now guilty of bullying.” 
  Wharton faced his Form-master with set lips. 
  “You are mistaken, sir.” he said coolly. 
  “You have had no reason to find fault with me this term, sir.” said the captain of the Remove in the same cool tone. 
  “Wharton!” 
  “And I am not guilty of bullying.” 
  Mr Quelch gazed at him. This was a new kind of language from his Head Boy.  Skinner blinked. He had never heard a Removo man talk to Quelch like this before. 
  “Wharton!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “how dare you be impertinent! I find you ill-using a boy not so strong as yourself—”
  “Nothing of the kind, sir.” 
  “I can believe my own eyes!” thundered Mr. Quelch. “And I warn you, Wharton, that insolence will not be tolerated. You have changed very much this term, Wharton—and very much for the worse! Go down to the Form-room at once! You are detained till six o’clock!” 
  “If you’ll let me explain—”
  “I will listen to no more impertinence, Wharton! Go down to the Form-room this instant!” 
  Mr. Quelch pointed to the stairs. Wharton seemed to hesitate for a moment: then quietly, but with a set face, he went down the stairs, and his Form-master followed him. Skinner went away to got a wash—and grinned as he went. 
                              THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
                                     Cutting Detention! 
“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  The Co. were waiting for Wharton in the quad when Billy Bunter rolled up, with a grin on his fat face. 
  Bunter seemed amused. 
  “Waiting for Wharton?” he asked. 
  “Yes; he’s a jolly long time!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “He he, he!” 
  “Well, where does the laugh come in, you fat ass?” inquired Johnny Bull. 
  “I say you fellows— He, he, he!” cackled Bunter. “It’s no good waiting for Wharton!” 
  “Why not?” demanded Frank Nugent. 
  “Quelchy’s bagged him!” grinned Bunter. 
  “Quelchy!” repeated Bob. “Quelchy kept him to jaw in the Form-room! He can’t be keeping him all this time!” 
  “The jawfulness of the esteemed Quelch is sometimes terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “You see, he’s detained.” explained Bunter, blinking at the Co. through his big spectacles. “I saw Quelch march him back to the Form-room. He’s been bullying some chap—”
  “What?” roared Bob. 
  “I heard Quelch say so when he took him in!” grinned Bunter. “I dare say he’s been rowing with Stacey again— he’s always rowing with Stacey! They used to row in Study No. 1, and it’s just the same now Stacey’s in Study No. 3. I dare say it’s all Wharton’s fault! He used to row with me when I was in Study No. 1, you know! That’s why I changed out! How do you stand him there, Franky?” 
  Frank Nugent made no answer to that question in words. He took the fat Owl of the Remove by the collar, twirled him round, and planted a foot on the tightest trousers at Greyfriars School. 
  “Yooop!” roared Bunter. “Beast!” 
  “Don’t go!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “I haven’t kicked you enough yet, Bunter! Wait for me!”
  Billy Bunter did not wait for Bob! He departed in haste” 
  The Co. looked at one another. They had arranged a ramble after class, but that ramble in the woods was, knocked on the head now if Wharton was under detention. 
  “It’s rotten!” said Bob, dismally. “Quelch seems to have his knife into Wharton this term. “Goodness knows why!” 
  “Bother that man Stacey!” growled Nugent. 
  “Well, dash it all, Stacey doesn’t seem to hunt for trouble!” said Johnny Bull. “He’s changed out of Wharton’s study, and he can only have done that to keep from rowing. Russell and Ogilvy get on all right with him in Study No. 3.” 
  Nugent was silent. The fact was that every fellow in the Remove could “get on all right” with Ralph Stacey except his relative, Harry Wharton. Frank was a loyal chum; but even he doubted a little whether the fault was all on the new fellow’s side: 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s Stacey!” exclaimed Bob. Let’s ask him.” 
  A handsome, athletic junior in flannels came out of the House with a bat under his arm. He was so like Harry Wharton in appearance that fellows sometimes had to give him a second look to make sure that he was not the captain of the Remove. 
  That striking resemblance was a thorn in the side of both the relatives, and it had already led to trouble more than once before the term was three weeks old. 
  Stacey gave the Co. a cheery nod. He looked good-tempered enough, and he had very pleasant manners; and it was a little difficult for fellows to understand why his relative, Wharton, could not pull with him better. 
  “Going down to the nets?” asked Bob. 
  “Yes.” Stacey smiled. “That’s all the cricket I can get here, as it seems that I’m never to figure in the matches.” 
  The Co. looked uncomfortable. It was their opinion, as well as that of all the Remove, that it was sheer rot for a cricketer of Stacey’s quality to be left out of the matches. However they were not there to speak on that thorny subject. 
  “Have you been rowing with Wharton again?” asked Bob. 
  “I’ve been trying not to!” answered Stacey, laughing. “But it’s not really easy. I haven’t seen him since class.” 
  “Bunter says he’s detained for a row with some chap—” 
  “Not little me this time, then!” said Stacey. “Perhaps he’s found some other man in the Remove who can play his head off at cricket! Result—a row for the happy victim and a rest for me!” 
  With that remark, which no member of the Co. could consider a pleasant one, Stacey walked on and left them. 
  “That chap wants his head punched!” muttered Nugent. “He makes out that it’s cricket that’s at the bottom of the trouble, as if—” 
  “All rot!” said Bob. “Wharton would be jolly glad to bag a good man for the team if it wasn’t for the trouble between them. Of course, that oughtn’t to be allowed to interfere with games.” 
  “I should jolly well say not!” grunted Johnny Bull. “There will be lot of trouble if Stacey’s left out of the Highcliffe match!” 
  “He’s left out!” said Nugent curtly. 
  “Then there’ll be trouble!” 
  “Oh, never mind that now!” said Bob. “Let’s go and speak to Wharton.” 
  “Can’t speak to a man in detention.” 
  “I can see him at the window!” 
  The window of the Remove Form-room was open, and Bob spotted the captain of the Form standing there, looking out into the quad. The four juniors cut across to the window. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” What’s the trouble, old chap!” asked Bob, looking up, rather dismayed by the black look on Wharton’s face. 
  Wharton smiled sarcastically. 
  “I’m detained till six! I’ve got some jolly old Latin conjugations to write out till then.” 
  “But what for?” asked Nugent. 
  “Bullying!” answered Wharton. 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass” 
  “Ask Quelch! He caught me at it, and, as a dutiful Form-master,, what could he do but give me a detention? He had no time to inquire into the matter—beaks are very busy men, you know!” 
  “You mean,” said Johnny Bull, in his slow, thoughtful way, “that you cheeked him!” 
  Wharton coloured. 
  “Man shouldn’t cheek a beak!” said Johnny, shaking his head. 
  “Rats!” 
  “The ratfulness is not terrific, my esteemed Wharton!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gently.  “Execrable and excellent Form-masters have to be given their ridiculous heads, like ludicrous horses.” 
  “But who?” asked Bob. 
  “Skinner was chalking some impudence on my study door, when I went up and I rubbed it out with his face! He yelled and brought Quelch! You fellows starting now?”    
  “Well, we won’t go without you—” 
  “I’m coming!” 
  “Don’t be a goat!” said Johnny. “How can you come when you’re in detention?” 
  “I’m not going to be detained for nothing!” answered Wharton coolly. “I’m going out, all the same.” 
  There was alarm in the faces of all the Co. Breaking detention was a serious matter at Greyfriars, as at any school.  The expression on Wharton’s face made them uneasy. It was clear that he was smarting under a sense of injustice, and in a reckless mood. 
  “For goodness’ sake, old chap, don’t be a goat!” said Frank. “Quelch may gave you a look in, and miss you—” 
  “I’ve no doubt he will,” answered Wharton coolly. “I could see in his eye that he suspected I was going to cut when his back was turned.” 
  “Then very likely you’ll walk right into him.” 
  “Not if I drop from the window.” 
  “Don’t do it,” said Frank earnestly. Quelch seems to be rather down on you this term; but there’s no sense in giving him reason. We can cut out that walk— we’ll go and get some cricket till you come out.” 
  “Oh, good! You can go and watch Stacey doing his wonders. I’ve just seen him go down!” said Wharton sarcastically. “Cut out the walk if you like—I’m not going to! I—” 
  “Wharton!” It was a severe voice within the Form-room! Evidently Quelch was already giving the detained junior a look-in. Come away from that window at once! You have not commenced your task” 
  Wharton disappeared from the window. 
  The Co. walked away in a worried mood.  Quelch had his eye on the junior in the Form-room, and that junior’s friends were rather glad of it.  Wharton was in a mood in which he needed saving from himself! Not in the brightest of spirits, the Co. changed for cricket, and went down to join Stacey and the other fellows at the nets. 
  And—sarcastic as Wharton’s reference to the new fellow had been—they did find some keen interest in watching Stacey do his “wonders.” 
  Potter of the Fifth was giving him some bowling—and Potter was a man who sometimes played for the First! But he handled Potter’s bowling with ease. The Co. put in some fielding practice, always useful to a cricketer, and rather likely to be neglected by many cricketers. When Wharton, looking from the Form-room window again, cast his eyes in the direction of the nets, he had a distant view of Potter bowling, Stacey hitting, and his friends fielding—a view which seemed, by the expression of his face, to give him no pleasure whatever. 
  So his own pals had turned him down for that fellow! That was what it looked like in his bitter and resentful mood. If he had been undecided before, he was quite decided now. 
  Quelch had looked in once! Doubtless he would look in again. If he did, he would find the detained junior gone. Coolly and quietly Wharton dropped from the Form-room window, took out his cap from under his jacket, and put it on and scudded. 
                               THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                             Unexpected! 

BILLY BUNTER rolled down to the nets, and stood watching the cricketers through his big spectacles. 
  A good many fellows had gathered to watch Stacey—he was always worth watching when he had a bat in his hands. There was no doubt that the now fellow was a first-class cricketer, and there was little doubt, too that he liked to let the Removites see what they were losing by leaving him out of the team. Indeed, when they saw him with either bat or ball, the Remove men could only tell one another that Wharton was a prize idiot to think of not making use of such a man. 
  Billy Bunter, however, was not keenly interested in cricket—neither was he so great an admirer of Stacey as other fellows were. Bunter was persuaded that he could do as well, if not better, if he chose to take the trouble. But for various reasons he did not choose! 
  “I say, you fellows!” called out Bunter more than once, unheeded. 
  Bunter had news for the Co—he loved to carry news, especially news of a startling or dismaying nature. But the cricketers did not heed Bunter, and he squeaked unregarded, till Frank Nugent happened to come in his direction after the ball. 
  “Chuck that in, Bunter!” he called out. 
  “I say, old chap—” 
  “Chuck that ball in, fathead!” 
  “I say, Wharton’s cut!” 
  Frank forgot the ball at once. It was dismaying news, if true, and his conscience pricked him a little, too! In his keenness on fielding for Stacey, he had rather forgotten his chum detained in the Form-room and the reckless words he had spoken at the window. 
  “Wharton—cut!” he repeated. 
  Bunter grinned. 
  “Yes, rather! I saw him—scudding like anything!  I called to him, but he only scowled at me—you know his rotten temper—”  
  “You fat idiot!” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent!” 
  Send that ball in, Franky!” bawled Bob Cherry. “I say, are you going to send that ball in, fathead?” 
  “Bother the ball!” growled Nugent. “Bless the ball!” He walked off the field, leaving the ball where it lay. 
  His friends stared after him. Vernon-Smith cut after the ball and returned it to Potter. Bob and Hurree Singh and Johnny cut after Nugent. 
  “What the dickens is the matter now?” asked Bob. 
  “Bunter says—” 
  “Bother Bunter!” 
  “He says Wharton’s cut!” 
 “Oh. the ass!” 
  “I say, you fellows, there’ll be a fearful row!” cackled the fat Owl of the Remove. “I say. Quelch’s awfully stuffy with him already! I say, this will mean a Head’s flogging!” 
  Bunter seemed rather amused at the idea. 
  “Oh, shut up, you fat frog!” growled Bob Cherry. 
  “Beast!” 
  Leaving his friends, Nugent cut away to the House. The Remove Form-room window was still wide open, and Frank jumped up to the sill, caught hold, and looked in. The Form-room was empty. 
  On Wharton’s desk lay a Latin grammar, open, and beside it a half-written paper of Latin conjugations.
  He had commenced his task—and left it unfinished—and he was gone. 
Nugent dropped back in utter dismay. Has face was deeply clouded as he re- joined his friends. 
  “He’s gone!” asked Bob. 
  Nugent nodded silently. 
  “Oh, the ass! The silly ass!” breathed Bob. “Quelch is bound to spot him—he’s suspicious already! I—I suppose he’s gone out of gates—no getting after him and lugging him back.” 
  “The lugfulness is not the esteemed possibility,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, shaking his dusky head. “The esteemed Wharton is asking for it.” 
  “Begging and praying for it, you mean!” growled Johnny Bull. “I don’t know why Quelch is down on him so much this term: but we all know he is——and now this—” 
 The four juniors stood in a dismayed group. They had forgotten cricket now. All their concern was for their headstrong chum, whose act of defiance was likely to have very serious results. 
  In his angry and reckless mood, Wharton had probably given no thought to the consequences—but they had to be faced, all the same. As soon as Quelch looked into the Form-room again and missed him, he would report the matter to the Head. That could scarcely mean anything less than a flogging—after which Wharton could scarcely   remain Head Boy of the Remove. Head Boy of a Form at Greyfriars was supposed to stand for discipline, not for the outraging thereof. 
  “Anything up?” asked a cool, pleasant voice, as the chums of the Remove stood discussing the matter in a worried and uneasy group. 
  They looked round. It was Stacey— looking a little flushed and very handsome, and fresh as paint after slogging at the nets. 
  Stacey smiled. 
  “Excuse my barging in,” he said, “but you look as if the skies had fallen. I heard Bunter—” 
  “Then you know what’s up!” said Bob gruffly. “I suppose that fat Owl is telling everybody! If it gets to Quelch that Wharton’s cut detention—” 
  “No need for it to get to him!” said Johnny Bull. “He’s certain to look into the Form-room again, and may go any minute.” 
  “And then all the fat will be in the fire!” groaned Bob. “This will just put the tin hat on it.” 
  Stacey looked at the dismayed Co. with a rather curious expression on his face that was so like Wharton’s. 
  “If a fellow could help—” he said.
  “Nothing doing!” answered Bob. “I suppose you’re not very keen on helping Wharton, if you could.” 
  “Why not!” said Stacey. “We’re not friends, but it’s up to one Remove man to help another out of a scrape if he can. Wharton doesn’t like me any more than I like him, but he chipped in when the Highcliffe fellows bagged me the other day and started ragging. One good turn deserves another.” 
  “You can’t do anything—” 
  “I think I can.” And the the one news at one is the the the
  “Well, what!” asked Nugent. He did not see what Stacey, or any fellow, could do in the circumstances, but he was eager to catch at a straw. 
  Stacey gave a nod towards the Form-room. 
  “The window’s open.” he said. “I suppose Wharton cut that way. A fellow could go in the same way.” 
  “What on earth good would that do?” asked Bob. “I tell you Quelch will look in and see that he’s gone—”
  “Well, if he saw me—” 
  “You!” ejaculated all the Co. together. 
  “Little me!” smiled Stacey. “Those Highcliffe cads took me for Wharton the day they ragged me—why shouldn’t Quelich?” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
 “He knows us apart in Form,” said Stacoy, “but if he looks in for Wharton, he will expect to see Wharton there— and the likeness will do it—what?” 
  “If he catches you out—” 
  “I’ll chance that.” 
  he Co. looked at him and at one another. It was a way out of the trouble of which they would never have dreamed—and it looked like a winner, if Stacey was willing to take the risk. 
  “Easy as pie!” said Stacey coolly. “I can keep my back to the light, and scowl a bit—that will look all the more like Wharton—” 
  “Oh, don’t talk rot!” grunted Nugent, while his companions grinned. 
  “You’ll have to get changed.” said Bob. “Wharton wasn’t in flannels.” 
  “I can change pretty quick. If Quelch hasn’t spotted already that he’s gone, it’s all serene. Look here, one of you fellows go to Quelch in his study and keep him jawing a bit. Ask him something about deponent verbs.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I’ve got an exercise for Quelch.” said Johnny Bull. “I can take it to him—I’ll cut in and get it, if—if you mean it, Stacey!” 
  “Of course I do. I’ll get changed.” 
  Stacey ran into the House. 
  “Well my hat!” ejaculated Bob. “I—I—I say, he’s not half a bad sort! If he gets by with it—” 
  “I don’t see why he shouldn’t!” said Frank. “It’s none too light in the Form-room, and with his back to the window, and Quelchy expecting to seef Wharton there—” 
  “Right as rain!” said Johnny. “I’ll get that exercise, and cut off to Quelch and keep him busy.” 
  Johnny cut after Stacey. Bob and Frank and Hurree Singh remained in a group by the Form-room window. They were rather anxious and excited. The stunt looked like being a success— if Quelch had not yet gone to the Form-room. And they could not help feeling that it was fearfully decent of Stacey! 
  If he wanted trouble for his rival and enemy, there was the trouble ready made; there was no doubt about that. Trouble, black and heavy, waited for Harry Wharton when he came in. And Stacey was saving him from it, if he could—and at a risk!” For if Quelch spotted the change of identity in the Form-room, Stacey would get it as severely as Wharton for what Quelch would consider disrespectful trickery 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  Bunter rolled up. Bunter could see that there was something “on.” Shortsighted as he was, the Owl at the Remove had almost the eye of an eagle for anything that did not concern him. 
  “Oh, get out!” snapped Bob. 
  Bunter was not wanted on the scene in a matter that could not be kept too carefuIly secret. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Buzz, you fat bluebottle!” said Nugent. 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—” 
  “The kickfulness is the proper caper!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Bunter jumped back actively. 
  But he did not depart. His curiosity was aroused. At a safe distance he blinked inquisitively through his big spectacles. 
  “I say, you fellows, what’s up?” he demanded. “I jolly well know that Wharton has cut—I saw him dropping over the wall! He never went out by the gate—Gosling would have spotted him. He, he, he! I say——” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes!” breathed Bob. 
  Stacey had changed with wonderful rapidity. He came cutting round the house, and Bunter blanked at him. 
  Havmg seen Stacey in flannels on the Cricket ground, not ten minutes ago, and unaware that he had chucked cricket, Billy Bunter rather naturally took him for his double—especially as Stacey ran straight at the Form-room window, jumped up, and climbed in. 
  “I say, you fellows, he’s come back!” exclaimed Bunter. “I say—” 
  “If you gabble a word about this, you fat idiot, I’ll burst you all over the quad t” hissed Bob Cherry. 
  “Mum is the esteemed word, my idiotic Bunter!” said the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  Bunter blinked at them, puzzled. 
  “Quelch won’t know that Wharton’s been out of the Form-room at all, now he’s got back, will he?” he said. “Nothing to worry about.” 
  The three juniors stared at him. Then they grinned. They realised that Bunter supposed that it was Wharton who had clambered in at the Form-room window. It was a good augury of success. 
  “Oh! Ah! Exactly!” grinned Bob Cherry. “Race you to the tuckshop, Bunter. What about a ginger-pop?” 
  “What-ho!” said Bunter promptly. 
  And he followed the juniors off the scene—with the fixed belief in his fat mind that Harry Wharton was sitting in the Remove-room at detention. And the juniors hoped that Mr. Quelch, when he looked in, would share that belief. 
                                THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                                           Prout In Peril! 
“OLD ass!” muttered Harry Wharton. 
  That disrespectful description applied to Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth Form at Greyfriars School. 
  Wharton was walking along the footpath in Friardale Wood, with his hands in his pockets and a glum frown on his brow, when he sighted Prout. 
  He was not enjoying his outing. 
 Angry resentment of injustice had caused him to act recklessly and unthinkingly: but reflection had followed. Reflection, unfortunately, came too late to be of any use. 
He did not want a ramble on his own without has friends. He did not really want to treat Mr. Quelch with disrespect. And certainly he did not want to be taken before the headmaster for judgment as a reckless young rebel against authority. 
  That sort of thing might suit the Bounder; but it was not in Wharton’s line at all. He realised that he was guilty of an act of thoughtless folly; but he did not quite realise this till he was a mile from the school, walking in the woods. Then it was too late. 
He was wondering now whether there was a chance of getting back undiscovered. But he knew there was no chance. He knew that Quelch suspected him of that very recklessness, and that an eye would be kept on the Form-room. If he had not been missed already he was absolutely certain to be missed before he could get back. He was “for it,” and what he had bitten off so to speak, he had to chew. 
  And yet— suppose there was a chance—suppose Quelch, for instance, got jawing with some other beak, or went to see the Head—lots of thinges might keep him from going to the Form-room before six, when he had to release the detained junior. 
If there was a chance it was a slim one—but was it not worth trying—for a fellow, who, at the bottom of his heart, was not hunting for trouble with the school authorities, and who had already repented of a hasty action? 
  Wharton was thinking of it, undecided, when Prout came rolling down the footpath towards him. Portly and weighty, Prout puffed as he rolled. 
  Wharton gave him a far from amicable look. 
  If there was a chance of getting back, of undoing what he had done, it was obviously necessary not to be spotted out of the school by a Greyfriars master 
  Prout was not his Form-master, and did not even know that he was supposed to be in detention. But he was a talkative old ass—and might let it slip in talking to Quelch. He might indeed, even know that Wharton was under detention—a good many eyes had seen Quelch taking him to the Form- room, and Prout might have been among them.  In that case, he was quite certain to mention to Quelch that he had seen Wharton out of bounds. 
  These thoughts flashed very quickly through the junior’s mind as he looked at the portly form coming on with its majestic roll—and Wharton acted quickly. He backed out of sight behind a tree. He believed that Prout had not seen him, so far, and it was wiser to keep out of sight. 
  Prout came rolling on. 
  That he had not noticed the junior on the footpath was soon clear, for he did not glance towards the tree behind which the captain of the Remove had taken refuge 
Prout rolled on, unconscious that there was anyone else about. 
  Wharton, peering round the trunk, watched him, with a faint grin. Prout rolled on and passed, and his portly back was now towards Wharton. 
  It was a great relief for in those moments the truant had made up his mind; he was getting back into detention if he could!” 
  As he waited for Prout to get clear, before stepping out of cover, there came a sudden patter of feet on the footpath 
  A running man passed the tree behind which the schoolboy stood. 
  Wharton gazed after him. 
  He was rather a rough-looking customer; one of the rowdies who came into the neighbourhood when the Wapshot races were on. 
  “Oh, my hat!” murmured Wharton. 
  The man’s eyes were fixed on Prout’s portly back as he ran. Wharton wondered whether he had followed Prout intentionally into the lonely depths of the wood 
  Prout was a prosperous looking man—a handsome prize for a footpad, and the racing man looked none too good for it. 
  If that was his object, he could not have tracked the Fifth Form master to a more convenient spot—for they were now in the heart of the wood, half a mile from the Pegg road on one side, and Friardale Lane on the other. 
  Prout, at the sound of running feet behind him, glanced over a podgy shoulder. He came to a halt, still in sight of the junior behind the tree, and stepped to the side of the path, to allow the rowdy to pass—evidently not liking his looks.  But the runnng man stopped also. 
  He had a short stick under his arm. He slipped it down into his hand as he faced the startled Form-master of Greyfriars, and gave a hurried glance up and down the path. Then he crowded Prout. 
  “Stand back, my man!” said Prout, with dignity, as he was crowded back against a tree. 
  “‘Nuff said, old codger!” said the Wapshot man. “Hand it over— sharp!” 
  Lonely as the woodland footpath was, the ruffian was evidently in fear of interruption. 
  Prout stared at him majestically. Prout was not quick on the uptake. 
  “Hand what over?” he demanded. “What do you mean?” 
  “All you’ve got about you, you old fool you!” was the answer. “I’d as soon crack your silly old nut as not! I tell you, I’ve been cleaned out clean as a whistle, by the bookies at Wapshot this arternoon—clean as a whistle!” 
  Prout’s plump face purpled. 
  He understood now. 
  “You—you—you rascal!” stuttered Prout. ‘You—you ruffian! Do you imagine for one moment that I am a man to submit to robbery? Upon my word—” 
  Prout, when his plump chin once got going, was accustomed to carrying on to great lengths. But Prout’s accustomed eloquence was cut short on this occasion. The man with the stick was pressed for time, if Prout was not. 
  He made a sudden swipe with the stick and Prout’s hat cracked under it. The Fifth Form master staggered, gasping; and as he staggered, the ruffian grasped him by the shoulder and up-ended him into the grass. Prout crashed with a crash that almost shook Friardale Wood. 
  A second more, and a knee was planted on Prout’s ample waistcoat and the stick was flourished over his upturned face. 
  “You giving any more trouble, you old idiot—you!” snarled the footpad. “By gum, if you will have it—” 
  Prout was elderly, Prout was plump, but Prout was game!” He began to struggle fiercely. With a savage glitter in his eyes, the footpad swung up the stick, aiming a blow. 
  He did not hear swift footstep on the grass behind him. Harry Wharton, darting at the ruffian’s back, reached him just in time. Over the ruffian’s head, he grasped the upraised stick, and, taking the rascal quite by surprise, wrenched it away. 
                    
  A howl of startled rage broke from the footpad, thus suddcnly and unexpectedly deprived of his weapon. 
  He whirled round at Wharton. A moment more, and a fierce and muscular grasp would have been on the schoolboy. 
  Sturdy as he was, he would have crumpled up in that grasp like a reed. Wharton was well aware of that: he was nothing like a match for the ruffian, and he acted promptly. The stick was in his hand, and he used it! With all the strength of his arm he struck, and the ruffian received his own weapon crashing on his head. 
  He gave one gurgling gasp, rolled off Prout, and collapsed in the grass of the footpath. 
  He was stunned. 
  Wharton had forgotten for the moment that he did not want Prout to spot him. He had had hardly any choice in the natter as he could scarcely have remained idle while an elderly man had his head cracked by a ruffianly footpad. 
  But as Prout, dizzy and gasping, sat up, he remembered!
  Prout, dazed and dizzy and confused, gasped and blinked and gurgled. Wharton turned instantly away and whipped into the wood. 
  “Urrggh!” gurgled Prout faintly “Wurrggh!” 
  Wharton vanished. 
  He hoped that Prout had not recognised him: he might hardly have seen him at all. He was out of sight in a second, and, casting the cudgel away into the thickets, he ran. The footpad was stunned, safe for a good five minutes, at least—ample time for Prout to get clear when he had finished gurgling for breath. The captain of the Remove left him to it, and vanished in the green wood. 
                                  THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                                     Quelch Is Satisfied! 
MR. QUELCH was surprised, but he was pleased. 
  Deponent verbs were not popular in the Remove. No Latin verbs were really liked in that Form, and those irritating verbs which are passive in form, but active in meaning, were the least liked of all. Yet here was a member of his Form in search of knowledge on that very subject. 
  Quelch, though surprised, could not help feeling pleased with Johnny Bull. 
  As a dutiful Form-master, he had to disregard the unpopularity of deponent verbs in his Form. Certain fellows who were backward in deponent verbs—among them Bull—had been set exercises on that entrancing subject. Quelch, of course, expected the exercises to be done, but he did not expect keenness!” 
  And here was keenness; for Johnny Bull, at a time when he might have been playing cricket, or ragging in the passages, or knocking Coker’s hat off in the quad, had brought his exercise to his Form-master’s study to beg a little assistance with the same—an action only to be accounted for by his keenness to master that intricate subject!” 
  It was a quarter past five. Wharton’s detention had still three-quarters of an hour to run. Mr Quelch, strongly suspecting him of intending to break detention, had looked in once, and found him at the window: now he was about to look in again, to make sure that the mouse was still in the trap, so to speak. 
  But he could hardly disregard the keenness of a junior who wanted to know all about deponent verbs!”   
  With his crusty face melting into quite an agreeable smile, Mr. Quelch sat down again. He was going to give Wharton a look-in; but ten minutes sooner or later made no difference—so far as Henry Samuel Quelch knew! 
  For ten minutes, therefore, he sat, kind and patient, elucidating deponent verbs to Johnny Bull, who listened with rapt attention, and felt that he was deserving of a place in the noble army of martyrs!” 
  “Thank you, sir!” said Johnny Bull at last.  “You’re awfully kind, sir!” 
  “Not at all, Bull—not at all!” said Mr Quelch graciously.  “I am very glad to give you assistance. I am very glad to see you taking a serious interest in this important subject, Bull!” 
  Johnny Bull’s serious interest in that important subject evaporated as soon as he was outside Quelch s study. 
  Dismissing deponent verbs from his mind as if they were not important at all, Johnny hurried away to rejoin his friends. He had kept Quelch busy for over ten minutes—ample time for Stacey to carry out his wheeze. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry, from the doorway of the school shop. “This way, Johnny, old bean!” 
  “All serene?” asked Johnny, as he arrived. 
  “The serenefulness is terrific!” grinned Hurree Singh. “But not a word, my esteemed Johnny! Speechfulnes is silvery, but silence as the cracked pitcher that goes longest to the well!” 
  Johnny nodded and grinned, and joined his friends in a ginger-pop. All was serene—if the scheme worked! The chums of the Remove could only hope that it would work. 
  The smile lingered on Mr. Quelch’s face as he left his study after Johnny was gone. But it faded away as he drew near the Remove Form Room. 
  A very grim expression replaced it 
  He had strongly suspected, when he saw Wharton at the Form-room window, that the junior was thinking of breaking out of detention. He hoped that that suspicion was unfounded. But if it proved to be well founded, Mr. Quelch was going to deal with the matter with an iron hand. 
  He already had cause—or believed that he had cause—to be dissatisfied with Wharton. And Wharton, without exactly intending it, had “cheeked” him over the affair of Skinner in the Remove passage. If he had added to his offences by breaking out of detention, he was booked for extremely severe measures—beginning with a flogging from the Head, and continuing with a prolonged “gating.” 
  Quelch was fully prepared to find the Form-room empty when he opened the door and looked in. 
  Being a just and, at bottom, a kindhearted man, he was relieved to find that it was not empty. 
  A junior sat solitary at one of the desks, pen in hand, writing out Latin conjugations. 
his face was in shadow, his back being to the window, and his head was bent, in which circumstances Quelch, though his eyes were keen, could not possibly have told whether it was Wharton or his relative, Stacey, who was sitting there—had he doubted. 
  Naturally, he did not doubt. 
  He expected to see Wharton there, if he saw anybody; and certainly he never dreamed of the trick that was being played especially as he knew that “doubles” of  Greyfriars were on the worst of terms personally 
  His grim brow cleared as he saw the junior sitting there, industriously at work. 
The junior did not seem to hear the door open or to see Quelch. With bent head, he went on writing. 
  Mr. Quelch did not speak. There was nothing to say.  As he found the junior there, in fact, he was rather glad that Wharton did not see him looking in— this business of keeping a suspicious eye on a boy was not pleasant to Mr. Quelch. 
  Having looked, he stepped back, and drew the Form-room door shut and departed—in silence. 
  Not till the door was shut did Stacey look up. He grinned at the shut door. 
He had been perfectly well aware of the scrutiny of the two keen gimlet eyes from the doorway, though he had given no sign of it. It was a relief to him that Quelch contented himself with looking in. Had he entered and spoken, the ordeal would have been a good deal more difficult and perilous. Stacey had nerve enough to carry it through—he had nerve enough for anything—but he was glad that it had not been needed. 
  He grinned, and resumed scribbling. Even in their handwriting the two relatives were alike, and it was easy for Stacey to continue the paper that Wharton had started in a “fist” that would pass for Wharton’s. 
  It was a weary business, sitting alone in the dusky Form-room, with the bright May sunshine streaming down out of doors, grinding out tiresome Latin conjugations. A fellow might do such a thing for a pal—but Wharton was no friend of his. He disliked him— intensely, and Wharton repaid his dislike with interest. 
  Why was he there, then, saving his rival from a terric “row”? To get himself regarded as a good-natured fellow and a sportsman, willing to do a good turn, even for an enemy, to put Wharton hopelessly in the wrong in their ‘ feud’? No doubt these were Stacey’s reasons. But he had other and better reasons. His motives were mixed—some good, and some bad—and possibly the good predominated. 
  Anyhow, there he was—and he had saved Wharton from getting it in the neck, at the very serious risk of getting it in the neck himself!  For he had no delusions about what would happen to him if Quelch found him out. Pulling a Form-master’s leg to that extent was not a trifling matter. It meant a flogging, and the loss of his Form-master’s good graces—which he had, so far, very carefully cultivated. 
  He scribbled and scribbled. 
  It was a quarter of an hour later that a shadow fell across the window. 
  Stacey very carefully did not look round, but he knew that Mr. Quelch, walking in the quad, had cast a glance in at the window. Quelch was a tall gentleman, able to glance in in passing. This time he had had a back view of the junior, industriously at work at his desk. 
  Stacey grinned again over his conjugati ons.  But as six o’clock drew near he began to feel a little uneasy. Surely that hot-headed ass, Wharton, would come back before six! 
  If not, Stacey had to face the ordeal of a closer inspection, when Quelch came in to dismiss him from detention. 
  Then as a shadow passed the window again, he realised that Mr. Quelch was walking on the path that ran under the Form-room windows—pacing to and fro there, as he not infrequently did! 
  If Wharton had come in he had no chance of getting back to the Form-room unseen! Stacey was for it now!” 
  Hc shrugged his shoulders. He had nerve enough for it, anyhow! But again he was in luck!
  As six o’clock struck from the clock tower Mr. Quelch paused in his pacing and looked in at the open window. 
  “You may go, Wharton!” he said. 
  Stacey rose to his feet. 
  “You may leave your paper on the desk,” added Mr. Quelch. 
  Stacey did not answer. His voice was a good deal like Wharton’s, but he did not care to risk it, if he could help it. He crossed quickly to the Form-room door. 
  An answer was not actually necessary, but Quelch, naturally, had expected the junior to say “Yes sir!” or “Very well, sir!” As the detained junior left the Form-room without a word or look. Mr. Quelch, at the window, frowned, and he was still frowning as he resumed pacing. It was another example, he concluded, of the boy’s sullen temper! 
  Stacey, glad to get out of danger, and caring nothing what impression he left on the Remove master’s mind, scuttled away.  His ordeal was over, and he had come through safely. He went up to his study—No. 3, in the Remove. Russell and Ogilvy were there, finishing a study tea. 
  “Where the dickens have you been?” asked Russell. “I thought you were coming in to tea after the cricket.” 
  “Been out of gates?” asked Ogilvy. 
  “Or having another row with Wharton?” asked Russell, with a grin. 
  “Wharton’s in detention.” said Ogilvy. “I heard that ee got jugged for ragging Skinner. What have you been doing, Stacey?” 
  “Latin!” answered Stacey, with a laugh. 
  At which Ogilvy and Russell laughed too. Stacey, as he sat down to tea, turned the subject to cricket, and the Highcliffe match.  
                                   THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                             Mysterious! 
HARRY WHARTON dropped in quietly over the Cloister wall. He had lost no time, having once made up his mind what he was going to do. It was barely half-past five when he dropped in—the very time, in point of fact, when Mr. Quelch was glancing in at the Remove Form-room door—at Stacey! 
  He had ample time to get back into detention, and to get some of those dismal conjugations written out—if the coast was clear! It had been clear enough when he left. He had hoped to find it the same on his return. As for Prout, he could only hope that the Fifth Form-master had not noticed who he was. At the most, Prout could only have had a glimpse of him under the shady branches. 
  No one had soon him leaving the school, excepting Bunter! Bunter, of course, tattled of everything but only among the other fellows.  Quelch was not likely to learn anything from him, or any other Remove fellow. It was all right, if he got back undiscovered by Quelch. 
  It is easier to get into a trap than to get out, but on this occasion it looked as if it was easier to get out than to get in! Coming in sight of the Form-room windows, Wharton had a view of the Remove window, still invitingly open—but also a view of Monsieur Charpentier, the French master, on the path, in conversation with Capper, the master of the Fourth. 
  Clambering into a Form-room window under the astonished eyes of two masters was scarcely practicable. 
  Wharton retreated, considered the matter for a few minutes, and then cut round the House. If he could not get in by the window he might be able to get in by the Form-room door—but he had to reach it first. Walking into the House in the usual way might spell walking into the view of Quelch, which, of course, he did not want to do. 
  By a back door, unnoticed, he got in, and with cautious footsteps entered the Form-room passage—and immediately backed behind a corner again. Quelch, having looked into the Removc-room, had not gone back to his study. He had stopped to speak to Hacker, the master of the Shell.  Really, there was no reason why two Form-masters of Greyfriars should not chat amicably for a few minutes, after they were finished with their classes, but it was extremely irritating to Wharton. 
  He wondered whether Quelch had looked into the Form-room. He was quite near it. If he had, the game was up for Harry, of course, had not the remotest idea that Stacey was there in his place. 
  With Quelch and Hacker chatting in the passage, looking as if they were “set” for an innings, so to speak, there was no way into the Remove-room by the door for the unfortunate truant who was so keen now to undo his rash and reckless act. 
  Window and door both being barred, as it were, there remained only the chimney, which was rather too desperate a resource! In the hope that Mossoo and Capper might have cleared off by that time, Wharton got out of the House again, by the same back door, and went round the building. 
  Mossoo and Capper had indeed cleared off but a more unwelcome figure was there—that of Quelch! 
  Quelch was passing up and down the path under the Form room windows I He had his hands clasped behind his back, and seemed to be thinking—perhaps on the subject of the celebrated “History of Greyfriars,” which was the great literary work of his life. 
  Wharton breathed hard. 
  There was no chance at the window, that was certain! But, with Quelch out of the House, there was a good chance at the door again! But even as that happy solace occurred to him he saw Mr. Quelch stop at the open Form-room window and look in. 
  His heart sank like lead. 
  Whether Quelch had visited the Form-room or not during his absence, the game was up now! Looking in at the window, he would see that the detained junior was not there ! 
  It was the finish! It was always easier to play the fool than to get back to the path of wisdom afterwards! 
  Wharton, from a distance, stood staring at Quelch’s back for some dismal moments. Then he turned away. 
  It was useless to get back into detention now, whether Quelch cleared or not. Wharton went into the House— openly now, careless whether he met Quelch’s eyes or not. But ks Quelch was still tacang under the Form-room windows till six struck, he did not sec him. Indeed, had he seen him he would probably have taken it for granted that he was his double—Stacey—as he firmly believed that Wharton himself was sitting at his desk in the Form-room! 
  The captain of the Remvove went up to his study. No one was there, but he did not want company. Frank Nugent, not having the faintest idea when Wharton might come in, had gone to Bob Cherry’s study to tea, and the Co. were all in Study No. 13. 
  Wharton was not thinking of tea. He was thlnk]ng of the disaster he had carelessly, willfully, brought on his own head. 
  Quelch had looked into the Form-room! That meant that he knew that Wharton had cut detention! There was not the slightest hope of the Remove master overlooking such an offence. When he saw him again, at calling-over, he would tell the culprit to follow hin to his study. Call over was not far off now. Wharton moved restlessly about his study while he waited for the bell. 
  What an ass he had been! That was his chief thought. Asking for more trouble, when he had enough on hand already. That had been caused by Stacey. But Stacey had nothing to do with this—this was due to his own headstrong temper. It was not a happy reflection. 
  But it was done now, and he could only make up his mind to see through what was to follow, keeping a stiff upper lip. 
  He heard a tramp of feet in the passage and Bob Cherry’s cheery voice.  The fellows were going down. 
  They did not know that he had come in. He could not open the doer as they passed. They had advised him to give up his reckless intention, and he had disregarded their advice—like a hot-headed ass! That, no doubt, was what they thought him! Possibly he would not have acted as he had done, but for that glimpse of them on the cricket ground, fielding for Stacey. Yet why shouldn’t they field for Stacey? It was as good practice at fielding as they could get, and, as cricket captain, he had always been very keen on keeping his men up to the mark in that useful, but often neglected, branch of the game. No use thinking of that now! 
  He left the study at last. One fellow was coming down the passage—as the bell rang. It was Skinner, who had stayed to finish a cigarette in his study before going down. 
Skinner gave him an inimical look. He had not forgotten the use of his face as a duster on the study door. His nose was still feeling a little raw. 
  “So you funked it, after all!” said Skinner, with a sneer. 
  Wharton glanced at him. He did not want another row with Skinner, and he did not understand the remark. 
  “Funked what?” he asked. 
  “I heard from Bunter that you’d cut detention.” said Skinner. “You got back pretty quick, before Quelch spotted it. I fancied you would.” 
Skinner had not, in fact, fancied anything of the kind.  He had fancied that Wharton would stay out of detention, and hoped that he would get a flogging for the same. Skinner was in a state of disappointment. 
  “Got back!” repeated Wharton blankly. 
  “Didn’t you?” sneered Skinner. “I heard Bunter telling them in the tuck-shop that he saw you get in at the window again.” 
  “I wish he had!” said Harry. 
  “Well, he did—not much good making out that you had the nerve to stay out when you were seen sneaking in again!” jeered Skinner, and he went on towards the stairs. 
Wharton followed him down, puzzled, and joined the crowd heading for hall. Why Bunter had fancied that he had seen him getting back into the Form-room was a mystery to him. 
  He took his place in the Remove in Hall. Frank Nugent gave him a cheery grin, much to his surprise. Considering what was coming to him, he expected to see Frank looking worried and troubled. 
  “All serene!” whispered Nugent. 
  “Is it?” said Harry rather grimly. 
  “Thank goodness you’re back in time for roll!” said Frank. “It will be all right now!  I’ll explain later—” 
  “Silence!” called out Wingate of the Sixth. 
  Mr. Quelch was taking the roll. When he came to Wharton’s name, the captain of the Remove answered “Adsum,” amazed to note that his Form-master gave him no special attention. He had quite expected to see the gimlet eyes fix on him with a glitter in them. 
  Neither, after roll was called, did Mr. Quelch take any heed of him. He was not singled out and told to go to his Form-master’s study. Was Quelch letting the matter pass? That was impossible! What on earth did it mean, then? The captain of the Remove went out of Hall with his friends, utterly puzzled and mystified. He had escaped the consequences of his rashness—that was growing clear—there was nothing to come! But how, and why, was a deep mystery to him. 
                                THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                          Grateful Prout! 
“MY dear Quelch—” 
  Prout spoke effusively, as he rolled in the Remove master’s study. Prout was 
in an effusive mood. 
  Often and often Prout had had to complain to Quelch of various delinquencies in members of his Form. The Remove, in the senior Form-master’s opinion, were a lot of young sweeps, and Quelch did not keep them sufficiently in hand. But though Prout was the man to find fault where fault existed, and sometimes where it did not, he was also the man to give honour where honour was due. And honour was due to the Lower boy who had so courageously and so effectually come to his rescue when the footpad attacked him in Friardale Wood. Prout was full of it. 
  This was natural enough, for Prout would have been seriously damaged, and undoubtedly robbed, had not that schoolboy rushed in at the right moment and acted so promptly and effectively. Prout still shuddered at the thought of that uplifted cudgel coming down on his head and cracking his majestic nut, as assuredly it would have done, had not a ready hand stopped it in time. Prout was pompous, but Proud was grateful. 
  Quelch looked at him.  Quelch, a matter-of-fact man, had little use for effusiveness, or emotion of any kind; neither did he enjoy lengthy chats with Prout. He only wondered why the beaming Prout had barged into his study, and wished he hadn’t. 
  “My dear Quelch, you have heard nothing?” 
  “Of what?” Quelch, as usual, was short and sharp. 
  “The brave lad has not spoken of it?” 
  “Eh?‘ 
  “A gallant lad, Quelch, a credit to your Form!” said Prout. 
  Quelch stared, amazed, but relaxing a little. Like any Form-master, he was prepared to hear, with approval, that any member of his Form was a credit to it. And this was a most unusual opinion for Prout to express. 
  “But who—what?” asked Quelch. “What has happened Mr. Prout?” 
  “I have been in danger, sir!” said Prout impressively. “After class, sir, I took a walk to Pegg. I walked home by the footpath through Friardale Wood! I was attacked—” 
  “Attacked!” ejaculated Mr. Quelch. 
  “Attacked, sir,” said Prout, “by a ruffian—” 
  “Goodness gracious, sir!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “One of those rowdy characters who come into the neighbourhood, sir, when there are races at Wapshot.” said Mr. Prout. “ A burly, hulking, desperate rufflan, sir! I have given his description to the police, though I have little hope that they will ever see anything of him—no doubt he has gone long ago. However, we must hope for the best.” 
  “But what—” 
  “This hooligan, sir, this ruffian, this unmitigated scoundrel, attacked me in the wood, in a lonely spot far from help!” said Prout. “I trust that I should have been a match for him— rather more than a match, I fancy—but he was armed with a cudgel. He knocked me down with the cudgel—” 
  “Is it possible?” 
  “Fortunately sir, my hat took the force of the blow! The hat is completely ruined— but it saved my head However, I fell! Immediately the villain pounced on me, and lifted his cudgel to stun me with a blow!” 
  Prout paused impressively. 
  “At that moment, sir, a boy whom I had not previously seen, rushed at the scoundrel, grasped his arm, and stopped the blow!” 
  “A boy of any Form?” Quelch was interested now. 
  “Yes, sir—a Remove boy! Seizing the cudgel from the ruffian, he struck him on the head with it, stunning him.” 
  “A prompt action, showing both courage and presence of mind!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “Precisely so, sir! Had not the boy got in that fortunate blow, I tremble to think what would have happened to him at the hands of that desperate scoundrel. He ran the risk of serious injury. Fortunately, the ruffian fell senseless.  Why the boy disappeared instantly into the wood, I cannot say— but he went before I had an opportunity of speaking to him—I was somewhat breathless—” 
  Quelch had no doubt of that. 
  “Having recovered my breath, sir, I left the spot.” continued Prout. The ruffian lay senseless where Wharton had—”
  “Wharton?” 
  “Where Wharton had struck him down. I have learned since, however, that he was gone when Police-constable Tozer arrived to take him into custody. No doubt he recovered his senses in the interval” 
  “Did you say Wharton?” 
  “Wharton, sir, of your Form?” 
  “You are sure on recognised that boy, Mr. Prout?” 
  “Quite, sir!  I saw him only for a moment—but I m sure that it was Wharton!” 
  “At what time did this occur, Mr. Prout?’ 
  “Between five and half-past, sir! I remember hearing the half-hour strike from the village as I was on my way to Mr. Tozer’s after leaving the spot.” 
  “There is some mistake in that case.” said Mr. Quelch. “Wharton, of my Form, has been in detention since classes, and was not released until six.” 
  “As near as I can judge, sir, the incident occurred at a quarter, or perhaps twenty minutes past five.” said Mr. Prout. 
  “At half-past five, Mr. Prout, I looked into my Form-room to ascertain that Wharton was at his task. He was there.” 
  “Indeed, sir. I can scarcely have been mistaken. If it was not Wharton, it was a boy with an astonishing resemblance to him.” 
  Mr. Quelch smiled. 
  “That is easily accounted for, Mr. Prout. Undoubtedly it was Stacey.” 
  “Stacey.” repeated Mr. Prout. 
  “A relative of Wharton’s, who came into the Remove this term.” explained Mr. Quelch. “His remarkable resemblance to Wharton caused some confusion at the beginning of the term. They were several times mistaken for one another.” 
  “Bless my soul!” said Mr. Prout. “I remember now, I have heard of the boy. The boy who has caused a great deal of remark by his cricketing abilities, is it not?” 
  “That is the boy, sir. His name is Stacey.” 
  “If Wharton was in detention—” 
  “He certainly was.” 
  “Then it must have been Stacey who gave me that invaluable assistance, sir. The mistake was natural.” 
  “Oh, quite so!” said Mr. Quelch. “If you are sure that the boy looked like Wharton—as he must have done, if you mistook him for Wharton—there can be no doubt that it was Stacey.” 
  Then it is to Stacey that my grateful thanks are due.” said Mr. Trout. “The boy’s name, after all, matters little. It was a boy of your Form, sir, and I am bound to say that his action— his courage, sir, his promptness, his presence of mind—reflect great credit on him, and on his Form, sir. But for his intervention I should now be lying in the hospital, seriously injured—perhaps with a fractured skull.” Mr. Prout passed a plump hand tenderly over his majestic head, where there was a contusion. “You had heard nothing, sir, of this incident?” 
  “Nothing,” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “I must see the boy, sir.” said Prout. “He gave me no opportunity of speaking. Modesty perhaps, and the desire to avoid my thanks. But I must thank him, sir. Most certainly I must express my gratitude.” 
  “I will send for him, if you wish, sir. Or if you prefer to see him less formally, his study is No. 3 in the Remove.’ 
  “I will go to his study, sir.” said Prout, rising. “I must lose no time in expressing my opinion—my high opinion —of his courage and presence of mind— my gratitude, sir, for an inestimable service.” 
  Prout rolled out of the Remove master’s study, and headed for the stairs. He left Mr. Quelch in a very pleased mood. 
  Quelch  was glad to hear of anything to the credit of his Form. And this was very much to its credit. He was glad to hear that the new boy, Stacey, of whom he had formed a high opinion, was worthy of that high opinion. He had been thinking of late that Stacey was better fitted, in many ways, to be Head Boy of the Remove than his relative, Wharton.  Now he was feeling almost sure on that point. 
                                                     — — 
                                      THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
                                                Nothing Doing! 
HARRY WHARTON, in Study No. 1, stared at the Co. 
  They had dragged him off to the study after calling-over, to explain. Utterly mystified by his unexpected escape from the vials of Quelch’s wrath, Wharton realised that his chums had something to tell him on that subject, though he could not begin to guess what it was. But it was not an explanation that could be made where there were other ears to hear. What would happen if Quelch discovered the trick that had been played, would not bear thinking of. And if it became the talk of the Remove, it was very likely to reach Quelch’s ears sooner or later. It was a matter that could not be kept too dark. 
  “It’s all right, old man.” Bob Cherry began. “I suppose you expected Quelch to jump on your neck.” 
  “Of course I did,” answered Harry. 
  “I know he looked into the Form-room. I saw him at the window when I came in, so he knows—” 
  “He doesn’t!” grinned Bob. 
  “The knowfulness is not terrific.” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The esteemed Quelch’s venerable leg has been pulled.” 
  “He must have seen that I wasn’t in the Form-room.” 
  “He saw you there.” grinned Johnny Bull. “At least, he thinks he did.” 
  “What the thump do you mean? I wasn’t!” 
  “Stacey was.” 
  Wharton jumped. 
  “Stacey!” 
  “Stacey, of that ilk.” chuckled Bob. “See? He squatted there in your place, did your  jolly old Latin, and Quelch never smelled a rat. RaLit as 
  “Stacey!” repeated Wharton blankly. 
  He began to understand. 
  His relief at escaping the consequences of has rashness was great. 
  It was not only the flogging—though no fellow, of course, wanted a flogging. But he did not want to set himself up as a rebel against authority, like the Bounder. Once he was cool he loathed the idea of it. If somehow, by some miraculous luck he had got through, it was an immense relief at the present moment, and a chance to avoid similar folly in the future. But the news that he owed his escape to Ralph Stacey came as a blow to him. His brows darkened. 
  “You asked Stacey?” 
  “Nothing of the kind.” said Nugent hastily. “We never even thought of such a dodge. It was Stacey’s idea.” 
  “He thought of it and suggested it.” explained Bob. “Of course, we jumped at it.” 
  “The jumpfulness was preposterous!”
  “I wish you hadn’t!” said Wharton curtly. “What the thump did the fellow do it for!” 
  Bob compressed his lips a little. 
  “What does any fellow do another fellow a good turn for?” he asked. “Because he’s a decent chap, I suppose.” 
  Wharton’s lips curled. 
  “Is Stacey a decent chap?” he asked. 
  “I think he’s proved he is.” said Johnny Bull tartly. “It’s not every fellow who would risk a flogging, and sit in detention for an hour, for a chap who never has a civil word to say to him.” 
  “So he took over my detention, and pulled Quelch’s leg.” Wharton breathed hard. “Then it was Stacey that that fat fool, Bunter saw clinbing in at the Form-room window.”
  “He thought it was you, of course.” 
  “Yes; he told Skinner so. All the fellows think so, I suppose.” 
  “All who have heard about it, certainly.” said Bob, “and a jolly good thing, too.” 
  “Then, if I’d got back into detention, as I tried to do, I should have found Stacey there.” said Harry. “1 never dreamed. So that’s why Quelch has let the matter drop. He doesn’t know I’ve been out of detention at all.” 
  “And nevcr will.” said Bob. 
  Wharton looked at him. 
  “He will,” he answered coolly, “because I’m going to his study now to tell him.” 
  “You’re what?” roared Bob, in consternation. 
  Wharton’s eyes gleamed. 
  “I never asked Stacey to butt in. I’m not going to be under an obligation to the fellow. Like his dashed cheek, if you ask me!” 
  “Look here, Wharton—” 
  “I don’t know why the fellow did it, unless it was to put me tinder an obligation. He knows how I should hate that.” 
  “That’s rot!” 
  “He meant to do you a good turn.” 
  “And he’s jolly well done it, too.” 
  The donefulness is terrific!” 
  The Co, all spoke at once. Wharton was angry, and they were getting angry, too.   Wharton’s lips set hard. 
  “If he meant to do me a good turn, I never asked him to.” he said. “I’d be flogged a dozen times rather! I’m going down to Quelch now. If Stacey hadn’t played this trick he would have found me out. And now he’s going to find out. I’m going to owe nothing to Stacey.” 
  He strode to the door. 
  Bob Cherry jumped past him, and put his back to the door before the captain of the Remove could reach it. 
                   
  Wharton’s eyes gleamed at him. 
  “Let me pass!” he breathed. 
  “Hold on!” said Bob quietly. “This a time for your jolly old tantrums. Leave off thinking about yourself and your precious pride for a minute or two, and think of the fellow who’s pulled you out of a scrape. You can take all the floggings you like. But what about Stacey?’ 
  “Well, what, about him?” snapped Wharton. 
  “If Quelch hears that you cut detention, he will know that it was Stacey sitting in the Form-room making a fool of him. What do you think Quelch will think of that?” demanded Bob. “He will go right off at the deep end. You can’t land Stacey into a fearful row with Quelch, because he’s done you a good turn, and saved your bacon!” 
  “He should have minded his own business!” exclaimed Wharton passionately. 
  “Well, after this, any man who wants to do you a good turn may learn to mind his own business and leave you to take what’s coming to you!” said Bob scornfully. “But you’re not going to get Stacey up for a Head’s flogging.” 
  “Harry—” exclaimed Nugent. 
  “My esteemed Wharton—” 
  Wharton clenched his hands. He felt himself caught in a net. It was easy enough to imagine Quelch’s towering wrath, if he discovered that he had been made a fool of. That wrath would descend like a torrent on Stacey’s devoted head. What seemed in the eyes of the juniors a good turn to save a fellow from a row, would seem very different in the eyes of a Form-master. To Quelch it would appear an act of unexampled disrespect—a deception. He would be intensely exasperated and humiliated at having had the wool pulled over his eyes. He could not go to Quelch!”
  “You can’t give Stacey away, Harry!” said Nugent quietly. 
  That was what it came to—if he went to Quelch and owned up that he had cut detention, it would be giving Stacey away—to severe punishment. There was no doubt of that. 
  “The rotter!” muttered Harry. 
  “Oh, don’t talk rot.” said Johnny Bull gruffly. “The fellow’s all right! He’s got you out of a fearful row, and you only got into it from your rotten temper—because you can’t toe the line like other chaps.” 
  “My esteemed Johnny—” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Grunt from Johnny—an emphatic grunt! 
  “You can’t go to Quelch!” said Bob. 
  “No!” said Wharton between his teeth. “I can’t go to Quelch! But I can go to that interfering, cheeky cad and tell him what, I think of him for barging into what doesn’t concern him.” 
  Bob stepped away from the door. 
  “If you want to make yourself out an ungrateful rotter, there a nothing to stop you!” he grunted. 
  Wharton made no reply to that. With a flaming face he left the study and tramped along to Study No. 3. 
                                  THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                                            Noble Boy! 
“LIKE this!” said Stacey. 
  He was standing in Study No 3 with a cricket ball in his hand. He was in front of 
the door, a yard or so from it. Russell and Ogilvy were watching him keenly. Both of them were keen on cricket— both had a deep admiration of the way Stacey played the great game—and both were rather honoured by having him in Study No. 3. They found Stacey very agreeable—a great cricketer, but not given to “side”; always ready to show a fellow anything, without at the same time putting on the air of an expert, or being of superior sifts. Russell and Ogilvy were friendly with Wharton; but they regarded him rather as a disgruntled ass for not liking a really decent chap like Stacey ! 
  Now the great man was showing them a trick in bowling—and they were all eyes. He was not going to bowl, of course—there was no room in a junior study for that. Stacey was as good at bowling as at batting—rather a magician with the leather as with the willow. He was illustrating a delivery without letting the ball leave his hand. 
  It was at that moment that Wharton’s angry face and gleaming eyes appeared at the half-open door. 
  Russell and Ogilvy, standing back in the study, did not see him; Stacey, of course, did not see him, having his back to the door: but Stacey did see his reflection in the study looking-glass that was just opposite the door. 
  A glimmer shot into Stacey’s eyes as he glimpsed the reflection of that flushed and angry face. 
  He knew in a flashing second that Wharton’s friends had told him of the dodge in the Form-room—that Wharton, as he fully expected, was bitterly annoyed by it—and that the angry junior was coming to his study to “row.” All this flashed through Stacey’s mind in the split second in which he glimpsed Wharton’s reflection in the glass. 
  Knowing perfectly well that Wharton was about to enter, but appearing cheerfully unconscious of the fact, Stacey flung his hand with the ball in it as Wharton came in. 
  Crack! 
  The back of his hand, weighted by the cricket ball, struck fairly on Harry Wharton’s nose, and sent him staggering in the doorway. 
  Wharton gasped. 
  Stacey uttered an exclamation, expressive of surprise. 
  “What the thump—I’ve knocked my hand—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Russell. “It was on Wharton’s boko!”
  “Cosh!” grinned Ogilvy. 
 “Oh, sorry!” Stacey looked at Wharton. “Sorry—if you’d knocked—” 
  Wharton’s face, already flaming, fairly blazed. It looked like an accident; Russell and Ogilvy had not the slightest doubt that it was an accident—but the captain of the Remove did not believe so.
  “You cheeky rotter!” he roared, and he strode into the study with his fists clenched. 
  Stacey raised his eyebrows. It was his usual game to assume additional calmness when Wharton got excited. It had an intensely exasperating effect on Wharton; also, it helped to put him in the wrong. 
  “I’ve said I’m sorry!” drawled Stacey. “How was I to know that you were just going to barge in? You never come up to this study—at least, you’ve never been here a couple since it’s been my study —“ 
  “You know—” 
  “I’ve no eyes in the back of my head!” Stacey pointed out calmly. “If you’d knocked —” 
  “The door was open—” 
  “Fellows knock all the same.” drawled Stacey. 
  “You banged my nose on purpose.” 
  Stacey shrugged his shoulders. 
  Wharton was almost trembling with rage. It was true that he might have knocked—but the door was half-open and fellows did not stand on a lot of ceremony in the Lower Fourth. Also he had been too angry to think of it. He was convinced that Stacey had seized the opportunity to humiliate him. But from both Russell and Ogilvy came expostulations. 
  “Chuck it, Wharton!” exclaimed Dick Russell. “What’s the good of rowing with a man for nothing? Stacey never saw you!” 
  “Accidents will happen.” said Ogilvy. “Look here, Wharton, we’re glad to see you in our study so far as that goes; but if you’ve come to rag with Stacey, the sooner you bunk the better.” 
  Wharton panted. The incident was trivial—he had to let it drop as an accident—though he was quite sure that it was no accident. But it added to the angry bitterness that already ran riot in his breast. 
  “I’ve come here to speak to you, Stacey!” he said, between his teeth. “I hear from my friends that you’ve been barging into my affairs—and I want to tell you plainly to mind your own business. It was like your dashed cheek and impudence—” 
  “Shush!” exclaimed Russell. “‘Ware beaks!”
  There was a heavy tread in the passage—the unmistakable tread of Prout, master of the Fifth. That tread could belong only to Prout, or to an elephant. The latter theory was inadmissible; so it was Prout! 
  What the Fifth-Form beak wanted in Remove studies, was a mystery; but it was a beak, and Wharton checked his angry words. 
  “That’s Prout!” said Ogilvy. “What the thump does he want here?” 
  The heavy tread came on and stopped at the door of study No. 3. The door was wide open now; and the portly figure of Prout framed itself in the doorway. Wharton, nearest the door, looked at him. 
  “My dear boy!” exclaimed Prout, gaving at Wharton and not noticing the other fellows in the study for the moment. “ My dear Stacey—”
  It was quite a natural mistake of Prout’s. Quelch had told him that Study No. 6 was Stacey’s study—and this was Study No. 3. He was looking for a boy who almost exactly resembled Harry Wharton, and supposed that he had found hin. 
  Wharton stared at him blackly. He loathed being taken for Stacey. Stacey, farther in the room, grinned. He did not relish the resemblance, either, but he found Wharton’s irritation amusing. 
  “I’m not—” began Wharton savagely. 
  “Give me your hand, Stacey!” boomed Prout. “Your hand, my boy! Brave and gallant lad!” 
  Prout had a touch of the dramatic in his nature. He rather liked the idea of this little scene. Schoolboys in general loathe anything in the emotional line; but Prout did not share that feeling. Prout was going to make quite a nice little scene of this! He stretched out a plump paw to the junior he supposed to be Stacey. 
  Wharton glared at it. 
  “I’m not Stacey!” he hooted. 
  “Eh, what?” Prout blinked. “I understand that this is Stacey’s study, and that Stacey—” 
  “I’m Wharton!” 
  “Oh!” snapped Trout, far from pleased by the junior’s look and tone, and little guessing that he was speaking to the fellow who had rescued him from the footpad. “You are Wharton, are you? Well, it is certainly not you that I desire to see, but your relative— Stacey! Is Stacey here?” 
  “Yes, sir!” said Stacey, wondering what on earth the Fifth Form beak wanted him for. 
“Stacey!” Prout’s glance passed Wharton and fixed on the junior who so resembled him, and who certainly, at that moment, appeared better tempered and better-mannered. “My dear Stacey! I am here, my boy, to thank you!” 
  “To—to—to thank me, sir!” stuttered Stacey. 
  Russell and Ogilvy stared. What Prout was driving at mystified the whole study. 
  “Yes, my boy, yes!” said Prout, beaming. “You left me so suddenly that I had no opportunity of speaking to you in the wood—” 
  “In—in—in the wood?” 
  “No doubt you have told your friends.” Prout glanced at Russell and Ogilvy, ignoring Wharton. “Perhaps, however, you have not! Modest, unassuming modesty is very becoming to a brave and generous-hearted boy! But I shall not allow you, Stacey, to hide your light under a bushel! I shall certainly not allow it! I owe you my thanks, my grateful thanks, and I am glad that your friends are here to hear me express them.” 
  Stacey blinked at him. All this was Greek to Stacey, and it is painful to relate that he wondered, for a dizzy moment, whether Prout had been drinking! 
  Wharton started a little. It dawned on his mind what Prout was driving at—and it could only mean that the resemblance caused him to believe that it was Stacey who had floored the foot-pad. Prout, after all, had seen him, though he had hoped that Prout hadn’t; but for some mysterious reason he supposed that his rescuer was Stacey! 
  Stacey stood dumb with wonder. But Ogilvy chimed in 
  “What has Stacey done, sir?” 
  “I will tell you!” boomed Prout. “This afternoon I was attacked in Friardale Wood by a desperate footpad—a hulking, desperate ruffian. I was felled by a cudgel! I should have been terribly injured but for that brave lad Stacey, who rushed to the rescue, regardless of the danger to himself. 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Russell. “So that’s what you were up to after the cricket, Stacey, and you wouldn’t tell us where you’d been!” 
  “I—I—” stuttered Stacey. 
  “My first impression.” continued Prout “was that it was Wharton who had came so bravely to my aid! I was deceived by the resemblance—” 
  “Oh!” gasped Stacey. He grasped it now. It must, of course, have been Wharton—that was what he had been up to while he was cutting detention! 
  “But on reporting the matter to my colleague, Quelch, I learned that Wharton was in detention at the time.” went on Prout, “and so I became aware of the identity of my brave—my gallant rescuer!” Stacey you are a noble boy 
  Stacey suppressed his feelings. Had he really recued Trout it would have made him feel rather ill to hear himself described as a noble boy! Prout had been dealing with boys for thirty or forty years without yet learning to understand them. The fact that Prout had got it wong added to Stacey’s discomfort. To be called a noble boy deservedly was bad enough; to be called a noble boy undeservedly was really awful!” 
  “Give me your hand, Stacey!” said Prout. He proceeded to do the pump paw act over again. “Your hand, my brave lad! Receive my thanks—my gratitude! My grateful esteem, Stacey I” 
  “But, sir, I—” 
  “Your hand!” 
  “I never—” 
  “Your hand!” Prout shook hands with Stacey. It was impossible to resist Prout. “Once more, Stacey, my thanks—my grateful thanks! I have told my colleague, Quelch, that you are a credit to his Form! I repeat it in the hearing of your friends! Greyfriars should be proud of you!”
  And Prout, leaving off talking at last—for in this world everything comes to an end, and there was a limit even to Prout’s eloquence—rolled out of the study! He left Stacey crimson, Russell and Ogilvy staring, and Harry Wharton laughing. 

                                       THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                             Nice for Nobody! 
“I SAY you fellows—” 
  “Prep!” said Nugent. 
  “Oh, blow prep!” said Billy Bunter. “I say, have you heard about Stacey?” 
  Bunter was full of news He barged into Study No. 1 with that news in prep. Prep was tiresome rot in Bunter’s opinion, and he did not give it a lot of attention, having a happy system of trusting to luck in the Form-room. And Bunter wanted particularly to note the effect of his news on Wharton—the fellow who barred Stacey! It was calculated, Bunter amiably considered, to put Wharton’s nose out of joint! 
  Harry Wharton looked up from his work with a smiling face. He could guess Bunter’s news in advance. His friends had been surprised, and relieved, to see him come away from Stacey’s study laughing. He had told them nothing, but they had been glad, at least, to know that there had not been the expected row. 
  “What’s the latest, Fatty?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
 “That man Stacey is a splendid chap!” said Bunter impressively. “Pluck, if you like! What do you think he was doing while you were in detention this afternoon, Wharton?” 
  Frank Nugent laughed. Bunter, like all the Form outside the select circle of th Co., was still in ignorance of the trick that had been played on Quelc. Bunter was the last fellow at Greyfriars to whom the facts could have been confided. Telling Bunter was telling the world. 
 “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at.” said Bunter warmly. “You mayn’t think much of it! I do! Having plenty of pluck myself, I can admire pluck in another chap! Stacey might have been jolly well hurt! ‘Tain’t every fellow that would tackle a hefty footpad for an old donkey like Prout!”
  Wharton laughed and Nugent stared. This was the first Nugent had heard of the footpad. 
  “What are you burbling about?  inquired Frank. 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—” 
  “Who tackled a footpad?” demanded Nugent. 
  “Stacey did!” declared Bunter. “It was while Wharton was in detention, and—” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “I’ve heard it from Russell and Ogilvy.’’ said Bunter. “They’ve told a lot of the fellows!” Stacey’s said nothing—doesn’t seem to like the subject, from what I hear ! Not a man to brag, you know—I can understand that! It’s the same with me! I’ve often done jolly plucky things, you know, and never said a word about them—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Oh, cackle!” said Bunter, “Well, I can jolly well tell you that the fellows think a lot of Stacey! It seems that Prout came to his study to gas about it——” 
  “You were in Stacey’s study when old Prout came up, Harry!” said Frank, looking at his chum. 
  Wharton nodded. 
  “Then what—” 
  “Oh, Wharton was there, was he?” said Bunter. “And he hasn’t told you? I suppose he wouldn’t—he doesn’t want to sing Stacey’s praises! He, he, he! You know what Stacey did, Wharton?” 
  “Oh, quite!” said Harry, 1aughing. 
  “Well, what did he do—or rather, what was he supposed to have done?” demanded Nugent. 
  “No supposing about it.” answered Bunter. “He rescued Prout from a fearful ruffian who was robbing him in the wood. It must have been after he was at the cricket—I remember seeing him there. I looked for him afterwards at tea-time—you needn’t cackle—but the fellows in his study thought he had gone out of gates. I know he had—now! Well, he rescued Prout—ran a fearful lot of risk, from what I hear—and old Prout is telling all Greyfriars about it! Rather puts your nose out of joint, Wharton, what?” 
  “Not a lot.” 
  “Well, you’re jealous of his cricket, you know. Isn’t that why you’re leaving him out of the team? And now—” 
  “You fat owl!” 
  “You can call a fellow names, but I’d like to see you do what Stacey did!” said Bunter scornfully. “Russell says that old Prout called him a noble boy! He, he, he! That’s a bit thick! All the same, it was jolly plucky, and he can’t help Prout being an old ass!” Of course, I’d have done the same in his place.” added Bunter. “But would you? I jolly well doubt it I” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton. 
  “Cackle!” said Bunter, with a sniff of scorn. “Stacey goes and rescues fat old Prout in fearful danger, while you’re sticking in a Form-room for ragging Skinner! I can jolly well tell you that he shows up better than you do—and I can tell you that all the fellows think so, too!” 
  And with that, Bunter rolled out of Study No. 1, to carry his news farther up the passage, in the hope of finding some Remove man who had not yet heard it. 
Nugent whistled. He looked very curiously at his chum, 
  “It was you, of course!” he said. “It can’t have been Stacey, as he was in the Form-room in your place. It was you!” 
  “Of course it was.” grunted Wharton. “There was nothing in it, only Prout is an excitable old ass. I never ran the slightest risk—I took the brute entirely by surprise and tapped him on the nut before he could get hold of me. Nothing in it. at all.” 
  “If you hadn’t tapped him quick enough—” 
  “Well I did!” said Harry. “I was afraid that old ass Prout had seen me, and might give it away that I was out of detention. I’ve told you that I changed my mind and tried to get back—” 
  “He did see you, that’s clear.” 
  “Must have, as he fancies Stacey was the giddy rescuer! Well, Stacey’s welcome to Prout’s gas. I don’t want it” 
  “It’s rather rotten for him.” said Frank slowly. “It puts him in a beastly position—getting a lot of credit for nothing.” 
  “I don’t suppose he’ll mind.” said Wharton, with a curl of the lip. “Anyhow, he’s asked for it. Nobody wanted him to barge in.” He laughed sarcastically. “I’d rather Prout called him a noble boy than me.” 
  “Bother Prout!” said Frank, and with that the subject was dropped and prep resumed. 
  When that infliction was over, Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh came along to the study. Their looks told that they had heard the news. 
  “This is a pretty kettle of fish, you men!” Bob remarked. “You’ve heard about Stacey, of course—and Prout—” 
  “Rather amusing, isn’t it?” said Harry. “I dare say Prout has told all Greyfriars by this time what a noble boy Stacey is.” 
  “It’s rotten for the chap.” said Johnny Bull. “He can’t even tell his friends how the matter really stands without risk of it getting to Quelch. Once that trick gets talked about up and down the Form—” 
  “The rottenfulness is terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “You were a preposterous ass to cut detention, my esteemed Wharton.” 
  “Very likely; but old Prout’s nut would have been cracked if I hadn’t.” 
  “By gum!” said Bob. “There’s that, too! Nobody wants old Prout’s nut cracked, though there’s precious little in it. I suppose the least said the soonest mended. Everybody will have forgotten it by the end of the week. Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s Stacey!” 
  Stacey looked in at the door. His look was not so equable as usual. If Wharton had supposed that he was willing to bag a little cheap glory to which he was not entitled, he could see now that such was not the case. It was clear that Stacey was deeply irritated by the unexpected turn the matter had taken. 
  “Look here! What’s going to be done about this, you men?” asked Stacey, coming into the study and closing the door. “That old ass Prout— You needn’t grin like an ape, Wharton. It’s not funny for me.” 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders.  
  “You barged in without being asked.” he retorted. “You jolly well know that 
I should hate to have you get me out of a scrape. I fancy that’s chiefly why you did it. Now you can take what’s come to you. Nobody knows the facts except these fellows, and you can tell the rest, if you like——” 
  “That means trouble with Quelch!” said Stacey savagely. “If what I did is jawed through the Form, Quelch will hear sooner or later. I’m not 1ooking for trouble with Quelch!” 
  “No. You prefer to land your troubles with Quelch on me 1” said Wharton bitterly—a remark that caused his chums to look at him. “Well, now you can do just as you jolly well please. I’m willing to go to Quelch and own up that I cut detention—I’ve only kept my mouth shut because I can’t gave you away. But I’ll go like a shot if you say the word.” 
  “That won’t do.” said Stacey. “I’ve got you out of a jolly serious row, and you know it. And you can’t land me in one in return. Quelch would be as mad as a hornet.” 
  “Quite—and not likely to make you Head Boy when he hoofs me out!” said Wharton sarcastically. “That’s coming —and it’s what you’re aiming at. You’d certainly spoil your chances by telling Quelch that you made a fool of him this afternoon.” 
  “Least said soonest mended!” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  “Speech is silvery, but silence is the stitch in time that saves ninepence!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “It can’t go on like this!” muttered Stacey. 
  “Let’s go to Quelch together and tell him the facts!” suggested Wharton. 
  “Oh, don’t be a fool!” snapped Stacey. He gave the captain of the Remove a dark look, swung out of the study, and banged the door after him. 
                             THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                      Trouble Coming! 
WINGATE, at the first-eleven net, swiped. 
  Smack! 
  Leather met palm. 
  Stacey of the Remove held up the ball.
  There was a roar: 
  “Well caught! Oh, well caught!” 
  The Greyfriars captain blinked. 
  Remove men were fagging at fielding for first-eleven men at the nets.  The Famous Five were there, and Smithy and Stacey and several more fellows. It was useful to the first-eleven men to have juniors fagging at fielding, and it useful to thn Remove men to get such good practice—though plenty of them did not yearn for it. 
  Harry Wharton & Co., however, were keen—and Stacey was keen. Catching out Wingate, the mightiest batsman at Greyfriars, was no easy matter. It was not, perhaps wholly gratifying to the great man of the Sixth to be caught by a junior. Stacey had done it—and he looked as if he had done it with ease. But whatever Stacey brought off on the cricket field he looked as if he did it with ease. 
  “Well, my hat!” said Wingate. 
  “Some kid that, old man!” grinned Gwynne of the Sixth. 
  “Real mustard!” agreed the captain of Greyfriars. 
  Stacey, having sent the ball back to the bowler, gave Harry Wharton a look. Wharton affected not to see it. 
  But he knew what that vaunting look meant. The fellow who caught out the captain of the school was no ordinary cricketer. He was making it clear to Wingate, the Head of the Games, that he was whole streets ahead of any other man in the Remove. Lower boy as he was, Stacey was much in demand for senior bowling practice—and he had bowled first eleven men. Now he had demonstrated his quality in the field. A cricket captain who left such a man out of his team was likely to find thornes in his path. And Wharton was still quite decided to leave Stacey out. 
  When Wingate came away from the net, Stacey went on fielding with the other juniors but the Greyfriars captain called Wharton aside. The captain of the Remove guessed what was coming and his face hardened. Standing up against the captain of the school was a difficult matter—but the Remove captain was going to do it. 
  “I’ve been going to speak to you, Wharton.” said Wingate. “You’ve got 
a fixture on with Highcliffe School soon.” 
  “Yes, Wingate.” 
  “Of course, I’ve heard that you and Stacey bar one another. It’s not any bizney of mine, but it’s pretty bad form for relations to bar one another at school.” said the Greyfriars captain. “Never mind that, though. But about the cricket. I’m told that Stacey isn’t playing in your eleven.” 
  “That’s so.” 
  “Well, I want to know why not.” 
  “It’s generally left to a cricket captain to pick his men, I think. 
  “Quite!” assented Wingate. But there’s a limit, and you know it. You don’t claim to have more power in your hands than I have in mine I suppose— terrific big gun as you are.” 
  Wharton coloured. 
  “If I left a man of that quality out of the first eleven,” said Wingate. “Lascelles would want to know why. I shouldn’t like to tell the games master that it was because I disliked the man. See?” 
  Wharton made no answer. 
  “I happen to be Head of the Games.” went on Wingate. “I’ve got a certain 
responsibility in these matters. If a junior skipper doesn’t play the game I have to call him to order. You know that.  Well, I want to know why you’re leaving out a man who can play the heads off the rest of your Form.” 
  “His cricket is all right.” said Harry. “You needn’t tell me that—I’ve got eyes. And I don’t think you’re fool enough not to see what everybody else can see with their eyes shut. If his cricket’s all right, why are you chucking him?” 
  No reply. 
  “The kid seems decent enough,” went on Wingate, “Nothing against him in any way that I’ve heard of. And yesterday, from what I hear, he did a splendidly plucky thing— What are you grinning at?” 
  “Oh, nothing!” 
  “Well, don’t grin at nothing when I’m talking to you!” said Wingate gruffly. “1 hear that the kid tackled some hefty footpad who attacked Prout in the wood, and if you can’t see that as as plucky, bccause you bar the chap, it doesn’t do you any credit. The other fellows in your Form seem to think it was plucky—and I think so.” 
  “It was nothing—” 
  “Cut that out!” snapped Wingate. “I’m rather surprised at you, Wharton. This sort of thing isn’t what I should have expected of you. You might do the kid justice, even if you dislike him.” 
  Wharton did not answer. As the fellow who had done that plucky thing, he was entitled to say that it was nothing. But as Stacey wants supposed to have done it the remark did not come gracefully from Wharton. 
  “From what Prout says, the kid ran a lot of risk.” said Wingate warmly. “He got in a lucky knock, and stunned the brute; but if he hadn’t been quite so quick, he would have got smashed up. Do you call that nothing?” 
  “I do!” said Harry. 
  “Then I don’t agree—and you’d better say no more. Let’s get back to the subject. Stacey, on his form, is entitled to a place in the eleven —more than you are yourself, if you want plain English. His form’s good enough for the first eleven if he were older and stronger. Are you going to tell me that you’re throwing such a man away because you bar him?” 
  “No!” 
  “Then why?” demanded Wingate.  He was far from pleased with the captain of the Remove, and his manner was curt. 
  “There are reasons—reasons that seem to me good!” said Harry quietly. “1 think I ought to be trusted.” 
  “Reasons that you can’t tell the head of the games?’ asked Wingate sarcastically. 
  Wharton paused. 
  “Yes.” he answered at length. 
  “Well,” said Wingate, that’s not good enough! I shan’t be in a hurry to barge in, but I shall think this matter over, and you can depend on this, Wharton, if Stacey doesn’t get fair play from you of your own accord, I shall see that he gets it, whether you like it or not. You’d better think that over, and save trouble.” 
  With which the head of the games walked away without waiting for an answer. Wharton, with set lips, rejoined the fieldsmen. It was plain that there was trouble to come; but his determination was unshaken. 
  When the practice was over, the Remove fellows walked back to the House, and Vernon-Smith uttered what was in the thoughts of the rest. 
  “You saw Stacey, Wharton?” 
  “I’m not blind.” 
  “Glad to hear it.” said the Bounder sarcastically. “I fancied that you might be! Is Stacey playing at Highcliffe” 
  “ No!” 
  “You’re dragging your family troubles into the cricket matches? asked the Bounder. 
  “Mind your own business!” 
  The Bounder breathed hard and left the other fellows. The Co. looked very uncomfortable as they walked on with the captain of the Remove. 
  Peter Todd came up to them. 
  “Wharton, old man.” said Peter, “speaking as a friend—” 
  “That means that something unpleasant is coming, I suppose!” said the captain of the Remove. 
   Peter grinned. 
  “Well, I’ll try to be nice.” he said. “Look here, old chap, what I mean is, you’re not doing yourself justice. You’re not the man to be jealous of a fellow’s form at cricket.” 
  “Thanks!” 
  “But you’re trying your hardest to make the fellows believe that you are. You simply can’t leave Stacey out.” 
  “I simply can—and will!” 
  “After what he did yesterday, too.” said Peter. “Dash it all, the fellow goes about rescuing fat Form-masters, and covering himself with glory. You’ll make fellows believe that you’re jealous of that, too.  The chap’s a first-class cricketer—and now he’s shown that he has heaps of pluck—” 
  “Oh, rot!” 
  “Well he has” said Peter sharply, “and if he’d got hurt in that row yesterday, as he might have, you’d look a pretty rotter, running him down as you do.” 
  “He wasn’t in much danger yesterday.” said Harry. 
  “You can say so if you like, but other fellows don’t think so.” said Peter hotly. “Stacey isn’t saying a word about it himself—he snaps a fellow’s head off if a fellow mentions it to him. He’s not a man to swank. But everybody knows what he did.” 
  “ Rubbish!” 
  “Well, if you want to know what I think—” 
  “I don’t!” 
  “I’ll tell you all the same!” roared Peter. “You’re acting like a jealous rotter—that’s what you’re doing! Stacey did a plucky thing while you were jugged for bullying a weedy snipe like Skinner. And he shows up better than you do, and all the Remove say the same.” 
  “Let them!” said Harry indifferently. 
  “You’re asking to have your nose punched.” 
  “Get on with it!” 
  “That was enough for Peter!  He jumped and hit! 
  Wharton’s arm came up like lightning. Up went Peter’s, knocked hard. His chest collided with Wharton’s, and Wharton grasped him, upended him, and sat him down in the quad, with a heavy bump. 
                
  “Oooooh!” gasped Peter, winded. 
  “For goodness’ sake!” exclaimed Nugent. 
  Peter spluttered, sitting in the quad, and hardly knowing how he had got there. Frank grasped Wharton’s arm and dragged him away. 
  “Let him get on with it, you ass!” snapped Wharton. 
  “Don’t be a fool!” said Johnny Bull gruffly. “Are you going to row with every man in the Remove?” 
  “Why not?” 
  “Oh, chuck it!” said Bob savagely. 
  And the Co. gathered round their leader and fairly barged him into the House, while Peter still spluttered. 
                               THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                                    Coker Wants to Know! 
“Which are you?” 
  Horace Coker of the Fifth Form asked that question as he put his fat head in at the doorway of Study No. 1 in the Remove. 
  Harry Wharton was alone in his study—alone, with uncomfortable thoughts. He gave Coker something very like a scowl. 
  Coker’s question implied that he did not know whether the junior in the study was Wharton or Stacey, as no doubt he didn’t. The great man of the Fifth naturally did not see juniors of the Remove very often at close quarters, and the resemblance was puzzling. Indeed, on Stacey’s first day at Greyfriars, Coker of the Fifth had mistaken him for Wharton, and handed out to him a whopping due to the captain of the Remove. 
  But Coker’s question had an exasperating effect on Wharton. That unlucky resemblance to his relative had caused him endless trouble this term. It had caused Stacey trouble—such as Coker’s whopping, and a ragging from a Highcliffe mob who had taken him for Wharton. But it was worse for the captain of the Remove, owing to the fact that Stacey—strictly under the rose— was a bit of a scapegrace on the Bounder’s lines. 
  It was not known in the Remove why Quelch was down on Wharton this term—even Wharton’s own pals did not know that Quelch had spotted a junior out of bounds, at the Three Fishers up the river, and believed that it was his Head Boy—which, in fact, it was not! 
  Mistakes like Coker’s did not matter very much but a mistake like that, on the part of a Form-master, was serious. 
  Now the wretched resemblance had caused more trouble. Stacey, whether from good motives or bad, or a mixture of both, had saved Wharton from a row, by substituting himself in the detention-room. 
  A favour from Stacey had only an irritating and exasperating effect on the captain of the Remove.  And unexpectedly Stacey had captured the credit of the rescue of Prout. Not that Wharton cared a doughnut about the credit, or wanted any of Prout’s effusive “gas”—he was glad to be relieved of that. But it had set Stacey up on a sort of pedestal in the Remove, and put Wharton in a worse and worse position towards him. It was hardly possible for Wharton, who had done the deed, to join in praises of it; but belittling it when Stacey was supposed to have done it looked rotten enough. 
  Coker of the Fifth marched into Study No. 1 in high good-humour, but he met with nothing of the sort. Wharton’s look could only be described as a scowl—indeed, he came near grasping the nearest cushion and buzzing it at Coker’s cheery visage. 
  Coker stared at him. 
  “I asked you a question, Wharton or Stacey, whichever you are!” he snapped. 
  “Go and talk out of the back of your neck in some other study, then!” answered Wharton. “And take your silly face away from that door.” 
  It was not polite! 
  But Wharton was not in a polite mood. He was, in fact, in such a disgruntled mood, after his talk with Wingate and his row with Toddy, that his friends had sagely left him to himself after tea. There was peril of a “row” within the happy circle of the Co., which certainly would have done no good. 
  Less discourtesy than that from a junior of the Lower Fourth would have roused Coker’s ire. He came farther into the study, looking very grim. 
  “I don’t want any cheek from a fag!” announced Coker. “I’ve a short way with fags, and you’ll jolly soon find it out if you don’t keep a civil tongue in your head, young ‘un! I suppose you’re Wharton, from your manners, though you look like your cousin—” 
  “We’re not cousins!” snapped Wharton. 
  “I don’t care whether you’re cousins or not. Now, look here,” said Coker, “if you’re Wharton you can go and eat coke. If you’re Stacey, I want you. You needn’t be shirty about that whopping I gave you—that was a mistake; if you’re Stacey, I mean—” 
  “Idiot!”
  “I took you for Wharton, who had cheeked me—I mean if you’re Stacey! If you’re Stacey—” 
  “Dummy!” 
  “If you’re Stacey, I want you to come to tea in my study.” said Coker. “So you can leave off scowling, you young ass! I’ve heard what you did for my Form-master yesterday—” 
  “For goodness’ sake drop that subject!” almost howled Wharton. 
  Coker smiled genially. 
  “So you’re Stacey! Right! It’s quite right not to want to swank about what you did, and I understand you don’t want fellows to keep on praising you for it—” 
  “There’s the door!” 
  “Draw a line, you know!” said Coker. “I don’t want any cheek, even if you did save old Prout from getting his nut cracked. Did you—yes or no?”
  Wharton did not answer that question. To say yes was the same as saying that he was Stacey; and to say no was hardly possible, as he actually had done it. He almost wished that he had left Prout’s nut to be cracked. 
  “It was a plucky thing.” said Coker, apparently satisfied now that he was speaking to Stacey. “Jolly plucky! Prout’s doing a song and a dance about 
it. He’s rather an old ass. Still it was jolly plucky! I don’t get on with Prout in the Form-room; but he’s my beak, and you saved him from getting his silly old nut cracked, didn’t you?” 
  “Oh, rats!” That was a noncommittal answer. 
  “Well, I said to Potter and Greene: “Look here, what about having that Remove kid to tea? Show the kids what we think of his pluck. They agreed,” said Coker. “I’m not in the habit of having scrubby fags to tea, but I’m making an exception in your favour, Stacey.” 
  “Chump!” 
  “I’ve had a hamper from my Aunt Judy—ripping lot of stuff! Come along!” said Coker. “I’m asking you to tea, Stacey.” 
  “You blithering idiot!” bawled Wharton. “I’m not Stacey!” 
  Coker jumped. 
  “You’re not Stacey!” he roared. 
  “No, you benighted ass!” 
  “Then what do you mean by making out that you were Stacey, and letting me run on?” demanded Coker wrathfully. “You’re as like as two peas!” 
  “Only to a silly squint-eyed owl!” said Wharton, which was not only far from polite, but far from elegant. 
  Coker breathed hard. He had taken quite a considerable amount of cheek from this junior, in the belief that he was Stacey. He had no use for cheek from Wharton. 
  “You cheeky little sweep!” said Coker, “Where’s Stacey? Isn’t this his study?” 
  “It was, but he’s changed out, thank goodness! I was glad to be shut of him—as glad as I shall be to get shut of you.” 
  “You’re not shut of me yet.” said Coker grimly. “You can’t sauce a Fifth Form man like that, and get away with it. I’m going to teach you manners before I go and look for Stacey, young Wharton.” 
  Coker advanced on the captain of the Remove with the intention of teaching him manners—by drastic methods. 
  Wharton’s hand was on the cushion, and as Coker advanced he whipped it up and buzzed it straight at Horace Coker’s wrathful countenance. 
  There was a terrific crash and a fearful yell as the cushion established contact with Coker’s nose. There was another crash as Horace Coker went backwards and sat down on the floor of Study No. 1. 
  Wharton jumped forward. In a twinkling he had grasped Coker’s collar, and Coker’s sitting attitude was changed for a horizontal one, and his head was banging on the carpet. 
  Bang, bang, bang!” 
  Three terrific bangs and three fearful howls from Coker awoke the echoes of the study and the passage. 
  Wharton did not stop for more. A scrap with the burly, brawny Fifth Form man was not a practical proposition. Having given Coker something to remember him by, as it were, Wharton whipped out of the study. He stepped into Study No 2, where Tom Brown and Hazeldene were finishing tea. 
  Coker, in a state of wild confusion and wrath, sprawled and spluttered, rousing the echoes.  Then he scrambled to his feet, and in a state of fury, to which no words could have done justice, rushed forth from Study No. 1 in search of Wharton, with the fell intention of smiting him hip and thigh, pulverising him and spiflicating him. 
                         THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                   Jam for Coker! 
STACEY glanced out of the doorway of Study No. 3 with a sarcastic smile on his face. 
  The uproar from Study No. 1 had reached a good many other studies, and several fellows looked out at study doors. In Study No. 3 they were getting tea—Ogilvy boiling eggs, Russell making toast, and Stacey opening the jam— which occupation he suspended to look out, as sounds like earthquakes and tornadoes came along the passage. 
  “What on earth’s that fearful row?” asked Russell over his shoulder. 
  “Wharton’s study.” answered Stacey. 
  “What a man he is for rows!” said Ogilvy. “Where’s the egg-timer? Wharton’s been rowing ever since term started. I hear he was scrapping with Toddy in the quad, only his friends dragged him away.” 
  “One way of enjoying life, I suppose.” said Stacey, with a shrug of the shoulders. “I shouldn’t care for it myself.”
  “But who’s he rowing with?” asked Russell. “Not with his pals, surely! Even Wharton—”
  Stacey did not answer. His eyes were on a rather untidy figure that barged out of Study No. 1 like a wild bull. It was Coker of the Fifth, with torn collar, untidy hair, and a face as red as a beetroot with rage. Stacey smiled. Coker’s aspect struck him as comic. 
  “Where’s—” Coker was beginning, staring round for the vanished captain of the Remove. 
  He did not finish the question.  He did not need to, as he saw Stacey! Having taken Wharton for Stacey in the study, he took Stacey for Wharton in the passage. Stacey was grinning, but the grin disappeared from his face as if wiped off by a duster; as Coker of the Fifth hurtled at him. 
  “Now, then!” gasped Coker. 
  “Here—what—hold on—yarooooh!” yelled Stacey, as the hefty Horace grasped him and whirled him across the passage. 
  “I’ll teach you to bang my head!” roared Coker. 
  “I—I— Oooooogh!” 
  Stacey was sturdy, but he was no use in Coker’s mighty grasp. He spun to the wall, which his head smote with a horrid bang. 
  He yelled frantically. 
  Bang, bang!” went his head again. Nothing doubting that he had got hold of the fellow who had banged his head on the floor, Coker banged that fellow’s head on the wall with energy. 
  Stacey’s yells rang far and wide. 
  “Bang a Fifth Form man’s head— what?” roared Coker. “By gum, I’ll teach you ! I’ll spiflicate you!” I’ll pulverise you! I’ll—” 
  Bang bang! 
  Coker was not only repaying the debt, but repaying it with interest. 
  Fortunately for Stacey there was help at hand. Russell dropped the toast, Ogilvy left the eggs to boil hard, and both of them rushed out into the passage to the rescue of their study-mate. They grasped Coker together, and dragged him off. 
  “Leggo!” roared Coker. “I’ll smash you! I’ll—” 
  Russell and Ogilvy did not let go, and Coker proceeded to smash them. 
  There was a rush of feet in the passage. Vernon-Smith and Redwing came speeding out of Study No. 4. Peter Todd from Study No. 7, Bob Cherry and his friends from farther up the page. The door of Study No. 2 was thrown open, and Tom Brown and Hazeldene rushed out, Harry Wharton remaining in the doorway looking on. 
  There was a rather satirical smile on Wharton’s face. The yelling in the passage had apprised him of Coker’s mistake. Stacey had met Coker’s infuriated eye at an unfortunate moment for himself. Certainly Wharton would have lent him aid had it been needed. But Stacey was free from Coker now—leaning on the passage wall, rubbing his head—while Coker had disappeared under a swarm of Removites. 
  Under that swarm Coker heaved and roared, and bellowed. Cokor, not always a peaceable chap, had come to the Remove studies with perfectly peaceful intentions. But Coker was unfortunate in these matters. He had woke up one of the wildest rows of his stormy career. “Wooough!” came spluttering from Coker. “I’ll—groooh—smash you! I’ll—ow-ow-wow—spiflicate the lot of you—urrrggh !” 
  “Bump him!” shouted Bob Cherry. 
  “Bang him!” yelled Toddy. 
  “Jump on him!” 
  “Squash him!” 
  “I say you fellows, lemme get a kick! I say, you might let me get a kick in! Gimme room to land him one, you fellows.” Even Billy Bunter was eager for the fray, Coker being so extensively and safely held. 
  For several minutes, Horace Coker led the life of a football and punchball combined. They were wild and whirling minutes, and Coker did not enjoy any of them. Nobody wasted time inquiring what the trouble was—Coker was there and they mopped up Coker. 
  “Ow! Wow! Yow!” came from Stacey, as he rubbed his damaged head. Horace had banged it on the wall, not wisely, but too well. 
  “Urrggh! Leggo!” came in muffled accents from the suffering Coker.  “ I’ll— Oooogh, I’ll— Wooogh! I’ll— Gurrrgh!”
  “Hold him!” gasped Stacey. “I’ve got a pot of jam here—” 
  “Good egg!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Stacey stepped into his study for the newly opened pot of jam.  He came quickly back with it, and up-ended it over Coker’s flushed and furious face as six or seven Remove fellows held him pinned down to the floor. 
  Jam rolled out on Coker’s face. 
  “I—I say—you young villain, I’ll smash you!” yelled Coker, as he saw the jam coming. The next moment he was giving horrid, suffocated stutters, as a stream of jam dropped into his mouth. “Gurrrrrggh!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Wuurrrrggggh!” 
  “Like jam?” asked Stacey. 
  “Moooooooogh!” 
  “The jamfulness is terrific!” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Jam was ladled over Coker’s features.  He was of the jam, jammy! Some went into his hair, and some down his neck. It was rather a waste of jam— still, Coker was welcome to it. Stacey, with an aching and spinning head, did not spare him. Why Coker had charged him like a mad bull, he did not know; but he knew that he was going to make Coker sit up for it! And he did!”
  “Urrrgh!” The chuckling juniors released Coker at last, and he staggered to his feel, clawing jam. “Wurrgh!”
  “Now kick him out of our passage!” exclaimed Stacey. 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “I say, you fellows, give me room,” squeaked Billy Bunter. “I haven’t got one in yet—” 
  “Urrgh! You young rotters!” spluttered Coker. I’I1—oogh!—smash you! You young villain, Wharton—” 
  Harry Wharton, in the doorway of Study No. 2, with his hands in his pockets, laughed. He found Coker’s little error entertaining. Coker was still labouring under that error. 
  “You cheeky ass!” exclaimed Stacey. “We’ll jolly well kick you back to the Fifth! What the thump do you mean by snaffling a chap and banging his head, you dangerous maniac?’ 
  “You jolly well know!” gasped Coker. “I came here to ask Stacey to tea, and 
—you—ooooghhh!” 
  “You what?” stuttered Stacey. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  There was a shriek of laughter in the Remove passage. 
  Stacey stared at the Fifth Former blankly. If Coker had come there to ask him to tea, his way of doing it had been rather remarkable. 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. “Oh, my summer bonnet! He came to ask Stacey to tea “ 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You blithering ass!” howled Stacey. “If you came to ask me to tea—” 
  “Not you, you young rotter—Stacey. I—”
  “I’m Stacey—” 
  “You’re Stacey! You told me you were Wharton when I saw you in the study—wharrer you mean — ?” gasped Coker. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Removites. 
  “You—you—you ass! I suppose you saw Wharton in the study—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker blinked through the jam. The juniors were doubled up with merriment. Coker had come up to ask Stacey to tea in the Fifth—but it was not probable that he would issue that generous invitation now—not after getting Stacey’s jam all over his face, in his hair, and down his neck. The Remove fairly rocked with merriment. 
  “You—you—you’re Stacey!” stuttered Coker. 
  “Yes, you ass!” 
  “Then you’re as cheeky a young scoundreI as Wharton!” roared Coker. “Do you think you can jam me all over?” 
  “Looks like it!” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  As he renewed hostilities, the remove crowd piled on him as one man, and Coker was swept along the passage to the landing. He went across that landing with dying arms and legs. There the Removites left him for death, as it were .  
  Potter and Greene, in Coker’s study, were waiting for him to come back with Stacey. Privately they thought it rot having a Remove kid to tea—but they gave Coker his head, as usual. But when Coker gladdened their eyes by his reappearance, Stacey was not with him—and he was in a disordered, jammy, and sticky state, that made Potter and Greene jump as they beheld him. 
                     
 
 “What, the dickens—” exclaimed Potter. 
  “Urrggh!” 
  “Is Stacey coming to tea?” asked Greene. 
  “Urrrgh! Don’t talk to me about the young scoundrel!” gasped Coker. “He’s the—gurrgh—worst of the—woooogh—lot! Oooooh!” 
  Stacey did not come to tea with Coker! He was winning golden opinions up and down Greyfriars, but he had lost Horace Coker’s good opinion—for good! 
                         THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                 Bunter Gets the News!
BILLY BUNTER blinked from the half-open window of the Rag into the sunny quad and grinned. 
  It was morning break and everybody but Bunter was out of doors. Billy Bunter preferred to take his exercise sitting down; and he was squatted in the window-seat of the Rag, blinking into the quad through his big spectacles, when he beheld the little scene that caused a fat grin to overspread his podgy visage. 
  Harry Wharton was standing a few feet from the window with his back partIy turned to it. Bunter had a view of his profile, and discerned a scornful, contemptuous smile thereon. Blinking further, the fat junior spotted Stacey, at a little distance, and noted that Blundell, the captain of the Fifth, had stopped to speak to him. 
 He did not catch Blundell’s words, but he could guess the topic. Blundell, a great man of the first eleven, a tremendous “blood” was not given to speaking to mere juniors in the quad. Generally he passed such small fry by, like the idle wind which he regarded not. It was that tale of derring-do—the rescue of Prout—that caused the captain of the Fifth to take note of the existence of Stacey of the Remove, and stop him in the quad to speak a few gracious words. 
  Hence Wharton’s scornful smile. 
  Stacey’s manner was modest and deprecating—quite that of a fellow who had done something decent, but did not want to be praised for it. Considering that he hadn’t done it that manner was, perhaps, sufficient to cause Wharton’s lip to curl with disdain. He could hear what Blundell was saying, and he could not help wondering how Stacey could stand it, without blurting out the facts, regardless of consequences. 
  Stacey’s position, undoubtedly, was a difficult one. 
  He was determined that the facts should not come to light, and that he would have no trouble with Quelch. That made it necessary to carry on with what was getting vary like a deception. 
  At first, it had irked him and annoyed him—Wharton had seen that for himself. He had not wanted to bag credit that was not his due, and he had felt irritated and embarrassed by the situation. But that feeling seemed to have changed. 
  The episode had given him a leg-up in the school—it had won him admiration in the Remove, the esteem of his Form-master and of Prout, a good deal of notice from Fifth Form men— words of commendation from Wingate, the captain of the school. It was, in fact, extremely useful to Stacey, who was ambitous, and very keen on making a figure at Greyfriars—stiil keener on putting his relative and rival into the shade. 
  So, having satisfied his conscience with the argument that it was impossible now to set the matter right, Stacey was accepting the situation as if it was genuine—as his manner to Blundell fully showed. 
  Billy Bunter grinned. To his fat mind, the explanation of Wharton’s scornful look was easy. He was jealous of the chap, and grudged him his meed of praise. Indeed. Bunter was not the only fellow in the Remove who took that view. 
  Only the Co. knew the facts, and they were bound to silence; the other fellows only knew that Stacey had done a decent thing, and that Wharton spoke of it contemptuously. Any fellow seeing him now might have got the same impression as Bunter from his looks. 
  It would have been wiser in Wharton to mask his feelings on the subject, but he was not in a prudent state of mind these days. Both Stacey and Blundell saw him standing there, and saw his lip curl with scorn. Stacey coloured deeply; and Blundell, frowning, turned angrily towards the captain of the Remove. 
  “You cheeky little sweep!” said Blundell. “What does that mean? Can’t you do anything but sneer at a fellow in your Form who has done a thing that I’ve no doubt you’d have thought twice about doing?” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. As he, actually, had done the thing in question, that remark had its amusing aspect. 
  Blundell glared at him. 
  “I’ve heard about your rotten jealousy of this new kid, Wharton!” he snapped. “I hear that you keep him out of Remove cricket: and all the school knows that he can play your head off.  Now I hear that you jeer at what he did for my Form- master the other day.  It seems that you can’t give him credit for anything.’ 
  “Not for that, certainly!” said Harry. 
  “You know what he did—” 
  “Not at all! I know what he’s supposed to have done. That’s quite a different thing.” 
  “Are you going to make out that he never helped Prout when he was set on by those hooligans from Wapshot?” demanded Blundell. 
  “Why not?” asked Wharton, with a sarcastic smile. 
  “Well, my opinion is that you’re a young rotter, then!” growled Blundell. And, with a frown at Wharton and a nod to Stacey, the captain of the Fifth stalked away. 
  Wharton fixed his eyes on Stacey’s flushed face. 
  “Enjoying it—what?” he asked. 
  Stacey compressed his lips. 
  “You jolly nearly gave it away to Blundell there!” he said in a low, savage tone. “Look here, Wharton, let’s have this plain. You know perfectly well that I never wanted this—” 
  “You seem to like if now you’ve got it.” 
  “It can’t be helped now. I’m not going to make Quelch wild with me by letting him know. That means that it’s got to be kept dark. If you keep this sort of thing somebody will tumble sooner or later. What will it make me look like if it comes out that I never helped Prout, after all the gas and jaw on the subject?” 
  “It will make you look a fool” said Harry—”and serve you right, too!  Do 
you expect me to join in the chorus of praise, making you out to be a sort of hero for what you never did?” 
  Neither of the juniors noticed the fat face and the glimmering spectacles at the half-open window of the Rag—and Billy Bunter did not make his presence known. 
  He was breathless with astonishment at what he was hearing, and breathlessly anxious to hear more. Evidently there was something behind the scenes that Bunter did not know—and he wanted to know 
  “I don’t suppose it was anything, if you come to that!” snapped Stacey. “Prout’s an old gasbag, and I don’t believe for a moment that you ran any risk.”
  “Quite! And you ran still less, as you were sitting in the Form-room at the time, making Quelch believe that I was there!” 
  “I was doing you a good turn—” 
  “You should have waited to be asked. I’d rather have owned up to Quelch that I cut detention. I couldn’t, because it would get you into a row for pulling his leg. You ought to own up now they’re making this idiotic mistake. I’m willing if you are.” 
  “Well, I’m not!” said Stacey savagely. 
  “No, you don’t want to part with the kudos now you’ve got it.” said the captain of the Remove scornfully. “It puts you in a good light, and me in a bad one—and you’re going to use it for all it’s worth. Well, I shall say nothing; but if you expect me to tell lies about it, you’ll be disappointed. I’m not going to pretend to believe that you did a thing that you didn’t do— and that I did myself, as a matter of fact.” 
  And with that the captain of the Remove turned on his heel and walked away. He left Stacey standing by the window of the Rag with clenched hands and glinting eyes. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  Stacey gave a sudden jump—or, rather, a bound—at that unmusical cachinnation from the window of the Rag.
  He spun round and stared at the fat, grinning face of! William George Bunter; he stared blankly. 
  “He, he, he!” Bunter was amused. “I say, Stacey, is that how it was? He, he, he! It was you I saw getting in at the Form-room window that day. And I thought it was Wharton; and those chaps made out it was Wharton. He, he, he! I say, old Quelch would be fearfully wild if he knew!” 
  Stacey could only stare at him in utter dismay. Bunter knew now—and that meant that all Greyfriars would know soon! 
  “And it was Wharton who butted in and rescued old Prout!” chortled Bunter. “No wonder he cut up rusty when the fellows kept on singing your praises!  He, he, he!  I say, Stacey, you’re an awful spoofer, ain’t you! Making out that you rescued old Prout, when it was Wharton all the time! He, he, he! I wonder what the fellows will say when they know? They’ll say— Yarooooooh!” 
  Stacey reached up and landed his open palm with a terrific swipe on the fat face looking down at him. 
  Bunter ceased to grin on the spot. 
  He gave a fearful yell and tumbled backwards and disappeared from the window. There was a heavy bump within the Rag. 
  “Yooo-hooop!” floated out of the window. “Ow! Beast! Whoo-hoop! Wharrer you hitting a fellow for? Yo-wo-wo-wwwoop!” 
  Stacey drove his hands deep into his pockets and tramped away, leaving Bunter to yell. All the fat was in the fire now. 
                               THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                             Bottled! 
MR. QUELCH in third school that morning had his eye very severely on Bunter; he was wrathy with Bunter. 
  Bunter was always rather a bother in class. His inflexible determination not to learn anything might have worried any Form-master, his propensity to chatter was another worry. Quelch liked silence and fixed attention in his Form-room; he never got either from Billy Bunter. 
   But never had Bunter been so exasperating as he was in third school on this particular morning. He was not only eager to chatter and whisper as usual, but seemed bursting to chatter and whisper. 
  The fact was that Bunter had not been able to tell the tale yet; he was in possession of a startling item of news which he had had as yet no opportunity to impart to anyone. By the time Bunter had finished rubbing his fat face, smacked by Stacey in the Rag, the bell had rung for classes—and Bunter had been a minute or two late for class. 
  Bursting with startling news, Bunter had to bottle it up—and keep it bottled for a whole hour! Which was practically an impossibility to Bunter. Twice, thrice, he began to whisper to fellows near him, and Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-eye singled him out. Twice, thrice, the Remove-master spoke to Bunter in warning tones, the warning growing more pronounced each time. Twice, thrice the fat Owl unwillingly corked it up again, as it were. 
  But he could not keep it corked up. When Quelch turned to his desk for a moment Bunter whispered to Skinner: “I say, it was Wharton all the time!”   Which remark simply mystified Skinner, as he had not the remotest idea of what the fat Owl was alluding to. 
  Quelch spun round from his desk. 
  “Bunter you are talking again!” 
  “Eh? Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I only said to Skinner—” 
  “Take fifty lines, Bunter.” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  English history was resumed, and Bunter was silent for a few minutes. The Remove were doing the reign of Queen Anne—in which Bunter was not in the least interested. He knew that Queen Anne was dead—at least, he had heard so—and he wanted to know no more about her.  On the other hand, he was deeply, thrillingly interested in the affair of Stacey and Wharton—as the fellow who knew, and who could startle and astonish all tho other fellows if he could only get it out. 
  “I say, Snoopey!” Unable to keep silent, Bunter whispered to Snoop on the other side. “I say, it wasn’t Stacey at all!” 
  Snoop only blinked at him, as mystified as Skinner. 
  “Stacey makes out it was him!” whispered Bunter, regardless of grammar as of Quelch. “But it wasn’t! It was Wharton all the time!” 
  “Bunter!”
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “What were you saying to Snoop, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, nothing, sir!  I never opened my lips!  I only said—” 
  “Take a hundred lines!” 
  “Oh, dear!”’ 
  Once more there was English history—with Quelch’s gimlet eye gleaming balefully at Bunter, and most of the fellows grinning and rather curious. Everybody could see that Bunter was bursting with something though they could not guess what. Only Stacey could guess. 
  Nearly ten minutes passed before Bunter broke out again. Bottling it up longer than that was impossible. But Skinner on one side, Snoop on the other, kept turned away from Bunter, fearing to draw the gimlet eye on themselves. Bunter leaned over his desk and whispered to Vernon-Smith, in front of him. 
  “I say, Smithy! I bet you never knew it was Wharton. You thought it was Stacey, and it wasn’t—” 
  “Shut up, you fat ass!” breathed the Bounder, as Quelch’s gimlet eye gleaned round. “Quelchy’s watching you.’. 
  “But I tell you it wasn’t him. He made out that it was him, but it wasn’t—” 
  “Bunter!” Mr. Quelch’s yoke might have been likened to the growl of a tiger in the jungle. “Bunter, stand up!” 
  “Oh lor’ ! I mean, yes, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I wasn’t speaking, sir! I never said a word to Smithy, sir—not a syllable! Smithy will tell you the same, sir—ho heard me—”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Silence! Bunter, you persist in talking in class! Now, tell me at once what you were saying to Vernon-Smith!” 
  “Nothing, sir!” 
  Rap! 
  A pointer established contact with a set of fat knuckles. There was a wild howl in the Remove Form-room. 
  “Yooooop!” 
  “I insist” said Mr. Quelch, “upon knowing your reason for this absurd and persistent chattering, Bunter! Repeat immediately what you said to Vernon-Smith ! What was it?”
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Bunter, I warn you!” Up went the pointer. 
  “I—I never said anything, sir—I mean I only said it wasn’t him, sir!” stuttered Bunter. 
  “You said what?” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  “I said it wasn’t him sir!” 
  “Have you no regard whatever for the rules of English grammar, Bunter?” 
  “No, sir—I mean, yes, sir! Lots!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Do you not know the difference between the nominative case and the accusative case, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” gasped the confused Owl. “It—it’s passive in form, but active in meaning, sir.” 
  There was a shriek from the Remove. Bunter, like the rest of the Form, had lately suffered under Quelch and deponent verbs. In his present state of confusion he was getting mixed. 
  “Silence!” hooted Mr. Quelch. “This boy’s stupidity is not a subject for merriment!” 
  On that point the Remove did not seem to agree with their Form-master. But Quelch’s glare was not to be argued with, and there was silence. 
  “Now, Bunter, what did you mean by your ridiculous and ungrammatical rcmark to Vernon-Smith?” 
  “N-n-nothing, sir!” groaned Bunter. 
  “What were you speaking of, Bunter?” That question showed how angry Quelch was. In calmer moments he would have said “Of what were you speaking?” 
  “Oh, nothing, sir!” I wasn’t going to tell Smithy about Stacey, sir! I—I don’t really know it wasn t him.” 
  Stacey’s face was set and almost white. He had no doubt that it was all coming out now. The other fellows simply stared. They had not the remotest idea of what Bunter was driving at. 
  “About Stacey!” repeated Mr. Quelch blankly. 
  “Yes, sir! I mean, no, sir!” babbled Bunter, in a mingled state of terror and confusion. Bunter wanted to tell the Remove; but he did not want to tell the Remove-master. Even Bunter’s fat and fatuous brain could understand that it was a serious matter if it came to the ears of authority. Flogging for both the juniors concerned was the most probable result if Quelch got on to it. “I—I—I didn’t mean Stacey, sir! Or— or Wharton! The—the fact is, sir, I—I don’t know anything about it!” 
  “About what?” hooted Mr. Quelch. 
  “Anything, sir!” gurgled Bunter. “I—I dare say it was Stacey, just as he makes out! I never heard him talking to Wharton. I wasn’t in the Rag at all in break, and I never looked out of the window! Besides, fellows shouldn’t talk under an open window if they don’t want fellows to hear. Not that I heard anything, sir—I—I wasn’t there!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” murmured Wharton. 
  He understood now, as well as Stacey. The Co. had a glimmering of it. But the rest of the Form were still in the dark. 
  “It appears,” said Mr. Quelch, in his deep voice, “that you have overheard a private conversation between two other boys, Bunter, and that it is that which you are so eager to repeat in class!” 
  “Oh, sir! I wasn’t going to tell anybody that it wasn’t him——” 
 “I have no idea of what you are speaking of,” said Mr. Quelch. “Neither do I desire to know!” I understand now how the matter stands.” 
  “Oh, good! I mean yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.  “M-m-my I sit down, sir?” 
  “You may not Bunter! You will stand out before the Form!”
  “Oh lor’ !”
  Bunter rolled out in dismal apprehension. The fact that Mr. Quelch took a cane from his desk looked as if his apprehensions were well-founded. 
  “Now, Bunter—” 
  “Ow!” 
  “You will bend over that desk, Bunter!”
  “Wow!” 
  Whack, whack!”
  “Yarooooop!” 
  “That,” said Mr. Quelch, is for listening to a conversation not intended for your ears, Bunter! You need not rise—I have not finished yet!” 
  “Oh lor’!”
  Whack, whack! 
  “Whooop!”
  “That,” said Mr. Quelch, “is for repeating, or attempting to repeat, private matters that you have learned by surreptitious methods
  “Oh dear!”
  Whack, whack!” 
  “Yaroooooooop!” 
  “That,” said Mr. Quelch, “is for inattention in class!” 
  “Yowowow!””
  “You may now go back to your place, Bunter, and if you speak another word during this lesson, I shall cane you more severely!”
  “Woooooogh!” 
  Bunter went back to his place. He wriggled painfully as he sat there. He did not speak another word during that lesson. After being so faithfully dealt with by Quelch, even Bunter was able to keep it bottled up. And it was still corked, so to speak, when the Remove were dismissed after third school. 
                           THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                     Brought to Light! 

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  Billy Bunter fairly yelled when he got out into the quad. 
  For a whole hour startling news had been bottled up in Bunter. Now it came out! In the quad crowds of fellows surrounded him. All the Remove were curious to hear what it was that the fat Owl was so eager to impart. 
  Stacey made a movement towards Bunter, with his fists clenched and his eyes gleaming. But he realised the futility of it. Bunter could be punched like a fat punchball, but Bunter could not be kept silent! It was a physical impossibility for Bunter to keep a secret.  The game was up. 
  Harry Wharton, with a faintly mocking expression on his face, came up to the new fellow while Bunter was squeaking excitedly to an interested crowd. 
  “It’s out now, Stacey!” said the captain of the Remove quietly. 
  Stacey gave him a black and bitter look. 
  “That fat fool must have been listening while we were talking in break.” said Stacey. 
  “I dare say you knew he was!” said Stacey bitterly. 
  “You know I didn’t!” answered Wharton calmly. “But he’s gabbling it out to all the fellows now. It will be up and down the school soon, and it’s only a question of time before Quelch hears of—”
  “I know that!” 
  “We’re both in this up to the neck.” said Wharton. “I'm as deep in the mud as you are in the mire.  I'll do as you like in the matter. If you choose, I'll go to Quelch with you now, or you can leave it till he hears——it won’t be long, at this rate.” 
  “I’m not going to Quelch with you!” muttered Stacey. 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders. 
  "Please yourself!” he answered. “It can’t be gabbled all over the school without the beaks getting hold of it, you know that. But if you think there’s still a chance of keeping it dark, leave it at that!” 
  And Wharton left him without another word. He joined the Co., who were looking worried and dismayed. 
  “All the fat’s in the fire now!” grunted Johnny Bull. “You might have been a bit more careful not to let it out, Wharton.” 
  “Did I let it out?” 
  “Well, it seems that Bunter heard you and Stacey—”
  “How was I to know that Bunter was eavesdropping?” snapped Wharton. Stacey started the subject—I answered him. Am I to blame because that fellow has been spoofing the whole school, and now he’s found out?” 
  “Well, there’ll be a beastly row about it.” said Bob “You’ll bag that flogging, after all!”
  “I know that!”
  “And Stacey!” said Nugent “My hat! Quelch will be wild with him! You’ll both get it in the neck! Look here, the best thing is for both of you to go to Quelch at once and own up. Quelch may go easier, then, than if he finds it out for himself, as he’s bound to soon.” 
  “That’s right!” agreed Bob. 
  “The rightfulness is terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “You owe Stacey that much, Wharton,” said Johnny Bull. “I think—” 
  “Do you?” said Wharton, sarcastically. “Not in your line, is it?” 
  “Look here, you ought to go to Quelch with Stacey—” 
  “Better tell Stacey that! I’ve asked him, and he won’t go.” said the captain of the Remove curtly. 
  “Oh!” said Johnny, rather taken aback. “Best thing he could do, and you as well!  I should have thought—” 
  “You should have—but you never do!” retorted Wharton. 
  It was as well that there came an interruption before Johnny could reply to that. Five or six Remove fellows detached themselves from the excited group round Bunter, and rushed across to the Famous Five. That group was augmenting in numbers, fellows of other Forms coming along, as well as Remove, to see what the excitement was about. 
  Billy Bunter, for once, was the centre of things—the cynosure of all eyes! Bunter was enjoying himself. 
  “There he is!” shouted Peter Todd. 
  He led the rush of half a dozen Removites towards the captain of the Form. “Here, Wharton!” 
   “Wharton!” exclaimed Vernon-Smith. 
  “Was it you?” demanded Squiff. 
  “Has Bunter got it right?” exclaimed Hazeldene. 
  Wharton did not answer. Until Stacey agreed to speak out, he had the secret to keep—little use as there was in keeping it now. 
  “Is Bunter telling the fellows the truth?” demanded the Bounder. 
  “Does he ever?” drawled Wharton. 
  “Well, never mind whether he does ever—is he now?” asked Smithy. “Was it you biffed that footpad—” 
  “And rescued old plump Prout?” asked Peter. 
  “Did Stacey stick in detention for you?” exclaimed Squiff. “Jolly good-natured of him if he did!” 
  “Wharton let him have his giddy glory as a jolly old reward!” chuckled the Bounder.  "He’s got Prout’s gas!” 
  “What about it, Wharton?” asked three or four fellows. 
  “Nothing about it!” answered Harry. “If you’re interested in Bunter’s gabble, go and listen to it. I’ve got nothing to tell you.” 
  “You can tell us whether he’s got it right or not!” hooted Peter. “Can’t you use your silly tongue?” 
  “I can—but I won’t!” answered Wharton coolly. 
  “Do you fellows know?” asked the Bounder, looking at the Co. 
  “Oh, let it drop!” grunted Bob Cherry. 
  “Let’s go and ask Stacey!” said Russel. 
  Nothing being obtained from Harry Wharton & Co., the fellows rushed off for Stacey. But they did not find him. Stacey was not anxious to be interviewed by his Form-fellows just then and he had gone into the House and disappeared from sight. 
  The new fellow in the Remove was in a very unenviable frame of mind. 
In the fixed belief that the facts would never come to light, he had allowed the deception to go on—and now the facts were coming to light! Apart from trouble with Quelch, which was serious enough, he was going to look a fool to all the Form—as a fellow who had allowed them to believe that he had done a thing he had not done. 
  He was not seen again till the bell rang for dinner. Then he joined Wharton on the way to the dining-room. 
  “I’ve got to speak to you, Wharton.” he said, in a low voice; and he gave Wharton’s companions a look—and the Co. walked on ahead. 
  “Well?” said Harry curtly. 
  “That fool Bunter has gabbled the story all over the shop now! That can’t be helped! But everybody knows what a liar and a fool he is! If we deny it—” 
  “Deny it!” repeated Wharton, his eyes flashing. 
  “Oh, don’t come the hoity-toity now!” said Stacey savagely. “The thing’s too serious for that! Everybody will think Bunter is lying, if we say so. A fellow who listens behind a window and tells lies, deserves to be set down as a liar! Your friends will hold their tongues. All we’ve got to do is to say that it’s one of Bunter’s silly yarns— and all the fellows will believe us. That will see us both clear.” 
  Wharton breathed hard and deep.
  “Tell as many lies as you like.” he said. “I’ll tell none! I’ll hold my tongue and refuse to say anything— but that’s the limit! I shall not say that Bunter is lying when he’s telling the truth.” 
  “You rotter!” breathed Stacey. 
  “It’s your own doing,” said Harry. “If you’d come with me to Quelch, as I wanted, when Prout first made his idiotic mistake, it would never have come to this. It you can get out of the scrape by lying, tell mountains of them, if you like—I won’t!” 
  Stacey clenched his hands. 
  “Mind, if you let me down in this, I’ll do the best I can for myself—and you can look out for yourself!” he hissed. “I tell you—” 
  “Don’t talk to me—you make me sick!” snapped Wharton, and he quickened his pace and overtook his friends. 
  Stacey, with a black brow, followed him into the dining-hall. At the Remove table he was the centre of all eyes. 
                        THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                      Flogging For One! 
MR. QUELCH glanced at Stacey in some surprise. 
  After dinner the new boy in the Remove followed him two his study. A good many Removites, anxious to speak to Stacey had to wait. Billy Bunter’s surprising revelations were the one topic in the Form at present.
  “What is it, Stacey?” asked Mr. Quelch kindly. 
  “May I speak to you, sir?” 
  “Certainly, my boy!” 
  Quelch motioned to Stacey to follow him into the study. He sat down, and the new fellow stood before him, with a flushed face.
  “I got a confession to make, sir!” said Stacey.
  “Indeed!” Quelch raised his eyebrows and smiled a little.  “Nothing very serious I imagine, my boy.”
  “I am afraid you may think it serious, sir!  May I begin by telling you why I did it?  I know you will be angry, sir!  But I should like you to know that I that I had what seemed to me a good motive.” 
  Mr. Quelch looked puzzled. 
  “Please be more explicit, Stacey.” he said. 
  “You are aware, sir, that I am dependent on Colonel Wharton, and that he pays my fees at this school.” said Stacey. “He is very anxious that I should be good friends with his nephew, and I hope I have tried—though it hasn’t turned out very well. But—but I am very grateful to Wharton’s uncle, sir, and for that reason it came into my head the other day to get Wharton out of a scrape—” 
  “To what do you refer, Stacey?” 
  “The other day, sir, Wharton was under detention. He is ready to confess to you that he cut detention— indeed, anxious to do so—so there is no harm in my telling you, as he intends to do so himself. 
  “Wharton did not cut detention, as you express it, Stacey. Two or three times, at least, I looked into the Form-room during his period of detention and saw him there.” 
  “You saw me, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch almost jumped out of his seat. 
  “You!” he ejaculated we'll. 
  “I’m afraid it was very wrong, sir!” said Stacey humbly. “But Wharton having cleared off, and his friends being very anxious, I—I had the idea of saving him from a row by taking his place.” 
  Mr. Quelch gave Stacey a fixed stare. Thunder gathered in his brow. 
  “Stacey! Is it possible? Do you dare to tell me that you took advantage of your likeness to Wharton to substitute yourself for him in detention—to deceive me—to make a Fool of your Form-master?” 
  “Yes, sir. I’m sorry, but I did.” 
  “Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Stacey! Such an act of deception—of disrespect—of impertinence—bless my soul! You did this—” He gasped, as he slowly assimilated it.  “Then—then it was you—you I saw in the Form-room—was Wharton out of gates?” 
  “He was, sir!” 
  “And why have you come to tell me this, Stacey?” thundered Mr. Quelch. “Do you imagine that you will escape punishment for such a deception?        
  “No, sir!  But—but I had to own up!  You see, sir, it happened that Wharton did something while he was out of detention—you remember, Mr. Prout, sir—”
  “Bless my soul!  Then—then that was Wharton, as Mr. Prout supposed in the first place!” gasped the Remove master. 
  “That is why I have come to you, sir. Nothing would have been said otherwise. I can’t let the fellows go on thinking that I did what Wharton did—it puts me in such a rotten position. So— they all know now sir, how the matter stands and—and I’m telling you. I can’t let fellows go on putting down to me credit that’s due to Wharton.”   
  “Oh !“ ejaculated Mr. Quelch. He remembered Bunter’s antics, in the Form-room in third school, “I suppose that that was what Bunter had in mind—” 
  “Bunter knows, sir, and a lot of other fellows, too. I want everybody to know, and—and I know I shall be flogged, sir, but—but that’s better than making out I did a thing I never did.” 
  Mr. Quelch sat silent. 
  Stacey had told the truth, so far as that went; Bunter knew, and a lot of other fellows, too! But he did not mention how Bunter knew—and that the “lot of other fellows” had got it from Bunter. As he had said to Wharton, he was doing the best he could for himself. 
  He waited, with an expression of humble contrition on his face, that hardly expressed his real feelings. 
  Mr. Quelch spoke at last. 
  “What you did, Stacey, was very wrong—very disrespectful to your Form- master. I am willing to believe that you did not realise that it amounted to a deception—but that was what it was. I make full allowance for your motive— your gratitude to Wharton’s uncle, who has befriended you. But—” 
  Mr. Quelch paused. 
  “But,” he resumed, “you have come to me of your own accord, and confessed—and certainly, as your motive for doing so is simply a desire not to reap credit to which you are not entitled, I am bound to commend you For your frankness. In other circumstances, Stacey, I should assuredly request the Head to administer a flogging for such an act. But—” 
  Another pause. 
  “I’m not expecting to be let off, sir!” said Stacey. “I only hope you will believe that I meant no disrespect to you, sir. After Colonel Wharton’s
kindness to me—” 
  “I understand,” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “In certain respects, Stacey, you have raised yourself in my esteem by what you have told me. You may go now, my boy, and 1 shall consider how to deal with the matter.” 
  Stacey went, leaving Mr. Quelch in a very thoughtful mood. He smiled as he went down the passage. 

                              *          *          *          *          * 
  Harry Wharton did not escape so cheaply. 
  In afternoon school that day Mr. Quelch told him, or rather barked at him to stand out before the Form. 
  The captain of the Remove stood out. He guessed what was coming. 
  “Wharton!” rumbled Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “Bid you leave the Form-room during detention on Tuesday?” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “Very well. Your action will be reported to your headmaster, and Dr. Lockc will deal with you. You may go back to your place.” 
  Wharton sat down again. 
  Prout heard that evening that a Remove junior was up for Head’s flogging after prayers in the morning. When Prout heard who it was, and why, Prout went to Quelch. It was Wharton and not Stacey, after all, who had saved Prout’s majestic nut from being cracked, and Prout felt bound to weigh in. 
But he weighed in in vain. Quelch was willing to admit that, from a certain point of view, it was fortunate that Wharton had been on the spot. But that did not alter the fact that he had cut detention and defied the authority of his Form-master. He was welcome to Prout’s gratitude—hitherto bestowed in error on Stacey—he was welcome to the praise due for a plucky action—and he was also welcome, more than welcome, to the just punishment for a defiance of authority. Prout pleaded in vain. 
  In the Hall the following morning, Wharton took it from the Head—without a sound or a word.  All the Remove witnessed it—Skinner, with a cheery smile, remembering the use of his features as a duster; Stacey with an expressionless face, the Co. with glum looks. 
  When the painful scene was over and the school dismissed, Harry Wharton walked out of Hall with a firm step. His friends gathered round him in silent sympathy. They went into the quad. 
  “Feeling bad?” asked Bob, rather fatuously. 
  “Oh! No! Fine!” 
  “‘Hem!” 
  “It will wear off!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Nothing to wear off for Stacey!” said Wharton bitterly. “Everybody thought he would get the same as I did! Why hasn’t he?” 
  His friends did not answer. They did not know. 
  “Well, after all, you asked for it, cutting detention, you know!” said Johnny Bull; doubtless by way of comfort. 
  “I know that. I’m not grousing about the whopping. But—” Wharton’s face was dark and bitter. “It seems that we’re going to have two weights and measures—one for me and one for Quelch’s favourite. Well, if Quelch wants trouble this term he can have it!” 
  To which Wharton’s friends listened in silence, hoping that he would forgot his wild words when the flogging had worn off. But the captain of the Remove did not forget. 
THE END. 
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