    



     
                       THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                  Nice Boy! 
“GILBERT!” 
    “Rats!”
  “My dear boy—”
     “Can it!”
  “Come down at once, you young rascal!” 
  That peculiar dialogue fell on the ears of Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and they came to a halt and looked round. 
  It was the last day of the holidays. 
  The Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove had recently returned from 
their holiday trip to the South Seas. Hurree Singh was staying at Wharton Lodge with his chum till they joined up at Greyfriars for the new term. At the present moment they were taking a stroll in the park in the sunny autumn afternoon, and it was from the direction of the wall on the Wimford road that the voices unexpectedly reached their ears. 
  Looking round they discerned a figure seated on the top of the park wall. 
  It was that of a boy of about their own age, sitting there, with his legs dangling on either side of the wall. He had a cigarette between finger and thumb, which he had, apparently, removed from his mouth to speak to the man in the road outside. 
The boy was looking down at the man outside, and did not see the two Greyfriars juniors staring up at him from the path under the trees within. 
  The wall was rather high, and he was out of reach of the man in the road. The boy was grinning down at the man with a derisive grin on a rather sallow and not very attractive face. 
  “I’m not coming down!” he went on. “You’re wastin’ your breath, my dear avuncular relative.” 
  “If I could reach you, Gilbert——” 
  “You can’t, old bean!” 
  “Come down at once! Your schoolmaster is waiting at this very moment to see you.” 
  “I know that! Tell the old fool to hook it!” 
  Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh looked at the cheery Gilbert on the wall, and then looked at one another. Their looks were expressive. 
  They could not see the man in the road on the other side of the park wall. Who he was they had no idea, except that it appeared from what Gilbert said that he had the privilege of being Gilbert’s uncle!  But both of them felt very strongly inclined to tip the cheery Gilbert off the wall into his clutches. 
  “Gilbert, will you have a little sense?” came the elderly voice from the road. “Mr. Quelch has come down specially to see you—”
  “At which Wharton and Hurree Singh gave a simultaneous jump. 
  Mr. Quelch was their Form-master in the Remove at Greyfriars. They wondered whether it was the same. Quelch was not a common name. 
   “Well, he won’t see me!” answered the youth on the wall. “You can give him a message from me if you like.” 
  “What do you mean?  What message?” 
  “Tell him to go and eat coke!” said Gilbert. 
  “You impudent young rascal!” came an angry roar. 
  “Rats!” 
  “Nice boy!” murmured Harry Wharton. 
  “The nicefulness is truly terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Gilbert, you must come in with me!” went on the voice from the road.  How dare you elude me like this! Mr. Quelch has taken a great deal of trouble, coming down to Surrey the day before term at his school—” 
  “I don’t want to see him.” 
  “You must!” 
  “Rats!” 
  “He is going to take you back with him—” 
  “He jolly well isn’t!” 
  “Everything has been settled—”
  “Bosh!”
  “You must try to please Mr. Quelch—” 
  “I’ll watch it!”
  “But for his influence with the headmaster, you could not go to Greyfriars School this term—” 
  “Blow Quelch! Blow Greyfriars! Fed-up with the lot!”  said Gilbert. “Chuck it, Uncle Giles! Do chuck it!” 
  Harry Wharton and Hurree Singh exchanged still more expressive glances. The matter was now beyond doubt. It was their Quelch who was spoken of; and this cheeky, derisive, disrespectful young rascal, with the cigarette in his fingers and the sneering grin on his face, was going to be a new boy at Greyfriars next term. And from the fact that it was Mr. Quelch who was dealing with him, it looked as if he would be coming into their own Form— the Remove, which was not a pleasing prospect;,
  “Hubert, my boy, do come down!” There was a pleading note in the voice outside the wall. ‘ Mr. Quelch has to catch his train “ 
  “The sooner he catches it the better!” 
  “You have to catch the same train, Gilbert” 
   “Bow-wow!” 
   “If I could reach you, Gilbert, I would lay my stick about you! You must come back to Oakwood Place at once. Come down this instant!”
  “Shan’t!”
  Harry Wharton set his lips. From the mention of Oakwood Place, he guessed who the old gentleman was— Sir Giles Oakwood, a neighbour and acquaintance of his uncle, Colonel Wharton. He was powerfully tempted to step up to the wall and push the disrespectful young rascal off. 

  Still, it was not exactly his business to intervene in a family dispute, and he made a sign to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and they walked on together. 
  The boy on the wall had not looked round and he had not noticed them yet. The somewhat high-pitched and querulous voice of old Sir Giles came clearly to the ears of the Greyfriars juniors as they moved on. 
  “Gilbert, I warn you that I am losing patience! If you will not obey your uncle—” 
  “You’ve got it!” chirruped Gilbert. 
  “If you do not go with Mr. Quelch—”
  “Not likely!” 
  “Then I shall place the matter in other hands! I shall ask Colonel Wharton to deal with you. You will find him very different to deal with.” 
  “Fat lot I care for the old ass!” answered Gilbert. 
  Harry Wharton stopped again, a gleam in his eyes. He had never wanted to punch a fellow’s head so much as he wanted to punch Gilbert’s, but he did not feel called upon to interfere. But it was his own uncle of whom the happy Gilbert was now speaking. He stopped and turned round. 
  “I tell you, Gilbert, I shall ask Colonel Wharton—” went on the high- pitched voice from the road. 
  “Rats! I’ll tell the old fool fast enough to mind his own business!” 
  That did it!” Harry Wharton stepped quickly towards the wall; and Gilbert, becoming aware of his existence, glanced down. He stared at the flushed face of the captain of the Greyfriars Remove. 
  “You cheeky cad—” exclaimed Harry. 
  “Hallo! Who the dickens are you?” asked Gilbert coolly. 
  “It’s my uncle you’re speaking of!” snapped Harry 
  “Is it? You young Wharton?” drawled Gilbert. “I’ve heard of you. I don’t think much of you now I see you. What’s biting you?”
Harry Wharton breathed hard. 
  “It’s no business of mine how you talk to your uncle.” he said. “But if you speak of mine, you’ll speak of him respectfully.” 
  “Rats to you!” said Gilbert. “I shall speak of the old ass exactly how I choose. Mind your own business and sheer off !” 
  He drew his leg to the top of the wall as Wharton made grab at it, and then grinned down at the angry Greyfriars junior. 
  The man in the road could not reach him from outside, neither could Harry Wharton from inside. But Wharton was rather  more active than old Sir Giles; he made a jump and caught the top of the wall with his hands. 
  Bang! 
  “Oh!” gasped Harry. 
  Gilbert’s fist came down on the top of his head as he caught hold, beforeo he could pull himself up. It was a hefty bang, and it dislodged Wharton. He went tumbling back and rolled on the earth. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Gilbert. “Try again!” 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ran up and gave Wharton a hand. 
  Harry scrambled to his feet, his eyes blazing. 
  “Try again!” jeered Gilbert. 
  Wharton did not answer. He moved farther along the wall and jumped again, out of Gilbert’s reach. Gilbert, dropping his cigarette, scrambled along the wall, with the evident intention of delivering another bang. 
  But Wharton was too quick for him. He was astride the wall before the young rascal could reach him, and as Gilbert grabbed, he grabbed back. 
  They wrenched at one another, but the Greyfriars junior’s grasp was a good deal the stronger of the two. It was Gilbert who slid off the wall, slipping down into the road. 
  He landed there, with a bump and a yell. 
  The old gentleman standing in the road was peering up through gold-rimmed pince-nez. 
  As Gilbert sat and yelled, the old gentleman pounced on him. He had him by the   “collar in a moment. 
  “Come with me, Gilbert!” he exclaimed. 
  “Leggo!” howled Gilbert. 
  “Come with me at once!” rapped Sir Giles. 
  Gilbert, panting and scowling, was led away by the collar. 
  Harry Wharton dropped back on the inner side of tire wall. He rubbed his head. There was rather an ache in it from the hefty bang he had received. 
  “That’s a new kid for Greyfriars, Inky!” he said, breathing hard. “By gum, if he carries on like that in the Remove be will have a high old time!” 
  “The highfulness of the old time will be terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The bootfulness of the esteemed Gilbert will probably be preposterous!” 
  And the two juniors resumed their walk in the park, discussing the coming term at Greyfriars, and far from pleased at the prospect of finding Master Gilbert in their Form when they arrived there. 
— 
                   THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                        A Lesson in Manners! 
“WHAT—” 
 “My esteemed hat!” 
  Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh uttered those ejaculations simultaneously as they came into Harry’s “den” at Wharton Lodge. 
  It was a couple of hours later when they returned from their walk, and by that time they had forgotten Gilbert.
  They were reminded of him as they came into Wharton’s den. 
The first thing that struck them was a strong scent of cigarette-smoke. Then they saw Gilbert. 
  He was sitting in an armchair, with his legs stretched over another chair, sprawling, with a cigarette in his mouth and a number of burnt stumps lying on the door round him, one of them burning a hole in a rug, unheeded by the happy youth in the armchair. 
  The two juniors stared at him blankly. They had supposed, from what they had heard in the park, that they would see old Sir Giles’ nephew at the school when they arrived there. But they certainly had not expected to see him at Wharton Lodge in possession of Harry’s quarters, and making himself at home in that extremely free-and-easy way. 
  He glanced round at them, and favoured them with a sneering grin. 
  “Oh, you!” he said. 
  Harry Wbarton stepped into the room, with glinting eyes. 
  “What are you doing here?” he demanded. 
  “Smoking!” answered Gilbert cheerily. 
  “The smokefulness is terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, eyeing the peculiar youth very curiously. 
  “Well, stop it!” said Harry. 
  “Shan’t!” 
  Harry Wharton stood before Gilbert with his fists clenched. His desire was strong to haul him headlong out of the armchair and punch the cheeky grin off his face. But he restrained that desire. He realised that there must be some reason for the fellow’s presence there; he could hardly have walked into the house of his own accord. He remembered, too, the words of the old gentleman in the road a couple of hours ago. 
  “Did my uncle bring you here?” he asked. 
  “Guessed it in one!” agreed Gilbert, blowing out a little cloud of smoke. “I’m not here because I like the place, and you can bank on that! You see, my old fool of an uncle has handed me over to your old fool of an uncle—see?” 
  “I’ve warned you to speak of my uncle respectfully!” said Harry. 
  “I’ll please myself about that!” yawned Gilbert. “The old ass shouldn’t barge into what doesn’t concern him!” 
  Wharton breathed hard. 
  “If my uncle brought you here I suppose I must make the best of it.” he said. “But you’re not going to turn my quarters into a tap-room! Stop it!” 
  “You don’t like the smoke?” asked Gilbert. 
  “No!” 
  “Clear off, then! Fancy I want your company?” 
  Harry Wharton stood looking at him in silence. Gilbert proceeded to light a new cigarette from the old one. He pitched the old one across the room at the fender. It dropped on the rug, and mouldered there. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh quietly put his foot on it. 
  “From what your uncle was saying, you’re booked for Greyfriars?” said Harry Wharton at last. 
  “Yes, rotten luck!” 
  “Do you think that this sort of thing will go down at school?”  asked Harry. “If Quelch catches you smoking, he will give you six.” 
  “Six what?” 
  “Whops—on the bags!” 
  “Is that the sort of old blighter he is?” asked Gilbert. “He looked it!” 
  “Oh, you’ve seen Quelch, then?” 
“Distant view of the old bean,” said Gilbert. “Distance lends enchantment to the view, you know! I dodged the old fossil, all right!” 
  “You dodged Quelch!” exclaimed Harry. 
  “Why not?” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “I think you’ll find out a lot of reasons why not when you get to Greyfriars!” he said. “Quelch isn’t the man to be cheeked by a junior schoolboy!”
  “The old blighter!” said Gilbert. “But for him, I shouldn’t be going to Greyfriars at all! The meddlin’ old ass! He couldn’t mind his own business! Why the dooce does he want me at his rotten school for?” 
  “He can’t want you there!”  answered Harry. “How could anybody want you anywhere?” 
  Gilbert stared at him through the haze of cigarette-smoke. 
  “Well, he shouldn’t have barged in!” he said. “I’ll make him sorry for it, too, somehow! Cheeky old ass of a schoolmaster! He’s made old Giles think that Greyfriars is the place for me!” 
  “Well, it is, in a way.” said Harry. “You’ll get a good deal of the cheek knocked out of you at Greyfriars! But I can’t understand Quelch bothering his head about you at all!” 
  “Oh, he’s an old pal of nunky’s!” sneered Gilbert. “They were at school together about a hundred years ago, I suppose! He’s taken it on himself to save nunky the trouble of handlin’ me. Well, he won’t enjoy having me in his Form at Greyfriars, I can jolly well tell him!” 
  “The enjoyfulness will probably not be terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Gilbert stared at the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
 “You at Greyfriars?” he asked. 
  “Quitefully so!” assented the nabob. 
  “My hat! Is that the kind of English they teach there?’ asked Gilbert. “Do they let niggers in?” 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s dusky cheeks flushed, but he made no reply to that impolite question. 
  “You unmannerly cub!” said Harry Wharton, with a deep breath. “Keep a civil tongue in your cheeky head!  And throw that cigarette away, and stop smoking here! I won’t stand it!”
  “If you don’t like it, lump it!” suggested Gilbert. “Your old ass of an uncle walked me here against my will. Go and persuade him to mind his own business, if you don’t like my company! Fancy I like yours?”
  “Will you stop smoking here?” 
  “No, I won’t!” 
  “‘Then I’ll stop you!” said Harry. 
  He grasped the sprawling youth in the armchair and jerked him out of it bodily. A cigarette-case, which was open on Gilbert’s knee, fell to the floor, scattering cigarettes. The cigarette in Gilbert’s mouth dropped down his neck, and there was a fearful yell. The lighted end seemed to be hot! 
  Gilbert bounded up, fished out the cigarettc, and fairly hurled himself at Harry Wharton. Two punches came home on Wharton’s face, and then a hefty drive on Gilbert’s chest lifted him off his feet and laid him on his back on the carpet. 
  Bump! 
  “Oooogh!” gasped Gilbert. 
  The next moment Harry Wharton had him by the collar with one hand. With the other he gathered up scattered cigarettes and crammed them down  the back of Gilbert’s neck. 
  Gilbert struggled and yelled and howled. His collar came loose, his tie streamed out; he struggled and yelled and kicked. But he was held in a grip of iron, and the cigarettes, to the very last one, were crammed down his back. The cigarette-case followed them. 
  Then Harry Wharton released him and rose, panting, leaving Gilbert wriggling and spluttering on the floor. 
  “That’s a tip, you cheeky cad!” he gasped. “You’ll learn manners in the Remove at Grefriars, and that’s the first lesson. Come on, Inky! I’ve had enough of that rotter, if you have.” 
  “The enoughfulness is terrific.” 
  The two juniors went out, leaving Gilbert stilI wrigghng and spluttering. He sat up, gasping and breathless. 
  Wharton and Hurree Singh went down the stairs, leaving Gilbert busy for quite a long time, extracting his supply of smokes from the back of his neck! 

                   THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                     Up To Harry Wharton! 

“HAVE you seen Tracy?” 
  “Tracy?” repeated Harry, 
  “Gilbert Tracy.” .said Colonel Wharton. 
  “Oh! Is his name Tracy?” 
  “You’ve seen him?”
  “Yes,” said Harry. 
  Colonel Wharton stood before the fireplace in the library at Wharton Lodge, with his hands driven deep into his pockets, and a thoughtful and rather troubled frown on his grizzled brow 
  He seemed to have something to say to his nephew which he found a little difficulty in uttering. 
  Harry stood waiting. His uncle had called him into the library to speak to him, and he had wondered whether it was about the fellow he had found smoking in his room, and whom he had left sorting cigarettes out of his back. Apparently it was. 
  “What do you think of him, Harry?” asked the old colonel, at length. 
  Harry Wharton smiled faintly. 
  “You want me to answer plainly?” he asked. 
  “Eh? Yes, of course!” 
  “Well, I think he’s a rank outsider, and every sort of a worm!” said Harry. 
  Colonel Wharton stared at him for a moment or two in silence, tugging at his grizzled moustache 
  “That’s what you think, is it7” he grunted, at last. 
  “You asked me, uncle.” 
  “Oh, yes, yes! I’m going to ask you something else, Harry. I’m going to ask you a favour.” 
  “No need to ask,” said Harry, smiling. “You know you’ve only got to mention it, whatever it is,  uncle.” 
  “I’m not so sure. I want you to make friends, it you can, with Gilbert Traey,” said Colonel Wharton. 
  “Oh!” 
  “Sit down, my boy; I‘ll explain,” said the old military gentleman, and Harry sat down in silence. “You seem to have got a bad impression of Gilbert. Probably he is what you describe. He has given old Sir Giles endless trouble since he came on his hands. He has fallen among bad associates and picked up bad ways. He seems to be a disrespectful young rascal; but I feel sure that there is a spot of good in him somewhere. 
  Harry made no rejoinder to that. 
  “He is the son of a man who went through the War with me, Harry. His father is knocked out, an old wound breaking out again. That is why his uncle at Oakwood Place took charge of him. But he seems to be rather too much for Sir Gites Oakwood to handle.” 
  “I’ve no doubt about that!” “said Harry, remembering the scene by the park wall that afternoon. 
  “Mr. Quelch, your Form-master at school, came to the rescue.” went on Colonel Wharton. “You will hardly believe that, after he had come down specially today to take the boy away with him, the young rascal dodged him, and he had to go without him.” 
  “Is he still willing to take him?” asked Harry. 
  “Yes, for the sake of his uncle and father. He will be in your Form at Greyfriars, and will go to school with you and Hurree Singh to-morrow.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “My old friend Sir Giles asked me to arrange this, and I have done so.” said Colonel Wharton, “I trust you to play up, Harry.” 
  “We‘ll take him along, of course.” said Harry. “But-———” 
  “He is unwilling to go to school—any school,” went on the old colonel. “He has had tutors so far, but”—he grunted—“well, it has, been settled that he goes to school—our school, Harry. His father was at Greyfriars in my time there. But several schools have been tried for him, and he has contrived in one way or another to be sent home again. Greyfriars is his last chance, as a matter of fact, and would not be possible, but for the kindness of Mr, Quelch. He is taking a certain amount of responsibility in the matter. Now, you are head boy in your Form, and captain of the Remove, and you might be able to do the boy a lot of good if you liked.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “His father lies a helpless invalid, and is anxious about the boy. His uncle is very much attached to him, but cannot manage him. I am concerned about him as the son of an old comrade in the War. Do you think you could make an effort, my boy, and make the best of him, stand by him at school, and see him through till he can settle down?” 
  Harry Wharton breathed rather hard. There were few things he would not have done to please his uncle, who had been a father to him since he had been left an orphan in infancy; but the old colonel could hardly have asked anything more repugnant than this. Still, there was only one answer he could make, and he made it sincerely enough. 
  “I’ll do my best, uncle! 1 dare say he will shake down at Greyfriars. Fellows get knocked into shape at school. I’ll help him all I can.” 
  “That’s all I ask, Harry.” said the old colonel, evidently relieved. “If he makes good at Greyfriars it will be the making of him. You can help him a great deal if you keep your temper and keep patient.” 
“I’ll try.” 
 “He has at least, one good quality, Harry, which I think should appeal to you.” 
  “What is that?” .asked Harry. His own impression was that good qualities were conspicuously lacking in Master Gilbert Tracy. 
  “He is keen on football, and, I am told, very good at the game.” 
  “Oh!” said Harry, in surprise. “I shouldn’t have thought so. Well, if he’s good at games, that’s something. I  shouldn’t have thought he had the wind for Soccer.” 
  “Eh, why not?” asked the old colonel, staring at him. 
  Harry Wharton coloured. He was thinking of the cigarettes, but he did not want to mention that to his uncle. 
  “Oh well, I’ve only seen him for a few minutes!” he stammered. “1 dare say he will improve on acquaintance. I’ll make friends with him if I can, uncle.” 
  “It’s up to you, Harry!” 
  “Right-ho!” said Harry. “It won’t be my fault if we don’t pull together somehow. I was going to punt a ball about with Inky before tea. I’ll ask him to join up.” 
  “Do!”  said Colonel Wharton, with a smile, and Harry left the library. 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was waiting for him in the hall with an old footer under his arm. His dark eyes turned curiously on his chum’s thoughtful face as Harry joined him. 
  “What is the upfulness?” he asked. 
  Harry Wharton laughed rather ruefully. 
  “Think you could make friends with that worm we left upstairs, Inky?” he asked. 
  “It would not be terrifically easy. I would ratherfully punch his execrable head.” answered the nabob. 
  “Well, my uncle wants me to make friends with him, and I’m going to try, so back me up, old man.” 
  The Nabob of Bhanipur made a grimace. 
  “The tryfulness will be preposterous if esteemed nunky wishes it!” he answered. “Here he comes!” 
  Gilbert Tracy came down the stairs; he scowled over the banisters it the two juniors in the ball. His expression was far from inviting; but Harry Wharton was going to do his best. 
  “Come and join us punt this ball about, Tracy?” he asked. “I hear that you’re a good man at Soccer.” 
  Gilbert Tracy stared at him, 
  “You’ve got jolly civil all of a sudden!” he remarked. 
  “Well, why not?” asked Wharton amicably. “We’re going to be in the same Form at Greyfriars, and we’re going to school together to-morrow.” 
  “Are we?” said Gilbert. 
  “Yes. Hasn’t my uncle told you?” 
  “Oh, yes he’s told me so!” agreed Gilbert. “That’s not the only rot he’s talked, either.” 
  “Well, rot or not, that’s that!” said Harry, with determined good-humour. Will you join us in punting the ball?” 
  “No, I won’t!” 
  Really there was nothing to be said in reply to that by a fellow ever so 
determined to be as amicable as possible. So Harry Wharton made no reply but went out of the house with his dusky chum, Gilbert Tracy lounging after them, with his hands in his pockets and a. scowl on his face. 
                 THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                                 Goal! 
BANG! 
  Crash! 
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Harry Wharton. 
  He was taken quite by surprise. 
  For some time the two chums had been punting the old footer, in a keen 
autumn wind, and had forgotten, once more, the existence of Gilbert Tracy.   
  Once more they were reminded of him. 
  Colonel Wharton had come out to the french windows of the library, and was standing there, looking out. 
  He frowned a little at the sight of two fellows punting the ball, and a third loafing idly about with his hands in his pockets. 
  But at that moment, Gilbert suddenly rushed into the puntabout. He took the ball from Wharton’s toe, and landed it half-way to the library windows. He was after it like a shot and kicked again—and the football, whizzing straight as a die for the open window, caught the old military gentleman fairly on the nose, and bowled him backwards like a skittle. 
  Colonel Wharton disappeared from the french window, and a bump and a roar were heard from within. 
  “Oh!” gasped Harry. 
  “My esteemed hat!” gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Gilbert stood grinning. The other two gazed almost in horror at the window where the colonel had been standing. 
  “You clumsy ass!” gasped Harry Wharton. 
  “Clumsy?” grinned Gilbert. “Bet you couldn’t have done it.” 
  Harry Wharton fairly jumped. 
  He had taken it for granted that it was an accident. It was, in fact an extremely difficult shot to bring off, at the distance, if Gilbert had done it intentionally. And he had seemed to take no trouble about it.
  “You—you—you worm!” gasped Harry. “Do you mean to say that you did that on purpose?” 
  “What do you think?” grinned Gilbert. 
  Wharton compressed his lips. 
  “If I believed you, I’d knock you spinning!” he exclaimed savagely. “But; I don’t—you couldn’t do it.” 
  “Try again, if you like!” drawled Gilbert Tracy. “If you can get the old donkey to stand up as a target again!” 
  Colonel Wharton reappeared at the window. He kicked out the football, which rolled on the lawn. His brows were knitted, and he was rubbing his nose. 
  “Don’t kick that football so near the house, please!” he called out. “I don’t like accidents of that kind.” 
  The old colonel was taking it for granted that it was an accident. But he was evidently far from pleased. The crash of the footer on his nose had been rather painful; and the bump on the floor could not have been agreeable, 
  “Sorry!” called out Gilbert. “Quite an accident, sir!” Which was rather startling, after what he had just said to Harry Wharton. 
  “Simple old duck, ain’t he?” grinned Gilbert. “He really believes it was an accident!” 
  “So it was!” snapped Harry. 
  “Think so?” 
  “Yes, I do!” 
  “Well, look!” 
  The ball had rolled close by Gilbert. He stepped to it, and kicked. That he had brought off that difficult shot the first time and that he could bring it off again,
neither of the juniors believed for a moment. But they were soon undeceived. 
  Colonel Wharton, standing at the french window, rubbing his chin, certainly did not expect the ball to come back again. But it came—like a bullet! 
   Bang! 
   “Oh! Oh gad!” 
   Bump! 
  The ball dropped in the doorway. Colonel Wharton went backwards. Gilbert chuckled. 
  “How’s that?” he asked coolly. 
  “You—you—you—” gasped Harry Wharton. He had to believe it now; and he had to believe, too, that this fellow was something like a wizard with a Soccer ball. Harry Wharton was a good man at the game, but he did not think that he could have brought off a shot like that twice in succession. 
  But his face was fairly flaming with anger. Twice his uncle had been knocked over, under has eyes, by that impudent young rascal. He clenched his hands, stepping towards Gilbert Tracy. 
  “You cheeky cad!” he exclaimed. “You—”
  The colonel reappeared in the window. He strode out of the house, his eyes glinting under knitted brows. 
  Harry unclenched his hands. The cheeky grin faded from Tracy’s face. With all his impudence, he was afraid of the old military gentleman; indeed, that was probably the only reason he was remaining at Wharton Lodge at all. 
Certainly his own uncle’s orders would not have kept him there 
    “Was that another accident?” demanded Colonel Wharton. He seemed to have doubts on the subject now.
  “Oh, quite!” answered Gilbert. “I think my foot slipped! I was going to
kick the ball away from the house, as you told me! I’m not much of a shot with a footer.” 
  The colonel looked at him, long and hard. Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh said nothing. How any fellow could lie, in this barefaced way, was a puzzle to both of them. But the cheery Gilbert never turned a hair 
  “Well,” said Colonel Wharton at last, “don’t have any more accidents like that! Take the ball to a distance from the house, Harry.” 
  “I’ll take it sir!” said Gilbert. 
  He ran to the ball, which lay on the terrace under the library window. 
Colonel Wharton watched him, with a grim brow. He hardly believed that the same accident had happened twice over, but he had to give the young rascal the benefit, of the doubt, such as it was. 
  Not for a moment did it occur to him or to the two juniors that Gilbert Tracy was thinking of playing that remarkable trick over again, for a third time. It was a surprise to all three, when the ball whizzed from Tracy’s foot and shot fairly in the colonel’s face. 
  There was skill in it, there was no doubt about that; really it was wonderful skill. There are fellows who seem to be born, as it were, in shooting-boots, and Gilbert Tracy was one of them. 
  Plop! 
  The football tapped on the colonel’s nose and dropped at his feet. 
  The old military gentleman tottered 
  “Good gad!” he gasped. 
  “Oh dear!” exclaimed Gilbert. “Quite an accident, sir. I’m fearfully clumsy with a Soccer ball!” 
Colonel Wharton was not likely to believe that statement. With a gasp of wrath, he made a rush at Gilbert Tracy. 
  But Gilbert was out of his reach now, and he kept out of his reach. He shot away into the shrubberies. 
  “Stop!” roared the colonel. 
  Gilbert vanished. 
  Colonel Wharton came to a halt. He gasped for breath, and rubbed his nose. His face was crimson. 
  “Good gad!” he said. “Good gad! I—I—I—”
  He checked himself, and tramped back into the Library. 
  Harry Wharton and the nabob looked at one another. Wharton could not help wondering whether his uncle was still keen to see him make friends with that remarkable youth! 
  “The cheeky worm!” breathed Harry. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned. “The cheekfulness is terrific!” he agreed. “But the kickfulness of the esteemed Soccer ball is preposterously good. That execrable swab can do what he likes with a Soccer ball.” 
  Colonel Wharton had gone back into the house, and he did not appear at the window again. The two juniors punted the ball away. Gilbert had disappeared and he stayed disappeared. 
  Wharton wondered whether he was keeping out of sight to give the old colonel time to cool down, or whether he had cleared off from Wharton Lodge altogether. 
  He did not come in to tea. After tea the old colonel was seen to sort out a riding-whip! Apparently he was going to take it with him, if he had to look for Gilbert. And it was probably Gilbert’s knowledge of the fact that the old military gentleman was not a man to be trifled with, that caused him to turn up for supper. 
  Colonel Wharton gave him a look, when he came in—an expressive look. But he left it at that. 
                    THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                             Off  To  School! 
“HALLO, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  There was a crowd of Greyfriars fellows at Lantham Junction. 
  Various trains were disgorging their passengers at that Station, where Greyfriars fellows were to take the Courtfield train. Bob Cherry waved his hat, and roared, at the sight of Harry Wharton’s face looking from an incoming train. He rushed up and whipped open the carriage door as it stopped. 
  “Hallo, Wharton! Hallo, Inky, old black bean! Here we are again!” roared Bob. “Johnny and Frank are on the platform. Come on—Smithy’s keeping a carriage for us! Buck up!” 
Wharton and Hurree Singh stepped down, 
Harry turned back to another fellow in the carriage. 
  “Come on Tracy!” he said. 
  “Any hurry?” drawled Gilbert Tracy. 
  “Yes; come on!” 
  “I’m not keeping you, if you’re in a hurry!” 
  Bob Cherry looked from one to the other. 
“Friend of Wharton?” he asked. 
“New kid for the Remove,” answered Harry. “He’s coming to the school with us. Jump out, Tracy!” 
  Tracy did not jump out. He settled himself back comfortably in a corner seat. Bob stared at him in astonishment. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned, a dusky grin. 
  Colonel Wharton had seen the three into this train at Wimford, and Gilbert, willy-nilly, had had to start for Greyfriars School. Twice in the journey as far as Lantham, he had risen to leave the carriage—and Harry Wharton had jerked him back into his seat. Now that the time had come to leave it, he seemed to be determined on staying. It appeared to be the cheery Gilbert’s idea that, though he had started for school, he was not going to arrive there if he could help it. 
   Harry Wharton would have been glad enough if he hadn’t. But as Gilbert had been put in his charge for safe conveyance to Greyfriars, he had no choice about the matter. He had to land him there; after which, the less he saw of him the better he was going to like it. 
  “Come on, Tracy!”  he said impatiently. “We have to bag seats in the train for Courtfield.” 
“No time to lose, kid,” said Bob Cherry good-naturedly. “There’s always a rush for the first train.” 
   “I’m staying here, thanks!” answered Tracy. “I don’t know where this train goes on to, but wherever it is, it will do for me.” 
  Bob fairly blinked at him. 
  “Eh? Aren’t you for Greyfriars?” he asked. 
  “Not if I can help it!”
  “Oh, my hat!” 
   “Get out Tracy!” exclaimed Harry Wharton, his face flushing with vexation. “Don’t make a scene here!” 
“Who’s making a scene?” inquired Tracy. “Nobody but you, so far as I can see1 Why not cut off and catch that train?” 
  “Get out, I tell you !” 
  “Rats!” 
  “Well, the chap’s his own master, I suppose.” said Bob. “Come on, you fellows!” 
  “I’ve got to see him to the school!” grunted Wharton. 
  “Oh! Better get out, Tracy, if that’s your name.” said Bob. “This train goes on to a siding from here.” 
  “Oh!” said Tracy. 
  Certainly he did not want to be shunted on to a siding. He got out of the carriage. 
  Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent came barging up through the crowd. But Harry Wharton had little leisure to greet his friends. Gilbert Tracy was walking off, and Wharton caught him by the arm and pulled him back. 
  “Keep with me!” he muttered. 
  “I don’t like your company, thanks!” answered Tracy. 
  “And I don’t like yours; but you’re keeping with me till we get to the school!” snapped Wharton. “Do you want me to walk you along the platform by your collar? You’re asking for it.” 
  Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent stared. 
  “Who’s that bargee?” asked Johnny.
  “New kid.” answered Bob.  “Somebody seems to have landed him on. Wharton, this side up with care.” 
  ”Are you coming, Tracy?” 
  “No!” 
  “Will you take his other arm, Bob?” asked Harry. “I’ve promised my uncle 
to see the cocky fool as far as Greyfriars.” 
  “I’ll take his ear, if you like.” answercd Bob.” Come on, Tracy—what’s the good of playing the goat? Don’t you want to go to school?” 
  “No, I don’t!” 
  “Well, that’s really hardly a matter of choice is it?” grinned Bob. “You’re not thinking of walking off into the wide world all on your own, are you?” 
  “Yes.” answered Tracy coolly. “Exactly that!” 
  “Oh crumbs! Then it’s lucky for you you’ve get somebody to see you safely landed!”
  “Let go my arm, you fool!” 
  “Come on, Bob!” said Harry Wharton. “Keep hold of the cheeky ass!” 
  “What-ho!” said Bob. 
  Tracy walked between Wharton and Bob Cherry both of them taking an arm. Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent followed, in astonishment. They had seen a good many “new kids” in their time, but never one like this before! Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had a grin on his dusky face, but a wary eye on Tracy. Gilbert was going quietly, as there was no help for it; but the nabob did not think that he would get into the Courtfield train without giving trouble. He was prepared to give his chum aid in this difficult task, till Gilbert was landed at Greyfriars. After that, it would be up to Quelch, and Quelch was more than welcome to the task. 
  “This way, you men!” shouted Vernon-Smith from a carriage in the Courtfield train. He was holding the door against all comers—much to the indignation of Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth, who had spotted that carriage, and wanted to get in. 
  The Famous Five cheerfully barged Temple & Co. out of the way, and Smithy opened the door. Only Redwing was in the carriage with him, so far. Johnny Bull and Nugent stepped in, and Gilbert Tracy made a movement as if to step in after them, and Wharton and Bob released his arms. 
  In an instant Gilbert spun round, shoved them to right and left, and cut across the platform. 
  In another instant he would have been gone; but the watchful eye of the nabob was on him. Hurree Singh put out a foot just in time, and Gilbert went headlong over it. 
  Bump! 
 
 He landed on his hands and knees on the platform. 
  “Hang him!” gasped Wharton. 
  “Got him!” grinned Bob. 
  Tracy was collared again, before he could scramble to his feet The two juniors grasped him, and swung him round towards the carriage door. 
Herbert Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing stared blankly. 
  “What on earth’s this game?” exclaimed the Bounder. 
  “What the dickens—” exclaimed Redwing. 
  “ Chuck him in!” said Bob. 
 Gilbert Tracy fairly hurtled into the carriage. He sprawled among the juniors there, spluttering. 
  Wharton and Bob and Hurree Singh followed him in. Wharton shut the door. 
  “What’s the gamc—kidnapping?” asked Smithy. 
  “New kid—naughty kid doesn’t want to come to school” grinned Bob. 
  “Oh, my hat t” 
  Tracy struggled up. His face was red with rage. All the fellows in the carriage were staring at him. 
  “You cheeky rotters!” he roared. “Let me get out of this!” 
  “Mad?” asked Smithy. 
  “You can have a seat, Tracy!” said Harry Wharton. “Here you are!” 
  “1 don’t want it!” 
  “Stand if you like.” 
  “I’m getting out!” roared Tracy 
  “Not this side of Courtficld.” 
  “You cheeky, meddling fool!” 
  “ Oh, shut up!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. “That’s enough from you! Shut up!” 
  Doors banged along the train, The engine shrieked. The train moved on out of Lantham Junction; and that remarkable new boy was booked for Courtfield at last. And when the rain stopped at Courtfield, all the Famous Five gathered round him, to walk him to the local train for Friardale. It was not the cheery Gilbert’s intention to arrive at Greyfriars School, if he could help it—but it looked as if he would not be able to help it. 
                     THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
                                    Gone! 
“Don’t barge!” rapped Coker of the Fifth.
  “Shut up, Coker!” 
  There was rather a scrum for the school bus at Friardale. The Famous Five, as they pushed for the bus, did not exactly mean to barge Horaee Coker. But  Horace was in the way and he was barged. 
  The Famous Five had Gilbert in tow. 
  Three members of the famous Co. were quite astonished by the state of affairs. Still, they knew that the new hoy had been landed on Wharton, for safe transport to the school; and they were ready to back up their leader in getting him there. What sort of a fellow this was, who was trying to escape on his way to school, was rather a mystery to them; but they were going, at all events, to see that he did not escape. It was rough luck on Wharton to have such a mad ass planted on him and it was up to his chums to help him through. So the whole five gathered round Gilbert, as they charged for the bus; and but for Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form, he would have been safely landed inside. 
  But Coker of the Fifth did not like being barged by juniors. 
  Coker, on the step of the bus, was locking for his friends, Potter and Greene. It looked to Coker as if they were missing the bus. He was not aware that they were missing it because he was on it! They had had Coker’s company on the train, so it was quite a pleasant relief to miss it on the bus. 
  “Don’t barge!” repeated Coker. “And don’t be cheeky, Cherry! I can see that you’ve come back this term as cheeky as ever!” 
  “And you’ve come back as fatheaded as ever, Horace, old bean!” said Bob cheerily. “Gerrout of the way!” 
  “I said don’t barge!” 
  However, as Coker was in the way, and had no intention of getting out of it, it was necessary to barge. So the Famous Five barged, and Horace Coker was upended into the bus amid a forest of legs.
  But he was up in a twinkling and charging.
  “Hold on!”
  “Look out!”
  “Now, then, stop that row!” came a shout from Wingate of the Sixth.
  But even the voice of a prefect, captain of the school, was unheeded by Coker of the Fifth, in his just wrath. He had been barged over amid innumerable legs. His hat had rolled off, and Skinner of the Remove had promptly stamped on it. Two or three fellows had stamped on Coker, Coker fairly hurled himself at the Remove fellows. 
  There was quite a mix-up!  Holding on to Gilbert Tracy, with Horace Coker charging them like a wild elephant, was impracticable, Gilbert had to be let go. 
  The Famous Five grasped Coker, and dealt with him faithfully. Horace Coker in less than a minute, was left for dead, as it were, in the dust. Then Harry Wharton, looking round hurriedly for Gilbert, had a moment’s glimpse of a distant figure, vanishing round a corner far up the High Strcet. 
  “Oh, that rotter!” gasped Harry. 
  He made a rush in pursuit. But he stopped again. Gilbert had turned a corner and vanished. Hunting him through the highways and byways was evidently not a practical proposition. Gilbert was gone! 
  Harry Wharton had got him as far as Friardale—hardly more than a mile from Greyfriars! But that was the limit! Now he had lost him!” 
  He rejoined his friends, his lips corn pressed. 
  “That worm gone ?‘ asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes!” 
  “Is he potty?” asked Frank Nugent. “He will have to go to school if he’s sent to school! What on earth’s the matter with him?” 
  Harry Wharton breathed hard. 
  “I promised my uncle to see him safe to Greyfriars! Nunky never expected this sort of thing, of course! Well, he’s gone.” 
  “The gonefulness is terrific.” 
  “Look here!” It was a roar from Coker of the, Fifth, emerging gasping from the dust. “I’ll jolly well—” 
  “It’s all that fathead’s fault!” exclaimed Harry. “Bump him!” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Why, you—you—you I—I— I—” spluttered Coker as he was collared.         “Why, I—I—I’ll— Yaroooop!” 
  Bump, bump, bump!
  Leaving Coker for dead once more, the Famous Five crowded into the bus. It rolled off to the school, crowded; Horace Coker sitting up, and blinking after it as it went. 
Harry Wharton’s face was clouded as the bus rolled on to the school. He had done his best; he could hardly blame himself for Gilbert’s escape. But. it was very awkward, all the same. His uncle expected him to see Gilbert safe to Greyfriars; Mr. Quelch expected the new junior to arrive there with him, and both of them, probably, would blame him if Gilbert came to any harm. What the fellow’s intentions were, he could not guess. Possibly he had not formed any definite plans but was only obstinately determined that he would not be sent to school. The idea of the fellow wandering about the country on his own was rather startling. 
  It was possible that, later in the day, he would turn up at the school, 
realising that there was nothing else to be done. Wharton, at all events, had 
to leave it at that; there was nothing more than he could do. But he was 
feeling worried and uncomfortable when the bus arrived at Greyfriars— 
though his chief feeling was a desire to punch Master Gilbert s head, and to punch it hard! 

                THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                        Wharton Is Wanted!

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  Billy Bunter put a grinning fat face into Study No. 1 in the Remove, and blinked through his big spectacles at the fellows therein. 
  Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent were in their old quarters, unpacking various possessions, when the fat Owl of the Remove blew in. 
  They had seen their Form-master, but Mr. Quelch, rather to Wharton’s relief, had not mentioned Tracy. First day of term was a busy day for a schoolmaster; and no doubt Quelch had plenty of matters to occupy his mind. A good many fellows, who came from long distances, did not attend the early roll-call.
  Still, that was now some time ago, and most of the Remove had arrived,
and reported the fact. As soon as it dawned on Quelch that Tracy was not 
in the school he was certain to inquire after him, probably not in the best of tempers
  Exactly what he was to say to Quelch, when he was questioned, Wharton did not know.  He did not want to say that the fellow had deliberately dodged away, to avoid coming to school for, little as he liked Tracy, he did not want to land him in a terrific row on the first day of the term. So how he was to put it to Quelch was rather a puzzle. 
  “I say, you fellows, Quelch—” began Bunter. Then, as his eyes and spectacles wandered to a packet that Frank Nugent was unpacking on the table, he dropped the subject of Quelch, and went on: “I say, what are you unpacking, Franky?” 
  “A cake!” answered Nugent. 
  “Oh, good! I’ll have some, if you like!” said Bunter. “I haven’t unpacked yet! I’ve brought back no end of stuff from Bunter Court--I’ll ask you fellows, when I unpack it! Whack it out, old chap!” 
  “You can have the whole cake, if you like!” answered Nugent. 
  Billy Bunter beamed. 
  “Mean that?” he gasped. 
  “Yes, rather! You need it more than I do!”
 “Shove it over, old chap!” 
  Billy Bunter extended a fat paw, to grab the cake, when Frank Nugent shoved it over. 
  But he did not grab it! He gave a snort of disgust instead. 
 “Beast!” he hooted.
 “It was a cake of soap! 
 “It will do you good, old fat man!” said Nugent. 
 “Yah!”   
  “Don’t you want your pals to see you again, now you’ve come back to school ?“
  “Eh? They can see me all right, can’t they?”
  “Not unless you wash!”
  “Yah!” repeated Bunter. “Silly ass! Yah! I say, you fellows, Quelch—what are you unpacking, Wharton?”
  “Cakes!” answered Wharton, laughing.
  “Not cakes of soap?” asked Bunter suspiciously.
  “Oh no, nothing of the kind!”
  “Got a lot?”
  “A dozen—only small ones.”
  “Well, dash it all, old fellow, you might let a pal have one!”  said Bunter. “Or two, if they’re small ones. What?”
  “You can have the lot, if you’ll eat them.”
  “Eh?  Think I want to drink them?”  asked Bunter.  “Of course I’ll eat them. Hand ‘em over, old chap!”
  “Here you are!”
  There are cakes and cakes!  The handful of small cakes that Wharton 
extended were cakes of water-colour belonging to a paint-box.
  “You—you—you—you funny idiot!” gasped Bunter.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Pulling a fellow’s leg!  Cackle!”  hooted Bunter. “You won’t be cackling when Quelch is done with you, judging by his looks!  I say, you fellows, Quelch is in a bait!  He’s always rather a beast on the first day of term; but he’s simply raging now—grinding his teeth!”
  “Fathead!”
  “Well, you should see him.” said Bunter.  “I say, you fellows, have you heard of a new kid this term—Bracey—No, Tracy?”
  “Tracy!” exclaimed Harry. “has he turned up?”
  “I fancy not!” chuckled Bunter.  “He, he, he!  Quelch is going up and down yowling for him.”
  “You silly ass!” exclaimed  Frank Nugent.
  “Well, he’s asking fellows right and left anyhow!” said Bunter.  “I heard him ask Smithy, and Smithy said he’d seen the chap on the train from Lantham. He said he thought He’d got in!  But he jolly well hasn’t, or Quelch wouldn’t be yowling up and down like a cat on the tiles, you know. He asked me if I’d seen him, and just snorted when I said I hadn’t—as if a fellow is expected to keep on the lookout for new kids.”
  “Bother the fellow!” muttered Harry Wharton, with a worried brow.   “I suppose he never came along, after all.”
  “Not your fault!” said Frank.
  “Well, no, but my—“
  “I say, do you know the chap, Wharton?” asked Bunter.
  “Yes, blow him!”
  “Oh, I dare say that’s why Quelch wants to see you, then!” remarked Bunter.  “I thought  he was just sending for you because he wanted to take it out on some chap, being in a bait. But if you know Bracey—”
  “Does Quelch want to see me, you fat chump?” exclaimed Harry, staring at the Owl of the Remove.
  “Eh?  Yes!  He sent me up to tell you!  I wouldn’t keep him waiting if I were you, in the temper he’s in——” 
  “You blithering idiot!” roared Wharton.  “Why didn’t you tell me so at once?”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—”  
  Harry Wharton crossed the study to the door and hurried out. It was very probable that Mr. Quelch was in a mood of annoyance, and in that mood, Wharton did not want to keep him waiting, especially as he had to tell him that the expected new boy had vanished into space.
  “I say, Wharton—“ squeaked Bunter, as he went.
  “Oh, don’t bother!” snapped Harry, over his shoulder, as he headed for the Remove landing and the stairs.
  Bunter rolled after him.
  “I say, he yelled, “it’s important!  I say—”
  Harry Wharton came to an impatient halt. He supposed that it was something more from Quelch, that Bunter had to tell him.
  “Bunter came up, gasping for breath.
  “I say, wait a tick.”” He spluttered’ “Rushing off when a fellow’s speaking to you—oogh!  I’m out of breath!”
  “What have you got to say, you fat chump?”  roared Wharton.
  “Look here, if you thinl it’s civil to begin calling a fellow names on the first day of term—“
  “Will you tell me what Quelch said?” howled Wharton.
  “Eh?  I’ve told you!”  answered Bunter, blinking at him through his big spectacles in surprise. He wants to see you in his study at once, he said,”
  “Is that all?” yelled the captain of the Remove.
  “Eh?  Yes, that’s all.”  said Bunter.  “But I was going to say, I came away in rather a hurry today, and left my money at home—”
  “What?”  shrieked Harry Wharton.
   Quelch, already annoyed, must have been waiting at least ten minutes for his head boy by that time, and it was for this, that the famous Owl had stopped him on the Remove landing!
  “All my money—change, currency notes, banknotes, everything!”   said Bunter. “I’ve got here practically stony!  But I’m expecting a postal order tomorrow!  Can you lend me a —yarooooooooop!”
  Wharton had no time to lose.  But he spared a moment to take William George Bunter by his fat shoulders, and sit him down on the Remove landing with a heavy bump!
  Bunter sat and roared.
  “Why, you beast—yaroop!—wharrer you up to—wow!   I say—yaroooh! I’ll jolly well—yarooooooop!”
  Harry Wharton ran down the stairs. Billy Bunter tottered to his feet and blinked at him as he went, over the banisters, his little, round eyes, and his big, round spectacles glittering with wrath.
  “Beast!”  he roared,  “Rotter!  Swab!”
  Coker of the Fifth, coming up the stairs, glanced at Bunter.  He stared at him.  He glared at him.
  “Rotten beast!”  roared Bunter, unheeding Coker, and addressing the vanishing top of Harry Wharton’s head, far below.  “Cheeky cad!  I’ve a jolly good mind to punch your nose!  Beast!  Cad!   Rotter!”
  “By gum!”  said Coker.
   Why Bunter was calling him these names Coker did not know.  As a matter of fact, Bunter wasn’t, but Coker did not know that. As he was the only fellow on the staircase at the moment, and as Bunter  was yelling over the banisters right at him, Coker took it for granted that he was the person addressed.
   Coker was not to be so addressed with impunity!  Not Coker!  He came up to the landing with a rush!
  “Beast, eh?” said Coker.  He smacked at the fattest head in the Remove.  “Cad, eh?” Smack!  “Swab, eh?”  Smack!  Rotter, eh?”  Smack!
  “Ow!   Keep off, you silly idiot!”  yelled the surprised Owl.  “Wharrer you smacking my head for, Coker, you mad ass?  I say—yoo-hoop!” 
  Smack!
  Coker did not explain what he was smacking Bunter’s head for. He supposed that Bunter knew!  Bunter did not know, but he did not stay to inquire further!  He bolted up the Remove passage—roaring!

                 THE EIGHTH  CHAPTER.

                      Puzzle—Find Gilbert!

MR. QUELCH was in his study with a Form list in his hand and a frown upon his brow, when Harry Wharton arrived there. 
  He gave his head boy rather a grim glance. 
  Mr. Quelch was not, perhaps, in a “bait,” and he certainly was not grinding his teeth as Billy Bunter had stated. But he aa clearly in a state of annoyance. First day of term was a busy day, and Quelch had enough to bother him, without unnecessary bothers and worries being added. 
  “You sent for me, sir?” said Harry meekly. Mr. Quelch glanced at the clock on 
his mantlepiece. 
  “I sent for you more than a quarter of an hour ago, Wharton!” he answered. “I told Bunter to tell you to come at once. I am surprised that you should waste your Form-master’s time like this, Wharton!” 
  “I came at once, sir!” 
  “My time is of value, Wharton, though you do not appear to realise the fact.” said Mr. Quelch. “However, now you are here, where is Tracy?” 
  “I—I don’t know.” 
  “You do not know?” repeated Mr Quelch. ____ 
  “No, sir! You see—“ 
  “I do not see, Wharton! I fail to understand this! I was informed by Sir GiIes Oakwood that Tracy would reach Greyfriars with you to-day, as I—I missed seeing him yesterday at his home. I understood that your guardian, Colonel Wharton, had answered for this arrangement being carried out.” 
  “Yes, sir!  But—” 
     “I cannot believe that Colonel Wharton failed to see the boy off, after 
having undertaken to do so—” 
  “Oh, no, sir! We started together from Wimford, in Surrey!  But-- “ 
  “Then Tracy did travel with you?” 
  “Yes, sir, as far as Friardale.” 
  “Why did he not come on to the school with you, in that case?” snapped Mr. Quelch. “Did your uncle not request you to keep him company as far as the school?” 
  “Oh, yes, sir! But—“ 
“But you did not do so?” 
“I—I missed him in Frrardale!” stammered Harry. “There was a crowd outside the station, and rather a rush for the school bus, and—and—” 
  “You lost sight of Tracy?” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “You should not have done so, Wharton!” 
  “I really couldn’t help it, sir, in the circumstances—” - 
  “Nonsense! Have you seen him since?” 
  “No, sir!” 
  “I have made inquiries, and he does not appear to have reached the school at all !” said Mr. Quelch. “You are to blame for this, Wharton!” 
  Harry Wharton made no reply to that. He did not feel that he was to blame. Still, as he did not mention that Tracy had deliberately dodged and fled, that was the only view that Mr. Quelch could take. 
  “I think,” said Mr. Quelch, “that you should have been more careful, Wharton. You might, in the circumstances, have taken a little trouble in this matter. You are my head boy, and I have a right to expect some little thought and circumspection from you. Even on the first day of the term, I do not expect my head boy to act with utter carelessness and thoughtlessness.” 
  Harry Wharton took that in sleuvc. 
  “I am placed in a most awkward position, owing to your remissness,” went on Mr. Quelch. “The boy may be lost—he may not reach the school.” 
  “He has a tongue in his head, sir!” suggested Harry. 
  “What—what ?“ 
  “Anyone will tell him the way to the school, if he asks.” 
   Mr. Quelch compressed his lips hard. In point of fact, he was not in much uneasiness about Master Gilbert being late, but he doubted whether that cheery youth was going to turn up at the school at all, unless an eye was kept on him till he was safely within the gates. Obviously Tracy was quite capable of inquiring his way to the school, if he wanted to reach the same! Quelch doubted whether he did. 
  “You will not improve matters by impertinence, Wharton!” he snapped. “I have a very difficult boy to deal with, and for certain reasons I am taking a very unusual amount of trouble on his account. I have a right to expect help, not hindrance, from the head boy of the Remove!” 
  Harry Wharton was silent. 
  “As the matter stands, you have lost a new boy who was entrusted to your care.” said Mr. Quelch. “As you lost him so near to the school as Friardale, he cannot be very far away. I shall give you leave out of the gates, Wharton, till calling-over in Hall to look for him”
  “Oh!” 
  “I trust” said Mr. Quelch severely, “that you will be able to find him, and thus repair your fault! You may go at once, Wharton!” 
   Harry Wharton left his Form-master’s study in silence, with deep feelings. 
   First day of term was not to be spent, as usual, in getting his quarters to rights, meeting old friends, exchanging news with fellows he had not seen since last term, mingling with the mob in Hall. It was to be spent hunting up and down and round about for a cheeky young rascal who did not want to be found, with hardly a ghost of a chance of success. Looking round the countryside for Gilbert Tracy was a good deal like looking for a needle in a haystack. 
  The fact was that Mr. Quelch was in a difficult position. 
  He had taken on an unusual and extremely difficult task in taking responsibility for that remarkable youth, Gilbert Tracy. Once at the school, he had no doubt of dealing efficiently and successfully with him. He had no doubt that, in a very short time, Gilbert would learn that he could not carry on at Greyfriars as he had carried on at Oakwood Place. Mr. Quelch was prepared to wear out his whole stock of canes on Gilbert, if necessary, to drive that into his cheeky head. 
  But the trouble was that Gilbert was not at the school. Efficient Form-master as he was, he could not deal with a fellow who was not present. If Gilbert did not turn up, Mr. Quelch really did not know what he could do at all. In sending Wharton in search of him, he was, in point of fact, catching at straws. But, really, he did not see anything else to be done. 
  Harry Wharton’s face was frowning as he went down the passage, quite contrasting with a ruddy, cheery face that met him at the corner. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Anything up, old bean ?‘ asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Quelch in a tantrum!” answered Harry. 
  “I thought he looked a bit shirty when I saw him. What’s the row?” 
  “That worm Tracy!” said Harry savagely. “I’ve been jawed for letting the cheeky cad get away! I’ve got to go out and hunt for him. I don’t know whether Quelch expected me to bring him to school handcuffed to my wrist, like a detective with a prisoner.” 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “I’ll come and help.” he said. 
  “No good.” answered Harry “There isn’t the remotest chance of finding him if he doesn’t want to be found. And I know he doesn’t. May have gone back home by this time, for all I know.” 
  “If he plays the goat like that they won’t let him come to Greyfriars at all.” said Bob. 
  “That’s what he wants!” grunted the captain of the Remove. “I jolly well wish he could have his way, too! Tell the other fellows I’m gone out of gates; no need for us both to play hide-and- seek with that cad “ 
  Harry Wharton took his cap and went out of the House. He had hardly the remotest expectation of hearing anything about Tracy or seeing anything of him; but he had his orders from Mr. Quelch, and he had not forgotten his promise to Colonel Wharton. So he walked down to the village to do all he could, aware that it was most likely to amount to precisely nothing! 
                  THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                          Out Of Bounds! 
“DON’T be a fool, Smithy!” 
  “Bow-wow I” 
  “WeIl, don’t be a rotter!” grunted Redwing. 
   The Bounder laughed. 
  “Rotters, like poets, are born, not made, old bean!” he answered. “How’s a chap to help it?” 
  Tom Redwing gave an angry grunt, and Herbert Vernon-Smith, laughing, walked away and left him in the quad. 
  There had been a call-over at tea, and there would be no more till final calling-over in Hall. Between the two rolls there was ample time for a fellow to disappear from the Greyfriara community unnoticed, especially on the first day of term, when everybody was busy about his own business. 
Gates ware closed now, and no fellow was allowed out of gates without leave. 
  Vernon-Smith was certainly not likely to ask leave to pay a visit to the Cross Keys at Friardale. But, having answered his name at tea-time, he was not likely to be missed—unless he was spotted getting out or getting in. And Smithy was very careful not to be spotted. 
  He dropped from the old Cloister wall in a secluded spot, and followed field-paths to the village. The scapegrace of Greyfriars was bent on renewing his acquaintance with Mr. Lodgey at that salubrious resort the Cross Keys, and it was like the reckless Bounder to do so on the very first day of the new term. The fact that a fellow might be expelled for visiting such a place did not deter the Bounder, but it made him very cautious. It was growing dusky, but it was quite light enough for a fellow to be seen and recognised, and, reckless as he was, Smithy did not want to be taken before his headmaster on the first day of term. 
  He did not emerge from the fields till he was quite near his destination. Then he came out by a gap in the hedge into Friardale Lane, looked this way and that way, like Moses of old, and darted into the little lane that ran by the side of the public-house. 
  That gave him admission to the garden behind the Cross Keys, where the “bad hat” of the Remove knew his way only too well into the place by way of the steps in the veranda at the back of the building. 
  In that veranda, a man with a red and beery face sat, smoking a cigar, and talking to some other person whom Vernon-Smith could not see. 
  The beery man was Bill Lodgey, and as he saw Vernon-Smith below he waved his cigar to him, in friendly greeting, with an inviting gesture, leaving a circle of blue smoke in the air. 
  The Bounder stepped up. Then he saw the fellow to whom Bill Lodgey had been speaking—and stared blankly at Gilbert Tracy. 
  Tracy stared at him. 
  He recognised Vernon-Smith at once as the fellow who had been keeping the carriage for Harry Wharton & Co. at Lantham that day. He favoured the Bounder with a scowl. He supposed that Vernon-Smith was a friend of Wharton’s—and no friend of Wharton’s was likely to find favour in his eyes. 
  “My hat!” ejaculated Vernon-Smith, in astonishment. “You here, Tracy! My only summer hat!” 
  “You seem to be here!”  sneered Gilbert. “Any business of yours whether I’m here or not?” 
  “Quelch has been hunting for you all over the school, and asking nearly every man at Greyfriars if he’s seen you.” 
  “Let him hunt!” 
  “Well, you’re starting well, for a new kid!” said the Bounder. “How long do you expect to stay at Greyfriars at this rate?” 
  “I don’t expect to stay there at all !” answered Gilbert coolly. But it’s no business of yours that I can see!” 
  Mr. Lodgey looked from one to the other. Smithy was an old acquaintance of his, but he had seen Tracy for the first time that day. 
  “Friend of yourn, sir?” he asked. 
  “No fear! A new kid for my school that’s all,” answered Vernon-Smith. “I saw him on the train to-day. Where did you pick him up, Lodgey?” 
  “Met the young gentleman ‘ere, sir.” answered Mr. Lodgey. “‘Aving his tea ‘ere, in the garden, when I spoke a civil word.” 
  The Bounder laughed. He had no doubt that Bill Lodgey had been ready with a civil word for a well-dressed fellow who looked as if he had money about him. 
They had been quite deep in conversation when the Bounder arrived, and it was evident that Tracy was in congenial surroundings, 
  “Sit down, sir!” said Mr. Lodgey. pushing a box of cigarettes toward the Bounder. 
  But Smithy did not sit down, and he did not accept a smoke. He was no more pleased to see Tracy there than Tracy was to see him. 
  It is said that a fellow feeling makes us wondrous kind, and that birds of a feather flock together. But the discovery that the new fellow had the same blackguardly tastes as himself did not make the Bounder feel “wondrous kind” by any means. He had come there to talk “gee-gees” with the racing man, but he gave that idea up at once on finding Tracy there. A fellow who started at school in this way was pretty certain, in the Bounder’s opinion, to land into bad trouble, and land into it quick, and Smithy had no desire to be mixed up in it. 
  “Only looked in in passing.” he said. “I’m going on.”  He turned to the steps. Then, with an impulse of compassion for a reckless young ass who was heading for trouble, he glanced back. “Won’t you come with me, Tracy?”
  Gilbert stared at him.
  “No.” he answered curtly.  ”I won’t!”
  “You’d better.” said Smithy. “If you’re looked for, and found here—”
  “No bizney of yours!”
  Vernon-Smith’s eyes gleamed.
  “I’d punch your cheeky head,” he said, “but you look like getting enoughwithout any from me. Go and eat coke!”
  He went down the steps, and Gilbert, after a contemptuous stare after him, resumed his cigarette and his conversation with Bill Lodgey on the entrancing subject of “gee-gees”
  Vernon-Smith left the garden and went up the path beside the inn to Friardale Lane.
  As he emerged into the lane there was a sudden exclamation:
   “Vernon-Smith!”
  “Oh!” gasped the Bounder.
  “Copped”—on the first day of term; that was his first thought. But the next moment he recognised Harry Wharton. 
  “Oh l’ he gasped1 “You—you fool! You made me jump!” Then, staring at the captain of the Remove, he burst into a laugh. “Oh, rny hat! You, too! Good Little Georgie, who loved his kind teachers, breaking out like this! Our bright and shiny model in the Remove kickin’ over the traces! Ha, ha, ha!” 

                 THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                              Collared!

HARRY WHARTON stared at the Bounder. 
  The captain of the Remove had walked round Friardale looking for the missing new junior, and making an inquiry here and there. He did not expect to pick tip any news of Gilbert, and he did not pick up any. 
  He was coming back up the lane when he spotted the Bounder, and stopped to speak to him. 
  As Smithy was emerging from the path beside the Cross Keys, he did not need telling where the scapegrace had been; but that was not his business. He had his own opinion of the Bounder’s dingy ways; but he was not at Greyfriars to bring up other Remove fellows in the way they should go. He stepped towards Vernon-Smith to ask him if he had seen anything of the new fellow. The Bounder’s jeering words and sarcastic laugh merely astonished him. 
  “You!” went on Smithy, grinning. “Wharton, old bean, you’ve been keeping bad company in the hols.” 
  “What do you mean, you silly ass?” snapped Harry. 
  “Plain enough!” grinned Smithy. “Pub-haunting on the first day of term. Ha, ha, ha! All very well for me—the bad lad of the Form—but you—ha, ha! Quekh would jump if he saw you here.” 
  “You howling ass !” roared Harry Wharton. “Why shouldn’t I be herc? Do you fancy I was going into that putrid den you’ve just come out of, you dummy?” 
  “Weren’t you?” grinned Smithy.
  “You cheeky fool!” 
  The Bounder laughed agaii, 
-.    “What’s the good of gammonin’ ?” he said banteringly. “You came back to day with that new cub Tracy. New pal of yours, what? I run into you going in as I come out. Think 1 don’t know that you were going in to join him there? What do you take me for?” 
  Harry Wharton jumped. 
  “You’ve seen Tracy—in that den?” he exclaimed. 
  “You didn’t know?” jeered the Bounder. “You weren’t going in to join him? You haven’t been painting the town red with him in the hols?”
  “You utter idiot!” said Harry. “I was with Mauly in the hols, and I never saw Tracy in my life before yesterday.” 
  “Then it hasn’t taken you long to pick up his sportive manners and customs!” grinned Smithy. 
  Harry Wharton clenched his hands. He was very much inclined to plant his knuckles in Vernon-Smith’s grinning face. 
  Still, there was some excuse for the Bounder’s misapprehension. Tracy had been in Wharton’s company coming to school that day, and Smithy had just seen him with Bill Lodgey, and as he came away met Wharton face to face at the side entrance of the Cross Keys. Certainly it looked to Smithy as if the captain of the Remove was going in to join Tracy there. 
  “You fool!” snapped Harry. “I’m looking for Tracy!” ‘ 
  “I know!” grinned Smithy. 
  “Quelch sent me out to find him!” roared Wharton. 
  “Good old Quclch! Bet that he didn’t know where you were going to join up with him!” chuckled Smithy. 
  “Oh stop talking rot, you silly ass!” snapped Wharton. “Look here, is it 
straight—is Tracy in that den?” 
  “You didn’t know?” chuckled Smithy. 
  “Not till you told me, you dummy!” 
  The Bounder laughed, shrugged his shoulders, and walked up the lane towards the school, leaving Wharton with a dark and knitted brow. 
  The captain of the Remove stood there in angry indecision. Vernon- Smith’s mistake was intensely annoying to him; but he had, at all events, learned from the Bounder where Gilbert was to be found. But what he was to do now was a problem. 
  Quelch had despatched him to look for Tracy, find him, and bring him in. Quelch certainly had not supposed that the new junior would be run to earth in a “pub.” He could hardly expect his head boy to root the fellow out of the Cross Keys—a place strictly out of bounds for Greyfriars fellows. The captain of the Remove could not enter those forbidden precincts without breaking a very serious rule of the school. 
  On the other hand, he could not return to Greyfriars and report that he could not find Tracy, when he had, in fact, found him. Neither could he return and report that Tracy was pub- haunting—at all events, he was very unwilling to do anything of the kind. He would gladly have booted Gilbert all over the county of Kent, but giving him away for a Head’s flogging was another matter. 
  For several minutes after the Bounder had gone Harry Wharton stood there, undecided what he should do. 
  But he decided at last. He could not tell Quetch that he hadn’t found Gilbert, and he could not tell Quelch that Gilbert was in a “pub.” The only alternativc was to hook Gilbert out, and that meant breaking bounds in a particularly disreputable quarter. 
  As there seemed to be no help for it,  he made up his mind to it; but his temper was in a boiling state as he went down the dusky path from which the Bounder had emerged, and entered the weedy garden on which the veranda looked. 
  A light had been turned on in a room behind the veranda, and it revealed Mr. Lodgey and Gilbert Tracy, sitting and smoking. 
  Harry Wharton ran up the steps. 
  Both Lodgcy and Tracy glanced round, thinking that it was Vernon-Smith coming hack. They stared at Harry Wharton. 
  Of the beery racing man Wharton took no notice whatever. He was there for Tracy, and he gave Tracy his attention. And as he had no time to waste, he did not waste any. 
  He strode straight at Gilbert, grabbed him by the collar and hooked him off his chair. 
  There was an angry yell from Gilbert. Wharton did not heed either his yelling or his struggling. With an iron grip on his collar he dragged him headlong down the steps into the garden. He had had to enter those forbidden precincts, but he was not staying there a second longer than he could help, and he was not going to waste time in words. 
   Gilbert went headlong down the steps,. bumping and bundling and yelling. 
Mr. Lodgey jumped to his feet, staring, 
  “My eye!” he ejaculated. 
  “Leave go, will you?” yelled Gilbert. “You rotter, leave go! Lodgey, lend me a hand! Help me!” 
  Harry Wharton did not wait for Mr. Lodgey to make up his mind on that point. He whirled the yelling Gilbert along by the collar, out of the garden, into the side path by the inn. 
  Gilbert, struggling, clung to the gate.
  “Come on!” said Wharton, between his teeth. 
  “Let go, you rotter!” howled - Gilbert. 
  With a powerful wrench the captain of the Remove tore him loose.   As Tracy still resisted he dragged him like a sack up the path to the lane. Then he propelled him along Friardale Lane in the direction of Greyfriars. 
  He was glad enough to get away from the Cross Keys. He did not stop till he was a good fifty yards from that establishment. Then he stopped, but he did not let go Gilbert’s collar. 
  Tracy was hanging a dead weight on him. His resistance was not of much use in the sturdy grasp of the captain of the Remove. But clearly Wharton could not drag him a mile by the collar. 
  “Walk!” snapped Harry 
  “I won’t!” yelled Gilbert. “Not a step!” 
  “Quelch has sent me out to find you.” 
 “Hang Quelch!” 
 “I’ve got to take you in.” 
 “Hang you!” 
 “Do you want Quelch to know you were in a pub?” 
 “I don’t care a rap “ 
  “Well, you can tell him if you like— I can’t. I’m taking you to the school. I’m going to hold you all the way, and you’re going to walk!  And I’m going to boot you if you don’t!” 
  “You meddling rotter—-” 
  “Will you come on “ 
  “No!” yelled Gilbert. 
  “Last time of asking!” 
  “I won’t come!” 
  Harry Wharton said no more. His boot came into play, and it came hard. 
Wild yells from Gilbert woke the echoes of the fields. But he decided to walk! Really, there was no help for it! 
  He walked! 
  Harry Wharton’s hand was still on his collar when they reached the school gates. He was taking no chances of the elusive. Gilbert dodging away in the dusk. With his left hand, he rang the bell; and Gosling, staring, opened the gate. 
  The old porter of Greyfriars fairly blinked at the sight of Gilbert scowling and snarling, with another junior’s hand on his collar. 
  Wharton marched his prisoner in, and Gosling, still blinking, shut the gate. He marched him across the quad. But as they approached the doorway of the House, he dropped his hand from Gilberts collar. 
  “Get in!” he said. “If you want me to walk you in to Quclch by the collar, I’ll do it—please yourself!” 
  Gilbert walked in, and Wharton followed him. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !“ The Co. were waiting for Wharton at the door. You’ve got him?” 
 “Yes; I’ve got to take him to Quelch, and then, thank goodness, I shall be done with him.” answered Harry. “This way, Tracy.” 
  Tracy, with compressed lips and a bitter face, went with him. 
  Wharton knocked at the door of Mr. Quelch’s study, and opened it. He pushed the new junior in. 
  “Tracy, sir!” he said. 
  And, without waiting for an answer, he drew the door shut, leaving Gilbert with his Form-master, and walked away—glad to have done with that peculiar new member of the Greyfriars Remove. 
                     THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                               In Study No. 1. 
HENRY SAMUEL QUELCH rose to his feet, his eyes fixed on 
Gilbert’s sullen face. 
  It was a great relief to him to see the boy there. He had had little hope that Wharton would find him; and the capture of the elusive Gilbert had extricated Mr. Quelch from a very awkward position. Though whether Mr. Quelch would have approved of all his head boy’s proceedings in effecting capture, was another question. Gilbert, at all events, was there! 
  Mr. Quelch eyed him for some moments in silence. The sullen, savage, rebellious expression on Gilbert’s face was not agreeable to the view. Perhaps Quelch doubted his wisdom in having taken responsibility for the boy at all. But Henry Samuel Quelch was not the man to look back when once he had set his hand to the plough. He had made himself responsible for Gilbert, and he was going to see the matter through. 
  “You may sit down, Tracy!” he said, quite mildly, 
  Gilbert slumped into a chair. 
  “Now, my boy, I have very little time to give you!” said Mr. Quelch. “Listen to me with attention! You are a troublesome boy, Tracy; a trouble to your father, who is an invalid and unable to deal with you; an intolerable burden to your uncle, who consulted me, his old friend, and to whom I made the offer of doing what I could for you. You must try to do better here, Tracy, than you have done at home.” 
  Grunt, from Gilbert!
  “Of what happened yesterday I shall say nothing,” resumed Mr. Quelch. “It was my intention to bring you personally to the school; but you eluded me, and I had to leave Oakwood Place without you. I shall let that pass, as you were not then a Greyfriars boy.” 
  Grunt! 
  “Neither,” went on Mr. Quelch. “shall I punish you for having arrived so late to-day. I desire to make every possible allowance for your early training, or want of training. You will make an entirely fresh start here, Tracy.” 
  Grunt! 
 “You will be a member of my Form here,” said Mr. Quelch. “I understand, Tracy, that you have been sent to school previously, and have made yourself so troublesome that the headmaster has been glad to send you home.” 
  A faint grin dawned on Gilbert’s sullen face for a moment. 
  “That,” said Mr. Quelch quietly. “will not be allowed here, Tracy! I have discussed the matter with Dr. Locke, and he has given me an entirely free hand. You will not be allowed to add to your fathers troubles, which are heavy enough, or to burden a kind and indulgent uncle. You will be a Greyfriars boy, and you will not in any circumstance be sent away from Greyfriars.” 
  Gilbert’s grin was replaced by a scowl. 
  “I shall hope;” said Mr. Quelch sternly, “that you will realise that this is a great chance for you, and will make the best of it. I shall give you all the assistance in my power. If you persist in requiring punishment, punishment will be drastic. But I shall hope that you will come to a better frame of mind!” 
  Grunt. 
  “To-morrow, when I am more at leisure, I will talk with you further.” said Mr. Quelch. “I have no time now. You will be placed in Wharton’s study —you arc acquainted with Wharton, and—”
  “That cad!” said Gilbert, 
  “What?” 
  “That cad who brought me in !“ 
  “‘ You must not use such expressions when speaking to your Form-master, Tracy. Wharton was sent out specially to find you. You should not have left him on your way to school, as you know very well.” 
  “Hang him!” said Gilbert 
  Mr. Quelch jumped. 
  “What!” he ejaculated. “What did you say?” 
  “I said hang him!” 
  The Remove master looked at Gilbert long and hard. Then he picked up a cane from his table. 
  “I am reluctant to cane you, Tracy. on your first day here.” he said. “I have, indeed, overlooked a great deal in order to avoid doing so. But as you leave me no choice in the matter, I shall cane you. Stand up!” 
Gilbert lounged to his feet. 
  “Now bend over that chair “ 
  Gilbert did not stir. 
  “Do you hear me, Tracy?” asked Mr. Quelch, in a low but very distinct voice. 
  Gilbert gave him a look. What he read in Mr. Quelch’s face was enough for him. Without a word, he bent over the chair. 
  Swipe! 
  Yell! 
  Mr. Quelch laid down the cane again. If ever a fellow had asked for “six,” Gilbert had; but the Remove master let it go at that. 
  “Now follow me, Tracy!” he said. 
  Gilbert wriggled as he followed his Form-master from the study. He had had only one swipe; but Quelch had laid it on scientifically; and it was enough for Gilbert. He wriggled scowling after his Form-master. 
  He passed a good many fellows, who stared at him curiously, some of them grinning. New “kids” were not expected to go about scowling like demons in a pantomime. But in that matter, as in others, Gilbert was a law unto himself. He scowled his way after Mr. Quelch to the Remove passage and into that passage to the door of Study No. 1, which stood wide open. 
A fat voice was audible from that study. 
  “I say, you fellows, old Quelch was fearfully shirty. He jolly nearly bit Prout’s head off, when old Prout—“ 
  “Shut up, you ass!“ exclaimed Harry Wharton, as Mr. Quelch appeared in the study doorway, with Gilbert scowling at his heels. 
  “Eh? He did really.” said Bunter. “Old Prout was jawing, and old Quelch was—” 
  “Bunter!”
  “Oh, crikey!” gasped Billy Bunter, spinning round like a fat humming-top, at his Form-master’s voice. 
  “Take a hundred lines, Bunter 
  “Oh, lor’ !” 
  “Wharton!” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  Wharton and Nugent were in the study, and they looked at Gilbert with expressive looks. They could guess, only too easily, why the Remove master had brought him there. 
  “You are acquainted with Tracy, Wharton! I understand that Colonel Wharton has requested you to give this boy what help you can in his first days 
at Greyfriars.” 
  “Oh!  Yes, sir!” 
  “Tracy will be in your study this term, Wharton.” 
   “Oh!  Yes, sir!” 
  “Tracy, this is your study. You will remain here till the bell rings and come down with Wharton for calling over in hall.” 
  Grunt! 
  “Do you hear me, Tracy?” asked Mr. Quelch, in that low, distinct tone that was a warning of danger. 
  “Yes!“ grunted Tracy, 
  “Yes, what?” asked Mr. Quelch grimly. 
  “Yes sir!” breathed Tracy. 
  “Very good!” 
  Mr. Quelch left the study. 
  Tracy cast a scowl after him, and then favoured his study-mates with another and a blacker one. 
  “Cheeky old fool!” he remarked. 
  “Oh crikey!” said Bunter, blinking at the new junior through his big spectacles. 
  “Is that Queleb you’re speaking of, Tracy?” asked Frank Nugent. 
  Wharton said nothing. 
  “Yes:  meddling old idiot !” 
  “You’d better not let him hear you say so!” said Frank dryly. 
  “I don’t care of he does “ 
  “He, he, he!” from Bunter. “You’d jolly well care if he gave you six!  He, he he!” 
  Gilbert gave the fat Owl a black look. Then he scowled round the room. 
  “Is this hole what they call a study here?” he asked. 
  “Yes, it’s what we call a study here, Tracy!” said Nugent quielly. 
  “It’s about a quarter the size of my room at home!” said Gilbert, “is this dingy old rubbish what you call furniture?”
  “Yes that’s what we call it!” 
  “And that old fool thinks I’m going to stick here!” said Gilbert. “Well, he’ll find out his mistake 
“He, he, he!” 
“Does that cackling fat fool belong to the study, too?” 
  “No; Bunter’s in Study No. 7.” 
  “Then what is he doing here?” 
  “At the present moment,” said Nugent, “he is cackling at a cheeky, ill-tempered, ill-mannered outsider.” 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “Well, I’ll stop his cackling!” said Gilbert. 
He made a step towards Billy Bunter, who promptly dodged behind the captain of the Remove. 
  “Stop that, Tracy!” said Harry Wharton curtly. 
  “I’ll please myself.” 
  “You won’t! lf you lay a finger on that fat ass, I’ll boot you round the study.” answered Harry Wharton coolly. “You’d better get it into your head, Tracy, that this isn’t Oakwood Place, and that you can’t throw your weight about here!” 
  “Well, I shan’t be here long, that’s one comfort!” snarled Gilbert. “If that old fool fancies he can keep me here for a term he has another guess coming! They’ve tried this game with me before, but I put paid to it. I shall be gone under a week.” 
  “I hope you’re right!” said Harry. 
  “Hear, hear!” grinned Nugent. 
  “He, he, he! I say, you fellows, what a cheeky cad! He, he, he!” 
  Billy Bunter expressed that opinion from safe cover, behind the captain of the Removc. 
  Gilbert scowled at the fat Owl, and slumped into a chair. There, he took out a cigarette-case and selected a smoke. 
  Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent watched that proceeding in silence. 
  But a few minutes later the bell was ringing, and the juniors left the study to go down to Hall. 
  Tracy remained in his chair, smoking. Harry Wharton turned back, at the door. 
  “It’s ‘call-over,’ Tracy!” he said. 
  “What about it?” 
  “You have to come down to Hall.” 
  “Rats!” 
  Wharton breathed hard, and went down the passage to the stairs. But Frank Nugent turned back. 
  “Look here, Tracy, don’t play the goat!” he said. “You’ve got Quelch’s back up already, and he will take the skin off you, if you bother him any further. Be a sensible chap. You’re not at home now, you know.” 
  “Worse luck!” said Gilbert. 
  “Well, come on.” 
  “Shan’t!” 
  Frank left it at that, and followed his chum. 
  A minute later, Gilbert threw away the stump of his cigarette, and followed. He had learned already that Henry Samuel Quelch was not a man to be trifled with; a single swipe had impressed that on him. Gilbert was on time, in Hall, and answered to his name with the rest of the Remove. 
            THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                      One For Loder! 
IN break, the following morning, Harry Wharton had a rather thoughtful expression on his face. 
  Instead of joining his friends, he looked round for the new junior. 
  He did not want Tracy’s company; very much indeed he did not want it. But he had to remember his promise to his uncle, and to keep it, as far as Tracy made it possible. Making friends with the fellow did not seem practical politics; but he could, at, least, give him a word or two, and any friendly aid that a new fellow might be in want of. 
  Mr. Quelch had had something to say to his head boy, after dismissing the Form for break, so Wharton was out a few minutes after the Remove. He did not see Tracy when he glanced round the quadrangle. 
  “Seen the new chap, Bunter?” he called out. 
  Bunter blinked round. 
  “Yes! I say, he’s a frightful cad, old chap!” he said, 
  “Tell me a new one!” said Harry, laughing. 
  “But he is, really, you know.” said the fat Owl. “He kicked me! I just went up to speak to him, in a friendly way—I wasn’t going to borrow anything of him, you know—as if I’d borrow of a new kid—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! I’d hardly opened my mouth, when he kicked me! I’d have knocked him spinning, only—only—well. I don’t believe in being rough on a new kid!” said Bunter magnanimously. “I say. you go and kick him, old chap! He’s over by the Sixth Form studies. l’ll carry that book for you, if you like, if you’re going to kick him.” 
  Wharton had his Latin grammar under his arm, which he had brought away from the Form-room to take up to his study. 
  “I’m not going to kick him, fathead! I—I want to speak to him. But you can take this book in for me—leave it in my study.” 
  “Yah!” was Bunter’s reply, and he rolled off. 
   If Wharton was not going to kick Tracy, he could jolly well carry his book himself, and be blowed to him, was Bunter’s view. 
  Harry Wharton walked away to the Sixth Form studies, where he found Gilbert Tracy, loafing by the chains of the Sixth Form green. 
  Loder of the Sixth could be seen in his study, the window being open, and he glanced out, as Wharton came along, and frowned 
  Loder, apparently, remembered troubles of last term, and he gave the captain of the Remove a grim look as if warning him to mind his p’s and q’s this term, and turned his head away. 
  Wharton did not, as a matter of fact, notice him at all. He was looking at Tracy as he came up. 
  Gilbert greeted him with a scowl. 
 “Want anything?” he asked.
  “No!”
  “Take it and go!” suggested Gilbert. 
  “My dear chap,” said Harry, as amicably as he could “my uncle’s asked me to keep an eye on you here for bit—” 
  “Old ass!” said Gilbert. “I’m glad I got him with that footer the other day!” And he laughed. 
  “Never mind that,” said Harry quietly. “Look here, Tracy; what’s the use of being a disgruntled ass? You’re at school now, and you won’t find Greyfriars a bad placc, if you make the best of it—” 
  “Rotten hole!” said Gilbert. 
  “If I can do anything—” 
  “You can’t, except keep your distance.” 
  “Well, I shan’t be sorry to do that,” said Harry. “and I’ll do it now, Still, as you’re a new kid, I’ll give you a tip! Better walk on.” 
  “Why?”
  “Juniors aren’t supposed to loiter about here. This is senior ground. A chap can walk by, but he’s not expected to hang about. If a prefect spots you you’ll be ordered off.” 
  “What rot!” 
  “Well, you’d better not tell the prefect that! There’s Loder at his window—and he’s rather a bully; better not catch his eye.” 
  With that, Harry turned to walk away; feeling that he had had about enough of Gilbert for one break. But the new junior stopped him. 
  “Oh, that’s Loder, is it?” he asked, glancing at the window. “I’ve heard him mentioned already—a bit fond of handing out the ash, isn’t he?” 
  “More than a bit, if he has an excuse.” 
  “You had rows with him last term.” went on Gilbert. 
  “Oh, you’re heard that, have you?” 
  “Yes, I’ve heard that; I’ve heard a lot of things. What’s the book you’ve got under your arm?” 
  “Eh? My Latin book,” answered Harry. surprised by the sudden change of subject. 
  “Mind if I look at it?” 
  “It’s exactly the same as your own,” said Harry, more and more surprised, but rather relieved that Gilbert’s manner was a little less disgruntled and agressive. If the fellow was going to be civil, it made the task his uncle had imposed on him a good deal easier. 
  “I know that, but I’ve taken mine to my study. Will you let me look at it, or not?” grunted Gilbert. 
  “Certainly, if you like!” 
  Wharton handed the Latin grammar to Tracy. The new junior opened it, and glanced at the title page, where the owner’s name was written. 
  “You’ve got your name on it!” he remarked. 
  “We have to write our names in our books,” answered Harry. 
  “Yes, I know, but I wanted to make sure
  Wharton could only stare at him. Certainly he had not the remotest suspicion) of what was in Gilbert’s cheery mind. 
  The new junior glanced round at Loder’s window. Gerald Loder, with his head turned away, was reading a newspaper—quite possibly looking out the odds of his favourite gee-gee in a racing paper. Anyhow, his face was turned from the quad. Gilbert’s arm went up, the Latin grammar in his hand, and he whizzed it suddenly at the open window. 
  The instant it had left his hand he was running like a deer along by the wall and vanishing. 
  Crash! 
  Harry Wharton stood as if transfixed. With bulging eyes he saw the whizzing volume crash on the side of Gerald Loder’s head, almost knocking him off his chair. The book dropped in the study, and Loder very nearly dropped. The startled yell that came from Gerald Loder rang far and wide. 
  Loder bounded up. 
  His face was crimson with rage. He grabbed at the book and jumped to the window, staring out. 
  Gilbert had already turned the corner by the Sixth Form lobby. Loder’s eyes fixed on Harry Wharton. 
  “Did you throw this book at me?” he roared. 
  “No!” gasped Harry. 
  “You cheeky young rascal! I know you did!” 
  “I did not—” 
  “We’ll see!” Loder opened the book and looked at the name inside. “Why, you lying little worm, here’s your name in it—it’s your book!” 
  “Yes, but—” 
  “Come into the house, and come to my study at once!” roared Loder. He turned from the window to sort out his ashplant. Harry Wharton, with feeIings too deep for words, walked away to the doorway of the house. 
               THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                             Rough Luck! 
LODER of the Sixth had his ashplant in hand when Wharton arrived at his study. 
  He swished it as the junior stepped in.
  Loder was not a good tempered fellow. Even a good-tempered fellow might have been angry at what had happened.  He had had rather a hard knock on the side of the head, and an ache lingered there. And a cheeky junior had “buzzed” a book at a Sixth Form prefect—an almost unheard of outrage.
  He had not the slightest doubt that Wharton had done it.    It was, Loder considered, in keeping with his cheek last term. It was Wharton’s book, and Wharton had been standing there; he had not noticed Tracy at all, and Tracy had disappeared before he looked out of the study window. It was Wharton, and  Wharton was going to learn quite early in the term that he could not buzz books at a prefect’s head—especially Loder’s!
  Bend over and touch your toes!” rapped Loder. “By gum, if this is the way you’re beginning the term, Wharton, I’ll make you understand that it won’t do!”    
  “Will you let me explain?” said Harry. “I never threw the book in at your window, Loder” 
  “That will do! Bend over!” 
  “I had handed the book to another fellow and he threw it, and then cut off before you looked out.” 
  Loder stared at him. 
  “You don’t fancy you’ll get away with that?” he asked derisively. 
  “It’s the truth!” said Harry. 
  “That’s enough! Bend over “ 
  “I’ve told you that I never threw the book,” said Harry quietly. “I’m not going to be caned for nothing, Loder. If you don’t believe me, I will go to my Form-master.” 
  “If it’s the truth, who was the fellow?” sneered Loder. 
  “Tracy!” 
  “Who’s Tracy? I’ve never heard of a Tracy here!” 
  “A new fellow in the Remove.” 
  “Is there a new kid in the Remove? I’ve not heard of him! You lying young rascal, are you trying to make out that a new kid has started at the school by chucking books at prefects?” exclaimed Loder. 
  Harry Wharton breathed hard. It sounded improbable enough. Loder had seen nothing of Gilbert; and the idea of the average sheepish and shy new kid chucking books at a prefect’s head was absurd. Loder did not believe a word of it, and really Wharton could hardly expect him to do so, it was the truth, but it did not sound like it. 
  Loder pointed to a chair with the cane, at the same time stepping between the junior and the door. 
  “I’ve told you to bend over!” he  said. 
  “And I’ve told you that I will not be caned for nothing, and that I shall appeal to my Form-master!” retorted Harry. 
  Loder smiled grimly. 
  “I believe you’re rather in your Form-master’s good books—his trusted head boy, and all that!” he said. “You might get away with a yarn like this 
with Quelch—I don’t know, I know I’m not giving you the chance. If you can gammon Quelch, you can’t gammon me! Bend over that chair!” 
  Wharton set his lips. 
 “I’ve a right to appeal to my Form- 
master!” he said. 
  “Will you bend over that chair?” 
  “No,” said Harry, between his teeth, 
  “I won’t !”
  “Then I’ll help you!” 
  Loder made a stride at the junior and grasped him by the collar with his left hand.
  Harry Wharton clenched his fists. His temper was boiling, but he had to remember prudence. The consequences of “punching a prefect” were too dire. 
Fellows were sacked for that kind of thing. He restrained a keen desire to plant a clenched fist full in the face of the bully of the Sixth. 
  Swipe! 
  With his left Loder twisted him over the chair; with his right he swiped with the ash. 
  Swipe, swipe! 
  Harry Wharton choked down his rage 
had disappeared before he looked out and bore it as quietly as he could. Indeed, he did not, for once, blame Loder very much; it was Gilbert who was to blame. Loder was within his rights, acting as a prefect, as he had not the slightest doubt that the Removite had flung a book at his head—indeed, in the circumstances, he could hardly have any doubt. No doubt he was glad of a pretext for handling the ash on the junior with whom he had had a great deal of trouble last term, but that was all. 
  Swipe, swipe! 
  Loder was laying it on as if he was beating a carpet. 
  Swipe!
  Even Loder stopped at “six”—six being the limit by an unwritten law seldom or never disregarded. An 
official six might consist of six whops, or a lesser number, but never more. 
  He released the junior’s collar, and Wharton staggered up from the chair. Six was quite enough, considering the force with which Loder had laid them on.
  Wharton stood panting for breath, his face red with rage. 
  “Now you can cut,” said Loder, laying down the ash. “Take your book with you-—and I advise you not to chuck it at a prefect’s head again. You could he sent up to the head for it, as you know as well as I do! Now cut!” 
  Harry Wharton took his Latin book and got out. 
  Loder sat down and took up his paper again, rubbing his head as he looked over the odds on Nobbled Nick and the Welsher. 
  Harry Wharton went down the Sixth Form passage in a white heat. He was through with Loder, and now he wanted to see Gilbert—and he wanted to see him badly. He ran into the quad. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry gave him quite a startled look. What the thump——” 
  “Seen that cad Tracy?” Wharton almost choked. 
  “Yes, loafing under Quelch’s window. 
  Wharton did not answer. He cut along at a run for the path under the window of Masters’ studies. In his  rage and exasperated frame of mind it did not occur to him that the astute Gilbert had any particular reason for loafing at that particular spot. 
  Tracy was only a few yards from his Form-master’s window, which was open in the fine autumn morning. Mr. Quelch was in his study, busy with Form papers. But Wharton was not thinking of Quelch. 
  He came up to Tracy with a breathless rush. 
  “You rotten cur!” he panted. 
  Gilbert eyed him with a cheery grin. 
  “Anything the matter?” he drawled. 
  “You cur! You’ve got me six from that bully Loder—”  Wharton choked. 
  “Did Loder give you six for chucking your book at his head ?” asked Gilbert coolly. “Well, it was rather asking for it, wasn’t it?” 
  Smack! 
  Wharton did not answer Gilbert in words: he answered him with a smack from his open palm which rang across Gilbert’s face like a pistol shot.   “Wharton, old man—” gasped Bob Cherry. Bob had followed his chum, wondering what on earth was up.
  “Look out—Quelch—” 
  Gilbert, yelling, staggered back. He contrived to stagger against Mr. Quelch’s window sill. But the Remove master’s attention was already drawn to the  scene by that tremendous smack which had rung through his study. 
  Wharton. oblivious of Form-master, followed the new junior up, with clenched fists and flashing eyes. 
  “Now, you cur!” he panted. 
  “Wharton!”   It was a formidable voice, almost a roar, from Quelch’s window, as the Remove -master stared out.  “Wharton!” 
  “Oh!” gasped Harry. He dropped his hands, his face scarlet. 
  “What does this mean, Wharton? how dare you rush up to a boy—a new boy, too—and strike him? How dare you, I say!” 
  Mr. Quelch did not, and could not, like Gilbert. He did like, and he trusted his Head boy. But his anger 
was directed at Wharton. His gimlet eyes fairly glittered at the captain of the Remove. 
  Wharton stammered helplessIy. He could not tell Quelch of the trick Tracy had played on him. Indeed, it would have been little use if he had, for he could see that the unscrupulous young rascal was quite prepared to deny it. He realised, rather too late, that he should have chosen a more suitable time and place for calling Gilbert to account.
  “I am astonished at this! I am quite shocked!” said Mr. Quclch sternly. “I hardly understand you, 
Wharton. Your temper will be your undoing if you do not learn to control it. I have never seen anything so outrageous. Wharton, you will take five hundred lines. Now go into the House, and remain there till third school.” 
  Gilbert, rubbing a smacked face, grinned as the captain of the Remove turned away in silence. Wharton said no word; but Gilbert could guess what he was feeling like, and he seemed to derive great satisfaction from that knowledge. Harry Wharton had marched him into the school by his collar the previous day, and Gilbert considered it probable that that he was sorry for it by this time. 
              THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                   Over! 
“LE journal de soir—you have ze paper of ze evening, sair?” asked Monsieur Charpentier. 
  “In my study.” answered Mr. Quelch. “I will get it.” 
  “Du tout,” said Monsieur Charpentier. “Pas du tout. Zat you disturb yourself not. I go vis myself.” 
  And Monsieur Charpentier, the French master of Greyfriars, went with himself, as he expressed it. 
  After roll-call that evening, Mr. Quelch was standing at the corner of Master’s Passage, in conversation with Prout, master of the Fifth, when
Mossoo blew along. 
  Prout had been talking for a steady ten minutes. And the Remove master would have been glad to oblige Mossoo by getting the paper from his study, or to oblige anybody else by getting anything from anywhere, for the sake of stemming the flowing tide of Prout’s conversation. 
  However, Monsieur Charpentier was much too polite to allow him to do anything of the kind. He whisked away to Quelch’s study to fetch the paper. Mossoo was anxious to see the latest news of Czecho-Slovakia. 
  But Monsieur Charpentier forgot all about 
Czccho-Slovakia when he entered Mr. Quelch’s 
study for the “journal de soir.” 
   He opened the study door, switched on the light, and stepped across to the study table, where thc evening paper lay. The next moment there was a bump, a crash, and a fearful yell. 
  Quelch and Prout, in the passage, fairly jumped. Hacker, the master of the Shell, put his head out at the door, and stared. 
   From Quelch’s study came yell on yell. 
  Monsieur Charpentier, stepping across to the table, naturally had his eyes on the table, and the newspaper that lay thereon, and did not think of looking down at the floor. 
  It was quite natural, but it was rather unfortunate, for there was a cord stretched across the study a few inches from the floor, fastened at the ends to two heavy articles of furniture keeping it taut. 
  Mossoo walked into that cord, tripped, and nose-dived. 
  It was an unexpected happening — utterly unexpected. Mossoo was taken entirely by surprise. He was startled almost out of his Gallic wits. His nose tapped on the floor—hard! Mossoo felt as if 
as it had been driven into his head like a nail. 
  It was no wonder that Henri Adolphe Charpentier yelled. He yelled, and yelled, and yelled. 
  “Good gracious!” exclaimed Mr. Prout. “What——” 
  “What—” hooted Mr. Hacker. 
  “Some accident!” gaspcd Mr. Quelch.
  The three masters converged on Quelch’s doorway. 
  From within came the high-pitched voice of Monsieur Charpentier on its top note. 
  “Mon Dieu! Ooooh! Mon nez— 
mon pauvre nez!  C’est tout casse! Oooooooh!” 
  Three pairs of eyes gazed into the study at a dapper form. sprawling. 
  “Monsieur— ” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “My dear sir—” boomed Prout. 
   “Oooh! I fell viz myself!” shrieked Monsieur Charpentier, strugglinig dizzily up to a sitting posture. “I catch me ze foot; I fall; I crash; I bump: I bang me ze nose on ze floor. I demand vat is it zat make me to fall viz myself, and bump and bang!” 
  He clutched out a handkerchief, and dabbed it to his nose. It was spotted with red at once. He sat gasping, spluttering, and dabbing. 
  Mr. Quelch’s eyes fixed on the taut cord. The expression that came over his face was terrifying. 
  Monsieur Charpentier had tripped over that cord. But it had not, of course, been intended for Mossoo. No one could havo known that he would be going to the study for an evening paper. It had been obviously intended for Quelch. Mossoo’s keenness for news had saved him from a very unpleasant tumble. 
  “Regardez!” gasped Monsieur Charpentier. “Regardez, donc! I smash me ze nose. Zere is one very grand pain!  Regardez!” 
  “Upon my word!” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  “A trick!” boomed Prout. “Do you see that cord, Quelch?   A trick—a practical joke—a dastardly trick—” 
  Mr. Hacker shrugged his shoulders. 
  He made no remark, but he expressed by that shrug the fact that he was surprised at nothing in the Remove. 
  Monsieur Charpentier staggered to his feet. He had not observed the cord, so far. But he observed it now that Prout pointed it out. 
  “Mon Dieu!” he gasped. “A trick—a choke! Monsieur Quelch, is it zat you are mat?” 
  “Wha-a-t?” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
  “Etez vous fou?” squeaked the excited French master. “Is it zat you have gone mat?   You play such a trick on me!” 
  “I!” stuttered Mr. Quelch. 
  “You make me to fall viz one bump, to strike my nose on ze floor viz one bang!” shrieked Mossoo. “It is too much! Look at ze nose! He is smash! He tap vat you call, in English, ze claret. You make one choke viz me, hein?” 
  “Sir!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “Can you suppose—can you suppose for one moment— Upon my word—” 
  “My dear sir!” boomed Prout. “Mr. Quelch is incapable—quite incapable—” 
  “I smash me ze nose! Regardez donc le nez! On me dit! You say to me ze paper he is in ze study. I come viz myself, and zere is one cord. If you zink zat zat is one choke, Meester Quelch, I do not zink zat zat is one choke!” roared Monsieur Charpentier. 
  “Some boy—some Remove boy!” gasped Prout. “This must have been intended for you, Quelch.” 
  “Regardez donc le nez!” howled Monsieur Charpentier. “1s it zen one choke to break me ze nose on ze floor?” 
  “How can you imagine, sir, that I knew anything of this?” hooted Mr. Quelch. “Some young rascal has played a trick here. CaIm yourself, sir.” 
  “I calm myself not!” shrieked Monsieur Charpentier. “Regardez mon nez, zat is all smash—” 
  “I assure you,” gasped Mr. Quelch— “I assure you Mr. Hacker, I fail to see anything to laugh at in this unfortunate occurrence, and in this absurd misapprehension—” 
  “Really, I did not mean to laugh!” gaspcd Mr. Hacker. “But really—Ha, ha!” The master of the Shell retreated up the passage, gurgling. Mossoo’s wild idea that the serious and sedate master of the Remove had played a Schoolboy trick on him, struck Hacker as funny. Even the majestic Prout was  grinning. 
  “Monsieur Charpentier!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “Assez, sar! On en a assez! Look at ze nose—regardez le nez. Ze trick like one garcon— Bah!” 
  Monsieur Charpentier flew out of the study, spluttering. He forgot all about Czecho-Slovakia. He rushed away to bathe his nose—which needed it. 
  Mr. Quelch stood breathing deep and hard. Seldom had he been so intensely annoyed and exasperated. 
  Mossoo, no doubt, would realise, on reflection, that Quelch had not, and couldn’t have had, anything to do with that trick in the study. Still, his absurd misapprehension was extremely annoying. More annoying still, was the fact that that trap had been laid for Quelch in his own study—and that but for Mossoo, he would certainly have fallen into it—tapping his nose where Mosoo’s Gallic beak had tapped! 
  The Remove master bent, and dSetached the taut cord. 
  Prout watched him—to his further irritation and annoyance. A Remove boy had done this, of course—and no Form-master liked another Form-master to see that boys in his Form played sueh disrespectful pranks. 
  Quelch knew only too well that Prout would roll along to Common-room to relate to all the beaks there how “poor Quelch” was treated by boys in his Form! 
  “Scandalous!” said Prout “Shocking!” Prout was full of sympathy— perhaps aware that sympathy, in the circumstances, irritated Quelch intensely. A reckless outrage—a rascally act—I recommend, my dear Quelch, immediate investigation, and the most codign punishment—” 
  Without replying, Mr. Quelch stepped out of the study. 
  Prout revolved after him. 
  “No doubt your boys are a little out of hand at the beginning of the term, my dear Quelch, he remained. “A somewhat unruly Form—” 
  Mr. Quelch walked down the passage. 
  “My dear Quelch—” 
  Quelch accelerated. 
  Prout cut off! It was useless to waste his sympathy on the back of a departing head! Prout rolled off to Common-room, with an interesting item of news for the beaks there. And Mr. Quelch made his way to the Remove passage, where his Form were at prep., with an expression on his face that the fabled Gorgon of ancient times might have envied 
                THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                      Not As Per Programme! 
“PREP, you ass! Don’t bother!” 
  Harry Wharton called out as there was a tap at the door of Study No. 1 in the Remove, and it opened.
  Wharton and Nugent were busy at prep. Gilbert Tracy, who should have been busy at prep also, was busy in quite another way. 
  He was sitting in the study armchair smoking a cigarette. 
  Smoking in the studies was, of course, a serious infraction of the rules. It was not only that, but it was distinctly disagreeable for the other occupants of the study 
  But Wharton and Nugent gave Gilbert his head, as it were. Harry Wharton was carefully avoiding trouble with him, and Nugent played up. 
  Rather to Gilbert’s surprise, and undoubtedly to his relief, the captain of the Remove had made no further allusion to the affair of the morning. 
  He had had “six” from Loder and a tremendous impot from Quelch, both due to Gilbcrt’s monkey-like trickery. It had cost him an effort to let the matter drop, but he was mindful of his promise to his uncle—he had made that promise and it was up to him to keep it, so far as it could possibly be kept. So, after reflecting on the subject, he carefully ignored Gilbert, and that cheery youth sat and smoked, while the other two juniors were at prep, unregarded. 
  As the door opened, Wharton supposed that it was some Remove fellow coming in; hence the remark. 
But the next moment he jumped up in confusion as his Form-master dawned on him in the doorway. 
  “Oh,” he gasped,  “I—I didn’t know—oh!” 
  Mr. Quelch stepped in. It was extremely unusual for the Remove master to interrupt prep, and Wharton and Nugent stood looking at him in surprise. 
  Gilbert dl not rise to his feet. He sat where he was, and did not even take the cigarette from his mouth. 
Mr. QueIch was about to address Wharton, when his eyes fixed on Gilbert. He seemed rather unable to believc those eyes, keen as they were. A junior who sat and smoked in a beak’s presence was rather a novelty. 
  “Tracy!” he almost roared. 
  “Hallo!” said Tracy. 
  “What? What did you say?” 
  “I said hallo!” answered Gilbert. 
  Wharton and Nugent stood dumb. 
  Tracy had made no secret of the fact that he wanted to be sent away from Greyfriars, as he had been sent away from previous schools at which he had been placed. He had said that he would be gone under the week. Evidently, that was his object now. A fellow who sat and smoked under his Form-master’s eyes, and drawled “hallo” when addressed by that Form-master, was not likely to be allowed to stay long at school. 
  That was Gilbert’s aim, but where he found the nerve to play it, was rather a mystery. He had not impressed Wharton as a fellow who was keen on taking risks. 
  “Stand up!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  It was quite plain from Tracy’s look that he was considering disobeying that command. But Henry Samuel Quelch was not an easy man to disobey. In spite of himself, as it were, he rose to his feet. 
  “Throw that cigarette into the fire” 
    Another pause—and then the half- smoked cigarette went into the fire. 
“  Turn out your pockets on the table!” Again a pause—and their the pockets were turned out. A cardboard box of cigarettes came to light. 
  “Throw that into the fire!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  The box of cigarettes dropped in the grate. 
  Gilbert stood with a sullen scowl on his face. The juniors could see, and doubtless Quelch could see, that he had fully intended to carry on with defiance and disrespect, but that his nerve had failed him. 
  “Wharton!” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “You are head-boy oif my Form! This boy is new here. You should not have allowed him to smoke in this study! You are perfectly aware of that.” 
  Harry Wharton compressed his lips. He had had to resist a strong temptation to collar Tracy and cram his smokes down his back, as he had done at Wharton Lodge. He had refrained for one reason, and one reason only; his promise to his uncle to avoid trouble with that rank outsider. Now he was called over the coals for that exercise of self-resraint. 
  An angry reply trembled on his lips, but he reprecd it, and stood silent. 
  Mr. Quelch gave him a grim frown, and turned to Tracy again. 
  “Why are you not doing your preparation, Tracy?” he demanded, “Have you done no work at all?” 
  “No !” grunted Gilbert. 
   “ Why not?” 
  “I don’t choose to!” That reply hinted that. Gilbert was screwing up his nerve again. 
  “You—do—not—choose—to!” repeated Mr. Quelch, articulating every word separately and distinctly. 
  “No, I don’t !” 
  Mr. Quelch stood looking at that remarkable new boy, for a long moment. Then he spoke again, very quietly. 
  “I have come here to inquire into a disrespectful trick that has been played in my study! Have you been in my study since calling-over, Tracy?”
  No reply. 
“  A cord was tied across the room,” went on Mr. Quelch. “Monsieur Charpentier fell over it, but it was undoubtedly intended for me. Was that done by you, Tracy?” 
  Wharton and Nugent exchanged a look. This was news to them, but they had no doubt that Quelch had come to the right study. 
  “Answer me, Tracy!” 
  Gilbert’s face was sullen and sulky. He did not speak, and his manner was a peculiar mixture of insolence and trepidation. 
  Mr. Quelch had a cane under his arm. He slipped it down into his hand. 
  “I command you to answer me, Tracy!” he said quietly. “Did you, or did you not, fasten the cord across my study door?” 
  “Yes, I did!” grunted Gilbert. “And I’ll jolly well do the same again, too. If you don’t want me here, I’m ready to go!” 
  “I thought so!” said Mr. Quelch. “In the case of any other boy, Tracy, I should certainly take such a young rascal to Dr. Locke, to be immediately sent away from the school.” 
  Gilbert’s eyes gleamed. 
  “But in your case,” continued Mr. Quelch, “I shall, as I have already warned you, do nothing of the kind.” 
  “I don’t want to stay here!” muttered Gilbert. 
  “That is quite immaterial!” said Mr. Quelch. “Your wishes in the matter will not be consulted, Tracy! You will be severely punished, but you will not be sent away from Greyfriars, as I have already explained to you. I have undertaken to keep you here for at least one term, and I shall do so; and it is not my intention to trouble the headmaster with you. I shall, in all cases, deal with you personally.” 
  Mr. Quelch pointcd to a chair with the cane, 
  “Bend over that chair, Tracy!” 
  Gilbert breathed hard, and did not move. 
  “Bend over!” thundered Mr. Quelch, in a voice ‘that made Gilbert jump. 
  He advanced towards the new junior and Gilbert bent over the chair, just an time to avoid an outstretched hand. 
  What followcd was painful. It was painful to Wharton and Nugent to on it; possibly it was painful to Mr. Quelch; but it was undoubtedly most painful of all to Gilbert. 
  Never had such a whopping been administered in the Remove. Mr. Quelch did not limit himself to the customary “six.” He laid on a dozen strokes, and every one of them was a terrific swipe. 
  Gilbert’s yells rang the length of the Remove passage, and startled all the follows at prep in the studies. But not till the twelfth stroke had fallen did Mr. Quelch cease. 
  By the time the infliction was over Gilbert was a mere limp rag, howling and yelling and almost gibbering. 
  Mr. Quelch tucked the cane under his arm again. 
“The matter is now closed, Tracy,” he said. “I hope that this will be a warning to you to amend your conduct!” 
  He quitted the study. 
  Gilbert tottered to the armchair, and collapsed there, wriggling and mumbling. 
  Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent looked at him. They could not help compassionating a fellow who had been through such a terrific whopping, emphatically as he had asked for it. 
  But there was nothing to be said, and they sat down to prep again. 
  There was no prep for Gilbert that evening; neither was there any more smoking. Gilbert’s time was spent in wriggling and moaning and he was still wriggling when the Remove went to their dormitory that night. And it had probably dawned upon him that if he wanted to be sent away from Greyfriars he would have to find some other method than ragging Quelch; it had been made painfully clear to him that Quelch was not a safe man to rag! 
                THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                            Nothing Doing! 
“GILBERT speaking!” 
  Tracy was standing at Quelch’s telephone in 
Remove master’s study. 
  It was Saturday afternoon, a half-holiday, and most of the Remove fellows were thinking of Soccer. 
A pick-up game was going on Little Side, from which the captain of the Form was unavoidably absent. Harry Wharton was in his study, finishmg that tremendous imposition of five hundred lines which had been hanging over his head for days, and was now nearing completion. 
  Tracy was keen on football—the only redeeming point in his character that Harry Wharton had been able to see. But he was not thinking of football that afternoon. 
  Mr. Quelch had gone out in company with Mr. Capper, and after he was safe off the scene Gilbert had dropped into his study to ring up Oakwood Place, in Surrey. 
  The high-pitched voice of old Sir Giles came in answer. Gilbert had had to wait some time for his uncle to come to the telephone, but the old baronet was there at last. 
  “Gilbert!” repeated the wheezy voice at the other end, “Oh! Gilbert! I hope you are settling down at Greyfriars, my boy! I hope—” 
  “Can I come home?” 
  “What—what?” 
  “I’m sick of this! I can get out this afternoon, if I like! Look here, nunks, will you let mc come home ?” 
  There was a pause before the old gentleman at Oakwood Place answered. 
  “Impossible!” he said, at length. “I am sorry if you are not happy at Greyfriars, Gilbert—” 
  “I loathe the place!” snarled Gilbert. 
  “But why?” 
  “Oh, rot!  I’m fed-up to the back teeth! Will you let me come home, if I catch a train this afternoon?” 
  Another pause. It was perhaps surprising that old Giles had remained a kind, affectionate, and indulgent uncle after his experience with Gilbert at Oakwood Place. But he had, and he evidently found it difficult to refuse the request of his nephew. 
  “It is impossible, Gilbert! Surely you must understand that Mr. Quelch only agreed to take charge of you on the distinct understanding that he was not to be interfered with in any way. I gave him my word to that effect. You cannot leave the school unless Mr. Quelch should decide to send you home!” 
  “Hang Quelch!” 
  “My dear Gilbert, that is not repectful—” 
  “Look here, I’m coming home!” 
   “You must do nothing of the kind, Gilbert! I could not countenance anything of the kind! After Mr. Quelch’s kindness!” 
  “I tell you I loathe the brute!” howled Gilbert. 
   “Mr. Quelch is a dutiful and kindhearted man—”
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “If that is all you have to say, Gilbert—” 
  “Look here, I’m coming home——” 
  “If you do, Gilbert, you will be taken back to school! I leave this matter entirely in Mr. Quelch’s hands. I have promised to do so. You will simply be asking for severe punishment!” 
  “I tell you I’m coming!” 
  “Be sensible, Gilbert! Mr. Quelch will certainly take you back, and the result will be very disagreeable to you—” 
  “You can tell him to mind his own business!” 
  “I have given him my word, Gilbert.” 
  “Oh, rot!” 
  “You disrespectful young rascal—” 
  The telephone rocked as Gilbert Tracy slammed back the receiver. He stood scowling at the instrument. 
  His uncle had failed him! It was due, of course to Quelch’s influence— old Sir Giles had about as much will of his own as a lump of putty! Quelch had somehow infused a spot of his own firmness of character into him. Probably the old gentleman, unable to deal with the boy himself, and realising that he was not doing his duty in letting him go from bad to worse, had been glad to land his problem on stronger shoulders.
  Anyhow, there it was; whether at Oakwood Place or at Greyfriars School, it was Quelch who pulled the strings. It was useless to dodge away and cut off home it he was to be taken back to school to undergo another such whopping as that in Study No. 1, which he still cringed to think of. 
  Tracy gritted his teeth. 
  He was fixed at Greyfriars—unless Quelch got fed-up with him and sent him home! And his attempt at feeding-up Quelch had been a ghastly failure. Queleh was not going to get fed-up; he was going to whop the young rascal whenever he tried it on! 
  Gilbert scowled round the study. 
  Gladly he would have ragged that study, upset everything right and left, and left the room in a state of wreckage to greet Quelch’s eyes when he came in. He would have done so, without hesitation, had the result been a visit to the head and the train home! 
  But he knew that that would not the result. Any other fellow might have been turfed out for it but not Gilbert. The result for Gilbert would only be another tremendous whopping! He had had enough of that. 
  He was standing there, in savage reflection, when footsteps came up the passage to the door. 
  Gilbert gave an uneasy start. 
  He had been in the study some time— much longer than he had intended. If Quelch had come in— 
  His heart thumped uncomfortably. If Quelch found him there he would take it for granted that he was there for another “rag,” and then— 
  Almost without thinking, he backed behind the long curtains at the window, out of sight when the door opened. A moment later there was a tap at the door. 
It was not Quelch; Quelch would not tap at his own door. Gilbert concluded that it was another beak who had looked in to speak to Quelch, not knowing that he was out. The door opened, and someone stepped in. 
  He peered cautiously out behind the curtain. A black scowl settled on his face at the sight of Harry Wharton 
  The captain of the Remove did not glance towards the window. He had no suspicion that anyone was there.  He crossed to the study table and laid a sheaf of impot paper there. It was the five hundred lines for Quelch, finished at last after a long grind in Study No. 1 in the Remove. 
  Having laid the impot on the table, Wharton left the study at once, closing the door after him. 
  Gilbert scowling, stepped out from behind the curtain. He scowled at the door that had shut after the captain of the Remove, and scowled at the stack of lines that Wharton had left on his Form-master’s table. 
  Five hundred lines from the Aeneid lay there, with the name of “H. Wharton” written on the top of the first sheet. 
  Heavy as that impot was, the captain of the Remove had finished it at last, and here it was, left for Mr. Quelch to find, but lying, as it happened, at the mercy of the young rascal who disliked Mr. Quelch’s head boy almost as much as he disliked Mr. Quelch. 
  Gilbert Tracy breathed quickly as he stood looking at the sheaf of Latin lines. A sneering, sardonic grin came over his face and his eyes glinted. 
  That lengthy impot had cost the captain of the Remove a good many hours of weary labour. The malicious young rascal would gladly have given him the trouble of re-writing it—as certainly he would have to do if Quelch did not find it in his study. 
  He hesitated, but it was only for a few moments. It seemed safe enough for who could guess that he had had a hand in the matter? He gathered up the stack of lines, crammed them carefully out of sight under his jacket, and stepped away from the table. 
  There had been nothing doing, so far as his uncle at Oakwood Place was concerned. But his visit to the study had not, after all, been fruitless, and there was a sour grin on Gilbert’s face as he crossed to the study door. 
           THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                   An Unexpected Discovery! 
“I SAY, old chap——”
    “Can’t stop!”
  “Stop a minute!  I say, what is he up to?” asked Billy Bunter eagerly. 
  Harry Wharton, as he turned the corner coming away from Masters’ Passage, almost ran into the fat Owl of the Remove 
  Bunter’s fat paw clutched at his sleeve.
  Harry Wharton was anxious to get to the changing-room to join his chums in a spot of football before tea, after that weary grind in his study at Latin lines. But he stopped. 
  “What’s who up to, fathead?” he asked. “What do you mean? Cut it short!” 
  “I mean Tracy. What is he doing in Quelch’s study?” asked Bunter eagerly. “Is he fixing up a cord again for the old bean to fall over! Froggy got it last time. He, he, he !” 
  Harry Wharton stared at the fat Owl. As he had just come away from Quelch’s study, and had seen no one therein, he was astonished. 
  “Tracy’s not in Quelch’s study, fathead!” he said. “I’ve just been there— nobody’s there.” 
  “Look here, you can tell me.” 
argued Bunter. “I’m not going to give the chap away. He’s there all right— I know that. I saw him watehing Quelch like a cat when he went out with Capper. He, he, he! Then he cut into Quelch’s study.” 
  “If he did, he’s gone again.” 
  “He jolly well hasn’t, because I’ve been here ever since waiting for him to pass, and he hasn’t passed.” declared Bunter. “He couldn’t get out at the window; everybody in the quad would see him. He’s there all right.” 
  “Rot! He isn’t!” answered Harry. 
  “You silly ass, why can’t you tell me?” demanded Bunter. “You must have seen him when you went in with your lines!” 
  “He wasn’t there, ass 
  “Yah!” retorted Bunter. “I jolly well know he is ! I don’t see why you can’t tell me what he’s up to.” 
  Harry Wharton stared at him. He had seen no one in the Remove master’s study, and had not supposed for a moment that anyone was there. But Wharton realised that a fellow in forbidden precincts might very likely dodge out of sight at the sound of a footstep. 
  He compressed his lips. 
  After that tremendous whipping in Study No. 1 it seemed to him unlikely that even Gilbert would think of ragging Quelch again. But if he was at it, it was up to any fellow who wished him well to stop him if he could. He could hardly escape detection. Quelch would know at once who had ragged him, if there was a rag, and the result would be serious and painful. 
The captain of the Remove stood in doubt. 
He told himself that it was no business of his. He wanted to keep clear of the fellow, and have nothing to do with him. But he could not forget the promise he had made to his uncle. A fellow had to keep a promise, howsoever disagreeable, and it was up to him. 
  He wanted to cut off and join his friends at football, and he did not want to have anything to do or say to Gilbert Tracy. But he made up his mind to do what he did not want to do. 
  “Look here, you ass, are you sure “ he asked. 
But without waiting for Bunter to answer, he turned and walked back up the passage. It was easy enough to look into Quelch’s study again and ascertain whether Gilbert was there. If he was. it was very doubtful whether he would listen to words of friendly advice; but it was up to Wharton to do what he could. 
  That Tracy was in the study was soon proved; for, before he reached the door, it opened a few indies, and Tracy’s face peered out. 
  He was about to leave the study, and 
was looking out to see whether the coast was clear before he did so. 
  He gave a violent start at the sight of Harry Wharton coming back. 
  Wharton started, too. 
  Obviously Gilbert had been in the study when he went in to place his lines there, for here he was. 
  Wharton hurried on towards him. 
  “You ass!” he said, in a low voice. “Cut off quick! Hacker’s in his study, and if he saw you here—” 
  Gilbert gave him a bitter look. He had had to take the chance of a “beak” being in the passage; but he had never dreamed of Wharton coming back. He could not imagine what had brought him back there. 
  He did not speak. With a scowling brow be passed him and went down the passage, passing a grinning fat Owl at the corner. 
  Harry Wharton stood at Quelch’s door—again in doubt. Tracy had been in that study, and he did not doubt that it had been to play some trick similar to the one for which he had been so severely punished. He was gone now, and Wharton was tempted to follow and dismiss the matter from his mind. 
  But he paused. 
  He had promised—against the grain, it was true; but he had promised to sec the fellow through so far as he could. If he had played some mad trick in Quelch’s study the consequences were certain, as well as severe, and it might be possible to undo what he had done. 
  He stepped into the study and closed the door. 
A searching glance round the room revealed no sign of a “rag.” There was no cord stretched for Quelch to fall over when he came in—the books and papers on the table did not seem to have been disturbed—nothing was amiss, so far as Wharton could see—till, as he glanced more closely at the table. Then he gave a jump as be saw that his stack of lines was no longer where he had placed it. 
  He stared blankly. 
  He had laid those lines on the writing-table to meet Quelch’s eyes when he came in. That Saturday afternoon was the latest period of grace. If the lines were not handed in that day they would be doubled, and the prospect. of a thousand lines to write was rather staggering, It was for that reason that Wharton had slogged at the impot that afternoon instead of joining his friends on the football field. 
  And the lines were gone! 
  Tracy had been in the study. Tracy was gone, and the lines were gone! The young rascal had taken them away with him, to land the fellow he disliked in a row with Quelch. 
  Wharton set his teeth. 
  There was no doubt about what had happened, because it was the only thing that could have happened. 
  His eyes gleamed with anger. Whatever else Tracy had done in that study, he had done this! And had not Wharton, mindful of his promise, intervened to do him a good turn if he could, he would not have discovered it. But he had discovered it now! 
  The young rascal had taken his lines—evidently to destroy them in some safe spot. 
  Harry Wharton ran across the study to the door, and fairly flew into the passage. Heedless of the fact that juniors were expected to walk with circumspection in those sacred precincts; he raced down the passage to the corner. 
  Tracy was out of sight; but a fat figure was there, and a pair of spectacles turned on Wharton with eager inquiry. 
“1 say, what—” began Bunter. 
“Tracy passed you?” panted Harry. 
“Yes, a minute ago. What—” 
“Where did he go?” 
“He went up to the studies. But what—” 
  But there was no answer for the inquisitive Owl. Harry Wharton ran on like the wind, leaving the fat junior blinking. 
         THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                  Mysterious To Mauly! 
LORD MAULEVERER grinned. 
  He did not stir. 
  So far from stirring, the sound of his study door opening was a warning to Mauly to keep as still a mouse. 
  His lazy lordship, who was popularly supposed in the Remove to be almost too lazy to breathe, was taking a rest in an armchair in his study. 
  That armchair had a high back, and the high back was turned towards the door. Reposing elegantly in that deep and comfortable chair, Mauly was quite invisible to any fellow who opened the study door and looked in. Which was what Mauly wanted. 
  The happy slacker of the Remove was enjoying a happy slack. There had been several callers at Study No. 12 but they had been, so to speak, turned empty away. 
  Bob Cherry had looked in to haul off his lordship to footer practice—and departed not knowing that he was there. Billy Bunter had blinked in to borrow half a crown on account of a postal-order he was expecting; but neither Bunter’s eyes nor his big spectacles had penetrated the high, solid back of the armchair, and he had retired baffled. Fisher T. Fish had looked in, with an article he had bought from a Fourth Form man for two shillings, and hoped to sell to Mauly for ten. But Fishy had guessed, reckoned and calculated that the goob was elsewhere, as he saw nothing of him. Two or three other fellows had looked in, but, getting the same impression, had passed on; and MauIy was still happily undisturbed. Now the study door opened again—quickly, and without a knock! And Lord Mauleverer grinned, and remained doggo. 
  Very likely it was Bunter on the prowl again, or, worse still, some strenuous ass who wanted to drag Mauly off to the footer. Whoever it was, Lord Mauleverer did not want to see him; and he did not see him. 
  But this visitor, whoever he was, did not glance into the study, and pass on, as the former ones had done. 
  He stepped in. 
  Had he stepped past the armchair, and glanced at it, he must have seen his lazy lordship there. Mauly dreaded, for a moment, that that was what was going to happen. In his mind’s eye he saw some exuberant fellow like Bob Cherry dragging him out of his happy repose. 
  But it was not so bad as that. 
  The newcomer did not approach the armchair. He stepped towards he window, under which was a box-seat, dignified by the name of an ottoman. On that box-seat was a large cushion which covered its whole extent, the width of a wide window. 
  Mauly in astonishment, heard a sound which indicated that that cushion had been lifted. Then it dropped again. 
  Then the footsteps recrossed to the door, which had been left open; passed out of the study, and the door was quickly shut. 
  Lord Mauleverer sat astonished. 
  He was interested, chiefly, in remaining undiscovered in that armchair till tea-time, when he had to exert himself to the extent of having his tea! But he could not help being a little interested, too, in the extraordinary incident that had just occurred. 
Who had entered his study he did not know. But why any fellow should enter a fellow’s study, lift a cushion and put it back again, and then clear, was a deep mystery—unless there was a lunatic at large in Greyfriars School. 
Mauly exerted himself to the extent of lifting a lazy head and glancing towards the window-seat. 
It presented its usual aspect to the eye. The long, wide cushion lay on the box-seat, looking quite undisturbed. A suspicion crossed Mauly’s mind that Skinner might have dropped in to place a drawing-pin there, business-end upward. Skinner of the Remove was given to unpleasant tricks like that! But there was no sign of a drawing-pin, or anything else. 
But further reflection caused another grin to dawn on Mauly’s face. 
  He remembered Billy Bunter, and the manners and customs of that attractive youth. 
  If the grub-raider of the Remove had been spotted walking off with a tin of toffees, or a packet of chocolate, he might have been in want of a hiding-place for the same, till the hue-and-cry was over. Such things had happened—more than once! 
And Mauly chuckled at the idea of the fat Owl hiding his plunder in that study, almost under his eyes, not knowing that he was there!
  If that was the explanation of the strange incident, Bunter was not going to recover his plunder. That plunder was going back to its owner! 
  Mauly had little doubt that he had spotted the solution of the mystery. 
  The lifting and replacing of the cushion meant that something had been hidden under it. That was it! 
  And Lord Mauleverer detached himself from the armchair and stepped to the window-seat to see what it was that had been parked under the cushion 
  Grinning, he lifted the cushion, fully expecting to behold a tin of toffee, a box of chocolates, or a packet of butterscotch, or something of the kind. 
  But what he saw made him jump, 
  It was no comestible that was hidden there—nothing in Billy Bunter’s line at all! it was a stack of impot paper, covered with Latin lines. 
  Lord Mauleverer gazed at it, dumbfounded. 
  The ghost of a Latin imposition could hardly have startled his lordship more. 
  “Good gad!” murmured Mauly. 
  It was a hefty imposition—more than a dozen sheets, fastened at the corner. Mauly knew the hand in which it was written—Harry Wharton’s. It was, in fact, Whartons five hundred lines for Quelch—evidently snaffled by some person unknown, and parked out of sight under the big cushion on the box-seat in Study No. 12! But for the fact, unknown to the snaffler, that Mauly was in the study, it would have remained undiscovered and unsuspected there—for that big, heavy cushion on the box-seat was not often shifted. 
  His lordship gazed at that stack of lines. He gazed in 
And, as he stood gazing and wondering what the dickens it could mean, the sound of voices reached him from the Remove passage’

                THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER

                           Gilbert Gets Wet!

Gilbert Tracy breathed rather quickly, as Harry Wharton came, at a run, across the landing at the end of the Remove passage.
  But he was quite cool.
  Why Wharton had returned to Quelch’s study, after
leaving his lines there, he did not know; but he had no doubt that Harry would miss the lines at once from where he had placed them.
  Gilbert had lost no time.  He had cut up to the Remove with the lines hidden under his jacket.  There was no time to destroy them—he expected to hear the captain of the Remove on his track any minute. He could not venture to hide them in his own study, which was also Wharton’s.  But to hide them in another study—at present unoccupied—was easy!  They could remain there till he had leisue to deal with them —later, when the coast was clear.
  He knew—or, at least he thought he knew—one study that was empty, for he had seen two or three fellows look into No. 13 that afternoon and turn away.
  So there was—or, at least, should have been—no doubt that the occupants of the study were out!
  Gilbert had lost no time—and he soon saw that he had none to lose; for, as he moved away from Mauly’s study, he sighted Harry Wharton in the distance, on the Remove landing, breathless from running up the stairs.
  Wharton ran into the passage, and glanced into Study No. 1.  Finding it empty, he glanced up the passage and saw Gilbert.  Then he came up the passage, breathless, his eyes flashing.
  “You cur!” he panted.
  Gilbert raised his eyebrows.
  He had got rid of the lines. They were in a safe place.  Whatever Wharton chose to suspect, he had no proof that Gilbert knew anything about the lines.
  “Hallo, what’s biting you?” asked Gilbert.
  “Where are my lines?”
  “Your what?”
  “My lines, you rat!” panted Wharton.  “You took them away from Quelch’s study.  What have you done with them?”
  “Dreaming?” asked Gilbert pleasantly.
  “Will you hand over these lines?” roared Wharton. “Do you think I don’t know that you snaffled them from Quelch’s study, you cur?”
  Gilbert laughed.
  “Is it any use telling you that I don’t know, any more than I care, anything about your lines?” he asked.
  “None at all!  You were in Quelch’s study—”
  “Fellows have dropped in to a Beak’s study to borrow a telephone before now, I believe!  Are you going to tell Quelch?”  sneered Gilbert.
  “You were there when I brought my lines in—”
  “If you took your lines there, aren’t they there now?”
  “No!”
  Gilbert laughed again.
  “Then I fancy you’ll have some trouble making Quelch believe that you took them there at all!  Too thin, old man.”
  “What do you mean, you cad?”
  “I heard Bunter tell Quelch the other day that he had done his lines, but they blew out of the study window!” said Gilbert.  “Quelch did not swallow it!  Are you taking a leaf out of Bunter’s book?”
  Harry Wharton clenched his hands’
  “You saw the lines there, and took them away!”  he said.  “You must have had them about you, when I came back and found you leaving. Where are they now?”
  “Like to look through my pockets?” asked Gilbert, banteringly.
  “What have you done with them?”
  “Nothing, old bean!  Never even seen them, let alone touched them!  Are you making up this yarn for Quelch, or what?”
  “You know I left the lines there—”
   “I don‘t!” contradicted Gilbert, “and, if you want me to put it plain, I don’t believe you did.  If you put them there, they’re there now!”
  “They are not there now, and you must have taken them!”
  Gilbert shrugged his shoulders.
  “Tell Quelch that, and see what luck you have!” he drawled. “The dear man has a down on me, and I dare say you’re banking on it; but even Quelch will want something in the way of proof.”
  Harry Wharton stood looking at him. He had taken it for granted, without a shadow of doubt, that Gilbert had “snaffled” that impot. But there was , certainly, no actual proof.  There seemed to be no doubt in the matter; yet it was hard to believe that the fellow was looking at him in the face and uttering a series of barefaced falsehoods.
  “Do you say that you did not touch the lines?”  he asked.
  “I’m ready to say so to Quelch, if you like!”  answered Gilbert.  “If you’re going to keep up this game, we’ll go together when he comes in.  My dear chap, think again!  You can’t expect to get by with this.”
  “My lines are gone—”
  “Pile it on!”
  “You lying cad!”  roared Wharton, his temper breaking out. “You took my lines from Quelchy’s study, and you’ve hidden them somewhere—”
  “Go it!”
  The door of Study No.12 opened, and Lord Mauleverer looked out, with a faint smile on his face.
  “Lines missin’, what?” he asked gently.
  Gilbert spun round as if electrified. He stared blankly at Mauly, in his study doorway, his eyes bulging from his head.  Obviously that study had not been, as he supposed, unoccupied, when he crept in to hide the lines under the cushion on the box seat.
  “Oh!” gasped Gilbert.
  He was utterly taken aback.
  Lord Mauleverer smiled.  He knew now who the fellow was who had crept into his study a few minutes ago.
  “My lines are missing, Mauly!” said Harry Wharton. “Somebody’s taken them from Quelch’s study—”
  “Anythin’ like this lot?” asked Lord Mauleverer. He held up a sheet of impot paper, covered with Latin lines.
  Harry Wharton jumped.
  “That’s it!  What the dickens—”
  Man came tricklin’ in a few minutes ago, and parked them under a cushion in my study!” drawled Mauleverer. “ I fancy he never saw me sittin’ in the armchair.  Did you, Tracy?”
  Gilbert gritted his teeth.
  “So you were in the study, you fool!”  he snarled.  “I never saw you.”
   “Yaas!” smiled Lord Mauleverer.
   Harry Wharton turned to Tracy again, his hands clenched, and his eyes gleaming. 
  “Now you cur, are you denying that you took my lines from Quelch’s study?” he said, between his teeth. 
  Gilbert gritted his teeth, and was silent. It was not much use denying it further. The captain of the Remove came towards him, with gleaming eyes, and Gilbert backed away. 
  “Hands off, you rotter!”  he snarled. “It was only a joke, anyhow 
  “Was it?” said Wharton savagely. “If it was, it’s a joke you won’t play on a fellow again in a hurry. You’re going to have a lesson about playing foul tricks to land a fellow in a row.” 
  The next moment Gilbert was struggling in his grasp. 
  Struggling and panting, Tracy was hurled along the passage, to the tap at the end. He yelled as his head was twisted under the tap, and the tap turned on. 
There was a rush of water, and Gilbert writhed and wriggled under it. He struggled and kicked frantically. 
  But there was no help for him. Lord Mauleverer, with the impot in his hand, looked on grinning. Wharton’s face was set and savage. He had had a narrow escape of a “row” with Quelch, and a thousand lines. Gilbert Tracy was going to have a lesson—and he had it! 
  He was held under the tap in a grip of iron. He yelled, and kicked, and struggled, and raved. But he was held, and the water swished and streamed and swamped. Three or four Remove fellows came along to stare. Gilbert’s frantic howls woke the echoes of alt the studies. 
  Wharton did not heed them. Not till the wretched trickster was almost half-drowned, did he turn off the tap and fling Gilbert away, sprawling on the door, drenched and dripping, gasping and spluttering and howling. 
  “Take that as a tip, you cur!” he said. 
  “Urrrggh!” gurIed Gilbert. “Oooogh! Urrrggh!”
“Thanks, old man!” said Harry, as he took the impot from Lord Mauleverer. “Lucky you saw that cad at his game, old chap.” 
  Lord Mauleverer chuckled. 
  “I never saw him,” he explained. “1 can’t see through the back of an armchair, any more than Tracy can. I fancy Tracy took it for granted that I’d seen him, or he wouldn’t have owned up, what?” 
  Harry Wharton stared at him for a moment, and then laughed. 
  Gilbert was left gasping and spluttering, as Wharton went down the stairs, the impot in his hand, to be taken back to Quelch’s study. 
  Gilbert was not likely to meddle with it again! Gilbert was tottering away to the Remove dormitory for a towelling and a change, and he was likely to be busy for some time—even if he was feeling disposed for further trickery, which he probably was not!

             THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.

                              At It Again! 

“I SAY, you fellows— He, he, he!” 
  Mr. Quelch made a movement of annoyance. 
It was a mild, warm afternoon for 
had taken a sheaf of which he had to correct and seated himself on a bench under the old elm, in a quiet spot. 
  In that quiet spot Quelch went over Latin proses, marking them, and enjoying the fresh air at the same time. 
  So it was rather annoying to hear on the other side of the big trunk, against which the bench backed. Really, juniors might have found some other spot to chatter after class. It was annoying. 
  Still, Quelch was a reasonable man. Juniors had a right to talk, in the quad, if they liked, and evidently they did not know that he was there. So the Remove master possessed his soul in patience, and hoped that they would pass on, leaving him in peace and quiet. 
But they did not! Billy Bunter’s fat squeak caused the fellows whom he addressed to come to a halt, at a little distance from the big elm. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”. came Bob Cherry’s cheery roar. “What’s the latest, old fat man? Hold on, you fellows, and listen to the latest keyhole news!” 
   Mr. Quelch smiled faintly as he heard that. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” squeaked Bunter. 
  “Cough it up!” said Bob. “First of all, whose keyhole did you stop at, by pure accident?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Beast! I say, you fellows— He, he, he! Tracy’s at it again!” chuckled Bunter. “I say, he’s the chap to ask for it ain’t he?” 
  “Job for you, Wharton—you’re looking after that swab!” said Johnny Bull. “I’d rather boot him myself !” 
  “Bother him!” said Harry. “What is the disgruntled ass up to now, I wonder?” 
  “He’s after old Quelch again!” chuckled Bunter, little dreaming that the ears of  “old Quelch” caught every word on the other side of the elm not ten feet away. “Ragging his books in the Form-room—he, he, he!” 
  “Rot!” said Nugent. 
  “I saw him!” chortled Bunter. “I wondered what he was sneaking back to the Form-room for. I say, Quelch left his Virgil on his desk in the Form room, and Tracy’s tearing it up.” 
  Mr. Quelch’s face set like iron when he heard that. 
  “Oh, rot!” said Harry. “Tracy wouldn’t be such a fool. Quelch will jump to it at once that he did it. He knew who tied that cord in his study last week.” 
  “Well, he was tearing a page out of it, anyhow.” said Bunter. “I tell you, I saw him! He put the page in   pocket.” 
  “He tore a page out of one of Quelch’s books, and put it in his pocket!” repeated Harry Wharton 
  “Yes, he jolly well did!” 
  “What utter rot! A minute ago you said he was tearing it up.” 
  “Well, I meant—” 
  “Yes, I know what you meant, you fat ass! You meant to pull our leg!” 
“I tell you I saw him, through the crack of the door I” hooted Bunter. “He jolly nearly copped mc when he caine out I I hooked it just in time. I didn’t want a row with the cad. He might have made out ttiat, I was watching him or something—you know what a cad he is!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Of course, I thought he was going to tear up the lot when he started,” said Bunter. “But he just tore out one page, and put it in his pocket. I say, you fellows, what do you think he’s up to? Not much of a rag, tearing out one page! Quelch may not miss it at all, you know!” 
  “Perhaps the bit we’re doing in Form to-morrow.” said Bob Cherry. “That would make Quelch bark if it 
was missing.” 
  “The barkfulness would be terrific!” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Oh, that’s it, of course!” said Bunter. “He, he, he! I say, you fellows, I shall watch old Quelch”s face when we’re on con in the morning! He, he, he! I say, it’s rather a lark on old Quelch, ain’t it?” 
  “When Tracy’s been here a little longer he will learn not to lark with Quelch!” said Bob. “I’d as soon lark with a jolly old tiger in the jungle! Keep your silly head shut about it, you fat ass!” 
  “Of course, I’m not going to give the fellow away.” said Bunter. “I’ve not mentioned it to anybody, except Toddy and Smith and Kipps and Wibley and Manly and Micky Desmond and you fellows—” 
  “Is that all?” gasped Bob. 
  “Yes, that’s all, old chap. I’m not a fellow to tattle, I hope.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “But, I say, you fellows, it will be rather a lark to watch old Quelch’s face in the morning—what? He, he, be! But, I say, there’s something else I was going to mention to you fellows. I told you I was expecting a postal order, didnt I?” 
  “Help!” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass, you know! I say, it hasn’t come— I say, don’t walk away while a fellow’s talking to you!” roared Bunter. 
  But the Famous Five did walk away quite quickly, and the fat Owl of the Remove was heard to grunt as he rolled after them. 
  Mr. Quelch sat quite still. 
  None of the juniors had had the remotest idea that he was there, on the other side of the elm. He had heard this entirely by accident, and in such matters Mr. Quelch was very particular. He could not, and he would not, take official note of anything that reached his ears, not intended for them. 
  But his lips were set in a tight line as he resumed marking Latin papers. 
  It was some time later that he gathered up his papers and walked back to the House. 
  He did not go to his study, but to the ‘Remove Form-room.  
  He was not going to take official note of what Tracy had done, as he had learned of it in such a way but he was going to ascertain exactly what it was that the young rascal had done, and set the matter right. The Remove were dealing that term with a certain section of the Aeneid, and if a necessary page was missing when Quelch came to take his Form it would be very annoying— for Mr. Quelch did not share in the very least Billy Bunter’s opinion that it would be rather a lark. 
  The Aeneid lay on his desk where he had left it. He picked it up and examined it. 
  His brows knitted as he turned page after page. Not a verse of that great poem was missing. The section destined for “con” in the morning was intact. Then he discovered that a page actually was missing—but that it was the title-page. 
  It had been removed carefully, displaying no sign of a tear; and, but for the fact that he was examining the book, he would hardly have been likely to miss it, as he was not likely to open Virgil at the title page. 
  He blinked at the, volume. 
  Evidently it was the title-page that Bunter had seen Tracy tearing from the book; but why Tracy had done it was a mystery. Such a trivial trick could hardly be called a “rag.” It damaged the book to some extent, but the loss of the title-page was no great loss. Really it did not matter very much whether the title-page was there or not, for any practical purposes. 
  “Bless my soul!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  He was quite puzzled as he laid the volume down again. The matter was hardly worth notice, even if it had come to his knowledge officially. Mr. Quelch dismissed it from his mind as he left the Form- room—though he was to be reminded of it later in quite a startling way. 

                THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.

                               The Deep End! 

Hee stared. 
He frowned—with a terrific frown that was worthy of the Lord High Executioner! 
  He stared at a paper that was pinned on his table with a drawing-pin, it caught his eye as he entered his study. 
  “Ciel!” gasped Mossoo. 
  Wrath gathered on his Gallic brow: which was not surprising, considering what was traced on the paper in large capital letters.
 
          “ALLEZ VOUS EN, PETIT COCHON!” 
 
 Mossoo trembled with rage. 
  Such a message as “Get, out, little pig!” might have annoyed any master; and Mossoo was a very sensitive little gentleman. Mossoo was small and nervy and excitable, and, perhaps for those reasons. had a very touchy sense of his own dignity; and at the present time he was particularly sensitivc. His nose was still a little painful from his tumble in Mr. Quelch’s study, and his dignity was also in a painful state on that account. He had had, of course, to accept Mr. Quelch’s assurance that that trick had been played by a Remove junior, who had been severely punished for the same; but the incident lingered disagreeably in his touchy mind. 
  “Allez vous en, petit cochon!” stared him in the face from his own table in his own study! His sallow face was crimson, his little pointed beard brsitled with wrath. 
  Who had left this insulting message for him? 
  As he had not been in his study for the last two or three hours it might have been anybody. But Mossoo was going to find out if he could. He detached the drawing-pins and picked up the sheet of paper. 
It. looked like a leaf torn out of some school book; blank on one side where the message had been written, but Mossoo could see that there was printing on the other side. Quite possibly that would afford a clue to the owner— and Mossoo was prepared, if necessary, to demand a scrutiny of every school book at Greyfriars to discover the one from which that page was missing. 
  But as he turned the sheet and glanced at the printed side Mossoo jumped almost clear of the floor. 
  It was the title-page of a volume of Virgil’s AEneid.   
  At the top of the page was written the owner’s name in a well-known clear hand. 
 
                     “H. S. Quelch 
 
 “Le miserable!” gasped Monsieur Charpentier. 
  He breathed rage. 
  That trick with the tied cord in the study—lie had taken Quelch’s word about that. And now—this 
Quelch! 
  A Form-master—a middle-aged Form-master—playing schoolboy tricks with a cord, and then inscribing an insulting message to a colleague! It was incredible; but to Mossoo, in a state of outraged dignity and wrath, it was only too clear. 
  That page had been torn out of Quelch’s book and left in Mossoo’s study with an insulting mage written on it. What could be clearer—at least, to an excitable and touchy little gentleman who was only too liable to go off at the deep end? 
  “Le scelerat!” gasped Mossoo. “Le miserable! Cochon, petit cochon—rnoi! Moi, Henri Charpentier, petit cochon! Alions!” 
  He crumpled the offending page in his hand and rushed from the study. 
  He knew now Quelch had done this —Quelch had insulted him! Mossoo was not a man to be insulted! Not Mossoo! 
  He did the passage in a whirl. He reached Quelch’s study door and hurled it open. He flew in like an excited turkey-cock. 
  Mr. Quelch, at his writing-table, started to his feet. 
  “Monsieur Charpentier!” he exclaimed in amazement. 
  “Cochon !” roared Mossoo. 
  “Wha-a- at!” 
  “Peeg!” 
   “What?” gasped Mr. Quelch. 
   “Grand cochon!” yelled Monsieur Charpentier, almost dancing round the astounded Remove master’s study in his rage and excitement. “Peeg! Big pig! If I, Henri Charpentier, am little pig, you are big pig! Cochon! Cochon! Cochon!” 
  Mr. Quelch gazed at him, dumbfounded. 
  Mossoo was often excitable. Mr. Quelch had little patience with foreign excitability; he had no use whatever for gesticulations.  But this was far 
beyond Mosoo’s usual limit. He seemed absolutely frantic. He danced with rage; he waved both hands—he almost waved his legs as well—and he yelled; he shrieked. 
  “Miserable! Miserable Miserable !” 
  “Goodness gracious!” gasped Mr. Quelch. “What—what—whatever is the matter, Monsieur Charpentier? Are you ill?” Quelch nearly said “mad,” but he made it “ill” just in time. 
  “Cochon! Miserable! Scelerat! Coquin!” roared Froggy. 
  “For goodness’ sake, what——”
  “Suis-je cochon “ yelled Monsieur Charpentier. “Je vous demande! Suis le cochon? Is it zat one calls me leetle peeg? I ask!” 
  “Oh!” gasped Mr. Quelch. He thought he understood. “some Remove boy—has some boy dared—” 
  “C’est vous!” yelled Monsieur Charpentier. “Vous vou-meme ! Vous osez—you dare! You zink zat I tolerate zis, you mauvais Quelch! Non! Non! Jamais! I hit you viz one fist on ze nose!” 
  Mr. Quelch backed just in time, and the enraged Frenchman reached across the table. He bounded up, his chair flying backwards. 
  “Are you mad?” he shrieked. 
  “Mat? Non, non! It is you zat is mat to zink zat I vill sit for zis!” Mossoo probably meant “stand.” “I sit for it not! Jamais! Vous in’insultez! Mais oul I I strike you with one fist !“ 
  “For goodness’ sake, calm yourself!” shrieked Mr. Quelch, dodging round one side of the table as the excited Frenchman came rushing round the other. “Monsieur Charpentier, calm yourself! Control your temper—” 
  “Mais jamais!  Suis-je petit cochon?” roared Monsieur Charpentier. “Scelerat! Miserable! Lache! I hit you sur le nez—on ze nose—Viz one fist! I hit you veree hard on ze nose—” 
  “Keep off!” raved Mr. Quelch. 
  He circled the study table, with the French master in frantic pursuit. Mr. Quelch could have picked up the little man and tossed him out of the study, but he was naurally reluctant to adopt such measures. He hopped round the table, and Mossoo hopped after him. Thrice they had circled it, when Mr. Prout’s astounded face looked in at the door. 
  “In Heaven’s name, what is the matter?” gasped Prout. “You can be heard in all the studies, Mr. Quelich!  Monsieur Charpentier! What—what is——”
  “Hold him! Hold him, Prout!” stuttered Mr. Quelch. “He has, I fear, gone mad! Hold him! I will help you!”
  “Miserable!” 
  “Monsieur Charpentier—” gurgled Prout. 
  “Scelerat!” 
  “I beg you 
  “Cochon!” 
  Prout strode in. It was clearly a time for vigorous measures. Prout placed his portly bulk between Monsieur Charpentier and Mr. Quelch and pushed the excited Frenchman back. A push from Prout, with sixteen stone behind it, was too much for Mossoo. He staggered and sat down. And Mr. Quelch, in quite a dizzy state, leaned on the table and gasped for breath. 

            THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER. 

                           Brought To Book! 

“I SAY, you fellows,” gasped Billy Bunter, “just listen!” 
  The fellows did not need Bunter to tell them. 
  An amazed and startled crowd was gathering at the corner of Masters’ Passagc. Prout had said that Mossoo could be heard in all the studies, but he could, in point of fact, be heard almost all over the House. Fellows of all Forms gathered from near and far. 
  “Listen to him!” breathed Bob Cherry. 
  It was a howl from Quelch’s study: 
  “Laissez-moi passer, vous Prout! I hit him viz ze fist—”  
“Sir, be calm—calm!” 
“Non-jamais!” 
“Mad as a hatter!” said Temple of the Fourth, in wonder. “Gone right off his rocker!” 
  “I say, you fellows, he’s going to punch Quelch!  He, he, he!” 
  “What on earth can be up?” exclaimed Harry Wharton 
“The upfulness appears to be terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Mais je vous dis, I hit him vis one fist!” came Mossoo’s yell. Is it zat I am small cochon?  Vat? Je vous demande, vous Prout?” 
  “He’s going it, ain’t he?” grinned Gilbert Tracy.
  “Have you had a finger in this?” he asked.
  “Eh?  What’s put that into your head?” asked Gilbert cheerfully.
  “Well, you had last time when Froggy took a tumble—”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  There he goes again!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
  “Suis-je petit cochon!” Zat Quelch—he call me one small pig—”
  “The man must be out of his senses!” gasped the Remove master. “What can have put such an idea into his head? Monsieur Charpentier, listen—pray listen!  I assure you that I have never—never—never uttered such an expression!”
  “You do not utter him, miserable; you write him on one note, and place in my study!” howled Monsieur Charpentier. “Vous Prout!  You look at zis!   You look—voyez donc—voyez!  Zen you say vat you zink!”
  Monsieur Charpentier held the paper under his portly nose, and he stared blankly at the message written thereon.
  “Good Heavens!” gasped Prout. “Can you imagine that Mr. Quelch—”
  “Are you insane, sir!” roared Quelch. “How can you imagine for one single instant that I—I—“
  “Mais c’est vrai!” howled Monsieur Charpentier. “Voyez donc—is not zat ze name of Quelch?”
  He turned over the sheet. The title-page of Virgil’s Aeneid was revealed with the name “H.S. Quelch” written thereon.
  “I did not write that!” roared Mr. Quelch. “You are utterly and inconceivably stupid to imagine for one moment that I could have done so.”
  “Zat paper—”
  “Your name is on that page, Quelch. It is a title-page from one of your books!” boomed Prout. “Then how—”
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Harry Wharton, as he heard that from the passage. He began to guess how the matter lay, remembering what the Owl of the Remove had related that afternoon in the quad.
  “Cannot you understand?” shrieked Mr. Quelch. “A boy—a young rascal—an unscrupulous young scoundrel—has purloined that page from one of my books, in order to insult Monsieur Charpentier, and cause this absurd disturbance.”
  “Oh!” gasped Prout,  “Some wretched trickster—”
  “How could it be anything else?” snapped Mr. Quelch.
  “Mais, je crois—”
  “Your name was on that page, Quelch.  Really, what was Monsieur Charpentier to think—”
  “Nonsense!” roared Mr. Quelch.
  “Really,  Quelch—”
  “I repeat, nonsense!  Monsieur Charpentier has acted like a foolish and unthinking bloclhead, and, if you can find any excuse for him, Mr. Prout, I am bound to say—”
  “You have said enough, Quelch” interrupted Mr. Prout, with great dignity.  “I will retire from this scene.”
  Prout, greatly offended, rolled out.
  But Prout’s presence on the scene was no longer needed. Monsieur Charpentier was calming down.
  “You say zat you did not write him!”  he ejaculated. “You did not stick him on ze table in my study?”
  “I tell you it as a page torn from one of my books, and the young rascal who has played this trick shall repent it!”
  Mr Quelch stepped to the door. He stared, or rather glared, at the breathless crowd at the corner.
  “Wingate!” he snapped.
  “Yes, sir!”
  “Please find Tracy of my Form and bring him here at once!”
  “Tracy!  Tracy is here, sir!  Come with me, Tracy!”
  Tracy’s grinning face lost its grin. He was looking apprehensive as he followed the prefect to Mr. Quelch’s study.  There was an excited squeak from Billy Bunter.
  “I say, you fellow, how did Quelch know it was Tracy?  Have you fellows been talking?”
  “You must have, you fat ass!” said Bob. “Quelch jolly well knows anyhow! My hat! I don’t envy Tracy now!”
  “Serve him right!” grunted Johnny Bull.
  Tracy stepped unwillingly in to his Form-master’s study.
  Mr. Quelch eyed him a good deal like a basilisk. His cane was in his hand now.
  Monsieur Charpentier, kindly show Tracy that paper. Tracy, do you deny that you wrote that insulting message on a leaf taken from the book  I left on my desk in the Form room, and placed it in the French master’s study?”
  Tracy breathed hard.
  “I’ve never seen it before, sir.” he answered sullenly. “I don’t see why I should be picked on.”
  “Then I will explain.” said Quelch, in a grinding voice. “You were seen to tear a leaf from my volume of Virgil this afternoon, Tracy. And that is the leaf.”
  “Oh!” gasped Gilbert.
  “The matter came to my knowledge by chance, and I intended, therefore, to take no note of it. But now that I have discovered the use to which you have put the leaf torn from my book, Tracy, I shall deal with you. First of all, you will beg Monsieur Charpentier’s pardon for the insult to him. At once!” thundered Mr. Quelch.
  “I—I—I beg your pardon, sir!” gasped Gilbert. “I—I—”
  “C’etait-vous!” snapped Monsieur Charpentier. “Je comprends, maintenant. Mon cher Quelch, I regret zat I tink zat—”
  “You need express no regrets, sir.”
  Monsieur Charpentier, with a crimson face, whisked out of the study.
  Mr. Quelch looked at Tracy with an almost deadly glint in his eye.
  “Now, Tracy, bend over that chair!” he said. “You have had one severe lesson, Tracy, but apparently it has not had the expected effect in checking your malice and insolence. I shall now give you a more severe one. Bend over that chair!”
  The crowd in the passage dispersed. No one wanted to hear the whopping of the cane, and the yelling of the culprit. Both continued for quite a long time. It was a dismal and dolorous Gilbert that limped away from Quelch’s study when it was over.

                   *     *     *     *     *     *     *

  Harry Wharton looked into Study No. 1 in the Remove about an hour later.
  “Feeling better?” asked Harry, as sympathetically as he could.
  “Fat lot you care!” snarled Gilbert.
  “Well, for goodness sake, leave Quelch alone!” said Harry. “Have a little sense, Tracy, and leave Quelch alone!”
  “Leave him alone!” repeated Gilbert, with a glitter in his eyes. “You’ll see!  It’s Quelch that’s keeping me here—all Quelch!  I’ve got to stick here, so long as Quelch is a master here.  But if he goes—” 
  Harry Wharton stared at him.
  “Quelch isn’t likely to go to please you.” he said.
    “He may not be able to help it.” said Gilbert, between his teeth. “He’s got me, unless I get him. You’ll see!”
  Harry Wharton made no reply to that. He turned away, and left Gilbert to himself, and soon forgot his wild words. But he was destined to be reminded of them.
THE END.
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After writing out the insulting message, Tracy pinned the sheet of paper on Monsleur Charpentier’s
desk to catch the eye of the French master when he entered his study.
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