[image: image1.png]“THE BULLDOG BREED!”

Amazing story of the Great War by a British pilot who was taken prisoner—/nside.

eveny
SATURDAY.

S AWAY-

Hool yarn of





        
 [image: image2.png]"ANTED BY THE POLICE! Somewhere in Kent, Connict Nineteen is nown to be hiding. waiting a favourable
opportunity to flee the country.  His amasing resemblance to & master of Greyfriars pointa the tway of cscape, and
the tiunted, desporate man is not slote to faie it!

| New Long
Complete Story
of Harry Wharton
& Co., the chums.
of Greyfriars.




                             

                                   THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                           Bunter, of Course. 

“BUNTER, of course!” 
  “Oh, of course!“ 
  “That’s a cert!” 
  There was only one opinion on the subject in the Greyfriars Remove. 
  Bunter had done it 
  “Couldn’t have been anybody else!” remarked Bob Cherry. “Who else would have thought of such a stunt?”
  “Nobody!” agreed Harry Wharton.
  “But what a nerve!” added Bob. 
  “What a neck!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “The neckfulness,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “is terrific!” The whackfulness will be still morefully terrific.” 
  “No doubt about that.” said Peter Todd. “A Head’s flogging, at least.” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Poor old Bunter! Well, he’s asked for it.” 
  “He has, and no mistake.” 
  That Bunter had done it, nobody in the Remove doubted for a moment. That his delinquency would be discovered, and condignly punished, was not to be doubted, either. Bunter, in the opinion of the Remove, was “for” it! 
  It was early morning at Greyfriars; the rising-belI had not long ceased to clang. Outside Mrs. Mimble’s little tuckshop, in the corner behind the elms, quite a crowd of fellows had gathered. The news of what had happened had greeted the juniors as soon as they came down from their dormitory, and they had crowded to the spot, deeply interested. 
  Fellows of other Forms were debating who might have done it. But there was no debate in the Remove. They knew—at least, they were certain that they knew. For they knew their Bunter! If any fellow at Greyfriars had sneaked down from his dormitory in the middle of the night, and purloined tuck from the school shop, that fellow was Bunter. The matter did not admit of argument. It was Billy Bunter, and there was an end! 
  At that early hour, the school shop was not generally open. But it was open now—in fact, Mrs. Mimble had most unexpectedly found it open when she came down in the morning. The lock of the tuckshop door was an ancient one, and it was probably a decade or two since it had been in good condition. In the course of years, it had grown looser, and more rickety; indeed, for some years Mr. Mimble, the gardener, had intended to put it right. Like most jobs that are put off till tomorrow, instead of being done to-day, that little job had never got itself done. So the fellow who had plundered the school shop in the night had found his task quite easy. That ancient lock had yielded to the shove of a chisel—the pilferer had knocked, so to speak, and it had opened unto him. 
  Who could it have been but Billy Bunter? No other fellow at Greyfriars was keen enough on tuck to risk a Head’s flogging for it—even Bunter minor of the Second Form would have drawn a line at that, like as he was to his major in the Remove. Certainly, it looked as if a fellow would require a lot of nerve for such an exploit; and Billy Bunter was not of the stuff of which heroes are made. But it is well known that fools rush in where angels fear to tread: and on the subject of Bunter’s fatuousness there was no doubt. What he lacked in nerve he made up in obtuseness’ 
  It was Bunter, of course. The Removite had no idea of stating that opinion outside their own ranks; it was not for them to give the raider away. But among themselves they had no doubt of it. 
  “Where is the fat duffer?” asked Harry Wharton, looking round. 
  “Not down yet,” said Skinner, with a grin. “I dare say he needs a little extra sleep after going burgling in the night. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as a fat figure rolled into view from the direction of the Houses 
  It was not uncommon for William George Bunter, of the Remove, to be last fellow down. Generally he contrived to snatch a little extra nap after rising-bell; and if pressed for time, he could always take it out of ablutions which he sometimes cut down almost to vanishing point. His tardiness on this particular morning, however, was generally set down as the result of his nocturnal exploits. If Bunter had been abroad in the night, it was natural for him to want a little extra sleep in the morning. 
  Billy Bunter rolled up to the crowd outside the tuckshop, his little round eyes blinking inquisitively behind his big glasses. 
  “I say, you fellows, what’s up?” he asked. 
  “You don’t know, of course.” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Eh? No!” 
  “You’d better tell Quelchy that when he asks you.” chuckled Skinner. “He may believe it!” 
  Bunter blinked round the crowd of grinning faces. Certainly he did not look as if he knew what had happened; and if he was playing a part, he was playing it well. But nobody, of course, expected Bunter to own up to what he had done. 
  “I say, you fellows! Has anything happened?” 
  “Oh, draw it mild, Bunter,” said Frank Nugent. “We’re not going to give you away; but, of course, we know you did it.” 
  ‘‘The knowfulness is terrific, my esteemed fat Bunter.” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “What have you done with the tuck?” asked Squiff. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “ Tuck! What tuck?” 
  “The tuck you looted overnight.” 
  “Oh, really, Squiff—” 
  “ You can’t have bolted it all, Bunter.” said Peter Todd. “According to what Mrs. Mimble was saying, there’s a whole stack of grub gone. Even you couldn’t hold the lot!” 
  “He’s hidden it somewhere, like a dog burying a bone, you know.” remarked Skinner. “He will dig it up when he’s hungry again—which will be about ten minutes after brekker.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter’s eyes grew wider and rounder behind his spectacles. 
  “I say, you fellows, has anything been pinched from the tuckshop?” he asked. 
  “Has it?” chuckled Johnny Bull. “Yes, old fat man, it has! And if we had an X-ray apparatus here, we could see where it’s hidden—under his waistcoat” 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “You must have been a frabjous ass, Bunter.” said Harry Wharton. “You’re bound to be found out. The Head will inquire into this.” 
  “I haven’t done anything, you ass!” hooted Buntcr. “Think I’ve been here raiding the tuckshop?”
  “Well, haven’t you?”  demanded Hazeldene. 
  “No, you chump!” 
  “Keep it up.” grinned Hazel. “Nobody will believe you; but, of course, you wouldn’t expect that.” 
  Bunter blinked at the juniors, and blinked at the open doorway of the tuckshop. Inside the shop, Mrs. Mimble could be seen—and the usually ruddy and kindly face of that good dame was now extremely disturbed and cross in expression. What had happened had naturally annoyed Mrs. Mimble very much indeed, and her temper had suffered in consequence. Mr. Mimble was there; and Mrs. Mimble was speaking to him. By the widest stretch of the imagination it could not have been supposed to be Mr. Mimble’s fault that the tuckshop had been raided in the night; but to judge by the acerbity of Mrs. Mimble’s voice, she seemed to think that Mr. Mimble was to blame somehow. 
  The culprit being as yet undiscovered, there was no one else upon whom the vials of wrath could be poured. Mr. Mimble was not to blame; but he was at hand! Mrs. Mimble, in the present disturbed state of her nerves and temper, simply had to snap at somebody. It was one of those occasions when, as the song says, it happens that a victim must be found. 
  So Mr. Mimble was getting the benefit of it. Like a good husband, he bore it patiently; only looking a little as if he wondered, rather late in life, whether marriage was, after all, a mistake. 
  “I say, you fellows, she’s going it!” said Billy Bunter, with a grin. “I say does anybody know who did it?” 
  “Everybody here knows.” chuckled Tom Brown. “You did it, you fat spoofer!” 
  “Oh, really, Brown—” 
  “You can own up to us, fathead!” said Vernon-Smith. “We’re not going to give you away.”  
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “You must have been an ass, Bunter.” said Tom Redwing. “The stuff will have to be paid for, and there will be a flogging into the bargain.” 
  “Oh, really, Redwing——” 
  “Shush !” said Bob Cherry. “Here comes the Head!” 
  “I say, you fellows, I never did it!” howled Bunter. 
  “Shut up, you ass! The Head will hear!” breathed Harry Wharton. 
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“I don’t care if he does! I never did it !” yelled Bunter angrily. “How could I have done it when I was fast asleep all night? I’m as innocent as—as a babe in arms!” 
  “Hush, ass !”
  “I tell you—” 
  “Shut up!” 
  Bob Cherry clapped a hand over Bunter’s capacious mouth, as Dr. Locke came rustling up, with a stern and frowning brow. Bunter gurgled into silence, and all the other fellows stood silent as the Head arrived on the spot. 
                                    THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
                                             Was It Bunter? 
DR. LOCKE glanced at the juniors, and glanced particularly at Billy Bunter. Probably he had heard something as he came up. But he made no remark to the Greyfriars fellows. He passed into the little shop. 
  Mrs. Mimble’s angry, acidulated voice ceased its tirade as she beheld the Head, and Mr. Mimble was given a much-needed rest. The good dame turned a flushed face on the headmaster of Greyfriars. 
  “My good Mrs. Mimble,” said the Head, “Wingate of the Sixth has informed me that—that your shop has been entered and rifled overnight. Is this correct?” 
  “Yes, sir,” said Mrs. Mimble, with emphasis, “and I’ve been making a list, sir, of the goods that have been took, sir, which the same I shall expect to be paid for, sir.” 
  “Quite so—quite so, my good woman,” said the Head soothingly. “If any Greyfriars boy has taken your goods, undoubtedly they shall be paid for to the last penny—undoubtedly. But I can scarcely believe that any boy belonging to this school would be guilty of such an act.” 
  “Which there isn’t any doubt about it, sir,” said Mrs. Mimble. “The lock on the door has been forced open, sir, with a chisel or somethink, and the goods took. A large ‘am——” 
  Dr. Locke gazed at the dilapidated lock. It showed plain signs where it had been forced open. 
  “A box of biscuits,” said Mrs. Mimble—” lunch wafers, sir—and a box of fancy biscuits, has been took. Likewise several bottles of currant wine, sir— how many I do not undertake to say, without counting up my stock. Likewise a bag of heggs, sir.” 
  “Bless my soul!” 
  “Likewise a cake—a large cake, sir, and—” 
  “The details are not important for the moment, Mrs. Mimble. I desire to ascertain the facts,” said the Head. “It would appear to be beyond doubt that the shop has been forcibly entered.” 
  “Yes, sir, and a large ‘am—” 
  “But it does not appear clear that the act was done by a boy belonging to the school.” suggested the Head. “Some— hem !—vagrant may have gained admission to the school precincts during the night—” 
  “I don’t think, sir” said Mrs. Mimble, with asperity. “Burglars, sir, don’t burgle a ‘am, and bottles of currant wine, and a cake, sir. Burglars would have took something more valuable, sir, such as money in the till, which was not touched.” 
  “Oh, indeed!”
  “Several pounds, sir, which is still there.” said Mrs. Mimble. Whoever opened that door, sir, could have opened the till easily. But the till was not touched, sir, neither the money.” 
  The Head looked very thoughtful. 
  The crowd of fellows outside the tuckshop exchanged glances. 
  Certainly, it was possible that some vagrant had obtained entrance to the school precincts—perhaps by way of the Cloisters, and had robbed the school shop in the dark hours. 
  It was possible, but nobody supposed that it was probable. Thieves would hardly have helped themselves to tuck, and left money in the till. That was an unanswerable argument. 
  What had been taken was precisely what might have been taken by some fellow who was hungry, and who was not particular how he obtained a spread —Billy Bunter, for example. Bunter of course, would not have touched money. A burglar most certainly would have done so. 
  Dr. Locke peered about the tuckshop for a few minutes, and then peered at the forced lock again. That lock had not needed the skill of a burglar to force it. Anyone could have forced it with a chisel, or perhaps a pocket-knife. 
  The Head looked very much disturbed. 
  “Well, well, this matter will be carefully investigated, Mrs. Mimble.” he said. “The delinquent, if he belongs to the school, will be severely punished. You may make out a list of your losses. I shall see that, in any case, you are compensated, my good woman.” 
  “Thank you, sir,” said Mrs. Mimble, rather more amiably. 
  The Head rustled out of the shop again. Again his glance fell significantly on Billy Bunter, as he passed the crowd of fellows, but he did not stop. His majestic figure disappeared through the morning mist in the direction of the House. 
  “The Head knows!” grinned Skinner. “You’re for it, Bunter! Why didn’t you keep your silly mouth shut? He heard you.” 
  “Oh, really Skinner” 
  “You’ve given yourself away now. Bunter, and no mistake!” remarked Squiff. 
  “I never did it!” yelled Bunter. 
  “Gammon!” 
  “Look here, you beast—” 
  “Who did, then?” demanded Hazeldene. 
  “I don’t know! You, perhaps!” 
  “What?” yelled Hazel. 
  “Or very likely some of the fags.” said Bunter. “Tubb of the Third, very likely. He’s a greedy little beast!” 
  “Why, you cheeky rotter!” roared Tubb of the Third, who was in the crowd. “We all know it was you! Look here! I’ll punch your nose if you say it was me!” 
   And George Tubb pranced up to the Owl of the Remove in a very warlike way. 
  “I—I mean, some Second Form fag,” said Bunter hastily. “That’s what I really meant to say. Very likely it was your minor, Nugent! He’s got cheek enough for anything.” 
  “Cheek enough, but he’s not ass enough,” grinned Frank Nugent. “What’s the good of lying, Bunter, when we all know you did it?” 
  “Of course, it might have been Bunter’s minor.” remarked Bob Cherry thoughtfully. “Was it you, Sammy?” 
  Sammy Bunter of the Second Form had rolled on the scene to see what was the matter. He gave Bob an indignant blink through his big spectacles. 
  “You cheeky ass!” he hooted. “It was my major, of course!” 
  “Why, you unbrotherly little brat!” gasped Billy Bunter. “Didn’t you hear me say that I didn’t do it?” -. 
  “Yes; that’s what makes me sure that you did.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Billy Bunter gave his minor a glance that certainly was not brotherly. 
   “You fat little beast—” 
   “Fat!”  jeered Sammy. “I like that!” 
  “I know it was you now!” howled Bunter. “You, of course! No need to look any further for the chap, you fellows! It was Sammy!” 
  “Chuck it!” chortled Sammy. “Everybody knows you did it, Billy. Look here, you haven’t wolfed all the tuck yet. What have you done with the rest?”
  “Might whack it out,” grinned Gatty of the Second. “You get the flogging, anyhow so it’s no good handing it back to old Mimble.” 
  “Yes, whack it out, Billy.” urged Bunter minor. 
  “I say, you fellows, you don’t believe that I did it, do you?” exclaimed Bunter, blinking round at the grinning Removites. 
  “Yes, rather.” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific.” 
  “We jolly well know you did it.” 
  “I give you my word.” howled the Owl of the Remove. “I give you my word as—as—as a Bunter.” 
  “Oh, my hat! That does it,” said Bob. “We know the exact value of the word of a Bunter!” 
 “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Beast! I tell you—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s the bell! Brecker!” said Bob Cherry. “You won’t want any brekker, Bunter, after that spread in the middle of the night.” 
  “I never had any spread!” yelled Bunter. “I was fast asleep—sound asleep—I never woke up till rising bell—“ 
  “Gammon!” 
  The crowd streamed off towards the House for breakfast. 
  Whether Billy Bunter had had a spread overnight or not, he had come down with a good appetite for breakfast. If he had really stowed away the cargo of tuck that had been pilfered from the school shop it was amazing that he had any room left for more. But Bunter’s tremendous powers as a trencherman were well known; and his ample breakfast did not convince anyone that he had not enjoyed a gigantic feast overnight. 
  William George Bunter was found guilty by all the Remove, much to his indignation and exasperation. But that, after all, was not a very serious asptet of the matter—what was really serious was, that he might be found guilty by the Head! That was awfully serious—it could mean no less than a flogging—and it might mean the “sack.” Billy Bunter’s fat face was darkly troubled during breakfast: though the worry on his mind fortunately had no effect whatever on his appetite, which was as healthy as ever. 

                                            THE THIRD CHAPTER

                                                   Bunter Knows!
“WHARTON !” 
  “Yes, sir,” said Harry, stopping as Mr. Gilmore, the master of the Second Form, 
addressed him. 
  The Famous Five were coming out into the quad after breakfast. 
  Many fellows were heading for the school shop to have another look at the scene of the mysterious pilfering; and the captain of the Remove and his friends were sauntering in that direction, when Mr. Gilmore called to Harry. 
  The chums of the Remove glanced rather curiously at Mr. Gilmore’s handsome face. 
  The new master of the Second had been only for a few weeks at Greyfriars: 
but long enough to become popular with most Greyfriars men—excepting the Second Form. His own Form loathed him, for the simple reason that Mr. Gilmore had introduced a new regime of hard work in the Form-room, and the Second longed almost passionately for Mr. Twigg to recover from his influenza and return to the school, so that the temporary master of the Second might vanish for ever. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. had little to do with the master of the Second; but they heard a good deal about him from Frank Nugent’s minor, Dicky. whose remarks on the subject were almost lurid. 
  Since Mr. Gilmore’s advent, Dicky had fallen into the way of coming up to Study No. 1 in the Remove with his books, for help in Latin with his major: a proceeding that had never been necessary in Mr. Twigg’s time. 
  Dicky Nugent’s Latin, undoubtedly, was improving; but his temper was not. In feet, his temper was decidedly deteriorating. He loathed the “Beast,” as Erie Gilmore was called in the Second Form. His major took rather a different view. Frank was accustomed to a Form-master who made fellows work, and his belief was that Mr. Gilmore’s coming was a good thing for the Second in general and Dicky in particular. 
  The Famous Five were also a little interested in Mr. Gilmore as a footballer. He turned out sometimes with the first eleven, and played a great game of Soccer; and he was immensely popular with the Sixth Form men who were great on games. When Eric Gilmore was playing football, the Famous Five always turned up on Big Side to watch, if other occupations did not prevent it. They both admired and liked Mr. Gilmore, and only smiled at the diatribes of Nugent minor. 
  At the present moment, as the Second Form master stopped Harry Wharton & Co. in the quad. he was looking very disturbed. 
  Generally he was very equable and good tempered—even when he was taking the Second in prep, which was a test of a man’s temper and nerves. 
  “Wharton! I have just heard some talk among the boys of my Form.” said Mr. Gilmore hurriedly. “Is it a fact that the school shop was broken into in the night?” 
  “Yes, sir,” answered Harry, in wonder. 
  All Greyfriars was commenting upon the occurrence: but Wharton could not see why the second Form master should be especially disturbed about it. 
  “I presume that food was taken?” asked Mr. Gilmore. 
  “Yes, sir—a lot of tuck.” 
  “Some Greyfriars boy?” 
  “I suppose so, sir.” answered Harry. 
  “Oh! I—I suppose that the goods taken were pastries, tarts, and cakes and such things, such as a boy might be likely to take?” 
  “Well, no, not exactly,” said Wharton. “A large ham, I heard Mrs. Mimble say; and boxes of biscuits and things.” 
  “Some chap got jolly hungry in the night, sir.” remarked Bob Cherry, with a grin. 
  Mr. Gilmore glanced at Bob. 
  “It is supposed that a Greyfriars boy was guilty of what has been done?” he asked. 
  “Oh, yes, sir; not much doubt about that.” 
  “He is not discovered yet?” 
  “Not by the Head, sir.” said Harry. Mr. Gilmore gave the juniors an abrupt nod, and walked away. His face was clouded and thoughtful as he went. 
  “Gilmore seems jolly interested.” remarked Frank Nugent. “I wonder if he thinks it was a fellow in his Form.” 
  “Might have been Sammy Bunter, of course.” said Johnny Bull. “
More likely Bunter major, in my opinion.” 
  “Yes, rather.” 
  “The fellow’s Form master will be waxy, whoever he was,” remarked Bob hcrry. “If it was Bunter, Mr. Quelch will be on the war-path like a giddy Red Indian. And it was Bunter, of course.” 
  “Of course.” 
  “Nothing for Gilmore to worry about,” grinned Johnny Bull. “It wasn’t a Second Form fag. Only one fellow at Greyfriars was idiot enough to do such a thing—and that fellow’s in our Form.” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Are you going to own up, Bunter?” 
  Billy Bunter blinked indignantly at the Famous Five. 
  “I’ve told you I never did it—” 
  “Presumptive evidence that you did!” chuckled Bob. “Your giddy statements 
go by the rule of contraries, old fat bean.” 
  “Beast! Look here you fellows, I know who did it.” said Bunter. 
  “We all know!” chuckled Nugent. “But you ought to know best of all.” 
  “I mean, it was Gilmore.” 
  “What?” yelled the Famous Five, with one voice. If William George Bunter had stated that the raider of the tuckshop was the Head, they could hardly have been more astonished. 
  “You—-you—you puffing potty bandersnatch!” gasped Bob Cherry. “Are you making out that it was a Form master bagged tuck from Mrs. Mimble’s shop?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Just that!” said Bunter firmly. “You fellows remember that I identified Gilmore as the escaped convict from Blackmoor Prison—” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “He’s stuffed the Head, and stuffed Inspector Grimes—stuffed everybody in fact, excepting me,” went on Bunter. “He can’t stuff me, you know. I’m too wide.” 
  “The widefulness of the esteemed Bunter is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a grinning glance at Bunter’s ample proportions. The Owl of the Remove was, as a matter of fact, nearly double-width, physically, at least. 
  “I don’t mean that you silly ass,” hooted Bunter. “I mean, I’m too wide to be stuffed by that man Gilmore. His real name is George Waring, and he’s Convict No. 19 of Blackmoor Prlson, as I’ve told you often enough already.” 
  “Too often!” remarked Bob Cherry. “Don’t tell us any more. Make up a new funny story.” 
  “I can’t denounce him and get the reward.” went on Bunter. “Quelch caned me for stating the facts.” 
  “The facts! Oh, my hat!” 
  “I let Inspector Grimes know, and he came over here; but he never arrested Gilmore, for some reason.” 
  “The reason, ass, is that it’s all rot, fathead, and you’re a piffling duffer to think such an idiotic thing!” explained Bob. “From the description published of Waring the convict, he seems to be rather like Mr. Gilmore to look at. So are a hundred other men, very likely.” 
  “You see, he’s the same man.” 
  “Ass!” 
  “Being a convict, what is he doing here?” went on Bunter. “Don’t you fellows think he’s very likely after the Head’s safe?” 
  “Oh. crumbs!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The idea of the Second Form master being after the Head’s safe took the Famous Five by storm. They roared. 
  “You can cackle!” snorted Bunter. “My belief is that he’s here after the Head’s safe; and he burgled the tuckshop just to keep his hand in.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “If we searched for that tuck that’s missing, I bet we should find it in Mr. Gilmore’s room, or in his study.” said Bunter. “When something’s stolen, it stands to reason that it was a convict did it, if there’s a convict about.” 
  “If!” chuckled Bob. 
  “Well, my belief is that. it was Gilmore did it, as he’s a convict really.” said Bunter. “You know 1 met that escaped convict in the vacation, and I know his face all right. You could have knocked me down with a feather when I saw Gilmore here and recognised him as the man. What I can’t understand is why the police don’t collar him now I’ve told Grimes where to put his hand on him—” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Oh, lor’!”
  William George Bunter spun round at the sound of Mr. Quelch’s voice. The Remove master fixed his eyes on Bunter with a glare that the fabled basilisk might have envied. 
  “Bunter! You young rascal! You were saying—” 
  “Oh, no, sir! I—I wasn’t speaking—” 
  “What?” exclaimed the Remove master. “You were speaking to these juniors as I came up the path.” 
  “I—I—I mean, I wasn’t speaking about Mr. Gilmore, sir!” stammered Bunter. “I—I— was only saying that— that—” 
  “That what?” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  “That—that it was a—a fine morning for—for the time of year, sir,” gasped Bunter. 
  “Bless my soul! Bunter, I heard you distinctly. You were repeating the foolish and wicked slander you have already uttered concerning Mr. Gilmore. I warned you, Bunter, that you would be severely punished if you repeated that absurd story. Follow me to any study, Bunter!” 
  “I—I—I———” stuttered Bunter. 
  “Enough! Follow me!” 
  “Oh dear!” 
  Mr. Quclch whisked away with a very angry face, and the Owl of the Remove rolled after him dismally. 
  “Poor old Bunter!” sighed Bob Cherry. “Always asking for it !” 
  And a few moments later the sound of loud yelling from the Remove master’s study announced that William George Bunter was getting what he had asked for. 

                                 THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                                      Called on the Carpet! 
“NOW for the jolly old inquisition!” remarked Bob Cherry 
  There was a general movement towards Big Hall. 
  Instead of going into the Form-rooms at the usual hour that morning, the Greyfriars fellows had to assemble in Hall, where the word had gone forth that the Head was to speak to them. 
  All the fellows knew what that meant. It was upon the subject of the nocturnal raid on the school shop that the headmaster was to speak. 
  All the Forms gathered in Hall, from the great men of the Sixth to the fags of the Second. All the masters were in their places, and the prefects walked up and down enjoining silence. 
  In the ranks of the Remove many glances were turned on Bunter—a circumstance that the fat junior noted with glowering indignation. 
  That Bunter had done it was not a question in the Remove. That question was already answered to their satisfaction. The question was, whether he had yet been bowled out, or whether he was going to be bowled out. Peter Todd had advised him to own up, on the ground that owning up would probably make the punishment lighter, as it would save the Head some trouble. Bunter had rejected the advice with an angry snort. Harry Wharton had urged him earnestly not to tell the Head any lies if he was specially questioned, to which Bunter had replied indignantly that he was not a liar like some fellows. Certainly, guilty or not guilty, the fat junior had no intention of owning up. 
  There was a hush in the crowded Hall when Dr. Locke entered by the upper door. The Head’s face was set and stern. Obviously he took a very serious view of what had happened in the night. 
  In a few words the headmaster told the assembled school what they already knew, of the pilfering of the tuckshop during the previous night by some person or persons unknown. He finished by commanding the guilty person to stand forward. 
  Nobody stood forward. 
  As a matter of fact, the headmaster’s look and tone did not encourage the culprit to stand forward if he was present. And the fact that Dr. Locke had brought his birch into Hall with him could not be regarded as encouraging to a delinquent. 
  “No takers!” murmured the Bounder. And there was a subdued chuckle in the ranks of the Remove. 
  Mr. Quelch glanced round with a portentious frown. 
  “Silence!” 
  The chuckle died away. 
  “Once more,” came the Head’s deep voice. “I command the culprit to stand forward and confess his wrongdoing “ 
  Deep silence. 
  Dr. Locke set his lips. 
  “As the person guilty of this miserable theft does not choose to confess, the matter will be strictly investigated.” he said “If the offender confesses at once, he will be punished with a flogging. If he is discovered by inquiry he will be expelled from the school. I will wait one minute to give the delinquent one more chance.” 
  Peter Todd nudged Bunter. 
  “Speak up, fatty!” he breathed. 
  “Beast!” hissed Bunter. 
  “It’s your last chance, Bunter!” whispered Vernon-Smith. 
  “Yah!” 
  “You silly ass!” breathed Peter Todd. “Take your chance while you’ve got it! It means the sack if you don’t.” 
  “Go and eat coke!” 
  “Silence, there!” rapped out Mr. Quelch. “how dare you whisper!” 
  The Head was waiting. He waited only the promised minute, but never had sixty seconds seemed so long to the school. But the sixtieth second ticked away at last. 
  “Very well,” said the Head, in a deep voice of concentrated anger. “‘The matter will now be investigated, and the culprit will be expelled from Greyfriars as soon as discovered!”
  There was another pause, and then the headmaster added 
“Bunter ! Bunter of the Remove will step forward.” 
  “Oh lor’ !” gasped Bunter. 
  The fat junior did not move. His feet seemed glued to the floor. Mr. Quelch turned a basilisk eye on him. 
  “Bunter, do you hear? Obey your headmaster at once!” 
  “I—I didn’t I—I wasn’t—” 
  “ Stand forward !” 
  “ Oh, lor’ !” 
  William George Bunter dragged himself unwillingly forward. A sea of eyes were turned on him. Bunter, as a rule, loved the limelight, and he was getting plenty of it now, but on this occasion he did not seem to be enjoying it. He limped up to the Head’s dais and stood there quaking, his fat knees knocking together. 
  “ Bunter!” said Dr. Locke. 
  “I didn’t!” gaqied Bunter. 
  “Do not interrupt me, Bunter!” 
  “Yes, sir—I mean no, sir Oh, crikey!” 
  “Front the words I heard you utter this morning, Bunter, I gathered that you probably knew something of this occurrence.” 
  “Oh, no, sir. I never uttered any words sir!” exclaimed Bunter hurriedly. “I—I never opened my mouth, sir!” 
  “It appears that a member of your own Form suspects you of being guilty of this delinquency, Bunter.” 
  “They’re all beasts, sir!” 
  “What?” 
  “Frightful rotters!” 
  “Bless my soul! Bunter, if you are not guilty you have no cause to be afraid.” 
  “I—I’m not afraid, sir.” gasped Bunter through his chattering teeth. N-n-n-ot at all, sir. I never did it, sir. I wouldn’t!” 
  “I am questioning you, Bunter, because it is clear to me that a member of your Form-fellows believe you guilty. Did you leave your dormitory after lights were put out last night “ 
  “Oh dear! Yes. sir,” gasped Bunter. “ But I was last, sir. All the fellows will tell you that.” 
  “What!  Do you mean to say that the whole Lower Fourth left the dormitory?” exclaimed the head, in amazement. 
  “Yes. sir; I was the very last.” 
  “ I can hardly believe that so many boys were concerned in this outrageous occurrence. At what hour of the night, Bunter, did, all the boys leave the dormitory?” 
  “Not in the night, sir. It was at rising-bell.” 
  “What?” stuttered the Head. 
  “We—we have to turn out at rising-bell, sir.” gasped Bunter. “ If we didn’t old Quelch—I mean Quelchy—that is, Mr. Quelch, sir, would be after us with a cane, sir.” 
  The Head gazed at William George Bunter. A chuckle ran round the Hall, in spite of the seriousness of the occasion. Obviously, there was a little in misunderstanding. 
  “Is this boy really so stupid, Mr. Quelch, or is he prevaricating?” asked the Head at last. 
  “He is certainly the most obtuse boy in the Form, sir.” said Mr. Quelch. “His absurd answers are, I think, dictated by his customary stupidity.” 
  “Oh, really, sir—” 
  “When I asked you if you left your dormitory after lights out, Bunter, I was not referring to your rising at the customary hour in the morning.” snapped the Head. 
  “Oh, weren’t you, sir?” 
  “Did you leave the dormitory during the night between lights out and rising-bell?” demanded the Head, categorically. 
  “Oh, no, sir. Not at all!” 
  “On various occasions, Bunter, you have been punished for pilfering comestibles from the pantry.” said Dr. Locke. “On other occasions you have been punished for taking things from various studies. From such actions, Bunter—from pilfering in a Remove study to pilfering in the school shop is but a single step.” 
  “Is it. sir?” gasped Bunter. 
  “Certainly it is! Cannot you see that for yourself?” 
  “Nunno, sir. It would be a jolly long step from the Remove studies to the tuckshop, sir. It can’t be less than a hundred yards.” 
  “Goodness gracious!” gasped the Head. “Is this boy utterly obtuse? I do not mean a single step in a physical sense, Bunter, but in a moral sense.” 
  “Do you, sir?” stuttered Bunter. 
  “Do you understand me now, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, yes, sir! Quite, sir! Can I go now, sir?” 
  “In a word Bunter.” said the Head, breathing hard, were you guilty of the pilfering that took place in the school shop last night ?” 
  “No. sir,” gasped Bunter. “certainly not! I never knew the lock could be opened as easily as that, sir.” 
  “Upon my word! Do you mean to imply, Bunter, that you would have been guilty of this pilfering had you been aware that it could have been perpetrated with facility?” 
  “Oh, no, sir! I—I mean—” 
  “What do you mean, Bunter?” 
  “Nothing, sir !“ gasped Bunter. 
  “Either this boy is incredibly obtuse or he is prevaricating most unscrupulously.” exclaimed the Head. 
  “Both!” murmured the Bounder, and there was a chuckle in the Remove, which drew another portentous frown from Mr. Quelch. 
  “C-c-can I go now, sir?” groaned Bunter. 
  “As you deny this charge, Bunter, you may go; and the matter remains for strict investigation.” said the Head. “I repeat that the guilty person will be expelled from Greyfriars when discovered.” 
  Bunter tottered away, thankful to escape. 
  The school was dismissed. 
  The fellows marched out, all Forms now of the opinion of the Remove, that the culprit was William George Bunter—an opinion that was obviously shared by the Head himself. What line the promised inquiry was to take no one knew, as yet; but no one doubted that it would lead to the conviction, and the subsequent expulsion, of Bunter of the Remove. 
  Only Bunter seemed unaware of that. He rolled into the Remove Form-room with a relieved expression on his fat face, apparently under the impression that the matter, so far as he was concerned, was at an end, 
                                        THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                                            Findings Keepings! 
“HERE comes the Beast!” 
  Gatty of the Second made that remark in a whisper. 
  The Second were in their Form-room, waiting for Mr. Gilmore. For once the young master, usually the soul of punctuality, was late. 
  Some of the Second had seen him walking in the Cloisters—a quiet and secluded spot, which was a favourite walk of Mr. Gilmore’s. Apparently he had forgotten, for once, the hour of first lesson in the Second Form. And the fags hoped that he might remain in that forgetful mood for a long time. For ten minutes they had the Form-room to themselves, after Mr. Gilmore should have been with them. 
  Most of the fags were improving the shining hour by playing leap-frog among the desks. Sammy Bunter was the only fellow sitting at his desk—and he was feeding from a bag of fruit biscuits concealed under the desk. They were nice, fat biscuits, with sugar on them, and Sammy Bunter seemed to be enjoying himself, and too much engrossed by his enjoyment to think of asking any of the other fags to share in his feast. 
  As Mr. Gilmore’s step was heard at the door, and Gatty gave his whispered warning, there was a rush of the fags to take their places. Something like a Rugby scrimmage seemed to be going on when Mr. Gilmore stepped into the doorway. Mr. Gilmore smiled slightly. He was aware that he was late, and he did not expect a Form like the Second to sit quietly and sedately while they waited for him. 
  “Grooooogh!”
  From Sammy Bunter there came a sound of choking anguish. 
  Mr. Gilmore’s eye turned on him. 
  Sammy had his mouth—quite a capacious one—full of sugary, fruity biscuits. At sight of his Form master— who was very strict on the subject of smuggling tuck into the Form-room—Sammy had made an heroic attempt to swallow that gargantuan mouthful—in vain! There was room in Sammy’s expansive mouth for many biscuits, but the next lap of their journey, so to speak, was naturally narrower, and it was simply impossible for the fat fag to take in that cargo in bulk. 
  “Grooogh! Hooooch! Ooooooch!” 
  Sammy spluttered, and coughed, and choked. 
  His fat face became crimson, the water ran from his eyes, and he coughed, and spluttered, and gurgled frantically. 
  “Bunter minor!” exclaimed Mr. Gilmore in alarm. 
  “Oooooch!” 
  “What—” 
  “Grrrrooooch!” 
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  Mr. Gilmore ran to him hastily. He patted and thumped the fat fag on the back until Sammy regained his breath. But for the young master’s promptness in rendering first aid, matters might have been quite serious for Samuel Bunter of the Second. 
  “You greedy, foolish boy!”  exclaimed Mr. Gilmore. “How dare you bring food into the Form-room at all? I have punished you for this before.” 
  “Grooogh!” 
  “And how dare you bolt food in that greedy, disgusting manner, more like an animal than a human being?” demanded Mr. Gilmore. 
  “Ow! Oh dear!” gasped Sammy. 
  “Give me that bag of biscuits at once.” 
  Sammy Bunter reluctantly handed over his provender. The other fags watched the scene with unsympathetic grins. 
  Mr. Gilmore was taking the bag of biscuits towards his own desk when he stopped, as if struck by a sudden thought. He turned to Sammy again, and fixed his eyes on the gasping fag. 
  “Bunter minor, where did you obtain these biscuits?” 
  “I—I—I——” gasped Sammy.
  “I have received from Mrs. Mimble a description of the goods taken from her shop last night,” said Mr. Gilmore sternly. “Among them was a quantity of precisely such biscuits as these.” 
  There was a general stare from the fags. Some of them had wondered where Sammy had obtained that supply of tuck, before the school shop was opened for the day. Mr. Gilmore, too, evidently had wondered, and had not stopped short at wondering. 
  “You must explain this, Bunter minor,” said Mr. Gilmore quietly. “Tell me at once where you obtained these biscuits so early in the day. You certainly did not buy them at Mrs. Mimble’s shop.” 
  “Nunno, sir.” gasped Sammy. 
  “Then where—” 
  “I—I found them, sir.” gasped Sammy. 
 “You found them?” repeated Mr. Gilmore, staring at him. 
  “Oh, my hat!” murmured Dicky Nugent. “It was Sammy, after all!” 
  “I knew it was Sammy or his major.” murmured Myers. 
  “Silence in the Form! Bunter minor, it is clear that this bag of biscuits is a part of the plunder taken from the school shop last night by an unknown pilferer.” said Mr. Gilmore. “It would appear that you are the person guilty of the pilfering, and not your brother.” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” gasped Sammy. “I—I found them, sir. 1—I—I did really, sir. I—I just found them.” 
  “If that statement is correct, Bunter minor, where did you find them?” 
  “In—in the Cloisters, sir.” 
  “You found this bag of biscuits in the Cloisters?” exclaimed Mr. Gilmore, with a start. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Gammon!” murmured Nugent minor. “He jolly well found them in the tuckshop last night, you men.” 
  And the “men” nodded and grinned. Nobody in the Second had any doubt that the tuckshop raider had been discovered now. It was a Bunter. All the fellows knew that it was a Bunter, only at was a different Bunter—minor instead of major! 
  Sammy’s statement, indeed, seemed absolutely incredible to the fags. The tuckshop raider might have dropped some of his extensive cargo after the raid; but in that case he would have dropped it on his way back to the House. He was not likely to have gone into the dark and solitary Cloisters at a late hour of the night. 
  But Mr. Gilmore, to the surprise of the Second, seemed to be impressed by Sammy Bunter’s statement, improbable as it was 
  “In what part of the Cloisters did you find this bag of biscuits, Bunter minor?” he asked. 
  “Near the ringed flagstone, sir.” 
  “The ringed flagstone,” repeated Mr. Gilmore. “I have never heard of it. But 1 am, of course, new here. You must have been well aware, Bunter minor, that these biscuits had been taken from the shop and dropped by the person who had taken them.” 
  “I—I just found them, sir.” murmured Sammy. “I—I never thought—I 
—I mean, findings keepings, sir!” 
  “That is a very bad maxim, Bunter minor. You will take a hundred lines for bringing food into the Form-room; and I shall cane you for keeping property which you found, and which did not belong to you. You will bend over that desk, Bunter minor.” 
  “Oh dear!” 
  Mr. Gilmore put the bag of biscuits on his desk and picked up his cane. Sammy Bunter reluctantly bent over his desk. 
  Whack, whack, whack! 
  “Wow-ow-ow!” roared Bunter minor. 
  “Silence! You will remember, on another occasion, Bunter minor, that findings are not keepings.” said Mr. Gilmore. “We shall now commence.” 
  And the Second Form commenced, Sammy Bunter squirming painfully on his form, and the rest of the fags grinning. 
  All the Second were agreed that Eric Gilmore was a beast—indeed, a beast was a mild description of a Form master who made a hobby of work, and contrasted so very unfavourably with Mr. Twigg. But the Second had had no reason before to suppose that Eric Gilmore was an ass. Now they concluded unanimously that he was a priceless ass as well as a beast. Every man in the Second was assured that Sammy Bunter had “found” the biscuits in the school shop overnight—indeed, that was sun clear to the Second. Yet Mr. Gilmore had accepted Sammy’s explanation that he had found them in the Cloisters— about the unlikeliest place Sammy could possibly have named. Added to the loathing the Second already felt for their Form master was now a contempt for his intelligence. 
  Fortunately, Mr. Gilmore was unaware of the derision and contempt of his Form; or, perhaps, indifferent to it. Perhaps he had his own reasons for accepting Sammy’s statement—reasons that would have made the Second Form open their eyes had had they known of them. 
  The Second found Mr. Gilmore very thoughtful and preoccupied that morning. For once, fellows slacked in class without being reprimanded, and made mistakes without being corrected, and blotted and smudged their exercises without these faults being even observed by their Form master. It really seemed as if Mr. Gilmore had some harassing thought upon his mind which took his attention, in spite of himself, away from the work in hand. 
  It was a surprise and a relief to the Second. For the first time since Eric Gilmore had come to Greyfriars they had a taste once more of the easy and genial rule of Mr. Twigg, their old Form master, whose system was generally to let the Second do as they liked so long as they did not make too much noise. Dicky Nugent & Co. even entertained a blissful hope that the stock of energy which Mr. Gilmore had brought with him to Greyfriars had now petered out, and that he was dropping into the easy and benign ways of Mr. Twigg. If that was indeed the case, life would be once more worth living in the Greyfriars Second. 

                                          THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                         What Nugent Minor Knew! 
“TROT in, kid!” 
  Harry Wharton spoke with a smile as the cheeky face of Frank Nugent’s younger brother looked in at the doorway of Study No. 1. 
  Dicky Nugent trotted in, with a book tinder his arm. 
  The captain of the Remove was not, perhaps, specially pleased and gratified by the frequent visits of Nugent minor to the study. But he was always very cheery and polite when Dicky came. Frank Nugent was very glad of the visits; not because he enjoyed swotting Second Form Latin, of course; but he was glad to see his minor taking his work a little seriously. Frank’s assistance had saved the fag from a good deal of trouble with his new Form master. 
  It was a regular rule now, after tea, for Frank to give his minor a half an hour, or an hour, and he did it wiIlingly. Dicky did not glow with gratitude for the service rendered; he openly regarded this brotherly asistance in the light of a necessary evil—necessary so long as Eric Gilmore remained at Greyfriars, and so he instantly “chucked” on the happy and glorious day when Mr. Twigg should return. 
  Frank cleared a space on the table, and Dicky drew up a chair. But he did not seem in a hurry to begin. 
  “How have you got on with Gilmore to-day, kid ?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
As Nugent’s best chum, he took as much interest as he could in Nugent’s minor. 
  “Rotten!” grunted Dicky. “It was all right this morning. Every man in the Second thought that the beast was getting better. But this afternoon——” 
  Richard Nugent of the Second grunted expressively. 
  “More work!” asked Harry, laughing. 
  “Worse than ever.” grunted Dkky. 
  “Can’t imagine what was the matter with the brute this morning; he was as easy-going as old Twigg. Seemed to be thinking about something else all the time. He bucked up again in the afternoon, and fairly made us grind. I was thinking that I should chuck up coming here. 
  “Oh!” said Frank. 
  “But it’s no go,” said Nugent minor dismally. “It means work all the time Gilmore’s here. I wish old Twigg would get well. Awful old fathead to get laid up with flu. Did you fellows know that Gihnore was a fool?” 
  “Nunno! I should have thought him anything but a fool.” said Harry. 
  “Well, he’s a priceless idiot!” said Dicky. “We all know now who raided the tuckshop last night—but the Beast doesn’t!” 
  “It was Bunter, of course.” 
  “Bunter minor” said Dicky. 
  “Oh! And how do you know that?” Dicky Nugent told of the episode of the biscuits. 
  “He stuffed Gilmore that he found them in the Cloisters.” he added, with a derisive grin. “The Cloisters, you know! He might as well have said the Head’s study, or the clock-tower! The fellow who raided the shop never went into the Cloisters to drop biscuits about. Why should he?” 
  “It sounds rather thin.” remarked Nugent. 
  “Good enough for Gilmore.” said Dicky contemptuously. “He swallowed it whole. He’s been rooting about in the Cloisters since classes, too—perhaps he thinks he can find some more biscuits there. Priceless ass!” 
  “Well. If you fellows are goin’ to swot, I’ll get along to Bob’s study,” remarked Wharton. 
  “Oh, I’m not in a hurry,” said Nugent minor. “I’ve been caned to-day, and I 
can jolly well tell you I’m fed-up with the Beast!”
  “Undeserved, of course,” smiled the captain of the Remove. “I know what innocent little angels you are in the Second.”
  “Well, it was Gilmore’s fault,’ said Dicky. “What did he want to go easy all the morning for, if he wasn’t going to keep it up? I think the brute’s got eyes in the back of his head—I’d swear that his back was turned when 1 put the ink-ball down Sammy Bunter’s back. But he spotted me.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Funny, ain’t it?” snorted Nugent minor. “But it wasn’t funny bending over and getting two wallops, I can tell you! I’ve punched Bunter minor’s nose, anyhow!” 
  “Was that quite fair?” asked Frank, laughing. 
  “Well, I couldn’t punch Gilmore’s nose, could I?” demanded Dicky. Apparently Richard Nugent took it for granted that somebody’s nose had to be punched, in the circumstances. “I can tell you, I’m not standing much more from Gilmore. He oughtn’t to be here really.” 
  “Because he makes you learn things?” asked Wharton. 
  “Not only that.” answered Dicky. “If you fellows knew what I know about him, you’d think the same. I’ve never told anybody; but I can jolly well tell you that if Gilmore keeps on like this—” Nugent minor paused. 
  “What do you know about him, you young ass?” asked the captain of the Remove. staring at Nugent minor. “I suppose you’re not duffer enough to believe Billy Bunter’s idiotic yarn about him being the escaped convict” 
  “I know he isn’t.” said Dicky. “But he knows more about that giddy convict than you fellows might think.” 
   “ You young ass!” said Frank sharply. “How could he know anything about the escaped convict? Bunter, of our Form, has been licked for talking rot like that.” 
  “It isn’t rot!” said Dicky sulkily. “I know a jolly lot about that man Gilmore, I can tell you. I haven’t told anybody, because it doesn’t seem like playing the game. And I might get licked for having been in his study, if it came out. But I—”
  The two Removites looked very curiously at Dicky. More than once, in speaking of the “Beast,” Dicky had hinted that he knew what he knew, so to speak. He seemed to be under the extraordinary impression that he was, somehow, doing Mr. Gilmore a very great favour; and that the Beast was ungrateful. 
  “What is it you’ve got in your silly head, Dicky?” asked Frank Nugent very quietly. 
  “Well, when a fellow’s ragged and licked by a man who’s got jolly shady connections—” said Dicky. 
  “Mr. Gilmore has nothing of the kind!” 
  “That’s all you know!” 
  “And all you know, too!” said Frank sharply. “I’m surprised at you, Dicky! It’s rotten to hint such things:” 
  Nugent minor flushed. 
  “I know he’s got a brother a convict, and chance it!” he exclaimed hotly. 
  “You awful young ass!” exclaimed Frank, in dismay. “You’ll get flogged if you’re heard saying such a thing!” 
  “It’s true and Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield, knows it, and so does the Head!” retorted Dicky. 
  Frank Nugent hurriedly closed the door of Study No. 1. He did not want any chance passer-by to hear statements like these. 
    “Now, tell me what you’ve got in your silly noddle, Dicky.” he said almost sternly. “Out with it!” 
    “ I don’t mind telling you, but you’d better keep it dark.” said the fag. “I’m not going to spread tales about Gilmore, like Bunter. I suppose he can’t help his brother being a rascal, any more than I can help my brother being a silly ass’ 
  “That escaped convict is named Waring—George Waring.” said Frank. “Your Form-master’s name is Gilmore. How could they be brothers?” 
  “Half-brothers.” explained Dicky. 
  “What utter rot! You’ve got that nonsense into your head, because a blind owI like Bunter thinks Mr. Gilmore looks like the escaped convict he saw in the vacation.” 
  “Old Grimes has got it into his head, too, then.” jeered Dicky, “ and so has the Beast, for that matter. I know that the convict Waring is his half-brother, because—” 
  “Because what?” 
  “Because I heard him say so!” 

                                 THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                   The Man In the Cloisters! 

HARRY WHARTON and Frank Nugent stared blankly at the fag, as they heard that unexpected reply. It fairly took their breath away. 
  All the Remove had grinned over Billy Bunter’s story that Mr. Gilmore was in reality George Waring, Convict Number Nineteen, of Blackmoor. The published description of the escaped convict was very like Mr. Gilmore, it was true, except that the convict’s hair was stated to be dark, and all Greyfriars knew that Mr. Gilmore’s hair was flaxen. Billy Bunter accounted for that difference by the theory that the man had dyed his dark hair light—a theory that was worthy of Billy Bunter’s fat intellect. 
  Bunter had even gone to the length of telephoning to Courtfield Police Station, warning Mr. Grimes that the escaped convict was to be found at Greyfriars— and had been duly and severely caned for his fatuous folly. That Eric Gilmore, Master of Arts, was not George Waring, convict No. 19, was clear to everybody excepting Billy Bunter; though the resemblance doubtless existed. 
  Dicky Nugent’s statement, however, was rather more startling than Billy Bunter’s. Bunter’s statement was impossible; Nugent minor’s was at least possible—though incredible. 
  “You heard him say so?” repeated Harry Wharton at last, when he found his voice. 
  “Yes, I did.” grunted the fag. 
  “But where—how—when—” 
  “The other day. I’d gone to his study to put gum in his slippers—”  
  “You young ass !” 
  “Well, the Beast had gone to Common-room to tea, and I thought the coast was clear. Only old Grimes had to butt in, and the Beast brought to his study. I fancy he didn’t want Grimey to talk before the other masters.” added Dicky, with a grin. 
  “And you—” 
  “Well, I dived under the table to keep out of sight. Of course, I never thought anything about what they were going to chinwag about—I just wanted to keep out of sight.” explained Nugent minor. I couldn’t help hearing what they said, then. Gilmore spoke about his half-brother, George Waring; and I made out that Grimey had actually taken him to be Waring, at first, just like Bunter.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Grimey chucked that idea, though, and he thought that Waring was coming about the school to get help from Gilmore, to escape across the sea. Greyfriars is just the place for that, being on the coast. And I can tell you that old Grimes jolly well believes that Gilmore is helping the convict, being his brother—half-brother, at. least. Gilmore swore that he knew nothing of the man, and would never think of helping him.” 
  “That’s certainly true, at least.” said Wharton. 
  “Oh, I dare say—a man wouldn’t want to get mixed up with a relation like that.” grinned Dicky. “But it’s a fact that Waring is his half-brother, and that’s why they’re so much alike.” 
  Wharton and Nugent exchanged startled glances. 
  What Dicky Nugent knew, let in a flood of light on many perplexing circumstances. Billy Bunter’s ridiculous belief was not wholly due to his owlish vision and general obtuseness. No doubt that Second Form master was very like Waring, if they were so closely related. 
  “You say that Mr. Grimes said something about the convict coming here to see Gilmore?” asked Harry. 
  “Yes; he seemed quite sure of it. He said the man had been seen several times in this county, and each time nearer Greyfriars.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “Of course, I’m not going to talk about this.” added Nugent minor hastily. “Gilmore’s a beast; but I’m not going to hit a man below the belt, beast or not. Still, I think he ought to go.”  
  “For goodness’ sake, don’t say a word about it, kid!” exclaimed Frank Nugent, aghast. “It would be frightfully rotten for Mr. Gilmore if it came out. 
  “He makes things rotten enough for us in the Second.” said Dicky. ‘Still, I’m not going to say anything. It wouldn’t be cricket “ 
“Anyhow, Mr. Gilmore is only here till old Twigg comes back,” said Harry. “He’s a good chap, Dicky, whatever you may think of him in the Second.” 
  “He’s a beast!” 
  “Anyhow, you’re going to keep this quiet.” 
  “I’ve said so!” grunted Dicky. “Only I jolly well think he ought to go easier with a chap if he knew what I know.” 
  “Well, he doesn’t; and you’d better not let him.” said the captain of the Remove. “You’ve no right to know anything about him; you ought not to have been in his study at all when he was talking to Mr. Grimes.” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “Let’s get going with the Latin.” said Frank Nugent hastily; and Dicky grunted assent. 
  Harry Wharton left the study, a cloud of dark thought on his brow. 
  Dicky Nugent’s tale had enlightened him to a greater extent than the fag dreamed. 
  The escaped convict, Waring, was Mr. Gilmore’s half brother. Inspector Grimes believed that the hunted man was making for Greyfriars to seek help from his relative. A flood of light came into Wharton’s mind now. For he knew, in a flash of illumination, that the Courtfield inspector’s suspicion was well-founded. Back into his mind came the incident of Skinner and Snoop in the Cloisters a few days before—the two young rascals, smoking and card-playing, had been spotted, as they believed by Mr. Gilmore, and had been terrified almost out of their wits. Yet when Skinner had spoken to Mr. Gilmore on the subject, to beg him not to report them to Mr. Quelch, the Second Form master had disclaimed any knowledge of the matter, and even said that he had not been in the Cloisters at all. 
  All the Remove had heard of that incident, and wondered why the Form master had let Skinner off—and Skinner wondered most of all. 
  It seemed to Wharton that he knew the reason now. 
  He had wondered—but he wondered no longer. For the whole thing was explained, if it had not been Mr. Gilmore, but a man closely resembling Mr. Gilmore, who had fallen in with Skinner and Snoop in the Cloisters. 
  Wharton felt a conviction that that was the explanation. He had seen Mr. Gilmore in the Cloisters on that occasion, only a short time before the spotting of Skinner and Snoop. At least, he had believed so, and he had been simply amazed when Skinner told him of Mr. Gilmore’s saying that he had not been there. 
  Now he knew who it was that he must have seen and taken for the Second Form master. 
Wharton whistled softly. 
  The escaped convict, still at large after his escape from Blackmoor Prison, had reached Greyfriars, and hung about the place, in hiding, in the hope of seeing his half-brother. 
  No doubt he was gone again now; it was several days since that incident in the Cloisters. Had he seen Mr. Gilmore? Had Mr. Gilmore seen him? Wharton could not help wondering. 
  “Gilmore!” 
  Wharton started as he caught the name of the man of whom he was thinking as he came downstairs. 
  A number of fellows were gathered before the board where the school notices were posted. Wingate of the Sixth had lately placed there the list for the First Eleven match on the morrow— Greyfriars v. Redclyffe. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” called out Bob Cherry. “Gilmore’s playing with the First eleven to-morrow, Harry. His name’s down here.” 
  “He’s a good man.” said Wharton. 
  “It will be worth watching.” said Bob. “I’m going to turn up on Big Side to-morrow and see him give Redclyffe the kybosh.” 
  “Same here.” 
  “The samefulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy Bunter. “It’s rather thick. isn’t it? 
  “What is, ass?” asked Bob Cherry. “Your head, do you mean?” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “The thickfulness of Bunter’s esteemed and idiotic napper is terrific.” 
  “I mean the man’s a convict, you know—” 
  “Shut up, ass!” snapped Wharton. 
  “I jolly welI know who raided the tuckshop last night!”
 grunted Bunter. “When there’s an escaped convict round the school—” 
  “I fancy there’s an escaped lunatic.” said Bob—”And his name’s W. G. Bunter!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Yah!” retorted Bunter. “I can tell you I jolly well think—” 
  “Bosh! You’ve got nothing to do it with.” 
  “You silly chump! I tell you that man Gilmore—” 
  “Hush!” muttered Bob, as Mr. Gilmore came along the corridor. 
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 “Shan’t! I tell you that man Gilmore—” 
  “Well, what about that man Gilmore, Bunter?” asked the pleasant voice of the Second Form master. 
  Billy Bunter jumped and spun round. “Oh I—I didn’t see you!” he gasped. “I—I mean I—I wasn’t speaking of you, sir! Never thought of it! Never mentioned your name, sir !” 
  “I think I heard you mention my name, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, no, sir! I—I—I was speaking of —of another man of the same name, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “I am afraid you are a very untruthful as well as a very foolish boy, Bunter.” said Mr. Gilmore severely; and, to Bunter’s great relief, he walked on without further comment. 
  “Cheek!” said Bunter, when he was gone. “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Don’t!” said Bob. “You say too much, Bunty—much too much! In fact, the too-muchfulness is terrific! Stand clear, you fellows, while I see whether I can kick Bunter as far as the end of the corridor. Here, where are you going, Bunter?” 
  Bunter did not stop to say here he was going. He went! 

                                   THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
                                         The Ringed Stone! 
THE following day most of the Greyfriars fellows were thinking of the First Eleven match, that was to be played in the afternoon. Eric Gilmore, who was extremely hot stuff at the great game of Soccer, was to play for the school, and Wingate had been very glad to get him into the eleven. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were not the only members of the Lower School who had decided to put aside other occupations and watch the senior match on Big Side. As a rule the heroes of the Remove were more interested in junior than in senior games, but the Redclyffe fixture was something very special. Even a crowd of the Second had determined to turn up and watch their Form master play for Greyfriars. “Beast“  as he was in the Form-room, the Second were rather proud of him on the playing field. 
  The young master had taken his Form in hand at games, as well as in class, and a considerable improvement had been seen in Second Form footer; but instruction of this kind was welcome to the fags, or most of them, and on the football ground they admitted that the new Form master was not a “beast.” 
  Dicky Nugent & Co., deeply as they loathed Eric Gilmore in class, could not help feeling proud of possessing almost the only master at Greyfriars who was good at games. Indeed, they would have regarded Mr. Gilmore as almost a perfect character if only he would have allowed them to slack in class in the agreeable manner of the late lamented Twigg. 
  As a topic the first eleven match supplanted the raid on the tuckshop. The delinquent in that case had not yet been discovered, though it was known that inquiry was going on. Sixth Form prefects prowled about asking fellows sudden questions and looking into odd corners, possibly in search of remnant of the raided tuck. They discovered nothing, however; and fellows began to think that the delinquent never would be discovered—officially. 
  Unofficially, he was already discovered—in fact, two delinquents had been discovered, which was perhaps rather too much of a good thing. 
  All the Remove knew that it was Billy Bunter. All the Second Form knew that it was Sammy Bunter. Obviously, it was not both the Bunters, so somebody was mistaken. 
  That it was a Bunter all were agreed. Even Sammy was convinced that it was Billy. Billy, no doubt, would have been convinced that it was Sammy, but for his extraordinary idea that it was Mr. Gilmore. That idea, certainly, was worthy of William George Bunter’s amazing intellectual powers. 
  If it was not a Bunter at all, the affair was a mystery. But the juniors did not believe that it was a mystery. They believed that it was a Bunter. And they believed that the Head thought so, too, and that all of a sudden the chopper would come down when proof was found. 
  Only in Harry Wharton’s mind a strange doubt was stirring. 
  After morning classes that Wednesday the captain of the Remove walked across to the Cloisters. 
  The old Cloisters were the most ancient part of Greyfriars, a pleasant, shady place in the summer, but not inviting in the winter, with the keen wind from the sea whistling among the old stone pillars and arches. Mr. Gilmore liked walking there, but there were few others who shared his taste on the cold, windy days. 
  Wharton’s face was very thoughtful! 
  He was already convinced that the escaped convict, George Waring, had been at Greyfriars, as Inspector Grimes suspected. The man he had seen in the Cloisters—the man Skinner and Snoop had seen—was not the master of the Second, as they had supposed. Wharton was sure of that, but a man so like the Second Form master, as to be taken for him, could only be the convict who resembled him; who was, according to Dicky Nugent’s story, the young master’s half-brother. 
  The man had been there, Wharton was convinced, and the suspicion had come into his mind that the man might still be there, hiding in some nook or corner. For that would account for the mysterious pilfering in the tuckshop on Monday night. If the fugitive was hiding in some secluded recess, he must have been in bitter need of food, and it was food that had been taken from Mrs. Mimble’s shop. 
  The idea seemed rather a wild one, and Wharton did not speak of it to his friends. But it was supported by Sammy Bunter’s statement that he had picked up the bag of biscuits in the Cloisters. 
  No Greyfriars fellow, if he had raided the tuckshop, could have been supposed to wander into the dark and lonely Cloisters late at night. The bag of biscuits had been dropped by the pilferer in his hurry in the dark, and left where it had fallen. That seemed clear if Sammy’s story was true. And like a flash it came into Wharton’s mind that the same suspicion had occurred to Mr. Gilmore himself, and that that was why he had accepted Sammy Bunter’s explanation—to the derision of the Second Form. 
  Wharton went into the Cloisters with the intention of looking round, to see whether there was any sign of any stranger lurking there. He gave a start as he heard a footstep. The next moment he saw Mr. Gilmore. 
  Mr. Gilmore glanced at him. 
  A bitter wind was sweeping through the Cloisters, and perhaps the Second Form master wondered why the junior was there. 
  “An interesting old place this, Wharton.” Mr. Gilmore remarked, in his pleasant manner. 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” answered Harry, rather disconcerted by the meeting. He could not help wondering whether Mr. Gilmore’s errand there was the same as his own. 
  “A boy in my Form found a bag of biscuits here yesterday.” remarked Mr. Gilmore. “It appears to have been a part of what was taken from Mrs. Mimble’s shop.” 
  “So I have heard, sir.” 
  “Bunter minor told me that he picked up the bag near what he called the ringed flagstone.” said Mr. Gilmore. “You probably know where that is, Wharton?” 
  “Quite welI, sir.” 
  “I am new here,” said the Form master, with a smile. “I have not yet seen all the sights of Greyfriars. I should like you to show me this ringed flag-stone, whatever it is.” 
  “Certainly, sir! This way.” answered Harry. 
  The Second Form master followed him almost to the end of the Cloisters. Under an old arch, deep in shadow, one of the ancient flagstones had a rusty iron ring sunk in a grooved circle on the surface. On one side of the iron ring it was clamped down to the stone, and evidently it had once been lifted for lifting the flag. 
  Mr. Gilmore gazed at it with keen interest. 
  “The ring in the stone must have been used in old days for lifting the flag.” he remarked. “Have you ever seen it open, Wharton?” 
  “Yes, sir,” answered Harry. “It’s against the rules to open it, as there’s a deep cell underneath, where a fellow might fall and break a leg. But I remember seeing it open once.” 
  “A cell underneath?” 
  “Yes, sir; where monks used to be shut up, they say, when they broke the rules.” said Wharton, with a smile. “That was long ago, of course, when Greyfriars was a monastery.” 
  Mr. Gilmore nodded. 
  “I’ll help you lift it, if you like, sir.” added Wharton. “The rule about not opening it doesn’t apply to masters, of course.” 
  “Still, a rule is a rule.” said Mr. Gilmore. “1 will not trouble you, Wharton. No doubt. you would like to rejoin your friends, too.” 
  Mr. Gilmore turned away as he spoke. Wharton smiled faintly. He was well aware that Mr. Gilmore wanted to be left alone, and he walked back to the quadrangle, wondering whether Mr. Gilmore intended to explore the old punishment cell, and wondering, too, what the young master would have thought had he known what was in the junior’s mind. It was, however, no business of the captain of the Remove, and he joined his chums in punting about a footer till dinner, and soon forgot about the matter. 

                                     THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                                             Struck Down! 
ERIC GILMORE waited till the junior’s footsteps had died away. 
  The Second Form master’s face was a little pale, and tense in expression. 
  He looked to and fro and round about almost stealthily before he approached the ringed stone again. 
  He approached it at last, and, bending down, lifted the rusty iron ring from the groove cut in the stone where it lay flat. 
  His eyes gleamed. 
  On the thickly-routed surface of the metal there were plain signs, now that he examined it closely, where the rust had been rubbed by a recent grasp. 
  Quite recently the stone had been raised from its place. 
 “The villain!” breathed Eric Gilmore. 
  He set his teeth. 
  Since the night when George Waring, the escaped convict, had penetrated to his study the convict’s half-brother had seen nothing of him, and had believed that the man was gone. He had told the man plainly that if he did not go he would be handed over to the police; and Convict No. 19 had disappeared into the night—gone, as his half-brother believed, to seek a refuge elsewhere, 
  But a very different idea had come into Mr. Gilmore’s mind after the robbery of the tuckshop. The bare idea that the desperate man might be lurking in some hidden recess of the ancient buildings of Greyfriars roused his deepest anger. So many circumstances pointed to it that he had little doubt that it was the case; and now he was sure. The grasp that had disturbed the thick rust on the ring was Waring’s; the stolen food from the tuckshop had been taken by the hidden convict under the shadow of night, Eric Gilmore was sure of it now. That only food had been taken, and the money left in the till, seemed to indicate that the raider was some greedy schoolboy; but that, of course, was Waring’s intention. 
  Mr. Gilmore felt sure now—or almost sure. And as he stood gazing at the ringed stone, with a moody brow, he was strongly tempted to waIk back to his study, telephone to Inspector Grimes at Courtfield, and leave the discovery of the hidden rascal to be made by the police. 
  But he hesitated. 
  He naturally shrank from the disgrace that would have been incurred by the arrest of his half-brother within the school precincts—after which the relationship could scarcely have been kept a secret. 
  He knew that he couldn’t have remained at Greyfriars afterwards—and his post at Greyfriars meant a great deal to the young man. 
  It was only a temporary post; he had taken Mr. Twigg’s place till that gentleman should recover and return to his duties at the school. But he hoped to obtain from Dr. Locke a recommendation, which would help him to secure a post for which he had applied in Canada. He knew that Dr. Locke was satisfied with him, and a recommendation from the headmaster of Greyfriars might make all the difference to his prospects. But after such a disgrace as the arrest of his half-brother at the school, and the exposure of his connection with a convict, it was fairly certain that he would have to leave at once—indeed, had the Head desired him to remain longer, he knew that he could not look the school in the face in such circumstances. 
  But it was not only of himself that Eric Gilmore was thinking as he stood staring gloomily at the ringed stone. 
  Waring had never been his friend— there had never been any love lost between them. In their schooldays together there had been mutual dislike— there had been nothing in common between them. His half-brother, the reckless scapegrace and blackguard, had been expelled from Wodehouse, and had deserved worse punishment; their ways were as far as the poles asunder. Nevertheless, blood was thicker than water; the man was his mother’s son, and he could not hand him over to a living death. 
  Help him to escape his just punishment, he could not and would not. But handing him over to the police was a different matter. He could not aid and abet an escaped convict but he could not take an active part. in his recapture. 
  For long minutes the young master thought it over, but he shook his head at last. He could not give up the wretched man hidden in the cell beneath his feet—not without giving him one more chance to go. If Waring refused to go, then he no longer had any choice in the matter—the man must be given up. But he would not refuse, when he knew that refusal meant arrest. 
  Mr. Gilmore, after another uneasy glance up and down the deserted Cloisters, stooped and grasped the iron ring again. 
  Strong as he was, it required a good deal of exertion to lift the heavy flagstone. But it rolled aside at last, revealing a square opening in the stone floor of the Cloisters. 
  Dimly Mr. Gilmore made out stone steps in the gloom below. 
  No sound came from the old cell. 
  The young master peered down into the opening, with a shiver. Surely a convict prison was better than such a hiding-place—lonely, desolate, dark, bitterly cold. 
  He bent over the opening. 
  “I know you are there!” he said in a low voice. “You may as well show yourself, George Waring.” 
  There was no answer. 
  Something like hope came into Eric Gilmore’s face. Was he, after all, mistaken—was the old stone cell untenanted? 
  Mr. Gilmore would have been very glad to find it so. It would have been an immense relief to him. 
  He stepped into the opening, and descended the narrow stone stair. Blackness lay before him as he reached the bottom. 
  From the shadowy archway over the opening little light came. The cell was like pitch. 
But his nostrils detected the smell of oil, of a lamp recently extinguished. His brief hope died down. Someone was there, and it could only have been Convict No. 19. 
  “I know you arc here, Waring.” said Mr. Gilmore, in a low, steady voice. “You may relight your lamp.” 
  He heard a hurried breath, and a match was struck. In its flickering light he saw his half-brother. 
  The man—strangely like Eric Gilmore in build and features, his very counterpart save that his hair was dark—put the match to the lamp. It was a little tin backed lamp, with a smoky glass, probably purloined from one of the outbuildings of the school. 
  The lamp burned and filled the cell with a dim light. 
  “So you’ve found me, Gilmore!” 
  The convict spoke in a husky, savage voice, his eyes gleaming at the master of the Second. 
  “As you see.” 
  “Then it is known—about the food being taken—” 
  “Only to me. The school believes that some schoolboy took the things from the shop.” answered Mr. Gilmore coldly. 
  “Then no one knows that I am here?” 
  “Only myself.” 
  “And you have found me out, and come to help me?” said the convict, in a bitterly gibing voice. 
 “I have found you out, but I have not come to help you, as you know quite well.” answered Mr. Gilmore sternly. I have come to give you a last chance to go, before you are taken by the police.” 
  “Go?” repeated Convict No. 19. “Go—where? I told you that I had found my last and only refuge here—even here I could not have remained had I not discovered this cell while hiding in the Cloisters, and looking for a safer hiding piece. Go? I will go gladly, it you give me help. Your passport, suit of your clothes, a little money, and I will go, and take my chance of getting out of the country.” 
  “I cannot break the law to help you,” answered Mr. Gilmore icily. “1 have told you so before, and we need not go into that again. Listen to me. It is my duty to hand you over to the police, and I am guilty of wrongdoing in holding my hand. You know it. But I will leave you here, and in one hour I will return. If you are gone, 1 shall say nothing. If you are still here, I shall telephone to Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield.” 
  “And that is all you have to say?” 
  “That is all. I think you should count yourself lucky that I am going to do as much for you as that,” said the master of the Second Form, “instead of doing my duty—of handing you over at once!” 
  The convict’s eyes glittered at him. 
  “Go, then, and leave me.” he muttered. 
  “I am going, and I warn you to escape while you may. I shall keep my word.” said Mr. Gilmore. 
  And he turned to ascend the stone steps again. 
  As he turned his back the convict was upon him with a leap like a tiger. His right hand had been held behind him— it grasped a heavy stone. Mr. Gilmore half turned, and as he did so the stone crashed on the side of his head with fearful force. 
  One faint cry the master of the Second gave, and then he slipped down, inert, and lay stunned and senseless at the foot of Convict No. 19. 
                                        THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                          A Change of Identity! 

CONVICT No. 19 stood breathing in great gasps, shaking from head to foot. But the heavy stone was still gripped in his hand, raised to strike again, if it were needed. But it was not needed. Mr. Gilmore had sunk down completely unconscious. The man who was so like him stood, his fixed gaze on the still face and closed eyes. At last he dropped the stone, and stirred. He ascended the stone step, and cautiously put out his head and scanned the dim Cloisters. No one was in sight. With a great exertion of his strength, he drew the flagstone shut, grasping it by an iron ring on its underside. Then he descended the steps again, secure now from observation and discovery. 
  Mr. Gilmore still lay huddled where he had fallen. A thin streak of red ran from under his hair. He showed no sign of returning to his senses. The blow had been a heavy and cruel one. 
  The convict stared down at him in the light of the smoky lamp, with a savage grin. 
  “My turn now!” he muttered. 
  The next proceedings of the hidden man were peculiar. He stripped off the master’s gown and removed his clothes; discarded his own attire, and dressed himself quickly in Mr. Gilmore’s clothes. His own dusty, muddy garments he placed on the unconscious master. 
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Even to the cap and gown, he adopted Mr. Gilmore’s attire, and his resemblance to the Second Form master, which had before been striking, was now almost exact. 
  Save for the dark colour of his hair, no one at Greyfriars could have said that the man standing there was not Eric Gilmore. 
  And his hair was short—it had not yet outgrown the convict cropping—and it was hidden by the master’s cap. 
  Once the dark hair was out of sight, the man was Mr. Gilmore to the life. 
  There was no glass in which he could see his reflection; but he knew the fact without that. What difference there was between the two faces existed only in the hard gauntness of the convict. 
  A faint moan came from Eric Gilmore. 
  The unconscious man was stirring; and Convict No. 19 dropped on his knees beside him, and, with strips torn from his own rags, bound his hands and feet securely. 
  Mr. Gilmore’s eyes opened. 
  With dizzy eyes and throbbing head he stared up at the convict. 
  A cruel smile curved the lips of Convict No. 19 as he watched the young master and waited for him to speak. 
  “What—what has happened? What are—” Mr. Gilmore muttered confusedly. 
  He tried to put his hand to his aching head, but his hands were not to be moved. The convict had bound him tightly. 
  “Well?” sneered Convict No. 19. 
  “What—what—-—” 
  “Wait till your brain clears, you poor fool!” said the convict contemptuously. 
  For some minutes Mr. Gilmore lay silent, dazed; but his mind was clearing now. He realised that he was dressed in the convict’s rags, the old brown overcoat that the convict had worn wrapped round him. Even to the muddy, dilapidated boost, he was dressed as the convict had been. And he saw his own clothes on the convict. 
  “What does this mean? You scoundrel! You struck mc down!”
  “I did!” 
  “You have taken my clothes—” 
  “You might as well have given mc the old suit I asked for!” sneered the convict. 
  “You villain!” 
  George Waring shrugged his shoulders. 
  “You scoundrel! Release me at once! I will shout, and bring all Greyfriars here!” muttered Eric Gilmore hoarsely. 
  “You will do nothing of the kind!” said the convict coolly. “No shout can be heard from this cell, with the stone closed above! And to make assurance doubly sure, I shall gag you before I leave you!” 
  “You will leave me here?” 
  “Exactly!” 
  “Oh, you villain!” groaned the master of the Second. 
  “You refused me help!” said the convict, his eyes glittering. “I came here for help, but I had a second plan in my mind if you refused it, Eric Gilmore. I hoped for a chance—I watched for a chance—and you have walked into my hands and given me a better chance than I could have dreamed of. I am going—not as Convict No. 19, not as George Waring—I am going as Eric Gilmore—in your clothes, with your money, and your passport, which I shall find in your rooms—I have your keys, my fine fellow—and you will not be able to intervene! You will lie here helpless till you are found—if ever you are found alive!”
  He gritted his teeth. 
  “You should have given me the help I asked! You brought this on yourself, fool that you are You can thank yourself for what may happen to you in this den!” 
  “Whatever may happen, I am glad that I refused to help you.” said Eric Gilmore steadily— “more glad now than ever! Do not believe that you will escape under my name! You will be detected! 
  “I shall chance that. I have to take my only chance. When I am safe across the sea I will send word somehow where you may be found. I hope it will be in time to save your life, but I care little! I will risk the rope rather than go back to Blackmoor! A few hour’s will suffice for me to do all that I must do here, and then I shall leave—not stealing away under cover of darkness, but openly, in the daylight, with no man to question me!” 
  “Help!” 
  It was a sudden shout from the bound man, but it was the only shout he had time to utter. 
  The next moment the convict was upon him, forcing a handkerchief into his mouth. The gag was tied securely in its place with another strip torn from the convict’s rags. 
  Then for a few moments the convict listened intently. But he knew that the shout could not have been heard. 
  He extinguished the lamp. 
  “Remain there !” he said, between his teeth. “I have done with you, Eric Gilmore!” 
  He trod up the stone steps in the darkness. 
  In the old monk’s cell Eric Gilmore lay bound and helpless, gagged and silent, a prey to despair. 
  The convict placed his shoulder to the ranged flag and lifted it. 
  He stepped out into the wintry wind. He cast a quick, stealthy glance round him. No one was in sight. The dim, windy Cloisters were deserted. 
  Quietly the convict replaced the ringed stone. 
  Then he moved along the Cloisters slowly. 
  Desperate as he was, with the nerve of a desperate man, his heart was beating fast and painfully, and there was as much fear and determination in his breast. 
  His scheme had long been formed, waiting only for an opportunity to carry it out; and the opportunity had come unexpectedly. 
  But he shrank from the ordeal before him. 
  He was tempted to go now—to leave by the wall at the end of the Cloisters, to flee as he was. But he did not yield to that temptation. To leave the school in a master’s cap and gown was easy, but it was certain to be fatal to his hopes. On the roads and in the street he would have attracted less attention in his old brown overcoat, and the change of clothes would have been a change for the worse. He screwed up his nerve for what lay before him. 
  Dressed as he was, resembling his half-brother as he did, it needed only nerve to enter the school as the Second Form master. Once installed in Eric Gilmore’s quarters, it was only a matter of time—a short time —before he rifled the Form master’s desk and boxes, and obtained all he needed for his flight— money, clothes, papers, and, above all, the Form master’s passport, with which he could cross the sea. On that passport the photograph of Eric Gilmore was a replica of his own, and the detailed description fitted him as well as it fitted Mr. Gilmore, with the exception of the colour of his hair, and that was an alteration it was easy for him to make; it was for forgery that be had been sent to Blackmoor. 
  The ordeal before him was terrible, yet he told himself that it required only nerve; and nerve he had never lacked from the days when he had been the scapegrace of Wodehouse, all through the downward career which had landed him finally in a convict prison. 
  He left the Cloisters at last, taking his courage in both hands, as it were. With beating heart, but with a calm face, he walked up to the House. 
  Wingate of the Sixth was in the doorway and he spoke as the convict entered. 
  “Looks like a fine afternoon for the game, Mr. Gilmore.” 
  The convict caught his breath for a. moment. But his nerve was equal to the test. Even the fact that Wingate addressed him as Mr. Gilmore gave him confidence. 
  “Oh, quite!” he said. 
  Wingate looked at him rather more attentively. 
  He could not help noting that the man’s face had a thin, drawn look; and. still more, he could not help noting that he was in need of a wash, His attentive glance made the convict tremble, 
  “You are fit to-day, Mr. Gilmore?” asked the Greyfriars captain. 
  “Fit?” muttered the convict. 
  He had no idea who Wingate was— no idea that he was the captain of the school; no idea that Mr. Gilmore was booked to play for the first eleven that afternoon.  He wondered savagely who this fellow was and what he was driving at. 
  “Yes; we should miss you if you weren’t able to play, sir.” said the Greyfriars captain. “Redclyffe are playing a master, too, and we want to beat them.” 
  “Oh!” breathed Convict No. 19, with a dawning comprehension. 
  “Excuse me, sir, but you do not look as well as usual.” said the Sixth. Former. “I hope you are fit, sir?” 
  “Oh, quite—quite!” said Convict No. 19. 
  And he passed on into the House, leaving Wingate looking a little perplexed. Somehow or other, it seemed to Wingate that Mr. Gilmore was changed, oddly changed, from his usual self. But it did not occur to the Greyfriars captain how very completely changed Mr. Gilmore was. 

                              THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                           Playing a Part! 
“YOU!”
  Involuntarily taken utterly by surprise, convict No. 19 uttered that startled ejaculation. 
  It was the sight of Billy Bunter that called it forth. 
  Within the House, the convict had to hesitate. He knew the window of’ Mr. Gilmore’s study from the quad; but he could not, of course, enter the room by the window. Within the House he had but a vague idea where to look for the Second Form master’s study, and he was hesitating, baffled for the moment by that difficulty, when William George Bunter of the Remove came rolling along. 
  The fat junior blinked at him and backed away across the passage. 
  Not that the Owl of the Remove saw any change in Mr. Gilmore. But Bunter was still in the belief that Eric Gilmore was the convict he had seen hiding in the woodcutter’s hut near Wharton Lodge, in the holidays, and he was never able to conceal his uneasiness when he came near the Second Form master. There was always a suspicion in Bunter’s fat, obtuse mind that Eric Gilmore might suddenly “chuck” playing Form master, and spring at him as the convict had done on that occasion. 
  The sight of Bunter astounded and alarmed the convict, and the sudden surprise caused his nerve to fail him completely for the moment; 
  He knew Bunter instantly. Bunter, with his podgy face, his big glasses, and his unusual circumference, was a fellow not easily forgotten. Convict No. 19 knew that this was the schoolboy whom he had robbed of a coat and half-a-crown weeks before in the woodcutter’s hut in Surrey. He had almost forgotten the incident, but it was recalled with terrifying clearness to his mind as he came face to face with Bunter at Greyfriars! 
  Bunter’s involuntary backing away added to his terror. In his mind’s eye the convict saw himself recognised— blown—on the verge of being denounced! This fat schoolboy, whom he had never expected to see again, whose existence he had forgotten, was here—at Greyfriars—in the very House where he had taken refuge! The wretched man’s brain whirled as he stared at Bunter. 
  “You!” he breathed huskily. 
  Into the desperate man’s eyes came such a glare of rage and terror that Bunter fairly jumped back in fear. For once his uneasiness at the sight of the Second Form master was not without grounds. 
  “What are you doing here?” hissed the convict, for the moment purely the desperate convict again, forgetful that he was playing the part of a Form master of Greyfriars. 
  “I—I—I——” stuttered Bunter. 
  He jumped farther back, utterly scared by the look on the face that he supposed to be Mr. Gilmore’s. 
  “I—I’m going to dinner, sir.” he stuttered. “I—I—— We’re allowed to walk through this passage, sir.” 
  Bunter supposed that the Second Form master was calling him to account for being in Masters’ passage—a quarter through which juniors were allowed to walk, but in which they were forbidden to loiter. 
  The convict stared at him. 
  His nerve, for the moment, had been utterly lost; he had betrayed himself, had Bunter been less obtuse and could he possibly have suspected what had taken place in the Cloisters. 
  But Waring quickly regained his nerve. Bunter’s answer showed him that the fat junior took him for the master of the Second Form. 
  With an effort, the convict composed his face and stilled the twitching of his hands, which itched to be at the throat of the schoolboy who knew Convict No. 19 by sight. 
  “Oh, yes! You—you startled me.” he muttered. “You need not go, my boy 
  Bunter unwillingly stayed. 
  That glare of ferocity in the convict’s face had utterly scared him and convinced him, if he had needed convincing, that his suspicion that Eric Gilmore was the escaped convict was well-founded. But the man’s face was quite composed now, and even smiling. Only for a few seconds had the desperate man’s nerve failed him at the unexpected encounter. 
  “I have forgotten your name, my boy.” he said smoothly. 
  “Bunter, sir.” mumbled the fat junior. 
  “Oh, yes, Bunter! Quite so.” 
  “M-m-may I go now, sir?” gaspcd Bunter. 
  The pseudo Form master smiled. 
  “I need your assistance, my boy. I have slipped in the quadrangle and hurt my ankle. Please gave me your arm to my study.” 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Bunter nervously. 
  He was extremely unwilling to come within reach of Mr. Gilmore, master of the Second. But it was impossible to refuse. 
  The convict leaned on Bunter’s shoulder, and the fat junior led him to Mr. Gilmore’s study. The convict’s hand rested on Bunter’s fat shoulder, and almost unconsciously he gripped hard. The grip made Bunter shudder with apprehension. He had nothing to fear, but he gasped with relief when he reached the door of Mr. Gilmore’s study and the grip released. 
  “Thank you, Bunter.” said the convict. 
  “N—n-not at all, sir!” stuttered Bunter. 
  “You may go.” 
  Bunter went—promptly. 
  The convict opened the door to which Bunter had led him. Once inside the study he recognised the room in which he had spoken to his half-brother late on a dark night. 
  He closed the door and sank into a chair, breathing hard with relief. 
  The first part of his task was over. 
  He was in Mr. Gilmore’s room, and he had spoken with two Greyfriars fellows, one a senior, and the other a junior, and neither suspected that he was not the master of the Second Form. 
  He was not aware that it was a half-holiday at Greyfriars that day, and he supposed that Mr. Gilmore would be wanted for classes in the afternoon. But before that time he intended to be far from Greyfriars. 
  He rose from the chair after a few minutes, and looked into the glass. 
  He smiled grimly at his reflection. 
 The glass had often reflected Mr. Gilmore, and now it reflected his half-brother; but the image in the mirror was the same. 
  In the Monk’s cell under the Cloisters, where he had hidden for days, the convict had suffered, and he had roughed it. So far as he had been able to wash at all, it had been in the fountain at night. But the relative who had supplied him with clothes, had supplied him with many necessities that could be carried in the pockets—among other things a safety-razor and shaving necessaries. The handsome face—handsome in spite of its gauntness—was clean-shaven. But it was decidedly gritty, and his hands were dirty. He realised now why the senior fellow had looked at him so attentively in the doorway. 
 Tap! 
  The convict spun round from the glass. In a moment he had dropped into the chair at Mr. Gilmore’s table, his face turned from the light. 
  “Come in!” he said steadily. 
  Trotter, the page, opened the door. 
  George Waring had never seen Trotter before, but he could understand that he was the house page. He glanced at him carelessly. 
  “Well?” he said curtly. 
  “Dinner, sir.” said Trotter. 
  The convict felt a beating at his heart. He realised that Mr. Gilmore took his lunch when the schoolboys took their dinner; that the meal was now ready, and that the page had come to remind him, thinking that he had forgotten. Not for worlds would the impostor have faced the sea of eyes in the dining-hall of Greyfriars. 
  “I shall not come in to dinner,” he said. “I am feeling a little unwell, and shall require no dinner.” 
  “Yes, sir.” said Trotter indifferently. 
  “Mr. Quelch told me to call you, sir.” 
  “Quite so,” said Convict No. 19. “Shut the door.” 
  Trotter retired and shut the door. 
  He repaired to the dining-hall, where he reported to Mr. Quelch, at the head of the Remove table. The Remove master, under the impression that Mr. Gilmore had forgotten the meal-time, had sent the page to the Second Form master’s study. He raised his eyebrows as Trotter gave him Mr. Gilmore’s answer. 
  “Very well!” he said. 
  And Mr. Quelch requested a Sixth-Form prefect to take Mr. Gilmore’s place at the head of the Second Form table. 
  “Gilmore seedy!” murmured Bob Cherry, in surprise. “He looked as fit as a
fiddle this morning.” 
  “And he’s down to play in the first eleven match!” said Frank Nugent. “Looks as if Wingate will lose him.” 
  “I saw him hardly more than an hour ago, and he looked all right.” said Harry Wharton, very much puzzled. 
  “I say, you fellows, he’s hurt his ankle.” said Billy Bunter. “He’s crocked!” 
  “How do you know?” 
  “Because he told me so.” said Bunter. “He made me help him to his study when he came in. Frightful temper he was in, too—glared at me like a tiger.” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  “There is too much chattering at this table.” said Mr. Quelch severely, and the Removites were silent and devoted themselves to their dinner. 

                                THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                                                   Escape! 
CONVICT NINETEEN opened the door of Mr. Gilmore’s study. 
  That study, and all it contained, was at the mercy of the fugitive from Blackmoor.   But apart from one or two articles hanging on pegs, there was nothing there in the way of the change of clothing that the convict required. He had to find Mr. Gilmore’s room and when the school were assembled at dinner was his opportunity. 
  His manner was quite casual as he passed up the staircase. That Mr. Gilmore’s bedroom would be somewhere upstairs, he knew; but where to look for it, in the almost endless number of rooms in the great building, he did not know. While the school was at dinner, there was not likely to be any Greyfriars man about; but he knew that at every step he might run into some servants on household duties; and he was well aware of the surprise and comment that would be caused, if he was seen entering the wrong room. He had no choice but to take his chance, and he was as wary as a cat. Fortune favoured the desperate man. He opened door after door, taking the risk of the rooms being occupied; a slight risk at that hour of the day. And the sight of a travelling-bag, with the initials “KG.” in white letters on the brown leather, told him when he had reached the room he sought. 
  He shut the door after him, breathing quickly. 
  It was possible, for all he knew, that there might be some other master at Greyfriars with the same initials as Eric Gilmore; but a few minutes examination of the room placed the matter beyond doubt. 
  He was in Mr. Gilmore’s room; and Mr. Gilmore’s belongings were at his disposal. 
  He lost no time 
  Having locked the door, his first proceeding was to take the wash he needed so badly, and which made him look even more exactly like the always cleanly and well-groomed Form-master. 
  The leather suit-case was locked; but Mr. Gilmore’s bunch of keys was in his possession. He unlocked the bag, and selecting the articles that he wanted, packed it for a journey. 
  From Mr. Gilmore’s wardrobe, he picked a roomy travelling-coat, a muffler, and a loose-fitting travelling cap and donned them. 
  He surveyed the result in a mirror, and nodded with satisfaction. 
  The cold, windy day was a sufficient reason for turning up the thick collar of the coat, and placing the muffler under it. With the coat-collar and the muffler, and the loose cap pulled well down, his dark hair was wholly concealed from view. That was the one point upon which he had to be extremely careful in his impersonation of the Second Form-master. 
  Any Greyfriars man who had seen him at that moment, could not have 
doubted that he was Eric Gilmore, dressed for a journey—though certainly any Greyfriars man would have been surprised at seeing him preparing for a journey at that particular time—Wingate most of all, as the Greyfriars captain was counting upon Mr. Gilmore for the first eleven match. 
  The convict’s plans were fully thought out. In Mr. Gilmore’s desk, in the study, a brief search had discovered the Form-master’s passport, and other private papers, as well as sum of money—not a large sum, but sufficient for immediate needs, at least. 
  All that the convict had now to do was to walk out of Greyfriars, and get to the railway station; and take the train for Dover. 
  He hoped to get  clear while the school was still at dinner. 
  No doubt the sudden departure of Mr. Gilmore, without a word of warning even to the headmaster, would cause great surprise. 
  That he could not help. 
  Cool and resolute as he was, he shrank from an interview with the Head; but he had written a note—in an exact imitation of Mr. Gilmore’s handwriting—to give to the porter as he left, for delivery to Dr. Locke. 
  That note explained to the Head that he had received a telephone call concerning a relative who was dangerously ill, and begged the Head to excuse him for his sudden departure. 
  True, the Head was not likely to excuse a Form-master who rushed away without apprising him of his intention, and asking leave. The Head would very naturally think that Mr. Gilmore might have found time, a few minutes at least, to speak to him before he departed from Greyfriars so very abruptly But if the Head was incensed, it was at least impossible that he should even dream of the cause of the Second Form master’s strange action, and that was all the convict cared about. 
  He quitted the room at last, and went down the stairs with his bag in his hand. 
  Fortune was still his friend. Dinner was not yet over; he had not wasted a second. He met no one but Trotter on his way, and Trotter gave him a second glance. Trotter, no doubt, was surprised to see a master who was too unwell to come in to dinner, going out dressed evidently for a journey.   
  Convict No. 19 caught his glance. He stopped. 
  “Kindly take my bag to the porter’s lodge, my boy.” he said. 
  “Yessir!” 
  Trotter took the suitcase. 
  He left the House with Convict No. 19, and in a few minutes they reached Gosling’s lodge. 
  William Gosling blinked from his doorway at the man he supposed to be Mr. Gilmore, and touched his ancient hat.
  Trotter put down the bag. 
  Convict No.19 tipped the page half-a- crown that belonged to Mr. Gilmore, and Trotter went back to the House, utterly unsuspicious. 
  “I am called away very suddenly,” said Convict No. 19. “A relative is dangerously ill, and I have to catch the first train. Please hand this note to the headmaster.” 
  “Yessir!” said Gosling. 
  He eyed Convict No. 19 rather curiously. Waring’s voice was very like his half-brother’s but there was a slight difference. The difference struck Gosling, but nothing like the reason for it occurred to his mind. 
  “Please deliver the note as soon as you can.” added Waring. 
  “Certainly, sir!” 
  The convict picked up the bag. 
  “Excuse me, sir?” 
  “Well!” 
  “If you’re in a ‘urry, sir, p’raps you’d like me to ring for a taxi, sir.” suggested Gosling. 
  Convict No. 19 would have liked it, but he did not want to remain a moment longer within the precincts of Greyfriars than he could help. 
  “Thank you; I shall not need it.” he said. “I have time to catch my train.” 
  And he walked away, suitcase in hand. 
  Gosling stared after him. 
  A man who was in such a hurry to leave, that he wrote a note for the Head instead of expending a few minutes in seeing that gentleman, and yet who had time to walk to the station instead of taking a taxi, rather perplexed William Gosling. 
  Convict No. 19 was well aware that he left the school-porter perplexed. But; it could not be helped. Ho dared not interview the Head; but had he left without a word at all, the sudden disappearance of the Second Form master would have caused alarm and inquiry; so the note had to be left. Perplexed or not, Gosling was certainly not likely to guess the cause of the Form-master’s odd actions. 
  The escaping man stepped out of the old gateway, his eyes sparkling, his heart beating, as he breathed the air of freedom. The way was clear now; the way to Dover, and the Channel boat, and freedom in a foreign land. 
  To the hapless man, shut up bound and gagged, in the cold stone cell under the Cloisters, he gave not a single thought. 
  Later, when all was safe, he would send word, somehow, that the prisoner of the monk’s cell might be found while he yet lived, and that not so much for the young master’s own sake as for his own neck’s safety. But for the moment Convict No. 19 was thinking only of himself and his escape, and he had no remorse or pity to waste on the man whom he had left a helpless, freezing prisoner, and whose name and property he had taken. George Waring had never given much thought to others in his best days, and he had not learned better in the convict gang at Blackmoor. 
  Free! 
  He strode along the frosty road, breathing in the keen, wintry air, his eyes dancing. Free! For the first time since his escape from Blackmoor, for the first time during the weary weeks of dodging, hiding, and famishing, his heart high with hope. Had his half-brother consented to help a fugitive from justice to escape, the convict would have taken his chance of seizing a boat in Pegg Bay, and would have trusted himself to the winds and waves of the Channel. He was glad now that his half-brother had refused, he was going now, under better conditions—going as a well-dressed traveller, with a passport and money in his pocket, and private papers that would prove, if necessary, that he was a Form master at a well- known public school. 
  He could not have made the attempt under better auspices. He was glad that Eric Gilmore had refused to help him, since it had turned out that he had been able to help himself so much more effectively. 
  Fortune still favoured him. An empty taxi, returning from Friardale, passed him on the road. He hailed it and directed the chauffeur to drive him to Courtfield Junction. 
  Ten minutes later he was taking his ticket for Dover. The express was due in five minutes more. 
  Convict No. 19 walked on the platform. 
  A train had come in from Redclyffe and a crowd of fellows——senior schoolboys—had alighted from it. Convict No. 19 was unaware that they were the footballers from Redclyffe, who were to play Greyfriars First that afternoon—the match in which Eric Gilmore was to have figured. He glanced carelessly at the cheery crowd, bought a paper at a bookstall, and sat down, with the paper held to screen his face while he waited for the express. 
  The train thundered in. 
  Carelessly the convict strolled across the platform and took his seat in a first-class carriage.
  Doors slammed along the train, the engine screamed, the express rolled out of the station. Behind his newspaper, in a corner scat, Convict No. 19 smiled. 
                                 THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                    A Mysterious Disappearance! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. came out cheerily into the frosty air of the quad. The chums of the Remove were in cheery spirits that afternoon. It was a half-holiday. They had nothing to worry about till evening prep, and they were going to see a first-class football match—which was the next best thing to playing footer themselves. Only, it was doubtful now whether they would see Mr. Gilmore playing for the First Eleven, as they had expected. If he was too unwell to appear at dinner, he was not likely to be well enough to play football that afternoon. The same thought had evidently occurred to Wingate of the Sixth, for the juniors saw him in consultation with Gwynne and some other seniors, with a rather perturbed expression on his face. 
  The Greyfriars captain went into the House at last, from which it was easy to guess that he was going to ask Mr. Gilmore whether his name was to be taken off the list. 
  “Old Wingate’s a bit worried.” Bob Cherry remarked. “He’s going to lose his best man for the match.” 
  “Gilmore’s name is still in the list, said Frank Nugent. “I looked. If he’s not fit it’s rather odd that he hasn’t told Wingate to look for a new man. It’s being left rather late.” 
  “Well, he can’t be fit if he’s hurt his ankle, as Bunter said,” remarked Harry Wharton, “and he certainly didn’t come in to tiffin. Quelchy asked Wingate to take his place to watch the Second feed.” 
  “He ought to have told Wingate before this.” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “The oughtfulness is terrific.” observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But perhaps the esteemed Gilmore is growing absent-minded, like the excellent and ridiculous Mr. Wiggins.” 
  “I fancy he may be thinking about something else.” said Wharton, in a low voice. “He was fit enough this morning when I saw him in the Cloisters, just before tiffin. Something may have happened—” 
  He broke off. 
  “What?” asked Bob, with a stare. 
   Wharton did not answer. 
   What Dicky Nugent had told in Study No. 1 had not been repeated by Wharton and Nugent even to the Co. The fact that Mr. Gilmore’s half-brother was a convict was no business of theirs, and they had said nothing. It was a topic upon which too little could not be said. 
  But it was in Wharton’s mind that Mr. Gilmore had been in the Cloisters after classes that morning for the same reason that the captain of the Remove himself had gone there—with a suspicion that the raid on the tuckshop was the work of a desperate fugitive hiding in some nook of the old school. 
  Wharton had no doubt whatever that Mr. Gilmore had intended to examine 
the monk’s cell under the ringed stone. He had felt quite certain on that point. 
  Had the Second Form master found the convict, his half-brother, hidden 
there, such a discovery might have had a very disturbing effect on him. And if he had, as Bunter stated, hurt his ankle, it was likely enough that he had received that hurt in exploring the recesses under the Cloisters. 
  Wharton could not help wondering whether Mr. Gilmore had, in fact, found the hunted man hiding in the precincts of Greyfriars, and what he had done if he had made such a discovery. Wingate of the Sixth came out of the House with a perplexed expression on his face, and called to the group of juniors. 
  “You kids seen Mr. Gilmore?” 
  “Not since tiffin, Wingate.” answered the captain of the Remove. “He was in his study when Trotter went there.” 
  “He’s not there now.” said Wingate. “It’s jolly odd!” 
  “May have gone to his room, if he’s not well.” suggested Nugent. 
  “I’ve been to his room, and he’s not there either. Nobody seems to know where he is.” grunted Wingate. 
  And he went back into the House, annoyed and perplexed. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where’s Gilmore, Bunter?” 
  “Eh? How should 1 know where he is?” demanded Bunter, blinking at Bob Cherry. 
  “Don’t you know everything that doesn’t concern you?” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, Dicky !” bawled Bob Cherry as Nugent minor passed with Gatty and Myers of the Second. “Where’s your Form master?” 
  Dicky Nugent stared round. 
  “Bother him!” he answered. “I don’t know where he is, and care less. I only hope he’s sacked!” 
  “You cheeky young ass!” 
  “Thank goodness we’ve done with him till prep this evening.” said Gatty. “What the thump do you fellows want him for?” 
  “Wingate wants him; and he seems to have done the vanishing trick.” answered Bob. 
  “Let’s hope he’s vanished for good, then, like a giddy Boojum!” chuckled Nugent minor. And the fags grinned and went on their way. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Run away and play, Bunter!” 
  “I fancy I can tell you what’s become of Gilmore.” grinned Bunter. 
  “Cough it up, then.” 
  Bunter gave a fat wink. 
  “Bolted!” he said. 
  “Bolted?” repeated Bob. 
  “Yes; that’s my idea. He was bound to bolt sooner or later, you know, being an escaped convict—” 
  “You footling ass!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “I can jolly well tell you that he looked fairly flabbergasted when he caught my eye on him, just before tiffin.” said Bunter. “I gave him a look, you know.” 
  “Well, if you gave him a look, that was enough to make him feel queer!” admitted Bob. “He hasn’t been here long enough to get used to your features! They’re an acquired taste!” 
  “You silly chump!” hooted Bunter. “I tell you I met him face to face, and gave him a look, and——” 
  “And that did it!” chuckled Bob. “Better not let Wingate know that you’ve crocked his best man 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You frabjous ass!” shrieked Bunter. 
  William George Bunter was willing to believe that he had scared Mr. Gilmore or anyone else with his commanding eye. but he was not willing to admit that his features had done it. 
  “Still, even Bunter’s face, though it might make a man ill, couldn’t make 
him disappear into space!” said Bob. “Where is he?” 
  “The wherefulness is terrific!” 
  “It’s rotten, leaving Wingate hanging up like this!” said Johnny Bull. “Redclyffe will be here soon! A football skipper wants to know whether a man’s going to play or not!” 
  “It’s jolly queer!” said Nugent. “Let’s look for him, and find him before old Wingate begins to tear his hair!”
  “I say, you fellows, he’s bolted!” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “You should have seen the glare he gave me.” said Bunter—“like a tiger! If you’d seen it, you’d have known that he was the convict! Absolutely murderous, you know!” 
  “You burbling ass, dry up!” 
  “Well, I know what I know!” declared the Owl of the Remove. “My belief is that Gilmore has taken the alarm and hooked it! You’ll jolly well find that I’m right, you fellows!” 
  And it really began to look as if William George Bunter was right, for Eric Gilmore was not to be found. Fellows of all Forms, much puzzled by his failure to appear, were looking for him, and asking one another whether they had seen him. Nobody seemed to have seen him; and Trotter, who could have given information, was below stairs, and no one, of course, thought of asking Trotter, or Gosling for that matter; for no one but Billy Bunter fancied for a moment that Mr. Gilmore had gone out of gates. 
  Wingate called at all the masters’ studies, with the idea that Mr. Gilmore might have dropped in for a chat with a colleague and forgotten the football match. But Mr. Gilmore was not in any of the studies, and none of the masters had seen him. 
  The Greyfriars captain was utterly puzzled. 
  He went to the changing-room, where most of the eleven had gathered by that time to change for the match. 
  “Mr. Gilmore’s not here?” he asked, as he came in. 
  “No,” answered Loder of the Sixth. 
  “Can’t you find him?” demanded Gwynne. 
  Wingate shook his head. 
  “No; can’t imagine what’s become of him. He can’t have gone out and forgotten all about the match.” 
  “Impossible!” said Walker. 
  “It’s a giddy mystery!” said the Greyfriars captain. “I can’t understand Mr. Gilmore acting in this fashion! I thought he was keen on the match.” 
  “He was keen on it.” said Gwynne. “If he’s changed his mind, he ought jolly well to have said so!” 
  “It’s not like him to leave us in the lurch like this!” said the worried captain of Greyfriars. “1 can’t make it out! Still, it seems to be clear that he’s not fit, as he couldn’t come in to tiffin. We shall have to play without him.” 
  That was the only possible decision, as it was close on time for the game now. Blundell of the Fifth was put on in Mr. Gilmore’s place—so there was one Greyfriars man at least, who was not disappointed by the strange absence of Eric Gilmore. The Redclyffe men arrived, and the first eleven went down to the field; and even at the last moment Wingate cast a hopeful glance round in the hope of seeing the tall figure of Eric Gilmore. But he saw nothing of him, and the footballers went into the field. 

                                    THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                           What Wharton Suspected! 

HARRY WHARTON watched the ball kicked off, with a thoughtful frown on his brow. The captain of the Remove was thinking hard. 
  He was thinking of Mr. Gilmore. 
  The game was beginning now, and the Second Form master was not in the ranks of the first eleven. That Mr Gilmore was keen on football, that he was glad to play for the Sixth, all Greyfriars knew. His absence, after arranging to play in the match, was mysterious and inexplicable, and all the more so because it was unexplained. That he had forgotten the match and gone out was impossible; that he had gone without taking the trouble to tell Wingate not to count on him was extremely unlikely. 
  Most of the fellows, puzzled as they were, simply gave the matter up. No doubt Mr. Gilmore would have some explanation to give when he did turn up again; and that he would not turn up again at all was an idea not likely to cross any mind. 
  But Wharton was thinking—anxiously. His comrades, though disappointed so far as watching Mr. Gilmore’s play was concerned, had settled down to see the match through; with or without Eric Gilmore, it was a game well worth watching. The problem of Eric Gilmore’s inexplicable conduct they dismissed from their minds as an insoluble problem which, after all, did not concern them personally. But Harry Wharton could not dismiss it from his mind, knowing as he did more than the other fellows knew. 
  “You men keen on seeing this through?” the captain of the Remove asked abruptly. 
  “Yes, rather!” said Bob Cherry. “It’s a good game! Look at old Wingate making the fur fly!”’ 
  “I’d rather you chaps came with me.” said Wharton. 
  “Eh—lost your interest in Soccer all of a sudden?” asked Johnny Bull. “Why not see it out?” 
  “I’m thinking of something else. Look here, you fellows, come along!” said Harry. “It’s about Gilmore!” 
  “Blow Gilmore!” said Johnny Bull, rather crossly. “I’ve always thought well of the man, but he’s done a dirty trick in letting Wingate down like this !”
  “He may not have been able to help it.” said Wharton, in a low voice. 
  “What rot!” 
  Frank Nugent looked curiously at his chum. 
  “What have you got in noddle now, Harry?” he asked. 
  “I’ll tell you if you’ll come out of the crowd.” 
  “Right-ho!” said Frank at once. 
  “Blest if I can make you out, Wharton!” said Johnny Bull. “No good looking for Gilmore now; it’s too late for him to play even if you found him! And he’s not to be found!” 
  “He must be somewhere.” 
  “Well, let him stay somewhere if he chooses! What does it matter to us? He could show up if he liked, I suppose!” 
  “Possibly not.” 
  “Let’s get out of this!” said Bob Cherry. “Wharton’s got something in his little brain-box, though I’m blest if I know what! You don’t think the man may have had an accident, Harry?” 
  “I think it’s possible.” 
  “Oh, my hat! Let’s go!” 
    The Famous Five pushed a way out of the thick throng gathered round Big Side. Almost all Greyfriars had turned up there to see the Redclyffe match. 
  The quadrangle was almost deserted, and the Cloisters, whither the captain of the Remove led his chums, totally deserted. In blank wonder the Co. followed him there. 
  “Look here, what’s this game?” demanded Johnny Bull. “You’re jolly mysterious, Wharton, and I can’t make head or tail of it!” 
  “The head or tailfulness not terrific!” remarked Hurree Singh 
  “I’m going to tell you fellows something I haven’t mentioned so far,” said Harry. “Nugent knows, but it was not our business to repeat it. It’s a rather beastly thing about Mr. Gilmore. 
  “The mystery deepens!” grinned Bob Cherry. Go it!” 
  Wharton quietly related, in a few words, the strange tale Dicky Nugent had told in Study No. 1. Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh listened in amazement. 
  Bob Cherry gave an expressive whistle when the captain of the Remove had finished. 
  “This beats it!” he said. “I—I suppose that cheeky fag wasn’t pulling your leg, was he?” 
  “I’m sure not.” said Harry. 
  “Quite sure!” added Nugent, with emphasis. 
  “That would account for the likeness,” said Bob. “We knew from the convict’s description that there was a likeness, though I never believed it was so close as Bunter fancied. I put it down to the fat duffer being as blind as an owl.” 
  “His half-brother!” said Johnny Bull. A convict! Pretty rotten for a Greyfriars master.” 
  “Of course, it’s to be kept dark,” said Wharton hastily. Even Dicky has sense enough not to talk about it. He only told his brother and me.” 
  “Mum’s the word, of course.” said Bob. “I wouldn’t like to say anything to hurt Mr. Gilmore; he’s a decent sort, though he has let Wingate down today.” 
  “I shouldn’t have told even you fellows,” went on Wharton, “only for a good reason. Mr. Grimes believes that the escaped convict headed for Greyfriars, to get help from Mr. Gilmore. I’m absolutely certain that the man has been here. As soon as I knew that he was Mr. Gilmore’s half-brother, that was certain. It was not Mr. Gilmore that I saw in the Cloisters that time, when I was puzzled by his dodging away; that Skinner and Snoop saw. That’s why Mr Gilmore never reported them for gambling.” 
  “ Phew!” 
  “Then there’s that raid on the tuck-shop,” went on Harry. “We took it for granted that it was Bunter——” 
  “It was Bunter!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Or his minor.” said Bob. “The Second all believe that it was Sammy Bunter. One of the two, anyhow.” 
  “The convict has been here.” said Harry. “If he is still hanging about, it may have been the convict. He would be badly in want of food.” 
  “Great pip!” 
  “I came along here this morning to look round.” went on Wharton. “I found Mr. Gilmore here. He asked me about the ringed stone. He made it plain that he wanted me to go, and I went—and I was quite sure that he meant to look into the old monk’s cell after I was gone.” 
  “Why on earth?” asked Bob. 
  “Because I think he suspected what I suspected—that Convict No. 19 was hiding somewhere about the school, and had raided the tuckshop on Monday night for food.” 
  Wharton’s chums stared at him. 
  “You think that Gilmore suspected that?” ejaculated Johnny Bull. 
  “I do. I think that’s the only reason why he believed Sammy Bunter’s story that he picked up the biscuits in the Cloisters. All the Second thought him a fool for believing it.” 
  “I rather agree with the Second.” 
  “Well, I think he’s no fool; but he had a reason the Second knew nothing of, and I’ve told you the reason.” 
  “Hem! But if Gilmore went down into the monk’s cell after you left him here, he got out again. He was in his study when he sent that message by Trotter.” 
  “I know! But did he go down again after tiffin?” asked Harry. “That’s what’s been worrying me!” 
  “Why should he? If he found the place empty, he wouldn’t want to go down again. If he found the convict there—it’s not likely; but, if he did—” Bob Cherry paused. 
  “The man’s his half-brother,” said Wharton. “According to Dicky, he told Inspector Grimes that he never would help a convict to escape. But-—but, the man’s his own blood—he may have changed his mind. He may have taken him food—or clothes—or—or simply gone to urge him to clear off.” 
  “No bizney of ours,” said Johnny Bull. “That’s a matter for Gilmore to settle with his own conscience.” 
  “Yes, yes; only he’s not to be found!” said Harry impatiently. Suppose something’s happened to him—suppose that desperate villain may have turned on him—suppose—” 
“You’re doing a lot of supposing,” said Johnny Bull dryly. “Mean to say that you think Gilmore may be in that cell now, with the giddy convict standing guard over 
  “That’s what I fear” 
  “Oh, my hat! Not if he was helping the man, anyhow.” 
  “But if he was ordering him to go— perhaps threatening to call in the police if he did not go——” 
  “Well, in that case, the Blackmoor johnny might give him beans, and sit on his head to keep him quiet. But I—”
  “Well, what do you fellows think?” asked Harry. I’ve brought you away from the football match to tell you this because I’m worried about what may have happened to Mr. Gilmore. If he went to the cell a second time the convict may have attacked him, or he may even have tumbled and hurt himself and been unable to get out. It’s a dangerous place. It’s put out of bounds for that reason—” 
  “Now you’re getting a bit more probable,” grinned Johnny Bull. “I think the convict is all piffle; but any man might break a leg rooting about that old den under the Cloisters. A fellow was hurt there once, falling down the steps, I remember.” 
  “My esteemed thinkfulness,” remarked Hurree Singh, “is that the excellent and execrable Gilmore is probably in the library with a book, and has forgotten the football. But we may as wellfully look into the cell as we are here, and as the ludicrous Wharton is anxious. Whyfully not?” 
  “That’s so,” said Bob. “It means a caning if it comes out that we lifted the ringed stone—the Head’s frightfully severe about it since there was an accident there. But we’ve been caned before and survived it. Besides, we’re not likely to be spotted” 
  “If we’re spotted, Wharton can tell his convict story to the Head.” chuckled Johnny Bull. “The Beak may swallow it—perhaps! To my mind, it’s better than Bunter’s story on the same subject.” 
  “Oh, cheese it!” said Frank, as a frown gathered on the brow of the captain of the Remove. 
  “Look here! I’m going to look into the monk’s cell.” said Wharton, compressing his lips. “Will you fellows help me lift the stone?” 
  “Of course !“ said Bob Cherry hastily. “After all, you might be right. Let’s jolly well peep into the place, anyhow.” 
  “The peepfulness is the proper caper,” agreed Hurree Singh. 
  And, that point being settled—though undoubtedly the Co. were in an extremely skeptical mood—the juniors prepared for the investigation of the ancient cell under the Cloisters. 

                                         THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                                Foiled at the Finish! 
THE Famous Five lost no time. 
  Wharton was anxious to verify —or otherwise—his suspicion that some harm had befallen Mr. Gilmore in exploring the monk’s cell, which, to his mind, was the only explanation of the Second Form master’s strange disappearance. The other fellows were anxious to get back to the football match. So all the five were keen to get the matter over, 
  Lifting the stone was a heavy task for a strong man, and quite beyond the powers of the most hefty junior at Greyfriars. Two juniors, in fact, would have found it a hard task. But the five of them found it fairly easy. Bob Cherry fetched a rope from the woodshed, and it was knotted to the iron ring, and the chums of the Remove grasped it together and pulled. The broad flag rolled on its side. 
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“The darkfulness is terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, staring into the black opening. 
  “And those old steps look a bit rocky.” observed Nugent. 
  “No need to go down.” said Johnny Bull. “If Mr. Gilmore’s there he can say so.” And Johnny shouted down into the opening: “Hallo! Anybody at home?” 
  The rumbling echo of his voice answered from the dark depths, but there was no other answer. 
  “Nobody at home!” grinned Johnny Bull. 
  “I’m going to see,” said Harry quietly. “I’ve got a box of matches here. I’ll go first. In fact, no need for more than one to go.” 
  “Unless the jolly old convict’s there,” grinned Bob Cherry. “If he’s there, and he’s knocked a Form master on the head, he may not stand on ceremony about a Remove man’s napper. We’ll all come down.” 
  “And if the convict’s there, I’ll eat him.” remarked Johnny Bull. 
  Evidently Johnny Bull doubted whether Convict No, 19, of Blackmoor, had ever been anywhere near Greyfriars at all. 
  “Fathead!” answered Wharton. 
  Harry Wharton stepped carefully into the opening. Ho struck a match, and peered before him as he went. The old stone steps—many centuries old—were far from safe; broken away in places and decidedly uneasy to the tread. The captain of the Remove did not relish his task, but he did not hesitate. 
  Feeling his way cautiously, testing each step with his foot before he trusted his weight to it, he descended the ancient step, striking matches as he went. The air below was heavy, after the keen wind of the Cloisters, but it was fairly fresh. The place was ventilated. Black darkness greeted Wharton’s eyes, the matches flickering eerily in the dense gloom. He reached the stone floor of the cell at last, and behind him his comrades came down, one after another, treading softly and carefully. The five juniors gathered in the cell at last, staring about them in the gloom. 
  “Nobody at home.” said Johnny Bull. “ And I think—— Oh, my hat! Wha-a-at’s that?” Johnny Bull broke off with a startled exclamation, as he stumbled over something on the floor. pp
  “The convict—— Great pip! It’s Mr. Gilmore!” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round the figure on the floor. A man, bound hand and foot and gagged, lay there, his staring eyes looking up wildly at them in the flicker of the matches. 
  For a moment they had supposed it was the convict. Wharton recognised the thick brown overcoat he had seen on the man who resembled Mr. Gilmore, on the occasion when the fugitive had dodged him in the Cloisters. But the next moment he knew that it was the Second Form master. The man’s head was bare, and his flaxen hair glimmered in the flickering light. 
  “Mr. Gilmore!” breathed Nugent. 
  Johnny Bull stared at the bound man in stupefaction. Not for a moment had the hard-headed Johnny believed that there was anything in Wharton’s suspicion that Mr. Gilmore had fallen foul of the convict, hidden in that remote recess. He was quite staggered by the overwhelming proof that Wharton had hit on the exact truth. 
  “Good heavens!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “It’s Mr. Gilmore, tied up! Oh, my hat! The—the convict must have been here, then.” 
  “And may be here now!” ejaculated Nugent. Look out!” 
  “Oh crumbs! Look out, you fellows!” 
  The possibility that the desperate man was lurking in the shadows about them, made the juniors draw together very quickly. But there was no sound or movement in the cell. Striking matches, they hurriedly explored the cell, and found that it was vacant, except for themselves and the bound man. The convict, if he had been there—as was certain now—was gone. 
  Bob Cherry opened his pocket-knife and cut Mr. Gilmore loose, while Wharton removed the gag from the young master’s mouth. 
  They raised him to a sitting posture. He was almost blue with cold, and his teeth chattered. 
  “We’ve got to get him out of this.” said Harry. “He’s nearly frozen. Thank goodness we came!” 
  “Yes, rather,” muttered Johnny Bull. 
  “Thank goodness we did! You were right after all, old chap.” Johnny shivered. “Why he must have heard me shout, and couldn’t answer with his mouth stuffed up!” 
  “My boys!” stammered Mr. Gilmore through his numbed lips. “My boys! Heaven bless you for coming!” 
  “It was Wharton, sir.” said Johnny Bull. “I thought it was all rot, but as it turns out—” 
  “Was it the convict, sir?” asked Nugent. 
  Mr. Gilmore nodded. 
  “I—I shall be able to move in a few minutes,” he said thickly. “Wait till then. Thank Heavens you came!” 
  He was breathing hard, and chafing his frozen hands, for some minutes, the juniors watching him in silence. The colour came back into his cheeks and the light into his eyes. He had been through a terrible ordeal. In the old stone cell, the lurking convict had been able to move, to keep himself warm; but the young master had laid bound, unable to stir, on the cold stone floor, and he was almost frozen. There was little doubt that the Famous Five had saved his life. It was not likely that he would have survived the terrible cold, had he remained for days in the stone cell. 
  “How did you know I was here, Wharton?” asked Mr. Gilmore, very quietly, at last. 
  Wharton coloured. He had not wished to let Eric Gilmore know, or suspect, that he and his friends knew anything of the young master’s convict relative. But there was no help for it now. 
  He explained, without mentioning Dicky Nugent’s name. Mr. Gilmore listened without interrupting him. 
  “I understand,” he said. “I desired nothing to be known in the school of my connection with that miscreant; but I should be very ungrateful to complain of that now, as, owing to your knowledge, you have certainly saved my life.” 
  “We shall say nothing, sir.” exclaimed Wharton hastily. “Nugent and I have known for some time, and never mentioned it, and the fag I spoke of has said nothing. Nothing will be said, sir, if you do not wish it.” 
  “Only that convict will have to be nailed.” said Johnny Bull. 
  Mr. Gilmore breathed hard. 
  “The matter of the convict you may leave in my hands,” he said. “1 shall take care that he does not escape, after what he has done. For the rest, I hope you boys will say nothing.” 
  “Not a word, sir.” 
  “I think I can walk now.” said Mr. Gilmore; and the juniors helped him to rise. 
  He leaned on the wall, panting. 
  “Have you seen anything of the man since he left me here, my boys?” asked the Second Form master. “As you see, he took my clothes, and his intention was to steal my passport and other things he needed, and to leave Greyfriars in my name—as me. I have been here since the time you saw me in the Cloisters after morning class, Wharton. Has the man—in my clothes and my name—been seen since?”
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Wharton. “You’ve been here since before dinner, sir?” 
  “Yes, yes.” 
  “Then it was that man in your study, who sent a message that he was unwell, and could not come to dinner“ 
 Mr. Gilmore gritted his teeth. 
  “No doubt it was he, taking advantage of his resemblance to me. Is he still in the school?” 
  “I think he must have cleared, sir. It’s because you couldn’t be found for the first eleven match that we looked for you. I suppose he must have cleared off while all the fellows were at dinner, as he hasn’t been seen since, and can’t be found.” 
  “Fortunately, I know where he is gone, and a telephone message to the Dover police will stop him.” said Mr. Gilmore grimly. “He will not find my passport so useful as he supposed. Any man attempting to cross the Channel in the name of Eric Gilmore will be stopped and arrested. There is ample time, thanks to you, my boys. He cannot have reached Dover yet.”
  Mr. Gilmore ascended the stone steps, and the juniors followed him out of the monks’ cell. The Form-master hurried away at once to the House, while Harry Wharton & Co. closed the ringed stone. 
  “May as well see the finish of the match.” said Bob Cherry. 
  The Famous Five walked out of the Cloisters, and headed for Big Side. Mr. Gilmore had already reached the House and gone in, and they had no doubt that he was taking prompt measures for dealing with Convict No. 19. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” old fat man!” 
  “I say, I’ve settled it.” grinned Billy Bunter, “You fellows fancied that Gilmore hadn’t bolted! I told you he had.” 
  “We did sort of fancy he hadn’t.” chuckled Bob Cherry. And the Co. laughed. 
  “Well, I’ve settled it now. He’s gone.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha 1” 
I’ve asked Gosling!” announced Billy Bunter triumphantly. “Gosling knows! He says that Mr. Gilmore left just after dinner, with a suitcase and gave him a note for the Head. That proves it. Now who was right?” 
  The Famous Five chortled. They had no intention of informing William George Bunter of the strange happenings of that afternoon; which would have been equivalent to informing all Greyfriars. 
  “I don’t think Mr. Gilmore’s bolted, dear old porpoise.” said Bob. “You see, he’s in the house now.” 
  “Eh?”
  “And we were speaking to him not ten minutes ago.” 
  “I—I say, you fellows, if you’re pulling my leg—” 
  “Not at all, old fat man! Gilmore’s in the House, as large as life and twice as natural. And from information received, as the policemen say,” continued Bob, with a grin, “we think that Convict No. 19 will be arrested this afternoon—while Mr. Gilmore is still here, old pippin! So you can put that in your pipe and smoke it.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  And the Famous Five went on their way to the football ground, leaving Billy Bunter staring. 
  Meanwhile, a pale and untidy Form-master in a brown overcoat was interviewing an astonished headmaster in Dr. Locke’s study. Gosling had recently delivered the note left with him; which added to Dr. Locke’s amazement when the Second Form-master almost burst in upon him. But a few hurried words from Mr. Gilmore apprised the Head of what had happened, and the telephone was quickly at work—conveying information to Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield, which set him to work in hot haste. 
  While the first-eleven match was still being fought out on Big Side at Greyfriars, Inspector Grimes was having the busiest time of his life; telephoning, telegraphing, and finally tearing across country Doverwards in a fast car. And Billy Bunter had to admit that Mr. Gilmore had not, after all, bolted, when he saw the Second Form master walking to tea, with Mr. Quelch, in Masters’ Common. room. 
  Harry Wharton & Co., and a crowd of other Greyfriars fellows, were cheering a Greyfriars victory on Big Side, in the very moments when a well-dressed traveller, waiting for the Channel boat at Dover, was being requested to show his passport. That traveller showed his passport with confidence—and was undoubtedly surprised when, having shown it, he was immediately collared, and found the handcuffs locked on his wrists. And a little later, still with the steel bracelets on, and fury in his face, Convict No. 19 had the pleasure —or otherwise—of finding himself in the cheery company of Inspector Grimes, whose cheery company was bestowed upon him till the gates of Blackmoor closed on him once again. 

                               *          *          *          *          *          *

  Why Eric Gilmore had missed the first-eleven match, was never precisely known. at Greyfriars, excepting to the headmaster, and certain members of the Remove. 
  He explained to Wingate that he had been unavoidably prevented from joining up, without going into details 
  Neither was the mystery of the raid on the tuck-shop ever elucidated—in public. Most of the Remove remained convinced that it was Billy Bunter— all the Second were certain that it was Sammy. But all inquiry into the matter was suddenly dropped. 
  Last—but not least—Billy Bunter had to give up his weird belief that Mr. Gilmore, the master of the Second, was no other than the escaped convict from Blackmoor. Even Bunter could not, with all his wonderful intellectual powers, continue to believe so, when he saw the report in the “Daily Mail” of the apprehension of the escaped convict, in the attempt to cross the Channel with a stolen passport. Convict No. 19 being safe again at Blackmoor, it was clear, even to William George Bunter, that the master of the Greyfriars Second was not he—that young man being still at the school in charge of the Second Form—where he remained for several weeks longer, till, to the intense joy of Dicky Nugent & Co., Mr. Twigg recovered sufficiently to return to his duties, and Eric Gilmore departed to take up an appointment in a distant Dominion. 
THE END.
