AN AMUSING AND AMAZING STORY OF THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS—
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BY FRANK RICHARDS.
THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
Wet ! 
“HE, HE, HE !” 
It was a sound that might have been the creaking of rusty hinges, or the whir of a cheap alarm clock, or a mixture of both. But it was neither; nor was it both. It was the cachinnation of Billy Bunter, the Owl of the Greyfriars Remove. 
Bunter evidently was amused. 
“He, he, he !” cackled Bunter, as he rolled into Study No. 1 in the Remove. “I say, you fellows — he, he, he !” 
It seemed that Bunter was in possession of a joke — a tremendous joke ! His fat face was irradiated by grins, and his cackle was irrepressible. 
But the five fellows in Study No. 1 were not interested in Bunter or his jokes. Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove, was looking rather cross. Only a short time before, Wibley of the Remove had barged into that study to ask — or, rather, demand — of the captain of the Form whether he was down to play football on Saturday. Wibley, who was a wonderful man at theatrical, and such things, was a dud at football, and, unhappily, in complete ignorance of the fact. Wharton’s answer being in the negative — an emphatic negative — Wibley had proceeded to tell the captain of the Remove exactly what he thought of him; getting warmer and warmer, and wrathier and wrathier, till the argument ended by Wibley quitting the study on his neck. 
Which rather worried the Famous five of the Remove; for they really liked old Wibley, though he was an extremely exasperating fellow at times. 
After that little row, Harry Wharton & Co. were in no mood for Billy Bunter and his unmusical cackle. So, instead of inquiring what the great joke was, the chums of the Remove said, with one voice:
“Buzz off Bunter !” 
“I say, you fellows — He, he, he !” chortled Bunter. 
“Hook it !” said Bob Cherry. 
“I say, Wibley — He, he, he !” 
“ Oh, my hat !  Haven’t we finished with Wibley yet ?” groaned Frank Nugent. 
“What about Wibley ?” 
“Bother the fellow !” growled Harry Wharton. “Why can’t he have a little sense ?  He can play Hamlet, but he can t play Soccer.” 
“The playfulness of the esteemed Wibley is not terrific,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“He, he, he !” 
“Oh, cut the cackle, Bunter !” grunted Johnny Bull. “If you think that gurgle is nice to listen to, you’re making a big mistake.” 
“Beast !   I say, you fellows, Wibley is — He, he, he !” Billy Bunter’s very spectacles glistened with merriment. “I say, he’s going to make you sit up !   I heard them talking in his study. Desmond’s helping him to make up ——”
“Let him make up all he likes,” said Bob. “That’s his long suit !   If he’s going to give one of his theatrical shows, we’ll all stand round and cheer.” 
“Which is more than anybody would do if he played football for the Remove,” said Johnny Bull. 
“He’s making up as Mossoo !” said Bunter. “I squinted through the keyhole and saw him. He, he, he !” 
Harry Wharton & Co. laughed. Wibley could make himself up as almost anybody, within limitations of size. He was as tall as Monsieur Charpentier, the French master, and more than once he had got himself up as Mossoo, as like the little French gentleman as a twin. It was quite a relief to the chums of the Remove to hear that old Wib had already got over his football ambitions and returned to the job he could really do well. 
“He, he, he !” cackled Bunter. “You don’t know what his game is !   He’s going to make you take him for Mossoo ——” 
“No harm in that,” said Harry, laughing. “Let him rip !   We’ve taken him for Mossoo more than once when he was rigged up.” 
“He, he, he ! He’s going to cane you —” 
“What ?” 
“And give you long French impositions —” 
“I heard it all through the keyhole. He was telling Desmond. He seems wild about something; I don’t know what !” 
Harry Wharton & Co. knew what. They stared at Bunter. 
“Waxy as anything.” grinned Bunter “Wild with rage. you know !   He says he’s simply going to make you fellows cringe !   He, he, he !” 
“My only hat !” murmured Bob Cherry. 
“The silly ass !” growled Johnny Bull. 
“He’s coming along to this study when he’s ready,” chuckled Bunter. “You can expect him in about ten minutes. He, he, he !   There was rather a rag in the French class today, you know, and Wib’s going to make that the excuse for pitching into you; you taking him for Mossoo !  He, he, he !” 
And Billy Bunter cackled loud and long. 
Harry Wharton knitted his brows. 
Evidently William Wibley, instead of forgetting Soccer ambitions and getting back to his own job, was taking up the trail of vengeance. 
The exasperating thing was that, but for Bunter’s tip, he could have got away with it quite successfully. 
The idea of being caned by a trickster got up as a master, and chained to their studies by long French impositions, was intensely exasperating to the Famous Five. 
Forewarned was forearmed, and Wibley was not going to succeed this time. As the Famous Five looked at one another, the same thought was expressed in all their wrathy and indignant faces. William Wibley had to learn not to play these tricks on his Form fellows. 
“The cheeky ass !” said Bob. “When he comes in we’ll jolly well scrag him !” 
“I say, you fellows —” 
The scragfulness will be terrific.” 
“I say, 1’ve given you the tip because we’re pals, you know,” said Billy Bunter. “You needn’t think it was because Wibley kicked me for taking his butterscotch. As a matter of fact, I never took it; Wibley’s suspicious, you know !   Besides, I thought it was mine. But I say, I’ve been disappointed about a postal order —” 
“And you’d like to raise a little loan in this study ?” grinned Frank Nugent. “Well, you’re going to be disappointed about that, too !” 
“Oh, really, Nugent —” 
“Scat, you fat oyster !” grunted Johnny Bull. 
“Beast !   I say, you fellows, my postal order will be for a pound —” 
“That’s rather a pity.” remarked Harry Wharton. “If it was for a bob, I could manage it.”
“I mean to say, I’m expecting a postal order for a shilling, old chap —”
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle at !   I say, Harry, old chap, I’ve got just time to get down to the tuckshop before lock-up !” 
Billy Bunter grabbed a shilling and rolled out of the study. The information he had imparted was worth that small sum. Billy Bunter departed in haste like Iser in the poem, rolling rapidly ! 
When that silly fathead Wibley comes along to play his silly tricks,” said Harry Wharton, “we’ll all be ready for him, and we’ll give him a lesson that will do him good.” 
“Hear, hear !” assented the Co. 
Bob Cherry chuckled. 
“We’ve got time,” he said. “I’ll cut along to the tap at the end of the passage and get a pail of water. We’ll turn out the light in the study and have it ready for him !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
No time was lost. Bob Cherry fairly shot along the Remove passage. He came back with the pail of water and landed it in the study, grinning. 
“They’re at it,” he remarked. “I heard Wib as I passed his study. He was speaking French to Micky Desmond; practising ready for us. Well, we’ll be ready for him by the time he’s ready for us. What ?” 
“What-ho !” 
The light was turned off in the study. Bob Cherry stood ready with the pail of water. The other fellows suppressed their merriment while they waited. The surprise of his life was ready for Wibley of the Remove when he came. 
“Hark !” breathed Nugent suddenly. 
There was a footstep in the passage. It was not a schoolboy’s footstep; but that, of course, was Wibley all over. When he played a part, he played it to the life. If he came to Study No. 1 as Monsieur Charpentier, he would come with the slow and stately tread of a “beak,” thus causing his victims to expect to see a master when he arrived. The Famous Five knew their Wibley, and were up to all his tricks. 
“Ready !” whispered Johnny Bull. 
“You bet !   Quiet !” 
The tread stopped at the door of Study No. 1. There was a tap on the door, and it was opened. 
Swoooooosh ! 
The pailful of water flew ! 
Splash ! 
“Urrrrrrggh !” came a wild splutter. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” roared the Famous Five. 
“Got him !” yelled Bob Cherry. 
“The gotfulness is terrific !” 
“How do you like that, you silly ass ?” roared Johnny Bull. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Urrrgh !   Wurrrggh !    Gurrrggh ! What — what —— How dare you ?    I repeat, how dare you ?   Upon my word !   I am drenched — dripping —soaking !   You shall be expelled for this dastardly outrage !   Urrrrggh !” 
The sounds of laughter died away in Study No. 1. Five fellows stood rooted to the floor, petrified with horror. The empty pail dropped with a crash. For  the voice that spoke was not the voice of William Wibley. It was the voice of Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove ! It was the Remove master who stood there spluttering, drenched to the skin ! 

———
THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Going Through It !
“FLOGGED — expelled!   Grooogh !   Thrashed !   Urrrgh !   Young rascals ! Wurrggh !   I am drenched  !   Gurrrrrgh !” 
Mr. Quelch’s remarks were almost incoherent. There was no doubt that he had been taken by surprise; and that he was in a state that the juniors might have described as flabbergasted. 
Drenched, dripping, breathless, Henry Samuel Quelch gurgled and gabbled in the doorway of Study No. 1. 
Harry Wharton was the first to recover sufficiently to turn on the light. What was revealed added to the horror of the Removites. 
A drenched Form master was an uncommon sight. It was a terrifying sight ! Quelch was soaked — smothered — dripping ! Water ran down him, and formed in a pool at his feet. His mortar-board dripped water; his face glistened with it. It ran down his neck, and all over him. Considering that it had been dark, Bob Cherry’s aim with that pail of water had been remarkably good. He wished now that it hadn’t been ! 
Up the passage, the door of Study No. 6 opened, and a face with a little black moustache and a pointed beard looked out. Anyone who had seen that face might have sworn that it was Monsieur Charpentier’s. It was, as a matter of fact, Wibley’s, wonderfully got up. The schoolboy impersonator was ready. But at the sound of Mr. Quelch’s voice down the passage Wibley popped back into his study, like jack into the box, and shut the door. He did not want to meet Quelch’s eyes in that rig. 
Other doors opened, however, and fellows came out, to see what the row was. Vernon-Smith and Redwing came out of Study No. 4. Peter Todd out of Study No. 7, Lord Mauleverer out of Study No. 12, Fisher T. Fish from Study No. 14; other fellows after them. Quite a little crowd gathered to stare at the dripping Form master in the doorway of Study No. 1. 
“Quelchy’s had a wash !” murmured Smithy to Redwing, and he grinned. 
But nobody but the Bounder grinned. The matter was too awfully serious for 
grinning. 
Mr. Quelch collected himself a little. He became less incoherent. But his wrath seemed to intensify. His eyes glittered like steel. 
“Wharton, you are head boy of my Form. You have done this —” 
“I did it, sir !” gasped Bob Cherry. “But I never knew —” 
“Silence !   All of you are concerned in this !” barked Mr. Quelch. I find you all here, the light turned out — evidently in order to take me by surprise when you committed this ruffianly, this rascally, this disrespectful assault !” 
“We never meant —” stuttered Nugent. 
“We didn’t know —” groaned Johnny Bull. 
“We thought —” stammered Wharton.
“I came here,” said Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice, “to speak to you, Wharton as my head boy, on matters connected with the Form. How you knew that I was coming at this particular moment, I cannot say —” 
“I didn’t know, sir. I never dreamed —” 
“Silence !   I shall take you all to the headmaster immediately,” said Mr. Quelch. “You Wharton, will be expelled from Greyfriars this very hour, as ringleader in this dastardly outrage. 
The others will be flogged with the utmost severity. Follow me !” 
“Oh, sir,” gasped Wharton. “If you will listen a minute —’’ 
“I will listen to nothing ! Follow me to Dr. Locke’s study instantly !” barked 
the Remove master. 
He whisked out of the study, scattering drops of water as he went. In deep utter dismay, the Famous Five followed him. Fellows in the Remove passage stared at them as they went. 
“Well,” said Skinner, “if ever a set of silly asses asked for the sack, it’s that lot !   Fancy mopping a pail of water over Quelch !” 
“Must be mad !”  said Hazeldene, in wonder. 
“Mad as hatters !” said Peter Todd. “I guess this is the bee’s knee !” remarked Fisher T. Fish. “I’ll surely, say this is the elephant’s side whiskers !” 
“What on earth did they do it for ?” asked the Bounder. “What’s Quelchy done ?” 
“Whatever he’s done, we can guess what he’s going to do !” said Skinner, with a chuckle. “He’s going to give that mob the time of their lives.” 
There was no doubt about that. The Famous Five were only too well aware of it as they trailed after Mr. Quelch to the Head’s study. On the stairs they met Billy Bunter, coming up with exactly a shilling’s worth of jam tarts packed in his capacious inside. Bunter blinked at his drenched Form master, his little round eves almost popping through his big, round spectacles at the sight. 
“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. 
Downstairs, the procession met many eyes. Prout, the master of the Fifth, rolled up in amazement, with Hacker, master of the Shell, equally amazed. 
“Quelch !” exclaimed Hacker, “My dear Quelch !” boomed Prout. Mr. Quelch whisked on without  pausing to reply. He was rather too wet to linger for conversation. He needed a change; but still more he needed to hand over the delinquents to condign punishment. That came first — though, had Quelch been a little less wrathy, he might have realised that a change was the more important of the two ! 
Wingate and Gwynne, of the Sixth, near the Head’s corridor, jumped at the sight of the Remove master. 
Has — has anything happened, sir ?” exclaimed Wingate — rather a superfluous question, for at was clear that something had ! 
But Quelch did not stay to answer the Captain of Greyfriars. He whisked on to the Head’s study door, followed by the dismal five. 
Tap !   Quelch opened the door and marched in, and Dr. Locke, starting up from his chair, gazed at him. Seldom had the headmaster of Greyfriars school been so astonished. 
“My — my dear Quelch !” articulated the Head. “What — what — what has happened ?” 
“Dr. Locke !   Sir !   You — you see me !” gaped Mr. Quelch. “Drenched, sir —soaked to the skin !    An outrage, sir ——” 
“Bless my soul ! Surely no Greyfriars boy —” 
“These boys !   sir — these boys of my Form !” Quelch waved a watery hand at the dismayed juniors, who followed him in. “I went to Wharton’s study, sir, to speak to him, as my head boy. And I was received, sir, with a bucket of water, full in my face, sir — the light, sir, having been turned out, in order to trap me sir —” 
“Upon my word !” Dr. Locke’s face, generally kind and benign, set like iron. 
Mr. Quelch, I leave it to you to name the punishment of these boys. If you require the expulsion of every one of them I shall accede at once !” 
“May we speak, sir ?” gasped Wharton, in utter dismay. 
“You may speak, Wharton, if it is to express your regret to your Form master, before you are expelled in ignominy from the school,” exclaimed Dr. Locke. 
“We never meant, sir —” 
“We didn’t know —” 
“The knowfulness was not terrific ——” 
“We’re sorry —” 
“We thought —” 
“Do not speak all at once !” snapped the Head. “Wharton, if you have anything to say, say it, and be brief.” 
“Yes, sir !” gasped Harry. “We never knew that Mr. Quelch was coming to the study. We never dreamed it was he, sir. We — we — we’d never have done anything of the kind, sir. We respect Mr. Quelch too much, sir !” 
“The muchfulness is terrific !” 
“We thought it was a Remove follow coming larking, sir, and we had the pail of water ready for him, and the light turned out,” groaned Wharton. “Being dark, we didn’t see it was Mr. Quelch, sir.” 
“We never dreamed —” gasped Nugent. 
Wharton turned to the gasping Remove master. 
“Mr. Quelch, you can’t believe we would have done it if we had known it was you !” “Do you believe this, my dear Quelch ?” asked the Head. 
Mr. Quelch calmed down a little. He was beginning to reflect. No Form master liked to have to own up in Masters’ Common-room, that he had been assaulted by members of his Form. No Form master was anxious to have members of his Form expelled ! Added to that consideration, Quelch — on reflection — realised how very improbable it was that these boys would have committed such a wild and reckless assault on a beak — had they known !   The dismay and horror in their looks were convincing, too. Mr. Quelch paused before he replied ; but his reply, when it came, brought immense relief to the five juniors in danger of the sack. 
“I believe it, sir ! Foolish and unthinking as these boys seem to be, I have always known them to be truthful. Possibly a mistake was made in the dark — that did not, for the moment, occur to me.” 
“We give you our word, sir !” said Wharton earnestly. “A Remove man was coming to our study, larking — and we were watching for him.” 
“I believe you,” said Dr. Locke. “Mr. Quelch will exonerate you from intentionally assaulting him —” He glanced at the Remove master, who nodded ascent. “But that does not excuse your action !   Such a prank, even on a junior boy, is inexcusable ! You have drenched your Form master — he is in danger of catching cold —” 
“Atchoo — chooh — choooop !” came a sudden, prolonged sneeze from Mr. Quelch, as if to confirm the head’s words. 
“Nothing can excuse your reckless, thoughtless, utterly irresponsible action,” said the Head sternly. “Again I request you to name the punishment of these foolish and unthinking boys, my dear Quelch.” 
“A caning, sir — a very severe caning !” 
Quelch, fortunately, was not thinking of expulsions now ! 
“Very well, sir; I shall make it very severe, indeed !” said Dr. Locke. “I suggest that you should change, without further delay.” 
“Atchooo — choooop !” 
“I fear that you may catch a cold.” 
“Urrrggh !   Cho-oooh-ooop !   I — I will retire at once, sir !” gurgled Mr. Quelch. “Atchooooooooh !” 
Obviously, Quelch was catching a cold !   He left the study in haste, to dry himself and change, rather wishing now that he had done so at first. The Famous Five remained — for execution ! 
Dr. Locke selected his stoutest cane ! 
Before using it, he talked to the juniors for a good five minutes !   It was an impressive lecture, on the subject of thoughtlessness, of foolish pranks, and so forth. No doubt they deserved it, and they listened very respectfully; and, in fact, they did not mind the lecture very much.  But they minded what followed — very much  indeed ! 
After that heart-to-heart talk, they had to “bend over” in turn !   For many minutes there was a sound of swishing in the Head’s study. Six swipes each for five juniors was a fairly hefty task for a gentleman of Dr. Locke’s years, especially as every swipe had heaps of beef in it. The juniors had never realised before that their venerable headmaster was such an athlete. Where he packed the muscle was rather a mystery to them. 
The five were quite pale when their headmaster had finished with them. 
“Now you may go !” said Dr. Locke. 
And they went — gasping ! 

———
THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Rough Justice !
WILLIAM WIBLEY grinned at his reflection in the glass in his study. 
That reflection was nothing whatever like William Wibley’s. It was absolutely like the French master’s; and Wibley grinned with complacent contentment in admiration of his own wonderful gift of impersonation. Micky Desmond had left the study to see what the row was about in the passage, and Wibley was alone. 
He did not want to begin his little game till Quelch was safe off the scene, and he was waiting for Micky to come back and tell him that the coast was clear. Meanwhile, he admired his own cleverness — there being no false modesty about Wib of the Remove. Whether he could play football or not, in the amateur theatrical line he was a past-master, and he knew it. But he ceased to grin, and turned from the glass, as the door opened and Micky Desmond’s excited face looked in. 
“Sure  they’ve been whopped !” said Micky. “Quelchy’s taken them to the Head, and they’ve been whopped !” 
“Eh !    What — who ?” demanded Wibley. 
“Wharton and his lot — they mopped water over Quelch — goodness knows why — and now they’re coming after you intoirely. But sure they’ll never know ye in that outfit !” added Micky, with a chuckle. “And sure it’s lucky for ye if they don’t.” 
“But what ?” gasped Wibley. 
There was a trampling of feet in the passage. Harry Wharton & Co., fresh from their whopping in the head’s study, had arrived !    And they had arrived in a state of wrath and vengeance !    If they had been determined before to give William Wibley a lesson they were doubly determined now. They had enraged their Form master —  Quelch had caught a cold — and the Head had whopped them with unusual severity — and it was all Wibley’s fault !   And Wibley was going to suffer for his sins. 
Secure in his disguise as the French master, Wibley faced the five juniors a they crowded in at the doorway with a mob of excited Removites looking in after them. Wib was not yet aware that the Famous Five knew that he had been adopting exactly that disguise, and that that was the cause of the whole trouble. 
“Eh bien !” exclaimed Wibley, ready to play his part. “Pourquoi — vy you rush into zis study in zat noisy vay? Je suis ici — I am here to speak to Desmond — I vill come to you plus tard — later, and —” 
For a second the juniors paused, wondering whether it really was Monsieur Charpentier, and not Wibley at all !   But there was a make-up box open on the table all sorts of theatrical timings lying about from Wib’s property-box — and, besides, they knew !   So Bob Cherry made a jump across the study, and grabbed hold of the little pointed black beard on the disguised junior’s face. He gave a jerk, and it came off !   That was proof, if the Famous Five had wanted proof ! 
“Bag him!” roared Johnny Bull. 
“Here, look out — leggo !” roared Wibley, in alarm. “I say — Yaroooh! What are you up to ?    Don’t you spoil my clothes, you silly ruffians !    Ow !” 
“I’ll tell you what we’re up to, you tricky fathead !” bawled Bob Cherry. We mopped a pail of water over Quelch, thinking it was you coming to play your silly tricks on us — see ?   And we’ve had six each from the Head, and we shan’t be able to sit down to prep this evening !    And you’re going to be made to sit up, see ?” 
“Mop him up !” roared Johnny Bull. 
“Ow !  Gerroff !   Gerraway !” howled Wibley frantically. 
Bob jerked the little black moustache from his upper lip. It was stuck there with a rather strong gum, and Wibley howled with anguish as it went. 
“Yow-ow-ow-woop !” 
Wibley descended on the study carpet !   The shock split the tight frock-coat he wore in imitation of Mossoo, from the tail to the collar. Wibley yelled as it went to pieces. Wib was really more concerned about his theatrical props than about his own person. 
“Ow !   You villains ” he roared. “You’re spoiling my props I — I’ll smash you ! 
I — I’ll — ” 
“Sure they’ve found ye out !” said Micky Desmond, grinning. “You were going to whop them, old chap; sure, it’s only the other way round.” 
“You silly idiot !   Ow !  Leggo !” 
Bump !   Bump !   Bump ! 
Thrice William Willey smote the study carpet, causing the dust to rise therefrom. Then he was rolled over, to the utter ruin of his “property” clothes. The coat — already split — was split again; the waistcoat followed; the black wig was torn and trampled; the black beard and moustache went into tatters. But that was not all — that was far from all !   Johnny Bull grabbed “properties” out of the property-box and hurled them in handfuls at the yelling Wibley. Beards, moustaches, eyebrows, wigs, false noses and chins, stage spectacles, sticks of grease-paint, sticks of cocoa-butter, all sorts and conditions of things, were hurled at Wibley as he struggled in avenging hands, and he rolled on them, and bumped on them, and crushed and mangled them. Five juniors, fresh from a severe licking, considered that the tricky impersonator needed a severe lesson — and there was no doubt that they were giving him one ! 
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Scattering drops of water in his wake, Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, led the Famous Five in the direction of the Head’s study. As the strange procession passed along the corridor Mr. Prout and Mr, Hacker stopped and stared in amazement. “Goodness gracious !” gasped the master of the Fifth. “Mr. Quelch — what — what —”

Fellows crowded in the passage outside, roaring with laughter. Nobody had any sympathy to waste on poor Wib !   Everybody felt that he had taken his trickiness altogether too far !   Impersonating a master, for a joke, was all very well; but impersonating a master to “whop” the captain of the Form for refusing to put him into the Form eleven, where he had no right to be, was altogether too “thick.” Wib, perhaps, in his wrath, had not realised how “thick” it was — but he was learning ! 
“I think,” gasped Wharton, at last, “that that will do — for the present. I think that will teach the silly ass not to play silly tricks —” 
“The teachfulness will probably be terrific !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a breathless chuckle. 
“Let me catch him trying to spoof us again !” growled Johnny Bull in a voice like that of the Great Huge Bear. 
“Ooooogh !” gasped Wibley. “Ooooh !” 
“I think he’s had enough, said Bob Cherry. “Keep this in mind, Wib — we all like you, old bean, but we’re not standing your fatheaded tricks !” 
“No fear !” said Nugent. “You’ve got about as much as we got from the Head, Wib. You ought to have some more, really.” 
“Oooooooogh !” 
“Take it as a tip !” said Bob. 
And the Famous Five, breathless after their exertions, crowded out of the study. Wibley was left a wreck amid wreckage. 
He sat up. He blinked round him. The study looked rather as if a hurricane had struck it. Table and chairs were overturned: books and papers and pens and inkpot lay strewn about. That mattered little to Wib.  What mattered was that his precious “props” were strewn about also — in a shocking state of disrepair. Bits of beards, fag-ends of moustaches, dislocated noses and eyebrows, seemed to have rained in the study. Coats and trousers and waistcoats were rumpled, crumpled, and draggled. Wibley could have wept. 
“Oh, the rotters !” he gasped. “The rotters !” 
“Rats !” said the Bounder, looking in. “You asked for it, you cheeky fathead !   If you got me a whipping from the Head with your trickery, I’d not leave one rag sticking to another in all your rubbish.” 
“Oh, go and eat coke !” snarled Wibley. 
He started collecting and sorting the wreckage. His study-mates, Desmond and Morgan, lent him helping hands — grinning the while. The other fellows cleared off, laughing. 
“I’ll make them sit up for this !” gasped Wibley. 
“Rot !” said Morgan. “You asked for it, and it jolly well serves you right, old chap !” 
“Faith, and what did ye expect intoirely when they spotted you ?” argued Micky. 
“Oh, shut up “ growled Wibley, who was not in a mood to be reasoned with “I tell you I’ll make them sorry for themselves. You just wait.” 
Micky and Morgan exchanged a wink. Wibley in the main was a good-natured fellow, and seldom let the sun go down on his wrath. But this time Wibley meant every word he said. A ragging for himself he could have forgiven and forgotten; but the ragging of his precious “props” was too much. On this occasion Wibley did let the sun go down on his wrath, and the result thereof was to be surprising !

———
THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Poor Old Quelch !
“I SAY, you fellows !” 
“Well, what’s the latest ?”
Billy Bunter grinned. 
“Quelchy’s got a cold !” he said. 
“Poor old Quelchy !” said Harry Wharton remorsefully. 
Apart from its painful consequences, all the Famous Five deeply regretted that inadvertent drenching of Mr. Quelch. After prep that evening, when they came down to the Rag, they were rather anxious to hear news of Quelch — hoping that he was not suffering unduly from his drenching. Billy Bunter rolled in with news. Bunter prided himself on being the first with the news. He had his own ways and means of gathering it. 
“Frightful cold in the head !” grinned Bunter. “Sneezing like — like billy-o ! Sneezing his head off !   He, he, he !” 
“Is that anything to cackle at, you fat, frowsy frump ?” demanded Johnny Bull, with a glare at the grinning Owl of the Remove. 
“Oh, really, Bull —” 
“Of course you fellows are sorry !” said Wibley sarcastically. “You did it. I suppose you don’t know that drenching an elderly gent with cold water is liable to give him a cold.” 
“It was all your fault, you cheeky fathead !” roared Johnny Bull. “Are you asking for another ragging ?” 
“I say, you fellows, this may get us off class to-morrow,” said Billy Bunter. 
Bunter had a hopeful nature. “The Head has advised Quelch to go into sanny for a few days —”
“Best thing be can do,” said Skinner. “We don’t want to catch his filthy colds in the Form-room. I know I don’t, for one !” 
“And how do you know what the Head has advised Quelch to do, Peeping Tom ?” demanded Squiff. 
“I happened to hear them talking,” said Bunter. “You see, I spotted the Head going to Quelch’s study to see him. Happening to pass the door, and happening to stop to tie up my shoelace, I happened to hear what they were saying —” 
“These things happen only to Bunter !” remarked Vernon-Smith. “And what did you happen to hear when you happened to be spying, you fat frog ?” 
“I hope I’m not the fellow to spy,” said Bunter, with dignity. “How could I help hearing what they said when I was just outside the door, stooping to pick up a half-crown I’d dropped ?” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“I mean, I was tying up a half-crown; I mean, I was picking up a shoelace. That is to say, I mean —” 
“Never mind what you mean,” said Skinner. “Let’s hear the news. Are we really going to get shut of Quelch to-morrow ?” 
“Looks like it,” grinned Bunter. “The Head advised him to go into sanny, and Quelch agreed that he’d better. He said that, if the Beak approved, he would send a line to a man he knew to take his place; a beast the Head could rely on, Of course, he didn’t say beast — ” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Man named Spofford.” said Bunter. “That was the name. Master of Arts ! 
Some beast like Quelch, of course ! Man who takes temporary jobs like this; he said Spofford would be glad of it, and that he was a man the Head could absolutely rely on. That means that he’s a beast like Quelch !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“So, as Spofford isn’t on the phone — too hard up, I expect — he, he, he ! — the Beak suggested a wire, and Quelch phoned a wire,” went on Bunter. “But the beauty of it is that they don’t know that Spofford’s coming till they hear from him. And he mayn’t come at all; and if he does, he can’t possibly get here till tomorrow, at the earliest. That looks as if we shall have an easy morning.’’ 
And Billy Bunter grinned with satisfaction. 
“They’ll stick us with a prefect,” remarked Skinner thoughtfully. “I hope it will be Walker. He will read novels all the time and let us rip.” 
“Might be Loder !” said the Bounder. “I don’t want a morning with Loder.” 
“Oh, Loder will be all right if we don’t bother him !” said Skinner. “He won’t make us work, anyhow; he hates the sight of work.” 
“Anybody’s better than Quelch !” declared Billy Bunter. “If you ask me, it was jolly lucky those fellows mopped that pail of water over Quelch. I haven’t done any prep, and chance it.” 
Some of the Remove fellows shared Billy Bunter’s peculiar point of view. But most of them felt rather sorry when they heard for certain that Mr. Quelch had gone into sanny that evening, and was to remain there, in sneezing seclusion, till his cold mended. Especially sorry did the Famous Five feel, for they really respected their Form master, and liked him, more or less; and, anyhow, it was hard lines on Quelch. So sorry did they feel for Quelch in fact, that they were strongly inclined to give William Wibley another ragging ! 
And when Bolsover major, and Skinner and Snoop, and a few other fellows of their sort, discussed the feasibility of ragging the new master when he came, Harry Wharton put in a rather sharp word. 
“We don’t want any of that !” he said. “it’s up to us to behave ourselves while poor old Quelch is laid up on his beam-ends.” 
“Satan rebuking sin !” remarked Skinner. “Who put poor old Quelch on his  beam ends, I’d like to know ?” 
That was an accident, as we told the Head.” 
“Yes; I know you told the Head so,” assented Skinner, with a wink at the other fellows. “Surprising what a fellow will tell the Head, isn’t it, when he’s up for a whopping.” 
Harry Wharton’s eyes glinted. 
“The Head believed us, Skinner,” he said quietly. “If you don’t —” 
“The Head’s a soft old bird !   I never did believe all I heard,” said Skinner blandly. 
“Not quite !” agreed Snoop, with a grin. 
“I think,” said Bob Cherry, with a glare at Skinner and Snoop, “that we could make you two fellows believe us.” 
“Perhaps,” yawned Skinner, “and perhaps not. The odds on the not !” 
“Easy !” said Bob cheerfully. “ ’Frinstance, suppose I take you by the collar, like 
that ——” 
“Ow !    Leggo !” 
“You take Snoop by the collar, Wharton ——” 
“Done !”
“Here, let go !” roared Snoop in alarm. 
“Now,” continued Bob, “suppose we bang your heads together like that —”
Bang ! 
“Yarooooh !” 
“Do you believe us now, old beans ?”
“Ow !   Wow !   Yes !” roared Skinner and Snoop, with one voice. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
And Skinner and Snoop were left rubbing their heads, and wishing that Bob had not found it necessary to convince them !

———
THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
Something Like a Stunt !

WINGATE of the Sixth had the pleasure — or otherwise — of taking the Remove the following morning. 
Mr. Quelch was in sanatorium, booked to remain there for an uncertain period — certainly not less than a few days. 
It was known that a man named Spofford was — probably — coming to take his place during his absence. Mr. Spofford was, apparently, one of those numerous gentlemen, who, trained for a schoolmaster’s job, did not find a job available. He filled temporary posts from time to time, with periods of rest between. 
The Remove men wondered whether he was coming, when he would come, and what he would be like when he came. In the meantime, they were rather satisfied with a prefect in charge. 
Wingate was not the man to let them slack; but there was no doubt in most minds that he was an improvement on Quelch. First and second class, that morning, went off quite satisfactorily; and, in break, the Remove men debated whether Spofford had arrived or not. Nobody, so far, had seen anything of him, if he had. 
But there was one fellow in the Remove who was not bestowing a single thought on Mr. Spofford. That one was William Wibley. 
Wibley was in a state of ire, of worry, and of distress. His own little ragging he had recovered from. But his precious “props” could not recover. 
The raggers had not really done a lot of damage — not so much as might have been expected from exasperated fellows who had been “whopped” because of Wib’s trickeries. 
But certainly a good many of Wib’s “properties” were in a disastrous state. His make-up box had been — perhaps inadvertently — trampled on. The box might be repaired. But the sticks of greasepaint were beyond repair. They were squashed and trampled into the study carpet, and added many new hues to it. 
Without a make-up box, Wibley was like a cowboy without a horse, or a footballer without a football, or a cricketer without a willow !   While the other fellows, in break, mostly discussed the new man who was coming as a substitute for Quelch, Wibley went to telephone for a new make-up box to Mr. Lazarus at Courtfield. 
Remove fellows, of course, were not on the telephone !   But the Remove master was, so that was all right ! 
Mr. Quelch, safely packed away in sanny, could scarcely raise objections to a member of his form borrowing his phone. 
So Wibley cheerfully borrowed it. 
Two minutes after the Remove had been dismissed for break, William Wibley was in the deserted study of his Form master, with the door shut, and was stepping to the telephone. 
Just as he reached it the bell rang. 
“Bother !” grunted Wibley. 
Break lasted only fifteen minutes. Two or three minutes were gone already ! Wibley really had no time to  waste on unknown persons who might be ringing up a man who wasn’t there ! 
He hooked off the receiver at once. He did not want the ringing bell to summon someone else to the study, to find him there !   That would have resulted in “six” for Wib. 
All he could do, in the circumstances, was to take the call, tell the caller that Quelch was not there, and then get on to Mr. Lazarus and the really important matter — a new make-up box ! 
“Hallo !” grunted Wibley into the mouthpiece. 
“Hallo !” came back a voice. “Is that you, Quelch ?   I’ve only just had your telegram — I was away — so I’ve rung you up as soon as I could. I know your timetable, Quelch, and I fancied I should catch you in break. Spofford speaking.” 
“Oh !” ejaculated Wibley, remembering the unimportant existence of Mr. Spofford —unimportant, that is, in comparison with a new make-up box ! 
“I’m fearfully sorry,” went on the voice. “It’s kind and thoughtful of you to put this chance in my way, Quelch !   I knew you’d think of me if you could serve me at any time. But I’ve accepted a three weeks’ engagement at Rookwood — a Mr. Manders there is laid up with influenza — and I’m taking up the post this very day.” 
“Oh !” repeated Wibley. 
He grinned over the telephone. All the other fellows were wondering when Spofford was coming !   Wibley, alone in the Remove, knew that he wasn’t coming at all ! 
“I can’t say how sorry I am,” went on Mr. Spofford’s voice. “I’ve never even seen Greyfriars, and I should have been very glad to come. But you see how it is, don’t 
you ?” 
Wibley was about to speak, when the voice rattled on. Mr. Spofford seemed a rather talkative gentleman — unlike his friend Quelch ! 
“Many thanks, all the same, Quelch — thanks from the bottom of my heart. A week ago I should have jumped at this — a couple of days ago — it would have been a real pleasure. But I was actually at Rookwood, discussing the post with Dr. Chisholm, when you wired yesterday — I never got your wire till I came back for my things. Unfortunate, isn’t it ?” 
Without waiting for a reply, Mr. Spofford went on : 
“I’m sure, Quelch, that you’ll remember me another time, and remember how glad I shall be to accept such a chance.” 
“Will you have another three minutes ?” came a soft, feminine voice from parts unknown. 
“Thank you, no !” came Mr. Spofford’s voice hurriedly. Mr. Spofford, no doubt, was not in a financial position to pay for unnecessary trunk calls. “Not at all !   Good-bye, Quelch !    Thank you so much, my dear fellow !   Good-bye !” 
“I say —” gasped Wibley 
But answer there came none !   Mr. Spofford was cut off !    He had had his three minutes, and that was that !
Wibley stared at the telephone. 
Had Mr. Spofford given him a chance to speak, he had intended to tell that gentleman that he was taking the call for Quelch, and would deliver his message to the Remove master. 
But Mr. Spofford hadn’t given him a chance. 
Not that it mattered. Spofford, under the impression that he had been talking to Mr. Quelch, was satisfied; and all that Wibley had to do was to take the message to the Head — which he would do, without mentioning that he had been in Quelch’s study to use the telephone himself: 
That, for the moment, was Wibley’s intention !
But ——  
A peculiar glimmer had come into William Wibley’s eyes. Wibley’s active brain was already evolving a remarkable idea ! 
He grinned. 
In the keen interest of the amazing idea that had dawned in his brain, he forgot even his intention of phoning Mr. Lazarus for a new make-up box ! 
“Stunning !” ejaculated Wibley. 
He thought it out. A man who had never been to Greyfriars before was expected there that day, in answer to Quelch’s telegram, to take Quelch’s Form ! 
If that was not a wonderful chance for a tricky young rascal who lived, moved, and had his being, in playing impersonating tricks, Wibley would have liked to know what a wonderful chance was ! 
Nobody at Greyfriars, except Quelch, knew this man Spofford !   And Quelch was safe in sanny !’ 
Nobody — but Wibley — knew that Spofford wasn’t coming — and Wib could keep it dark if he liked !
Suppose a man arrived that day calling himself Spofford !    Wibley’s eyes danced ! 
“Could I do it ?” he asked, apparently addressing the telephone. “Couldn’t I ?    
I could do it on my head !” 
Anyone glancing into Mr. Quelch’s study the next moment would have been astonished at what he saw there. He would have seen a junior executing a triumphal dance round the study table ! 
“Oh, gorgeous !” gasped Wibley. 
They had ragged him, got up as Mossoo !   They wouldn’t rag him, got up as Spofford — a man they had never seen !    They would take him as the genuine article !   They would take him as their new beak. They would tow the line — and Wibley would give them all they deserved, and perhaps a little more ! 
Could Wib play the part ?   Wib could play any part !   He was a fairly tall fellow for his age — as tall as Mossoo, anyhow ! Mr. Spofford need not be any taller than Mossoo !
“Gorgeous !” declared Wibley. A scream !  A real shriek !” 
He chortled. 
Could he do it ? Of course he could For many minutes Wibley contemplated that amazing stunt with blissful ecstasy.  His mind was quite made up. 
Then, remembering the passage of time, he rang up Mr. Lazarus at Courtfield.  But it was not about a make-up box that he talked. That did not matter now. 
He was soon through to Mr. Lazarus; a gentleman who sold almost everything, in Courtfield, and who provided most of time stage “props” used by the Remove Dramatic Society. 
“Wibley speaking from Greyfriars School !    I’m coming along after dinner — I want some things, and I want you to help me make-up.” 
“Yeth !” 
“I’m going to play the part of a Form-master in a — a — a comedy !   See !” 
“Yeth.” 
“I’m going to try the effect of the —  the costume on the fellows by turning up here in a taxicab, see ?” 
“My cootness ! Yeth !”
“You’ll have the things ready for me ?”
“Yeth ; thertainly !” 
“Good !” 
Wibley rang off, and left Mr. Quelch’s study. He seemed to be walking on air as he went down the passage. Playing such a part, taking everybody in, and getting away with it, was a joyous prospect to Wib. As for the consequences, if the Head found him out, he did not think of them !   He was not going to be found out ! 
“Hallo, hallo,  hallo !” roared Bob Cherry, as Wibley came out grinning into the quad. “Come into a fortune, Wib, or what ?” 
Wibley grinned at him. 
“You ragged me yesterday !” he said. 
“That’s ancient history, old chap,” answered Bob amicably. 
“You ragged my props !” said Wibley. 
“We’ll rag them again, and you, too, if you play any more of your cheeky tricks on 
us !” growled Johnny Bull. 
“Will you ?” said Wibley. “Well, I’ll tell you what !    I’m going to thrash you all round for that ragging in my study.” 
“One at a time, or all together ?” inquired Johnny Bull sarcastically. 
“One after the other,” said Wibley. 
“The thrashfulness may be a boot on the other leg, my esteemed and fatheaded Wibley !” suggested Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Barely possible !” said Harry Wharton, laughing.   “Better forget all about it, old bean !” 
No time like the present.” said Johnny Bull. “Begin with me, Wib !   I don’t think we gave you quite enough yesterday and there’s lots more on tap, if you want it.” 
“Steady, the Buffs !” said Bob. “Wib’s only gassing — let him gas if he likes !   Go on gassing, old tulip.” 
“You’ll see whether it’s gas !” said Wibley; and he walked away, leaving the Famous Five staring. 
“Well,” said Nugent, with a chuckle. “If Wib’s going to thrash the lot of us, one after another, he’s got his work cut out.” 
And the Famous Five chortled — little dreaming, at that moment, that William Wibley actually was going to do it, and still less how he was going to do it. 
———
THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
Getting On With It !
AFTER dinner that day, Wibley of the Remove disappeared. 
Nobody specially noted that circumstance. 
Except when amateur theatricals were on in the Remove, William Wibley was not a fellow of very much importance; and if he was not seen in the quad or the gym, the passages or the studies, nobody was likely to remark on the fact. 
So he disappeared at his ease, as it were. 
Certainly, the Remove fellows would have been interested had they known that Wib had cleared off to Courtfield on his bike to visit Mr. Lazarus’ establishment with a remarkable stunt in his head. 
But nobody suspected that. 
Meanwhile, there had been no news of Mr. Spofford. 
That gentleman, in the belief that he had informed Mr. Quelch how matters stood by phone, was miles and miles away in Hampshire, filling his temporary post at Rookwood School in that county. 
Dr. Locke was a little puzzled at not hearing from him. 
He was aware, of course, that Mr. Spofford might have another engagement, which would prevent him from taking the chance Quelch had kindly put in his way. But in that case, a prompt answer to Quelch’s telegram had been expected. No answer had yet come. The Remove had had a prefect in charge in the morning, and were to have a prefect in charge in the afternoon — unless something was heard from Mr. Spofford. 
Something was to be heard shortly. 
Monsieur Charpentier, the French master, was reposing in his study armchair after dinner, reading a three-days old newspaper from Paris, when his telephone-bell rang. 
Mossoo took up the receiver. 
“ ’Allo !” said Mossoo into the transmitter. “Voyons !   ’Allo !” 
“Spofford speaking !” came a voice, not recognisable as that of Wibley of the Remove, though it belonged to that enterprising young gentleman, now sitting at a telephone belonging to Mr. Lazarus. 
“Mais oui !” said Monsieur Charpentier. “Comment ?”
“Is that Mr. Quelch ?”
“Mais non !   Le pauvre Quelch — the poor Quelch is seeck, he is in sanatorium viz one verree bad cold,” said Monsieur Charpentier. “Mais je connais le nom Spofford — I know zat name you speak, sir — you are  zee monsieur zat take ze place of ze poor Quelch, isn’t it ?” 
“Exactly. I am sorry to hear that Quelch is laid up. No doubt that was the reason I could not get his number.” 
“Parfaitement.”
“Are you the headmaster ?” 
“Ciel  !  Non !   Je suis Henri Charpentier — French master ici — here— ” 
“Ah !   They should have given me the headmaster’s number !   But perhaps, sir, you would be so kind as to mention to Dr. Locke —”
“Certainement.” 
“Will you be so kind as to tell him that I have arrived at Courtfield, and am coming on to the school. You have the name — Spofford.” 
“Mais oui !    I vill tell ze Head viz pleasure, sair !” 
“Thank you very much, monsieur.” 
“Du tout !” said Mossoo politely. “Not at all.” 
The speaker at the other end rang off. Monsieur Charpentier, with never a suspicion in his mind, trotted away to Dr. Locke, to report to him that telephone message. Naturally he had no doubt — and naturally Dr. Locke had no doubt, either. Mr. Spofford was expected to communicate by either telegram or telephone. He had done so — and that was that !   It was not surprising that he had been given Mossoo’s telephone number at the school instead of the head’s. The usual efficiency of the telephone department accounted for that. 
Wibley, at Mr. Lazarus, grinned. 
With all his nerve and all his recklessness, Wib simply dared not ring up the majestic Head and pull his 1eg. He had got out of that difficulty by ringing up Monsieur Charpentier and getting him to deliver the message to the Head. 
He nourished a hope of being able to dodge a personal interview with the Head when he arrived. Certainly he was going to leave no stone unturned to dodge it. 
If he couldn’t dodge it, Wib was prepared to carry on. The way was really easy for him. A temporary master arriving in the ordinary way would be expected to show his credentials; but a man whom Quelch knew and recommended was in a different position. Dr. Locke probably would merely extend a courteous greeting to the friend of the master whom he trusted and relied on. And, in any case, the new master was going to lose his suitcase on the train; Wib had already decided on that, to account for the absence of the baggage. Anyhow, Wibley had now created the necessary “atmosphere” — Mr. Spofford was expected that afternoon at Greyfriars — which eliminated most of the difficulties of the situation. 
For the next hour, Wibley was very busy in Mr. Lazarus’ back parlour. 
Many times Mr. Lazarus had kindly lent his aid to his schoolboy customers in such matters as this; and he had no suspicion; only being a little surprised that Wibley was going to show up in the open in broad daylight in his outfit as a Form master. Still, that was Wib’s business, not Mr. Lazarus’. 
Never had Wibley taken so much trouble with an impersonation as he did on this occasion. 
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“Eh bien !” exclaimed Wibley, ready to play the part of Monsieur Charpentier. “Pourquoi — vy rush into zis study in zat noisy vay ?” The make-up box lying open on the table was enough. Bob Cherry grabbed hold of the little pointed black beard on the junior’s face and jerked it off. “Wibley !” he exclaimed. “Bag him !” roared Johnny Bull.


Wib was a past-master at this sort of thing; it was a thing that he could do really well. When Wib adopted character he not only looked it, he lived it. If he played Hamlet, he almost believed that he was the melancholy Dane for the time being. He threw himself into a part with such zest that it was quite a surprise to him to come back to ordinary life again. Now he was not only made up as a schoolmaster — but he almost was one. 
Certainly he was rather a small one. Wib was not small for a boy — but it had to be admitted that he was rather small for a man. Even with elevators in his boots, he was rather on the short side for a master. 
Still, there were plenty of short men about; and he overtopped Monsieur Charpentier, at any rate. There was nothing really remarkable in Mr. Spofford being a short man. As nobody at Greyfriars knew him, they could not possibly know whether the genuine Spofford was long or short. 
Wibley’s mobile features could be twisted into almost any shape. Remove fellows had declared that Wib’s features must be made of elastic. Certainly, it was quite easy for him to look quite unlike himself. 
Skilful and imperceptible touches of make-up made him look fifty. Bushy eyebrows concealed his own, which were light; a toothbrush moustache gave his mouth quite a different appearance; an artistic mole was added to his chin; wrinkles were suggested in his brows; a brown wig, with a bald spot, quite concealed his own close-cropped hair. A pair of spectacles gave the finishing touch. Wib’s nearest and clearest relative would never have dreamed of recognising him. 
Mr. Lazarus surveyed him with admiration. 
“It is vonderful !” he declared. 
“Think I’ll do ?” asked Wib, surveying himself in the glass with great satisfaction and honest admiration. 
“My dear poy !” said Mr. Lazarus. “If you valk into Greyfriars like zat, zey vill take you for one of ze masters.” 
Wibley grinned. Mr. Lazarus was far from guessing that that was exactly what the spoofer was planning. 
When all was finished a taxi was phoned for. Bold as brass, William Wibley walked across the pavement to the taxi, watched by Mr. Lazarus. 
The driver merely glanced at him. To the driver’s eye he was what he looked — a respectably-dressed, middle aged man, in a silk hat. 
“Greyfriars School !” said Wibley, in a voice quite unlike has own. 
And he drove off. 
Any other fellow who had been trying to bring off such a spoof would probably have felt his heart beating rather quickly as the taxi approached the gates of Greyfriars. 
Not so Wibley !  Wibley was enjoying himself ! This sort of game was the breath of life to Wibley !  So far from feeling anything like apprehension, William Wibley had only one feeling — and that was happy anticipation ! 
———
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Mr. Spofford Blows In !
“I SAY, you fellows!  Wib’s cut class !” 
“He’s not here,” said Bob Cherry, glancing round the Remove Form-room. 
The bell had rung for class, and the Forms at Greyfriars had gone into the 
Form-rooms. It was known by this time that Mr. Spofford was coming, but he had not 
come. Dr. Locke, before going to the Sixth Form-room, had requested Wingate to carry on with the Remove till Mr. Spofford arrived and took over. 
Then the Head went in to the Sixth, and, deep in Greek with that lofty Form, probably forgot all about the Remove, and their new and temporary master. 
Mr. Quelch was always punctual with his Form, but Wingate, though a dutiful prefect, was not quite so punctual as Quelch. So the juniors had a few minutes in their Form-room to themselves. It was Billy Bunter who noticed that Wibley was not there. And, the attention of the other fellows being drawn to that circumstance, they observed that Wibley wasn’t !
“Sticking his props together, in his study, I expect !” said Johnny Bull, with a grin. “They want some sticking together !” 
“They do — they does !” agreed Bob Cherry. “All the king’s horses and all the king’s men couldn’t stick some of them together again.” 
“Poor old Wib,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “He asked for it — in fact, begged for it. I fancy it will be a long time before he tries that sort of spoof on us again.” 
“The longfulness of the time will probably be terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Which showed that the chums of the Remove did not quite know their Wibley yet ! 
“The new man hasn’t come,” remarked Vernon-Smith. “I heard that he is coming this afternoon.” 
“May blow in while we’re in class !” said Peter Todd. “The later the better. We’re getting on all right with old Wingate.” 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !   Here’s Wingate !” 
Groups in the Form-room broke up, and the juniors went to their places as the Greyfriars captain came in. George Wingate glanced over them with a keen eye. 
“All here ?” he asked. 
There was no reply to that. If Wingate failed to note that Wibley was cutting class nobody was inclined to tell him. But the captain of Greyfriars was not likely to overlook an absentee. 
“Where’s Wibley ?” he rapped, a moment later. “ If you young sweeps think you can cut class because your Form master’s laid up you’re making a mistake. Wharton, where’s Wibley ?” 
“I think he may be in his study, Wingate. I dare say he never heard the bell. He’s rather keen on something —” 
“Well, cut off and fetch him !”
The head boy left the Form-room. Latin grammar was the order of the day, and Wingate proceeded at once to work. He certainly was a milder master than Quelch, but he was no believer in slacking. He did not enjoy taking the Remove, but the Head had put it up to him, and he was the fellow to do his duty conscientiously. 
The Remove were deep in Latin grammar when Harry Wharton came back — alone. Wingate glanced at him. 
“Well, haven’t you found him ?” he asked. 
“He’s not in his study, Wingate.” 
“Where is he, then ?” 
“I don’t know.” 
“Look for him, and round him up !” grunted Wingate. 
Not sorry to escape Latin grammar for a time, the captain of the Remove left the Form-room again, to look for Wibley and round him up  — a task in which he was not likely to be successful, in the peculiar circumstances. 
It was ten minutes later that wheels were heard outside, and the Removites wondered whether the sound portended the arrival of the expected Spofford. 
It did. 
Five minutes elapsed, and then there was a tap at the door of the Form-room, and it opened. 
Wingate looked round. All the Remove looked round. 
Framed in the doorway was the figure of a short, middle-aged gentleman, holding a silk hat in his hand. He blinked at the Form through a pair of gold-rimmed glasses. 
Wingate made a step towards him. As the man was a stranger at Greyfriars, he had no doubt this was the expected Mr. Spofford. He was surprised to see him arrive at the Form-room in this way. 
“Mr. Spofford ?” asked the Greyfriars captain. 
“Quite !” said the newcomer, in a rather squeaky voice. “Exactly !   Is this the Remove room ?” 
“Yes, this is the Remove,” said Wingate. “I will take you to the Head, sir, if you 
wish —” 
“Is the head engaged at the present time ?” 
“He is with the Sixth, sir.” 
“Then I will not disturb him,” said Mr. Spofford. “I will see Dr. Locke later. Quite unnecessary to disturb him now. I am prepared to take over my duties at once. How is Mr. Quelch ?” 
“I am sorry to say he has a bad cold, sir. If you desire to see him in the sanatorium —” 
“Later !” said Mr. Spofford. He came into the Form-room and put down his silk hat on Mr. Quelch’s desk. “It was my intention to arrive here in time for class, but, owing to the loss of my baggage on the railway, I have been delayed at Courtfield. I shall, however, take over my duties at once. You are surely a big boy for the Lower 
Fourth !” he added, blinking at Wingate through his gold-rimmed glasses. 
Wingate crimsoned. 
“I am not a Remove boy, Mr. Spofford !” he gasped. “I am a Sixth Form prefect, placed in charge of the Form till your arrival.” 
There was a suppressed chuckle in the Remove. The idea of the Greyfriars captain being taken for an overgrown junior tickled the Remove. It was extremely annoying to Wingate. He was quite unaware that the gentleman who made this little mistake had sometimes bent over to take “six” from his ashplant, and was now getting a little of his own back. 
“Oh, I understand,” said Mr. Spofford. What is your name ?”
“Wingate, sir !” 
“Very good !    You may inform Dr. Locke that I have arrived, and taken over, and rejoin your Form,” said Mr. Spofford. “You may now leave the Form in my hands, Hingegate. Did you say your name was Hingegate ?” 
“I said that my name was Wingate !” grunted the captain of Greyfriars. “Pingate ?    A peculiar name — Pingate !” 
“Wingate !” hooted the Greyfriars captain, greatly annoyed. 
Mr. Spofford blinked at him. 
“Your name is of no consequence, but your manners are, my boy,” he said. 
“I am not satisfied with your manners, Hingegate !   Leave the Form-room !   Shut the door after you !” 
Wingate left the Form-room and shut the door after him — rather hard !   And Mr. Spofford turned to his Form and surveyed them through his gold-rimmed glasses. 

———
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
Going Strong !
MR. SPOFFORD looked at the Remove. 
The Remove looked at Mr. Spofford. 
They had wondered what the new man would be like. Except that he was rather short for a gentleman of his apparent years, there was nothing unusual about him to look at. Yet all the Remove fellows had a sense of there being something unusual about him. Somehow he did not exactly impress them as the sort of man they had expected to see. 
“Head boy !” rapped out Mr. Spofford. 
Harry Wharton was still absent, looking for Wibley, so Frank Nugent answered for his chum. 
“Wharton’s head boy, sir,” he said. 
“Let Wharton speak for himself, then.” 
“He’s not here.” 
“Not here !” exclaimed Mr. Spofford. “And why is he not here ?   Has he been given leave from class ?” 
“Wingate sent him to look for another fellow, sir.” 
“This is very annoying,” said Mr. Spofford. “I require the assistance of my head boy. I require a Form list. I am as yet unacquainted with your names. Carter — Did you say your name was Carter ?” 
“Wharton, sir !” 
“He should be here !    He should not be wandering about the school in class-time. Who is the boy of whom he was sent in search ?” 
“Wibley, sir.” 
“Absurd ! I have met Wibley and have given him leave from class. Wibley will not be in class this afternoon. Wharton is wasting his time. I shall allow no waste of time in this Form !” 
“Well, my hat !” murmured Bob Cherry. “Some bargees have all the luck ! Fancy Wib spotting the new man at the kick-off and getting off class !” 
“Who is that speaking ?” rapped Mr. Spofford. 
Bob started. 
“Me, sir !” he stammered. 
“Me, sir !” repeated Mr. Spofford, glaring at him through his gold-rimmed glasses. “Is it possible, boy, that you have learned such grammar as that under the instruction of my friend Quelch ?” 
“I — I — I mean I, sir,” stammered Bob, with crimson cheeks. 
“Oh, you mean I, sir !” said Mr. Spofford. “Have you never learned to say what you mean ?”
“Oh, yes, sir !” gasped Bob. 
“What is your name ?” 
“Cherry, sir.” 
“Sherry !   Your name is Sherry ?” 
“No, sir; Cherry.” 
“Absurd !   Do not attempt to play practical jokes on me. Do you suppose I am likely to believe that your name is Cherry, or Apple, or Raspberry, or anything of the sort ?” snapped Mr. Spofford. 
Bob’s face was as red as the ripest cherry that ever ripened. 
“But — but that is my name, sir,” he stammered. “My name really is Cherry — Robert Cherry, sir.” 
“Nonsense !   Take fifty lines !” 
“Oh, my hat !” gasped Bob. 
“And your name ?” demanded Mr. Spofford, fixing his eyes on Johnny Bull. 
“Bull, sir.” 
“What — what ? Are you venturing to imitate the absurd jesting of this boy who pretends that his name is Cherry ?   I do not believe that your name is Bull, or Cow, or Sheep, or anything of the kind !” 
Johnny’s face was as red as Bob’s. Some of the Removites grinned. Johnny did not grin. 
“My name’s Bull !” he roared. “And a jolly good name, too !” 
“Silence !   Take fifty lines !   Now, your name ?” said Mr. Spofford, pointing with Quelch’s pointer to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur. “I was not aware that there was a negro in this Form. Your name — Snowball, or Remus, or what ?” 
“I have not the esteemed honour of being a negro, my estimable sir,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur, “and my name is Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.” 
“I will not allow this frivolous jesting !” snorted Mr. Spofford. “How dare you pretend that your name is Holy Jampot Rum Bang ! Did you say Holy Jampot Rum Bang ?” 
“I did not !” hooted the nabob. “I rejoice in the absurd and execrable name of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.” 
“I can see that this is a jest,” said Mr. Spofford. “No doubt you have planned a rag on your new master by pretending to have these ridiculous and impossible names. Take fifty lines.” 
“Oh, my esteemed hat !” 
“Now you, the boy with the spectacles — what is your name ?” 
“Bunter, sir.” 
“Grunter ?   I do not believe that your name is Grunter !” 
“I said Bunter !” hooted the Owl of thc Remove indignantly. 
“That is equally absurd. Bunter is not a name. It is a ridiculous ejaculation.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Take fifty lines —” 
“Oh, really, sir —” 
“Now, your name ?” snapped Mr, Spofford, indicating the Bounder. 
“Vernon-Smith, sir.” 
“I require only your surname.” 
“That is my surname.” 
“Nonsense !   If your name is Smith, say Smith.” 
“My name isn’t Smith; my name’s Vernon-Smith.” answered the Bounder savagely. Smithy was rather particular about his double-barrelled name. 
“I can see that this is a rag; the whole Form concerned in it apparently. Take fifty lines. Now, your name snapped Mr. Spofford, addressing Micky Desmond. 
“Desmond, sir.” 
“A very good name  —a very honourable name.” said Mr. Spofford rather unexpectedly. “And yours ?” 
“Morgan, sir !” 
“Excellent !” said Mr. Spofford. “A name celebrated in Welsh history.” 
Micky Desmond and David Morgan looked rather pleased with themselves. Other fellows, whose names had been held up to ridicule by this remarkable Form master, looked anything but pleased. 
“Your name ?” rapped out Mr. Spofford, addressing Peter Todd. 
“Todd, sir.” 
“I see that the rag is being carried on,” said Mr. Spofford. “Todd, of course, cannot be a name. Take fifty lines.” 
Peter glared at him. Peter’s name might be a little unusual, but he was quite pleased and satisfied with it — as fellows generally are with their names. 
“My name’s Todd, sir !” he almost bawled. ‘T.O.D.D. —Todd !” 
“Absurd !   You will no doubt tell me next that your name is Sweeney Todd !   Is your name Sweeney Todd ?” snapped Mr. Spofford. And the Removites grinned. 
Peter had heard many jokes in his time on time subject of the wicked barber of old times who bore the name of Todd, but it was really too thick to get some more of the same from a Form master. 
“No, it isn’t !   It’s Peter Todd !” snapped Peter. 
“Rubbish !    Take a hundred lines !    Who is this ?” snapped Mr. Spofford, as the Form-room door opened and Harry Wharton came in. 
Wharton glanced at him in surprise. 
He was unaware so far that Mr. Spofford had arrived, and came back to the Form-room expecting to find Wingate there. But seeing the little, spectacled man at Mr. Quelch’s desk with a pointer in his hand he guessed at once who he was — or, to be more correct, who he wasn’t. 
“Who are you ?” rapped Mr. Spofford sharply. 
“Wharton, sir !”
“Indeed !   Then you are head boy of this Form ?” 
“Yes, sir. Are you Mr. Spofford ?” asked Harry. 
“Should I be here if I were not ?” snapped the new master. “Have a little sense, Wharton !” 
“Oh, yes, sir !” said Harry, his cheeks reddening. 
“Why were you not in the Form-room, Wharton ?” 
Wingate sent me to look for Wibley, sir. I can’t find him anywhere.”  
“As he has leave from class, that is not surprising. You should not have been absent from the Form-room.” 
“But Wingate sent me, sir !” 
“You should not have been absent from the Form-room !” repeated Mr. Spofford, raising his squeaky voice. Do not argue with me, Barton.! 
“My name is Wharton, sir !” 
“Did you say Barton or Carter ?”  It seemed that Mr. Spofford was a little deaf. 
“I said Wharton !” 
“Whatever your name may be, you should not be absent from the Form-room in lesson-time. I shall punish you. Carter.” 
“What ? I’ve told you —” 
“That will do !” Mr. Spofford stepped from the Form master’s desk, pointer in his hand, and pointed to a chair. “Bend over that chair, Carter.” 
“You are not going to cane me !” exclaimed Wharton in angry amazement. 
“That is exactly what I am going to do !   Bend over that chair immediately. I shall not wait !” rapped Mr. Spofford. 
“Oh, my hat !” murmured Bob Cherry breathlessly. 
“Potty !” murmured Johnny Bull in wonder. 
“The pottifulness must be terrific.” 
“I am waiting for you to bend over that chair, Baker !” rapped Mr. Spofford, with another variation of the head boy’s name. 
“But I was sent from the Form-room, sir, by a prefect —” 
“For the last time, Barker. I refuse to be argued with. Will you bend over that chair, or will you not ?” thundered Mr. Spofford. 
Harry Wharton gazed at him. Whether the man was a fool, whether he was a tyrant, or whether he was both, was difficult to determine. But there was no doubt that he was in earnest. And there was only one thing for a Lower Fourth fellow to do when he was ordered to bend over by his Form master. The captain of the Remove drew a deep, deep breath, and, with glinting eyes, bent over the chair. 
Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack, whack !

———
THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
Wibley Keeps His Word !

“SHAME !” 
It was Frank Nugent’s voice. 
Nugent watched his chum’s “whopping” with his eyes gleaming with indignation. It was so unjust, so unreasonable, that Frank could not contain that expression of his disapproval. Harry Wharton rose after the infliction, his face set, as Nugent’s voice rang through the Form-room. 
Mr. Spofford swung round towards the class. 
“Who spoke ?” he rapped. 
Frank Nugent jumped up. 
“I did !” he retorted hotly. 
“And what did you say ?” 
“I said shame, and it is a shame — a rotten shame !” exclaimed Frank, with flashing eyes. “And I say it again — shame !” 
“Hear, hear !” roared Bob Cherry. 
“Shame !” howled Johnny Bull, ready to back up his chums. 
“The shamefulness is terrific !” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Mr. Spofford blinked at the Co. through his glasses. The Remove sat breathless. They had hoped that Spofford would be an improvement on Quelch. Obviously he was a change for the worse. Quelch was severe, but this little spectacled gentleman seemed not only severe, but utterly unreasonable, which Quelch never was. 
“I see,” said Mr. Spofford. “This Form has taken advantage of my old friend Quelch’s illness to get out of hand. Rebellion is rife in this Form. I shall put it down. I shall put it down with a strong hand. Nugent, stand out before the Form !” 
Nugent stared, and the Remove stared. So far, Nugent’s name had not been mentioned. How did the man know his name was Nugent ?   It seemed rather like magic to the juniors. 
“Do you hear me ?” hooted Mr. Spofford. 
Slowly Frank came out before the Form. Mr. Spofford pointed to the cane chair with the pointer. 
“Bend over, Nugent !” be snapped. 
Frank hesitated. 
“Don’t !” called out Herbert Vernon-Smith. 
That really was the limit, and the breathless Remove expected Mr. Spofford to go off at the deep end at once. But perhaps he did not hear. He had already shown signs of deafness. Perhaps be chose to be deaf. Anyhow, he took no notice of the Bounder’s cheeky call to Nugent. 
“You hear me, Nugent !” went on Mr. Spofford. “If you imagine that I am to be trifled with because I am a new master, you will find out your mistake !   You will bend over that chair immediately, or I shall report you to your headmaster for disobedience.” 
Slowly, very slowly, Frank Nugent bent over the chair. Six times the pointer rose and fell, with resounding whacks. 
“You need not go back to your place !” said Mr. Spofford. “Stand by the wall, beside Carter.” 
“I don’t know anybody named Carter !” said Nugent. 
“I mean Barton.” 
“I don’t know anybody named Barton.” 
“Stand by the wall at once, or I will cane you again !   You, Barker, stand by his side.” 
Nugent backed to the wall, and Wharton went with him. Then Mr. Spofford called to Bob Cherry. 
“Sherry — if your name really is Sherry —” 
“My name’s Cherry !” growled Bob. 
“Stand out before the Form !   Very good !   Now bend over that chair !” said Mr. Spofford, flourishing the pointer. 
Bob Cherry gave him a long, grim look and obeyed. Six whacks were duly administered. Then he was ordered to stand beside Wharton and Nugent. 
“Bull, you will now bend over that chair !” 
More slowly than the other fellows Johnny Bull obeyed. Quite coolly Johnny considered whether he could venture to knock the little man spinning. Obviously he couldn’t, the penalty for punching a beak being immediate expulsion. Johnny Bull took his six in grim silence. 
“Now, Jampot, if your name really is Jampot —” 
“My esteemed and ridiculous name is Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, venerable sahib !” answered the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
“Bend over that chair !” 
The dusky junior bent over in his turn, and in his turn took six. Then he was waved to the wall. 
All the Famous Five had been whopped now, as — if they had happened to remember — Wibley had told them they would be. 
They stood in a row by the Form-room wall, with crimson and angry faces, wondering what would happen next under this remarkable and unexpected new master. 
“We shall now proceed,” said Mr. Spofford, picking up the book that Wingate had laid down on the Form master’s desk. “Silence in the class !” 
Harry Wharton breathed hard. 
“Are we not to go to our places, sir ?” he asked. 
“What ?   What ?” Mr. Spofford blinked round at him, and put his hand to his ear. Evidently, to the Remove, be was rather deaf. “Did you speak ?” 
“I asked you if we were not to go to our places? ” 
“Certainly not !   Stand where you are !   You will stand by the wall during this lesson like the naughty boys you are.” 
“Naughty boys !” gasped Bob Cherry, and there was a chuckle in the Remove. 
Remove fellows, of course, were “men,” and the Famous Five were very important men. To be called “naughty boys,” and to be ordered to stand in a row by the wall like naughty infants in a prep school was absolutely intolerable. If Mr. Spofford had wanted to make the Famous Five feel thoroughly sick he could not have calculated better. Perhaps he did. 
“What is the lesson ?” squeaked Mr. Spofford, addressing the Remove generally. 
“Latin grammar, sir !” said Skinner. 
“Very well !   Each of you will write a paper on the first conjugation,” said Mr. Spofford. “Proceed.” 
The Remove proceeded in that rather unusual way. Certainly this was easier than working with Quelch. 
Mr. Spofford sat at Mr. Quelch’s desk. He had sorted out a volume of Shakespeare from that desk, which was used in the literature class. He opened it and began to read. The juniors stared at him and at one another. For a Form master to sit reading Shakespeare during class was rather odd; though it was not really odd for William Wibley to do so, Wib being much more interested in Shakespeare than in Latin grammar. 
“Looks like an easy thing for us if this goes on,” murmured Skinner to Snoop. 
Sidney James Snoop nodded and grinned. 
“Wharton’s crew ain’t enjoying it !” he whispered. 
Skinner chuckled. 
“Hardly !   If the new man’s down on that crew, more power to his giddy elbow Snoopy !” 
“What-ho !” chuckled Snoop. 
The Famous Five, with infuriated faces, remained standing by the wall. The rest of the Remove took it remarkably easy. The new beak, deeper and deeper in the entrancing pages of Shakespeare, seemed to have forgotten all about his class. 
There was a buzz. of talk in the Form-room, of which Mr. Spofford took no notice whatever. Lord Mauleverer even dozed off. Billy Bunter gave most of his attention to a packet of toffee, with which he would never have ventured to deal under the gimlet-eye of Quelch. The Bounder talked football with Squiff and Torn Brown and Peter Todd. Skinner read a pink paper, hardly taking the trouble to hide it behind his desk, and calculated the odds of his favourite “geegees.” It was quite an easy time for the Remove — not, to say a slack and lazy time. The Form’s opinion of the new master improved. If this sort of thing was going to continue, it seemed, after all, that he was a big improvement on Quelch. 
Only the Famous Five did not share that general satisfaction. They stood on one leg, then on the other, then on the one again, tired and dismal and savagely furious. No fellow likes being held up to ridicule, and the great chiefs of the Remove were being made to look utterly ridiculous before all the Form. Skinner & Co. rejoiced in their discomfiture, and the other fellows seemed more or less amused. The feelings of the Famous Five towards the new master were almost homicidal. 
It had lasted about an hour when there was a tap at the Form-room door; it opened, and the majestic figure of the Head appeared !
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“Bend over that chair!” snapped Mr Spofford. The Famous Five bent in turn and each received “six.”   “Now you will all stand by the wall during this lesson like the naughty boys you are,” said the new master. “Naughty boys!” gasped Bob Cherry, and there was a chuckle in the Remove, while the five stood with crimson and angry faces.

———
THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
Startling !


LOCKE stepped into the Remove room.  
His arrival had a startling effect. 
The juniors, lounging and chattering among the forms, suddenly pulled themselves together, and re-assumed their usual orderly aspect. Mr. Spofford, sprawled half-across Quelch’s desk reading Shakespeare, dropped that great poet as if Shakespeare had suddenly become red-hot, and almost bounded to his feet. Harry Wharton & Co., crimson before now, glowed positively scarlet as they were caught in their ridiculous position by their headmaster. 
Dr. Locke’s glance sought Mr. Spofford. The Sixth, having been handed over to Mr. Lascelles for mathematics, the head was at liberty; and he had come along to see the temporary master of the Remove, and to greet him with his usual courtesy — though probably rather surprised that Mr. Spofford had taken over his duties in this rather informal manner !   
William Wibley had plenty of nerve— heaps of nerve — tons of nerve — but he needed it all, under the calm gaze of his headmaster. 
For a second, panic very nearly seized on the disguised young rascal, and he felt strongly inclined to bolt. But that passed in a moment; he was “for it” now — and he had to go through with it. His hope of eluding an interview with the Head had been faint; and now, clearly, it was not to be eluded. Wibley screwed up his courage to the sticking-point, and advanced to meet the Head. 
“Mr. Spofford ?” asked Dr. Locke courteously, but with a rather keen glance lingering all over the little man. 
Something unusual struck him, as it had struck the Remove, about this gentleman. He could not have put his finger on what it was. But it was there ! 
“Precisely so, Dr. Locke,” said the new master, with a deep bow. “Hearing that you were engaged with the Sixth ——” 
“I quite understand,” said Dr Locke, though as a matter of fact he didn’t quite. “I should, however have preferred — but that is no matter ! My colleague, Mr Quelch, recommended you most strongly to me, Mr. Spofford.” 
“Quelch has known me a very long time, sir,” said the new man, with perfect truth. “I believe he has a very flattering opinion of my abilities,” he added, perhaps not quite so veraciously. 
“Perhaps you will step to my study with me, sir !” said the Head — and Wibley groaned inwardly. That personal interview, and a personal “jaw”, could not be dodged. “The class may be left with the head boy for a time. Mr. Quelch’s head boy, Wharton !   Why — what ——” 
Catching sight of the five blushing juniors lining the wall, Dr. Locke gazed at them blankly. His brow became stern. 
“Wharton ! What does this mean ?   I trust that you are not playing some absurd prank on Mr. Spofford, because he is new here.” 
“Not at all, sir !” said Harry’, with set lips. “Mr. Spofford ordered us to stand in a row by the wall, sir.” 
“The orderfulness was surprising and terrible, honoured sahib !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Greatly surprised, Dr. Locke turned to Mr. Spofford again. The playful Wibley rather wished that he hadn’t carried his little game with the Famous Five quite so far. But it was too late to wish that now. 
“Mr. Spofford !” The Head’s manner was very stately “I scarcely understand —”  
“A punishment, sir, for impertinence !” said Mr. Spofford.  “I was unwilling — ’hem — to use more severe measures on my first day here —” 
Which was rather cool, considering that the Famous Five had been whopped, one after another ! 
Dr. Locke opened his lips to tell Mr. Spofford what he thought of such an idea !   He closed them again with the words unuttered. He was far too experienced a headmaster to “rag” a subordinate in the presence of the boys. He decided to speak very plainly in the seclusion of his study. 
“You boys may go to your places now !” added Mr. Spofford. 
Quietly the Famous Five went to their places. 
“Wharton !” said the Head. “You will remain in charge of this Form-room for a few minutes.” 
“Yes, sir !” 
“Mr. Spofford, if you will kindly come with me !” 
“Oh, certainly, sir !” said the disguised Wibley, suppressing a groan. Neither in his own character of Wibley nor in his assumed character of Spofford, had the Head’s study any attraction for the spoofer of the Remove. But he had to go. 
Dr. Locke walked majestically out.
After him walked the little gentleman. 
Herbert Vernon-Smith’s hand came out of his pocket, as both backs were 
turned. In Smithy’s hand was a “googly” ball — one of those little balls 
which, if bounced, will jump in the most erratic manner. As a missile, however, a googly ball will fly as accurately as any other ball; and the Bounder was a deadly marksman. 
Whiz ! 
Mr. Spofford gave a jump and a sudden yell as the little ball banged on the back of his head. That was Smithy’s retaliation for Mr. Spofford’s cheeky remarks concerning his name. 
“Oh, my hat !” gasped Bob Cherry. “Smithy, you ass —” 
“Oh, Smithy !” gasped Tom Redwing. Mr. Spofford, taken quite by surprise by that bang on the back of the head, naturally clutched at the back of the head with his hand. The ball dropped behind him, and, bouncing on the floor, zigzagged away into the air in the manner of googly balls and dropped among the desks. But nobody noticed the googly ball. All eyes fixed, as if fascinated, on the back of’ Mr. Spofford’s head as he clutched it. For under that sudden clutch, Mr. Spofford’s hair was seen to rise, as if it was not fastened to his head — as, indeed, it was not ! The sight of a man’s hair rising on his head, like quills upon the fretful porcupine, was so astounding that the Remove gaped open-mouthed. 
“I say, you fellows !” squeaked Billy Bunter. “I say, he’s got a wig on.” 
“The wigfulness is terrific !” gasped Hurree Jamset Rain Singh. 
Dr. Locke glanced round at the new master, aware that something was on — though unaware that something also was nearly off ! 
“What —” he began. 
He, broke off, staring. Wibley’s wig was fastened on his head with dabs of gum. But his sudden grasp at it as the googly ball tapped had snapped the gum, and the wig had shifted. As it lowered behind it rose in front, under the amazed eyes of the headmaster, revealing a trace of Wibley’s own tallowy-coloured hair. 
“Bless my soul !” gasped the Head. 
“Oh !” gasped Wibley. 
Terror seized him !   Very nearly he turned tail and ran — which would have been the culmination of an astonishing episode !   But he restrained himself !  The danger of being found out brought to his rather thoughtless mind the consequences of being found out — assuredly a terrific flogging, and possibly the “sack.” Wibley, with a great effort, pulled himself together. 
A gentle pressure of his skilled hand replaced the wig where it ought to have been. He had been within an ace of exposure — but now he was Mr. Spofford, safe and sound ! 
From the Remove room came a chuckle. Dr. Locke glanced in at the doorway, and the chuckle died away unto deadly solemnity. Then, with a cold and contained expression on his face, Dr. Locke walked on down the passage, and Mr. Spofford followed him. 
Dr. Locke himself had a magnificent head of silver hair, and perhaps he could make allowances for a man whose hirsute adornments had faded before their time. Still, he did not like it !   Prout, the master of the Fifth, was getting dreadfully bald; but it had never occurred to Prout to conceal the same with borrowed hair !   Already something unusual about this man had struck the Head — and now that he had discovered that Mr. Spofford sported a wig he was feeling glad that that gentleman was engaged only as a temporary master; and resolved that his engagement should be very temporary indeed. Really, it was not the thing ! 
What Dr. Locke would have thought, had he known that that wig covered, not a man’s bald pate, but a schoolboy practical joker’s own hair, cannot be said. He might have had a fit ! 
When they were gone, the Removites chuckled loud and long. 
“It’s a jolly old wig !” chortled Skinner. “Ha, ha, ha !” 
“And he never stopped to ask who biffed him on the crumpet!” grinned the Bounder. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“He’s a jolly queer fish altogether,” said Bob Cherry. “Can’t say I like him.”
“The likefulness is not preposterous,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nahob of Bhanipur. 
“Not a bad old bean, though,” said Bolsover major. “He’s been giving us a jolly easy time this afternoon.” 
“That’s not his duty !” said Harry Wharton. 
“Oh, blow his duty !   We get enough of that from Quelch !” 
“Wharton won’t like him !” chortled Skinner. “Wharton’s a naughty little boy who has to stand up by the wall.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” roared the Remove. 
Wharton crimsoned. 
“That’s enough, Skinner !” he snapped. “I have to take dashed cheek from a beak, but not from you.” 
“Naughty !” said Skinner. 
“He, he, he !” cackled Billy Bunter. “Who’s a naughty little boy ? Who’s put to stand by the wall ?   He, he, he !” 
“One little, two little, three little, four little, five little naughty boys !” chanted Skinner. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“So you think it’s frightfully funny !” snorted the captain of the Remove. “Well, if it’s funny, you can have your share of the fun !   Go and stand by the wall, Skinner !” 
“Wha-at ?” gasped Skinner. 
“Go and stand by the wall !” repeated Wharton grimly. 
“You silly ass !   Do you think you can make a fool of me ?” 
“I think that I’m head boy of the Form, and that the headmaster has just left me in charge, and I think that you’ll do exactly as I tell you !” answered the captain of the Remove. “Get on with it !” 
“I won’t !” yelled Skinner furiously. 
“You will !” 
And Skinner did, as the captain of the Remove grasped him, hooked him out from the desks, and jammed him against the Form-room wall. Then he picked up the pointer. 
“Start there,” he said. “or I’ll give you six, the same as Spofford did me !”
“You can’t !” shrieked Skinner. 
“Try it on, and see !” 
And Skinner stood by the wall — with an expression on his face that made the Removites roar. 

———
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
A Present for Prout !
MR. SPOFFORD — alias William Wibley — stood in Mr. Quelch’s study looking out of Mr. Quelch’s window. He was not feeling quite so merry and bright as when he had arrived at Greyfriars. The interview with the headmaster in his study had left him rather limp. Wib was feeling the strain. 
Dr. Locke had not been suspicious or doubting. It was really impossible for the headmaster to suspect, or even dream of, such a spoof as the practical joker of the Remove was playing. But he had been uneasy, dissatisfied, vaguely perturbed. Wonderfully as Wibley played his part, convincing as he was, there was, perhaps, something lacking. Only the fact that Mr. Spofford had been fully answered for by Mr. Quelch induced the Head to engage him at all, even for a few days. He had complete faith in Mr. Quelch’s judgment. Yet he could not help thinking that, for once, Quelch’s judgment had been at fault. He was not satisfied with Mr. Spofford ! 
Wibley, well aware of it, had been glad to escape from the interview undetected. Now, in Mr. Quelch’s study, of which he had taken possession as Quelch’s substitute, Wib was wondering whether he had better “chuck” it and go while the going was good, so to speak. It was easy enough to walk out of the gates of Greyfriars as Mr. Spofford, and walk in again as William Wibley —  leaving the disappearance of the new master a mystery. 
But Wib was not going to “chuck” it.
 Playing Form master was too tremendous a lark for that !   And the fellows who had ragged his precious “props” had not yet been made to sit up sufficiently for their sins. And now that he had got through that dreaded interview with the Head, he could avoid that gentleman. 
Wibley of the Remove, of course, would be missed !   But Mr. Spofford was Wibley’s Form master, and could give him leave if he liked. 
Wib chuckled at the idea of giving himself leave. 
Wibley was going to carry on !   This was the biggest spoof he had ever brought off — the greatest triumph of the Greyfriars impersonator. He was going to carry on, and chance it ! 
The Remove were out now. After coming away from the Head, Mr. Spofford had only looked into the Form-room to dismiss the Form. The Head had shaken his nerve a little ! But Wib was himself again now.
Tap !   The door opened, and Mr. Prout, master of the Fifth, rolled in. Mr. Spofford turned from the window warily on his guard. 
“Permit me,” said Prout, with his plump politeness, “to introduce myself — Paul Prout, master of the Fifth here !   I heard of your arrival, Mr. Spofford.” 
“Delighted to meet you, sir !” said Mr. Spofford. 
Wib was not feeling delighted !    Prout was an inquisitive, talkative, rather meddling old gentleman, and Wibley would have preferred to keep him at a distance. But no member of Dr. Locke’s staff had ever been successful in keeping Prout at a distance ! 
“Hearing,” said Prout, “that you were an old friend of my colleague Quelch —” 
“We played together,” said Wibley gravely, “as boys !” 
“Indeed, sir !” 
“As innocent infants, sir !” said Wibley. 
“Oh !   Quite !   Yes, yes !” said Prout. Well, I am about to visit Quelch in the sanatorium — a little chat, I feel sure, will cheer him.” 
Wibley did not feel sure of that !   Prout’s chats were not really cheering. But he nodded assent. 
“Pray do not let me detain you, Mr. Prout,” he said. 
“I was thinking,” said Mr. Prout, “that as Quelch is your old friend, you might like to walk down with me.” 
Wibley repressed a jump. 
“No doubt Quelch will expect you — it will be a pleasure to him,” said Prout. 
“As you are a stranger here, I shall be delighted to be your guide.” 
This was very civil of Prout; very civil and very kind. But it produced a deeply dismaying effect on the spoof Mr. Spofford ! 
“Oh !   Ah !   Yes !” stammered Wibley. “Very kind of you, sir —” 
“Not at all !” said Prout benevolently. “A pleasure, Mr. Spofford !   Any friend of my valued colleague Quelch —” 
“I — I — I think — I have some unpacking to do —” 
Prout raised his eyebrows. 
“Has your luggage arrived, then ?” he asked. 
“My — my luggage !” 
“I understood that it had been delayed on the railway —” 
“Oh !   Ah !   Yes !   But in fact — I mean — I must telephone to the station, to ascertain whether my — my bags have been found —” 
“A very good idea,” said Prout. “I know the number — I will get it for you, Mr. Spofford !” Prout crossed to the telephone. 
“Oh crikey !” gasped Wibley involuntarily. He did not really want to telephone to the railway people about non-existent luggage. 
Prout spun round from the telephone, and blinked at him. Prout had never heard a Form master — even a temporary master — ejaculate “Oh crikey !” before. It was an unintentional slip on Wib’s part. 
“What — what did you say, sir ?” gasped Prout. 
“I — I said — the fact is I have some letters to write —” Wibley was getting desperate now. “I see there is ink here — and pens — I think —” 
“But surely, sir, you had better telephone —” 
“Not at all !   I will phone later. At the present moment ——” 
“I quite understand — at the present moment you would prefer to visit Quelch and see your old friend !” assented Prout. He backed doorwards again. “Pray come with me.” 
“Yes — no — I think —” Wibley was quite desperate; there was no getting rid of Prout, except by drastic measures. He picked up Mr. Quelch’s inkpot from the table. “Dear me, there is no ink here —” 
“Indeed !” said Prout, approaching. 
“Quelch is generally very careful in such matters — ”
“None !” said Mr. Spofford. “Look !” He waved the inkpot in the air, to show that it was empty, having already ascertained that it was full ! 
The result was inevitable. 
A stream of ink shot out, and caught Mr. Prout fairly under his plump chin. It splashed over his chin, over his neck-tie and collar, and over his manly chest. It ran down him in. trickles. It almost drenched Prout. It was quite a large inkpot, and there was plenty of ink in it — or had been ! Now there was none in it — but plenty on Prout ! 
Prout staggered back, gurgling. Taken utterly by surprise, he staggered helplessly, and sat down on the floor of Mr. Quelch’s study, with a bump and a gasp. 
“Urrrggh !” 
“Upon my word ! What have I done ?”exclaimed Mr. Spofford. “It —  it appears that there was ink in the pot, after all !” 
“Wurrrggh !” 
“My dear sir, it seems that there was ink —’’ 
“It does, sir !” gurgled Prout. “It does !    Such an absolutely thoughtless action —grooogh ! — such an absolutely stupid and unthinking action — wurrggh !   Are you an idiot, sir ?   Gurrggh !” 
“I cannot sufficiently express my regret —” 
“Gurrrrggh !” 
Prout staggered to his feet. Streaming with ink, he backed to the door. He glared at Mr. Spofford as he went, deeply regretting that he had taken the trouble to call on that gentleman. All Prout’s plump politeness left him; washed away, as it were, by the ink. 
“Such a stupid action —” he boomed. 
“Really, sir —” 
“I could almost believe, sir, that the action was intentional !” roared Prout. 
Wibley could quite believe it. 
“Oh, sir !   Really —” 
“Pah !  I will leave you, sir — I cannot go to Quelch now — I must change, and wash — upon my word ! Pah !” snorted Prout. 
And he went, gurgling; and the study door closed after him with a slam that ran the length of Master Passage. Mr. Spofford grinned. Prout was inky. Prout was wrathy, and Prout was indignant. But he had got rid of Prout, at all events ! 

———
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
A Windfall for Bunter !
“I SAY, you fellows —” 
“Buzz off, Bunter !” 
“Hold on a minute,” said the Bounder. “I’ll get him with this loaf !” 
“Beast !” 
Instead of holding on for a minute  Billy Bunter backed out of Study No. 4 in the Remove promptly. 
It was tea-time in the Remove, and in Study No. 4 — Smithy’s study — there was a spread. Smithy and Tom Redwing were entertaining guests — no less distinguished persons than the Famous Five of the Remove. 
Had the spread been in Study No 1, or Study No. 13, probably Billy Bunter would have been allowed to wedge in. But the Famous Five could not give him permission to wedge into another fellow’s study; and the Bounder was not the man to let him do it. 
Smithy took aim with a loaf, and the fat Owl of the Remove lost no time in getting out of range. 
Slam !   The Bounder kicked the study door shut. The tea-party in Study No. 4 continued its operations, regardless of Bunter. Which was fearfully exasperating to Bunter who had only had one tea, and was more than ready for another. 
And he had seen the good things in Smithy’s study — the Bounder was always lavish on these occasions. It was really a feast of the gods; and Bunter, like a podgy Peri at the gate of Paradise, found no admittance. It was enough to exasperate any fellow who had only had one tea !   Bunter stooped to the keyhole. 
“Beast !” he roared, through that aperture. 
“Bunter !” came a sharp, squeaky voice. 
“Oh crumbs !” gasped Bunter, spinning round in alarm. Mr. Spofford was coming along from the stairs. 
“What does this mean Bunter ?” demanded Mr. Spofford.
“Oh !   Nothing sir !” gasped Bunter. “I wasn’t calling Smithy a beast, sir !   I — I was just saying —” 
“Open that study door !” said Mr. Spofford. 
“Oh !” gasped Bunter. He turned and opened the door of Study No. 4. “I say, you fellows —”
“He gets the loaf this time !” said Vernon-Smith. 
And Bunter got it — right on the spot where he had parked his last tea, and had hoped to park his second ! 
“Yoooop !” spluttered Bunter, staggering back into the arms of Mr. Spofford. “Ow !  Beast !   Wow !   Grooogh !” 
“Well hit !” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Boys !” roared Mr. Spofford. “How dare you !   I repeat, how dare you !” He pushed Bunter aside, and stepped into the doorway. “such ruffianism a this —” 
“Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Harry Wharton. 
Seven juniors jumped to their feet at the unexpected sight of their new Form master. 
“Who threw that loaf ?” demanded Mr. Spofford. “Was it Smith !” 
“Nobody named Smith here, sir,” said the Bounder coolly. 
“What !  What !   Your name is Smith, I believe.” 
“Not at all, sir.” 
“Then what is your name, boy ?” 
“Vernon-Smith, sir !” 
“I will not allow you to bandy words with me, Smith !” 
“This chap’s name really is Vernon-Smith, sir !’ said Bob Cherry. 
“Do not argue with me, Plum —” 
“My name’s Cherry !” roared Bob. 
“Silence !  What is this I see ?” exclaimed Mr. Spofford, staring through his gold-rimmed glasses at the well-spread board “Ham, eggs, cakes, biscuits, tarts, meringues. eclairs, preserved ginger, fruits — Upon my word ! Did Mr. Quelch allow such orgies in junior studies ?” 
“Mr. Quelch allowed us to have what we liked for tea, sir !” said Harry Wharton. 
He spoke a little diffidently however. Certainly, the Remove fellows were allowed to buy what they liked at the school shop for tea in their studies. But the Bounder’s gorgeous spreads were a little over the limit, all the same. Probably had Quelch looked in he would have disapproved. 
“Indeed !” said Mr. Spofford, with a snort. “I fear that you must have taken advantage of the good nature of your Form master. Certainly, nothing of the kind will be allowed under my rule !   I will permit no such orgies !”
The Bounder’s brow darkened savagely. Mr. Spofford turned to the fat Owl, who was grinning in at the door. It was rather amusing to Billy Bunter to see a feed forbidden, if he could not take a share in it. Bunter little dreamed what was coming ! 
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As the disguised master made a sudden grasp at his wig where the googly ball had struck, the wig shifted. “Bless my soul !” gasped Dr. Locke in amazement. “Oh !” cried Wibley.

“Bunter !” rapped Mr. Spofford. Oh !  Yes, sir !” 
“Are you hungry ?” 
“Oh !   Yes, sir !   Rather !” 
Bunter blinked at the new master, wondering whether Spofford was going to ask him to tea.   If he was, Bunter’s answer was going to be a prompt affirmative. 
“Have you had your tea ?” 
“Nothing to speak of sir — only an egg and some ham, sir, and a bit of cake and a few biscuits and bull’s eyes —”
“If you are hungry, you may sit down in this study and eat what you like of this outrageous quantity of foodstuffs.” 
“Oh scissors !” 
“Look here, Mr. Spofford !” exclaimed the Bounder “You can’t give my tuck away to another fellow !” 
Mr. Spofford gave him a blink through gold-rimmed glasses. 
“All this tuck, as you call it, is confiscated,” he answered. “Bunter, sit down at the table at once !” 
“But — but Smithy, sir —” stammered Bunter. 
He was anxious to begin — yearning to begin. But the look on Smithy’s face daunted him. It made him realise what he had to expect afterwards, if he scoffed Smithy’s tuck. 
“Never mind Smith !” said Mr. Spofford. “I am master here, I hope !   Bunter, you have stated that you are hungry ! Unless I see you, with my own eyes, make a good, solid meal at this table, I shall consider that you have been speaking untruthfully, and shall cane you severely.” 
“Oh golly !” gasped Bunter. 
“Either,” said Mr. Spofford, “you will make a considerable meal, on the spot, or you will follow me to my study for a caning !   Take your choice !” 
A choice like that was not hard to decide. Billy Bunter plumped into a chair vacated by one of the dismayed tea-party and started. He started on delicious ham and poached eggs; and the rate at which ham and poached eggs disappeared was really marvellous. Spectres at cock-crow did not vanish so swiftly. 
Vernon-Smith looked on, with bitter rage in his face. Tom Redwing stood in silence, puzzled.
Harry Wharton & Co. looked on, hardly knowing what to make of it. There was something so very odd about these proceedings of Mr. Spofford, that they almost wondered whether the little gentleman was quite balanced in the upper story ! 
Quelch might have confiscated such a tremendous spread, but Spofford had not done that — he had ordered Bunter to eat it !   And that was so extraordinary that the Famous Five were, as they might have described it themselves, flabbergasted !
It was already clear that this new master, for some mysterious reason, had rather a “down” on the Famous Five. He had fairly persecuted them in the Form-room. Now he was barging in to break up their tea-party with the Bounder. Why he should be down on fellows he had never seen till that day was a deep mystery. 
Bunter gobbled ! 
Bunter was busy ! 
Happy and sticky, Bunter travelled through the heaps of good things on Vernon-Smith’s table. 
The Bounder made a movement towards the door.  Looking on at this was not amusing !   Mr. Spofford waved him back. 
“Remain where you are. Smith !” 
“My name’s not Smith !” hissed the Bounder. 
“I have already given you fifty lines for impertinence. Take fifty more. Sit down and write them.” 
Herbert Vernon-Smith looked at him, breathing hard. Rebellion was in his face. Tom Redwing gave him a beseeching look. Smithy was already in the “bad books” of the beaks for insubordination. He controlled his rage, cleared a corner of the table, and sat down to write lines. Smithy scribbled while Bunter gobbled. 
Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged glances. Clearly, there was to be no tea for them, after all, in Smithy’s Study. 
“May we go, sir ?” asked Harry. 
“No,” said Mr. Spofford. “You may not go. You will stand where you are, and be silent.” 
With deep feelings, the Famous Five stood where they were and were silent. Mr. Spofford glanced from the doorway. Several fellows, passing the study, had glanced in at the strange scene there. Among them were Desmond and Morgan, Wibley’s study-mates. He called to them. 
“Desmond !   Morgan !” 
“Oh, yes, sir!” 
“Step into this study !” 
In surprise, Micky and Morgan stepped in. Mr. Spofford pointed to the table, where, in spite of Bunter’s tremendous exploits as a trencherman, the supplies were still ample. Micky and Morgan blinked at the table and blinked at the new master blankly. 
“All this food,” said Mr. Spofford “must be disposed of. You boys, I think, have not had your tea. Sit down — and eat !” 
“Howly Moses !” murmured the astonished Micky. 
Morgan only stared. 
“Do you hear me ?” rapped Mr. Spofford. “Obey me immediately, or I shall give you an imposition of five hundred lines !” 
“Oh crumbs !” gasped Morgan. 
They sat down at once. The good things on the table were tempting— and 500 lines certainly were not ! 
While the Bounder scribbled Latin and the Famous Five stood with grim glum faces, the feast went on, and fellows stared in from the passage, wondering. 
Billy Bunter was making great progress, and, with the assistance of Micky and Morgan, the table was cleared at last. Hardly a crumb remained of the Bounder’s gorgeous spread. 
Billy Bunter rose, happy, sticky, and breathing hard. Bunter had had the time of his life !   It was quite a windfall for Bunter !   He grinned a sticky grin at the Famous Five. 
“You may go,” said Mr. Spofford, with a wave of the hand; and Bunter, Micky, and Morgan left the study. 
“Smith, this will be a lesson to you !   Now let me see your lines.” 
Vernon-Smith, in savage silence, handed over the lines. Mr. Spofford glanced at them and threw them into the fender. 
“Very badly written !” he said. “Write them over again, Smith.  It will be a less amusing, but more useful occupation than throwing googly balls about.” 
Smithy started a little. Apparently Mr. Spofford knew who it was that had caused that little accident to his hair, though he had taken no notice of it at the time. 
Mr. Spofford walked out of the study. 
The juniors looked at one another. There was a long silence. 
“Well !” said Bob Cherry at last, with a deep breath. 
“Well !” murmured Frank Nugent. 
“The man’s mad !” said Johnny Bull. 
“The madfulness is terrific !” 
“Blessed if I don’t think he’s a little cracked !” said Harry Wharton. “It’s all jolly queer, anyhow.” 
There was no doubt that it was queer — very queer. Very queer indeed !   In a wondering mood the juniors left the study, and went down to the school shop for tea. They simply could not understand the extraordinary proceedings of Mr. Spofford —though they would have understood easily enough had they been aware that that gentleman’s real name was William Wibley !    But they did not know that yet. 
———
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
An Astonishing Discovery !
PROUT called the roll in Big Hall that evening. Wibley’s name was not called. Mr. Spofford having made it known that Wibley, of his Form, was absent on leave. 
Mr. Spofford was not present, like the other masters, at roll-call. He had not yet looked in at Masters’ Common room. He seemed rather to be avoiding meeting other members of the staff. Some of them had not even seen him yet. Prout had seen him —seen too much of him, in fact — and was deeply annoyed with him. Prout had told several other beaks of that accident with the inkpot in deep tones of indignation, and the other beaks had listened, and had not smiled till Prout’s portly back was turned. Prout had taken quite a dislike to the man. Such an accident was so very extraordinary. It really looked as if the man had done it on purpose !   Prout could hardly believe so; but certainly, he had taken a dislike to the man ! 
After roll-call Prout rolled out of the House, to pay his deferred visit to Mr. Quelch in  sanny. Prout had no doubt that the invalid would be greatly cheered and bucked by that visit, being quite unaware that his chatty conversation was a thing dreaded by all the staff.
Mr. Quelch was sitting up in bed, not looking happy, when Prout was shown 
in. There was no visible increase of happiness in his looks at the sight of Prout. 
Prout with a formalin tablet in his mouth and eau-de-Cologne sprayed on his handkerchief, sat at a safe distance. He was going to be kind and chatty, but he was not going to catch Quelch’s cold. After a few ponderous remarks of a sympathetic nature, Prout got to the subject of Spofford. 
“Your friend Spofford has not yet, I believe, seen you ?” said Prout. 
“No !” said Quelch. 
As a matter of fact, Quelch did not want to see anybody, in his present state — though he was too polite to tell Prout so. 
“A somewhat curious and erratic gentleman,” said Prout. 
Quelch stared. 
“I am quite unaware of it,” he answered. 
“A very singular thing has occurred,” said Prout and once more he told of the incident of the inkpot in Quelch’s study. 
Mr. Quelch listened in astonishment. “Were it possible to suppose such a thing, I should certainly suppose that the act was intentional.” said Prout. 
“That, of course, is impossible,” said Quelch. 
“Oh, of course !   But it was very extraordinary !   But Spofford seems extraordinary in many ways.” 
“I have never noticed it,” said Mr. Quelch, very dryly. 
“I was informed, as I was taking the roll, that he had given leave of absence to a boy of your Form, Quelch. That is surely very unusual !” 
“Very — if correct,” said Quelch. 
“He informed me so himself.” said Prout stiffly. “It seems that the boy Wibley has indefinite leave. Very singular indeed !” 
“No doubt Wibley gave him a good reason —” 
“Oh, no doubt !   But it seemed to me so very singular that I mentioned the matter to the Head.” 
“Mr. Spofford must have done that already.” 
“On the other hand, he had done nothing of the sort. Dr. Locke was surprised — and, I think, far from pleased !” 
“I do not quite understand this,” said Mr. Quelch. “I should like to see Mr. Spofford, if you will kindly tell him so.” 
“Already,” said Prout, “I have offered to conduct him to your bedside, my dear fellow. The incident of the inkpot then occurred. I take it for granted, Quelch, that the man has abilities, since you recommended him strongly to the Head !  But the boys of your Form —” 
Prout coughed. 
“I trust,” said Mr. Quelch, “that the boys of my Form have not been giving trouble to Mr. Spofford ?” 
“I fear, my dear Quelch, that they are not learning to respect him,” said Prout. “A very strange story is spreading concerning him. I have heard it from several quarters already. You will acknowledge, Quelch, that it is — well, shall we say a little undignified, for a gentleman in the position of a Form master in a Public school to wear a wig.” 
Mr. Quelch jumped. 
“A wig !” he repeated. 
“That is certainly rumoured in the school —” 
“Absurd !” said Mr. Quelch. It certainly is not the fact !   A young man of Spofford’s age could hardly be in need of such a thing.” 
Prout blinked at him. 
“Did you say a young man, Quelch ?” he ejaculated. 
“I did !   Spofford certainly is not much over thirty.” 
“I hardly follow you, Quelch. Possibly you have not seen Mr. Spofford for a considerable time —” 
“I saw him in the last vacation.” 
“Then I am quite perplexed. Mr. Spofford certainly is not a day under forty-five; I should say fifty —” 
“Really, Mr. Prout —” 
“Really, Mr. Quelch !” said Prout warmly. “Certainly he is the smallest man for his age that I have ever seen, but he is assuredly not much under fifty —” 
“The smallest !” ejaculated Mr. Quelch blankly. 
“Yes, very singularly small for a full grown man —” 
“Either you are dreaming or I am,” said Mr. Quelch. “Spofford is a man of six feet at the least.” 
“Let us have this clear, Quelch !   I cannot suspect you of wandering in your mind. Yet you say that Spofford is a man of six feet.” 
“He is, I believe, over six feet,” said Mr. Quelch. “Certainly some three inches taller than I am.” 
Prout sat and blinked at him. 
“We must get this clear, Quelch,” said the Fifth Form master at last. “It begins to look as if some extraordinary deceit has been practised on us. I will describe the man to you. He is no taller than the average boy in the Form he is taking — actually shorter than Bolsover, for instance —” 
“Mr. Spofford is three inches taller than I am, Mr. Prout.” 
“He wears gold-rimmed glasses —” 
Mr. Spofford has never worn spectacles in his life —” 
“He has a small dark moustache —” 
“Mr. Spofford is absolutely clean-shaven.” 
“His hair — genuine or not — is brown.” 
“Mr. Spofford’s hair is auburn.” 
“Upon my word !” said Prout, almost breathless. “Quelch, I have given you an exact description of the man who has come here calling himself Mr. Spofford. You state that in no respect does that description fit the Mr. Spofford you are acquainted with.” 
“In no respect whatever,” said the Remove master. “The man you have described to me is not — and cannot be—the Spofford I know.” 
“Have we been deceived, Quelch, by some charlatan — some impostor — some unscrupulous adventurer ?” exclaimed Prout. 
“If this man is as you describe, it would certainly seem so,” said Mr. Quelch, showing some signs of agitation. “I must see him, at all events. If he is some impostor —” 
“It is clear that he is an impostor, Quelch. Somehow he has learned that Mr. Spofford was expected here, and has come in his name. That would account for his arriving without luggage. He has stated that his luggage has gone astray on the railway.” 
“It is extraordinary,” said Mr. Quelch. “It is possible, of course, that Spofford was unable to accept the engagement, and may have spoken of the matter to some man who has taken advantage of the circumstances. Yet what could be such an impostor’s object ?” 
“What, indeed ?” said Prout. “What but robbery ?” 
“Eh ?” 
“What else ?” exclaimed Mr. Prout, rising to his feet. “He must have some object —and his object; can only be a dishonourable one. He is not Spofford; it is clear that 
he is not Spofford !  Who, then, is he ?   A crook — a cracksman — a desperado, Quelch !   A desperate and determined villain !” 
Prout was excited now. 
“I am completely astonished and perplexed,” said Mr. Quelch. “I must see the man — I must see him at once !   Prout, bring him to me immediately !” 
“I will do so,” said Prout, “if he will come. If he will not come, the case is clear, and we must take measures — stern measures, Quelch !” 
“Do nothing hastily, Prout. Consult the Head ——” 
“Quite ! But I must lose no time !” And Prout, thrilling with excitement, hurried away, leaving Mr. Quelch very perturbed and perplexed. The spoofer of Greyfriars was not quite so secure as he supposed ! 

———
THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
The Climax !
WILLIAM WIBLEY chuckled. Wib was enjoying life ! 
Seated in Mr. Quelch’s armchair in Mr. Quelch’s study, with his feet on Mr. Quelch’s table, the spoofer was quite at his ease. 
The Remove were at prep. 
There was no prep for Wibley ! 
Wibley, supposed by the rest of the school to be absent on leave, was making himself comfortably at home in his Form master’s study. 
All doubts and hesitations wore banished now ! 
Wib was going to carry on ! 
Nothing succeeds like success. Wib had succeeded. He was going on with the game. He was keeping it up till the latest possible moment — till, in fact, he should hear that Quelch was coming out of sanny — after which, of course, Mr. Spofford had to disappear promptly. That would be several days yet — days that Wib was going to enjoy, pulling the leg of the whole school !  It was a tremendous spoof — and a tremendous lark — and Wib was going to play it out; for all it was worth ! 
Such were the happy thoughts in Wibley’s mind, when a tap came at the study door, and it opened to admit Mr. Prout and Dr. Locke. 
Wibley jumped up. 
Both masters had seen his feet on the table — a rather unusual attitude for a middle-aged Form master. But they were on the floor in a second, and Wibley was standing on them, gazing at the Head. 
His heart thumped. 
That anything was amiss, that suspicion was abroad, he did not yet realise; but he realised that this unexpected visit must portend something, and he was uneasy and disquieted. 
Prout rolled in, heavy and ponderous. The Head stood in the doorway. There were sounds of footsteps behind. Wibley had a glimpse of Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth Form. 
Alarm crept into heart. Prout he was not surprised to see; Prout was always barging in somewhere. But why the Head ?   And why two prefects in the rear ? 
“Mr. Spofford !” Prout’s voice was sarcastic. “Mr. Spofford — if that is really your name —” 
“Sir !” said Mr. Spofford. Wibley understood now that suspicion was rife. But he was penned in the study; the window shut, the door blocked, he had to play out Spofford’s part now, whether he liked it or not. And there was no doubt that he played it very well. 
“Sir !” he repeated. “I scarcely understand you —” 
“I will make my meaning clear, sir.” said Prout. “I have just seen Mr. Quelch, who is desirous of seeing you at once. Will you have the kindness, sir, to accompany me immediately to the presence of Mr. Quelch ?” 
“Really, sir !” said Mr. Spofford. “At this hour —” 
“Mr. Spofford,” — the head spoke quietly — “it is necessary for you to see Mr. Quelch at once, and in my presence.” 
“May I ask why, sir ?” 
“It appears, sir, that you bear little or no resemblance to the Mr. Spofford with whom Mr. Quelch is acquainted. Mr. Prout informs me that Mr. Quelch has told him so.” 
“Oh !” gasped Wibley. He had not thought of that possibility. Really a fellow couldn’t think of everything ! 
“This matter must be immediately investigated !” said Dr. Locke. “Are you prepared, sir, to accompany me into Mr. Quelch’s presence ?” 
“Certainly !” said Wib. 
There was nothing else for him to say, — at least until he got a chance to bolt !   
“Oh !” ejaculated Mr. Prout. “You are prepared for that ?” 
“Yes !” said Mr. Spofford firmly. “If dear old Quelch has indeed made such a statement as you mention, it is obvious to me, sir, and should be obvious to you, that the poor fellow is wandering a little.” 
“Bless my soul !” said the Head. 
“My old friend Quelch,” went on Mr. Spofford, “is evidently far more ill than has been supposed. His mind wanders a little, that is clear — in fact, this  amounts to delusions !   Dr. Locke, will you allow me to see Mr. Quelch at once — immediately —without the loss of a moment ?  In my presence, I am assured, he will recognise me, 
and it may do the poor fellow good !” 
“Mr. Spofford,” said the Head, after a pause, “if this is, indeed, a deplorable mistake, due to some — some feverishness on the part of Mr. Quelch — I am deeply sorry ! But you will see that the matter must be investigated without delay !” 
“Investigation,” said Mr. Spofford calmly, “is what I demand, sir !   I have a right to demand it.” 
“You shall have your wish — if it is your wish, sir !” gasped Prout. 
“Certainly,” said the Head. “Please accompany us, Mr. Spofford.” 
“I am ready, sir — indeed anxious !” 
The Head stepped back into the passage. Prout — perhaps with an eye on the window as a way of escape — stood back for Mr. Spofford to pass him out of the study. There was no chance of a sudden grab at the window and a jump into the dark quad !   Prout followed the suspected man out. Mr. Spofford, cool as a cucumber, walked down the passage by the side of the headmaster. 
“Wingate !   Gwynne !” breathed Mr. Prout, “Keep close to that man — I cannot help suspecting that his intention is to escape, immediately he is outside the House !  A sudden dash — you understand ?” 
“Certainly sir !” said the Greyfriars captain. “Come on, Gwynne !” 
The two prefects hurried after the Head and Mr. Spofford. They kept very close to the latter gentleman. If there was an attempt to bolt in the quad, they were ready to tackle him on the spot, and to answer for it that he would not get away with it. Which was perfectly clear to Mr. Spofford also, and rather dismayed him — as most certainly he had intended to bolt at the earliest opportunity !   Prout had been too wary for him !   
Many eyes were turned on Mr. Spofford and the Head, and Prout and the two 
prefects. The juniors were at prep, but some of the Sixth were about and most of the masters — strange rumours had already spread through the school on the subject of Mr. Spofford !   Prout had talked freely already !   Mr. Lascelles and Mr. Capper, Mr. Hacker and Monsieur Charpentier all looked at him curiously as he walked to the door of the house with Dr. Locke. Wibley breathed hard and deep as he went. 
He had to get away !   Somehow, he had to get away !   But how ?   Dodging, when he was out of the House had been his first idea — for obviously he could not keep on and face Quelch ! But two hefty Sixth-Formers were watching him like cats, ready for him to dodge !   Besides, the gates were closed for the night — and even if he succeeded in breaking away, he was pretty certain to be run down before he could clamber over a wall ! Fortunately for Wib, he did not lose his coolness. He had a minute to think — and it was enough ! 
Going out into the quad, evidently, was useless !   But those who were watching for him to break loose in the quad certainly were not watching for him to break loose inside the House — where, of course, there was no chance whatever of escape !   But that was Wib’s idea — for he knew, what nobody else even dreamed of, that if he had a chance to get rid of Spofford and become Wibley again, it would be all right ! 
“Quite a delusion !” he said, with great calmness, as he walked beside the Head, with one furtive eye on the staircase. “Quite !   Poor Quelch — an access of feverishness — poor, poor fellow !   When he sees me —” 
Mr. Spofford ceased to speak suddenly, and made a sudden, desperate bound — not for the doorway, as was suspected and watched for, but for the staircase ! 
Before a hand could be lifted, he was bounding up the stairs three at a time — with an activity very remarkable in the middle-aged gentleman he looked ! 
The Head stood rooted, blinking after him. 
“What — what ?” gasped the Head. 
“Villain !” roared Prout. “He is escaping !   Wingate !   Gwynne !” 
“My only hat !” gasped Wingate. 
“Follow him !” roared Prout. “He will escape by a window !   Pursue him !   The rascal ! The scoundrel !” 
As it happened, Monsieur Charpentier was standing on the stairs, glancing down at the party. Wibley had to pass him — there was no help for it !   Mossoo was a small gentleman — no bigger than Mr. Spofford — but he was a plucky gentleman ! Realising that this was a desperate attempt to escape on the part of the man whom Prout had denounced as an impostor and a crook, the little French gentleman jumped at him as he came bounding up the stairs. 
He grabbed at Wibley ! He caught hold of him ! 
Wibley was utterly desperate now ! Without stopping to think what he did — there really was no time to think — he grabbed back at the French master, got hold of him, and spun him over. 
Bump !   Bump !   Bump !    went Mossoo down the stairs. 
“Mon Dieu !   Ciel !” spluttered Monsieur Charpentier, as he bumped. “A moi !   Mon Dieu !   Yooooop !” 
Wibley bounded on frantically. Wingate and Gwynne, rushing up after him, met Monsieur Charpentier in  full career. Wingate reeled to the right. Gwynne to the left; they crashed, and Mossoo crashed on them. 
“Oh crumbs !” gasped Wingate. 
“Oh scissors !” gurgled Gwynne. 
“Mon Dieu !   Sauvez-moi !   Whooop !” shrieked Monsieur Charpentier. 
“Bless my soul !” murmured the Head, gazing on like a man in a dream. 
“Pursue him !” roared Prout. 
Up the stairs tramped Prout, like a charging elephant. After Prout went several masters and seniors. Mr. Spofford had already vanished above. For a stranger at the school, he seemed to know his way about remarkably well. He had, for the moment, disappeared. But the hunt was up ! 

———
THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
The Hunted Man !

“I SAY, you fellows !” yelled Billy Bunter. 
“What the thump ?” 
“Spofford — they’re after him !” howled Bunter. 
With his fat face blazing with excitement, Bunter blinked into Study No. 1 in the Remove. 
“Who’s after whom ?” gasped Harry Wharton. 
“Prout — Capper !   Lots of them — after Spofford !” gasped Bunter. “I say, you fellows, I heard a row, and went to look, and Spofford was running. Spofford, you know — the new beak, you know !   Spofford —” 
“My hat !” exclaimed Nugent. “But what —” 
“They’re after him !   He dodged into the Fifth Form passage — I saw him !” stuttered Bunter. “Is he mad, do, you think ?   They’re after him —” 
Prep was forgotten ! Wharton and Nugent ran out of Study No. 1. 
Already many other Removites were out and there was a buzz of excited voices in the passage. The voice of Coker of the Fifth was heard shouting from the landing. 
“I saw him — I saw somebody running —”
“Pursue him !” came Prout’s deep boom. “A rascal — a crook — a criminal — an impostor — his name is not Spofford at all — he is here to rob the school — pursue him — find him — oooogh !”   Breath failed Prout. 
“I say, you fellows —” 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” roared Bob Cherry. “What’s this game ?   is Prout potty, or what ?” 
Wingate of the Sixth rushed into the Remove passage. 
“Has someone passed — that man Spofford — ” he shouted. 
“Not this way !” said Vernon Smith. 
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“All this food,” said Mr. Spofford, “must be disposed of ! You boys, I think, have not had your tea. Sit down—and eat. Obey me Immediately or I shall give you an Imposition.” While the Bounder scribbled Latin and the Famous Five stood 
with grim, glum faces the feast went on.


“Whats the matter, Wingate ?” shouted a dozen voices. 
The man’s an impostor — a crook of some sort, Prout thinks — he’s got to be collared ! Look for him !” 
The Greyfriars captain dashed away again. Shouting voices from the direction of the Fifth Form studies told that the fugitive had been seen in that direction. The House echoed to shouting voices and trampling feet. 
“By gum !” exclaimed the Bounder, with a glitter in his eyes. “An impostor, is he — a crook, is he ?   I’m on in this ! I’ll give him something for handing my spread over to Bunter !” 
“And we’ll jolly well give him something for that  whopping !” exclaimed Johnny Bull. “I thought he was rather a queer fish for a Form master —” 
“Come on !” shouted Harry Wharton. 
“Tally-ho !” roared Bob Cherry. 
The Bounder was already speeding away very anxious to lend a hand in dealing with Mr. Spofford !   The Famous Five were not far behind him. They also had an account to settle with the man who called himself Spofford. Not that they quite believed that he was a crook !   He had not acted like one !   A reckless practical joker, or an irresponsible lunatic, was more likely, judging by his line of conduct since he had arrived at Greyfriars. But whatever he was, they were keen to lay hands on him. 
All over the house fellows of all Forms were swarming, hunting for the man who was escaping. 
Crash !   Smash !   From somewhere came the sound of smashing glass, and there was a roar. 
“That’s him ! Come on !” 
There was a swarming rush in the direction of the broken window. Hardly a fellow doubted that the desperado had smashed a window to escape. The window was on the dormitory landing; and the fellows swarmed up the stairs. Vernon-Smith caught Harry Wharton by the arm. 
“Hold on,” he said. “That’s gammon — he couldn’t drop from that window without breaking his neck — that’s to put us off the track !   He’s biffed something at the window to draw us off.” 
“Oh !” exclaimed Wharton. He realised that the Bounder was right. “But where —” 
“Yaroooh !” came a yell from the direction of the Remove passage. “Ow !  Wow ! Yow !    Help !     I say, you fellows — yaroooh !”
“Come on !” panted the Bounder. 
He raced for the Remove passage, with Harry Wharton & Co. at his heels. Almost all the other pursuers had gathered by the broken window. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” exclaimed Bob. “What silly ass has turned off the light ?” 
It was dark in the Remove passage. Someone had turned off the light there. It was not difficult to guess who !   The fugitive must have passed that way. 
From the darkness came the bellow of Billy Bunter. Bunter was the only Remove fellow who had not joined in the hunt. Bunter did not like crooks at close quarters. 
“Yaroooh !   Keep off !    I say, you fellows, keep him off !    Whooop !” roared Bunter. 
“What the thump —’’ 
Wharton flashed on the light. Nobody was in the passage excepting Billy Bunter ! Bunter was sprawling and yelling with alarm. 
“Have you seen him ?” shouted the Bounder. 
“Ow !   Groogh !   Wow !   I say, you fellows,” spluttered Bunter. “He ran into me —knocked me spinning — yarooh !    I’m winded — grooogh —” 
“Spofford ?” yelled Smithy. “Was it Spofford ?” 
“Ow   ! Yes !    Wow !    He ran into me and knocked me over — yow-ow-ow —” 
“Which way did he go ?” yelled Bob. 
“Wow !   Up the passage — ow !   Keep him off !   I say, I heard a study door open —I believe he went into a — wow — study —” 
“Come on !” gasped the Bounder. Most of the study doors stood wide open. One was shut — the door of Study No. 6, which belonged to Wibley, Micky Desmond, and Morgan. Micky and Morgan were with the crowd on the landing above —Wibley was supposed to be absent. That shut door was enough for the Bounder. In his mind’s eye he saw the hunted rascal clambering down the ivy from the study window. Vernon-Smith shot along the passage like an arrow, tore open the door of Wibley’s study, and rushed in. 
Crash ! 
He rushed into Mr. Spofford ! 

———
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Captured !

WILLIAM WIBLEY, when he put up that tremendous spoof on Greyfriars, expected to have the time of his life ! 
Now he was getting it ! 
But he not getting it as he had anticipated. 
Far from that !
What would happen to him if the truth came out, Wib dared not imagine. The sack, of course, was a certainty for a fellow who played such a trick, and set the whole school in a wild uproar. And in his desperate attempt to escape discovery of his identity, he had made matters worse — fearfully worse !   He had Pitched the French master downstairs on the heads of two prefects. He had smashed a window to throw pursuit off the track. His offences were innumerable and unpardonable. But he had got to his study — and he needed only a few minutes to get rid of Mr. Spofford’s identity and resume his own !   Already he had thrown off his coat, pitched off his spectacles, and dragged off his moustache. That was as far as he had got when the Bounder rushed in. 
Wibley went spinning as Vernon-Smith crashed into him. He bumped on the floor with a gasp. The Bounder jumped after him. 
He grabbed at the sprawling Spofford !   Wibley, desperate before, was doubly desperate now !   Leaping to his feet, he hit out at the same moment. The sudden blow landed on Vernon-Smith’s nose with all Wibley’s beef and desperation behind it. The Bounder went crashing across the study. He sprawled and yelled, his nose streaming crimson. Quick as thought, Wibley jumped to the door, grabbed the key from the inside of the lock, jammed it in the outside, drew the door shut, and turned the key. Herbert Vernon-Smith was up a second too late, grabbing at a locked door. 
But alas for Wibley !   Even as he turned from the door the Famous Five came speeding up the passage, and they were almost upon him ! 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !   Here he is !” bawled Bob Cherry. 
“Collar him !” 
Mr. Spofford fled frantically up the passage. 
“After him !” 
“Here, let me out !” The Bounder was yelling as he kicked at the locked door of Study No. 6. 
But the Bounder was not heeded. The game was in sight now, and the chums of the Remove raced after Mr. Spofford. 
Up the box-room stairs they went, hardly two yards behind him. He was going strong. But so were the Famous Five. 
The box-room door slammed just ahead of them. Escape from the box-room was easy, over the leads under the window; there were Remove fellows who had broken bounds that way sometimes. If the fugitive had had time to lock the box-room door — 
But he hadn’t ! 
Even as it slammed shut Bob Cherry reached it and drove his hefty shoulder against it. 
The key was turning, but it had not quite turned. The door flew open, knocking Mr. Spofford half-across the box-room as it crashed on him. 
“Ooooogh !” came a gasp from the darkness within. 
“Collar him !” 
The Famous Five crowded in. 
“Get a light !” panted Wharton. 
“There he is !” 
“Look out !” 
In the darkness of the box-room a shadowy figure made a rush for the doorway. But that shadowy figure had no chance. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull grasped it together. The other fellows joined in at once. That figure went with a bump to the floor of the box-room, struggling frantically in the grasp of the Famous Five. 
“We’ve bagged him !” gasped Bob Cherry. 
“What ho !” 
“Chuck it, you rogue !” exclaimed Harry Wharton. “We’ve got you !   You may as well give in !” 
“Urrrrggh !” came in a suffocated gasp from the hapless Spofford, struggling under five pairs of grasping hands. “Wurrrggh !” 
“Got him !   Keep him tight !” 
“Urrrrggh !” 
“Turn on the light; we’ve got him !” 
Nugent groped to the light and turned it on. There was sudden illumination in the Remove box-room. 
Mr. Spofford was revealed — in his shirtsleeves, minus moustache and spectacles. But it was Spofford, or the person who had called himself Spofford; there was no doubt about that. His wig was still on, but rather awry — hanging over one ear. One of his bushy eyebrows had come off in the struggle; the other still adhered. Gurgling for breath, Mr. Spofford was a prisoner !
“Got him !” grinned Bob. “Hold him tight !   We’ll march him down and hand him over to the Head !” 
“Urrrggh !” gasped Mr. Spofford. 
“Have that mop off !” said Johnny Bull, and he grabbed at the loosened wig and jerked it away. A close cropped head of rather tallowy-coloured hair was revealed. 
The Famous Five stared at it. There something unexpectedly boyish about that head, with the wig gone. The impostor was plainly younger than had been supposed. 
“Bring him along !” said the captain of the Remove. “They’re still hunting him up in the dormitories; the sooner we hand him over the better.” 
“Ow !   Stop !” gasped the prisoner. 
“Keep hold of him and bring him along !   The Head will be jolly glad to see the bird we’ve caught !” chuckled Bob. 
“Hold on, you fellows !   For goodness ’ sake stop !” gasped Mr. Spofford. “ Don’t give a man away !” 
“Well, that’s pretty cool !” said Frank Nugent, staring at him. “Do you think we’re going to let you go, you rascal, now we’ve run you down ?” 
“Keep it dark —” 
“Keep it dark !” repeated Harry Wharton blankly. “Yes, we’re likely to keep it 
dark — I don’t think !” 
“The don’t thinkfulness is terrific !” chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur. “Yank him along by his esteemed and ridiculous ears !” 
“Oh, crumbs !   Keep it dark, I tell you !” gasped the hapless spoofer, as the Famous Five jerked him towards the door. “I own up — For goodness’ sake give a fellow a chance !   It’s the sack —!” 
“The sack !” repeated Wharton. 
“Of course it is, you ass !   Think the Head will let me off, after this ?” 
“Wha-a-a-t ?” Wharton fairly stuttered. “M-m-mean to say you’re a Greyfriars man ?”
“Yes, you fathead !” 
“Who — what — I — I seem to know your voice now. Who —” 
“You’ve heard it often enough, you ass !   I’m Wibley !” 
“What !” 
In utter amazement, the captors of Mr. Spofford released him and stood staring at him in the blankest amazement. 
———
THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Only Wibley !
“WIBLEY !” 
“Wib !” 
“Wha-a-a-t ?” 
Even with his wig, moustache, spectacles, and one eyebrow gone, Wibley was hardly recognisable, but a certain familiarity in his looks was dawning on the astounded juniors. They had begun to realise that he was not a man at all, but a boy; and now they knew. In utter amazement they gazed at him. 
“Wibley !” repeated Wharton faintly. 
Wibley grinned. 
“This is luck !” he said. “You fellows have run me down, but you’ll keep it dark ! You won’t give a Remove man away. It’s the sack, of course !   Thank goodness it was you, and not somebody else !   I say, cut off and bar them off, if they come this way, till I’ve had time to change — !” 
“What?”
“Lucky there’s a tap here. I can wash this make-up off. Cut off and get me some clothes ——” 
“Clothes !” 
“I can’t show up in these trousers !   Buck up !” exclaimed Wibley impatiently. “They’re yelling somewhere now — up in the dormitories, I think. I smashed a window to draw them that way, and cut down the back stairs. But they may come this way any minute. That old fool Prout is frightfully keen —” 
“Great gum !” gasped Bob Cherry. “It’s Wibley; it’s not Spofford at all. It’s not a crook; it’s only a born idiot !   It’s Wib !” 
“Look here, you’re wasting time !” said Wibley.  “Do you want me caught and 
sacked ?  Now you know, back up.” 
“Back up ?” gasped Wharton. 
“Yes !   And don’t dawdle about.” 
The Famous Five gazed at him. Wibley had spoofed them as well as the whole school. In his character as Form master he had whopped them and given them lines !   Now that they had bagged him, he not only requested them to keep it dark, but to help him escape the consequences of his spoof ! 
Harry Wharton found his voice. 
“You cheeky sweep !” he gasped. “You whopped us in the Form-room !”
“I told you I would !” 
“What ?” 
“I told you I’d whop you, one after another, for ragging my props. Never mind that now —” 
“Never mind it !” spluttered Nugent. 
“No, there’s not a second to lose !   That fat chump Bunter will bring them this way!  For goodness’ sake buck up and help a fellow out of a fix !    If I’m seen like this—” 
“You won’t be !” gasped Bob Cherry. “We’ll change you a bit !   We won’t give you away to the beaks, you spoofing bounder, but we’ll jolly well make you sit up !” 
“Terrifically !” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Wash his make-up off for him !” roared Johnny Bull. “Here’s the tap; shove his head under it !” 
“Here, I say — Yarooooh !” roared Wibley. “Oh, my hat !    Yooop !   Groooogh ! Gug-gug-gug-gug !” 
The Famous Five were not going to give the Greyfriars spoofer away to the beaks. They were not going to hand their capture over to the Head, now they knew. But they were going to make him sorry for himself.
Wib’s make-up was washed off !   Luckily there was a tap in the box-room. It was turned on, and Wibley’s head held under it. He struggled and wriggled, and roared and spluttered, and howled and yelled. But it booted not. Bob Cherry found a cake of soap and a brush, and scrubbed his face with the same, while the other fellows held him under the streaming water. He scrubbed hard !   He scrubbed awfully hard ! Every vestige of Wibley’s make-up went. He felt as if his face was going with it. 
“There !” gasped Bob. “That will do !” 
“Urrrrggh !” 
There was a trample of feet on the box-room stairs. Vernon-Smith burst  into the room. Bunter had released him from the locked study, after long banging. Smithy tore in, breathless and furious.
“Got him, he panted. Why — what — who ——”
The Bounder stood transfixed at the sight of William Wibley. 
“Wurrrggh !” gurgled Wibley.  “I’m soaked — drenched !   Gurrrggh !   I——”
“It’s Wibley !” howled Bob Cherry. “Spofford — Wibley — all a spoof !   We’ve given him a wash now ——”
“Wibley !”  The Bounder grasped it. 
“My hat !  I’ll —”
He fairly bounded at Wibley !
“Urrgh !  Keep off ! “
Wibley had handed his spread over to Bunter, and set him to write lines, while the Owl of the Remove gobbled it !    Smithy wanted vengeance — and he had it !  He got Wibley’s head into chancery.
Thump !   Thump !   Thump !   Thump !
“Urrrggh !   Help !  Dragimoff !” gurgled Wibley.
“Oh, my hat !   Smithy —”
Thump !   Thump !   Thump !
The Famous Five grasped the Bounder and dragged him off.  Wibley made a jump to the door.  Vernon-Smith tore himself loose and jumped after him.  His  foot shot out, and Wibley did the box-room stairs in one. 
Bump !
“Yaroooh !” roared Wibley, as he landed in the Remove passage.
But he was up in a twinkling, and running for his study. He dashed in and slammed the door. From the other end of the passage, on the landing, came the boom of Prout’s voice.
“This way !  Follow me !   He has been seen ?   Bunter informs me that the villain passed him in this passage !”
Tramp, tramp, came many feet up the Remove passage. Harry Wharton & Co. came down the box-room stairs with the Bounder. Prout shouted to them.
“Have you seen him?  Is he in the box-room?”
“Nobody in the box-room, sir !” answered Wharton.
“Search the studies !” shouted Prout. Prout hurled open the door of Wibley’s study.
“Scoundrel !  Are you here ?” roared Prout.
Wibley had been two minutes in the study. Fortunately, two minutes had been enough. His disguise and make-up were already gone, and Wibley had jumped — or, rather — bolted into his own clothes.
With a coolness that was remarkable in the circumstances, he turned to Prout with an expression of mild surprise on his face.
“Want anything, sir ?” asked Wibley.
Prout stared at him.
“Wibley !  I understood that you were absent —”
“I’ve come back, sir !”
“No matter. Have you seen a scoundrel — the man Spofford — an impostor — a rascal ?   He is in this passage somewhere. Have you seen —”
“I haven’t seen any stranger here, sir.”
“Come !” boomed Prout, backing out of the study. “He is not here ! Search for him further !   Search the studies — the stairs — the passages !   He must be found and handed over to the police !  Search for the scoundrel !”
Prout and his army marched on, in search of the scoundrel ! As they were not looking in Wibley’s study, they were not likely to find him !
*
*
*
*
*
*

Mr. Spofford was never found.
He had vanished.
Neither within nor without Greyfriars was a trace of that remarkable and elusive gentleman discovered. 
The real Mr. Spofford, at Rookwood, was heard from, but could throw no light on the matter. Mr. Quelch could throw no light on it.  Nobody could — or, at least, would !  The juniors who knew did not want Wibley sacked — as he most certainly would have been had they told what they knew !
But, on their own, they rather made the spoofer of Greyfriars “sit up” for that tremendous spoof. They hoped to make him tired of spoofing ! How many times the Famous Five and the Bounder kicked William Wibley during the following days could not have been computed without going into big figures. They kicked him often, and they kicked him hard !  And fellows who wondered what it was all about never guessed that they were kicking Mr Spofford, the temporary — very temporary — master of the Remove !

THE END


