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                                            THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


                                                First Day of Term!  

“HALLO, hallo, hallo!”  roared Bob Cherry. “This way, you men!” 
  Bob, hanging out of the carriage doorway with one hand, at a rather dangerous angle, waved the other over the crowd that thronged the platform at Lantham Junction. 
“Wharton! Inky! Nugent! Johnny! This way, old beans!” 
  Bob’s powerful voice boomed far and wide. 
  Among the crowd surging along the platform, all looking for seats in the trains bound for Courtfield and Greyfriars, Bob’s eyes picked up his four chums, and he waved and shouted to them. 
  On the first day of the term— there was always a crowd of Greyfriars men at Lantham, and a bigger crowd than ever, at Courtfield. The Famous Five, of the Remove, had agreed to meet at Lantham, and the first comer was to bag a carriage for the five. Bob was the first comer, and he bagged a first class carriage in the corridor train, though it was not easy to keep press sole possession of it when he had bagged it. 
  Other fellows, hunting for seats, did not see leaving a carriage empty for Bob’s comrades, and they signified the same in the usual way. 
  Which was the reason why Temple of the Fourth was now holding a crimson-spotted handkerchief to his nose, and Skinner of the Remove was rubbing his chin ruefully, and Hobson of the Shell was sitting on the platform in a dazed and dizzy condition. 
  “This way, old beans!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  The four juniors waved back from crowded and converged upon the carriage that Bob was keeping for them. 
  But other seekers of seats were nearer. 
 “Here’s an empty carriage.” said Coker of the Fifth. “Come on, Potter!  Come on, Greene! Get out of the way, kid!” 
  Bob Cherry did not get out of the way. 
  He stood on it, like a rock. 
  “Sorry, Coker, this carriage is taken!” he said. 
  “Don’t be a young ass! Bunk !” 
  “Rats !”
  Coker glared. 
  “Do you want me to shift you?” he demanded. 
  “Not the least little bit in the world, old thing.” answered Bob cheerily. “Run away and play!”
  This, from a Lower Fourth Junior to a senior man in the Fifth Form, was sheer cheek. 
  Coker did not waste more time in words. 
  He hurled himself at the carriage doorway that was blocked by Bob Cherry’s sturdy form.  Potter and Greene of the Fifth followed him. 
  Bob, sturdy as he was, was not much use against a big Fifth Former, backed up by two more Fifth-Formers But he caught up a bag from a seat—a rather heavy bag—and smote, as Coker charged into the carriage 
  Crash ! 
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  Coker received the smite on his manly chest. The impact was terrific. It upended Coker. 
  He flew backwards, throwing his arms wildly in an attempt to save himself. It was really unfortunate for Potter and Greene that they were so close behind their great leader.  Coker’s left landed on Potters nose, and his right in Green’s eye, and two simultaneous howls awoke the echoes of Lantham Junction as Potter and Greene were strewn on the platform. Coker sat down between them. 
  “Oh!” he gasped. 
  “This way!” roared Bob. “Roll up, Remove!” 
  From one direction Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came speeding up, elbowing their way recklessly through a crowd that strongly and eloquently objected. From another direction Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull arrived. 
  They reached the spot as the three Fifth Formers were scrambling up, red with wrath. 
  “Pile in, you men!” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  The Removites piled in.  All the Famous Five were safe inside the carriage by the time Coker & Co. were on their feet. 
  Five cheery faces grinned from the doorway at the enraged seniors. 
  “You young sweeps!” roared Coker. 
  “You old sweep!” retorted Bob. 
  “I’ll smash you!” 
  “Get on with it.” 
  “Hold on, Coker!” gasped Potter, rubbing his nose tenderly. “ Hold on!  Let’s find another carriage.” 
  “Ow! My eye! Ow!” said Greene.
   Coker snorted. 
  “We’re taking this carriage. Clear those cheeky fags out! Back me up, you fatheads!” 
  Coker charged again. Potter and Greene did not charge. They moved along the train, still caressing eye and nose, and found seats farther on.  Coker, on his own, hurled himself into the midst of the Famous Five, with a desperate charge that landed hin halfway in. 
  Head and shoulders, Coker was in. But the rest of him trailed outside. 
  And his head and shoulders were promptly captured by the Removites in just prize of war,     
  Johnny Bull sat on his head, grinding Coker’s features into the floor, and Bob Cherry stood on his shoulders. Wharton and Nugent planted a foot on either of Coker’s arms. 
  A horrible gurgle came from Coker.  There was a lot of dust on the carriage floor, and Coker was gulping it in. 
  “Grrrr-rrr-rrh!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Coker wriggled spasmodically. His legs thrashed wildly out of the doorway. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came in a roar from the platform. Quite a large crowd gathered round to look on at Horace Coker’s acrobatic performances.
 “Urrrrggh!” gurgled the unhappy Coker 
 “Had enough, old bean?” asked Bob Cherry. 
 “Gurrrr-rrrggh !” 
 “Say when!” 
 “Groooooooogh!” 
  Coker, with a frantic wrench, dragged himself away. He rolled outside the carriage, breathless, crimson, dusty, tousled, hatless, and collarless. He rolled and spluttered.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Here’s your hat, Coker!”
  A hat was shied out of the carriage and bowled away along the platform. It landed at the feet of Tubb of the Third, who promptly kicked it, and passed it to Paget, of that Form, and Paget as promptly passed it to Bolsover minor.  The hat flew away, and it was followed up by a horde of fags, and in a few seconds it resembled anything but a hat. 
  Coker sat up. 
  Slam! The carriage door was closed, and five grinning faces looked down from the windows at Coker. Coker staggered to his feet and grasped the handle and wrenched, Even yet, Coker had not had enough.  But the handle was held inside, and Coker wrenched in vain.  There was a shriek from the engine. Coker gave it up and rushed along the train to hunt for a seat.  The Famous Five we’re left in victorious possession.
  A fat figure rolled along the train, blinking at the carriages through a pair of big spectacles. 
  “I say, you fellows!”
  “No room, Bunter!”
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Roll on, fatty!” 
  “Look here—” expostulated Billy Bunter. 
  “Roll on, thou fat and frabjous Bunter, roll!” said Frank Nugent, in an impromptu parody of the celebrated “Apostrophe to the Ocean”. 
  “Look here, you beasts, there’s only five of you in there, and six seats!” roared Bunter, “there’s room for one”
  “That’s no use to you.” answered Bob, “You want roam for two.”
  “Beast!” I say, old chap—look here, you rotter—lemme in, old fellow!  I say, I want to tell you all about what we did at Bunter Court in the Christmas holidays.” 
  “Oh, my hat! That tears it!” said Bob. “You can’t come in.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Beast!” roared Bunter. “I shall be left behind!  I say, old fellows, let in an old pal, old chaps!”   
  Bob Cherry chuckled, and opened the door. 
  “Buck up, or there’ll be a rush!  Come early and avoid the crush!” 
  Bunter rolled into the carriage. The door was slammed again, almost on the noses of three or four of the Fourth who rushed up. 
  “Look here, we’re coming in!”   shouted Fry of the Fourth. 
  “No room !” 
  “We’ll stand—” 
  “Stand on the platform, old tulip!”
  “Wait for the next train! He also serves who only stands and waits, you know.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “We’ll scrag you at Greyfriars!” howled Fry, and he rushed along the train with his companions. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!”
  “We had great times at Bunter Court after I left your rather rotten show, Bob.” said Bunter. “I’d have asked you fellows, but we had such distinguished company, that a fellow had 
to be a bit particular whom he asked, youu know—” 
  “Sit on him !”  
  “Yarooooh!” 
  Billy Bunter said no more. He was busily occupied in sorting himself out. 
  The Fanous Five crammed the windows with their cheery faces, watching the crowded platform—crowded with fellows who were still hunting for seats, or resignedly waiting for the next train— and exchanging greetings with friends, and cat-calls with foes, 
  Head and shoulders above the swarm of schoolboys, an athletic man with keen grey eyes and a very square jaw, came striding across the platform towards the train. And as Harry Wharton’s eyes fell on him he ejaculated in tones of astonishment: 
  “Great pip!”  
                                                                   — — 

                                              THE SECOND CHAPTER, 

                                                  The Suspected Man ! 

HARRY WHARTON stared blankly at the man who was crossing the platform. 
  He was in sight only a few moments; he stepped into a carriage farther down the train, and disappeared. 
  Wharton’s eyes followed him till he disappeared, in amazement. 
  “Great pip!” he repeated. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! There’s old Linley !“ exclaimed Bob. “This way, Marky—room for you, old bean.” 
  Mark Linley came up, with a smile, and was admitted. 
  “Standing room only.” said Bob. “But we’ll take turns to stand till Courtfield. ‘What’s the odds so long as you’re ‘appy ?” 
  “There’s Toddy—” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Jump in here, Toddy!” roared Bob. 
  “What-ho!” said Toddy.  And Peter Todd, of the Remove, added himself to the already full carriage. 
  “Room for any more?” asked Vernon-Smith of the Remove, coming up with Tom Redwing. 
  “None!” answered Bob. “But you fellows can come in, all the same. You can sit on Bunter,” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  The Bounder and Tom Redwing crowded in. There were now ten fellows in a carriage intended for six; and even standing room was getting limited. 
  “What’s up, old bean?” asked Bob, as Harry Wharton leaned from the window, looking along the train towards the carriage into which the square-jawed man had disappeared. “ Want any nore in? We’re getting a bit crowded.” 
  “The esteemed crowdfulness is truly terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I say, you fellows, don’t let any more beasts in! I’ve hardly room to breathe already.” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  Wharton withdrew his head. 
  “No.” he said. “But I’ve just seen a man—” 
  “I’ve seen quite a lot today.” grinned Bob. 
  “I mean, that man—” 
  “What man!” 
  “The man I’ve told you about umpteen times—the man Bunter and I saw at Hogben Grange the night of the burglary there, last term, and who turned up near Sankey Hall just after the burglary there in the Christmas holidays. The man I jolly well believe to be the man the newspapers call the Courtfield cracksman.” 
  “Oh, my hat! That merchant again!” 
  “Yes, and he’s got into this train.” 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “Then he’s going back to Courtfield to crack some more cribs there. He was breaking new country when you saw him near Wharton Lodge; but he’s going back to his old beat. Perhaps we see him at Greyfriars again and Bunter may butt into him one night if he goes down to sneak a cake as he did last term—” 
  But Harry Wharton’s face was grave. 
  “It isn’t a joke really, Bob! There’s no actual proof against the man; but there’s a jolly strong suspicion——” 
  “And he’s on this train?” asked Nugent. 
  “Yes—about six carriages down.” 
  “He travels around rather openly for a jolly old cracksman!” remarked Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, he doesn’t know he’s suspected, I suppose. But he saw me, the night I saw him at Hogben Grange. He knows me as well as I know him, and he must guess that I described him to 
the police,” said Harry. 
  “If he guesses that, he’s running a lot of risk going back to Courtfield!” said Bob. “It looks—” 
  “As if there’s nothing in it !” concluded Nugent. 
  “But that night at Hogben Grange he was actually climbing over the back wall at midnight when I saw him. And the next day we heard that there had been a burglary there in the night.” said Harry. “You remember—it was the time I went to Folkestone with Bunter, and we lost trains and got home before the milk in the morning. The Head’s chauffeur let as in, or we 
should have had a night out—” 
  “I remember. But—” 
  “Then he turned up near the scene of the burglary in the holidays, as far off as Surrey.” said Wharton. “It couldn’t be a coincidence.  He’s mixed up in it somehow.” 
  “Well, if he’s a jolly old cracksman, it’s jolly queer that he’s taking this train openly to Courtfield.” said Bob, “There’s a catch in it somewhere.” 
  “Hallo, we’re off !” 
  The train moved out of Lantham Junction at last. 
  As many of the juniors as could find room sat down, the rest remaining standing.  Billy Bunter, of course, was sitting down. Taking his turn at standing did not appeal to Bunter; moreover, his attention was occupied in complaining that he wasn’t given enough room. Bunter, owing to his remarkable circumference, required room for two, and he was given rather less than room for one. 
  “I say, you fellows, don’t shove—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “Shan’t! Squeezing a fellow up in a corner, after asking him into a carriage!” snorted Bunter indignantly. 
  “What did you let all these beasts in for? I’d jolly well get out if it wasn’t too late!”
  “That’s all right; there’s a stop at Redclyffe.” said Bob. “You can get out then.” 
  “Beast! I’m not getting out at Redclyffe! Some of these fellows can get out at Redclyffe—” 
  “I don’t think!” grinned Peter Todd. 
  “What about shoving Bunter on the floor and making an extra seat of him?” suggested Vernon-Smith. 
  “Good egg!” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “I say, you fellows, no larks!” roared Bunter. “It’s all right. I’ve got room enough.  I was only j-j- joking—”
  “Then don’t j-j-joke any more,” advised Bob Cherry. “Next time you j-j-joke you go on the floor.” 
  “Beast!” 
  After which, William George Bunter bore his wrongs and grievances in an indignant silence. 
  The train ran on rapidly, and at each stop, Harry Wharton glanced out to note whether the square-jawed man alighted. 
  But he did not alight; and he was still on the train when it left the last stop and rattled on towards Courtfield. 
  “He’s going to Courtfield!” said Harry. 
  “Eh? Who is?” asked Bob. 
  “That man—” 
  “Oh, him! Are you thinking of keeping an eye on him?” asked Bob. 
  “Yes. Quelch thought it was jolly suspicious when I told him we’d seen the man at Hogben Grange, the night of the burglary there; and my uncle thought the same when I saw him near Sankey Hall alter General Sankey’s collection of jewels were stolen. Both of them told me to keep the man in sight, if I could, if I saw him again. I’m going to.” 
  “Easy enough.” said Vernon-Smith. “He doesn’t seem to want to keep out of sight. There’ll be the usual rush for the Friardale train at Courtfleld, though you’ll lose it—” 
  “Can’t be helped.” 
  “We’ve got to get in at Greyfriars, you know.” said Bob dubiously. 
  “I’m not losing sight of that man, if I can help it. You fellows can go to the school, and if I’m late explain to Quelchy—” 
  “Oh, we’ll stick to you.” said Bob. “We’ll all track down the jolly suspicious character together.  He might get away from one, but he won’t away from five. Smithy can report to Quelch that we’re on official police work.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Anyhow, point him out and get out of the train,” said Johnny Bull “We don’t know the merchant by sight yet.” 
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
  The train ran on, and entered Courtfield Station. It clanked to a halt, and carriage doors flew open. On the opposite side of the platform stood the local train for Friardale, which most of the fellows were taking, only a few wealthy ones leaving the railway at Courtficld to take taxies to the school. 
  Bob Cherry hurled the door open and the Famous Five jumped out, followed by the rest. Wharton looked along the train in the direction of the square-jawed man’s carriage, and his comrades followed his glance. From the other direction came a rush of feet and a vengeful roar. 
  “Got you, you young sweeps!”
   It was Coker of the Fifth. 
  Coker had nursed his wrath and vengeance all the way from Lantham to Courtfleld. Now they were going to be wreaked on the offending juniors. 
  Coker charged recklessly at the Famous Five, smiting right and left. The sudden charge bowled them over like skittles, 
  “Now, then—” roared Coker. 
  “Yarooogh!” 
  “Oh, crumbs!”  
  “Collar that lunatic!” 
  “Oh, my hat! Scrag him!” 
  Like one man the Famous Fire hurled themselves on Coker of the Fifth. Three or four Fifth Form men rushed to his aid, and more juniors rallied to the help of the five: and for some minutes there was a wild and whirling melee on the Courtfield platform. 
  Wingate of the Sixth came striding up. 
  “Stop that !“ he shouted. 
  The rough-and-tumble ceased at the voice of the Greyfriars captatin. 
  Harry Wharton detached himself from Coker, who sprawled and roared. The other fellows sorted themselves out breathlessly 
  “I’ll smash ‘em!” roared Coker. “I’ll—I’ll———” 
  “Shut up!” said Wingate tersely. 
  “Wha-a-at?” gasped Coker. 
  “Be quiet. Don’t kick up a shindy here, with a mob of fags!” snapped the captain of Greyfriars. “Behave yourself, Coker!” 
  Wingate moved on, leaving Coker stuttering with wrath. Harry Wharton, remembering the man with the square jaw, stared round for him.  He had a moment’s glimpse of the athletic figure moving among several passengers to the station exit.  It was gone the next moment.
  Wharton made a hurried movement towards the exit from the platform. The square-jawed man was not, evidently, going on in the local train to Friardale, like the Greyfriars men; he was leaving the railway at Courtfleld. Nugent caught the junior by the sleeve. 
  “Hold on, Harry!  We’ve got to get into the local, or all the seats will be bagged, as usual.” 
  “The man’s cleared—” 
  Nugent laughed. 
  “If he’s cleared, you can’t go hunting him, old bean. Let’s get our train.” 
  “Yes, come on, Harry.” grunted Johnny Bull. “Buck up, or we’ll be left behind.” 
  “The leftbehindfulness will be terrific if the esteemed Harry doesn’t hasten himself.” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Wharton hesitated. 
  The man with the square jaw had vanished—gone out into the traffic and crowds of the High Street of Courtfield.  Wharton realized that he had lost him once more, and there was nothing to be done. 
  “That idiot, Coker!” he grunted. 
  “Come on! Hallo, hallo, hallo! Come on !” shouted Bob Cherry. 
  There was a rush for the local train. It rolled out of Courtfield Station, cramned with Greyfriars men. Harry Wharton, packed among a dozen fellows, was thinking of the man with the square jaw and wondering whether he would ever see him again. 
  He would have been surprised could he have been told how soon he was to see him again—and where! 

                                                THE THIRD CHAPTER.


                                                      A Lift for Bunter! 

“ROTTERS!” 
  Billy Bunter addressed that remark to the tail end of the train as it ran out of the station. 
  Bunter had not bagged a seat on the local. 
  An automatic sweetmeat machine had tempted Bunter, and he had fallen, As many pennies as Bunter possessed clicked into the machine, and the chocolates that emerged disappeared down Bunter’s capacious neck like oysters. Too late, Bunter made a rush for the train. 
  “Rotters!” ejaculated Bunter. “Might have called a fellow! Leaving a pal behind! Just like ‘em, after all I’ve done for them! Beasts !” 
  “Those cheeky young sweeps!” 
  It was Coker’s voice at his elbow, addressing Potter and Greene of the Fifth. “I’d have smashed them if Wingate hadn’t butted in.  Wingate butts in a lot too much. He may be captain of the school, but he can’t butt in and interfere with the Fifth. I shall tell him, so some day!” 
  “We’ve lost the train!” grunted Potter. 
  “Coker’s lost ii, you mean,” growled Greene, 
  “Oht, don’t grouse!” snapped Coker, “How was a fellow to catch a train when he was trying to get his necktie out of the back of his neck?  Don’t talk rot!”
  “We’ve got to wait—” 
  “We haven’t!” snapped Coker. “Think I’m waiting for the next train. We can get a taxi outside. Come on!” 
  Potter and Greene brightened up. 
  They preferred a taxi to a crowded train—so long as Coker paid for the taxi. 
  “I say, you fellows—” jerked out Bunter eagerly. 
  The three Fifth Form men declined to glance at Bunter, but that. was all. They walked on without answering. 
  Bunter rolled hurriedly after then. 
  “I say, you fellows!” he gasped. “I say, if you’re whacking out a taxi I’ll take my whack, if you like. It won’t come to so much with four fellows paying.” 
  “Kick him!” said Coker. 
  There was a roar from Billy Bunter as Potter obeyed Coker’s behest. 
  Quite a number of Greyfriars men were standing about, waiting for the second train.  In most cases, pocket money did not run to such luxuries as taxicabs.  But Bunter was not disposed to wait for the next train if he could help it; and he greatly preferred a taxi if he could get one. The difficulty in Bunter’s case, was that his financial resources were limited, and the lot of theni had been expended on the automatic machine. A group of Removites were discussing “whacking out” a taxi, and Bunter joined the group—Coker having been drawn blank, as it. were. 
  “Five bob to the school—that’s one-and-three each for us.” said Ogilvy of the Remove to Russell, Kipps, and Newland. “What about it?” 
  “I say, you fellows—”
  “Buzz off, Bunter!”  
  “Make it five, and that’s a bob each!” said Bunter. “I’ll stand my whack, and a tip over and above to the driver, what ?” 
  “I can see you doing it I” agreed Ogilvy. 
  “Oh, really, Ogilvy—” 
  “Scat, you fat spoofer !” 
  The four Removites walked out of the station. Billy Bunter rolled after them.  Outside the station, they called a taxi and crammed themselves into it. 
  “I say, you fellows—” urged Bunter. 
  “Bow-wow!”
  “Look here, I am going to stand my whack! If you can’t take a fellow’s word—” 
  “Gammon!” said Russel. “ Don’t we know you, you spoofer?  When we get to Greyfriars you’ll find that you’ve left your money at home!  Run away and play!”
  The taxi rolled away with the four juniors in it, leaving William George Bunter standing on the pavement. 
  Bunter blinked round him.  
  There were several more taxicabs on the stand, but they were of no use to Bunter.  Without a a fellow passenger to pay the fare, Bunter couldn’t travel by taxi. As he stood there, an athletic man in an overcoat came out of the bun shop close by the station and beckoned to a taxi, which came over to the kerb and drew up. Bunter blinked at him, seeing something familiar in the clear-cut face with its strong, square, jaw. 
  The man glanced at him at the same moment and smiled faintly.  Evidently he knew Bunter.    
  “You got over your ducking?” he asked, in a rather pleasant voice. 
  Then Bunter remembered him 
  “I say, it was you pulled me out of the water that day at Wharton Lodge when I went through the ice!” he exclaimed: 
  “That is so.  You remember me?” the

  “Oh, yes, rather!” said Bunter. “In fact, I believe I’d seen you somewhere before that day, though I can’t remember where.” 
  “Indeed!” 
  The grey eyes narrowed for a moment, fixed on Bunter’s face. Then, as the taximan threw open the door of the cab, the square-jawed gentleman turned to the vehicle. 
  “Greyfriars School.” he said, as he stepped in. 
  Bunter started. 
  He made a jump to the taxi and grabbed the door open again as the driver was closing it. 
  “You going to Greyfriars, sir?” he exclaimed. 
  “Yes.” 
  “I—I say, sir, w-w-would you like to give me a lift?” gasped Bunter. “I’m going there, too, sir! I—I belong to Greyfriars.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “The—the fact is, sir, I—I feel frightfully grateful to you for saving my life, and—and I’d like to thank you, sir!” 
  “You did not seem very grateful at the time, I remember.” 
  “Oh really. sir—” 
  “Neither, probably, did I save your life.” added the square-jawed gentleman calmly. “You could have crawled out on the ice, in all probability, without my assistance.”
  “But—but I’m really awfully grateful, sir—fearfully grateful!” said Bunter eagerly. “I—I’ve thought about it a lot of times, sir, and—and I’d like to—to— to tell you about it, sir, in the taxi—” 
 The square-jawed gentleman smiled. 
  “You would like a lift, at all events.” he said. “You can get in.” 
  Bunter jumped in. 
  The door slammed, and the taxi rolled away. Billy Bunter settled down with a cheery grin on his fat face. The taxi threaded its way down Courtfield High Street, and turned into the road across the common that led to the school. 
  Bunter blinked at his companion. 
  He wondered who the man was, and why he was visiting Greyfriars School on the opening day of the term. The man had been in Surrey, hanging about near Sankey Hall in an old suit of tweeds, when Bunter had last seen him. Now he was dressed much more carefully. Some sort of visitor for the Head perhaps. 
  But the quiet, rather stern face of the square-jawed gentleman did not invite questioning, and Bunter had to restrain his impertinent curiosity. As conversation did not seem to be encouraged, Bunter searched through his pockets for the remnants of a packet of toffee, and he was in a state of happy stickiness by the time the taxi rolled in at the school gates. 

                                            THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                         The New Master of the Remove ! 

“HERE we are, here we are, here we are again!” sang Bob Cherry, in a voce of which the volume made up for any lack of melody. 
  “The here-againfulness is terrific,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Hallo hallo, hallo, jolly old Gosling!” roared Bob. 
  William Gosling grunted. 
  “Glad to see you looking so young and well, old dear !” said Bob affably. 
  The Greyfriars porter gave another grunt. Opening day of term was not a happy day to Gosling. 
  There was an unusual amount of work and activity on that day; and neither work nor activity appealed to Gosling. Neither was he overjoyed to see so many bright young faces about him once more. Bright young faces were at a discount in Gosling’s estimation. He preferred Greyfriars in its deserted state, with no ‘dratted” boys there. 
  “Ain’t he looking well, you men?” said Bob, appealing to hi, comrades. “Don’t he look younger than ever?” 
  “He do—he does!” agreed Johnny Bull. “Nobody would take Gosling for more than a hundred today.” 
  “Well, I don’t know about that,” said Bob thoughtfully. “Mustn’t exaggerate. Say a hundred and twenty.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  
  “You’ve dropped forty years in the hols, Gosling!” said Bob. “Believe me, nobody would take you for more than a hundred and twenty today.” 
  Gosling glared. 
  “Wot I says is this ‘ere—” he snorted. 
  But the Famous Five did not remain to listen to Gosling. They walked on to the House, leaving the ancient porter to waste his sweetness on the desert air. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter! How the thump did Bunter get in before us? Didn’t you lose the local, Bunty?” 
  “I was left behind by a sot of sweeps.” said Bunter. “Some fellows would have kept a place for a pal. Still, I got in before you, all the same. A friend gave me a lift in a car.” 
  “Bilking a taximan, like you did in the hols?”
  “Oh, really, Cherry! A friend gave me a lift in his Rolls-Royce.” said Bunter. “He happened to be in Courtfield and picked me up. Lucky, wasn’t it?” 
  “The luckfulness was terrific, my esteemed Bunter.” 
  “I say, you fellows, if you want any help in unpacking—if you’ve brought back any tuck or anything—I’ll help you withi pleasure.” 
  “Go hon!” 
  “I mean it.” said Bunter. “You’ve treated me rather rottenly ; but I’m a good-natured chap. I’ll save you all the trouble of unpacking your tuck—” 
  “And all the trouble of scoffing it?” asked Bob, heedless of Bunter’s kind offer—which if accepted would certainly have saved them any further trouble with any comestibles they had brought back to school—the chums of the Remove walked into the House. 
  First day of term was a busy day; boxes had to be unpacked, studies bagged, medical certificates handed in; long arguments argued with the House dame, who inspected the contents of boxes and packages; notices on the boards read and re-read and commented upon, changes in the timetables, important among them being abolition of Etons and “toppers” for the more modern lounge jacket and soft collars, criticised—generally adversely —amid a hurrying of feet and a babel of tongues. 
  Form masters flitted about in a flurried state; even the great and majestic Head lost a little of his usual majestic calm. 
  But when the Famous Five saw their headmaster, Dr. Locke found time for a kind word.  He had stayed a few days in the Christmas holidays at Wharton Lodge, and had dined at Major Cherry’s house one evening, so Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry were entitled to a few words, an did not mind in the least that they were only few. 
  To the surprise of the Remove men their Form master, Mr. Quelch, was not in evidence. 
  A rumour spread in the Remove that Quelch hadn’t come for the new term. 
  That rumour caused intense excitement in the Lower Fourth. 
  It was, Skinner declared, too good to be true! On the other hand, Wibley quoted from Shakespeare. “I fear there may a worse come in his place.’ 
  The Remove without Quelch would be quite a different Form. The Removites could hardly believe that such a fixture as Henry Samuel Quelch had been unrooted. 
  But certainly he was not to be seen; and it looked as if lie was not in the .chool. At first roll-call he was not in hail, and none of the fellows had spotted him. 
  Rumour, with its various tongues, declared that Quelch had caught influenza over Christmas, and was laid up; that he had retired from his post in order to devote his remaining years to his celebrated “History of Greyfriars”; that he had quarreled with the head and resigned; that he had quarreled with the Head and been sacked; that he had lost his train, and was coming on the next day; that he had caught pneumonia, and wasn’t coming back at all; and several other things. 
  All these things could not be true, and probably none of them was; but, undoubtedly, Quelchy was not there. 
  “Fancy losing Quelch!” said Peter Todd, in the Rag. “Just fancy! He seemed a regular fixture, like the other gargoyles—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Too good to be true!” said Skinner, shaking his head. “But if he’s gone, who’s going to handle the Remove?” 
  “Might shove us under a prefect till they got a new beak—they did once.” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, my hat!” said Nugent. “If it’s Loder there’ll be trouble!”
  “More trouble for Loder than for us!” chuckled Bob. 
   I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Bunter knows, of course.” said Bob. “What’s the latest keyhole news. Bunter ?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry! As a matter of fact, I happen to know,” said Bunter. “I hear that poor old Quelchy’s dead—” 
  “Dead?” yelled Bob. 
  “Yes; run over by a motorcar in the hols.” said Bunter. “Awful, ain’t it? I say, have you fellows got any toffee?” 
  “You fat chump!” said Harry Wharton. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton!  It’s quite true.” said Bunter cheerfully. “ He was rather a beast; but I forgive him, in the circumstances. Anyhow, I know for certain we’re going to have a new master. I heard Prout saying to Capper that he was surprised at the Head selecting so young a man to take the Remove.” 
  “But what about Quelch ?” asked Vernon-Smith. 
  “Well, we shan’t see him again.” said Bunter, “ I haven’t seen the new beak yet, but he’s got Quelchy’s study.” 
  Wingate of the Sixth looked into the Rag. 
  “Wharton here?” he called out. 
  “Here.” said Harry, coming forward. “Mr. Steele wants to see the head boy of the Remove.” said the prefect. “Trot along to your Form master’s study.” 
  “Mr. Steele ?” repeated several voices. 
  “I say, Wingate, ain’t Quelch coming back?” asked two or three of the Remove. 
  “Not yet.” answered Wingate. “I understand that something’s happened keep him from coming back at present; and Steele is taking his place for a few weeks.” 
  “Ill?” asked Nugent. 
  “I think not.” 
  “Ain’t he dead?” asked Billy Bunter. 
  “No, you young ass!” 
  “Oh, really, Wingate! I thought he might be! I’m not disappointed, of course----”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  You’d better get along and see Steele, Wharton.” said the captain of Greyfriars. 
  “Right-ho !” 
  Harry Wharton left the Rag, and proceeded to Masters’ passage.  George Wingate’s statement had cleared up the many rumours on the subject of Quelch; for some reason unknown at present, the Remove master was delaying his return to Greyfriars. Evidently the Head had known for some time that Quelch would not be coming back, as he had arranged for a new master to take the Lower Fourth. 
  Wharton wondered what the new Form master would be like.  It was a rather interesting and important question to men in the Remove. 
  If he was some Tartar like Hacker of the Shell the Removites were likely to miss Quelch, severe as Quelch was. If he was some mild gentleman like Capper of the Fourth, they would have an easier time this term than last.  Weil, if he was a “rabbit” like Wiggins of the Third, there were likely to be rats and uproarious times in the Remove Form-room that term.  As head boy of the Form, Wharton was rather anxious to know what kind of man he had to deal with. 
  He tapped at the door of the study that had been Quelch’s. 
  “Come in!” 
  “The voice that answered the tap was rather a deep one, and it had a pleasant note in it. 
Wharton opened the door and entered. 
  A rather athletic gentleman, seated at Mr. Quelch’s writing-table, rose to his feet, as the captain of the Remove came in. 
  His keen grey eyes turned on the junior, and he gave the slightest of starts. 
  Wharton stopped dead. 
 He could not speak; he could only stand rooted to the floor, staring at the man before him, at the new master of the Remove—the man with the grey eyes and the square jaw! 
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                                        THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                  Astounding ! 

MR. STEELE looked steadiiy at Wharton. 
  Wharton looked at Mr. Steele. 
  For a long second—it seemed many seconds to the startled junior—there was silence. 
  That Steele recognized him, that he was surprised to see him, was more or less plain, though, but after that slight start as Wharton entered, the new master’s face expressed nothing. 
  Wharton’s astonishment was simply staggering. 
  It was the man with the square jaw— the man he had seen, that December night last term, climbing the park wall of Hogben Grange, on the night of the burglary there. The man he had seen hanging about near Sankey Hall, after the burglary at Sankey Hall. The man he believed to be the Courtfield cracksman— the unknown night marauder, whose depredations had filled the newspapers of late. This man—this man he more so than suspected of being a cracksman, this man whom he believed to be a cracksman, was the new master of the Remove!  
  It was incredible, 
  After the first second of absolute, staggering astonishment, Harry Wharton wondered whether he had made a mistake—whether he had been deceived by some chance resemblance. 
  But that thought had to be dismissed at once, 
  It was the man! 
  There was no mistaking those clear- cut features, those deep, penetrating grey eyes, that square chin that told of iron will and resolution. 
  It was the man! Wharton knew that the man knew him—as he had known him when they came in contact by chance on break-up day last term, and again at Wimford Station in the holidays, and again by the frozen river near Sankey Hall. 
  The recognition was mutual, though the surprise that fairly dumbfounded Wharton hardly showed in the well controlled face of the man with the square jaw. 
  Wharton was utterly at a loss. 
  What he would have done, or said, he never knew; but the tense silence was broken by the deep, clear voice of the square jawed man. 
  “Are you Wharton?” 
  The junior gasped. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Head boy of the the Remove?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “No doubt you have been told that I am master of the Remove this term, Wharton?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Please come in. You need not stand in the doorway, Wharton.” said Mr. Steele, with a pleasant smile. 
  The junior, who had not collected his wits, almost tottered into the room. 
  His brain was in a whirl. 
  Mr. Steele was speaking and acting exactly as any other master might have spoken and acted in his place. Yet he knew that Wharton had seen him climbing the wall of a place where a robbery had occurred only a few weeks ago; he knew—he must know—that the boy suspected him of being the robber. What did it all mean? 
  The man could not be a schoolmaster — he could not! How could he be a schoolmaster when— unless Wharton was amazingly deceived—he was a night-thief, a cracksman, a burglar? 
Yet here he was, master of the Lower Fourth, in Quelch’s place; and it was futile to think that he could have obtained such a post by trickery or deception. No man could take a master’s post at Greyfriars School, of even a temporary nature, without his record being open to inspection, without the Head being thoroughly acquainted with his character and his antecedents.
  Wharton’s brain was racing.  The utter impossibility of it staggered him. He heard Steele’s voice like a fellow in a dream.
  He was conscious of a faintly amused smile playing over the clear-cut face. 
  “I have heard a good account of you. Wharton, from your Form master.” said Mr. Steele. 
  Wharton tried to clear his confused thoughts. 
  “You—you know Mr. Quelch, sir?” 
  The new master raised his eyebrows.
   “Naturally!” 
  “Oh !” gasped Wharton. 
  He knew Quelch—naturally he knew the master whom he was temporarily replacing as master of the Remove. Yet he was the man whom Wharton had described to Quelch, and whose description he had taken to the police station at Courtfleld, on Quelch’s instructions. Evidently Henry Samuel Quelch had not applied that description, in his own mind, to this man Steele! 
  “By the way, do you know my name, Wharton?” 
  “Yes—no!”  Wharton stammered. 
  “Richard Steele.” said the master. 
  Wharton wondered whether it was his real name.  Yet it must be his real name, as he had a post at Greyfriars. The Head would know the man’s record as far back as his prep school.
  But the Head did not, could not know, that Harry Wharton and Billy Bunter had seen him climbing the park wall of Hogben Grange on the night of the burglary there!  What would the Head say if he knew that? 
  “I think you have seen me before, Wharton.” added the new master, in a casual tone. 
  Wharton gazed at him. Was he going to speak of that midnight meeting at Hogben Grange? Wharton felt that nothing could have surprised him now, 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Wharton. 
  “I think you were one of a number of schoolboys skating on the river between Sankey Hall and Wimford, in the holidays?” 
  “Yes.” gasped Wharton. 
  “You may have seen me on other occasions.” remarked Mr. Steele, in the same casual manner and pleasant tone. 
  “Yes.” 
  “I was not aware when I saw you before that you were a Greyfriars boy  —though perhaps I might have guessed,” said Mr. Steele. ‘However, at that time I had not thought of coming to Greyfriars myself. Since, however, it has been decided for Mr. Quelch to take some weeks of welt earned leisure, and I am his unworthy substitute for that period”—Steele smiled again, and Wharton could not help thinking that he had a very pleasant smile—“I hope we shall be 
friends, my boy. Your Form master gave me a good account of you, and I shall expect your help as my head boy.” 
  “Oh, certainly!” Wharton hardly knew what he was answering. The man was talking like a Form master: and he was a cracksman— a man hunted by the police, unless Wharton was wildly out in his reckoning. 
  “It is odd that we should have met before my coning here.” said Mr. Steele. “Some of the circumstances are, perhaps, a little unusual—indeed, peculiar.” 
  Wharton’s heart almost stopped beating. 
  The man was alluding to the incident at Hogben Grange now, he knew. Was he going to ask the schoolboy to keep his guilty secret? 
  Even with that thought in his mind Wharton could not help realising that Steele did not look like a man with a guilty secret.  He looked like anything but that. 
  “There is an old maxim,” said Mr. Steele. “that one should not judge by appearances.” 
  “Oh!”
  Appearances are often deceptive.” said Mr. Steele. 
  He paused, as if for a reply.  Wharton, not knowing what to say, stared at him, and managed to gasp: 
  “I—I suppose so, sir.” 
  “The most unusual actions.” said Mr. Steele, “may have a quite ordinary explanation, if one is only acquainted with it.”
  “I—I suppose so.” 
  “One should not concern oneself unduly with matters, however peculiar, that do not concern oneself.” 
  “N-no.” 
  “It used to be said, in the game of whist, when in doubt play a trump.” said Mr. Steele, with his pleasant smile.  “A great humorist, Mark Twain, amended the maxim to this: “When in doubt, tell the truth!” my own suggestion would be; “When in doubt, hold your tongue’”
  “Oh!”
  “And now, ” said Mr. Steele, dismissing the matter as finished with, “you may sit down, Wharton, and we will have a talk over Form matters.” 
  He waved the captain of the Remove into a chair. 
  What followed was something like a dream to Harry Wharton. 
  He fried to Fix his attention on Form topics ; but only the cool incisive insistence of Mr. Steele kept his wandering mind to the subject. 
  No further hint was dropped by Steele on the matter of their previous encounters. That, apparently, was dismissed for good—with his very plain hint that Wharton would do well to hold his tongue about what he knew or suspected.
  After a time, however, Wharton found himself giving more attention to the matter under discussion.  He found himself looking at Richard Steele less as a suspected man than as his new Form master.  The man’s talk showed that he was a capable who knew his business and his cool, decided assumption that Wharton was accepting him purely and simply as a school master somehow influenced the junior to do so. 
  In half an hour the Courtfield cracksman had receded to the back of Wharton’s mind; and Richard Steele was to him only the new master of the Remove. 
  When the new master dismissed him at last, however, and Wharton went out into Masters’ passage, the extraordinary situation rushed into his mind with full force. 
  He stood in the passage for some minutes, trying to think it all out before he went back to join his friends. 
  “My hat!” he ejaculated at last. 
  Slowly, thoughtfully, he left Masters’ passage. “When in doubt, hold your tongue,” Richard Steele had said to him. 
  Was he in doubt? 
  He hardly knew, 
  But at least, it was judicious to think the matter over calmly and clearly before he talked, even to his nearest chums. Least said was soonest mended, and it might be, after all, that there was some innocent explanation of the strange and suspicious circumstances under which he had seen the man before. 
  One word on the subject, it was certain would set the whole Form in a buzz—and the whole school, for that matter. And if there was nothing in it Wharton would be pointed out as the fellow who had told an absurd cock- and-bull story, exceeding any yarn told by even Billy Bunter. His cheeks coloured at the thought. 
And yet if the man was a cracksman why was he there, unless to carry out some scheme of robbery? And yet again, he was there, and could not havo been there unless the hadrnaster knew hi, record, and knew that it was a clean one I 
  Wharton found his thoughts following a circle. 
  He shook his head impatiently at last. The matter required thinking out—hard thinking! And in the meantime, the captain of the Remove resolved to act on Mr. Steele’s suggestion, and as long as he was in doubt, to hold his tongue. 

                                              THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                        An Old Acquaintance of Bunter’s!

“I SAY, you fellows!”
  Buzz off, Bunter!”
  “But I say—” 
  Billy Bunter rolled into No.  1 Study, his little round eyes gleaming with excitement behind his big, round spectacles. 
  In No. 1 Study a feast of the gods was toward. 
  All the members of the Famous Five had brought back something in their boxes, and most of it had passed the inspection of the House dame. So that early supper in No.  1 Study was something like a spread. 
  Other members of the Remove had added their quota to the festive board. Vernon-Smith and Redwing, Peter Todd and Hazeldene, Mark Linley and Tom Brown and Squiff, were in the supper-party. The accommodation of the study was a little strained. No. 1 Study was a good size for a junior study; but a dozen fellows filled it completely. 
  Really, there was no room for Bunter, even had the company been yearning for the society of – William George. As a matter of fact, nobody was yearning for it. 
  But Bunter rolled in. 
  “I say, you fellows, you’d never guess!” gasped Bunter. 
  Bunter, apparently, had news to impart. 
  “Oh, make room for the porpoise!” said Harry Wharton resignedly. “But shut up, Bunter, there’s a good chap 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  The talkfulness of the esteemed Bunter is not a boonful blessing!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh 
  “Oh, really, Inky—” 
  “Esteemed speech is silver, my worthy Bunter, but silence is the cracked pitcher that saves the bird in the bush from going longest to the well, as the English proverb remarks.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I say, you fellows, have you seen that man, Steele—” 
  “What man, and what did he steal?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “I don’t mean that, ass. I mean have you seen that man Steele, the new beak—” 
  “Somebody stolen the new beak?” asked Bob. 
  “You silly ass! His name’s Steele, and—” 
  “We’ve seen him, ass, of course. What about him?” asked Frank Nugent. “Has he licked you for coming back to school with an unwashed neck?” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—” 
  Harry Wharton started a little and fixed his eyes rather anxiously on the Owl of the Remove. 
Bunter had been with him that night at Hogben Grange, when the suspected man had been seen climbing the park wall. 
  Bunter was short-sighted and unobservant, and the man had only been seen by starlight. It was likely that Bunter would never know him again. 
  But the excited face of the fat junior showed that he had something startling to tell. 
  If Bunter had remembered and recognised him it was not much use for Wharton to keep silent on the subject. 
  Bunter was not the fellow to keep such an exciting matter dark; he was the fellow to shout it from the housetops. 
  Wharton did not speak. If Bunter knew, it was all coming out, and there was no stopping it. Wharton hardly knew whether he cared or not. For himself, he had decided to keep his own counsel for the present; but he had not yet decided what he would ultimately do. It looked as if the matter was going to be decided for him. 
  Bunter grabbed a cake from the well- spread table and proceeded to fill his capacious mouth—his usual preliminary to conversation when there was tuck about. 
  “The new beak looks a decent sort of man,” remarked Vernon-Smith. “He’s years younger than Quelch; but he’s got a chin on him that looks as if he knows how to get his own way.” 
  “Looks a bit of an athlete,” said Tom Brown. “I dare say we shall see him in the footer. Quelchy was too ancient for games.” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  Bunter’s bursting with something.” said Johnny Bull. “Get it over, and give us a rest, Fatty!”
  “Oh, really, Bull—”
  “What about the new beak. Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton impatiently.  If it was all coming out he wanted to get it over. 
  “I know him!” said Bunter. “I mean, I’ve met him before. Twice.” 
  “Old pal of yours?” asked the Bounder sarcastically. 
  “I mean, he gave me a lift to day in his taxi fron Courtfield.” said Bunter.  “I never knew then that he was a new beak. I thought he was a visitor for the Head, or something.” 
  “Oh! He’s your friend with the Rolls Royce!” chuckled Bob, 
  “Ha, ha ha!” 
  Bunter blinked for a moment. He had forgotten his description of the lift he had had from Courtfield to the school.
  “I—I mean, it wasn’t a Rolls, it—it was a taxi—” he stammered. 
  “Your Rolls generally turn out to be taxicabs,” assented Bob. 
  “Beast! But I’d seen him before that.” said Bunter. “You fellows remember when I was staying at Wharton Lodge over the hols—” 
  “Are we likely to forget it?” said Bob. “I shall never forget how I expected to see you burst all over Colonel Wharton’s dining-room when you’d done stuffing the turkey—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I mean you remember that day we went out skating on the river, and you left me behind and didn’t care a straw whether I got drowned or not—” 
  “We knew you were all right, Fatty. There’s a proverb that those who are born to be hanged cannot be drowned.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Yah! Well, I told you that a man pulled me out of the water after the ice broke—” 
  “Must have been in want of something to do.” said the Bounder. “Why the dickens couldn’t he leave you alone?” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Some fellows can never let well alone.” said Smithy, shaking his head. “It’s that fellow’s fault that Bunter is boring us now. Inconsiderate, I call it!” 
  “Beast! Well, the man who fished me out was this man, Steele.” said Bunter. “Fancy that!”
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “What rot!” said Bob Cherry. “You’ve mixed him up with, somebody else.” 
  “I jolly well know him!” said Bunter. “I’ve spoken to him about it. I dare say he fancies he’s saved my life, and all that, but, as a matter of fact, the silly idiot jerked me about like a sack of coke, and made me lose my cap. My cap floated away under the ice—” 
  “Pity your head wasn’t in it.” sighed the Bounder. 
  “Well, he’s the same man.” sald Bunter. “I recognised him in Courtfield today, and got a lift out of him by piling on the gratitude stuff. I didn’t know he was the new beak then. I say, he was hanging about the Sankey hall place in a jolly old suit of tweeds that day. Nobody would have taken him for a schoolmaster—” 
  “He doesn’t look the usual beak, really.” remarked Squiff. “There’s something quite human about him.” 
  “Funny thing is, that I’ve an idea I’d seen him somewhere before that.” said Bunter. “I remember his face seemed sort of familiar that day, as if I’d seen it before.” 
  Wharton was silent, 
  Bunter’s memory of Richard Steele evidently extended back only as far as that day at Wharton Lodge. Beyond that was only a vague idea that he had seen the man before somewhere. As yet, at all events, the Owl of the Remove had not connected Steele with the mysterious man of that night at Hogben Grange last term. 
  That was all to the good. Wharton had time to think the matter over, and decide on his course of action, without having his hand forced by the chatter of the fat junior, 
  But I say, you fellows, isn’t It queer our new beak turning out to be the man who fished me out of the river?” said Bunter. “Made me jump when I saw him, I can tell you! 1 say, ain’t it lucky ?” 
  “How’s that?” asked Nugent. 
  Bunter winked a fat wink. 
  “You’re rather green, Nugent! I can jolly well tell you, this is going to be pie to me! Matter of fact, I should have got it all right if he’d left me alone, and very likely shouldn’t have lost my cap. But I ain’t going to tell him that. If he likes to fancy that he saved my life, I’m going to let him get on with it. Pull his leg, you know. Gratitude and all that—admiration, and so on. Bound to fetch him. What do you fellows think?” 
  “Well, I think you’re a fat worm, old bean,” said Bob. 
  “I think you’re a frabjous scallywag. said Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, really, you fellows! Don’t you think he’ll feel bucked when 1 go round telling the fellows that he plunged into an icy river to save my life at the risk of his own?  Any man would like that.” 
  “But did he plunge in?” 
  “Well, no. I don’t believe he even got his feet wet. But, of course, piling it on won’t do any harm. Bound to please him.” argued Bunter. “Might get a fellow off classes sometime—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I can jolly well tell you it’s worth while to get in with a beak.” said Bunter. “And nothing pleases a man as much as gratitude; it’s so jolly rare, you know. Of course, if a fellow helps you out of a fix you don’t really feel grateful; you only feel waxy at having needed his help. That’s human nature.” 
  “The Buntor sort!” agreed Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry! That’s why gratitude is so pleasant, because there isn’t any really,” explained Bunter. “Gammon goes down.” 
  “Steele looks rather too downy for gammon.” remarked Hazeldene, 
  Bunter grinned complacently. 
  “Leave it to me,.” he said. “I’m going to tell all Greyfriara what a splendid man he is, and how he risked his life to save mine, and all that. And after that, how can he rag a chap for letting prep slide, or coming in late for class? What?” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Pass the cake, old chap. Don’t be mean with the cake! I’m going to stand you fellows a topping spread when I unpack my box!” 
  “Why not unpack it now?” 
  “I’ve mislaid the key! I say, this is a decent cake—not like what I get at Bunter Court, of course, but really decent! I say, you fellows, I haven’t told you yet about the festivities at Bunter Court. Two of the princes came—” 
  There was a roar. 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “Oh, really. you fellows—” 
  “Shut up!” 
  “But, I say—” 
  “Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows.” said Bob Cherry, “1 move that if Bunter says another word we put his head in the coal-locker.” 
  “I second that.” said Nugent. 
  “Hear, hear !” 
  “Passed nem.con.” 
  Bunter snorted. But he shut up, and devoted himself to the comestibles, and the chums of the Remove were left in blissful ignorance of the details of that princely gathering at Bunter Court. 

                                    THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                       Bunter Works the Oracle ! 

RICHARD STEELE took the Remove the next morning. 
  What sort of a beak he was going to turn out was a matter of interesting speculation to the Removites. 
  Most of the fellows had the impression that he was a man who knew his business and was not to be trifled with. 
  He looked it, at least. 
  Skinner, who had been considering a rag in the Form-room, eyed Mr. Steele very dubiously, and decided that rags were off. 
  Bolsover major, who had told several fellows to listen how he was going to talk to Steele, fully intended to check the now master that morning, to the admiration of his friends. On second thoughts, proverbially the best, Bolsover major did not cheek Steele. When Steele addressed him, the bully of the Remove answered “Yes, sir,” as meekly as any fellow in the Form. 
  Richard Steele’s countenance was not severe like Mr. Quelch’s. Ho bad a p!easaut voice and a pleasant smile. But his grey eyes had a masterful glint in thuenu, and his square chin was undoubt’ edly dominating. 
lie was quite a young man, probably only half Quehch’s age.  Some of the fellows, during the morning, suspected that he had not had a lot of experience as Form master. But if the work was new to him he had “mugged” it up very carefully and cleverly. Certainly he was equal to it, and knew how to make his authority respected. 
  He treated Wharton exactly like any other member of the Remove, which surprised Harry, and yet was not really surprising. Nothing whatever in his manner indicated that there was any secret understanding between him and the captain of the Form. 
  Obviously, he had dismissed that incident of Hogben Grange as an incident settled and done with, and took it for granted that Wharton had done the same. 
  In the Form-room that morning Wharton was glad that he had taken the new master’s advice and held his tongue. 
  Seeing Mr. Steele engaged in a calm and methodical way in a Form master’s duties, it made it almost impossible to think of him her as a secret criminal. 
  Wharton had thought the matter over, though without coming to any definite conclusion. 
Reflection told him that Mr. Richard Steele’s known record must be a clean one. The headmaster could not possibly have been deceived by an impostor. 
  If he was indeed a cracksman, a criminal that was a secret side of his life, and, while carrying on a lawless career, he had contrived to keep up appearances unquestioned. 
  Such a thing was possible, but—
  But it was more probable, after all, that there was, as he had suggested, some innocent explanation of the circumstances that told against him. 
  It was difficult to imagine what the explanation could be. A man who climbed a park wall after midnight, in a place where a robbery took place the same night, had a great deal to explain.
  Had the Courtfield cracksman been captured, of course, that would have set the matter at rest, But the Courtfield cracksman was still at large, his identity unknown and unsuspected. 
  Was Steele the man? 
  All that Wharton had known of him previously pointed to his being the man. Yet, looking at him in the Form-room, Wharton could not believe it. 
  He was glad that Bunter did not recognise the man of Hogben Grange— glad that he had himself decided to say nothing, even to his friends.  Doubt lingered in his mind; but every word, every action, of the new master helped to dispel it. 
  Suspicious circumstances ,after all, were only suspicious circumstances. Facts were facts and the undoubted fact was that the [Head of Greyfriara was satisfied with the bona-fides of Richard Steele.  Wharton felt that he had to let it go at that. 
  So it came as rather a relief that Mr. Steele treated him exactly like the other fellows, and he seemed unconscious of any secret knowledge existing between them.
  Before the morning was over, all the Remove, or nearly all, knew that the had to deal with a man who, though younger and perhaps rather more agreeable than Mr. Quelch, was a man who knew his way about, was decidedly “downy,” and was not to be trifled with. 
  Only William George Bunter—perhaps for the reason that fools rush in where angels fear to tread—held on to hi great idea of “gammoning ” the new master of the Remove. 
  Getting on the right side of a Form master was good business—if it could be worked. Favouritism, certainly, was not very popular at Greyfriars, in the Remove or any other Form; but Bunter had no objection to favouritism, so long as he was the favourite.  That was the important point, and the only one that concerned William but George Bunter. 
  Capper of the Fourth had his favourites, so it was said, an they had an easy time. Certainly Mr. Capper was very tolerant with Cecil Reginald Temple of that Form; and equally certainly, Capper had been asked to pay a visit to Sir Reginald Temple’s stately hone. These two circumstances might have been unconnected, of course; on the other hand, they mightn’t. If Steele treated Bunter as Capper treated Temple, Bunter was going to be quite satisfied.  As an inducement—a visit to a stately borne being impracticable— Bunter was prepared to pull the new master’s leg 
  Everybody, Bunter argued, liked flattery. Everybody liked being held up to admiration.  Bunter would have liked it himself immensely, if it had ever come his way. 
  Gratitude was a thing that touched any heart. It gave a fellow a very pleasant mellow sort of feeling if a fellow was grateful to him. It put him in the mood to hand out further favours. 
  Both flattery and gratitude Bunter was prepared to hand out, in any quantities that might be required. 
  Already the Owl of the Remove envisaged himself in the happy position of Form master’s favourite: lounging in late to class and receiving only a mild reproof; passed over tactfully when there were any difficulties in construe; hardly ever given lines, and never asked to show them up when they were given. 
  It was quite is happy prospect for Bunter if he could work it; and he thought he could. 
  It was, Bunter considered, a clever scheme; and, of course, when Bunter was doing anything he considered clever, he could not keep it to himself. He had to tell the universe how clever he was. 
A still tongue would have showed a wise head in such a matter, but Bunter’s tongue was constitutionally incapable of keeping still. 
  In break that morning he told the fellows what to expect. 
  “Watch me !” said Bunter, with a fat grin. “I’m coming in late for third school, to try it on.  Watch me pull it off !” 
  “Fathead!” said Bob Cherry. “I tell you that man Steele is a downy bird.” 
  “The downifulness of that absurd bird is terrific, my esteemed Bunter!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Leave it to me !“ said Bunter, with a satisfied smirk. “If I don’t pull his leg a treat you can use my head for a football!”
  “What’sthe good of a wooden football?” asked Bob. 
  “Yah!”
  “When the Remove went in for third school the fat Owl did not go in with them. He was trying it on. 
  Five minutes late for class, Bunter rolled in. 
  Mr. Steele was busy at the blackboard, and he did not seem; for the moment, to observe Bunter’s late entrance. The fat junior rolled to his place and sat down. 
  He grinned round the Form. 
  The other fellows waited rather expectantly. All the Form knew about Bunter’s stunt, and wondered how it would turn out. 
  Richard Steele turned from the blackboard, and his keen grey eye fixed on the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “You are late for class.” 
“  Sorry, sir,” said Bunter. “But I was telling a Fourth Form man, sir, how you saved my life in the holidays, sir. He was so interested, sir, when I told him how you plunged into an icy river at the risk of your life, to save a perfect stranger, and—” 
  “I did nothing of the kind, Bunter!” 
  “Eh?” 
  “I pulled you out of a hole in the ice, after you had endangered yourself by your own folly and 
clumsiness.” 
  “Oh, sir! I—I’m awfully grateful sir—” 
  “Nonsense !” 
  “Oh, really, sir !” gasped Bunter. 
  “I do not desire to be severe on my first day with this Form.” said Mr. Steele. “But all my boys must understand that punctuality is required in the Remove. Do not let this occur again, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, certainly not, sir; but this once, sir, I—I was so interested telling that chap about the heroic way you saved my life, sir—” 
  “That will do Bunter.” 
  “Yes, sir; only I can’t help thinking about it, sir.” said Bunter. “I’ve a very grateful nature, sir, and, seeing that you shaved my wife—I mean, saved my life——’—” 
  “Silence !” 
  Mr. Steele rapped out the word so sharply that Bunter realised that he had said enough—if not a little too much. So he let the subject drop. 
  But he bestowed a fat wink on the Form as soon as Richard Steele’s back was turned. 
  Bunter was satisfied with results, so far! He had been late—and he had been let off! Steele had pretended it was because it was the first day; of course, he had to have some excuse. But the fact was that he wasn’t going to be severe on a fellow who was singing his praises up and down Greyfriars. At least, Bunter was satisfied that that was the fact. No doubt the wish was farther to the thought. 
  Third school was quite happy for Bunter. The Form master’s favourite was going to have an easy time that term; and Billy Bunter had no doubt that he was going to be the Form master’s favourite. 

                                           THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                               Great Expectations! 

“PREP!” said Peter Todd. 
  “Bosh !“ said Bunter. 
  In Study No. 7 in the Remove that evening Peter Todd 
and Tom Dutton sat down to the table to preparation. Billy Bunter sat down in the armchair. 
Bunter did not like prep. 
  He had never liked it. 
  Prep, it was true, was rather necessary, if a fellow was to hand out a decent construe in class. But Bunter had no desire whatever to hand out a decent construe. 
Ho did not desire to hand one out at all. The less Bunter learned of Latin the more he liked that classic language. 
  That school was a place where fellows learned things was a theory that Bunter had never countenanced. 
  Swots and saps, like Linley of the Remove or Wilkinson of the Fourth, might think so,. but Bunter knew better, 
  School, according to Bunter’s ideas, was a place where you dodged work all you could. Any means were justifiable to attain that great end. In fact, the end justified the means. 
  A school run according to Punters ideal would have been a school where the fellows spent most of their time in the tuckshop and the rest at the pictures. This would have suited Bunter down to the ground. At such an establishment he might not have learned much; but he did not want to learn anything, so that would have been all right. 
  Certainly, Bunter was not likely to discover his ideal school among all the scholastic establishments of Great Britain. He had to make the best he could of Greyfriars. But now that beast Quelch, who made a fellow work, was gone, and Bunter was going to be the new Form master’s favourite, Greyfriars was going to be much better than of old. Work, at least, would be reduced to a minimum. 
  Bunter deposited his ample proportions in the study armchair and perched his feet on the mantelpiece. Then he regarded Toddy and Dutton with a patronising grin. 
  “Go it, Toddy!” he said. “Pile in! You can do enough for two! He, he, he!” 
  Peter looked at him over his books. 
  “You ass!” he said. “Steele’s let you off once; you’d better not try it on again!” 
  “My dear chap, teach your grandmother!” answered Bunter. “I’m going to have him feeding from my hand.” 
  “Fathead!” said Peter. 
  “Ass!” retorted Bunter. 
  And Bunter did no prep, sure of an easy time in the morning. When he was tired of watching his study-mate at work—even watching work made Bunter tired—he strolled out of the study, and rolled away down the stairs. During the time devoted to prep fellows were supposed not to be out of their studies; and Mr. Quelch had been quite severe in such matters. But Bunter was not expecting severity from Mr. Steele, if he encountered that gentleman in his walks abroad. 
The door stood open, and the purring of an engine could be heard from without. The Head’s car stood on the drive, with Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur, standing by it. 
  Bunter blinked curiously. 
  Somebody was going out in the head’s car—not the Head, or it would have been at Dr. Locke’s private door.  Quelch had often used the Head’s car, and Bunter wondered whether that privilege had descended to his successor. 
  He rolled out on to the steps, and blinked at Barnes. 
  Bunter did not like Barnes much.  More than once Barnes had declined to give Bunter a lift in the headmaster’s car, which Bunter regarded as cheek. Barnes was considered at Greyfriars a very superior young man indeed, and there was a rumor that he was an ex-officer—founded probably on his looks, for Barnes never said anything on the subject. If the man had been an 
officer, and thought more of himself on that account, Bunter was just the fellow to put him in his place. Bunter rather liked putting people in their places. 
  Barnes did not touch his cap to Bunter: did not even appear to see him. That, of course, was cheek. 
  “Waiting for somebody, Barnes?” said  Bunter. 
  Barnes, thus forced to recognise Bunter’s existence, touched his cap, in the quiet , respectful way he had. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “Who?” asked Bunter. As it did not concern  Bunter in the very least, he naturally asked  the question. 
  “Mr. Steele, sir.” 
  “Our beak.” said Bunter. “Borrowing the head’s car just like old Quelch used to.” 
  Barnes made no comment on that.  Perhaps he was not so deeply concerned as Bunter in the business of other people. 
  “I’ve never given you away, Barnes.” said Bunter patronisingly. 
  Barnes gave him an expressionless look. If a glint came into his quiet eyes, the Owl of the Remove did not voice it. 
  “You haven’t forgotten, Barnes?” grinned Bunter. 
  “I do not seem to recall what you allude to, sir.” 
  “Don’t you ?” grinned Bunter. “I’ll jolly well remind you, then. That night at Wharton Lodge, when the Beak was staying with Wharton’s people, and you had your governor’s car out on a joyride nearly all night.” 
  “I had quite forgotten the incident, sir.”
  “You’ve got a jolly bad memory when you like, haven’t you, Barnes?” grinned Bunter. “It was the night of the burglary at Sankey Hall.” 
  “Indeed, sir.” 
  “Still, you mayn’t have heard of that, as the Head left Wharton Lodge next day before we got the news.” remarked Bunter. 
  “No, sir.” 
  “It was a big affair—a lot of jewels stolen.” said Bunter. “They never got the man. I—” 
  “Excuse me sir; here comes Mr. Steele.” said Barnes, 
  Bunter blinked round. The athletic figure of Richard Steele appeared in the doorway, and his keen grey eyes fixed on Buntor. 
  “As I was saying, Barnes,” went on the Owl of the Remove calmly, and loud enough for Mr. Steele to hear “I had a jolly narrow escape in the hols. Steele, that’s our now Form master, saved my life when I was sinking through the ice of the river. Such wonderful bravery—” 
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“Bunter!” 
  “Oh! Yes, sir?” said Bunter, appearing to see Mr. Steele for the first time.  “I was just telling Barnes, sir, how you saved my life at awful danger to yourself, sir—” 
  “What are you doing out of your study. Bunter?” 
  “N-n-nothing, sir.” 
  “You should be doing something, Bunter, at this hour. Go back to your study at once for your preparation.” 
  “Oh! Certainly, sir!” 
  Bunter rolled into the House again, and Steele’s keen eyes followed him up the stairs. He rolled cheerfully into Study No. 7. 
  “Come back to work ?” asked Peter Todd sarcastically, glancing up from his books. 
  “What do you think?” chuckled Bunter. 
  “You’d better—” 
  “Gammon ! I’ve just seen Steele!” grinned Bunter. “I let him hear me piling it on about his jolly old bravery in the hols. I started telling Barnes, see, as he came out to the car. Neat, what?” 
  “And what did Steele do?” asked Peter curiously. 
  Bunter gave a fat chuckle. 
  “Oh, he told me to get back to prep— he had to do that, of course. But it’s all serene.” 
  “No lines?” 
  “Not likely!”
  “And you’re not going to do any prep?” 
  “No fear!”
  “Suppose Steele picks you in Form?” 
  Another fat chuckle from Bunter. 
  “He won’t! Leave it to me! If he does, I shall say I didn’t do much prep because I was telling a man about the way he saved my life in the hols. He, he, he!” Bunter chortled. “Gammon goes down, you know I! Butter’s the thing!”  Give ‘em plenty of butter, and they’ll feed out of your hand! I know a thing or two, Peter!” 
  “And how long do you think you’re going to get away with this sort of thing?” asked Toddy, with interest. 
  “All the term.” said Bunter coolly. “I shouldn’t wonder if Steele makes me head of the Form, in Wharton’s place. That wouldn’t be favouritism—only bare justice. If I have to give out the marks any time. Toddy, you can depend on getting plenty from a pal.” 
  “Thanks!” said Peter dryly. 
  “I’ll make some of ‘em sit up, though.” said Bunter. “But to a pal I shall be all right. Wharton could make a lot out of being head of the Form if he had my brains. When Quelchy trusted him to mark the papers, fr’instance, he could have scored off the fellows he didn’t like—but he never thought of it.” 
  “That’s the kind of thing you would think of, though!” said Peter Todd, with a withering sarcasm that was wholly lost on Bunter, 
  “You bet!” said Bunter. “I’ve got brains! Then he could have made fellows stand him tea in the study, and all that. Give him things, and so on, But he never had the gumption to think of it, I can tell you, Toddy, that I shall make a jolly good thing out of it, one way or another, if Steele makes me head of the Form.” 
 “You frabjous chump!” said Peter, “Can’t you see that Quelchy trusted Wharton because he was trustworthy, and that a blind man wouldn’t trust you with a bad ha’penny?” 
  “Oh, really, Toddy—” 
  “Shut up, anyhow!” said Peter. “I’ve got work to do if you haven’t!”
  “Get on with it!” grinned Bunter. “No prep for me!”  And I can tell you this Toddy—you’d better be civil in this study, or I may make you sit up when I’m head of the Form! Bear that in mind!” 
  “You’re not head of the Form yet, Fatty.” 
  “It’s coming,” said Bunter complacently, “and you’d better mind your p’s and q’s, Toddy—I’m warning you as a friend. I shan’t stand any cheek! I shall put you in your place, same as the others, I—I san y, Toddy what are you going to do with that cushion?” 
  “Guess!” said Toddy. 
  Whiz! 
  It was easy enough for Bunter to guess what Toddy was going to do with the cushion. It whizzed across the study and smote Bunter on his ample waistcoat. 
  “Yarooooh!” 
  Bump! 
  Bunter sat down. 
  “Ow! Beast! Wow! Grooooogh !” spluttered Bunter. 
  “Now shut up!” suggested Peter. 
  “Ow!” Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet and gave Toddy a deadly blink through his big spectacles. “Ow! You wait till I’m head of the Form, you beast! I’ll make you squirm! Ow!” 
  And Bunter rolled out of the study, tenderly caressing his waistcoat, postponing vengeance on Toddy till he was head of the Form—when the vials of wrath were to be poured out on Toddy’s devoted head. 
  Still, Bunter was not head of the Form yet. 

                                            THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                                     
                                                          Carry On ! 
CLANG! Clang! 
  It was a cold morning.  
  In January a fellow naturally expected it to be cold, and made up his mind to it. As it couldn’t be cured, it had to be endured; and grousing was a useless expenditure of energy. That was how most of the Removites looked at it when they turned out in the grey winter morning at the clang of the rising-ball. 
  That, however, was not how W. G. Bunter looked at it. Bunter put a fat little nose over the top edge of his blankets, sniffed, and grunted. 
  “It’s c-c-cold,” was his remark. 
  And he withdrew the fat little nose, like a tortoise pulling its head back into the shell. 
  “It’s cc-cold,” agreed Bob Cherry. “But we’ve got to tut-tut-turn out, old man.” 
  “You can if you like.” came a muffled voice from under Bunter’s blankets. “Not me.” 
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  “Fathead! Roll out!” 
  “Rats!” 
  The clanging of the bell died away, and by that time most of the Remove were out of bed and busy. It was useless to slack about on a cold morning and get colder; and out of the question to remain in bed, tempting as were the warm blankets. 
  Bunter resumed his musical snore. 
  Apparently he had gone to sleep again. If so. he was drawn suddenly from the land of dreams by a damp sponge that was squeezed upon his fat features. He woke with a yell. 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  “Time to roll out, old fat man!” said Peter Todd kindly. 
  “Beast!” 
  “You’ll be late down.” said Peter. 
  “Mind your own business.” 
  “You fat Chump!” exclaimed Toddy. “You know you’ll get lines if you cut prayers!  “Turn out !”
  “Leave me alone!” roared Bunter. “I’m not coming down till brekker. I suppose I can chance it if I like.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Peter. “Are you thinking that you’ll get off by giving Steele some more butter?” 
  Bunter’s frowning fat face relaxed into a grin.
 Evidently that was the idea that was working in his podgy brain. 
  “Look here, Bunter.” said Harry Wharton. “Turn out, you fathead!  You’re quite mistaken about Steele being a favorite-monger—” 
  “That’s all you know !”
  “And it’s mean, anyhow, even if you were right. Can’t you see that?” demanded the captain of the Remove. 
  Bunter sneered a fat sneer. 
  “I don’t want you to teach me anything, Wharton.  If you were as high-minded a chap as I am you’d do.” 
  “Oh, Christopher Columbus!” 
  “I’m going to sleep!” said Bunter defiantly. “You fellows keep quiet. Not so much jaw! Shut the door quietly! Don’t tramp about. See!” 
  “Any more orders?” asked Bob Cherry, staring at the Owl of the Remove. “ Don’t forget to mention anything you want.” 
  “Well, shut up all round.” said Bunter, setting his head on the pillow again. “Go down as soon as you can, and go quietly. I’m staying in. I’ve got a pull with the beak. You haven’t. That makes all the difference. Now let a fellow get a snooze!”
  Bunter closed his eyes again. 
 They remained closed, and Bunter reposed luxuriously for about the thousandth part of a second.  After that brief space of time they opened again, and Bunter’s repose was shattered by the bedclothes being jerked off him in a bundle 
  Bunter started up with a roar. 
  “Ow! Beast! Wharrer you up to! Lemmy bedclothes alone! Beast! Gimme those blankets!” 
Bob Cherry chuckled, and strewed the bedclothes over another bed, out of Billy Bunter’s reach. 
 “Out you come!” he remarked. 
  “Beast!” roared Bunter, 
  “Hand me that water-jug, Franky!” 
  “Here you are!” 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  Bunter rolled off the bed as if it had become suddenly red-hot. He groped for his spectacles, jammed them on his nose, and glared at Bob with a glare that almost cracked them. 
  “Look here, you silly chump, can’t you mind your own business?” bawled Bunter. “ You wait till I’m head of the Form! I’ll make you cringe(lint (lint 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Remove. 
  “You can cackle!” hooted Bunter. “You just wait! Steele will make me head of the Form before the week’s out, and then you look out for squalls. Now gimme those blankets, Cherry, you beast!”
  “I’ll give you a bolster instead.” said Bob cheerily. “I’m saving you from getting lines, fatty.” 
  “I tell you Steele won’t give me any lines, you idiot! If he does he won’t ask for them.” 
  “Then I’m saving you from being favoured. which is ever so much worse than getting lines.” said Bob. “Here’s the bolster.” 
  “Whooop!” 
  Bunter got only one end of the bolster, the other end being retained by Bob. But the end he got, he got hard. 
  “Ow! Leave off, you beast! Ow! I’m going to get up! I d-d-don’t really want to stay in bed ! I’m going to dress! Wow! Chuck it!” 
  “Go ahead, then!” grinned Bob “It’s too much to expect you to wash, but you can dress. Get on with it!” 
  Bunter got on with it. 
  He frowned with deep wrath as he did so. 
  His assumption of the position of Form master’s favourite did not seem to be adding to his popularity in his Forn. Certainly, if it turned out as Bunter anticipated, it was likely to make him the most unpopular fellow in the school. It was not uncommon for favouritism, in the long run, to lead to more kicks than ha’pence, so to speak. Bunter was, as it were, getting some of the kick in advance, without having as yet touched the ha’pence. 
  Anyhow, whether he was a favourite or not, it was clear that he was not going to frowst in bed after the rest of the Form had turned out. Every man in the Remove was ready to see to that. 
  Bunter went down with the Form, in a very discontented mood. It was a drawback to the position of favourite if cheeky fellows butted in and spoiled the thing like this. 
  Bunter had counted on an extra half-hour in bed, while the other fellows shivered at prayers. He had had no doubt that Steele would let him off. But the fellows would not let him off; so that was that! 
  Steele breakfasted with his Form, as Mr. Quelch had always done. Some of the masters breakfasted in Common-room: but Richard Steele turned up fresh and good humored at the Remove table in hall. 
  His pleasant smile at the head of the table was quite cheering after the accustomed severe countenance of Quelch.  Quelch was quite a good man. and his Form respected him, but his greatest admirer would never have said that he was merry and bright in the morning, especially on a cold morning. 
  Richard Steele had the advantage of being only half Mr. Quelch’s age; and a quarter of a century or so made a lot of difference to a man on a misty winter’s morning. 
  On such a mourning Quelch was liable to certain rheumatic twinges, or a touch of neuralgia: and though no consideration whatever would have made Quelch unjust, there was no doubt that he handed out strict justice with a firm hand when he had those twinges.  Steele had not yet reached the age of twinges. 
  Many of the Removites had the impression that they had made a change for the better.  They had already learned that Steele was going to make them work, just like Quelch. But, as Skinner remarked, at least he was less like a gargoyle to look at. 
  In the Form-room that morning most of the fellows were on the lookout to see what happened to Bunter. 
  So far, he seemed to have had luck in his new wheeze of “sucking up” to the beak: and some of the fellows wondered whether there was anything in it. Man after man was called on to construe; Steele had all the names of his Form packed in his memory, though it was rather a numerous Form. Bunter dozed comfortably at the back of the class, till he was suddenly called upon. 
  “Bunter !”  
  The Owl of the Remove started and blinked. 
  “You will go on where Linley left off!”
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  He had not been listening or paying any attention whatever, and he was quite unaware where Mark Linley had left off. 
  “I am waiting. Bunter.” 
  “I—I—I’ve lost the place !” stammered Bunter.
  “Show Bunter the place, Wharton.” 
  Wharton showed Bunter the place. The fat junior blinked rather unhappily at P Vergilius Maro. 
  Had Bunter prepared the lesson he would have handed out the worst translation in the Remove. As he had not prepared it, he was totally at a loss. But for his conviction that he was the Form master’s favourite and could do no wrong, he would have felt very unhappy indeed.  He thanked his lucky stars that he was not dealing with Quelch. 
  “Proceed, my boy.” said Mr. Steele, quite kindly He was a patient gentleman, and had probably observed long since that William George Bunter was not a bright particular star in the intellectual line. “Est in conspectu Tenedos—” 
  “Est in conspectu Tenedof—stammered Bunter. 
  “Construe!” said Mr. Steele. 
  But that was exactly what Bunter couldn’t do. He knew, of course, that Virgil must have meant something when he wrote that piffle, the whole Aeneid being piffle in Bunter’s valuable opinion. But what Virgil had meant was, so far as Bunter was concerned, a secret buried in the tomb of the great Mantuan. 
  What the thump the blighter could have meant by “Est in conspectu Tenedos, notissima fama insula,dives opum.” and so on, Bunter didn’t know, and didn’t want to know; but he had to say something, so he made a shot at it. When Bunter made shots at things like this he was not a good marksman. 
  “Expecting a ten-pound note—” hazarded Bunter. 
  There was a moment’s hush. Even Bunter had never equalled this before, weird as his construe often was. 
  Steele gazed at him. 
  The hush was broken by a roar from the Remove. They could not help it. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Silence, please!” said Mr. Steele, though his own face was twitching. “Bunter, try again, and do not be so absurd !” 
  “Oh! Yes, sir!” said Bunter.  He tried again: “Suspecting that a pound note was on the island, he dives for opium—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Remove. 
  “Upon my word!” exclaimed Mr. Steele. “One would suppose, Bunter, that you were totally unacquainted with the rudiments of the Latin language.” 
  “And he would be right on the wicket!” murmured Bob Cherry, and there was a chuckle from the fellows near him. 
  “Bunter! You did not prepare this lesson!” said Mr. Steele severely. 
  “The—the fact is, sir—” 
  “I remember that you were out of your study last evening during the time for preparation.” said the new master of the Remove “Am I to understand, Bunter, that you did no work at all?” 
  “The fact is, sir, a fellow asked me about the time you saved my life in the hols, sir.” explained Bunter. “I was telling him—”
  “What?” 
  “All the fellows are so interested, sir, in hearing about the wonderful bravery of—” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “The—the marvellous pluck, sir, that —that you showed in saving my life, in frightful danger—” 
  “Is this intended for impertinence, Bunter?” 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Oh, no, sir! But—but I admire you so much, sir, and I’m so awfully grateful that I simply can’t help cancel telling the fellows, sir, what a splendid man you are, sir, and—and so—” 
  This was laying it on thick; but Bunter’s view was that they liked it on thick, like butter on toast.  The Remove listened and watched, wondering whether Bunter would get it home, so to speak. 
  “Bunter,” said Mr. Steele, “I have already observed that you are a very obtuse boy. You must not make the mistake of supposing your Form master to be as obtuse as yourself.” 
  “Oh, really, sir—” 
  “You are exaggerating the service I rendered you in the holidays, Bunter, in the most absurd manner!” 
  “Oh, no, sir! Such wonderful bravery—” 
  “If you mention the matter again in my presence, Bunter, I shall cane you 
  “Wha-a-at 
  “I mean what I say, Bunter!  Let my words be a warning to you!” 
  Bunter blinked at him, 
  “You will take fifty lines for neglecting your preparation yesterday.” said Mr. Steele. “ I shall expect the lines at teatime. You may sit down, Bunter. Blolsover, you will go on.” 
  Bunter sat down. 
  When the Form came out in break there were many grinning faces in the Remove. Bob Cherry clapped the fat Owl on the back. 
  “Time to chuck it, old fat bean.” he advised. “Steele knows what you’re after as well as we do, and it’s getting his rag out. If you weren’t as blind as an owl you’d have seen the danger signal in his eye. Take a friend’s advice and chuck it!” 
  Bunter sniffed. 
  “When I want your silly advice I’ll ask for it !” he retorted. “It’s working like a charm. Of course, he has to pretend to be modest about it, and all that; but I know human nature, old scout, and I tell you you can’t lay it on too thick.  He just rises to it.” 
  “Fathead! You’ve got lies.” 
  Bunter winked.
  “I ain’t going to do them,” he said. 
He won’t ask me for them.  He don’t mean to. You’ll see.” 
  “You’re heading for trouble, fathead!”
  “Rats!” 
  Every fellow in the Remove, with the exception of one, could see by this that William George Bunter was heading for trouble.  Unfortunately, the exception was W.G.  Bunter himself. 
Bunter was going on his happy way regardless. It only remained to be seen what would happen to him 

                                                     THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                          Bend Over, Bunter! 

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  “Done your lines?” 
  “No fear!” 
  After tea several of the remove had gathered in the rag, and Billy Bunter rolled into that apartment witha cheery countenance. 
  As Bunter’s lines had to be handed in by tea time, they were now overdue; but that circumstance did not worry the “Form Master’s Favourite,” 
  He had dismissed that little matter of the imposition from his fat mind as a trifle light as air. 
Convinced that he had buttered his greasy way into Steele’s good graces, Bunter had no doubt that Steele had simply given him lines as a matter of form, and never intended to ask for them. Capper, the master of the Fourth, seldom or never asked Cecil Reginald Temple for his lines. Bunter was convinced that he was in the same enviable position in regard to his own Form master, 
  “Look here, you ass!” said Bob Cherry. “I keep on telling you that Steele isn’t the ass you think him.  It’s you that’s the ass!” 
  “You don’t know a lot.” said Bunter complacently. “A fellow who knows the ropes can always handle a Form master. Look at the way they diddle old Capper in the Fourth. One of them will say, “Won’t you tell us about your ski-ing, sir, at the winter sports place in Switzerland?” Or another of them will say, “I was so interested, sir, in what you were telling me about when you were up at Oxford.” And that starts Capper off, and they get out of a whole class sometimes.” 
“Steele’s a different sort of merchant from  Capper.” 
  “They’re all much of a muchness,” said Bunter sagely. “ Give ‘em butter, and lay it on thick, and they’ll feed out of your hand, I know ‘em.” 
  Bunter chuckled. 
  “I’ve got away with it so far, at any rate!” he said, “I’ve been late for class, and I’ve cut prep; and I can jolly well tell you fellows that I’m going to do practically no work this term at all. Why, I can twist that silly fool Steele round my little finger as easy as pie by buttering him.” 
  A sudden silence fell on the group of Removites standing round the fire in the Rag. 
  It was a silence of horror. 
  It was caused by the sudden apparition of the athletic figure of Richard Steele in the doorway. 
Bunter, who had his back to the door, did not, of course, observe him.  He had no eyes in the back of his head, and those in the front were not particularly useful. 
  In the sudden dead silence Bunter’s cheery voice rattled on: 
  “Steele won’t ask me for any lines! Leave it to me! Why, the silly ass just rises to it like a gudgeon when I hand out the butter.  The thicker I pile it on the better he likes it. As a matter of fact, of coarse, he never did anything for me at all that time in the hols. I wasn’t in danger, and he butted in without being asked, and dragged mc about like a sack of coke, like a clumsy fathead, and made moe lose my cap. But he thinks I think him no end of a giddy hero. And I can tell you fellows it’s pie to him, and he gloats over it. I say, what are you making that face at me for, Bob?” 
  Bunter blinked in surprise at Bob Cherry. 
  Bob’s expression was rather extraordinary. As Mr. Steele was well within hearing, he could only try to sign to Bunter to shut up. 
  But Bunter, naturally, did not catch on. Bunter never wa quick on the uptake. 
  Richard Steele stepped into the Rag. 
  If Bunter heard his footsteps he did not heed them.  There were plenty of footsteps in the Rag. 
  “I’ve got that silly owl just where I want him.” went on Bunter, “You fellows think he’s as downy as Quelch, Bosh! I could pull his silly leg with my eyes shut! I—I say, you fellows, what’s up?” 
  Even Bunter realized at last that the deathly stillness in the Rag meant that something was wrong. He blinked round him in the direction in which the horrified juniors were gazing. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter, as he discerned Mr. Steele. 
  His jaw dropped, and he gazed at the new master of the Remove open-mouthed. He was taken utterly aback. 
  “Ye gods!” murmured Bob, under his breath. “What’s going to happen now?” 
  “Bunter!” said Mr. Steele quietly.
  “Oh !“ gasped Bunter, “You did not bring me your lines, Bunter, as directed.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “I came here to speak to you on that subject, Bunter.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “Quite inadvertently,” said Mr. Steele, “I heard your remarks as I came in, Bunter.” 
  “Oh!” 
  Bunter’s vocabulary, generally ample, seemed very limited now.  He could only gasp like a fish out of water, 
  “I am not surprised, Bunter, at what I heard,” said Mr. Steele, with his pleasant smile—a smile that astonished the Removites, in the circumstances.  Quelch, in those circumstances, would not have smiled; his expression would probably have resembled that of a tiger athirst for blood. But Richard Steele smiled quite pleasantly. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter again. 
  “I shall, of course, take no official notice of words over hired by accident.” said Mr. Steele, “But I must remind you, Bunter, that your imposition has not been handed to me.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “It is, doubled.” said Mr. Steele, “You will bring a hundred lines to my study before bed-time, Bunter.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “That is all,” said Mr. Steele. 
  And, with a slight nod to the staring Removites, he turned and walked out of the Rag. 
  There was a deep, deep gasp from the juniors. Bunter stood rooted to the floor. 
  “My hat!” murmured Bob, “Bunter’s torn it now!” 
  “The tornfulness is terrific!” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “ He’s a sportsman!” said Harry Wharton. “My hat! Some masters would have given Bunter jip!” 
 “The esteemed fathead deserves the jipfulness!” 
 “If ever a silly idiot asked for it, Bunter did!” said Frank Nugent. “Steele must be a jolly good-tempered man and a sportsman!”
  Bunter gasped. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “You’ve torn it, old fat bean.” said Peter Todd. “Best thing you can do now is to get your impot done ant shut up.” 
  That was good advice, and Bunter might have acted on it, but for the fact that it implied work. Lines did not appeal to Bunter. 
  When the Remove went to their dormitory that night, Bunter’s lines had not been written. 
  Hope springs eternal in the human breast. Apparently Bunter still nourished a whole that “butter” would see him through. The next morning, in the form room, Bunter was reminded of his lines, 
  “I--I haven’t done them, sir!” stammered Bunter. 
  He blinked hopefully at Richard Steele. 
  “The—the fact is, sir—” 
  “Why have you not done your lines, Bunter?” 
  “The fact is, sir, I—I was telling a fellow about the gallant way you saved my life in the hol—” 
  “What?” 
  “How you rescued me, sir, at the risk of your life, sir.” said Bunter hopefully. “I can’t help thinking, sir, that you ought to have a Victoria Cross, or something, sir, or a medal, or something—” 
  The Remove listened dumbfounded. That Bunter was every known kind of an ass his Form fellows, of course, knew. But that Bunter hoped to get away with this was really 
amazing. 
  Apparently he did. Mr. Steele was gazing at hin in silence, and Bunter seemed to draw encouragement from his silence. 
  “I’m awfully sorry about the lines, sir; but the fact is, when I get on the subject of your wonderful bravery, sir, I forget things, because I’m so grateful, sir, and— and—” 
  “Your lines are doubled, Bunter.” 
  “ Oh !” 
“This afternoon,” said Mr. Steele, “is a half-holiday. You will remain in the 
Form-roo,n and write out two hundred lines.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “With regard to this other matter you mention.” said Mr. Steele, “1 have already warned you, Bunter, that if you referred to it again in my presence I should cane you.” 
  “Oh!”
  “Stand out before the Form. Bunter.” 
  Steele picked up Mr. Quelch’. cane. “Bend over that desk, please !” 
  “Oh lor’!” 
  “Bend over, Bunter!” rapped out Steele sharply. 
  Bunter bent over. 
  Whack, whack, whack, whack, whack ! 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow! 
  “You may go to your place, Bunter.” said Mr. Steele, laying down the cane. 
  “Wow! Ow! Wow!” 
  Bunter trailed back dismally to his place. His fat face was a study in dismay. He blinked dolorously at a grinning Remove. 
  That afternoon, Bunter sat in the Form-room and wrote lines. The “Form master’s favourite” had fallen from his—imaginary—high estate, and great was the fall thereof. Evidently, Richard Steele was not built on the same lines as Capper, and gammon did not go down. Even Billy Bunter realised, at long last, that that was a chicken that would not fight. 

                                         THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 


                                                  Black Suspicion! 

“SEEN the news, you men?” asked the Bounder, lounging into the Rag after prep one evening a few days later. 
  Smithy had an evening paper in his hand. Herbert Vernon-Smith was the only fellow in the Lower Fourth who got evening papers. The black sheep of the Remove tipped somebody to get him an evening paper on occasion, when he was interested in the result of a race. Which made some of the smaller fry regard Smithy with awe and wonder, as a fellow who might be “bunked “ any day. 
  “News?” repeated Bob Cherry, with a suspicion of a sniff. 
  He was aware of the kind of news for which Smithy scanned the evening paper. 
  “What’s won the Swindleton Steeplechase, and how much did you lose on it?” inquired Peter Todd satirically. 
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “I’m speaking of the news! The giddy burglar has been at work again— the jolly old Courtfield cracksnan.” 
  Harry Wharton started. 
  “The CourtfieId cracksman?” he ejaculated. 
  “So the paper says; and the police seem to think it’s the same man. It’s the first affair this term. I fancied the sportsman had cleared off to break new country. But he’s at it again.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  There was a buzz of interest at once, and a crowd of fellows gathered round to read the report over one another’s shoulders. 
  Last term, the succession of robberies in the neighbourhood of Greyfriars School had been a great topic; especially since the night when the mysterious cracksman had made an attempt on the school itself. 
  But the Christmas holidays had intervened, and the matter had been largely forgotten. 
  Now it was revived by the news that the unknown marauder was still in the neighbourhood, and carrying on the old game. 
  A dozen fellows read the paragraph together. There was not much of it; it was late news. But it told that a burglary had occurred the previous night at the Three Fishers, an inn up the river a few miles from the school. 
  “The Three Fishers!” said Bob. That’s the shady place where they have the glove fights on the q.t.  Plenty of tin there, I dare say, for the jolly old cracksman, if he could get hold of it.”
  “Safe broken open—’” read out Toddy. 
  “Master hand—” 
  “Apparently the same unknown cracksman—” 
  “Who has committed a series of daring—” 
  “Robberies in the same vicinity—” 
  “During the past few months——” 
  The fellows read it out in turns, with growing excitement. They had almost forgotten the excitement of last term; but it was revived in full form now, with the news that the daring criminal was at work again on his old beat. 
  Harry Wharton contributed nothing to the discussion.  He drew a little apart from the buzzing crowd of fellows, his face slightly pale, and a wrinkle of troubled thought in his brow. 
  A week of the new term had passed, and Wharton by that time had grown accustomed to the square-jawed gentleman as his Form master, and had indeed been gradually forgetting that he had ever associated Richard Steele in his mind with the Courtfield cracksman. 
  Seeing Mr. Steelp every day, day after day, occupied sedately and conscientiously in the duties of a Form master, had made that suspicion seem absurd, almost unthinkable. 
  Wharton, when he thought about it, was glad that he had said nothing on the subject, and almost smiled to remember the shock it had given him to find that square-jawed man the new master of the Remove. 
  But this news brought the lurking suspicion back to his mind more strongly and blackly than ever. The secret cracksman was, after all, still in the vicinity; he had not left his “old beat” for new country; he was still at work within a few miles of the school.  Who was he—and where was he? The inn had been robbed—three hundred pounds in money had been taken.  Where was the plunder? It made Wharton shudder to think that it might be within the walls of Greyfriars school. 
  Leaving his friends in eager discussion round Smithy’s newspaper, the captain of the Remove quietly left the Rag. 
  He wanted to be alone, to think. 
  The troubling thought was in his mind that he was, perhaps, partly responsible for this fresh crime. For if his suspicion of Steele was well-founded, it was Steele who had committed the robbery; and Wharton’s silence had left him free to do it, 
  And yet—and yet in his daily life the man seemed straight as a die—just, kind, above suspicion. Was it possible to believe such a man a thief? 
  Ought he to speak out now? Ought he, at least, to tell the Head that Richard Steele was the man he had seen at Hoghen Grange that night last term? 
  Ought he to speak! “When in doubt, hold your tongue.” was a good maxim. But was he any longer in doubt? 
  The captain of the Remove, as he went slowly towards the staircase, passed two masters standing in conversation,—Prout, the master of the Fifth, and Steele, the new master of the Remove. 
  He glanced at them.  
  Steele was chatting amicably with the Fifth Form master; and, looking at his calm, pleasant face, it was impossible for Wharton to think that ho had a guilty secret to keep. Prout’s deep. fruity voice reached him. Prout had taken rather a liking to the new master. Prout was a gentleman whose flood of conversation overflowed its banks, as it were; it was said in the Fifth that Prout had solved the problem of perpetual motion with his chin. Other members of the stuff dodged Prout and his inexhaustible stream of talk; but Steele had shown a disposition to listen patiently, and even with an air of interest. Prout considered him a young man of unusual intelligence. 
  “In my younger days,” Prout was saying—“in my younger days—not so very long ago—not so very!—in my younger days, I had the same tastes. I was a good walker—a very good walker. Twenty miles was a small thing to me. We must take a little ramble together one of these days, Steele.” 
  “It will be a pleasure, sir,” said Steele. 
.  “But in the day-time—in the day time.” said Prout. “Your night walks would not be to my taste—in this weather, sir—in this weather. At your age you can defy a chill. What, what ?” 
  Wharton stood quite still. 
  He did not mean to listen, but Prout’s words struck him like a blow—with the thoughts that were in his mind. 
  “Last night, for instance, it was rainy.” said Prout. “Rainy—misty— chilly! You felt no ill effects?” 
  “None, I am glad to say.” 
  “Happy youth!” sighed Prout amicably. “I could say the same in the days when Plancus was consul—ha, ha! consule Planco—ha, ha!” This was Prout’s favourite tag. “But you must not overdo it, Steele—you must not overdo it! It was past two o’clock when I heard you coming to your room. Late hours, sir—late hours!” said Prout, shaking his head ponderously. 
  Wharton went almost blindly up the stairs and to his study in the Remove passage. 
  His brain was in a whirl. 
  Last night Steele had been out of the school till two in the morning, according to Prout; and last night the mysterious cracksman had robbed the inn up the Sark! 
  Putting two and two together was easy arithmetic. 
  Was he in doubt now? 
  Was there any room left for doubt? To his own surprise, Wharton found that he still doubted. If there was anything in circumstantial evidence, Richard Steele was the Courtfield cracksman. And yet, something in the junior’s mind rejected it; he felt that it was so, and yet he could not believe it. 

                                   THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 



                                                 Back Up! 

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  “Scat!”
  “I’ve been licked!” 
  “Good!” 
  “That beast Steele—” 
  “More power to his elbow!” said Bob Cherry heartily. 
  “Beast!”
  There was a plentiful lack of sympathy for Billy Bunter. He blinked dolorously at the five juniors in Study No. 1. 
  Apparently Bunter had come there for sympathy. But if he sought it, he found it not. 
  “I say, you fellows, I want you to back me up!” said the Owl of the Remove. “That utter beast Steele licked me for nothing—” 
  “Gammon !”
  “Absolutely nothing. He’s got a down on me!” groaned Bunter. “He’s always giving me lines.  If I don’t do ‘em, he licks me. The fellow’s a rotten outsider.” 
  “Blow away, Bunter!”
  “I’ve got a wheeze—” 
  “Go and boil it!” 
  “For making that beast Steele sit up—” 
  “The situpfulness is not the proper caper, my esteemed, fatheaded Bunter!” 
  “Oh, really, Inky! I was prepared to like that man!” said Bunter sorrowfully. “I was going to be his friend—” 
  “Fathead !”
  “But he’s ungrateful—an absolute beast! Now I’d like to lynch him!” said Bunter. “He’s worse than Quetch! I expected to have an easy time this term.  I’ve worked harder with that beast than with the other beast!  But I’ve got it in for him!” Bunter’s eyes gleamed ferociously behind his big glasses. “I say, yu fellows, back me up, and we’ll make that blighter fairly cringe !” 
  There was a chuckle from the Famous Five. Bunter on the warpath was rather entertaining. 
Since he had failed so disastrously to pull off his great stunt of becoming the Form master’s favourite, Bunter’s feelings towards Steele had been quite bitter. 
  The beast made him work !  Quelch, it was true, had expected Bunter to learn something in the Remove. But he had looked for better things from the new master. And he had been disappointed. 
  Compared with Quelch, perhaps, the new beast was no worse than the old beast. But compared with what Bunter had confidently anticipated, the present state of affairs was absolutely rotten. Gammon, after all, had not gone down; and Bunter was not getting the easy time he had expected. 
  “You can cackle!” said Bunter scornfully. “But I’m going to make him sit up! It’s easy. 
  “I think I’d give it a miss!” chuckled Johnny Bull. “Steele is rather too downy for you, Bunter.” 
  “The beast will be sorry for himself when we get going.” said Bututer. 
  “We?” queried Nugent. 
  “Yes; I expect my pals to back me up.” said Bunter. “I’ve worked it out. He’s going to have a surprise to-night. Did you fellows know he had changed his bedroom?” 
  “Has he?” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “Yes. He had Quelchy’s old room —next to Prout’s, you know—but I find that he’s changed his quarters for some reason. I found Trotter carrying some of his things down. He’s got a room a floor lower now—the one with the little railed balcony outside the window.” 
  Wharton breathed rather quickly. 
  Back into his mind came the words Prout had uttered the previous evening. He had heard Steele come to his room in the small hours of the morning. And the very next day Steele changed his room. 
  Wharton’s thoughts went farther than that. The room Bunter mentioned was on the first floor of the House; and from the balcony outside the window on active man could easily leave, or enter, without anyone in the House being the wiser. 
  The inference was obvious enough. 
  Steele wanted to be able to get in and out of the House at night, without the matter coming to the knowledge ot Mr. Prout or anyone else. There could scarcely be a doubt about that. 
  Harry Wharton’s thoughts were busy, and troubled, as the Owl of the Remove rattled on. 
  “Well, a fellow could bunk a fellow up to that balcony.” said Bunter. “There’s a french window—easy as pie! Steele locks his  door at night—goodness knows why, unless he’s afraid of burglars. Or perhaps.” added Bunter thoughtfully, “he’s afraid of me.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “What rot!” said Johnny Bull. “Why should be lock his door at night, fathead?” 
  “He jolly well does,” sait Bunter. “Skinner said so. Skinner was going to chuck a squib into his room one night—after Steele licked him for smoking, you know—and he told us in his study that he got down from his dormitory on the q.t. ; but he found the beast’s bed-room door locked, so it was N. G.” 
  Wharton. said nothing. He could imagine why Steele locked his door at night; it was to prevent any chance discovery of his night prowlings. Nobody was likely to go to his room at night; but he guarded against the bare possibility.  Certainly, the possibility had existed, if Skinner had planned to startle him with a squib in the middle of the night. 
  “Well, he locks his door.” said Bunter. “But now he’s got that room with a french window on the balcony we can get at him all right, see? We sneak down from the dorm after lights out—” 
  “Do we?” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  “Yes, old chap, A fellow bunks a fellow up on that balcony outside, and the fellow opens the french window. Skinner’s willing to provide a squib— he’s got one—but, he funks getting out of the house at night. You fellows ain’t funky, are you? You can get on the balcony, Bob. You’re the most active chap in the Form——” 
  “Thanks!” 
  “The other fellows can bunk you up. You open the window—”
  “And suppose it’s locked like the jolly old door?” 
  “That’s all right--you break a pane.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “With your elbow. You light the squib and chuck it on his bed—and if that don’t make him sit up, nothing will! What?” 
  Bunter looked at the chums of the Remove. He seemed to consider that he had outlined a masterly scheme— only requiring the support of his old pals to make it a howling success. 
  “And what are you going to do to carry out the great work ?” asked Johnny Bull sarcastically. 
  “Oh, I—I’m going to—to keep watch!” explained Bunter. “I think I’d better stay inside the House—keeping watch!”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! I hope you fellows are not going to funk it!” said Bunter warmly. 
  “We jolly well are!” grinned Bob Cherry. “You can pull your own chest-nuts out of the fire, fatty; or look further along the passage for a cats’ paw!” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Is that the lot?” asked Nugent. 
  “Yes, old chap! Neat, what? The fact is, I’m the fellow for strategy,” said Bunter. “You won’t get spotted —you can get back to the door while Steele’s sorting himself out—safe as houses. Even if you did get spotted it’s only a licking. What’s a licking? A fellow can stand a licking. Of course, you wouldn’t mention that I was mixed up in it. That’s important.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Well, if you’re really finished you may as will travel.” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “Nothing doing in this study.” 
  “I’m sorry to see you funk this, Wharton! As captain of the Remove, you ought to take the lead. Still, if you’re funky—” 
  “You fat chump !”
  “You fellows aren’t so beastly funky as Wharton.” said Bunter. “You’re going to do it, Bob?” 
  “Not in these trousers!” 
  “I never thought you were a funk like Wharton, Bob!  What about you, Franky?” 
  “Nothing about me!” grinned Nugent. 
  “Blessed if I ever saw such a set of funks.” said Bunter, in disgust. “You afraid, too, Bull?” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “What about you, Inky? Make these fellows feel jolly small if a nigger does what they’re afraid of?” suggested Bunter. 
  “My esteemed, idiotic Bunter—” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous Five in contempt and annoyance. 
  Apparently there were no takers. 
  “Well, of all the sickening funks, you fellows take the biscuit!” he said, with withering scorn. “I come to you with a ripping wheeze for making that beast sit up—” 
  “But we don’t want to make him sit up!” said Nugent mildly. “ We rather like the beast.” 
  “Any excuse is better than none!” jeered Bunter. “ Funks all round! Beastly funks! Sickening funks!  Well, I can tell you fellows that if you refuse to back me up, I shall let all the Form know what a set of moldy funks you are.” 
  “That does it!” said Bob Cherry. “I’m going to back you up, Bunter.” 
  “You’re jolly well not!” bawled Johnny Bull. “Steele’s all right; and you’re not going to rag him, you ass!” 
  “I never said I was going to rag Steele; I said I was going to back Bunter up.” 
  “Eh?” Bunter looked puzzled. You mean you’re going to back me up against, Steele, old chap?” 
  “No; I’m going to back you up against the wall.” 
  “Wha-a-at!” 
  “Like this!” 
  Bob Cherry grasped the Owl of the Remove by a pair of fat shoulders, and backed him up against the study wall. 
  Bump! 
  “Whooooop!”
  “Ha, ha, ha! Back up!” roared Johnny Bull. 
  “Yaroooh !”  
  Bump! 
  “Yow-ow! Help! Wow!” 
  “Say when!” said Bob cheerily. “You’ll get all the backing you want in this study, Bunty—perhaps a little over !”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Ow! Leggo! Yaroooh! Leggo, you beast!” roared Bunter. 
  “Don’t you want any more backing?” 
  “Yoop! No! Leggo!”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  Billy Bunter twisted himself away and fled. A roar of laughter followed him from Study No.  1. Whether Bunter sought any more backing in the Remove for his wonderful wheeze the Famous Five did not know; but he did not seek any more in Study No. 1. he had had enough of the backing-up he received in that celebrated apartment. 

                                       THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Solving the Problem !

To speak or not to speak! 
  That was Harry Wharton’s problem. 
  He could find no answer to it, and it troubled him. Once or twice, in the Remove Form-room, he thought he noticed the keen grey eyes of the new master rest on his face scrutinisingly.  He wondered whether his troubled thoughts betrayed themselves to those penetrating eyes. 
  It was in his mind many times to consult his friends—to take the advice of the Co. But he refrained.  They could not solve the problem anymore than he could; and it was unfair to burden them with the doubt and trouble that was on his own mind. 
  In the bustle of the new term they had forgotten all about the “man with the square jaw” whom Wharton had seen in the train from Lantham on the first day. He was rather glad of it. Had they asked him whether he had seen anything more of the man he suspected it would have been difficult to answer the question. 
  The latest exploit of the Courtfield cracksman at the Three Fishers was talked of a good deal; and fellows mooted the possibility of the night-prowler paying Greyfriars another visit.
  But such a topic was not likely to last long: such matters as football and form rows and rags soon banished it us a subject of conversation. 
  In Wharton’s mind, however, it remained very fresh.  He could not get it out of his thoughts.  
  For, if the suspicions against Steele was well grounded, it meant that more robberies would follow; that the cracksman was “working the neighborhood” from his safe hiding place at Greyfriars school. 
  Could the junior remain silent while crime after crime was perpetrated by the rascal who baffled the police; and even a detective from Scotland Yard, for it was reported in the papers that one of the best men at the Yard had taken on the mysterious case? 
  Everything pointed to the man’s guilt—not only what had happened before he arrived at the school in the role of Form master, but what had happened since. Wharton had no doubt that he left the House at night by the balcony from his window on a lower floor—unheard now by Prout. Why? If he was not engaged in nefarious work why those mysterious night-prowlings? 
And yet to speak out—to make what amounted to an accusation of crime against a man who occupied the position of a master at Greyfriars—whose credentials had satisfied the Head !  
Wharton’s mind swayed in indecision; yet every day ho dreaded to hear of another robbery—to hear that the marauder had been at work again, and to feel that it was his culpable silence that was giving the criminal a free hand. 
  The problem was not one that could be dismissed from his mind; and yet Wharton had to admit, after long and painful thought, that he could find no answer to it. He simply did not know what to do, for no satisfsctory course was open to him. 
  It was strange enough that the solution of the difficulty—so far as it was a solution—came from Steele himself. He was quite as keen as Wharton had supposed—perhaps a little keener. 
  When the Remove were dismissed for “break” one morning, a day or two after the affair at the Three Fishers, the new master of the Remove called to Wharton as the juniors were filing out. 
  The captain of the Remove stopped at his desk as the other fellows left. None of the Remove took any notice of the incident; it was not uncommon for the Form master to have something to say to his head boy. 
  But Wharton’s heart throbbed a little. It came into his mind forcibly that it was not upon matters connected with the Form that the new master was going to speak, 
  Mr. Steele’s keen grey eyes rested on his face as he stood before the Form master’s desk; and there was a slightly amused glimmer in them, though his face was serious. 
  “I am more than satisfied with you, Wharton.” the new master began. “Mr. Quelch told me that I should find you a reliable head boy—and you have quite fulfilled my expectations.” 
  “Thank you, sir!” stammered Wharton.  He knew that there was something else to come. 
  “I have faith in you, my boy,” resumed Steele, “and I believe you have faith in me.” 
  Wharton coloured. 
  “But certain peculiar circumstances have somewhat troubled and distressed you, I think,” remarked Steele, “especially since you caught the words Mr. Prout addressed to me the other evening.” 
  Wharton started. He had been quite unaware that Steele had noticed him on that occasion. Certainly he had given no sign of it at the time, Undoubtedlv. Richard Steele was a “downy “ bird! 
  “I—I didn’t mean to listen, sir—” 
  “I know that, Wharton. Neither was there any harm, if you had listened to talk carried on in an open corridor. In the circumstances, Wharton, it is much to your credit that you have shown discretion, instead of tattling, as many schoolboys would have done in your place. 
  “If I could be sure of that, sir—” muttered Wharton. 
  He broke oft, realising that he was practically asking the man he suspected of crime, whether he had done right in keeping his suspicions secret! T he situation was growing absurd! 
Richard Steele smiled. 
  “I could clear your mind of all doubts, Wharton, but for certain reasons that make it impossible, or, at least, inadvisable, at the present time.” he said, “Later on, no doubt, you will understand, but for the present nothing can be said. But—” 
  “But—” said Harry.  
  “You are acquainted, I think, with Inspector Grimes, of the Courtfield Police?” 
  Wharton looked steadily at the calm face before him.
  “After a saw you that night at Hogben Grange, sir, I reported the matter to Mr. Quelch; and he sent me to Courtfield Police Station, to inform Inspector Grimes.” 
  “A very proper proceeding on your part, and on Mr. Quelch’s part,” said Steele, with a nod. “Well, I desire you to pay another visit to Courtfield Police Station, Wharton.” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Harry. 
  “You will see Inspector Grimes, and you will tell him the doubt that is now troubling your mind.” 
  Wharton could only stare. 
  “You will tell him that your new Form master is the man you saw at Hogben Grange, and of whom you gave him a description at the time.” 
  “You—you nean that, sir?” gasped Harry. 
  “Quite! Inspector Grimes is an old acquaintance of mine—and he is a police official. If he answers for me will you be satisfied, and dismiss the matter from your mind ?” 
Wharton drew a deep breath. 
  “Certainly, sir. But—but will Mr. Grimes—” 
  “I am prepared to leave it to him,” said Steele, smiling. “Tell him all that is in your mind, and act upon his advice in the matter. You will feel reassured if an official police detective answers for me!” 
  “Of course.” 
  “Then you are excused for third school, Wharton. It is a fine day, and you will enjoy a bike ride to Courtfleld. You may go.” 
  Wharton did not move; he was too astonished to move or speak. 
  What became of his tormenting doubts and suspicions, when the new master of the Remove referred him to the police-inspector who had in charge the investigation of the series of robberies in the Courtfield district! 
  Was it a bluff? If so, it was a bluff that was easily called, for Wharton intended to take Steele at his word. 
  “One word more.” said the Remove master. “If Inspector Grimes gives you the necessary guarantee, Wharton, you will be satisfied?” 
  “Of course.” 
  “And I can depend on your discretion to dismiss the matter from your mind, and not make it a topic in the Remove?” Steele smiled again. “Such a story in the school would be very awkward for me, Wharton.” 
  “I have said nothing so far, sir—not even to my best pals.” said Harry. “I shall just put it out of my mind—if Mr. Grimes tells me that he answers for you. Of course, I shall say nothing.” 
  “Very good. Then go and take out your machine.” 
  Wharton went slowly to the door. 
  His mind was in a whirl with astonishment, and he went slowly, half-expecting Steele to call him back to make some pretext for countermanding his instructions. 
  But the Form master did not even glance after him. 
 When the captain of the Remove looked back from the door Steele was bending over a heap of papers on his desk, immersed in them, and giving no heed to the junior. 
  Wharton left the Form-room. 

                                   THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                  Unexpected ! 

INSPECTOR GRIMES smiled. 
  A constable had shown the Greyfriars junior into Mr. Grimes’ private room at Courtfield Police Station. 
  From the manlier in which the inspector received him Wharton knew that his visit was expected; and he had no doubt that Steele had telephoned. 
  If so, it was clear that Steele and Grimes were on friendly—indeed, confidential—terms, in which case the official guarantee of Steele’s bona-fides was complete. If, by some stretch of the imagination it could be supposed that a gentleman cracksman had imposed on the Head of Greyfriars, it was impossible to imagine that he could also have imposed on a hard-headed police-inspector—the man, too, who was in official charge of the investigation of the Courtfield burglaries. 
  “Sit down, my boy! Now, you have something to tell me.” said Mr. Grimes, with that amused smile on his lips. 
  “Yes, sir.” said Harry, colouring—he did not like that amused look on the inspector’s face. 
  “Speak out.” said Mr. Grimes. “You gave me a description once of a suspicious character you had seen at Hogben Grange, in suspicious circumstances —quite right, sir, quite right!” Your description reminded me of a man I knew, though I did not guess then that it actually was the description of an old acquaintance.” 
  “You know Mr. Steele!” 
  “Fairly well.” said the inspector— “fairly well.” 
  “He is the man I saw at Hogben Grange that night.” said Wharton bluntly. 
  “Quite so.” 
  “You—you knew.” 
  “Not till this morning.” said Mr. Grimes, smiling. “Steele told me so over the phone, when he told me you were coming to see me.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Wharton. 
  He stared at the inspector’s ruddy face, with a feeling that all the wind had been taken out of his sails. 
  “Naturally, it has worried you a little,’ said Mr. Grimes. “That was very natural. I am glad you have come to me. Now, give me all that you have on your mind, Master Wharton—tell me the whole story.” 
  Wharton proceeded to do so fully, without leaving out a single detail that cast suspicion upon Richard Steele. 
  The inspector listened quietly, and again the smile lurked on his lips at the mention of Steele’s change of rooms, and the balcony outside the window of his new room that made egress easy and secret. 
  “Mr. Steele told me to tell you everything I had in my mind, and I’ve told you, sir.” said Harry. “Before I put the matter out of my mind I want you to tell me that there is nothing in it—speaking as a police officer. 
  “Speaking as a police officer,” said Mr. Grimes, “there is nothing in it.” 
  “You answer for Mr. Steele?” 
  “I do.” 
  “He is known to you?” 
  “Quite well.” 
  Wharton rose from his chair. 
  “Then I simply can’t understand it.” he said. “I can’t help believing in Steele—he seems such a straight man. But if he is an innocent man, as you say, sir, he has a wonderful knack for getting himself into suspicious circumstances.” 
  “That can scarcely be helped.” remarked the inspector, rather enigmatically. 
  “I don’t see—” 
  “Perhaps yon will see some time, my boy.” said Mr Grimes. “In the mean- time, remember that your Form master is an acquaintance of mine, and that I answer for him as a police-officer. That is good enough for you?” 
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“Quite,” said Harry. “It takes a worry off my mind, Mr. Grimes.”  
  “And remember, too, that a still tongue shows a wise head.” added the Courtfield inspector. 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “I won’t forget that, sir. I’ve saib nothing so far and intend to say nothing. I’m glad you’ve relieved my mind like this—the responsibility is yours now—if there’s anything wrong.” 
  “My shoulders are broad enough to bear it.” grinned the inspector. “Good-day to you, Master Wharton.” 
  The captain of the Remove went back to his machine, and pedalled away to Greyfriars. 
  His heart was lighter now.  
  In spite of strange and suspicious circumstances, Steele was straight — unless it was to be imagined that a criminal was cunning enough to pull the wool over the eyes of the police- inspector. Such a theory as that did not enter Wharton’s thoughts. 
  The matter remained as mysterious as ever, so far as that went but if Steele was not the cracksman, the mystery of his proceedings did not concern Wharton one jot ortittlo, 
  The junior was only toe glad to dismiss the matter from his mind, and that he could now do with a clear conscience. 
  The Remove were out of class when he came back to the school and put up his bike.  Billy Bunter hailed him as he was going towards the house. 
 “ I say Wharton—” 
  “Bow-wow!”  
  Wharton accelerated. Bunter rolled in pursuit, bawling :
  “I say, old chap, hold on ! I’ve got something to tell you—” 
  Wharton halted impatiently.  Bunter was always full of news; but the captain of the Remove had no taste for the tattle of the passages. 
  “Cut it short, fatty!” he said, 
  “I say, it’s important,” said Bunter, blinking at the captain of the Remove through his big glasses with owlish seriousness. “I thought I’d speak to you first, old chap— I think you’d better advise mc what to do.  He might shoot me—”
  Wharton jumped. 
  “Shoot you!” 
  “Well, burglars do shoot people, you know.” said Bunter. 
  “Burglars!” 
  “Not that he looks dangerous.” said Bunter “and, after all, he wouldn’t dare to use his automatic here—” 
  “He—who—what?”
 
  Harry Wharton stared blankly at the Owl of the Remove. Billy Bunter’s fat face was excited and his manner mysterious.  He blinked round him, as if to ascertain that there was no one within hearing, before he spoke again, and when he spoke he lowered his voice mysteriously. 
  “I know him!” he breathed. 
  “Who?” shrieked Wharton .
  “That burglar!” 
  “You frabjous ass, what burglar?”
  “Steele !”
  “Wha-a-a-t?” 
  Wharton almost staggered.  As Bunter had not recognized the new master of the Remove as the man of Hogden Grange, it had passed from Wharton’s mind that Bunter had been present on that location.  It was brought back to him now, with a vengeance. 
  “You remember I told you I thought I’d seen the man before, when he got me out of the ice that day in the hols?  said Bunter. 
  Wharton did not speak; he could not. He could only stare at the owl of the Remove.  What he had feared at first, when Richard Steele came, had not happened then; but it was going to happen now.  Evidently the fat junior had remembered.
 Well, I had seen him before.” breathed Bunter, with another cautious blink round. “I knew 1 had, and 1 jolly well had! You talking so much about his square chin, you know, got my mind going on it.  Skinner was saying in “break”  that he’d never seen such a square jaw except on a steel vice. And every day, you know, his face seemed more and more like a chivvy I knew. I got it at at last.  He’s the man!”
  Bunter paused for a reply. 
  But Wharton did not speak.
 “1 wonder you never recognised him,” went on Bunter, “you saw him in the train the day we came back—you remember?” He blinked at Wharton. “He got out at Courtfield. Funny you never recognized him
 again when you saw hin at the school, wasn’t it? I suppose his making out to be a Form master fooled you. You haven’t much gumption, old chap!” 
  Wharton made no comment on that.  That he had recognised the square-jawed man immediately in the new master of the Remove, and held his tongue about it did not occur to William George Bunter.  The last thing he would have suspected any fellow of 
was holding his tongue.
  “Well, I’ve got him now.” said Bunter, in a hushed whisper. “I’m sure of it—absolutely certain! That man Steele, old chap, is the man we saw climbing the park wall at Hogben Grange the night of the burglary—the man you told Quelchy and old Grimes about at the time!    Taken you rather by surprise—what?”
 “You—you feel sure?” gasped Wharton
  “Not the slightest doubt about it.” said Bunter triumphantly. “1 knew all the time that I knew him. I kept on wondering where I’d seen the beast before. I was bound to remember it sooner or later, you know.” 
  That was the case. Wharton supposed. It was not surprising that Bunter had remembered now; it was only surprising that he had not remembered before. 
  “Fancy his cheek, coming here, to Greyfriars, you know!” said Bunter. “Just fancy! He’s spoofed the Head somehow”
   “Rot!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton!  Won’t there be a buzz when I tell the fellows?” 
Bunter grinned, and his little, round eyes gleamed behind his big, round spectacles at the thought of the tremendous sensation he was going to make. 
  “The fellows will simply jump— what?” 
  “Oh, my hat! Look here, Bunter—” 
  “I want you to back up what I say, old chap. You were there, you know, You know the man, now I’ve told you who he is, I suppose, what?” 
  “You’d better say nothing.” said Harry, hardly knowing what to say. 
  “ You’ll get into a row. Steele is all right. Tue Head knows him—” 
  “He’s spofed the Head. Anybody could spof the head!”
  “ Inspector Grimes knows him—” 
  “He’s spoofed old Grimey, then. Grimey’s an ass!” 
  “Look here, Bunter.” 
   Wharton dropped a hand on Bunter’s fat shoulder—” if you tell a tale like that about a Form master, you’ll get into a row. Better let it drop.”
  “You mean, the beast might brazen it out somehow, and then take it out of me?” asked Bunter, in alarm.
  “Well, least said soonest mended,” said Harry. Bunter reflected.
  “ Perhaps you’re right,” he said. 
  “I’m sure I am.” said Harry. ‘I’ll keep it dark—” 
  “That’s right.” 
  “I may mention it to a few friends, in confidence.” 
  “Oh, my hat!”
   “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
  Bob Cherry came up. 
  “Missed you at third school, old bean. Been giving yourself a holiday?” 
  “I say, Cherry—” began Bunter.
  “Shut up, ass!” said Harry hastily. 
  “Well, there’s no harm in telling Bob.” argued Bunter. “Bob can keep a secret!”
   “Oh, buzz off, you fat idiot!”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  The captain of the Remove made a motion with his boot. Billy Bunter rolled away.
  Bob stared after him. 
 “What’s the jolly old mystery?” he asked. Harry Wharton did not reply. Really there was no no need. Bob was likely to know soon enough. A secret in Billy Bunter’s keeping was likely to remain about as secret as news broadcast on the wireless. Bunter was going to tell a few friends in conference, which meant that before dorm all the Remove would know. And Harry Wharton could only wonder what would come of it. 
THE END. 
