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A Splendid New Long Complete School Story of Harry Wharton & Co., at Greyfriars, 

                                                    THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


                                                            Bunter, Too !

“NUGENT, old chap!” 
  “Cut it short!”
  “Oh, really, Nugent—” 
  “Prep, you ass!” 
“Will you lend me—” 
  “No !” 
  Frank Nugent dropped his eyes to his books again. Harry Wharton had not looked up. 
  The chums of Study No. 1 were at prep, as Billy Bunter ought to have been. But Bunter, apparently, had something more important on hand than preparing his lessons. 
  “I say, you fellows— ”
  “Hook it!” said Harry Wharton, still without looking up. 
  “You shut up, Wharton,” said Bunter. “I’m speaking to my pal Franky. I say, Franky, old chap will you lend me—” 
  “No !”  
  “Look here, you beast—” 
  “Talia peratabat—” 
  “What ?” 
  “Memorans fixusque—” 
  “You silly ass 
  “Manebat—” 
  “Chuck that rot, you silly chump!” roared Bunter. “Think I’ve come here to help you construe Virgil, you fathead? 
I want you to lend me—” 
  “Rats!” hooted Nugent. “Get out! Go and do your prep! You’ll have Steele on your track in the morning!” 
  “Blow Steele! I’m not taking any notice of Steele! In fact, I despise him! Botber Steele! I want you to lend me—” 
  Frank Nugent stretched out his hand to the inkpot. Harry Wharton picked up a Latin grammar. 
  “Your alarm-clock !“ 
  Bunter got it out with a jerk. 
  The inkpot and the Latin grammar, raised in the air to be buzzed at William George Bunter, remained suspended there, like Mahomet’s coffin. 
  The two juniors, instead of buzzing those missiles at the Owl of the Remove, stared at him in astonishment. 
  “My alarm-clock?” repeated Nugent. “Yes, old chap! I suppose you didn’t think I was going to borrow any money?” said Bunter, with dignity. 
  Nugent grinned. 
  “No; I didn’t think you were going to; but I thought you were going to try.” Nugent replaced the inkpot on the study table. “What the thump do you want my alarm-clock for?” 
  “To wake me up, of course !” said Bunter. 
  “Afraid you won’t hear the rising-bell!” asked Harry Wharton with sarcasm. “And awfully afraid you will be late for prayers in the morning?” 
  “The fact is, I’m getting up before rising-bell,” said Billy Bunter, blinking at the chums of the Remove through his big spectacles. “I’ M getting up early—very early, in fact! He, he, he!”
  “My hat!”
  The chums of Study No. 1 forgot prep for the moment. The news that Billy Bunter was thinking of turning out before rising bell was enough to make any fellow sit up and take notice. 
Bunter never got up at rising-bell, if he could help it. It was his custom to snatch every possible extra moment in bed, and to turn out barely in time for the rush down to prayers. Often he cut it so fine that his morning wash had to be sacrificed—a sacrifice, however, that did not cost Bunter very dear. A reckless use of soap and water was not one of the fat junior’s weaknesses. 
  If Bunter had started getting up at rising-bell it would have been surprising enough. But Bunter getting up before rising-bell was absolutely astounding. 
  “What on earth’s the game?” asked Frank Nugent blankly. 
  “Well, the fact is, I’m—I’m going to set an example to the Form.” said Bunter. “Fellows like frowsting in bed these cold February mornings. I don’t approve of that sort of thing—” 
  “Great pip!” 
  “So I’m turning out early.” said Bunter. “Can I have the alarm-clock to-night, Franky ?” 
  Nugent chuckled. 
  “What do you want it for?” he asked. 
  “Eh? I’ve just told you.” 
  Frank Nugent shook his head. 
  “You’ve told me what you don’t want it for.” he said. “Gammon, old fat bean! You’re not turning out before rising-bell. Spoof !” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent—.” 
  “Anyhow, you can have it, if you like,” said Nugent. Take it and go. If you damage it, I shall damage you.” 
  “That’s all right.” said Bunter. “I only want to use it just for to-night, you know.” Bunter rolled across the study, took the little clock off the mantelpiece, and rolled back to the door. “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hook it !” 
  “I’m going. But, I say, you needn’t mention to Smithy that you’ve lent me this alarm-clock.” 
  “Smithy!” repeated the two juniors, staring at Bunter again. 
  “Yes. You know what a suspicious beast the Bounder is. He might think I knew he was breaking bounds to-night—” 
  “What?” 
  “The fact is, I know nothing about it.” said Bunter, blinking at the two. “I never heard Smithy talking about it to Skinner.” 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  “As for going with them, I wouldn’t!”  said Bunter. “It’s against all the rulel to go for a joy-ride in the middle of the night. Steele goes prowling out at night, as you know; but he’s a Beak, and can do what he jolly well likes.  But---”
  “Is that fathead Smithy breaking bounds after lights out?” exclaimed the captain of the Remove, frowning. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton! How ahould I know? Smithy doesn’t tell me what he’s going to do.” 
  “You frabjous idiot!” 
  “I’m quite in the dark,” explained Bunter. “I never told Smithy I’d go with him, and he never kicked me—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “As for borrowing this alarm-clock to wako up at ten-thirt, of course, I never thought of such a thing. I never beard Smithy arrange it with Skinner for ten-thirty.” 
  “You puffing, potty porpoise—” 
  “Oh, really Wharton! As I said, I’ve borrowed this alarm-clock to get up early in the morning, to—to set an example to the Form. Still, you needn’t mention it to Smithy. He’s suspicious. He might jump on this clock, if he knew—” 
  “Here, you leave that clock here!” exclaimed Nugent, jumping up. 
  “It’s all right, old chap! If anything happens to it. I’ll pay for it. I’m expecting a postal-order to-morrow. But don’t mention it to Smithy—or to Skinner. They might think—” 
  Bunter did not finish. Nugent was coming across the study, evidently to reclaim his property and keep it out of danger. Billy Bunter backed into the Remove passage, and retired hurriedly. 
  “Come back!” roared Nugent, from the doorway. 
  Billy Bunter did not answer, and he did not come back. He vanished in the distance, with the alarm-clock under a fat arm. 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “If that fathead Smithy is playing the goat to-night, it will serve him right to have an audience when he turns out.” he said. “Let Bunter rip, Franky.” 
  Nugent laughed too, and returned to his prep, and William George Bunter was allowed to “rip.” 

                                         THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                                 The  Black Sheep! 

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH, as he sat at prop in Study No. 4, raised his eyes several times to glance at Tons Redwing across the table, 
  Redwing kept his eyes on his work. 
  But there was a cloud on his usually cheery face, which showed that his thoughts were not all concentrated on P. Vergilius Maro, and that they were not wholly agreeable. 
  The Bounder laid down his pen at last, pushed his books away, and grunted expressively. 
  “Thank goodness that’s done.” 
  He rose from the table, lounged across to the fireplace, and took a packet of cigarettes from his pocket. 
  “Mind if I smoke, Reddy?” he asked, with a note of mockery in his voice. 
  “You can do as you like, Smithy.” answered Tom, without looking up from his work. 
  The Bounder did not smoke, however. He dropped the packet of cigarettes into his pocket again, with another grunt. 
  “Still going in?” he asked. 
  “I’m not finished yet.” 
  “Skinner’s coming in after prep.” 
  Redwing made no answer to that. The Bounder had scamped his prep, but Tom was a careful worker, slower than the Bounder, but a good deal surer. 
  Vernon-Smith moved uneasily about the study, while Tom continued to work in silence. The Bounder had made up his mind to kick over the traces that night, and he did not intend to change it; but he had the grace to feel a little ashamed of himself. 
  “Look here, Reddy!” he exclaimed, at last. “There’s no need to look like a boiled owl because a fellow’s going to see a little life for once.” 
  Redwing smiled faintly. 
  “I wasn’t aware that I was looking like a boiled owl.” he answered, 
  “Where’s the harm?” said the Bounder argumentatively. “Look here, Reddy, you turn out to-night, too, and come,..” 
  Tom shook his head. 
  “It’s no end of fun.” said Smithy eagerly. “I’ve got a car waiting for me to-night, and it will be a ripping run to Lantham. You’d like it.” 
  “I’d like it all right.” 
  “Well, why not come, then?” 
  “I can’t come, and you ought not to go, Smithy. If it came out, the Head wouldn’t believe that it was only, a joy ride,” 
  “Well, I’m going to see a man at Lantham.” admitted Smithy. “But if you come, you can stay in the car while I’m seein’ him. I won’t drag you into naughty company!” 
  “Some racing tout, I suppose?” said Redwing, with a curl of the lip. 
  “Somethin’ of the sort! But I’m really goin’ for the run more than anythin’ else. I wish you’d come.” 
  “I wish you’d chuck it.” said Tom. Sooner or later, your luck will fail you, Smithy, and you’ll get the chopper. You can’t say that you don’t keep on asking for it.” 
  “There’s not a lot of risk. Besides, a little risk makes it excitin’.” The Bounder grinned. “Our jolly old Form master goes prowlin’ out at night, you know, Reddy.” 
  “That’s his business.” 
  “I’ve often wondered why.” said the Bounder. “Some of the fellows still think he’s the Courtfield cracksman— Skinner does. I believed so at first—but I know now it’s not that. But I’ve often wondered why he prowls out at night; he’s got some reason.” 
  “It’s not to see racing men and back horses, anyhow.” said Tom. 
  “No; I suppose not. But look here, I—”
  The study door opened, interrupting the Bounder, and Skinner of the Remove came in. He gave Smithy a grin and a nod, and grinned again as he glanced at Redwing’s clouded face. 
  “Redwing givin’ you a Sermon?” he asked. “I’m just in time! Get on with it, Redwing; don’t mind me. It may do me good.” 
  Tom compressed his lips. He was a good-natured fellow, with little bitterness in him, but he disliked Skinner as much as it was in his nature to dislike anybody. 
  “Redwing thinks we’re asking for the sack,” said the Bounder. 
  “So we are!” answered Skinner cheerfully. “But we shan’t get it. Who’s to know?” 
  Redwing hooked up. 
  “Bunter knows.” he said: “He’s probably tattled it all over the Remove by this time.” 
  “Well, no Remove man would give us away.” said Skinner. “Safe as houses. We’re not scarcd, are we, Smithy?” 
  “Hardly,” said the Bounder contemptuously. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Get out!” roared Vernon-Smith, as a fat face and a pair of big spectacles were inserted in the study doorway. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Kick him, Skinner.” 
  “Certainly.” 
  “I say, you fellows, no larks!” said Bunter. “Wingate’s in the passage, and if you kick me, you beast, I’ll jolly well yell.” 
  Skinner, with his foot lifted, dropped it again. He did not want to bring a prefect on the scene. 
  “Travel, you fat freak,” growled the Bounder. 
  “The fact is,” said Bunter, blinking at him, “I want to come to-night, Smithy! I’ll tell you what! You’ve hired a cat from Courtfield garage, haven’t you?” 
  “Find out.” 
  “Well, I heard you say so to Skinner, so I’ve found out.” said the Owl of the Remove cheerfully. “Well, I’m willing to pay my whack in the car. That’s fair.  I’m expecting a postal order—” 
  “Will you buzz off?” 
  “I haven’t finished yet, old chap. I’m jolly well coming.” said Bunter warmly. “I’m surprised at you, Smithy, leaving a pal out of a thing like this. I’m just the fellow you want! I’m rather a rorty dog, you know—” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “And the fact is, I’m coming.” said Bunter positively. “I intend to wake up to-night when you start—I’m making a point of that. Rely on me to be ready, old bean. I shan’t fail you.” 
  The Bounder grinned. Once Bunter was asleep, there was little likelihood of his awakening when the breakers of bounds started on their excursion. He was not aware of the astute precautions that William George Bunter had taken. 
  “We’ll have a high old time, Smithy! I say, are you going to the night club at Lantham?” 
  “You silly owl!” 
  “We’ll jolly well paint the town red, what?” said Bunter gleefully. “I can tell you I’m a rorty dog when I get going. The only difficulty is that I’ve been disappointed about a postal order, and I’m rather short of money. But you can lend me a few quids, old chap.” 
  “I’ll lend you my boot, if you don’t travel.” 
  “He, he, he! I say, Redwing, why don’t you come?” asked Bunter, blinking at the sailorman’s son. “We’re going to have a rorty time, ain’t we, Smithy? It will liven you up, Redwing. Take it from me. Look here, come! Be a man, you know! Like me!” 
  “Oh crumbs!” said Redwing. 
  “You haven’t got much spirit, you know.” said Bunter, “A fellow likes to be rorty at times. You must be a silly ass to stick in while we’re rolling round the town—” 
  “What’s that?” said a voice behind Bunter. 
  “Oh crikey!”
  Bunter jumped, and spun round to look at Wingate. The captain of Greyfriars looked at him, and looked at the follows in the study. Vernon-Smith bit his lip hard. 
  “Well, what does that mean?” asked Wingate. 
  “Oh, nothing!” gasped Bunter. “I—I—” 
  “Only Bunter talking out of the back of his head, Wingate.” said Skinner. “He can’t help doing these things. We were talking about a trip to-morrow afternoon—it’s a half-holiday, you know, and—” 
  “Is that all?” 
  “Oh, yes, that’s all.”  
  “Yes, that’s all, Wingate.” said Bunter hastily. “I—I’m going to stand a car to-morrow and take these fellows for a run in—the afternoon. I—I’m going to ask Steele for leave. That’s all.” 
  Wingate gave the occupants of Study No. 4 a rather penetrating look, and walked on along the Remove passage. 
  Bunter winked at the Bounder. 
  “All serene!” he said. “Wingate never sees anything! He’s rather a dummy. Now it’s arranged, old chap, and at ten-thirty to-night we— Yaroooooh !” 
  Billy Bunter jumped out of the study just in time to escape Herbert Vernon-Smith’s lunging boot. Smithy slammed the door after him. 
  Redwing rose from the table. Skinner had come there to discuss plans with the Bounder, and it was not much use to think of more work while the discussion was going on. 
  “Not leaving us?” asked Skinner. “Well, we’ll try to bear it.” 
  Redwing looked at the Bounder, taking no heed of Harold Skinner. 
  “Look here, Smithy! I wish you’d chuck it.” he said quietly. “You’re running a lot of risk, and disgracing yourself. But that isn’t all. Look at the harm your rotten example is doing to a fool like Bunter. If he lands into trouble, you’ro responsible for it to a large extent.” 
  “What rot!” 
  “I don’t think it’s rot! I think it’s selfish and blackguardly to do rotten things that a silly fool like Bunter thinks it clever to imitate!” said Redwing hotly. 
  “I’m not Bunter’s keeper.” sneered the Bounder; “and if you’re goin’ to preach, Reddy, you can take your sermon to somebody who wants to hear it. I don’t!” 
  “Same here!” agreed Skinner. 
  “Smithy, old chap—” 
  “Oh, cheese it!” interrupted the Bounder. “I’ve asked you to come; and if you won’t come, there’s an end. Leave a fellow alone.” 
  Redwing opened his lips for an angry reply. But he closed them again, and left the study without another word. 

                                          THE THIRD CHAPTER. 


                                               A Sudden Alarm ! 

“ HALLO, hallo, hallo!” 
  Bob Cherry, coming along to the Rag after prep. spotted Billy Bunter in the passage—busy. 
  Bunter had a small alarm-clock in his fat hands, and he was holding it to a fat ear listening for the tick. 
  He had been winding it, perhaps a little too thoroughly. Anyhow, the tick was not in evidence, 
  “The beast’s stopped!” said Bunter. “It was going all right a minute ago; I suppose I’d better shake it!” 
  “What the thump are you doing with Nugent’s alarm-clock?” asked Bob. 
  “He’s lent it to me.” explained Bunter. “I’m going to set an example of early rising to the Form—” 
  “Gammon !”
  “It’s rather ungentlemanly to doubt a fellow’s word, Cherry.  There, it’s going at last!” Bunter had shaken the clock vigorously, and it started to tick. “If that beastly thing lets me down tonight—” 
  “To-night?” said Bob, with a stare. 
  “I—I mean to-morrow morning, of course. I—I wonder what made me say to-night!”said Bunter. “But I suppose it’s all right now!  I’ve wound it up, and wound up the alarm, and now I’ve only got to set it for ten-thirty—” 
  “Ten-thirty!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Are you thinking of getting up at half-past ten in the morning?’ 
  “Eh? Yes! No! You see—” 
  “Blessed if I do!” said Bob. 
  “The—the fact is—” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Oh lor’! Yes, sir !” gasped Bunter, shoving the alarm-clock hastily into his pocket at the sound of Mr. Steele’s voice. 
  The new master of the Remove came up the passage. Bunter blinked at him uneasily. 
  “Have you done your lines, Bunter?” 
  “Nunno, sir!  I—I’ve been rather busy—” 
  “Too busy to write out your impositions?” asked Mr. Steele. 
  “Ye-e-es, sir! Exactly !”
  “Your lines have been doubled twice, Bunter.” said Mr. Steele severely. “I shall not double them again.” 
  “T-t-thank you, sir! gasped Bunter. 
  “I shall cane you, Bunter, instead.” 
  “Oh crikey !” 
  “Go to my study at once!” 
  Mr. Richard Steele walked on. Billy Bunter bestowed a ferocious glare on his broad back. 
  “Beast!” he groaned. 
  “You’re for it, old fat bean.” said Bob sympathetically. “Why the thump don’t you get your lines done, like any other fellow?” 
  “Tain’t my fault!” groaned Bunter. “I’ve asked Toddy to do them—a lot of times.  He refused every time. I asked Wharton and Nugent to whack them out. They refused, I’m getting pretty sick of the selfishness of fellows in the Remove, I can tell you!”
  Bob Cherry chuckled, and went on to the Rag. Billy Bunter, in the lowest possible spirits, rolled away to Mr. Richard Steele’s study. 
  Billy Bunter was a firm believer In the strange story that was told about Richard Steele in the Remove. But if he had doubted it before, he would have been convinced of it now. A man who not only gave him lines, but asked for them to be produced, and caned a fellow when they were not produced, was evidently capable of anything. 
  Mr. Steele, standing by his study table, turned his keen grey eyes on Bunter as the fat junior entered. There was a cane lying on the table, and Bunter’s eyes fell on it at once apprehensively. 
  “I—I say, sir—” stammered Bunter. 
  “Well, Bunter?” asked Mr. Steele mildly. “I am very sorry to have to punish you, but you must learn not to be idle and dilatory. We are not here to waste our time, Bunter.” 
  “Ain’t we, sir?” asked Bunter. 
  His own impression was quite different from Mr. Steele’s on that subject. 
  “Certainly not. You are at school to work, Bunter.” 
  “Oh !“ said Bunter, as if this was quite a novel idea to him. 
  “You are expected to learn, Bunter. How do you expect to pass examinations, if you learn nothing?” 
  “I—I ain’t keen on passing exams, sir.” said Bunter. 
  “You should try to be keen, Bunter. Talking to you seems of little use, and I am afraid I have no resource but to cane you.” 
  “If—if you don’t mind, sir. 1—I’d rather you talked to me.” said Bunter eagerly. “I—I feel that it will do me a lot of good, sir! You—you’ve got such a nice voice, sir !” 
  “Bunter !” 
  “1—I like listening to you, sir,” said Bunter. “It—it’s a real pleasure, sir! I don’t think that Beaks always talk silly rot, like some of the fellows, sir. I wish you’d talk to me instead of caning me, sir! I think it would do me a lot more good.” 
  Mr. Steele smiled. 
  “Well, I will try the effect of speaking to you once more, Bunter. I should like to make you understand that it is unprofitable to waste your time. Why have you not done your lines ?“ 
  “I haven’t had time, sir! You—you see, the—the fellows take up a lot of my time. I’m always helping them wit their work. They always come to me when they get stuck on a knotty point in Latin, sir. I always help them out.” 
  “Upon my word !” said Mr. Steele. “I am afraid that you are an extraordinarily untruthful boy, Bunter!” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” Mr. Quelch used to say I was the most truthful chap in the Form, sir. He used to compliment me on it, and—and hold me up as an example to the Remove, sir. I believe I’m the only fellow in the Remove who really never tells fibs, sir.” 
  “Really, Bunter—” 
  “C-c-can I go now, sir?” 
  Mr. Steele s attention seemed to wander from Bunter for the moment. He glanced round the study. 
  “Dear me, where does that ticking come from?” he asked. 
  It was coming from Bunter’s pocket, as a matter of fact. The American clock, which did not always go when it was wanted to go, was going strong now. 
  “T-t-ticking, sir?” stammered Bunter. 
  “Yes. Cannot you hear it?” 
  “N-n-no, sir!” stammered Bunter. 
  Mr. Steele, very much puzzled, glanced round the room again. There was a sound of steady, persistent ticking. 
  Mr. Quelch’s clock, on the mantelpiece, had a soft and subdued tick, which was barely audible. But from somewhere came a loud and raucous ticking. 
  Tick, tick, tick! 
  “This is really very curious.” said the Remove master. “Someone must have placed a clock in the room—I cannot imagine why.” 
  Bunter blinked round the room through his big spectacles. 
  “I can’t see it, sir.” he remarked. 
  “But you can hear it, surely!” exclaimed Mr. Steele. 
  “No, sir. Not a sound. Perhaps it’s imagination, sir!” suggested Bunter brightly. 
  “What?’ 
  “Peoplo imagine all sorts of things, sir—” 
  “Don’t be absurd, Bunter!” Mr. Steele looked round the study, puzzled and a little irritated.   
  Bunter backed farther away. 
  He did not want that alarm-clock to be discovered. 
  Steele was well known in the Remove to be a downy bird. He might have wanted to know what Bunter was doing with an alarm-clock. Certainly, he was not likely to suspect Bunter of early rising. Nothing but a fire or an earthquake would have dragged Bunter out of bed before rising-bell. If he discovered that alarm clock in Bunter’s possession he might tumble! 
  “Really, this is extraordinary!” exclaimed Mr. Steele, after walking round the study, in a vain search for the mysterious ticker. 
  “Yes, isn’t it, sir?” stammered Bunter. “P-p-perhaps it’s a cricket, sir—s cricket on the hearth.” 
  “It is nothing of the kind, Bunter. It is the ticking of a clock. I suppose you have not brought a clock into the study?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” 
  “The sound seems to come from your direction, Bunter,” said Mr. Steele, staring at him. 
  “D-d-does it? I—I can’t hear it, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Are you deaf?” snapped the Form master. 
  “Nunno, sir! C-c-c-can I go now?” 
  “Bunter! Have you a clock in your pocket?” exclaimed Mr. Steele, realising that that must be the explanation, unlikely as it seemed. 
  “Oh. no, sir! I—I haven’t a clock, sir’ P-p-perhaps it’s my watch you can hear, sir.” said Bunter, in alarm. 
  “It is a clock,” said Mr. Steele. “I cannot imagine why you should be carrying a clock in your pocket, but——” 
  “N-n-nothing of the kind, sir! I—I—I shouldn’t dream of such a thing, sir !“ gasped Bunter. 
He shoved his fat hand into his pocket, in the hope of stilling the ticking of the clock. The next moment a loud, raucous, echoing whir filled the room with deafening noise. 
  Buzzzzzzzzzzzzzz! 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  It was a most unreliable clock. A mere touch was enough to stop it, sometimes. But on this occasion Bunter’s grab at it in his pocket, instead of stopping it, had started the alarm. 
  Buzzzzzzzz! Gorrrrrr! Whirrrrrr! Burzzzzzzzzz! 
  Mr. Steele jumped. 
  “Why—what—what—what——” He ejaculated. 
  Buzzzzzzzzzzz! 
  “Stop that noise!” roared Mr. Steele. “Do \ou hear me? Upon my word! Stop that at once!”
  “Oh crumbs!”
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  “You have a clock in your pocket!” exclaimed Mr. Steele. “You do not deny it now, I presume?” 
  “Oh lor’ !” groaned Bunter. 
  It was not much use denying it further, with the alarm cloak raging in his pocket, filling the study with din, and sending its’ raucous whirr far along Masters’ passage. 
  “Stop it at once!” 
  Billy Bunter jerked the clock out of his pocket. The raucous roar was stilled at last, and a blessed silence descended upon the Remove master’s study. 
  Richard Steele glared at Bunter. 
  Heo had been disposed to give the Owl of the Remove a heart-to-hearf talk, instead of the caning that was his due. Now, evidently, his thoughts were reverting to the caning. 
  “Bunter!  You had that clock in your pocket all the time!” he exclaimed. 
  “Oh! No, sir!” 
  “What?” 
  “I—I mean, yes, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I forgot it was there.” 
  “ You forgot it was there, when you heard it ticking! How dare you tell me such untruths?” 
  “I—I mean, I didn’t forget it was there, sir! That’s what I meant to say!” stuttered Bunter. 
  “Why did you not tell me you had the clock in your pocket, you absurd, stupid boy?” 
  “I—I—I—”
  “Well ?“ rapped out Steele. 
  “Oh dear! You see, sir, I—I—” Bunter floundered helplessly. “I was afraid you mightn’t believe I borrowed this alarm-clock to wake me up early in the morning before rising-bell.” 
  “Certainly, I should not believe that,” said Steele. 
  “I—I assure you, sir, that I’m not going to set it on for to-night,” said Bunter anxiously. “I— I wouldn’t—” 
  Steele stared at him. 
  “For to-night?” he ejaculated. 
  “Not at all, sir! Nothing of the kind.” 
  “You are a very extraordinary boy, Bunter,” said Mr. Steele, “and a very stupid one. Also a very untruthful one !” 
  “Oh, really, sir—” 
  “You cannot help being stupid, Bunter—” 
  “Oh, I say—” 
  “But you can help being untruthful. it is my duty to punish you for untruthfulness, Bunter.” 
  “Oh dear! I—I say, sir, I’ve told you the exact truth!” groaned Bunter. “I couldn’t do anything else if I tried. Quelchy would tell you how truthful I am, if you asked him. The Head knows! Any fellow in the Form, sir—” 
  “Bend over that chair, Bunter.” 
  “Oh lor’ !”
  Whack, whack, whack! 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow !” 
  “You may go now, Bunter! If your lines are not handed in to-morrow, I shall detain you for tie half-holiday to write them.” 
  “Ow! Wow! Wow !” 
  Billy Bunter left the study, and yow-wow-wowed his way back to the Rag. He groaned as he rolled into that apartment. 
  “Licked?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Ow! Wow! Wow!” 
  “Is the lickfulness terrific, my esteemed howling Bunter?” asked Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. 
  “Ow! Wow! That beast to always picking on me!” groaned Bunter. 
  “It’s ill his fault that I don’t do my lines!” 
  “How do you make that out?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, the beast gives me the lines, doesn’t he?” said Bunter. “I don’t want him to. I wish the bobbies would cone and nab him! I say, you follows, it’s pretty sickening having a burglar for a Form master—” 
  “You fat duffer!”
  “It’s time he was run in.” said Bunter. “That man’s no gentleman, you fellows! He doubts a fellow’s word !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at. Practically called me a liar!” said Bunter indignantly. “I told him he was a cad!” 
  “You told Steele?” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “Yes—and so he is! Doubting a fellow’s word—making a fellow out to be a liar!” said Bunter warmly. “Caddish, if you like! I said ‘ You beastly cad!’ Just like that!” 
  “To Steele?” yelled Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes” 
  “And what did he do? 
  “Nothing. I—I didn’t say it till I was outside the study.” explained Bunter. “I thought I’d better not let him hear.” 
  “You fat idiot!” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry! He thinks he’s jolly sharp, too!” added Bunter derisively. “But he never guessed what I’ve got this alarm-clock for.” 
  “What have you got it for, fathead ? ”
   “That’s telling. Steele doesn’t know. I’ve pulled the wool over his eyes a treat!” said Bunter complacently. “He’s quite in the dark.”  
  Bunter had no doubt that he had pulled the wool over Mr. Steele’s keen, grey eyes. He was to learn later that Mr. Steele was not quite so much in the dark as he supposed. 

                                           THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                                 Breakers of Bounds! 

WINGATE of the Sixth saw lights out for the Remove that night. 
  It seemed to Tom Redwing that the prefect’s eyes dwelt, once or twice, sharply on the Bounder, though he made no remark to him. 
  Owing to the length and activity of  Billy Bunter’s tongue, most of the Remove knew of the Bounder’s intentions that night. But Smithy’s look told of nothing unusual. 
  Lights were turned out, and the Greyfriarr captain shut the door and left the Remove to slumber, 
  “Smithy !” 
  “It was Harry Wharton who spoke. 
  “Hallo!” yawned the Bounder. 
  “I hear that you’re thinking of  playing the giddy ox to-night, and breaking bounds.” 
  “What’s put that into your head?” 
  “Well, isn’t it so?” 
  “You never can tell,” answered Smithy. “No need for you to butt in, anyhow.” 
  “I don’t want to butt in.” answered Wharton quietly. “But it seemed to me that Wingate had his eye on you.” 
  “What rot!” 
  “If you’re caught out, you know what it means.” said the captain of the Remove. “If you can’t be decent for decency’s sake, you ought to have sense enough not to run risks.” 
 The Bounder laughed. 
  “Wingate’s all right. He won’t come rooting into this dormitory, once he gets back to his study. Besides, he goes to bed early.” 
  “He might mention it to Steele, if he thinks there’s something up.” 
  “Well, Steele will most likely be out himself. You know he goes on the prowl.” 
  “Well, I thought I’d give you the tip.” said Harry. “You’re a fool to run such risks.” 
  “Thank you for nothing.” 
  “Oh, go and eat coke said Wharton; and he laid his head on the pillow, and dismissed Smithy and his affairs from his mind. 
  “I thought the same, Smithy.” said Tom Redwing, in a low voice. “I wish you’d chuck it, old man.” 
   “Rats!” 
  “Give us a rest, Eric!” yawned Skinner. “Steele won’t be bothering about the dormitory. Two nights out of three he clears out of the school himself; and we jolly well know what for. Some day the police will catch him at it, and we shall lose our dear Form master.” 
  “Smithy, old man—” urged Redwing. 
  “Oh, shut up, Reddy!” said the Bounder. 
  Redwing shut up, and there was silence in the Remove dormitory. The fellows settled down to sleep, with two exceptions. Skinner and the Bounder did not intend to sleep. 
  And if they had had any doubts about Billy Bunter, they would soon have been reassured. A sound like the rumbling of distant thunder whirred in the dormitory. It was the snore of the Owl of the Remove. 
  Bunter was fast asleep. 
  But the Owl of the Remove had settled down to slumber with an easy mind. Under his bed was Nugent’s alarm-clock. When the voices died away, the ticking of that alarm-clock might have been noticed, but for the Gargantuan snoring that was going on in the bed above. Billy Bunter’s snore was calculated to drown all lesser sounds, 
  Bunter had set the alarm; and he was satisfied. Had he had a closer acquaintance with the manners and customs of some American alarm-clocks, he might not have felt so satisfied. There was no doubt that the alarm, being wound up, would go off. But there was some doubt when it would go off, if Bunter had only known it. Still, as he did not know it, he settled down happily to slumber, assured that he would be awakened at half-past ten, the time fixed for Smithy and Skinner to start. And when that time 
came Bunter was going to join in the excursion, or know the reason why. 
  Half-past ten was announced, at last, by a chime from the clock tower. As the chime died away, Vernon-Smith slpped out of bed. 
  “You awake, Skinner?” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Buck up, then!”
  “You bet!”
  Skinner chuckled softly as he groped tor his clothes in the dark. 
  “Listen to the band,” he murmured. 
  He was referring to Bunter’s snore. It was still going strong. Under Bunter’s bed the alarm-clock was still ticking away cheerily, though its tick was drowned by Bunter’s nasal efforts. But the alarm had not gone off. No doubt it would go off some time. But that time was not yet. That alarm-clock had a will of its own, and was not to be hurried. 
  “The fat idiot!” muttered the Bounder. “Thank goodness he’s asleep! The potty porpoise would have kicked up a row—” 
  “That was his jolly old game!” agreed Skinner. “But he’s safe till rising-bell, 1 fancy.” 
  The two young rascals dressed quickly, and crept towards the door of the dormitory. 
  Not a fellow in the Remove awakened. 
  Smithy opened the door softly, and they crept out, and the door was noiselessy closed. The deep snore of William George Bunter died away behind them as they stole down the dark passage. 
  A few minutes more and they dropped from the box-room window to the leads underneath, and scrambled to the ground. 
  “Hook it!” whispered Smithy. 
  They cut off in the direction of the Cloisters. There was a certain spot in the old wall there, well known to most of the fellows, where it was easy to negotiate. 
  The two black sheep lost no time. 
  Smithy clambered over the wall and dropped into the road, and Skinner followed him. 
  They stood back in the deep shadow of the wall to watch the road and listen for passers-by before going further. 
  “All serene!” whispered Smithy, Nobody about.” 
  “Hold on a minute !” 
  “Oh, come on !” 
  “HoId on, I tell you!” said Skinner, in a fierce whisper. “I can hear somebody.” 
  “Nerves !“ grunted the Bounder. The Bounder had a nerve of iron; but Skinner was not nearly so easy in his mind. The consequences of being discovered out of bounds at that hour of the night were rather painfully present in Skinner’s thoughts. 
  He grasped Vernon-Smith’s arm, and dragged him back into the deep shadow of the wall. 
  “Quiet !“ he breathed. “It may be that old fool Tozer coming by! Precious asses we should look if the village bobby marched us in, and rang up Gosling.” 
  “Oh, rot!” 
  “Quiet!” hissed Skinner. 
  The Bounder yielded impatiently. But he was glad the next moment that he had given in. Through the silence of the night came the sound of a soft footfall on the road. 
  The Bounder listened quietly; Skinner with his heart throbbing. The footfalls were coming along the road, from the direction of the Greyfriars garage. A dark figure, wrapped in coat and muffler, with a cap pulled low down over the forehead, came quietly, but swiftly by, passing within a few feet of the two Juniors without observing them. 
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  The figure passed on, and disappeared in the night. 
  Skinner’s heart thumped. 
  “That was a narrow shave.” he muttered. “It was somebody belonging to the school, I feel certain he came out of—” 
  “I know he did.” the Bounder grinned. “I know who it was, too.” 
  “Not Steele, Not tall enough—” 
  “It was Barnes.” 
  “Barnes!” repeated Skinner. 
  “The Head s chauffeur.” said Smithy. “Just as well he didn’t see us; he might have given us away, though it’s no bizney of his. Can’t be too careful.” 
  “Barnes! Where the thump is he going at this time of night?” 
  “Well, he can go where he hikes when he’s off duty.  No business, of ours.” said Vernon-Smith. “Come on.” 
  “Give him time to get clear.” 
  “Oh, rot! Come on—he’s gone now.”
   Vernon-Smith left the shadow of the wall, and Skinner, still uneasy, followed him. They hurried away in the direction of Courtfield Common. 
  In a narrow, shadowy lane, on the edge of the common, a car was waiting. A man in a peaked cap touched the cap to Vernon-Smith as he came up. 
  “Ready, Sir?” 
  “Right-ho!” said the Bounder cheerily. “Get in, Skinner! Let her out, Powser, when you get going,” 
  “I’ll let her out all right, sir,” said Powser. 
  The two juniors sat in the car, and Powser started the engine. They rolled away up the dark lane for the Lantham road. 
  The Bounder produced a packet of cigarettes and lighted one. Skinner lighted one also. 
  “This is somethin’ like.” remarked Skinner, as he leaned back in his corner and smoked, 
  “What-ho!” said the Bounder, blowing out a cloud of smoke. “1 wonder what the Head would say if he could see us now.” 
  Skinner shuddered. 
 “For goodness’ sake chuck that, Smithy.” he grunted. “It would be the sack for both of us What’s the good of thnkin’ of it you ass? ” 
  The Bounder laughed. He had the courage of his blackguardism, and the sense of danger only exhilarated him. It was far from having that effect on Skinner. 
  “I wonder if’ Wingate suspected anythin’.” he drawled. 
  “Why should he?  ” snarled Skinner.
  “Well, he heard what Bunter was cackling in the study—” 
  “Nothin’ in that—we stuffed him all right.” 
  “I wonder!” yawned the Bounder. 
  Skinner gave him a very unpleasant look, 
  “Look here, Smithy, if there’s risk—” 
  “Of course there’s risk, old bean.” It seemed to afford the Bounder a sort of gnomish amusement to play on the fears of his companion. “You can’t break bounds after lights out without risk. That’s where the fun comes in mostly.” 
  “Well, I don’t see it.” growled Skinner, “That isn’t the sort of fun I’m after, anyhow. If you think there’s risk—” 
  “Bags of it!” said the Bounder cheerily. 
  “Then we’d jolly well better go back.” 
  “Think so?” grinned the Bounder. 
  “Yes, I do,” growled Skinner. 
  “Shall I speak to the chauffeur?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Right!” 
  Vernon-Smith spoke through the tube. 
  “Let her out, Powser!  You’re crawling, old bean.” 
  The car leaped into dizzy speed. The Bounder sat back again and laughed. Skinner scowled, and threw away his cigarette, which seemed to have lost it’s savour, 
  Through the dark winter night the car rushed on, eating up the miles to Lantham. The Bounder’s eyes were shining with excitement and enjoyment. Skinner’s enjoyment was more doubtful. But he was “ for it” now, and there was no help for it. 

                                        THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                               Alarming ! 

BUZZZZZZZI 
  In the Remove dormitory, for a long time, there had been no sound but the quiet breathing of sleepers and the snore of Billy Bunter. 
  Now there was a sudden sound—a raucous, rumbling, grinding, grating, buzzing sound—the sound of a cheap American alarm-clock doing its worst! 
  Bunter’s snore had drowned the ticking of the clock. But the roar of the raucous alarm drowned Bunter’s snore. 
  Even Bunter awakened at that sudden burst of revelry by night. 
  Every fellow in the dormitory awakened; the furthest sleeper started out of slumber with a jump. 
  Five or six voices ejaculated at once. Fellows sat up, rubbed their eyes, stared, and exclaimed: 
  “What’s that row?” 
  “What’s up!” 
  “Stop it!” 
  “Turn it off !” 
  “Whkt the thunder—” 
  Buzzzzzzz! 
  Under Bunter’s bed the alarm-clock rang on merrily. There are alarm-clocks and alarm-clocks! This one, produced at a low price by mass-production in the great United States, did not keep time—that was not to be expected—but its volume of sound left nothing to be desired. It was crammed with energy when the alarm did start, and if it started at unexpected and unlooked-for times it made up for that drawback by the terrific noise it made when it was on the go. It fairly roared, 
  Bunter sat up in bed. 
  He yawned, grunted, and rubbed his eyes. He had been sleeping soundly— and Bunter was a hefty sleeper—but that alarm-clock would have awakened Rip Van Winkle and the Seven Sleepers of Ephesus, 
  I say, you fellows, it’s all right.” said Bunter. “It’s only my alarm- clock—” 
  “Shut it off !” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “Stop it, you fat idiot! You’ll have the Beaks up here with that frightful row!” shouted Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter. 
  He rolled out of bed. 
  The deafening noise of the alarm-clock not only rang through the dormitory, but far beyond. Bunter had not calculated on that, and on the distance to which sound would travel in the silence of the night. For the first time it occurred to his powerful intellect that the alarm might awaken others—outside the Remove dormitory. 
  Masters sometimes walked through the dormitory passages at night—in fact, some master was supposed to make the round at least once. Any master within range of the Remove dormitory could hardly have failed to heed that terrific uproar. 
  Buzzzzzzz!
  Bunter groped wildly under the bed for the clock. 
  “Will you stop it, you fat freak?  ” yelled Peter Todd. 
  “Oh, really, Toddy—” 
  “Stop it, you villain!” shouted Wharton. 
  “I’m just going to—” 
  “Buck up, you fat ass!” We shall have the masters or the prefects up here!” exclaimed the captain of the Remove. 
  “Chuck something at it!”bawled Bob Cherry, and, suiting the action to his words, he let fly with a boot! 
  Other fellows followed Bob’s lead and soon the air was thick with flying missiles—boots, pillows, bolsters—anything and everything which was near at hand. 
  “Oh! Yowl!” wailed Bunter, as a bolster caught him a hefty swipe on his fat nose!
 “Stop it, you beasts !“ 
  Tom Redwing jumped out of bad and lighted a candle-end. He did not need telling why Bunter had set his alarm-clock that night. Bunter had set it— or intended to set it—for half-past ten, as Redwing guessed at once. But, without looking at his watch, he knew that it was much later than that now. Holding up the candle, Tom glanced at the Bounder’s bed. It was empty; and another glance showed that Skinner’s bed was also empty. The two black sheep were gone, and had long been gone. 
  Buzzzzzzzzl 
  “Bunter! Stop that!” exclaimed Redwing anxiously. “You fat idiot! If anybody conies here, it’s all up with Smithy.” 
  “Is he gone?” asked Frank Nugent. 
  “Yes—and Skinner.” 
  Bunter had grabbed the alarm-clock how. But as he heard Tom’s words he ceased to grope for the catch to shut off the alarm and blinked at the sailor-man’s son. 
 “Gone !” he ejaculated. 
  “ Yes; shut that off—” 
  “The beasts !” 
  “You fat dummy, stop that row—” 
  “The rollers!  They’ve got off early t leave me out!” howled Bunter indignantly. “The sneaks!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You fat ass, it’s a quarter to twelve!” said Redwing, looking at his watch in the candle-light 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. “You set the alarm wrong, Bunter.” 
  “I didn’t!” howled Bunter. “The beastly thing don’t keep time! You were swindled over this clock, Nugent.” 
  “I know that!”chuckled Nugent. “I bought it from Fishy.” 
  “I guess that’s a good clock.” said Fisher T. Fish warmly. “You can’t say it wouldn’t wake a galoot right up.” 
  “It will wake the whole House if that fat chump doesn’t stop it,” said Hazeldene. “If anybody comes here and—” 
  “Oh, that’s all right.” said Bunter, “I’m trying to stop it, but the beastly thing won’t stop! They won’t take any notice of an alarm-clock going off—” 
  Buzzzzzzz! 
  “Stop It, you chump!” !”  
  “I’m trying to.” gasped Bunter. “But the brute won’t stop! I keep on turning the thing every way, but it makes no difference! It will have to run down!”
  Buzzzzz! Whirrrrrrrrr! 
  “It will wake all Greyfriars, if it doesn’t wake Courtfield and Friardahe, too?” said Squiff. 
  “My hat! If anybody comes—” said Wharton. 
  “After all, if anybody hears it, it’s only an alarm-clock.” said Bob Cherry. “They’ll guess it’s gone off at the wrong time, you know. No reason for the beaks to take any notice.” 
  Buzzzzz! 
  Redwing’s face was tense with anxiety. He had opposed the Bounder’s reckless outbreak; he had almost quarrelled with him on the subject. But now that his chum was in danger of discovery, he forgot all that, and thought only of helping him. 
  While the other fellows were talking, Tom Redwing was busy. He gathered coats, bolsters, rugs—anything that came to hand, and stuffed them into the Bounder’s bed, arranging the bedclothes over them in the form of a sleeper. 
  “Good wheeze !” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he noted what Redwing was doing. in the glimmer of the candlelight. And Bob jumped out a.nd proceeded to follow Redwing’s example, takinj Skinner’s bed. 
  For Skinner himself Bob did not care two straws; but the fellow was in danger of the “sack,” or at least a flogging, if anyone came to the dormitory, and that was enough for Bob. 
  “Grrrrrrrrr !” Came in a last groaning whir from that terrible American clock. It had run down at last; and there was blessed silence. 
  Through the silenco came the sound of a footstep. 
  “Ware beaks!” gasped Hazeldenc. 
 “Look out, Reddy !” 
  Redwing gave a last touch to the Bounder’s bed, and bolted back into his own. 
  Footsteps approached the door of the dormitory. It was a well-known tread— the tread of Richard Steele, the master of the Remove. Redwing blew out the candle 
  “Beast!” gasped Bunter. “Give a fellow light to get back to bed!” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “Look here, you beast—” 
  Bunter groped back to bed in a hurry. The door was opened, and the light switched on. Mr. Richard Steele, standing in the doorway, looked into the dormitory at faces staring in the sudden light and at a suit of striped, well-filled pyjamas just vanishing into Bunter’s bed. 

                                          THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                                 Only Bunter! 

MR. STEELE stood silent, looking in. 
  Redwing hardly breathed. 
  He knew that the Remove master, for some reason, had his suspicions aroused. 
 The din of the alarm-clock, hefty as it was, could scarcely have reached his study. Apparently he had been within hearing of it. The sound of an alarm-clock going off at the wrong hour was not in itself a suspicious matter. But it was obvious that the Form master was suspicious now. 
Had the beds of Smithy and Skinner remained as they had been left, the fact that they were unoccupied would have caught the master’s eye immediately. 
  Now they looked as if they contained sleepers. Only a close investigation would have revealed the dummies. Redwing wondered, with beating heart, whether that investigation would be made. He had done his best to save Smithy from the result of his recklessness, and he could do no more. 
  It was with deep relief that he found that Mr. Steele fixed his attention upon William George Bunter. 
  Apparently it was Bunter of whom the Form master was supcious. Why, Redwing could not guess; but the fact, fortunately, was clear. 
  “Bunter!” said Steele. 
  Bunter plunged into bed and dragged the blankets over him. 
  “Bunter!”
  “Oh dear! Yes. sir ?“ gaped Bunter. 
  “You were out of bed, Bunter.” 
  “Oh! No sir!” 
  “What! I saw you getting inlto bed, Bunter!”
  “Did—did you, sir? It was Redwing’s fault! It he hadn’t blown out the candle—” 
  “You were out of bed.” 
  “Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I got up to stop the alarm-clock, sir. It —it went off at the wrong time.” 
  “You did not intend to leave the dormitory?” 
  “Oh! No, sir.” 
  “You had better tell me the truth, Bunter.” said Mr. Steele quietly. “This matter is serious. A prefect reported to me that he had heard you use words which gave him the impression that you intended to break bounds to-night.” 
  “That beast Wingate—” 
  “Wingate very properly reported the matter to me, Bunter. Had you arranged to leave this dormitory in company with other boys?” 
  Steele’s eyes turned to the Bounder’s bed as he spoke. 
  From that bed came no sign. 
  The form of a sleeper—apparently, at least—could be seen and there was nothing to indicate that Vernon-Smith was not there. 
  “Oh! No, sir!” gasped Bunter. “Nothing of the kind I” 
  “Then why did you set the alarm-clock for this hour, Bunter?” ———
  “I—I didn’t, sir.” 
  “When I saw the alarm-clock in your possession in my study. Bunter, I had no doubt what you intended it for, taken in conjunction with what Wingate had reported to me.” said Mr. Steele, 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  It dawned on Bunter’s fat brain that the wool had not, after all, been pulled over Richard Steele’s eyes. 
  “I fully expected.” continued Mr. Steele, “That the slarm-clock would be heard in this dormitory to-night, and I intended to remain up in case it should be heard.” 
  “D-d-did you, sir?” 
  “What I expected has now occurred,” said Steele, “and I require to know what it means, Bunter.” 
  “N-n-nothing, sir.” 
  “You have spoken of a candle lighted by Redwing.” Nr. Steele turned to the sailorman’s son.   
  “Redwing, you have been out of bed?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “You lighted a candle?” 
  “We were all woke up by the alarm-clock, sir.” said Harry Wharton before Redwing could speak. “That ass Bunter—I mean, Bunter had it under his bed sir, and couldn’t get hold of it in the dark.” 
  “I do not suspect you of intending to break bounds, Redwing—I know your character too well,” said Mr. Steele kindly. 
  “Thank you, sir.” said Tom. “I certainly never intended anything of the kind.” 
  “I am sure of that. I wish I were as sure of other boys—who do not add to my trust in them by affecting to be asleep at the present moment.” said Mr. Steele, with another glance towards the Bounder’s bed. 
  Redwing caught his breath. 
  But the master’s glance returned to Bunter. Evidently he had no suspicion that the Bounder was not present. 
  “Bunter!” 
  Snore !”
  “Bunter!” 
  “I—I’m asleep, sir.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You absurd boy!” exclaimed Mr. Steele. “Bunter, tell me at once why you set that alarm-clock on to-night.” 
  “I—I—I—” stuttered Bunter. 
  “It is nearly twelve o’clock.” Said Mr. Steele. “For what reason, Bunter, did you set the alarm at such an hour?” 
  “I—I didn’t sir! The beastly clock went off at the wrong time, sir!”  groaned Bunter. “I—I set it for the morning, sir “ 
  “It’s a rotten clock, sir.” said Nugent. “It goes off at all sorts of times- it’s an American clock, sir.” 
  Mr Steele came towards Bunter’s bed. The Owl of the Remove had left the clock on a chair by his bedside. He watched the Form master uneasily as Steele picked up the clock and looked at it. 
  “The alarm is set for half-past ten!” said Mr. Steele. “Apparently it sounded at the wrong hour. Do you mean to tell me, Bunter, that you set this alarm for half-past ten in the morning?  ” 
  “Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I mean, no, sir! Of—of course not, sir !“ 
  “You set it for half-past ten this night.” said Mr. Steele. “It was obviously your intention to get up at half-past ten. For what reason, Bunter, did you intend to get up at half-past ten?” 
  “The—the fact is, sir—” 
  “I am waiting, Bunter.” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at him hopelessly. Even his wonderful powers of prevarication seemed to fail him now. 
  “Have you nothing to say, Bunter?”
  “Oh, yes, sir !” gasped Bunter.  “Lots!”
  “I am waiting to hear it.” 
  “The—the fact is—” 
  “Are you trying to think of some prevarication, Bunter?” asked the Remove master, sternly. 
  “Yes—I mean, no. sir! The fact is— is” 
  “Well ?” 
  “N-n-nothing, sir!” groaned Bunter. 
  “Very well, Bunter.” said Mr. Steele. “I take it for granted that it was your intention to break dormitory bounds, as you have no explanation to offer me. I shall deal with you in the morning.” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “Good-night, my boys!” said Mr. Steele, and ho went to the door. 
  “Good-night, sir !” 
  The Remove master left the dormitory, and the light was turned off; the door closed. Mr. Steele’s footsteps died awaydown the passage. 
  “I say, you fellows—” groaned the Owl of the Remove. 
  “You fat idiot !” 
  “I—I say—” 
  “You burbling bandersnatch!”
  “And he never spotted Skinner or Smithy!” said Snoop. “My hat! If he’d spotted that they were out—” 
  “Serve them right if he had!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Jolly lucky for them he didn’t!” chuckled Snoop. “He’s only spotted Bunter. Ha, ha, ha! Bunter’s for it !” 
  “Six of the best in the morning!” grinned Peter Todd. “Serve the fat chump right for waking us all up with that putrid alarm-clock !” 
  “Oh, really, Toddy—” 
  “Go to sleep, you fat dummy, and dream of pending over in Steele’s study in the morning. 
  “Beast!” 
  The Remove settled down to sleep again, but William George Bunter, for once, found it difficult to compose himself to slumber. It was nearly a minute before his deep snore once more awoke the echoes of the Remove dormitory. 

                                            THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                        A Night Out ! 
CRASH! 
  It came suddenly. 
  At the very time when Mr. Steele was investigating in the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars, the Bounder’s car was whizzing along the dark road back from Lantham. 
  They sat in the car covering the ground at a great rate; little dreaming of what was happening in those very moments and of the narrow escape they had had of detection. Both of them were silent—Skinner tired and irritable, the Bounder morose. Both were feeling the effects of late hours, and perhaps realising that they would have acted nore wisely if they had stayed in. 
  “Nearly twelve I” said Skinner, breaking the silence with a grunt.. 
  “We shall be in soon after twelve.” said the Bounder. Powser’s putting it on,” 
  “I’m jolly sleepy!” 
  “You could have stayed in bed if you’d liked.” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  Skinner relapsed into sulky silence again. 
  Then the crash camel 
  There was snow on the road, frozen hard. Vernon-Smith had told Powser to put it on; and no doubt Powser was anxious to get to bed himself. Perhaps he put it on not wisely, but too well. 
Exactly what happened the two juniors hardly knew. One moment they were whizzing along the road at a speed that blurred the wayside trees into one another. The next, the car was hammering into a frosty hedge and Powser was frantically jamming on his brakes.
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Skinner let out a terrified yell. 
  The shock flung him into the bottom of the car, and the Bounder sprawled over him. 
  Vernon-Smith scrambled up. Skinner continued to yell: but the Bounder was not frightened, only enraged. 
  “The clumsy fool!” he panted. 
  The car came to a standstill in the hedge. Vernon-Smith tore open the door and scrambled out, leaving Skinner still yelling. 
  “What’s up? What—” 
  “Skid, sir!” gasped Powser. 
  “You silly dummy!”
  Powser made no reply to that. He was trying to back the car out of the hedge but it refused to move. He got out of the seat and proceeded to make an examination. 
  “Shut up that row, Skinner!” snapped the Bounder. “You’re not hurt, you fool! What are you caterwauling about?” 
  Skinner scrambled out. He was quite surprised to find that he was not hurt, only shaken and breathless. 
  “We were going too fast!” he snarled. 
  “Lot of good saying that now!” sneered the Bounder. “I dare say Powser will fix it all right. He’s a good mechanic.” 
  “My hat! What time are we going to get back?” groaned Skinner. 
  “Along with the milk in the morning, perhaps.” sneered the Bounder flippantly. 
  “I’m afraid it’s no go, sir.” said Powser. “Can’t be ‘elped, sir.  I shall have to leave the car here, and get a tow to the garage in the morning.” 
  “Oh crumbs!”  
  “This means walking to Courtfield!” said Powser dismally. 
  Apparently Powser was thinking chiefly about himself. 
  Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth. 
  “It means walking to Greyfriars for us!” he snapped. “My hat! What a rotten sell!” 
  Skinner contributed a groan. 
  “No good grousing, you fool!” growled Vernon-Smith. “ Accidents will happen! Lucky we’re only a few miles from the school.” 
  “Only a few miles!” groaned Skinner. 
  “Well, it might have happened miles back. Anyhow, grousing and groaning won’t mend matters!” said the Bounder savagely. “We’ve got to walk it !” 
  “You silly idiot, Smithy! This is what comes of your dashed joy-rides in the middle of the night!” said Skinner viciously. 
  “Oh, shut up!” 
  The Bounder was in a savage temper, and not disposed to be patient with a complaining companion. He turned his back on Skinner, and started to walk; Skinner followed him. 
  Powser was left with the car to his own devices. Neither of the juniors was worrying about Powser. They had worry enough on their own account. 
  “It’s about four miles by the road.” said Vernon-Smith, as Skinner hurried on and joined him; “but it’s less than three by the lanes. We can cut through the lanes and save time. Come on!” 
  “The lanes are beastly lonely at this time of night—” 
  “Are you afraid of tramps?” asked the Bounder mockingly. “If you are you can go by the road. I’m going by the lanes.” 
  And the Bounder turned off the high road and Skinner, after a moment or two of hesitation, followed him. 
  The country lanes were dark, misty, and ridged with snow. It was not a pleasant walk, even had the juniors not been tired, and the hour not so late, and their minds not so anxious. But the Bounder tramped on with dogged indifference.  If matters went wrong, Smithy found no comfort in complaint; and he had only savage derision for complaints from others. Skinner tramped a little behind him, hard put to it to keep up with the Bounder’s rapid pace, soon out of breath, and wishing from the bottom of his heart that he had consumed fewer cigarettes during that night out. Those cigarettes were taking their revenge now, end Skinner puffed and panted dismally as he trudged wearily on. 
  What breath he could spare he expended in grumblings and reproaches. The Bounder hardly troubled to answer him; only now and then snapping out some contemptuous gibe. 
  But they soon fell into complete silence, feeling that they needed all their breath for the weary tramp through the winter night. 
  The few scattered buildings they passed were dark and silent, and not a single wayfarer appeared in the lane. That was rather a relief than otherwise, though the silence and solitude had their effect on Skinner’s shaky nerves. 
  But about a mile from the Lantham road, in a broad lane lined by tall oak-trees, there was a sudden change. Through the leafless branches of the trees they caught a flashing of lights. They came from a mansion standing back from the lane, with big bronze gates on the roadside. 
  The Bounder paused a moment and looked in the direction of the lights. 
  “That’s Topham Croft.” he said 
  “I don’t care what it is!” mumbled Skinner wearily. “Let’s get on.” 
  “Something’s up there,” said the Bounder. “Look!  Every window is lighted—and it’s getting on for one o‘clock.” 
  “I don’t care.” 
  “My father knows old Topham.” said Vernon-Smith. “He’s on the Stock Exchange. No end of money. I wonder—” 
  “Oh, come on !” 
  The Bounder moved on, Skinner limping after him.  But he stopped again as they came to the big bronze gates that looked on the road. 
  The mansion lay a considerable distance back; but looking through the bars of the gates Smithy could see that the great door was open, and light blazing out into the night, and a distant confused sound of voices reached his ears. He was keenly interested, and heedless of Skinner’s impatience to get on. 
  “Somethin’s up!” he repeated. “My hat! 1 wonder if it’s the jolly old Courtfield cracksman been at work again?” 
  “Oh!” said Skinner. Tired and dismal as he was, he was faintly interested at that suggestion. It was obvious that something of a very exciting nature was going on in the mansion. “Steele, do you mean?” 
  “No, I don’t! Don’t be an ass!” 
  “Oh, I forgot I” sneered Skinner. “You make out now that you don’t believe that Steele is the Courtfleld cracksman.” 
  “I make out that he isn’t because I know he isn’t! Don’t be a fool, Skinner! But this looks to me as if there’s been burglars found in the house. Listen !” 
  There were footsteps on the gravel drive loading down to the bronze gate.. Shouting voices were heard, 
  “Oh, come on!” said Skinner, in alarm “We don’t want to be seen here.” 
  “My hat! No!” The Bounder laughed. “It would make a ripping item for the newspapers—two Greyfriars men spotted on the scene of a burglary in the middle of the night—” 
  “Is it a laughing matter?” hissed Skinner. “It’s the sack for both of us, and you know it! Will you come on, you fool?” 
  From the shadow of the wall near the gate a voice shouted. For the first time, the juniors realised that the alarm at Topham Croft—whatever was its cause— was not confined to the house. A man leaped out of the shadows and ran towards the juniors, shouting as he came. 
  “This way! This way!” Here’s two of them !” 
  Skinner burst into terrific flight. 
 “Oh gad!” gasped the Bounder. 
  The man who was running towards him looked like a footman—a big, fat, powerful looking man. 
  The Bounder darted after Skinner. 
  Shouting voices sounded in all directions. The footman pounded heavily after the two schoolboys, who ran as if for their lives. 
  “This way! I’ve got them!” he yelled. “This way! I’ve got the burglars—two of them!” 
  Skinner groaned in terror as he raced on. The Bounder grinned breathlessly. 
  Obviously there had been a burglary at Tophan Croft and an alarm, and the household had turned out and were searching for the thief in the night. 
  The footman’s mistake was a natural one, in the gloom of the winter’s night he saw only two dim forms hanging about the road, and they fled instantly as he siglited them and tried to run them down. 
  The man had no doubt that he was close behind thieves who had escaped from the mansion when the alarm was given.  He ran his hardest after the fleeing juniors, shouting as he ran; and other voices answered; other footsteps rang on the frosty road 
  Had the juniors been captured, they were, of course, in no danger of being accused of committing the burglary once they were recognised as schoolboys; but the fact that they were out of school bounds after midnight would inevitably have become known to their headmaster. That was what frightened Skinner almost out of his wits as he heard the footman’s heavy tread pounding behind him. 
  “All serene, old man!”the Bounder panted in his ear. “That fat ass will never run us down; too well fed !”
  Skinner did not speak; he tore on. but it was a case of more haste and less speed. His flying feet slipped on a sheet of frozen snow and he went over headlong. 
  The Bounder passed him running too hard to stop immediately. Skinner sprawled in the road—breathIess, spent, overcome with terror. The footman came racing up. 
Vernon-Smith spun round. 
  It did not even cross his mind to make good his escape and leave Skinner to his fate. The Bounder was not the man to desert a comrade in extremity. 
  He whirled round and came charging back. 
  The Topham Croft footman had reached Skinner, and was bending down to grasp him, when the Bounder rushed at him recklessly and crashed. 
  There was a breathless gasp from the fat man as he reeled under the charge and went spinning over. 
  Smithy grabbed Skinner by the arm. 
  “Quick!” he panted. 
  He fairly dragged the exhausted junior to his feet and dragged him on along the road. The footman sat up dazedly. Hc shouted and running footsteps rapidly approached the spot. 
Skinner ran on breathlessly, desperately, with tho Bounder’s grasp on his arm dragging him onward. A few minutes and the Bounder plunged into a gap between the trees by the roadside dragging Skinner after him, and stopped, crouching low in the darkness. 
  “Quiet !” he breathed. 
  Skinner, at the end of his strength, collapsed in the damp grass, gasping spasmodically. Running footsteps passed on along the road—past the spot where the schoolboys lay in darkness. 
                                               THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 


                                                         What a Night ! 


HERBERT VERNON SMITH laughed softly. 
  The pursuers had raced past, ignorant that the two fugitives had dodged off the road into the adjacent field. 
  The running footsteps died away along the road. 
  “We win!” murmured the Bounder, his eyes were shining with excitement. This unexpected adventure was a happening after the Bounder’s own heart. He was enjoying himself. 
  Skinner was far from enjoyment. He gasped feebly for breath, and quaked with terror. 
  “Oh, oh, oh! Oooh, oooh!” was all that Skinner could say. 
  “All serene!” said Smithy. “They’ve missed us! We’d better not get back on the road, though.  They’ll be rooting through Oak Lane from end to end, and I imagine that they’ve telephoned 
for the police before this! We don’t want to run into a bobby—what?”
  Skinner shuddered at the idea. 
  “What a lark!” chuckled the Bounder. 
  “A—a—a lark?” gurgled Skinner. “You call it a lark, you madman?” 
“What do you call it? That fat flunkey thought he had the burglar; it would have surprised him if he’d got us and marched us into the house and found out that we were Lower Fourth fellows of Greyfriars.” Smithy chuckled. “Old Tophan knows me; I’ve seen him lots of times at home at my pater’s. What a giddy surprise for him if his flunkey had walked us in !” !”     
  “Let’s get going” groaned Skinner.  “Oh crikey! If I ever break bounds again after lights out—oh dear !” 
  “Don’t you think this is a tremendous lark?” chuckled the Bounder. 
  “You blinking idiot!” 
  “Well, come on, if you’ve got wind enough to move, you seedy, weedy, waster.” said the Bounder contemptuously. “We’ve got to cut across the fields, and the sooner the better; they may search the fields——’” 
  “We shall lose our way in the dark.” groaned Skinner. 
  “If we do, we’ll find it again. We can get on to a footpath here, that leads to the Sark, then we can get over the bridge, come on! 
Skimmer staggered up dismally, and too exhausted to move; but he dared not remain by himself.  He tottered after the Bounder.
  “Not so fast!” he groaned 
  “ Oh, put it on 
  “You rotter! I can’t go so fast. ” 
  The Bounder laughed scornfully, and slackened his pace. He had run the risk of capture, to save Skinner, and he had no idea of deserting him, howsoever troublesome he was, but he could not be called an agreeable companion to a fellow who was unable to keep up to the mark. Skinner was a burden now, and he bore the burden uncomplainingly, but with a contemptuous derision that made Skinner feel that he hated Smithy more than anyone else in the wide world.  The Bounder, quite indifferent to his feelings, gibed him mercilessly. 
  “Get on! Do you want me to carry you? My hat! At this rate we shan’t be home before morning! Still, take it easy! Look here, what about going on all fours and crawling the rest?” 
  Skinner gritted his teeth. 
  “You rotter! I—I wish I could lick you!” he gasped. 
  “Well, you couldn’t lick half of me.” chuckled the Bounder. “Make the pace old bean!  If you’re out for a gentle stroll, I don’t mind.” 
  Skinner limped on drearily. 
  The lights and the uproar at Topham Croft died away in the night. 
  Smithy, who seemed to be able to see like a cat in the dark, struck a cart track that led them into a by.lane, which he announced would lead them to the tow-path on the Sark. That was good news, so far as it went, though Skinner groaned at the prospect of the distance that had to be covered. By leaving Oak Lane they were forced to take a roundabout course which added more than a mile to their way. 
  “Might as well have stuck to the main road, after all!” groaned Skinner. “But, of course, you knew best, you clever beast.” 
  “You silly owl, how was I to know a burglary was going on Topham Croft ?” said the Bounder. “Don’t be an idiot! And I wouldn’t have missed the fun for anything.” 
  “Oh, shut up about the fun!” groaned Skinner. 
  It was a relief, at least, to hear no sounds of pursuit. They came out on the tow-path at last, with the Sark glimmering in the pale gleam of the stars. Skinner sank down helplessly on a bank under the trees. The Bounder stared at him. 
 “Going to sleep there?” he inquired sarcastically. 
  “I can’t keep on.” 
  “Oh, pull yourself together.” The Bounder’s iron frame seemed impervious to fatigue, and he had no consideration for a weaker fellow. “You’ll catch cold there.” 
  “I don’t care.” 
  “Well, I’m not staying out all night, you weedy ass! I’m going on.” 
  “Go, and be hanged.” groaned Skinner. 
  “You’ll soon follow, I fancy,” chuckled Vernon-Smith, and he tramped on down the tow-path. 
But Skinner did not follow. He was exhausted, and could not. And the Bounder, finding that he did not stir, turned back and rejoined him. 
  “Precious sort of ass you are, to take for a night out!” he sneered, “My hat! Might as well have been Bunter! How long are you going to stick there?” 
  “Find out!  The 
   Bounder laughed scoffingly, and leaned on a tree to wait. Skinner, sprawling in the grass, gradually recovered his breath, and his gasping grew less spasmodic. 
  The spot was utterly solitary and silent. Only a faint murmur came from the Sark, rustling through the frozen rushes. 
  The Bounder waited with indifferent patience for Skinner to recover. There was no danger in halting. Topham Croft lay a mile behind them, and there had been no pursuit across the fields, And no wayfarer was likely to pass along the lonely tow-path at that hour of the winter’s night. Probably the Bounder himself was glad of a rest, though he would not have on his own account. From where he stood, hidden in the dark shadow of the tree against which he was leaning, Vernon-Smith could see across the starlit river, to the grassy bank and dim woodlands on the other side. And to his surprise, he became suddenly aware of a figure moving on the other side of the Sark. 
  He watched it curiously. 
  The river was wide at that point, and the starlight was dim. All the Bounder could see was a dark figure, but it was evidently the figure of a man, moving slowly along the bank. One of Sir Hilton Popper’s keepers looking for poachers, or perhaps a poacher, the Bounder considered.  Skinner stirred in the grass, and the Bounder whispered to him. 
  “Keep close! There’s somebody across the river, on the other bank!” 
Skinner aspcd. 
  “He can’t see—” 
  “Of course he can’t, idiot, under these trees. But he will see you if you move out on the tow’path.” 
  Skinner did not move. 
  “Who—who can it be?” he breathed. 
  “Blessed if I know!  A keeper or a poacher — but I don’t believe it’s either! Can’t make it out! Quiet.” 
  The Bounder watched. On the opposite bank, the woodland lay back from the water, and there was an open space of grass. The figure was moving along the very edge of the bank, peering down at the river, as if looking for something there. 
  The bank was high and steep, dropping four or five feet to the water. Suddenly the man slid over the bank, and the Bounder, in wonder, expected to hear him splash in the Sark. 
But there was no splash 
  “My hat!” murmured Vernon-Smith. In the dark bank above the level of the water, was a blacker patch, and the Bounder knew what it was, a small bricked arched opening of a drain. The Bounder had seen it often enough from a boat, in the summer. When the rains were heavy, the water came pouring out of the bricked opening into the Sark. In the present hard frost, it was dry enough. For some reason—mysterious enough to the Bounder—the man he was watching had swung himself down tho steep bank to the bricked opening. There he seemed to have vanished. 
  As the opening was only two feet high, or less, the man must have crawled into it. The Bounder almost doubted the evidence of his eyes. But there could be no doubt—the man had vanished, and could only have disappeared into the tunnel under the bank. 
  A poacher hiding his plunder, with the keepers looking for him? It was not that. But what it was— 
  The figure suddenly emerged into sight again. 
  It clambered actively up the bank, and hurried away, taking a path that led through the trees. 
  In a few moments it was gone. 
  “Well, ny only summer bonnet!” murmured the Bounder blankly. 
  “Is he gone?” whispered Skinner. 
  “Yes.” 
  “What was he up to?” 
  “Hiding something in that old drain under the bank—or else fetching away something he had hidden there. Goodness knows!” 
  “Can’t be a poacher now—” 
  “Hardly.” 
  “Well, whoever he was, thank goodness he never spotted us,” breathed Skinner. “What a night we’re having!”
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “I don’t suppose that chap would have talked much, if he’d spotted us. He was up to something. I wonder— Great Scott!” 
  Skinner looked up at him. 
  “What’s got you now?” he muttered sourly. 
  “That fellow was hiding something in that old woodland drain.” said the Bounder, his voice trembling with excitement.  He couldn’t have gone nosing into it for anythin’ else. And—there’s just been a burglary at Topham Croft, less than a mile away. 
  Skinner started. 
  “You don’t think—” 
  “I think it’s jolly likely —just the place where the giddy cracksman might stick the loot, till it was safe to come back for it.” 
  “Oh, rot!” muttered Skinner. “Look here, Smithy, it’s no bizney, of ours. We’re not giving it away that we were out at this time of night—” 
  “No fear!” grinned the Bounder. “All—” 
  “Oh, let it drop! Let’s get on now.” said Skinner. 
  “Sure you’re up to another crawl?  ” asked the Bounder sarcastically. 
  “Shut up, and let’s start!” 
  Skinner dragged himself wearily from the grass.  They started down the tow path again. 
  Skinner was thinking only of his weariness and his intense desire to find himself safe in bed. But the Bounder’s thoughts were running on what he had seen by the river. 
  They reached the bridge at last, and tramped across it, and took the footpath towards Friardale Lane. 
  In spite of his rest, Skinner was feeling as if his weary limbs would drop off by the time they reached the school.
  The Bounder had to drag him over the wall into the Cloisters.  He had to drag him up to the leads under the box- room window, and drag him again into the window. 
  “Now crawl the rest on your hands and knees.” he sneered. 
  “Hang you!”
  Softly the two truants crept back to the Remove dormitory. From the clock tower came two booming strokes. It was two o’clock in the morning! 
  The Remove dormitory was buried in slumber when the two juniors crept in. Steady breathing from many beds, and a deep snore from one bed, greeted them as they stole in, 
  “Is that you, Smithy?” 
  It was Redwing’s voice, in a low whisper, Skinner started with alarm at the sound. 
  “Yes.” answered the Bounder coolly. “You awake, Reddy?” 
  “There’s dummies in your beds.” whispered Redwing. “Steele’s been hero.” 
  “Steele ?“ 
  “Yes” 
  Skinner almost whimpered. 
  “Does he know—” 
  “No. We fixed up the dummies before he got here, and he never noticed.” 
  Skinner gasped with relief, 
  “You’re a good chap. Reddy!” said the Bounder gratefully. “We’ve not been spotted!”
  “No.” 
  “Good egg! And you stayed awake to tell us so?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Good man! You’ve saved our bacon!” said the Bounder. “My hat! I can do with a snooze! What about you, Skinner?” 
  Skinner did not answer. He draggcd the dummy from his bed, and plunged thankfully in. It was likely to be a long time before Harold Skinner joined the reckless Bounder again on a “night out.” 
  “Good.night, Reddy !“ said tho Bounder, as he turned in. “You’re a brick!” 
  “Good-night, Smithy—you’re an ass!” The Bounder chuckled sleepily and closed his eyes. No one else in the dormitory had awakened, and in a very few minutes all were sleeping. 

                                            THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                                    Danger Ahead ! 

“I SAY, you fellows! Whats going  to be done?” 
  “You are !” answered Peter Todd. 
  “Beast!” 
  Bunter seemed worried. 
  “Something’s got to be done.” he said, blinking round at the other fellows in the dormitory, in the grey light of the swinter morning. “Steele’s going to have me on the carpet! I say. Smithy.” 
  “Go and eat coke!” 
  “It was all your fault.” said Bunter. “You know that. If you hadn’t left me out, like a mean rotter, I shouldn’t have set the alarm-clock to wake me at half-past-ten, and it wouldn’t have gone off at a quarter to twelve—”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “And if the alarm-clock hadn’t gone off Steele wouldn’t have come here, and Steele hadn’t come here—” 
  “What a lot of ‘ ifs,’ “ said Bob Cherry. “if ‘ ifs’ and ‘ans’ were pots and pans, there’d be no work for tinkers.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “It’s all right, hiunter,’ said Squiff consolingly. ‘Steele won’t give you more than six.” 
  “Why, you beast, do you think I want six?” roared Bunter, “It’s all Smithy s fault, and I think he ought to own up. If he hadn’t gone out of bounds last night, and if—” 
  “My absurd Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “as the excellent Cherry remarked, if ‘ifs’ and ‘ans’ were worthy pots and esteemed ‘pans’, the ludicrous tinker would be genuinely seeking work, in vain, So give us a rest.” 
  “Yes; but if—” 
  “Oh cheese it, old fat man!” said Peter Todd. 
  “Something’s got to be done.” hooted Bunter. “I’m not going to be licked just because Smithy was blagging last night. If Steele knew that he had been out on the ran-dan all night he would let me alone and take it out of Smithy. Smithy ought to own up.” 
  “Own up to what?” asked Vernon-Smith. 
  “Breaking bounds last night—” 
  “Who broke bounds last night?” 
  “You did, you beast!”
  “What rot!” drawled the Bounder. “Steele came here last night, and he knows I never break bounds.” 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “That was because Redwing put a dummy in your bed. You were out of the dorm all the time.” 
  “What rot! Not much good telling Steele that, when he has the evidence ot his own eyes that I was in the dorm all the time.” said the Bounder coolly. 
  “I’m not going to tell him. But if you own up, he will let me off. A Form master only wants to lick somebody, and it stands to reason that he doesn’t mind who it is much.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Well, he’s not going to lick me.” chuckled the Bounder. “I can’t own up to breaking bounds, Bunter, because I cannot tell a lie.” 
  “What?” yelled Bunter. 
  “I was fast asleep all night.” drawled the Bounder. “Weren’t you, Skinner?” 
  “Never opened my eyes once.” said Skinner. 
  “But you were out when I woke up!” howled Bunter.  
  “You dreamed it, old fat man.” 
  “Well, you beast—” 
  The Bounder laughed, and left the dormitory. In spite of fatigue and loss of sleep Smithy had turned out in high spirits that morning. Skinner was looking rather pale and tired, and he was not feeling easy in his mind. He followed the Bounder down. 
  “That fat idiot may let something out when Steele jaws him, Smithy.” he said, on the stairs. 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
  We’re all right. Steele was there, and saw us in bed, or thinks he did. Redwing saved our bacon, bless his little heart. Bunter can say what he likes. We’ve only got to stick it out.” 
Steele isn’t a man you can tell lies to.” muttered Skinner. 
  “Isn’t he?” yawned the Bounder. “Well, if he asks me questions, I’ll do my little best!” 
  “I wish I had your nerve!” 
  “Oh, rot!” Stick it out!  It’s Steele’s game to catch us, and our game to stop him. All’s fair in love and war!” 
  But Skinner was still feeling uneasy when the Remove went to their Form-room that morning, He had very little conscientious scruple about lying, but he felt very uncertain of “ getting away!” with it. And his uneasiness increased when Steele called Bunter out. 
  “Now, Bunter.” said the Remove master not unkindly, “I desire to know the truth regarding the occurrence in your dormitory last night. It is not a matter I can pass over, as you very well know.” 
  “I wasn’t going to break bounds, sir.” groaned the hapless Owl of the Remove. 
“I—I wouldn’t have gone with them if they’d asked me.” 
  “With whom?” asked Mr. Steele, very quietly. 
  The Bounder’s face hardened, and Skinner shivered. The rest of the Remove listened with keen interest. “Sneaking” was severely barred in the Form, and Bunter certainly was no sneak; but there never was any telling what Bunter might say when his lengthy tongue once commenced operations. 
  “Oh, nobody, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “I think the matter is fairly clear,” said Mr. Steele. “Some boys in the Remove were planning to break bounds, and you intended to accompany them, Bunter. And you set tho alarm-clock for that purpose.” 
  “Oh crikey I How did you know, sir?  ” gasped Bunter, in dismay. This seemed something like magic to Bunter. 
  “It was not difficult to guess, Bunter. I will not ask you the names of the boysin question.” Mr. Steele’s glance travelled to the Bounder and Skinner. “As you did not carry out your purpose, Bunter, I shall not cane you—” 
  “Oh, good!” gasped Bunter. 
  “You will take a hundred lines for having made a disturbance in the dormitory. Go to your place.” 
  Bunter rolled back to his place in great relief. He had not expected to get off so cheaply as this. 
  “Vernon-Smith!” said the Remove master. 
  “Here, sir.” 
  “I have to ask you whether you left the precincts of the school last night.” 
  “I, sir !” exclaimed the Bounder, with a look of astonishment. 
  “You, Vernon-Smith!” 
  “But you know I didn’t, sir.” said the Bounder calmly. “You came to the dormitory when Bunter’s clock kicked up that row, sir, and you saw me in bed.” 
  “You did not leave the dormitory after that?” 
  “After that? Certainly not, sir.” 
  “Did you leave the dormitory after that Skinner?” 
  “I, sir? Oh,no,sir!” I was fast asleep all night; in fact, sir, I never woke when you came—I never heard about it till the fellows told me this morning.” 
“You do not look as it you had slept soundly all night, Skinner.” 
  “I—I’ve had a—a bit of a headache, sir,” stammered Skinner; the glass that. morning had told him how pale and pasty and seedy he looked. 
  Steele gave him a very penetrating glance. 
“This matter is serious,” he said. “I am here in the place of Mr. Quelch, who, when he returns, will not expect to find that his Form has been allowed to fall into lawless and disorderly habits. I have the strongest reason to believe that you two juniors had planned to break bounds at a late hour last night, though I cannot say at present whether you carried out your intention. I am bound to probe the matter—it cannot end here. If you have anything to confess I will hear you now, and in view of your confession will deal as leniently with the matter as possible.” 
  Mr. Steele paused for a reply. 
  There was no reply. 
  He set his lips, and his square jaw seemed to grow squarer. 
  “Very well.” he said. “If it should transpire that you were out of bounds last night the matter will go before the Head, and I can hold out no hope that you will escape expulsion from the school. That is all I have to say for the present.” 
  And with that the subject dropped and lessons began. 
  When the Remove were dismissed for break Skinner joined the Bounder in the quad. 
  “We’re for it if it cones out, Smithy.” he breathed. 
  “Us for the long jump!” agreed the Bounder, “Keep a stiff upper lip, you ass—it won’t come out.  We’ve been as near it before, and the chopper’s never come down.” 
  “Steele may nose something out—” 
  “ Rot !” 
  “I—I wish we hadn’t gone—” 
  “Fat lot of good wishing that now, isn’t it?” said the Bounder contemptuously. “I’m glad we went—I wouldn’t have missed it for anythin’. Keep your mouth shut and try to dig up a little pluck from somewhere, and you’re all right.” 
  “I don’t feel all right !“ grunted Skinner. 
  “You can’t expect to when you’re a rotten funk!”” sneered the Bounder. 
  “You rotter!” said Skinner. 
  “You worm!”retorted the Bounder. 
  And he walked away whistling, leaving Skinner scowling. 

                                        THE TENTH CHAPTER. 


                                                Up to Wharton!” 

BILLY BUNTER, for once missed the news. 
  That afternoon was a half-holiday, and a huge accumulation of lines kept Billy Bunter busy in the Form-room. 
  Bunter had left his lines again and again, and they had been doubled and added to until the fat Owl hardly knew how many were to his debit. 
  He was quite prepared to leave them again; in fact, he did not mind how often they were doubled and redoubled so long as he was not called on to produce them. 
  Now Mr. Steele had called a halt, as it were. After dinner he called on Bunter, led him to the Form-room, placed him at his desk, and ordered him not to move till his lines were written. 
  It was awful for Bunter. In those dreary hours, while he laboured dismally through long arrears of lines, Bunter felt that of all the beasts in a heartless world, that beast Steele was the beastliest. He felt it very hard that a man whom Bunter, at least, knew to be a cracksman, should be left at large when he had nothing better to do than to give a fellow lines, and make him write them. But there was no help for it; and the Owl of the Remove groaned and scribbled and scribbled and groaned, inky and desolate. 
  And so he missed the news 
  It spread all over the school early in the afternoon. Police-constable Tozer had dropped in to tell Gosling; a friend from Courtfield had told Mr. Prout; somebody else had told a Fourth Form man. Once more the Courtfield cracksman was the great topic. 
  That mysterious and unknown depredator had been at work again. 
  Topham Croft, the magnificent country residence of Mr. Jabez Topham, stockbroker, had been broken into night; but the cracksman had not carried through his ‘job,’ as usual, without giving the alarm, 
  The butler, it appeared, had awakened and gone down, and almost caught the man in the act. He described a man in dark clothes, with his face hidden by a muffler, who had knocked him down and escaped by a window—unfortunately taking with him a large bundle of bonds from Mr. Topham’s safe—bearer bonds of a face value of twelve thousand pounds. It was one of the biggest coups of the mysterious cracksman, 
  But that was not all. 
  The alarm having been given, the whole household had turned out to search for the burglar or burglars. Two persons had been seen in the lane outside the gates, chased by a footman, and almost captured. That they were concerned in the burglary scented to admit of no doubt, for they had fled instantly, and assaulted the footman who had chased them, afterwards making good their escape, 
  The Bounder chuckled over that part of the story. 
  Skinner did not chuckle; he was deeply scared. 
  “If it comes out that it was us!” he muttered to Smithy. 
  “How could it, you ass?” 
  “Well, I’m not saying anything about it—mind you don’t!” said Skinner. 
  “Let the silly idiots think it was a couple of burglars, if they like.” 
  “What-ho !” chuckled Smithy. “Let them rip.” 
  “They say there’s a Scotland Yard man on the job.” said Skinner. “He will want to know who those two persons were.” 
  “He will wait for a long time before he finds out,” said Vernon-Smith, laughing. 
  “Well, he’s very likely a good deal sharper than old Grimes at Courtfeld.” 
  “Much of a muchness, I dare say.  They’ve been talking about a Scotland Yard man on the job ever since the burglaries started—and that was last term. He hasn’t done anvthin’ so far. The cracksman’s rifled a dozen places within a few miles of here, and the Scotland Yard man hasn’t found a lot of clues, to judge by results.” 
  “Well. I hope he won’t find us—never mind the cracksman,” said Skinner. “So long as we ain’t found out—” 
  “Keep your pecker up, fathead. It’s all right.” 
  “There goes Steele!” muttered Skinner, as the master of the Remove came out of the House and walked away to the garage. “He’s got his eye on us.” 
  “Let him!” said the Bounder indifferently. 
  Skinner glanced uneasily, and at the same time curiously, after the new master of the Remove. 
  “I say, Smithy, it’s queer! If that thief last night at Topham Croft was the Courtfeld cracksman—and I suppose he was—” 
  “No doubt about that! There’s not two first-class johnnies in that line of business working this district, I imagine.” 
  “Well, from what the fellows told us, Steele came to the dorm here, at the time the burglary was taking place at Topham’s house.” 
  “What about it?” 
  “Well, he couldn’t be the man!” said Skinner. 
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “I told you long ago he wasn’t the man! I don’t know what his game is—he’s not an ordinary schoolmaster, and he’s up to somethin’; but he’s no more a cracksman than you are. I believed it at first; but there was nothin’ in it, though I can’t make him out. Not that I care what he’s up to —so long as he doesn’t find out what I’m up to.” added the Bounder, with a chuckle. 
  Harry Wharton came out into the quad, glancing round. He was apparently looking for Smithy, for he came over towards him at once; and Skinner lounged away. 
  “Lookin’ for me?” asked Vernon-Smith. 
  “Yes.” 
  “Coincidence—I was just goin’ to look for you.” 
  “Then we’ve found one another.” said the captain of the Remove, with a smile. “Have you forgotten the footer?” 
  “ No. But———” 
  “It’s all right if you want to stand out; it’s only a Form match with Temple’s lot.” said Harry. “But I want to know.” 
  “I was thinkin’ of askin’ you to stand out.” 
  The captain of the Remove stared at him. 
  “Is that a joke?” he asked. 
  “Sober earnest.” 
  “Well, I don’t sec what you mean.” said Wharton, “If you mean anything, you may as well explain. I’ve got to go to the changing-room.” 
  The Bounder gave a glance round, as if to ascertain that no one was in hearing. Wharton waited rather impatiently. He had no desire to hear secrets from the Bounder. The less he knew of Smithy’s personal affairs the better he liked it. 
“It’s rather a curious position,” said the Bounder. “You know how I stand about last night? I can’t let it come out now, at any price, that -I was out of bounds.” 
Wharton did not reply to that, 
  “I’ve got the sack ahead, if it comes out.” went on Smithy. “Steele gave me a last chance in the Form-room this mornin’—” 
  “You were a fool not to take it.” said Wharton bluntly, 
  Smithy shrugged his shoulders, 
  “I’m not keen on a fioggin’, thanks; I’d rather risk the sack. But the sack won’t be a risk—it will be a dead cert, if it comes out that I was out of bounds last night.” 
  “Well, what about it?” asked Harry restively. “The fact is, Smithy, I don’t want to hear about your blagging, if you don’t mind.” 
  “I’m not going to poison your young mind!” sneered the Bounder. “I’ve got something to tell you, if you care to hear it. I can’t tell the beaks without giving myself away—and I wouldn’t do that, to save all the mansions in Kent from the Courtfield cracksman. But my father knows old Topham, and I’d like to do him a good turn.” 
  Wharton looked at him blankly. 
  “What the merry dickens are you driving at, Smithy? You don’t know anything about the burglary at Topham Croft, I suppose?” 
  “Lots!” said the Bounder coolly. 
  “My hat! What—” 
  “Listen!” said Vernon Smith quietly; and in a few succinct words he told of what had happened during that “night out!” after the accident to Powser’s car on the road home from 
Lantham. 
  The captain of the Remove listened in amazed silence. He did not speak tilt the Bounder had finished. 
  “Great pip!” he said, with a deep breath at last. “Then you and Skinner were the two               “persons” that footman nearly collared?” 
  “Little us!” agreed the Bounder. 
  “You awful ass !“ said Harry. “If the man had bagged you—” 
  He nearly did bag Skinner; but I butted him over, and we got away.” 
  The Bounder chuckled. “Tremendous lark, wasn’t it?” 
  “It will be in the papers,” said Wharton, aghast. “The reporters will get that footman’s 
story—” 
  “Funny, ain’t it?” chuckled Smithy. 
  “Well, it may be funny, in a way; but—” 
  “I shall be quite keen to read the report. But that isn’t what I wanted to speak about. That man l’ve told you I saw by the river—” 
  “You think ho was the cracksman hiding his loot?” said Harry doubtfully. 
  “I think it’s only likely. What was he doing there at one in the morning, an hour after the burglary? It looks like it,” 
  “It’s possible, at least.” said Harry. “You certainly ought to give information of what you saw, so that it can be looked into. Or you could run across and look there yourself this afternoon.” 
  “Neither, thanks!” yawned the Bounder. “I’m not going to get mixed up in it. If I give information, or if I find something there that has to be taken to the police, it comes out at once 
that I saw the man hiding it—and the Beak would want to know how I saw him when I was fast asleep—or ought to have been—in the Remove dormitory at the time.” 
  “But, dash it all, Smithy, you can’t keep it dark, and let Mr. Topham lose a large sum of money, to save your own skin, if it’s really as you think !” exclaimed Wharton warmly. 
  “Can’t I?” smiled the Bounder. “I jolly well can, and shall. That’s what I’m comin’ to. There may be nothin’ in it, or there may be a lot.  I’m puttin’ it up to you.” 
  “To me?’ exclaimed Wharton, 
  “Yes You can buzz out on your bike, as well as I can; you can nose into the place and see if old Topham’s bonds are there—just as easily as I could.” 
  “But—” 
  “And you won’t be suspected of breaking bounds, and naughty things like that!” grinned the Bounder. “You’re well known to be a model youth and a shinin’ example, incapable of naughty actions—” 
  “Oh, cheese it !”
  “Though you did break out once, I remember!” added the Bounder mockingly. 
  Wharton coloured angrily. 
  “It’s queer the way you make fellows want to punch your nose, Smithy!” he said. “Look here, you know jolly well that you ought—” 
  “It I did all that I ought, old scout, I should never have time to do the things I want to!” drawled Smithy. “You can do as you jolly well like; I’ve put it up to you, and you can take it or leave it. You can handle the matter without danger—I can’t. I’d see old Topham’s bonds, and old Topham himself, at the bottom of the Sark before I’d risk getting bunked from Greyfriars on his account, I’m right out of it. What I’ve told you is in confidence, aud you’re not to mention my name.” 
  Wharton stood silent. 
  “If you like to look into it, I’ll captain the side, if you like, and knock the Fourth into a cocked hat while you’re gone.” said the Bounder. “You can leave Temple to me, and rely on seein’ him look like a deflated gasbag when you come back.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Somebody ought to look into it.” he said. “If you won’t—” 
  “I jolly well won’t!” said the Bounder emphatically. 
  “Then I must.” 
  “And the sooner the quicker.” said Vernon-Smith. “If it’s as I fancy, that thief hid the stuff there not to run the risk of bein’ found with the goods on him. But he won’t leave the loot long in a place like that. It may be removed after dark teday.” 
  “I’ll go,” said Harry. “There’s very likely nothing in it; but if there’s a chance in a hundred of recovering Mr. Topham’s property before the thief can get rid of it, it’s worth trying. You tell the fellows I’m standing out of the footer.” 
  “Right-ho!” 
  The Bounder went to the changing room, with a look of satisfaction on his face. 
  With all his assumed indifference to considerations of right and wrong, Smithy had been feeling far from easy in his mind on the matter. 
  His own fate depended on his keeping silent; and he was quite resolved not to utter a word that would betray himself. But it was a relief to hin that he could keep silent now with the knowledge that what he ought to have done immediately would be done by another before it was too late. 
  Redwing gave him a cheery smile as he came into the changing-room. He was glad to see the Bounder there. 
  “You’re playing, Smithy?” he asked. 
  “You bet, old bean.” said the Bunder. “In fact, Wharton’s left it to me to captain the side, bein’ otherwise engaged this afternoon.” 
  “Wharton’s cutting the match?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Yes, he thinks we can beat the Fourth without him. He’s got some pressin’ engagement or other.” said Smithy. “The matter is left in my u worthy hands.” 
  The Bounder led the Remove team into the field that afternoon. Some of the fellows wondered where Harry Wharton was, and what his press in engagement might be.  But no one—not even Smithy—was likely to guess what a strange discovery the captain of the Remove was destined to make while his friends were beating the Fourth at football. 

                                              THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                  The Surprise of His Life! 


HARRY WHARTON wheeled out his bicycle. From the garage gates, at a little distance, a small dark blue two-seater glided out into the road, with Mr. Steele driving. Harry Wharton glanced at the Remove master as he drove away, and he noticed that Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur, was standing in the gateway looking after Richard Steele. There was a singular expression on Barnes’ quiet, impassive face, which struck the junior. The next moment Barnes saw him, touched his cap in his respectful way, and went back into the garage yard. 
  Wharton wheeled his machine down to the bank of the Sark, and mounted there. Fellows were not supposed to cycle on the path by the river; but in the winter, when there were very few pedestrians there, a fellow could stretch a point. And it was more than a mile to the spot where the woodland drain opened under the bank, and Wharton was in a hurry to get his task done. 
If, as the Bounder surmised, it was the Courtfield cracksman he had seen the previous night, concealing his plunder. the sooner the spot was visited the better. Wharton had very strong doubts as to the correctness of the Bounder’s surmise: but it was obvious that an investigation ought to be made. 
  On the river-path he passed only a wood-cutter. and there was no one in sight when he reached the spot he was seeking.  He did not need to search for it, the place was well known to him. 
He halted, and jumped off his machine, leaning it against a tree a little back from the river. Then he approached the steep bank, and looked over it. 
  Below him was the little, briked archway, a black opening in the riverbank. The Sark had been recently frozen, and ice still clung to the bank and the frosty rushes. The tunnelled drain had been built to carry away the overflow from the lake in the Popper Court woods, which was fed by a spring. But that lake was frozen now, and the tunnel quite dry. 
  Wharton lowered himself down the steep bank cautiously, for below the bricked drain fowed the Sark. He got his feet into the opening, lowered himself further with great care to his knees, and got his head and shoulders into the brick tunnel. 
  Within all was blackness.  He crawled in a couple of feet, felt for his matchbox, and struck a match, 
  The flickering flame showed the dim tunnel disappearing into deep blackness farther on. 
  He struck another match, and another. 
  Nothing but muddy brickwork met his eyes, and he crawled, unwillingly enough, farther up the tunnel under the bank. 
  “My hat!” he ejaculated suddenly. 
  His groping hand came in contact with something that moved. He stopped, and struck another match. 
  “My hat!” he repeated 
  His eyes gleamed with excitement. On the floor of the tunnel, seven or eight feet from the opening, lay a leather wallet. 
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  It was a common article enough, with no mark on it to give a clue to the owner. But its presence there was enough to excite the junior. It was easy to see that it could not have been there long, and there could be no doubt that it had been placed there by the unknown man the Bounder had watched the previous night. 
  Wharton caught it up at once, and crawled back to the opening of the brick tunnel. 
  There in the light, he opened the wallet. It was fastened by a common catch, and there was no difficulty in opening it. 
  It was crammed with something that crackled and rustled as it was opened. 
  Wharton gasped. 
  The wallet was crammed almost to bursting, with thick folded papers, covered with small print with headings in larger letters, and figures—each paper bearing the figure “£1,00Q.” 
Wharton knew a bond when he saw one. There were twelve of them, each marked “£1,000.” The thick, crackling papers he held in his hand represented the sum of twelve thousand pounds. 
  “My only hat!” murmured the junior, 
  Twelve thousand pounds! He held in his hands the bonds that had been taken from Topham Croft the previous night. The Bounder had been right, after all. It was the cracksman whom he had seen concealing his loot in the woodland drain. There was no doubt on that point now—when Harry Wharton was holding the loot in his hands! 
  For many long minutes Wharton remained where he was, crouched in the confined space of the bricked tunnel, staring at the bonds that crackled in his fingers, 
  The discovery had almost taken his breaths away. There was something dazzling to the schoolboy’s mind in that enormous sum of money. 
  But he stirred at last. 
  He closed the wallet, put it under his jacket, buttoning the jacket over it, and clambered up the bank. 
  His heart was thumping with excitement. 
  The police were hunting for the Courtfield cracksman—a special detective from Scotland Yard. it was said, was somewhere on the scene, helping the local police. And the Bounder of Greyfriars had actually seen the man hiding his loot after the robbery, and Harry Wharton had the loot in his possession! It was an exciting thought —and it was rather a disturbing one. The sooner the schoolboy got that sum of money out of his hands, the better. 
  Wharton looked quickly round him as he stood on the bank again, in the wintry sunshine. 
It was most likely, as the Bounder had said, that the thief would come back for his plunder after dark, when the time came to remove it from its hiding-place. But it was not certain— and the bare possibility of a desperate man coming on the scene, made Wharton anxious to get clear without losing an instant, 
  He started, and caught his breath, at the sight of a man in the distance. But a second glance showed that it was a keeper, one of Sir Hilton Popper’s many keepers. There was no one else to be seen; but Wharton’s glance turned rather uneasily on the dark woods that lay at a little distance back from river. 
  He hurried to his bicycle, and wheeled it away, the wallet bulging under his jacket. He was undecided, for the moment, whether to head for Courtfield, and hand the wallet over to Inspector Grimes at the police station there, or to take it direct to Topham Croft. There was no doubt that Mr. Jabez Tophan would be glad to see his property again at the earliest possible moment, and the house was nearer than Courtfield, and it was certain, too, that a police-constable would be there— probably Inspector Grimes himself. He decided to head for Topham Croft, and mounted his bicycle, and rode away swiftly. 
  At a breathless speed he whizzed along the river path and reached the bridge over the Sark, crossed it, and turned into the lane that led to Topham Croft. 
  The wind whistled about his ears as be drove at the pedals. 
  The big bronze gatcs stood open when he reached Topham Croft. He left his machine in the gateway and walked up the drive. 
  A car was standing on the drive opposite the big doorway of the mansion—a small, dark blue two-seater. Wharton started as he saw it. He knew Mr. Steele’s car. 
   He rang the bell, and the door was opened by a tall, fat footman.  Wharton wondered for a moment whether it was the same footman that the Bounder had charged over the previous night. 
  A police-constable was visible in the hall as the footman opened the door. 
  “Is Mr. Topham at home?” asked harry. 
  “No, sir. He has gone up to the city.” 
  The footman eyed him curiously; probably wondering what a schoolboy wanted with Mr. Topham. 
  “Oh !” said Harry. “Is Inspector Grimes here?” 
  “He was here this morning, sir, but he has gone back to Courtfield.” 
  “I’ve got some information to give about the burglary last night.” said Harry. “About the things that were taken, I mean.” 
  The footman jumped. 
  “Then you’d better speak to InSpector Ironss” he said, “The officer from Scotland Yard is here.” 
  “Oh, good!” said Harry, feeling quite interested to see the officer from Scotland Yard. “That will be all right.” 
  “Please come in, sir.” 
  Wharton entered, and the footman closed the door. The police-constable came towards hint, with a very curious expression on his face. 
  “You’ve something to tell about what happened here last night, sir?” he asked. 
  “Yes. I’ve heard that bonds were taken—twelve thousand pounds in bonds.” said Harry. “That’s right, isn’t it?” 
  “That’s right.” assented the constable. “If you’ve any information to give, Mr. Irons will be glad to hear it, I’m sure.” 
  His tone seemed to imply a personal doubt of the value of the information, which was not lost on Wharton. 
  The junior smiled. 
  “I can tell the inspector where to find the bonds.” he said. 
  “Eh?” 
  “So the sooner I see him the better.” said Harry cheerfully. 
  The constable stared at him hard. 
  “Come this way, please!” he said. 
  Harry Wharton followed him, leaving the footman and several other servants who had come into the hall staring. 
  The constable opened a door, and Wharton had a glimpse of book-lined walls. Inspector Irons, of Scotland Yard, was in the library. 
  “What is it?” came a voice from someone whom Wharton could not yet see. 
  He knew the voice-— it was that of his Form master at Greyfriars. He concluded that Mr. Steele was there with the inspector from Scotland Yard, though he could not imagine why. 
  “Excuse me. Sir.” said the constable; “a lad has called to say that he has information to give about the bonds that were taken last night.” 
  “Send him in at once!” 
  “He is here sir 
  The constable made Wharton a sign to enter, and the junior passed him and went into the library, constable drawing the door shut behind him. 
  A man who was standing by an open safe in the opposite wall, had turned, and was looking towards the door, 
  “What is it?” h asked. “1 am Inspector Irons— What— Good gad!  Wharton! What are you doing here?” 
  Harry Wharton felt his head turning round. 
  There was only one man in the library at Topham Croft. And that man was Richard Steele, the master of the Remove at Greyfriars. 
  The junior gasped. 
  Mr. Steele— What—what—” 
  But he knew at once! In a flash the strange mystery that had surrounded Richard Steele, the Remove master at Greyfriars, but was cleared up. He knew! 
  Richard Steele, the mysterious master at Greyfriars, was Inspector Irons, of Scotland Yard! 

                                              THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Schoomaster and Detective! 

“MR. STEELE !” stammered  Wharton. 
  Steele came towards him, his face set, his eyes glinting under his knitted brows. Never had the captain of tIme Remove seen his Form master looking so angry. 
  “Wharton! How dare you?  “ 
  “I—I— ”
  “How dare you come here? What is your business here?” exclaimed Mr. Steele. “How did you know—” 
  “I—I didn’t know !“ gasped Wharton dazedly. “I—I can’t quite believe it now. ‘rho man said that Inspector Irons was here—” 
  Steele bit his lip. 
  “You know now that I am Inspector Irons.” he said curtly, “and unless you can explain your presence here—” 
  “I had no idea you were here, sir, till I saw your car on the drive outside. Then I never dreamed—” 
  “Why did you come?” 
  “I told the constable why I came. I expected to see Mr. Topham or Inspector Grimes—” 
  “Why? Why?” snapped Steele. 
  “The bonds—” 
  “Bonds? What do you know about the bonds?” 
  “More than anyone e1se, I think,” said Harry quietly. “If you are an inspector from Scotland Yard, sir, as I suppose now, you are the man I should see about them. But—but I’m sorry I’ve found this out, sir, if—if—if you can’t trust me not to talk about it.” 
Steele’s stern, angry face relaxed a little. 
  “I can trust you not to repeat what you have discovered here by accident? he asked. 
  Harry Wharton coloured. 
  “I am not a tattler, sir.” 
  “I know! But—but——” 
  “You can trust me, sir.” said Wharton steadily. “I know now why you came to Greyfriars in Mr. Quelch’s place, of course; I know what you have been doing. It is all explained now. And I know it would be awkward if it came out.  Why should you think that I would talk about it? It is no business of mine, and, unless you give me permission, I shall not mention it even to my friends.” 
  Steele compressed his lips. 
  He was obviously disconcerted— utterly disconcerted—by the Greyfriars junior’s discovery that his Form master was a Scotland Yard detective. 
  “That secret had been carefully kept; and Steele, cautious and wary as he was, had been quite unable to foresee the possibility of a Greyfriars junior finding hin at Topham Croft that afternoon, under his own name and in his own character. Wharton, he knew, was to be trusted ; but such a secret was one that he did not desire to trust to anyone outside the police force. 
  “You havc not yet explained why you are here.” he said. “I think I know you too well. Wharton, to suspect you of impertinent curiosity—of suspicious spying—” 
  “I hope so, sir.” said Harry quietly. 
  “But why are you here, and what do you, mean by speaking of the bonds? What can you possibly know about the bonds?” 
  For answer, Wharton drew the wallet front under his jacket, and handed it to the school master detective. 
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   Steele started, staring at the wallet, then at Wharton, then at the wallet again. 
  “What,—” he began. 
  “The bonds, I think, sir!” 
  “Impossible!” 
  “Look in the wallet, sir.”
  In utter amazement, Steele opened the wallet. Like a man in a dream he drew out the crackling bundle of bonds. 
  “What—how—” he ejaculated. 
  But, without waiting for Wharton to answer, the detective turned away, laid the bonds on a table, and drew a paper from his pocket containing a list of numbers. 
  These he compared with the numbers on the bonds. 
  Harry Wharton stood silent, watching him. 
  The junior was still feeling his brain a whirl from his startling discovery. 
  The man from Scotland Yard! Many times he had seen mention in the papers of a detective from Scotland Yard who was working with the local police in the hunt for the Courtfield cracksman. The name had never been given; neither, apparently, had anyone seen the man in the district. And this was the man! 
  The man who had been suspected, in the Remove, of being the cracksman himself, was the detective who was hunting the cracksman! 
  Many strange and mysterious things were explained now. 
 Wharton recalled that night last term, when he and Bunter had seen the man with the square jaw, climbing the park wall at Hogben Grange, on the night of the burglary there—the nan who had afterwards come to Greyfriars as a Form master. 
  He understood that episode now. 
  Obviously, Inspector Irons had been in the neighbourhood privately, his connection with the police a secret. 
  He had been watching Hogben Grange that night. Wharton knew now. 
  He recalled, too, how, during the holidays, his suspicions of the man with the square jaw had been strengthened by seeing him in Surrey, hanging about Sankey Hall, where a burglary had taken place. He smiled now as he thought of that.. Obviously, the Scotland Yard man had come down to Sankey Hall on account of the burglary there. 
  And those mysterious night prowlings, which had convinced the Remove fellows, or many of them, that Richard Steele was the cracksman? Wharton knew now why Steele left the school at nights. In the daytime he was a Form master, but in the night he was a detective hunting for the mysterious cracksman. 
  It was all clear now. And Wharton, remembering his own early suspicions of the Form master, smiled. He remembered that Inspector Grimes had told him that he knew Steele, and would answer for him; and he remembered the smile with which Mr. Grimes had given him that assurance. 
  Steele turned from the table. 
  His eyes fixed on Wharton with a very strange expression in them. 
  “These are the bonds that were taken from this safe last night.” he said. 
  “I thought so, sir.” 
  “How did you find them?” 
  Wharton paused. 
  To Inspector Irons, of Scotland Yard, he was prepared to give a full explanation. But to Mr. Steele, master of the Remove, he could say nothing that would endanger the Bounder. 
  “Come—come, speak!” said Steele impatiently. “You appear to have performed a most important service, Wharton. You have saved Mr. Topham from a heavy loss. These are bearer bonds, easily negotiable, and once they were taken out of the country, the thief could have turned them into money. You have saved Mr. Tophan from a loss of twelve thousand pounds. Do you realise that?” 
  “I’m very glad of that, sir, though the credit isn’t due to me.” said Harry. 
  “I was told where to find the bonds.” 
  “Where did you find them?” 
  “In the woodland drain on the Sark.” 
  Wharton described the place, which was unknown to Steele. 
  The astonishment in the Form master’s face was intense. 
  “This is utterly amazing, Wharton. No doubt the thief hid the bonds there, intending to remove them at a safe time later. But how could you possibly have known that they were there?” 
  “1 did not know; but I was told that somebody was seen to hide something there.” said Harry. “The—the fellow who told me—suspected that it might be the burglar, and I went to investigate. I did not really expect to find anything. But the bonds were there, and I brought them at once to this house.” 
  “It was obviously the cracksman who hid them there. It must have been done after the burglary last night. Who saw the man?” 
  Wharton did not answer. 
  “Who gave you this information, Wharton?’ 
  “I can’t tell you, sir.” 
  “You must tell me, boy!” 
  “I can’t, sir!”
  Steele gave him a penetrating look. “I gather, Wharton, that you must have been told this by a Greyfriars boy. You can scarcely have obtained information from any other source.  The
bonds must have been placed where you found them, at a late hour of the night. Some Greyfriars boy was out of bounds last night, and saw the occurrence; and he told you what he saw.” Wharton crimsoned. 
  “I can’t tell you, sir. 1 came to this room expecting to see a Police Inspector, not a Form master. This isn’t fair to me.” 
  “What?” 
  “It’s not fair piay, sir,” said Wharton stubbornly. “You’re bound to take what I’ve told you as inspector Irons, not as Mr. Steele.” 
  Steele’s brow knitted for a moment or two, and, then, to Wharton’s surprise and relief, he burst into a laugh. 
  “My double character has placed you in an awkward position, my boy.” he said, good humouredly. “But, you have, I think, found your Form master a man of honour. And at Scotland Yard, if you could ask them, they would tell you that Richard Irons is a sportsman as well as a detective. You may accept my assurance that anything you say to Inspector Irons will be totally forgotten by Mr. Steele.” 
  “Thank you, sir!” said Harry. 
  “You may speak freely. It was a Greyfriars boy who told you where he had seen a nan hide this wallet?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “I will not ask you his name—I know it already.” said Steele. “At all events, I have a fairly clear idea.” 
  He paused. 
  “I was surprised, Wharton—and, I admit it, very angry to see you here.” he went on. “You have discovered a matter that 1 desired to keep very secret. Now, my boy, I will speak frankly to you. It must have surprised you very much to find that your Form master is a Scotland Yard officer” 
  “Very much indeed, sir.” said Harry. “But the explanation is quite simple. For months past an unknown thief has been committing robberies in this neighbourhood—evidently a man living in the district, and covering up his tracks carefully and successfully. The local police were unable to deal with the matter; and it would have been futile for a London detective to come down here openly; he would have been known, while his adversary remained unknown. As it happened, the cracksman had attempted to rob the school, among other places he had victimised. Dr. Locke was glad to lend his assistance to the authorities in the matter.” 
  “I understand, sir” 
  “It was my object to take up my residence in this neighbourhood, under a name and character that the cracksman would never suspect, if he was on the watch, as assuredly he was. Nothing could have been more unsuspicious than the character of a Form master in a school.” added Steele, with a smile. “Mr. Quelch, who knows me, was very willing to prolong his holiday. The Head gave his permission, and at the beginning of the new term I came to Greyfriars as Form master of the Remove—much to your surprise.” 
  Wharton smiled. 
 “There have been many rumours about me in ny Form.” added Steele, with a glimmer of amusement in his grey eyes. “But the actual facts, I think, have never been suspected.” 
  “Never, sir,” said Harry. “But—” 
  “But what.?” 
  “You were able to act as a Form master,  ir. I shouldn’t have supposed that a detective—” 
  Steele laughed. 
  “I was not always a detective, Wharton. I began life as a Form master in a school.” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “I was a Form master for three years, before taste and opportunity turned me in another direction,” said Steele. “My old work came back very familiarly to me; and I think I have given satisfaction as Form master at Greyfriars. And though my primary object was to discover the Courtfield cracksman, I do not think that I have neglected any of my duties to the Remove.” 
  The schoolmaster detective paused. 
  “I have now explained the matter to you, Wharton. I think you are a boy to be trusted. You will see for yourself that although it matters little whether some foolish boys in my Form suspect me of being a cracksman, it would matter a  very great deal if anyone at all suspected mc of being a detective.” 
  “I see that, of course, sir.” 
  “I must rely on you to keep this secret, Wharton, until the time comes for me to leave Greyfriars. By a careless word, it is in your power to spoil everything.” 
  “I shall not say a word, sir” 
  “Not a word—not a syllable.” said Steele earnestly. “Probably it will not be for long now. It. happens curiously enough that Greyfriars was the very best spot I could have chosen for my purpose. Wharton, from the moment you leave this house, you must forget Inspector Irons, and remember only Richard Steele.” 
  “I will do so, sir.” 
  “I must trust you, and I think I can trust you with safety.” said Steele. 
  And, with that, he shook hands with Wharton, and dismissed him. 
  Harry Wharton left Topham Croft, and went back to his bicycle.  He was still feeling like a fellow in a dream as he rode back to Greyfriars. 

                                  THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                     Bunter Is Late with the News! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo!” 
  “We’ve beaten them, old bean!” 
  “The beatfulness was terrific and preposterous!” 
  The football match was over when Harry Wharton arrived at the school. His strange and startling experience that afternoon had quite driven it from his head, as a matter of fact. 
“Three goals to nil.” said Bob Cherry. “But where have you been, old scout? Smithy told us you’d gone out and left him to captain the side.” 
  “That’s so,” said Harry. “I’ve been out on my bike.” 
  He coloured rather uncomfortably. It was not agreeable to be keeping a secret from his chums, but there was no help for it. 
  “What about tea?” he added. “I’m hungry.” 
  “Same here,” said Bob. 
  And they went into the House. 
  Tea was going on in Study No. 1 when the Bounder looked in. He gave Wharton a rather curious glance. 
  “Trot in, Smithy,” acid Nugent. “Lots of grub!” 
  “The lotfulness is terrific, my esteemed Smithy.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “and the honour of your ridiculous company will be a boonful blessing.” 
  Smithy laughed and came in. He shut the door after him and pulled a chair to the table. 
  “Well, what’s the news, Wharton? ” he asked. 
  “The news?” repeated Harry. 
  “Yes. I suppose you’ve got something to say. No need to keep it dark from these fellows. They won’t burble it all ever Greyfriars.” 
  Wharton’s chums looked at hum. 
  “Vhat’s the giddy mystery ?” asked Bob. 
  “Anything up?” inquired Johnny Bull. 
  “Cough it up, Wharton.” said the Bounder. “I’m yearnin’ to know whether you found anythin’.” 
   “I did.” said Harry. 
  “The goods?” exclaimed the Bounder. 
  “Yes!”
  “Great Scott!”   
  “What the thump are you fellows driving at?” exclaimed Bob Cherry. “What have you been up to this afternoon, Harry?” 
  “It’s rather a secret,” said Smithy, before the captain of the Remove could answer. “I believe 
you fellows sort of suspect that I was of bounds last night—” 
  “We had a faint 
 ideal” said Johnny Bull sarcastically. 
  “Well, on our way back, I saw a man hiding something in the old drain by the Sark.” said the 
Bounder. “It’s not to be jawed about, you know.  If it gets to Steele, I’m done for.” 
  “Serve you right if you are!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Thanks! What I like about Bull,” said the Bounder, is his nice, pleasant, straightforward way 
of speaking his thoughts, not to mention his agreeable manners at a party.” 
  “Well, I think—” 
  “Dear man, you needn’t tell us what you think—we know already. Your jolly old thoughts always follow the same lines, you know, and so the speech can be taken as read.” 
  “Look here—” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Order!” said Frank Nugent. “Don’t rag. Get on with the washing, Smithy. What’s it all about?” 
  “Wharton knows the rest.” said the Bounder. “I told him what I’d seen, and left it to him, desiring to remain in the background personally, with my accustomed modesty.” 
  “Smithy told me.” said Harry. “I went to look in the place, and found the bonds that were stolen from Topham Croft last night.” 
  “Great pip!” 
  “You found them?” ejaculated Bob, “Yes. It must have been the cracksman that Smithy saw, when he was out of bounds last night. Anyhow, the stuff was there, and I bagged it.”
  “And what did you do with the plunder?” asked Smithy. 
  “I took it direct to Topham Croft.” 
  “Twelve thousand pounds, according to what we’ve heard!” said Frank Nugent. 
  “That’s right.” 
  “My hat!  What a find!”
  “And what a surprise for the jolly old burglar when he goes back to lift the loot!” chuckled Bob Cherry. “When he gets there, the cupboard will be bare—” 
  “And so the esteemed dog will have none!” remarked Hurree Singh. 
  “Well, I’m jolly glad!” said the Bounder. “Old Topham isn’t a bad sort, I believe; and my pater knows him in the City. I’m glad he’s got his bonds back. You didn’t mention my name?  ” 
  Wharton shook his head. 
  “Can’t he too careful,” said Vernon-Smith. “Steele meant what he said in the Form-room this morning. It’s me for the long jump if it comes out that I was on the spot when the giddy burglar was hiding his loot. I don’t want any thanks.” The Bounder grinned. “I want to understudy the flower that blushed unseen. You saw old Topham?” 
  “No; he was gone up to town.” 
  “But to whom did you hand the plunder, then?” 
  Wharton paused a moment. He was on rather delicate ground now. 
  “To a police-inspector who was there.” he answered. 
  The answer was the truth, but Wharton had an uncomfortable feeling of being a little evasive. He would have been glad to get off the subject, but the Bounder wanted to know all about it, which was natural enough. 
  “Old Grimes?” asked Smithy. 
  “No; another man.” 
  “You had to tell him where the bonds were found, and how you knew they were there?” asked the Bounder. 
  “Yes, of course.” 
  “But surely he asked you who had put you on to it?” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
  “Yes, he asked me. I couldn’t mention Smithy’s name, of course.” said Harry slowly. “But—” 
He paused uncomfortably. Owing to the unexpected circumstance that the police-inspector had turned out to be Mr. Steele, Remove master of Greyfriars, there was little doubt that be had guessed the name of Wharton’s informant. 
  Certainly, Steele had promised not to use, as a Greyfriars Form master, the information given him as a Scotland Yard detective. Wharton knew that he would keep his word. But he felt far from comfortable. 
  “But what?” asked the Bounder, eyeing him rather sharply. 
  “I wish you’d taken the matter in hand yourself, Smithy,” said the captain of the Remove. “You ought to have done so really.” 
  “Oh, rot! I suppose tIme police-inspector you saw there is not likely to talk to Steele?”  
  Wharton smiled involuntarily. 
  “He’s not likely to talk to him—certainly.” he agreed. 
  “So long as you didn’t let out my name it’s all right. By tho way, Who was the man?” 
  “Who was he?” repealed Wharton. “The—the inspector, do you mean?” 
  “Of course I mean the inspector—the man you gave the bonds to. I suppose you know his name?” 
  “His—his name?” 
  “Yes, his name!” said the Bounder impatiently. “ I suppose you didn’t hand twelve thousand pounds’ worth of bonds to a man without knowing who he was.” 
  “N-not His name was—was Irons.” 
  “Never heard it before, Not a local man—a Courtfield man?” 
  “No, not a Courtfield man.” 
  “Well, it’s all right, I suppose,” said Smithy. “You’ll very likely be asked questions again, but you’ll have to keep it dark that you got it from me. They ought to be glad enough to get the bonds back; it’s the first time they’ve got back anything lifted by the Courtfield cracksman, he must have tons of loot stacked away somewhere—unless he gets rid of it after every raid. They say there’s a special man from Scotland Yard on the case; but he hasn’t much to boast of so far.” 
  Wharton was silent. 
  “Why, the man you saw may have been the Scotland Yard man, if he wasn’t a local bobby,” added the Bounder. “Do you know’.” 
  “Oh! Yes! I—I think—I mean the constable said he was from Scotland Yard.” stammered Wharton. 
  “What was he like?” 
  “Like?” 
  “Yes. I suppose you looked at him?” 
  “Oh! Yes! I—I looked at him.” 
  “Did he look like a man who knew his business?” 
  “Oh! Yes, rather! Quite!” 
  “Well, if he knows his business he will nab the Courtfield cracksman to-night, most likely, ”  said Vernon-Smith, 
  “How’s that?” asked Bob. 
  “The thief will go back to where he hid the bonds, to take them away, sooner o later. They’ve only got to keep the place watched.” 
  Wharton started. 
  “Oh, I never thought about that! I wonder—” 
  “Depend on it that’s what they’ll do.” said Vernon-Smith. “if the man has the sense of a bunny rabbit he’ll keep that spot by the river under observation after dusk. I shouldn’t wonder if we see in the morning papers that they’ve nabbed the Courtfield cracksnan.”  
  “My hat!”  I hope so!”  said Bob Cherry. “The rotter’s had a long run, and it’s time he got it in the neck!”  
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Get out, Bunter!”  
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Shut the door after you!” 
  Billy Bunter shut the door after him, but he remained on the inner side of the door when he shut it. 
  He blinked dolefully at the chums of the Remove. 
  “I say, you fellows, I’ve had an awful time!  That beast Steele stuck me in Form-room to do my lines! I’ve had to do the lot!  I say, you fellows, I wish the police would nab that beast !”    
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
 “You can cackle!” said Bunter. “But you jolly well know what that man Steele is, as well as I do.” 
  “Better, perhaps!” said Wharton, laughing.  A suspicion that Mr. Steele was a cracksman seemed rather entertaining to the captain of the Remove, now that he knew who Richard Steele really was. 
  “I say, you fellows, I haven’t had my tea!” said Bunter.  “Toddy’s gone out to tea, and left nothing in the study for me.  Selfish beast, you know! After all I’ve done for him, too!”
  “Take a pew, old fat man!” said Harry. He was rather glad of the interruption to the discussion.
  “Certainly, old chap! I didn’t know you fellows were having tea, of course, and—” 
  “Of course not!” said Nugent, with sarcasm. 
  “But as you’re so pressing, I’ll stay. You needn’t trouble to make fresh tea, Harry, old chap—” 
  “I wasn’t going to.”
  “So long as there’s plenty in the pot. I say, isn’t there anything left but that cake?” 
  “That’s all.” 
  “Well, I’ll have the cake, if you fellows don’t want any.” said Bunter. And, without waiting to ascertain whether the fellows wanted any, William George Bunter annexed the cake. 
  That proceeding drew upon him the concentrated stare of six pairs of eyes. But Billy Bunter did not mind the stare. 
  “This isn’t a bad cake.” said Bunter, after filling his month to capacity. “Not like the cakes I get from Bunter court, of course; Stilh, not a bad one. I say, you fellows, you’re not going out, are you? I’ve got some news for you. I’ve just heard from a fellow that there’s been another burglary—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “It’s a fact!”  said Bunter. “That’s what I really came here to tell you. There was a burglary last night at Topham Croft, and I hear that a lot of bonds were lifted, and a footman who got after two of the gang was shot dead in Oak Lane by one of the miscreants who—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled thee Bounder, 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!”  I’ll tell you fellows all about it—” 
  But the fellows did not stay to hear the latest news from Bunter. 
  THE END. 
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