THE HUNTED MASTER !
By Frank Richards
The Magnet Library 1253
[image: image1.jpg]EXCITING ADVENTURES AND THRILLS IN THIS—





THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Help for Bunter !
  “WILL you fellows stop ?”
  “No !”
  “Beasts !”
  “Buck up, Bunter !”
  “I’m tired !”
  “Twenty-seven !” said Bob Cherry gravely.

  “Wha-a-at ?”  Billy Bunter blinked at Bob Cherry, through his big spectacles, in the thickening shadows of Redclyffe Wood.  “What ?  What do you mean, you silly ass ?”
  “What I say,” answered Bob.  “Twenty-seven.”
  “What do you mean-twenty-seven ?” howled Bunter.

  “You’ve said you’re tired twenty-seven times !  That’s the twenty-seventh !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  The Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove chortled.

  Billy Bunter did not chortle.

  He glared at the chums of the Remove with a glare that almost cracked his spectacles.

  “You-you silly chump !” he gasped.  “Think I want your silly jokes, when I’m tired and hungry-famished, in fact ?  My legs are dropping off.”
  “Buck up, old fat bean !” said Harry Wharton cheerfully.  “Only another three miles !”
  Groan !

  Billy Bunter stopped and leaned on the trunk of a tree.  Wharton had said it was three miles home to Greyfriars.  To judge by the effect of his statement on Billy Bunter, he might have said that it was three thousand miles.

  “Come on, old fat man !” said Frank Nugent.

  Groan !

  “Look here, Bunter, we shall be late for call-over at this rate !” grunted Johnny Bull.  “Get a move on !”
  Groan !

  “The Famous Five came to a halt.

  Billy Bunter, leaning on the tree, seemed a fixture there.  Bunter was tired.  He had walked a mile.  A mile contains 1,760 yards.  Every mile, therefore, contained 1,759 yards too many for Billy Bunter to negotiate with comfort.

  The early winter dusk was falling on the woods.  A sharp walk was needed for the juniors to arrive at the school in time for call-over.  So far from putting up a sharp walk, Bunter did not seem disposed to walk at all.  He leaned on the tree and groaned.
  “You howling ass !” said Bob Cherry.  “Are you thinking of making a night of it here ?”
  “Beast !”
  “Let’s get on !” grunted Johnny Bull.

  “I say, you fellows !” yelled Bunter.  “ Don’t you go and leave me alone here !  I’m not going to be robbed and murdered by footpads and tramps to please you !”
  “Get a move on, idiot !”
  “Beast !  I’m tired !”
  “Let’s up-end him, and roll him along like a barrel !” suggested Bob Cherry.  “It’s downhill most of the way.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Beast !” groaned Bunter.  “I’m worn out !  I’ve got a stitch in my side—it feels .like plumbago, or—pneumonia !  I’ve walked miles and miles and miles and miles—”
  “ We’re only a mile from Redclyffe, fathead !”
  “Then you’ve lost the way !” said Bunter.  “Just like you to lose the way !  I know we’ve covered miles and miles.  Oh dear !”
  “What did you come over to Redclyffe for, you fat chump ?” growled Johnny Bull.  “Lot you cared about a football match !”
  “How was I to know you silly fatheads were going to walk back ?” gasped Bunter.  “We came over by train.  Why couldn’t we go back by train—if you were too jolly mean to stand a taxi ?”
  “The farefulness is terrific, my esteemed fat Bunter !” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

  Snort, from Bunter.

  “That’s you fellows all over !  Mean and stingy !  Always thinking about money !  I call it sordid !”
  “Why, you—you—you—” gasped Johnny Bull.
  “You frabjous owl !” roared Bob Cherry.  “We came over by train to be in time to see the match.  We’re walking back because we haven’t a lot of money to chuck-away on railway fares.  You stuck Wharton for your fare over to Redclyffe, anyhow, you fat villain !”
  “I’m going to settle that as soon as we get back to the school,” answered Bunter.  “I told Wharton so !  I’m expecting a postal order—”
  “Shut up, and come on !”
  “Beast !”
  Billy Bunter continued to lean on the tree.  The Famous Five stood and stared at him, in the falling gloom, in considerable exasperation.  Even the good-natured, dusky face of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh showed signs of exasperation.  Bunter, as a matter of fact, was rather trying to any fellow’s temper.
“It’s our own fault,” grunted Johnny Bull.  “We shouldn’t have let the fat bounder hook on to us !”
  “Beast !”
  “And I’m jolly well not going to get lines for missing call-over because he’s too fat and lazy to shift !  I’m going on.”
  “I say, you fellows—”
  Johnny Bull made a movement to go.  But as the other fellows did not follow, he stopped again, with a snort.
  “Hold on !” said Harry Wharton.  “We can’t leave the fat idiot here—he doesn’t even know the way !  He hasn’t sense enough to get out of the wood if we leave him !”
  “Beast !”
  “Well, are we going to carry him ?” asked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

  “I say, you fellows, that’s a good idea !” exclaimed Billy Bunter.  “‘Two of you con join hands, you know, and make a chair for me—”
“Oh crikey !”
  “You can take it in turns,” said Bunter.  “There’s five of you, and if you take it in turns, you’ll manage all right.  We’ll stop and rest every now and then.  I’ll risk being late for call-over !  I hope I’m considerate !”
  “You—you-you hope you’re considerate !” gurgled Bob.

  “Yes.  I never was selfish, I hope.”
  “Oh, Christopher Columbus !”
  “Well, what do you fellows think ?” asked Bunter, blinking anxiously at the five dim faces under the shadowy trees.

  “We’d better not tell you what we think, old bean,” answered Wharton.  “It couldn’t be put in polite language.”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—”
  “Look here, you fat frump !” said Frank Nugent.  “We’ve got to get in.  It’s another three miles—”
  Groan !

  “Might get a lift when we get out into the road.  It’s only a mile to the road, and—”
  Groan !
  “Oh, let’s camp out here for the night !” said Johnny Bull, savagely sarcastic.  “It’s a nice, warm, cosy February night for camping out.”
  “My esteemed chums,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “I have a wheezy good idea !  The absurd Bunter is too tired to walk—”
  “Yes, rather !” gasped Bunter.  “I—I can’t take another step till I’ve had a rest—a long rest !”
  “He is too terrifically tired even to start—”
  “Much too tired !” said Bunter.

  “It is therefore up to our ridiculous selves to give the esteemed Bunter assistance, my worthy chums.”
  “Thinking of carrying him ?” roared Johnny Bull,
  “Oh, really, Bull !  You shut up !  Inky’s not such a selfish beast as you are !  Go on, Inky, and don’t mind that beast !”
  “Certainfully, my esteemed Bunter !  In the absurd circumstances,” said the dusky junior from India’s coral strand, “we are bound to help the ludicrous Bunter—”
  “Well, how ?” asked Wharton.

  “The esteemed Bunter is too tired—or lazy-to take another step,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “But it has occurred to my debilitated brain that if we all gathered round him, and kicked him with terrific energy, he might be able to take many steps—”
  “ Oh !” ejaculated Wharton.

  “Why, you-you beast !” howled Bunter.  “You’re a worse beast than Bull.”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”

  “Let us, at all events, try this wheezy idea,” suggested the Nabob of Bhanipur, “and perhapsfully it will be successful,”

  “Hear, hear !”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Turn round, Bunter !”
  “Lug him away from that tree !”
  “Now then, all together !”
  “I say, you fellows—yaroooh !  I say, I’m going— Yoop !  Stop kicking me, you beasts !  I say, I’m not so tired after all.  Yarooooop !  I say, you fellows—Whooooop !  Beasts !   Old chaps—  Rotters—  Dear old fellows—Yarooooooh !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Billy Bunter found that he could walk.  He made the further discovery that he could run.  With five chuckling juniors dribbling him like a very fat football, he put on a good speed.  And even if his fat limbs were tired, it was obvious that there was nothing the matter with his lungs.  His yells awoke every echo in Redclyffe Woods.

  “I say, you follows— Yaroooh !  I’m going—I—I can walk—  Stoppit—  Oh crikey !  Oh lor’ !  Leave off !  Ow !  Wow !”
  “Think you can walk now ?” asked Bob Cherry.

  “Ow !  Yes ! Beast !  Yes !  Ow !”
  “Well, if you want any further help, say the word !”
  “The helpfulness will be terrific.”
  “Ow !  Beast !  Ow !”
  Bunter plugged on.  Tired as he was, he did not want any more help.  Very much indeed he did not want any more.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Crocked !
  “OOOOOOOH!” yelled Bunter suddenly.
  Another quarter or a mile had been covered.  Harry Wharton & Co. were tramping cheerfully by the dusky footpath that wound through Redclyffe Woods.  A walk of three or four miles, in keen frosty air, was rather a pleasure than a task, to the sturdy chums of the Remove; awful as it was to Billy Bunter.  And there was still a chance of getting in at Greyfriars before call-over, if no more time was lost.
  For a quarter of a mile Bunter had plugged on, grunting, but without a halt.  He did not wont to be helped on his way again; and it was obvious that the Famous Five were not going to carry him, though the fat Owl had so considerately offered to let them take it in turns.  Hurree Singh’s wheeze had proved successful—so far.  The juniors were more than half-way through the woods, when Bunter uttered that sudden fearful yell, stumbled, and sat down.

  “Oooooooooooh !” roared Bunter.

  “Oh, my only hat !” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “What is it now ?”
  “The kickfulness—” began Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

  “Ow !  I say, you fellows, I’ve sprained my ankle !” groaned Bunter.

  “You clumsy ass !”
  “If that’s what you call sympathetic, Bull—”
  “Well, sit there as long as you like !” growled Johnny Bull.  “I’m going on !”
  “Ow !  Help !”
  Harry Wharton & Co. halted, and once more Johnny Bull followed the example of his comrades.  That the fat Owl was malingering was the suspicion in every mind; still, Bunter was just the ass to sprain his ankle.  They stared at him, as he sat and groaned.

  “Look here—, said Harry.
  “Ow !  I think my ankle’s broken !” groaned Bunter.  “The pain is awful !  Fearful !  Excruciating !”
  “Let us try the esteemed kickfulness—”
  “Beast !”
  “Hold on !” said Bob, laughing.  “If the fat chump really has sprained his ankle, kicking won’t do him any good.”
  “ Kicking always does him good !” grunted Johnny Bull.

  “Look here, Bunter—”
  “Oh dear !  Go on and leave me !” said Bunter bitterly.  “Leave me to perish of cold and hunger and awful agony !  It would be like you fellows—after all I’ve done for you !  Ow !”
  “Are you really hurt ?” demanded Wharton.

  “I’m suffering fearful agonies !” yelled Bunter.  “I can’t get up !  I can’t walk !  If you fellows can carry me as far as the road, and get a lift—”
  “Fathead !”
  “Then leave me !  Leave me to die !” moaned Bunter.  “It’s all your fault I’m landed like this !  If you’d let me stand a taxi back, we should be in by this time.  You know jolly well that my idea was to have tea at the Redclyffe Tea-rooms, and a taxi back—”
  “Shut up, fathead !  Let’s look at his beastly ankle !” said Bob.  “If the fat duffer can’t walk something will have to be done.”
  “Ow !  Don’t touch my ankle !  The pain—”
  “Look here—”
  “Yaroooooh !”
  “Oh crumbs !” said Wharton.  “What a go !”
  The Famous Five stared down at Bunter, exasperated and perplexed.  No doubt a fellow who had sprained his ankle was deserving of deep sympathy.  But they could not feel at all sure that it was not spoof.  They knew their Bunter only too well.

  Billy Bunter blinked up at them through his big spectacles.  He was quite assured that the Famous Five would not go on and leave him alone in the dusky woods.  He was not going to walk any farther—at least, without a good long rest.  It was a difficult situation, and it was up to the Famous Five to solve the difficulty—after landing Bunter in this.  They had landed him in it-by refusing to let him stand a taxi home from Redclyffe.  A taxi home from Redclyffe would only have cost fifteen shillings—which would have been three shillings each from the five—all of which Bunter was prepared to settle out of a postal order that he was expecting.  They had not seemed to see it, somehow.

  What was going to be done now was rather a mystery.  Bunter saw no reason why two fellows should not make a “chair” for him, and carry him onward.  The other fellows saw a lot of reasons why they shouldn’t.
  “If he really can’t walk—” said Nugent at last.
  “Ow !  My ankles broken, I think—”

  “Bother the fat idiot !” growled Johnny Bull.  “I jolly well believe he’s gammoning all the time.”
  “Yarooooh !” roared Bunter.

  “You ass, what’s that fearful row about ?”
  “The pain—the awful pain—the excruciating agony—” gasped Bunter.

  “Oh, shut up !”
  “Look here, something’s got to be done !” said Wharton.  “We can’t get any sort of a lift till we get to the road—and it’s more than half a mile, unless—”,  He paused.

  “Well, what ?” asked Bob.  “We can’t stay here—”
  “I believe we’re not very far from old Joyce, the woodcutter’s cottage,” said Harry. “It’s right in the middle of Redclyffe Wood.  He has a pony and cart, that he carries the faggots in.  Might get him to give Bunter a lift in his cart—five bob would do it—”
  “I say, you fellows, I’ll stand the five bob !” said Bunter.  “You can leave that to me.  I’m not asking you fellows to pay my expenses.”
  “Got it about you ?” roared Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, really, Bull !  I suppose one of you fellows can lend me the five bob, if I settle out of my postal order tomorrow—”
  “I’m going to kick him !” hissed Johnny Bull.  “I’m jolly well going to kick him—”

  “Hold on, old chap !  If the fat chump’s really damaged—”
  “I don’t believe he is.  It’s all gammon.”
  “Well, he says he is.  Look here, there’s a track somewhere, that runs straight to Joyce’s cottage; we can’t be far from it,” said Harry.  “Old Joyce would jump at five bob to drive the fat chump to the school—and it’s worth that to get rid of him.”
  “Oh really, Wharton !  If you don’t like my company—”
  “Great pip !”
  “This is what comes of being mean.

  We could have got a taxi all the way for fifteen bob.  Now I’ve got to jolt along in a beastly cart—to save a miserable ten bob !  And with this awful pain in my back—”
  “Where ?” gasped Bob Cherry.
  “I mean, in my ankle.”
  “It’s gammon !” snorted Johnny Bull.  “Just gammon !”
  “Oh, really, Bull—”
  Harry Wharton was staring about him in the thickening dusk.  Somewhere in the depths of Redclyffe Woods was the wood-cutter’s cottage; but it was a lonely and remote spot, and, not easy to place.  The captain of the Remove remembered that he had seen it during a summer ramble two terms ago: but Redclyffe Woods were not so familiar to the Greyfriars fellows as the locality nearer the school.  While he looked about him and thought it out, his comrades waited, and Bunter contributed a series of groans, in order that his sufferings should not be overlooked.

  “I think I can find it all right,” said Harry, at last.  “I know it’s not far from here.  The track turns off this path on the left, I know.  It’s not far away.  We shall see a light, too, I expect.  Come on, Bunter !  We shall have to help you along to the cottage.”
  Wharton and Bob Cherry grasped the fat junior, and lifted him.  Billy Bunter hung on them heavily.  He gave them all his weight to bear: and his weight was rather uncommon.
  “Oh crumbs ! gasped Bob.  “Ease off a bit, old bean !  You’re folding me up like a pocket-knife.”

  “Hold me, you silly idiot !”
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  “Brace up !” gasped Wharton.

  “I—I say, you fellows, hold me !  I can’t walk if it’s far.  I’m suffering awful agonies.

  “Shall I help from behind ?” asked Johnny Bull.  “A jolly good kick would get him going.”

  “Beast !” roared Bunter.

  “Oh, let’s get on !” groaned Bob.  “The sooner the better, with this hippopotamus to lug about.”

  The juniors re-started after the interval, as it were,  Wharton and Bob staggered along, with Bunter’s fat arms grasping their shoulders, and the fat Owl’s terrific weight thrown on them.
  Fortunately, the distance proved not to be great.  Quite soon they came on the spot where the track to Joyce’s cottage branched off from the main path.

  “Here’s the place !” gasped Wharton.  “We ought to see the lights of the cottage from here.”
  “Can’t see any lights,” grunted Johnny Bull.
  “Well, I’m sure it’s this way.”
  “Hark !”
  From the distant darkness came the deep bay of a dog.  Evidently that sound came from some human habitation, and the only habitation within three miles was the wood-cutter’s lonely cottage.  It assured the juniors that they were on the right route, and they turned into the dim track and tramped on towards the cottage.  The baying of the dog, which sounded like that of a large and powerful animal was heard again, and yet, again, as they advanced, but not a glimmer of light was to be seen.

  “Hallo ! Hallo ! Hallo !  Here we are !” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he stumbled against a gate in the darkness.
  And the juniors came to a halt.  And Wharton and Bob, gasping, let Bunter slide to the earth, where he sat and spluttered.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

A Narrow Escape !
  “THANK goodness !” gasped Harry Wharton.
  The captain of the Greyfriars Remove was no weakling; but Billy Bunter’s terrific weight had told severely upon him.  He stood gasping for breath.  Bob Cherry, breathing hard and deep, leaned on the gate.
  “I say, you fellows, buck up ! said Bunter.  “It’s jolly cold, you know.  Don’t hang about wasting time.”
  “Shut up !” roared Johnny Bull.

  “Open the gate, one of you chaps !” said Harry.

  “It seems to be locked,” said Frank Nugent, who was fumbling at the gate.  “What the thump does Joyce lock his gate for ?  Nobody about here to pinch his faggots, I suppose ?”
  “Sure it’s locked ?” asked Harry, in surprise.

  “Well, it won’t open.”
  Wharton tried the gate.  It was a solid gate, built strongly of wood, and securely locked.  The wood-cutter’s cottage stood in a large garden, which was surrounded by a fence.  Fence and gate were both of solid construction, and could not be seen through; and they were six feet high.  Harry Wharton made a jump, caught the top of the gate with his hands, drew himself up, and looked over.

  He could see the cottage in the thick dusk a dozen yards away.  There was no glimmer of light from any of the front windows, but he could discern that the wooden shutters were closed, so it was possible that there was a light within—unseen.
  He dropped back from the gate.  “Looks as if there’s nobody there,” he said.  “But Joyce has a wife and two sons, and they can’t all be out.  If the men are cutting wood at a distance, they mayn’t have got in from work yet.”
  “Oh, what rotten luck !”
  Another groan from Bunter.

  “Bang on the blessed gate !” said Johnny Bull.  “If there’s anybody at home they’ll hear that.”
  Wharton shook his head.

  “If Mrs. Joyce is alone there, she wouldn’t be likely to come out and open the gate.  This is a jolly lonely place, and she might think it was a tramp.  There was o man robbed by a tramp in this wood not long ago.”
  “Well, what’s going to be done ?”
  “I think I’ll nip over the gate and knock at the door,” said Harry.  “If Joyce is out; Mrs. Joyce knows me, and she might trust me with the pony and cart.”
  “That’s a good idea”
  “Look out for the dog,” said Bob.  “We heard a dog as we came along.”
  “That’s all right; I know Joyce’s dog.  I’ve often seen him around with Joyce and the cart when he’s selling faggots.”
  “Go it then !”
  “I say, you fellows, you might back up !” said Billy Bunter plaintively”.  “I’m cold.”
  “Shut up, you fat fraud !”
  “When I’m suffering fearful agonies  I—”
  “Give us a rest.”
  “Beast !”
  Harry Wharton clambered over the gate, and dropped inside.  He had no doubt that, if her men folk were absent, Mrs. Joyce would be keeping gate and door carefully locked in that solitary spot; but it would be easy to speak through the door and reassure her.  It was likely enough that she would agree to lend him the pony and cart, knowing that he belonged to Greyfriars.  Otherwise, it was difficult to know what was to be done with Bunter.

  He crossed the yard quickly towards the cottage, and reached the porch at the door.  As he did so there was a sound of pattering feet in the yard.

  It was the dog which had apparently been on the other side of the house, and whose keen ears had caught his footsteps.

  Wharton turned round towards the approaching animal.  He knew the wood-cutter’s dog, and was not alarmed.  But the next moment he gave a convulsive start, and his heart almost leaped into his mouth.

  It was not Joyce’s half-bred collie that was coming round the house.  It was a huge Alsatian—a brute that Wharton had never seen before, and that certainly could not have belonged to the wood-cutter.  And the briefest glance was enough to show that it was a fierce and savage animal.

  A deep-throated growl came from the great beast as it sighted Wharton, and there was a glimmer of bared teeth in the dusk.
The schoolboy’s heart throbbed.

  It was not the woodcutter’s dog.  It was a strange animal that did not know him, and it was going to attack him—there was not the slightest doubt on that point.  The brute’s eyes almost flamed at him as it approached.
  “Oh !” panted Wharton.
  He was taken utterly by surprise, but, fortunately, he did not, for a second, lose his presence of mind.  With his bare hands he had no chance whatever in a struggle with the huge powerful brute.  And his blood ran almost cold at the sight of the fearful teeth, and the sound of ferocity from the deep, muscular throat.  But he did not lose his courage.  There was no time to bang at the door and obtain admittance.  The brute would have been upon him before the door could have been opened, even if there was anyone within to open it, of which he was not sure.  Startled as he was, his heart almost in his mouth, Wharton acted promptly, and did not lose a moment.  His feet seemed scarcely to touch the ground as he raced back to the gate.
  If he had needed anything to spur him on, the savage growl behind him would have done so.  It sounded horribly like the growl of a tiger.  The great brute was rushing after him, and Wharton could almost feel the sharp fangs burying themselves in his flesh.  How he reached the gate he hardly knew; never in his life had he covered the ground so quickly; the swiftest rush on the football field was a crawl to it.  But he reached the gate and made a wild leap, and his arms came over the top, his legs were drawn up convulsively behind him, and he heard the snap of savage teeth that barely missed.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  What—”
  “Harry—”
  “What the thump—”
  Harry Wharton bundled over the gate, and dropped in a breathless heap, panting and gasping.  From the other side of the gate came the fierce baying of the disappointed Alsatian.
  Nugent caught his chum, and helped him up.  Wharton stood unsteadily, white as chalk, panting.
  “Harry !  What—”
  “The—the dog—”  Wharton’s voice was almost inarticulate.
  “But you know Joyce's dog—”
  “It’s not Joyce’s dog !  Oh crumbs !”  Wharton shuddered.  “He nearly had me !  Oh scissors !”
  “I say, you fellows, if Wharton's afraid of a dog—”
  “It’s a big Alsatian !” gasped Wharton. It’s not Joyce's dog; it can’t belong to him; it’s a fearful beast, but it’s worth a lot of money.  It can’t belong to Joyce.  Goodness knows how it got there.  It’s nearly as big as a pony, and it’s teeth—  Oh crikey !”
  “My hat !” said Bob Cherry.  “Listen to the brute !  Sounds like a jolly old bloodhound !”
  Bob pulled himself up to the top of the gate and glanced over.  One glimpse of the Alsatian was enough for him.  The great brute eyed him with eyes of flame, and made a leap at the gate.  Bob tumbled back in a great hurry, his face quite pale.
  “Harry, old man—  Great pip !  You’ve had a frightfully narrow escape—  Oh crumbs !”
  “I—I can’t make it out gasped Wharton.  “Joyce may not be living here now—he may have let or sold the place—-that dog can't be his, anyhow.  Oh, my hat !”  He shuddered.  “I—I suppose the brute was right to go for me, coming in as I did; he seems to be left to guard the place !  But—but if he'd got me !”
  “They oughtn’t to leave a dog like that loose in the yard !” said Johnny Bull.
  “Well, I suppose one oughtn’t to get over the gate, if you come to that,” said Harry.  “Of course, I never dreamed that—”
  “I say. you fellows—”
  “Oh, shut up, Bunter !”
  “That's all very well,” said Bunter.  “But if Wharton’s afraid to go to the cottage because of a silly dog, what are we going to do ?  I can tell you I’m jolly cold, and hungry, too !”
  “I suppose this fence is safe !” said Nugent, rather uneasily.  “That brute sounds as if he would tear us to pieces if he can get at us.  If he got through the fence—”

  “Yarooooooh !”
  Billy Bunter bounded to his feet !  His sprained ankle was quite forgotten at the bare suggestion that the Alsatian might get loose.
  “I say, you fellows !” yelled Bunter.  “Come on !”
  Bunter started !  He fairly raced away along the track towards the main path.  The Famous Five stared after him, almost in stupefaction.
  “Bunter !” gasped Wharton.  “Your ank1e—”
  “Come on !” shrieked Bunter.
  He vanished into the shadows.
  “Why, the—the—the fat villain !” gasped Bob.  “His ankle’s not sprained—he was spoofing all the time !”

  “I told you he was spoofing !” snorted Johnny Bull.
  “Why, I—I’ll—”
  “After him !” gasped Wharton.  “Kick him all the way to Greyfriars !  Pulling our leg all the time !  After him !”
  The Famous Five rushed in pursuit !  It was evident, from the rate at which Bunter was going, that there was nothing wrong with his ankle !  The difficult question of transport was solved, after all—the hint that the Alsatian might get through the fence had solved it !  With feelings that could not be expressed in words—which could only be expressed, in fact, by kicking Bunter—the Famous Five rushed after the fat Owl.

  But they did overtake him soon.  Bunter, no doubt, was tired, and undoubtedly he was slack and lazy.  But he forgot that he was tired, and forgot that he was lazy, at the bare idea of a ferocious Alsatian on his track.  He fairly flew.
  The juniors were far from the lonely cottage, far from the sound of the Alsatian’s deep bay, when they overtook Bunter at last.  He was in the main path, going strong, when they reached him.  After they reached him he was going stronger still !
  Thud, thud, thud, thud !
  “Yarooooh !  Whoooop !”
  Thud, thud, thud !
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  How many kicks landed on Bunter he never, knew !  He felt as if they numbered thousands.  He yelled and roared, and roared and yelled, and his fat little legs fairly twinkled as he flew.  Behind him came the Famous Five, letting out a kick every now and then to keep Bunter on the go.
  It really looked as if they might reach Greyfriars in time for call-over, after all !
THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Tries It On !
  WHARTON !”

  “Adsum !”
  Some of the Removites, in Big Hall, glanced round at Herbert Vernon-Smith as he answered.
  Some of them grinned.
  It was good-natured of Smithy; but it was taking rather a risk.  But the Bounder of Greyfriars was the man to take risks; and he rather liked to get the eyes of the Form on him by doing so.

  The school were gathered in Big Hall for roll-call.  There were, as a matter of fact, six vacant places in the ranks of the Remove.
  Plenty of fellows had been over to Redclyffe that afternoon to see Wingate and his merry men play Soccer at Redclyffe School; but most of them had got back in good time for call-over.  A few had squeezed in at the last minute.  Six were absent—the Famous Five and Billy Bunter; and they were still absent when the big oak doors closed, and it was too late for late-comers to enter Hall.

  Had the Head been taking the roll nobody would have ventured to play tricks, not even the reckless Bounder.  Had Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, been taking it, the Bounder would have thought twice, if not thrice.  He might have chanced it with Prout, or Wiggins, or Capper, or Twigg, or even Hacker—hardly with Henry Samuel Quelch.
  But Mr. Quelch was in sanny with a bad cold, and his gimlet-eyes were not on his Form.  And it; was Mr. Lagden, the new and temporary master of the Remove, who was taking the roll, and with the new man Smithy chanced it.  Mr. Lagden had been little more than a week at the school.  He was a young man, handsome and athletic; popular among the seniors because he played football, and rather liked by his own Form.
  It was suspected that he had a hard and even violent temper under his smiling and good-humoured aspect; but there was no doubt that the smiling good-humour predominated; the fierce temper had only peeped out once or twice in moments of irritation.  He had been 1ong enough at Greyfriars now to know his Form pretty well; still, he could hardly be acquainted with all their voices, and Big Hall was rather dusky; and he wag calling the roll from a distance; and Smithy thought the chance worth taking.
  He seemed to get away with it successful1y too, for Mr. Lagden did not pause; he went on with the Remove names; in Form order.
  And the Bounder winked cheerfully at Tom Redwing, who was looking rather anxious, and Redwing smiled.
  “Saved our jolly old Panjandrum a hundred lines, Reddy !” whispered the Bounder.
  “I hope so !” murmured Redwing.

  But—”

  “But what ?”
  “Lagden’s pretty keen !” said Tom doubtfully.
  “Oh, it’s all right !  My hat !  He’s calling Cherry now—  Adsum ! called out the Bounder, without stopping to think.
  There was a suppressed chuckle in the Remove.  Most of the fellows knew that the Famous Five were not there.  Mr. Lagden seemed to suspect nothing.  He went on with the roll, without even glancing at the Remove.
  A fellow who cut call-over was liable to a hundred lines.  It was not unknown for one fellow to answer for another when it seemed safe so to do.  Answering for two absent fellows, one after another, was certainly unusual, and very risky.  But the Bounder was the man to take chances.  He liked making the fellows stare.
  “Nugent !”
  “Adsum !” called back the Bounder, changing his voice a little, pitching it in a higher key.
  “Oh, my hat !” murmured Skinner.  “Smithy’s goin’ the whole giddy unicorn !  Lagden will spot; this !”
  “Bull !”

  The Remove were almost breathless now.  In deeper tones, as like Johnny Bull’s as he could manage, the Bounder called :
  “Adsum !”

  The Remove fellows almost; gasped.  Heads were craned round at Smithy.  He grinned cheerily.  Every fellow there was wondering at his nerve.  It was meat and drink to the Bounder.
  “Smithy, old man !” whispered Redwing uneasily.  He was getting anxious for his chum.

  “My dear man, I’m goin’ the whole hog—”

  “Hurree Jamset Ram Singh !”

  “Adsum !”

  “Great pip !” breathed Peter Todd.  “If you get away with that, Smithy, you’re a jolly old wonder !”

  Fellows fixed their eyes on the handsome face of Mr. Lagden, standing on the dais at a distance.

  It was true that he was a new master and perhaps not “up” to the wiles of the Remove.  But answering for five fellows in a bunch was really piling it on thick.
  New as he was to Greyfriars, he was not an inexperienced master.  It was known than he had filled many temporary posts in many schools.  It was his regular business, in fact, to take such temporary posts.  And though he was the youngest member of Dr. Locke’s staff, he was well over thirty.  Not a green young man by any means.  Nevertheless he seemed to suspect nothing.  He gave his attention to the roll, not to the Remove, and seemed satisfied with receiving an answer to every name he called.  Fellows did net have to step forward to answer to their names; they answered from where they stood; and the juniors, of course, were in large numbers.
  Had it been a summer call-over in the open air, the Bounder would have had no chance; but in the dusky old Hall on a, dusky winter evening there was a chance of getting away with the whole bag of tricks, as it were.
  A prefect quite near the Remove glanced round.  Had it been Loder; or Carne Smithy’s game would have been up.  But it was Gwynne, who was good-natured to a fault.  If Gwynne detected a similarity of tone in all these answers to different names he took, no notice, being unwilling to get a thoughtless young rascal into a row.
  “Bunter !”
“Adsum !”
  The Remove almost gasped.
  For the sixth time Herbert Vernon Smith answered for a fellow who was not there.  He was going the whole hog, as he had expressed it; the whole giddy unicorn, as Skinner put it.
  But even Smithy watched Mr. Lagden a little anxiously now.  Really, the Bounder was rather asking for it.
  But the new master of the Remove seemed satisfied.  Having finished with the Remove, he proceeded to call the Third.  As  he ran off the names of the fags, Smithy grinned complacently.  Certainly he seemed to have “got away” with the most reckless attempt to pull a master’s leg that had ever happened in Big Hall at Greyfriars School.
  “Six hundred lines saved !” murmured the Bounder.  “I shall stick those men for a study supper for this !”
  Redwing nodded, but he was still uneasy.  At Greyfriars, Forms were not dismissed as they were called.  The whole school had remain till the roll was finished.  The Bounder was not yet out of the wood, but he smiled cheerily as he waited.  Smithy was full of confidence.
  Mr. Lagden finished calling the Third, and started on the Second.  Dicky Nugent and Gatty and Myers and the rest answered “Adsum” in turn, till Mr. Lagden called “Flip.”
  That name—a rather remarkable name for a Greyfriars fellow—was unanswered.  It was the name, or nickname, of the Greyfriars waif, who had come to the school a new boy that term, and who, as all the school knew, had disappeared and had not; been found.
  “Absent-minded beggar !” murmured Teddy.  “He’s forgotten that poor old Flip is missing !”
  “Silly ass !” murmured Bolsover major.  “Must be a silly ass if he lets Smithy get away with his game !”
  “Flip !” repeated Mr. Lagden.
  Mr. Twigg, the master of the Second Form, stepped to the master who was calling the roll, and spoke to him.  Mr. Lagden glanced up and seemed to remember, and nodded.
  “Oh, quite so !” he said in his pleasant voice.  “It had quite slipped my mind.  Thank you !”
  And the roll went on.  Evidently the Second Form master had reminded Mr. Lagden that Flip was no longer in the school.
  It was time now for the school to be dismissed, all names but Flip’s having been answered.  It was for Mr. Lagden to give the word, as he had called the roll.  The Bounder winked at Redwing.
  “All serene !” he murmured.  “What ?”
  “Looks like it.  But—”

  “Rats ! Blow your ‘buts.’  Its all serene !  The man’s an ass !”
  “Dismiss.” said Mr. Lagden's clear, pleasant voice, with the exception of the Remove.  My Form will remain.”
  “Oh, my hat !” breathed the Bounder.
  The Remove remained.  Some of them wondered why, and some wondered whether it had anything to do with the Bounder’s little game.  The confident grin faded from Smithy’s face.
  Many curious glances were cast at the Remove by the other fellows as they went out.  Mr. Lagden remained chatting with Prout, the master of the Fifth, till they were gone.  Then he came down, the Hall.  The Bounder felt his heart beating rather faster.
  Mr. Lagden glanced over his waiting Form.  The Remove were almost breathless.
  “Vernon-Smith !”
  “Yes. sir !”
  “When Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Bull, Hurree Singh, and Bunter come in, please tell them to report themselves in my study !”
  The Bounder gasped.
  The Removites gasped, too.  They looked at Smithy and they looked at Mr. Lagden.  The new Form master was grave, but a faint smile flickered over his handsome face.  There was a sudden chortle in the Remove.  The juniors really could not help it.  The Bounder’s face, as Skinner said afterwards, was worth a guinea a box at that moment.
  “You hear me, Vernon-Smith ?”
  “Oh !” gasped  the Bounder.  “Yes !  Yes, sir !  Certainly !”
 “On another occasion,” remarked Mr. Lagden in a pleasant, casual sort of way, “I shall be obliged, Vernon-Smith, if you will have the kindness to answer only to your own name.”
  “Oh !”  Yes !  Yes, sir !” gurgled Smithy.
  “I quite appreciate your motives, Vernon-Smith.  I have been a schoolboy myself,” said Mr. Lagden pleasantly.  “But it won't do, you know.  Give my message to the boys I have named.  Dismiss !”

  The Remove streamed out of Hall.
THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
For It !
  “HA, ha, ha !”

  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !”
  There was a laughing crowd in the Rag.  The episode in Hall had tickled the Remove immensely.  Even the Bounder could not help grinning over it.  Certainly nobody in the Remove was thinking any longer that the new man was an “ass.”  Mr. Lagden had been rather liked already in his new Form.  Now he had jumped into popularity at a bound.  Evidently the new beak  had a sense of humour; equally, evidently, in the opinion of the juniors, he was a sportsman.
  Quelch undoubtedly would have given Smithy six, at least, for such a trick—had Smithy ventured to play it on Quelch.  The new master had only warned him off, with a good-humoured smile.  The warning was quite efficacious.  Smithy was not likely to try it again with Lagden, and he realised very clearly that he had escaped cheaply.
  “That man’s a sportsman !” said Smithy, in the Rag.  “He’s shown a bit of a nasty temper once or twice, but he's a sportsman.  I’m jolly well backing up Lagden from now on.”
  “Keen as mustard, too !” said Skinner.  “Never let on, but he knew all the time.  He’s got eyes like a hawk—or like Quelchy.”
  “Jolly decent of him to take it as he did said Squiff.  “Most beaks would have been frightfully ratty !”
  “Smithy thought he was pulling his leg—and Lagden was pulling Smithy’s leg, all the while !” chuckled Peter Todd.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Harry Wharton & Co., looking in at the doorway of the Rag, beheld a hilarious crowd of fellows.  They were not feeling very hilarious themselves, as they had arrived a quarter of an hour late for call-over—-which meant lines all round.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  What’s the jolly old joke ?” asked Bob Cherry.
  The Bounder chuckled.
  “It’s one on me he answered.  “I say, that man Lagden is a sportsman !  I wish we could swap Quelch for him permanently !”

  “What-ho !” said Skinner.
  “Oh, I don't; know about that,” said Harry Wharton.  “But what’s Lagden’s latest ?”
  A dozen voices explained and the Famous Five chuckled.
  “Decent sort,” exclaimed Bob.  “I like a beak with-a sense of humour !  A sense of humour is rare among beaks, my beloved ’earers.  Jolly glad he’s in a good temper, too, as we’re late !”  “You’re to report in his study,” said the Bounder.  “But you’ll find him all right !  Better than Quelch, anyhow !”
  “What’s made you men late ?” asked Hazeldene.  “You had lots of time to get back from Redclyffe !”

  “We had to roll a fat porpoise along
  “Oh, really, Cherry—”
  “Well, let's go to see Lagden,” said Harry.  “The sooner the better.  Glad he’s so merry and bright !”
  “I say, you fellows—”
  “Come on, Bunter !”
  “I say, I think you'd better see Lagden without me,” said Bunter.  “You can explain to him that it was all your fault !”
  “You fat chump—” roared Johnny Bull.  “It was all your fault !”  We should have been back early if you hadn’t pretended to have a sprain—”
  “Oh, really, Bull—”
  “Come on, you men,” said Harry, “let’s catch Lagden while he’s good tempered.  We may get off the lines !”
  “I say, you fellows, you tell Lagden—”
  “Rats !”
  The Famous Five walked away to report themselves to their Form master, and Billy Bunter, with a dissatisfied grunt, rolled after them.  With the selfishness to which Bunter was so sadly accustomed, they evidently weren’t going to explain how wholly blameless Bunter was in the matter.
  Wharton tapped at the door of the study that had been Mr. Quelch's, and that was now occupied by the new master of the Remove.  A pleasant voice bade them enter and the six delinquents filed in.
  Mr. Lagden rose from his table.  His handsome, clean-shaved, healthy face looked very good-humoured, and the juniors could not help thinking how much better-tempered he looked than the respected Quelch.  They sympathised, of course, with their old Form master, who was laid up in sunny, but at the moment they were rather glad that he was in sanny, and that they had to deal with this pleasant young man instead.
  “Well,” said Mr. Lagden.  “You are late for call-over !  You are aware, Wharton, as head boy of my Form, that that is a serious matter !”
  “We’re sorry, sir !” said the captain of the Remove meekly.  “But we’ve been over to Redclyffe to see the football match—”
  “I believe a great many boys went over to Redclyffe to see the football match, Wharton !  Come, come !”
  “Bunter got rather tired walking back, sir, and—and that rather delayed us !”
  “Ow groaned Bunter.  He felt, that a sound of woe might touch the Form master's heart.
  Mr. Lagden stared at him.
  “Bunter ! What is the matter with you ?”

  “I—I’m awfully tired, sir !  Dropping!” said Banter pathetically.  “I—I think I—I over-exerted myself, sir, trying to get in for call-over !”

“No doubt Bunter is tired,” said Mr. Lagden.  “It must be five or six miles from Redclyffe, walking by the road !

  “We took the short cut through the woods, sir !”
  Mr. Lagden’s face changed.  The good-humoured smile was wiped off it, as it were, and it became very stern.
  “What ?  I am new here, Wharton, but I understand that Redclyffe Woods are out of school bounds !”
  “Yes, sir, but—”
  “But what ?” rapped Mr. Lagden.
  Harry Wharton’s face set a little.  He did not like the tone in which the new master spoke neither did he like his sudden change of humour.  It was not the first time that the juniors had noted that Mr. Lagden’s temper was uncertain.  That was not like Quelch.  Mr. Quelch might be, as some of the juniors said, a grim old gargoyle compared to Lagden, but, at least, a fellow knew where to have him, and how to take him.  Consistent severity was really easier to deal with than unexpected alterations of good-humour and sharp sternness.
  “Redclyffe Woods are out of school bounds, of course, sir,” said Harry, “but when a man has leave to go over to Redclyffe he has leave to come back any way he pleases !”
  “That does not follow at all,” said Mr. Lagden sharply.  “I have heard that there was a case of a robbery by a footpad in Redclyffe woods not very long ago !”

  “Yes, that is so, sir !”
  “Such very solitary places, especially at this time of the year, are quite unsuitable for schoolboys to ramble in, indeed ,dangerous !” said Mr. Lagden.  “No doubt you would have realised this, had you met with some dangerous tramp !”
  “We’re not afraid of tramps, sir !” said Johnny Bull.
  “I—I was with them, sir !” ventured Billy Bunter.  “I don’t think a tramp would be likely to tackle me, sir !”
  “Shut up, you blithering ass !” whispered Bob.  “Oh, really, Cherry—”
  “I am bound to take serious notice of this,” said Mr. Lagden.  “You will understand, Wharton, quite clearly, that even when you have leave to go as far as Redclyffe, or Lantham, the woods there are out of bounds !”
  “Very well, sir !”
  Mr. Lagden paused.  The juniors waited wondering whether it was to be lines or a licking.  They had come to the study in quite a cheery and hopeful mood, but the angry expression on the new master’s face sobered them considerably.
  They looked rather grim, as they noticed that Lagden’s hand strayed to a cane on his table.  It was not really a matter for “licking”; certainly, Quelch would have deemed lines sufficient, if he had not excused them entirely, after hearing a reasonable explanation. The new master relieved them a little by leaving the cane where it was.
  “I—I say, sir—” began Bunter, breaking the silence.
   “What ?  What ?”
  “C-c-can I go now, sir ?”
  “Silence !”
  “Yes, sir, certainly, sir; but I haven’t had my tea—”

  “Silence !” repeated Mr. Lagden, in a voice that made Billy Bunter jump.  The fat Owl closed his capacious mouth.
  Mr. Lagden fixed his eyes on Wharton again.  “You say that you took a short cut through the woods at Redclyffe ?” he said.  “Yet you are later than boys who returned by road.  This requires explanation, Wharton !”

  Wharton’s eyes glinted.  The implied distrust of his word was more than sufficient to rouse his ire.  The thought came into his mind that Rupert Lagden, Master of Arts, was no gentleman.  There was a streak of the “bounder” in the handsome Form master.
  “I’ve already explained that, sir !” said the captain of  the Remove, very quietly.  “Bunter was tired, and very slow !”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—”
  “Silence, Bunter !  Wharton, this matter is serious.  But if you assure me that your delay was due only to Bunter’s slowness. and that you kept to the main path through Redclyffe woods, without wandering or rambling—”
  He paused for a reply.
  We did not wander or ramble, sir,” answered Harry.  “We did our best to be back in time for call-over !”

 “You have not answered my question !” rapped Mr. Lagden.  “We kept to the main path most of the time, sir,” answered Harry.  “But Bunter had a fall, and—and fancied that he had hurt his ankle, and we tried get him a lift home—”

  “Indeed !”  And where could you possibly have tried to get him a lift, in woodlands like those at Redclyffe ?”
  We went to the woodcutter’s cottage, sir—”
  “Where ?”
  Mr. Lagden rapped out the word like a bullet.  His eye gleamed at the captain of the Remove.
  “There is a woodcutter’s cottage in Redclyffe Woods, sir,” answered Harry.  “It belongs—or did belong—to a man named Joyce.  He has a pony and cart, and we went along to see if we could hire it.”
  Why Mr. Lagden was so angry was a puzzle to the juniors.  It could hardly be considered an offence to seek to hire a lift from a woodcutter to get to the school.  But there was no doubt that he was angry—intensely angry.  His hand strayed to the cane again.
  “So you went to this woodcutter’s cottage, Wharton ?”  Mr. Lagden’s voice was sharp.
  “Yes, sir.  But nobody was there, so we were unable to hire the cart.  Bunter found that he could walk, after all, and we came on.”
  “I had a fearful pain, sir—”
  “Silence !  You say that you found nobody at the woodcutter’s cottage, Wharton ?  I have never heard of the place; but I accept your statement that there is such a place—”
  “Any fellow can tell you there is such a place, sir, if you do not care to take my word !” said Wharton icily.  “Joyce is well known around here—he can be seen any day on the roads with his faggots.  He has a brother who is head-keeper to Sir Hilton Popper, at Popper Court.”
  “All this is immaterial.  It appears that you have been rambling at large in woods that are out of school bounds, with the result that you are late for call-over.  Taking a short cut by the main path is one thing; rambling m the woods is quite another.  You did not consider, I presume, that leave to go to Redclyffe for the football match included leave to ramble in woods which are out of school bounds ?”
  “Certainly not, sir !”
  “Yet you have done so.”
  “We have not done so !” said Harry quietly.  “We went direct from the path, by the track up to Joyce’s cottage, for the reason I have told you.  Bunter fancied he couldn’t walk, and we wanted to get him a lift.”
  “I was in terrible agony, sir !” squeaked Bunter.
  “Shut up, you ass !” hissed Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, really, Bull—”
  “You did not succeed in getting this lift for Bunter ?” said Mr. Lagden sharply.
  “I've said that there was nobody a the cottage, sir.  At least, we saw nobody—only a dog.  Owing to the dog, we were unable to knock at the door.  I was going-to knock, when the dog came for me, and I had to run.  It was a big Alsatian.”

  The glint in Mr. Lagden’s eyes quite startled the juniors.
  “You say you were going to knock at the door, Wharton ?”
  “Yes, sir, to ask—”
  “I am unacquainted with the place,” said Lagden.  Am I to understand that the door is accessible from the path, and that a big Alsatian dog was loose ?  Is that what you mean ?”
  “No, sir. If you’d ever seen the place, you’d know—”

  “As I have been here only a short while, Wharton, I am naturally unacquainted with such outlying places.  Answer my question.”

  “There’s a fence and a gate, sir,” said Harry.  “The dog was in the yard inside the fence, running loose.”

  “Then you opened the gate ?”

  “No, sir; it was locked.”

  “Indeed !  And how did you reach the door of the cottage if the gate was locked ?”

  “I climbed over the gate.”

  “Upon my word !” exclaimed Mr. Lagden.  “We appear to be getting to the facts at last.  You committed a trespass ?”

  Wharton coloured with anger.  “Nothing of the kind, sir !  Knowing Joyce, and knowing that he would be willing to hire us the cart, we saw no harm—”

  “When a gate is locked, Wharton, does it not usually imply that no one is desired to enter without permission ?”

  “I—I suppose so, sir; but in the circumstances—”

  “No circumstances can excuse a trespass, Wharton !  By your reckless disregard of the school rules, and, indeed, of the law of the land, you placed yourself in danger.  You say the-dog came for you, as you express it.  Does that mean that the dog attacked you ?”

  “I got over the gate in time.”

  “Otherwise you might—and indeed would—have been mauled, perhaps seriously injured by a big Alsatian dog ?”

  “Yee-es, sir.”

  “And you regard this as a light matter ?” exclaimed Mr. Lagden.  The juniors were silent.

  Certainly the matter had a serious aspect, and if Mr. Lagden was concerned about Wharton’s narrow escape from the Alsatian, there was something to be sand for his anger.  But it was an undoubted fact that he had been angry before the Alsatian was mentioned.  But for his remark that he knew nothing of the woodcutter’s cottage, the juniors might have supposed that he knew all about; the Alsatian and the danger that had been incurred.  But, so far as they could see, he could not have known that until Wharton mentioned it.

  “It comes to this, then,” said Mr. Lagden.  “You were given leave to go to Redclyffe for a football match; you took advantage of this to ramble in woods that are out of school bounds for very good reasons; you committed a trespass, and one of you, at least, placed himself in danger from a savage dog.  I am compelled to deal with you severely.”

   “I have said—”

  “You need say no more, Wharton !  For your own sakes, I must impress upon you that the rules of this school cannot. be defied with impunity.  As you are head boy of my Form, Wharton, I hold you chiefly responsible.  I shall cane you, and the others will take five hundred lines each.”  Mr. Lagden picked up the cane.  “Bend over that chair, Wharton.”

  Harry Wharton looked at him, his eyes gleaming.  Resistance to a Form master’s authority was a thing that had hardly entered the head of any Greyfriars man, a thing unthinkable.  But it entered the head of the captain of the Remove now.  It was not the caning that he cared much about—canings often came the way of juniors.  But the injustice of it was bitter.

  “Will you let me. speak, sir ?” said Harry quietly, but with a tremble of anger in his voice.  “I have said that we came directly through the woods—we did not ramble—and getting over the gate at Joyce's cottage was not a trespass—”

  “That is enough, Wharton !  Bend over that chair at once, or I shall take you to your headmaster and request him to flog you for disobedience.”

  Harry Wharton breathed hard and deep.  His chums eyed him anxiously.  They understood his feelings and shared them.  But a beak had to be given his head.

  Fortunately the captain of the Remove realised that.  Only for a moment he stood looking at Lagden.  Then, with a scorn in his face that he did not take the trouble to conceal, he turned to the chair.  Six strokes of the cane fell, hard, one after another.  Every one was a hefty lash; but no sound came from the captain of the Remove.  He rose from the chair, his face pale, and his eyes glinting. Mr. Lagden pointed to the door.

  “You may go !” he said harshly.

  And the juniors, in silence, went.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Down on Lagden !
  “THE man’s a sportsman !” re marked the Bounder.

  “The man’s a rotten cur !” said Harry Wharton.

  “Eh, what ?”

  It was in the Rag, after prep.  Some of the juniors were still talking about the incident at calling-over, hence the Bounder’s remark.  Smithy, at least, had a very good opinion of the new master of the Remove, which was shared by most of the fellows.  And there was quite a jump, when the captain of the Remove contributed his opinion.

  The juniors stared at Wharton on all sides.

  “What’s bitin’ you, old bean ?” asked Vernon-Smith.  “I tell you the man’s a sportsman—never heard of a beak who would have played up as he did in Hall.”

  Wharton’s lip curled.

 “I dare say the fellow would like to make himself popular,” he answered.  “He knows the way, too—if he could keep his rotten temper in check.  But we saw the kind of man he really was when he pitched into Bunter for next to nothing, his first day here.  I’ve had a sample now myse1f.”

  “Ragged for being late ?” grinned the Bounder, “Too many lines, old bean ?”

  “Doesn't Lagden know what a very important chap Wharton is ?” asked Skinner.  “After all, he’s new here.  It will dawn on him later.”

  Some of the fellows laughed.

  “Shut up, Skinner said Bob Cherry, frowning.

  “My dear chap,” said Skinner airily.  “Let’s make allowances for the man.  He’s only been here a short while.  Give him another week to learn that his High Mightiness mustn’t be treated like a common mortal !”

  “He, he, he !” from Billy Bunter.

  “The shut-upfulness is the proper caper, my esteemed Skinner,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Otherwise, the punchfulness of your ridiculous napper will be the next item on the programme.

  “Oh, let. him run on !” said Wharton contemptuously.  “Skinner’s head isn’t worth punching!”

  “Glad to hear it !” said Skinner blandly.  “But what has the man done ?  Has he had the cheek to give Wharton lines ?  Has he had the unparalleled nerve to lick him ?  What is it jolly old Shakespeare says— “On horror’s head, horrors accumulate—”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “The man’s a cur !” said Harry Wharton, his voice distinct, and audible to every fellow in the Rag.  “I hope Quelch will soon be well, and come back.  Quelch is rather a Tartar, but he’s a gentleman, anyhow.”

  “And the new man isn’t ?” asked Smithy, with a stare.

  “He isn’t !”

  “Better tell him so !” suggested Skinner.

  “That’s not so unlikely as you suppose, Skinner,” answered Wharton.  It’s quite possible that I may tell him so if he stays here long.”

  Oh, my hat !”

  “Tell him in Form, so that we can all be there when you do it !” sniggered Snoop.  I should like to see his face when you tell him—and yours, soon afterwards.”

  “I say, you fellows, he’s an awful beast, really,” said Billy Bunter.  “You know how he licked me his first day—and now he’s given me five hundred lines !  Of course, I shan’t do them, and I shall jolly well tell him so.”
  “I can hear you telling him so !” agreed Skinner.  “About the same time that Wharton tells him that he’s no gentleman !”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Wharton coloured with vexation.  He had spoken in anger: but it was rather unpleasant to be bracketed like this with the gaseous Owl of the Remove.  Skinner smiled cheerily.  Getting Wharton’s rag out was a happy amusement for the amiable Skinner.

  “Five hundred lines is rather thick for cutting call-over,” said the Bounder, with a curious look at Wharton.  “He was so jolly good-tempered in Hall, too—”

  “I’ve had six !” said Wharton curtly.

  “Oh, my hat !  Then you must have checked him a lot.”

  “You can think so if you like.”

   The Bounder laughed.

  “Dear man !” he said.  No need to rag me—I haven’t given you six, you know.  But, look here; I don’t get this.  What did he give you six for ?”

  “Because he’s a rank outsider.”

  “Any other reason grinned Skinner.

   “Tell us about it, old bean,” said Peter Todd.  “I’ve been thinking that the new man was rather decent.”

  “I don’t mind telling you.  As I’ve said that the man’s a cur, I may as well give you the reason.”

  And the captain of the Remove, in a very few words, told of what had passed in the Form -master’s study.

  The Remove men listened in astonishment.  The Bounder whistled.

  “That's rather thick !” he said.  “But suppose he was a bit alarmed when you told him about that jolly old Alsatian.  If you’d get mauled, the matter would have been jolly serious.”  “That’s not the point ! He ought to have taken a fellow’s word.  He was dealing with me, not with Bunter !”

  Oh, really, Wharton—”

   “He’s new here,” murmured Skinner.  “He doesn’t know that our Form captain is a jolly old model of truthfulness.  Besides, a matter of fact, old bean, you were trespassing, just as Lagden said you were.  I’ve heard about that old cottage in the wood—it doesn’t belong to the Joyces now.  Old Joyce has let the place and moved into Woodend with his family.”

  “I never knew that !” snapped Wharton.

  “The knowfulness was not terrific.”

  “Facts are facts, you know, whether you happen to know them or not !” grinned Skinner.  “You were butting into some stranger’s place; and if you’d found him at home, he might. have wanted to know what the thump you meant by climbing his gate—might have come up complaining to the Head.”

  “I don’t understand all this said Harry.  “Who the dickens would want to hire that cottage, in the heart of the woods, two miles from a house—”

  “Well, somebody has, because the jolly old woodcutter has let it,” said Skinner.  “I spoke to him in Woodend only yesterday, and he told me so.”

  “So, you jolly well were trespassing !” said Smithy.

  “Lagden didn’t know that,” said Wharton.  “He said quite plainly that he had never heard of the place; so he couldn’t have heard that it was let.”

  “Better keep clear of Redclyffe Woods after this !” said Squiff.  “No short cuts for me if I go over to Redclyffe.”

  “Catch me within a mile of the place !” grinned Skinner.  If Lagden’s so jolly particular about bounds in that direction, I’m going to give him his head.  I don’t want six.”

  “Same here !” chuckled Toddy.

  “The man seems a bit of a Tartar at times,” said Smithy thoughtfully. “Still he's rather a sportsman.”

  “You mean, he knows how to make himself popular—and he wants to be popular !” said Wharton, with a curl of the lip.  “But his rotten temper gives him away all the time.  He looks decent enough; but he’s got a yellow streak in him.  Quelch is ,bit of a coughdrop; but that man isn’t fit to black Quelchy’s boots !”
  “And all because of six !” sighed Skinner.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Not  because of six, Skinner !” said Wharton quietly.  “But because he handed out six for nothing—because he was unjust, suspicious, and a. rotter !  I shall be jolly thankful when we get Quelch back again, for one.  That man’s not the kind we want here !”
  “Hear, hear said Bob Cherry.  “The hear-hearfulness is terrific !”

  “My dear chap !”  It was an opportunity to be unpleasant, and Harold Skinner could not resist it.  My dear chap, I shouldn’t make such a fuss about; a licking.  We all get licked at times—even nice, innocent chaps like myself—”

  Harry Wharton’s eyes gleamed at Skinner for a moment.  But he disdained to bandy words with the cad of the Remove, and he left the group and moved away.  Skinner winked at his friends.

  “The dear man’s getting his rag out !” sighed Skinner.  “He’s cross with Lagden—and cross with poor little me !

  Nevertheless, friends and sportsmen, a licking isn’t a thing to make such a tremendous fuss about—”

  “Think not ?” asked Johnny Bull, with a glare at Skinner, and speaking in a voice that was rather like the growl of a bulldog.

  “Well, that’s my opinion !” yawned Skinner.  “I can take a licking myself, without doing a song and dance afterwards !”

  Wharton’s told you it wasn’t the licking—it was the injustice !” growled Johnny Bull.  “The man’s a cruel brute, when he lets his temper go, and he’s got a rotten temper, with all his dashed nice manners.  And if I were Wharton I'd punch your head for your cheek !”

  Johnny Bull paused and seemed to reflect.

  “Come to think of it, I’ll punch it anyhow !” he added.

  “Here, you silly ass, keep off !  Yaroooh !” roared Skinner, as Johnny suited the action to the word.  “You dashed fathead— Whooooooop !”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”
 “Now, come on, you sniggering sweep, and show us how you can take a licking !” snorted Johnny Bull.

  “Go it, Skinner !” chuckled the Bounder.

   But Skinner did not “go” it; he rubbed his head and glared at Johnny Bull and stamped away; scowling.  He seemed to have no desire to show the Remove how a licking should be taken !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

A Visitor for Bunter !

  MR. LAGDEN, in the Form-room the following morning was his customary good-tempered and agreeable self.  He seemed to have dismissed the incident of the previous evening from his mind; and when he had to speak to his head boy on matters connected with the Form, he spoke in his usual pleasant manner.  Wharton, of course, answered respectfully, but with a very evident reserve.  He did not trust a man who had a catlike temper that might break out at any moment, and he could neither forget nor forgive the incident that Mr. Lagden seemed to have forgotten.
  The fact was that Wharton had, to some extent, read the man’s character.  Lagden desired to be liked in his Form and he knew how to make himself popular.  Only on rare occasions the man’s real nature showed; but Wharton had seen enough of it to form a very decided opinion; and his opinion was that Rupert Lagden, Master of Arts, was a good deal of a “bounder.”  Under his excellent manners and his pleasant smile, there was a yellow streak in the man; and Wharton did not like him, and had no intention of pretending to like him.

  Excellent !” said Mr. Lagden, when Wharton had finished his “con.”

  “Bunter, you will go on.”

  “Oh dear!” said Bunter.

  Bunter had nourished a hope that Lagden’s eye would not fall on him that morning.  After that walk home from Redclyffe, Bunter had been too tired for prep; or, at all events, too lazy.  His fat mind was a beautiful blank on the subject of the section of the Æneid which the Removites were supposed to have prepared in their studies.  Every fellow was not called on to construe; there was always a chance of escape, and Bunter often took such chances‘ and hoped for the best.

  “What did you say, Bunter ?’ asked Mr. Lagden.

  “Oh, nothing, sir !” stammered Bunter.  “I mean, I’m ready to go on, sir.  I—I was very careful with my prep last night, sir.”

  “Let us hear the result of this unusual application, Bunter,” said Mr. Lagden.  “No doubt the whole Form will benefit.”

  This was a jest, and the Remove dutifully smiled.

  “Yes, sir.  I—I can’t find the place—”

  “Show Bunter the place Skinner.”

  “Here you are, fathead !” whispered Skinner.  “Go on from jamque rubescebat radiis mare—”

  “What does it mean, old chap ?” breathed Bunter.

  Skinner was not a fellow to ask for help in a difficulty; but he was leaning over to point out the place to Bunter, and so he was the fellow to whom Bunter could whisper without detection.

Bunter really ought to have known that it meant that the sea was reddening in the rays of dawn.  As he evidently did not know, Skinner was not the man to tell him.  Skinner was the man to pull the fat Owl’s leg, careless whether it landed him in a row or not.  He whispered information that would have made any other Remove man jump; but which was good enough for the fatuous Owl.

  “I am waiting, Bunter,” said Mr. Lagden.

  “Yes, sir.  I’ve found the place, sir,” said Bunter cheerfully.  “Jamque rubescebat radiis mare—and jam reddened the radiant mare—”

  “Wha-a-t ?”

  “Jam reddened the radiant mare-”

  “Ha, ha, ha ! yelled the Remove.

  Bunter’s “con” was often of a kind calculated to set any Form-room in a roar.  But this was a record, even for Bunter.

  Mr. Lagden stared at the fat Owl.

  “What—what did you say, Bunter ? he gasped.

  “Jam reddened the radiant mare—”

  “Bunter !  You utterly ridiculous boy—are you totally ignorant of Latin ?” exclaimed Mr. Lagden.

  “Oh you beast, Skinner !” groaned Bunter.  He realised that Skinner must have taken him in.  “Yes, sir !  I mean, no, sir.  Have I got it wrong, sir ?”

  “You have not prepared this lesson, Bunter !”

  “Oh, yes, sir !  I—I was working very hard in my study last night, sir,” said Bunter.  “I wasn’t taking it easy in the armchair, sir.  You can Toddy, sir.  He saw me.”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”

  “Besides sir, with all those lines to do, I hadn’t time for prep,” said Bunter anxiously.  “You gave me five hundred lines, sir.”

  “If you have written out your. imposition, Bunter, I shall take that as an excuse.  But you have not handed it in to me.”

  “I—I haven’t exactly written it, sir.  I mean, I haven’t finished it, sir,” stammered Bunter.  “I—I was going to—”

  “How much have you written of it, Bunter ?”

  “One—one line, sir.”

  “Ha, ha, ha !”

  Mr. Lagden, to Bunter’s relief, joined in the laugh.  Either he was in a very good temper that morning, or he was, as Wharton reflected scornfully, on the “popularity” tack again.

  “You may go on, Cherry,” he said, and Bunter, with a relieved grunt, sat down, feeling that Lagden wasn’t such a beast after all.

  Bob Cherry was struggling with his “con,” when there came a tap at the Form-room door.  It opened, and Trotter, the page, looked in. Mr. Lagden gave him a glance of inquiry.

  “What is it ?” he asked.

  “Please, sir, Master Bunter’s to go to the ’Ead, sir,” said Trotter.

  “Oh crikey ejaculated Bunter.

  A summons to the Head’s study boded trouble.  A fellow whose conscience was perfectly clear, of course, would have received such a summons perfect equanimity.  But consciences in the Lower School were seldom absolutely clear.  Billy Bunter’s least of all.  The fat Owl wondered what, and which, of his many delinquencies had reached the august ears of his headmaster.

  “Very well,” said Mr. Lagden.  “Bunter, you will leave the class, and go to Dr. Locke’s study.”

  “I—I—I say, if—if you please, sir, it—it wasn’t me gasped Bunter.

  “What ?  What was not you ?”

  “Anything, sir—I mean, nothing !” stuttered Bunter.  “I—I wasn’t there at all, sir.” .

  “You were not where ?”

  “Anywhere, sir !  I mean, I didn’t do it !” groaned Bunter.  “I think perhaps it’s some other fellow the Head wants, sir.  If it’s about a pie, sir, I give you my word that I know nothing about it—absolutely nothing.”

  Mr. Lagden stared at the fat Owl for a moment, and smiled.  Then he glanced at Trotter again, who was grinning.

  “It’s a gentleman to see Master Bunter, sir,” said Trotter, kindly taking compassion on the scared Owl.

  “Oh !” gasped Bunter.  He realised that it was not trouble with the Head, and his fat brow cleared.  “Oh, good !”  Instead of trouble, it was a visitor, and escape from Latin.  “Is it my father, Trotter ?”

  “No, sir,” said Trotter.  “The gentleman gave the name of Brent, sir, when I let him in, sir—Inspector Brent, sir.”

  Nobody in the Remove had ever heard of Inspector Brent.  The local police-inspector, who had the -case of ‘the missing Second-Form fag in hand was Mr. Grimes, of Courtfield.  What a police-inspector could want with Billy Bunter was rather a mystery.  Billy Bunter’s sins were many and manifold; but certainly not of the sort that would call for attention from the police.   But if the Removites were rather surprised, Mr. Lagden, the new master of the Remove, seemed more than surprised.  He took a quick step towards Trotter, and stopped again.

  “What name did you say, Trotter ?” he asked.

  “Brent, sir—Inspector Brent.”

  There was an instant’s pause.  Some of the Removites looked at Mr. Lagden, wondering whether he knew Inspector Brent—whoever Inspector Brent was.

  “You may go, Bunter !” said Lagden. 

  Billy Bunter followed Trotter, and the Form-room door closed.

  Mr. Lagden went to his desk—the high desk belonging to Mr. Quelch.  He opened and peered into the interior for several minutes, and during those minutes the Remove fellows did not see his face.  They waited patiently for his attention to return to them—quite patiently.  Not a man in the Form was eager to get back to Virgil.

  Mr. Lagden lifted his head at last.

  Wharton !”

  “Yes, sir !”

  “I find that I have forgotten a letter—a rather important letter.  I am compelled to leave the Form-room for a time—I leave the Form in your hands, and trust you to keep order here.”

  “Very well, sir.”

  Mr. Lagden left the Form-room.  There was a general relaxation.  The head boy of the Remove was quite capable of keeping order in his Form-master’s absence; but it was improbable that the Remove would improve their knowledge of the Latin language to any great extent during that absence.

  A cheery buzz of talk in the Form-room followed Mr. Lagden’s departure.

  Rupert Lagden went directly to his study.  He closed the door carefully, and then, as if he had thrown aside a disguise, the expression of his face changed.  The black look that came over it would have startled his Form, could they have seen it.  Under his knitted brows his eyes glittered with a savage light.  He had told the Remove that he had to attend to an important letter; but no letter occupied his attention after he was in his study.  He moved restlessly about the room, his hands clenched, his brows knitted.

  “What does he want here ?  He knows nothing—can know nothing.  Only the boy could have told—and the boy has not spoken.  Yet he is here.”

  Had the Remove fellows overheard those strange mutterings, they would have guessed that the name of “Inspector Brent was not unknown to Mr. Lagden—that it meant much to him.  But there were no ears to hear the mutterings of the Remove master as he restlessly paced his study.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Man from Scotland Yard !
  “HERE is Bunter !” said the Head.

  Billy Bunter entered the headmaster’s study, with an inquisitive blink at the gentleman who was seated there in conversation with Dr. Locke.

  What he was at Greyfriars School for, what he could possibly want with

Bunter, the fat Owl could not guess.  Still, he was glad that Mr. Brent had called; it got him away from class, at least.

  The visitor rose to his feet as Dr. Locke spoke and fixed his eyes on Bunter.  Bunter did not much like his looks.

  If he was an inspector, he was not in uniform; he was dressed in ordinary lounge c1othes of a dark grey, well cut.  He was a man of rather stocky figure, evidently strong and muscular.  His face was, to Bunter’s eyes, forbidding; the features were handsome in themselves, but cold, hard, grim in expression.  The eyes were very keen and penetrating—rather reminding Bunter of Que1chy’s “gimlet-eyes.”  They looked out from under knitted, heavy brows.

  Mr. Brent's age might have been anything between thirty and forty; but, though he was evidently still a young man, there was nothing of youth in his expression.  He looked a hard man; and keener eyes than Bunter’s might have read in that hard face the signs of some old grief sternly suppressed.  Anyone but Bunter might have read that Mr. Brent was a man who had seen trouble, and had borne it with courage, and fortitude.

  No such idea occurred to the Owl of the Remove as he blinked at the man through his big spectacles.  He thought that Mr. Brent looked rather a hard nut to crack, and shifted a little uneasily under the penetrating stare of the keen eyes under the frowning brows.

  “Bunter,” said Dr. Locke, “this is Inspector Brent, a detective officer from Scotland Yard.  He-desires to speak to you.”

  “Y-yes, sir !” stammered Bunter, in great wonder.

  Bunter had feared that the Head might want to see him about a certain pie that had been missing from where it belonged.  But even Bunter could not suppose that a Scotland Yard detective had come to Greyfriars to inquire after a missing pie.  He could not begin to imagine what the detective was there for.

  “So this is Bunter,” said Mr. Brent in a deep voice that seemed to Bunter rather like the growl of a bear.  Neither his voice nor his look expressed any favourable impression of Bunter.  “Yes, Mr. Brent,” said the Head, rising from his chair.  “No doubt you will desire to question Bunter alone; and as I am required in the Sixth Form room—”

  “Certainly, sir.”

  “Dr. Locke quitted the study.  Mr. Brent’s call had interrupted the Head, who was taking the Sixth Form in Greek that morning.  The Head was, rather anxious to get back to the Sixth and Sophocles—though it was not improbable that the Sixth would have been quite willing to give Sophocles a long rest.

  Mr. Brent reseated himself when the headmaster was gone.  He was still scanning Bunter, who stood uneasily, shifting from one leg to the other, under that steady, unwinking gaze.

  “Sit down, Bunter !” said Mr. Brent suddenly.  He barked the words out so suddenly that Bunter jumped.

  “Oh !  Yes !” gasped Bunter.

  He sat down.

  “You are aware, I suppose, that I am a detective officer,” said Mr. Brent.  “No doubt you guess that I am here in connection with the boy in the Second Form who disappeared from the school a few days ago.”

  Bunter had not guessed it—though really he might have done so.

  “Oh, Flip ?” he said.

  “The boy called Flip,” said Mr. Brent.  “I am given to understand that you know -more of this boy than anyone else at the school.”

  Bunter began to understand why he was wanted.

  “Oh, yes, sir !” he said, recovering confidence.  “I fancy I know all about the kid.  The fact is—”

  “I have seen Inspector Grimes at Courtfield,” said Mr. Brent, ruthlessly interrupting Bunter, “and I have heard all that your headmaster can tell me.  It appears clear that this boy called Flip has been kidnapped, and is now being kept away from the school.  So much, I conclude, is well known here.”

  “Oh, yes,” said Bunter, “everybody knows the kid was kidnapped !  I can tell you all about that—”

  “I have already heard all about that.  I am informed that an earlier attempt was made to kidnap the boy, and that he stated that some rough, called the ‘Buster,’ had seized him, instigated by a man called ‘Jimmy the One.’  It is fairly obvious now that he has disappeared, that a second attempt was made by the same persons. and succeeded.  It appears that you are the boy who was most in Flip’s confidence—”

  “Yes, rather !  I did a lot for that kid—a tremendous lot—”

  “You will tell me everything that Flip may have told you on the subject of the crook called Jimmy the One, and please keep to the point,” said Inspector Brent.

 Billy Bunter breathed rather hard.  This man appeared to have no scruple about interrupting Bunter and cutting him short in the most ruthless manner.  Bunter disliked his manners very much indeed.  Bunter would have preferred to expatiate on his own uncommon generosity to Flip; in fact, he would have preferred to talk-about himself, as usual.  Moreover, though poor Flip had regarded Bunter as his patron and his best friend, Bunter had never troubled his head much about the fag, and if Flip had ever felt disposed to confide in him, it had never occurred to Bunter to give him the chance.  On that subject; he had nothing to tell Mr. Brent that a dozen other Remove fellows could not have told him.

  “Well ?” rapped Mr. Brent; and Bunter jumped again.  The man had a way of barking at a fellow that was quite startling.

  “Well, Flip told us that he’d known a man—a crook or something—called Jimmy the One when he lived at Puggins’ Alley, in a slum in London,” said Bunter.  “He said he’d seen this man since he came to Greyfriars, and warned him to clear off; and that it was Jimmy the One who put up that hooligan to kidnap him.”

  “I have already heard this, and more,” barked Mr. Brent.  “Has Flip ever told you any particulars about this crook ?”

  “Only that the man thrashed him once—”

  “Never mind that !  His description ?”

  “Never thought of asking him,” said Bunter.  You see, I never thought of—”

  “I can see that you never thought,” said Mr. Brent grimly.  “Try to call to mind anything that Flip may have said about this crook.”

  Bunter cudgelled his fat brains,

  “He's said that the man looked like a gentleman, and nobody would ever suspect him of being a crook,” he said.  “He said he was what he called a swell.”

  “And the name he was called by ?”

  “Jimmy the One !” said Bunter.

  “I mean any other name—surname ?”

  “He never said anything about that.  In fact, I fancy ha was rather keen on not giving the man away,” said Bunter.  “Some sort of silly idea that it wasn’t the game.”

  “He never mentioned any name to you ?”

  “No.”

  “Or gave a description of the man’s looks ?”

  “Only that he was a swell.”

  “Mr. Brent gave a grunt.  Even Bunter could see that the detective had hoped that Flip might have talked freely to another schoolboy and mentioned details that would be useful to the man from Scotland Yard.

  There was a brief pause.

  “The boy stated that he had seen this crook since he became a Greyfriars boy?” rapped Mr. Brent. in his sudden , way.

  “Yes.”

  “Where ?”

  “He never said where.  Somewhere neat Greyfriars, of course.”

  “Why near Greyfriars ?”

  “Well, Flip never went far from the school.  If he saw him at all, it must have been somewhere near.”

  “When did he see him ?”

 “ He never told us.”

  “Did he tell you what he supposed the man’s object to be in attempting to kidnap him ?”

  “Oh, everybody knew that !” said Bunter.  “It was to keep his mouth shut.”

  “Did Flip say so ?”

  “Yes, more than once.  He could have given the man away, and the man wanted to shut him up.”

  “Did Flip have any acquaintances outside the school that you know of ?”

  “Never heard of any.”

  “Do you know if he ever went out to meet, anyone outside the school ?”

  “Never heard of it, if he did,” said Bunter.  “But, of course, I don’t see much of the Second Form.”

  “I am given to understand that you were the boy’s friend—that it was you who caused him to be sent to this school in the first place ?”

  “That’s so,” said Bunter.  “You see, I came on him in the Christmas holidays and befriended him—took him up, and all that.  In fact, treated him very generously indeed.”

  “Did you see much of him here ?”

  “Well, of course, I was kind to the kid,” said the fatuous Owl.  “But it Remove man doesn’t see a lot of the Second.  I was going to help him with his Latin, but somehow I never got time.  I stood him a spread sometimes in Wharton’s study.  I—”

  “You saw very little of the boy at this school ?” barked Mr. Brent.

  “You see, I’m rather popular in my Form, and the fellows run after a fellow a lot,” explained Bunter.  “I always have so many engagements on hand that—”

  “How often did you see the boy here ?”

  “Oh, lots of times—every day—at least two or three times a week !”

  Mr. Brent snorted.

  “You see, a Remove man hasn’t time—”

  Another snort from Mr. Brent, so emphatic that Bunter jumped, and was silent.

  The fat Owl blinked rather indignantly at the detective.  He wondered whether the man supposed that a Remove man—especially so popular a fellow as Bunter—had time to be always running after a fag in the Second Form.  Bunter had been kind to Flip--in his own and fatuous way.  But there was no doubt that he had forgotten Flip’s existence for days at a time, and that when the grateful little fellow had sought him out, Bunter had never had much time to waste on him.

  To Bunter’s surprise and annoyance, Mr. Brent was actually glaring at him.  He seemed annoyed about something.

  It seems that you were the original cause of Lord Mauleverer’s uncle placing the boy at this school !” barked Mr. Brent suddenly.  “But that after he was here, although a boy with such an upbringing must have felt very strange in‘ such surroundings, you took very little notice of him.”

  “Oh, really, sir—”

  “In fact, you neglected a lad who had considerable claims on you, as you had caused him to be placed in new and very strange surroundings.”

  Bunter gasped.

  “Well, I like that !” he ejaculated.  “After all I’ve done for that kid—”

  “From what I have learned, it appears that the boy was grateful to you, and looked on you as his only friend.”

  “Oh, yes, rather !” said Bunter complacently.

  “Had you given him more notice, and encouraged him to confide in you, he might very probably have told you things that would be very useful new in the search for him.”

  “Oh said Bunter.  “Of—of course, I talked to him sometimes.”

  “What about ?” asked Mr. Brent, with a gleam of hope.

  A less obtuse fellow than Bunter would have discerned that the man from Scotland Yard was almost desperately anxious to hear even the slightest detail in connection with “Jimmy the One.”

  “Well, I used to tell him about Bunter Court sometimes,” said the fatuous Owl, “and about my splendid holidays, and—”

  Mr. Brent gave a snort that made Bunter almost jump from the chair he was sitting on.  It was really, as Bunter told the Remove fellows afterwards, like a bull in the room.

  “If you talked to the boy, you talked about yourself, apparently !” barked Mr. Brent.

  Bunter blinked.  What the dickens did the man suppose he would talk about, he wondered.

  “You may go back to your lessons, Bunter !” barked Mr. Brent.

  “Oh!” said Bunter.

  This was cutting the interview rather short.  Unpleasant as Mr. Brent was, barking at a fellow like a dog, Bunter preferred him to Latin in the Form-room.  But it seemed that the .man from Scotland Yard had done with him.

  He rose from the chair.

  “You are a fool !” added Mr. Brent, in the same barking voice.

  “Eh !”

  “A fool !  You may go !”

  Billy Bunter went, with feelings that were really too deep for words.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Hunter and the Hunted !

  RUPERT LAGDEN, Master of Arts, looked from his study window.

  It was a cold February morning, but there was a bright gleam of wintry sunshine in the quadrangle of Greyfriars.

  Mr. Lagden, apparently, had forgotten that his Form were still waiting for him in the Remove-room, which was rather singular, for since Rupert Lagden had been at Greyfriars, he had been a very careful and dutiful Form master.

  Other matters than Form work, however, filled his mind now.

  Standing at the study window, half concealed by the curtain, he looked out, his eyes glued on a stocky form that had emerged from the House.

  Inspector Brent’s interview with Bunter evidently was over, for here was the inspector walking in the deserted quad.

  Mr. Lagden, having been in the Form-room at the time, had not, of course, seen Mr. Brent arrive, and had known nothing of his arrival until Trotter came to call the fat Owl.  But his look, as he gazed from the, study window, showed that he knew who the stocky gentleman with the bulldog jaw was.  And the glitter in his eyes told that that stocky gentleman was no friend of his.”  The burning glitter in Mr. Lagden’s eyes might well have startled Mr. Brent, had he discerned it.

  The stocky man, with his hands thrust deep into his pockets, was tramping down the path by Masters’ Studies, his brow knitted in reflecting.  His lips were set, and his jaw jutted a little.  Mr. Brent looked like a man whom few would have liked to have for an enemy.  He looked like a man who had the characteristics of a bulldog, who, having got his teeth into a problem, was not likely to let go.  And Mr. Lagden, who had the best of reasons to know John Brent’s record, knew that his looks did not belie him.

  Inspector Brent,” as he tramped with heavy, solid footsteps, was looking at the ground.  But as if some sixth sense warned him of the burning eyes that were fixed on him, he glanced up as he was passing the Remove master’s window.

  Instantly Mr. Lagden’s gaze shifted, and he seemed to be looking past the library.  A moment, and Mr. Brent’s glance dropped again, and he went solidly on.  And Lagden drew a deep, deep breath.  He knew that the man, without appearing to do so, had noted that searching look from the study window.

  He bit his lip, then shrugged his shoulders.  After all, what did it matter ?  The keenest detective ever turned out by Scotland Yard was not likely to dream that a Form master at a Public school like Greyfriars had any fear of his penetrating eyes.

  Mr. Lagden watched the stocky form tramping out of sight.  John Brent tramped on—John Brent, the only officer of the law whose hand had ever dropped on the shoulder of Jimmy the One.

  The master of the Remove remembered his Form.  He left his study, and went back to the Form-room.

  A cheery buzz of voices greeted him as he opened the door of the Remove-room.  The juniors were all in their places, but a general conversation was going on.  It ceased the moment Mr. Lagden entered.

  For a second he glanced at Billy Bunter.  But if he had any personal interest in Bunter’s interview with the man from Scotland Yard, he was careful not to betray it.  Lessons were resumed in the Form-room, and went on till break.  Only the Removites noticed that the good humour Mr. Lagden had displayed that morning was now conspicuous by its absence.  He was in a sharp temper—sharp and irritable.  Indeed, the juniors might have fancied that he was nervy had there been anything for a Greyfriars Form master to be nervy about.

  Lord Mauleverer bungled his “con,” as usual, and received a hundred lines.  Vernon-Smith made the slightest of mistakes, and was quite startled by an angry reprimand.  The Bounder’s eyes gleamed as he sat down.  He had pronounced Lagden a “sportsman” after the incident at calling-over the previous evening.  Now he began to veer round to Harry Wharton’s opinion of the man.  Mr. Lagden, apparently, wanted to be liked at Greyfriars; but his temper was not under control as it should have been.  Like a dashed cat, the Bounder said afterwards; purring one minute, and scratching the next.  Not a man a fellow could trust;

  Billy Bunter was glad that he had got through his “con” earlier.  With Lagden in this mood, “Jam reddened the radiant mare,” would have been likely to earn him a licking instead of a laugh.

  The Remove were glad when they were dismissed for break.  No doubt Mr. Lagden was glad, too, with his thoughts following the stocky man he had watched walking in the quad.

  “Bunter !”

  Billy Bunter blinked in dismay at the Form master.  Mr. Lagden called to him as the juniors were going out.

  “Oh dear !  Yes, sir !” mumbled Bunter.

  With Lagden in this unpleasant temper Bunter did not want to draw his attention.

  “Your construe was very bad, Bunter,” said Mr. Lagden.  You may remain, and I will go through the passage with you.”

  “Oh lor’ !  The Remove left the Form-room. leaving the unhappy Owl behind.  He sat down again dismally at his desk.

  Mr. Lagden strolled over to him.  To Bunter’s great relief he looked good tempered again.  He smiled at the fat junior; and Bunter grinned with relief.

  “You have lost time this morning, Bunter,” remarked Mr. Lagden.  “Of course, it was not your fault that you were called away from the Form-room.  I do not blame you.”

  “-Thank you, sir !” gasped Bunter.

  “No doubt Mr.—what was his name—”

  “Brent, sir—Inspector Brent.”

  “Ah, yes—no doubt Mr, Brent had something of importance to say to you, or you would not have been called away from class to see him.”

  “Oh, yes, rather, sir,” said Bunter importantly.  “He wanted to ask me all about Flip, sir.”

  Bunter was very pleased to show off his importance.  Likewise, he was very pleased to keep off Latin.  Not for a moment did it occur to the fat Owl that Mr. Lagden had kept him in to learn what had passed in his interview with the man from Scotland Yard.

 “Flip !” repeated Mr. Lagden.  “Who is Flip ?”

  “That kid in the Second Form, sir, who disappeared last week,” said Bunter.

  “Ah I remember hearing him spoken of.  I do not think I have seen him,” remarked Mr. Lagden carelessly.

  “Oh, yes, sir !  I dare say you’ve forgotten him,” said Bunter.  “But you’ve seen him.  It’s the kid who was with me, and some Remove fellows, the day you came, and he jumped like anything when he saw you—”

  “Eh ?”

  “Some of the fellows asked him if he’d ever seen you before, sir, he seemed so startled when you came in,” prattled on Bunter.  “I dare you remember him now, sir.”  For a second Mr. Lagden’s eyes glinted at the fatuous Owl.  Then he laughed.

  “I seem to remember—a rather grubby little fellow—”

  “That’s him, sir ! said Bunter.  “He always looked a bit grubby, though I did my best with him.  He never washed much in Puggins’ Alley, I suppose, and it came rather new to him.

  “I hope you were able to give Inspector Brent any information he desired to obtain from you, Bunter.”

  “Well, I told him all I knew, of course, sir,” said Bunter.  “All about Jimmy the One.  I—I say, sir, what’s the matter ?” ejaculated Bunter, startled by a sudden movement on Mr. Lagden’s part.

  “Nothing, Bunter !  What name did you say ?”

  “Jimmy the One, sir—that’s the name of some awful villain Flip knew when he was a vagrant,” said Bunter, blinking rather uneasily at his Form master.

  Mr. Lagden was smiling with his lips, but his eyes were strangely unsmiling, and Bunter felt oddly uneasy.

  “I see,” said Mr. Lagden, “and no doubt you were able to tell. Mr. Brent quite a great deal about this—this person, Jimmy the One ?”

  “Well, I told him what Flip told us—that it was Jimmy the One who put up that beast Buster to kidnap him,” said Bunter.  “I couldn’t tell him any more than that, because Flip never told us anything else.”

  “That is rather unfortunate,” remarked Mr. Lagden.  His eyes were smiling now, as well as his lips.

  “Yes, I wish I’d asked him about it, now,” said Bunter.  “Of course, he would have told me anything if I’d asked him.  I was his benefactor, you see; he was grateful to me, as he ought to have been.  But, of course, I never knew he was going to be kidnapped, or anything.  All I know is that the man he called Jimmy the One was an awful villain—”

  “Indeed ?” said Mr. Lagden.

  “An absolute scoundrel,” said Bunter.  “He’s been wanted by the police for ten years and more, I hear—a cracksman and a thief and a villain in every way—a frightful beast altogether—”

  “You may go, Bunter.”

  “Thank you, sir,” said Bunter; and he went promptly.

   Mr. Lagden seemed to have forgotten that he had kept Bunter in to go through a Latin passage with him; and Bunter was not the fellow to remind him.  He scuttled out of the Form-room in a hurry before Mr. Lagden had time to call it to mind.

  It was probable, however, that Rupert Lagden, Master of Arts, was not thinking of Latin, or likely to think of it.  With that stocky man with the jutting yaw at Greyfriars, the man with a double life had, more important things to occupy his thoughts.  John Brent; had hunted Jimmy the One for ten and more, but only once had he been so near his quarry as he was now—now that he was near Mr. Lagden, the new master of the Greyfriars Remove.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

The Prisoner !

  “OH swipes mumbled ‘Flip.

  Flip, of the Greyfriars Second Form, was in a dismal mood.  It was only a few days since he had been rapt away from all who knew him, but it seemed like weeks, if not years, to the Greyfriars waif.

  He rose from a table, at which he had been working with school books, and moved restlessly about the room.  The room had no windows.  Light came from a skylight, far above the fag’s head.  In what building that room was situated Flip did not know, nor whether he was a hundred or five hundred miles from Greyfriars.

  All he knew was that he was in the hands of Jimmy the One, and that only Jimmy the One knew where he was.

  Bound and gagged, rolled in a motor-rug, Flip had been carried in a car, whither he knew not.  He knew that, after a lapse of time, the car had halted—that he had been lifted out and carried, wrapped in the rug so that he could not get a glimpse of his surroundings.  He had been carried some distance, so he knew that the car must have stopped at some distance from the building, and guessed that it was a lonely building far from a road.  Beyond that he could form no conjecture.

  His first impression had been that he had been taken a great distance from Greyfriars School.  But on reflection the kidnapped boy realised that that could not be the case, for twice Jimmy the One had visited him in-his imprisonment, and Jimmy the One was playing the part; of a Form master at Greyfriars.  His only object in keeping the fag out of the way was to continue playing that part in safety.  It seemed, therefore, that wherever Flip was he must be within such a distance of Greyfriars as would enable the crook to come to him without such a prolonged absence as would excite remark at the school.

  Even the Buster, who had helped to kidnap him, had not been allowed to know where he was imprisoned—the Buster had been dismissed as soon as his help was no longer needed.  That was like Jimmy the One—he was not a man to take chances.  Probably the Buster did not know that Jimmy the One was at the school—did not know that he was named Lagden at all.  Jimmy was the man to keep secrets closely.

  “Oh; swipes !” mumbled Flip, as he moved restlessly about the room.  “This ’ere’s enough to make a bloke go off his blooming onion, this ’ere is !  Swipes !  I'd be glad to see even the Buster now.”

  The solitude was oppressive to the waif—the solitude and-the silence.

  No guard was left over him, but no guard was needed.  His prison had been carefully prepared by the crook’s own active hands.

  Where windows had been, thick, strong boards were nailed fast.  Outside, shutters were fastened.  Flip was in an upstairs room, the door of which was locked and bolted on the outside.  Many times he had tried his hand on the door, and on the boards that were nailed over the windows.  But; was nothing doing.  He was a helpless and solitary prisoner, and the only sound that ever reached him was the savage howl of a dog that ran loose in the yard below, and that came faint and muffled.

  But if he had been able to work a way out of the prison-room, the fag might have hesitated to venture forth, for he had seen the terrible animal that ran loose in the yard, and Jimmy the One had told him, quietly and coolly, that if he got out of the house he would bet torn in pieces before he reached the gate.  The room was furnished roughly but everything that Flip needed was there so far as that went.  Indeed, the quarters might have been considered luxurious in comparison with his old garret in Puggins’ Alley.

  He had ample food, and a tap in the corner of the room over a sink provided him with water.  From an impulse of humanity, perhaps, the crook had provided him with books—including school books.  Flip found a resource in study.  He was making progress in Latin that was calculated to please Mr. Twigg, his Form master, if he ever returned to Greyfriars.  Work helped the weary hours to pass.

  But often and often the fag's eyes turned to the little window in the roof, watching the steely winter sky in the daytime and the stars at night.

  Often and often he roved round the room, restless as a caged animal, as he was doing now.

  Yet, irksome as his imprisonment was, it was not of himself chiefly that the. Greyfriars waif thought.

  He was shut up in this dreary prison, while Jimmy the One carried on his game at Greyfriars, unsuspected.  Bitterly now did Flip repent that he had not denounced the crook at once, when “Mr. Lagden” had arrived at Greyfriars as a temporary master of the Remove.

  He had shrunk from betraying an associate of former days; he had warned the crook off, and he had believed that Jimmy the One would heed the warning and clear.  This was the result.  And the school that had sheltered Flip—seemed to him like Paradise after Puggins’ Alley—would be robbed, and he could not prevent it.  The field was clear for Jimmy the One, and Flip knew only too well what his game was—the game the man with a double life had played successfully many times before.

  The Greyfriars waif ceased his weary pacing, started, and listened, at the sound of a footstep in the silent building.

  Jimmy the One was coming !

  There was a scraping of the bolt, a click of the lock, and the door opened.  A man in an overcoat and a soft hat stepped in, and Flip’s eyes fixed inimically on the face under the slouch of the hat—a face that the Remove fellows would hardly have recognised as that of Mr. Lagden.  A thick black moustache and a pair of horn-rimmed spectacles changed its aspect very considerably.  “You !” grunted Flip.
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  He clenched his hands.

  “Come to see that I’m safe !” he jeered.  “You think I might ’ave got out through the blooming keyhole ?”  “I’m not letting you starve, Flip,” said Jimmy the One quietly.  He laid a heavy bag on the table.  “Unpack that !”

  “You'd let me starve if you dared !” snapped Flip.  “Lot you’d care if I never got out of ’ere alive !”

  “You can get out of here, alive and well, as soon as you choose, Flip !” said Jimmy the One.  “You know the conditions.”

  “Aw, stow it !” grunted Flip.  I was a pincher in Puggins’ Alley; but I've told you more’n once I’ll never pinch agin.  If them blokes at Greyfriars see me agin, they ain’t going to see me a pincher, s’elp me !”  The crook’s lip curved sarcastically.

  “They will never see you again, in that case, Flip !” he said.  “You young fool !  Cannot you see that I must keep you a prisoner, for my own safety, unless you are as deep in the mud as I am in the mire ?”

  “I’ll ’old my tongue about you if you clear out of Greyfriars !” muttered Flip.  “I ain’t letting you rob the old cove in the gownd what was so kind to me.  Not ’arf ! But I’ll ’old my tongue if you go, like I said I would !”

  Jimmy the One shook his head.

  “I’ve never trusted anyone yet,” he said—“not unless I had a strong hold !  You know too much, Flip !  I never dreamed that you were at Greyfriars when I came there; I’d have kept clear enough if I'd even dreamed it.  How could I have forseen anything of the kind ?  A beggarly waif from a slum—I was not likely to foresee that !  But you know me, Flip; you know now my real name.  My liberty is in your hands if you are free.”  He gave a hard laugh.  “Do you think I am the man to take such chances ?”

  Flip was silent.

  “Think it over !” drawled Jimmy the One.  “A few months ago, when you were a vagrant in a slum, you’d have been overjoyed if I had taken you up and offered to make a comrade of you.”

  “That's true enough,” admitted Flip.  “I was a pincher then, and knowed no better.  But I’ve learned a lot since then.  Since I’ve knowed Master Bunter and his friends—and the ’Ead, too—I got to understand things better.  And that ain’t all !  You done it yourself, Jimmy.”

  “What do you mean, you young fool ?”

  “You told me you knowed where my father is, and who he is, and that he’s an honest man, and an officer of the law !” said Flip.  “You offered to tell me all you knowed about it if I’d kept mum and let you carry on.  And ’cause I wouldn't fall for it, you kidnapped me and put me ’ere.  But you told me enough, Jimmy the One, to make me scared of pinching again.  Mebbe I'll never know who my father is, and never see him but I’ll never do nothing what would disgrace him !  I’ll be cut in pieces first !”

  “Take time to think it over, Flip—you’ve got bags of time before you,” said Jimmy the One lightly.  “My engagement at Greyfriars will last some time yet.”

  “You ain't cracked the safe yet ?” jeered Flip.

  Jimmy the One laughed.  “Plenty of time for that,” he said.  “I have to choose a time when there is something in it worth lifting, Flip.  And. in any case, I should stay out my engagement.  If I left before that, people might want to know why.  You will remain here till I go.  After that we shall see !  At present I have to keep you under my eye—”

  “Then we can’t be fur from the school !” said Flip, eyeing the man keenly.

  “You need not build on that, F1ip—nobody will find you here.  Neither, I think, will you get out—though I see the marks of your grubby fingers on the boards at the window.  If you do get out, I pity you !  The Alsatian is loose in the yard, and you would not live long enough to reach the gate.  Unpack that bag—I have no more time to waste on you !”

  Flip obeyed in silence.

  “Jimmy !”  He spoke in a low voice as the crook was about to go.  “Jimmy, if you’d give up the job at Greyfriars you could trust me to ’old my tongue !  You know I did ’old it, Jimmy.”

  “I’m not giving up the job at Greyfriars,” said Jimmy the One coolly, “and I can’t trust you, Flip !  If you’d stood in with me, I’d have trusted you then.  But now—”

  He paused.
  “What’s the difference now ?” asked Flip.
  It’s too late now, Flip !  Your disappearance has brought the police on the scene—you’ve mentioned the name of Jimmy the One.”

  “What about it asked Flip uneasily.
  The crook laughed.

  “That name, Flip, has been enough to bring man from Scotland Yard down to the school.  A man who’s been after Jimmy the One for years, and who nearly had him once !  Even if I could trust you, Flip, I should not dare to let you return to Greyfriars.  That man would have the truth out of you, whether you liked it or not.  You’ll never see Greyfriars again, Flip !  You’ll never see freedom again, unless as the companion and confederate of Jimmy the One—up to the neck in breaking the law, Flip !  That’s all that’s left for you now; circumstances have changed, and that’s all that’s left.”

  “It’ll never come to that !” said Flip.
  “Never’s a long word said Jimmy the One.

  The Greyfriars waif paced the room again after the crook was gone.  Escape was impossible; rescue equally out of the question.  Flip had given up hope of either.
  How was it to end—unless in his yielding to the terms offered by the crook ?  End how it might, it should never end in that—on that point, at least, the Greyfriars waif was resolute.
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Clue !

  I SAY, you fellows !”

  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !”

  “That man’s a fool !” said Billy Bunter.

  The Owl of the Remove jerked a fat thumb in the direction of a stocky, thick-set man who was crossing the quad.  It was Saturday afternoon, and, as there was no football match on, the Famous Five were discussing, after dinner, what they were going to do with the half-holiday.
  Billy Bunter interrupted them as he drew their attention to the stocky gentleman.
  Harry Wharton & Co. glanced at Inspector Brent.  They had seen the detective about the school several times during the past few days, and their impression of him was that he was anything but a fool.  That, however, was evidently the valuable opinion of William George Bunter, the fat ornament of the Remove.
  “You want to be careful what you say, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry.
  “What’s he doing here ?” asked Bunter.
  “Eh !  I suppose he came along to look for poor old Flip !” said Bob.  “It seems to be a job over Grimey’s weight, and they’ve called in a man from Scotland Yard.  What about it, ass ?”

  Sniff, from Bunter.
  “Well, the man’s a fool !” he said.  “The fact is, he called me a fool the first time I saw him and talked to him.”

  Doesn’t that rather show that he’s a man of some judgment ?” asked Bob.
  “Oh, really, Cherry—”

  “Well, what’s the man done, fathead asked Harry Wharton.
  “Nothing !” answered Bunter.  “That’s the point—nothing !  F1ip’s been missing more than a week.  Nobody knows where he is, but everybody knows that he’s not here.  Well, then, what is that ass mooching about the school for ?”

  “Asking questions, chiefly !” grinned Bob.
  Harry Wharton’s face dwelt thoughtfully on the stocky figure that was approaching from the gates.
  Mr. Brent seemed to have taken up his quarters at Courtfield, but nearly every day he was seen at the school.
  He had questioned all, or almost all, the fellows including the Famous Five, on the subject of Flip.
  That the waif had seen Jimmy the One since he had been at the school was certain, and Mr. Brent seemed keen to find any fellow who might have seen Flip in talk with a stranger, evidently with a view to getting a description of the man.

  But he had had no luck so far.  Nobody remembered having seen the fag in the company of anyone outside the school.
  “Let’s ask him if there’s any news,” said Bob Cherry.  “He’s asked us questions enough.  I suppose we can ask him one.”

  “Let’s !” agreed Nugent.
  And as Inspector Brent drew nearer, the Famous Five capped him respectfully, and Wharton addressed him.
  “Excuse me, sir.  Is any news of Flip yet ?”

  The stocky gentleman stopped and at the juniors.  There was a derisive expression on Bunter’s fat face which Mr. Brent did not seem to observe, though he was undoubtedly a very observant man.
  “We’re all very anxious about; Flip, sir !” said Bob, as the detective did not immediately reply.
  “The anxiety is terrific !” added the Nabob of Bhanipur.  “Our likefulness of the excellent and execrable Flip was preposterously tremendous !”

  Mr. Brent glanced at the dusky junior, and his hard, cold face broke into a faint smile for a second.  The nabob’s beautiful English had the effect of disturbing his grim gravity for a passing moment.
  “A clue has been found !” he barked.

  “Oh, good !” exclaimed all the Famous Five.  And the nabob added that the goodfulness was terrific.
  Mr. Brent looked thoughtfully at the juniors under his wrinkled brows.  He was a man of few words, and slow to utter even those few.
  “Is it a secret, sir ?” asked Nugent
  “If it were a secret I should mention it,” barked Mr.’ Brent.  “It is common knowledge, or soon will be.  The boy’s cap has been found.
  “Flip’s cap ?” exclaimed Wharton.  “Oh, good !  Every fellow here has to have his name in his hat—”

  “Exactly !  That is how it was identified.”

  “Will you tell us where it was found, sir ?”

  “Why not, when it will probably be in the evening newspapers ?” barked Mr. Brent.  “It was picked up some days ago in a street at Ashford.”

  “That’s a good thirty miles from here,” said Nugent.  But it’s a jolly good clue.  It shows the way the villain went with Flip.”

  Mr. Brent stared at Nugent for a moment.
  “But how was it found, sir ?” asked Harry, with keen interest.
  “It seems to have been picked up by a farmer’s man,” said Mr: Brent.  “He found it lying in the road, as if, as he supposed, it had been blown from someone passing in a car.  Instead of taking it to the police station, as he should have done, he attached no particular importance to it until he learned, from his paper, that a boy named Flip had disappeared and was being searched for.  Then he remembered the name in the cap, and took it to the police at Ashford.”

  “And it’s certain that it is Flip’s cap ?” asked Bob.
  “It has been identified as a Greyfriars cap, and the name of Flip was in it.  Flip is not, I think, a common name barked Mr. Brent.
  “Oh, quite !” said Bob, a little abashed.  “Then it shows that the brute who took Flip away passed through Ashford.  Of course, it’s on the way to London. I suppose that’s where he would head for—his jolly old native heath.”

   “If Jimmy the One let Flip’s cap blow off the car—if he had him in a car—he must. be a howling ass !” said Johnny.  More likely Flip got a chance to chuck it out, with the idea of somebody picking it up and finding the way he went.  He was a clever kid.  Just the kid to think of such a thing.”

  “That’s it, of course,” said Harry.
  “That is the conclusion generally drawn,’ grunted Brent.  “It seems a natural conclusion.”

  “Pretty certain, I should think,” said Frank Nugent.
  “Looks as if that brute got poor old Flip back to London,” said Harry Wharton.
  Mr. Brent gave the captain of the Remove one of his disconcerting stares, nodded, and walked on to the House.
  “I say, you follows, I told you that man was fool !” said Billy Bunter, with a sniff.  “A regular idiot, you know.  We all knew that Flip must have been taken a long way off, and now it’s a certainty; and that fathead of a detective is still hanging about here instead of looking for him.  I’ve a jolly good mind to tell him what I think of him !”

  And Bunter rolled away.
  “Blessed if I don’t half think Bunter’s right,” said Bob.  Now it’s certain that Flip’s been taken such a distance, I can’t quite see what Brent is hanging on here for.”

  His chums nodded assent, with the exception of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  The nabob was staring after Mr. Brent, thoughtful expression on his dusky face.  There was a glimmer of intelligence in his dark eyes.
  Bob Cherry grinned.
  “What have you got in your jolly old black noddle, Inky ?” he asked.
  “I can see it’s a brainwave.  Cough it up !”

  “My esteemed and idiotic chums,” said Hurree Singh, “it appears terrifically certain that the absurd Flip was taken away through Ashford, as his ridiculous cap has been picked up there.”

  “Not much doubt about it,” said Nugent.  “Of course, that brute would naturally head for London.  He’s safer there.”

  “Perhapsfully it is too terrifically certain,” suggested the nabob, with a grin.
  “Eh ?  What on earth are you driving at Inky ?” exclaimed  Bob.  “It’s as clear as daylight that the poor kid got a chance of chucking his cap out of the car to leave a clue behind him.”

  “The clearfulness is preposterous !” agreed’ Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Unless, my esteemed chums, that is what the execrable Jimmy the One desired the police to think, in whichful case he may have dropped the cap there himself.”

  “Oh ejaculated the juniors.
  They stared at the dusky nabob.
  “My hat !” said Bob.  “Why, the blighter may have chucked poor old Flip’s cap there after landing poor old Flip a hundred miles away in another direction !”

  “Or—” murmured the nabob.
  “Or, what, fathead ?”

  “Or the absurd kidnapper may have wished the search to concentrate at a distance from this ridiculous school, in whichful case it may turn out that the esteemed Flip is not, after all, far away.”

  “Oh crumbs !”
  “But the kidnapper wouldn’t be ass enough to stack ham away anywhere near Greyfriars !” exclaimed Nugent.
  The nabob made a gesture towards the stocky figure disappearing into the House.
  “The esteemed and absurd detective is still here, he remarked.  “Possibly he is lingerfully hanging on because he does not want to follow the trail of a ridiculous red herring.”
  It was a rather startling thought: to the chums of the Remove.  If the discovery at Ashford was in the nature of a false scent land for the searchers, it was possible that the nabob’s astute conjecture was right, and that Mr. Brent suspected that the kidnapped fag was still somewhere in the vicinity of the school.  Harry Wharton & Co. would have given a great deal to read the thoughts of the man from Scotland Yard.
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Startling !

  “HALLO, hallo, hallo !”

  “Oh crikey gasped Billy Bunter.
   He jumped.
   Harry Wharton & Co. jumped, too, as they discerned how the fat Owl of the Remove was occupied.
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The Famous Five had decided to take their bikes out for the afternoon, and they had come along to the bicycle shed to wheel them out.
  Billy Bunter was there !”

  He was alone there, and very busy.  He was stooping beside a rather handsome machine on a stand; a man’s machine, which belonged to Mr. Lagden, the new master of the Remove.  Mr. Lagden was the only master at Greyfriars who rode a push-bike.  But nearly every day he found time for a run on that push-bike; and dark and wintry as the evenings were, it was not uncommon for Mr. Lagden to go for a spin after he was done with his Form.
  His machine stood next to Wingate’s, which was a big, handsome Sunbeam, kept in beautiful order by Wingate’s fag.  The juniors’ machines -were at the other end -of the shed, and Bunter had no business where he’ was, and still less business to be occupied as he was.  He jumped up with a startled squeak and blinked round at the Famous Five through his big spectacles in sheer alarm.
  “Oh, I say, you fellows !  It’s only you ! gasped Bunter.  “I say, don’t you mention you saw me here, you know.”

  “You unspeakable idiot !” gasped Harry Wharton.
  He stared at Mr. Lagden’s machine—a big black Raleigh.  It was a good machine, but not much use to Mr; Lagden if he wanted it for one of his solitary spins that afternoon.  The tyres were cut and slashed almost to shreds, and Billy Bunter slipped a pocket-knife into his pocket rather too late to hide it from the eyes of the juniors.
  “I—I say, I—I never did that, you know !” gasped Bunter.  I—I’ve only been here a—a minute, and—and I saw it—”

  “You fat villain, you were doing it as we came in !” howled Bob Cherry.
  “Oh, really, Cherry !  Look here, the beast gave me hundred lines !” gasped Bunter.  “And he’s licked me because I haven’t done them, although I told him I wrote them out yesterday and Toddy used them to light the study fire by mistake.  He refused to take my word, just like he did-yours the other day, Wharton—”
  “You awful idiot !” said Nugent.  “You’d get flogged for this !  Lagden will be as mad as a. hatter when he sees it.”

  “I—I never did it, you know !  I—I saw it when I—I came in.  I—I was just stooping down to—to look—”

  “Let’s hope Lagden will believe that !” grunted Johnny Bull.

  “I say, you fellows, don’t you tell Lagden you saw me here ! squeaked Bunter in alarm.  “I say, it serves him right to give him a puncture or two after he’s licked a chap for nothing—”
  “A—a puncture or two !” ejaculated Bob.  “ You frabjous owl, you’ve ripped the tyres to ribbons !”
  “Well, serve him right !” said Banter.  “I heard him tell Twigg he was going out at three, so he won’t be here yet.  It’s not half-past two !  Safe as houses, you chaps !  He won’t find it out till he’s going to start.  Serve him jolly well right, the beast !  You fellows keep it dark, you know.  Not that I did it, of course.”
  And Billy Bunter rolled out of the bikeshed, leaving the Famous Five staring blankly at Mr. Lagden’s crocked jigger.
  “Well, my hat !” said Bob, with a deep breath.  “Lagden’s rather a sweep, but that’s a dirty trick to play on any man.  Bunter ought to be boiled in oil.  Look here, let’s get off.  We don’t want to be caught on the spot, or we may be asked questions; can’t give that benighted bandersnatch away.”

  “What-ho agreed Wharton.
  And the Famous Five wheeled out their machines very quickly.  As they mounted in the road they spotted William George Bunter strolling away with a satisfied grin on his fat face.  He gave the chums of the Remove a podgy wink as they started.
  Bunter evidently was satisfied with his peculiar form of vengeance on the new Form master.  Certainly it was, as Bob had said, a dirty trick; but it had to be admitted that Bunter had just cause for resentment against the new master.  He had been licked for not doing his lines, and the lines had been given unjustly in the first place.  Bunter, no doubt, would have preferred to tell Rupert Lagden what he thought of him; but that was rather impracticable, so he had taken it out of Lagden’s bike.  Certainly he had knocked Lagden’s spin that afternoon on the head.
  Harry Wharton & Co. rode away at a good speed.  They were going by Courtfield and along to Redclyffe, where they intended to stop for tea.  After which there would be a run home to Greyfriars—but not by way of the path through Redclyffe Woods !  After the trouble with Lagden they had sagely resolved to give Redclyffe Woods a miss.  And the few extra miles were nothing to them on the bikes.  They were out for a long spin.
  Billy Bunter’s antics were no business of theirs, of course, and they dismissed the matter from their minds.  Certainly they thought that the fat Owl ought; to be kicked, but it was not their business to kick him.  And it was certain that he would get something much more severe than a kicking if Mr. Lagden discovered who had ripped his tyres.
  It was a cold, but clear and fine day, with a keen wind from the sea and the chums of the Remove enjoyed that spin.  They rode by Courtfield and round, by Highcliffe, and then-by the towpath along the Sark, where biking really was not allowed; but as there was nobody on the towpath in the winter they allowed themselves that privilege.  Then they got into the Redclyffe road, and shot along in a merry bunch for the distant town.

  It was tea-time when they rode into the old-fashioned High Street of Redclyffe, and after two or three hours in the keen air they were quite ready for tea.  The teashop at Redclyffe was an adjunct to the grocery stores.  Adjoining the grocery was a railed space where cyclists could park their machines while they had tea within.  In the summer there were often two or three dozen machines stacked there, but in the winter they were few.  Only one machine stood there when the chums of the Remove wheeled in.  Bob Cherry, glancing at it, grinned.

  “We’re going to have old Wingate’s company at tea !” he remarked.

  “Wingate !” repeated Wharton.  “Wingate’s playing football this afternoon.  There’s a Form match—Fifth and Sixth.”

  “Old Wingate’s jolly well cut it, then; that’s his jigger,” answered Bob.
  Wharton looked at the machine.
  He had noticed that it was a big Sunbeam.  A second glance showed that it was Wingate’s Sunbeam.  He knew the machine well enough now that he gave it attention.
  “Wingate hasn’t out the footer,” said Johnny Bull.  “He was going down to play before we came out.  He’s lent somebody his jigger—some other Sixth Form man.”

  Oh, very likely,” agreed Bob.  “I suppose he wouldn’t, be likely to out the footer.”

  The juniors wheeled their machines on and stacked them against the farther wall.  While they were thus occupied a man came out of the grocery door with a large parcel under his arm.  He stepped to the Sunbeam and proceeded with rapid fingers to tie the parcel on the handlebars.  The juniors, turning away from their own machines, all looked at him at once.  In fact, they stared almost in stupefaction.
  The man was is stranger to them.  He had a dark face, with a thick, black moustache, and a pair of horn-rimmed spectacles, and looked about forty.  What he was doing with Wingate’s jigger was a mystery, unless he was “pinching” it.  Certainly it was clear that he intended to ride it, for he fastened the parcel on and -then took hold of the machine to wheel it out of the yard.
  “My only hat !” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
  He made a sudden rush forward and caught hold of the bike.  So far as Bob could see, it was the most barefaced case of “bike-pinching” he had ever come across.  Whether Wingate, or another senior of Greyfriars, had left the machine there, obviously a perfect stranger could have no right to take possession of it.
  “Here, hold on !” exclaimed Bob warmly.
  The man in the horn-rimmed glasses gave a start and stared at him.  It seemed to Bob that there was recognition in the look the man gave him through the big spectacles.  But if the horn-rimmed man knew the Greyfriars junior, Bob did not know him.  “What do you mean ?” he rapped out, in a harsh, husky voice.  “Let go my bicycle !”

  “Your bike ?” gasped Bob.
  “Certainly !  Let go at once !”

  With a powerful wrench the dark-faced man almost tore the machine from Bob’s grasp.  But Bob held on manfully and shouted to his comrades:
  “Here, you men—lend a hand—”

  A moment more and the bike was grasped by five pairs of vigorous hands, and the horn-rimmed man wrenched at it in vain, his eyes gleaming savage anger through the big glasses.
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Whose Bike ?

  “LET go, you young rascals !”

  “The harsh, husky voice was shaking with rage.

  But the anger of a bike thief had no terrors for the Famous Five of Greyfriars.  They held on grimly.
  “You’re not taking this machine !” said Harry Wharton.  “You see, we know the owner, and we know you’re jolly well not the owner !”
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As the dark-skinned man almost tore the bicycle from his grasp, Bob Cherry shouted to his comrades. ** Quick, you men,
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  “It; is my machine !” snarled the dark-faced man savagely.
  “This jigger belongs to a fellow at our school,” answered the captain of the Remove.  “We know it as well as we know our own jiggers !”

  “You young fool ! Bicycles are much alike.  Do you think there is only one Sunbeam bicycle in Kent ?”

  “Hundreds, very likely,” answered Harry.  “But this one belongs to Wingate, a captain at our school, and I tell you we know it.”

  “That’s the patch on the front tyre that I put on for old Wingate only two or three days ago !” said Bob.
  “Nugent, old chap, cut into the teashop,” said Harry.  “Either Wingate’s there, or the chap he lent the bike to.  Tell him what’s up and bring him out !”

  “You bet !” said Frank.
  And he scudded off.  The man in the horn-rimmed. glasses gave up wrenching at the bike.  He seemed to control his anger with a great effort, and burst into a harsh laugh.  “You young fool !” he repeated.  “If there is a schoolboy in the place who claims the machine I will say nothing more ?”

  “Well, there jolly well is, and must be,” said Harry.  “Hold on and see.”

  Frank Nugent came back in a few minutes.  But he came alone, with a puzzled expression on his face.
  “No Greyfriars man about,” he ‘said.  “I’ve asked in the grocery, too; nobody belonging to Greyfriars here.”

  “Oh said Harry.
  “Are you satisfied now that you have made a mistake ?” snapped the horn-rimmed man.  “Let go my machine at once, or I will call a constable.”

  “You can call a constable as soon as you like,” said Harry Wharton determinedly, “and we’ll jolly well give you in charge for stealing this bike.  It belongs to the captain of our school—”

  “I—I say, if we’ve made a mistake—” said Nugent slowly.
  “Nothing of the kind ! Bob knows the patch he put on, and I jolly well know the machine !” said Wharton.  “If there’s no Greyfriars man here, it only shows that the bike was stolen somewhere else and ridden here; by the thief.  “Look !”

  The captain of the Remove opened the saddlebag.  He knew where the name of the bike’s owner was to be found, and as opened the flap it stared the juniors in the face:
“G. Wingate, Greyfriars School.”

  “Oh, mg hat !  That’s proof positive !” ejaculated Nugent.
  “The positiveness is terrific !” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “This esteemed person is a delectable and preposterous bike-thief !”
  The man in the horn-rimmed glasses gave the juniors a deadly look.  Under his: thick black moustache his teeth were gritting.
  Wharton’s eyes flashed at him.
  “You cheeky rotter !  Are you making out now that the bike’s yours, with Wingate’s name written on it ?” he exclaimed.
  “Somebody’s had it out, and this sportsman has pinched it, that’s jolly clear !” said Johnny Bull.  “And we’re jolly well going to give him in charge, too !  Old Wingate will pat us on the back for this !  One of you chaps cut off and call a bobby !”

  An esteemed, and ludicrous bobby is the proper caper !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “This excellent and execrable rascal can give an account of himself at the ‘bobby’ station.”

  “Hold him !” yelled Bob.
  But; it was too late to hold the horn-rimmed man.  Suddenly letting go the disputed bicycle, he made a leap back, turned, and took to his heels.  It was evident that the prospect of interviewing a “bobby” had deeply alarmed him.
  “After him !”

  The Famous Five rushed, whooping, in pursuit.  But the man in the horn-rimmed glasses ran almost like a deer, turned a corner, and vanished.
  The juniors stopped.
  “Well we’ve got the bike back for old Wingate,” said Harry.  “We don’t want to chase that rotter all over Redclyffe.  Let him rip—We’ve got the jigger !”

  “Hear, hear !”

  The chums of the Remove returned to the machine.  The parcel belonging to the horn-rimmed men was still on the handlebars.  Bob Cherry chuckled.
  “That jolly old bike-thief has lost his parcel !” he remarked.  “I wonder what’s in it ?”

  “He brought it out of the shop,” said Harry.  “Better take it back there and speak to the grocer.”

  The parcel was untied, and the juniors carried it into the grocery.  They handed it over to an astonished grocer, and were equally astonished to hear that the parcel contained food supplies, which had been bought and paid for by the man in the horn-rimmed glasses.  Apparently the man had come by the parcel honestly, whatever might be his method of acquiring a bike.  There was nothing to be done but to leave the parcel with the grocer, in case the man came back for it—which he was not, however, likely to do, considering the circumstances which had caused him to abandon it.
  The juniors went into the adjoining teashop, feeling extremely pleased with themselves.  Wingate’s bike had cost his father twenty pounds, and it was certain that the captain of Greyfriars would be greatly relieved to see it safe again when he learned that it had been stolen.

  How it had been pinched was rather a mystery as yet; but the juniors could only conclude that Wingate had lent it to some friend in the Sixth who had been careless with it.
  After tea the Famous Five remounted their machines to ride back to Greyfriars, and Bob rode with one hand on Wingate’s machine, wheeling it by his side.
  It was rather a troublesome task; but the chums of the Remove were glad that they had it to perform.  They were, in fact, in high feather and looking forward to Wingate’s relief and satisfaction when the Sunbeam was trundled safely home.
  It was a cheery bunch of cyclists that arrived at Greyfriars in the falling dusk, put up the machines in the shed, and raced across to the House just in time for calling-over.
THE FOURTEENTH GHAPTER.

A Clue !
  VENERABLE and esteemed Wingate—” began Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  Wingate of the Sixth grinned.
  ‘The captain of Greyfriars had gone to his study after calling-over, and he was a little surprised when five juniors of the Remove followed him there, and presented themselves with smiling faces in the doorway.  “Well, what’s up ?” asked Wingate.
  “We’ve brought your bike back, Wingate !” said Bob Cherry.
  Wingate stared.
  “My bike ? he repeated.
  “Yes; it’s safe in the bikeshed now,” said Harry Wharton.
  “The safefulness is terrific, after the narrow and preposterous escape from estimable hands of an esteemed pincher.”

  “What the dickens do you mean ?” asked the captain of Greyfriars.  “Did Lagden ask you to bring the bike home, or what ?”

  Lagden ?” repeated Wharton blankly.
  “What the dickens have you been up to demanded Wingate.  “Mr. Lagden isn’t in .yet—he wasn’t present at call-over, I noticed.  Have you been playing tricks on your Form master, or what ?”

  “What on earth has Lagden to do with it ?” asked Nugent.  “We found your bike at Redclyffe—”

  “Parked at the teashop—” said Johnny Bull.

  “And trundled it home,” said Bob Cherry warmly.  “And a jolly long way it was to trundle a jigger, I can tell you !”

  “As we knew it had been pinched, and—” said Wharton, taking up the tale again.
  “We had terrific expectations of seeing the gladfulness in your venerable and absurd countenance, esteemed Wingate.”

  “You utter young asses !” said the Greyfriars captain.  You found my bike parked at the teashop in Redclyffe and trundled it home ?  You benighted little idiots !  Then you’ve left Lagden to walk ?  He must have stopped there for tea or something—”

   “Lagden What the thump has Lagden—”

  “I lent the bike to Lagden.  Some young rascal has been playing tricks with his bike, ripping the tyres, and he couldn’t use it.  He had to go somewhere, and I lent him my jigger.”

  “Oh, my hat !”

  “But—but Lagden wasn’t there !” exclaimed Nugent.  “We thought you might have lent it to some Sixth Form man, and I looked in the teashop—there wasn’t any Greyfriars man there, and certainly Lagden wasn’t there, or I should have seen him.”

  “Must have been there, if the bike was there !” grunted Wingate.  “He went out on it, anyhow.  What on earth made you think the jigger was pinched, you young asses ?”

  The chums of the Remove exchanged rather dismayed looks.  This was not what they had expected at all.
  “Look here !  That bike jolly well was pinched !” exclaimed Harry Wharton.  Lagden must have left it somewhere, and that fellow pinched it—”

  “What fellow ?” hooted Wingate.
  “The juniors explained all together.

  “Wingate listened with some impatience at first; but his expression changed when the Removites had got their story out.  He whistled.
  “ My hat !” he said.  “The man you’ve described must have been a bike-pincher, from the way he acted.  I fancy Lagden must have left the jigger there—but it certainly would have been pinched before he got back if you kids hadn’t been so sharp.  Dash it all, a man’s supposed to take care of a jigger when he borrows it—”  Wingate broke off abruptly, remembering that it was the Removites’ Form master of whom he was speaking.  “Thank you very much !  There’s no doubt that you’ve saved my machine for me.  Much obliged.”

  And the Famous Five left the captain’s study, glad to feel that old Wingate realised, after all, that they had done him a considerable service.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  There’s Lagden said Bob Cherry.
  The Remove master had just come in.  Better tell him, I think,” said Harry.  “He must be feeling rather worried.  It’s no joke to lose a borrowed bike.”

  “Yes, rather !”

  Mr. Lagden did not seem to observe the juniors; but they intercepted him on his way to his study, and he stopped.  He did not seem in a good humour.
  “What is it ?” he snapped.
  “About Wingate’s bike, sir !” said Harry.  “I thought we’d better tell you that we found it at Redclyffe and brought it home.”

  “Indeed !”

  The juniors looked curiously at Mr. Lagden.  He was making a visible effort to control his ill-humour and to speak genially.
  “That’s all, sir,” said Harry.  “We thought you’d like to know.”
  “Oh, quite !  I was very much perturbed about it,” said Mr. Lagden.  “I left the machine in Woodend Lane for a few minutes, and it was gone when I returned for it.  The thief must have taken it a long way if you found it at Redclyffe.  Please tell me how you found it.”

  The story was told once more.
  Mr. Lagden listened attentively.
  “You have acted very well, my boys,” he said.  “ It is a great relief to me to know that the machine is safe, as Wingate so kindly lent it to me.  Was the man you describe a stranger to you ?”

  “Quite a stranger, sir.”

  “You had never seen him before ?”

  “No, sir.”

  Mr. Lagden smiled—his old, pleasant smile.  His good-humour seemed to be restored now.
  “You would know the man if you saw him again ?” he asked.
  “Yes, I’m quite sure of that,” said Harry.  “We had a good look at him.”

  “The knowfulness would be terrific declared the Nabob of Bhanipur.
  “The rascal ought to be under lock and key,” said Mr. Lagden.  But if he is a stranger in the district, no doubt he has lost no time in getting to a safe distance.  You are sure you had never seen him before ?”

  Yes, we’re quite sure of that, sir.”

  “Very well, I am much obliged to you for what you have done.”

  Mr. Lagden passed on, and the Famous Five went along to the Rag.  Billy Bunter was there, and he greeted them with a fat chuckle.
  I say, you fellows—he, he, he !—Lagden wasn’t able to go out on his bike this afternoon—he, he, he !—somebody had punctured his tyres—he, he, he !”

  “You fat Owl !” said Bob Cherry.”  He borrowed Wingate’s machine, and very nearly lost it for him.”

  “The lossfulness was terrific !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “I saw you fellows wheeling it in,” said Vernon-Smith.  “Where on earth did you pick up Wingate’s jigger ?”

  For the third time the story was told.
  “Jolly lucky for Wingate !” remarked Peter Todd.  “Lagden must have been a careless ass !”

  “The carelessness of the esteemed ass was terrific !”

  “Any news of Flip ?” asked Wharton.
  “We’ve heard that his cap was picked up at Ashford—” said Toddy.
  “Oh, we’ve had that !  Nothing since ?”

  “Not that I know of.  That merchant Brent is mooching about the school still.  Goodness knows what for.”

  “I say, you fellows, I told you that man was an ass !” said Billy Banter.  “He’s still hanging about—-as if there’s anything to be found out about poor old Flip here !  I’ve a jolly good mind to tell him it’s time he got to Ashford.”

  “Fathead !”

  “Well, what’s the good of the man mooching about the school asking fel1ow’questions ?” grunted Billy Bunter. “ Just wasting time, you know.”
  As a matter of fact a good many fellows, as well as Billy Bunter; were rather puzzled as to Mr. Brent’s object in mooching about the school.
  So far as any fellow could see, there was no chance of picking up a clue to the missing fag at Greyfriars.  But he was still there, and when the Remove went up to their studies for prep they passed him standing by the staircase in conversation with Mr. Twigg.

  The Famous Five gathered in Study No.1 to dispose of baked chestnuts before prep.  There was a tap at the door, which they had no doubt indicated that Billy Bunter was on the trail of the chestnuts.
  “Roll away, fathead !” called out Nugent, as the door opened.

  “What ?”
  “Oh, my; hat !” gasped Nugent.

  It was not Billy Bunter.  It was Inspector Brent, of Scotland Yard, who entered the study.  He gave the juniors a glare.

  “Sorry, sir—thought it was Bunter—please come in !” stammered Frank.

  Mr. Brent came in, with his heavy tread.
  The Famous Five waited for him to speak, wondering what could have brought the detective to their study.

  “I want a few words with you boys,” barked Mr. Brent.  “I have heard some talk about something this afternoon at Redclyffe.  Please give me a full account of it.”
  “My only hat !” ejaculated Bob involuntarily.

  To say that the juniors were surprised would be putting it mildly.  They fairly blinked at Mr. Brent in their astonishment.  Evidently the most trifling matter did not escape the detective’s attention, and no doubt, that was as it should be.  But what interest he could possibly take in a trifling incident like this was a mystery.

  “I am waiting !” barked Mr. Brent.

  “Oh !  Certainly !” gasped Wharton.  “We’ll tell you with pleasure, sir.”
  For the fourth time the story was told.

  Mr. Brent kept his steady stare fixed on the juniors, in the disconcerting way he had, while they told the tale.  He did not interrupt them once.  But when they had finished, he barked:

  “Tell me again what was in the parcel the man fastened on the machine.”
  Food, sir.”
  “What sort of food ?”
  “All sorts—bread and ham and tongue and cold beef and so on.  Solid sort of stuff,” said Harry.  “Looked as if he was laying in a good supply for some reason.”
  “Very good !  Thank you !” barked Mr. Brent.

  He left the study, leaving the chums of the Remove staring at one another blankly.

  “Well, my hat !” said Bob Cherry.  “He can’t be thinking of going after the bike thief, surely !  That isn’t a job for Scotland Yard !”
  “He seemed more interested in the parcel than in the bike or the bike-thief,” said Nugent.  “Blessed if I know why !”
  “I suppose it’s rather odd, a man carting about a supply of food on a bike” said Wharton.  “But—”
  “Oh, my esteemed hat !” ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh suddenly.

  Four pairs of eyes turned on the nabob at once.

  “Give it a name, Inky !” said Bob, with a grin.  “What have you got in your old inky noddle now ?”
  “The nabob’s eyes were gleaming.

  “My ridiculous chums,” he said, “I have already remarkably observed that probably the absurd Brent believes that Flip is concealfully hidden at no great distance—”
  “Flip ?” repeated the juniors.

  “And whereverfully the absurd Flip may be, it is terrifically necessary to provide him with grubfulless—”
  “Inky !” gasped Wharton.

  “And it may have occurred to the detective’s powerful and idiotic brain that the excellent bike-thief was taking the absurd grub to a kidnapped and imprisoned person.”
  “Great Scott !”
  The juniors stared blankly at the Nabob of Bhanipur.  It was rather a startling idea.
  “Oh, my hat !” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “Is that what the jolly old detective has got in his nut ?”
  Johnny Bull whistled.

  “If that’s it, and there’s anything in it,” he said, “it; was the kidnapper himself that we handled at Redclyffe !”
  “I—I wonder—” said Nugent slowly.

  “Inky’, old man, you think—” exclaimed Wharton.

  Hurree Singh nodded.

  “The thinkfulness is terrific, my esteemed chums !  That is what the ludicrous and absurd detective has in his excellent mind, and my own preposterous idea is that it is a ridiculous clue !”
  The chums of the Remove looked at one another.  It seemed rather a wild theory—rather as if Inspector Brent was catching at straws, if that, indeed, was what he had in his mind.  But if that was not it, it was difficult to guess what he had there.

  “Well,” said Harry Wharton at last, “if that’s it, and if—if there’s anything in it, Brent may have got hold of a clue.  One thing’s jolly certain—that johnny from Scotland Yard knows what he’s about, and if anybody is going to find poor old Flip, Brent will find him.”
  Yes, rather !”
  “The ratherfulness is terrific !”
  The Famous Five were all agreed on that.  And—had they only known it—the same thought was passing through the mind of Mr. Lagden, the new master of the Remove—alias “Jimmy the One.”

THE END

