

PUNISHED FOR SPEAKING THE TRUTH! That’s the extraordinary position the Bounder of Greyfriars finds himself in, for he knows that his headmasters guest is a scoundrel of the worst type, yet no one at Greyfriars believes the Bounder. Indeed, the Head regards his story as a “malicious slander,” and punishes him accordingly. 


THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

Smithy Is Warned! 
“WHAT’S the worry?” 
Skinner of the Remove asked the question, with a grin. 
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, was moving restlessly about the study. 
It was time for prep., but Smithy was thinking of anything but prep. 
With his hands in his pockets, and a moody frown on his face, Vernon-Smith moved about the study, as if unable no keep still. 
Evidently there was some problem on the Bounder’s mind—a problem that he did not seem able to solve. 
Skinner had come up for prep, and he was seated at the table with his books; but he seemed more interested in the Bounder than in his work. For some time he watched him in silence, with a covert grin, the Bounder seeming quite unconscious of his presence. But Skinner spoke at last. 
“Eh, what ?” Vernon-Smith came to a stop and looked at Skinner, 
“What’s the jolly old worry?” smiled Skinner, 
“Nothing I’m goin’ to tell you,” answered Vernon Smith 
Skinner’s grin broadened. 
“I fancy I know,” he remarked. 
“Rubbish!”
“I should say it’s about even betting whether you get a Head’s floggin’, or the boot, old bean,” said Skinner. No wonder you’re wearin’ a worried look. I should feel worried if I were standin’ in your shoes just now.” 
Herbert Vernon Smith stared at his study mate. 
“What are you burblin’ about?” he inquired politely. “I’ve nothin’ to be afraid of that I know about.” 
“You cut detention this afternoon,” said Skinner. “ You come back an hour late for calling-over. There was a hold-up at Lantham—a bank was robbed by some Johnny who got away with a lot of plunder. That put it into your head to spin about the biggest yarn you’ve ever spun, Smithy. Where you got the nerve from beats me. A fellow who would tell the Head a tale like that—” 
“Like what ?” snapped the Bounder. 
Skinner chuckled. 
“You’ve told the Head that you came on the bank robber in the wood near Lantham, and that that was why you were late for call-over. You hid in a tree because he had an automatic.” 
“‘Well?” 
“Smithy, old man, if you’re bunked from Greyfriars you should try writing for the films,” said Skinner, “That’s the kind of stuff they want. You fairly took the fellows’ breath away when you told them in the Rag that you’d spun the Head that yarn. Is it gammon, or did you really hand out that stuff to the Head ?” 
“1 did.” 
“Talk about nerve” said Skinner. “Lots of nerve! But I don’t see the sense of it. If the Head believed you he—” 
“He did.” 
“I suppose he must have, as he let you off a licking. But don’t you see that it can’t stop there? If the Head swallows it he is bound to tell the police about it.” 
“I believe he’s telephoned to Lantham Police station already,” said the Bounder. 
“Well, then, that means a policeman coming to see you about it.” 
“ Quite.” 
“Mean to say that you’ll have the nerve to tell the same story to a police inspector?” demanded Skinner. 
“Word for word,” said the Bounder. 
Skinner whistled. 
“Well, it’s jolly serious if you do.” he said, “You may be able to stuff a schoolmaster, but you can’t stuff a policeman. They’re a bit too wide.” 
It doesn’t occur to you that my little tale may be true?” asked the Bounder sarcastically. 
“Well, not exactly.” 
“It is true, you ass !“ said Vernon-Smith . “I got into the tree in Lantham Chase to keep clear of Wingate of the Sixth, who was after me for breaking detention. I kept there in case Win gate was still hanging about, That’s how I came to see the bank robber.” 
“Go it!” grinned Skinner. 
“He changed his clothes and took off his disguise—a beard and horn-rimmed spectacles—and hid them in the hollow tree. He shoved in a bag of plunder after them.” 
“Good!” 
“After he had cleared I got down fron the tree and fished out the bag, with more than eight hundred pound in it.” 
“Not eight thousand?” asked Skinner. 
“ No.”
 “Not eight million!” 
“No.”
“Might have made it a lump sum,” said Skinner. “Eight hundred is too modest. But seriously, Smithy, did you tell the Head all that!” 
“All that, and more.” 
“ Well, it’s you for nerve !” said Skinner. “Can’t you see that the Head will have to report it to the police if he believes it? Why, he will telephone to the bank manager and tell him you know where the money is, if he swallows the yarn. The bank johnny will come hopping over here to see you.” 
“I expect him to come about as fast as a taxicab will bring him,” said Vernon-Smith. 
“Phew !”
There was a knock at the door ol Study No. 4, and it opened, anl Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove, looked in. Wharton’s face was exceedingly grave. Wharton was not on very friendly terms with the Bounder, but he was concerned about him now. 
“Smithy,” he said. “You’re here! I say, you’re wanted.” 
“Who wants him?  ” 
“The Head. I say, a gentleman has come in a taxi, and has gone in to see the head,” said the captain of the Remove. “Mauly knows him by sight, and he says it’s the manager of the Lantham and County bank !”
There was an explosive chuckle from Skinner. “Then the Head’s told him !” he exclaimed. “ He’s come for the quids! 
“You’re for it now, Smithy, and no mistake !” 
Vernon-Smith laughed. 
“Smithy,” said The  captain of the Remove, “I heard, of course, what you told the fellows in the Rag. If you’ve spun  the Head ihat yarn—” 
“I have.” said Smithy. 
“Well, it will be jolly serious if you’ve pulled the Head’s leg and made him fetch the bank manager over here for nothing,” said Harry. “We’re not exactly friends, Smithy, but I wish you’d take a little friendly advice. If you’ve been stuffing the Head, for goodness sake own up at once and don’t spin any more yarns. It’s not safe.” 
“Thanks for the tip,” Said the Bounder, and he left the study. 
Wharton followed him down the Remove passage to the stairs, and Skinner, deeply interested, quite forgot prep and followed on. Skinner was not a credulous  youth, and really, Smithy’s story of the happenings of that eventful afternoon was a very startling one. Skinner, certainly, did not believe a word of it, put in that he was not alone. Not another fellow in the Remove believed a word of it, either, but all the Form wondered at the Bounder’s nerve in spinning Dr. Locke such a yarn. 
Quite a crowd of fellows awaited Vernon-Smith at the foot of the staircase. All of them knew that the hank manager from Lantham had arrived, and was now with Dr. Locke in his study. They expected to see the Bounder showing some signs of uneasiness, at least. His cool and confident manner puzzled them. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here’s Smithy !“ said Bob Cherry. “Feeling a bit nervous, Smithy ? ” 
“Not at all.” 
“I say, Smithy, put some exercise books in your bags !”chuckled Billy Bunter. “ You’ll want ‘em !“ 
“For goodness’ sake, Smithy, don’t tell the Head any more whoppers!” said Frank Nugent. 
Unheeding, the Bounder walked on to the Head’s study. The Remove fellows followcd him as far as the corner of Head’s corridor. They saw him tap at Dr. Locke’s door, and enter, and saw the dqor close behind him. 
“Now look out for squalls” said Skinner. 
THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

Something Like a Sensation! 
HARRY WHARTON & CO. waited. 
More and more juniors joined the crowd at the corner of the
Head’s corridor. 
Interest in the Bounder’s fate was very keen. 
That the amazing story he had told was true, not one fellow supposed for a moment. The black sheep of Greyfriars was too well known for his unscrupulous methods, when he was dealing with the school authorities, Among his Form fellows the Bounder was generally “square” enough; but he seemed to regard any deception as justifiable in dealing with the masters. There was a lawless kink in his nature which set him against authority as a matter of course. He had broken detention that day, and broken bounds, and earned a severe punishment. It was known well enough that the Bounder would not hesitate to tell any unscrupulous yarn to evade his just punishment, and the fellows believed that he had told an even “steeper “ yarn than usual, that was all. 
But that yarn, if there was no truth in it, could scarcely be kept up now that the bank manager had come to Greyfriars to see him.  It was really impossible for the Bounder to “get away with it,” as Skinner expressed it. He was booked for a flogging at least, and the only question really was, whether he would be flogged before the Lantham gentleman left, or after. 
“We shall he listening to the band in a minute or two.” opined Skinner. “That bank johnny has been brought over here for nothing, and he will be wild. ‘The Head will let him see Smithy flogged.” 
“The flogfulness is sure to be terrific!” remarked Hurree Janset Ram Singh. “The compassion for the esteemed Smithy is great.” 
“Oh, rot !” said Johnny Bull. “If he’s told the Head a pack of lies, he jolly well ought to be flogged, and jolly hard, too 
“Well, he hasn’t told him the truth. that’s a cert,” said Peter Todd. 
Harry Wharton knitted his brows in thought. 
The Bounder’s story was startling enough; but the captain of the Remove was beginning to wonder whether there might be some truth in it, after all. It was like Smithy to tell any reckless story to pull wool over the eyes of his headmaster; but it was very unlike him to tell a story that would be disproved at once when investigation was made. 
“Blessed if I can make it out,” said Harry. “Of course, it might have happened just as Smithy said. 
“It might !“ grinned Bob Cherry. “And it mightn’t! With the odds on the mightn’t. 
“Too thick:” said Hazeldene. “These things happen on the films. Not off them.” 
“Well, there was a hold-up at Lantham,” said Harry. “Some of us were on the scene, and heard the shot fired that wounded the bank cashier, and saw the nan getting away.” 
“1 say, you, fellows, it’s rather a pity I wasn’t there.” remarked Billy Bunter. 
“If I’d been there, I’d have run———” 
“No need to tell us that,” said Bob. “We know you’d have run, Bunty, and jolly fast, too.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“1 mean, I’d have run after the bank robber—” 
“After he’d gone, do you mean?” 
“No, I don’t !” roared Bunter. “I’d have run after him and collared him. I shouldn’t have been afraid of his pistol, like you fellows!” 
“Why, you fat idiot!” exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly. “We did run after him, only he was on a bike—” 
“He was off like lightning,” grunted Johnny Bull. 
“Any excuse is better than none!” said Bunter loftily. “If I’d been there I should have rushed him—” 
“Well, you’ve rushed everybody in the Remove, at one time or another, and you’ve rushed Mrs. Mimble at the tuckshop,” said Bob. “But I fancy that bank robber wouldn’t have let you rush him, Bunter.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“You silly ass, I don’t mean that— I mean— ”
“Never mind what you mean, old fat man ; just dry up.” said Peter Todd. “I keep on telling you that you talk too much, Bunter.” 
“Oh, really. Toddy—” 
“Shut up. Bunter! I say, I can’t hear the Bounder yelling yet.” said Squiff. “It doesn’t look like a flogging.” 
“Oh, the Bounder always takes his gruel quietly i’’ said Skinner. “lie won’t make a sound. But he will look pretty sick when ho comes out. I must say he’s asked for it this time.” 
“Begged for it.,” said Snoop. “I can’t understand Smithy spinning such an absolutely footling yarn. Even Bunter could have told a better story than that.” 
“Oh, really, Snoop—” 
“Hallo, halo, hallo! here’s the Head’s giddy guest!” murmured Bob Cherry, as a slim and rather handsome young man, limping slightly with his left leg, came up to the corner from the direction of Masters’ room. 
It was Captain Spencer, an old boy of Grefriars, now the guest of Dr. Locke. 
The captain paused, and raised his eyebrows in surprise, at the sight of the army of juniors swarming at the corner of the passage. So close to the Head’s study juniors were not supposed to congregate. 
“Something on, what?” asked the captain, with a smile. 
“Yes, sir,” said Skinner. “Flogging or bunking, we don’t know which yet.” 
Captain Spencer looked gravc. 
“I’m sorry to hear that, he said. 
“Well, Smithy’s fairly begged and prayed for it,” said Skinner. “We’re all sorry, of course. It’s Vernon-Smith of the Remove, sir. He’s with the Head now, and the bank manager,” 
“The bank manager?” repeated Captain Spencer. 
“Lantham & County Bank,” said Skinner, “where the hold-up was this afternoon, sir. I dare say you’ve heard of it.” 
Captain Spencer nodded. 
“Yes, I have heard it spoken of,” he said. “A very daring affair—though the bank robber has probably been caught by this time, Some of you boys saw the outrage, I believe.” 
“Yes, sir,” said Harry Wharton. “Half a dozen of us were in Lanthan at the time, and, as it happens, just out side the bank. We saw the man go in, and he rushed through us when he got away.” 
“Quite an exciting experience for you” said the captain. 
“Smithy knows more about it than that, according to his story,’ grinned Skinner. “Knows the man without his disguise, and knows where to put his hand on the loot.” 
Captain Spencer started. 
“How does that happen?” he asked. “That is very extraordinary!” 
“Very — if true !” said Skinner “Only Smithy’s gas, of course. And he will take it all back now he’s up before the Head,” 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes !” exclaimed Bob Cherry. 
The door of the head’s study, along the corridor, opened, A plump gentleman in a frock-coat came out, and Herbert Vernon-Srnith followed him. Some of the fellows knew the plump gentleman by sight ; it was the manager of the Lantham bank. To the amazement of the juniors, he was treating Smithy with politeness and respect. They simply stared, as the bank manager came down the corridor with Vernon-Srnith; and they stared still more as they caught sonic of the Lantham gentleman’s words. 
“. . . .Greatest possible service. We owe you, our thanks, our deepest thanks. Master Vernon-Smith! You have saved the bank from a loss of eight hundred and twenty-five pounds ten shillings. I was greatly astonished to receive your headmaster’s telephone message, that a boy of this school had recovered the money stolen from the bank this afternoon.  I could, in fact, scarcely believe my ears. Indeed, only my knowledge of Dr. Locke prevented me from supposing that it was a hoax.” 
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one another, 
Skinner fairly gasped, with his mouth open. 
The Bounder’s story was true; that was certain now. The bank manager’s words could meant nothing else. 
“Well, my only hat !” stuttered Bob Cherry. 
“The only-hatfulness is terrific!” ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The esteemed and ridiculous Smithy was telling the truthfulness!” 
“Well, this beats it!” said Peter Todd blankly. 
The Bounder gave the amazed juniors a vaunting glance. Then he saw Captain Spencer standing with the Removites, and his eyes fixed on the captain’s face. There was a hard, derisive grin on the Bounder’s face as he fixed his eyes on Captain Spencer. So strange was his expression that many of the juniors followed his glance and looked at the captain also. 
Eric Spencer’s handsome face was almost white. 
He looked like a man who had received a sudden, sharp shock—so sharp and sudden that he had not been able to brace himself to meet it. 
But as so many glances—one of them grimly mocking, the others wondering— fastened on him, the captain pulled himself together. He strolled away towards the Head’s study, as if pretending to go in to Dr. Locke, now that his caller was going.  But he did not enter the study; he walked on past the door. 
Vernon-Smith smiled, 
He walked to the big door of the House with the Lantham bank manager and went out with him to the waiting taxi. A dozen fellows followed on, in a state of breathless excitement. The plump gentleman shook hands with great cordiality with the Bounder before he stepped into the taxi: and as he sat in the taxi he leaned out to shake hands again, with a beaming smile upon his plump face. Obviously, he was so extremely pleased with the Bounder that he found it difficult to testify how very peased he was. 
The taxi whirred away at last, leaving the Bounder standing on the House steps, with a crowd of fellows round him. 
He turned to go back into the House. 
“Smithy !“ exclaimed Skinner. 
 “Then it was true !” Harry Wharton ejaculated. 
Vernon-Smith laughed lightly. 
“Quite !” he answered. 
“You—you—you got back the loot that the bank robber bagged in Lantham !“ exclaimed Johnny Bull. 
“Just that.” 
“And it wasn’t merely a yarn, after all !” said Frank Nugent. 
“I told you it wasn’t.” 
“Hem! Yes, but—” 
“The butfulness is terrific !” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The esteemed Smithy does not always itick to ‘the excellent truth.” 
The Bounder laughed again and went to his study. He left the Remove fellows in a buzz of amazement. 

THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

Captain Spencer Wants to Know! 

HERBERT VERNON SMITH had gone to his study, but not to prep.  He did not think of giving any time to prep that evening. Much more weighty matters were on the Bounder’s mind. He threw himself into the armchair and took a cigarette from his pocket, but did not light it.  He sat with a deep line in his brow, thinking—thinking.  There was a problem in Smithy’s mind—one that he had to solve, but which he had not been able to solve. 
An impatient look crossed his face as Harold Skinner came in. soon afterwards. The Bounder did not want company just then, he wanted to think. Skinner gave him a very curious look. 
“Well, you’ve beaten Banagher this time, Smithy,” he said. 
“You’ve brought down the house, and no mistake.
 The Bounder nodded without speaking. He knew that he had made the sensation of the term; and he was glad to know it. The Bounder dearly loved the limelight. But he was thinking of other things now. 
“What’s the worry now” asked Skinner. “ You’re all right with the head, and Mr. Quelch will have to swallow his wrath.  He was as mad as a hatter at your breaking detention, but he can’t do anything now. You’re a giddy hero—of sorts. You’ve roped in no end of kudos. Nothing to wrinkle our brow about now, is there?” 
“Lots,” said the Bounder briefly. 
“I don’t see it.” Skinner sat down at the table and yawned as he drew his books towards him. I say, aren’t you going to do any prep?” 
“Blow prep !” 
“Quelchy will rag you in the morning.” warned Skinner “He’s bottled up now, but he will break out again at the first chance. You’ve fairly got the old scout’s rag out.” 
“Let him !”
“Oh, let him, if you like “ said Skinner. “I’d give the stuff a glance or two if I were you, though.” 
“Rot! We’ve got a visitor comin’.” 
“You’ve asked somebody to supper?” 
“Oh, no. I’m expectin’ Captain Spencer to call in.” 
Skinner laid down his pen, turned in his chair, and stared direct at the Bounder. He was utterly astonished. 
“Captain Spencer?” he repeated. 
“ T he head’s guest?” 
“Yes, ass!” 
“You expect him to butt into a junior study ----and during prep, too?’ exclaimed Skinner. 
“Just that.” 
“Why on earth should he?” 
“To see me.” answered the Bounder calmly. 
“You don’t know him, do you ?” 
“Not in the least.” 
“lver spoken to him?” 
“Never.” 
“I suppose you’re pulling my leg, then,” said Skinner. “I don’t see the joke. Captain Spencer can’t be coming here. I don’t suppose the Head would care to have his guest butting into junior studies, especially during prep. You don’t know him, and I don’t know him. Why should he come here?” 
“Wait and see,” grinned the Bounder.
 “Oh, rot !” said Skinner testily. And he turned to his Latin again. 
But Skinner’s prep was destined to be interrupted once more. There was a footstep outside a few minutes later, and a tap at the door. Skinner spun round as the door opened and stared at the handsome face of Captain Spencer looking in. 
“Is this Master Vernon-Smith’s study?” asked the captain pleasantly. 
“Yes.” gasped Skinner. “He’s here.
“May I come in?” 
“Certainly, sir !” 
Captain Spencer entered Study No. 4. The Bounder did not rise.  He sat in the armchair and looked coolly and steadily at the handsome, rather hard face of the young man with the limp.  Captain Spencer did not seem to notice his lack of politeness. He stood leaning one elbow on the study mantelpiece and looked down at Smithy with an agreeable smile. 

 “You must excuse my buttin’ in like this,” he said. “But the fact is I have heard of your exploit, Master Vernon-Smith, and it struck me as extremely interesting. A very extraordinary thing, in fact. I should like you to tell me about your little adventure.” 
Skinner blinked at the captain. The visit was explained by the few words; but it was odd enough that the Head’s guest should come to the study, all the same. He had never spoken a word to Herbert Vernon Smith – could not have known him even by sight, and it would have been much more natural for him to speak to Mr. Quelch or to the Head if he felt curious about the matter. But what staggered Skinner more than anything else was Smithy’s fore-knowledge that the captain would come to the study. How had Smithy known that? 
As in a glass darkly, Skinner seemed to see something behind all this, something that he could not understand. And the sarcastic smile on the Bounder’s face added to that impression. Smithy was not only lacking in respect to the Head’s guest, but he seemed to desire to make his lack of respect quite pronounced in his looks and manner. Eric Spencer did not notice it—or did not seem to notice it. But it was plain enough for the least observant to notice. 
Vernon-Smith did not immediately reply to the captain’s remarks. He watched the young man with a sarcastic smile, that was all. But as the captain waited, Smithy spoke at last. 
“You’re very good, sir; but it’s hardly worth tellin’.” 
“I think you’re mistaken there, my boy,” said the captain genially. “It appears to me a most extraordinary exploit for a schoolboy.” 
“Not at all.” said Smithy. 
“Is it an actual fact that you have recovered the money looted from the Lantham Bank this afternoon?” 
“Yes, that is a fact.” 
“The bank robber hid it somewhere, I suppose, and you found it?” asked Captain Spencer, 
“Something like that,” said the Bounder. 
Skinner eyed the Bounder. Smithy had told Skinner most of the details, and the rest of the Remove knew the story more or less. Why he should not care to tell the Head’s guest, was a mystery to Skinner. But evidently the Bounder did not choose to do so. 
“Did you actually see the man?” asked the captain. 
“Well, yes, I saw him.” 
“How very interesting. What was he?” 
“Oh, his description’s fairly well known,” said Smithy. “A man looking about sixty, with a grey beard, and horn -rimmed spectacles.” 
“You told me that that was the disguise he had on,” said Skinner. 
“Oh, quite ! I believe most people thought that the johnny was in disguise,” said the Bounder carelessly. “he was so spry in gettin’ away, that he couldn’t possibly have been as old as he looked.” 
“Well, well, an extraordinary adventure, said the captain, with a cold glint in his eyes at Smithy, though his lips still smiled. “You have told this to your Headmaster, of course.” 
“Oh, yes !” 
“Surely he will communicate with the police?  ” 
“Naturally.” 
“Then you will be able to aid the police in doing their duty.” 
“1 hope so,” said the Bounder lightly. “Especially if you had a glimpse of the bank robber without his disguise?” suggested the captain. 
“Yes, especially in that case,” said Smithy. 
It seemed as if he were seeking to force the captain to ask him a direct question. If so, he succeeded. 
“Did you see the man without his disguise, Master Vernon Smith?” 
“Yes,” said the Bounder, with his searching eyes fixed full on Eric Spencer’s face. 
But there was not a sign to be read there, that Smithy’s answer affected the young man in any way. 
“That should be very useful information,” said Captain Spencer. “You will be able to describe the man.” 
“Quite accurately.” 
“The police will be very grateful, I imagine, for such assistance, It should be a great help to them
I’ve no doubt about that.” 
“But you have told them nothing so far ?“ 
“I’ve reported the matter to my headmaster, He will report it to the 
Police, and I shall see Inspector Grimes from Lantham when he comes over,” said the Bounder. 
“Quite an interesting experience,” said the captain smiling. “Well, I must not delay you any longer. I see that I have called at a busy time.” 
And with a nod and a smile to the juniors, Captain Spencer strolled out of Study No. 4. Skinner closed the door after him, and then looked at the Bounder, puzzled and curious. 
“The Head’s guest seemed jolly interested, Smithy, 
“He does,” assented Smithy. He glanced at the study window, glowing red in the sunset. “Nice evening for a bike ride.” 
“Eh? We can’t go out after lock-up.” 
“Captain Spencer can go out when he likes.” 
“I should think his limp would rather be in the way of biking,’ said Skinner. “He’s got a ‘game’ leg, you know.” 
“I don’t think that will stop him. I’ll lay you ten to one in doughnuts that he’s gone to borrow a bike from some Sixth Form man for a ride.” 
“I don’t see how you could guess, if he has. And why should he?” 
“Because there a no train to Lantham now.” 
“You think he’s going to Lantham?” 
“I know he is.” 
“What utter rot,” said Skinner. “You’re talking out of the back of your neck, Smithy. I can’t make you out.” 
The Bounder laughed. 
“Will you take my bet—that he’s gone to borrow a bike for a ride?” 
“I jolly well will !” said Skinner, with emphasis. “You can’t possibly know if he has.” 
“Done, then.” 
“I’ll jolly soon find out,” said Skinner. 
And the puzzled Skinner left the study. He came back in about ten minutes, with utter wonder in his face. 
“Your win, Smithy,” he said. “He borrowed Wingate’s jigger, and he had to get Gosling to unlock the bike shed for him. Look here, Smithy, how did you know?”
“That’s telling.” said the Bounder, with a laugh. “I’m a giddy magician, you know. You owe me a doughnut” 
And leaving Skinner in a state of absolute perplexity, Herbert Vernon-Smith sauntered out of the study. 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

Smithy Seeks Advice! 

“Busy?” he asked. 
“Finshed !” answered Harry.  He coloured a little. “Smithy, I’d better say I’m sorry I doubted what you told us—but—it sounded so steep—“ 
“My dear man, I’m not offended,” said the Bounder coolly. “You knew I’d spin the beaks a yarn if it served my purpose. It happened to be the truth I told.  Quite by chance, I assure you.” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
“I want to ask your advice, Wharton.” went on the Bounder. “ It’s  a rather important matter—a problem that’s got me beat. We’re not friends—” 
“We’re not enemies, I hope.” 
Anyhow you’re Form captain, and a Remove fellow in trouble and tribulation has the right to come to you for your fatherly advice.” 
“Go ahead said Harry, laughing. “Good advice is kept on the tap in this study. Any old thing.” 
The Bounder glanced at Nugent rather expressively. 
“All right—I’ll clear,” said Frank good humouredly, and he left the study and closed the door after him. 
Wharton waited, a little testily.  He did not want any confidences front the Bounder, and he would have preferred Nugent to remain. Smith read his thoughts, and smiled sarcastically. 
“I’m not goin’ to talk about myself, and let you into the secret of any shady scrapes,’ he grinned. “Nothing of that sort.” 
“All serene,” said Harry.  “Go ahead.” 
“About that hold-up at Lantham,” said Smithy. “When I told the head the story, I hadn’t seen seen Captain Spencer. I’ve seen him since—once in the Rag, and also when he came to my study a short time ago,” 
Wharton stared blankly. 
“What has Captain Spencer to do with it ?” he asked. 
“He’s the bank robber.” 
“Eh !”
“The bank robber.” 
Wharton stared and then frowned. 
“If that’s a jest, Smithy, it’s in rotten bad taste,” he said. “ Captain Spencer is the Head’s guest, and an Old Boy of Greyfriars. You can’t make jokes like that about him.” 
“I’m not jokin’.” 
“Then what the thump do you mean ?” demanded Wharton impatiently. “Trying to pull my leg? You don’t expect me to swallow that, do you” 
“Do yon think the head would believe it if I told him ? ” 
“Of course not.” 
“What would he do, do you think?”
 “Lick you for your dashed impudence, I suppose. You’re not thinking of playing the goat like that, I suppose?” 
“I don’t know what to do,” said the Bounder frankly. “If anyone told me such a story, I shouldn’t believe it. Only I happen to know that this is true, because I can believe my own eyes. It’s not much use telling the Head, if he will turn it dowu, but can I keep it secret? There’s the giddy problem that’s been worrying me ever 
since I saw Captain Spencer in the Rag.” 
“You don’t really mean—”
“I do.” 
“You believe that Captain Spencer is the man who held up the bank at Lantham “ exclaimed Wharton. “Seriously?” 
“ I know he is,” 
“ What utter rot !” 
“Let me tell you about it,” said Vernon-Smith. “ I was doggo in a tree and the bank robber hid his plunder in that very tree, which had a hollow in the trunk. He hid his disguise there. Naturally, he took it off to hide it. I saw his face quite clearly. I watched him all the time from above and made a note of his looks—every giddy feature. I knew that I should know him again  anywhere, if I saw him. When Captain Spencer came into the Rag you could have knocked mc down with a feather. I knew him at once 
“You mean it?” 
“I’m prepared to swear it in a court of law, if necessary,” said the Bounder quietly. “You know I’m no fool, Wharton. I’ve got good eyesight, and a good memory for faces. Captain Spencer’s face isn’t one that you see every day, either. I know he’s the man !” 
Harry Wharton could only stare at the Bounder. Smithy’s statement took him utterly by surprise. 
“You must be dreaming !” he said at last. Captain Spencer is an Old Boy of Greyfriars” 
“Old Boys of Greyfriars have gone to the dogs before now,” 	said  the Bounder cynically. 
“PossibIy. But the Head knows him; he’s asked him here as a guest. How could he be a bad character?” 
“The H doesn’t know him so well as he thinks,” grinned the Bounder. For instance, he’s taken in by the jolly old Captain’s limp, which is quite artistically done. But when 1 saw him In Lantham Chase he had no limp.” 
“That alone knocks your belief on the Head. Captain Spencer got his limp in the War.” 
‘And got over it since,” said the Bounder. “He keeps it up in private life for his own reason.s. All the more distinction between him and his other character—the secret one.” 
Wharton shook his head. 
“You don’t believe me?” 
“I can’t. I believe that you think so, of course, but I can’t believe you’re right. It’s impossible !” 
“Not only possible, but true,’ said Vernon-Smith. “I know the man as well as I know my face in the glass. After all, the Head knows little of him. I heard him tell Prouty that he hasn’t seen Spencer for years. He takes him on trust as an old Greyfriars man. Look here, I’ve heard that you fellows came back from Lantham in the same train with him.” 
“That’s so,” 
“What sort of clobber was he wearing?” 
“Clothes!” 
“Yes; the bank robber in Lantham Chase changed into light grey tweeds, with a tweed cap, and a Greyfriars tie. I watched him all the time.” 
Wharton started. 
“Captain Spencer was dressed in light grey tweeds when he got on the train at Lantham,” he said slowly. 
“Doesn’t that settle it? He was dressed in dark clothes, when he came into the Rag; he changed after he got here. I never knew he had worn tweeds coming here, excepting that I saw the bank robber change into them.” 
“A coincidence. Lots of men travel in tweeds.” 
“There are other coincidences. What was he doing at Lantham at all ?“ asked the Bounder. “He came from a greater distance. We know he doesn’t live at Lantham. Why did he break the journey there at all?” 
“I suppose he had some reason.” 
“Another coincidence, what?” grinned the Bounder. “And Bob Cherry mentioned something about his baggage coming on to Courtfield by an earlier train.” 
“Yes; I remember that. He must have got out at Lantham and left his baggage in the train to come on and wait for him at Courtfield.  Nothing very extraordinary in that.” 
“Only another coincidence.” said Smithy. “He couldn’t carry a big suitcase with him when he held up the bank.  There are too many coincidences about this man Spencer. I’ll tell you some more. He saw me with the bank manager in heads corridor, and that was his first news that his loot had been taken. Did you see his face? I dlid.” 
Wharton started again. He remembered that strange, white, startled look on Captain Spencer’s face. 
“Another coincidence?” chuckled the Bounder. “I can tell you, too, that he came to my study and asked mc to spin him the yarn.” 
“Well, he might be interested.” 
“Oh, quite! And when he was gone I offered Skinner ten to one in doughnuts that he has gone to borrow a bike.” 
“For what?” 
“To cut across to Lantham before the police get there and take a squint at the hollow oak in Lantharn Chase,” said the Bounder. “He may hope to find some of his loot left there; and, anyway, he would want to remove the disguise be stacked up there; he wouldn’t want the police to find it. There might be some clue in it. Anyhow, he certainly would want to know exactly what had happened at the hollow oak. I felt sure of that, and sure that he would want a bike to get across to Lantham; the trains are over now.So I offered Skinner ten to one in doughnuts.” 
“You’ll lose.” 
“I’ve won! ” said the Bounder coolly. “Skinner went along to find out, and found that Captain Spencer had borrowed Wingate’s bike. 
“Oh !” exclaimed Harry Wharton, quite taken aback. 
“Does that make it clear?” 
“It’s impossible!” said the captain of the Remove. “I can’t get it down, Smithy ! An Old Boy of Greyfriars— the Head’s guest Impossible! You saw somebody like him. It’s impossible !”
“I wanted your opinion and your advice,” said the Bounder quietly. “So far as 1 am concerned I know that Spencer is the man. But am I to say so to the Head, and to the police inspector who is coming over from Lantham?” 
Harry Wharton was silent. 
“You think the Head won’t believe a word of it?” 
“I know he won’t !” said Harry. 
“And the police johnny?” 
“I don’t know; but I imagine not.” 
“Shall I tell them? I want your advice as head of the Form.” 
There was a long pause. 
Wharton hardly knew what to say. The Bounder’s statement seemed to him utterly wild, and he could not feel absolutely certain that Smith believed it himself. There was always the possibility that the mocking, sardonic Bounder was pulling the long bow, from a sheer love of mischief. That Eric Spencer was the bank robber of Lantharn Wharton did not dream of believing for a single moment. 
Smithy watched the captain of the Remove with a sarcastic grin. 
“Well,” he said at last, as Wharton did not speak. “I’m entitled to advice from the head of the Form.” 
“Yes, if you want it.” said Harry slowly. 
“What’s the tip, governor?” grinned the Bounder. 
“If you really believe what you say, Smithy, I suppose you ought to tell the Head,” said Harry at last. “Dr. Locke will tell you whether to mention your belief to the police-inspector, if you believe it—” 
“If !” sneered Smithy. “So you doubt even that?” 
Wharton coloured. 
“Sorry !” he said. “But you’re such a queer customer, in many ways, Smithy. It would be like you to spin a yarn, laughing in your sleeve all the time.” 
“Not a yarn like this.” 
“Well, perhaps not. I suppose you believe what you say, though I’m quite sure you’ve made a mistake. I don’t think there’s any doubt at all about that. But if you believe it tell the Head.” 
“That does it,” said Vernon-Smith. “He won’t believe me, and he may lick me for cheek, But I’m bound to tell him, you think “ 
“Yes, I think that.” 
“It’s settled.” 
The Bounder left the study and went downstairs. Harry Wharton followed him slowly. Wharton went to join his friends in the Rag, and he noticed that Vernon-Smith went in the direction of Dr. Locke’s study.  The Bounder, apparently, meant to tell Dr. Locke what he had told Wharton, and the captain of the Remove wondered what effect it would have on the Head. His btow was very thoughtful as he went into the Rag. 

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

The Vials of Wrath! 

MR. QUELCH, the master of the Remove, sat in his study with 
a deep frown on his brow. 
Seldom had the Remove-master of Greyfriars been in so bitter a temper as he was that evening. 
He was thinking of Herbert Vernon-Smith, who had defied his authority that day—and defied it successfully. 
There had been rebellions spirits in the Remove before, but it was the first time Mr. Quelch had been defeated in a contest with a member of his Form. 
The defeat rankled deeply. 
A long course of insolence and insubordination had reached its climax that afternoon when the Bounder had coolly walked out of detention, regardless of Mr. Quelch and his commands. 
A severe flogging from the Head would have rewarded him, and might have brought him to his senses, as Mr. Quelch considered it. But luck had befriended the rebel of the Remove. The Head had felt that he could not punish the junior who had been instrumental in recovering the large sum of money taken from the Lantham and County Bank by the “hold-up” man. Mr. Quelch agreed with him, with his head, but not with his heart. The Bounder’s escape from punishment, his vaunting triumph, added to the anger and humiliation of the Form master. 
The Bounder’s exploit condoned his offence, but the offence remained. If the junior had shown any regret or respect it would have been different, but he had shown none. He had almost openly enjoyed his triumph. Mr. Quelch knew that the Remove fellows talked of the Bounder as a sportsman, who cared not two straws for masters or prefects; he knew that his resentment was no secret from his Form. It was a painful position for a Form master who had always ruled his Form with an iron hand. 
So bitterly angry was Mr. Quelch that probably he would have been pleased had the Bounder’s story turned out to be false. But even the Remove master had had to believe a story that was backed up by the production of the stack of notes taken from the bank at the hold-up. 
No doubt Mr. Quelch was glad that the stolen money had been recovered, that a member of his Form had proved so useful in the cause of law and order. But he was not feeling glad, as he sat in his study, busy with exam papers, but allowing his thoughts constantly to stray from his work and dwell upon his defeat and humiliation. 
There was a tap at the door and Trotter, the page, looked in. 
“The Head wishes to see you, sir.” 
“Very well.” 
Trotter retired. 
Mr. Quelch rose slowly from his table. He did not desire see the Head, but the wish of his chief was a command. He supposed that Dr. Locke desired to speak on the subject of Vernon Smith and the hold-up, and he was tired of the subject - more than tired. Owing to that affair Vernon-Smith would be more and more in the limelight. He would he wanted to make a statement to the police; he would be an interesting figure to all the Remove, and Mr. Quelchtwould have been very glad to crush him back into his proper position of a junior schoolboy of no particular importance. 
The Remove master made his way slowly to Dr. Locke’s study. He was not surprised to find Vernon-Smith there. But, rather to his surprise, he found the Head frowning, and the Bounder looked dark and bitter. Apparently the hero of the hour was already in disgrace with the headmaster, and Mr. Quelch’s gloomy brow lightened a little as he noted it. Praise and impunity, in Mr. Quelch’s opinion, were only likely to make the reckless scapegrace more reckless and insolent than ever; what he needed was punishment— or at least, stern repression. 
“Mr. Quelch,” said the Head, in a rather agitated voice, “you must hear what Vernon-Smith has just stated to me. Is it your opinion; Mr. Quelch, that this boy is capable of making an utterly unfounded statement for the sole purpose of causing trouble and discomfort, and making himself of importance?” 
“Undoubtedly,” said Mr. Quelch. 
“I can hardly bring myself to repeat the absurd and senseless statement that Vernon-Srnith has made reflecting upon an honourable gentleman, once a Greyfriars boy,” said the Head. “It will appear to you incredible, Mr. Quelch, that this boy has accused Captain Spencer of being the unknown ruffian who robbed the bank at Lantham.” 
Mr. Quelch almost staggered. 
“Impossible, sir !” 
“He has said so, Mr. Is.” 
Wrath and indignation gathered in the Remove master s brow. 
“Then, sir, I recommend a severe flogging, to teach this insolent boy to refrain from such reckless slanders!” he exclaimed. 
The Bounder smiled cynically. 
He had not expected to be believed; he had known that the Head could not believe such an accusation against the man he had admitted to Greyfriars as a guest, at least without the strongest proofs. And the Bounder had no proof but his own statement that he recognised the man. 
Yet, knowing what he did, the Bounder had little choice but to speak. He had hesitated, and he had taken the unusual course of asking advice from the captain of his Form. But he had known all the time that he was bound to speak out, he could not have concealed his knowledge of the fact that the bank-robber was at Greyfriars. Believed or unbelieved, the statement had to be made. 
The head was shocked, pained, indignant. Mr. Quelch’s feelings were more bitter still. In this reckless, senseless slander, as he regarded it, he saw a justification for his dislike of the Bounder. He looked on Vernon-Smith as a reckless young rascal, puffed up with his recently acquired importance, and ready to make any wild statement to enhance his importance. 
The Bounder had had to speak out; but he had had to take risks in doing so. It was quite on the cards that he might be flogged for making such a statement. 
He stood cool and composed, facing the two angry and indignant masters.  Frowning brows had no terrors for the hardy Bounder. 
“I hardly know how to deal with the boy,” said the Hekd, after a long pause. Inspector Craven is even now on his way to Greyfriars to see Vernon-Smith and take down his statement. Undoubtedly the boy saw the bank robber at close quarters, as he has told us. He can give a description of the man. I must allow him to see Inspector Craven.” 
Mr. Quelch nodded 
“That can scarcely be prevented, sir, But surely even this reckless and bad-hearted boy will not dream of making such an accusation against your guest to the official police.” 
“I trust not !”said the Head, glancing at the Bounder. 
“If you forbid me to do so, sir, I shall not do so.” said Vernon Smith coolly. “I am bound to obey my headmaster. But the responsibility will be yours, sir. 
“What—what?’’ 
“I believe that I am bound by law to tell the police all I know, in such a matter, sir.” “All you know, undoubtedly,” said Mr. Quelch . “But not all you may surmise in a wicked and unchecked 
Imagination.” 
“Precisely,” said the head. 
“If I describe the man I saw, sir, his description will be that of 
Captain Spencer.” 
“I hardly think that the boy is actually 1ying, merely to create mischief” said the Head. “No doubt the man he saw may bear 
some resemblance to Captain Spencer. He is not an uncommon type.” 
“He is the same man, sir.” 
“Nonsense! You saw some young man of about Captain Spencer’. age and general appearance—there are hundreds such in every towsn.” 
“I saw Captain Spencer.” 
“ Silence !” 
The Bounder stood silent. 
“I cannot understand why this reckless boy has picked on Captain Spencer,” said Mr. Quelch. “The gentleman is a stranger to him; he cannot have roused Vernon-Smith’s malice by any offence, real or imagined. Had that been possible, I should have known what to think. You have not forgotten Vernon- Smith’s attempt to blacken the boy Dallas when he was here, sir; an utterly unscrupulous accusation against a boy who was proved innocent, but who had offended him.” 
“I remember!” said the Head. 
“But your guest, sir, cannot be supposed to have given any offence to this wretched boy. I can only suppose that the accusation is made from the sheer love of causing a sensation.” 
“It would appear so,” said the Head. “If you should venture to repeat your statement outside this study, and cause a scandal in the school, Vernon-Smith, your punishment will be very severe.” 
“I have already told Wharton, of my Form, sir. I asked his advice about telling you.” 
“I am assured that Wharton did not believe you,” said Mr. Quelch. “Neither would he have advised you to tell such a wild story to your headmaster.” 
“He advised me to tell the Head, if I believed it myself, sir,” said the Bounder. 
“Quite so. But you cannot persuade me that you believe the story yourself,” said the Remove master sternly. 
“It is true, sir.” 
“Nonsense !“ 
“The whole thing is inexpressibly painful. Mr. Quelch,” said the Head. “Captain Spencer is to remain my guest here for some weeks. Imagine his feelings if a hint of this should reach his 
ears.” 
“I am amazed at the boy’s reckless audacity, sir. You will, of course, command him not to repeat this wicked story to anyone.” 
Dr. Locke paused. 
“1 am bound to tell Inspector Craven, sir.”said Vernon-Smith. “I shall, of course, obey Dr. Locke if he forbids me to mention Captain Spencer’s name. But I am bound to tell the police that I have seen the man since he hid the money in Lantham Chase, and that I know where he is to be found. If Inspector Cravcn disbelieves me, sir, the matter ends. But he has a right to know what I know.” 
Mr. Quelch’s eyes glittered.  
“Do you set yourself up against your headmaster’s authority, Vernon Smith, as well as that of you form master’s ?” 
“I have my duty to do, sir.”
“Duty!  You, the most undutiful and insolent boy at Greyfriars, dare to speak here of duty!” exclaimed the Remove master angrily. “Be silent.” 
“The position is very difficult, Mr. Quelch,” said the Head slowly. “I cannot forbid the boy to make a statement to the police, if he believes it himself. If he believes it, I fear that it shows that he has a bad amid suspicious mind.  Nevertheless—” 
“After all, sir, Inspector Craven is an experienced man,” said the Remove master. “He will know how much importance to attach to a wild and foolish statement made by a schoolboy who dc. to attract attention and cause a sensation.” 
“That is true,” assented Dr. Locke. “I shall, then, allow you to make this statement to the police inspector, Vernon-Smith, in my presence, if you persist.” 
“Thank you, sir !” 
“At the same time, I shalt warn the inspector that you are known to he untruthful and unscrupulous,” added the Head sternly. “Mr Craven may ho here any minute now. Remain here until he arrives.” 
“Very well, sir.” 
At the same moment, the sound of a car was heard without. 
“I have given instructions for the inspector to he shown in the moment he arrives, Mr. Quelch,” said the Head.  “Doubtless that is he. Please remain. Vernon-Smith, for the last time, 1 warn you to think carefully before you make a statement that cannot be recalled.” 
“Certainly, sir.” 
A few moments later, Inspector Craven of Lantham was shown into the study. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

Great News for Bunter! 

HARRY WHARTON left the Rag and the House. After what he had heard from Vernon-Smith, the captain of the Remove was in no mood for the cheery gossip of the Rag. He did not, and could not, believe what the Bounder had told him; but it was borne in upon his mind that Smithy himself believed it, and he wondered what would come of it. 
A number of circumstances, trifling in themselves, seemed to bear out the Bounder’s belief; certainly it was, at least, a singular coincidence if the captain had hurried out of Greyfriars immediately after hearing the Bounder’s story. A man with a “game” leg would not naturally be expected to go on a bicycle spin, and it would be rather out of the common for a guest of the headmaster to borrow a machine from the bike shed. But Wharton was not at all sure that it really had occurred, and that the Bounder’s imagination had not been at work to help him with his remarkable theory. It was easy enough to ascertain; and Wharton walked down to the bike but-shed with that intention. 
The bike-shed was unlocked, long after the hour at which it was usually locked up for the night. Wharton entered and struck a match. He knew Wingate‘s machine well enough—a handsome Sunbeam. The glimmer of the match showed that the stand was vacant—Wingate’s machine was gone!  The captain of the Remove knew that Wingate himself was in the House; he had seen him talking to Gwynne at the corner of the Sixth Form passage. Evidently, therefore, Wingate himself had not taken the machine out. 
With a very thoughtful brow, Wharton went down to Gosling’s lodge. The Greyfriars porter had the key of the bike-shed. 
Gosling looked out of his window as Wharton knocked. He did not look amiable. At that hour of the evening, William Gosling naturally expected to have done with “dratted”  boys. 
“Ho!” said Gosling. “You!  Well?” 
“The bike-shed’s unlocked, Gosling,” said Harry. 
“You’ve come ‘ere to tell me that ?“ inquired Gosling sarcastically. “ Well, I unlocked it meself, Master Wharton,” 
‘Wingate’s machine is gone !“ 
“Is it really?” said Gosling, still sarcastic. “Any law agin Captain Spencer borrerin’ it if he so wishes?” 
“Not at all!” said Harry, laughing. 
“So you’ve come along and disturbed a man arter a ‘ard day’s work to tell him that, ‘ave you ?’’ said Gosling.  “Did you think a blinking burglar ‘ad got in and pinched the machine? Did you think I’d leave the bike-shed unlocked for burglars? Do you think it’s up to you to manage this ‘ere school, Master Wharton !” 



I’ll tell you, what I think, Gosling,” said the captain of the Remove cheerily. “1 think you’re a rusty, crusty old codger, and that you talk too much—much too much ! I think—” 
Slam !
The window slammed before William Gosling could hear any more of the Removite’s thoughts. 
Harry Wharton walked away smiling, hut his face grew grave as he went back to the House. He knew now, beyond doubt, that Captain Spencer had borrowed Wingate’s machine and gone out on it. Possibly the fine evening had tempted him to go for a spin; as an old Greyfriars man, he might be keen to look around ancient haunts of his boyhood. Still, it was unusual, and it gave some colour to the Bounder’s theory. And it was odd, too, that a juan with a “game” leg should be given to cycling. A man who still limped from a wound received in the War, would not have been expected to use a push-bike. Was that limp, as the Bounder declared, only pretence? Anyone wondering who the disguised bank robber might possibly be certainly would not have thought of a man with a limp. 
But, if it was so, the captain was a man leading a double life—a life of pretence and false appearance. In that case, the Lantham affair could hardly be his first exploit. He was a thief by profession, in secret, while outwardly leading the life of an old public school man. The thing was possible—such things had happened. But— But it was much more likely that the 
Bounder had been deceived by same chance resemblance, aided by his desire to get into the limelight by making a sensational statement, 
Wharton went back into the House, but not to the Rag. A little later a car came up the drive, and be saw Inspector Craven, of Lantham, conducted to Dr. Locke’s study. Would the Bounder have the nerve to make his statement to the Lantham inspector? What would be the outcome, if he did? Wharton was deeply interested, as well as uneasy and troubled.  He remained near the doorway, and a quarter of an hour later, Inspector Craven came back to his car. He did not come alone. Herbert Vernon-Smith was with him. 
The inspector’s coo1, keen face expressed nothing. But there was a smile on the Bounder’s face. 
He gave Wharton a nod. 
“You’ve told him?” asked Harry, in a low voice, as the inspector went out to the car. 
“Yes.” 
“He doesn’t swallow it?” 
“I don’t know.” Vernon-Smith grinned. “The Head’s no end upset, and Quelchy’s almost raving.” 
“No wonder.” 
“The inspector wanted to speak to Capain Spencer,” grinned the Bounder. “Even the Head was surprised, when he learned that the giddy captain had gone out, and couldn’t be seen.” 
“And you—” 
“I’m going with Mr. Craven to point out the hollow oak—no time like the present. Quelchy is awfully ratty at having to let me go. but, of course, he can’t say so.” Vernon-Smith chuckled. “Quelchy is comin’ out at the little end of the horn, all along the line. I expect he will make me sit up in class to-morrow.” 
“Very likely. You’ve made him pretty wild to-day !” 
“I’ll makc him wilder,” said the Bounder coolly. “‘they’re both down on me now—down on me like a ton of bricks— and why? Because I’m helpin’ the police to nobble a bank robber. I’m goin’ to make both of them look utter fools. It’s up to me, now. If Spencer pulls the wool over the inspector’s eyes, I’m goin’ to show him up myself somehow. You’ll see. I shall have the deuce of a time now from Quelchy and the Head. But they’ll have to sing small when Captain Spencer is run in for bank robbery.” 
“When !” said Harry, with a slight smile
“You don’t believe it yet?” 
“ I can’t !” 
“Well, wait and see. I’m promised a flogging if I say a word about it in the school.” 
“Better say nothing, anyhow.” 
“Think so?” said the Bounder grimly. “Perhaps 1 might have kept mum if they’d treated me decently. But they won’t allow even that it might be a mistake—not even that. It’s a lie—a slander. Just a mischievous trick to cause a sensation. That’s what they call it. They’ve put it up to me now. I’ll make Greyfriars ring with it !” 
The Bounder’s eyes glittered. 
“Unscrupulous — untruthful — reckless slanderer !” he said between his teeth. “I’ll show them!” 
“Smithy old man,” said Wharton earnestly. “For goodness’ sake don’t play the goat! If you’re right it will come out—the police will find it out. Don’t say a word to the fellows !” 
“Tbat1s your advice, is it?” sneered the Bounder. “”+I’ve been called a liar and a slanderer, and I’m to take it lying down.” 
“Yes, yes; but—” 
“Bunter !“ called out Smithy. 
“Yes, Smithy?” 
“For goodness’ sake, Smithy,” exclaimed Wharton, in alarm, “not a word to Bunter ! It will be all over Greyfriars—” 
“That’s what I want !” 
“Have a little sense! The Head will—” 
“You shut up, Wharton !” exclaimed Bunter. “You let Smithy tell a pal. What is it, Smithy, old chap?” 
Bunter was agog with excitement now. It was plain to him that Wharton was trying to keep some secret from his podgy ears, and that was enough for Bunter. Bunter always wanted to know. 
“The bank robber,” said Vernon-Smith, in a clear and distinct voice that was heard by others as well as Wharton and Bunter. “He’s at Greyfriars now, Bunter !” 
The fat junior jumped. 
“What?” he yelled. 
“It’s Captain Spencer—” 
 “Captain Spencer is the bank robber.” 
Bunter’s round eves grew almost like saucersbehind his big spectacles.  Wingate of the Sixth strode across the hall towards the Bounder, with a black brow. 
“Vernon-Smith, you young rascal, how dare you say such a thing!” he shouted. 
The Bounder looked coolly at the captam of Greyfriars. 
“Because it’s true!” he answered. 
“You dare to say—” 
“I dare to say that Captain Spencer is the man who held up the bank at Lantham, and I’m going to prove it !” retorted the Bounder, in a loud, clear voice, heard far and wide. 
With that, Herbert Vernon-Smith turned and ran down the steps after the Lantham inspector. The car drove away with both of them. There was a buzz of astonished voices in the hall. Billy Bunter rolled off to the Rag at once, his fat face ablaze with excitement. The Owl of the Remove had an item of news to impart how that was calculated to set the Rag in a roar, and banish all lesser topics. 
Almost breathless with excitement, Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag, and spluttered out his amazing news. 
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Struck Down! 
THE Bounder, sitting beside Inspector Craven in the car that ate up the miles on the Lantham road, glanced several times curiously at the keen, composed face of the official. Inspector Craven had heard this amazing story ——with shocked interjections from the head, bitter comments from Mr. Quelch. What he thought of it, the whether he believed a word of it or not, the Bounder did not-know and could not guess.  He was keen enough to realise, however, that a police inspector’s point of view would be very different from that of a schoolmaster. 
To Dr. Locke, the captain was an old Greyfriars man; to Mr. Quelch, he was the Head’s respected guest. To Inspector Craven, he was simply a member of the public, and the question was one of evidence only, with no prejudice whatever either way. That, the Bounder knew, must make a great difference to the inspectors judgment.  To the Head, an old Greyfriars man was almost above suspicion. But it was probable that Mr. Craven had put the handcuffs on the wrists of more than one old public school man, and to him Greyfriars was no more than any other school. He had an open mind on the whole subject. 
The Bounder spoke at last. 
“Will you tell me whether you believe me or not, Mr. Craven?” 
“I believe that you have spoken to the best of your knowledge,” said the Inspector. 
“That’s something.”  grinned the Bounder. “But you think I’ve very likely been taken in by a chance resemblance in looks !” 
“I keep an open mind on that point.” 
“You haven’t seen Captain Spencer?”
“No.”
 “But you will see him?”
 “Certainly. 
“And look into his past record ?” 
Mr. Craven made no answer to that. The Bounder smiled sarcastically. He did not really expect a police official to discuss his intentions with him.  But he was irritated. And Mr. Craven’s composed face told him nothing, keen as his eyes were. 
“You don’t want any further help from me, Mr. Craven?”
“I want you to guide me to the hollow oak you have described, where the bank robber’s disguise is to be found.” 
“And nothing more?” 
Mr. Craven gave the Bounder a quick look. He could see that the schoolboy was keeping something back. 
“Have you anything more to tell me!” he asked. 
“If I choose,” said the Bounder “My belief is that I can help 
you put your hand on the man in circumstances which will make the whole thing clear. What about that ?” 
“Go on.  ” 
“One good turn deserves another.” said Vernon-Smith. “ I’ll tell you this. I know where Captain Spencer is at this minute, and I know his game. Do you want me to tell you ?” 
“Yes,” said Mr. Craven curtly. 
“Then answer my question first. Do you take enough stock in my story to look into Spencer’s past record ?“ 
Inspector Craven frowned. He was silent for a moment or two, and he compressed his lips. But he was keen, very keen indeed, in getting on the trail of the desperate man who had held up the hank at Lantham in broad daylight, and he understood that this cool-headed junior might by useful in that task. He did not like the Bounder’s tone, and he did not like the Bounder; but business came first. 
“Yes,” he answered at last ; “1 shall take steps immediately to look into Captain Spencer’s record.” 
“That does it, then,” said the Bounder. “If you’re taking the thing seriously, I’m as keen as mustard in helping. And I can help. We’re going to Lantham Chase now to see the hollow oak. If we lose no time, we shall find Captain Spencer there.” 
The inspector started. 
“What do you mean? ” 		
Vernon-Smith succinctly explained the theory he had formed —that the captain had taken Wingate’s bike to get to the hollow oak before the police could get there. Mr. Craven listened with deep attention. With the reserve natural in a police-officer dealing with a schoolboy, he did not state whether he attached any importance to the Bounder’s belief.  But he signalled to the chauffeur to increase speed, and the car fairly flew along the Lantham road. That was enough for the Bounder, It demonstrated that the Inspector was anxious to reach Lantham Chase at the earliest possible moment. 
When did Captain Spencer leave Greyfriars, according to your belief?” asked Mr. Craven abruptly. 
“Nearly an hour ago.” 
“On a push-bike ?” 
“Yes; a good machine.” 
“With his limp he would not be a fast rider.” 
The Bounder laughed. 
“His limp is a trick.  Captain Spencer wears a limp, like the bank-robber wearing horn-rimmed spectacles.” 
The inspector made no comment on that remark. 
“He cannot have reached the oak yet, if he had gone there,” he said. “The distance is at least nine miles.” 
“He’s a hefty man, and he knows the country.” The Bounder looked at his watch. “He’s had three-quarters of an hour. I think he can’t be there yet. We ought to beat him in this car. I had that in mind all the time.” 
The inspector sat silent, watching from the window. The car raced along under the summer stars. It halted at last, where a footpath left the road, and the inspector jumped out, 
“Come!” he said curtly. 
The Bounder followed him. He noticed that there was something in the inspector’s hand as they plunged into the shadows of the footpath. Mr. Craven was armed; which looked as if he did attach importance to Smithy story. As for the Bounder, he did not feel anything like fear, though he knew that it was quite probable that a desperate man would be cornered at the hollow oak—a man armed with deadly weapons that he had proved himself ready to use. 
“Look !” breathed the Bounder. 
MOVINGIn the darkness of the wood a light glimmered afar among the trees and under woods. 
“Is that the place?” 
“That’s about it,” said Smithy. “I couldn’t find the oak again without turning on a light—’’ 
“Don’t do that !” rapped out the inspector. 
Smithy chuckled. 
“I don’t mean to. My belief is that that light will guide us to the hollow oak. He just did it on the bike.” 
“ Silence, please !” said the inspector curtly. “ Remain on the footpath. I am not authorized to take you into danger.” 
Mr. Craven plunged into the wood, heading in the direction of the glimmering light under the trees. 
Vernon-Smith laughed softly. He had not the slightest intention of being left out. Softly, cautiously, he trod on the track of the Lantham inspector, deeper and deeper into the wood. 
The light was stationary. It came from an electric torch fixed on a shrub or low tree. Several times a moving shadow dimmed the light. The Bounder was quite assured that the light was shining on the trunk of the hollow oak, and that the bank robber was groping in the hollow. 
All of a sudden the light vanished. 
Smithy heard a muttered word from the Lantham inspector.  He knew that the man at the hollow oak had heard the rustling in the underwood, and taken the alarm, and extinguished the light. Throwing caution to the winds, Mr. Craven rushed on, crashing through the thickets, with the Bounder almost at his heels, There was a sound of a collision, a struggle of an instant’s duration; then a sharp cry and a heavy fall. Vernon-Smith, running on with throbbing heart, tumbled over something on the ground, and almost fell.  From the dark came the sound of rustling, brushing bushes, as someone, unseen, fled into the night. 
Smithy regained his balance, and groped in his pocket for his electric torch. 
He knew what had happened --- what must have happened. The Lantham inspector’s grasp had been actually upon the bank robber when he had been struck down. 
The man who was fleeing through the wood was the bank robber— that was obvious. It must be the inspector who was lying at Smithy’s feet. 
The Bounder flashed on his light. 
He gave a stare round him first, and saw the hollow oak, in the branches of which he had been hidden that eventful afternoon. At the foot of the oak lay a black coat; half inside the hollow of the trunk hung another black garment. The man who had been dragging the discarded disguise from the tree had been interrupted, and had not ventured to make any attempt to finish his task. He had struck down the inspector and fled, leaving everything as it was, very probably in the belief that the constables were at hand, for he must have heard the Bounder’s footsteps.  Vernon Smith turned the light on the man at his feet. 
Inspector Craven lay on his back, with a streak of crimson running down his face. The fierce, sudden blow had stunned him for the moment, but he was already recovering consciousness. 
Vernon-Smith helped him to his feet, and Mr. Craven leaned heavily against a tree, breathing hard. 
The footsteps of the fleeing man had died away. Pursuit was of little use now; the deep, dark woods of Lantham Chase had swallowed him 
“He’s gone,” said the Bounder. 
“You did not see him?  ” 
“No. But was here—as I told you he would be.” 
The inspector did not answer. His face was pale, and he was dabbing the blood from his face with a handkerchief. Vernon-Smith waited for him to speak. His story had been proved to a certain extent; the man who had been at the hollow oak, who had struck down the inspector and fled, could only be the bank robber. But he had not been seen, and the theory connecting him with Captain Spencer remained an unproved theory. 
The inspector did not speak, and the Bounder broke out impatiently at last. 
“He’s on his bike now, hurrying back to Greyfriars. We can run him dowum in the car.” 
Mr. Craven continued to dab his face. 
‘You are a keen lad, Master Vernon-Smith,” he said quietly. “ But 1 do not think you are quite old enough to teach a detective-officer his business. If matters are as you think, the man is not cycling back to Greyfriars on any road on which he could be run down in a car.” 
“Oh!”  exclaimed the Bounder.  If the the the the
“He is much more likely to circle round the country, my boy, and reach Greyfriars from the opposite side.” 
“Oh!” said the Bounder again. His quick mind caught on at once. “And he will spin some yarn to account for getting in very late, of course. He may have struck in any direction now—any direction except Greyfriars. I see that now.” 
The inspector smiled grimly. 
“You had better go back in the car now, Master Vernon-Smith,” he said. “It is already past your bedtime, I think. I am very much obliged for the assistance you have given me, and probably you will see me again.” 
“Very well,” said Vernon Smith. “But you’re hurt, sir.” 
“That is nothing.” 
The Bounder went back to the footpath, leaving Inspector Craven busy with the disguise that the bank robber had not been given time to remove. A few minutes more, and the car was whizzing back to the school with the Bounder. The Remove were all asleep in bed when Vernon-Smith arrived, and Mr. Quelch, with a hard, cold face, conducted him to his dormitory without a word. The Bounder turned in cheerfully. 
“Good-night, sir!” 
The Remove master did not reply. He left the dormitory, and the Bounder grinned as he laid his head upon the pillow. 

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER 

In the Limelight! 

CLANG! Clang! 
Harry Wharton turned his eyes on the Bounder’s bed as he 
rose at the clang of the rising-bell in the early summer morning. 
Vernon-Smith was there. He was awake, and he met Wharton’s eyes with a grin. 
The Remove had not fallen asleep early the previous night. Discussion of the Bounder’s amazing accusation against Captain Spencer had kept them wide awake long past their usual time. But they had all been asleep when Vernon-Smith had got back from Lantham. 
Bob Cherry was the second fellow to turn out, and he also glanced at the Bounder’s bed. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! You’re there. Smithy! I began to think you were making a night of it !” 
“Anything happen at Lantham?” asked Peter Todd, sitting up in bed. 
“Lots !” answered Smithy. 
“Did the catchfulness of the esteemed and ludicrous bank robber come off ?” inquired Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. 
“Not quite !” 
“Is Captain Spencer in a cell yet?” asked Bolsover major sarcastically. 
“Ha,ha,ha!” 
There was a general chortle in the Remove dormitory. 
The Bounder’s amazing statement had made a sensation in the Form. It had been the one topic until the juniors fell asleep the night before. But not a fellow believed a word of it. It was too utterly improbable, and the fellows only wondered at the Bounder’s nerve in daring to utter, or even hint, such an accusation against the headmaster’s guest. 
It was certain that before long the masters would hear of it; the Head himself would hear. That meant trouble for Smithy. Many fellows were of the opinion that it meant expulsion for him. It was past the limit; the Head was certain to be in a royal wax when he heard that his guest was the talk of the school in connection with a bank robbery. Where the Bounder found the nerve to risk it was a mystery. What put the idea into his head was another mystery. But assuredly he was not likely to find a single believer in the Lower Fourth. Even Billy Bunter, delighted as he was with such an item of news to retail, did not think for a moment of believing it. 
The Bounder glanced round at the laughing faces and shrugged his shoulders. 
He was discredited now—regarded as a reckless ass by most of the fellows, as a slanderer by some of them. But his justification would come when the bank robber was caught at last. 
He felt, rather than knew, that Inspector Craven agreed with him, Mr. Craven, naturally, had not told him so. But all his actions of the previous evening indicated as much. And the Inspector’s opinion in such a matter weighed more than that of all Greyfriars. 
“I say, you fellows. Smithy will be sacked to-day !” chuckled Billy Bunter. “The head is sure to come down heavy when he hears!” 
“No need to jaw about it, Bunter,” said Squiff. “No need for the Head to hear ! Least said, soonest mended !”
“He’s bound to hear,” said Toddy. 
“Of course, I sha’n’t talk about it,” said Bunter. “I’m not the fellovi to tattle, I hope!” 
“Oh, my hat !” 
“I mentioned it to you fellows in the Rag, and some of the Fourth were there,” said Bunter. “I told Hobson of the Shell in confidence I mentioned it to Price of the Fifth. But —”  
“Fathead !” 
“Oh, realy, Toddy—” 
“What does it matter?” asked the Bounder coolly. “Wingate of the Sixth heard me tell Bunter, and a dozen other fellows, too. I dare say it’s reported to the Head by this time. Besides, I told the head and Quelchy.” 
“Well, you’ve got a nerve !” said Skinner. 
“The nervefulness is terrific!  The flogfulness will be the next item on the esteemed programme !” 
“ If not the bunkfulness !“ grinned Bob Cherry. 
“Ha, ha, ha !”
The Remove fellows were rather excited when they went down that morning. They did not suppose for a moment that Captain Spencer wax concerned in the hold-up at Lantham. But they wondered what would happen to the Bounder when Dr. Locke heard that he had made his guest the talk of the Lower School. 
At breakfast Mr. Quelch favoured the Rounder with a cold, steely glance of disapproval. But it was clear that he had not yet heard of the thrilling topic among his Form.  Vernon-Smith had been forbidden by the Head to speak on the subject in the school. That he had directly disobeyed that order the Remove master was not likely to guess—until the talk about Captain Spencer reached his ears, as it was bound to do sooner or later. 
After breakfast the Removites were still talking of the affair, and Mr. Quelch noticed that there was some topic of unusual interest among his Form. Still, he did not guess what that topic was. In the quad, Wingate of the Sixth came up to the Bounder, as he was strolling at ease under the elms, with his hands in his pockets. The Greyfriars captain’s face was very grim. Vernon-Smith stopped, at a sigh from the prefect, and looked at Wingate with a mocking smile. He knew what was coming. 
“I haven’t had a chance to speak to you before, Vernon-Smith. I want to know what you meant by what you said yesterday evening, where a dozen fellows heard you!” said Wingate sternly. 
“I meant exactly what I said. 
“You dare to connect the your headmaster’s guest with the bank robbery at Lantham ?” 
“Are you out of your senses?”  exclaimed the captain of Greyfriars, more amazed than angry. 
“Not at all. The Heads guest was very nearly nailed last night, at the hollow oak in Lantham Chase, if you want to know,” said Vernon-Smith. “He knocked Inspector Craven down and escaped, but it was a near thing” 
Wingate stared at him. 
“What happened while you were with Mr. Craven?  ” he asked. 
The Bounder explained the tersely. 
You did not see the man ?” 
“Not walk a cat, I can’t see in the dark. But I knew it was. Captain Spencer. I knew why he had borrowed your bike.” 
“Captain Spencer borrowed my bicycle to take an evening spin, to look at some old places he knew when he was a boy at Greyfriars,” said Wingate quietly. “Nothing extraordinary in that. As you seem to believe this absurd rubbish, Vernon-Smith, I will tell you that Captain Spencer did not ride in the direction of Lantham at all. He went in the opposite direction, and was never within ten miles of Lantham. ” 
“And he came in very late.” grinned the Bounder. 
“How do you know that?” 
“Because he must have. It must have taken him a long time to get back from Lantham and ride out in the opposite.” 
Wingate compressed his lips. “As it happens, he did get in late,” he said. “I have seen him this morning, and he mentioned that he rode a far as Woodend, which, is nearly as far from the school side as Lantham is on the other. His old wound in the leg gave hin trouble, and he had to rest a good deal on the way back, which caused him to get in late.” 
“Quite a good story,” said the Bounder, laughing. “I did not expect him to tell you that he had been to Lantham Chase.” 
“He went to Woodend.” 
“So he says.” 
“You dare to doubt his word?” 
Yes, rather !” 
Wingate looked at the Bounder, his face growing grimmer and grimmer. So far as he could see, this amazing conduct on the Bounder’s part was simply reckless insolence, designed to bring him into prominence, and cause him to be talked about. The accusation seemed. to the Sixth-Former, as unfounded and absurd as if it had been brought against Mr. Quelch or Mr. Prout, or any other man at Greyfriars School. 
“ Does this mean, Vernon-Smith, that your intend to stick to this story, and make a scandal in the school on the subject of the Head’s guest’” he asked very quietly. 
“I intend to stick to it, certainly,” 
“I warn you that you’re heading, for serious trouble, then. It is my duty to report what you have said to Dr. Locke.” 
“I’ve no objection.” 
Wingate stared at him. He was greatly disposed to thrash the Bounder there and then. But it was too serious a matter to be dealt with by a prefect’s licking. Without another word, the captain of the school walked away, leaving the Bounder grinning. 
That his present course meant trouble for him Smithy knew well enough. Nevertheless, he was enjoying the situation. There was something iii being the cynosure of all eyes, in being the centre of the sensation of the term. There was something in knowing that he was in the right, when all the others 
in the wrong. But that was not all. A dangerous and desperate man was masquerading under fake colours. The Lantham hold-up was not his first exploit, and it was not likely to be the last. It was everyone’s duty to do his utmost to bring such a dangerous outlaw to justice. The Bounder, it was true, was not a “whale “ on duty, as a rule. He was, indeed, lawless by nature. But there was a limit, and Smithy was very keen to unmask the pretender, and to put an end to the peculiar activities of the bank-robber. From good motives, ant from other motives not so good, Vernon-Smith was urged on his present course. But, with his usual cynicism, he acknowledged to himself that his chief desire was to get into the limelight and keep there. 
There was no doubt that he was in the limelight how, though it was a sort of limelight that few fellows would have envied him. 
When he strolled into the Form-room for class all eyes were turned on him at once. 
“Here he is “ chortled Billy Bunter. “Not bunked yet, Smithy? He, he, he !“ 
“Not yet,” assented the Bounder. 
“I guess you’ve got it coming !” chuckled Fisher T. Fish, 
“Who knows !”
“I can’t see what else the Head can do when he hears of this,” said Bob cherry. It’s altogether too thick, Smithy.” 
“It may come to that,” said the Bounder coolly. But what’s the odds! It will all be set right again when Captain Spener is arrested for the hold-up at Lantham.” 
“When “ said Bob. 
“The whenfulness is terrific!”
“For goodness’ sake. Smithy, chuck it !” exclaimed Harry Wharton. “ You don’t seem to understand what you are heading for.” 
“I understand quite well, and I’m not goin’ to chuck it.  I’m goin’ to tell everybody who will listen that Captain Spencer is the bank robber of Lantham.” said the Bounder deliberately. 
“Hush!” breathed Bob, as he sighted Mr. Quelch in the doorway of the Form room. 
There was a sudden breathless hush, The petrifled expression on Mr. Quelch’s face showed that at he had heard the Bounder’s words. 
For a moment a pin might have been heard to drop in the Remove room. Mr. Quelch stood transfixed.  Even the Bounder felt a twinge of uneasiness.  
The Remove master found his voice at last.  
“Vernon Smith !”
“Yes, sir.” 
You —you have dared— you have dared to repeat this ridiculous and wicked slander in the school, in spite of your headmaster’s commands to say nothing on the subject.” 
The Bounder set his lips. 
“The Head told me it was a lie and a slander,” he answered. “That put it up to me. Even the Head has no right to forbid me to speak as I like of a dangerous criminal 3” 
Mr. Quelch gasped. 
“You dare to apply such a name to the Head’s guest!” 
“That is his description sir.” 
“Insolent boy!  This s beyond all toleration “ exclaimed the Remove master. “ You are presuming, with utter recklessness, upon the service you rendered yesterday. But that will not save you, Vernon-Smith. 1 shall take you to Dr. Locke.” 
“I’m ready, sir.” 
“Follow me !” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
“ Certainly, sir.” 
Herbert Vernon-Smith followed his Form master from the Remove-room. 
“That’s torn it,” said Skinner. “ It’s the sack for Smithy this tune. What else did he expect, I wonder?” 
And Skinner’s opinion was generally shared in the Remove. 
THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
Where Is Smithy? 
“BUNKED !” 
“Poor old Smithy!” 
“Well, he asked for it” 
Nothing was known officially. All the Remove knew was that Mr. Quelch had come back to the Form-room alone, and that classes had been taken without the Bounder. 
In the morning break there had been an eager rush to look for him, but no one had seen anything of him. 
In third lesson he was absent as before. 
Mr. Quelch’s face was far too grim and forbidding for the fellows to think of asking him a question. 
They wondered what had happened; but few doubted that Herbert Vernon- Smith had been xpclled. 
If that was so there was nothing surprising in it. The kindest and most patient headmaster could scarcely have tolerated the Bounder’s conduct. Right or wrong, Smithy had made an accusation against a guest of Dr. Locke, which to all but smithy seemed absurd and ridiculous; yet which, absurd as it was, was certain to cause the police to interview the young man. 
Absurd it might be, but that did not make it any the  less unpleasant. As Skinner remarked, if you throw enough mud, some of it is bound to stick. Nothing could alter the fact that Eric Spencer’s name had been coupled with a crime— that one fellow, howsoever reckless and unreflecting, had declared that he recognized him as the Lantham bank robber.  The position was simply intolerable with the headmaster. 
Alter third lesson the Remove fellows looked for Smithy again, and again they did not find him. 
 The general conclusion was that the he was gone. 
“Short and sharp,” remarked Skinner. “Of course, they wanted to shut him up as quick as possible.” 
“Locking the stable door after the giddy geegees stolen “ said Hazedene. 
“All Greyfriars knows about it now !”
“Still, they’ve cut it off at the source !” grinned Skinner. “ Fellows will be careful what they say now that Smithy’s been made an example of. They must have whisked him off while we were in class. Sorry for the chap.”
Skinner did not look very sorry.
Certainly ho was likely to miss a wealthy study-mate who had been very useful to him. But the cynical philosopher has told us that there is something gratifying in the misfortunes of our friends. That was true of Skinner, at least. The Bounder had carried his head high, and if at had been brought very low all of a sudden the bounder was not the fellow to mourn. 
Nobody indeed was likely to feel the Bounder’s disaster very keenly. He had made himself more enemies than friends at Greyfriars— indeed, that you had not cared to make friends. With the exception of Tom Redwing, who had left after breaking with him, it could not be said that Smithy had ever had a friend in the school.  But if he had not been liked, at least he had made a considerable figure in the eyes of his Form fellows.  He might be disliked, but never despised or forgotten. The Bounder was a fellow to make his presence felt, wherever he was. For that reason the Remove were likely to miss him from his accustomed place. 
Harry Wharton, indeed, was the fellow who felt something like real regret. He had had trouble enough with Smithy, and of late their ways had lain more and more apart. But the captain of the Remote had always hoped that Smithy would pull up before he came a mucker. He had hoped that the breach between them might be healed, and that Smithy might again take his place in the school games. He knew that there was very much good mingled with the evil in the Bounder’s peculiar nature, and it seemed to him hard that he should have to go. 
It seem that up to them, too, that there was something to be said for the Bounder in this case. If he really believed his own statement, then he was bound to inform the Head and the police inspector.  Certainly he should have said nothing in the school; he should have left that to the judgment of older and wiser heads. No purpose was served by causing a scandal even if his accusation was well-founded.  The matter was in official hands, and that was enough. 
Still, there were extenuating circumstances. Believing that he was speaking the truth, it was hard to be told that he was a slanderer, a 
disseminator of false statements.  In his exasperation he had spoken out, in spite of the Head’s, command.  Certainly he should not have done so, but there were excuses for him. 
That the Bounder was, anyhow, gone was accepted as a certainty by the Remove and by fellows in other Forms. That afternoon he was not seen. The fellows did not expect to see him at Greyfriars again. 
The juniors wondered whether Captain Spencer had heard of the Bounder having spread his accusation through the school. That he had heard of what Smithy had told the Head was certain.  Dr. Locke, how ever reluctant, must have told him that; for, wild as Smithy’s statement was, the police were bound to take some heed of it and to least to interview the captain. When Captain Spencer left the school that afternoon with Dr. Locke in the Head’s car some of the fellows guessed that he was going to Lantham police station for that interview. Later, it was a known fact that when Skinner had elicited the information from the head’s chauffeur that he had driven the car to Lantham and waited an hour outside the police-station while Dr. Locke and Captain Spencer were in the building. The Head, with unquestioning loyalty to his guest, had accompanied him on that rather unpleasant journey. 
But whether Captain Spencer knew that the affair was the talk of the school the Juniors did not know, and they wondered. 
After the retun from Lantham Captain Spencer was seen walking in the quad with Mr. Quelch, in cheery conversation. 
Certainly he did not look like a man who had any weight on his conscience, or any fear in his heart. Looking, indeed, at his handsome, careless face, fellows could only wonder what had possessed the Bounder to couple his name with the bank robber of Lantham. 
“I say, you fellows!” said Billy Bunter, coming on the Famous Five after class. “Do you think the Spencer bird knows that the whole school’s talking about him?” 
“Ask him,” suggested Bob Cherry. 
“I was just thinking that one of you fellows might ask him,” said the Owl of the Remove. 
“Think again, old fat man!” 
“You could put it tactfully, you know,” urged Bunter. “Tell him that we all sympathise with him over what Smithy has said. See?” 
The Famous Five grinned. 
Bunter wanted to know; but like the monkey in the story, he wanted another hand to pull his chestnuts out of the fire. 
“Go and sympathise with him yourself,” said Johnny Bull. “I dare say he will kick you. If so, good!” 
“Oh, really, Bull—” 
“I hope he doesn’t know that Smithy has made his name the talk of Greyfriars,” said Wharton. “And the lets you say, the better, Bunter. Let it drop.” 
“It jolly well won’t drop, you know,” said Bunter. “If Smithy has been sacked, his father’s sure to make a fuss about it. Old Vernon-Smith will take the matter up.” 
“Old Obadiah’s got more sense than young Obadiah,” said Bob. “He will know that it’s all rot !“ 
Bunter grunted discontentedly and rolled away. Very much he wanted to know whether Captain Spencer was aware that his supposed connection with the bank robbery was discussed from one end of Greyfriars to the other. But he did not venture to put the question to the captain himself. 
It was odd enough, if the captain was the only person at Greyfriars unaware of that sensational topic. Even Gosling, the porter, had heard of it now, and discussed the matter with Mr. Mimble, the gardener, and Mrs. Mimble at lhe school shop. Trotter, the page, had heard it, and carried the news below stairs, where it was breathlessly discussed by the cook and the maids. Captain Spencer could not stir outside his room without curious glances following him. 
Certainly his position would have been uncomfortable if’ he had known what was being said. But he gave no sign of being aware of it. No one, certainly was keen to tell him. When he dropped into Masters’ Common-room for a chat with Mr. Prout, conversation in that room, which had been going strong, ceased with startling suddenness. But he did not seem aware that he had been the topic. 
It was after tea that the Remove received sudden startling news, and learned that Herbert Vernon-Smith was not, after all, gone from Greyfriars. 
Billy Bunter burst into Study No. 1 with his fat face full of excitement and his eyes almost bulging through his big 
spectaclcs. 
“I say, you fellows !” he gasped. 
“WeIl, what’s the latest?” yawned Nugent. 
“Smithy ” gasped Bunter. “He’s not gone.” 
“Not gone?” 
“No. He’s still at Greyfriars!” 
“Where?” demanded Wharton. 
“In the punishment-room locked up!” 
“Oh, my hat!” 
“Skinner had gone round the old chapel for a smoke,” explained. Bunter, “You can see the window of the punishment-roon from there. He saw Smithy at the window.” 
“Sure? ” asked Wharton doubtfully. 
“You fellows come and see,” said Bunter. “Lots of chaps are going round. I can’t make out his face at the window, but Skinner say it’s quite plain.” 
The Famous Five, keenly interested, left the study. Outside the House they found that the news was spreading, and that quite a crowd of follows were going round the buildings to stare up at the window of the punishment-room. There were twenty or thirty fellows on the spot when Harry Wharton & Co. arrived there with Bunter. 
“There’s Smithy !” 
High above was a barred window, and at the glass a face could be seen. It was difficult to recognise at the distance, but there was no doubt that it was Vernon-Smith’s, for no other Greyfriars man was missing from his usual place. 
“So he’s not gone,” said Bob Cherry, with a deep breath. 
“I’m glad,” said Harry. 
“Same here !” 
“The samefulnss is terrific !” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The esteemed Bounder is a prisoner.” 
Skinner was waving his hand to the prisoner in the punishment-room. The little window high above opened, and a hand came through the bars to wave back. 
“What are you fags doing here?” 
It was Wingate’s voice.Evidently the crowding of the juniors to that secluded spot had been observed. Wingate of the Sixth came up with a frowning brow. 
“Clear off !” he snapped. “This is out of bounds for the Lower School. Any fag found this side of the old chapel will be licked. Get out !” 
And the crowd dispersed, eagerly discussing the latest development of the peculiar case of the Bounder. 

THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

The Prisoner! 

HERRERT VERNON-SMITH was still at Greyfriars. 
While the Remove fellows were discussing his fate, the Bounder had spent a weary day in the Punishment-room. 
Shut up in that lonely apartment, far from the rest of the school, out of the sound of voices and footsteps, left entirely to himself for the greater part of the time, Smithy found the hours drag heavily. 
But his spirit was unbroken. 
He was not left to idleness. Mr. Quelch had set him tasks for the day, and warned him very plainly that he would be caned if his tasks were left undone. But it was not the Bounder’s cue at present to slack. And, besides, even his task was a relief from the dismal monotony of the lonely roon. When Mr. Quelch visited him he found nothing to complain of. Indeed, he gave the rebel of the Remove a word or two of commendation. 
“You can do well when you choose, Vernon.-Smith.  ” he said. “It is quite within your powers to become a credit to your Form instead of a disgrace to it ” 
“Thank you, sir !” said the Bounder, with mock humility. 
And Mr. Quelch’s eyes glinted as he departed and locked the Bounder in again. 
Twice, while the fellows were in class, Smithy had been taken out of the punishment-room for necessary exercise; but he was not allowed downstairs. Each time, with a prefect’s eye on him, he had been allowed to walk for an hour on an open stretch of leads near the punishment-room. Then he had been locked in again. Trotter brought his meals on a tray, and Trotter had made up a bed for him, which indicated that Smithy was not to be permitted to return to the Remove dormitory that night. 
The Bounder was still defiant. 
The Head’s decision was that until he withdrew his accusation against Captain Spencer, apologised for having made it, and promised never again to allude to the matter, he was to remain secluded from the rest of the school. 
It was a little difficult to see how otherwise the headmaster could have acted, and the Bounder was quite able to realise that. But he was quite determined not to give in. He believed what he had said. Indeed, unless his eyes had deceived him that afternoon in Lantham Chase, ho knew that it was true. He could not and would not give in. 
But as one weary hour dragged after another through the long summer day the Bounder began to doubt whether he had done wisely. 
He was up against forces that were much too strong for him, and he realised at long last that, in his headstrong recklessness of consequences, he had made a mistake. In spreading the story through the school he had made it unavoidable for his headmaster to take drastic action. His first impression had been that he would stand it, and prove himself game. But solitude and silence had their natural effect on him. An audience was essential to the Bounder. 
By the time Trotter brought in his tea Herbert Vernon-Smith was utterly and completely fed-up, 
He was glad to exchange even a few words with Trotter, for the sake of speaking to somebody. 
“Where’s the jolly old bank robber now, Trotter!” he asked, 
Trotter grinned. 
“Oh, Master Vernon-Smith !” he said. 
“You know whom I mean,” said the 
“Captain Spencer has been over to Laritham,” said Trotter. 
“Any news of another hold-tip there ?“ 
“Oh, Master Vernon-Smith !” 
“You know whom I mean.”
“Captain Spencer has been over to Lantham.” said Trotter. 
“Any news of another hold up there?”
“Oh, Master Vernon-Smith !”
“Stay here while I have my tea, kid,” said Smithy. “I’m fed up with my own company. Yours is better than none.” 
Trotter chuckled. 
“Agin orders, sir.” 
And he retired and locked the door on the outside. 
Vernon-Smith grunted, and sat down to his tea. It was after tea that he became aware of the crowd gathering under the window, and waved his hand to the juniors below. It was a relief to see the fellows again, and he scowled blackly as he watched Wingate of the Sixth clearing them off. 
Once more he was left in dismal solitude, until Trotter came back for the tray.  
“The ‘Ead’s sent a message, sir,” said Trotter. 
“Cough it up “ 
“He’s coming to see you.” 
“Tell him he’s welcome, and ask him to bring me some smokes.”
“Oh, Master Vernon-Smith!” 
And the grinning Trotter took away the tray and locked the door. 
It was half an hour later that the Bounder heard footsteps outside, and the key grated in the lock. 
He rose respectfully as the Head entered. 
Dr. Locke’s face was cold and severe. 
“I trust, Vernon-Smith, that 1 find you in a better frame of mind.” he said icily.  
The Bounder did not speak. 
“Had you obeyed my command and said nothing of your wild and absurd suspicion in the school, this need not have happened,” said the Head. “But even you, headstrong and obstinate as you are, must realise that I cannot allow any Greyfriars boy to traduce a guest under my roof.” 
“I know that, sir,” said Vernon-Smith. “Only what I said is true, and I’m certain that Inspector Craven thinks so.” 
“Nonsense! I may tell you that Captain Spencer, in consequence of your assertion, has had a long interview with Mr. Craven this afternoon, and that the inspector is perfectly satisfied.” 
The Bounder grinned involuntarily. 
“He would not be likely to tell Captain Spencer if he wasn’t, sir,” he answered. “Naturally, he will say nothing until he’s got the case clear.” 
The Head compressed his lips. 
“It is futile to speak to you, Vernon-Smith,” he said. “This state of affairs cannot continue. Only my impression that you really believe what you say has prevented me from sending you away from Greyfriars. But if you persist, you must go.” 
He paused a moment. 
“Captain Spencer was naturally much surprised and shocked when he had to be told of your accusation, Vernon-Smith. But he has very kindly made allowances for you. He thinks that you saw someone resembling him, and made a mistake. He has begged me not to expel you, great as your offence has been.” 
The Bounder made no answer. Ho was quite sure in his own mind that Captain Spencer did not want to see him expelled. Certainly, Mr. Vernon-Smith, the millionaire, would have taken the matter up, vigorously, had his son been expelled from school. The man who had a dangerous secret to keep could not posaibly want that. The captain undoubtedly would have been glad to see the last of the Bounder, but not by a method which would have led to rigorous investigation. 
But the Bounder could not tell the Head what he thought, and he remained silent. 
“I had hoped to find you in a better frame of mind,” the Head went on. “So long as you dare to traduce a man whom I honour and esteem, you cannot be allowed to associate with other Greyfriars boys. But the present position cannot last indefinitely. You cannot remain in the punishment-room for more than a few days. If you remain obstinate, therefore, I must send you away from Greyfriars. I require you, to withdraw your accusation against my guest.” 
“ I can’t, sir.” 
“Very well ! I warn you that my patience is very nearly exhausted. Vernon-Smith!  ” said the Head sternly. “So long as you persist in this unscrupulous story, you remain here!” 
The Head left the punishment room and locked the door. 
Vernon-Smith went to the window, and stood looking out into the red sunset. His face was dark and gloomy. 
He had made a mistake in his overweening self-confidence; he knew that now. Had he remained silent, he would have been free; free to observe, and free to act. He would have been a dangerous enemy on the trail of the man who was leading a double life. Now he was locked in, a helpless prisoner; and he had, to that extent, played into the hands of the man he suspected. But it was too late to retrieve that mistake now; and the Bounder could only bear the consequences with his usual cynical hardihood. 

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

Billy Bunter Makes a DIscovery! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. saw nothing of the Bounder on the 
following day. 
They knew that he was still in the punishment-room, that his meals were taken there, and that he was allowed out on the leads for exercise when the other fellows were in class. 
But he was not seen; and one or two fellows who had ventured along the long corridor had been spotted by watchful prefects, and caned. After which no one was keen to attempt to exchange a word with the prisoner through the keyhole. 
On Saturday it was the same; and by that time the Remove fellows were getting used to the Bounder’s absence. 
Meanwhile, Captain Spencer was still the Head’s guest at Greyfriars. It was known that he had come to stay several weeks; but some of the fellows had expected that, in the curious circumstances, he would cut his visit short. 
He showed no sign of intending to do so, however. 
Every day he was seen strolling in the quad or walking, with his slight limp, in the Head’s garden. His room, in the Head’s house, had a balcony, overlooking the gardens, with steps down to the ground; and he was often seen in a deck-chair on the balcony. smoking a cigarette, and reading, He often dropped into the Masters’ common room for a chat, and was quite popular there. 
He often talked to Wingate and other Sixth Form men, and they liked him. He was keen on cricket, and had been a great cricketer in his day; but the injury to his leg had knocked him out of games. 
The juniors capped him respectfully when they came across him, and sometimes the captain would stop for a chat with some of them, and talk about his old days at the school. But he never showed whether he knew that his name had been endlessly discussed in the passages and the studies, he never made any reference to the Bounder, and seemed indeed to have forgotten the existence of that youth. That he was still a free man was taken by the Greyfriars fellows as a convincing proof that the police, like themselves, regarded the Bounder’s story as absurd.
On Saturday afternoon the captain sauntered down to Little Side, where the Remove were at games practice. 
“I say you fellows, here he comes!” called out Bunter. 
Harry Wharton glanced round and lifted his cap politely to the captain. 
Eric Spencer nodded and smiled. 
It’s like old times to see you lads at games practice.” he said genially— “like my old days at Greyfriars. I used to be a bowler, of sorts. Like me to send you down a few?’ 
“Yes, rather !” said Harry at once. 
“I’d like to see whether I’ve lost my old skill,” said the captain, with a smile. 
“The honourfulness to our esteemed selves is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, handing the capteain the ball. 
“Put your best batsman in” smiled th captain. 
“Go it, Wharton !” 
Harry Wharton took his bat, and the captain went on to bowl. The Remove fellows looked on with keen interest. 
Captain Spencer could hardly have made a more popular move, if he wanted to be liked in the school, than this. Every cricketer there was gratified by the Old Boy taking a keen interest in their games 
Eric Spencer soon showed that his old skill with the ball was not gone. Wharton’s wicket was a wreck in a few moments. 
“Good man!” said Bob Cherry. 
“Well bowled, sir!” 
“Try that again,” said Harry. 
“Pleasure,” said the captain. 
Squiff tossed the ball back, and the captain caught it easily with his left. His limp was very pronounced as he took a little run to bowl again. But he bowled remarkably well. For a junior, Wharton was a first-class bat; but he had great difficulty in keeping his sticks intact; and a few minutes later his bails were down again. 
All the cricketers were keen on watching the Old Boy bowl; but Billy Bunter was not a cricketer, Billy Bunter took advantage of the general attention being concentrated on Captain Spencer to sidle off the field. It was compulsory practice that afternoon 
—the only reason why William George Bunter was there at all. 

As Form captain, it was Wharton’s duty to see that the fellows turned up f or games practice, and to see that they did not clear off too early. Wharton’s attention being quite occupied now, William George Bunter did not lose his opportunity. 
The Owl of the Remove rolled away, and at a little distance he broke into a trot. There was a fat grin on his face as he rolled out into the road, safe from games practice for that occasion, at least. 
Bunter had a supply of toffee in his pocket, and he looked for a shady spot to sit down in comfort and devour it. Sucking toffee under a tree appealed to Bunter much more strongly than cricket practice. 
“Oh, lor’ !” ejaculated Bunter suddenly. 
Wingate and Gwynne of the Sixth were strolling along the road. and Bunter halted in dismay. 
If the prefects spotted him, he would be ordered back to Little Side at once, probably with a cuff to reward him for slacking. That was not what Bunter wanted —not at all. 
He backed out of the road among the trees by the wayside, and turned a deaf ear when he heard his name called. 
“Beast!”  he murmured. 
The fat junior plunged on among the trees, and stopped at last, panting, in a deep thicket. There, screened front view on all sides, ho sat down to rest his weary, fat limbs, it was extremely unlikely that the Sixth Form prefects would take the trouble to look for him; but Bunter was leaving nothing to chance. 
In the deep, shady thicket, he sat and leaned against the trunk of a tree, and proceeded to devour toffee. 
He was soon quite happy and sticky. Then Billy Bunter’s round eyes closed behind his big spectacles, and he dozed. He grinned sleepily as he thought of the other Remove fellows slogging at games practice on Little Side in the sun. Dozing in the shade was an irnmense improvement, from William George Bunter’s point of 
view. 
He did not fall asleep; but probably would soon have been in the embrace of Morpheus, had not a rustle in the wood aroused him. He opened his sleepy eyes and blinked round him. 
Someone was coming through the trees, directly towards the spot where Bunter lay hidden among the thickets. The fat junior sat very quiet. It would be like that beast, Wharton, and specially like that beast, Cherry, to hunt for him and march him back to Little Side by the scruff of his neck. The fat junior scarcely breathed. 
But the rustling stopped; the newcomer, whoever he was, did not seek to enter the thicket where Bunter lay. The scent of a cigarette came to the Owl of the Remove. 
He grinned. 
Obviously, it was not Wharton or Bob Cherry. More likely Skinner or Snoop, retired to that secluded spot for a smoke. 
A minute or two later, a voice came to his ears. To his amazement, it was the voice of Eric Spencer. He knew the quiet, cultivated tones of Captain Spencer at once. 
“You’re on time, Ransome.” 
“To the minute, captain.” came a rather husky voice, very unlike the cultivated tones of the captain, “I read about it in the papers—you were in luck.” 
“Not as it turned out.” 
“No. I see a report that the money has been taken back to the bank. What ‘appened, then?” 
Billy Bunter sat as if frozen. 
He almost wondered whether he had, after all, fallen asleep, and was dreaming this. 
For one of the voices he heard was that of Captain Spencer, the Head’s guest at Greyfriars; and he was discussing the Lantham hold-up with the man he addressed as Ransome—and he was discussing it as the man who had robbed the bank.


Bunter sat motionless, staring blankly at the thick screen of foliage that hid the speakers, not four or five feet away. Not for worlds would Billy Bunter have made a sound or movement then. For he knew that he was in the presence of desperate men—he knew, what only the Bounder had known before, that Captain Spencer was the Lantham bank- robber. 

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

Bumps for Bunter! 

BILLY BUNTER did not stir. Even when a gnat settled on his fat little nose, he did not venture to move a hand to brush it off.  He sat frozen with amazement and terror combined.  
Captain Spencer was speaking in a low, hurried voice—but the dazed Owl of the Remove did not follow his words. He was not thinking of listening, he was thinking only of the astounding discovery he had made, and of his own danger if the two law-breakers should find him there.  He could not see either of the men, so thick was the screen of foliage. Only their voices came to him. He started, and gave a little attention, as the man Ransome spoke again. 
“You’ll ‘ave to cut, then, captain?” 
“Impossible ! If I left Greyfriars no, it would fix suspicion on me at once. I’ve got to see it through.” 
“The old schoolmaster don’t suspect.” 
“Not in the slightest. I am quite safe where I am—only one young scoundrel, a lad named Vernon Smith, knows anything, and he is generally discredited as a reckless slanderer.” 
There was a husky chuckle. 
“But it’s different with the police,” went on Eric Spencer. “The Head thinks I quite satisfied Inspector Craven at my interview with him—— but I could see that the man as not wholly satisfied. He attaches some importance to what the schoolboy told him—how much, I cannot find out. Certainly he does not feel that he can act on the information given him by Vernon Smith; and I have not been able to discover whether he is keeping me under any observation. But—” 
“But it makes the game risky, captain. The school ain’t the safe place to operate from that you reckoned it would be.” 
“No. But— I must have money. I made a big haul at the Lantham and County Bank last Wednesday—over eight hundred. That would have seen us through. But every shilling was lost, owing to the meddling of a schoolboy. It has left me worse off than before, as I have had to spend money, of course, on the enterprise. The luck has been rotten all through. I shall have to fix up an absolutely perfect alibi on the next occasion. But 1 can’t take the risk yet in any case.  The school may be watched—it’s difficult for me to find out, of course. My comings and goings may be observed. It is useless to leave; if I am watched here, I shall be watched elsewhere. And going before the normal end of my visit would look suspicious.” 
“That’s so, governor. But what do you want me to do?” asked the other. I came when I got your line, but 1 don’t see—” 
“You’re not known in this neighbourhood. You can put up at some inn, and hang round the place—as a pedlar. Your old game.” 
“ Yes ; but————” 
“I want you to find out whether I am being watched. If Inspector Craven suspects me, from what the schoolboy said, it’s pretty certain that he has a man observing the school. If that is the case, you will soon spot it, from outside. 
“That’s so.” 
“If you come upon me, of course, we are strangers. But 1 shall take a walk on the Friardale road every day after lunch, and a pedlar can stop me to offer something for sale, without exciting remark.”
Ransome chuckled again. 
“Leave it to me.”  he said. “In less than two days, governor, I’ll be able to tell you whether they’re keeping an eye on the school. You leave it to me.” 
“That’s all then. I must get back now—I’m due for tea in a Form— master’s study.” 
There were a few more muttered words, and then the sound of receding footsteps. 
Silence followed. 
Billy Bunter still sat motionless. 
It. was a quarter of an hour before the Owl of the Remove ventured to make a movement. 
Then he scrambled to his feet, his fat limbs trembling 
“Oh, lor!”  breathed Bunter. “Oh, lor! The awful villain!  He’s the bank-robber— Smithy was right all the time. Oh, lor’ !” 
Bunter was in no hurry to leave the wood. He was haunted by thp fear that Captain Spencer or his associate in crime might still be lingering, and might see him. But he rolled out into the road at last, and blinked up and down the highway uneasily. There was no one in sight. 
The fat junior rolled away to Greyfriars. 
He was safe now; and being relieved of his terrors for his own fat sell, he was beginning to realise the importance of the discovery he had made. 
Smithy had been right-- Bunter knew that now. Captain Spencer was the man who had held up the bank at Lantham; and he had imposed on the unsuspicious hospitality of Dr. Locke, with the intention of making Greyfriars School his headquarters, while he carried out a series of robberies. It was the Bounder who had prevented that. The rascal dared make no further movement until he learned just how much importance the police attached to Smithy’s information. 
It was in Bunter’s power now to show the man up, and the fat junior swelled with importance at the thought. 
“The awful spooler !” murmured Bunter. “Coming down to Little Side for the cricket, just before meeting the other rotter. He must have a nerve.” 
Bunter chuckled. 
The cunning rascal had been a little too cunning. His joining the cricketers on Little Side had been a clever move, to keep up his character of an Old Boy of Greyfriars, interested in games. But it was his visit to Little Side which had given Bunter his opportunity of slipping away—and had led to this startling discovery. 
“Awful villain !” murmured the Owl of the Remove. “Fancy an old Greyfriars man taking to batik robbing, and using his old school to hide in. The Head will boot him out when he knows. I’m jolly well going to show him up.” 
And Bunter rolled in at the school gates, and headed for the House. 
Outside the School House, he discerned a group of juniors in flannels, and bore down on them at once. 
“I say, you fellows !” gasped Bunter. 
“Hallo, hallo. hallo !” 
“Here he is !” 
“You fat slacker !” 
“Bump him !”
The Famous Five gathered round William George Bunter, and several pairs of hands closed on him. 
“Leggo !“ yelled Bunter. “I tell you 
“You cut off from games practice while Captain Spencer was there!” said Wharton. 
“Yes; but—” 
“Wingate’s jawed me for letting you sneak off. He saw you in Friardale Lane,” said the captain of the Remove. 
“Well, you can jaw me if you like.” gasped Bunter. “I don’t mind if you do jaw me, old chap.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“The jawlulness is not the proper caper,” said Hurree Jamset Ran Singh. “The bumpfulness is necessary.” 
“Oh, really, Inky—” 
“No good jawing you, you fat slacker,” said the captain of the Remove. “You’ve cut games practice, and got me a wigging. You’re going to be bumped.” 
“Oh, really, Wharton— Yaroooh!”
Bump! 
“I say, you fellows—” 
Bump! 
“Groooogh!  Leggo!  I say, you fellows, I’ve found something out—something important !” spluttered Bunter. 
“You’re always finding something out,” grinned Bob Cherry, “and it’s always important. Give him another !“ 
Bump! 
“Yooooooop !” 
“One more,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. 
“I say, old chap, I want to tell you— Whoooooooop !” 
Bump! 
“Gr-r-r-r-rrooogh ! 
The Famous Five walked away, leaving William George Bunter sitting on the ground, struggling to get his second wind. Billy Bunter was chock-full of important news, but he had no breath left with which to tell it. 
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Chuck It, Bunter! 
“PETER—.”
“Enough !“ said Peter Todd.
 Peter Todd was at ten with the Famous Five in Study 
No. 1. 
In No. 7, Billy Bunter was his study-mate, and possibly Peter had enough of Bunter’s company in No. 7. He did not seem to want any of it now. 
“But I say, Peter—” urged Bunter, blinking in at the doorway. 
He did not venture inside. Bob Cherry had picked up a loaf and was taking aim. When William George Bunter dropped into a fellow’s study at tea-time, he had to be prepared to dodge. 
“Enough !” repeated Peter Todd distinctly. “When I say enough, Bunter. I mean exactly what 1 say, and that’s enough. Catch on?” 
“The enoughfulness is terrific, my esteemed fat Bunter,” said the Nabob of Bhanipiir. “The clearfulness would oblige.” 
“Peter, old chap—” 
“Assez !“ said Peter. 
“What?” 
“Assez!” Toddy apparently hoped to make his meaning clearer in French. 
“Look here, you fathead—” roared Bunter. 
“Genug!” said Peter genially. 
“What the thump do you mean by genook ?“ hooted Bunter. 
“Genug means asses, and asses means enough.” explained Peter Todd. “Would you like it in Italian?” 
“Oh, really, Peter—” 
“Abbastanza !” said Peter. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“You silly chump!” roared Bunter. “I’ve got something to tell you, you blithering idiot, and it’s important !” 
“Now look here, Bunter,” said Peter Todd, “I’ve told you in four languages, and it’s time you caught on. If you want me to put it in Latin, you’ll have to fetch me the dick.” 
“Ha, ha. ha!” 
“Peter—” 
“My hat! He’s still going it !” exclaimed Peter Todd. “Will one of you fellows lend me a cricket stump? A cricket stump speaks a language that even Bunter can understand.”  
The Famous Five chuckled, and Wharton obligingly passed over a cricket stump. Toddy took a businesslike grip on it. 
“If you’re still there, Bunter—” 
“Oh, really, Peter—” 
“Where will you, have it?” 
“I—I say, it’s really important !“ gasped Bunter. “I’ve found it all out about Captain Spencer 1” 
“ Wha-a-a-t ?” 
Bunter grinned. He had succeeded in making an impression at last. Six pairs of eyes turned on him inquiringly. 
“He’s a spoofer.” said Butitter. “He’s an impostor. He’s just what Smithy said, and I’ve found it all out.” 
Peter Todd rose to his feet, looking quite grim. His grip was hard on the cricket stump. 
“So you’re beginning, are you?” he asked. “Smithy’s got shut up in the punishment-room for spinning that idiotic yarn about the Head’s guest, and now you’ve taken it up.” 
“It’s true !” roared Bunter. 
‘ How can it be true, when it’s you that’s saying it?” inquired Peter. “The two things don’t fit together.” 
“You silly chump—” 
“Is the fat idiot potty?” asked Frank Nugent. “You know what the Bounder’s got, Bunter.  That ought to be a warning to you.” 
“Let a fellow speak !” hooted Bunter. “I tell you I know all about it now ! I’ve found it all out ! I’m going to show him up ! I’m going to report it to Mr. Quelch I’m telling you fellows first “ 
“Trying it on the dog?” grinned Bob Cherry. 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“Bend over that chair !” said Peter. 
“Do you think you’re a prefect, you ass?” howled Bunter. “Look here, you fellows, listen ! I’ll tell you what’s happened. You know I cleared off from games practice to-day. Well, I went into the wood along Friardale Lane, when Wingate spotted me. I sat down to eat some toffee.” 
“We believe that much,” said Bob Cherry solemnly. “It seems to have the ring of truth.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !“ 
“While I was resting two men came along under the trees and stopped to talk quite near n. They came front different directions, and met quite near me, without seeing me in the bushes. I listened—” 
“Right again !” said Bob. “We believe that! There seems to be a. lot of truth in Bunter today.” 
“One of them was Captain Spencer,” said Bunter. “I didn’t see him, but I knew his voice, of course. The other was another man.” 
“Go hon!” said Bob. “Are you quite sure of that? Quite certain that the other wasn’t the same man?” 
“Ha. ha, ha!” 
“Will you listen to a chap?” hooted the exasperated Owl of the Remove. “The Spencer man owned up to robbing the bank at Lantham the other day, and —and—” 
“Told you all about it, thinking would be interested—what?” asked Bob, chuckling. 
“He told thee other man. They said a lot of things. They’re companions in crime,” said Bunter dramatically. 
“Is that all?” 
“Isn’t that enough?” hooted Bunter. 
“More than enough,” agreed Peter Todd. “Lots more! I’m waiting for you to bend over that chair, Bunter.” 
“Don’t you fellows believe me?” yelled Bunter. 
There was a roar of laughter in Study No. 1. 
“Believe you ?” sobbed Bob Cherry. “Oh, my hat!” 
“But it’s true !“ shrieked Bunter. “I tell you I heard them! I’m going to tell Mr. Quelch. I’m bound to!” 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
The Owl of the Remove blinked at the juniors in great exasperation. He had intended to thrill the study through and through with his dramatic announcement. Instead in which, he had set the study in a roar. 
On most occasions Bunter did not expect to be believed very easily. On the rare occasions when he told the truth, however, he found it very exasperating to be disbelieved. But his reputation was always against him. Even an ordinary statement from Bunter required confirmation from other sources before it could be credited. And such a startling statement as this would have required confirmation as strong as proof of holy writ. Billy Bunter had only his word to give. And the roar of merriment in Study No. 1 showed how much value was placed upon his word. 
“Why, you—you-- you beasts !” gasped Bunter. “I tell you I heard them. I’m going to show that villain up!  I’m going to save the Head from an impostor. I’m going—” 
“You’re going to get a flogging if you play the goat like this “ said the captain of the Remove. “Chuck it, Bunter” 
“Oh, really, Wharton—” 
“Look here, Bunter,” said Ron Harry Wharton seriously. “You’re the biggest and fatheadedest fibber at Greyfriars, or anywhere else. You never know when to stop. You want to borrow some of Smithy’s limelight by telling the same silly story, and you don’t understand that it won’t do. I advise you to chuck it. The Head’s pretty fed with Smithy, but his hands are rather tied because Smithy’s made an honest mistake and really believes what he has said. You’ll get flogged if you make up fatheaded yarns like this. It you must fib, stick to Bunter Court and your titled relations and your postal-order.” 
“Why, you beast.—” gasped Bunter. 
“But don’t spin yarns about the Head’s guest, like Smithy. You’ll get into real trouble if you do,” said the captain of the Remove. 
“I heard them—” 
“Chuck it!” 
“I swear—” gasped Bunter. 
“You won’t swear here,” said Nugent. “Keep that for your own study, if Toddy allows bad language in No. 7.” 
[Ha, ha, ha !” 
I swear I heard them plotting—” 
“How long are you going to keep that stump idle, Toddy?” asked Johnny Bull. “If you’re too slack to use it, hand it to me.” 
“I—I say, you fellows, I swear— I mean, I give you my word—honest Injun :“ gasped Bunter. 
“Are you going to bend over, Bunter ?” 
“No!” yelled Bunter, “I’m going to Mr. Quelch to tell him. I’m bound to tell him what I know.” 
“That means telling him nothing.” grinned Peter. “If you try to pull Quelch’s leg, you’ll hear something drop.” 
Billy Bunter glared at the grinning juniors with a glare that almost cracked his spectacles. Peter Todd swung up the stump, and Bunter dodged out of the study. He closed the door after him with a terrific slam. 
“Well, this takes the cake, even for Bunter,” said fob Cherry. “If he must tell fancy tales, he might think of something new and not give us Smithy’s yarns at second hand. Blessed it he didn’t look almost as if he believed it himself!” 
“He may have gone to sleep and dreamed it, with Smithy’s yarn running in his silly head,” remarked Nugent. 
“Yes, that may be it. Now, about the St. Jim’s match—” And the talk in Study No. 1 ran on the even tenor of its way, and Billy Bunter and his remarkable story were dismissed together. 
After tea, the Famous Five came down from the study, and then they were reminded of the unimportant existence of William George Bunter. Deep groans reached their ears they sauntered out of the House, and, looking up, they discerned a fat figure leaning against a buttress, wriggling painfully. 

 “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Cramp or jim-jams?” asked Bob Cherry cheerily. 
“Ow! Wow Wow !” 
“What on earth’s the matter with you, Bunt.er” asked Harry Wharton. 
“Vow-ow-ow !” 
“The yow-wowlulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset ram Singh. “Is it a case of the lickfulness?” 
Billy Bunter groaned dismally. 
“That beast Quelchy! Ow!”
 “How many!” asked Bob. 
“Ow! Six! Yow!” 
“Well, I dare say you asked for them,” said Bob consolingly. “You ask for more than you get, you know.” 
“Beast ! Ow! Wow !” 
“But what— Oh, my hat “ exclaimed Bob. “You don’t mean to say that you’ve really spun that yarn to Mr. Quelch ?“ 
“Yow-ow-ow ! Of course I did! It’s true! I was bound to tell him, wasn’t I?” groaned Bunter. “And instead of thanking me—” 
“ Ha, ha, ha !” 
“He didn’t even wait for me to finish. As soon as I told him I’d found out that Captain Spencer was the bank robber, he told me to bend over.” 
“What did you expect?” 
“He said it was a result of Vernon-Smith spreading a wicked story in the school,” groaned Bunter. “He said he would make an example of me, in case any other Remove fellow thought of doing the same.  He gave me—ow !— six. Hard! Yow-ow !” 
“Stick to the truth, old fat man,” said Bob. 
“Yow-ow! It’s the—ow-ow-ow — truth.” 
“Chuck it!” 
“Yow-ow-ow !” 
Harry Wharton & Co. walked on, leaving Billy Bunter still owing and wowing and vowing, in a state of mingled anguish and indignation. 
?????????????????????????????
Remove again till they came up to the studies for prep. Then they found him in the Remove passage, surrounded by a crowd of juniors, who were roaring with laughter. Bunter, evidently, was telling his tale again, and receiving the amount of credence to which his reputation as a prevaricator entitled him. 
It was useless for Bunter to insist that this time, at all events, he was telling the truth. If the fellows had not believed Vernon-Smith on that topic, they were not likely to believe Billy Bunter. Not a fellow doubted that the Owl of the Remove wanted to share some of the notoriety lately earned by the Bounder, and was setting about it in the most fatuous way. 
“I say, you fellows,” called out Bunter, as the Famous Five came up, “just listen to a chap! I tell you it’s true—” 
“Chuck it, Bunter !”
“You fellows know how truthful I am,” said the Owl of the Remove, with almost tearful earnestness. 
“We do !” chortled Bob Cherry. “We does! Just !” 
And the juniors went into their studies laughing. Billy Bunter rolled dismally into Study No. 7, For once, if never before, the Owl of the Remove was telling the truth, and never before had he been so thoroughly disbelieved. Like the youth in the fable who cried “Wolf “ so often when there was no wolf, that he was unheeded when the wolf really came. 
In the Remove dormitory that night, Bunter tried it on once more. But by that time the Remove considered that, as a joke, the thing was exhausted and they were fed up. There was a general chorus oft 
“Chuck it, Bunter !” 
And as the injunction was backed up by two or three whizzing boots and a couple of pillows, the indignant Owl of the Remove did chuck it at last. 
THE END
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