
Read and Enjoy Your Favourite Author’s Latest Masterpiece— 
—featuring Harry Wharton & Co., the popular chums of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS. 


                                           THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                                  Extraordinary! 

SOMETHING was “on.”
  The most casual observer, glancing into the Remove Form- room at Greyfriars that morning, 
would have noticed that something was on. 
  Mr. Richard Steele, the new master of the Remove, undoubtedly noticed it. 
  Many times his keen grey eyes travelled over his class, with an inquiring and slightly perplexed expression in them. 
  The undercurrent of excitement in the Lower Fourth that morning was obvious. It leaped to the 
eye, as it were. 
  Every fellow in the Form seemed more or less affected by it.
  Harry Wharton, head boy of the Form, had a cloud on his brow that told of troubled thought.  When he felt thekeen grey eyes travelling in his direction he kept his own on his desk. 
  Bob Cherry looked uncomfortable. 
  Frank Nugent had a conscious look. 
  Johnny Bull was thoughtful. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s dark eyes rested on the Form master, with a curious look in them. 
  Skinner had a slight sneer on his thin face. Snoop had a malicious grin.  TheBounder looked sarcastic. 
  Billy Bunter simply could not keep still. 
  Of all the members of the Remove, Bunter was the most excited—bursting with it. 
  His little round eyes gleamed behind hisbig round spectacles.  He exchanged whispers and nods and winks with the fellows round about him. 
  But all the fellows shared the excitement, more or less. Even Lord Mauleverer sat up and took notice. 
  Whenever Mr. Steele’s back was turned there were whispers in the class.  When his glance turned on the Form the whispers died away. But the suppressed excitement did not diminish. Rather, it increased. 
  Something—something of a very unusual nature—was “on.’’ 
  Steele had been puzzled at first. He was still puzzled: but he was growing annoyed also.  His clear-cut face, with its keen grey eyes and square, dominating chin, was growing very stern. 
  Perhaps he suspected a “rag.” 
  Rags in the Remove room had been unknown in Mr. Quelch’s time, And in the week or two that he had been at Greyfriars, Richard Steele had shown that he could handle the form quite as ably as Quelcli. Still, it was possible, as he was a new master, some of the unruly spirits in the Lower Fourth were bent on ragging. If so, Steele, undoubtedly, was the man to deal with them. 
  But if he waited for the excitement to come to a head and break out in the form of a rag, he waited in vain. 
  The Remove were orderly enough. The most troublesome members of the Form, like Bolsover major and Vernon- Smith, seemed to have no idea of giving trouble. 
  The Form was simply thrilling with excitement from end to end—for some unknown cause.  Some topic of breathless interest was murmured and whispered. 
  Richard Steele was a keen man -- a remarkably keen man.  But he was rather at a loss now. 
There had been nothing like this in the Remove since he had taken temporary charge of the Form during the absence of Henry Samuel Quelch. 
  The subject of second lesson that morning was English history. Steele had selected a Section of Green for the edification of the Remove. The natural effect of that should have been to make the Lower Fourth a little drowsy. Now even the eminent and learned Green failed to produce his usual effect. The Remove had never been more wide awake. 
  True, when Steele questioned his class the answers he received showed that the thoughts of the juniors were straying far from the “History of the English People.” 
  They answered almost at random. 
  Obviously their thoughts were elsewhere. 
  Lines rewarded some of them; but, for once, the Removites did not seem to care for lines. Lines passed them by like the idle wind which they regarded not.  Lines might have fallen as thick as leaves in Vallambrosa of old, without stilling the strange excitement that thrilled the whole of the Lower Fourth.
  “Bunter!”
  Billy Bunter jumped at the voice of his Form master. 
  It seemed to startle him like a clap of thunder. 
  He had been whispering to another fellow: and he spun round to face Steele, with his eyes bulging behind his spectacles, his mouth open, and his breath coming in gasps. 
  “Bunter!” repeated Steele. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. “It wasn’t me, sir.” 
  “What?”’ 
  “I never said a word, sir!”  
  “You were whispering to Snoop, Bunter.” said Steele sternly. 
  “Oh, no, sir!  I never said a word to Snoop, sir!” gasped Bunter. “1 never opened my lips, sir.  I  only said—”
  “Take fifty lines, Bunter!” 
  “Thank you, sir!” gasped Bunter, evidently too confused to know what he was saying. 
  Steele’s eyes swept over the class again. 
  Fellows were watching him excitedly, oddly, expectantly. Only Harry Wharton kept his eyes on his desk. 
  Steele’s square jaw set rather grimly. 
  “I do not quite understand this Form this morning.” he said quietly. “Something appears to be the matter. Wharton!” 
  The captain of the Remove looked up at last. He coloured as his eyes met the Form master’s. 
“You are head boy of the Form, Wharton! Can you enlighten me?” 
  Wharton did not answer. 
  Steele gave him a very penetrating look, but did not repeat his question. His glance travelled to Vernon-Smith.  The peculiar, sarcastic expression on the Bounder’s face had not escaped him. The Bounder obviously knew what was the cause of the excitement, and appeared to be deriving some sardonic amusement from it. 
  “Vernon-Smith !”
  “Yes, sir?’’ said the Bounder coolly. 
  “You were speaking to Redwing a few minutes ago.” 
  “Was I, sir?” 
  “You were! What did you say to Redwing?” 
  The Bounder pauset for a second. Tom Redwing flushed uncomfortably. 
  Fellows craned their necks to look at the Bounder and listen for his reply. Smithy obviously had been saying something to Redwing on the topic that thrilled the Remove that morning. Steele wanted to know what it was. But even Steele was not likely to get much change out of the Bounder. 
  “I said it was a fine morning, sir!” answered Herbert Vernon Smith, after that brief pause.
  There was almost a gasp in the Remove. Redwing’s face crimsoned; he was no hand at hiding his thoughts. Every fellow knew, just as Steele knew, that the Bounder’s answer was a deliberate untruth. 
  Steele compressed his lips. 
  “You said to Redwing that it was a fine morning!” he repeated. 
  “Yes, sir—for this time of year!” added the Bounder thoughtfully. 
  There was a faint titter. 
  It died away under the searching glance of the Form master.  Richard Steele’s grey eyes were glinting now. 
  “If that is the truth, Vernon-Smith, you—” 
  “Oh, quite, sir!”
  “Very good! You will take fifty lines for talking in class.”
  “You’re very good, sir!” said the Bounder imperturbably. 
  “And if you are impertinent, Vernon-Smith, I shall cane you!” said Steele, 
  The bounder did not reply to that. This new master was evidently getting his rag out, and Smithy did not want to be the one selected for the wreaking of his gathering wrath. 
  Steele turned to take a book from his desk. 
  The instant his back was turned whispering broke out in the Remove like a buzz of insects. 
  He turned back again. 
  There was dead silence. 
  Really, the Lower Fourth Form of Greyfriars was in an extraordinary state that morning. 


                                            THE SECOND CHAPTER. 


                                                    Extra-Extraordinary! 
“CHERRY!” 
  Oh !” ejaculated Bob. —
“Yes, sir ?” 
  He started as he answered. 
  It was odd, how any Remove fellow that morning seemed startled if Mr. Steele’s attention was directed to him specially. Some of them, fairly jumped when he spoke to them. 
  Bob stared at his Form master in a fascinated sort of way. It even crossed Steele’s mind, for a moment, that there might be a smut on his nose, or something of that sort, But a smut on the nose would not have caused all this unrest., 
  “On the subject of Cromwell—” said Mr. Steele. 
  The Remove were tackling Henry the Eighth in that lesson. Henry the Eighth was, in some ways, a more interesting figure than other monarchs. His extraordinary hobby of cutting off the heads of his wives gave him some little interest. Moreover, he was as fat as Billy Bunter. That gave a familiar touch to him in the minds of the Removites. They were less interested in his celebrated minister, Thomas Cromwell, with whom Steele was now dealing. 
  “Yes. sir!” said Bob hazily. 
  He had not been paying any attention to that lesson, any more than the other fellows. Other matters filled his I mind, and he couldn’t help it. 
  “What.” Asked Mr. Steele, “is the one bright spot in the career of Thomas Cromwell?”
  “He—he cut off King Charles’ head, sir!”
  “Upon my word!” exclaimed Steele. Such an answer might have been expected from Billy Bunter. It was not to be expected from any other fellow in the Form, 
  “Cherry! Give me your attention.” 
  “Oh! Certainly, sir!” 
  “I am not aware,” said Steele, in a deep voice, “of what matter may be engrossing your thoughts. But while you are in class, Cherry, you will be good enough to pay attention to your lessons,” 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” 
  “You are confusing Thomas Cromwell, the minister of King Henry VIII, with Oliver Cromwell, the protector of later times.” 
  “Oh!”
  “The bright spot in the career of Thomas Cromwell was his loyalty to his fallen master, Cardinal Wolsey. You will write this out fifty times, Cherry, in order to impress upon your memory the fact that there have been two eminent men of the name of Cromwell in the history of our country.” 
  “Oh! Yes, sir!” groaned Bob. 
  “Bunter!”
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  “What?” —
  “I—I—I mean—” 
  “In the reign of what monarch, Bunter, did the dissolution of the monasteries take place?” 
  This was, as the juniors would have said, an easy one. It would have been of no use putting a question to Billy Bunter unless it was an easy one. As the lesson dealt with the reign of the monarch who dissolved the monasteries, even Billy Bunter ought to have come up smiling, as it were. 
  But the things that William George Bunter did not know were as numberless as the sands on the seashore; and the things he did not remember would have filled whole libraries to overflowing. 
Besides, Bunter was thinking of other matters. He was handicapped by inattention as well as general thoughtlessness and obtuseness. 
  He blinked at Richard Steele. 
  “You will answer the question, Bunter.” 
  “The—the question, sir!” stammered Bunter. 
  “At once.” 
  “I—I didn’t hear you, sir!” gasped Bunter, to gain time. 
  “In what reign,” repeated Mr. Steele patiently, “did the dissolution of the monasteries takes place?” 
  “Charles the Second, sir!” said Bunter, at a venture. 
  “Dear me!” said Steele, in a tired voice. “You are a very stupid boy. We are dealing with the reign of Henry the Eighth, yet you tell me that the dissolution of the monasteries took place in the reign of Charles the Second. Why?” 
  “Becauso—because he was a dissolute monarch, sir.” 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove. Steele smiled. 
  “You are a remarkably obtuse boy, Bunter!” he said. 
  “Oh, really, sir—” 
  “You will write out that the dissolution of the monasteries took place in the reign of Henry the Eighth, fifty times !” 
  “D-d-d-did it, sir?” gasped Bunter. 
  “It did!”
  “That isn’t in my book, sir. 
  “What?  ”
  “It really isn’t, sir !” gasped Bunter. “I can’t remember whose reign it if happened in, sir, but l’m sure my book says it only happened once.” 
  “Naturally, it only happened once, Bunter.” said Mr. Steele. “The monasteries having been dissolved, the same act could scarcely have been repeated. What do you mean?” 
  “But—but you said it happened fifty times, sir.” 
  “I said that it happened fifty times?” repeated Mr. Steele, as if he could hardly believe his ears. 
  “Yes, sir ! All the fellows heard you. sir,” said Bunter, getting a little indignant. “You said quite plainly, sir, that I was to write omit that the dissolution of the monasteries took place in the reign of Henry the Eighth fifty times.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You extraordinarily stupid boy!” gasped Steele. “You are to write out fifty times that the dissolution of the monasteries took place in the reign of King Henry the Eighth.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter, 
   “Do you understand now?” 
  “Oh dear! Yes, sir!”
  “What else can you tell me of the reign of Henry the Eighth, Bunter?” asked the patient Form master. 
  “Oh, lots, sir!” mumbled Bunter. “I—I’ve been listening to everything you were saying, sir! I—I haven’t lost a word.” 
  “Very good! Then let us hear the result of the attention you have been giving your lesson. Proceed.” 
Bunter proceeded. 
  He had to say something, and, unfortunately on the subject of that ferocious old gentleman, Henry Tudor, Bunter’s fat mind was a perfect blank. But all sorts of odds and ends were tucked away somewhere in Bunter’s memory, though he was unable to sort them out.  He drew at random on his remarkable stores of knowledge. 
  “He—he was called the Merry Monarch, sir—” 
  “Bunter!” 
  “I—I mean, he wasn’t called the Merry Monarch, sir, because— because he never smiled again, sir!  Being left in charge or the cakes in the neatherd’s hut, he let them burn; and when the neatherds wife scolded him, he said, ‘had I but served Julius Caesar as I have served Pontius Pilate, he would never have said, “Kiss me, Hardy!” ’ ” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the Remove. 
  “That will do, Bunter!” articulated Mr. Steele. 
  “Yes, sir! Mr. Quelch considered me rather good at history, sir.” said Bunter complacently. 
  “You will come to my study after classes for an hour, Bunter.” said Mr. Steele. “I must not waste the time of the Form.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  Mr. Steele consulted his notebook. 
  “You will come to my study at five. thirty, Bunter.” 
Bunter blinked at him. There was deep uneasiness in the little round eyes behind the big spectacles. 
  D-d-do you mean alone, sir?” asked Bunter. 
  “Eh? Of course.” 
  “Oh, really, sir! C-c-c-can Toddy come with me?” 
  Steele stared at Bunter blankly. “Todd? Todd is not in need of instruction in the rudiments of English history, Bunter. You will come alone.” 
  “Wharton might come, sir—” stammered Bunter. “He—he’s captain of this form, sir, and—and—” 
  “What do you mean, Bunter?  ” 
  “N-n-nothing, sir! But———” 
  “But what?”
  “I—I’d rather not come alone, sir, if —if you don’t mind. Of—of course, I ain’t afraid.” 
  “Afraid!” ejaculated Steele. 
  “Not at all, sir! Only—only if you wouldn’t mind Wharton coming with me, and—and Toddy—and Bob—” 
  “Are you out of your senses, Bunter?” exclaimed the astonished Form master.
  “Yes, sir— I mean, no, sir! You see, sir—” 
  ‘That will do, Bunter! I will not make an effort to follow the workings of your extraordinary mind.” said Steele. “Be silent!”
  “Sarcastic beast! Just like Quelch!” murmured Bunter to Snoop, as Steele turned his attention elsewhere. 
  The grey eyes gleamed at him. 
  “You have already been warned not to talk in class, Bunter.  What did you say to Snoop?” 
  “Oh! N-n-nothing, sir.” 
  “I order you to tell me immediately—” 
  “Oh dear ! I—I never said you were a sarcastic beast just like Quelch, sir!” stuttered Hunter. “I wouldn’t !”
  Steele’s face twitched. 
  “I shall cane you if you talk in class again, Bunter.” 
  After which, Bunter did not talk in class any more. Second lesson went on to it’s end, and the Remove were dismissed for morning break. They left the Form-room silently, but immediately they were in the corridor a buzz of excitement broke out. 
  Steele glanced from the Form-room door. 
  The buzz instantly ceased.  The groups broke up, and the Removites streamed away. 
  For some moments after the last of his Form had disappeared, Mr. Richard Steele stood looking out into the passage, a frown of deep perplexity on his brow.  Then, with a slight shrug, he turned back into the Form-room, 
  Something—something extraordinary— had occurred to thrill the Lower Fourth with excitement, and as yet the new master of the Remove could not tell what it was. 

                                         THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                       The Sensation of the Term! 

“GAMMON!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “The gammonfulness,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “is terrific.” 
  “Never heard such rot!” said Mark Linley. 
  “Absolute piffle!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Tripe !‘ said Frank Nugent. “What do you think, Smithy?” 
  The sarcastic smile was on the Bounder’s face as he listened to the comments of tine Remove. 
  “I think there’s no smoke without fire!” drawled the Bounder. 
  “That means that you think there’s something in Bunter’s fatheaded yarn?” demanded Peter Todd. 
  “I Fancy so.” 
  “You’re an ass, then, old bean.” 
  “I don’t see it.” remarked Skinner. “Seems to me that the thing speaks for itself—fairly shouts, in fact.” 
  “Looks like the truth to me.” remarked Sidney James Snoop. 
  “The truthfulness is not great, my esteemed Snoop. It is the most idiotic of all the yarns of the preposterous Bunter.” 
  “Takes the cake for slicer fatheadedness.” said Bob Cherry. “You’re not suchan ass as to believe it, Smithy?” 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.  What does Wharton say?” he retorted. 
  “Nothing—so far as I know.” 
  “Well, so long as Wharton says nothing. I shall fancy there’s something in it.” remarked the Bounder. 
  “Why, ass?” 
  “Wharton could knock the story on the head with a word if he liked.  Why doesn’t he?” 
  “I—I don’t know.” 
  Smithy laughed. 
  “Well, he would if he could. He likes Steele. He’s Steele’s head boy—pulls with him quite aa well as he dad with Quelch. He wouldn’t let this yarn go the rounds if he could knock it on the head,” 
  Bob Cherry was silent. He, like other fellows, had been struck by the circumstance that Wharton had said nothing, so far, on the subject of the amazing story Billy Bunter had told. 
That story was not only amazing, it was astounding! It had fairly electrified the Greyfriars Remove!
  To many fellows it seemed impossible of belief. Other fellows heard it greedily. Skinner &Co. who disliked Mr. Steele for the simple reason that Steele would not let them slack and frowst, fairly lapped it up. Skinner, at least, intended to make the most of that strange story. Skinner had been caned for smoking, which was quite sufficient reason for Harold Skinner to welcome anything that was “up against” the master who had replaced Quelch. 
  Even follows who did not believe the story, were thrilled by the bare idea of the thing; greatly excited, even while they discredited the tale. Undoubtedly it was the sensation of the term in the Lower Fourth. 
  It had started the evening before. 
  Bunter, in possession of a tremendous secret, as he averred. had begun by confiding it to a friend or two. 
  Bunter really did not intend to let it go farther than that. Even Bunter realised that it was a serious matter to make such an accusation against a man in Mr. Steele’s position in the school. Even Bunter understood that trouble might follow for the originator of the remarkable yarn. 
  But Bunter was Bunter, and it was the chief characteristic of Billy Bunter that when his tongue began to wag he could not put the brake on. 
  The friend ortwo had grown into larger numbers. Before dorm Bunter had told the story—in strict confidence— to at least seven or eight fellows. 
In the morning, before brekker. he bad told five or six more—still, of course, as a great secret in deep confidence. 
  After breakfast every fellow in the Remove had heard it— from Bunter or from one another. 
That was the cause of the intense excitement in the Remove Form-room that morning. With such a matter in their minds, the juniors fairly thrilled with excitement.  If their Form master was, as Bunter averred, a man wanted by the police, it was the first time such an extraordinary situation had arisen at Greyfriars. It was unprecedented in the history of Greyfriars or any other school. Even if the story wasn’t true, Steele at least was accused of being a law-breaker, and that was also unprecedented.  The accusation was enough to cause a sensation. 
  Whether fellows believed it or not, there was something thrilling in the Form being taken by a man accused of being a law-breaker, a cracksman, a man wanted by the police. 
  “It’s gammon!” repeated Bob Cherry. “Just frabjous, fatheaded gammon! We all know Bunter’s yarns!”
  “The yarnfulness of the preposterous Bunter is terrifically absurd.” said the nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “All rot, of course!” said Frank Nugent, but with a note of hesitation in his voice. The Bounder’s argument had struck him forcibly. After all, why didn’t Wharton quash that ridiculous story, as he might easily have done if it wasn’t true? 
Wharton, certainly, did not share Billy Bunter’s love of spreading startling news. Wharton liked Steele, and pulled well with him. Why didn’t he knock the story on the head? 
  Wharton ought to speak out.” said Johnny Bull. “We’d better ask him to, plainly.  Where is he?” 
  “Why isn’t he here?” smiled the Bounder. “He’s generally with you men in break.” 
  “He’s in the House, I think.” said Bob. 
  “And I can tell you why.” 
  “Well, why, fathead?” 
  “Because he’s keeping away—he doesn’t want to be questioned!” said Vernon-Smith coolly. “I was watching him in Form; and I can tell you this — the story’s true, or, at least, Wharton thinks it, is.” 
  “Rot!” said Bob uneasily, 
  “Piffle !“ said Peter Todd. 
  “Draw it mild, Smithy!” said Squiff. “It’s altogether too thick, you know. Steele a cracksman! Oh, my hat!”
  Steele, the Courtfield cracksman—the man who’s been burgling up and down and round about the school since early last term!” said Hazeldene. “It sounds steep!” 
  “The steepfulness is terrific!” 
  “Steep or not, that’s how it stands.” said Skinner. “Look at it! You men all remember the day Wharton went with Bunter to Folkestone last term— missed trains or something—and were let in long after midnight by Barnes, the head chauffeur. They walked from Courtfield and passed Hogben Grange on the way. They saw a man climbing the park wall after midnight. We know that much is true, for we’ve had it long ago from Wharton.” 
  “I know all that,” said Bob. “But—” 
  “Well, the next day we heard of the burglary at Hogben Grange. Quelch sent Wharton to the police station to report what he’d seen, and describe the man he and Bunter saw. That shows that Quelch thought the man was the burglar.” 
  “It jolly well does!” said the Bounder, “And we’ve all heard Wharton’s description of the man—a fellow with a square jaw!  I’ve heard him mention him umpteen times—he called him ‘The man with the square jaw,’ because he didn’t know his name.  Well, I fancy every man here has noticed that Steele’s jaw is as square as a die.” 
  “The man himself is square as a die.” said Bob. 
  “I don’t say he isn’t, but he’s the man those chaps saw clambering the wall of Hogben Grange on the night of the burglary.” 
  “He can’t be! After all, Steele’s been here over a week—he came in Quelch’s place the first day of the term. Bunter’s only just recognised him as the man he saw that night.” 
  “The fathead knew he had seen him somewhere, and couldn’t place him. Now he’s placed him, that’s all.” 
  “There’s one thing you’ve overlooked, Smithy.” said Mark Linley, in his quiet way. 
  “Give it a name.” said the Bounder carelessly. 
  “We’ve all heard Wharton speak of the square-jawed man. Steele’s got a rather square jaw—we know that. But whether Bunter knows the man or not, Wharton knows him like a book. If Steele’s the man, Wharton would have known it the first day of term.” 
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “That’s a winner,” he agreed; “and the answer is he did know him, and kept it dark.” 
  “Why should he?” 
  “I don’t know—I only know he did.” 
  “You think Wharton would keep it dark if be know that Steele was a man hiding from the police?” exclaimed Bob Cherry warmly. 
  “He may not have felt so certain about it as Bunter does! He’s not such a tattling ass as Bunter, anyhow. He knows jolly well that Steele is the man he saw at Hogben Grange; but, finding him a Public school Form master, he mayn’t think he’s the burglar. He may think the man had some other reason for clambering over park walls at midnight—healthy exercise, you know—an unusual form of physical jerks, or somethin’—” 
  Some of the juniors laughed. 
  “That man they saw at Hogben Grange was the burglar, right enough.” said Hazeldene. “Wharton was sure of it last term. he saw him, when he was home for the Christmas holidays, hanging about some place in Surrey that had been burgled, too.” 
  “That’s so.” said Bob. “Sankey Hall near Wharton Lodge was burgled, and a lot of stuff taken; and Wharton saw the man there afterwards——” 
  “Only it wasn’t Steele.” said Nugent. “Couldn’t have been.” 
  The Bounder laughed sarcastically. 
  “Why doesn’t Wharton say so.” he queried. “He knows we’d all take his word, and laugh at Bunter’s yarn if he sat on it. Why doesn’t he?” 
  “Blessed if I know!” growled Bob. “We’ll jolly well ask him first—— Anybody know where he is?” 
  “Where’s Bunter, too!” grinned the Bounder. 
  “What’s that got to do with it?” 
  “Lots! My idea is that Wharton’s cornered Bunter somewhere, and is trying to shut him up.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “Why should he” demanded Johnny Bull. 
  “My dear man, I don’t know all Wharton’s reasons.” yawned the Bounder. “He may have changed his opinion that the man with the square jaw was the jolly old cracksman—and so he mayn’t want this yarn to spread round Steele. It’s clear that he wants to keep it dark, or he’d have given Steele away the first day of term.” 
  “Rubbish!” 
  “Rot” 
  “Well, let’s have our jolly old Form captain on the carpet, and question him.” said the Bounder, “I’ll give any man ten to one in doughnuts that he doesn’t deny Bunter’s story!”
  Nobody accepted the odds. But there was a general movement to go in search of Wharton. The captain of the Remove was not to be seen in the quad; neither was Billy Bunter. 
  “He’s in the House.” said Bob. “Come on!” 
  And almost every man in the Remove streamed after Bob Cherry to hear what Wharton had to say—if anything —and to get the tip, as the Bounder expressed it, straight from the horse’s mouth. 

                                            THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                                       Yes or No! 

“YOU fat villain!”
  “Oh, really’, Wharton——” 
 “I say, old fellow—” 
  “You—you—you———” Harry Wharton paused. Really, there seemed no adequate word for Bunter. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles. The two juniors were in the Rag—deserted, as was usual at that time of the day. 
  “I.ook here old fellow—” 
  “You fat, frabjous, foozling freak !”  
  “You made me come here!” Bunter’s voice rose indignantly. “I thought it was a feed, or something, when you asked me to come here. If you’ve got me here to call me names—” 
  “You—you pernicious porpoise——” 
  “Beast! Wasting a fellow’s time—in break !” said Bunter, “Mean to say you haven’t any tuck—” 
  “I’ve a jolly good mind—” 
  “Not even any toffee?” 
  Bunter snorted. He felt that he had been inveigled into the Rag under false pretences. He made a movement towards the door. 
  “Hold on, you fat foozler—” 
  “Shan’t!” 
  “Stop, you idiot!” 
  “Look here, is it a feed?” roared Bunter. 
  “No, you gormandising gorgon—” 
  “Then I’m not wasting any more time. The fact is, I’ve got something to tell the fellows—” 
  “Hold on, I tell you!  If you say another word about Steele, I’ll burst you all over Greyfriars!” said Wharton savagely. “I warned you not to spread that yarn about him; and you agreed not to tattle—” 
  “If you think I’m the fellow to tattle, Wharton——” began William George Bunter, with a great deal of dignity. 
  “What do you call it, then, you fat ass? You’ve spread the yarn all over the Remove.” 
  “Nothing of the sort! I may have told a few friends, in confidence, of course. I may tell a few more, I—” 
  “By Jove! I’ve a jolly good mind—” 
  The captain of the Remove made a stride towards the fat junior. 
  “Yarooogh!”
  Bunter bolted for the door.  He did not stop to ask Wharton what he had a “jolly good mind” to do; he could guess. 
  Bunter’s motions, as a rule, were not swift. But circumstances alter cases. 
  With an angry face and an uplifted boot behind him Billy Bunter could put on speed. 
  He shot through the doorway like a fat rabbit shooting into its burrow. 
  Crash!  Bump! 
 “Whooop!” 
  “Oh, my hat!”  Ow!”
  “Here he is!”
  “Bag him!” 
  “Here’s Wharton —” 
  “Here’s both of ‘em!” chuckled the Bounder. “What did I tell you?” 
  The Remove fellows had arrived, looking for Wharton and Bunter. The Owl of the Remove crashed into them as they reached the door of the Rag. Bunter rolled on the floor, and Bob Cherry and two or three other fellows staggered right and left. 
  “Yaroogh!” I say, you fellows—wow! Ow!”
  “Bring him in.” said Skinner. 
  “Ow! Leggo!” 
  Three or four fellows grasped Bunter, and propelled him back into the Rag.  The whole crowd followed. 

  Harry Wharton met them with a clouded brow and troubled eyes. He could guess why they wanted to see him. He had been with Bunter that night at Hogben Grange, and naturally the fellows wanted to know his version. He had eluded the matter so far, but it was not to be eluded now.  If
  What line he was to take he did not know. Satisfied himself after long and troubling doubts, of Steele’s bona fides, he had intended to remain silent on the subject. He did not understand the mysterious circumstances that surrounded the new master, but once he was satisfied that Steele was “straight” he was willing to dismiss those puzzling circumstances as no business of his. 
  Then came Bunter’s revelations, complicating the situation. Keeping silent now was not of much use. Silence was only confirmation of Bunter’s allegations while it was, of course, impossible to deny what was true.  The captain of the Remove felt himsell in a very unenviable position. 
  The trouble in his looks did not escape the curious Removites. They exchanged significant glances, and the sarcastic grin intensified on the Bounder’s face. 
  “It’s true, and Wharton knows it is.” remarked Skinner. “His jolly old chivvy gives him away.” 
  “Look here, Wharton—— said Bob. 
  “Well?” snapped the captain of the Remove, more sharply than he was wont to speak to his chum.  He was feeling worried and troubled. 
  “Don’t bite a man’s head off, old scout,” said Bob cheerfully. “Bunter says—”
  “Blow Bunter!”
  “Blow him as hard as you like, ” agreed Bob, “but he says—” 
  “Oh, bless Bunter!” 
  “My esteemed chum,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “the English proverb declares that the speechfulness is silvery, while the silence is a bird in the bush; but on the present occasion this heart-to-hearty talkfulness is the proper caper.” 
  “Good old Inky!” chuckled Bob. “Now, then, old bean, make a clean breast of it. Bunter says—” 
  “Oh, kick Bunter.” 
  “Certainly, anything to oblige. Shove Bunter this way, you men.” 
  “Oh, really. Cherry—” 
  “Look here, I’m fed up with Bunter and his gas.” said Harry Wharton restively. “Give us a rest 
  “You jolly well know—” bawled Bunter. 
  “Fathead!” 
  “Bunter says—” 
  “Blow what Bunter says!”
  “You won’t get an answer out of Wharton.” said the Bounder, with a chuckle. “Wharton’s standing up for Steele.” 
  Wharton gave Smithy an angry look. The Bounder gave him a provoking grin in return. 
  “No good scowling at me, old scout.” he said amicably. “I never brought up Steele in the burgling line.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” !” 
  “Bunter says,” resumed Bob Cherry, undeterred. “Bunter says that he recognised Steele yesterday as the man you saw at Hogben Grange the night of the burglary there.  He says you know him to be the man too. I suppose you can answer yes or no to a plain question.” 
  “I suppose I can.” Grunted Wharton. 
  “Well, is Steele the man?” 
  It was a plain question, and the buzz in the crowd died away as the juniors listened eagerly for the answer. 
  No answer came. Harry Wharton stood silent. 
  “Is Steele the man you saw climbing the wall of Hogben Grange on the night of the burglary?” demanded Skinner categorically. “Is he the johnny you’ve described as the man with the square jaw?  ” 
  No reply. 
  “Forgotten how to speak?” asked Snoop satirically. 
  “The dear man’s gone dumb!” said Skinner. 
  Wharton flushed angrily. 
  “Look here, I don’t want to jaw about it!” he said. “Bunter’s a tattling silly ass, and  you’re all silly asses to take any  notice of him.” 
  “Thanks!” said Bob rather drily. 
  “The thankfulness is terrific, my absurd  chum.” grinned Hurree Jamset ram  Singh. 
  “That isn’t  an answer, Wharton.” raid Tom Brown. “Why the merry thump can’t you say yes or no?” 
  Wharton opened his lips and closed them again.  The  New Zealand junior laughed. 
  “Silence gives consent.” he remarked. 
  “Look here Browney—” 
  “My dear chap,” said Tom Brown, “can’t you see that if you don’t answer it’s the same as if you answered yes?” 
  Wharton could see that quite clearly. But he could not answer no; and he would not answer yes. He remained silent. 
  “Nothing to say, old bean?” asked Frank Nugent. 
  “Nothing!” 
  “Better have this out, Harry.” said Bob Cherry very quietly. “If you don’t say plainly that Bunter is gammoning, it can only be because you can’t say so.  Everybody will believe him.” 
  “I can’t help that.” 
  “I say, you fellows. I hope you haven’t doubted my word—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter,” 
  “I tell you Steele’s the man, and Wharton knows—” 
  “Cheese it!”
  “Beast!” 
  “Still nothing to say, Wharton?” asked the Bounder. 
  “Nothing!”
  “That tears it, then I think.” 
  “What-ho!” chuckled Skinner. 
  There was the clang of a bell. It interrupted the exciting scene in the Rag. It was the bell for third school. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, there’s the jolly old tinkler!” said Bob. “Come on. Mustn’t be late even if our Form master is a giddy cracksman.” 
  “Ha, ha. ha !” 
  The Removites streamed out of the Rag. Harry Wharton followed them very slowly. 
  He had not answered the questions put to him; but as Tom Brown had said, silence gave consent. When the Removites gathered in the Form-room for third lesson, every man in the Form knew that Wharton, as well as Bunter, had recognised Steele as the mysterious man with the square jaw 
  Whether that man was the notorious Courtfield cracksman or not, might be still a question, but there was no doubt that Richard Steele, the new master of the Remove, was the man who had climbed the park wall of Hogben Grange on the night of the burglary at Sir Julius Hogben’s house. 
  That, in the way of evidence, was more than enough for most fellows.  It had been enough for Wharton himself, until he had come to know Steele and respect him and like him. 
 There were fellows in the Remove who neither liked nor respected Steele, and still more who were indifferent to him. These fellows were not long in making up their minds. 
  Probably nine-tenths of the Form, as they sat in third school, sat there convinced that the master who was taking them through Latin irregular verbs was the secret cracksman whose robberies had alarmed the whole neighbourhood for months past. Which was absolutely thrilling for the Lower Fourth Form of Greyfriars; and certainly had a rather deteriorating effect on the discipline of the Form. 

                                           THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                              Smithy Asks For It! 

RICHARD STEELE looked over his Form. 
  He had been puzzled that morning already; but in third school he was more puzzled than ever. 
  The excitement in the Form, so far from having died down during break, had intensified. Fellows in the Form watched him like cats; and continually exchanged significant looks. 
  In some of them there were further developments.  The Bounder’s sarcastic look was more marked. Skinner was sporting an impertinent grin on his rather unprepossessing face. There was a faint, but unmistakable, lack of respect in many of the Removites. Bolsover major, spoken to, did not answer; spoken to a second time, he answered carelessly, and forgot to add “sir “ to his answer. 
  Hazeldene and Skinner conversed in whispers, and want on whispering after Steele’s eyes fell on them, taking no notice of his look. Not till he commanded silence did they cease to talk; and then they exchanged a grin. 
  The Bounder was noticed, after a time, fumbling in his pockets. Steele spoke to him at last: 
  “Do not be so restive, Vernon-Smith.” 
  “Sorry, sir!” said the Bounder, with silky politeness. “I’m looking for a key.” 
  “Never mind your key now, Vernon-Smith.” 
  “But I shall want it, after class, sir.”
   The steely grey eyes fixed on Herbert Vernon-Smith. 
  “What do you mean, Vernon-Smith?” asked Steele. “ Is this intended for impertinence?” 
  “Certainly not, sir! I only want to lock my desk before I leave the Form-room, sir. Luckily, there’s a lock on it.” 
  Steele, perplexed by that answer, fell into the trap. 
  “I fail to understand you, Vernon-Smith. Why do you desire to lock your desk after class? You keep no valuables in the Form-room, I suppose?” 
  “Well, a fellow can’t be too careful, sir!” said the Bounder, 
  “Careful of what?” snapped Steele, 
  “Burglars, sir!” said the Bounder coolly. 
  The form listened breathlessly. Only the Bounder, probably, in all the Remove, would have had the “nerve” to rag the suspected master like this. But the Bounder had nerve enough for anything. 
  “Burglars!” repeated Steele blankly. 
  “Yes, sir! Being new here, sir, you may not have heard of the burglaries that have happened in this quarter,” said the Bounder gravely. “ Last term, sir, there were quite a lot; and there’s been one this term, too.  The papers are full of the Courtfield cracksinan, as they call him, sir. He butted into this school one night before we broke up for Christmas, sir.” 
  “I have read the papers.” said Steele. “But you do not mean to imply that you are foolish enough to suppose that a burglar might visit a schoolboy’s desk in a Form-room?” 
  “You never can tell, sir, when he’s near at hand,” said Vernon-Smith. 
  “Near at hand!” repeated Steele. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “You cannot mean that you know anything of the whereabouts of the Courtfield burglar, Vernon-Smith?” exclaimed the Form master, in astonishment. 
  The Form listened breathlessly for the Bounder’s answer. They half expected him to come right out into the open. But even the Bounder’s nerve was not quite equal to that. 
  “Well, sir, he’s known to be living secretly somewhere in this neighbourhood.” said Smithy.   
  “That’s what the papers say, at least. I’ve heard, sir, that he’s a man with grey eyes—” 
  “What?” 
  “And a very square chin, sir.” said the Bounder. 
  Steele gazed at him in silence. It was impossible to doubt the implication in the Bounder’s words. A faint flush crept into the new master’s face. Latin irregular verbs seemed to be forgotten, both by the Form and the Form master. For a second a pin might have been heard to drop in the Form-room. 
  Steele’s glance passed from the Bounder to Wharton, 
  It lingered only a moment on the captain of the Remove; but it caused a crimson flush to spread over Harry’s face. The contempt in it stung hin, to the quick. 
  He opened his lips, but closed them again. Steele knew now—knew what was in the minds of his Form ; he knew what had caused the excitement in the Remove that morning. And he had taken it for granted that Wharton had tattled. Wharton, so far as he knew, was the only fellow in the Remove who was aware that he was the man of Hogben Grange. 
  But it was impossible for Harry to exculpate himself in the presence of the whole Form; and he sat uncomfortably silent. 
  The Bounder was smiling sweetly. This scene was sheer enjoyment to Smithy. He had no particular dislike for Steele; except that the Bounder was “up against” all in authority, on principle. But of all the staff at Greyfriars, probably he respected Steele most. But the temptation to “rag “ the man, to show off his nerve and effrontery before a breathless Form, was too strong for the Bounder. That he was taking risks only added to his enjoyment. 
  Besides, if the man was a rascal, why shouldn’t he rag him? That was an excuse, if Smithy wanted one. 
  As a matter of fact, he wanted none. He was ragging Steele purely for the excitement of it and for the admiration of the other fellows, who would never have dared. 
  “Quite an uncommon man, sir, by all accounts.” said the Bounder. “He’s been seen by fellows in this school—his description’s known.  In fact, sir, he’s not really unlike yourself to look at.” 
  “Vernon-Smith!”  Steele’s voice was quiet: but there was a note in it that would have warned a less reckless fellow than the Bounder of Greyfriars. 
  “No offence, sir.” said Vernon-Smith, with an open mockery of respect. “I mean, there’s a general resemblance, from the description.  Of course, sir, nobody could suspect a Form master in a school of being anything but what he seemed, sir.” 
  This was going very far; and the juniors marvelled at the Bounder’s nerve. Their wonder was like wine to the Bounder’ . 
  But, in point of fact, Smithy had gone a little too far, Steele, who had a book in his hand, laid it down on the desk and picked up a cane. 
  “Vernon-Smith !”
  The Bounder’s eyes gleamed. If the man was going to cane him— !”
  He was!” 
  “I can only consider, Vernon-Smith, that your remarks are intended for impertinence—I should say, insolence!” said Steele. “Step out before the class.” 
  “Don’t go, Smithy!” whispered Skinner. 
  The Bounder gave his advisor a rather black look. It was easy enough for Skinner to say “Don’t go!” but in Smithy’s place, Skinner would have gone fast enough. 
  Slowly the Bounder obeyed the master’s order. All eyes were on him, as he stood out before the Remove. 
  “Bend over that desk, Vernon-Smith!” 
  “What for, sir?” 
  “I am going to cane you for insolence !”
  The Bounder breathed hard. 
  “May I ask, sir, how I have been insolent?” he inquired. “It was quite unintentional, if—”  “That statement is untrue, Vernon-Smith. It is not the first time you have spoken untruthfully in this room!  Bend over!” 



  “It’s only fair to tell me, sir, how I’ve offended,” said the Bounder resolutely. “I was speaking of the Courtfield cracksman, sir; and any fellow in the form tell you that the description is like you, sir—” 
  “No description is known of the criminal to whom you allude, Vernon-Smith.” 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” Two fellows in this Form saw him one night—the night he burgled Hogben Grange.” 
  There was a gasp from the Remove.  The Bounder, with punishment hanging over him, had come fairly out with it. 
  “That will do, Vernon-Smith! Bend over that desk immediately!” rapped out Steele. 
  “But, sir—” 
  “Do you desire me to take you to your headmaster, Vernon-Smith?” 
  “I don’t mind, sir!” 
  “Well, I shall not trouble Dr. Locke with your folly.” said Steele. “I shall deal with the matter here and now !”
  His left hand dropped on the Bounder’s shoulder.  With a strength that made the Bounder, wiry as he was, felt like an infant in his grasp, the new master twisted him over the desk. 
  Then the cane rose and fell. 
  Vernon-Smith wriggled in the grasp of the master. If he was struggling to release himself, his struggles had no effect; the grasp on him was like a steel vice. And the cane lashed hard. 
  The Remove looked on breathlessly. 
  Smithy had asked for it—begged for it, in fact. No master in any school could have tolerated the Bounder’s impudence. Steele, in fact, had shown himself strangely patient and forbearing. That, of course, was regarding him as a Form master. Regarding him as a skulking criminal, he had no right to resent Smithy’s words—no right to be at Greyfriars at all. But whatever he might be, he was acting as a Form naster, who was sure of his ground on had no doubt of his authority.  And by the time six lashes had fallen, the Bounder had cause to regret that he had ventured to treat him as anything else. 
  Vernon-Smith uttered no cry as the lashes fell; but his face grew whiter, and his eyes fairly burned. 
  The new master of the Remove released him at last. 
  There was no anger in his face; only a quiet and indomitable determination—the look of a man who intended to exercise the authority that was in his hands, and to enforce obedience to it. 
  “You may go to your place, Vernon-Smith.” His voice was quiet. “I am sorry—very sorry—that I have had to punish you; but you left me no choice. Go to your place.” 
  For a moment the Bounder stood, panting, facing him, his eves ablaze. A torrent of indignant defiance was evidently on the Bounder’s tongue. But the quiet, steady eyes daunted him, reckless as he was; and he went to his place without a word. 
  Many glances were cast at Smith as he sat down—some of them grinning.  The Bounder scowled. If anything was calculated to make him seethe with fury, it was his humiliation before the Form. 
  Steele took no heed of him, for the remainder of the lesson. The Bounder gave no further offence. He shifted uncomfortably on his seat; and his eyes dwelt incessantly on the new master, gleaming. The Bounder had recklessly plunged into that trouble; but he had not “got away” with it; and he could not forgive his defeat. In the Lower Fourth the new master, whatever he was, had made one bitter enemy. 

                                              THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                                         In Doubt! 

HARRY WHARTON remained behind in the Form-room when the Remove were dismissed. 
Steele, sitting at his desk, the desk that had been Quelch’s, did not seem to notice him. 
  He busied himself with papers, apparently unconscious that anyone was in the Form-room with him. 
  Wharton hesitated to speak. But the Form master did not look up; and Harry approached his desk at last. 
  “May I speak to you, sir?” 
  Steele looked up at that. His clear grey eyes, very cold in their expression now, read the junior’s flushed face. 
  “On a matter appertaining to the Form do you mean?” he asked. 
  “No sir; another matter.” 
  “I think not, then.” said Steele icily. “I have had reason to change my opinion of you, Wharton. I am disappointed.” 
  “But, sir— !”
  “That is all I” The new master made a gesture towards the door, and bent over his papers again. 
  Wharton’s flush deepened, and an angry gleam came into his eyes. He was not to be dismissed like this. 
  “I’m bound to speak, sir!” he said quietly. 
  “What do you mean?” rapped Steele sharply. 
  “You know, now, sir, what the fellows have been discussing—” 
  “Naturally; Vernon-Smith made it clear to me.” said Steele contemptuously. “After giving me your word on the subject, you have tattled an absurd story to your Form fellows, which will probably remain a topic among the boys for days, if not for weeks. It is extremely awkward and uncomfortable for me.” 
  “Yes ; but—” 
  “I went to the length of satisfying you on the subject, in order that this foolish story should not spread through the school. It appears to have been useless; you could not keep your foolish tongue still.” 
  Steele had shown no anger towards Smithy, who had gibed at him, and whom he had punished. But there was anger in his face now. 
  But Wharton was angry, too; and he did not heed the new master’s gesture towards the door, made a second time. 
  “You’re quite mistaken, sir.” he said coldly. 
  “Nonsense! You say yourself that the matter is now the talk of the Form. I was perplexed this morning; but I understand now. You have told the boys what you saw at Hogben Grange one night last term—a matter that did not concern you, and which, you know perfectly well which was better left unmentioned.” 
  “I have told them nothing.” 
  Steele started a little. 
  “Nothing!” 
  Mr. Quelch would not have doubted my word, sir.” said Harry. “Still, he knew me better than you do.” 
  “If you have said nothing, how is it, that the story is known to the whole Form?” 
  Wharton’s lip curled. 
  “ Itis not my business to tell you that, sir.” he answered. ‘I’m bound to tell you that I have said nothing; because I could see that you believed I had. I have no more to say than that.” 
  “You have told no one?” asked Steele, puzzled. 
  “No one.” 
  The set face of the master softened a little. 
  “Perhaps you have told some friend, some Intimate friend in confidence, and he has been indiscreet.” he remarked. “Perhaps I should not blame you too much for that.” 
  “I have told no one at all.” 
  “Then how is the story known?” 
  Wharton did not answer. 
  It was not for him to give away the tattler of the Remove. Steele could find that out for himself if he wanted to know. 
  Steele’s brow darkened again. 
  “You have no explanation to give of that?” he snapped. 
  “It is not my business to explain it!” said Wharton coolly. “It is only my business to explain that I have not tattled as you believed I had. That is all I have to say.” 
  “That is scarcely enough,” said Steele. 
  “I haven’t anything more to add to it, sir!” said Harry, and he made a step towards the door. 
  “Stop !”
  Wharton stopped. 
  “Since the matter has been mentioned, it had better be cleared up beyond doubt.  ” said the new master coldly. “Last term you saw me, on a certain occasion, in unusual circumstances. Only you and Bunter were besent then; and Bunter either did not see me clearly, or had forgotten, as he has said nothing on the subject. I have not failed to observe Bunter’s character; and know perfectly well that had he been aware that I was the man at Hogben Grange he would have spread the story on the first day of term. He did not.” 
  Wharton made no rejoinder. 
  “You are the only person, therefore, who could have started this unpleasant talk.” said Steele. “In order that such an absurd story should not be discussed here, I went to the length of making an explanation to you, and referred you to Inspector Grimes at Courtfield. I understood that Mr. Grimes had satisfied you that the man you saw that night—myself—was not a law-breaker.” 
  “Quite, sir.” 
  “And, after all, I find that the story is the talk of the Form!” snapped Steele. “You are quite aware that this will be troublesome to me, though you do not know all the trouble it may cause. You tell me that you did not start this talk?” 
  “I did not.” 
  “Then who did?” 
  No answer, 
  “You have nothing to say, Wharton?” 
  “Only what I’ve said, sir.” 
  “Very well,” said Steele. “You may go.” 
  Harry Wharton left the Form-room. His face was flushed, and there was a gleam of anger in his eye, 
  His chums were waiting for him in the corridor. 
  “Trouble with the beak, old bean?” asked Bob Cherry, as the five went down the passage together. 
  “He’s put this tattle down to me!” said Harry bitterly “It hasn’t occurred to him that Bunter didn’t remember him at first, and remembered him later. So I get the credit for it.” 
  “But you’ve told him—” 
  “He doesn’t take my word.” 
  “You didn’t mention Bunter—” 
  “How could I, fathead?” 
  “Of course, you couldn’t! Steele ought to have taken your word.” said Bob, “My hat!  I wonder—” He whistled. 
  “Well, what?” asked Harry. 
  “I wonder if Smithy and Skinner are right. It doesn’t seem possible, but— but—” 
  “The butfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “What was he doing that night at Hogben Grange. I’d like to know!” said Johnny Bull. “That  wants a lot of explaining.” 
  “It does.” said Nugent. 
  Wharton was uncomfortably silent.  He had given his word to say nothing on the matter, if Mr Grimes answered for Steele, and the Courtfield inspector had a concern for him.  That satisfied Wharton that Steele was not the cracksman, whatever might be the reason for his strange and suspicious actions.  Steele doubted his word; but his word still held good. 
  “Look here!  What do you think yourself, Harry?” asked Johnny Bull bluntly. 
  “I think— I’m sure—that there’s nothing in the story.” said Harry. “I’ve got reason to believe that.” 
  "But he’s the man you saw that night?” 
  No answer. 
  “Look here! Why can’t you speak out?” demanded Johnny Bull. “Saying nothing is the same as saying yes. I don’t see what you want to be so jolly secretive and mysterious about.” 
  “I don’t mean to be secretive. But— but—” 
  “But what?” 
  “Oh, nothing! Let it drop.” 
  Johnny Bull grunted expressively. 
  “I can tell you this much.” said Harry. “Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield, knows Steele well and trusts him. Never mind how he came to tell me so, but he did. That shows that Steele is above board.” 
  “I don’t see that it does.” answered Johnny, “If he’s cunning enough to bamboozle the head and the governors, he’s cunning enough to bamboozle a fat-headed rural policeman!”
  Wharton started, 
  “What rot!”he said uneasily. 
  “I don’t call it rot! Whoever that cracksman is, he’s a downy bird—and he beats the police all along the line, Grimey may be having his leg pulled.” 
  “I—I can’t think so.” 
  “Let it drop, and come and punt a ball about before dinner.” said Bob Cherry, and the juniors went out of the House into the wintry sunshine. 
  Wharton felt himself sorely troubled in mind. 
  He had liked Steele, and respected him, and that had helped him to take the man On trust. But that talk in the Form-room had wounded him deeply, and he could not help resenting it. Johnny Bull’s suggestion had come at a moment when there was fruitful soil in Wharton’s mind for it to fall upon.  He found that his old doubts of the man were reviving, and once more he was asking himself the question, was Richard Steele the Courtfield cracksman? 

                                            THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                              Bunter Is Not Taking Any!                  ‘—

“I’m not going!”
  It was half-past five. 
  That was the hour appointed for Billy Bunter to repair to his form master’s study for some much needed instruction in the matter of English history
  Bunter might have taken the view that it was kind of Steele to give ub an hour or his leisure to increase the scanty stores of Bunter’s knowledge.  But Bunter did not take that view. 
  Bunter had no desire whatever to see on increased in his store of knowledge. He did not, perhaps, hate history with the deadly animosity he felt for mathematics and Latin. Still, he loathed it. The glories—and otherwise—of the past had no interest whatever for Bunter. 
  There had been altogether too many kings and queens, in Bunter’s opinion; he was not interested in them, or in anything or anybody who had preceded William George Bunter in the land that was now so happy as to possess him. 
  Indeed, it might have been supposed that Billy Hunter regarded history, in the proper sense of the word, as beginning with the birth of W. G. Bunter. Geography, properly speaking, should have been confined to the area where W. G. Bunter lived and moved and had his being. Arithmetic was superfluous, except in so far as it was useful to Bunter in counting his change at the tuckshop. Grammar was merely rot, and Latin grammar particularly troublesome rot. 
  But though Bunter’s powerful brain had evolved these original views on educational matters, he had no hope that such asses as Form masters would ever see eye to eye with him. 
  But at the very least, Bunter considered, a Form master ought to confine his activities to the Form-room. Giving an extra toot was, Bunter considered, rather like hitting below the belt. 
No doubt his Form master took the view that Bunter was not likely to pass an exam in his present state of abysmal ignorance. But Bunter was quite content to fail in exams, so that was all right. 
  “I’m not going!” Bunter repeated to the fellows in the Rag. “It’s like the beasts cheek to pick on me. Making out that a fellow doesn’t know his history!” 
  It was one of Bunter’s peculiarities that, while he grovelled contentedly in the deepest depths of ignorance, under assented any attempt to drag him therefrom, he also took the view that he was the cleverest and best-informed fellow in the Remove. 
  It was not logical; but it was Bunter! 
  “I fancy I could teach him some things!”  said Bunter, blinking round through his big spectacles. “I knew a lot of things Quelch never knew, and this man ain’t up to Quelchy’s mark. Like his cheek to think he’s going to drive me. I won’t be driven!”
  “Fathead!” said Peter Todd. “It’s time you butted in on Steele. Go and butt!” 
  “Shan’t!” said Bunter. 
  “You’ll get licked.” warned Peter. “Form masters have to be given their heads—even when they find fault with perfect characters and prodigies of learning like our Bunter.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Well, I don’t look on him as a Form master,” said Bunter. “He’s a blinking burglar, and he ought to be booted out of Greyfriars. Fact is, I don’t care to trust myself in his study.” 
  “Afraid he’ll burgle your gold watch?” asked Skinner sympathetically. “Don’t worry, old fat man. If he’s a burglar, he knows rolled gold when he sees it—so he won’t seize it when he knows it.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Beast! I’m not going! Suppose— suppose he knows that a fellow knows who he is, he might shoot a fellow—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors. 
  “Well, suppose he’s got an automatic, I—”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I jolly well shan’t go!” roared Bunter. “And if he comes after me, I’ll go to the head! I’m not going to be bullied by a burglar!” 
  Whether Bunter considered that his fat person would be safe in his form master’s study or not, there was no doubt that he was eager to jump at any excuse to dodge that extra hour of tuition, 
  “After all, now a fellow knows who he is, a fellow is bound to tell the Head.” said Bunter. “He’s a burglar —the same man who tried to burgle this very school last term! If the Head knew that, would he let him, stay? What?” 
  “Hardly!” grinned Skinner. 
  “Well, somebody ought to tell the Head!”
  “You tell him, old fat bean.” suggested Hazeldene. 
  “Well, he might think it bunkum—” 
  “He jolly well might!” grinned Bob Cherry, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked that the mightfulness was terrific. 
  “If  he thought it bunkum he would just lick me and—and there you are!” said Bunter. “I don’t want that! I object to that.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “But I’ll tell you what.” said Bunter eagerly. “Wharton knows, and Wharton’s captain of the Form.  Wharton ought to go to the Head about it. It’s up to Wharton! I say, Harry, old chap, will you go to the Head and—and denounce the scoundrel?” 
  “Thanks; no.” 
  “If you get a licking it will be in a good cause.” urged Bunter “It’s your duty, you know. After all, duty’s duty!  Remember what Oliver Cromwell signalled at the battle of Bunker’s Hill: 
England expects every man to do his duty!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “My only hat! I fancy Bunter wants that extra toot!” chuckled Toddy. “But I don’t envy Steele giving it to him.” 
  “Make it Nelson and the Battlo of Trafalgar, fatty!” chortled Bob. 
  “Rot! You don’t know much about history, Bob Cherry. If it wasn’t Oliver Cromwell it was Sir Francis Drake. Look here, you’d better go and have that extra hour—tell Steele you need it more than I do.” 
  “I cannot tell a lie!” chuckled Bob, 
  “To come back to the subject, Wharton, will you go to the Head and denounce that—that snake in sheep’s clothing—that wolf in the grass?” asked Bunter. “It’s your duty! Besides, it will save me from extra toot ! Think of that.” 
  “Fathead!”
  “Well, I’m not going.” said Bunter obstinately. “I’m not sure that my life would be safe in that desperado’s study, and I refuse to work out of school oars. Prep’s bad enough without extra toot chucked in. If the beast comes after me tell him I’ve gone to Courtfield to fetch the police.  That will very likely frighten him away from Greyfriars all together and we shall be shot of him.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove men
  Billy Bunter rolled out of the Rag. It was a quarter to six now, and quite that Steele would look for him it he did not turn up in Master’s passage. 
  “You fat ass, go to Steele’s study!” shouted Toddy after him. 
  “Shan’t !” 
  And Bhunter disappeared. 
  Five minutes later the clear-cut face and keen grey eyes of Richard Steele looked in at the doorway of the Rag. He glanced over the juniors there, who fell suddenly silent as he appeared. Steele, probably, did not need telling what had been the topic before his arrival. 
  “Is Bunter here?” he asked. 
  “No, sir!” said Harry, answering as head boy of the Form. 
  “He should have come to my study.” said Steele. “Do you know where he is, Wharton?” 
  “No, sir.” 
  The juniors looked at one another. Bunter had left a message for Steele, and the fellows were wondering whether there was any man present with nerve enough to repeat it to the Form-master. There was! 
  “He left a message for you, sir.” said Vernon-Smith. 
  Steele raised his eyebrow.. 
  “Bunter left a message for me?” he repeated. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “I do not quite understand. What message did he leave?” 
  Some of the fellows gave Smithy warning looks. Others grinned in anticipation. The old Bounder was the man to stand up to this wolf in sheep’s clothing, Skinner whispered to Stott. 
  “Am I to give you his message, sir?” asked the Bounder. 
  “I have told you to do so.” 
  “I mean, sir, you will not call it impertinence or insolence if I do?” inquired Smithy. “I’ve had rather a severe lesson on that subject to-day, sr, so I’m sure you will excuse me for being careful.” 
  Steele’s eyes fixed on the Bounder. 
  “Tell me immediately what message Bunter left!”
  He said he was going to fetch the police, sir,” said the Bounder hardily.
 “What?”
 “The police, sir!” 
  There was a dead silence in the Rag.  Even the iron-nerved Bounder quailed a little under the steady, daunting stare of the grey eyes. 
  “And for what reason, Vernon Smith, did Bunter make that utterly absurd statement?” asked Steele quietly. 
  “He thought it would very likely frighten you away from Greyfriars, sir.” answered the Bounder, with cool hardihood. 
There we, another ‘ilence. 
  The Remove men hardly breathed as they watched Steele.  What they expected of him they hardly knew; but certainly an outburst of some sort. The Bounder, who had asked for it in morning school, was asking for it still more emphatically now. Even Smithy himself felt an inward qualm, though he did not allow it to show on his face. 
  To the amazement of the juniors the stern face of the Form-master relaxed into a smile. He laughed. 
  “The absurd boy!” he said. “Is it possible that even Bunter, the stupidest boy in the Form, is so absurd as to believe that childish story spread by a mischievous tattler. How ridiculous!”
  He laughed again. 
  “Well, well, one must be patient with an obtuse boy.” he said. “Some of you find Bunter, and tell him that he is excused to-day, and that he shall have his extra hour on Wednesday afternoon, when I am more at leisure.” 
  And with that, and a smile lingering on his face, Richard Steele walked out of the Rag, leaving the Removites looking at one another blankly. The Bounder bit his lip. He had risked severe punishment in order to gibe at the suspected master, but his gibe had fallen harmless. 
  “Plenty of nerve, that merchant!” remarked Skinner, when Steele was gone. 
  “He would have if he’s a giddy cracksman!” remarked Snoop. 
  “Bosh!” said Bob Cherry. “If there was anything in it he wouldn’t laugh at it like that. He took it as a joke—and it is a joke—nothing more! And he’s a jolly good tempered sportsman to take it like that!” 
  “It’s bluff !” said the Bounder. 
  “Rot, old bean! You’re still feeling the six you got in the Form.room this morning.” grinned Bob. “You’d be ready to believe old Wingate a cracksman if he gave you six.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh rats!” growled the Bounder, and he turned angrily away. 
  Whatever the Bounder might think, or choose to think, there was no doubt that Steele’s way of taking it had made a good impression on the Remove.  He had treated Bunter’s absurdity good-naturedly, and certainly had betrayed no sign of alarm at the mention of the police. Yet, if there was “anything in it” he had ample grounds for alarm, for it was certain that what was now known to all the Remove would not be long in spreading farther. If he was a man playing a part, with a guilty secret to keep, safety now lay in flight —in prompt flight. Obviously, however, Richard Steele had no intention of leaving Greyfriars, and he was not alarmed. 
  “There’s nothing in it.” said Bob. lt’s queer—jolly queer—but there’s nothing in it, my infants. Steele’s all right!” 
  “The queerfulness is terrific.” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the nothingfulness in it is preposterous.” 
  “Nerve!” said Skinner “He’s brazening it out, of course.” 
  “Sure of that, Skinner?” chuckled Bob.  
  “Quite.”
  “Then why not phone the police and put them on to him?” 
  “Rats!” said Skinner, and turned away. 
  Evidently Skinner had no idea of taking that drastic step, which looked as if Skinner, after all, had his doubts as to whether there was anything in it. 

                                               THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                                       Stuffing Bunter! 

Skinner grinned. 
  He had gone up to his study, No.  11 in the Remove, and turned on the light. 
  The first thing that impressed itself on his attention when the light was on in the study, was a foot that projected from behind the armchair. 
  The armchair had been shifted into a corner of the study, screening that corner, and obviously someone had taken cover behind it.  Equally obviously, it was Bunter. 
  Squatted in the corner behind the big chair Bunter lay doggo—rather in the manner of the ostrich who buried his head in the sand, leaving the rest of him in full view of the hunter.  Bunter’s foot, a fat ankle, and a length of trouser-leg remained to reveal Bunter’s presence to anyone who entered the study. 
  Harold Skinner turned to Snoop, who was following him in, and put his finger on his lips. 
  Snoop stared. 
  Skinner pointed to the fraction of Bunter that was visible in the screened corner. 
  Snoop grinned. 
  The foot was soon to stir.  Bunter evidently had shifted uncomfortably as he heard footsteps in the room.  But it was not withdrawn from sight: Bunter did not know that it was in sight. 
  Skinner and Snoop grinned at one another. Bunter had apparently gone into hiding, in case Steele should look for him.  Perhaps he hoped that message he had left for Steele would be delivered, and would have the desired effect of frightening him away from Greyfriars. 
  With deep astuteness, Bunter had not gone to his own study.  He had retired to another fellow’s study; and dodged out of sight—as he supposed—at the sound of footsteps. 
  This was too good an opportunity for a humourist like Skinner to lose. 
  Snoop’s idea was to pick up the heaviest volume in the study and drop it suddenly over the back of the armchair—on Bunter!  Certainly that would have surprised Bunter, 
  But Skinner knew a trick worth two of that, or three or four.  He signed emphatically to Sidney James Snoop to be silent. Snoop, rather puzzled, waited to take his cue from Skinner. 
  “Awful, ain’t it?” said Skinner.
   Snoop blinked. 
  “Eh? Oh! Yes.” he said. 
  “I mean, that man Steele getting after Bunter with an automatic———” 
  “Eh?  Oh!  Yes!” gasped Snoop. 
  “Did you see the pistol ?” asked Skinner. “He was trying to hide it under his coat-tails; but I saw it all right.” 
  There was a gasp of affright from behind the armchair. The two juniors affected not to hear it. 
  “I — I saw it!” stuttered Snoop. 
  “Oh! Yes! Loaded, I think!” he had taken his cue, and was entering into the game. 
  “You can bet it was loaded!” said Skinner. “the Courtfield cracksman wouldn’t be likely to have his automatic unloaded, would he? It’s plain now that Steele is the cracksman. What 
would a Form master be doing with a loaded pistol? He’s the cracksman, all right; and, of course, he’s got it in for Bunter. My impression is that he intended to blow Bunter’s brains out if he got him to his study for extra toot!”
  “Oh ! Yes!  Of—of course, that was his game!” gasped Snoop. “Plain as anything!” 
  “Bunter knows him, you see.” said Skinner. “Bunter could bring the police down on him! Dead men tell no tales, you know.” 
  There was another horrified gasp in the corner. Snoop home where suppressed his emotion as he heard it. He was tempted to burst into a roar of laughter that would quite have spoiled Skinner’s jape. 
  “Now he’s after him.” resumed Skinner. “What’s become of Bunter I can’t imagine. You got any idea where he is, Snoopey?” 
  “Can’t think.” said Snoop. 
  “Hiding somewhere, I suppose.” said Skinner. “If I knew where he was I’d warn him—it would be only friendly. All he can do now is to get out of the school, and bolt, before Steele gets him. Steele’s idea, of course, is to silence him. If we could find Bunter and give him the tip, he’d have a chance of getting away and claiming police protection.” 

  
“Oh, my hat! I mean, that’s his last chance!” gasped Snoop. “He—he could get away to Courtfield—” 
  “And bung into the police-station.” said Skinner. “I fancy that’s the only way to save his life now. Steele’s after his blood!”
  “Oh lor’!” 
  “Was that a sound?” asked Skinner, glancing round. 
  A fat face, with little round eyes goggling in terror behind a big pair of glasses, emerged into view from behind the armchair. 
  “Bunter!” said Skinner, with dramatic astonishment. 
 “Bunter here !”ejaculated Snoop. 
  “Shut the door quick, Snoopey!  Quick!” 
  Sidney James Snoop shut the study door. 
  “I—I—I say, you fellows—” gasped Bunter. 
  “Don’t speak too loud.” said Skinner. “Steele may come up to the Remove passage any minute, and if he hears your voice—” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “I’m afraid you’re in danger, Bunter.” said Skinnet, with owl-like seriousness. “I had my suspicions in the Form-room, when Steele told you he come alone to his study. Had you, Snoopy?” 
  “I had!” said Snoop. 
  “The—the awful villain!” gasped Bunter. “I say, you fellows, if—if he comes along here, tell him I’m not here, won’t you? T-t-t-tell him I—I’ve gone to the police!” 
  “You can’t stay here, Bunter.” said Skinner decidedly, “Bullets are no respecters of persons, and we might get it instead of you when Steele starts in with his automatic—” 
  “Ow!”
  “You can’t expect it, Bunter.” said Snoop. “After all, it was you who gave the man away. He’s got it in for you, and you can’t expect to draw other fellows into it.” 
  “Cut, old man!” said Skinner. “Get out of the house before he lands on you. That’s your only chance.  Look here, we’ll help you all we can.  We’ll see if the coast’s clear for you to bolt.” 
  “I—I say, you fellows, c-c-can’t you hide me, and—and telephone for the police?” gasped Bunter. 
  “And get shot by that cracksman?” asked Skinner. “No, thanks! We’re keeping clear of this! But we’ll do all we can for you. Steele’s rooting about downstairs for you now. Wait here while I see whether the coast’s clear, and then we’ll help you out by the box-room window, if you like.” 
  “I—I say, what about going to the Head?  ” gasped Bunter. “The Head’s bound to protect a fellow!”
  “What could he do against an armed cracksman?” asked Skinner. “Besides, if you go downstairs you may run into Steele at the first step.” 
  “Oh crumbs!”
  “Wait here, and keep quiet !“ said Skinner. 
  He went out into the Remove passage. He returned in a couple of minutes, with a startled face. 
  Bunter blinked at him in terror. 
  “Is—is—is he coming?” he stammered. 
  “I’ve just heard his voice down the stairs.” said Skinner. “He’s inquiring after you.” 
 “Oh lor’ I” 
  “I suppose he’s going to search these studies. Of course, he may not find you.  If he does, though, I wouldn’t give much for your life!” 
  “Ow!” 
  “There’s time to cut along to the box-room and get out. If he asks us anything we won’t say a word.” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  Bunter rolled to the door. He blinked back at Skinner and Snoop in anguish; and the two young rascals, with a great effort, kept their faces serious. 
  “Hurry!” breathed Skinner. 
  “Quick!” said Snoop. 
  “I—I say, you fellows—” 
  “I think I can hear him—” 
  “Yarooogh!” 
  Bunter bolted out of the study and rushed along to the box-room stair.  He bolted into the box-room like a fat rabbit into a burrow. 
  Skinner followed him. Snoop did not. Sidney James Snoop felt that he could not stand the strain any longer, and he remained in the study, rocking with laughter. Only Billy Bunter was capable of believing that a cracksman with an automatic was hunting him through the school; but when Bunter’s terrors were aroused, he was prepared to believe anything. 
  “Quick!” breathed Skinner, opening the box-room window. “I can hear his footsteps—” 
  “Oh dear!”
  Bunter scrambled out of the box-room window to the leads beneath. 
  “I—I say, Skinner—” 
  Skinner shut down the window and fastened it. He was done with Billy Bunter now. The terrified Owl of the Remove crawled away, dropped from the leads, and scuttled away in the darkness like a frightened rabbit. 
  Skinner returned to his study. 
  “What—” began Snoop. 
  “He’s gone” 
  “Out of the House?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Snoop. “D-d-do you think even that fat idiot is idiot enough to go to the police station?” 
  Skinner shrugged his shoulders. 
  “My belief is that he’s idiot enough for anything.” he answered. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Snoop wiped his eyes .
  “There’ll be a row if he’s missed from the house, after lock-up.” He said. 
  “That’s Bunter’s affair.” yawned Skinner. “If he breaks House bounds after lock-up, I suppose he knows what he’s about.” 
  “But——but suppose he went to the police, and—and came back with a bobby!” gasped Snoop.
  “All the better!” said Skinner coolly. 
  “If that man Steele is a cracksman, the sooner he sees a bobby the better.” 
  “But is he?” asked Snoop, very dubiously. 
  “ Blessed if I know, or care much, either. I know the beast has canet me nearly every day since he came here, and that’s enough for me. I’m going to make it as unpleasant for him as I can 
—and this will spread the yarn all over Greyfriars, if it doesn’t get as far as the police station.” 
  “My hat! Fancy the Head’s face—if a bobby came back with Bunter.” 
  Skinner chuckled. 
  “Fancy!” he agreed. 
  There was a tap at the door of the study a few minutes later, and Harry Whartonlooked in. 
  “Seen Bunter?” he asked. 
  “ Bunter?” said Skinner reflectively. “Yes, I think I’ve seen him. Want him?” 
  “Only to tell him what Steele said.  The fat duffer still thinks he’s got to go to Steele’s study for extra toot.” 
  “He won’t go there anyhow.” chuckled Snoop. 
  Wharton glanced curiously at the two. He could see that something was on in Study No.  11. 
  “Well, where is he?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
  “Blessed if I know!” drawled Skinner. “I fancy he thinks that Steele is after him———” 
  “What rot!” 
  “With an automatic—” 
  “With a what ?” gasped Wharton. 
  “An automatic! I fancy he’s bolted out of the house.” 
  “Great pip! Have you been pulling Bunter’s leg?” demanded Wharton. 
  Skinner looked grieved. 
  “Do I ever pull anybody’s leg?” he asked. “Am I capable of it, my dear school-fellow? Don’t you know me better than that, my young friend?” 
  “Oh, rats !“ was Wharton’s reply; and he walked away, leaving Skinner and Snoop chortling. 

                                              THE NINTH CHAPTER, 

                                                 Any Port In a Storm ! 

“Oh crikey!” gasped Billy Bunter. 
  It was yet early in the evening; but in January it was dark very early, and the quadrangle was black as Bunter barged away towards the school gates. 
The gates at that hour were locked; and Gosling was likely to want a lot of persuading before he opened them to let a Lower Fourth junior out. 
  It was extremely improbable that Billy Bunter would have found egress at the gates had he reached them. 
  But he did not reach them. 
  In the darkness the glowing end of a cigarette caught his eyes, and stopped him just before he barged into a figure on the path. 
  His startled exclamation reached the ears of the shadowy person behind the cigarette, and his voice was evidently recognized, for a voice that Bunter knew at once rapped 
  “Is that Bunter?  What are you doing out of the house?” 
  It was Steele. 
  That Steele was walking in the quad, meditatively smoking a cigarette and thinking of his own affairs, did not occur to Bunter.  That unexpected meeting bore out only too well the warning Skinner had given him. Bunter had no doubt that’s the villain had missed him from the house, and was hunting him in the quad. 
  He did not answer. With a gasp of affright, he turned away and bolted into the darkness. 
  “Bunter!” called out Steele. 
  “Oh lor’!” came back a terrified gasp. That was all the reply he had from Billy Bunter.  The fat Owl vanished into the night. 
  “Bunter!” 
  Steele made a few strides in pursuit, but the Owl of the remove was gone, and the puzzled master resumed his cigarette and his stroll. 
  Bunter was running for his life. 
  With his terrified imagination now working at full pressure, Bunter expected every moment to hear the bark of an automatic behind them. 
  Deeply did the fat Owl repent himself of having “given Steele away.” Wharton had warned him to keep silent about the mysterious man of Hogben Grange; ant Bunter had fully intended to do so, only the inordinate length of his tongue had been too much for him.  Now the villain was after him with an automatic—according to Skinner—on the principle that dead men tell no tales. Bunter realized that he had asked for it; but he did not want what he had asked for; very much indeed he did not want it. 
  He fled wildly.
  The gleam of light from a window over the garage came like a beacon of hope to him. 
  He dared not go hear the gates.  There was a certain spot in the the Cloisters where the wall could be negotiated; but Bunter dared not venture into the dark and lonely Cloisters with that awful villain after him. Barnes would let him out.  Barnes, the head’s chauffeur, was really under some obligations to Bunter; at least, in Bunter’s opinion.  Barnes would let him out of the garage gates on the road, and he would be safe. 
  Gasping for breath, Bunter reached the garage. 
  He stopped there, to pump in breath, blink round through his spectacles, and listen for sounds of pursuit. He could hear nothing. But in the January gloom the villain might be at hand for all that. Bunter pictured him creeping through the darkness— he lifted his fat hand to knock, to 
call Barnes’ attention, but remembered in time that a knock might call the attention of anyone else within hearing. So he did not knock. 
  He groped on the door. 
  Barnes had a door opening on how little hall, and the staircase that led up to the room he occupied over the garage.  That was the door at which Bunter had stopped. It was not likely to be locked at that early hour, and Bunter found that it opened to his touch. 
  He opened the door, stepped into the darkness within, and closed the door behind him—softly. 
  He listened again: but if there was any sound of pursuit the closed door shut it off. 
Bunter breathed more freely. 
  He groped silently across to the little staircase that led upward.  With stealthy caution, he crept up step by step.  He dared not call two barns, lest his voice should reach the ears of the desperado who was seeking him.
  The top of the stair gave on a little landing, from which Barnes’ sitting room opened, a bed- room being beyond. 
  From under the door of the room came a glimmer of light. 
  Barnes, evidently, was there. 
  bunter, as he paused and listened, could hear some faint sound of movement in the room,       
  Click!  It was a sound of metal touching metal.  Bunter might have been curious, at any 
 other time, to know what Barnes was up to; but he was too terrified now to be inquisitive. He groped for the handle of the door, turned it and pulled. 
  But it did not open. It was locked on the inside. 
  A startled voice came from within.
  “What — Who is there?” 
  Bunter, frightened and as he was by the imaginary pursuer on his trail, could not help wondering why Barnes had his sitting room door locked.  He heard a sound of a door  hurriedly closed, and of a key that turned.  Then swift footsteps approached the door from within. 
  But the door did not open.  Barnes voice came again, more calmly; 
  “Who is there?”
  “Me !” gasped Bunter “Me, Billy Bunter!” 
  He heard Barnes draw a deep breath on the other side of the door. 
  “Master Bunter! What do you want?” 
  “Let me in, Barnes!” Let me out!” 
  “What?” 
  Probably Barnes was surprised.  Bunter’s request certainly sounded a little mixed. 
  “Barnes! Let me in! I want you to let me out!  Quick!  He’s after me.” 
  The door did not open, however. 
  “You must not come here playing practical jokes, Master Bunter.” said the voice from within, perfectly calm  now. “Go away at once.” 
  “It ain’t a joke!” gasped Bunter. “I’m in danger!  Fearful danger!  I want you to let me out of the garage gate, see?” 
  “Nonsense. 
  “Look here, Barnes—” 
 “Go away at once,” said Barnes, “or I shall complain to your Form-master of your disturbing me in my quarters.” 
  “He ain’t a Form master—he’s a burglar—” 
  “WHAT!” 
  “He’s after me!” gasped Bunter. He was trying to find the keyhole, to speak through it to Barnes, but there was no glimmer of light from the keyhole.  Some think hangin on the inner side of the door covered it. 
  “What do you mean !” came Barnes’ voice again “Who is a burglar Are you mad?”
  “That man Steele——” 
  “Steele?” 
  “Our new Form master! He’s a burglar—he’s the Courtfield cracksman that’s been in all the papers—”
  “What?” gasped Barnes. 
  “I’ve found him out, and he’s after me with a revolver—” 
  “You young idiot.” 
  “O, really, Barnes---” 
  “Go away at once, you young sweep!” 



  “Let ne in, you beast! Let me out,  you rotter! Look here, Barnes, if you don’t let me in, and let me out, I’ll jolly well tell the Head about you taking his car on a joy ride that night at Wharton Lodge---the night of the burglary at Sankey Hall—” 
  Bunter rattled the door handle.  He was getting desperate now. If the villain had tracked him to the garage he might come up the dark stairs behind him at any moment!
  “Let me in, you beast!  I only want you, to let me out at the gate, so that I can go to the police—” 
  “The police?” 
  “And bring them here—” 
  “Bring them here?” gasped Barnes. 
  “Yes: to collar Courtfield cracksman. I say, Barnes, he’s going to shoot me! He’s got on automatic! What have you get your door locked for, you beast? What are you up to? Let me in, Barnes! I—I believe he’s just behind me. 
  Bunter’s voice rose to a howl. 
  The door opened and a flood of light fell from the lighted room. Bunter bolted in, so suddenly that he collided with Barnes and sent that young man staggering. 
  “Shut this door!” he gasped. Lock it!—l believe I heard him on the stairs! Keep him off! Help !” 

                                        THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Handed Over! 

BARNES stood staring at Billy Bunter 
  There was surprise in his face, and anger, too; but something 
more than that it would be hard to define. Barnes’ rather good looking face was generally almost as expressionless as that of a wooden image. But it was tar from expressionless now - 
Bunter had succeeded in disturbing the equanimity of the Head’s quiet and impassive chauffeur. 
  The gleaming of Barnes’ eyes startled Bunter as he blinked at him. It occurred to him that their might be a fierce temper behind that well-conducted young man’s cool self-control. 
  “You young fool!” said Barnes.  He had given a swift glance across the landing to the stairs, and ascertained that no one was following Bunter. 
  “You idiotic little fool!” 
  “Oh, really, Barnes—” gasped Bunter, 
  “Tell me what you mean by coming here like this.  There was a note of menace in Barnes’ voice. More than once you have butted in where you were not wanted.  What does this mean?  Speak, you babbling, fat fool.” 
  Bunter blinked at him, amazed. He almost forgot to be frightened in his astonishment at this change in Barnes’ manner. 
  Never had that excellent and respectful chauffeur forgotten till now his respectful manner towards a Greyfriars man.  Even when Bunter had butted into his room at Wharton Lodge one right in the Christmas holidays, during the Head’s visit there, Barnes had hardly for a moment lost his silky civility. 
  Now it seemed to have dropped from him like a cloak. Barnes was startled and disturbed—it might have been supposed that he was alarmed now.  His voice, usually quiet and well modulated, rasped, and there was a threat in both voice and look. 
  “Do you hear me?” Barnes made a step towards the Owl of the remove, and Bunter jumped back in alarm. —
  “What do you mean by this?” 
  “I—I’ve told you!” gasped Bunter. “That villain is after me——” 
  “No one is after you.” said Barnes. 
  “Sure?” gasped Bunter. 
  “ Yes, you frightened fool.” 
  “Look here, Barnes, you just mind how you talk!” exclaimed Bunter indignantly. “Just remember your position here! You’ll jolly well get the sack if you talk to a Greyfriars man like that!” 
  “I’ve seen this man Steele that you speak of.” Barnes’ eyes were flxed on Bunter’s fat face. “ A new master here, I believe.”
  “Yes!” gasped Bunter. “ Master of the Remove—my Form———” 
  “What do you mean by calling him a cracksman!” 
  “He—he’ is, you know!  He’s the man who burgled Hogben Grange, and—and Sankey Hall in the holidays.  Wharton knows.”  
  “Wharton?” ejaculated Barnes. 
  “Yes. I’ve told all the fellows—I mean, I’ve mentioned it to a few friends, and it’s out—and now he’s after me with an automatic——” 
  “ After you with, an automatic!” repeated Barnes almost dazedly. “In the school?” 
  “Yes!” panted Bunter. 
  “You born idiot!” 
  “Oh, really, Barnes—” 
  “What put it into your fool head that your Form master has any connection with the Courtfield cracksman?” 
  “He—he’s the man, you know. I—I want to go to the police.  I’m going to bring them here. They can handle him.  He was seen hanging about the place, you know, where the burglaries took place. We know he’s the man.  He’s after me. Skinner saw his pistol, and told me———”— 
  “Oh! Some practical joker hiss been pulling your leg.” said Barnes, as if he understood at last, 
  “I tell you I’m going to the police. You let me out by the garage gate, see? I’m coming back with a bobby!” gasped Bunter.  “They’llbe jolly glad to get news that the Courtfield cracksman is skulking at Greyfriars, and I’m going to tell them so.” 
  Barnes started. 
  “You are going to tell them that at the police station— if you get there?” 
  “Yes, rather! It’s true.” 
  Barnes’ look was strange as he gazed at the fat junior. But the angry menace died out of his face. 
  Like a mask that is resumed the smooth impassivity returned to his face, the deferential respect to his manner. 
  “I am afraid you have been deceived, Master Bunter, by a practical joker.” he said. “Your Headmaster would be very angry if you went to the police station with such a story.” 
  “Not when he knew it was true—” 
  Barnes smiled faintly. 
  “It is some absurd mistake, or a joke.” he said. “Certainly I cannot let you out of the school after lock-up: it is as much as my place is worth. You had better go back to the house at once,” 
  “I— I darent !” gasped Bunter. 
  “Nonsene.” said Barnes. “As you have come to my rooms, Master Bunter, I will take you back.” 
  “I won’t go !“ roared Bunter in alarm 
  “I think you will!” said Barnes quietly. 
  He took hold of Bunter’s fat arm. Barnes was rather a slim young man, but his grip was like steel. “Come !” he said. 
  “I——I won’t!” yelled Bunter. “Leggo! I say, that villain’s hunting for Inc this minute! We may run into him. Leggo!” 
  “This way.” said Barnes quietly. 
  Bunter had to go, with that grip on his arm. Barnes led him down the dusky staircase, and out of the building. 
  “Oh, you beast!” gasped Bunter, wriggling wildly in the grasp of the Head’s chauffeur. “I tell you I won’t go!  I’m not going to be murdered to please you—” 
  Barnes led him onward regardless. 
  “I won’t go!” howled Bunter 
  But though Billy Bunter stated that he would not go, he went—wriggling and struggling, but he went. 
  Barnes led him back to the house, inexorably.  There was no doubt that Dr. Locke would have been greatly disturbed had Bunter reached the police station at Courtfield with so extraordinary a statement to make concerning a Greyfriars master.  Perhaps Barnes desired to spare his employer that annoyance.  At all events, he obviously intended to take care that Bunter did not get to Courtfield. 
  So far from letting him out of the school by way of the garage, he was leading him back to the House, to hand him over to his Form master—like a sheep to the slaughter. 
  The door stood open, the light streaming out into the dusky quad. Richard Steele stood in the doorway, looking out.  He was speaking to Wingate of the Sixth, 
  “A Remove boy is out of the House, Wingate.” His voice came to Barnes and Bunter as they approached. “I came on him—Bunter of the Remove.” 
  “Shall I look for him, sir?” asked the prefect. 
  “I think he had better be looked for.” said the Remove master. “He ran away when I called to him, and—” 
  He broke off, as two figures came into the light from the doorway. 
  “Here he is, sir.” said Wingate. 
  “Leggo!” yelled Bunter. “I won’t go in— Yow-ow!”
  “What on earth’s the matter with the kid ?” exclaimed Wingate, in astonishment. 
  Barnes propelled the fat junior into the doorway. There he released him. 
  “I thought I had better bring this boy back, air.” he said, touching his hat to Mr. Steele. “He came to the garage and asked me to let him out of the school—” 
  “Upon my word!” ejaculated Steele.
  “He seems to have been frightened by some practical joker, sir,” said Barnes, “it seemed to me best to bring him back to the House.” 
  “Quite right, Barnes.” said the Remove master, “Thank you very much!” 
  “Not at all, sir.”  
  And Barnes touched his hat again, and faded away into the gloom. 
  Steele turned to Bunter. 
  “Now, Bunter what— Goodness gracious! Stop him, Wingate!” 
  Bunter dodged desperately. 
  Escape from the house was cut off by the master and the prefect. Bunter ran for the Head’s study. 
  “Wingatn made a jump after him— too late.  Bunter flew. 
  “Bunter! Stop!” shouted Mr. Steele. 
  “Is the kid potty 7” gasped Wingate, amazed. 
  “Extremely stupid, at all events!” said Steele, and he hurried after the Owl of the Remove. 
Bunter ran for his life.  He reached the door of the Head’s study well ahead of the Form master. He did not stop to knock at the door. Awe of the head master was completely forgotten in his dread of the Form master behind him. He burst the door open and rushed blindly in, and Richard Steele reached the doorway behind him, in time to see the grave and reverend head of 
Greyfriars jump to his feet with a startled exclamation. 

                                             THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                   A Surprise for the Head!

“BLESS my soul!” 
  Dr. Locke stared at Bunter as if unable to believe his eyes. 
  What — what — what —” he ejaculated. 
  “Save me !” yelled Bunter. 
  “What—what?” 
  “Keep him off!”
  “What?” exclaimed the bewildered Head. “What is the matter? Keep whom off? What do you mean?” 
  “Ow! Help!  He’s after me!” shrieked Bunter, as the athletic figure, of the Remove master appeared in the doorway. 
  “Bunter—Mr. Steele! What—what does—” The Head stared from one to the other like a man in a dream. 
  Steele stepped quietly into the study. Bunter bolted past the head’s writing-table, and took refuge behind the majestic figure of Dr. Locke. 

  

“Keep him off !” he roared. 
  “Bless my soul!” gasped the Head. “Mr. Steele, what is the matter? Why is this boy frightened? What— what has happened?” 
  “Nothing, sir, except that, this boy appears to be incredibly stupid.” said the new master of the Remove. “Someone has been frightening him with a ridiculous story, and he appears to be hysterical.” 
  “I ain’t !” yelled Bunter. “Don’t you believe hin, sir!  He’s a cracksman—he’s got an automatic—”
  “A — a — a cracksman!” gasped the Head. “Mr. Steele a cracksman! What do you mean by a cracksnan?  ! 
  “A—a—a burglar, sir!” 
  “A burglar!” said the Head dazedly . “Mr. Steele a burglar! Are you out of your senses, Bunter?” 
  “Keep him off! He’s got an automatic! Skinner saw him hiding it under his coattails when he was looking for me—” 
  “You utterly absurd boy!” exclaimed the Head. 
  The expression of deep annoyance on Mr. Steele’s face broke into a smile. Probably the idea of anyone hunting Bunter up and down Greyfriars with an automatic pistol, hidden under his coattails appealed to his sense of humour.
  Mr Steele,’ gasped the Head, as you are new and perhaps not fully acquainted with your Form I may mention that this boy is extraordinarily stupid—” 
  “I have noticed that, too, sir.” 
  “And the boy Skinner has several times been punished for perpetrating reckless and 
unfeeling practical jokes.” 
  “I have noticed that proclivity in Skinner, sir. I will deal with Skinner, who has evidently been frightening this foolish boy.” 
  “Bunter! Go away at once with Mr. Steele—” 
  “I—I daren’t !“ spluttered Bunter. “He’s a cracksman; he’s the Courtfield cracksman! He tried to get me to his study for extra toot, to blow my brains out—” 
  “Upon my word!” ejaculated Steele. 
  “This passes all patience!” exclaimed the Head. “Mr. Steele, you will deal severely with the boy who has frightened Bunter to this absurd extent!”
  “Certainly, sir !” 
  “Telephone for the police !“ howled Bunter. “They want him! Old Grimes will jump at the chance, sir! He can’t get hold of the Courtfield cracksman! He doesn’t know that he’s hiding at. 
Greyfriars.” 
  “Silence!” thundered the Head. “How dare you make such ridiculous suggestions, Bunter?” 
  “It’s true, sir!” wailed Bunter, 
  “True !” repeated the Head. “I begin to fear, Bunter, that you are not merely stupid—that you are out of your right senses.” 
  “Wharton knows, sir! All the fellows know! And Skinner saw him hiding the pistol under his coat-tails—” 
  “Silence!” 
  Dr. Locke took Bunter by a fat shoulder, and twirled him across to Steele. 
A terrific yell burst from Bunter, 
  “Yaroooh! Help! Help!”
  “Will you be silent!” almost shrieked the Head. 
  “Help! Help!” 
  “I am truly sorry, sir, that you should have been disturbed and troubled like this.” said Steele. “I will take this absurd boy away at once.” 
  “Please do!” gasped the Head. “I think it will be advisable for a doctor to see him, perhaps. Use your own judgment, Steele.” 
  The Remove master hooked Bunter out of the head’s study, and closed the door.  Bunter quaked in his grasp. 
  “Oh dear! Help! I—I say, sir, let me off ! I—I won’t say a word about you if you spare my life !” yelled Bunter. 
“You stupid boy, be silent I” 
  “I’ll keep mum!” howled Bunter, “I won’t go to the police! I swear I won’t, sir! I’ll deny having seen you burgling Hogben Grange, if you like. I’ll tell everybody it was some other fellow, not a bit like you, sir. I will really! Ow! Leggo! Help!” 
  “You—you saw—what?” gasped Steele. 
  “I didn’t, sir ! I wasn’t there! I never saw you that night at Hogben Grange, sir—it was all a j-j-joke!” stuttered Bunter. “I haven’t said a ward about it, sir! Not a syllable!  And I’ll take it all back, sir! Every word !” 
  Steele’s eyes glinted at the quavering Owl. 
  “Am I to understand, Bunter, that it was you who spread this ridiculous story, and not Wharton, as I supposed?” 
“Oh!  No, sir!  It wasn’t me!  I never said a word! Besides, I told the fellows in confidence! Strict confidence, sir! Made ‘en all swear not to tell a soul! I did really, sir!  Besides, I never mentioned the matter at all! Not a syllable passed my lips !” 
  “ So it was you !“ 
  “No!” howled Bunter. “I keep on telling you it wasn’t me! D-d-don’t shoot me, p-please!” 
  “Be quiet, Bunter! Cannot you understand that you have nothing to fear, that it is an absurd mistake?” said Steele gently. 
  “Is—is —is it, sir?” gasped Bunter, blinking at him. 
  “Certainly it is. Calm yourself at once.” 
  “Oh dear!” gasped Bunter. I— I shouldn’t wonder if that beast Skinner was pulling my leg!  He’s always pulling somebody’s leg! Oh dear !” 
  “I shall deal with Skinner for that.” said Mr. Steele grimly. “ I shall not punish you, Bunter, on this occasion, as you have evidently been deceived and frightened. But you must never act like this again, or I shall cane you very severely.” 
  Bunter blinked at the master in doubt and apprehension.  Even Bunter realised at last, that, cracksman or not, he was in no danger from the Form master. Certainly there was no sign of an automatic, either hidden under the coat-tails or elsewhere. 
  “C-c-can I go, sir?” gasped Bunter.
  “You may go!”
  Bunter scuttled away down the corridor.  
  His fat mind was greatly relieved at getting off so light from the “Courtfield cracksman” whom he still continued to think, in spite of everything, Mr Richard Steele was.  Another consolation Bunter had— Skinner was for it!  
  It would serve the beast right; it would teach him a much needed lesson. 
  Meanwhile, Mr. Richard Steele proceeded at a leisurely pace, to his study, where he selected a stou. cane.  Then he proceeded to the Remove passage to call on Skinner. That humorous youth had enjoyed his little joke at Bunter’s expense, and now, after the feast, the reckoning was due, 


                                                THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                           Six for Skinner! 

“HA, ha ha!” 
  “It’s too jolly bad!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “That ass Bunter—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  There was a buzz of voices and a sound of laughter in the Remove passage. Skinner had been retailing his little jest on Bunter, and it evoked much merriment in the Remove. 
  “But where’s the fat idiot now?” asked Harry Wharton.  
  “Half-way to Courtfield by this time if he got out!” said Skinner cheerfully. “He may come back with a bobby.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “It’s too thick.” said Bob. “The fat idiot will get into an awful row. It’s too thick, Skinner.”  
  “Thanks for you opinion, old bean,” yawned Skinner. “Though I rather think it’s like those things in the advertisements—of no value to anyone but the owner” 
  “It wasn’t a bad wheeze” said the Bounder. “If they send a bobby back with Bunter it will be a show-up for Steele, at any rate.” 
  “Not unless he’s the giddy cracksman.” said Hazeldene. 
  “Well, he is the giddy cracksman.” Said Vernon-Smith. 
  “Rot !” said Bob. “If he had anything to fear be would bolt! Well, has he bolted?” 
  “Wait till the bobby comes!” said Vernon-Smith. “I dare say he’ll bolt last enough when he sees him. I only hope they’ll have sense enough to send a bobby back with Bunter.” 
  “The Head will have a fit if they do!” said Snoop. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s the jolly old porpoise!”
  All eyes were turned on Billy Bunter as he came breathlessly up the staircase. 
  “Got that bobby?” chuckled Bob. 
  “Nunno! I—I couldn’t get out! That beast Barnes wouldn’t let me out by the garage, and he brought me back to the House!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “You silly ass!” growled the Bounder. Smithy, at all events, was disappointed that Bunter had not reached the police station. 
  “Oh, really, Smithy! 1—I went to the Head.” said Bunter. “Steele let me alone after that. The Head didn’t believe me.” 
  “Not really?” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Such a likely story, too!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “The Head is a doubting Thomas!” said Bob “Try him again, Bunter—go and tell him next that old Prout is a pirate—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry! It’s jolly well true—Wharton knows it is! He was there with me and saw Steele burgling Hogben Grange, only he won’t say so.” 
  “You silly owl!” said Wharton. 
  “And Steele never had an automatic!” said Bunter plaintively. “Skinner was pulling my leg! He said he saw Steele hunting for me with an automatic hidden under his coat-tails, and—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors. 
  “And you believed that?” chortled Bob. 
  “Well, knowing Steele to be a dangerous cracksman, you know—” said Bunter. “Cracksmen always have automatics, I believe. They always do in Coker’s detective novels. I’ve read a lot of them. They always have them on the pictures, too.” 
  “Hallo, hallo. hallo! Here comes the Greyfriars edition of Charley Peace!”  murmured Bob. 
There was a hush in this talk and laughter as Mr. Steele was seen coming up the Remove staircase. It was noticed with some uneasiness that he carried a cane under his arm. 
  The juniors eyed him curiously, eagerly. There was something intensely interesting in a man against whom such an extraordinary charge was brought. The Bounder and Skinner might believe that charge, for their own reasons; and many fellows might feel doubts. But to the greater part of the Remove the accusation seemed much more than doubtful. Their opinions swayed one way and the other varying from time to time; but on the whole, there was a general inclination to regard the charge as “rot,” especially now the fellows knew that Bunter had told the Head. Obviously, the Head had totally disregarded it, and the juniors, naturally, had great respect for their headmaster’s judgment. 
  But the story, whether well-founded or unfounded, made Steele a figure or unusual interest. 
He gave the group of juniors a pleasant smile and nod. Harry Wharton stepped back towards the open door of Study No. 1, 
  “Do not go, please, Wharton.” said Steele. Even the merest trifle never seemed to escape Steele’s eyes. 
  Wharton remained, with a cold and rather grim expression on his face. He had not forgotten that talk in the Form-room, and his resentment was as keen as ever. 
  “Skinner!” said Steele. 
  “Yes, sir?” mumbled Skinner uneasily. He did not like the look in the keen grey eye that singled him out. 
  “You appear to have told Bunter a ridiculous story and frightened him into breaking the rules of the House, and acting in a very absurd manner, even to the length of disturbing the Headmaster.” 
  “It was only a joke, sir.” said Skinner, in alarm. 
  “A false statement made to a foolish boy is not a joke, Skinner. You must learn to keep your humorous proclivities within the bounds of the truth. I trust, Skinner, that six strokes of this cane will help you to remember that.” 
  Skinner looked sullen and savage. 
  “You will bend over, Skinner,” said Steele. 
  “Don’t!” whispered the Bounder, in sarcastic imitation of Skinner’s advice to himself in Form-room that morning. 
  Smithy certainly did not intend Steele to overhear that whisper. But the new master’s ears seemed to be as keen as his eyes. 
“Vernon-Smith, how dare you advise a boy to disobey his master? Take five hundred lines of Virgil, and bring them to me by Wednesday afternoon!” 
  The Bounder scowled blackly. 
  “Now, Skinner—” 
  Skinner, unwillingly and sullenly bent over. The juniors looked on in silence, while the cane swished. As a Form waster, Steele was only handing out what might have been expected. As a cracksman, he had no right to punish Skinner at all.  Opinions differed and varied. But, whichever he was, it was all one to the hapless Skinner; he had to take the six, and he took them, 
  Skinner, the castigation over, limped into his study, looking—as Bob Cherry remarked afterwards—like a demon in a pantomime. Steele tucked the cane under his arm again, and turned to Harry Wharton, a pleasant smile on his face. 
  “Wharton, I have to ask your pardon.” he said. 
  Wharton started. 
  “Mine, sir? I don’t understand.” 
  “I had the impression that you had spread this absurd story in the Form, of which Skinner took advantage to frighten that foolish boy Bunter.” said Steele. “I have since learned that Bunter was the foolish tattler; and I regret very much that I did not accept your assurance.” 
  “Oh!” ojaculated Wharton. 
  “I was aware,” continued Steele, to the blank amazement of the Remove, that Bunter was with you tho night you saw me, under somewhat peculiar circumstances, at Hogben Grange last term.”
  Wharton caught his breath, and the Removites stared. The man was coming out plain with it. Was he going to explain, after all, and prove that it was all moonshine? 
  Steele seemed unconscious of the sensation his words had caused.  He continued to address Wharton in the same pleasant tone. 
  “As Bunter did not recognise me during the first week of the term, and as 1 was aware that you had done so, Wharton, I think there is some excuse for my error.” he said. “I conclude, from what I have now learned, that Bunter must have forgotten me for a time and remembered me later.” 
  “Yes, sir!” gasped Wharton. 
  “I am sorry I doubted your assurance, Wharton!  I ask your pardon.” 
  “Oh, sir, it—it’s all right!” 
  “Very good !”
  “I haven’t said a word, sir, as I said I wouldn’t!” said Harry, colouring. “But I’m glad you’ve spoken of it, sir, as it’s been jolly awkward for me ever since Bunter let it out.” 
  “I quite understand that,” said Steele, with a nod. “1 should have preferred this absurd story not to have become tho talk of my Form, but since it has become so you are at liberty to speak as freely as you like. I trust the whole ridiculous matter will soon be forgotten.” 
  With that Mr. Steele went down the Remove staircase and vanished. There was silence in the passage, broken by a groan from Skinner’s study. Skinner seemed to be suffering from his “six,” and his sense of humor was, for the present, completely in abeyance 
  “Well,” said Bob Cherry at last, with a deep breath, “the jolly old sportsman makes no bones about it!” 
  “The bonefulness is not terrific.” 
  “So you promised not to tell on him, Harry?” said Johnny Bull. “Well, you can cough it up now. He was the man you saw at Hogben Grange the night of the burglary?” 
  “He’s told you so himself now,” said Harry. “Yes!” 
  “Well, it beats Banagher.” said Bob Cherry. “I can’t make head or tail of it; but he’s all right—straight as a string.” 
  “Gammon!” said the Bounder. “I fancy he won’t stay here long enough to ask for my lines. Most likely he’ll be gone in the morning, and the Heads silver along with him,” 
  There was a laugh at that; but some of the fellows wondered whether the Bounder was right. 
He did not prove to be. Next morning Richard Steele was still at Greyfriars, taking the Remove as usual. Cracksnan or no cracksman, obviously he was not going to bolt. 
— 
                                        THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER

                                                Trouble In the Remove! 
“IT’S true!” 
  “It isn’t!” 
  “It’s as plain as anything.”
  “It’s all rot!” 
  These expressions of opinion, and many more like them, were bandied about in the Remove during the following days. 
  The first signal of excitement caused by Bunter’s revelation had died away, but a keen interest in the matter remained.
  Harry Wharton & Co., and most of their friends, took the view that the master of the remove was straight; through they did not profess to be able to explain certain mysterious circumstances connected with him, and perhaps now and then felt some twinge of doubt cross their own minds. 
  The Bounder, on the other hand, headed the party that believed the story fully and completely, and persisted in looking on Richard Steele as a particularly cunning and astute criminal. 
  Most of the Form, perhaps, had more or less open minds on the subject , and what they thought on the subject varied from one day to another. —
  Harry Wharton pointed out, that if Steele was not what he seemed, he must have deluded the Head and the governors, as well as Inspector Grimes of Courtfield— which was practically impossible.  The Bounder took the disrespectful view that the Head was an old donkey whom anybody could deceive; that the governors were no better—in fact, rather worse; and that Inspector Grimes was a priceless chump, and proved as much by being taken in by Steele. 
  As it was impossible to investigate the facts, fellows believed or disbelieved, as the spirit moved them; but the opinion of the majority inclined to the view that a Greyfriars master couldn’t possibly be a breaker of the law. 
  Wharton pointed out, further, that even if the Head had been deluded by a cunning imposter, he had now been told; Bunter had told him. That should have opened his eyes. To which the Bounder rejoined that every fellow knew that schoolmasters go through life with their eyes shut to all things outside school matters. 
  So there were two adverse minorities in the form, and a majority that had not made of its mind one way or the other. 
  Billy Bunter, of course, belonged to the Bounder’s party. That Steele was a rascal of the deepest die admitted of no doubt, to Bunter’s mind— for Steele made him work! 
  Bunter had had his extra toot, and some more extra toot to follow, and he had to admit that Steele had not produced an automatic in his study, and it was obvious that Steele had not blown Bunter’s brains out. That, indeed in the opinion of the Remove, was impossible. You couldn’t, as Peter Todd observed, blow out something that wasn’t there! 
  A Form master who made a lot of fuss if a fellow mixed up Thomas Cromwell with Oliver Cromwell, who gave a fellow lines for asserting that it was Pontius Pilate who said “ Take away that bauble” ; was, in Bunter’s opinion, capable of anything—from cracking cribs to cannibalism.
  Bunter’s opinion, certainly, was never valued in the Greyfriars Remove.  But the Bounder was a man of weight in the Form, and he always had a following.  Skinner & Co. backed up the Bounder heartily; not so much, perhaps, because they believed the worst of Richard Steele, but because Steele was in authority and Skinner & Co. were up against authority.  The discipline of the Form certainly suffered. 
  A schoolmaster rules more by prestige and by the habit of obedience to authority, than anything else; and such a story about a master could not fail his position in these respects. Fellows declared that they weren’t going to kow-tow to a dashed cracksman, and weren’t going to be jawed and licked by a man the police were after. 
  There was a curtain quiet determination in the gentleman with the square jaw that prevented this sort of thing going much beyond words uttered out of his hearing, but it had its effect on the Form. Skinner & Co.  Were as impertinent as they dared to be; and the Bounder, who was reckless, and had unbounded audacity, went further. it was not always easy for Steele, alert as he was, to put “ paid” to the Bounder. 
  “You selecting the tripe for the literature class this afternoon, Wharton?” Smithy asked a few days later. 
  “Yes; Steele’s asked me to,” answered Harry. 
  “Good!” said Smithy. 
  “Why good?” asked Harry. Wharton had often been given this task in Quelch’s time; but he had never known the Bounder to take any interest in it before.  The Bounder had no great taste for any sort of literature that did not deal with either horses or pounds, shillings, and pence. 
  “Well, I’ve been reading some of Hood’s poems, and if Steele leaves it to you there’s one about Eugene Aram —quite good stuff.” said Smithy. “Put it up to me to read ou in r;la..cs—I’m going in for elocution, and I want to show off and show Steele how I can do it.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
 “Right-ho !” he assented. 
  And it was so! 
  In English literature that afternoon it dawned upon the captain of the Remove that the Bounder had pulled his leg, and drawn him into his campaign of ragging Steele. 
The flounder was put up to read out the poem, and when he came to the last lines, describing the arrest of the secret criminal who had been exposed at last, his look and voice took on a very special significance. 

             And Eugene Aram walked between, 
             with gyves upon his wrist!” 

  The Bounder bestowed a wink on the glass as he finished with the line, and then stared directly at SteeIe, making it quite unmistakable what he intended to imply. 
  There was a gasp from the Remove. 
  They fully expected Steele to pick up his cane and order the audacious Smithy to bend over. 
  But the new master of the Remove was not to be caught so easily. It was not hi cue to appear to see the Bounder’s implication, through every fellow in the Form knew that he could see it. 
Not by the flicker of a muscle did steal betray any consciousness of the fact that the Bounder was gibing at him. 
  Harry Wharton knitted his brow, realising that the unscrupulous Bounder had made use of him to score off Steele; and he gave Smithy an angry look—for which Smithy cared nothing at all. 
  Smithy waited for the thunderbolt. He would not have objected to punishment—a punishment that would have been obviously unjust. For there was, of course, no proof that he was directing a shaft at the Form master. 
  But there was no thunderbolt.  The pleasant smile on Mr Steele’s face remained unchanged. 
  “Very good,” said Steele. “Very good indeed! Now we will discuss this work which Vernon Smith has delivered so creditably.” 
  Smithy was disappointed. At the same time it was agreed that the Bounder had “got away with it” this time. Steele, the juniors told one another afterward, must have been frightfully sick, and all the more so because he couldn’t pin the Bounder down. 
  There were some high words in the Rag on the subject. Wharton was angry, as he had a right to be. 
  “That was a dirty trick, Smithy.” he said bluntly. “You were taking me in, and Steele might think that I was in it against him.” 
  I’m not bothering about what Steele thinks!” yawned the Bounder. 
  “Well, I think—” 
  “I’m not bothering with what you think, either.” said the Bounder coolly. 
  Wharton compressed his lips. 
  “I’ve a jolly good mind—” he began. 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith laughed. 
  “With or without gloves?” he inquirod. “All the same to me.” 
  “Oh, rats!” grunted Wharton, turning away. It was not worth scrapping about; but Wharton was left feeling rather sore. 
  The Bounder having got away with it, Billy Bunter was inspired by his evil genius to follow his example. Bunter, too, wanted to be admired by the Form for his nerve, his audacity, and for scoring off Steele. The Bounder had not been caned, or even jawed, and Bunter expected the same happy result in his own case.  He was not aware that he lacked the wary sagacity of the Bounder, and he proceeded to exemplify once nore the truth of that ancient saying that fools rush in where angels fear to tread. In the literature class fellows were allowed to suggest works, and that gave Bunter the chance he wanted for distinguishing himself. 
  “Please, sir, may we have ‘Raffles’?” asked Bunter eagerly, on the very next occasion when the Remove gave up an hour of their valuable time to English literature. 
  “‘Raffles’!” repeated Mr. Steele, raising his eyebrows. 
  “Yes, sir—Raffles, the amateur cracksman. sir” said Bunter. “It’s fine, sir—all about cracking cribs, and burglaries——just what you would like, sir.” 
  “What?” 
  “It’s about a nan who was a cracksman and pretended to be something else, sir, just like you, sir—” 
  “Whaa-t ?” 
  “I—I mean—” gasped Bunter, realising too late that he had expressed it rather unfortunately. 
  “Bunter !” 
  “Oh dear I—I mean, not just like you, sir!” gasped Bunter. “Not a bit like you, sir! That’s what I really meant to say.” 
  “Is this intended for impertinence, Bunter?” inquired Mr. Steele, taking up his cane. 
  “Oh, no, sir! I’m not pulling your leg, sir.” stuttered Bunter. “I never thought of asking for  ‘Raffles’ sir, because you’re a cracksman, too, sir! It never entered my mind.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Silence! Bunter, step out before the Form.” 
  “Wha-a-at for, sir?” 
  “I am going to cane you, Bunter, for impertinence.” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  Mr. Steele swished the cane. 
  “I am waiting. Bunter.” 
  “B-b-but it ain’t fair, sir.” wailed Bunter, “You never caned Smithy last tine, sir.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “If you do not step out immediately, Bunter—” said Richard Steele in a deep voice. 
  Bunter hopped out in a great hurry. 
  Swish, swish 
  They were quite light strokes; probably Mr. Steele had mercy on an unfortunate youth who was so severely handicapped in the way of intellect. But the Bull of Bashan had nothing on Bunter as he proceeded to express his feelings after those two flicks. 
  “Silence !” rapped out Steele. “Cease that absurd noise, Bunter.” 
  “Yaroooh! Yooop !” 
  “Another sound, and I shall cane you severely.” 
  There was not another sound. Bunter found that he could bear his injuries in silence. But until the Remove were dismissed William George Bunter sat and looked daggers at Steele. The Bounder had got away with it, and Bunter couldn’t see why he shouldn’t have got away with it likewise. He felt that it was unjust. 
  When the Remove went out many of the juniors were chuckling. Bunter looked woebegone and wrathful. 
  “I say, you fellows, jevver hear of such an unjust beast?” complained. “Letting Smithy off the other day and taking it out of me.” 
  Then the Bounder made his little mistake. 
  “He can take it out of you, fatty, because you don’t matter. He will think twice before he takes it out of me.”
  “Unfortunately for Smithy, Mr. Steele was following the Remove out of the Form-room. 
  “Vernon-Smith.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” The Bounder spun round. “ Yes, sir?” 
  “I heard your remark, Vernon-Smith.” For once the good-tempered master of the Remove looked really angry. 
  “Indeed, sir.” said Smithy, breathing hard. His remark had been pure swank, and certainly not intended for Steele’s cars. 
  “Your words implied, Vernon-Smith, that your Form-master punishes one boy for a fault that, he overlooks in another —that he is unjust.” 
  Vernon-Smith looked dogged.  He was “for it,” but he was not the fellow to retract what he had said., 
  “Do you think so, sir?” he said. 
  “Your words could have no other meaning, Vernon-Smith. If, however, you were only speaking foolishly and thoughtlessly I am willing to accept your apology.” 
  The Bounder set his lips. 
  “I’m not apologising, sir!” 
  “Then you meant what you said ?” 
  “I generally do, sir!” drawled the Bounder. 
  “Very well. Stop into the Form-room again, Vernon-Smith!” 
  The Bounder, with a hard, set face, went back into the Form-room. The juniors in the passage heard the cane fall six times in succession—in strokes very different from those that. Bunter had received. 
  When Smithy came out again he was almost white, and his eyes were burning. One look at his face warned the other fellows not to speak to him then, even in the way of condolence. But Bunter, of course, was blind to the danger-signals. 
  “I say, Smithy—” said Bunter cheerfully.  
  The Bounder glared at ham. 
  “Did it hurt, old chap?” asked Bunter. 
  Bump! 
  “Yaroooogh!” roared Bunter, as he rolled along the passage. The Bounder stamped away, leaving him roaring, 

                                  THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                        Downy! 

“WHO did that?” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, my hat!”  
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Rub it out before Steele comes in !” 
  “Let it alone !” 
  “Look here! There’ll be a frightful row—” 
  “Let it alone !“ snapped the Bounder. It was third lesson a day or two later. The Remove had come in; but Steele, on his way to the Form-room, was delayed. Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, whose Form were not in yet, had caught him in the passage, and stopped him for a few minutes chat. Prout had a way of waylaying other masters in the passages for a little chat, and Steele, being a new man at Greyfriars, was not so wary as the rest of the staff, 
  So for those few minutes the Remove had their Form-room to themselves. And the first object that met their view, as they trooped in, was the big blackboard, standing on its easel, with a chalk drawing almost filling its space. 
  The drawing was rather cleverly done, and it represented a burglar kneeling at a safe, with a policeman just behind, about to drop his hand on the malefactor’s shoulder, 
  Someone, evidently, had “sneaked” into the Form-room while the other follows were out in break, and executed that chalk drawing on the blackboard, to greet Steele’s eyes when he came in, 
  Most of the fellows could guess who it was. Skinner of the Remove was remarkably clever with pencils and chalks. 
  “You did that, Skinner!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Think so?” yawned Skinner. 
  “Well, didn’t you ? ” 
  “How could I, when three fellows are prepared to swear that I never came near the House during break ?“ asked Skinner, 
  Which three?” asked Harry Wharton suspiciously. 
  “Smithy, Snoop, and Stott.”  
  “He, he, he!” came from Billy Bunter. That cackle expressed Bunter’s opinion of the value of the three witnesses—an opinion that, for once, was shared by all the Remove. 
  “Well, I suppose Steele doesn’t know you draw, as he’s new here.” said Frank Nugent.   “You’re too slack to draw well in class,” 
  “It would be rather unjust to pick on me, I think.” said Skinner blandly. “Anyhow, I’ve got my witnesses, luckily.” 
  “The luckfulness is terrific, and the whopperfulness is also great !” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Look here! Rub it out!” said Harry Wharton. “Steele will be awfully sick if he sees it.” 
  “Let him be!” said the Bounder.  “Whoever did that intended to make the rotter sick—and you’ve no right to interfere. Let it alone !” 
  “Well, as head boy—” 
  “Oh don’t come the head boy game now!” snapped the Bounder. “Mind your own business for once, you blessed little Eric!”
  Wharton coloured. 
  “I can tell you that Steele’s too downy not to find out who did it. The man’s booked for a row !” he said angrily. 
  “Well, that needn’t worry you,” said Skinner. “Let it alone !” 
  “You’d better—” 
  “Oh, rats !” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes the downy bird!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the Form master’s footsteps were heard in the corridor, and there was a rush of the Removites to their places. 
  Steele came into the Form-room. 
  He gave a glance first at the flushed and excited faces of tho Remove, which told him plainly enough that something was “on.” Then he glanced at the blackboard. 
  For a moment he stood quite still, staring at the scene depicted in chalk. The Remove waited breathlessly. For that breathless moment a pin might have been heard to drop in the Form- room. 
  Steele scanned the chalk drawing intently, as if interested in the draughtsmanship. Then he turned to the Form. His face was cool and calm, as usual, but there was a glint in the grey eyes that boded trouble for the artist if Steele discovered him. 
  “A very good drawing.” said Steele pleasantly. “There is at least one boy in my Form who can draw, if he would takp the trouble. A pity he does not reserve his efforts for the proper time and place.” 
  Skinner felt a qualm. Did the downy beast know he could draw? It seemed to him that the grey eyes lingered on him. 
  “But, clever as that drawing is, ” went on Steele, “I am afraid that I must punish the artist—rather severely. That drawing is intended as an insult to the master of this Form. The boy who chalked on the blackboard will kindly stand out.” 
  Silence !
  “I order that boy to stand out before the Formm said new master of the Remove. 
  No one stirred. 
  Steele came a little nearer to the Form, and his keen eyes searched face after face. 
  The juniors sat tight. The Bounder ventured on a cheeky grin, rather hoping that Steele would suspect him and pick on him. All the Remove could have witnessed that such a drawing was beyond Smithy’s powers, and he would have been pleased to see the new master jump to conclusions and make a fool of himself. 
  But Steele did not pick on the Bounder. Perhaps he had observed more of the powers and capacities of the members of his Form than the juniors supposed. The Remove were to learn that there were few things, if any, that escaped that mysterious Form master’s penetration. 
From face to face Steele’s keen eyes travelled, many of the juniors flush in consciously under it. Some of them met Steele’s look squarely, others dropped their eyes — among them Skinner. Billy Bunter crimsoned and spluttered under that searching gaze— not with the fear of detection, as a less keen master than Steele might have concluded, but with the fear of being suspected. 
  “Please, sir, it wasn’t me !” gasped Bunter. 
Steele smiled. 
  “I am quite sure that it was not you, Bunter.” he remarked. “I am sure you are incapable of that—” 
  “Oh, yes, sir!” gaspel Bunter. 
  “Or anything else requiring cleverness.” added Steele. 
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter. 
  Steele finished his inspection, and stepped back. 
  The Remove waited for him to speak. How he was going to detect the culprit, unless he had the penetrating powers of a professional detective, nobody in the Remove could see.  Even if he had observed that Skinner was clever at drawing, there was nothing in that to punish a fellow on. 
  “Once more,” said Steele, “I order the boy who was guilty of this act of insolence to step out !” 
  There was no movement. 
  “No takers!” murmured the Bounder, and some of the juniors tittered. 
  “This,” said Steele, indicating the blackboard, “is a very clever chalk drawing. But a boy handling chalks, and desiring to conceal the fact, should ho very careful—very careful indeed. He should take care not in get a smudge of chalk on his waistcoat.” 
  Skinner’s hand flew to his waistcoat before he knew what he was doing.
  “Oh!” gasped the Remove. 
  Skinner,” thundered Steele, “stand out!” 
  Almost trembling, the wretched Skinner dragged himself out before the class. 
  “Your work, I think, Skinner?” said Mr. Steele, with another gesture towards the blackboard. 
  “I—I didn’t know—I —I never meant —I----I—1—” stammered Skinner incoherently. 
  “You do not display such skill as this in the drawing class, Skinner.” 
  “I am afraid you are to slack to make an effort, Skinner, unless you have an ill natured and disrespectful motive.” said Steele, shaking his head. “I shall speak to the drawing master, 
and tell him that he may expect better things of you
 “I—I—I————” 
  “What excuse have you to offer, Skinner?”
  “I—I—I’m sorry, sir!” gasped Skinner. “I—I never meant— I’d never have done it, sir; but another fellow gave me the tip to do it, as I can draw, sir. I—I’m awfully sorry, sir—” 
  “No doubt— now!” said Steele. 
  “You have reason to be sorry, Skinner— unlike the boy who inspired this work of art, and who now sits in safety will you take your punishment.”
  Up jumped the Bounder. 
  “It was I, sir!” 
  “Good old Smithy!” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  Steele’s glance turned on the Bounder.  To the surprise of the Bounder, and of the whole Form his look was not unkindly. 
  “It was you, Vernon-Smith!” 
  “Yes, sir,” said the bounder doggedly. “I put Skinner up to it—I’d have done it myself if I could draw.” 
  “A very frank confession.” said Steele. “You may sit down, Vernon-Smith.” 
  The Bounder stared at him.  He had fully expected, when he owned up, to get the larger share of what punishment was going.  Apparently, however, Steele did not intend to punish him.  He dropped rather linply on his Form. 
  “Skinner!” 
  “Ye-e-es, sir!” moaned Skinner.  The Bounder might face a severe licking with cool hardihood: but not so Skinner.  The prospect of “six” from the young masters hefty arm made Skinner fairly cringe. 
  “Take the duster!”
  “The — duster!”  stammered Skinner 
   “Yes, and rub the blackboard clean.” 
  Skinner blinked at him, took the duster, and obeyed. The “work of art” was rapidly obliterated. oh”vc.I, ‘Iii.’ ‘‘ not-k of a,-i ‘‘ ‘.v.,’ inpiuhly ol,Iii.;uI i-il. 
  “Thank you !” said Steele, urbanely. “Now you may go back to your place, Skinner.”
  Skinner could not believe his ears.
  “Mum-mum-may I, sir?” he stuttered. 
  “You may!  I cannot punish you without punishing the boy inspired your action, and who, for reasons which I trust will be obvious to my Form, I do not care to punish.  Go to your place!”
  Skinner tottered to his place, hardly daring to believe in his good luck. 
  “And you need not rub your waistcoat.” added Steele, urbanely. “There is no chalk mark there, Skinner.” 
  Skinner jumped. 
  “N-n-no chalk mark, sir?” he gurgled. ‘‘ I—I thought——” 
  “You thought precisely what my remark was intended to cause you to think, Skinner, and  thereupon betrayed yourself.” said Mr. Steele. “May I suggest that, in future, you should not undertake to measure your wits against mine? I assure you that you have no chance in such a competition—none whatever.” 
  “Oh!” gasped Skinner. 
  “The incident is now closed.” said Steele. “and we will proceed with the lesson.” 
  And the Remove proceeded. 
  “ Ain’t he a corker?” demanded Bob Cherry, when the Remove were dismissed, and streamed away down the passage. “ Ain’t he a downy bird? Fancy catching Skinner out like that!  He said a fellow should be careful not to get a chalk smudge on his waistcoat —and so he should!  “Ha, ha, ha!” And Skinner thought he had——” 
  “How was a fellow to guess?” grunted Skinner. “Another time—” 
  “Better not let there be another time!” chuckled Bob. “The downy bird catches the worm!  Steele’s a downy bird, and you’re a worm, old bean!  So keep off the grass!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “He’s a sportsman !” said Harry Wharton. “He let Smithy off for owning up.  He’s a sportsman!” 
  And even the bounder did not say nay to that!”
THE END> 
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