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THE FIRST CHAPTER
Asking For It! 

“VERNON-SMITH!” 
Mr. Quelch’s koice was sharp and acid. 
Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, smiled sarcastically.  
He was “for it”  again ; his Form master’s voice and look left no doubt on that point. 
It was third lesson in the Remove Form room at Greyfriars. The Remove were all in their places, after morning break, when Mr. Quelch rustled in. One glimpse of Mr. Quelch’s face was enough to warn the Removites that there was trouble in the air. 
Sometimes Mr. Quelch smiled, though not frequently. Oftener, he frowned. But on this present occasion his frown was portentous. 
Many of the fellows glanced at the Bounder as the Remove master addressed him. They were not surprised that Smithy was “for it” again. All that term the Bounder had been in trouble of one kind or another; and he had tested Mr. Quelch’s patience almost to breaking-point. It seemed to be the Bounder’s object to give his Form master as much trouble as he possibly could; and certainly he succeeded in giving Mr. Quelch a great deal. But he did not escape scatheless in the process; lines and lickings fell to Smithy’s share as thick as leaves in Vallumbrosa of old. 
“Vernon-Smith !” 
“Yes, sir !” drawled the Bounder. 
“Step out before the class.” 
“Certainly.” 
The Bounder moved out of his place, with leisurely deliberation. If it was his object to fan the flames of Mr. Quelch’s wrath, he was successful.  The Form master’s eyes glinted under his knitted brows. 
Vernon-Smith stood before him, calm and cool. He met Mr. Quelch’s eyes with an air of unconcern. 
The Remove fellows watched with keen interest. What the Bound-er had done this time they did not know. But evidently he had done something.  Some of the fellows grinned; others looked grave. The Bounder was not popular in his Form; but there were some who were sorry to see him continually “up against it.” 
“Vernon-Smith!” Mr. Quelch’s voice was very deep. “I have had reason to keep you under observation for some time.” 
“Thank you, sir!” 
“What What?” 
“It’s very kind of you, sir.” said the Bounder, unmoved. 
“I say, you fellows. Smithy’s asking for it !” murmured Billy Bunter, with a fat grin. 
“Silence in the class !” hooted Mr. Quelch. 
“Oh, yes, sir! I didn’t speak!” exclaimed Bunter in a great hurry. “I never opened my lips, sir. I only said to Cherry—” 
“Take a hundred lines, Bunter !” 
“Oh lor’!” 
Billy Bunter relapsed into silence. Nobody else in the Remove had ventured even upon a whisper.  They knew better than to whisper when Mr. Quelch had that expression on his face. 
“The Remove master turned his attention to Herbert Vernon-Smith again. 
“You are impertinent Vernon-Smith,” he said. “But let that pass. I repeat that I have kept you under some observation. You are not a boy I can trust. I have good reason to believe that you break many of the rules of the school, and only a few minutes ago I received proof of the fact.” 
“Indeed, sir !” said the Bounder. 
The Removites listened with redoubled attention now. 
There were few In the Remove who did not know the kind of fellow the Bounder was, and what his manners and customs were.  Especially since his former friend, Redwing, had left Greyfriars the Bounder had gone downhill. If his wild ways had been discovered there was no doubt that the matter was serious; if Mr. Quelch had learned that Smithy crept out of school bounds after lights-out and sneaked in at the back door of the Cross Keys on half-holidays; that he smoked and played banker in his study.  Less than that was needed to came a Greyfriars man to be “bunked,” Bqt the Bounder did not seem concerned.
He only raised his eyebrows a little and waited for the Remove master to proceed. There was no doubt that the Bounder of Greyfriars had plenty of nerve.
“A few minutes ago,” continued Mr. Quelch “I was in my study. I saw you in the quadrangle, Vernon-Smith. You were speaking to Skinner.” 
Harold Skinner shifted uncomfortably in his seat. 
“I often speak to Skinner, sir,” said the Bounder. “Skinner’s my study-mate in No. 4. Is there anything wrong in speaking to Skinner, sir?” 
“This insolence will not profit you, Vernon-Smith,” rapped out Mr. Quelch. “Under my eyes, as I looked from my study window yon took a packet from your pocket and showed it to Skinner. It was a packet of playing-cards. I saw it distinctly.” 
“Oh !” murmured the Remove. 
The juniors were not surprised to hear that the Bounder had cards in his possession. Most of them know that already. But they were distinctly surprised to hear that he had displayed them where a Form master’s eyes might fall upon him. That was far beyond the Bounder’s usual recklessness. 
“This packet you replaced in your pocket,” said Mr. Quelch. “Doubtless it is there now.” 
“Probably,” said the Bounder. 
“As for Skinner—” 
“I was not to blame, sir,” said Skinner, looking very alarmed. “I can’t help a fellow coming up to me in the quad, sir, and showing me something. It wasn’t my fault. I never asked Smithy to show me the cards; I never knew he had them. He never opened the case, sir. I didn’t.—” 
“You may be silent, Skinner.  I was about to say that I do not blame you in this matter.” 
“Oh!” gasped Skinner. He was exceedingly glad to hear that, at all events. 
“Vernon-Smith, you replaced that packet in an inside pocket, under my eyes. Take it out.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
Smithy Slid His hand into his pocket and drew out a little cardboard  case. It was such as playing-cards are often kept in, the inner case containing the cards sliding into the outer case. On the outside appeared the printed words, “De la Blue’s Pneumatic backed Playing Cards ”; quite expensive cards; the Bounder “did himself ” well in these little matters, Smithy held up the cardboard case. 
“Is that it, sir?” 
“That is it, Vernon-Smith.” 
The Bounder waited with irritating calmness. 
“I have had cause to punish you very severely of late, and very frequently, Vernon-Smith,” said Mr. Quelch. “On this occasion I shall send you to your Headmaster,” 
To the amazement of the Remove, and of Mr. Quelch, the Bounder grinned. The Form master breathed hard. 
“You will go to Dr. Locke’s study now, Vernon-Smith, before he goes to the Sixth Form-room,” said Mr. Quelch. “You will place that packet in his hands and tell him that I request him to deal with the matter.” 
“Very well, sir.” 
“Go !” snapped Mr. Quelch. 
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And the Bounder went. He winked at the Remove as he departed, with the eye that was farthest from Mr. Quelch. He left the whole Form astonished. A caning from Mr. Quelch would have been severe enough; but a report to the Head meant a flogging. Like Bellerophon of old, the Bounder carried with him his own sentence. But his manner was entirely unconcerned as he swung out of the Form-room. 
“Well,” murmured Bob Cherry, “Smithy’s got a nerve !”
Harry Wharton nodded. He could not understand the Bounder asking for trouble in this way. 
Mr. Quelch’s eyes glinted over the class, and there was silence. Third lesson commenced in the Remove-room in an electric atmosphere. 
THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Not a Licking! 
HERBERT VERNON-SMITH strolled along the passages with 
a smile on his face. He was heading for Dr. Locke’s study, but he was in no hurry to arrive there. He seemed to be in a cheery humour. 
As he went, Wingate of the Sixth, on his way to the Sixth Form-room, spotted him idling along, and called to him. It was past time for all the Lower School to be in class, and the captain of Grey- friars was surprised to see a Remove fellow idling about the passages. 
Vernon-Smith ! Why aren’t you in your Form-room?” 
The Bounder glanced round coolly. 
“My Form master’s sent me to the head, Wingate,” he answered. 
“You don’t seem in a hurry to get there.” 
“A fellow never is in a hurry to get to the Head when he’s sent to him, Wingate.” 
“Well, get a move on,” said Wingate, with a rather curious look at the Bounder. “Mr. Prout’s with the Head now, but I suppose you must go if you’re sent by your Form master” 
“I’m not keen. I’ll lake a stroll in the quad if you think I’d better not interrupt the head and Mr. Prout,” suggested the Bounder. 
Wingate stared at him and then laughed. 
“Cut on, and don’t be cheeky,” he said. 
“Right-ho ! Any old thing.” 
And the Bounder, quickening his pace a trifle, proceeded to the Head’s study. The door of that apartment was open. The bulky figure of Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, was visible there. Mr. Prout was standing with his back to the open doorway, in talk with the Head, who was invisible to Vernon-Smith as he came up. Mr. Prout’s ample form almost blocked the doorway. Mr. Prout’s rich and fruity voice was going strong. There was only one pair of ears at Greyfriars that never tired of Mr. Prout’s sonorous voice. They were Mr. Prout’s own ears. 
The Fifth Form-master did not hear the Bounder approach, and the junior could not very well push by him, or poke him in the back as a hint to move. So Smithy stopped. He was not sorry to linger; all the time he spent away from third lesson was so much to the good, from his own point of view. 
“I shall be very pleased, sir!” Mr. Prout was saying. “It will be a pleasure, Dr. Locke.” 
“As you mentioned that you intended to walk down to Courtfield this afternoon, Mr. Prout—” came the Head’s quiet voice. 
“Quite so, sir ! It will be no trouble at all to call at the station and meet Mr. Spencer.” 
“Captain Spencer.” 
“Quite so. It will be a pleasure, sir, to show any little polite attention to your guest, sir.” 
“Think you, Mr. Prout !” 
“Not at all, sir—not at all!  And the train?” 
“Captain Spencer arrives at Courtfield by the five o’clock express, Mr. Prout. I should go myself, but Mrs. Locke desires me to accompany her to the vicarage, and therefore—” 
“It will be a pleasure to me, sir. I presume I shall have no difficulty in recognising the young man?” 
“No nore than I should have, I think, as I have not seen him for very many years. I informed him in my letter that he would be met at the station, so there should be no difficulty. Moreover, Captain Spencer, I understand, still has a limp, the result of a wound received in the War, and so—” 
“The matter will be quite simple, sir.” Mr. Prout seldom allowed an interlocutor to complete a sentence. Even the Head himself was not safe from Mr. Prout’s desire to dominate a conversation with his own powerful voice. “1 will meet Captain Spencer and accompany him to Greyfriars. I—” 
“I think I am due in the Sixth Form- room now, Mr. Prouut,” said the Head gently. 
The Bounder understood, if Mr. Prout did not, that Dr. Locke had heard the Fifth Form master’s ponderous voice for a sufficient length of time.  He grinned behind Mr. Prout’s portly back. 
“Quite so, sir “ said Mr Prout, and he made a movement at last. Then lie became aware of Vernon-Smith. 
He blinked at him. 
“Boy, what are you doing here?” 
“Mr. Quelch sent me to the head, sir” said the Bounder, cheerfully. 
“Oh, very good !”
Mr. Prout vacated the doorway, and the Bounder was able to enter the study. 
“What is it, Vernon-Smith?” asked the Head, looking at the Bounder over his glasses a little impatiently. The Sixth were waiting for the Head now. Having been relieved of the ponderous Mr. Prout, he did not want to waste further time on a junior schoolboy. 
“Mr. Quelch sent me, sir,” said the Bounder demurely. “He told mc to hand you this, sir.” 
Smithy took the card-box from his pocket and laid it on the Head’s writing-table. 
Dr. Locke looked at it in astonishment. 
“A box of playing-cards!” he said. “I do not understand. Why has Mr. Quelch sent this to me, Vernon-Smith?” Then the Head frowned. “Do you mean these playing-cards were found in posession of a member of the Remove?” 
Mr. Quelch saw me show the box to Skinner, sir, and he ordered me to bring it to you and ask you to deal with the matter,” said the Bounder meekly. 
“Hand me that cane, Vernon-Smith !“ 
“ Yes, sir” 
The Bounder picked up the cane and passed it to the Head, who rose to his feet. 
“I shall punish you very severely, Vernon-Smith. Bend over that chair.” 
“May 1 ask, sir, why I am to be punished?” asked the Bounder. 
“What! You are perfectly well aware, Vernon-Smith, that no Greyfriars boy is allowed to have playing-cards in his possession,” exclaimed the Head sharply, 
“I know, sir. But I have nothing of the kind.” 
“What?” 
“If you will kindly open the box, sir.” 
The Head looked at the Bounder, and then picked up the box and slid out the inner case. That case, which was made for containing a pack of playing-cards, contained nothing of the kind now. It contained a number of small pieces of cardboard, upon which were very carefully written notes of Latin conjugations. The Head looked at the top card and read a few words.  He turned to the next, and read: “Ablative absolute -example, Horace: Teucro duce et auspice Teucro.” On the third was written “sto, steti, statum,” etc. With more and more surprise in his face, the Head glanced through the dozen or so little cards. 
“Bless my soul !” he said at last. “What—what does this mean, Vernon-Smith? This is your handwriting?” 
“Yes, sir,” said Vernon-Smith. “Mr. Quelch has found fault with my Latin, so I wrote out those exercises to keep about me. They’re useful to refer to at odd times, sir.” 
“Very commendable indeed!” said the Head. “1 did not know you were so studious, Vernon-Smith.” 
“I’m afraid, sir, that I’ve been a little slack this term, and I was trying to pull up.” said the Bounder.  “I should like to get a higher place in class, and there are the exams coining on, too, sir.” 
“Very true,” said the Head, “but I am sure your Form-master would not find fault with such a commendable desire. Has Mr. Quelch seen these notes?” 
“”He did not open the case, sir,” 
“Then no doubt he concluded that it contained playing-cards, which was its original purpose,” said the Head. “1 must ask you, Vernon-Smith, where you obtained this case, which undoubtedly at one time contained cards.” 
“I picked it up, sir,” said the  Bounder, calmly. “I happened to see it and thought it would be useful to keep my notes in.” 
“Dear me !” said the Head. 
He paused. 
Certainly there was no blame to be attached to a junior schoolboy who, desirous of improving has Latin, carried a bundle of notes about him, to refer to at odd times. Neither could the junior be blamed for picking up an old card-box to carry his notes in.  Obviously, Mr. Quelch had taken a hasty view, and condemned this junior without investigation. Certainly he should have examined the contents of the box before sending Vernon-Smith to the Headmaster with it. Mr. Quelch had made a mistake: the kind of mistake that a Form-master ought not to make. 
“ Mr. Quelch undoubtedly drew a false impression from— from 
the nature of this box, and the printed words on it.’ said the Head. 
“You should have explained to him at once, Vernon-Smith.” 
“ Mr. Quelch did not ask me, sir.  I did not understand why he was so angry.” said Smithy innocently. 
The Head pursed his lips. 
“ Well, well, it is a--a—a misapprehension and you are not to blame in the matter. You may return to your Form room, Vernon-Smith.” 
“ May I take my notes, sir” asked the Bounder demurely. It’s a half-holiday to-day, knd I was thinking of going through them, sir, when I’m out for a walk this afternoon.”
“Assuredly!” said the Head. 
He replaced the cards in the box, and handed it back to Smithy. 
“I advise you, however, to find some other box for keeping your notes in, Vernon-Smith. This is liable to cause misapprehensions, if seen.” 
I will throw it away, sir, and buy a new box in Courtfield this afternoon,” said the Bounder. 
“Very good. You may go.” 
Ani the Bounder went.
He winked into space as he sauntered down the passage. 
THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Not Guilty! 
HARRY WHARTON & Co.  looked at the Bounder as came back into the Remove room. 
Third lesson was half-over when he reappeared. The Removites expected to see the flounder come in wriggling after a severe application of the Head’s cane. Instead of which, the Bounder walked into the room in quite a careless and casual and, still more surprising, the offending card box was in his hand. 
Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eyes were on him at once.
“Vernon-Smith.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“ You have been to your Headmaster?  ”
 “Yes, sir.”
“Did you hand him the box as I instructed you?” 
“Certainly, sir.” 
“I am forced to doubt your statement, Vernon-Smith, as I see that the box i still in your possession,” rapped out Mr. Quelch. 
“ The Head told me I might keep it, sir!”
“What!  What!” 
“Dr. Locke told me that I might keep it, sir.” 
“How dare you say so?” thundered Mr. Quelch. “It is quite obvious to me, too, that you have not been punished, Vernon-Smith.’’ 
“That is correct, sir! The Head did not see any reason for punishing me,” said the Bounder calmly. 
The Removites gasped, and Mr. Quelch’s eyes seemed almost to start from his head. 
“You —you unscrupulous, untruthful young rascal !” spluttered Mr. Quelch. “How dare you say anything of the kind. You have not been to the headmaster at all. You are speaking falsely.” 
Mr. Quelch threw down his book, strode towards  the Bounder, and grasped him by the shoulder. 
“I shall take you to Dr. Locke myself, Vernon-Smith. Wharton,you will keep order in this Form-room while I am absent.” 
And with a firm grip on Smithy’s shoulder, Mt. Quelch marched him out of the Form-room. 
There was a buzz of voices when they were gone. 
“Well, this beats it!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Smithy’s fairly begging for it this time.” 
“The begfulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Blessed if I understand it,” said Johnny Bull. “Smithy can’t have been to the Head at all.” 
“Impossible.” said Nugent. “But he’s going now. It will be a flogging this time.. The Bounder’s just praying for it.” 
“He won’t be happy till he gets it !” grinned Peter Todd. 
“I—I suppose he isn’t pulling Quelchy’s leg somehow,” said Bob, with a puzzled look. “He seems quite sure of himself. Somebody cut along and see what happens.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
All the Remove were keen to know what was happening; but even Billy Bunter did not feel disposed to follow on and watch. That would have been rather too dangerous a proceeding. 
Mr. Quelch, with a wrathful face, marched the Bounder along the passage to the Head’s study. But when be got there, the cupboard was bare, so to speak. Dr. Locke had already gone to the Sixth Form-room. 
Still gripping the Bounder’s shoulder, Mr. Quelch started on a fresh voyage.  He arrived at the Sixth Form-room, where the Head was just beginning to take the Sixth on a personally-conducted tour among the delights of Sophocles. Dr. Locke paused, and raised his eyebrows in surprise, as Mr. Quelch marched the Bounder in. The Sixth, at least, were not sorry for the pause; few of them really enjoyed Sphocles. They looked on with interest as the Head turned to the Remove master. 
“Dr. Locke,” gasped Mr. Quelch, “I am sorry—exceedingly sorry—to interrupt. But I must tell you that I sent this junior to your study some time ago, and he has had the audacity to return to the Form-room without coming to you.” 
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“Really, Mr. Quelch, I do not quite understand. Vernon-Smith came to my study as you directed him.” 
“He— he—he came—” the Remove master almost babbled. 
“Certainly.” 
“Then he did not hand you that box, as I commanded him—the box the boy now has in his hand—” 
“Certainly he did.” 
“Dr. Locke !  I—I am quite, amazed! You have seen the contents of that box, and yet you allow this wretched boy to keep it in his possession!” stuttered Mr. Quelch. 
“There is a mistake in time matter, sir,” said the Head coldly. “The contents of that box are quite harmless.” 
“Playing-cards—” 
“The box does not contain playing-cards.  ” 
“What! What?” 
“Vernon-Smith, you should have shown Mr. Quelch the contents of the box. Open the box at once.” 
Vernon-Smith calmly opened the box. Mr. Quelch’s face, as he looked at Smith’s precious Latin notes, was a study in scarlet. His expression was, as Walker of the Sixth told Loder afterwards, worth a guinea a box. The Remove master could scarcely believe his eyes. He fumbled at the cards, looking at them, blinking at them. But any amount of looking, and fumbling. and blinking, could not turn them into playing-cards.. They were a set of 
Latin notes written out on pieces of cardboard; merely that and nothing more. 
The Bounder stood with an expressionless face. But Mr. Quelch’s face was very expressive. 
“You will see, Mr. Quelch, that there is no harm in this boy carrying notes on Latin conjugations and declensions in his pocket,” said the Head. “Had you looked into the box before sending him to me—“
Mr. Quelch gasped. 
“The box, however, had better be destroyed at once.” said Dr. Locke. “Throw it into the waste-paper basket, Vernon-Smith. You may, of course, keep the notes.” 
“Very well, sir.” 
“If there is anything more, Mr. Quelch—” said the Head, in a tone of somewhat frigid politeness. 
There was nothing more!  Mr. Quelch, with a crimson face, almost tottered from the Sixth Form-room. He was only too conscious of the broad grin from end to end of the Sixth. 
The Bounder followed him out. 
Mr. Quelch did not speak to him, or glance at him, on the way back to the Remove room. The Form-master’s feelings were much too deep for words. 
He had been made to look utterly and hopelessly ridiculous. He knew, though the Head did not, that the astute Bounder had planned the whole thing. It had not been by chance, or through recklessness, that Vernon- Smith had shown Skinner that card-box in sight of his Form master’s study window in morning break. Mr. 
Quelch knew now that Smithy must have known that he was looking from the window. The whole thing had been a “plant.” The audacious young rascal had been pulling his Form master’s leg all along the line, with the deliberate intention of making him look ridiculous. 
In sending Smithy to the head, Mr. Quelch had played into his hands even more thoroughly than the Bounder had ventured to expect. He had intended to make Mr. Quelch look a fool to the Remove. By Mr. Quelch’s unintentional aid he had made him look a fool not only to the Remove, but to the Sixth and the Head as well. 
Mr. Quelch breathed hard and deep as he rustled back to his own Form-room. Vernon-Smith followed him in demurely, and went quietly to his place. The incident was closed. The Bounder had committed no offence. Mr Quelch could not punish him for his own misapprehension. Never had he more fervently desired to punish any junior. But it was not possible in the circumstances. If the head saw no harm in what Vernon-Smith had done, it was not for Mr. Quelch to punish him—on the mere suspicion that he had been “had” by the unscrupulous Bounder. 
During the remainder of the third lesson the Remove were on their very best behaviour. The glinting of Mr. Quelch’s eyes warned them to be good—very, very good. But their unaccustomed goodness did not save them. Lord Mauleverer’s first yawn was the signal for a hundred lines, Bunter received two hundred more for whispering in class, Bob Cherry had a hundred for shuffling his feet, Bolsover major was caned for a slight mistake, and Harry Wharton given three minutes of an acid tongue for a wrong answer. The Bounder, however, came in for Mr. Quelch’s special and particular attention.  It was obvious to all the Remove that the Form master was trying to catch Smithy out. 
But Smithy was very much on his guard, and he was not caught out once. Mr. Quelch was a just man and he could not and would not punish a pupil without reason. The Bounder was careful to give him no reason. 
Third lesson was over at last, to the intense relief of the Remove. They were very glad that it was a half-holiday that afternoon. They hoped that Quelchy would feel better by the next morning. The Bounder lounged out carelessly with the Remove, followed by a glittering glance from Mr. Quelch. A few minutes later the Remove master heard a loud burst of laughter from the quadrangle. He did not need to be told that Vernon-Smith was telling the story of how he had pulled his Form master’s leg, and made him look a fool in the Sixth Form room. It was the kind of joke that would appeal to the Remove, and the roars of laughter showed how much it did appeal to them. 
Mr. Quelch rustled away to his study, almost at boiling point. 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Detained ! 
“I SAY, you fellows, you’re jolly well not going with Mauly!” 
Billy Bunter spoke almost accusingly. 
He blinked at Harry Wharton & Co. through his big spectacles with a severe blink.
“Mauly!” repeated Wharton. 
It was after dinner, and the juniors had the bright June afternoon to themselves. The Famous Five stood in a cheery group near the House steps, discussing plans for the afternoon. Bunter’s plans, apparently, were already made, and involved Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove. 
Herbert Vernon-Smith stood lounging against a buttress at a little distance, his hands in his pockets, a cynical smile on his face. There was no match on that day, and the Famous Five were thinking of taking a spin on their bicycles. That healthy and harmless recreation did not appeal to the Bounder, and the discussion, which reached his ears, drew the cynical grin to his hard face. 
Yet the Bounder, at the bottom of his heart, wasn’t satisfied with the scheme he had mapped out for that half-holiday. He was going out of bounds with Skinner, and there was to be a spread and smokes and a game of billiards, at a safe distance from the school. Skinner was delighted. 
He was envied by Snoop and Stott because he was the Bounder’s chosen comrade on that excursion. Thc Bounder was not delighted by any means. Had his former chum, Redwing, been still at Greyfriars, Smithy knew that he would have liked a spin with him much better than the shady expedition with Skinner. 
But Tom Redwing was gone, and it was largely the Bounder’s fault that he was gone. The Bounder tried to dismiss his lost chum from his mind, and succeeded fairly well.  But he had never thought of making another chum now that Redwing was gone. Only once had anything like real friendship softened the Bounder’s hard heart, and that was over now. He was friends with Skinner, but they liked one another little, if at all, and trusted one another less. “He travels farthest who travels alone,” sings a bad poet. 
The Bounder was traveling alone now, and travelling downhill about as fast as he could travel. 
Harry Wharton & Co. did not heed the mocking grin on the face of the Bounder, though they saw him loafing there near them. They had little to do with Vernon-Smith in these days. Billy Bunter heeded him still less. Bunter had much more important matters to think of. Bunter knew what had been in a letter that had arrived for Lord Mauleverer that morning. That was a circumstance that transcended in importance all other things in the wide universe. For there had been a cheque in Mauly’s letter, a cheque from one of his lordship’s indulgent uncles. Mauly was the only fellow in the Remove, doubtless the only fellow at Greyfriars who received a tip from a kind relative in the form of a cheque. Not that the slacker of the Remove was as pleased to receive a cheque as any other fellow would have been. A cheque necessitated a visit to the bank to collect the cash, and Mauly hated exertion. Mauly had been known to carry a cheque in his pocket for weeks, to use it as a bookmark, and to drop it about his study. 
The Famous Five had decided on the bikes for the afternoon, but had not yet decided on the route. But they broke off the discussion as Bunter addressed them. His words rather surprised them. Not possessing Billy Bunter’s great gift of knowing everything that did not concern him, they were quite unaware of the whacking remittance that had arrived for Lord Mauleverer, and would not have been much interested, anyway. 
“You’re jolly well not going with Mauly !” repeated William George Bunter, as five pairs of surprised eyes were turned on him. “I’m going with Mauly. Mauly’s a pal of mine. You can’t say he’s a pal of yours. You let him alone.” 
“What is this fat idiot burbling about ?” asked Bob Cherry, addressing space. 
“Oh. really, Cherry—” 
“We’re going to Lantbatn I” saki Nugent. 
“You’re not !” roared Bunter. 
“And why the thump shouldn’t we ?“ demanded Harry Wharton, in amazement. 
“I tell you I’m not going to have it “ howled Bunter. “You let Mauly alone! I’m going with him to Lantham.” 
“Mauly going to Lantham !” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Why, it’s ten miles. Mauly would perish on the way!” 
“‘The perishfulness of the lazy and esteemed Mauly would be terrific !” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Oh, come off !” snapped Bunter. “Mauly can’t cash the cheque without going to Lantham, as it’s drawn on a Lantham bank. And I’m going with him to—to see that he gets the money safe hone—see?” 
“To see that he blows some of it in the Lantham bunshop, you mean !” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
“I disdain to take any notice of that insinuation, Cherry,” said the Owl of the Remove, with a great deal of dignity. “As Mauly’s friend, I’m going to see him through. You fellows can keep off the grass. Sickening, I call it, flocking round my pal Mauly just because he a got a cheque from his uncle. You keep clear—see !” “Bump him !” said Johnny BulL 
“Oh, really, Bull—” 
“You fat idiot “ said Harry Wharton, in measured tones. “This is the flrst we’ve heard of Mauly’s cheque.” 
“Oh, really, Wharton—” 
“But if Mauly’s really going to Lantham, we’ll take him along with us. If he’s going to carry money about he’ll be safer with us. Where is he?” 
“Why, you—you beast—” 
“Whe
re’s Mauly?” demanded Bob Cherry. 
“I—I say, you fellows, Manly hasn’t really got a cheque “ gasped Bunter, his fat brain assimilating the knowledge that he had said too much. “I— I thought you were fixing at up to go with Mauly when I heard you mention Lantham. There isn’t any cheque—” 
“You said there was.” 
“Only a — a joke—pulling your leg, you know,” said Bunter, with a feeble chuckle. “Mauly hasn’t had a letter from his uncle, and I didn’t watch him open it, and there wasn’t a cheque in it drawn on the Lantham and County Bank.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“I suppose you fellows can take my word “ said Bunter. “The cheque wasn’t for twenty pounds !” he added, by way of clinching matters. 
“Where’s Mauly?” demanded the captain of the Remove. 
“He’s gone home for the afternoon.  “Yaroooh! Leggo my ear, Bob Cherry, you beast !”
“Where’s Mauly ?”grinned Bob. 
“He’s ill—gone to bed because he feels seedy! Yooooop ! Leggo!”
“Where’s Mauly ?” 
“Yarooh! In his study, you beast! Wow !” 
“Come on, you chaps !” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “Let’s go and see Mauly, and if he’s really going to the bank at Lantham, we’ll escort him. He might be robbed—and still more likely he might lose the cheque, or leave the money in the railway-carriage.” 
And the Famous Five, heedless of Bunter’s spluttering indignation, went into the House to find Lord Mauleverer. 
“Beasts!” gasped Bunter. 
Vernon-Smith chuckled.  William George Bunter turned on him with a glare. 
“What are you cackling at, you cheeky rotter? Yah, you’d grin the other side of your face if Quelchy knew your little game this afternoon.” 
“Shut up, you fat fool!” snapped the Bounder. 
“You let Quelchy get a chance at you, and you’ll come a cropper !” jeered hunter. “Think he doesn’t know how you pulled his leg this morning. He knows it all right, and knows you worked it all out to make an ass of him. You’ll get it hot when you give him a chance.” 
“You can go and eat coke, and Quelchy can do the same !” answered the Bounder earelessly. 
“Vernon-Smith!” 
The Bounder started, and bit his lip. 
Mr. Quelch, in hat and coat, evidently going out that afternoon, came down the steps of the School-House as Smithy spoke. 
The Bounder had not subdued his voice in the least, quite unaware that his Form master was about to emerge from the House. 
Mr. Quelch turned on him, fixing his eyes on the Bounder with a deadly glint in them. 
Mr. Quelch was still sore and savage over his experience during third school that morning. Being a just man, he could not punish the Bounder without actual offence given. But the Bounder had done it now. The mildest- tempered Form master would have become irate at hearing a junior state that he could go and eat coke. 
Billy Bunter, with a fat grin, turned and rolled away. His opinion was that Smithy was “for it,” and he was right. 
The Bounder looked sullenly at his Form master.  He had given Mr. Quelch the chance for which he knew the Form master had been watching. 
That chance was not to be let slip. 
“I heard your words, Vernon-Smith,” said Mr. Quelch, with ominous calmness. “I know now the way you speak of your Form master. Go into the house !“ 
The Bounder breathed hard. 
“It’s a half-holiday, sir !” he muttered. 
“You are detained for the afternoon.” 
Smithy’s eyes glittered. 
“You will go into the Form-room,” said Mr. Quelch. “You will occupy yourself until five o’clock in writing out Latin conjugations — an occupation which will be quite to your taste, according to the story you told Dr. Locke this morning,” added the Remove master bitterly. “Go in at once. As I cannot trust you not to break detention while I am absent, I shall request Loder, of the Sixth, to keep you under observation.” 
The Bounder did not stir. 
“Do you hear me, Vernon-Smith!” 
Slowly, reluctantly, the Bounder obeyed. Mr. Quelch grimly followed him in. Inside the House they came on Skinner, who called to Vernon-Smith. 
“Ready when you are, Smithy !”
“Oh !” added Skinner, as he noticed Mr. Quelch. 
The Remove master paused. 
“I presume from your remark, that you were going out with Vernon-Smith, Skinner.” 
“Ye-es,” stammered Skinner. “We— we were going to—to have a boat out, sir.” 
“Vernon-Smith is detained until five o’clock,” said Mr. Quelch. “If you hold any communication with him whatever before that hour, Skinner, I shall punish you with the utmost severity.” 
“Oh !” gasped Skinner. “Certainly, sir—I mean, certainly no.” 
Mr. Quelch walked on after the sullen Bounder. Skinner looked after them, rather glumly. The excursion for that afternoon was off. It was likely enough that the reckless Bounder would try to break detention; but Skinner was not the fellow to be mixed up in such an exploit.  Skinner went into the quad in search of Snoop and Stott, upon whom he decided to bestow his valuable company for the afternoon. Vernon-Smith went into the Form-room, and sat down at his desk with a black brow. 
— — 
THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

Mauly Decides to Bike It 
“HALLO hallo, hallo!” 
Bob Cherry’s voice boomed in at the doorway of Study No. 12 in the Remove passage. 
Lord Mauleveror gave a jump. 
His lazy lordship was stretched on the study sofa, with his hands behind his head, contemplating the blue sky through the window. Mauly was thinking of going over to Lantham that afternoon, to cash his uncle’s cheque at the bank there.  He had been thinking of it for some time; and he was still thinking. Uninterrupted, it was probable that Mauly would have gone on thinking of it till tea-time, if slumber had not intervened and stopped his thinking. 
He was interrupted now. 
“Falling asleep !” demanded Bob. 
“Yaas.  ” 
“According to Bunter, you’ve got a cheque from your uncle.” 
“ Yaas.”
“Going over to Lantham to cash it ?” 
“We’re going. Come with us.” 
“You’re awf’lv good  !” said Lord Mauleverer. “I—I—I wasn’t thinkin’ of startin’ juus yet, though.” 
“Then its time you did,” said Nugent, laughing. “It’s a good step to Lantham, and you want to get back for call-over, Mauly.” 
“Come on, then  !” said Johnny Bull. “We’ll see that you don’t lose the money, Mauly, or get held up by a footpad, or leave the currency notes strewn arouud the countryside.” 
“Thanks no end, old bean “ said Lord Mauleverer, sitting up on the cola. “But I’ve been wonderin’ whether I wouldn’t ask Mr. Quelch to cash the cheque, after all.” 
“And send it back to your uncle?” grinned Bob. “Quelchy doesn’t approve of kids having large amounts of pocket-money.” 
“But it isn’t a large amount,” said his lordship innocently. 
“Bunter said it was twenty pounds.” 
“Yaas.”
“Well, I think Mr. Quelch would think that a large amount, if you don’t, Mauly,” chuckled Bob. “Come on! We’ll see you through. A little exertion will do you good, too. Get a move on  !”
Lord Mauleverer sighed, and detached himself from the study sofa, 
“Seen my topper?  ” he yawned. -
“You don’t want a topper on a bike.” 
His lordship looked alarmed. 
“Good gad! I’m not goin’ on a bike ! There’s a train from Courtfield.” 
“Trains cost money.” 
“That’s all right—I’ll stand the tickets, dear boys. Jolly glad to have you with me,” said Manly. “We shall just fill a carriage, and keep any botherin’ outsiders from gettin’ in.” 
The Famous Five chuckled. The were not likely to travel in a stuffy railway carriage that sunny June afternoon. 
“We’re biking it,” said Bob. “So are you, Manly, It will do you worlds of good.” 
“I—I—say—” 
“Come on.” 
“But—” Lord Mauleverer got no further than “but.” Bob Cherry grasped his arm and waltzed him out of the study. His lordship gasped as he went. 
“Here’s your cap old bean,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. 
“But—I say—” stuttered his dismayed lordship. 
“Get a move on 1” 
“”Ha, ha, ha !”
Lord Mauleverer was walked down to the bicycle shed. On the way the juniors encountered William George Bunter. The Owl of the Remove gave them a glare that almost cracked his spectacles. 
“I say, you fellows, leave Mauly alone You’re not going with those rotters on a bike, are you, Mauly ?”
“No  !”gasped Mauleverer. 
“Come on “ grinned Bob. 
Lord Mauleverer was assisted to the bike-shed. There his handsome jigger was lifted off the stand for him, and the Famous Five took down their machines. Billy Bunter stood in the doorway with a fat face purple with indignation. 
“Look here, you beasts !” he bawled. “You let Mauly alone. Mauly doesn’t want to bike it.” 
“Shut up, Bunter  !”
“I’m standing by my pal, Mauly !” hooted Bunter. “You’d rather go by train, wouldn’t you, Mauly ?” 
“Yaas !” gasped Manly. 
“I’ll come with you if you go by train, old chap.” 
“Will you, by gad?” 
“Certainly, old fellow “ 
“That’s a lot of trouble for you. Bunter.” 
“I don’t mind the trouble, Mauly, old fellow. I’d do more than that to oblige a pal,” said Bunter affectionately. 
Lord Mauleverer blinked at him. 
“Look here, Bunter, if I go by train, are you really comin’?” 
“Yes, rather !” 
“Oh dear! I think I’ll bike it after all, you chaps,” said Lord Mauleverer. 
“Ha, ha, ha  !” 
“Why you—you—you—you cheeky beast !” spluttered Bunter. 
The juniors chuckled as they wheeled out the machines. The prospect of Bunter’s company on a long railway journey had quite reconciled Lord Mauleverer to the exertion of biking it. 
“This way  !” grinned Bob. “Goodbye, Bunter  !”
“I—I—I’ll bike it, too !” gasped Bunter. “One of you fellows can lend me a bike and stay behind——” 
“ Ha, ha, ha !”
“Look here, you rotters—” roared Bunter. 
But the chums of the Remove did not look there. They wheeled on their bikes and went out into the road, and William George Bunter was left to waste his sweetness on the desert air. 
Lord Mauleverer sighed and mounted. The juniors rode away cheerily in the sunshine. At the hill in Friardale Lane the Famous Five were grinding up, but his lordship dismounted. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !  Puncture?  ” said Bob, putting on his brake and jumping down. 
“No; bike’s all right.” 
“What are you stopping for, then!” 
“Walk up the hill,” explained his lordship. 
“Oh, my hat ! Call this a hill ?” snorted Bob. “There are a dozen like this before we get to Lantham. Jump on..”
“Supposo you give me a tow up the hill?” suggested Mauly. 
“Glad to,” answered Bob. 
He wheeled his bike nearer, lifted his right foot and planted it forcibly on Mauly’s elegant trousers. There was a yell from his lordship. 
“Yarooh!  Wharrer you at, you silly ass?” 
“Giving you a toe up the hill” answered Bob in surprise. “Didn’t you ask me to?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
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 “You—you—you dangerous maniac !” gasped Lord Mauleverer. “You jolly well know what I mean!” 
“And I jolly well know what I mean !“ chuckled Bob. “That’s the kind of toe I shall give you, Mauly, if you don’t get into the saddle !” 
“Oh dear!”
Lord Mauleverer remounted.  The cyclists rode on cheerily; and even the slacker of the Remove, now that he was fairly going, found that he was enjoying the rapid spin by the road and lanes through green fields and deep, shadowy woods. 
Mile after mile glided under the wheels. Only at one hill—a real hill— was Mauly allowed to dismount and push his bike, the Famous Five doing the same. The rest of the way he spent in the saddle; and rather to his surprise, arrived at last at Lantham feeling none the worse for it. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

A Hot Chase! 

HERBERT VERNON-SMITh rose from his desk in the Remove room, wit.h a black scowl on his face. 
Mr. Quelch was gone out; the Bounder had watched him go, from the Form-room window. Loder of the Sixth had glanced into the room, and found the Bounder at his task, Latin conjugations reeling from his pen. Loder was not looking amiable. He had his own occupations for the afternoon, and he had not been at all pleased by Mr. Quelch’s request that he should keep an observant eye open for a rebellious Remove junior. But the position of Prefect had duties as well as privileges attached to it, and Gerald Loder had not been able to refuse. 
Loder had no intention, however, of wasting time in keeping an eye on the Bounder.  He frowned in at the door. 
“Oh, you’re here!” he grunted. 
The Bounder looked up. 
“Yes, Loder, I’m detained,” he said meekly. 
“Your Form master seems to think you might bolt,” grunted Loder. 
“What a suspicious mind !”
“Eh—what?  Well, I’m seeing that you don’t bolt,” said Loder.
“ I’m keeping an eye on this Form-room, and if I see you outside I’ll jolly well lay the ashplant round you till you howl. See? That’s a tip !” 
Having given Smithy that tip, Loder of the Sixth retired. 
The Bounder went on writing out conjugations. 
He was quite well aware that the sportsman of the Sixth had gone back to his study, where it was extremely probable that he would be playing bridge with some other choice spirits at the sporting set in the Sixth. Certainly Loder was not likely to give him another look in. Loder exercised all the rights of his prefectship, and a little over ; but he took the duties lightly. 
The Bounder left his task at last. Mr. Quelch was out of the school, and Loder was unlikely to trouble about him further. Only one consideration could prevent the Bounder from clearing off. The punishment was certain to be very severe if his truancy was discovered. 
But the Bounder, as usual, was reckless of consequences. 
It was quite probable that he would be able to get back into the Form-room unnoticed later on; and at all events, he was
prepared to take the chance. As soon as he was satisfied that Loder was quite off the scene. Vernon-Smith coolly walked out of the Form-room. 
He did not venture to go down to the gates. He was fairly certain that Mr. Quelch had spoken to Gosling, the porter. Smithy strolled a’.ay to the Cloisters, and clambered over a wall in a secluded spot and dropped into the road. 
Then he walked away towards Friar dale. 
But his luck was out. Hadly fifty yards from the school, he came face to face with Wingate of the Sixth. Wingate was on his bicycle, but he jumped down at once. 
“Vernon-Smith! Stop !” 
The Bounder stopped, his teeth conning together hard. 
“You’re detained this afternoon, Vernon Smith,” said the head prefect of Greyfriars. “Mr. Quelch told told me so specially.” 
The Bounder did not answer, but his look was bitter. 
Obviously, Mr. Quelch had passed the word round among the prefects that Smithy was under detention that afternoon, more than suspecting the Bounder of intending to “bolt.” 
It was not much use eluding Loder of the Sixth if all the otherSixth 
Form prefects had an eye open for him. 
“Get back” snapped Wingate. 
The Bounder’s eyes glittered. It was in his mind to disobey and chance the consequences.Detention was bad enough in itself, but to be marched back to the Form-room by a prefect, under the eyes of scores of fellows, was a humiliation that seemed to the angry Bounder intolerable.. But disobedience was scarcely practicable, for Wingate would have run him down in a very few minutes had he attempted to “cut.” 
“Get a move on!”said the captain of Greyfriars, walking his bicycle along, with the intention of seeing Smithy safe in at the gates again. “I think l’d better warm you, e.Smith, that you’re heading for serious trouble. I know all about the trick you played on your Form master this morning, and you ought to know that Mr. Quelch is not a master to be treated like that.” 
The Bounder scowled sullenly. 
He was still thinking of bolting, and a gleam came into his eyes at the sight of Ogilvy of the Remove at a little distance ahead, standing with his hand carelessly on the handlebars of his bicycle while he talked to Peter Todd in the road. With a good bike under him, the Bounder was in the mood to take the chances of a race with Wingate. 
“He, he, he!” 
Billy Bunter’s fat chuckle came to Smithy’s ears. The Owl of the Remove was seated on a fence beside the lane, and he seemed greatly entertained by the sight of Smithy being marched back to the school.  Vernon-Smith gave him a fierce look. 
“He, he, he !” chortled Bunter. “You’ve broken bounds, Smithy! I’m shocked at you! You’re a bad hat. Smithy! No wonder Mr. Quelch is down on you! Are you going to lick him, Wingate? ” 
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Wingate made no reply to that; he walked his bicycle on by the side of the scowling Bounder. Bunter yelled cheerily after Vernon-Smith. 
“Put some exercise, books in your bags, Smithy!  He, he, he !” 
The Bounder set his teeth. 
Ogilvy of the Remove, apparently interested in his discussion with Peter Todd, had leaned his machine against a tree by the roadside. Smithy’s were on that machine.  If he could get a start— 
He was utterly reckless now.  He would not and he could not be marched in across the quad by the head prefect, under grinning glances from all the fellows who saw him. Ogilvy and Toddy sighted him and turned their eyes on him and smiled.  The Bounder gave them a ravage look in reply for their smile, and they smiled more broadly. 
A moment later Smithy had acted with a suddenness that took Wingate of the Sixth quite by surprise. Certainly the Greyfnars captain never would have anticipated a junior bolting when once in his official custody, so he was quite unprepared for the Bounder’s 
move. 
With a sudden rush Vernon-Smith reached Ogilvy’s bicycle, dragged it away from the tree, and threw his leg across it. 
An instant more and he was pedalling away desperately up the road. 
Wingate stood petrified for a moment or two. Peter Todd stared, and Ogilvy roared indignantly. 
“My bike!  You cheeky rotter! Bring my bike back!” 
The Bounder was already almost beyond the sound of his voice—not that he would have heeded it. The pedals fairly flew under his grinding feet. He raced along the high-road at a lightning speed.  It 
was fortunate that the road was clear ahead! 
“Vernon-Smith! ” roared Wingate. 
The captain of Greyfriars stared for some seconds, taken utterly by surprise. Then he mounted his bicycle and pedalled in pursuit, his 
face crimson with anger. 
“My only hat!” ejaculated Peter Todd. “What a nerve! Smithy seems bent on asking for trouble these times!” 
“My bike stuttered Ogilvy. “He’s got my bike! The cheeky outsider I My bike r 
Wingate’s bound to run him down,” said Toddy. “He’s twice Smithy’s form on a jigger, and he’s ot a much higher gear. That race won't last three hundred yards!” 
The Bounder was as well aware of that as Peter. He knew that he had no chance in a cycle race with the hefty captain of Greyfriars. On the level road it was only a matter of minutes before the big Sixth-Former should run down any junior, howsoever desperately he pedalled. But Smithy knew what he was about. He flew past the school buildings in the direction of Courtfleld, and vanished round a bend in the road. 
Once round the bend, he jammed on the brakes with a suddenness that almost made the bicycle dance, and leaped off. With frantic speed he dragged the machine and himself over a stile that gave on to a footpath. He did not mount there; he knew he would be in sight if he did as Wingate passed. He dragged the machine into the trees and remained there, breathing in great gasps.
Less than a minute later Wingate came racing round the bend in the road, and shot past the end of the footpath towards Courtfield. 
Through the trees the Bounder watched him go, with a breathless grin. 
As soon as Wingate was past he drew the bike to the footpath and mounted and rode on through the leafy wood. 
He had gained a start and he made the most of it. The bicycle raced along the footpath. Cycling was forbidden on the woodland paths, but the Bounder cared little for that. By the woodland path he would escape into the Lantham high-road, and, once there he had a dozen turnings to choose from to elude pursuit. 
Meanwhile, Wingate of the Sixth was paddling on furiously towards Courtfield— but as he came out into a long straight stretch
of road he realised that the fugitive was no longer ahead of him.  Wingate set his teeth as he realised what had happened.He remembered the style and footpath, which he had already left half a mile behind in his hurry. He whirled round in the road, and pedalled back faster than before. But he had lost time, and when he reached the stile the Bounder had long been out of sight through the wood. 
Wingate paused a few moments. 
The Bounder was gone, and if he was allowed to go free punishment awaited him when he came back to the school. The prefect was tempted to let it go at that. But the Bounder’s reckless defiance had roused his deepest anger; he would not let the rebel have the afternoon free in defiance of authority.  He lifted his machine over the stile and remounted and pedalled along the foot-path. 
If the Bounder had dismounted and taken to the wood the pursuit was hopeless; but Wingate determined to ride at least as far as the road. He covered the ground rapidly, though he did not ride at full speed on the footpath, where there was danger of running down pedestrians. The Greyfriars captain could not afford to be so reckless as the rebel of the Remove. 
For three miles he rode steadily, and then he jumped down at the stile on the Lantham road. 
He lifted his machine in the road, and stood there looking about him. The Bounder was not in sight. But a road-mender was at work there, and Wingate called to him. 
“Have you seen a schoolboy pass on a bicycle just lately?” 
The man looked up. 
“Yes, he came out of the footpath, sir. 
“Which way did he go?” 
“Straight on to Lantham,” 
“Thanks !” 
Wingate mounted and pedalled off. 
On the open road he could let himself go, and his machine fairly flew. The Bounder was heading for Lantham—a place at such a distance from the school that he would be safe from masters and prefects until he chose to return to Greyfriars. Not, however, if Wingate overtook him—and the Sixth-Former knew that he was making at least double the pace of the fugitive. If Vernon-Smith was keeping no the high-road it was only a matter of time before he was run down. 
The miles flashed under the whirling wheels. 
Vernon-Smith, in the meantime, had slackened speed a little.  He was breathless and almost aching with his efforts. He was two-thirds of the way to Lantham, and some of the highest buildings in that town were in sight over the trees. Riding at a more leisurely pace, the Bounder looked back over his shoulder every few minutes, prepared to put it on again if he sighted pursuit. 
Reckless as his conduct was, severe as his punishment was certain to be,Vernon-Smith was thoroughly enjoying the excitement of his escapade. There was a rebellious kink in the Bounder’s nature which made any defiance of law and order a delight to him. Like most domineering natures, he could not tolerate domination. A rebel is generally a would-be tyrant, just as a tyrant is one who, in other circumstances, would be a rebel. The romantic rebel who seeks only to establish the reign of freedom and equality is an entertaining figure in fiction, hut has very seldom existed outside fiction. Once in power, the rebel has always been found a sterner tyrant than one born in the purple. Had Herbert Vernon-Smith been a senior and captain of Greyfriars, nothing would have induced him to permit insubordination among the juniors. But as a junior, his whole nature inclined to reckless insubordination. 
To lead the Greyfriare captain a dance, to defy authority as no other junior would have dreamed of defying it, to be pointed out in the quad as a fellow who cared not two straws for the prefects; that was meat and dtink to the Bounder. Punishment was a slight thing in comparison. The Bounder’s only thought, at the present time, was that he would not give in; nothing else mattered, 
He grinned, as, glancing back once more, he sighted Wingate on the road behind him. 
Wingate was still keeping it up, and he had seen the Bounder ahead now, and was coming on like lightning. 
Vernon-Smith drove at the pedals again. 
He passed rushing motor-cars, and dawdling market--carts like a flash.  He came round corners, often on the wrong side, with utter recklessness. His eyes were gleaming, and his heart beating fast. Hp was in his element now. He would not give in. 
But the stalwart senior was coming up fast. Again and again the Bounder glanced back, and saw Wingate closer and closer. 
Vernon-Smith set his teeth hard. 
It was too late now to dodge into a turning and vanish. Wingate had him insight, and would not have lost him again. But there were other ways. 
A mile out of Lantham a path led up from the road into a thick wood. The Bounder turned into the path. 
Wingate turned into it after him. He was not twenty yards behind the Removite now. 
Smithy jumped off the machine. 
If he had remained mounted, it was a matter now only of minutes. But he was very far from being at the end of his resources. Leaving Ogilvy’s bicycle in the path, the Bounder plunged into the trees. 
Wingate came up with a rush, and jumped down. 
The Bounder had vanished. 
Wingate stood, breathing hard and deep, his hand on his bicycle. He looked into the trees, but the underwoods were thick. Leaving his machine at last, the Sixth-Former plunged into the wood. 
For half an hour he sought the elusive junior, his anger growing more and more bitter. Had he found him, Vernon-Smith’s punishment would not have been left till he reached the school. 
But he did not find him. 
He returned to his machine at last, what time the Bounder, stretched on a leafy branch a score of feet above, watched him coolly through interstices in the foliage. 
Wingate, in deep wrath and disappointment, mounted his machine again, taking Ogilvy’s bicycle with him. Whether the Bounder had cleared off, or whether ho was in hiding, Wingate did not know.  It would be like the reckless young rascal to leave Ogilvy’s machine abandoned there, at the mercy of the first tramp that passed.  If, however, he was waiting for a chance to reclaim the abandoned bicycle, he would he disappointed. It was some satisfaction to the angry prefect to give him a long walk back to the school. 
Wingate rode away, wheeling Ogilvy’s bicycle with one hand, and disappeared from the Bounder’s eyes. 
Vernon Smith shrugged his shoulders. He was left without a mount, nine or ten miles from Greyfriars, yet he cared little. But he did not immediately descend from the tree. It had occurred to his mind, always keen and suspicious, that Wingate’s departure might be only a pretence, to induce him to show himself. If that was so, the Bounder was not the fellow to be trapped so easily. He settled himself comfortably in a fork of the high branches, and lighted a cigarette. 

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

The Hold-up at Lantham! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. dismounted at the railway-station in Lantham. The machines were to be put up at the station, while the chums of the Remove walked with Lord Mauleverer to the bank to cash the cheque which had so interested William George Bunter, and which was gone from Bunter’s gaze like a beautiful Lii dream. After the visit to the bank, the Famous Five intended to call in at the Lantham Ramblers’ cricket ground to watch the game there; Lantham Ramblers being engaged with a county fixture that day. Lord Mauleverer did not object to watching the cricket so long as he was allowed to sit down while he watched it. 
The bicycles having been disposed of, the six Removites walked cheeriIy along the old High Street of Lantham, towards the big stone crner building, where the Lantham and County Bank had its quarters. 
They were near the bank, when Lord Mauleverer began to feel in his pockets, with a perplexed expresion on his noble face. 
“Here we are !” announced Bob Cherry. “Shall we come in with you, Mauly, and help you carry out the loot?” 
“I—I rather think I won’t go in, after all.” stammered Lord Mauleverer. 
“Eh!” 
“What ?” 
“You see —” began his lordship. 
“Too tired to walk into the bank ?” asked Bob Cherry sympathetically. “All right, I’ll give you a toe in—” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Lord Mauleverer dodged hastily. 
“Buck up, Manly, old man,” said Harry. “We want to see some of the cricket before we go back.” 
“Yaas; but—” 
“Must do your banking business first, Mauly,” said Nugent. “The bank will be closed when we come out of the Ramblers’ ground. Banks close early, you know.” 
“Yaas, I know. But—” 
“But what, fathead?” asked Johnny Bull. 
“I can’t cash the cheque to-day.” 
“Why not, ass?” 
“Because—because I haven’t got it with me.’’ 
“What !“ roared the Famous Five, with one voice. 
“You see—” stammered his lordship. 
“You awful fathead!” roared Bob. 
“The fatheadedness is terrific “ 
“It’s all your fault, really,” said Lord Mauleverer dismally. “Horrid, isu’t it? I’ve made this exhaustin’ journey to cash the cheque, and the cheque’. still in my study at Greytriars. Oh dear !” 
Of all the blithering idiots—” 
“Your fault, you know!  You rushed me off so suddenly.” complained Lord Mauleverer. “I’ve only just remembered that I put the cheque on the mantelpiece in No. 12.” 
“You left a cheque for twenty pounds on your study mantelpiece !” bawled Bob Cherry. 
“I put a jar on it to keep it from blowing away. I’m always careful with money.”
“Oh, my hat!” 
“I should have remembered it, you know, if you hadn’t rushed mc off so quickly. Your fault !” 
“Sure you didn’t put it in your pocket again?” asked Bob. “You know what a howling ass you are, old chap !” 
“I’m sure—almost sure, anyway.” 
“Well, make quite sure,” said Bob. “Mind, if you’ve really left the cheque at home, we’ll make you come over again on Saturday afternoon, and next time we’ll make you walk it.” 
“Oh, good gad !” 
“So you’d better make sure, Mauly,” said the captain of the Remove, laughing. 
Lord Mauleverer proceeded to make sure.  He went through one pocket after another meticulously. It was quite possible that his absent-minded lordship had the cheque about him, after all, and the prospect of a ten-mile walk next half holiday was dismaying and terrifying to the slacker of the Remove. 
As the group of juniors stood before the bank entrance, the Famous Five, with grinning faces watching his lordship go through his pockets, a cyclist stopped at the pavement. 
He dismounted from his machine, which he left lodged against the kerb, and came across to the big double doors of the bank. 
The juniors were in the way, and as they were interested in watching Mauleverer they did not see the newcomer. 
“Let me pass, please !” 
“Oh!  Sorry !” said Wharton, and he shifted out of the way at once to allow the stranger to pass into the building. 
He glanced at the man carelessly as he passed. The man walked with a quick, springy step, like a young and active man, but in looks he was a was well on in middle life. He was dressed in black, and had a rather bulky figure, and his face was almost hidden by a grizzled beard, a thick grey moustache, and a pair of large horn-rimmed spectacles. 
Wharton’s glance was quite careless; he had tiever seen the wan before, and took no interest in him. He was not likely to guess, at that moment, what an extremely interesting person the man in the horn-rimmed spectacles was to become in a few minutes. 
The man passed into the bank, the swing door shut behind him, and the juniors forgot his existence. 
Lord Mauleverer was still going through his pockets, with a lengthening face. Pocket after pocket had failed to yield the cheque. 
“Oh, dear !” said his lordship. “It’s not here, you men. I knew I’d left it in my study.” 
Bob Cherry chuckled. 
“That’s a nice walk for you next Saturday, Mauly,” he said. 
“My dear man—” 
“That is, if Bunter doesn’t find the cheque while you’re out, old man, and get Mrs. Mimble to change it for him,” grinned Nugent. 
“Ha, ha, ha !“ 
“Well, there’s nothing doing here!” said Wharton. “Let’s get on to the Ramblers’ ground.” 
“Let’s !” assented the juniors. 
And the Removites were on the point of turning away when from the bank building there came a sudden crash of sound. 
Bang! 
It was the report of a firearm. 
It was followed by a loud and fearful cry. 
“Why, what;—what—” stuttered Bob Cherry. 
The juniors, halting in their tracks, stood almost petrified. Someone had fired a pistol in the bank; someone had been hit.  Such a happening, in the prosaic branch bank in the sleepy old market town, was amazing—in fact, unnerving. 
“What—what on earth—” exclaimed Wharton. 
It was a pistol !” 
“Somebody’s hurt.” 
Two or three passers-by had heard the shot and stopped, and stood staring to— wards the bank entrance. 
“Let’s see !” exclaimed Bob. 
He ran towards the entrance, his chums following him. Just as they reached it the swing doors were dashed violently open, and a man came running out. 
It was the bearded wait in the horn spectacles. 
There was a little bag clutched in his hand.  He came through the swing doors with a desperate rush and burst upon the juniors like a battering-ram.  They went spinning right and left under the rush, and the spectacled man fled past. 
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“Stop him!’ yelled Wharton, comprehending now what had happened. 
“It’s a hold-up! Stop him!” 
The spectacled man, in a breathless rush, had reached his bicycle. Before the words were out of Wharton’s mouth he had mounted and was riding furiously up the street. 
Bob Cherry picked himself up dazedly. The rush of the bank-robber had sent him sprawling on the pavement. 
“A hold-up! It’s a bank robber!” he gasped. “Stop him! After him !”
The juniors rushed into the road after the fleeing rider. 
The suddenness of the tragic happening had almost dazed them, for some moments. They had read in the newspapers of the holding up of banks by armed men, of cashiers shot over the bank counter, of robberies in broad daylight; but they had never dreamed of witnessing such an episode.  But that was what had happened now. Inside the bank a wan had been shot—left dead or wounded by the desperate man who was fleeing with his plunder—fleeing for his liberty, and perhaps for his life ! The juniors, as they realised it, rushed in pursuit, and five or six passers-by joined in, and a constable, who had been on duty, not a dozen yards away, joined in the chase. 
But the bank robber had a good start, and he was on a cycle. From the way he rode it was obvious that he was a young and athletic man, that the grey beard and moustache were a disguise.  He rode like the wind, dashed across the market square, and flew away down the farther street towards the open country, 
“After him !” panted Bob. 
But the reckless rider was already out of sight. The old, sleepy streets of Lantham resounded with shouts. In a few minutes a dozen cyclists had joined in the hunt, and two or three horsemen, and five or six cars. The chase swept out on the Lantham road, and the Greyfriars juniors, breathless, stopped. 
“Nothing doing on foot,” said Wharton, with a gasp. “If we’d had our bikes we might have got him.” 
“Might have got something,” said Johnny Bull. “That rotter’s got loaded firearms about him. We might have got more than we bargained for.” 
“They’ll get him all right,” said Bob. “The cars will run him down if he keeps to the road.” 
“He won’t, unless he wants to be caught,” said Nugent. “If he knows the country he will get clear by taking to the woods. He’s got a start long enough to give him a chance. My hat! Fancy a hold-up in Lantham !” 
“Even Lantham’s moving with the times, at last !“ grinned Bob. “We’re getting quite up to date.” 
“The up to datefulness is too terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “I hope they will catch that esteemed and ridiculous rotter. Let us go backfully for the esteemed Mauly.” 
The chums of the Remove walked back. It was useless to take further part in the distant pursuit, and they were anxious to know what had happened at the bank. The desperate man had fired his revolver there, and a man had been hit; they knew that much. They found Lord Mauleverer resting against a buttress of the bank building. His lordship had started to run after the bank robber with his comrades, but perhaps he had realised the futility of it before they did, or perhaps he had tired. Anyhow, there he was, taking a much-needed rest. 
“Catch him?” he inquired. 
“No, ass Why didn’t you follow on?” 
“Tired.” 
“Fathead!” 
“The police are in the bank now.” said Lord Mauleverer, with a nod towards the swing doors, “1 believe they wantI to speak to anyone who saw that gun merchant, Did you fellows see him?” 
“Didn’t you, ass ?” 
“Well, not to notice, you know—sort of impression of a johnny in black, with goggles twice as big as Bunter’s. They’re saying that a man’s wounded in the bank—not killed, luckily. Poor chap ! It’s frightfully excitin’, isn’t it?” yawned Mauleverer. “I used to think I’d like to be a bank manager; they have a cosy room, you know, with a settee, where a chap could go to sleep. But it seems to be a more excitin’ life than it looks, these days. What about the cricket?” 
“Blow the cricket, now!” 
And the chums of the Remove joined the excited throng that was surging before the swing doors of the bank, where a constable stood on guard, 

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

What the Bounder Saw !

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH chuckled softly—very softly. 
He was careful not to make a sound—very careful indeed.  He had remained in the thick branches of the oak, hidden by the leafy foliage, with the suspicion in his mind that Wingate was not really gone at all, but was lying “doggo ‘‘ and waiting for him to show up. The Bounder had no intention of falling into so simple a trap, if trap there was.  He was quite comnfortable in the fork of the thick branches and he sat there and smoked a cigarette or two.  But he did not smoke much; that bad habit of the Bounder’s was morebravado than anything else, and he did not care for smoking where there was nobody to be shocked or annoyed thereby. He had a book in his pocket— a little volume which dealt with the enthralling subject of flat racing, with a history of the “form” of innumerable gee-gees, and he proceeded to study that little volume with more interest than he had ever accorded to his school-books. And after he had been engaged for some little time he heard a rustling in the underwoods beneath him, and chuckled softly. His idea was that Wingate had been watching all the time, after a preten ce of riding away with the two bicycles, and had now lost patience and was resuming his hunt for elusive junior. 
Smithy slipped the book into his pocket and leaned over the branch, and watched keenly through the foliage. The rustling of the underwoods came closer and clearer, and he know that the unseen comer was approaching the big oak, in the branches of which he had taken refuge. So far, the newcomer was hidden from view, but Smithy had not the slightest doubt that it was Wingate, and he chuckled inaudibly over his own astuteness. He was quite invisible from below, and the Greyfriars captain might have rooted about in the wood for the remainder of the day without finding a trace of him. With a grinning face, the Bounder watched. 
A head, with a Homburg hat on it, came into his range of vision at last. The Bounder started a little. 
Wingate of the Sixth did not wear a homburg hat. It dawned on the Bounder that the newcomer was not Wingate at all.  Wingate had not, as he had suspected, waited and watched for him. 
In point of fact, Wingate was already back at Greyfriars, and had handed over Ogilvy’s bike to that enraged junior, and gone in to report the affair to the Head. 
The man in the Homburg hat had stopped under the wide-spreading branches of the oak. 
Smithy knew now that it was not Wingate, but there was something so furtive, so stealthy, in the manner of the man below him, that his keenest interest was awakened. The man moved slowly, stealthily, and was evidently watching and listening as he came out into the clear space beneath the oak from the clinging underwoods. His whole manner was that of a fugitive who dreaded pursuit. From above, the Bounder could hear his panting breath. The Bounder did not need to be told as he watched the man with a cynical eye, that he was a fugitive, that he had barely escaped some pursuit by vigorous exertions, and that he was fatigued, and had crept into the heart of the wood as a hiding-place. 
Under the big oak the man stood still, turning his glance round him. He was watching and listenng like a hunted animal in the wood. But it did not occur to him to glance upward into the leafy branches overhead, though he would not have seen the Bounder had he done so. The Removite of Greyfriars was completely hidden by thick foliage, only a narrow slit in the greenery giving him a view of the glade below. The Bounder made no sound. He was not a fellow given to fear, but he realised with absolute clearness that there would have been danger in making his presence known. There was something utterly desperate in the look and the manner of the man who had crept into the deep ‘bedows of the wood, and the Bounder wondered, with a slight throb at his heart, from what scene of crime the fugitive had fled. 
he could see the man’s face—a face almost hidden by greyish beard and moustache, and large, horn-rimmed spectacles. The man stood still, and after a few minutes of deep silence ho stirred, and leaned against the trunk of the oak, resting. Still his panting, laboured breath came up to the ears of the silent junior above. 
For five minutes more the man stood there, till his breath grew more regular and calm. Then he moved again, and the Bounder, in tense silence, watched. He would have been glad to see the last of the unknown, but the man evidently did not intend to go yet. Vernon-Smith’s eyes grew wider with surprise as he threw of the Homburg hat, and then removed the horn-rimmed glasses, the beard, and the moustache. The face that was revealed was that of a man a little over thirty; a rather handsome, clear-cut face, a little hard in outline, but by no means unpleasing. Vernon-Smith drew a deep breath as he looked down at him. The man had been in disguise— an impenetrable disguise. The spectacles were part of it, and obviously the frames were filled with plain glass; the man had no defect of eyesight. He had looked nearly sixty when the Bounder first saw him; now he looked hardly over thirty. Certainly no one who had seen him in his disguise would be likely to recognise him now. Indeed, the Bounder, who had watched the transformation, could hardly believe that it was the same man, so total was the change in his aspect. 
But the strange man was not finished yet. 
He proceeded to strip off the black suit of clothes he wore, which had looked bulky on him. The bulkiness was explained when they were off, for under them he wore a light tweed suit. The man who had looked fat and bulky was in reality slim and graceful and active. 
“My hat!” murmured the Bounder inaudibly. 
His interest in the stranger was intensely keen now; but keener still was his desire to remain undiscovered in his eyrie. For he knew that this was a desperate man—by no means some ordinary thief who had fled after picking a pocket or snatching from a shop, In changing his clothes the man had changed an automatic pistol from the outer suit’s pocket to a pocket of the light tweeds. The automatic, and the deep disguise, showed clearly enough that time man was a desperate character. Vernon-Smith wondered whether, if he was discovered, a bullet might bring him tumbling down from his perch. He was not scared; the Bounder was almost incapable of fear. But he was very careful to make no movement or sound, 
The man proceeded to kick off his boots, and to take off his collar and tie.  He replaced the latter with an off white collar, and a tie which the Bounder noticed had the Greyfriars colours.  That, however, did not imply any necessary connection with Greyfriars; the Bounder was aware that in recent years public school tie’s could be bought at any hosier’s; indeed, plenty of members of the public sported Greyfriars or Harrow or Eton colours without even being aware of the fact. From two pockets the man drew a couple of tan shoes, which he laced on his feet in lieu of the boots he had kicked off. From another pocket came a tweed cap. 
He was finished now, apparently. But he was not going, He proceeded to roll his discarded clothes and boots into a bundle, tightly, and with the bundle in his hands he came closer to the trunk of the big oak. By doing so he passed out of the Bounder’s range of vision, and Smithy wondered for a moment or two what he was doing. But a rubbing, scraping sound apprised him of the fact that the man was thrusting the bundle into a hollow of the the trunk. 
“By gum!” whispered the Bounder to himself. 
He grinned into the foliage. 
It was not by chance that the fugitive had reached that solitary spot in the wood.  He knew the place. He knew that there was a hollow in the trunk of the big oak.  He had come there to dispose of his disguise, now that he had finished with it. Whatever it was that he had done, he had taken all his measures beforehand for escape. 
Vernon-Smith, with infinite precaution, shifted his position a little, so that he could get his eyes on the man again. If he made some slight sound, it was unnoticed; the wind was soughing in the branches, and countless birds twittering through the wood. Once more the Bounder’s keen eyes were fixed on the man below, as he withdrew his arm from the narrow opening in the trunk. 
The man in tweeds seemed to be hesitating. Once more he looked about him, listening intently and watching. Then the Bounder saw him open a little bag and glance into it. Then he set it on the ground beneath the tree and ran his fingers through bundle after bundle of crisp paper, and laughed softly. Smithy’s heart gave a jump. That little bag was stacked with notes—currency notes and banknotes. It was from robbery--an extensive robbery—that this strange man had fled. And the plunder was in his hands now, under the eyes of the Bounder of Greyfriars. 
The man, after several minutes of hesitation, seemed to make up his mind. The notes were packed in again, and the little bag was thrust into the hollow of the trunk, after the bundle of clothes. Then, suddenly, swiftly, the man strode away. In a few seconds the woods swallowed him up. the last rustle died away, and Herbert Vernon-Smith, in the thick branches, was left wondering whether 
was not all a dream. 

THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

The Head’s Guest ! 

“LATE !” said Bob Cherry. 
“The latefulness is terrific.”
 Harry Wharton & Co. tame out of the police station at Lantham.
The juniors had volunteered information to the police, and had accompanied the constable to the station, to have their statements taken down.  They were able to give the inspector in charge a full description of the man who had held up the Lantham and County Bank; as it happened, it was the Greyfriar party that had seen most of him; others had had only a the the the the delete hurried glimpse of a man in black, fleeing recklessly on a madly- driven bicycle. 
It was known now that the man had escaped. Half a mile out of the town, in a lonely lane, the pursuit had come up with the fugitive’s bicycle, which he had evidently abandoned there. Some supposed that a confederate in a car had been waiting for him at that spot; others surmised that he had taken to this wood while others, guessing that the bearded, spectacled man had been disguised, mooted the theory that he had simply taken off his disguise and walked home—inded, possibly joined the crowd that was in pursuit of himself. 
It was a thrilling occurrence for a sleepy little market town like Lantham, which was extremely slumberous on all days but market days, and on market days only half-awake. That one topic of the hold-up at the local bank, thrilled Lantham from end to end, and was likely to last as a topic for months, if not years. Whatever had become of the bank robber, there was no doubt that he had vanished, and the pursuit was dropped by all but the police, who were still keeping it up, though with little hope of success. The very daring and audacity of the bank-robber’s deed had made it successful; before the happening, anybody in Lantham would have expected an air-raid as soon as a “hold-up.” 
He had escaped—leaving behind him only the description of his disguise, probably discarded long ago. All Lantham knew that the bank cashier had been taken to hospital, only slightly wounded as it turned out; indeed, it was guessed that the shot had been fired rather to frighten him than to hurt him. The wound was a superficial one, but it was not surprising that the cashier, hit by the bullet, had ducked down into cover and left the raider to his own devices. And the man had grabbed notes, slammed them into a bag, and fled. 
It was a thrilling experience for the chums of the Remove--no end of a story to relate in the Rag at Greyfriars. 
Unfortunately, so much time had been taken up, that it was now impossible to ride back to Greyfriars in time for call-over. 
“It’s all serene,” said Harry, as they turned their steps in the direction of the railway station, where the bicycles had been left. “Quelchy won’t rag us for being late when we explain about the giddy hold-up.” 
“The ragfulness will not be terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh. “The hopefulness is great that the esteemed Quelchy will give us time to explain before he starts in canefully.” 
“No good,” said Lord Mauleverer. “You fellows may not mind bein’ late for call-over, but I’m awf’ly particular about it.” 
“What ?“ ejaculated the Famous Five in chorus.  This was the first time they had heard of Mauly being particular on such points. 
H is lordship nodded seriously. 
“Disrespectful, and all that, for a man to for roll, if he can possibly help it,” he said solemnly. 
“But we can’t help it,” said Nugent. “We’ve got ten miles to go, and a good bit of uphill.” 
“What’s the matter with the railway? “ 
“Oh!” 
The juniors stared at Mauly for a moment, then they burst into a laugh.  Lord Mauleverer’s particular desire not to be late call over
—for once—was explained now. He preferred a cushioncd seat in a first class carriage, to a ten-mile push on the bicycle. 
“You old fraud l” exclaimed Bob Cherry, laughing. “A lot you care about calling-over. You want to slack.” 
“All the same, it’s not a bad idea.” remarked Nugent. “We’ve put in a rather strenuous afternoon, and I’m not yearning to push a bike for ten miles after it. There’s an express to Courtfield—“
“Yaas,” assented Lord Mauleverer, “I shall insist on standin’ the tickets, as it’s my wheeze. And we can get a taxi at Courtfield, see? Horrid to be late for call-over if we can possibly help it.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“But we’ve got our bikes with us” objected Johnny Bull. 
“They can go in the guard’s van.” 
“They’ll have to be paid for then.” 
“Yaas—I believe there’s a charge for transportin’ bikes by railway.” agreed Lord Maulevcrcr. “It’s a mercenary world, and everybody expects everybody to pay for everythin’. But we can’t alter that, old bean. It seems to be human nature,” 
“You silly ass I mean—” 
“Never mind what you mean, if we’re goin’ to catch the express for Courtfield,” said Lord Mauleverer, quite briskly. “Come on.” 
It was but seldom that the noble Mauly exerted himself, but he was full of energy now. It was necessary to catch that train; the alternative being a ten miles’ push on the bikes. It was a tune for action, not words, and Mauly could be a nan of action in such circumstances. He almost trotted towards the railway station, looking at his handsome gold ticker as he went. 
“There’s a train at five-thirty, gets to courtfleld at six,” he said, “I came by it once after seein’ my guardian here. We can catch that all right. Get a move on, you slackers. Don’t slack about for goodness’ sake, when we’re in a hurry.” 
The Famous Five chuckled as they followed Mauleverer. It was something rather new for that noble youth to be urging the strenuous Co. not to slack. Still, they agreed with Mauly that it was a good idea to catch the express; after their exciting and busy afternoon, even the Famous Five were not keen on riding ten miles home. 
So the six juniors walked into the railway station, retrieved the bicycles from the left luggage departmcnt, and Lord Mauleverer took a batch of tickets and the bikes were duly consigned to a porter to be placed in the guard’s van. The express was signalled as the juniors came on the platform. 
“Thank goodness, we’re in time,” said Lord Mauleverer, with a deep breath of relief. 
“Saved !” exclaimed Bob Cherry dramatically, and the juniors chuckled. 
A young man in light tweeds strolled on the platform after the juniors, and glanced at them as he passed them. His glance rather lingered on them, as if he had seen them before but the Greyfriars’ fellows did not observe it; they did not even look at him. 
The young man in tweeds lighted a cigarette, as he stood waiting for the train, evidently the same train that the schoolboys were to take.  He stood at a little distance from them, and a slight  smile came over his face as he listened  to their talk. They were speaking, as was  natural, of their exciting experiences  of the afternoon. Had they observed that young man in tweeds  they might have noticed that he was  interested in the affair of the Lantham  and County Bank. 
“Here’s the giddy train !” said Bob.   “Lend a band to chuck Mauly in—he’s  too tired to step in .” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
The express stopped, and Lod Mauleverer dodged away from Bob Cherry. He was tired, but he did want to be helped into the carriage by the energetic Bob. Lord Mauleverer had taken first-class tickets, the expenditure of cash being a slight matter to the noble Mauly, and the six juniors filled a carriage by themselves. The young man in tweeds passed on to the next, being also a first-class passenger. 
The express buzzed away from Lantham, and all the way to Courtfield the Famous Five found interest in the discussion of the hold-up—while Lord Mauleverer dozed placidly in a corner seat. 
“Courtfield Junction !” 
The express stopped. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Wake up, Mauly !” 
“I’m not asleep—yaroooooh !” roared Lord Mauleverer. “Leggo my collar, you silly chump!” 
“ I’m waking you up, old bean.” 
“Whooop? Don’t I keep on tellin’ you I’m not asleep! Leggo !”
“ Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Sure you’re quite awake?” 
“Ow Yaas !” gasped Lord Mauteverer. 
He jerked his collar away from Bobs helpil+g hand, and descended to the platform. The Famous Five followed him, laughing. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” There’s Prouty !” said Bob, 
Mr. Prout, the portly master of the Greyfrars Fifth, was adorning the Courtfield platform with his ample and important person. 
He stood near the barrier, facing the passengers that alighted from the train, evidently in the expectation of seeing someone in particular. 
Harry Wharton & Co. went along to the guard’s van for their bicycles.  They got out their machines and wheeled them along to the barrier. By that time Mr. Prout had selected the passenger
whom he had come to meet.  The young man in tweeds sauntered along the platform on his way out, looking about him as if he expected to be met. Mr. Prout’s eyes fixed on him, and he noticed that the young man limped slightly with his left leg. Mr. Prout made a step towards the young man, and raised his silk hat with elaborate politeness. 
Captain Spencer, I presume ?” he asked in his deep, fruity voice .
The young man stopped. 
“That is my name, he assented “And you—” 
“Dr. Locke requested me to meet you here this afternoon. Captain Spencer. Pray allow me to introduce myself—” 
Harry Wharton & Co., wheeled their bicycles out, and the rest was lost on them. They capped Mr. Prout respectfully as they passed; the Fifth Form master, however, being too busy with his elaborate courtesy to the young man in tweeds to acknowledge the salute. 
“That’s the chap who got on Lantham,” remarked Nugent, as the juniors came out of the station. “Looks like a visitor for Greyfriars, from Prouty being here to meet him. Jump on, and we shall get in for call over all right.” 
“I say, we’re taxyin’ from here!”  protested Lord Mauleverer. 
“Six fellows and six bikes on a taxi !” grinned Bob. 
“Yaas! Let’s take two taxies—” 
“Make it three!” chuckled Bob. 
“Yaas, all right!” 
“Fathead!  We’re biking from Court field. It’s only a couple of miles, if we go across the common.”. 
“Only !” groaned Lord Mauleverer. 
“Jump on, you slacker aced 
“I’ll tell you what,” said Nauly. “You fellows bike it, if you’re keen on it, and I’ll take a taxi. My bike wil go on top.” 
“Bump him !” said. Bob. 
“Look here—” 
“And your baggage, Captain Spencer?” It was Mr. Prout’s fruity voice again, as he came out of the station with the head’s guest. 
“A suitcase,” said the young man in tweeds. “It was in the guard’s van; it was rather too large for the carriage. Dear me! I had allowed it to slip my mind; prey excuse me for a few minutes.” 
Captain Spencer went back into the station, leaving Mr. Prout to adorn the landscape with his portly person.  He went so quickly that the portly Form master had no chance of going with him as he would certainly have done in his desire to show every possible attention to the Head’s guest. 
Harry Wharton glanced after him as he went. 
At Lantham, the juniors had paid no special heed to the stranger, but they had seen him there, antd he had had no suitcase or baggage of any kind with him. 
Certainly he had not had a suitcase placed in the guard’s van at Lantham, and certainly a suitcase had not been turned out of the train along with the bicycles. There had not been a suitcase in the luggage van on the express at all. 
The circumstance struck Wharton as odd, but he gave it no thought, not being interested at all in Captain Spencer’s affairs. 
Mr. Prout, left alone for a few minutes, bestowed his portly attention upon the Removites. 
“You boys have travelled by train with your bicycles?” he said. 
“Yes, sir,” answered Wharton politely, thougb he could not see that that was any affair of the Fifth Form master. But Mr. Prout had a little way of butting into affairs that were not his own. 
“Your Form master would not approve of such extravagance,” said Mr. Prout, with severity. 
“Indeed, sir!  ” murmured Wharton. 
“Yes, indeed,” said Mr. Prout. “It is extremely thoughtless, to say the least, for you boys to cycle to such a distance that you arc obliged to return by train.” 
The Famous Five smiled at Mr. Prout. 
“So kind of you to tell us, sir,” said Bob Cherry blandly. 
“The kindfulness is terrific, esteemed sir.”
“Moreover,’ said Mr. Prout, with deepening severity, “you should have made an effort to ride home, even if fatigued. You should not slack. I disapprove strongly of slacking.” 
“Bless my soul!” ejaculated Bob Cherry, in so surprising an imitation of the Head’s voice that the juniors burst into a chuckle. 
Mr. Prout frowned portentously. 
“I presume—” he began again. 
“You do !” murmured Bob. 
“What! What did you say?” exclaimed Mr. Prout. 
“Hem!” 
Mr. Prout had not meant that He was presumptuous; not at all. He gave Bob a glare and went on ;
“I presume that you would have been late for call-over, if you bad ridden back. No doubt that is the case. Is that the case, Wharton ?” 
“You’ve got it, sir,” said the captain of the Remove. 
“what –what ?” 
“You’ve got it, sir.” 
“That is not the way to address a Form master, Wharton !” boomed Mr. Prout. “It is very thoughtless, indeed reckless, to ride so far that you are obliged to take a train home. It leads to a reckless expenditure of money which is bad—very bad—for junior schoolboys.  Your Form master would not approve, and I do not approve. I trust that you will bear that in mind.” 
“I trust that you fellows will bear this in mind,” said Harry Wharton, turning to his comrades. 
“I trust that you will bear this in mind, Nugent,” said Bob Cherry, with great gravity. 
Nugent nodded and turned to Johnny Bull. 
“I trust that you will bear this in mind, Bull !” he said. 
Johnny Bull grinned. 
“Inky, old man, I trust that you will bear this in mind,” he said. 
“The bearfulness will be terrific,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur. with great solemnity. “I trust that you, Wharton, will also bear this in your esteemed mind.” 
Mr. Prout’s complexion, always red and rosy, was now like the complexion of a freshly boiled beetroot. Although not very quick on the uptake, Mr. Prout could discern that these impertinent juniors were making fun of him. At Greyfriars, as at other schools, a Form master was not supposed to deal out homilies to any Form but his own. Mr. Prout frequently transgressed that salutary rule; he did not keep all his eloquence for the Fifth—having, indeed, an inexhaustible supply of it, which was always liable to run over. 
“You are impertinent !” he exclaimed. 
“Oh, sir !” exclaimed Bob. 
“Oh, sir !” ejaculated Wharton. 
“Oh, sir !” gasped Nugent. 
“Oh, sir !” murmured Johnny Bull. 
“Oh, sir !” purred the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
Mr. Prout took a businesslike grasp on his umbrella. Really, he looked as if assault and battery would be the next item on the programme. 
Fortunately, Captain Spencer came out at the moment with a large suitcase in his hand. Mr. Prout choked back his just wrath, and turned to the Head’s guest with a resumption of portly and benevolent courtesy. And Harry Wharton & Co., relieved of Mr. Prout’s kind attention, mounted their machines and rode away to the school, 
The six juniors arrived at Greyfriars long before the taxi bore Mr. Prout and the Head’s guest, and were in good time to join the rest of the school going in to call-over in Hall. Mr. Quelch took the roll, and there was one member of the Remove who failed to answer to his name— Herbert Vernon-Smith. And the expression on Mr. Quelch’s face, as he marked Vernon-Smith absent, was an indication of what the rebel of the Remove had to expect when he should turn up late at Greyfriars. 
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
 
Looting the Loot ! 

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH remained in the branches of the oak for a good quarter of an hour after the mysterious man below had gone. 
The Bounder was in no hurry to descend. 
After what he had seen, he knew the danger that would follow if the unknown fugitive discovered him.  The sight of the automatic pistol had been more than enough to make the Bounder extremely cautious.. The footsteps of the man who had undergone so strange a transformation in the lonely wood had long died away before the Bounder stirred. 
He dropped from the tree at last. 
The man was gone, probably very far away by that time. No sign remained in sight to show that he ever had been there. Indeed, so strange and mysterious was the occurrence that Vernon-Smith was almost inclined to believe that it was a waking dream. The Bounder stood under the oak, where the strange man had stood, thinking deeply. For the time, Smithy had quite forgotten his own escapade, and that calling-over at Greyfriars would soon be due. 
The man he had seen was obviously a robber.  He had committed some robbery in deep disguise, and had hidden both his disguise and his plunder in the hollow of the oak. In his present aspect he was safe from any possibility of suspicion. Even in case of suspicion, there was nothing on him to connect him with the robbery. No doubt he intended to wait till the affair, whatever it was, had blown over before lie returned to the spot to take away his plunder. That might be days or weeks, or months for that matter. The hiding-place was a safe one. No one was ever likely to explore the hollow in the trunk of the old oak in the heart of the wood. But for what the Bounder had seen, the robber and his loot would have been absolutely secure. 
The Bounder grinned at the thought. The man’s manner had shown that he was hunted, but he was hunted by those who were looking for a bearded, horn-spectacled man in black, a bulky-looking man of sixty. Even if the police guessed that the beard and the spectacles were a disguise, they were not likely to have the remotest idea of what the man looked like in his own proper person. But the Bounder held the clue. 
Smithy had noted the man’s face carefully, and he was quite certain that he would know it again if he saw it; that he could give an accurate description of it. He could describe every one of the hard, clear-cut features, he could give the man’s height and size, and every visible detail of his clothing, even to the circumstance that he wore a tie of the Greyfriars colours. That might be a chance, but it was, nevertheless, possible that it indicated that he was an old Greyfriars man; and if that was the case the field of search would he very much narrowed down. 
The Bounder, as he stood in thought under the oak, was wondering what he should do. 
Obviously, it was his duty to inform the police of what he had seen. It was scarcely imaginable that the man’s proceedings had been innocent. It was clear that he was a law-breaker who had escaped with his plunder. But as a schoolboy, it was more judicious for Smithy to speak to his Form master or headmaster before taking any other step. The Bounder was already realising how this might be turned to his advantage. He was booked for severe punishment when he returned to the school, after breaking detention, and leading the head prefect of Greyfriars on an unavailing chase. Certainly that meant a Head’s flogging. 
The Bounder was quite prepared to face the music, with cool hardihood, for what he had done. But he naturally preferred to escape scot-free if he could, if he turned up at Greyfriars with the thief’s loot in his possession, to be handed back to the owner, the headmaster could scarcely reward him with a flogging. Smithy chuckled at the thought. It would be no end of a triumph to defy Mr. Quelch, to lead Wingate a dance, and then to escape all punishment for his rebellious audacity. 
He laughed aloud as ho thought of it. It would be a great score over Mr. Quelch. 
He turned to the tree-trunk and examined the hollow into which the man had thrust his disguise and his plunder. It was a narrow opening, but evidently larger below, inside the old trunk, or it would not have contained the bundle the man had thrust in. That was another point the police would be glad to hear of. It proved that the robber was no stranger in the locality. Either he knew the country well, or else he had spent time in the locality, learning his way about, before he had ventured on the robbery, 
Smithy thrust his arm into the opening and groped, 
His hand came out with the little leather bag in it. He opened the bag, as the robber had done, and looked at the contents. The stack of money there almost made him gasp, though the Bounder was used to money. There were rolls and rolls of pound notes, and a wad of banknotes. At the very least there was the sum of eight hundred pounds in the Bounder’s hands. 
“My hat!” murmured the Bounder. “What a haul!” 
The bag was too large for any of the Bounder’s pockets. Certainly he would not have cared to leave the wood carrying it in his hand. The strange man’s pursuer might know it by sight. Certainly the robber would have known it had Smithy chanced on him. Vernon- Smith proceeded to remove the wads of notes from the bag and stuff them separately into his pockets. Most of his pockets were bulging by the time he had finished. Then he dropped the empty bag back into the hollow of the oak. 
He chuckled. 
If the thief came back he would flnd his disguise and the bag, the latter empty. The Bounder would have liked to be on thc spot to see hia face when he found it. 
Vernon-Smith walked away from the tree at last towards the footpath, scannng the locality carefully as he went, to make sure of being able to find the oak again. 
He reached the foot path and walked away towards Lantham. 
As he was on foot now he had to take the train to return to Greyfriars.  Even so, he was certain to be late for call over. A glance at his watch showed him that it was nearly six o’clock.  The five-thirty from Lantham to Courtfield was gone, and the next  express was six-thirty, at which time Greyfriars would be gathered in Big Hall for call-over. But the Bounder cared little. As well to be hung for a sheep as a lamb, and he was fairly sure that he carried in his pockets the means of making his peace. There was no doubt that the Head would be greatly pleased to find that a Greyfriars boy was the means of restoring a large sum of money to the right owner. 
The Bounder walked cheerily into Lantham, and went into the railway station, in good time for the next train. 
He took out his ticket and went on the platform, and he did not fail to observe that there was an air of excitement about the usually sleepy place. A dozen people were on the platform for the train, and they were all talking, and they had only one topic—the daring hold-up at the Lantham and County Bank. 
In a very few minutes the Bounder knew where the money belonged that he had stuffed into his pockets. 
The hold-up at the bank that afternoon and the hiding of the notes in the hollow tree in Lantham Chase could not be simply a singular occurrence. it was the bank robber whom Vernon-Smith had watched hiding his loot. 
A plump, red-faced gentleman, who looked like a commercial traveller, was relating his experience, to several interested hearers while he waited for the express. He had seen the bank robber, and joined in the chase, and the Bounder, idling near at hand, listened intently te his description. He described the man as looking about sixty, with grayish beard and moustaches, ant big, horn-rimmed spectacles and a Homburg hat, a fat man dressed in black. But the commercial gentleman gave the sage opinion that the beard and moustaches would have come off if they had been jerked, and he doubted whether the horn-rimmed glasses would remain after the man had got away. 
“Of course, he was disguised,” said the commercial gentleman, “and he might look like anything or anybody with all that stuff off. Might be standing on this here platform at this very minute, and nobody would know him.”
“And he got a big haul!” asked one of the interested hearers. 
“They say a thousand pounds,” answered the commercial gentleman. “He shot the cashier down, though it turns out that he was only slightly hurt, after all. Might have been killed. It’s time the police did something to put down this hold-up business. Might 
as well be in America if this kind of thing is to go on. A regular gunman. 
The Bounder breathed rather hard.  He remembered the automatic pistol he had seen.  The weapon had been fired at the bank cashier. It might have been fired at the Bounder had the robber discovered him in the wood. He had reason to be glad that he had kept so carefully “doggo.” 
The express came in at last, and the Bounder took his seat. There were other passengers in the carriage, and they talked of the hold-up all the way to Courtfield. By the time Vernon-Smith arrived at Courtfield he knew all the details of the affair that were known to the public, even to the detail that some schoolboys belonging to Greyfriars had been on the scene when the hold-up took place. He could guess who those schoolboys were. He knew that Harry Wharton & Co. had been going to Lantham that afternoon. 
The Bounder got out at Courtfield, and took a taxi to the school. 
He stepped from the taxi at the gates of Greyfriars, which were closed and locked.  Smithy rang the bell. 
Gosling came down to the gates, and gave the Bounder a grim look between the bars. 
“Ho ! You’re back !” be said. “Nice goings hon.’ 
Gosling slowly unlocked the gates. 
“Which you’re to report to Mr. Quelch at once, Master Vernon-Smith,” he grunted. “Wot I says is this ‘ere—” 
“Can it !” interrupted the Bounder. 
And he walked on towards the School house, leaving William Gosling blinking with wrath. 
“I say, you fellows!  Here’s Smithy !”
It was an excited squeak from Billy Bunter, as the Bounder walked coolly into the House. 
A dozen fellows stared round. The Bounder was the cynosure of all eyes at once. His escapade of the afternoon was the talk of the Lower School. Vernon-Smith glanced round, with a smiling face. 
“Anything up?” he drawled. 
“He, he, he “ chortled Billy Bunter. “Wait till you see Quelchy.” 
“Has Quelchy come in?” 
“Long ago,” grinned Bunter. “He’s waiting for you, Smithy. You’re for it. He, he, he !” 
“You’ve asked for it this time, Smithy,” said Peter Todd, with a curious look at the Bounder. “Wingate came back boiling. Did he follow you far!” 
“Nearly to Lantham,” said the Bounder. “I dodged him at the finish. I hope the exercise did him good.” 
Some of the juniors laughed. But the laugh died away as Mr. Quelch came out of his study with a grim brow. 
“Vernon-Smith ! You have returned !” 
‘Yes, sir.”  
“Very well. I shall take you to your headmaster to be dealt with,” said Mr. Quelch. 
“Thank you, sir,” said the Bounder imperturbably. “I want to see the Hesd.” 
“What! No more insolence, Vernon-Smith! Follow me at once !” 
“Certainly, sir !” 
The Remove master stalked away, and the Bounder lounged after him, bestowing a wink on the Remove fellows as he went, 
“Well. Smithy’s got a nerve “ remarked Bob Cherry. 
“The beak will give hin something to cure all that !” chuckled Bunter. 
The door of the Head’s study closed behind Mr. Quelch and the Bounder. 

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

The Bounder’s Trump Card! 
DR. LOCKP laid down his pen, and fixed his eyes upon Herbert Vernon-Smith, with a glance that made the Bounder feel a little uneasy, in spite of his nerve. 
The Head had received Wingate’s report during the afternoon, and later, he had learned from Mr. Quelch that the Bounder had not been present at call-over. Now he had returned, long after the school gates had been locked, and the air of assurance with which he entered the headmaster’s study added to his offence. There was thunder in the usually benevolent countenance of the Head. Smithy noticed that the birch lay on the table ready for use. His punishment had been already decided upon. 
“So this rebellious boy has returned, Mr. Quelch ?” said Dr. Locke. 
“Yes, sir, and without, I fear, feeling any regret whatever for his disrespect and disobedience,” said the Remove naster. 
“Vernon-Smith, you were detained this afternoon by your Form master. You went out in spite of your detention, and refused to return to the school when ordered by our head prefect.” 
“Yes, sir,’ said the Bounder. 
“You are iiow nearly an hour late for calling-over.” 
“I am sorry, sir.” 
“I trust so I” said the head grimly. “You understand, of course, that you wilt be severely flogged?” 
“It was not really my fault that i came back late for call-over, sir,” said the Bounder smoothly. “1 was delayed by—” 
“By what?” snapped the Head. “It matters little, in any case, as you had no right to be out of the school at all, in view of the fact that you were detained.” 
“There was a hold-up in Lantham this afternoon, sir—a bank was robbed.” 
The Head raised his eyebrows. 
“That does not concern the matter in hand, Vernon-Smith.” 
“It does, sir,” said the Bounder. 
Dr. Locke glanced at the Remove master. 
“You have told me, Mr. Quelch, of a statement made by some boys of your Form.  That they were present in Lantham when the bank was robbed by some desperate character. Was Vernon-Smith with them?  ” 
“Certainly not !” said Mr. Quelch. “Wharton and his friends cane in for calling-over, and afterwards acquainted me with what had happened at Lantham. Vernon-Smith was not with them !”
“I was not there at the time of tle hold-up, sir,” said the Bounder.  “I came on the bank-robber later.” 
The Head started, and Mr. Quelch gave a little exclamation.  
Smithy had expected that statement to startle the two masters, and undoubtedly it did so. 
“What did you say, Vernon-Smith?” exclaimed the Head. “You came on the person who robbed the bank at Lantham ?” 
“Yes, sir. That is why I was late for call-over,” said the Bounder calmly. “I thought I had better keep out of sight while he was around, sir, as he had an automatic pistol.” 
“ Bless my soul !” 
Dr. Locke blinked at the Bounder, and Mr. Quelch stared at him with grim, unbelieving eyes. 
“That is very strange statement, Vernon-Smith,” said Dr. Locke at last. “Kindly tell me at once what has happened is during your absence from the school.” 
“Certainly, sir. I intended to report to you as soon as I got back, as I want you to advise me whether to go to the police.” 
“Proceed!” said the Head curtly. 
The Bounder proceeded to describe his adventure in the old oak in Lantham Chase. Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch listened attentively, in silence, while Smithy gave a minute account of the whole affair, leaving out only one detail. His did not mention that he had taken the stolen banknotes from the tree-trunk. 
The Head’s expression was one of amazement; Mr. Qtuelch’s of strong disbelief. It was easy to see that the Remove master, at least, believed that Smithy, having heard of the hold-up, was telling a fanciful story, in the hope of thereby dodging punishment. For that reason, the Bounder kept back that one little circumstance, and made no allusion whatever to the fact that he had the bank’s money in his own pockets at that moment. 
“Bless my soul !” said the Head at last. “This is a very strange stoty, Vernon-Smith. What do you think, Mr. Quelch?” 
The Remove master set his lips. 
“I think that every word Vernon-Smith has uttered is a fabrication, sir,” he answered deliberately. “He is not a truthful boy by any means. I believe he has invented this story in the hope of eluding a just punishment.” 
Vernon-Smith smiled inwardly. He had in his pockets the proof with which to overwhelm his Form master as soon as he chose. But he was in no hurry to produce it. He was, in fact, playing with Mr. Quelch like a cat with a mouse. 
Dr. Locke gazed doubtingly at the Bounder. 
“You assure me you have spoken the truth? ” be asked. 
“Every word, sir !”
“You would be able to find again this oak-tree of which you speak ?” 
“Well, oak-trees are much alike, sir, and Lantham Chase is very extensive.” said the Bounder, with well acted hesitation. “Of course, I hope I should be able to find it, sir. I would try.” 
“And if you fail to find it, Vernon-Smith,” said Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice. “do yon expect this incredible story to be believed! 
“ Yes, sir.” 
“ You will be disappointed, in that case. I do not believe a single tonl Oui ljsvc uttered.” 
“I am sorry for that, sir,” said the Bounder, meekly. “ I can only repeat that I have stated the exact facts.” 
“Nonsense !” 
“I fear, Vernon-Smith, that I must share your Form master’s opinion,” said the Head. “The story is, in fact, incredible.”
“Vernon-Smith has evidently been to Lantham,” said Mr. Quelch, with biting contempt. “He has heard there the story of the bank robbery, and has founded this romance.” 
“It certainly would appear so,” said Dr. Locke. 
“With the object,” continued Mr. Quelch, “of postponing or eluding punishment for his rebellious disrespect. No doubt he would be willing to cause his headmaster to communicate with the police, to obtain leave from lessons to accompany the constables in a search for a mythical hollow tree in Lantham Chase, with the pretext finally that he could not locate the tree. I believe he would have no scruple whatever in thus placing his Headmaster in a false 
position.” 
“Bless my soul !” said Dr. Locke. “Certainly the positlon would be absolutely intolerable. I should be regarded as having wasted the time of the authorities by listening to a wild tale from a schoolboy.  Vernon-Smith, you have added to your offence by telling mc this incredible story.” 
“You do not believe me, sir?” 
“I do not.” 
“Not one word !” said the Remove master harshly. “Not one syllable!  I am surprised, even in you, Vernon— Smith, at  this audacity. Such a tale is an insult to the intelligence of your headmaster.” 
“Then you do not advise me to report In the police what 1 have seen!” staid the Bounder, with great meekness. 
“You have seen nothing of what you describe. I am sure that Dr. Locke will hot allow you to attempt to delude the authorities with any such fanciful story.” 
“Certainly not !” said the Head. 
“Very well, sir,” said the Bounder, his calm face betraying no sign 0f his secret enjoyment. “But, at least, sir, you will advise me what to do with the money !”
“The—the what ?” ejaculated the Head. 
“The money ?” repeated Mr. Quclch blankly. 
“Yes, sir,” said the Bounder demurely. “Knowing, sir, that the money had been stolen, thinking that the thief might return for it, I thought it best, sir, to take it from the hollow tree.” 
“Bless my soul!  Do you mean to say, Vernon-Smith, that the money taken from the bank at Lantham is now in your actual possession?” stuttered the head. 
“Yes, sir !” 
Mr. Quelch’s face was a study. 
‘That alters the case—if true !” said Dr. Locke. 
“If true !” said Mr. Quelch between his set lips. “If it is not one more impudent falsehood, sir.” 
“Where is this money, Vernon-Smith, which you state you took from the hiding-place in the oak?” demanded the Head. 
“I put it in a safe place at once, sir,” said Vernon-Smith, still bent on “drawing” the unfortunate Remove master. 
He succeeded perfectly. 
“No doubt” snapped Mr. Quelch. “And this safe place, like the hollow oak, you will fail to find if called upon to do so. A still more audacious falsehood, in my opinion.” 
The Bounder had difficulty in suppressing a grin.  Certainly he had his Form waster “on toast” now, as he described it afterwards to Skinner. 
‘Oh, sir! ” he said deprecatingly. 
“We are wasting time, Dr. Locke, in listening to this audacious boy’s impertinent fabrications,” said the Remove master. 
“I agree with you, Mr. Quelch. Now, Vernon-Smith”—the Head paused a moment—” unless you can furnish immediate and complete proof of what you have stated—” 
“Well, sir,” said the Bounder, affecting to hesitate, “there’s the money, sir—” 
“You state that you put this money in a safe place?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“And the place?” asked the Head patiently, while Mr. Quelch fairly glared his disbelief. 
“My pockets, sir,” said the Bounder calmly. 
“Your—your pockets!” 
“Yes, sir!  ” 
“Vernon-Smith!  Is it your meaning that you have this money on your person at the present moment!” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Dear me!” said the head. 
“Produce it, then !” almost shouted Mr. Quelch. For the first time in his long career at Greyfriars, the Remove master lost his temper in the presence of his chief. “Impudent boy, if you are not, as I believe, lying with the most impudent effrontery, produce the money at once !” 
“Certainly, sir?” 
And the Bounder, to the amazement of the Head, and the complete stupefaction of Mr. Quelch, proceeded to turn out bundles of currency notes and banknotes from his pockets. 
The two masters watched him, as if in a trance, while he stacked the notes on the Head’s writing-table. 
Quietly, methodically, with the utmost coolness, Smithy emptied his pockets of the notes, stacking them up in order.  Hundreds of pounds were represented by those little stacks of paper. 
The Head found his voice at last. 
“Upon my word ! This is—is—is very —very extraordinary! Mr. Quelch, it— it would appear that Vernon-Smith has —has spoken the truth, after all !” 
Mr. Quelch did not speak. He was gazing at the growing heaps of notes, as if unable to believe his eyes. Certainly he did not wish to believe them. He was exasperated almost to the limit of endurance. Only too well he knew that the Bounder had deliberately kept back this proof of his statement to the latest possible moment in order to overwhelm him with confusion. 
“That is the lot, sir,” said Vernon-Smith at last. “I haven’t counted them, sir. but I think there is more than eight hundred pounds. I hope, sir, that you will take charge of them; they would not be safe in my pockets” 
“Certainly I shall take charge of them !” gasped the Head. “The notes ahall be locked in my safe till I can communicate with the bank and they can be returned. This is—is—is very extraordinary!  Vernon-Smith, you have acted very badly and disrespectfully today, but it must be admitted that you have performed a public service in saving this large sum of money from the hbands of a thief.” 
“Thank you, sir!” said the Bounder, 
“I shall telephone to the police-station at Lantham, and ask them to send an official to take down your statement,” said the Head. “Your description of the man will be most valuable; it may enable them to lay their hands on this scoundrel who has only been seen in disguise by all other eyes. In the circumstances, I—I———” Dr. Locke hesitated. “Vernon-Smith, it would be painful to me to punish you, in view of these circumstances. Yet it is impossible for me to overlook your disrespect and disobedience to your Form master, whose authority you know it to be my duty to uphold. You have placed rue in a very painful position, Vernon-Smith.” 
The Bounder smiled inwardly. Outwardly his face was serious and concerned. 
“I am sorry, sir,” he said. “I had no idea of getting out of my punishmerit. I felt it my duty to save this money from the thief, sir, and to help the authorities, if you approve, in finding the bank robber, sir. I apologise to Mr. Quelch, sir, for the trouble I have given him, and should like him to believe that 1 am very sorry indeed for having acted in a disrespectful manner.” 
The Head glanced at the Remote master expressively. 
Mr. Quelch gulped, 
He did not believe in the sincerity of the Bounder’s apology; indeed, he regarded it as a piece more of the junior’s impertinence. But he realised that he had to swallow the pill, bitter as it was. It was scarcely possible for the Head to flog a fellow who had saved a large sum of money from thievish hands, and who undoubtedly was to give immense assistance to the authorities in a difficult task, thus reflecting very considerable credit upon himself and his school. Obviously, the Head was extremely unwilling, in the peculiar circumstances, to administer any such punishment. Mr. Quelch realised that the Bounder had won the unspoken conflict; the struggle between a rebellious Remove boy and the Remove master had ended in favour of the rebel. 
“What do you say, Mr. Quehch?” asked the Head, his tone indicating very clearly what he expected the Remove master to say. 
“1 can only agree with your views, sir,” said Mr. Quelch painfully. “I—I accept Vernon-Smith’s apology, and the matter closes so far as I am concerned.” 
“Thank you, Mr. Quelch. Vernon-Smith, I trust that you will attempt to show by your future conduct that you appreciate Mr. Quetch’s kindness in thus pardoning your offence.” 
“I will try very hard, sir, to show Mr. Quelch exactly how I appreciate his kindness,” said the Bounder. 
“Very good.” said the Head, blind to the double meaning of the Bounder’s words, though it was not lost on Mr. Quelch. “You may go, Vernon-Smith. You will be called when the authorities desire to see you and take down your statement.” 
“Yes, sir.” 
And the Bounder walked out of the Head’s study, and grinned mockingly as he went down the passage and strolled into the Rag. 

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

An Amazing Discovery! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo !”
“Licked?” 
“Sacked?” 
“How’s it gone, Smithy?” 
“I say, you fellows, he doesn’t look licked !” 
The Bounder laughed. 
Nearly all the Remove were in the Rag, and it was obvious that they were waiting for the Bounder. For once, at least, the black sheep of the Remove filled the most prominent place in the eyes of his Form-fellows. Since he had entered upon his new career of recklessness, of tacit conflict with all authority in general, under that of his Form-master in particular, the Bounder had drawn a good deal of attention to himself. If he was not popular, if he was not liked, at all events he had to be respected for his courage and nerve, and at no time could he fail to inspire interest, at least. But on this special day interest in the Bounder’s reckless course had culminated. 
Fellows had broken detention before, though not in quite so reckless a fashion; but it was something new a fellow to lead the head prefect of the school a dance, miles across country, and to send him home unsuccessful at the finish, and to follow up that proceeding by staying out an hour after roll-call. Everyone had expected the Bounder’s exploits to wind up in a flogging, which, however, he would go through with iron hardihood, without a cry, his pluck and endurance extorting unwilling admiration even from those who most disapproved of his conduct. 
But the climax came when it was seen that the Bounder was not even punisbed; that somehow or other, in some mysterious way, he had escaped the penalty of his many offences. 
Obviously, as he sauntered into the Rag, with his hands in his pockets and a cool smile on his face, he had not been flogged, or sentenced to a flogging, 
The Removc fellows simply could not understand it; but undoubtedly it enhanced the Bounder’s prestige very considerably. 
“I say, Smithy, how did you get off ? ”squeaked Billy Bunter in great excitement. “Have you pulled the Head’s leg somehow?” 
“Blessed if it doesn’t seem like a giddy miracle,” said Bob Cherry. “You’re not licked, Smithy?” 
“Licked? No!” 
“You’re not going to be bunked?” asked Johnny Bull. 
“Do I look like it ?“ asked the Bounder, with a careless laugh. 
“Well, no; but it beats me.” 
“The beatfulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The gladfulness is great to see the esteemed Bounder escape Scotchfully free. But how do you work these ridiculous miracles, Smithy?” 
“Spun the Head some yarn?” said Nugent. 
The Boimder nodded. 
“Just that!” he agreed. 
Harry Wharton was looking very curiously at the Bounder. He was as astonished as the rest of the fellows. He was glad that Smithy had escaped punishment; although the differences between them were very wide now, the captain of the Remove was not without some regard for the fellow whose faults were redeemed by indomitable courage. But he could not understand. He had fully expected the Bounder to be flogged; he would not have been surprised had Smithy been expelled from Greyfriars. Neither had happened, and at was amazing 
“You’ve told the tale to the Head, somehow,” said Squiff. 
“You’ve got it,” assented the Bounder. 
“But what on earth did you tell him?” asked Peter Todd. “The Head’s a downy bird.” 
“Oh, I don’t mind telling you,” said the Bounder negligently. “1 dare say you fellows have heard that there was a hold-up at Lantham this afternoon— at the bank!” 
“Yes, rather! We were on the spot,” said Bob Cherry. 
“Well, I told the Head a yarn about that.” said the Bounder. “A really interestin’ tale about meetin’ the  bank robber and getting the stolen money off him.” 
“Great pip!” 
“You had the nerve to tell the Head a yarn like that ? ” roared Bolsover major in amazement. 
“Oh, I’ve got lots of nerve.” 
“But the Head didn’t swallow it, surely?” exclaimed Skinner. 
“Swallowed it whole.” 
“Gammon!” said Hazeldene a. 
Vernon-Smith laughed. 
“WelI, I look as if he swallowed it, don’t I?” he asked. “The birch was all ready on the Beak’s table. But I didn’t sample it.” 
“Well, my hat !“ said Hazel. “It beats me! The Head must be getting into his second childhood. I’ll bet.you Quelchy didn’t swallow a tale like that.” 
“Well, no; not quite.” 
“Ha, ha, ha! Not Quelchy “ 
“But I convinced him at last,” said the Boundor calmly. “He didn’t like it, but he took it down.” 
“You mean it, Smithy?” asked Wharton. 
“Quite.” 
“But_but——” exclaimed Bob Cherry, “if you spun the Head a yarn like that, Smithy, he’s bound to report it to the police.” 
“He’s going to,” assented the Bounder a. 
“Then the bobbies will want to see you about it.” 
“Quite.” 
“And what on earth are you going to tell them?” 
“Oh, the same yarn,” said the Bounder carelessly “Why not? Bunter isn’t the only fellow in the Remove who can tell the tale.” 
“Oh, really, Smithy—” 
“Well, I don’t think you’ll get away with it,” said Nugent. 
“We shall see,” said the Bounder. 
Of The door of the Rag opened front without, and a deep, rich, fruity voice was heard the voice of Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth. 
“Probably you remember this room, Captain Spencer? I believe it was called by the same name in your time at Greyfriars.” 
“The Rag—yes,” answered the pleasant voice. 
“That’s the Heads giddy guest,” murmured Bob Cherry. “Prouty’s showing him round the school. Seen him, Smithy?” 
“Not yet,” said the Bounder. “I remember hearing the Head speak to Prouty about him when I went to his study this morning.” 
“We came on the same train with him from Lantham,” said Bob. “We didn’t know then that he was the Head’s giddy guest, though. He’s got a limp left over from the War.  Decent sort of chap. Bit of a conjurer, too, I think,” 
“Eh, what ?“ 
Bob grinned. 
“Well, he got in at Lantham without any baggage, but at Courtfield  he produced a big suitcase, like a conjurer producing a rabbit from a hat,” he said. I don’t know how he did it.” 
“Might have come by an earlier train if he broke his journey at Lantham, He wouldn’t trouble to take his baggage out.” 
“Oh, yes; very likely.” Assented Bob, who had not thought of that simple explanation—indeed, had hardly thought of the matter at all. “Only he spoke to Prouty as if his suitcase was on the same train. I wonder it he saw anything of the hold-up at Lantham ?“ 
“Will you step in, Captain Spencer?” 
Mr. Prout’s fruity voice was heard again. “The juniors use this room, as in your time at Greyfriars. Doubtless you remember it well.” 
“Oh, quite!” said Captain Spencer. 
He stepped into the Rag with the Fifth Form master. 
The juniors stood respectfully to attention. Captain Spencer bestowed a smile and a nod upon the assembly generally. 
Vernon-Smith felt his heart give a wild throb as he looked at the handsome, clear-cut face. 
For a full minute the Bounder stood stock still, wondering whether he was dreaming. 
He almost rubbed his eyes. 
Vernon-Smith had glanced carelessly at the young man in the first place, expecting to see a complete stranger in the Head’s guest. But his glance became fixed, frozen. 
He had told the Head that he would recognise again, anywhere, the man he had seen change his clothes under the old oak in Lantham Chase—the man who had hidden the disguise and the stolen notes in the hollow tree. 
Now he recognised him. In blank, dumb amazement, the Bounder stared at Captain Spencer. 
He had changed his clothes since coming to Greyfriars; he was no longer in tweeds. But the Bounder know the slim, graceful, yet athletic figure, thp clear-cut, handsome, rather hard face. There was no mistake—there was no possibility of a mistake. The Head’s guest, the old Greyfriars man, was the bank robber of Lantham, the man who had held up the bank that afternoon, the man who had fled from a shouting crowd, the man who had crept into the depth of the wood to conceal his disguise and his plunder. 
It was so amazing, so utterly unnerving a discovery, that the Bounder, usually so cool and self possessed, was utterly dumbfounded. He could only stand rooted to the floor, gazing at the man who had held up the bank and fired on the cashier, and who was now the guest of the Headmaster of Greyfriars School. The Bounder’s brain fairly swam. 
Captain Spencer did not observe the Bounder’s fixed stare; he did not notice him at all among so many juniors. He strolled round the Rag with Mr. Prout and exchanged a few words with Wharton, and with Temple of the Fourth, evidently interested in the old place, as any old boy of Greyfriars might naturally be expected to be. Unaware of the amazed stare, unaware of the amazed thoughts thronging in Vernon-Smith’s dizzy brain, the Head’s guest walked to the door again with Mr. Prout and proceeded on his way. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Gone to sleep, Smithy?” exclaimed Bob (‘horry, clapping the Bounder on the shoulder. 
Vernon-Smith came out of his maze of astounded thoughts with a start. 
“Oh! That--that was Captain Spencer !” he gasped. 
“Yes.” 
“The Head’s guest!” 
“Yes” repeated Bob. “What’s up, Smithy? You look as if you’d seen a ghst!’ 
The Bounder did not answer, or heed Bob’s curious look. He went out of the Rag, his brain still in a whirl. Captain Spencer was in the corridor with Mr. Prout, and the Bounder gave him another long, searching look as he passed him on his way to the stairs. There was no mistake—he knew that there was no mistake; yet he knew that if he stated what he knew to be true no one at Greyfriars—the Head move of all—would believe a word of it. Herbert Vernon-Smith went to his study, dazed by his amazing discovery, and for once at an utter loss to know what to do. 
THE END. 

— 






