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                   THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                              Chancing It! 

“TO be, or not to be,” said Bob Cherry. “As jolly old Shakespeare remarked, that is the jolly old question.” 
  It was quite an awkward question for the Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove. 
  It wanted twenty minutes to calling-over, and that day Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was taking the roll. When Henry Samuel Quelch took the roll, it behoved all members of his Form to be promptly in their places. There was no chance of sneaking in at the last second, shuffling into one’s place a fraction of time before one’s name was called, under the gimlet eye of Quelchy. 
  And the chums of the Remove were far from school. 
 They were, to be exact, on the towpath on the bank of the Sark, on their homeward way after a ramble. 
They were late—that is, they were booked to be late, for even by keeping on the trot all the way, they were not likely to reach Greyfriars under half an hour. Unless—” 
  And that, as Bob Cherry remarked, was the question! 
  From where they stood now, near the bridge, there was a short cut through to Friardale Lane, which would save half the distance. 
  But that short cut was not a public footpath. It was a path that ran through the gardens of the Cross Keys. 
  Many villagers and other people used that path; Mr. Cobb, of the Cross Keys, allowed anybody to use it that liked. But to all Greyfriars fellows the precincts of the Cross Keys were strictly out of bounds. 
  There was no harm, certainly, in taking a short cut through Mr. Cobb’s unkempt, untidy grounds. But any Greyfriars man who was seen in those grounds was open to suspicion. 
  So the chums of the Remove paused to debate the question. To arrive at school in time for calling-over was, of course, a fellow’s duty, which Mr. Quelch would be sure to approve. But to break school bounds in order to arrive in time for calling-over was another matter. 
  “Oh, chance it!” said Harry Wharton, at last. “We can sprint through, and it’s ten to one nobody will be any the wiser.” 
  “It’s that or getting in late” said Frank Nugent, “and if we’re late, it’s lines.” 
  “It would be a licking if Quelchy knew we’d taken that short cut!” remarked Johnny Bull. 
  “But the knowfulness will not be terrific,” observed Hurree2 Jamset Ram Singh, “ and what the esteemed eye does not see, grieves not the absurd heart.” 
  “Oh, let’s chance it!” said Harry again. “Even if we should be seen, I suppose nobody will think that we’ve been mooching round to the back door of Cobb’s place after cigarettes, like Skinner and Snoop.” 
  “Can’t be too careful.  ” said Johnny Bull, in his slow, thoughtful way. “A fellow ought not to butt into things when he might be misunderstood.” 
 “Put it to the vote!” said Bob. 
 “Right” said the captain of the Remove. “Who’s for chancing it?” 
  Four members of the Co. were for chancing it. Only Johnny Bull shook his head. 
  “You’re in a giddy minority, old bean.” said Bob. “Come on.” 
  And the Famous Five went on. 
  Having made up their minds on the subject, they lost no time. Quickly they hurried to the gate that gave on the towpath, clambered over it, and started along the path that ran under the trees. 
  They proceeded at a rapid pace. The most reckless member of the famous Co. realised that the sooner they were out of those questionable precincts the better. 
  But it proved to be a case of more haste and less speed. 
  The footpath through the trees had several sharp turns, and the five juniors, swinging round a corner at a racing speed, crashed into somebody whom they did not see till they crashed. 
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 “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  There was a roar as that somebody went spinning over, with five breathless juniors sprawling over and round him. 
  “Oh! Ow!” Great gad! Ow!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  The juniors scrambled up. 
  “Blundell!” ejaculated Harry Wharton, in amazement. 
  It was George Blundell, of the Fifth Form at Greyfriars, who lay sprawling in the path before them. 
  Blundell sprawled and spluttered. 
  Most of the wind seemed to have been knocked out of Blundell by the shock, which was not surprising. Blundell was a big and hefty fellow, but the bunch of juniors had rushed into him like a battering-ram. He spluttered and gasped. 
 “Grooogh! Ow! Oooooch! You young sweeps! Oh crumbs! Wow !” gasped the Fifth-Former. 
  “Sorry!” gasped Wharton. “Didn’t see you, Blundell—” 
  “Oooooooch!” 
  “We are in a terrific hurry, my esteemed Blndell, but the sorrowfulness is preposterons!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Blundell sat up in the grass. 
  “Ow! Ow!” he gasped.  “You young rascals! What—oooch—are you doing here? You’re out of bounds! Groogh!” 
  “So are you, old bean.  ” answered Bob Cherry. “What are you doing here, Blundell, if you come to that?” 
  “You cheeky young sweep! Oooch!” 
  “We’re taking a short cut.” said Bob. “But you jolly well weren’t ! Come on, you men!” 
  Blundell staggered to his feet. 
  He had had a light walking-cane under his arm when the Removites rushed him over. It had fallen into the grass, and now Blundell swooped on it and caught it up. What he intended to do with that cane the juniors could guess easily enough, from the expression on his face. They did not linger. True, the juniors had no doubt that they could have handled the big Fifth-Form man, cane and all.  But there was no time for a shindy wtth Blundell. They had already lost valuable minutes. 
  The five juniors sprinted away along the path, and Blundell, making a swipe with the cane, just missed the last of them. 
  He made a stride or in pursuit, and then stopped. Harry Wharton & Co sprinted on their way unpursued. 
 “What on earth was Blundell doing there, you men?” said Bob Cherry, as the juniors ran on. “He’s as much out of bounds as we are, and he wasn’t taking a short cut—just loafing about.” 
  “Goodness knows.” said Harry. 
  “i dare say his Form master would like to know!” grunted Johnny Bull a
 “Oh, there’s nothing shady about Blundell,” said Harry. “There are some bounders in the Fifth—Hilton and Price, and that set—but Blundell’s as straight as a die” 
  “Prout wouldn’t think so if he saw him here.” 
  “Well, our Form master might misunderstand if he saw us here.”  said Harry, laughing. “Anyhow, it’s no bizney of ours. Come on!”       And the juniors ran on and were glad to see, at last, Friardale Lane before them. 
 
                       THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                              Dropping on Loder! 

“HOLD on!” breathed Bob Cherry. 
  “What—” 
  ‘Ware prefect!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “What rotten luck!” 
  Really, the luck of the Famous Five seemed to be out that afternoon. The short cut was proving, after all, to be the longest way round.  Where the footpath through the inn grounds joined Friardale Lane there was a gate, under spreading trees. And as the juniors came in sight of that gate they came in sight of a Sixth-Form man in cricket blazer and cap. It was Loder of the Sixth, the most unpopular prefect at Greyfriars—a prefect with whom the Famous Five were on the very worst of terms. Running into Blundell of the Fifth had only been a waste of minutes, but running into a Sixth-Form prefect, especially Gerald Loder, was a much more serious matter. Fortunately, they sighted him in time to hold on and dodge back among the trees. 
  “What putrid luck!” breathed Nugent. “First Blundell, and now Loder! What is that brute doing here?”  
  “He’s not seen us.” whispered Bob.
  They peered cautiously round the trees. 
  Loder was standing at the gate, looking across it into the shady path under the oaks and beeches. Whether he had seen them or not, it was difficult to say, but they had no doubt that he had heard them. He was staring intently and suspiciously up the path. 
  He opened the gate at last and came through 
  The juniors exchanged glances. 
  Loder certainly had heard them coming, and from that that they did not come on to the gate no doubt he guessed that they were persons who had no right to use the path—Greyfriars fellows, in fact. Obviously, he was coming to investigate. Loder was not a particularly dutiful prefect; he attached more importance to the privileges of his position than to his duties. But when it was a matter of catching a fellow out, duty became a pleasure with the bully of the Sixth. And certainly it would have been “pie” to him to catch his old enemies of the Remove out of bounds, especially in such suspicious precincts. 
  Wharton made a sign to his comrades and climbered swiftly into the nearest tree. The juniors followed his example promptly. 
  It was about a minute before Loder of the Sixth arrived on the spot. By that time the five juniors had vanished into thick foliage. 
There they waited breathlessly. 
  They hoped to hear Loder’s footsteps passing on. 
  But the footsteps came to a halt. 
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  Loder, looking upward, grinned. 
  From the foliage above his head a foot was visible—one of the juniors, at least, had not had time to get into deep cover. 
 The foot vanished the next moment, but Loder had seen it. 
 “You may as well come down!” he called out. 
  No answer. 
  “Come down, Bob Cherry!” 
  “Oh, my hat!” breathed Bob. 
  “I think it’s you, Cherry,” continued Loder genially. “I fancy no other junior in the school has a foot that size.” 
  Bob Cherry breathed hard. It was true that his foot was not a small one, but he had never expected to be identified by the size thereof. 
  “Out of bounds! You young sweep!” said Loder. “Pub-haunting, by gad! I’ve had my suspicions of you before this and now I know ! This will mean the sack for you. Come down at once!” 
  There was no reply from above. 
  “You hear me?” shouted Loder.  “I’ve got you, and you may as well come down. I’ll take you straight to your Form master, with your pockets full of cigarettes, you shady young rascal !“ 
  “You silly owl!” retorted Bob Cherry involuntarily. “We don’t smoke in the Remove, like some Sixth-Form prefects in their studies.” 
  “Come down, you young rascal!” 
  Bob Cherry made a sign to his comrades, farther up the branches of the tree. Loder evidently did not know that the rest of the Co. were there, and it was useless for five to be “run in” when the prefect was looking for only one. 
  “Keep doggo, you men!” breathed Bob, in the faintest of whispers. 
  And he swung himself down the tree. Loder grinned as he appeared in sight on a lower branch. Bob dropped to the ground. 
First  “So I’ve landed you at last, you young scoundrel!” he said genially. ‘Pub-haunting, what?” 
  “Oh, don’t be a silly ass!” exclaimed Bob. “I was taking a short cut to get in for call-over.” 
  “You can tell Quelch that,” grinned Loder. “Perhaps he may believe you more than I do.” 
  “I’ve no doubt that he will believe me,” snapped Bob. “So would you if you were as decent as Quelch.” 
   Loder scowled. 
  “Is that the way to talk to a prefect?” he demanded. 
  “Oh, go and eat coke!” said Bob. “If you’re going to take me to Quelch, get on with it. You’re wasting time wagging your chin.” 
  Bob was anxious to get the bully of the Sixth off the spot, to give his comrades a chance to get clear. He expected Loder to take him by the collar and march him off. Loder did take him by the collar, but instead of march him off, he began to box his ears right and left. 
  “Yaroooh!” roared Bob, “Ow! Oh, my hat! Leggo, you bully! Whoop!” 
   Smack! Smack! Smack! 
  Bob Cherry struggled and roared. 
 What happened next was a surprise to Gerald Loder. The branches of the tree above him suddenly disgorged unexpected contents. 
  Four juniors came hurtling recklessly down. 
  Crash! 
  “Yooop!” roared Loder, as a figure, dropping from a branch, landed fairly and squarely on his head. 
  Loder shrieked wildly. 
  “Yooooop!” 
  He went crashing to the ground, with the nabob of Bhanipur sprawling breathlessly over him. 
  “Oh, my esteemed hat!” gasped Hurree Singh. 
 “Yarooooch! Yoooop! Ooooooop! Moooch!” came spluttering from Loder. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Hook it!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  The juniors hooked it promptly.  Loder was busy, for the moment, recovering his breath and his scattered senses, and the opportunity was too good to be lost. 
  They rushed from the spot, leaped the gate into the lane, and sprinted away for Greyfriars, the howls of Loder still following them. 
 “Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bob. “There will be a terrific row about this.” 
 “The rowfulness will be terrific.” 
  “Put it on!” gasped Wharton. 
 The Famous Five fairly flew along the lane. They reached the school gates just as Gosling came down to close them. The gate was swinging shot when five breathless juniors bumped on it, and it flew back, and the ancient porter of Greyfriars almost sat down. 
  “Look ‘ere!” roared Gosling indignantly. “Wot I says is, is this ‘ere—” 
  But the Famous Five did not wait to hear what Gosling had to say. They flew in, and flew for the House. 
  Just in time, they joined the crowd of fellows streaming into Hall for calling- over. 
First “On time, anyhow “ gasped Bob Cherry. 
  “Just!” breathed Harry Wharton. “And very lucky at that!” 
  “Rather!” 
  The Famous Five were on time, at least. Breathless and ruddy, they stood in their places in the ranks of the Remove and answered to their names when Mr. Quelch called. That, at least, was so much to the good.  But what was going to happen when I,oder came in was another matter. There was going to be a row, and, as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked, it was probable that the rowfulness would be terrific. 
    
                    THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                In Haste! 

“I SAY you fellows!” 
  “Oh, run away and play, Bunter!” said two or three voices together. 
 First The Famous Five were in Study No. 1, in the Remove. They were not feeling disposed to settle down to prep, though time for prep was near.  They expected, every minute a summons to their Form master’s study, and that expectation had a rather perturbing effect on them, 
  Johnny Bull, who had been against taking that short cut through the grounds of the Cross Keys, had the undoubted right to say to his comrades “I told you so!” Unfortunately, Johnny availed himself of that right. 
  It was undoubtedly true that had Johnny’s remark been followed, the chums would have taken the longer way round. They would have got lines for being late at call-over. But that would have been all. Now they were going to get something more severe than lines: that was a certainty. Going out of bounds was a more serious matter than coming in a few minutes after their names had been called. Over and above, they had dropped on Loder of the Sixth—hard! 
  Loder was the fellow to make out that that was an assauIt upon a prefect. He would represent it in the worst possible light — as insubordination, mutiny—in fact, Bolshevism—if he could. And in fact, though the chums had not exactly intended to assault Loder, they certainty had intended to stop him from “pitching into”  Bob Cherry—so the distinction was not very marked. Worst of all, they had been in the strictly forbidden precincts of the Cross Keys, and that would have to be explained very thoroughly. 
Altogether, it was a chapter of disasters—which never would have happened had Johnny Bull’s opinion been followed. All these troubles and tribulations, instead of fifty lanes each, which would have been a mere nothing in comparison! 
  Still, it was rather unfortunate that Johnny mentioned that he had told his friends so. Certainly he had!  But it would have been more tactful not to stress the point. 
  “Fathead!” was the unanimous reply of his friends, when Johnny told them that he had told them so. 
  “Well, I two did!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Ass!” 
  “If you fellows had taken my advice—”  said Johnny Bull argumentatively. 
  “Gentlemen, I vote that the speech be taken as read!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Passed unanimously.” 
  “Shut up, Johnny!”
  Johnny Bull grunted. Johnny Bull was a practical, sensible youth, with an unusual allowance of strong, solid common sense, But his friends had to admit that he did not always shine in tact. 
“That’s all very well he said; “but the actual fact is that I told you so.” 
  “Slaughter him!” said Nugent. 
  “You can’t get out of it that I did, you know.  ” said Johnny. 
  “Johnny was in the right,” said Harry Wharton, “and he’s in the right now. There are times when a chap’s too much in the right. Let’s bump him for being in the right.” 
  “Good egg!”
  It was just then that Billy Bunter appeared in the offing, rather fortunately for Johnny Bull. But for the interruption, Johnny certainty would have suffered at the hands of his friends for being so very much in the right. 
  “I say, you fellows, you rowing in this study?” asked Bunter, blinking unto No. 1 through his big spectacles. “You fellows are always rowing, ain’t you? I say, what have you been up to?” 
  “Go and eat coke!” answered Bob Cherry politely. 
  “Is that what you call civil?” asked Bunter. “You’ve been up to something, I know that. Been upsetting Loder?” 
  “Blow Loder!” 
  “Well, he came in like a raging lion,” said Bunter, “and 1 know it was you, because—” 
  “Run away and play!” 
  “Kick him, somebody!” said Bob Cherry. “There’s enough trouble on hand, without Bunter butting in.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Buzz off!” roared Harry Wharton. Really, the Famous Five had enough on hand without William George Bunter. 
  “Oh, all right!” said Bunter warmly. “I was going to offer to lend you some old exercise books. Now I won’t.” 
  “You frabjous porpoise!” said Frank Nugent. “What the thump do you think we want your mouldy old exercise-books for?” 
  “To shove in your bags!” explained Bunter. “It’s safer, you know, when you’re going to see Quelchy.” 
  “Oh! And how do you know we’re going to see Quelchy, fathead?  ” 
 “He’s sent me to tell you to come to his study at once,” explained Bunter. 
  “1 say, you fellows, you’ll very likely get it harder for keeping him waiting. It’s rather risky keeping old Quelch waiting, yot know.” 
 “You fat idiot!” roared Bob Cherry.  “Why didn’t you tell us at once that Quelch had sent for us?” 
  “Well, I like that!” said Bunter.  “Did you give a fellow a chance to speak? Interrupting a chap all the time! Yarooooh!” 
  Bunter wound up with a roar, as he was shoved aside, and the five juniors streamed out of the study. 
  If Mr. Quelch had sent for them, it behoved them to repair to the presence of their Form master without the waste of a moment. It was not judicious to keep Quelchy waiting. 
  “Ow!” roared Bunter, as he sat down in Study No. 1. “Beasts! I jolly well won’t lend you those exercise-books now! Yaroooh!” 
  Heedless of the Owl of the Remove, the Famous Five hurried down the stairs. Any fellow but Bunter would have told them at once that Quelch had sent for them; but Bunter, of course, had wasted minutes. Minutes were precious in dealing with Quelch. Mr. Quelch’s wrath, like wine, was apt to improve with keeping. If he was working in his study for the delinquents, with Loder pitching a tale of woe in his ear, it was likely that his temper was growing sharper and sharper while he waited. And in its very best and most palmy state it was sharp enough. 
  “I say, you chaps!”  Squiff met the chums on the Remove landing. “There’s a row on! Loder’s just come in. Oh, my hat!”
  Squiff staggered against the banisters as the five rushed by. He stared blankly after them as they negotiated the lower stairs three at a time. There they ran into Peter Todd. 
  “Something’s up, you men!” said Toddy. “Loder’s gone into Quelchy’s study, and— Whooooop!” 
  Leaving Toddy staggering against the wall, the five sped on their way. 
   At the corner of Masters’ passage they encountered Coker of the Fifth. Coming away from Prout’s study, Coker of the Fifth met the Famous Five in full career. They would have waltzed round Coker.  But Coker of the Fifth was not to be waltzed round. Coker did not approve of juniors rushing about the House. He disapproved of it strongly. True, it was not Coker’s affair; he was not a prefect. But attending solely to his own affairs had never been one of Coker’s weaknesses.  
  “Look here, this won’t do!” said Coker, deliberately blocking the way of the hurrying juniors. “Think you’re in a bear-garden? Just stop this racing about the corridors! It’s against the House rules, as you jolly well know! I—— Yarooooooooop!”
  How long Coker would have gone on never transpired. Probably for a long time; for Coker prided himself on being one of those strong, silent characters; and it is well known that such characters give their chins a lot of exercise. But Coker was interrupted. He was not merely interrupted;  he was seized on all sides, and before he knew what was happening, he was upended and strewn along the floor. The roar that Horace Coker gave roused numberless echoes. 
  The Famous Five trod over Coker and raced on into Masters passage. They did not stop to ask Coker whether he was hurt. No doubt they knew he was. 
  Leaving Coker for dead, as it were, they rushed on to Mr. Quelch’s study. 
  When Coker of the Fifth gained his second wind, and his feet, they had vanished. Coker glared round for them, and tramped away in great wrath, to tell Potter and Greene, in the games study, that he really did not know what Greyfriars was coming to. When Remove fags rushed into a Fifth- Form man and upended him, it was time for the skies to fall. But the skies remained where they were, as if indifferent to what happened even to Horace Coker. 
  Forgetful of the existence of the great Coker. Harry Wharton & Co. presented themselves, in a rather breathless state, in their Form master’s study. There they stood in a panting row before Henry Samuel Quelch; while Loder, standing by the Remove master’s desk, eyed them sourly. 

                         THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                  Before the Beak! 

MR. QUELCH fixed his eyes on the breathless five. 
  “You—you sent for us, sir!” gasped Wharton. 
  Mr. Quelch glanced at the clock. 
  “I sent for you more than five minutes ago, Wharton.” 
  “We—we hurried, sir—” 
  “Some fellow got in the way, sir.  ” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  Mr. Quelch let that point drop. It was obvious, from the looks of the Famous Five, that they had hurried; and Mr. Quelch had heard a crash in the passage, and a roar which indicated that some fellow had got in the way. So he let it pass. 
  “I have received a very surprising and very report from Loder,” he said. “It appears that Loder found you five juniors within the precincts of a disreputable Pubic-house. The matter is so very serious that I shall have to take you before your headmaster, unless you can furnish me with an adequate explanation. What have you to say?” 
  There was a gleam in Loder’s eyes as he watched the chums of the Remove. He had a happy feeling that he had them now. 
  “We were taking a short cut, sir!” said Harry. “We cut across the Cross Keys grounds, to get into the lane from the towpath, to save time.” 
  “You are well aware, Wharton, that the Cross Keys is strictly out of bounds for all Greyfriars boys, seniors and juniors.” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “You are aware that it is strictly forbidden to step within those precincts for any reason whatsoever.  ” 
  “Ye-e-es, sir.” 
  “You are aware that any boy found haunting those disreputable precincts might state that he was simply taking a short cut, and that if such excuses were allowed it would be futile to place the resort out of school bounds at all.” 
  Wharton was silent. 
  “Loder further states that when he found you, you were in hiding, and you attacked him on being discovered,” said Mr. Quelch sternly. 
  “We deny that, sir,” said Harry. “He collared Cherry, and we dropped on him from the tree. It’s against the rules for a prefect to box a fellow’s ears. We had a right to stop him.” 
  “The rightfulness was terrific, sir!” murmured Hurre8 Jumset Ram Singh. 
  Mr. Quelch glanced at Loder, who coloured uncomfortably. He rather wished that he had left the “attack” out of the story. 
  “You should not have boxed a junior’s ears, Loder,” said Mr. Quclch. “Such a practice is forbidden, as it’s dangerous to health.” 
  “I may have given him a smack, sir. He cheeked me—” 
  “You should have done nothing of the sort. In the circumstances, it is very difficult for me to condemn the boy’s friends for intervening,” said Mr. Quelch. 
  Loder bit his lip: but judiciously said nothing. The incident of the attack was tacitly allowed to drop. 
  “But on your own admission, Wharton, you were hiding in a tree wheu Loder found you,” said Mr. Quelch. “That does not consort with your explanation that you were taking a short cut to save time.” 
  “We dodged into the trees when we saw Loder ahead of us, sir.” said Harry. 
  “To avoid discovery, I presume?” 
  “Ye-es, sir.” 
  “The fact remains that Loder found you in hiding, within the precincts of the Cross Keys?  ” 
  “Well, yes, sir.” 
  “If I were convinced that you were merely taking a short cut, I should punish you for an action so foolish and liable to misconstruction.  ” said Mr. Quelch. “That, however, would be a comparatively light matter. The fact remains that you were discovered in hiding in a disreputable resort. What proof have you to offer that you were hurrying through those grounds? You were not hurrying when Loder found you—you were in hiding.” 
   The juniors were silent. 
  Undoubtedly Johnny Bull had been right. The longest way round would have been a shorter cut in the circumstances. 
  “Personally, I am disposed to take your bare word!” said the Remove master, more kindly. 
  “Thank you, sir!” murmured Nugent. 

  “But in the circumstances it is impossible.” 
  “Oh!” 
  “If I accept your bare word, I am bound, in common justice, to accept the bare word of any other boy in my Form found in similar suspicious circumstances,” said Mr. Quelch. “You see that, I presume?” 
  The chums of the Remove had to admit that they saw it. 
  “That,” continued Mr. Quelch, “would make all the rules regarding school bounds a nullity. It would put a premium upon prevarication. If, therefore, you are now misunderstood, you have only yourselves to thank, for having foolishly and thoughtlessly placed yourselves in a false position.” 
  The juniors were silent. 
  “I am sorry” said Mr. Quelch, “but I must be just! If anything should transpire to substantiate your statements, I shall take it into consideration. Loder!” 
  “Yes, sir!” said Loder. 
   “Was it your impression at the time that these juniors were hurrying through that place as a short cut?” 
  “Not in the least, sir,” said Loder coolly.  “On the other hand, I am certain that they were doing nothing of the kind.” 
  “Look here—” burst out Bob Cherry. 
  “Silence, Cherry 
  “But, sir—” 
  “Silence! Proceed, Loder.” 
   Loder proceeded.  
  “I saw somebody in the trees there,” said Loder. “I thought I knew them to be Greyfriars fellows, and stepped in to investigate. They climbed the trees to get out of sight. But my impression was that they were hanging about the place when I first saw one of them. I do not believe for one moment that they were taking a short cut.” 
  “Were they, for instance, running when you first saw them or one of them?” 
  “I certainly did not notice that they were running.” 
  “You are sure of that, Loder 7” 
  “Quite, sir! My impression was that they were loafing about the place, and then they suddenly saw me and bolted into the branches.” 
  Mr. Quelch’s brow grew sterner and sterner. 
  “I may add, sir, that I have had my eye on these juniors,” went on Loder smoothly. “There has been talk in the prefects room of fags going to that place to get cigarettes. I cannot say definitely that these are the boys concerned; but I can say that I wasn’t at all surprised to find them there.” 
  “That’s not true!” broke out Harry Wharton savagely. “ You know jolly well that we’ve never done anything of the kind.” 
  “ Silence!” boomed Mr. Quelch. 
  His gimlet eyes gleamed at the juniors. 
  “Turn out your pockets on my table.” he rapped. 
  The juniors obeyed.  All sorts of things came to light—the strange and mysterious odds and ends that accumulate in the pockets of schoolboys. But certainly there was nothing in the nature of a cigarette. 
  “They’ve had plenty of time to get rid of the things, of course, sir,” said Loder. ‘it was my intention to bring them back to the school in my own custody. After knocking me over they bolted, and I had no doubt that they had something they wanted to get out of sight.” 
  “You know that’s not true,” said Wharton disdainfully. 
  “How dare you, Wharton?” thundered Mr. Quelch. “If you are indeed guiltless of wrongdoing, you have placed yourself in such a position that it is impossible to avoid distrusting you. I shall consider this matter; but. I can hold out no hope that you will not be taken before your headmaster in the morning and I have little doubt that Dr. Locke will administer a flogging. You may go” 
  The juniors went; and did not fail to catch the gleam of triumph in Loder’s eyes as they left the study. Loder had got them where he wanted them, at last; that was a certainty. 
  In the Remove passage, the Famous Five looked at one another grimly before they separated to go to their studies for prep. 
  “This is a go!” grunted Bob. 
  “The go-fulness is terrific!” groaned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Wharton set his lips. 
  “Loder knows perfectly well that we’ve told the truth.  ” he said. “He’s given Quelch false impression on purpose. He’s taking this chance of paying off old scores. ” 
  “No good telling Quelch that!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “I’m not thinking of telling Quelch that, ass, but we’ll make Loder sit up for this, somehow.” 
  “Only, we’re going to be made to sit up first!” said Frank Nugent, with a grimace. “It looks like a flogging for five.” 
  “It do—it does!” growled Bob Cherry. “ I wish you’d fallen a bit harder on the brute’s head, Inky.” 
  “Well, we’ve got ourselves to blame, just as Quelchy said,” remarked Johnny Bull. If we’d kept clear of the place  we—” 
 “ We, we didn’t!“ said Harry tartly. 
  “That’s what I'm saying. If we had—” 
  “Give us a rest,” grunted Bob. 
  “The still tongue, my esteemed Johnny, is the cracked pitcher that goes longest to the well,” murmured the nabob. 
  “That’s all very well,” said Johnny Bull stolidly. “But we can’t expect anything else, after playing the giddy 
ox. We’ve asked for this and we’ve got it——Yarooooh!” 
  It was too much!” Johnny Bull had told them so, and he had told them that he had told them so. Now he told them once too often. 
  Four pairs of hands were laid on Johnny Bull at the same moment, as if moved by the same spring. 
  Bump! 
  Johnny Bull sat down in the Remove passage. 
  “Yooop!” roared Johnny, in great wrath and indignation. 
  And his chums, feeling a little solaced, went to their studies for prep and left him to roar. 
                     THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
                                 Cackle! 

SKINNER of the Remove smiled. 
  It was “pie” to Skinner. 
 First Skinner had one of those happy natures which can always 
derive a little harmless and necessary amusement from the contemplation of a fellow down on his luck. Had the fellows who were now landed in trouble been Skinner’s friends the amiable Skinner would not have been entertained. But they were far from being his friends—they did not like Skinner, and made no secret of the fact. So Harold Skinner rejoiced. 
  All the more, as he explained to Snoop and Stott, because it showed the humbugs up! Humbug, Skinner regarded with contempt. Any fellow who was more decent than Skinner was, in Skinner’s opinion, a humbug. He could imagine no higher state of morality than his own; so it followed, to Skinner’s mind, that any follow who seemed better than he was, was only spoofing. 
  “This is what I call a show-up!” said Skinner, in the Rag, after prep.  “I must say I’m glad!  I never could stand humbug. A fellow isn’t really expected to be pi.  Well, he shouldn’t make out that he’s pi. Why can’t a fellow own up that he’s just the same as another fellow? What’s the good of humbugging? It always comes out, in the long run. 
  “Bound to!” agreed Snoop. 
  “You think—” asked Stott, staring at Skinner. 
  “I don’t think—I know! They’re shown up.” said Skinner. “It’s exactly what I thought of them all along. I’m not surprised. I admit they’ve been deep. But it was bound to come out sooner or later. Now a prefect’s dropped on them and caught them fairly in the act.” 
 “But they say—” began Stott. 
  “A fellow will say anything when he’s spotted.” said Skinner, with a cheer wink. “I know I would.” 
“Yes. 1 know you would” assented Stott. “But perhaps they wouldn’t, you know. They might draw a line at telling lies!”
  “Don’t be a silly ass, Stott!” grunted Skinner. 
  Most of the fellows in the Rag were discussing the matter. It was all over the Remove now, and discussed in other Forms as well. 
 Harry Wharton & Co. had not expected that. Mr. Quelch, of course, could have said nothing about it.  The Famous Five had wisely kept their own counsel; it was not a matter they wanted talked up and down the school. So it was certain that Loder of the Sixth must have talked—which was an unusual and undignified proceeding on the part of a Sixth-Form prefect, but very like Gerald Loder. 
  Mr. Quelch was taking time to consider the matter before he made a report to the headmaster. The circumstances of the case were very deeply suspicious, but the Remove master was well acquainted with the character of the five juniors concerned, and so he was in a doubtful frame of mind. He could not possibly let the matter pass, but ho was troubled and doubtful, and perhaps it had occurred to him that Loder was not wholly unprejudiced in the matter. Loder was well aware of that state of uncertainty in the Form master’s mind, and he told himself savagely that Qucich would let off his favourites if he could. And, at any rate, Loder meant that the affair should be known, and that if Quelch wanted to suppress it and give the juniors the benefit of the doubt he should find it as difficult as possible to do so. 
  Now the whole Lower School knew that Harry Wharton & Co. were charged with “pub-haunting,” and that a prefect had caught them practically in the act. So Quelch could hardly let the matter drop without rousing suspicions on all sides of rank favouritism. 
During prep there had been several callers in Study No. 1—fellows who wanted to know. Finding that the affair was now common talk, the chums of the Remove had given their version, which was accepted without doubt by almost all the Form. But Skinner took the liberty of doubting it, and some fellows followed Skinner’s lead. 
  There were disgruntled fellows in the Remove who were “up against” the Famous Five on principle, as it were, and they were disposed to make the most of the story. 
  “All very well!” said Bolsover major, “but any fellow caught out of bounds could say he was only taking a short cut.” 
  “Of course he could!” said Hazeldene. “I was spotted at the Cross Keys once, and I jolly well know that Quelchy wouldn’t have taken it in if I’d told a fairy tale about short cuts.” 
  “Of course, there is a short cut there “ said Skinner. “I’ve taken it myself more than once—and never stopped at the back door of the place to buy fags. 1 hope, my dear friends, that I am incapable of such an action.” 
  At which there was a laugh. 
  “But when a fellow’s caught it’s up to him to trot out proofs,” said Skinner. “A fellow might say anything. F’rinstance, some of us know that fellows in the Sixth—Loder and Carne, to be exact—go out of school bounds after lights out.” 
  “Better not let them hear you say so!” grinned Bolsover major. 
 “Well, we know it,” said Skinner, “Now, suppose the beaks dropped on Loder of the Sixth say, at eleven at night, rolling round the town. Would it be any use for Loder to say that he was admirmg the scenery by moonlight?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “A man’s got to give something more than his word in a case like that,” said Skinner. “ Of course, these chaps may be telling the truth. I’m sure I hope so. But—” 
  “But they ain’t !” said Snoop.
  “I fear,” said Skinner gravely, “that there is an element of doubt in the matter, my young friends” 
   At which the fellows chuckled again. 
   When Harry Wharton & Co. came into the Rag after prep they found all eyes turned upon them, and themselves and their affairs the one topic. The Famous Five filled rather a large space on the horizon in the Greyfriars Remove. They were leaders of the Form, and had many followers. Anything that happened to the famous Co. was sure to excite interest and discussion. They were generally in the limelight. Now they were getting limelight in a far from pleasant way. Harry Wharton was supposed, by some fellows, to carry his head rather unduly high, and the open contempt with which he looked on the ways of Skinner and his set did not gratify those youths. So it was “pie” to Skinner & Co to see that haughty head brought a little lower. 
  “They’vc got you at last, old bean!” remarked Skinner pleasantly, when the chums of the Remove came in. 
  “The gotfulness is terrifibc, my esteemed and rascally Skinner, ” answered Hurree Jamset Ram Singh amiably. 
  “Did they find any smokes on you?” asked Snoop. 
  Harry Wharton gave him a look. 
 “No, they didn’t find any smokes on us!”  he answered quietly. 
“Some fellows have all the luck!” said Hazeldene. “They found some on me, the time I was nabbed.” 
  “There were none to find,” said Harry, still quietly. 
 First two “You got shut of them in time?” asked Skinner, with an air of friendly interest. 
  “There was none to get shut of.” 
  “That what you told Quelch?” smiled Skinner. 
   “Yes, that’s what we told Quelch.” 
  “I hope he believed it,” said Skinner heartily. “Best of luck, old bean. But Quelchy is rather a downy bird, isn’t he?” 
 “Not easy to stuff Quelch!” said Snoop, shaking his head forlornly. 
  “Still, you never know your luck!” remarked Bolsover major “Fellow might get away with it.’ 
  “Well, a fellow’s bound to say something, when he’s nabbed.  ” agreed Skinner, “and the facts would hardly do.” 
  Harry Wharton’s eyes gleamed. 
  “I expect a follow to take my word, Skinner,” he said. 
  “Has Quelch taken it” asked Skinner, blandly. 
  “He’s taking time to consider the matter, he told us.” 
  “Well, I’ll take time to consider the matter, too, if you don’t mind,” said Skinner, with a grin. 
  “You’re asking for a thick ear, Skinner.” said Bob Cherry, with a glare at the cad of the Remove. 
  “Dear me.” said Skinner, “are you going to give Quelch a thick ear?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “If not, why poor little me?” asked Skinner. “I’m only following my dear Form master’s example, in taking time to consider the matter. Can a fellow do better than follow the example of his kind teachers?” 
  “The fact is,” said Bolsovcr major, “that you men can’t expect to get away with it. You’re caught hanging round a pub. You can say what you like— but there it is. A fellow was flogged last term for playing a game of billiards at that place. He wouldn’t have got off by saying he was taking a short cut through the billiard room—”     
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
 “Oh, go and eat coke!” said Bob, and the Famous Five turned away from the group, leaving Skinner & Co. chortling. 
   Billy Bunter came into the Rag a few minutes later. He blinked round through has big spectacles, and rolled up to the captain of the Remove. 
  “Got any left, old chap?” asked Bunter. 
  “Any what, fathead?” 
  “Smokes.” 
  “Smokes!” repeated Wharton, blankly. 
  Bunter favoured him with a fat wink. 
  “You might let a fellow have a few, old chap,” he said. “You can’t have smoked the lot yet. From what 1 hear you were nabbed before you’d smoked them. Well, you might hand them out, among your friends. ” 
  “You fat idiot!” 
  “Oh really, Wharton—” 
  “Kill him, somebody!” growled Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh really, Cherry— ” 
  “Roll away, you benighted chump!” snapped the captain of the Remove. 
  “Well, I think you might let a pal have one, at least.  ” said Bunter, in an inured tone. “I’d always whack anything out with a pal.” 
  Harry Wharton made a movement with his foot, and the Owl of the Remove hastily backed away. 
  Vernon-Smith strolled across the Rag, with a rather sardonic grin on his face. 
  “There’s a lot of talk goin’ on about you men.  ” the Bounder remarked. 
  “Geese will cackle about anything or nothing.” answered Wharton. 
  The Bounder laughed. 
 “Then there’s nothin’ in it, what?” he inquired. 
  Wharton looked at him steadily. 
  “You know there’s nothing in it, Smithy,” he answered. “You’re not a fool like Bunter, or a worm like Skinner. You know perfectly well that there’s nothing in it.’ 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
  “How should I know?” he answered. 
  “You know now I’ve told you, at all events,” said Harry, with a gleam in his eyes, “and that’s enough.” 
  “Mustn’t a man have an opinion of his own?” asked the Bounder mockingly. 
  “You can have any rotten opinion you like, so long as you keep it to yourself,” snapped the captain of the Remove. “That’s what you’d better do, unless you’re looking for trouble.” 
  The Bounder opened his lips for a sneering answer, but Tom Redwing slipped an arm through his, and drew him away. Harry Wharton drew a deep breath. His temper was growing hot, and ho was greatly inclined to follow Smithy and call him to account. Frank Nugent touched his arm lightly. 
  “No good rowing about it, old bean” murmured Frank. 
  Wharton nodded. He realised that a “scrap” on such a subject would be rather ridiculous. 
  “I think I’ll go up to the study,” he said. “I shall punch Skinner’s head soon, if I stay here. 
  “Let’s!” assented Frank. 
  “I’m not going,” grunted Johnny Bull. “I’ve done nothing to be ashamed of, and I’ll jolly well punch any fellow who makes out I have. I’m staying here.” 
  “Please yourself.  ” said Wharton, shortly. 
  And he left the Rag with Nugent. They passed Hobson of the Shell on their way to the stairs. Hobson of the Shell gave them a grin. 
  “You men seem to have come rather a mucker he remarked. “1 hear that you’ve been caught smoking cigars at a pub. Is that correct?” 
  “You haven’t heard it all,” said Wharton, with savage sarcasm.. “We were caught mopping up whisky and soda, and had to be brought back to the school on a gate.” 
  But sarcasm was wasted on James Hobson, whose brain was of a slow and stolid variety, and not quick on the uptake. He stared blankly at the captain of the Remove. 
  “Oh, I say,” he ejaculated.  “Not so bad as that was it? Do you fellows really drink whisky? What’s it like?” 
  Wharton made no attempt to give Hobson that information.  He glared at him instead. 
  “But I say, it’s rather thick, ain’t it?” said Hobson. “There’s a limit, you know. After all, you’re Greyfriars men. Don’t you think that sort of thing rather disgraceful?” 
  James Hobson suddenIy found himself strewn along the passage. His head was banged on the floor, and Wharton and Nugent went up the staircase, leaving Hobson of the Shell in quite a dazed and dizzy state. 
  “It’s all Loder!” said Wharton, in Study No. 1, between his teeth. “He’s been down on us for whole terms, and now he’s got his chance, and he’s making the most of it. He knows perfectly well that we’re not the kind of fellows he’s making out—he’s practically lied to Quelchy—” 
  “Well, I daresay be believes —“ 
  “Rot!” said Wharton savagely. “He believes nothing of the kind. If he does, it only shows that he’s a cad with a rotten mind.” 
  “He’s that, right enough.” agreed Frank. 
  “This is going all round Greyfriars,” said Wharton, bitterly.     “Every cad in the school will be making the most of it. It all comes from Loder, and who is Loder? Lots of fellows know that he smokes in his study—plays cards, too—and it’s pretty well known that he breaks bounds after lights out and goes to that very pub where he pretends to have caught us. If the Head knew that—” 
  “Easy does it, old chap,” said Nugent, soothingly. “Lots of fellows suspect all that, but proving i is quite a different matter, and anyhow, it’s no business of ours. ” 
  Wharton set his lips. 
  “What was Loder doing there himself, when he spotted us?” he snapped savagely. “As likely as not going there to meet some of his sporting friends. I’ve a jolly good mind to tell the Head so, when we come up before him tomorrow.” 
  That’s all rot, old fellow. A man might be sacked for saying such a thing about a Sixth-Form prefect.” 
 “ It’s  true.” 
 “Do you think the Head would believc it was true?” 
  “Oh, rats!”
  And it was then that Coker called. 
                  THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
 
                          Coker Begs for It! 

HORACE COKER stepped into Study No. 1, with a stern and frowning brow. 
  Coker was angry and indignant. 
  Possibly his encounter with the Famous Five. when they had been rather pressed for time on their way to Quelch’s study, had added to his anger and indignation. 
  Still, Coker was righteously angry and righteously indignant. 
  It was, as he told Potter and Greene, too thick. 
  Cheeky fags in the Remove had no respect for a Fifth Form man. They did not seem to care whether a man was a senior or not. That was bad enough. But, as Shakespeare has said, thus bad begins, but worse remains behind. The disgraceful young scoundrels, Coker told his friends, were not satisfied with cheeking their betters. They went in for pub-haunting, disgracing themselves and their school—and Coker’s school. Greyfriars, of course, derived most of its importance from the circumstance that it was Coker’s school. 
  And these degrading otters were bent on disgracing it. Might have been taken up by a bobby for smoking, Coker told Potter and Greene, and he asked them to fancy that! Nice for Greyfriars! Nice for Coker! These things would not have happened if the Head had had the common sense, the ordinary gumption, to appoint prefects from the Fifth Form. As a prefect, Coker would have kept those young scoundrels in order. But the Head could not see it— he would not make Coker a prefect. He preferred to leave matters in the futile, incapable hands of the Sixth. And this was what came of it, Coker told Potter and Greene—this sort of thing! 
  The very least Coker could do was to give the young rascals a good talking to—point out the error of their ways, with perhaps a few sound cuffs to drive home the lesson. Potter and Greene raised no objection. In fact, they approved. Anything that relieved them from the conversation of Horace Coker seemed good in the eyes of Potter and Greene. 
  So Coker arrived in Study No. 1 full of righteous wrath and indignation.  He found at least one of the juniors there in a mood far from amenable to his homilies. 
  “Oh, here you are!” said Coker, “Keeping out of sight for a bitwhat?   I’m not surprised at that. I dare say even you young rotters have the grace to be ashamed of yourselves now you’re found out!”
  “Oh, buzz off, you silly idiot!” said Wharton. 
  “I’ve come here to tell you—” 
  “Shut up!” but
  “What?” roared Coker belligerently. 
  “Shut up! Get out!” 
  Coker breathed hard. 
  “Disgracing the school!” he snorted. “Hanging round pubs!  My hat, what is Greyfriars coming to? 1 hear that you kids were run in by a prefect in the bar of a pub! Do you deny it?” 
  “Fathead!”
  “Do you deny it?” boomed Coker. 
  “Ass!” 
  “Well, it won’t do!” roared Coker. “You hear me?  It won’t do! Haven’t you any sense of shame? Haven’t you any decency? Don’t you care two straws about your school? Do you want to get Greyfriars into the newspapers— what?” 
  Wharton looked at him, 
  “What about a muzzle?” he asked. “A—a—a what?” stuttered Coker, taken aback by the unexpected question. 
  “A muzzle,” said Wharton. 
  “What do you mean—a muzzle?” 
  “1 mean, to keep your jaw from wagging like that.  A muzzle would do it. I think any fellow in the Fifth would stand you one to shut you up! Don’t you think so?” 
  Coker spluttered with wrath. He had come there to give the juniors a good talking to, and all he got in return was a cheeky suggestion that he ought to be muzzled. Forgetting the homily he had intended to deliver, Coker went into action. 
  The captain of the Remove was in a mood for action. He had left the Rag to keep out of a row. Now Coker of the Fifth had butted in and begged for one, and Wharton was in a mood to give him what he begged for. The next moment there was a wild and whirling scene in Study No. 1 in the Remove. 
  Coker grasped Wharton, and Wharton gave grasp for grasp. The next moment Nugent was grasping Coker, too. Rather to his surprise, Coker came down with a heavy bump in the hands of the two juniors. 
  The three of them rolled over on the floor, considerably mixed. 
Before the struggle had lasted a minute several Remove men who were in their studies had heard the din and come along. Peter Todd and Squiff, Tom Brown and Mark Linley, joined in at once as soon as they saw what was happening. 
  Coker—as was customary with Coker —had bitten off more than he could masticate—much more. 
  He was a hefty fellow, and might have held his own against two Removites. But six of them were much too much for him. 
 Coker was rolled over, hustled and bumped and banged, till he was quite ignorant whether he was on his head or his heels. He roared and gasped and yelled.  Furniture flew to right and left as the Homeric combat proceeded. Coker put up a great fight.  But at long last he lay gasping feebly on the floor of Study No. 1, with six Remove men sitting on him to keep him there, and one of them pouring an inkpot over his upturned crimson countenance. That crimson countenance was barred with black, giving Horace a weird, zebra-like appearance. 
  “Now we’ll take him home!” said Harry Wharton breathlessly. The Fifth can have him back now!”
  “Hear, hear !“ 
  “Gooooch!” came from Coker. “Oooch! Mooch! Gug-gug-gug!” 
  “Take his feet!” said Wharton. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Tom Brown and Peter Todd collected Coker’s feet. Wharton and Squff took his wrists. Nugent got a good grip on his tousled hair. Mark Linley was accommodated with a grasp on his prominent nose. 
  Thus held, Coker was conducted from the study. 
 He travelled on his back, roaring. 
  Across the Remove landing he went and down the passage that led to the Fifth Form quarters. 
  In the games study, at the end of the Fifth Form passage, a crowd of the Fifth were gathered, as was usual in the evening. Blundell, the captain of the Form, was there with a. dozen more, 
  They were quite startled, and conversation ceased suddenly, when the door flew open, and Coker and his conductors appeared in the offing. George Blundell jumped up. 

[image: image5.jpg]1n the grasp of many pairs of hands Coker, struggling and roating, was half catrled to tho games study at the end of the
Fitth Form passage. ‘* What the olly old dickens ! ” efaculated Blundell. *We've brought your prite dlot home 1 *
explained Wharton. * Keep him out of the Remove passage, or he will get hurt ! (See Chapter 8.)




  
  
  “What the jolly old dickens—” he ejaculated. 
  “What the thump—” gasped Hilton.
  “It’s Coker!” muttered Potter and Greene together. 
  It was Coker, or what was left of him, 
  What was left of Coker rolled breathlessly into the games study and collapsed there, spluttering. 
 “Look here, you fags—roared Blundell. 
 “We’ve brought your prize idiot home!” explained Harry Wharton politely. “This is the home for idiots, isn’t it?” 
  “Why, you—you—you—! ” gasped the captain of the Fifth. 
  “Keep him out of the Remove passage, or he will get hurt next time!” said Wharton. 
  And he banged the door, and the Removites retreated to their own quarters. 
  Coker sat up. 
 “You howling ass!” said Blundell witheringy. “Have you been kicking up a shindy with the fags again?” 
  “Groooooogh!” 
  “Can’t you keep out of these rows with juniors, you fathead?” roared the captain of the Fifth. 
  “Oooooooch!” 
  Coker staggered to his feet.  He expected sympathy from his own Form, but he did not receive any. 
 “Look here,” gasped Coker, “come on! I’ve been handled by a mob of fags! You saw that! Come on! Back me up, and we’ll make an example of the whole crew! Come on!” 
  “You silly ass!” was Blundell’s reply. “What the thump did you butt into the Remove for this time?” 
  “If you think I’rn going to let those young scoundrels disgrace the school without saying a word—” hooted Coker. 
  “Oh, cheese it!” replied Blundell. “What bee have you got in your bonnet now, you fathead?” 


  “Look here!” roared Coker, 
  “Oh, cheese it!” 
  “I tell you—”
  “Dry up!” 
  There was no backing for Coker in the Fifth. Nobody in that great and stately Form seems to want to join in a shindy with the Remove. Coker used up what little breath he had left in telling Bundell what he thought of him, and then shook the dust of the games study from his feet, more angry and indignant than ever. 
  “What was that howling ass getting at?” asked Blundell, when he was gone. “What does he fancy the fags have been up to?” 
 “Some of them have been spotted pub-haunting!” yawned Potter. “Young Wharton and his set. Loder of the Sixth got them at the Cross Keys.” 
  Blundell started a little. 
  “Eh!  When?” he asked. 
  “Just before call-over to-day.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” said Blundell. 
  “They said they were taking a short cut, to get in for the call-over,” said Potter. “1 dare say they were, too— they’re decent kids enough. But old Coker can’t mind his own business. He was bound to butt in. It’s one of his jolly little ways.” 
  Blundell opened his lips to speak; but closed them again. For some minutes the captain of the Fifth remained thoughtful; then he rose and left the games study. And his footsteps took him in the direction of the study of Henry Samuel Quelch, the master of the Remove. 

                      THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                           Awkward for Blundell! 

“COME in, Blundell!”
  Mr Quelch addressed the captain of the Fifth cordially 
enough. 
  The Lower Fourth master had little to do with the Fifth—Prout’s—Form; there were Fifth Form men whom he hardly knew by sight. But everybody knew Blundell, and he was generally liked. Although not in the Sixth, or a prefect, Blundell was a great man in the senior world, a member of the first eleven, and a tremendous “Blood.” Sixth-Form men treated Blundell with great respect, juniors regarded him with awed admiration, as second in 
glorious greatness only to Wingate of the Sixth.  With all his greatness, Blundell was a good-natured, unaffected fellow, though he had a due sense of his importance in the Greyfriars scheme of things. Prout affected the manner rather of a friend than a mastcr towards Blundell; and it was generally considered 
good—natured in Blundell to let him do it. 
  As he came into Mr. Quelch’s study, Blundell, for once, seemed to lack some of the assurance that was usually his. It was related that Blundell, if he tea’d with the Head, would ask that august gentleman to pass the sugar, just as if he he were an ordinary human being. So the smaller fry on the staff were trifles light as air to Blundell. But on the present occasion Mr. Quelch, cordial as he was, seemed to disconcert the Captain of the Fifth. 
  Blundell coloured uncomfortably, and did not even seem to hear the Form master’s invitation to take a chair. He stood hesitating, and Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows a little. No doubt he wondered what the captain of the Fifth had called on him for; and wondered still more to see him confused and hesitating. 
  “I’ve something to tell you—something I think I ought to tell you, sir.” said Blundell awkwardly. 
  “Pray proceed!” said the Remove master politely. 
  “I understand that some kids in your Form, sir, are in trouble for going out of bounds.” 
  Mr. Quelch’s cordial face froze a little. Matters of discipline in his Form, he had to discuss with the Head.  He declined to discuss them with any other master. Least of all was he likely to discuss them with a Greyfriars boy—even a great and glorious senior Blood. 
  “That is the case, Blundell; but I hardly see—” 
  “I know something about the matter, sir.” said the Fifth-Form man. “I felt bound to tell you.” 
  Mr. Quelch unknittcd his brows. 
  “Indeed Blundell! If you are aware of any circumstance pertaining to this very disagreeable matter, I shall be much obliged if you will impart it to me.” 
  “As I understand it, sir, some boys— Wharton and his friends—were caught out of bounds, at the Cross Keys, by a prefect.” 
  “Precisely!” 
  “They seem to have  explained that they were taking a short cut through the place, from the towpath.” 
 “That is their explanation, Blundell.” 
 “Well, sir, it’s true .” 
 “If that is the case, Blundell, I am delighted to hear  it!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, visibly  relieved. “I thank you very much for coming to me. But how do you know this?” 
  Bundell’a colour deepened more than before. 
  “Well, I do know it, sir,” he said. “Of course, the young asses should never have placed themselves in such a position. But I happen to know for a fact that they were racing through the place at top speed, from the direction of the river which I suppose makes the matter clear.” 
 “Quite!” said Mr. Quelch. “But you will, of course, explain how you came to be aware of this.” 
  Blundell shifted from one leg to the other. 
  “I suppose that’s necessary,” he said, “The fact is, sir, that—that I was there.” 
  “You do not mean that you were at the Cross Keys, Blundell!”exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in great astonishment. 
  The captain of the Fifth was crimson now. 
  “I was on the path leading through the place,” he said. “I know quite well that it’s out of bounds, sir, and that 1 ought not to have been there; and it’s doocid unomfortabIe to have to tell you. But as it seems to be a. question of those silly kids getting into trouble I felt bound to tell you what I know.” 
  “I am not your Form master, Blundell, or your headmaster.  ” said Mr. Quelch.  “You are not bound to explain your conduct to me. But since you have told me of this very serious infraction of the rules of the school, you place me in an awkward position. I trust that you intend to mention the matter to your own Form master.” 
  “I—I hadn’t thought of doing  so, sir!” stammered Blundell. 
  “Your motive for being in such a place I cannot imagine, and it is not my duty to inquire,” said Mr. Quelch coldly. “But unless you inform Mr. Prout of the matter you place me in the very unpleasant position of keeping a secret for you—an intolerable position, Blundell.” 
 “I—I didn’t think you’d look at it like hat, sir!” said the Fifth-Form man, in distress. “I—I came to set. matters right about those juniors. I thought I ought to do that.” 
 “Perfectly correct; it was your duty.” said Mr. Quelch.  “Nevertheless, I leave it to your sense of honour to acquaint Mr. Prout with as much as you have told me of your own actions.” 
 “Very well, sir,” said Blundell, after a pause. “I—I’ll speak to Mr Prout. I hope I needn’t say that I had no bad motive in being there, sir.” 
  “I am sure of that, Blundell; though you appear to have acted with less discretion than is expected in a Greyfriars boy in your position. I will say no more on that subject. To revert to the question of the juniors—you are assured of the correctness of what you say?” 
 “Oh, quite, sir!” said Blundell, with a faint smile. 
 “They rushed into me and bowled me over, running like a mob of young lunatics. One of them told me they were taking a short cut; and, anyhow, it was plain enough they came from the towpath and were making for Friardale Lane at top speed; they were nowhere near the public-house itself, 
  “That makes the matter perfectly clear,” said Mr. Quelch. “It is plain that Loder had a wrong impression. I thank you most sincerely for coming here and telIing me this, Blundell—you have prevented what might have been a very serious injustice.” 
  “Not at all, sir.” said Blundell. 
  And he left the study. 
  He left Mr. Quelch greatly relieved in his mind. His own opinion of the juniors had been justified, after all; their statements had been borne out by unquestionable evidence. That disagreeable report to the Head need not be made; the disgrace of a flogging in his Form need not be incurred. A light punishment to the five juniors for their thoughtlessness would meet the case, and the whole unpleasant affair would be at an end. The master of the Remove was feeling very much obliged indeed to Blundell of the Fifth. 
  But George Blundell was feeling far from comfortable as he stepped out into Masters passage. 
 He had engaged to tell his Form master that he, George Blundell, head boy of the Fifth Form, had been out of bounds, and in a most questionable purlieus, which was not an agreeable confession for any fellow to make. 
  He went slowly along the passage to Mr. Prout’s study. 
He stopped at the door, raised his hand to tap, and lowered it again. For several moments Blundell stood there hesitating. 
Finally he made up his mind; but not to speak to Mr Prout. He walked away out of the passage. 
 He had to tell Prout. He had told Quelch that he would tell Prout, and his word, of course, was his bond.  Quelch, of course, would never speak to Prout about it, and would never know if Blunddll failed to keep his word. That made it all the more impossible for Blundell to fail to keep it. He had to tell Prout. 
  But it was a delicate matter—a very delicate matter. Prout would certainly want to know a lot of things that Blundell did not feel disposed to tell him. Prout would not suspect him of shady conduct — Blundell was almost as Olympian in Prout’s eyes as in those of the Fifth. But he would be surprised, shocked, hurt, inquisitive. Blundell decided to put it off—anyhow, it could wait, 
  He realised himself that that was an act of weakness, and once he turned back at the corner of the passage. But he did not go to Prout’s room. He turned once more, and continued on his way, with a clouded brow, to the games study. 

                      THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                   All Clear! 

“IF you have tears,” said Skinner cheerily, “prepare to shed them now, my beloved ‘earers.” 
  The Remove were in their Form-room for first school in the morning. All the Form were in their places, and Mr. Quelch was at his desk. 
  Skinner spoke in a whisper, and some of the Removites grinned. 
It was generally understood in the Remove that something was to happen that morning. 
  The Famous Five were going before the Head. The Famous Five had been up before the “Beak” before, and more than once. But this time they were “going up” on a disgraceful charge, which was quite unusual.  That they felt it was evident from their looks. Had they been going up on account of some ordinary schoolboy escapade they would have gone cheerily enough; it was not the licking that worried them. But to be charged with questionable co duct was a new experience for the cheery five, and distinctly unpleasant. 
  Mr. Quelch was arranging some papers at his desk. The Remove waited. They had no doubt that when Quelchy spoke it would be to order five members of his Form to follow him to the Head’s study. Skinner looked forward to it with glee. 
  “I say, you fellows, he looks rather waxy!” whispered Billy Bunter in a less cautious whisper than Skinner’s. 
  Mr. Quelch looked up. 
  “Someone spoke, I think,” he  remarked. It was astonishing  how keen Quelchy’s hearing was sometimes. 
  Dead silence. 
  “Did you speak, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” answered Bunter at once. “I never opened my lips, sir. I only said—I—I mean!” 
 “What did you say, Bunter?” 
 “Nothing, sir.” 
  “Bunter!” 
  ‘These fellows will bear me out, sir.” said Bunter in a great hurry. “They know I never opened my lips, sir. They heard  me.” 
  “They heard you!” repeated Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir—I mean, no, sir! I never said a word, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I don’t think you look waxy this morning, sir, and if I did. I shouldn’t say so, sir— I’m too respectful.” 
 “You will take fifty lines, Bunter. Now be silent.” 
  “Oh dear!  I mean, yes, sir.” 
  “My boys,” said Mr. Quelch, addressing the Form and taking no further notice of the fat Owl, “I believe it is known to all of you that certain members of this Form were reported to me yesterday as having broken school bounds in very questionable precincts. For that reason I am referring to the matter before the whole class. It has happily been proved that these boys were guilty of nothing worse than thoughtlessness.” 
  “Oh!” murmured Skinner. Skinner did not seem pleased at hearing what had been happily proved. 
  “Wharton!” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
   “You stated to me that you and your friends had taken a short cut through the grounds of a public-house. That statement I should have been glad to believe, as I place every reliance on your character. I have now fortunately received information that confirms it.” 
  “Oh, sir!” ejaculated Harry. 
  Five faces in the Remove brightened up considerably. 
  “ It appears,” said Mr. Quelch, that a senior boy saw you there in circumstances which proved beyond doubt that you and your companions were crossing the grounds at a great speed.” 
  “Oh!” repeated Harry. He remembered the rather startling encounter wth Blundell of the Fifth, and had no doubt who was the “senior boy” whose name Mr. Quelch did not mention. 
  “The evidence of this senior,” pursued Mr. Quelch, “places the matter beyond doubt. You are, therefore, exonerated from anything but very foolish and thoughtless conduct.” 
  “Thank you, sir,” said Harry. 
  “I trust.” continued the Remove master, that this will be a warnIng to you not to place yourself in a false position again, by acting thoughtlessly and heedlesy. Each of you will take a hundred lines, and the matter closes here,” 
  “Thank you, sir!” said the Co. cheerily. 
  “The thankfulness s terrific, honoured sahib,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The dispersefulness of the execrable cloud of absurd suspicion is a boonful blessing, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch smiled. 
  “We will now procecd!” he said. 
  And the Remove proceeded. 
  “Rotten!” Skinner whispered to Snoop in great disgust. And Sidney James Snoop nodded, equally disgusted. 
  But most of the Remove had been glad to hear the good news. Many of them wondered who the senior was whose timely evidence had saved the Famous Five from that painful interview with their headmaster. It was agreed that it was frightfully decent of him to have spoken out. Harry Wharton & Co., of course, knew who it must have been, and they were feeling very grateful and amicable towards Blundell of the Fifth. 
  Anyone who had looked into the Remove room that morning would have supposed that five members of the Form, at least, thoroughly enjoyed receiving instruction from Henry Samuel Quelch. 
  The Famous Five were all merry and bright. 
  The shadow of disgrace had rolled away, and the threatened flogging was off. They thought less of the flogging than of the disgrace. Still, it would have been a very unpleasant experience, and they were glad that it was off. They had come into the Form-room that morning with clouded faces. Now the clouds had rolled by. 
 When the Form was dismissed for break, the five juniors rolled down the passage arm-in-arm, in great spirits. 
  “Gratters, old beans!” said Peter Todd cheerily. 
  “Some fellows are deep!” said Skinner. “I say, how the thump did you square it with a senior to pitch that yarn to Quelch?” 
  “Oh, shut up, Skinner!” said Squiff. 
  “Well, I’d like to know how they did it.  ” said Skinner. 
  The Famous Five did not gratify Skinner’s desire for information. Instead of that, they rolled into. Skinner, up-ended him, wiped their boots on him as they passed, and left him yelling. And Snoop and one or two other fellows, who had been going to make some remarks, thought better of it, and did not make any. 
  In the quadrangle Harry Wharton & Co. looked out for Blundell of the Fifth. They felt that it was up to them to testify their gratitude for services rendered. The Fifth were not out of their Form-room; but when they came out the Famous Five singled out BlundelI and bore down on him. The great man stared at them, apparent]y not enormously gratified by being singled out by a mob of fags. 
  “Well, what’s this?” asked the captain of the Fifth. 
 “Just a word, Blundell” said Harry Wharton. “We’ve got out of a thumping row through you speaking to our Form master—” 
  “Oh!” said Blundell. 
  “It was you, of course?” said Harry. 
  Blundell nodded, without speaking. 
  “It was awfully decent of you,” said Harry. “We wanted to mention that we’re a lot obliged, that’s all.” 
  “The obligefulness is terrific and absurd,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gravely. 
  Blundell grinned. 
  “We should have been up for a fIogging,” said Bob Cherry. “It was jolly decent of you, Blundell, especially as—” 
  Bob broke off. 
  It was specially decent of Blundell, he thought, because the Fifth Form man couldn’t have liked mentioning to a master that he had been within the borders of the Cross Keys, and he must have mentioned that in clearing the juniors. But it occurred to Bob that that was rather a delicate subject, and he did not finish his remark. 
Probably Blundehl understood, for he coloured a little. 
 “It’s all right.” he said gruffly. “You can cut off.” 
 “My esteemed BlundeIl——” 
 “That’s enough! Cut!” 
  But as the juniors were retreating Blundell spoke again. 
 “You needn’t jaw this all over the school,” he said. 
 “We shouldn’t, of course.” said Harry. 
 “I—I mean—well, you know what I mean,” said the Fifth Form man Uncomfortably. “I’ve ot you out of a row, as you say. Keep your mouths shut, if you know how, and don’t talk about what doesn’t concern you.” 
  With that Blundell walked away. 
  The Famous Five looked at one another. 
 “Ain’t we high and mighty in the Fifth?” said Bob Cherry, with a grin. “Never mind.  Blundell’s a good man, and he did get us out of a fearful row, and it must have bothered him a bit.” 
  “He wants us to keep it dark about seeing him yesterday where we saw him,’ said Johnny Bull slowly.  Where
  “Naturally, he doesn’t want it talked all over Greyfriars.” said Harry. “Fellows would say a lot of things.” 
  “He oughtn’t to have been there.” said Johnny. 
  “Jolly lucky for us that he was, as it turns out,” said Nugent. 
  “I know that; but, all the same, he oughtn’t to have been there.  He’s a First Eleven man and a Form captain. He ought to know better.”  “Oh, rot!” said Wharton uneasily. “He’s all right. He must have told him he was there; that shows he was up to no harm.’ 
“Quelch isn’t his Form-master, or the Head! I fancy he wouldn’t be in a hurry to tell Prout.” 
 “Look here you ass, he’s got us out of a row, and he’s a jolly good sort 1” said Wharton warmly. “1 can’t imagine why he was hanging round that rotten show, but. I’m quite sure he was up to no harm. He’s not a rotter like Loder, or shady like Price of the Fifth. Anyhow, I suppose you agree that it’s not our bizney, and that we’d better keep mum.” 
  “Of course,” said Johnny. “He’s done us a good turn, and if he hadn’t I shouldn’t think of giving a man away. All the same, I think—” 
  “The thinkfulness of the esteemed Johnny is too terrific!” uremarked Hurree Singh. “As the proverb remarks, the jawfulness is silver, but the esteemed silence is the refined gold and gilded lily.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  There’s old Coker!” said Bob. “Let’s go and give him a yell.” 
  And the subject dropped, while the chums of the Remove devoted the last few minutes of break to Coker of the Fifth, with the result of throwing the great Horace once more into a breathless state of wrath and indignation. 

                        THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                 Not Satisfied! 

GERALD LODER gritted his teeth, 
  Loder was not a good-tempered fellow, and it was not 
uncommon for him to give way to rages. But he had seldom been so savagely enraged as at the present moment. 
  He was not going to stand it.  He resolved on that. He had taken the trouble to run down a gang of young rascals; he had caught them in the very act, and, after all, they had been let off by their Form master. Loder could scarcely believe it at first. But it was only too true. He had not been called upon to repeat his report before the head and testify against five delinquents. The Famous Five had not been flogged—they had not been taken to Dr. Locke at all; they were walking about cheerily as if nothing had happened— and it was only too plain to Loder that a case of rank favouritism had occurred, that Quelch had deliberately let off the fellows because they were in his Form 
  Of course, he did not want Masters Common-room to comment on the state of affairs in the Remove, as certainly thcy would have done without stint had the affair come before the Head. So far as Loder could make out, Quelch had not even administered a caning; the Famous Five certainly did not look as if the vials of wrath had been poured upon their heads. And Loder told himself that he was not going to stand it. 
 He was tempted to go direct to the Head and lay the matter before him. But the Head was certain to refer him to the Form master concerned, so that was no use. But Loder was not going to take this injustice, this rank favouritism, lying down. After tea he went to Mr. Quelch’s study to put the matter plainly to the Remove master. 
  The sullen expression on Loder’s face when he arrived did not escape Mr. Quelch, and he smiled faintly. 
  “I have been intending to speak to you, Loder” he said. “The matter yot reported to me yesterday has now been satisfactorily explained, as I am sure you will be glad to hear.” 
  “1 should certainly be glad to hear the satisfactory explanation, sir,” said Loder, without troubling to repress a sneer, 
  “I have received information which completely clears the boys concerned of suspicion,” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “Indeed, sir!” 
  “Yes; and the matter is now closed,” 
  “These juniors are not to be reported to the Head, sir? ” asked Loder, his voice trembling with rage. 
 “No. The matter is, as I said, closed!”
 “It does not seem much use for a prefect to take the trouble to do his duty, sir, if the offenders are to be let off unpunished.  ” said Loder. 
  Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows. 
 “Are you implying, Loder, (hut I am letting off, as you term it, offenders who are guilty?” he asked freezingly. 
  “They certainly are guilty, sir.” said Loder, “I don’t think anything could be clearer when I caught them in a public-house.” 
  “In the grounds, you mean, Loder,” 
  “It comes to the same thing.”
  “Not at all. The juniors declared that they were taking a short cut across those grounds. Their statement has been borne out by a senior boy who saw them shortly before you did.” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Loder. “Who was that, sir?” 
  “I prefer not to mention his name,” said Mr. Quelch coldly. “But he is a senior of high standing in the school, whose word is unquestionable.” 
  This was an entirely unexpected development. But the bully of the Sixth was not willing to admit defeat. 
  “Has this senior explained what he was doing there himself, sir?” he asked bitterly. “He cannot have seen the juniors before they met me, unless he was himself out of bounds in a disreputable resort.” 
  “His explanation is not due to me, Loder, as I am not his Form master. It will be made to his own master.” 
  “I am not satisfied, sir.” 
  “Indeed!” said Mr. Quelch, staring. 
  “Yes, sir, indeed! I do not think the word of this fellow ought to be taken, as he was plainly out of bounds himself, and is therefore open to suspicion. 
  “I am the best judge of that, Loder.” said Mr. Quelch. “If you are not satisfied that justice has been done, it can only imply a want of faith in my judgment or in my impartiality. You can scarcely expect me to listen to anything of the sort. You had better leave my study!” 
  Loder looked at him, but he dared not utter what was in his mind. Mr. Quelch was looking very grim, and he was not a man to whom even a Sixth Form prefect could venture to be impertinent. Loder swallowed his rage and quitted the study. 
  He would have been glad to know who was the senior, to whose unexpected testimony the juniors owed their escape. But he could not even begin to guess. He would have liked to make matters hot for that obnoxious senior, as he could easily have done by reporting him to the Head had he known who he was. The fellow, whoever he was, must have been within the purlieus of the Cross Keys; which, for a senior, might mean the “sack.” Not a Sixth Form man. Loder was sure—he knew all the members of the Sixth who were likely to be found in such a quarter, and not one of them was the man to risk getting himself into trouble for the sake of a gang of junior kids. 
  Some Fifth Form man—but who? Hilton and Price were a rather shady pair; likely enough to have been hanging abut the Cross Keys. But neither of them would have spoken out on the subject to save the whole Lower School from floggings, 
  Loder was quite puzzled, to think of a fellow who was slady enough to have been banging about a low resort, and yet decent enough to butt in and run risks for the sake of a set of fags. Certainly the thought of Blundell of the Fifth did not cross his mind for a moment. 
  When he came on the Famous Five in the quad a little later, Loder’s eyes gleamed at them. He bore down on the quintette of juniors, and they smiled as he came up.  They could easily imagine with what feelings their old enemy in the Sixth regarded the happy termination of their trouble. 
  “You kids seem to have got off after all!” said Loder. 
  “Jolly, ain’t it?” said Bob Cherry affably. 
  “I hear that a senior spoke up for you.” said Loder. 
  “Did you?” said Wharton politely. He gave his chums a swift look of warning. Loder was in quest of information, which he was not likely to get from Harry Wharton & Co. 
  “Of course,” said Loder, speaking as blandly as he could—”of course, if a Fifth Form man spoke up for you, I dare say it’s all right. Who was he, by the way?” 
  “Hasn’t Quelch told you?” asked Wharton, with equal blandness. 
 “I think he mentioned the name, but I’ve forgotten.” 
 “Better ask him again, then, hadn’t you?” 
 “I’m asking you, Wharton.  ” 
 “My memory’s as bad as yours, Loder.” answered the captain of the Remove demurely.  “I’ve a forgotten—as much as you have.” 
  And the Co. smiled. 
  “You mean that you arc not going to tell me?” said Loder, breathing hard. 
  “Right on the wicket!” said Wharton coolly. “If Quelch thinks you ought to know, he will tell you. Ask him.” 
  “You young sweep!” Loder made no further effort to control his rage. “You shady young rascal You’ve got off this time, but next time I land you I’ll see that you don’t get off by rotten favoritism! I’ll take you straight to the Head next time!” 
  “Rats!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “What?” roared Loder. 
  “Rats!” retorted Bob undauntedly. 
  Loder had his ashplant under his arm, and he slipped it down into his hand. He was longing to inflict it on the Famous Five, and Bob, at least, had given him a pretext. 
  “Bend over, Cherry!” he snapped. 
  “Rats!” repeated Bob. 
  “You refuse?”  Loder’s eyes gleamed. 
  “Very well!” I’ll take you to the Head for refusing to obey a prefect!” m
 “Do” said Bob; “and I’ll ask him what he thinks of your accusing our Form master of rotten favouritism.” 
  Loder looked at him. Then he slipped the ashplant under his arm again and walked away. And the Famous Five smiled after him cheerily. 

                      THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                               The Rorty Dog! 

“I SAY, you fellows!” 
  “Oh, buzz off, Bunter!” said Wharton irritably. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton—” 
  ‘“Dry up!” 
  “If you call that civil, you beast—” 
  “B-r-r.r-r !“ 
  “I say. Nugent, old chap, you’re not such a grumpy beast as that beast—” 
  “Yes, I am,” answered Frank. “Worse, in fact. I’m going to shy this Latin dic, at you if you don’t clear.” 
  “Yah!” 
  Instead of clearing, Billy Bunter stood in the doorway of Study No. 1 and blinked at the two juniors therein. 
  Harry Wharton was not in a good temper, that was obvious. Generally he was very patient with Billy Bunter. Now his patience failed him. As a matter of fact, the patience of Job would hardly have lasted so long as it did had he had to deal with the Owl of the Remove. 
  Prep was supposed to be going on in Study No. 1 but while Frank was working, Wharton was only staring gloomily at his books.  He was sore and savage. 
  After the clearing up of that disagreeable affair, the chums of the Remove had naturally expected it to die a natural death. But it proved to be rather like the man in the story, who was dead but would not lie down. 
  Skinner & Co. were by no means disposed to part with so agreeable a titbit. They kept the topic alive. Certainly, Skinner & Co. were always saying some thing unpleasant about somebody, and nobody minded very much what they said. More annoying was the attitude taken up by Loder of the Sixth. Loder made it a point to make it quite clear to all whom it might concern, and all whom it might not concern, that he regarded the chums of the Remove with deep suspicion. He let it be known that in his view, these juniors had been guilty of shady conduct, for which a flogging was the proper punishment, and that they had got off by a stroke of luck. 
  Loder did not dare to accuse their Form master of favouritism openly, but he hinted as much in that direction as he dared, with added hints that Quelch’s confidence had been taken advantage of by unscrupulous young rascals. He paid an official visit to Study No. 1 to look for hidden cigarettes. He made no secret of the fact that he had his official eye on those particular juniors, and expected to catch them out before long. 
  That attitude of a Sixth Form prefect could not fail to produce its effect. It was “pie” to Skinner & Co. It made fellows in other Forms take unusual notice of the Famous Five, and started all sorts of rumours about them. Fellows began to speak of them as they were accustomed to speak of the Bounder, or Angel of the Fourth. It was gall and wormwood to the chums of the Remove. It was intolerable that a mere act of thoughtlessness should produce all this effect. Johnny Bull, fortunately, had ceased to mention to his friends that he had told them so. Still, it was Johnny’s opinion that they had asked for this, and Johnny never made a secret of his opinions. Which did not add to the harmony in the Co. 
  Loder was at the bottom of the whole disagreeable state of affairs, which would have been bad enough had Loder been a decent prefect like Wingate, or Gwynne, or North. But the chums of the Remove knew many things about Loder; among others, that he was often guilty of the very “pub-haunting” of which he2 accused them. That was the most irritating part of it. 
 Wharton, instead of thinking of prep. was thinking of Loder of the Sixth, with an intense desire to make his old enemy “sit up” He was, in no mood for the cackle of William George Bunter. 
  “What’s the row, old chap?” asked Bunter amicably. “Somebody been bagging your smokes?’ 
  “What?” roared Wharton. 
  “It wasn’t me.” said Bunter hurriedly. “If you’ve missed cigarettes from your study, I know nothing about it.” 
  “You fat idiot!”  
  “Well, I don’t think you ought to call a fellow names when he’s done nothing.” said Bunter. “Most likely it was Skinner. He’s greedy after smokes, as you know.” 
  “Oh, get out, you fat duffer!” growled Wharton. 
  Bunter did not get out. He had come there to talk, and when there was nothing to eat, Bunter liked to talk. H had already looked into several studies, and books had been shied at him by fellows busy at prep. 
  “I say, you fellows.” said Bunter, leaning on the door, with a watchful eye open for missiles, “I came in for a chat—” 
  “What about prep?” said Nugent. 
  “Oh, blow prep!” said Bunter.  “I’m sick of prep!” A fellow gets no encouragement in the Remove.  Quelchy always finds fault with my con, so he may as well have something to find fault with—what?” 
  “Fathead!”
  “The fact is,” said Bunter, “I’ve got something on. It’s a real lark, if you fellows are game!” 
  “Oh, rot!” said Harry. 
  “Of course, if you’re afraid of the prefects—” 
  “Fathead! What’s the lark, anyhow?” 
  Bunter gave the captain of the Remove a fat wink. 
  “What about a bit of a plunge?” he asked. 
  “A what—!” 
 “Mind, I’m not the fellow for pub-haunting and that sort of thing, as a rule.  ” said Bunter. “But, dash it all, why shouldn’t a fellow take the bit in his teeth every now and then? What? I’m rather a rorty dog, you know, when I get going?’ 
  Wharton and Nugent stared at him. 
  “A rorty dog? ” repeated Harry. 
  “Yes—goey and all that,” said Bunter complacently. “Now, my idea as to get out of the dorm to-morrow night———” 
 “Out of the dorm—” 
  “That’s it! To-night wouldn’t wouldn’t do.”  Bunter winked again. “Might run into somebody if we went to night. He, he, he! But tomorrow night will be safe. Loder won’t be going out two nights running.” 
 “Loder!” said Wharton blankly. 
  “Yes. After going tonight, Loder will stay in tomorrow night; that stands to reason. He has to be careful, you know. Well, to-morrow night we get out after lights-out and go on the spree, what?” 
  “Oh, my hat!” said Nugent. 
“I’ve often thought of it,” said Bunter. “But I know nobody at the Cross Keys. Skinner refused to take me there—in fact he denies knowing anything about the place himself. Smithy kicked me when I asked him to introduce me to Cobb.” Bunter gave a reminiscent wriggle. Apparently, the Bounder had kicked hard. “Now, you fellows, as it turns out, are friendly with that lot at the pub. You were there the other day when Loder spotted you. I’ll go with you. See?” 
   They gazed at him. 
  Bunter blinked at them, evidently very much taken with this great idea. Obviously the belief was fixed in his fat mind that he was dealing with “rorty dogs.” The revelation of their supposed delinqueney had come, in Bunter’s opinion, at a timely moment. It gave him the long desired opportunity for displaying his rorty doggishness.  Two
  “What do you think?” asked Bunter cheerfully. “Paint the town red, you know, just once in a way. I shall be in Funds. I’m expecting a postal-order to-morrow. If it happens to be delayed, you fellows could lend me some money— temporarily. What?” 
  “You little fat beast—” 
  “Oh, really, Nugent——” 
  “How do you know that Loder is going out of bounds to-night, Bunter?” asked harry Wharton quietly. 
Bunter grinned. 
  “Oh, I know a lot of things!” he answered. “Mind, not a word! Loder would make me sit up. I ain’t saying anything about a prefect—not me!  He he, he!” 
  “How do you know?” 
  “I happened to hear him speaking to Carne.” said Bunter. “Of course, I wasn’t listening. That’s a kind of thing I scorn, as you fellows know. He said, ‘eleven to-night,’ and Carne said it was too risky, and he was lying low for a time.  Lo2der said it would be all right, and Cobb was expecting him. Carne said it would be safer to chuck it; and Loder said — Well, I’d better not tell you what Loder said,” added Bunter thoughtfully. “We ain’t supposed to use those words in the Remove—though Smithy does sometimes.” 
  “I wish Loder had caught you listening and kicked you!” said Frank Nugent, in disgust. 
  “I’ve told you I wasn’t listening,” said Bunter indignantly. “I simply got out of sight when they came along. You know what beasts they are. Loder would kick a chap as soon as look at him. But, look here, you men—what about it? As Loder’s going to-night, of course, we can’t. But to-morrow night, we—”
  Harry Wharton rose from the table.  
  He looked round the study in search of something. 
  “Looking for your smokes, old man?” asked Bunter.  “I’ll have one, if you’ve got ’em handy. 
  “I’m looking for a fives bat.” answered Wharton grimIy. 
  “Eh?  What for?” 
  “For you!” 
  Bunter opened the study door hastily.  Wharton found the fives bat at the same moment. 
  Whack! 
  The fives hat came into contact with a pair of tight trousers as Bunter jumped for the passage. 
  “Yoooop!”  roared Bunter. 
  The door slammed after him. For reasons unknown to Bunter, his proposal of a “night out” had been rejected. But he was left in no doubt as to the rejection. The fives bat made that quite clear. 
  Wharton and Nugent sat down to prep again, undisturbed further by the rorty dog of the Remove, But Wharton was not giving much attention to prep that evening. He was thinking—and his thoughts still ran on Loder of the Sixth and—and there was a gleam in his eyes. 
                   THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                           Bunter Sees It All! 
BUNTER saw it all! 
  At all events, he was satisfied that he did. 
  Bunter prided himself upon being a fellow who knew things, and could see things. Bunter could, he flattered himself, see as far into a millstone as the next follow. 
  Now he saw it all! 
 Those beasts, after affecting to turn down Bunter’s proposal of s rorty night out of bounds, were going out all the same—only leaving Bunter out in the cold. 
  It was all clear to Bunter. 
  He saw it all. 
  His suspicions were first awakened when, after prep, the whole Co. gathered in study No. 1 for consultation. Nugent had gone along the passage to call Johnny Bull, Bob Cherry, and Hurree Singh. Bunter had rolled along to hear what was said; and the beasts were so suspicious that one of them had opened the study door suddenly, causing Bunter to fall headlong into the study. The vigorous application of a boot was the next item on the programme—after which Bunter kept at a respectful distance from the keyhole of Study No. 1. 
  Whatever the consultation was about, it was carried on without Bunter’s fat ears drinking it in. 
 That alone was annoying enough to a fellow who wanted to know things and prided himself on knowing things. 
  It was annoying, and it excited Bunter’s suspicions. Those suspicions were soon confirmed. 
  “Don’t let that fat pig get on to it!” he distinctly heard Bob Cherry remark as the Famous Five went down the Remove staircase a little later. 
  Bunter could not have any doubt as to who was the “fat pig” to whom Bob alluded. 
  He could not fail to recognise that description as his own. 
  So there was something he was not to get on to—something that the beasts were keeping dark! 
 Later, in the Rag, when Wharton was looking out of the window into the shadowed quadrangle, he remarked that there would be 
no moon that night, to which Nugent rejoined that that was all the better. 
  Then it flashed on Bunter’s  powerful brain. 
  Whatever was “on,” was on that night. So much was clear.  Fellows who were going to be fast asleep in the dormitory 
would not bother about whether there was a moon or not. A moonless night suited their purpose—whatever it was. Bunter had no doubt what it was. Of course, they were going out of bounds after lights-bout—only for that reason could they care whether the night was dark or light. After pretending to view with scorn his proposal of a night out, after batting him with a fives bat for making the suggestion, they were going out of bounds—playing the giddy ox after lights-out. Stuffing a fellow that they never did anything of the sort, merely for the purpose of leaving him out in the cold! 
  Bunter could not help feeling disgusted. 
  Now he saw it all. It was as clear as daylight to him. These young rotters, who had been caught pub-haunting once, were going to be rorty again, and leaving out an old pal. 
  Bunter saw the cunning of it. He had proposed the morrow night, when it would be safer, and he would naturally have expected the outbreak to take place on a safe night. That was why they had fixed it for to-night, so that he would not get on to it. They were taking the risk of running into Loder of the Sixth just to keep Bunter out of the excursion. Bunter was to sleep—and to snore—in the Remove dormitory while those five fellows were out on the tiles, and in the morning they were going to play the innocent, as usual, and make out that they were shocked at fellows who took a plunge now and then. Bunter saw it all!
  He saw it all, and chuckled a fat chuckle. 
  Now that he saw it all it was easy enough for a fellow of Bunter’s bright intellect to circumvent these beasts. 
  They thought they were going to leave him out, did they?  Well, they would jolly well see when the time came. They would find that William George Bunter, like a weasel, could sleep with his eyes open. 
   Sleep, says the poet, is a gentle thing, beloved from pole to pole. Certainly, it was dearly beloved by Billy Bunter. Eating was his seventh heaven, talking his sixth, but sleeping was his fifth. But to circumvent the knavish tricks of those beasts he was prepared to give up his sleep. He was going to remain awake—on the watch. When they started on their shady excursion he was going to join them. They could hardly argue the point outside the dormitory in the middle of the night when it meant a flogging all round if their voices were heard and they were spotted. Bunter thought that big idea over, and was pleased with it. 
  Wingate of the Sixth saw lights out for the Remove that night. When the juniors were shepherded off to their dormitory Bunter went with a fat grin on his face. Wingate left the juniors to turn in, evidently quite unsuspicious of any escapade planned for the night. But Bunter had an eye wide open— in fact, two eyes, not to mention a large pair of spectacles. He was not surprised to see Bob Cherry tuck a pair of rubber shoes away under his bed. He was not surprised to see that one or two of the Co. turned in without completely undressing. That was to save time when they turned out and dressed again in the dark, of course. That would have been proof to Bunter, if he needed any proof. But he needed none. He saw it all! 
 Wingate bade the Removites good-night, turned out the lights, and departed. 
  There was the usual talk from bed to bed; but the Famous Five did not, as usual, join it. Bunter understood why. The beasts wanted the fellows to settle down to sleep as soon as possible, of course. 
  Skinner talked of pub-haunting and the luck some fellws had of squeezing out of it when they were spotted. This was one of Skinner’s favourite topics these days. 
  But he failed to draw any member of the Co. 
  The Remove slept at last. 
  There were exceptions. Five fellows, as Bunter jolly well knew, had no intention of going to sleep. Neither had Billy Bunter any intention of doing so.
  But towards ten o’clock Bunter experienced an unexpected difficulty in carrying out his big idea. 
  It had been quite easy to decide to remain awake that night and watch those surreptitious beasts who were leaving him out of a good thing. But it was not so easy to stay awake as to decide to do so. 
  Bunter yawned more and more, and in spite of himself his little round eyes closed again and again, and each time he reopened them they reopened more unwillingly. 
  Finally, Bunter made up his fat mind to listen intently with his eyes shut. A fellow could listen just as well with his eyes shut—in fact, better. 
  So Bunter listened with his eyes shut. 
  About a minute later any other fellow who had been listening, with his eyes shut or open, would have heard a deep and rumbling snore. 
  The Owl of the Remove was asleep. 
  He slept and snored, 
  Probably some fellows, who were awake had wondered why they had not hitherto heard that accustomed snore. Now they heard it. 
  The half-hour chimed from the clock tower without awakening William George Bunter. Eleven o’clock sounded in the night, and still William George slept the sleep of the just. 
  But he was not sleeping so soundly as usual 
  Even in slumber there lingered in his fat mind some consciousness of an intention to keep awake sufficient to make his repose less reposeful than usual. 
  Several times he stirred in his sleep; once his Gargantuan snore ceased for several moments as he half awoke. 
  Finally he did awake, 
  He lay blinking in the darkness of the dormitory, wondering dimly what had awakened him. Then he remembered. He had not been going to sleep at all. He had only been going to listen with his eyes shut. But apparently he had nodded off for a few minutes. Perhaps more than a few minutes, 
  He sat up in bed. 
  It was warm and cosy in bed, and Bunter was disinclined to turn out. But he was not going to be done. Not if Bunter knew it.
 With an effort he rolled out of bed. 
 He groped for his spectacles, jammed them on his fat little nose, and blinked round in the gloom. 
  Had the beasts gone during those few minutes while he had nodded off? He was not aware that he had slept and snored for a solid hour and a half. 
  He could see nothing in the gloom but the dim outlines of beds, and he crept along to the nearest one occupied by a member of the Co. It was no longer occupied. Bunter’s fat paw passed over an empty bed. 
  They were gone! He did not need to examine the other beds. If one was gone, all the other beasts were gone. 
Bunter breathed deep with wrath. 
 It was just like the beasts to take advantage of his nodding off for a minute or two to sneak quietly out of the dorm and leave him in the lurch. 
  But Bunter was not beaten so easily as all that. He dressed himself hurriedly in the dark and rolled to the door. They could not be many minutes ahead of him, he considered.  He was sure that he had only napped for a very brief space. He knew the way they would go, and he would jolly well get after them before they could get clear. If they thought they were going out on the tiles without Bunter they were jolly well mistaken, and Bunter was the fellow to show them.
  Softly he let himself out of the dormitory. Softly he stole along to the box-room. That was the way the beasts would go. But for the knowledge that five other fellows were out of the dormitory Bunter would scarcely have ventured to negotiate that dark passage in the middle of the night Bunter was not afraid of the dark—in the daytime. At night he did not like it. But the feeling that other fellows were up and at hand reassured him.
  He crept into the box-room. There he blinked round in the dim light from the window. 
  “I say, you fellows!” he whispered. 
   No reply.  
  “I say, you beasts! I know you’re here.”
  Deep silence, save for an echo, faintly, of his own voice. Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his spectacles. If they had gone already—
 
  He crept to the window. It was closed—and fastened! He felt over the fastening and gasped with amazement. If the beasts had gone out they could not have fastened the window behind them. Evidently they had not gone out by way of the box-room window, 
  Bunter breathed hard. 
  He saw it all, of course. The beasts had suspected him, and gone out some other way—some unusual way—to diddle him. That was the way they treated an old pal—after all he had done for them! 
  “Beasts!” hissed Bunter. 
  He crept out of the box-room again. If they were already out of the House he was done.. But were they? Which way had the unspeakable beasts gone after leaving the dormitory? There was that little window in the lobby near the Sixth-Form passage downstairs. But that was pretty certain to be Loder’s way out, and they knew he was going that night, because Bunter had told them so. They would not be fools enough to risk that. Yet—Bunter had a flash of insight—  perhaps they would use that way out, because Loder, if he used that window, would have left it unfastened; and they could carefully time their going end returning to keep clear of Loder, if he was out. Yes, as likely as not they would us8 that very window, taking advantage of Bunter having told them about Loder. 
  Bunter crept down the stairs. 
  The House was dark, silent, wrapped in slumber. It was borne in upon Bunter’s fat mind that it was later than he had supposed. Downstairs looked like a black gulf to him. 
  Thoughts of burglars came uncomfortably into his fat mind. Suppose a burglar had chosen that very night to crack the crib? Suppose a dark, desperate figure leaped on him, all of a sudden, from the shadows?  Bunter felt cold shivers running down his spine. But he remembered that at least five fellows were up; and took his courage in both hands, as it were, and kept on. In the Sixth-Form passage, as he groped his way, he felt more at ease; the Sixth slept in their own rooms, so there were plenty of follows near at hand now, though they were asleep. He groped to the lobby at the end of the passage. The door of was half open; and it should have been closed at night. Bunter knew that he was on the right track. 
  He paused in the doorway, and blinked in. And from the darkness of the little room came a cautious whisper: 
  “Hush!”
  Bunter grinned. 
  He had run the beasts down—he knew Bob Cherry’s whisper. They had fancied that they had fooled him, and that they were going out of bounds for a night out without Bunter. Not likely, when Bunter had seen it all! 
                        THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
                                    Only Bunter! 
“HUSH!” 
  His comrades promptly hushed. 
  Five juniors were in the little lobby: they had been there some time. Not, as the fat and fatuous Owl supposed, with the intention of breaking bounds at night, having a night out, painting the town red, and being rorty dogs generally. They were there because they, like Bunter, guessed accurately that that would be Gerald Loder’s way out; and it was wholly and solely upon Loder’s account that they were there, though that explanation of their mysterious proceedings never occurred to Bunter’s powerful brain. 
  That Bunter’s information had been well-founded—that Loder actually had gone out of bounds that night—the Famous Five had soon assured themselves. For the lobby window, closed, was unfastened when they reached it, and had obviously been left unfastened by some fellow who had gone out, intending to return the same way. 
  That the follow was Loder they could hardly doubt. Bunter had heard him tell Carne that he was going to see Cobb at eleven.  He might have changed his mind, of course; Carne had refused to go with him, on the ground that it was risky; and that might have altered Loder’s plans. But the unfastened window left no doubt in their minds. It would have been too much of a coincidence had Loder changed his plans for that night, and had some other black sheep chosen that very night for a surreptitious excursion. 
  Satisfied that the fellow who had gone out was Loder, the chums of the Remove had only to wait for his return. Loder would come back, never dreaming that anybody was in the lobby waiting for him. It would have served him right to fasten the window and leave him out for the night; but such a drastic step as that the juniors did not think of taking. Loder was their enemy, and an unfair enemy; but they were not the fellows to betray any man to the “beaks.” They were going to give Loder the scare of his life, a a punishment for his persecution; and they were going to let him know that they knew of his misdeeds as a warning for the future. If, after that, Loder did not let the subject of pub-haunting drop, the Famous Five would have something to say on that subject themselves—and Loder would doubtless realise that the least said, the soonest mended. 
  But while they waited, listening for a sound at the little window, which was darkly shadowed by a tree growing close to the wall outside, the chums of the Remove were startled by a sound behind them and Bob involuntarily whispered “Hush !” 
  For some seconds the hearts of the juniors stood still. 
 They had been awfully cautious; they had made no sound. But someone was coming! 
  As they listened, their hearts beating fast and almost painfully, they could hear the sound of breathing from the direction of the doorway. 
  They did not think of burglars; their imaginations were rather less lurid than Bunter’s and they were not nervy.  What they thought of was a Sixth-Form prefect on the rampage. Wingate or Gwynne, or some other over-dutiful prefect, might have heard something and come out of his room.  Carne or Walker might haveb come out to see Loder when he came back. To be caught out of their dormitory at midnight by a prefect was rather an unnerving prospect. The Famous Five could almost hear their own hearts beating as they waited and listened— and severa1 seconds, as long as centuries, dragged by. 
  Then a familiar voice came from the darkness. 
 “I say, you fellows!” 
 There was a gasp from five. 
 “Bunter!” stuttered Wharton. 
 “Bunter!” hissed Johnny Bull. 
  “The esteemed and idiotic Bunter!”
  “You fat idiot!” 
  “You burbling chump!” 
“He, he, he!” came unmusically from the darkness. “Did I frighten you chaps?  He, he, he!” 
  Bunter groped into the lobby. 
  “You fat chump!” hissed Wharton. “You burbling bandersnatch!” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton!”
  “Quiet, you howling ass!” breathed Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry!“ 
  “Do you want to wake all the Sixth?” hissed Nugent. 
  “Oh, really, Franky, old chap!” 
  Wharton hastily, but quietly, shut thc door of the lobby. The awakening of any member of the Sixth, in the rooms near at hand, spelled disaster for the chums of the Remove. 
“Nov, what are you doing here, you born idiot?” demanded the captain of the Remove, in a fierce whisper. 
 “I’m coming!” chuckled Bunter. 
 “Coming!” repeated Wharton. 
  “Yes, rather!” said Bunter emphatically. 
  “Do you mean you’ve come, you burbling porpoise?” 
“I mean I’m coming,” said Bunter.  “If you’d left it till to-morrow night, my postal order would have come. As it stands, you’l1 have to lend me some money.” 
 “Is he raving potty?” asked Johnny Bull. 
 “Oh, really, Bull!” 
 “What do you mean, you pilfering, pie-faced porker if you moan anything?” hissed Bob Cherry. 
  “I mean what I say!” answered Bunter firmly. “If you think you’re leaving me out; you’re jolly well mistaken. I suppose you’re not going to the Cross Keys as Loder will be there. Wherever you’re going, I’m coming! It’s all right! I’m game, you know! You fellows may think yourselves rorty, but I can jolly well tell you that I’m some lad when I get going. I’ll show you round the town! Leave it to me.” 
  The Famous Five understood at last. 
 “You burbling, bungling, benighted, blackguardly bloater!” hissed Bob Cherry.  “Do you think we’re going out of bounds? You piffling, pop-eyed, pie-faced porpoise, don’t you know it’s just on midnight? You sneaking, slinking, slacking, slovenly bunny- rabbit!” 
  “Oh, really, you know!” 
  “You benighted idiot!” said Harry. “We’re waiting here for Loder to rag him when he comes in. Can’t you understand, you fat frump? And he may be here any minute now—even Loder can’t keep it up much after midnight.” 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “You ain’t going out?” 
  “ No, ass.” 
  “You—you ain’t going on the ran-dan?” 
  “No, idiot!”
  “Is—is—it it only a jape—only a rag on Loder? ” 
  “Yes, chump.” 
  “Well, you silly idiots!” said Bunter breathing wrath and indignation. “You howling asses! You burbling cuckoos! You’ve got me out of bed in the middle of the night, and you tell got me it’s only a fatheadcd jape on a fatheaded prefect! Think I’d have got up if I’d known that! You—you—you— ” Words failed Bunter. He spluttered with wrath. There was a faint chuckle in the lobby. 
  The juniors realised what an effort it must have cost Bunter to drag himself out of bed before rising-bell. They could imagine his feelings when he found that he had made that effort for nothing! 
  “You potty chumps!” hissed Bunter. “I hope Loder will catch you. I hope Wingate will wake up and nab you!”
  “A hopeful nature!” murmured Bob. And there was another chuckle. 
  “Beasts! Dragging a fellow out of bed for nothing!” 
  “Who asked you to get out of bed, you meddling dummy?” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast!” 
  “Go back to bed and shut up!” said Nugent. 
  “Yah!” 
  “Quiet, fathead!” said Harry. “Do you want to wake the Sixth? It’s a flogging all round if we’re spotted here.”
  “Serve you jolly well right! You silly owl—”
  “Hark!” 
  “Hush!” 
   It was a sound at the window. 
  Against the darkness of the panes appeared something darker. 
The breaker of bounds had returned. 
                                        —- 
                   THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                            A Startling Discovery! 
BILLY BUNTER hushed. The Famous Five were as quiet as mice. Even Bunter, bursting with indignant disappointment as he was, realised the necessity for caution. A shadowy figure outside darkened the window, and a hand was fumbling over the sash. Loder—if it was Loder—was not likely to make a fuss and cause an alarm, in the circumstances: he had too much to lose in the event of discovery. 
  But the Sixth Form passage was close at hand; one of the lobby doors opened on it. Any disturbance meant that a prefect might come butting in; and for juniors to be caught out of their dormitory at midnight’s witching hour, was a very serious matter. And Bunter, having joined up with the Famous Five, was as deep in the mud as they were in the mire, so to speak. His wrath was deep and intense. He was running all this risk for nothing—to join in a rag on Loder of the Sixth, about whom he did not care two straws. But he suppressed his righteous wrath, and was silent. 
Slowly, cautiously, the lower sash of the little window was raised from without. 
  The juniors kept still and silent, watching. 
  All they could see was a dim, black shadow at the window; the vague outline of a form. 
 It was, of course, the breaker of bounds for whom they had been waiting; and they had no doubt at all that it was Gerald Loder. But recognition was out of the question. 
 Wharton stood at one side of the little window, Bob Cherry at the other. Close against the wall, hidden in the gloom, they waited for the black sheep of Greyfriars to push in. 
  The night-prowler as very cautious. 
  Inch by inch he raised the lower sash. The window was small, but when the sash was up there was room for even a fellow to crawl in. The sash went up inch by inch, noiselessly. 
 It was up at last, and a head was thrust in, and a pair of shoulders followed it. 
  The juniors heard a quick breathing in the gloom. The half-seen figure was climbing in. 
  Head and shoulders were inside, and two arms. At that juncture Wharton and Bob Cherry intervened effectively. 
  On either side of the little window a hand grasped the sash, and it was shoved down. 
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   It came down across the back of the fellow who was pushing in. 
 There was a startled, horrified gasp. The descending sash pinned the intruder down, with his chest on the window-frame, head and shoulders and arms inside the room, body and legs still outside. 
 “Ooooooh!”
  It was a horrified gasp. 
  The dark figure made a tremendous heave to push the sash up and get loose. 
  The two juniors held it down hard. 
  Nugent and Johnny Bull stepped forward quietly, and grasped the wrists of the extended groping arms. 
  “Got our jolly old bird!” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  There was a auppressed chortle. 
 “You needn’t wriggle, old bean,” said Harry Wharton. “We’ve got you tight, and we jolly well know who you are! If you want to be caught in that fix you’ve only got to make a row.” 
  “Shout, old scout!” chuckled Bob Cherry. “The Head would be no end interested to find you fixed up like this.” 
  The juniors spoke in whispers. They were as interested as the breaker of hounds could be in avoiding an alarm. From Loder they had nothing to fear— in the circumstances. He was not in a position to “come the prefect.” But any other prefect wh might have been awakened would have given them short shrift. 
The startled culprit wriggling in the window uttered no word. Undoubtedly he recognised the voices of the juniors, and knew with whom he had to deal. But doubtless he still hoped to keep his own identity a secret, and he did not betray himself by speaking. Also, whatever the raggers might do, ho dared not risk an alarm. For the juniors this midnight jape meant a flogging if they were caught. For the senior who had gone out on the “razzle” it meant expulsion. The fate of the blackguard of Greyfriars was trembling in the balance. 
 “Speak up, old bean!” murmured Bob. “We know you’re Loder! We’ve been waiting here for you.” 
  “The waitfulness was terrfic, my esteemed Loder.” 
  No word from the figure in the window. 
 He was struggling silently, savagely, frantically to release himself. 
  But his position was hopeless. 
  Two hands held the sash jammed down across his back, two pairs of hands held his wrists, and a hand was on his collar. 
  “The dear man’s dumb.” said Bob. “He won’t even ask us to let him off.  Shall I pull his nose?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Quiet!” 
  “Got the ink, Franky?” 
  “Here you are!” 
  “Good!” 
 First two Harry Wharton took the ink-bottle and poured the contents over the head, and down the neck. 
  There was a horrible gurgle from the victim. 
  “That’s that !“ said Wharton. “Now, listen to me, Loder, you rotter. You jolly well deserve to be shown up to all the school. You’ve made out that we were a set of pub-haunting rotters, and you’ve been out pub-haunting yourself. This2 is a warning to you. There’s  six of us here, witnesses of your filthy blagging. Let us alone after this, and we’ll let you alone. Talk any more about us, you cad, and we’ll talk, too— and let all the fellows know what’s happened in this lobby to—night. Got that ? !” 
 “Oh, really, Wharton, there’s only five!” came a fat voice in remonstrance. “I’ve got nothing to do with it.” 
  “Shut up, you fat idiot.” 
  “Don’t you let Loder know I’m here, you beast—I don’t want the brute after me, you know.” 
  “Dry up, idiot!” 
 “Beast!”
 “Now, have you got it clear, Loder?” asked Wharton. “If you’re not satisfied, and if you want to come the prefect, you’ve only got to shout and bring Wingate here.” 
  “Shout away, old bean!” chuckled Bob. 
  The struggling figure did not shout. He did not utter a word. Only gasping breaths came from him as he wriggled in the window. 
  “After this, if you make it pax, we’ll do the same.” said Harry. “You’ve got to leave us alone. Do you understand, you rotter? Any more of your talk about pub-haunting and you’ll get enough talk on that subject to make you sick of it. You shut your slandering mouth, and we’ll keep mum. Not otherwise! Got that? 
  Only a furious gasp answered. Evidently the breaker of bounds, infuriated as he was, had not forgotten caution. He would not speak and let his voice be recognised. 
  “I  say you fellows—” 
 “ Shut up, Bunter.” 
 “Look here, you beasts, don’t mention my name for Loder to hear. I don’t want him to know that I’m here.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anythIng to cackle at. I say, I believe I can hear somebody moving “ 
  “Quiet!” 
  “Better cut,” whispered Bob Cherry. “I fancy we’ve made it clear to Loder now. 
  “The clearfulness is terrific.” 
 “I say, you fellows—” 
 “Quiet, you fat ass!” 
  “Let us take our esteemed departure, my worthy chums,” murmured the nabob of Bhanipur. “The absurd and rascally Loder is probably tired of our company by this time.” 
  “I shouldn’t wonder!” grinned Nugent. 
  “Hold on,” said Bob. “He won’t speak—but we’re going to make sure that it’s Loder. We know it is, but we can’t be too sure. Loder isn’t the only blackguard at Greyfriars, is he? Wait a minute till I got a match.”
  “I say, you fellows, it’s risky—suppose someone saw—” 
  “Shut up!” Bunter.” 
  Bob Cherry groped in his pocket for a match-box. 
  There was a sudden, terrific effort from the figure jammed in the window. The certainty of recognition, when the match should strike, seemed to inspire him to a herculean effort. He wrenched his wrists loose, and his fists swept round, and there were ejculations from the juniors as he smote. 
  “Oh!”
  “Ow!” 
  “Hold him!” 
  But it was too late! Released, for the moment, the breaker of bounds jammed up the sash and slipped back into the darkness outside. In a second he had vanished. 
  “My hat!  He’s gone!” breathed Nugent.. 
 “I say, you fellows—” 
  “All serene,” panted Wharton.  “He can’t stay out all night. He’s got to get back this way, or not at all.” 
 “We can’t wait here, if he comes back with the milk in the morning,” murmured Nugent. 
  “My esteemed chums—” murmured the nabob, who had picked up something from the floor. 
  “It was Loder all right” growled Johnny Bull. “We know it was Loder! Let’s get back to the dorm.” 
  “My esteemed and absurd chums, I have his excellent hat in my ridiculous hands,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The name of the ludicrous rotter will be insidefully.” 
  “Get that match, Bob.” 
  “Right-ho,” 
  Bob struck a match, and the juniors gathered round to look into the hat that the nabob was still holding. It was an invariable rule at Greyfriars that a follow’s name should be written in his hat.  The juniors were quite sure that they had been dealing with Gerald Loder. But the name in the hat would make assurance doubly sure. 
  The match flickered. The light showed up the name stamped on the lining inside the hat.  There was a gasp of utter dismay and       amazement from the Removites. For the name they read in the hat,        was: 
               G.  But BLUNDELL. 

                    THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                 
                                 The Wrong Man! 
“BLUNDELL !” 
  “Great pip !” 
  “Blundell of the Fifth!” 
  “Oh, crikey!” 
  “Well,” said Bob Cherry, with a breath. ‘ We’ve done it now, you men.  We’ve abso-bally-lootly been and gone and done it!”     
  The juniors realised that they had 
The match went out. 
 In tbe darkness, the chums of the Remove stared at one another’s dim faces in blank dismay. 
   “It—it—it wasn’t Loder!” stuttered Nugent, at last. 
  “Nunno!” gasped Johnny Bull. “Not Loder! Who—who’d have thought it!  Of all the rotten frosts—” 
 “No wonder he didn’t speak!” murmured Bunter. “He was letting us think he was Loder, all the time, He, he, he!” Jolly deep of Blundell!” 
  “Blundell!” said Wharton, dazedly.  
 “Who could have thought it? Blundell of the Fifth! I’d have sworn he was a decent chap! I—I can’t understand it! Blundell!—out of bounds at midnight— it seems impossible. Where on earth can hø have been?” 
  Grunt, from Johnny Bull. 
“Where did we fnd him the other day?” he growled. “Hanging about the Cross Keys!” 
   “But—it seems impossible—with Blundell.  ” 
  “It doesn’t matter much what it seems —we know it’s Blundell, and we know he’s been blagging. Loder never went out after all, of course. I suppose he’s asleep in his room all the time.” 
  “We’ve caught the wrong bird!” said Bob, dismally. “Blundell, too—the man who did us a good turn with Quelchy—” 
 “Oh, rotten!” 
  “If he’d said who he was1 we’d have chucked it up at once,” said harry, in distress. “Why couldn’t he speak “ 
  “Keeping it dark who he was, of course. He knew we never dreamed that he was Blundell, and he wasn’t letting on.” 
  “Let’s get out of this.” muttered Johnny Bull. “We’ve nothing against Blundell. It’s no bizney of ours if he goes out playing the goat. Leave the window open, and bunk.” 
  “I say, you fellows——” 
  “Shut up, Bunter. Come on.” 
  There was nothing to linger for. The chums of the Remove were utterly dismayed and disconcerted by that unexpected outcome of the adventure. They had bagged the wrong bird, as it seemed, though they could hardly blame themselves for the mistake, for not one member of the Co. would ever have dreamed of suspecting George Blundell of such conduct.. They were not to blame; but it was very unfortunate. Blundell had done them a good turn, he had set them right with Quelch, and saved them from a Head’s flogging. And in return they had given him the scare of his life, ragged him and inked him, and found out his shady secret, 
  The juniors would have given a great deal not to know what they now knew. They had liked and respected Blundell, and it was scarcely possible to respect him after this. In a thoroughly dismayed and miserable mood, the Removites crept out of the lobby and stole away to their dormitory. 
  Through the still and silent House, they crept softly, and reached the Remove dormitory. All was quiet when they entered it. 
  “I say, you fellows—” whispered Bunter. 
  “Shut up!” 
  “You fat idiot!” breathed Bob Cherry.  “It’s all your fault.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “With your beastly eavesdropping, and getting it all wrong,” said Bob, savagely.  “If you must listen to fellows, why can’t you keep what you hear to yourself?” 
  “Well, I like that!” said Bunter indignantly. “I never asked you to go after Loder, did I?  I warned you not to get out to.night, because that beast was going. I thought—” 
  “Oh, cheese it, you fat dummy!” 
  “We’ve done it now,” muttered Wharton. “I can’t understand a man like Blundell playing such rotten games, but—it’s no bizney of ours. We’ve got to keep this awfully dark.” 
  “Yes rather.” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific.” 
  “Oh, my hat !“ ejaculated Bob Cherry, suddenly. “We’re all benighted idiots —if that hat’s found in the lobby, what will they think? Blundell mayn’t find it in the dark when he gets back—and if it’s found to-morrow there, with Blundell’s name in it——” 
  “My esteemed Bob,” murmured the nabob, “that absurd consideration occurred to my idiotic brain, and I brought the esteemed hat away.”
  “Oh, good !“ said Bob, in relief. 
  “Good!” said Wharton. “It would have given Blundell away if it had been found there among the Sixth Form things. The Fifth never use that lobby. You’ve got it safe, Inky?” 
  “The safefulness is terrific.” 
  “Shove it in your box till the morning, then. We can chuck it into Blundell’s study some time to-morrow when he’s out.” 
  Blundell’s hat was placed in concealment. From out of the Remove beds came a sleepy voice: 
  “Is that somebody up?” 
  Skinner sat up in bed and peered round him. 
  “1 say, you fellows, Skinner’s awake, and—” 
  “Shut up and go to bed!” 
  “So it’s you lot?” said Skinner, peering into the darkness. “You fellows been out on the tiles? How are they getting on at the Cross Keys! Did you take a short cut this time through the pub parlour?”  
   The chums of the Remove did not answer Skinner. They went quietly to their beds, wishing from the bottom of their hearts that they bad never left them. Two or three drowsy voices spoke: 
 “What’s that?” 
  “Who’s up?” 
  “What’s on?” 
  “Only our Form captain and his pals just come home!” said Skinner. “I suppose it’s near one o’clock! Nice time for nice boys to come home—I don’t think!” 
  “We haven’t been out, you rotter!” growled Bob Cherry. 
  “Only just walking round the House in the dark?” inquired Skinner blandly. “Sounds likely, doesn’t it?” 
 “Where on earth have you men been?“ asked Peter Todd. 
  “It was a jape on Loder, and we came a mucker. Loder never turned up,” answered Harry. “That’s all.” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!”  hissed Bob Cherry. 
  “But we found out—” 
  “If you say another word, you fat idiot, I’ll take my bolster to you!” hooted Bob. “Can’t you shut up?” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “What’s the jolly old secret?” asked Skinner, with a yawn. “What is it that Bunter’s found out this time?” 
  “Nothing that concerns him or you!” snapped Wharton. “Mind your own business, Skinner!” 
  “Hoity-toity!” yawned Skinner. “So you’ve only been out of the dorm for a jape—what?” 
  “Yes!” snapped Harry. 
  “Mind telling that to the Marines?” asked Skinner. “It’s no use to me, old bean!” 
  “Oh, go and eat coke!” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “I’ve got my bolster ready, Bunter, if you don’t shut your silly mouth!” said Bob savagely. 
  “Yah!” 
  And the Remove settled down to sleep again, and Billy Bunter’s deep snore was soon rumbling through the dormitory. 
               THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                       A Secret to Keep! 
HARRY WHARTON & CO. looked, and felt, rather seedy the following morning when they turned out at the clang of the rising-bell. They had missed a good deal of sleep, and they felt the effects of it. A good many curious glances were turned on them in the dormitory. All the Remove knew that the Famous Five had been up in the night, and naturally expected to be told why. But they were told nothing, except that a rag on Loder had been planned, and had failed to come off. Had that rag been a success there would have been no secret about it.  But as matters had turned out, the chums were anxious to keep the actual happenings as dark as possible. They had made a disconcerting discovery about a fellow who was universally liked and respected in the school. That knowledge was disagreeable to themselves, and certainly they did not intend to impart it to others. The less said about the matter the better. 
 Blundell of the Fifth held his head high in the school, as everyone believed that he had a right to do. And even if he was, as it now seemed, a black sheep like Loder of the Sixth, that did not alter the fact that he had done the Famous Five a good turn at some risk to himself. Indeed, if Blundell was a blackguard like Loder, he had taken very considerable risk on himself in speaking out to Mr. Quelch as he had done. That at least, had been a kind and generous action, and showed that Blundell, into whatever shady ways he might have fallen, was decent at heart. 
  “Somebody’s got him into this,” said Bob Cherry, in the quad after breakfast. “We know there are some rank rotters in the Fifth—Hilton and Price and their set. Blundell‘s a bit of an ass. I dare say he’s been drawn into this sort of game.” 
  “Man oughtn’t to be drawn into acting rottenly!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
 “I know that, ass!   But, take him all in all, Blundell’s a good sort.” 
  “The goodfulness of the sort is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “and perhapsfully he is not so black as he has painted his esteemed self. Perhapsfu]ly this is the first time—” 
  “We saw him the other day——” 
  “Then perhapsfully it is the second time.  ” said the nabob mildly. “Let us be absurdly charitable in our ridiculous judgments, my worthy chums. It is not for us to cover the esteemed Blundell with disgrace as with a ludicrous garment.’ 
  “Not a word, of course,” said Wharton—” not a syllable. BIundell knows that we know, of course—he knew who we were last night. But we’ve nothing against him, and he’s a good sort in his way, at least, and he did a jolly decent thing for us. Not a word about him to anyone.” 
  “That’s all right, of course,” said Johnny Bull. “I’ve got my own opinion of him now but I’m not going to give a man away. But you seem to have forgotten that Bunter knows. Bunter will jaw.” 
  “The jawfulness of the obnoxious Bunter must be stopped somehowfully!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  In break that morning the Famous Five tackled Bunter on the subject. They impressed upon him the necessity for silence. They explained that it would be a dirty trick to give Blundell away. They added that if Bunter did not restrain his usual propensity for tattling in this instance, they would make his life not worth living in the Remove. 
  Bunter blinked at them.. 
  “I say, you fellows. I hope I’m not the fellow to tattle,” he said, “You know me. Did you ever hear me tattle?” 
 “Oh, my hat!” said Bob, 
 “Some fellows can keep a secret.” said Bunter, with dignity. “This will never get out unless you fellows jaw.  That’s what I’m afraid of.” 
  “You silly ass—” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton! Mind, I’m not specially concerned about Blundell,” said Bunter. “He kicked me once.” 
  “Only once?” asked Bob. “Well, you ought to be grateful.  Every other fellow at Greyfriars has kicked you more than once.” 
  “Beast!  Blow Blundell!” said Bunter. “I don’t think much of the chap, or the Fifth at all!  Lot of swanking chumps, if you ask me.  If I keep this disgraceful secret it will be to oblige my old pals!” 
  “Well, all serene, so long as you keep it!” said Harry.  “If you don’t you’re old pals will scrag you bald headed!”
  “The scragfullness will be terrific and horrible.”
  “Oh, really, you fellows!” As I say, I’m going to keep this  shady secret to oblige you!” said Bunter.  “I’ll tell you what, old chaps.  Let’s go and talk it over in the tuckshop.  I had hardly any breakfast!”
  “Look here, Bunter—”
  “And I’m hungry.  My postal order didn’t come this morning.” added Bunter sorrowfully.  “I think I mentioned to you fellows that I was expecting one.  There’s been some delay in the post again!”
  “You fat chump!”
  “Well, look here, one good turn deserves another!” said Bunter argumentatively.  “Mrs. Mimble has got some new tarts in this morning.  Those lovely fourpenny ones, you know.  Scrumptious!” he blinked anxiously at the Famous Five.  “Of course, I don’t mean that I want you fellos to stand me tarts because I’m obliging you in this little matter.  Still, as I said, one good turn deserves another.  You can’t get away from that!”
  There was an adjournment to the school shop.
  Six scrumptious tarts, which disappeared down Bunter’s fat gullet like so many oysters, were the price of silence.
  But Bunter, happy, and sticky, and jammy, assured the chums of the Remove that they could rely on him, and that the secret would never get out unless, as Bunter seemed to fear, they “jawed” themselves.
  It was not till after dinner that day that the Famous Five saw Blundell of the Fifth.  They rather wanted to avoid a meeting; it was likely to be awkward on both sides.  At the same time, they wanted Blundell to understand that he could rely on their silence.  They could guess that he would be feeling deeply uneasy, though no doubt he hoped that they were unaware of the identity of the fellow they had jammed in the lobby window at midnight.  Possibly it had not occurred to him that they had seen his name in his hat, though surely it was unlikely.  The hat had been tossed into Blundell’s study in break, and if he had found it there he must surely be very dense if he did not guess that the juniors knew all.
  But if Blundell of the Fifth was aware of their knowledge he gave no sign of it.  He came rolling along the path to the House, a big an burly figure in flannels, looking healthy and fit, and like anything but a fellow who had had a surreptitious night out.  The chums of the Remove looked at him very curiously as they met face to face.
  They could hardly imagine that healthy, cheery fellow as the slinking figure that had been jammed into the window in the dark, and who must have crept in at that window again in fear and trembling after they had left.
  He gave them a careless glance in passing, and then, as if becoming conscious of their fixed, curious days, he stopped and spoke.
  “Is there a smut on my nose!” he asked genially.
  “Eh?  What?  No!” said Wharton, startled.  But
  “Then what are you fags blinking at me for like a set of owl’s?  ” asked the captain of the Fifth.
  “Oh, nothing!” stammered Harry.
  Blundell stared at him.
  “Did you generally a stunned all round blinking at a man as if he’d just got out of the Zoo!” he inquired.
  “Oh!  No.  You see—”
  “Well, what?”
  “Nothing!” 
  “This may be the Remove brand of humor!” said Blundell grimly, “but you fags mustn’t be funny with the Fifth!  Cut off before I kick you across the quad!”
  The chums of the Remove backed away, and Blundell, with a frown, continued on his lofty and majestic way.
  Harry Wharton & Co looked after him and at one another.
  “He doesn’t know we know!” said Harry at last.
  “Must be a fool if he doesn’t!” said Johnny Bull.
  “Still, it’s all the better.  Least said, soonest mended.  After all, he knew we took him for Loder; we called him Loder.  I suppose he still thinks we think it was Loder we got.  Well, all the better!”
  “The ratherfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Let us dismiss the absurd affair from our idiotic minds, my esteemed chums, and cultivates the still tongue which saves a stitch in time from going longest to the well, as the English proverb says !”
  And the juniors chuckled over the English proverb, and agreed that it was best all round to dismiss the whole matter from their minds.
  But there was one mind—a fat one—from which it was not dismissed.
  That was Billy Bunter’s.
  And the Famous Five were destined to discover that it was uncommonly hard to keep it a secret when they had William George Bunter to help them to keep it.
THE END,






