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                                           THE FIRST CHAPTER.

                                              COKER CRASHES!

“Look out!” yelled Bob Cherry.
  “Bunter—look out!” shrieked Harry Wharton.
  But Billy Bunter of the Remove had no time to look out.
  Bunter was in a frightful hurry.
  Why Billy Bunter was racing down the Fifth Form passage at Greyfriars, hurtling along like a very fat cannonball, was not clear for the moment.
  Bunter, as a remove fellow, had no business in the Fifth Form passage.  But William George Bunter had rather a way of barging in where he had no business.  Having evidently barged in, he was barging out again at express speed.  Perhaps there was pursuit on his track.
   Whatever the reason of Bunter’s wild flight, he did the Fifth Form passage at a rate which looked as if he had a chance for the school 100 yards.  And he came hurtling out of that passage on to the broad landing at the end, like a railway locomotive with all steam on.
  Which would not have mattered very much, had not Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, been just crossing the landing to enter that passage.
   Wharton and Bob, spotting the fat junior as he came hurtling, yelled warning.  It was in vain.  Prout, spotting him the next moment, faulted, but he had no time to dodge.  Bunter did not even see him before he crashed.  The fattest fellow at Greyfriars hit the plumpest master at the old school.  He hit him hard.  Waistcoat to waistcoat they met, and great was the concussion thereof
  Crash!   Bump!  Bump!
   “Ooooogh!” gasped Mr. Prout faintly.
  “Wurrrrggh!” gurgled Bunter.
  They sat down simultaneously.  It seemed to be a case of two souls with but a single thought, two hearts that beat as one!  Having crashed, they sat, and the landing almost shook as they did it.
  “Oh, my hat!”  gasped Bob Cherry.
  “Oh crumbs!” ejaculated Wharton.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Vernon-Smith, sighting the catastrophe from a distance.  Smithy seemed to think it funny.
   “Oh!  Ah!  Urrrgh!” said Prout, gasping for breath.  “Boy!  Fool!  Idiot!  Imbecile!  Urrrgh!”
  This was rather expressive language for a Form-master.  But the circumstances excused Prout.  Prout was damaged.
  So was Bunter!  Bunter sat and spluttered, groping for his spectacles, which had slipped down his fat little nose.
  “Ooogh!  I say, you fellows---  Woooogh!” gurgled Bunter.
  Tramp, tramp!  came the sound of running feet in the passage behind Bunter.  Evidently there was pursuit
    The cause of Bunter’s flight suddenly appeared, in the shape of Horace Coker of the Fifth Form.
  Coker, like Bunter before and, was hurtling.  He hurtled recklessly.  There was less excuse for Coker really, for he was not shortsighted, like the Owl of the Remove.  On the other hand, Coker of the Fifth had never been known to look before he leaped, or to think before he did anything.  Like Bunter, he was in a frightful hurry.  He hurtled out of the Fifth Form passage to the landing, and his knees crashed on the back of Bunter’s fat neck, and Coker took a header forward.
  Had Coker landed on the hard, cold, unsympathetic linoleum, coping would have been caught.  So perhaps it was fortunate that Coker landed on Prout.  Coming down with such a fearful wallop, Coker really had luck in landing on something soft.
[image: C:\Users\danra\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\1370-05.jpg]  It all happened so suddenly that Coker did not know what he landed on.  Only it was something large, and fat and soft, rather like a feather bed!  But it was not a feather bed!  It was his Form-master, Prout---and Prout collapsed under that second shock, and crumpled under Coker, quite winded.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” howled Smithy, evidently thinking this funnier than ever.
  But Wharton and Bob Cherry did not laugh.  It was too awfully serious.  They rushed to render first aid.
   “Oh, gum!” gasped Coker.  “What---what---what’s this?”  He scrambled wildly up, resting a heavy knee on “this?”  “This” was Mr. Prout’s waistcoat, and a faint, agonized gurgle came from the Fifth Form beak as Coker’s sinewy knee rested there, and he took Coker’s weight on his equator.
  Two pairs of hands grasped Coker---one pair by his ears, the other by his hair---and dragged him off Prout.  How long it would have taken Coker to collect his scattered wits and get off Prout’s waistcoat, cannot be said.  Coker was never quick on the uptake, and he was now quite dizzy and confused.  But the two Remove fellows acted promptly.  Coker came off Prout with a jerk, and was strewn along the floor, out of harm’s way.  He roared as he was strewn.
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob.  “Coker, you fathead------”
  “Ow!” roared Coker.  “Wow!  What the---wow!”
  “Bunter, you howling lunatic---” gasped Wharton.
  “Who-hoop!” howled Bunter.  “I say—whoop!  Ow!  I say, did I run into somebody? Whoo-hoop!”
  Wharton and Bob rushed to Mr. Prout.  They grasped him, and helped him.  They raised him up tenderly, treated him with care, as the poet puts it, though he was not fashioned so slenderly, young, and so fair!  They sat him up, and supported him in that position, giving him a chance to get his second wind. Prout proceeded to get it, with a series of choking gurgles and horrible gasps.
  Coker resumed the perpendicular.  He gazed at Prout!  Horror dawned in Coker’s rugged, crimson countenance as he realised that it was his Form-master that he had sprawled over.
  “Oh, my hat!”  ejaculated Coker.
  “I---I say, you fellows, help a fellow up!” squeaked Billy Bunter.  “I say, I’m hurt!  I say, keep that beast Coker off!  I wasn’t in his study when he found me there, the suspicious beast!  I wasn’t after this cake!  There wasn’t any cake, and I never touched it, and I had hardly a mouthful when the brute came in!  I say, you fellows--- Ow!  Oh crikey!  Wow!”
  “Cut off, you fat owl!” breathed Bob Cherry.
  Coker was gazing, as if transfixed, at his gurgling Form-master.  He seemed rooted with horror to the linoleum.  Coker was not, so far as he could see, to blame.  Still, it was an awfully serious matter to barge over a beak.  Coker realised that.  He had a well-founded apprehension that when Prout recovered his breath, he would say unpleasant things.  He gathered that from the expression on Prout’s face.
  Billy Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles.  Seeing Coker’s attention riveted on Prout, forgetful of his fat existence, Bunter seized the opportunity to escape.  He squirmed to his feet, sidled away, and bolted for the Remove passage.  Horace Coker still stood in a trance, gazing at the gurgling Prout.
  “Urrrrggh!” Prout was saying incoherently.  “Wurrggh!  Upon my---urrgh---word!  I am---gurrggh----I am quite—uurrggh!”
  “Oh scissors!”  murmured the horrified Coker.
  Other fellows were arriving on the spot now.  Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh came trotting from the Remove passage.  Potter, Greene and Blundell of the Fifth came running out of the Fifth Form games study.  There were many hands to help Prout, and they were needed, for Prout was no featherweight.  But many hands made light work, and the massive master of the Fifth was heaved to his feet.  He stood and gasping, leaning on the shoulders of Blundell and Potter, who manfully bore the terrific strain.
  Prout found his voice.  It came wheezing, but it came.
  “Coker, you---you fell on me------”
  “Awfully sorry, sir!” gasped Coker.  “that young rotter Bunter was in my study snaffling my cake------”
  “You fell on me!”
  “He bolted, sir, and I chased him down the passage, and I never saw you till---”
  “You fell on me!”  
  “I--- I hope you’re not hurt, sir!” stammered Coker.  That remark, if sincere, showed that Coker had a hopeful nature.  It was only too clear that Mr. Prout was hurt.
  “I will---urrgh---I will---gurrggh---will deal with you later!” gasped Mr. Prout.  “Blundell, help me to my study.”
  “Certainly, sir!”
  Mr. Priout was helped away.  His gasping, his gurgling, and his wheezing died in the distance.  Not till then was a chuckle heard.  Then several chuckles were heard at once.

                                               THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                                                      Just Like Smithy!

Just a joyride!”
  “Fathead!”
  “Look here, Redwing------”
  “Oh, ass!”
  “Well,” said Herbert Vernon-Smith,	“I’m going!”
  “You’re not!”
  “Rats!”
  Mr. Smedley, the new master of the Remove at Greyfriars School, sat up and took notice.
  Smedley was seated on one of the old oaken benches under the elms.  There he had a distance view of the cricket ground, where Wingate of the Sixth and his men of the First Eleven were at practice.  But Mr. Snedley was not watching the First Eleven cricketers.
  His eyes were fixed on the ground before him, and his brow was knitted and clouded.  If he had sat down in that retired spot to do some thinking, it seemed that his thoughts were not of a happy or enlivening nature.
  Behind the bench was the thick trunk of one of the ancient Greyfriars elms.  And beyond that ran the path called the Elm Walk.  It was from that path that the voices came that fell on Mr. Smedley’s ears and caused him to sit up and take notice.
  The man who was called the Creeper and Crawler by the Removites made no sound.  He listened as he recognised the voices point of Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, and his chum Tom Redwing.
  Any other master at Greyfriars would have given some hint of his presence when fellows came along talking without a suspicion that a master was within hearing.
  Not so the Creeper and Crawler.
  Mr. Smedley, playing the part of Form-master at Greyfriars, was, in point of fact, nothing of the kind; though he had done schoolmastering in his time, among many other things.
  So, instead of acting as a master would have done, Mr. Snedley acted as he was; and sat quietly and listened.
   The two Remove fellows coming along the path naturally did not see him through the thick trunk of the elm.  Neither were they thinking of him; though Smithy had the best of reasons to be on his guard against the Creeper and Crawler.
   So far from suspecting that a listener was on the other side of the massive elm the Bounder came to a halt and leaned on the trunk, with his hands in his pockets, Redwing standing in the path facing him.  Both of them were rather angry; which was not a new thing, for though they were chums their friendship was chequered by very frequent disagreements.  It was, indeed, rather od that they were such fast friends; for on scarcely a single subject did Smithy and Redwing see eye to eye.
  “I tell you,” said the Bounder savagely, “that I’m sick of it---fed right up to the chin!  I thought the pater would come round!  He hasn’t!  He’s still playing the stern Roman parent!  Ever since I was nearly sacked last term he’s kept me short of cash!”
  “From what you say, he’s right!”  said Tom.    “You utter idiot!  If you’re sacked, your father’s going to disinherit you, and adopt your cousin Lucius Teggers in your place!  And if you had money to spend, as you used to have, it would have come about by this time.  Thank goodness you haven’t.  Your father is trying to save you from your own silly folly.”
  “Well, a fellow can’t play the giddy ox without a bean!” said the Bounder.  Press “But I tell you again, I’m fed up with it!  Nature never meant me to be a Good Little Georgie like you, Reddy!  I must have a bit of a plunge every now and then to keep me alive.  But there’s no harm in what I’m talking of now---a joy ride and a supper!  Where’s the harm?” 
  “Do you think the head would believe that there was no harm, if you were caught out of bounds at night, you fathead!  Anyhow, it’s true sack from breaking out at night, Hiram or no harm.  You must be porting---with that spying cad Smedley  watching you like a cat------”
  The man on the other side of the elm flushed.  But he did not move or make a sound.  Evidently it was the Creeper and Crawler’s opinion that hard words broke no bones!
  “I can fix up a dummy in my bed in the dark!  Even Smedley wouldn’t do more than look into the dormitory if he nosed in at all!” 
  The man behind the elm smiled!
  “He might.”
  “Well, I’m chance in it.” said the Bounder.  “Look here, come along with me, Reddy!  It’s no end of fun---a run of a hundred miles at top speed-----supper at a place I know where I can get it on tick---and a rush home in the jolly old small hours!  What?  I can run up any bill I like at the garage---the pater isn’t stingy about that.  Will you come?”
  “No, I won’t, and you shan’t go, either!  I think you must be out of your senses!  Your whole future at stake---even if you care nothing for your father------”
  “Fat lot he cares for me when he’s prepared to turf me out and take on a cousin I’ve never seen in my place!” sneered the Bounder.
  “not unless you prove that you’re a worthless rotter.  And if you do that you deserve it, and more.”
  “You’re calling me some nice names, Tom Redwing!” There was a dangerous note in the Bounder’s voice.
  “Not all you deserve!  Your father’s fond of you, and you’ve driven him  to putting his foot down, hard!  You deserve it!  Why can’t you behave decently, like any other fellow?” exclaimed Redwing hotly.  “You’re going to break all the rules of the school from sheer reckless fat headedness.  If you had money in your pockets, you’b get into gambling, too.  After all the warnings you’ve had!  Smithy, have a little sense!”
  “You won’t come?” jeered the Bounder.
  “Don’t be a fool!”
  “Well, I can fix it up with a Highcliffe man to come!  I rowed with Pon & Co.  In the polls, but I’m still pally with some of them.  Vavasour------“
  “Smithy!  Think of the risk!”
  “I tell you I’m fed up!” growled the Bounder,  “and there isn’t such a thumpin’ lot of risk, either!  Besides, the risk makes it more excitin’.  I’ll get on the phone and fix it with Vavasour at Highcliffe------”
  “You won’t!”
  “Who’ll prevent me?”
  “I will!” said Redwing angrily.  “isle jolly well keep an eye on you, and if you try to get near a phone in the school today I’ll yank you off it by your back hair.  Mind, I mean that.”
  “You’re asking for a punch in the eye, Redwing!”
  “Oh, rats  Iva jolly good mind to take you by the neck and bang your silly head on that tree and see if I can knock a little sense into it!” snapped Redwing.
    The Bounder’s eyes gleamed at him, and he clenched his hands  For a moment the two juniors looked at one another with mutual anger, and it seemed as if a scrap was imminent.  Then the Bounder unclenched his hands and shrugged his shoulders.
  “Mind your own bizney, Tom Redwing!” he said.  “Go your own way, and leave me to go mine!”  
  And with that, Herbert Vernon-Smith turned his back on his chum and tramped away along the path under the elms.
  Redwing stood looking after him for a few moments, his brow dark.  He was tempted then, as he had been tempted before, to take his willful and a wayward chum at his word and leave him to his own devices and the fate he deserved.
  But that he could not do.  What smithy was risking was not merely the “sack” from Greyfriars, which was bad enough---but being disowned and disinherited by his father, which was worse.  To a fellow of Tom’s quiet and steady character that wayward restless rebelliousness was almost incomprehensible.  But it was at such times that the scapegrace of the school needed his friend most to stand by him; and Tom was not going to fail if he could help it.
  “The fool!” breathed Redwing aloud.  “The utter fool!  Well, he shant do it---let me catch him at a phone and he will find that I meant what I said.”	Comment by Daniel Raeside: 
  And Redwing Went The Way The Bounder Had Gone.
  Mr. Smedley sat still and silent, smiling.
  Neither of the juniors had the remotest suspicion that he was there, and had heard all that was said.  Still less was either of them likely to dream that the man they knew as Mr. Smedley, master of the Remove, was known in other places as Lucius Teggers---the Bounder’s rival for fortune of millions!  Mr. Lucius Teggers, alias Smedley, smiled at the pigeons in the elms.  He felt that he had reason for smiling.

                                           THE THIRD CHAPTER.

                                                 The Heavy Hand!

HORACE COKER of the Fifth Form grunted.
  Coker’s rugged face was rather clouded.
  Potter and Greene, his study-mates, on the other hand, looked merry and bright.
  It was tea-time and; and tea in Coker’ s study that day was going to be “some” tea.  Coker’s celebrated Aunt Judith had lately weighed in with one of her celebrated hampers.
  Coker of the Fifth was not wholly an attractive fellow to his friends.  But Coker had his good points.  The best of them was his Aunt Judy!
  Aunt Judy was very fond of Horace!  There was, as Potter and Greene agreed, no accounting for tastes.
  Her affection took the practical of handsome hampers, which contained an almost unlimited quantity of excellent things.
  There were times when Potter and Greene found Coker’s company pall.  Chummy as they were with Coker, they had been known to walk round corners, when they espied him in the offing.  But there were other times, when they loved Coker like a brother.  These were the times when the hampers came from Aunt Judy.
   Coker was a lavish fellow.  He was lavish with his conversation, with his advice, with his instructions how to play cricket, and with his hampers.  On the last named topic, his lavishness was keenly appreciated in his study.
  Potter and Greene were unpacking that hamper---a task Billy Bunter had commenced, though he had been unfortunately interrupted.  They smiled cheerily, as they attacked mountains of good things on the study table.  But Coker, instead of his usual hospitable grin, wore a gloomy look.  The sight of pounds and pounds worth of gorgeous tuck did not comfort him.  He was worried about Prout.
  “Making out that it was a fellows fault!” said Coker, breaking a gloomy silence.  “It was a sheer accident, of course!  Anyhow, Prout shouldn’t have been barging into our passage!  What is he always barging in for, I’d like to know?”
  “More a friend than a Form-master, you know!” said Potter, with a grin.  “It’s Prout’s way!  Coming along for one of his little chats.”
  “Blow his little chats!” grunted Coker.
  “Well, it’s his way!” said Greene tolerantly.  “And a beak might be worse!  Look at Hacker, the Shell beak---always snapping!  Look at Quelch, the Remove beak---they say he’s away getting over an attack flu or something---but my belief is that he wore himself out whopping the Remove, and had to take a rest.  Look at that man Smedley, they’ve got in his place---wife had that he goes wind can it go, listening to what fellows say behind their backs!  I can tell you, we’re not badly off with Prout.”
   “He said he was going to deal with me later!” said Coker .  “He hasn’t said anything, so far!  Now that he’s had time to think it over, perhaps he realises that I wasn’t to blame.  Still, you never know with Priout.”
  Coker shook his head sadly.  Coker’s had often had trouble with his Form-master, for which he was never to blame.  Indeed, for a fellow who was always absolutely blameless, Coker collected quite a lot of trouble.
  “I found that fat Remove tick, Bunter, scoffing my cake!” went on Coker.  “Was a man to stand that?”
  “No fear!” said Potter promptly.  Pater’s own eye was on that rich and gorgeous cake, of which Bunter had had only one free bite.
  “I was going to thrash him, and he had the impudence to cut of before I could get going!” said Coker.  “Of course, I went after him!   How was I to know that he had barged Prout over, and that both of them were sitting there on the landing, waiting for me to fall over them?”
  Potter thought of suggesting that a fellow might have looked before he leaped!  But he didn’t!  It was always best to give Coker his head, and let him run on without argument.  It made for peace in the study.
  “Of course, he may have got over it by this time!” said Coker; another sample of his hopeful nature.  Porter and Greene opined that it would take Prout a day or two to get over a hefty fellows like Coker coming down on him, slap-bang-wallop!
  “Well, this looks all right!” said Potter, surveying the mountain on the table, and changing the subject.  “What about asking some of the fellows?  Hilton and Price---”
  Grunt from Coker.
  “I don’t want that tailor’s dummy, Hilton, and I don’t want that smokey outsider Price!” he answered.
  “Un!  What about some of the games men---Blundell, and Bland, and------”
  “That ass Blundell is leaving me out of the Form eleven.” said Coker.  “I can’t stand fools.”
  How Coker tolerated his own company, in that case, was rather a puzzle to Potter and Greene
  “Well, let’s have tea, anyhow!” said Greene.  And Coker, though in a gloomy and contradictory mood, assented to that.
  There was a heavy tread in the Fifth Form passage outside.  It was the elephantine tread of Mr. Prout.  There was no mistaking it.  Either it was Prout’s tread, or else it was a coalman delivering tons of coal in the passage.  The latter theory was inadmissible.  So it was Prout.
  “Coming here to jaw me!” said Coker gloomily.  “Just like Prout to barge in at tea-time.”
  There was a heavy knock on the door, and it opened. The portly form of Prout was revealed, almost filling the doorway.
  The three Fifth Formers stood at attention.
  Prout stepped into the study.
  He was breathing rather gaspingly.  Hours had passed, but he had not yet quite recovered from Coker’s performances.  Moreover, it appeared that he had recovered sufficiently to deal with Horace, and he had arrived at the study form that happens.
  Prout’s stern gaze was on Coker!  But the next moment it was switched to the Himalaya of tuck on the table.
  He stared at it and sat down in the chair upon which Potter had thoughtlessly left a bag of tarts.
  Porter and Greene exchanged a rather than the sea Lions.  Fifth Form seniors were not under restrictions in these matters, like mere juniors  .  But there was, of course, a limit.  And Aunt Judy, when she dispatched a hamper to the darling Horace, undoubtedly got a little over the limit.  Potter and Greene wished that Prout hadn’t barged in while all that tuck was in full view.
  They also hoped he wouldn’t discover that he had sat down on a bag of tarts, and some were clinging to his gown!
  “I Trust, Coker, that you, and Potter and Greene were not thinking of---of devouring, I may say gorging---gorging, upon that immense quantities of food- stuffs!  I trust that you were not thinking of consuming even one tenth of that vast quantity of foodstuffs.”
   “You---you see, sir---”  stammered Coker.
  “I am surprised!”  said Prout.  “in a junior study, I should not be so surprised!  In a senior study, I am surprised!  Astonished!  Shocked!”
  Prout paused for breath 
  “I came here, Coker, to deal with you.” he said.  “Your clumsiness, your foolhardiness, your obtuse stupidity, Coker, cannot pass without reproof.  If you were a junior boy, I should cane you.  I will not lower the prestige of the Fifth Form by using the cane, Coker.  You will take five hundred lines of Virgil.”
  “Oh crumbs!” murmured Coker.  “But, sir---”
  “Now that I am here,” resumed Prout, rising from the chair, with two or three tarts clinging lovingly to his gown, and completely unaware of the fact, “I see--- this!”  he wagged a fat forefinger at the mountain of tuck.  “This!  I shall not allow this, Coker!  I shall not permit it!  I shall not countenance it!  I shall confiscate this---this cargo of unhealthy and indigestible food.”
  “Kik-kik-confiscate it!” stuttered Coker.  His rugged face was crimson.
  This was the sort of thing that happened, if a beak happened to look into a fag’s study, and spot an unusual quantity of foodstuffs there!  In all the history of Greyfriars, it had never been known to happen in a senior study before!
  No doubt Prout was ratty!  No doubt he was tart!  No doubt he regretted that a regard for the prestige of the Fifth Form from using the cane in Coker’s case!  No doubt his battered, bruised, and breathless state, made him take an unusually severe view of things.
  Anyhow, there it was!  Potter and Greene could have groaned!  Coker was crimson with indignation.  But there it was---in the Fifth, Prout’s word was law!  And what he had said, he had said!
  The fat forefinger still indicated the mountain of tuck, accusingly and replovingly.    
  “Take that,” said Mr. Prout, “to my study!  Take it all!  Everything!  Coker, Potter, Greene----all three of you—bear that---that consignment of indigestible foodstuffs, to my study.  Lose no time.”
  “But, sir------” gasped Coker.
  “Silence!” boomed Prout.
  “B-b-but---”
  “Another word, Coker, and in spite of the fact that you are a senior boy, I shall cane you.”
  Coker did not utter another word.  Indeed, his feelings were too deep for words!  In silence, tragic silence, Coker and Potter and Greene gathered up the stacks of tuck, in bugs and piles and armfuls, and carried it out of the study.  Weary and
heavy laden they marched off to Masters Studies---and behind them, snorting with elephantine tread, marched Prout.

                                      THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                                     Back Up!

“I SAY, you fellows------”
  “Roll away, barrel!”
  “But I say---he, he, he!---Coker---”  chuckled Billy Bunter.
  Harry Wharton & Co.  smiled!  It is said that an accepted wit hath but to say “Pass the salt!”  to set the table in a roar!  Certainly any fellow had only to mention Coker of the Fifth, at Greyfriars, to make other fellows smile.
  “Oh, Coker!” said Harry.  “What’s the latest?”
  “Barged somebody over again?” asked Frank Nugent.
  “Fallen over the Head?” inquired Johnny Bull.
  “I say---he, he, he! --- I’ve just seen them!” chuckled Bunter.  “I say, Coker was looking fearfully ratty!  Prout’s been after him!  And what do you think?  He’s confiscated Coker’s tuck---just like a greedy fag in the Second, you know!  He, he, he!”
   And Billy Bunter chortled.
  “They’ll chip Coker no end about this!” chuckled Bunter.  “Fancy having his tuck taken away by a beak, you know!  Piles of it!  Tons of it!  All three of them could hardly carry the lot!  I say, this a dozen fellows watching them, killing themselves laughing!  He, he, he!”
  “Poor old Coker!” sighed Bob Cherry.
  “The poorfulness of the esteemed old Coker is terrific!” grinned Harry Jamset Ram Singh.
  “He might just as well have let me have the cake, as it turns out!” said Billy Bunter.  “Not that I was at his cake, you know!  He made out that I was, because I was in his study and had it in my hand!  Suspicious beast, you know!  Well, now Prout’s got it!  I say, you fellows, what do you think old Prout will do with it?”
  “Well, he won’t eat it, I fancy!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
  “It’s ripping stuff.” said Bunter.  “but I suppose Prout’s a bit to ancient to care for it!  I guess a he will tell the House-dame to have it taken down to the larder!  But it’s in his study now!  I say, you fellows, it’s rather rotten for all that tuck to be wasted!  I say, Prout will be going to tea in the Common-room with the other beaks---”
  Billy Bunter blinked round cautiously, through his big spectacles, and lowered his voice.  They were in the quadrangle, and there was nobody at hand.  But Bunter went on very cautiously:
  “I say, you fellows, what about bagging it? ”
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “I’ll keep an eye on Prout, and make sure that he’s at tea in Common-room!” whispered Bunter .  “I’ll take all the risk, you know------”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!  You nip into Prout’s study, Bob--- see?”
  “Not quite!” grinned Bob.
  “And hand the stuff down from the window to the other fellows---see?  I’ll whistle if I see Prout coming”
  The Famous Five of the Remove chortled.  Tuck was not without its appeal to them, though it had not, for them, so strong and irresistible an appeal as it had for William George Bunter.  But certainly they had no idea of bagging Coker’s tuck, confiscated by his Form-master.  Neither, if they had had any such idea, would they have thought of burgling Prout’s study in broad daylight.
  Bunter blinked at them anxiously.
  “Fellows in the quad wouldn’t notice!” he urged.  “They wouldn’t say anything if they did!  You’re safe unless a beak spots you!  And even then it’s practically a whopping!  Who’s afraid of a whopping?”  
  “Well, you are, for one!” grunted Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, really, Bull------” 
  “What about you standing under the window to take the tuck?” suggested Bob Cherry.
  “Oh, really, Cherry------”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The idea of taking that prominent and active part in the proceedings did not seem to attract Billy Bunter!
  “Well, look here, you fellows, if you’re afraid of being spotted, leave it till dark.” said Bunter.  “If you’re funky it will be safe then!  Prout’s practically certain to think that Coker got it back, so we’re all right.”
  “You fat villain!”
  “Oh, really, Wharton!  What I mean is, Prout’s practically certain to think that it was a burglar, so we’re all right!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “There’s been burglaries around here lately.” Said Bunt,er.  “I had that there had been one at Popper Court, and another at Hogban Grange, and another at a shop in Courtfield.  Well, when Prout finds all that stuff gone he will think of the burglars at once---see?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  yelled Bob.  “Burglars are likely to bust into a beak’s story and bag jam tarts and cakes and pigeon pies!  So jolly likely.”
  “The likeliness is preposterous!” chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.
  “Well, look here, never mind what Prout jolly well thinks!” said Bunter, changing his ground again.  “So long as we get the tuck its all right---that’s the chief thing!  I can tell you, the cake especially is fearfully good!  Lots of plums in it, and marzipan on top!  Not that I had any of it, you know!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You fellows can do nothing but cackle!  It’s not much good talking sense to you fellows!” grunted the Owl of the Remove.
  “You haven’t tried yet!” Bob pointed out.
  “Yah!”
  With that emphatic, if not elegant, retort, Billy Bunter rolled away in search of assistance elsewhere, leaving the Famous Five laughing.
  It was a great scheme---Bunter felt that!  All he needed was a catspaw!  Like the monkey in the tale, he wanted his chestnuts pulled out of the fire, but did not want to burn his own fingers.
   But he found that catspaws seemed at a discount in the Greyfriars Remove.  Skinner and Snoop and Stott, tackled on the subject, agreed to help Bunter dispose of that tuck if and when obtained.  But at the suggestion that they should take active measures in obtaining possession of it Skinner & Co.  laughed and strolled away.
  Fisher T. Fish was the next fellow Bunter asked!  Fishy, being a cute and spry youth from New York, might naturally have been expected to jump at a chance of getting something for nothing.
  But Fishy did not jump.
  Probably the tuck appealed to him.  But the risk didn’t!  Very much indeed the risk didn’t!
  “Forget it, bo!” was Fishy’s answer.
  Peter Todd was next!  Bunter explained to Toddy that, roar as  a fellow in the same study, he was bound to back  a fellow up.  
  “Back you up?” said Toddy thoughtfully.
  “Yes, old chap!” said Bunter eagerly.  Press “after all I’ve done for you, you know, you’re bound to back me up!”
  “Oh, quite!” said Peter.
  And he took hold of Billy Bunter by his fat chin and backed him up suddenly against the wall.  Bunter gave a gasping roar as he hit the wall.
  "Ow!  Wow! Wharrer you up to?” he roared.
  “Backing you up!” said Toddy.
  “You silly idiot, I didn’t want you to back me up against a wall!” shrieked Bunter.  “I didn’t mean------”
  “I did!” answered Peter.
  “Beast!”
  Toddy chuckled and walked off.
  During the next quarter of an hour Billy Bunter tried his luck in various directions.  He asked Squiff and Hazeldene and Ogilvy in turns, and they laughed.  He asked Bolsover major, who kicked him.  He asked Kipps and Mark Linley, and Napoleon Dupont, and received from each are more or less polite answer in the negative.  He asked Lord Mauleverer, and Mauly did not even answer---he only to Bunter gently by a fat ear and pulled it, and ambled away.
  By that time it dawned on Bunter powerful intellect that if anybody was going to annex the confiscated tuck from Prout’s study study it had to be William George Bunter personally.  And, taking his courage in both fat hands, as it were, Bunter blinked in at Masters’ Common-room and ascertained that Mr. Prout was at tea there, and then rolled away to Prout’s study---with his courage screwed up to the sticking point. 

                                       THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
      
                                              Rather a Shindy!

“HOLD on, Smithy!”
  “Don’t be a fool!”
  “Hold on, I tell you!” said Tom Redwing in a low, determined tone.
  Vernon-Smith breathed hard, and his eyes glinted at his chum.  But he controlled his anger.  It was no place for a row---for the two juniors were in Masters’ passage.  Smithy had walked quietly into that quarter, when he heard Redwing’s voice behind him, and turned, with glinting eyes.
  As the beaks were at tea in Common-room it was fairly safe there.  Still, all the beaks did not “tea” at the same time, and it was probable that one or two might be in the studies.  Any beak in a study would certainly have been brought forth, like a lion from its den, by the sound of raised voices in those sacred precincts.
  “Will you leave?” muttered the Bounder, between his teeth.
  “No.” answered Redwing coolly.  “I won’t.  Do you think I don’t know what you’ve come here for?  To use a beak’s phone while they’re at tea.  You’re not going to do it.”
  “I am!”
  “You’re not.”
  “You meddlin’ fool!” hissed the Bounder.  “Prout’s in Common-room now, and it’s a chance to use his phone.  Leave me alone!”
  “Rats!”
  Vernon-Smith clenched his hands savagely.  But he was only a few yards from the door of Mr. Quelch’s old study---now Smedley’s.  As likely as not the Creeper and Crawler	was there, and would hear a row
  Controlling his rage, the Bounder turned and ran swiftly but quietly up the passage to Mr. Prout’s study.
  So sudden and swift was his move that Redwing was left standing; but, with a grim expression on his face, Tom followed him.
  Vernon-Smith reached the study, threw open the door, and ran in.  He knew that Prout was at tea, so he had no doubt of finding the study unoccupied.
  It was not, however, unoccupied.
  There was a startled gasp as Smithy ran in, and a fat figure standing by the table whirled round, two little round eyes almost popping through a pair of big round spectacles in alarm.
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Billy Bunter. “I –I say, I’m not here, sir---I mean I---I came in to ask you something---I mean------ Oh, you beast!”  Bunter broke off, with a gasp of relief, as he discerned that it was not Mr. Prout who had entered, but a Remove fellow.
  Vernon-Smith stared at him.
  “You fat Owl, what are you doing here?” he snapped>
  The question was really not needed.
  A smear of jam on Bunter’s fat face showed what he had been doing.
  The table, to Smithy’s amazement, was piled with tuck.  He had not heard of Coker’s disaster.  That was what Bunter was there for evidently.  And the fat junior had not been able to resist the temptation of parking a few of the tarts before he carried off his plunder.
  “Oh, really, Smithy---“ gasped Bunter.
  “Shut up, you fat idiot!”
  Whether Bunter was there or not made no difference to Smithy after the first startled moment; he ran across the room to the telephone.
  Bunter blinked after him through his big spectacles.  Vernon-Smith grabbed up the receiver and hurriedly gave a number.
  At the same moment Tom Redwing appeared in the doorway.
    “Oh crikey!” ejaculated Bunter   “look here, you fellows, I wish you’d go somewhere else!  Somebody may have seen you------”
  Redwing ran across the study, unheeding Bunter, and caught the Bounder by the arm.
  “Let go that phone!” he snapped.
  “Hands off, you cheeky fool!” hissed the Bounder.
  “Let go!”
  “I won’t!”
  “Then I’ll make you!”
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter.  He ceased to masticate tarts.  If these two fellows were going to kick up a row in Prout’s study it was time for Bunter to be gone.
  Hastily, hurriedly, the fat junior began to stack the smaller and more portable articles in his pockets.  But the cake was too large for stowing away like that, and Bunter could not possibly think of abandoning that magnificent cake, the work of Aunt Judy’s own fair hands.  He took the cake under a fat arm.
  A voice was coming through on the telephone, but the Bounder did not hear it; he let go the receiver as Tom Redwing, exerting his strength, dragged him bodily away from the instrument.
  With passionate fury the Bounder struck at him and struck again.  He forgot friendship and forgot everything else in his rage at being overruled and handled.  Twice his clenched fist landed savagely on Redwing.  But the sailor man’s son did not strike back; with an iron grasp on the Bounder, he whirled him away from the telephone.
  Smithy was strong and sinewy, but Redwing was stronger.  The Bounder went staggering across the study in his chum’s grasp.
  He made a frantic effort to throw Redwing off, and almost succeeded; but Tom’s grasp tightened again, and both of them reeled towards the door
  Bunter was in the way.  Smithy and Redwing crashed into the fat junior, sending him spinning.  There was a roar as Bunter rolled, and a thud as the cake dropped on the carpet.
  “Yarooooh!  Oh crikey!   Yow-ow-woop!” roared Bunter.
  “Redwing, you rotter------” 
  “Smithy, you fool------”
  “You’ll have the beaks here------”
  “I don’t care!
  “Yarooop!” yelled Bunter, as the Bounder, staring desperately, landed a crashing foot on him.  “Whooo-hooop!”
  There was a soft step in the passage, unheard in the excitement.  A rather tall and well groomed figure stood in the doorway.  It was Mr. Smedley, the temporary master of the Remove.
  “Cease this at once!  What does this mean?” snapped the Remove-master.  `“What are you doing here?”
 “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
  “Oh!” panted the Bounder.
  The struggle ceased.  Herbert Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing, crimson and breathless, stood panting and staring at their Form-master.  Billy Bunter, sitting up, among squashed tarts, blinked at him.  It was quite a dramatic moment.
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                               THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

                                    Help from the Enemy!

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH gritted his teeth.
  He was caught!
  The Creeper and Crawler, always on his track, always watching for a chance, had caught him.  Whatever might happen to Redwing and Bunter, the bounder had no doubt that he was “for” it.  This meant a report to the Head; possibly a flogging---certainly another black mark against him in his headmaster’s mind.  The Bounder, in his present rather precarious position in the school, could not afford to give his enemy an opening.  Now he had given him one.
  But rather to his surprise, the Creeper and Crawler did not give him particular attention.  Snedley glanced at him and at Bunter, but it was upon Redwing’s flushed face that he fixed his eyes.
  “What are you doing here?” he repeated.
  “I---I say, I---I never came after the tuck, sir!” gasped Billy Bunter, scrambling up, in great alarm.  “I---I wouldn’t, sir!  I never knew it was here!  I never saw those Fifth Form chaps bringing it here and—”
  “You will take a hundred lines, Bunter, and leave this study.”
  “Oh!” gasped Bunter.
  He was amazed at getting off so cheaply.  And there were buns and chocolates in his pockets, of which Mr. Smedley knew nothing!
  Bunter did not linger.
  He fairly bolted.
  “You two boys were fighting in a Form-master’s study!” said Mr. Smedley, heedless of Bunter, his eyes on Smithy and Redwing, but especially on Redwing.  “I think, Redwing, that you were the aggressor.”
   “Very well, sir.” said Ton quietly.
   He, like Smithy, had expected Smmedley to jump at this chance of being down on the Bounder.  He was, as a matter of fact, in other pleased to find that he was going to be made the scapegoat.  He could stand it
  “But I require an explanation.” went on the smooth tones of the Creeper and Crawler.  “I see that the receiver of the telephone is hanging loose.  Replace it.” 
  Smithy obeyed in silence.
  “Now follow me to my study, both of you.”
  The two juniors followed him down the passage into this story.  There was a faint grin on the Bounder’s face.  For some reason that he could not fathom, it seemed that Smedley was going to leave him alone and take it out of Redwing.  Why, the Bounder could not imagine, but he drew a sardonic amusement from the fact.
  In Mr. Smedley’s study they faced their Form-master.  The bounder was cool as usual; Redwing quiet and composed.
  “Which of you was using the telephone in Mr. Prout’s study ?” demanded Mr. Smedley.
  “I was, sir.” answered Vernon-Smith.
  “Did you ask Mr. Prout’s leave?”
  “I forgot.”
  “you are aware, Vernon-Smith, but no Greyfriars morning is allowed to use a telephone without special leave.  You must explain to me why you were intending to use the telephone.”
   “My father’s been  rather seedy lately, sir, and I was going to ring him up and ask how he was!” said the Bounder calmly.
  Redwing compressed his lips.
  “Very well, Vernon-Smith, if that was your reason I think I can excuse you.” said Mr. Smedley, with unexpected mildness.  “You will, however,  take a hundred lines for using a master’s telephone without leave.  Had you asked me, I should certainly have allowed you to use my telephone to speak to Mr. Vernon-Smith.”
  “You’re very kind, sir!” gasped the Bounder.
  It was the first time that he had received anything like kindness from the new master of the Remove, and he was astonished.
  “I shall be going to tea in Common-room in a few minutes,” said Mr. Smedley, “and you may telephone to your father when I am gone, Vernon-Smith.”
  “Oh!”  the Bounder could only gasp.  “Thank you, sir!”
  “But this does not make it clear why Redwing began a quarrel in a Form-master’s study.”  Mr. Smedley frowned at the silent junior.  “If it was your intention to prevent Vernon-Smith from telephoning, Redwing, I cannot see that you were called upon to intervene.  Vernon-Smith certainly was breaking a rule; but you are not a Sixth Form prefect!  Nothing can excuse you for making such a scene in a master’s study, and I should have been placed in a very awkward position, as your Form-master, had Mr. Prout found you fighting there.”
  “I am sorry, sir!” said Tom, in a low voice.
  “I hardly understand you, Redwing!  You are not, so far as I have observed, a quarrelsome boy.  But I cannot possibly overlook this.  I shall not cane you; but I shall detain you until preparation, Redwing.  Follow me to the Form-room.
  Mr. Smedley stepped to the door.
  The Bounder grinned behind his back.
  He could hardly believe in his good luck
  He had permission to remain in the study and use the telephone—though it certainly was not to his father that he was going to phone.  And Redwing, under detention in the Form-room, would not be able to interfere with him!
  Tom stood as if rooted to the floor.
  Mr. Smedley glanced back from the passage was a frowning brow.
  “I told you to follow me, Redwing!” he said, in an ominous voice.
  There was no help for it!  Redwing followed him from the study, the Bounder, in quite a good humour now, bestowing a wink on him as he went.
  In the Remove room Redwing went quietly to his desk.  Mr. Smedley sorted out a Latin paper at the masters desk and gave it to him.
  “You will remain here, Redwing, till you have completed that paper.  Then you may bring it to me in my study.
  “Very well, sir!”
  The Remove master left the Form-room, closing the door after him.
  Tom sat staring at the paper on his desk.
  He was under detention now, and it was a serious matter to break detention.  The bounder would have done so without hesitation; but Tom did not share his chums recklessness.  Yet, to remain where he was now was to let Smithy go ahead and land himself into trouble again.  He was playing into Smedley’s hands with this folly, and Tom was deeply anxious for him, as well as intensely angry with him.
  He waited a few minutes, to give Mr. Smedley time to get away.  Then he quietly was on opened the Form-room door.  He was going to stop the Bounder if he 
could.
  “Redwing!”
  “Oh!” gasped Tom.
  Mr. Smedley was not gone.  Silent, as usual, he was still in the Form-room passage.  His eyes gleamed at Tom’s startled face.
  “Redwing!  Were you going to break detention?  What’s
  “It was not much use to deny it, even if Tom buns thought of doing so.  He did not answer.
  “As I cannot trust you, Redwing, I shall lock you up in the Form-room.”  said Mr. Smedley, in a tone of cold contempt.  “Go back to your desk.”
  Tom, with a scarlet face, went back to his desk.  Mr. Smedley locked the door on the outside, and walked away with the key in his pocket.  This time he did depart.
  Redwing breathed hard.  Had it been possible for Smedley to know anything of the Bounder’s plans, Redwing would have supposed that the Creeper and Crawler was deliberately giving Smithy the chance to “dish” himself.  But he knew nothing of Smedley’s eavesdropping under the elms.
  There was nothing more to be done, and Tom, in an angry, troubled, and worried mood, said himself to his detention task.
  Mr. Smedley walked away to masters Common-room, where he joined the other
“beaks” at tea, in very cheery spirits.
  He had failed to trap the scapegrace; but now the young rascal was bent on entrapping himself, and all that the Creeper and Crawler had to do was to make it easy for him, and let him get on with it!
  Quite unaware of that, Vernon-Smith, in Smedley’s study, used the telephone.  He got through to Vavasour at Highcliffe school, and “fixed” it up with that youth.  Then he got through to Courtfield Garage, and ordered the car.  Then, with a grin on his face, the Bounder strolled out of his Form-masters study, feeling that all was going well, and letting dreaming that his whole game was known to the man who would be waiting and watching for him when he got out of the Remove dormitory after light-out that night.

                                 THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                                    Cheek!

“PREP!” said Horace Coker bitterly.
    Potter grunted.
   Greene snorted.
  Prep was one of those things that, like the rain and the hail, fell alike on the just and the unjust.  It was all very well for Coker to say “Prep!” in a bitter and scornful tone.  But it had to be done!
  Coker, apparently, wasn’t going to do it!  Coker sat in the study armchair, with his long legs stretched out, and a deep frown on his rugged brow, while his comrades sat down to the table to work.
  “You fellows prepping?” asked Coker sardonically.
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” snapped Potter.
  The loss of that gorgeous spread had irritated Coker’s friends.  They were not in a good temper.
  Potter and Greene had tea’d in Hall.  Like the Israelites of old, they had looked back with longing on the fleshpots of Egypt.  It was all Coker’s fault.  If he hadn’t barged into Prout, like the footling, clumsy ass he was, Prout would never have come to the study and confiscated that mountain of tuck.  Now Coker’s study, instead of flowing with milk and honey, was as bare as Mother Hubbard’s well known cupboard!  And so Potter and Greene, like the poor dog, had none!  It was enough to make a fellow shirty.
  Coker’s silly rot, along with Coker’s hamper, was one thing.  Coker’s silly rot, minus Coker’s hamper was quite another.  Potter and Greene had tacitly agreed that they weren’t going to stand Coker’s silly rot---that evening, at least.  Hence Potter’s tart reply.
  Coker’s sat up.
  “What did you say, Potter?”  he inquired.
  “ I said,” answered Potter, with cold deliberation, “don’t be an ass!”
  “If you can help it!” added Greene
  Coker gazed at them.
  “That’s cheek!” he said.
  “Oh, cheese it!”
  “Wha-a-at?”
  “Dry up and let a fellow work!”
  Coker dried up for a few moments, in sheer astonishment.  Not being quick on the uptake, Horace did not connect this outbreak of cheek on the part of his study mates with the loss of Aunt Judy’s hamper.  He was simply astonished.
  “Look here------” he began again, at length.
  “Prep!” snapped Potter.
  “I’m going to do no prep!”
  “You may want a row with Prout in the morning!  I don’t.”
  “Blow Prout!” said Coker forcibly.  “Who’s Prout?”
  Coker’s eyes began to gleam.  He was not the fellow to stand being cheeked in his own study!  Not Horace Coker!
  “You men can chuck that.” he said.  “I’ve got something more important than prep to think about.  I’ve been treated like a fag------”
  “That’s because you’ve acted like one!”
  “What!”  roared Coker.
  “Don’t bellow like a bull when a fellow’s got to work.
  “I said chuck that rot.” he said, calming himself with difficulty.  “I’ve been treated like a fag---my grub confiscated!  Of course, I’m not going to stand it.  I’m going to get it back!  That old ass Prout seems to have forgotten all about it---it’s still in his study.  Of course, I’m not going to submit to this.  I can’t very well walk into the study and knock Prout down if he tries to stop me taking it away------”
  “Oh crikey!  No!  Not quite, I think!”  gasped Greene.
  “The Bead would sack me if I did!” growled Coker.  “They make a lot of fuss here about a fellow punching a ‘beak.’ Prout’s simply asking to be knocked down; but the fact is a fellow can’t do it!”
  “Nunno!  Not quite.”
  “Well, that means strategy.” said Coker.  “Luckily, I’m the man for it!  Not that I care about the tuck, you know.  That’s nothing.  It’s the principle of the thing!  A Fifth Form man can’t have his grub confiscated, like a greedy fag in the Second, and take it lying down.  You fellows see that’s that’s impossible.”
  “Hand me the dick, Greeney!”
  “Here you are!”
  “Leave that dick alone” snapped Coker.  “I’m speaking.”
  “You generally are.” remarked Potter.
  “Sort of disease.” said Greene.
  Coker stared at them.
  “Are you fellows ratty about anything?” he asked, puzzled.
  “Fathead!” 
  “Ass!”
  Coker breathed hard, and harder.
  “You’re asking to have your heads knocked together.”  he said.  “Better take my tip, and don’t ask again.  The question is how to get that tuck back from Prout’s study.  I don’t want a  row with the man.  That’s why I’m going to use strategy, and you fellows are going to help>
  “Are we?  said Potter, grimly.
  The loss of the tuck was the cause of the present “rattiness” of Potter and a Greene.  But they were not prepared to join in any attempt to recapture it.  War with a beak might appeal to Horace Coker, but it did not appeal to Potter and Greene in the very least.
  “That’s the idea,” said Coker.  “And I’ve thought it out!  Lucky I’ve got the brains---all there are in this study!  As I said, I can’t walk into the man’s study and simply take the tuck away.  It would mean trouble.”
  “It would.” agreed Potter.  “Lots!”
  “I will leave it till after lights out.” explained Coker.  “Then it will be perfectly easy.  Quotes
  “You’re going to walk in your sleep and do it?” inquired Greene flippantly.
  “Don’t be an ass, Greeney!  We shall stay awake.”
  “Shall we?” murmured Greene.
  “That old ass, Prout, always goes to bed early.  But we’ll leave it till after eleven, to make sure.”
  “ Some of the beaks stay up late.  I’ve heard that that man Smedley often stays up very late.” said Potter.  “I’ve had the fags say that he sneaks about on the watch for Remove kids breaking bounds.”
  And Prout locks his study at night.” added Greene.
  Shirty as they were with Coker, they were willing to save him from himself, so to speak, if they could.
   “I’ve thought of all that.” said Coker calmly.  “we’re going to tackle Prout’s study at the window.”
  “The---the window!”
  “We get out of the House by the door on the Sixth Form lobby.  Easy enough.”
  Potter and Greene looked at him.
  “Has it all occurred to you that a man may be sacked for getting out of the House at night?” inquired Potter.
  “Quite right, too.” assented Coker.  “But this is an exceptional case.  And I’m not going to call the Head.” He added sarcastically.  Coker could be sarcastic.  “Prout’s
window tens with one of those old catches---easy enough to snap it back with a pocket knife!”
  Potter and Greene could only stare at Coker, like cows at a train.  He had taken their breath away.
  “I get in at the window,” resumed Coker, with undiminished calm, “and hand out the stuff to you fellows outside.  Easy as falling off a form.”
  “Ye gods” murmured Potter.
  “Anb when it’s found in this study tomorrow they won’t guess who did it?” inquired Greene.
  Coker smiled an astute smile.
  “I thought of that, too!  I think of everything when I’m laying plans, you know.  We shan’t bring it back into the House.  We shall hide it somewhere in the Cloisters, or---or somewhere.  We can get it later when we want it!  The whole thing remains a mystery!  See?”
  “Lot of mystery about it---I don’t think!” remarked Potter.  “Have you finished your funny turn, Coker?  If so, we’ll get on with prep.”
  Coker looked dangerous.
  “Does that mean that you don’t want to help?” he asked.
  “It means exactly that,” agreed Potter, “and it means that we’re not going to do anything of the kind, and that if you want to be sacked you can be sacked on your lonely own!  Get that?”
  “When we go to dorm to night,” said Greene, “I’m going to sleep.  “And if you wake me up, Carter, I’ll take my bolster to you.”
  Coker’s rose from the armchair.
  “That tears it!”  he remarked, still calmly.  “I’ve stood a good deal of cheek from you two, and it’s not my way to stand cheek.  But if you funk helping a pal, that’s that!  I can handle it alone, if it comes to that—better, very likely, without a couple of footling duffers barging about.  But as you seem keen to have your cheeky heads knocked together------“
  Coker said no more, but grabbed at Potter and Greene’s collars, to get on with knocking their heads together, as they so richly deserved for cheeking Coker.
  There was a howl of rage as Potter dropped his pen on his paper, and Greene knocked over the inkpot .
  Potter and Greene scrambled out of their chairs.
  Crack!
  Two heads came together sharply
  “Ow!”
  “Wow!”
  That should have ended the dispute.  Having knocked that cheeky heads together, Coker was prepared to let it go at that
  Potter and Greene, as it happened, weren’t
!  Knocking fellows cheeky heads together was a satisfactory proceeding to the knocker, but not, so to speak, to the knockees!
  Potter and Greene leaped at Coker like famished tigers.
  Coker crashed on the study carpet, and Potter and Greene crashed on Coker.  What happened in the next few minutes was never quite clear to Coker.
  He had a vague impression of being rolled over, jumped on, banged with a dictionary, thumped, punched, and pummelled.  But it was all very vague---Coker was in rather a dizzy state.
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  But he knew for certain that he landed in the Fifth Form passage with are terrific crash.  He was sure of that because he found himself sprawling there, dazed and breathless.
  It was some minutes before Horace Coker rallied sufficiently to lose you’re his offensive.  Then he found that the study and are was locked on the inside.
  He breathed blood-curdling threats for the keyhole, unheeded by two fellows who were getting on with their prep.  He gave it up at last.
  Potter and Greene finished prep without the exhilarating company of Horace Coker.
  When, later in the evening, they saw Coker in the Fifth Form games study he gave them one of those cold, steely looks, indicating that friendship, and even acquaintance, was at an end.
  They let it go at that
.  In point of fact, they had no special use for Coker’s friendship until the next hamper came from Aunt Judy.  Probably Coker would have, bound by then, if he was not sacked in the interval for burgling his Form-masters study.  So that was that!

                                     THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

                                                     All Clear!
  
Sitting in Quelch’s old study, Mr. Smedley, alias Lucius Teggers, smiled.
  Mr. Smedley had a pile of papers before him to correct for his Form.
  But he was not giving them much attention.
  The Remove were at prep in their studies.  Mr. Smedley was at leisure to think agreeable thoughts.
  He was thinking of Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith’s millions.
  Really, it was hardly worth while to grind at correcting that pile of Latin papers.  On the morrow, the whole thing was coming to an end.  Herbert Vernon-Smith, caught out of bounds at night, would be expelled from Greyfriars.  His disinheritance by his father would automatically follow, for there was no doubt Bunter that the millionaire would keep his word.  “Mr. Smedley’s” work at Greyfriars would be done.  And some pretext or other he would leave—and vanish.  Indeed, it would be necessary to get a move on, for, having disinherited his son, the millionaire would want to see the nephew whom he had resolved to adopt in his place---and Lucius Teggers would have to be in London, on the spot.
  These were pleasant thoughts.
  The Creeper and Crawler was feeling no compunction.  His methods, perhaps, were a little questionable--- he admitted that.  But what was he doing except performing the duties of a Form-master, such as he contended to be?  A young rascal who broke bounds at night knew what he was risking.  He would be expelled, as he richly deserved to be.
  Certainly, had Mr. Quelch been in Smedley’s place, he would have prevented the lawless act, instead of letting it happen and dealing out punishment afterwards.  That was the only difference!  Not, in Mr. Smedley’s opinion, are very wide difference!
  He was anxious to get away from Greyfriars!  Nobody suspected him---not even the Bounder, who had never seen his cousin Lucius Teggers.  Only Mr. Vernon-Smith’s  knew him in his true name, and the millionaire had not visited the school since he had been there.
  But he might come---which would be awkward!  Prout, too, had he known the real Eustace Smedley’s uncle at Oxford---and he had had to quarrel with Prout to keep him at arm’s length.  And he loathed  schoolmastering---he would be glad to have done with it.
  On the morrow, he would have done with it!  All was plain sailing now---he had only to let that shady rascal catch himself in his own trap!
  “Ow!  Leggo!” came a fat squeak in the passage interrupting Mr. Smedley’s pleasant thoughts, and he scowled.
  There was a heavy tread outside.  A sharp knock made the door creak.  It opened, and the portly form of Mr. Prout appeared, marching along a still portlier form by the collar.
  “I say, I---I never!” squeaked Billy Bunter.
  Mr. Smedley rose to his feet.  He gave Prout a cold, hard stare.  Prout gave him the same in return.  They disliked one another intensely.  Mr. Prout had been prepared to extend a warm welcome to his old friend’s nephew, coming to Greyfriars as a temporary master.  He had been snubbed— severely snubbed; for what reason he could not even guess, except that the fellow was a puppy!  Prout never had any of those long, pleasant chats he had expected to have with his old Oxford friend’s nephew.  He never came to Smedley’s study.  Now, however, he had come, conveying Bunter.
  “Sir!  barked Mr. Smedley>
  “Sir!” barked Prout.  “This boy of your  Form---this---this Bunter---I have brought him to you, sir!”
  “Ow!  I wasn’t------”  squeaked Bunter.
  “This boy, sir, I found in my study!” boomed Prout.  “I have had occasion, sir, to confiscate certain comestibles, now placed in my study.  This boy, sir, this Bunter, has had the temerity, sir, to penetrate to my study, and attempt, sir, to obtain possession of those comestibles!  I caught him in the very act, sir!”
  Prout stopped for breath.
  “I---I never------” wailed Bunter.
  “You have been in Mr. Prout’s study, Bunter?” snapped the Remove master, kicking up a cane.
  “I---I---I---thought Mr. Prout was in Mr. Capper’s study, sir!”  groaned Bunter.  “That beast Skinner said he was, and he was only pulling my leg!  I---I---I mean, I---I went to Mr. Prout’s study to---to---to ask him whether he had got over it, sir! I---I was worried about him, sir, owing to Coker falling over on him this afternoon------”  
  “This boy, sir!” boomed Prout.  “came into my study, sir, while I was sitting there, sir, and had his hands, sir, on the---the comestibles, when I rose from my chair, sir------”
  “I didn’t know you were there!” wailed Bunter.  “And I only came to ask you if you’d got over it------”
  “I refuse, sir.” boomed Prout, “I refuse to have Remove boys, sir, pilfering---I say deliberately, sir, pilfering---in my study!  I repeat that I absolutely refuse, sir------”
  “Bunter!   You will bend over that chair!” snapped Mr. Smedley, swishing the cane.
  “But, I---I say, sir------”
  “Bend over!  Quotes
  “I only went to ask Mr. Prout how he was, sir.” groaned Bunter, “I never knew the tuck was there, sir!  I mean, Skinner said he was in Capper's study and---”
  “If you did not immediately bend over that chair, Bunter------”
  “Oh lor’!”
  Bunter bent over the chair.
  Whack, whack, whack!
  “Yaroooh! Whoop!  Who-hooop!”
  “You may go, Bunter!”
   “Yow-ow-ow!” Bunter went,  and sense of school and anguish died away down the passage.  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!”
  “Now, sir, if you are satisfied------” said Mr. Smedley, with icy politeness. 
  Grunt from Prout.
  With no other rejoinder here rolled away, and Mr. Smedley was left once more to his pleasant meditations.
  Already, in his mind’s eye, the plotter and schemer saw himself heir to millions, in the place of the reckless young rascal who had thrown all his chances away.
  Perhaps he omitted to remember that there is many a slip twixt cup and lip!  
  There was, so far as Mr. Smedley could see, nothing too, between him unless the scapegrace chased his plans for the night.  Which was extremely unlikely.  And if anything was to come between him and success, he was not likely to suspect that it would be in the shape of a fat junior had just gone howling down the passage.

                                  THE NINTH CHAPTER.

                                         Two in the Dark!
 
Harry Wharton & Co. Were Sleeping The Sleep Of The Just In The Remove Dormitory When Eleven Strokes Sounded From The Old Clock-tower.
  If there were dreaming, was probably of the coming cricket matches, or of rags in the Remove passage---certainly not those two fellows, in the same dormitory, were lying awake and listening for the stroke of eleven.  And of the two fellows who were awake, neither suspected that the other was wakeful---neither, in fact, remembered the other’s existence, having more urgent matters to remember.
  Herbert Vernon-Smith was thinking of his reckless escapade, planned for that night.  Billy Bunter was thinking of the tuck in Prout’s study.
  Bunter knew nothing of Smithy’s plans.  Smithy knew nothing of Bunter’s.  Both remained awake---Smithy with ease, Bunter with difficulty, and both stirred when eleven o’clock came.
  By that time all was still.
  All Forms below the Sixth had long been in the dormitories.  Few, if any, of the Sixth were up at eleven.  A belated master or two might be up, that was all.  As for the Head, he was in his own house, and it did not matter whether he was up or not.
  Billy Bunter grunted, and rolled out of bed.
  A dozen times, at least, he had nearly fallen asleep!  But with heroic efforts, he had banished slumber.  That mountain of tuck on Prout’s study table haunted him.
What was easier than to slip down, annex all he could carry, and return to the Remove dormitory, there to devour his prey at his leisure?  The cake alone was worth staying awake for!
  Just as Bunter grunted and rolled out of bed, the Bounder sat up, and he gave a start.  He heard Bunter
  Smithy gritted his teeth.
  He had not spoken a word to Redwing since the row in Prout’s study.  It came into his mind, now, that Tom might have stayed awake, to stop him if he sought to leave the dormitory after lights out.
  But the next moment he was reassured.  Tom’s bed was next to his, and it was not from that bed that the sound had:come.  It was some fellow farther on who was getting up.
  The Bounder listened savagely.
  He wanted to get away quietly when he went.  If that ass, Redwing, started meddling again, the game was up.  A row in the dormitory, at that hour of the night, would knock the whole thing on the head.  Reckless as the bounder was, he had not forgotten that the Creeper and Crawler had a very keen eye on him, and was anxious to catch him out.
  Grunt again!  He recognised Bunter’s fat grunt, and it occurred to him that he had not heard Bunter’s usual snore since turning in.  For some mysterious reason, the fat Owl of the Remove was turning out in the middle of the night--- and, like Smithy, had left it till it was safe.
  The Bounder breathed hard with sheer exasperation.
  He did not want to wait till Bunter was clear.  At half-past the hour the car was to be waiting for him at the corner of Oak Lane, and Vavasour, of Highcliffe, would be there.  The chaffeur, a man who had driven the Bounder on a good many such occasions, had instructions to wait an hour---no more, in case anything turned up to prevent the scapegrace from getting out.  That certainly was plenty of time, but delays were dangerous and that fat fool, barging about in the dark, my guess there a long, and make things more perilous for the breaker of bounds.  It was intensely exasperating to the Bounder.
  He sat in bed and listened.
  Bunter was very cautious!  But Bunter’s sort of caution was all his own.  He ruffled and shuffled and scuffled as he groped for his clothes and threw them on anyhow.  He bumped his head on his bed, as he sought for a slippers he had placed in readiness ---only unhappily forgetting just where he had placed them!
  But for different the fact that the Lower Fourth were sleeping the sound, healthy steep of youth, Bunter’s cautious proceedings might have awakened the whole
dormitory from end to end.
  However, the fat Owl, after about ten minutes, was ready to go: and, to the Bounder’s immense relief, no one had awakened.
  He waited for Bunter to be gone before he went himself.
  He heard Bunter’s tread, cautious as that of a rhinoceros, going to the door.  The door opened, and shut, softly.  Even Bunter had sense enough not to slam a door at a quarter past eleven p.m.
  Where the fat Owl was gone, what on earth he was up to, Smithy neither knew nor cared---tho he could guess that it was a grub raid on somebody’s study.  Perhaps his own!  But did not matter, now that the benighted Owl was safely off the scene.
  The door having closed, the Bounder slipped out of bed.  Swiftly he dressed himself in the dark.
  Hardly a sound was made by the young rascal, and his movements were extremely rapid.  In the next bed Tom Redwing slept undisturbed.  All the Remove their fast asleep.
  On tiptoe Vernon-Smith crept across to the door.
  He stopped suddenly, his heart leaping almost into this mouth.  The door opened!
  Smithy caught his breath.
  He stood rooted to the floor, his heart palpitating.  The only thought in his mind was that the Creeper and Crawler was spying again, that he had come up to the dormitory suspecting something.  He stood almost in an agony of dread, expecting the light to be switched on, and the cold, hard eyes to fall on him, fully dressed, evidently about to go out, in the middle of night!
  But the light was not switched on.
  Footsteps entered, and the door was closed again.  The darkness was unbroken.
  The Bounder breathed more freely.
  It was not the Creeper and Crawler!  It was that pernicious idiot, Bunter, who had come back, after an absence of only a few minutes.  Almost giddy with relief, the bounder stood breathing hard.
  A shadow loomed up in the gloom.  Vernon-Smith dodged quickly, but not quite quickly enough.
  Bump!
  “Ow!” gasped Billy Bunter, jumping back in alarm. “Ow!  Oh!  Who’s that?  Oh, lor’!  I say, you fellows!  Burglars!  Oh crikey!”
  “Quiet, you ass!” said the Bounder. “It’s me---Smithy------”
  He broke off with a howl of agony as a wildly lashing fat fist crashed on his nose.  Bunter, frightened out of his fat wits, hit out without even thinking.
  That unexpected punch landed hard!  There was a lot of weight behind it.  Taken by surprise, Vernon-Smith staggered, and went headlong over.  Bunter’s startled howl, and the heavy fall of the Bounder as he landed on the floor, awoke every fellow in the Form.
  “What the thump------”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”
  “What the esteemed dickens------”
  A match scratched, and Peter Todd sat up at the, holding it.  Three or four fellows jumped out of bed.  Another match flickered, and Skinner a lighted candle-end.  A
dozen voices were exclaiming all at once.
  Vernon-Smith scrambled to his feet, white with rage.  In the glimmer of the matches, Bunter blinked at him.
  “Smithy!” he gasped.
  Unheeding, the Bounder ran to the door.  He had wanted to get away quietly.  But he was going, anyhow.
  “Smithy!” gurgled Bunter blankly.  “I---I thought it was a burglar!  I say, you fellows------”  He gave a howl. “Ow!  Beast!  Don’t knock a fellow over!  Wow!”
  Bunter staggered from the path of a fellow in pyjamas, rushing across that the dormitory.  Vernon-Smith’s hand was on the door.  In another second he would have been gone.  But a grasp on the shoulder dragged him back before he could get the door open.
  “No, you don’t!” said Tom Redwing quietly.

                                  THE TENTH CHAPTER.

                                    Looking After Smithy!

“HALLO, hallo, hallo!  Is that a scrap going on?”
  “What the jolly old thump is------”
  “Who’s up?”
  “What’s going on?”
  “Somebody’s scrapping ------” 
  The Famous Five were all out of bed now.  So were Toddy, and Squiff, and Tom Brown, and Skinner and Stott, and four or five other fellows.  All were amazed and rather alarmed.
  “I say, you fellows------”
  “It’s Bunter!” howled Peter Todd.
  “And Smithy!”
  “And Redwing!”
  “Scrapping, by gum!”
  “Well, my hat!”
  All eyes turned in amazement on the two struggling figures by the door, one in pyjamas, the other fuly dressed, even to cap and boots.  The Bounder’s face could be seen, pale with fury, and he was fighting like a demon to release himself from Redwing’s grasp.  But Tom held on to him with a grip of steel.
  “Lend a hand here, you fellows!” panted Redwing.
  “But what on earth’s the row?” gasped Bob Cherry.
  “Stand clear, hang you!” panted the Bounder.
  There was a snort from Johnny Bull.
  “So that rotter’s going out of bounds, and Reddy’s stopping him!” he said.  “Rats!  Let him go, and get the sack, Reddy!”
  “Is that it?” gasped Wharton.
  “Can’t you see he’s dressed?  Did he go to bed with his boots on?” snorted Johnny.
  “Lend a hand!” panted Redwing.  “I’m going to stop him.  Lend a hand, here, some of you!”
  “Pleased!” grinned Bob Cherry.
  Bob lent a hand---a very powerful one.  The Bounder was dragged away from Redwing, and pitched headlong on to his bed.  He sprawled there, gasping and panting. 
  Redwing stood breathing in gulps.  His face was crimson.  Strong as he was, the Bounder, in his desperation, had given him plenty to do.
  Harry Wharton & Co.  looked at him curiously.  They had their own opinion put the light and Kipps seven out of the homes and home yet taken blood and of the Bounder and his shady ways, and they understood, too, that Tom was anxious to save his friend from asking for the “sack”.  But if this was friendship, it was carrying friendship to a rather unusual length.
  “Well,” said Skinner, with a whistle, “of all the cheek!  Mean to say you’re settin’ up to stop Smithy from doin’ what he likes, Redwing?”
  “I mean exactly that.” answered Tom Redwing.  “Smithy’s not going out of this dormitory tonight.”
  “Cheek!” said Snoop.
  “Good man!” said Lord Mauleverer.  “That’s what I call a pal!  Smithy, old bean, you’re one of the lucky ones!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Vernon-Smith’s squirmed off the bed.  He stood punting. Ton Redwing stood with his back to the door, quite and determined. The Bounder’s eyes flamed at him.
  “You meddlin’ fool, will you mind your own business?” he snarled, his voice thick with rage.
  “My business is to keep you in this dormitory, at present.”  answered Tom.  “I’m going to do it.”
  Harry Wharton laughed.
  “Isn’t that rather cool, Reddy?” he asked.  “Smithy’s a dingy sort of worm, to be going out of bounds at this time of night; but really------”
  “Redwing’s right!” growled Johnny Bull.  “I’ll lend him a hand if he wants one!”
  “There’s more at stake for Smithy and than you fellows know.” said Tom Redwing.  “I’m his friend, and I won’t allow him to ruin himself.”
  “You’re no friend of mine!” hissed the Bounder.  “Keep your rotten friendship---who wants it?”
  “You’re going to have it, whether you want it or not!” answered Tom coolly.  “Stay where you are, Smithy.”
  The Bounder came towards him, fists clenched, eyes blazing.  His voice was husky with fury as he spoke.
  “Get aside!”
  “I won’t!”
  Without another word, the Bounder hurled himself at his chum.  In a second they were fighting furiously.
  “Stop that!” rapped Wharton.  “We shall have the beaks or the prefects up here at this rate!  Stop it, Smithy!”
  Vernon-Smith did not heed.  He attacked Redwing as if that juniors had been his  worst enemy instead of his best friend.  Indeed, at that moment the Bounder regarded him only as an enemy.  Anyone who came between Smithy and his own willful way was an enemy.
  “Collar him!” said Harry.
  Smithy’s determination to break bounds and Redwing’s determination to stop him did not concern the other fellows very much.  But a row in the Remove dormitory at nearly midnight, and master’s or prefect’s coming up, did concern them very seriously.  Five or six fellows guard Vernon Smith, and pitched him on his bed again.
  The Bounder lashed out savagely with his fists.  Bob Cherry gave a yelp, as one of then landed in his eye.
  “Look here, that’s enough, Smithy!” snapped Bob.  “Keep when you are, and keep quiet, or you’ll get handled hard.”
  “You meddlin’ rotter------”
  “Oh, shut up!” growled Bob, rubbing his eye.
  “The shut-upfulness is the proper caper, my esteemed Smithy!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Speech is silvery, but silence is the cracked pitcher that goes longest to the well, as the English proverb remarks.”
  “I say, you fellows------”
  “Shut up, Bunter!”
  “Beast!  I say------”
  The Bounder scrambled of the bed again.  But he had not only Redwing to deal with now.  The other fellows, far from pleased at been roused out in the middle of the night by his folly, we’re getting impatient.  And if Smedley happened to hear the row, and come up, it meant trouble for all.
  “Look here, smithy, chuck it!” said the captain of the Remove.  “We’re getting fed up.  Go to sleep like a sensible fellow.”  
  “Mind your own business!  I’m going out.”
  “You’re not!” said Redwing coolly.
  “You meddlin’ cur------”
  “Oh, chuck it!”  snapped Johnny Bull.  “Look here, you men, if he won’t go to bed, let’s put him to bed, like a baby.”
  “Hear, hear!” grinned Squiff.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Are you going to bed, Smithy?”  asked Wharton, laughing.
  “No.” hissed the Bounder.
  “Well, you’re going, or you’ll be put.” said the captain of the Remove.  “We’re all fed up with your rot, and we’re not going to get detentions from Smedley because you want to play the goat.  Anyhow, you ought to be jolly well ashamed of yourself.  Get those clothes off!”
  “Oh, hold your silly tongue!” snarled the Bounder.  And he made a step downward.
  “Collar him!’  
  Struggling and squirming the Bounder was collared.  For the third time he bumped on his bed.  This time he was not released.  Several pairs of hands held him, while his collar and tie and jacket were dragged off.  His waistcoat followed, then his boots and socks.  There was a ripple of laughter in the Remove, as many hands---none of them gentle---jerked away the Bounder’s attire.  His face was crimson with rage and mortification.  But if he chose to be put to bed like a baby, that was his own look-out; and the Removites grinned and got on with it.
  “Now are you going to bed, Smithy?”
  “No!” panted the Bounder.
  Vernon-Smith’s trousers flew across the dormitory.  Then he was bumped into bed, and the bedclothes piled over him.
  “Staying there?” asked the captain of the Remove.
  “No!” choked the infuriated Bounder.
  “Sit on him!” said Harry.  “Here, Bunter’s the heaviest!  Sit on him, Bunter.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I say, you fellows------”
  “What’s Bunter up and dressed for?” asked Bob.  “He wasn’t going out blagging with Smithy surely.”
  “Oh, really, Cherry------”
  “Kick him till he sits on Smithy!”
  "Ow!  Wow!  Beast!  Stop kicking a chap!” howled Bunter.  “I’ll sit on him if you like!  I---I want to sit on him.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Vernon-Smith, panting, exhausted, frantic with fury, lay gasping in his bed, with the Owl of the Remove plumped on his chest.  And at his first heave to dislodge Bunter, Bob Cherry’s pillow came down on him with a terrific swipe.  The Remove fellows were fed up, and they were making that fact very clear to the Bounder.  And, savagely obstinate as he was, the scapegrace of Greyfriars had to realise that he would not keep that appointment with Vavasour of Highcliffe that night.  That, at least, was perfectly clear by this time.

                                     The Eleventh Chapter.

                                      Tracked in the Dark!

THERE was a pale, faint glimmer of starlight at the high windows of the big government landing.  Otherwise, it was in complete darkness.
  From that big landing several passages opened, and several staircases descended.  Any fellow, from any dormitory, who wanted to go downstairs, had to cross but landing; and a “beak” who was on the prowl for such a fellow, had only to post himself there and watch and wait. Certainly no regular member of Dr. Locke’s staff was likely to think of doing anything of the kind
  But there was a temporary member of that staff, who not only thought of it, but did it.  Since half-past ten, when the last light above the stairs was turned out, Mr. Smedley had been on that landing; silent, watchful, wary as a cat.
  Like Bunter and Smithy in the Remove dormitory, the Creeper and Crawler heard eleven strike in the silence of the night.  Then he grew more and more watchful.  Vernon-Smith, if he was going, could not be long now.  The spy’s ears were keen, and he listened intently.  He could see little or nothing; but that suited him, as he did not want to be seen.  And he could depend on his hearing.
  He was some distance from the Remove dormitory.  He did not intend to venture too near---a creaking board might have betrayed him, in the stillness, and he had reason to know how wary the Bounder was.  It was not his object, as a schoolmaster’s would have been, to prevent a young rascal from breaking out at night.  It was his object to let the young rascal get out---and catch him out!  Caught out of the House, at that time of night, the millionaire’s son was done for.  The Creeper and Crawler was very careful indeed to do nothing that might have prevented him from going.
  A sound came to his ears---footsteps; cautious footsteps.  His eyes gleamed green like a cat’s in the dark.  But the sound died, and was heard no more.
  He was angry and puzzled.
  He was not likely to remember, just then, the fat existence of Billy Bunter.  Had he remembered it he would hardly have guessed that the fat Owl had surreptitious designs on the tuck in Prout’s study.
  Neither could it occur to him that Billy Bunter, having ventured boldly forth, had been scared by the darkness and solitude of the House late at night, and had gone back again, with the fatuous idea of persuading another fellow to go with him.
   Billy Bunter’s obtuse proceedings, and the mysterious workings of his fat intellect, were quite unknown to the Creeper and Crawler.  He could only suppose that the Bounder had started, and gone back again; perhaps for something he had forgotten.  And he listened and waited.
  Footsteps again!
  Cautious footsteps.
  Mr. Smedley hardly breathed.
  He was crouching under the big, thick balustrade of the landing, a very undignified position for a Form-master.  But the Creeper and Crawler was not thinking of dignity.  He was only thinking of remaining undiscovered by the fellow who was breaking out that night.
  The footsteps passed within six or seven feet of him, going towards the main staircase.
  That surprised Smedley a little.  Another stair led down to the Remove landing, adjacent to the Remove passage, and he would have expected the Bounder to go that way.  He had not failed to learn that the box-room, at the other end of the Remove passage, had been used sometimes by breakers of bounds.
  But the unseen figure in the dark had him down the main staircase.  Snedley was sure of that.
  And as soon as it was gone he rose from his crouching position and crept in pursuit, making no sound in his soft slippers.
  He heard a faint bumping sound below, as if the fellow ahead of him had knocked against the banisters.  But Smedley himself made no sound.
  Again and again a faint sound came to him---his hearing was as quick as a fox’s.  Silent as a snake, he followed, into the Sixth Form passage.
  All the Sixth were in bed at that hour, the passage was dark and silent.  Mr. Snedley guessed now for what his quarry was heading.
  There was a lobby at the end of that passage, with a door on the quad.  It was the easiest way out for a fellow who had the nerve to pass the studies occupied by the prefects.  The Bounder of Greyfriars had never lacked nerve.  It did not occur to Mr. Smedley for a single instant that the fellow he was following was not the Bounder.
  Unseen, a shadow in shadows, the fellow, whoever he was, passed into the lobby.  Silent at the door, which was left half open, the Creeper and Crawler listened, and heard the key turned in the outer door and a grating sound of a bolt withdrawn.
  There was a breath of night air from the quad for a moment, and then the outer door closed again.
  Swiftly the spy crossed the lobby and reached it.
  A moment more and he had opened it, stepped out, and closed the door silently behind him.
  Standing close against the shut door, Mr. Smedley looked and listened.  His hard lips set in a tight line.
  The May night was fine but dark.  In the glimmer of the stars the buildings and that old elms stood out black.
  He expected to spot the figure of the breaker of bounds in the din starshine heading across the quadrangle, friendly for the cloisters, were it was easy to clamber out.
  It did not occur to him to look around in the direction of the windows of Masters’ Studies.  A breaker of bounds could have no imaginable business in that direction.
  Mr. Smedley breathed hard.
  Vernon-Smith---he did not even think of doubting whether it was Vernon-Smith he had been tracking---was out of the House!  He must have sprinted across the open the moment he got out.
  Mr. Smedley reflected a moment of two.  Then he reopened the lobby door, took out the key, and put it on the outside.  He closed the door again, locked it, and put the key in his pocket.
  That cut off the escape of the breaker of bounds if he discovered that he was followed and attempted to get back.
  Whoever it was that had preceded Mr. Smedley out of the House was now locked out, and could not get in again.
  Where was he?
  He was out of sight, but Mr. Smedley could picture him scuttling along in dark shadows, dodging the patches of starlight, heading for the school wall and the outside world.
  Mr. Smedley intended to give him plenty of time to get clear.
  Obviously, the fellow had taken no alarm---had not the faintest suspicion that he had been followed.  But if he did take the alarm he might double back, and though the lobby door was now locked, the young rascal might have some other way of getting back into the House.  It was quite possible that so wary and cunning a fellow as the Bounder had unfastened some window as a second line of retreat, in case of accidents.  Mr. Smedley remembered certain incidence of his own school days when he had secrets to keep!
  After a few moments thought, Mr. Smedley moved away from the lobby door and stood under a dark tree at a few yards distance
  There he was completely hidden from sight.
  He would have preferred to see, actually with his own eyes, the breaker of bounds getting out of the school precincts .  But the fellow had vanished too swiftly for that.
  He would not risk giving him the alarm by making a sound or revealing himself in the glimmering starlight.
  Under the dark tree he waited with the patience of a cat.  He was going to give the young rascal a quarter of an hour to get quite clear of Greyfriars and well started on his reckless excursion for the night.
  Then he would re-enter the House, visit the Remove dormitory, and “discover” the Bounder’s absence!
  When the scapegrace of the school returned at last from his midnight excursion he would find that he had been missed, that goal was known, and that the Head was up, and waiting to see him!
  In the darkness under the tree the Creeper and Crawler waited---and smiled!  The game was in his hands at last.  He was completely satisfied!  And it was as well, for his contented satisfaction, that he was not aware that it was Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form, and not the Bounder at all, who he had tracked in the dark!

                                  THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

                                        Coker Going Strong! 

HORACE COKER was going strong.
  Let down by his pals, Potter and Greene, Coker was not the man to give up a plan he had formed.
  If Potter and Greene would not help, Coker was the man to do without help; he was, fortunately, one of those thoroughly capable, able, self reliant fellows equal to practically anything!
  At all events, Coker believed so!
  Smithy and Billy Bunter and Smedley had heard eleven third strike that eventful night with wakeful ears.  So had Horace Coker!  Coker, in the Fifth Form dorm, had been waiting for it to us.
  Potter and Greene were fast asleep, like the rest of the Fifth.  Coker did not think of calling them.  They had left him down, refused to help him, and he disdained their help.  
  Coker dressed in the dark, put on rubber shoes, and left the Fifth Form dormitory and crept and groped away.
  He was not, of course, aware that Smedley was up!  He knew no more about Smedley’s plans for that night than Smedley knew about his.
  Never for an instant did it cross Coker’s mind that a “beak” was hidden in the darkness of the dormitory landing when he crossed it with stealthy steps to the stairs
  If he had thought of a beak at all, he would not have thought of Smedley, but of Prout, his own beak.
  But Prout was well known to keep early hours, and was certainly gone to bed before that time.  Coker had no doubt that Prout was fast asleep, like nearly all Greyfriars.
  As a matter of fact, he wasn’t!  Prout had far from recovered from Coker’s slap-bang-wallop performances of the afternoon.  Prout was sleepless that night, and his ears also had heard eleven strike!  Still, he was in his room, so that did not matter!  Coker was not, in fact, much given to thinking.  Still less did he think of Smedley.
  So he remained blissfully unconscious of the fact that he was stealthily followed down stairs by a Creeper and Crawler who supposed that he was Vernon-Smith of the Remove in the dark!
  Having let himself out by the lobby door, Coker headed for the windows of Masters’ Studies.
  That was how the breaker of bounds happened to vanish so swiftly from the eye of the shadower, who emerged a few moments later.  
  Had Coker been going out of bounds---I think that Coker never dreamed of doing---he would have headed for the school wall, and no doubt Smedley would have spotted him. 
  As it was, he headed for Masters’ studies, and an angle of the building hid him at once from sight from the lobby door.
  While Smedley was locking that door and taking up his stand under the tree near at hand, Coker, round a corner of the building, had reached Prout’s window.
  Happily unconscious of the fact that he was now locked out of the House, Coker climbed on the broad stone sill of the study window.
  The room within was quite dark>
  Evidently Prout hab gone to bed, as Coker’s had been assured.  He was not likely to be up at that hour, anyhow; but had he been, there would have been a light in his study.  And all was dark!
  Coker got to work!
  He had planned it all, and had it cut and dried.  The window of fashioned with a simple catch.  Coker had heard and read of burglars who opened windows easily and simply, by forcing a blade between the two sashes and hooking back the catch.  Easy as falling off a form---at least, until a fellow came to do it!  Then the difficulties started!
  By some miraculous chance, Coker had not forgotten to bring his pocket-knife.  Kneeling on the broad sill, Coker opened that a knife, and started inserting it between the sashes.
  But Coker, really, was no burglar.  In the present circumstances, he felt justified in acting like one.  But he had had, of course, no training for it!
  Burglary, like everything else, had to be learned.  No fellow can expect to score, as a burglar, at the first shot!  There is a knack in these things, and Coker hadn’t the knack.
  In his mind’s eye, Coker had seen himself slipping that blade between the sashes, and hooking the catch---the work of a moment!  Hey, presto!  And it would be done.
  But, as so often happens, theory did not go hand in hand with practice.  In theory, it was as easy as winking!  In practice, Coker did not snap back the catch!  He snapped off the blade of his pocket-knife!
  “Oh!” breathed Coker.
  This was unexpected!
  Coker gazed at his bladeless pocket-knife.  The handle was in Coker’s hands, the lead remained between the sashes.  Prout’s window stayed shut.
  “Oh!” breathed Coker again.
  The incentive genius who first thought of making two blades to a pocket knife was a good friend to Coker that night.  Had Coker’s knife been one of those old fashioned ones, with only one blade, Coker would have been done!
  Coker was the sticker, a determined fellow; firm as a rock, not to say obstinate as a mule!  But even CokCok would never have thought of trying to force the catch of a window with the handle of a pocket knife!
  Fortunately, there was another blade.
  Coker opened it.
  This was the smaller blade, and it entered the narrow space between the sashes much more easily than the larger blade with which Coker had started operations.  Copper might really have thought of that but the start, had it been Coker’s way to think of anything.
  However, he got going again.
  The blade slid into the appointed place.  This time Coker was much more careful.  He could not afford another accident!
  Slowly, but surely, he worked the blade against the catch.
  Simple as that catch was, it seemed to have a will off its own, and did not snap bac k in the easy way Coker had anticipated.
  He realised, indeed, that the profession of a burglar was by no means the easy business he had carelessly supposed.
  Coker had to worry that catch back.  He had to persuade it.  He had to treat it with tender care.
  Twice he nearly got it going, and it calmly snapped back into place just when Coker thought that it was all clear.
  Coker breathed hard.  He was not a patient fellow, and that catch seemed bent on annoying him.
  And he did not want to linger there.  Even Coker realised that, justified as his pursuit beans were, they were open to misunderstanding, if any eye had spotted him.
  But at long last there was a faint snap inside!  The cash had jumped back, under steady pressure, and the window was no longer fastened.
  “Oh, good!” breathed Coker.
  He dropped the knife into his pocket, and proceeded to raise the lower sash.  This was another of those proceedings that are easy to plan and not so easy to carry out.  With nothing to grip, Coker found difficulty in raising that sash.
  But he got it up at last.  With numb and aching fingers, and a pain in his thumb, he got it up, and the way was open.
  A moment later and he was standing in Prout’s study.
  “Oh, my hat!” moment Coker.
  He had intended to bring a bag to carry of the plunder.  He had not forgotten the pocket-knife, which was in his pocket all the time.  But he had forgotten the bag, which, naturally, wasn’t!
  Bagless, Coker paused.
  He could not carry a stack of cakes, tarts, cream puffs, pots of jam and preserves, and so on, in his arms or his pockets!  He did not like the idea of going back for a bag.
  “Oh blow!” Said Cokeor.
  He would have to find something in Prout’s study for the pockets, even if he had to borrow Prout’s Master of Arts gown, to wrap up the plunder in that!
  That settled, Coker stepped towards the table to pack up the plunder.
  It was dark in the study---the glimmer of starlight showed up the window, but hardly penetrated into the room.  But, dark as it was, Coker could discern that that mountain of ruck no longer adorned Prout’s table.
  What had the old donkey done with it?
  It was there--- it must be there!
Coker, with great astuteness, had contrived to visit that study just before bed-time for the Fifth, to ask Prout about something in Cicero.  Thus he had ascertained that the mountain of tuck was still there at bed-time
  But between Coker’s bed time and Prout’s bed time something had happened to that tuck!
  The fact was that by that time Prout had decided what to do with the confiscated goods, spurred on, perhaps, by Billy Bunter’s attempt to get hold of the same.
  Before he went to bed Prout had called up Trotter, the House page, and given him directions to carry that pile of confiscated tuck to the matron’s room.  
  Trotter had done so.
  In these circumstances it was not really surprising that it failed to meet Coker’s eye, as he scanned Prout’s table in search of it.
  But Coker was surprised.
  He went so far as to grope over the table to make sure.  He discovered that there was an inkpot there by knocking it over with his groping hand.  There was never a crash as the inkpot rolled off the table and landed on the floor.
  “Well, my hat!” said Coker blankly.
  Coker’s powerful brain was not rapid on the uptake.  In the course of time no doubt it would have occurred to him that the tuck was no longer in the study.  But Coker’s intellect required time to work in.
  For the moment he just stared at the empty table, wondering where that old ass, Prout, had put the stuff, and whether he could venture to turn on a light to look for it.
  And as he stood gazing the study door suddenly opened!
  

                                   THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                   And Prout!

MR. PROUT, as already stated, was sleepless that night.
  Billy Bunter’s charge that afternoon had upset him.  Coker’s sprawling over him after he was down, had upset him still more.  Ever since that affair Prout had been in a breathless, wheezy, upset, nervy state.
  He had gone to bed at his usual early hour.  But it was in vain that he wooed slumber.
  Aches and pains lingered in his portly person.  Aches and pains and insomnia  annoyed him, and a state of annoyance, of course, is a certain preventive of sleep.  Slumber will not come to an angry man.  The mind has to be calm and composed. 
   It was in vain that Prout counted thousands of imaginary sheep jumping over a style.  In vain he ran over yards and yards of Latin verse that he knew by heart.  He was in such a wakeful state that he could hardly have slept had he been listening to one of the Head’s speeches in Hall!
  He turned out at last!
  Anything was better than turning wearily from side to side, wooing the sleep that would not come.  He donned slippers and dressing down, and set his nightcap straight.  Prout wore a nightcap, because the natural thatch had receded from the crown of his head, leaving it pervious to drafts.  Prout would not have liked anybody to see him in that nightcap. But nobody was likely to see him after half past eleven at night.  He had no doubt that he was the only person awake  in all the spacious and thickly populated buildings of Greyfriars school. 
  He went quietly down the stairs; he did not want to awaken anyone.  Prout was a considerate gentleman.
    In his study he could rake together the embers of the fire, and read himself sleepy!  He had several newspapers there, and by reading all  of the leading articles, one after the other, surely he  could count on producing the desired result.   
  Is that failed, he had papers to correct for this Form. Latin papers might make him drowsy.  They often had that effect on the Fifth. 
If th and some march second and he mansion march and instrument.  Magnet fair deal With sweeping dressing-gown, silent in his slippers, Mr. Prout descended the stairs and rustled into Masters Passage. 
  He had almost reached the study when he heard a sound from it.  It was a sharp, sudden thud, such as might have been made by an inkpot falling from a table.
  Prout gave a start
  In other circumstances, the fall of an inkpot from a study table would not have been startling, or even surprising.  It only had to be knocked over the edge by some accidental shove.  Then the law of gravitation, so ably demonstrated by Sir Isaac Newton, did the rest!
  But in the middle of the night it was both surprising and startling.  For the law of gravitation, powerful, indeed resistless, as it is, could not get going without the inkpot being knocked off the table in the first place.  That implied human agency.
  Somebody was in the study!
  “Good gracious!” gasped Prout.
  His study door was locked!  He knew that, for he always locked it at night, except when he forgot to do so. This time he had not forgotten, for he had the key with him.  As the door was locked, nobody from within the school could have got into the study, even if anyone could have been imagined to want to do so.  Whoever was there had come from without!
  That was clear to!
  Back into his mind flashed the recollection of several burglaries in the neighborhood.  There had been one at Potter Court---one at Hogben Grange---one at some shop or other in Courtfield.
  “Burglars!” breathed Prout.
  His plump heart beat faster.
  On tiptoe he crept on to the study door and listened.  There was no further sound from within.
  Softly, silently Prout inserted a key into the lock.
  Prout was no coward.
  If there was a burglar in his study Prout was prepared to catch him in the act, and tackle him, as boldly as he had tackled the festive grizzly bear in the Rocky Mountains in his younger days---rather a long time ago.
  But he did not want to give an alarm without cause.
  The inkpot had been knocked off the table!  That was certain!  But it might be the cat!
  Mrs. Kebble’s cat had an irritating way of penetrating to the studies, and had sometimes been discovered, in the morning, in a Form-master’s armchair.
  Prout naturally wanted to be sure that it was a burglar before he roared for help and rallied Greyfriars to the rescue.
  It would be rather too absurd, to get a crowd on the scene, to discover that it was only, after all, the House-dame’s cat!
  It might be a cat!  It might be a burglar!  It might, indeed, be a cat burglar!  Prout had to know
  Silently, with infinite caution, Prout turned back the key in the lock.  Still there was no sound from within.
  Then he opened the door---suddenly!
  Prout’s intention was to stride in swiftly, and switch on the light, which was handy to the door.
  In this, however, Prout had reckoned without his voluminous dressing-gown.  Throwing open the door, striding in, and reaching for the switch, all in the same rapid movement, Prout rather unfortunately tangled his legs in the sweeping folds of that flying gown---and stumbled.
  “Oooogh!” gasped Prout, as he went.
    “Oooogh!”  came a startled gasp from a shadoway figure standing by the table---like an echo.
  Coker was transfixed for a second.
  The sudden opening of the study door fairly petrified him.
  Dark as it was in the study, he saw the stout figure, in voluminous gown, that stumbled in, and landed on a pair of podgy knees, gasping.  He knew it was Prout, of course, though he did not know what on earth could have brought Prout down to [image: C:\Users\danra\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\1370-19.jpg]                            
his study at that hour of the night.  In sheer horror he stared at Prout. 
  “Urrrggh!”  repeated Prout breathlessly, as he struggled to rise, caught his feet again, and sat heavily.
  Horace Coker spun away from the table.  He leaped for the open window.
  Coker was far from quick as a thinker.  But even Coker understood what it meant if he was discovered in a master’s mystery at nearly midnight, having forced the catch of the window.
  It was all very well for Coker to believe, as he certainly did, that is proceeding as were fully justified. It was all very well to consider that he had only come there for what was his own!  That was all very well; but it would not help of fellow brought up before the Head charged with having burgled a master’s study!
  That meant the sack!
  Only too well Coker knew that the headmaster would not see eye to eye with him in this matter.
  Perhaps Coker had not quite realised, earlier, how very much his justifiable actions might be misunderstood in the event of discovery.  He realised now, in a flash!
And He Went Through The Open Window As If From Diving-board.
  “Burglars” gasped Prout, struggling with his dressing-gown.
  Coker heard him as he nose-dived from the window.
  Prout struggled up.
  He rushed to the window, taking care, this time, to gather his ample skirts out of the way.
  There was, of course, no doubt now!  It was not a cat!  Cats could not open windows!  And Prrect had had a glimpse of the diving figure as it went.
  That shadowy figure, plunging headlong from the window, meant one thing, and one thing only---burglars!
  His had projected from the window.  Prout stared into the dim starlight.  He had a second’s a glimpse of a dark, running figure, that whisked and vanished round a corner of the building.
  It was Coker, heading for the lobby door around the corner.  Prout, of course, did not know that.  To his eyes it was the escaping burglar!
  “Burglars!” gasped Prout.  “Good gracious!  Upon my word!  Burglars!”
  Had Prout been as young as he had been, in the dear dead days beyond recall, he would have hopped out of that window and rushed in pursuit.
  But Prout was no longer young!  Neither was he slim!  Negotiating that window was rather beyond Prout.
  Nevertheless, he was not going to let that scoundrel escape if he could help it.   How long the villain had been at work Prout did not know---as likely as not he had been through Prout’s desk and bagged his valuables.  Letting him escape with his plunder, if any, was hardly to be thought of.  He had been interrupted, but Prout’s banknotes might be in his pockets, all the same!
   Prout whirled around from the window and rushed out of the study.  There was a chance, at least, of cutting of the desperado’s escape, if he retired into the court, by the merest door, swiftly enough.
  Prout feared no foe; all he wanted us to get hold of the dastard.
  With his dressing-gown streaming behind him, Prout rushed like a whirlwind down Masters’ Passage.

                              THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                         Beastly for Bunter!

“I SAY, you fellows!”
   “Sit on him, Bunter!”
  “Yes, but I say------”
  “Get off, you fat fool!”  came Herbert Vernon-Smith’s voice, thick with fury, from under the tangle of bedclothes on the Bounder’s bed.
  Bob cherry grinned and lifted his pillow.  The flickering light of three or four candles gleamed on Smithy’s infuriated face. 
  “Stick it, Smithy!” said Bob cheerily.  “You get the pillow again if you shift.”
  “Give him a few, anyhow!” growled Johnny Bull.
  The Bounder’s eyes blazed.
  “You meddlin’ rotters!  By gum, I’ll make you sit up for this!  Bunter, you fat fool, get off!”  
   The Bounder heaved again fiercely.  Bunter groped.  Then came and bob Charisse pillow, swiping.  Jonny Bull’s bolster followed.  The Bounder yelled within rage, as he got the pillow and the bolster.
  “That’s the way to bring the beaks here if you want them!” grinned Frank Nugent.  “Do you want Smedley here, old bean?”
  “Oh, you rotters!” panted the Bounder.
  He turned his eyes on Tom Redwing, whose face was cold and set.  There was sheer evil in the Bounder’s look.
  “You rotter, Redwing------” he hissed.
  “Oh, cut it out!” snapped Tom, contemptuously.  “you’re not going out---that’s that!  And if you make much more row, you’ll have the Creeper and Crawler up here!  Serve you right if you do!”
  “He can’t beat on the prowl tonight, or he would be up here already!” remarked Peter Todd.
  The removites little guessed that the Creeper and Crawler was very much on the prowl that wild night!  Had Mr. Smedley still been on the watch on the landing, he must have heard the row in the Remove dormitory.  But Smedley had gone on Coker’s track in the dark.  Smedley was far enough away now.
  “I say, you fellows!” squeaked Bunter.  “I don’t mind sitting on smithy, but I say, I’ve got something on, you know.”
  “I can see you have, you fat villain.” said Harry Wharton.  “You’ve got your clobber on.  What do you mean by it?”
  The fact that billy Bunter was up and dressed in other excited that curious that a of the remove arts.  They did not suppose that he had planned to go  “out on the tiles” like Smithy.  But it was obvious that the fat and fatuous Owl had been up to something.
  “The fact is, I was going down!” exclaimed Bunter.  “with all of that tuck parked in Prout’s study, you know------”
  “Oh, my hat!  Was that it?” exclaimed Peter Todd.
  “Yes, old chap!  I came back for you!  I started to go down alone, but I said I’d come back from you, Toddy, because---because I didn’t want to leave you out of that, you been up call.  I wasn’t scared by the dark, or anything like that, you know.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!  Then I ran into that beast Smithy, you know!  Look here, I’m not going to sit on him all night!  You can’t expect it
.”  
  “That’s for Smithy to say!” said Harry Wharton, laughing.  “You’re going to sit on him until he makes up his mind to go to bed.”
  “Oh, really, Wharton------”
  “Will you get off?” hissed the Bounder, choking with rage.
  But he gave another fierce heave; and the pillow and the bolster both came into action at once.  But the heav the slowness to Bunter, and he rolled over and landed on the floor with a lead owl.
  “Ow!”
  The Bounder sprang up.  But before he could get clear half a dozen pairs of hands were on him and he was jammed back on the bed.
  He struggled fiercely, but in vain.  All the evil and bitterness in Vernon-Smith’s nature was raised nine.  He hit out savagely on all sides.  But he was pinned down easily enough.
  “I say, you fellows------”
  “Oh, shut up, Bunter!”
 “Are you coming down with me, Toddy?”
  “No, fathead!”
  “Funk!  Will you come, Mauly?”
  “Fathead!”
  “Beast!  I say,  you come, old chap!  I tell you there’s piles of tuck---stacks---all on Prout’s table------”
  “I don’t think!!” grinned Skinner.
  “What about you, Bob?”  
  “Nothing about me, fatty.”
  “Well, of all the rotten funks!” said Billy Bunter in deep disgust.  “It seems that I ‘m only fellow in the Remove with pluck enough to go down at night.  I say, you fellows pace, who’ll come?  Will you, Inky?”
  “The answer is in the esteemed negative!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Beast!”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, hold him!” grinned Bob Cherry, as the infuriated Bounder made another desperate effort to get loose.
  Unheeding the tussle going on, Billy Bunter rolled to the door.  He opened it and blinked out into the dark passage.
  Bunter did not like dark passages at night.
  Already he had started once, and turned but, scared by the silence and the darkness, in the hope of getting Tony or some of our fellow to accompany him in his right on Prout’s study.
  But there were, so to speak, no takers!  Bunter had to go it alone or give up the whole thing.
  He hesitated.  But the thought of the talk was irresistible.  After all, where was the danger?  Silence was unpleasant, but it couldn’t hurt a fellow.  Shadows were disagreeable, but they didn’t bite!  And the fact that a lot of fellows were now awake made it seem less lonely and ghostly.  Bunter determined to try it on.
  He rolled out of the Remove dormitory at last and trod down the passage to the landing.  His fatt heart beat unpleasantly as he peered in shadowy gloom and groped to the stairs.
  A stair creaked under his tread and his heart jumped.  He stopped, his fat courage almost failing.
  But he screwed it up to the sticking point again!  Peering on all sides through his big spectacles, the Owl of the Remove trod on.
  It was not till he reached Masters Passage that it suddenly occurred to Bunter that beaks sometimes, if not always, locked their study doors at night.  If he found Prout’s door locked------”
  Bunter was not the fellow to think of getting out of the House at night and burgling a window!  He lacked the nerve of Horace Coker; and was not, perhaps, so complete an ass, though he ran him very close in that respect.  If Prout’s door was locked, Bunter’s game was up.
  But he gasped with relief as he drew nigh that door.  Obviously it was not locked, for it stood wide open!
  “Oh, good!” breathed Bunter.
  He was about to roll on again when there was a sound of footsteps in the study.
  “Oh, lor’!” gasped Bunter.
  He realised then why the study door was open!  Prout must have come down for something!
  But he had no time for thinking!  As he stood in dismay a porter a figure in dressing-gown, slippers, and nightcap came whisking out of the open doorway and rushed down the passage right towards Bunter.
  Bunter gave one squeak, and fled.
  He ran for the stairs as if for his life.
  “What---what---who------”  he heard Prout’s startled boom behind him.  “What--- who---another of them---in the House---goodness gracious------”
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
  Prout had heard him!  That was not surprising, as Bunter was pounding along for the staircase like an escaped elephant!  It would have been rather surprising if Prout hadn’t.
  “Stop!”
  Bunter was not likely to stop!
  He flew! 
 After him flew Prout!
  Prout’s intention had been too cut out swiftly into the quad in the hope of yet snaffling the scoundrel who had escaped by the study window.  But hearing another of the gang inside the House, of course, changed Prout’s plans on the spot
  He might or might not have caught the villain in the quad.  But he could most certainly catch the villain in the House---he was close behind him, and could hear his scared, terrified panting as he ran!  This time, at all events, was not going to escape Prout.  
  The villain flew up the stairs.  Prout flew after him.  Across a dark landing went the villain ---after him went Prout, gaining.  His outstretched hand touched the villain’s shoulder on the landing.
  But that touch seemed to electrify the villain into new efforts.  Bunter fairly skimmed up the dormitory passage
  Prout skimmed after him.
  The door of the Remove dormitory was open.  From within came the sound of scuffling and a gasping voice.  Fellows there were still arguing with the Bounder.  Prout would have been surprised at any other time to see a junior dormitory door open at that hour of the night and a glimmer of candlelight proceeding therefrom.  Now he was only thinking of his quarry.  Bunter, headed for home, just reached the doorway as Prout reached Bunter.  Prout’s grasp was on him.
  “Yaroooh!” roared Bunter.
  “What the thump------”  came a startled voice within.
  Bunter wrenched.  Prout grasped.  They rolled into the dormitory together under the astonished stare of the whole Remove.

                                        THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                 Smedley Sees It All!

MR. SMEDLEY hardly knew and you what happened
.  Neither, for that matter, did Coker of the Fifth.
  Smedley, standing in the black shadow of the elm at a little. distance from the lobby door, was looking across the quad in the direction of the old Cloisters, by way of which he suspected that the breaker of bounds had gone.
  Looking in one direction, naturally he could not see in the other.
  Totally unaware of Coker’s weird performances that eventful night, equally unaware that Prout had come down and nearly caught him, Smedley was quite unprepared for a charge in the back.
  But that was what happened.
  A sudden sound was audible behind him---this end of desperately running feet.  Coker, naturally, was losing no time.
  Coker rushed past the elm, to get back to the lobby door.  He had not the remotest idea that a man was standing there, deep in shadow.  Her could Coker have?  Smedley had no time to turn.
  Something that might have been a battering ram, or might have been a cannon-ball, hit him in the back.
  As a matter of fact, it was neither!  It was Horace Coker of the Fifth Form!
  Coker was a big fellow, a hefty fellow, a heavy fellow.  He was going at full speed, Smedley was totally unprepared for the shock---and it was a terrific shock.
  He crashed.
  It seemed to Smedley at the moment as if the ancient walls of Greyfriars were tumbling down on him.
  A frightful crash in the back hurled him down on his face, where he hit the quadrangle with his features, hard.
  Coker, as surprised as Smedley, pitched over him.  His knees landed in the small of Smedley’s back, thudding.
  “What the thump---“panted Coker, dazedly.
  He had run into something!  He knew that!  He had fallen on it after running into it!  He realised, dimly, that it was a human form!
  In other circumstances, Coker would doubtless have stopped to render first-aid, or, at least, to inquire whether his victim was hurt.  Now he did neither.  He had no time to spare.  Neither did he want to be seen outside the House at that hour of the night by the man he had knocked over, or anybody else.  Who the man was, what he was doing there, Coker did not know---or care, for that matter.
  Losing him for dead, as it were, Coker scrambled up and tore on.
  A moment more, and he was at the door of the Sixth Form lobby, frantically wrenching at the handle of the door.
  To his horror, it did not open.
  He wrenched!  He dragged!  He pushed!  He tugged!  He wrestled!  The putrid thing was jammed somehow!  Then he realised that it was locked!  And no sign of the key!
  A gurgling gasp from behind made Coker.  look round.
  In the thick dimness it was difficult to see anything; but Coker made out a prone form, striving to raise itself on its hands and knees, and gurgling horribly as it did so. 
  It was the unknown man he had floored!
  A beak---he could discern that much!  Not Prout---some other beak; but any beak was a danger to a fellow who was out of his House at an hour approaching midnight.  The wretched man, gurgling for wind, was struggling up.  Coker could not get in; neither could he afford to wait there till the gurgling one got up and recognised him.  Instant flight was indicated---and Coker fled.
  He dashed away into the dim May night, and horrible gurgles and gasps died away behind him.
  How he was to get into the House again was a problem which Coker, for the present, had to leave unsolved.  The pressing need was to escape being discovered out of the House!  Horace Coker did fifty yards at about 70 m.p.h.  and vanished under shadowy trees.
  Mr. Smedley dragged himself up.
  He was hurt!  His back felt as if a sledgehammer had hit him there!  Prout’s experience with Coker in the afternoon was a mere nothing compared with Smedley’s experience of him at night. He really wondered, for some agonised moments, whether his spine had snapped.
  Fortunately it hadn’t
!  He leaned on the elms, gasping.  He was horribly winded---but his breath came back in gulps and gasps.
  Faintly from afar echoed back the fleeing footsteps of the fugitive.  Mr. Smedley heard them die away, though he was in no state to follow
  But he knew that the desperate runner had not gone near the House.  He had run far from the House.
  Mr. Smedley, as he recovered a little, groped in his pocket for the key of the lobby door.
  Who had knocked him down from behind in the dark?  Obviously, to Mr. Smedley, the Bounder!
  It seemed clear enough
  Nobody else, so far as Smedley knew, was out of the House.  Indeed, he was quite certain that nobody was out of the House except the fellow he had tracked in the dark.
  But the breaker of bounds had not, as he had supposed, cleared off.  Apparently he had taken the alarm!  He had charged Smedley over and rushed back to the lobby door!
  Smedley saw it all!
  Knowing that he was there, knowing that he was watching, Vernon-Smith had committed the supreme crime of an attack on a master to get back into the House     undiscovered.
  And he would have succeeded, but for Smedley’s precaution in locking the lobby door and taking out the key!
  Damaged as he was, breathless as he was, the Creeper and Crawler was conscious of a bitter satisfaction!  Not only breaking bounds at night, but an attack on the master who was pursuing him!  The scapegrace of the school was not only done for now, but doubly done for.
  Gasping, aching, but triumphant, Mr. Smedley moved back to the lobby door, inserted the key, and let himself in. 
  Carefully he closed and locked the door after him.  Vernon-Smith---he was still in the fixed belief that it was Vernon-Smith---was locked out of the House.  He had not gone on that reckless excursion in the car with the Highcliffe fellow, as he had planned.  But he was out of the House at nearly midnight, and he had attacked a master in a desperate attempt to get in again.  And that desperate act showed that he had no other way in.
  He would not have taken such a risk had there been an unfasteneb window available.  And the fact that he had run across the quad to the trees by the school wall showed that he had no hope of getting in, but was thinking only of escaping recognition!  It was all clear to Mr. Smedley---he saw it all!
  He got his nose with his handkerchief.  That feature had hit the quadrangle hard, and the claret was tapped
   It got!  But Smedley did not mind!  It was one more count in the indictment against Vernon-Smith!  Not with impunity could a fellow tap the claret of a beak’s beak!
  Mr. Smedley passed out of the lobby into the Sixth Form passagc.  He stopped at Wingate’s door, tapped, and opened the door.
  “Wingate!”
  The captain of Greyfriars, suddenly awakened, sat up in bed.
  “Hallo!  What------” came Wingate’s surprised and sleepy voice.
    “It is I---Mr. Smedley.”
    “Oh!  Ah!  What------”  
  The Six Former blinked, sitting up in bed, as Mr. Smedley switched on his light.
  He stared at the Remove beak.  Smedley was rather dusty and untidy, very breathless, and his nose was trickling claret.  Really, he looked rather as if he had just returned from a late visit to the Cross Keys!  George Wingate could only stare.
  “I am sorry to disturb you, Wingate, but you are needed, as a prefect!  A boy of my Form---Vernon-Smith---is out of bounds-------”
  “You don’t say so, sir!”
  “I do, Wingate, and he has had the audacity to attack me and knock me over in an attempt to escape discovery and get back into the House.”
  “Phew!” believed Wingate.
  “Will you get up at once, Wingate, and call another prefect!  The young rascal is still in the quadrangle, and he must be found and brought in at once!  I leave that matter in your hands, Wingate---I am now going to his dormitory.”
  “Very well, sir!”
  Wingate jumped out of bed.
  Mr. Smedley hurried away.  Smithy might have a confederate in the Remove to let him in; and if he could get back to the directory he went, of course, pretend that he had never left it.  The Creeper and Crawler was not going to give him a chance of that!  If he got back he was going to find his Form-master there  Mr. Smedley went up the stairs two at a time, and almost ran along the passage to the door of the Remove dormitory.

	                          THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                     Not Out!

HARRY WHARTON & Co.  stared blankly.  They had been holding the Bounder, but they released him as Prout and Bunter rolled in at the door.  And the Bounder stared, too---and so did every other fellow in the Remove dormitory.  In the excitement going on in that dormitory Billy Bunter had slipped a way almost unnoticed.  But his return was not unnoticed.  It brought down the House!
  “What the dooce------”
  “Bunter------”
  “Prout------”
  “Oh great pip!”
  “The great pipfulness is terrific.”
  There was only a dim glimmer from the candle-ends alight into the long, lofty room.  Prout did not see for the moment what sort of a burglar it was that he had captured.  Stumbling over with Bunter in the doorway, he rolled in with him, fiercely gasping, while the hapless Owl of the Remove yelled and struggled frantically.
  “I say, you fellows------  Yarooooh!” roared Bunter.  “I say------”
  “ Scoundrel!   I’ve got you!” panted Prout.   “Boys, help here!  I have caught this scoundrel; help me to secure him!” 
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “Yarooop!  Leggo!” shrieked Bunter.  “Oh lor’!  Oh crikey! Ow!”
  “Why,   ---  what-----“ Prout blinked at the fat Owl.  Even in the dim, uncertain light he could see who and what it was.
  He released Bunter quite suddenly.
  He staggered up.
  Bunter sat and roared.
  “What --- what --- what------” stuttered Prou.
  He gazed at Bunter like a man in a dream.   Not for a moment had he doubted that he was pursuing a burglar---the confederate of the felon who had escaped from his study window.  
  He had to doubt it in now.  Only too plainly his capture was not a burglar; it was Billy Bunter, the fat ornament of the Remove.
  “Bub-Bub-Bub------“stuttered Prout.  “Bub-Bub-Bub-Bunter!”
  “Yaroooh!  Keep off!  It wasn’t me!” howled Bunter.  “I wasn’t after Coker’s tuck!  I never knew it was there!  I say, you fellows, keep him off!  Quotes
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Prout stepped to the switch beside the doorway and jerked it on.  The dormitory was flooded with light.
  In that bright illumination he gazed at Bunter again; but the clear light only demonstrated beyond doubt that it really was Billy Bunter, and no burglar.
  “Well, Bunter’s done it now, and no mistake!” muttered Bob Cherry.
  “The donefulness is terrific!”
  Bunter was only too woefully aware of that.  He had never dreamed that Prout would be up at that hour of the night.  It could he possibly have expected to find Prout in his study when he got there?
  But he had!  He had found Prout---and Prout had found him!
  Prout gazed at him.  He had supposed that the “burglar’ had fled upstairs, because his escape was cut off below.  Now he realised that the burglar had been making for that dormitory because he belonged there--- like a homing pigeon.  And that fat burglar had only been going to bundle Coker’s confiscated tuck.
  “You --- you --- you young rascal!” gasped Prout. “You have caused me to waste time and allow the burglar to escape.  You have------” 
  “Ow!   Keep off!”
  “Going out now, Smithy?” whispered Bob Cherry.  And his friends chuckled.  The Bounder, breathless, scowled.  But possibly the appearance of a beak on the scene made him glad that he had not left the dormitory, after all. 
  And Prout it was not the only beak abroad that wild night.  Hurried footsteps came running up the passage; a tall figure appeared in the doorway.  It was Smedley’s.
  “My hat!  It’s raining beaks tonight!” ejaculated Bob.
  “The beakfulness is preposterous.”
  Mr. Smedley, standing in the doorway, stared in.
  He was astonished to find the light on and the juniors all out of bed.  His arrival was too sudden for the Removites to hunt cover.
  Only the Bounder, in fact, was on a bed at all; all the other fellows were on their feet.
  But the crowd of fellows round Smithy’s bed hid him for the moment from Smedley’s sight.  And Smithy, as he glimpsed the tall figure through the crowd of fellows, promptly drew his blankets over him.
  He was the only fellow in bed---the only fellow, therefore, on whom the vials of wrath could not justly fall.
  Mr. Prout stared round at Smedley.
  Smedley stared at him.  What Prout was doing there was a mystery to him.
  “What------” he began.
  “Oh, you are awake, sir!” boomed Prout.  “You are up!  I should have called you, sir!  Only this evening, sir, I informed you that I refuse---I absolutely refuse---to allow boys of your Form	to come pilfering---I say pilfering, sir, in my study!  I repeat it with all the emphasis at my command!”
  “Wha-a-at------”
  “This boy, sir!”  Prout pointed a fat forefinger at the squirming Owl.  “This---this Bunter, sir came down to my study in the small hours, sir---   and I repeat, sir---press”
  “Oh  crikey!
“  “I repeat that I will not tolerate it, sir!  I beg to inform you, Mr. Smedley, that there has been a burglary in my study tonight, and that I was about to pursue the scroundrel who escaped from my study window, when this boy---this wretched boy---appeared, and in the dark, taking him for a confederate of the marauder, sir, I pursued him------”
  “Oh crumbs!” gurgled Bob Cherry.
  “And the burglar, sir, has undoubtedly escaped!” boomed Prout.  “This is entirely due to the outrageous conduct of this boy of your Form, sir!”
  “A---a burglar------”
  “A burglar, sir, whom I found in my study” boomed Prout.  “He jumped from the window and fled, sir!  I saw him vanish round the corner towards the Sixth Form lobby, sir and------”  Prout gasped for breath.  “I should have gone out and captured him in the quadrangle, sir, but for this---this---this---this Bunter------”
  Mr. Smedley stared at him blankly.
  He had been round the corner by the Sixth Form lobby, but he was unaware of any burglar.
  “Calm yourself, Mr. Prout.” said the Remove-master .  “I have not been to bed, and I have certainly seen and heard nothing of a burglar.  I think you must be mistaken------”
  “Mistaken, sir!” boomed Prout.  “I saw him, sir, with my own eyes!  With my own eyes, sir!”  repeated Prout, as if to make it absolutely clear that he did not claim to have seen the burglar with anyone else’s.
  “Very well, sir---very well!” said Mr. Smedley.  Really he was not interested
In Prout’s burglar.  “Bunter will certainly be punished; I shall cane him severely in the morning------”
 “Oh crikey!” 
  “If there is, as you suppose, a burglar on the premises, he may be found, as I have sent out the prefects to look for a boy in this Form who is now out of bounds.” said Mr. Smedley.
  The Removites stared.
  That statement made them stare.
  “Wharton!”   Mr. Smedley’s hard eyes turned on the captain of the Remove.  “Why are you all out of bed?  Were you aware that Vernon-Smith had left the House?”
  “Vernon-Smith l-left the House!” stammered Wharton.
  “I trust, Wharton, that you are no party to this!”  said Mr. Smedley grimly.
  “I, sir?” gasped Wharton.
  “As you are up and awake at this hour, Wharton, you cannot fail to be aware but Vernon-Smith is absent------”
  “A-absent, sir!”  stuttered the captain of the Remove.  “Oh, no, I certainly was not aware of that, sir!”
  “Smithy’s not absent, sir!” said Tom Redwing.
  “What?  How dare you make such a statement, Redwing!” exclaimed Mr. Smedley angrily.  “Vernon-Smith is out of the house at the present moment, as you are well aware, and the prefects are searching for him in the quadrangle.”
  “Oh scissors!” gasped Bob Cherry.
  “He will be found and taken before the Head!” said Mr. Smedley.  “He will not return to this dormitory tonight; he will be locked in the punishment room till morning!”
  “B-b-but, sir------” stammered Redwing.
  “Silence!  All of you go back to bed at once.” said Mr. Smedley. “Every boy out of bed will take a hundred lines.”
  The juniors looked at one another.  Many of them were grinning.  The Creeper and Crawler, for some reason they could not even begin to guess, supposed that Smithy was out of the House.  Certainly he would have been but for Redwing.  But he certainly was not!  He was in bed; the only fellow in the Remove who was in bed.
  “That doesn’t apply to me, I suppose, sir!” came a meek voice from the Bounder’s bed.  “I’m not out of bed, sir.”
  Mr. Smedley started convulsively.
  As the crowd of fellows, obedient to his command, moveb back to their own beds, the Bounder was revealed.
  He was lifting his head from his pillow and blinking at his Form-master like a fellow recently awakened!
  Smedley gazed at him.
  The ghost of Herbert Vernon-Smith in the Bounder’s bed at that moment could hardly have startled him more.
  He had---or believed that he had---followed the scapegrace of the school out of the House!  The prefects were hunting for him in the quad at that very moment!  And here he was---in bed!  Smedley’s eyes almost bulged out of his head.  
  “Vernon-Smith!” he gasped.
  “Yes, sir!”  yawned the Bounder.  “Here, sir!  As I’m not out of bed, I suppose I’m not to take the lines, sir?”
  There was a suppressed gurgle among the Removites!  The expression on Smedley’s face was, as Skinner remarked afterwards, worth a guinea a box!
  “Vernon-Smith!  How did you get back into the House?  When------”  Snmedley broke off.  He knew that the fellow who had barged him over in the quad had had no time to get back into their homes, get undressed, and get to bed.
  Press “I haven’t been out of the hose, sir.” answered Smithy, with an air of mild surprise.  “We’re not allowed out of the  House, sir, after lights out.”
  “Smithy hasn’t been out, sir.” said Wharton.  “Nobody’s been out of the dormitory except Bunter.”
   The Creeper and Crawler gasped.
  He had tracked somebody in the dark---not, evidently, Vernon-Smith, for Vernon-Smith was there!  All the Remove were there!  Smithy was not even out of bed---the only fellow in the Remove who wasn't!  Smedley felt as if his brain was spinning round.
  Mr. Proute, snorting, quitted the dormitory.  He still nourished a faint hope of catching the burglar, and he went to join the prefects who were rooting about the quad.  Smedley did not heed him---did not even see him go.  He stood rooted, stating at the innocent Bounder!
  The juniors turned into bed again.  All eyes were fixed on the amazed, exasperated face of the Creeper and Crawler.
  He looked as if his gaze would devour Vernon-Smith!  But there was nothing to be done!  The Bounder had not been out---Smedley knew now that he had not!  Somebody was out---not a Remove man, that was clear!  Who it was did not matter to Smedley as it was not Vernon-Smith!
  He drew a deep, deep breath, and without another word walked to the door.  The light was turned out, the door slammed, and Smedley was gone.  He was gone---with feelings that could not have been expressed in words!
  There was a low laugh from the Bounder’s bed.
  “Hard luck on Smedley, you men!” drawled Smithy.  “But what on earth made him imagine that I was out of the House?”
  “Goodness knows!” said Harry Wharton.
  “It’s clear that he’s been on the watch.” said Redwing.  “You would have gone right into him, Smithy.”
  “That’s no excuse for your cheeky meddlin’.”
  “You silly ass!”
  “You cheeky fool!”
  “Oh, shot up, Smithy!” growled Bob Cherry in disgust.  “Reddy’s an ass to stop you from getting sacked!  Get to it now, if you like, and nobody will stop you!”
  The Bounder made no answer to that.  He was not likely to get out in the present circumstances.  The Remove settled down to sleep again, after the excitement of the night.  The last to sleep---for once---was Billy Bunter.  Bunter was worried.  Not only had he lost his chance of Coker’s tuck---gone from his gaze like a beautiful dream---but he was booked for a whopping in the morning!  It was quite a long time before Billy Bunter’s snore awoke the echoes of the Remove dormitory.


                                  THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                     Parted Pals!

POTTER and Greene, of the Fifth, had the surprise of the likes one the rise in Val clanged out in the bright May morning.
  They had slept peacefully, forgetful of Horace Coker and all his works!  They had no doubt that Coker’s had slept also---to this up is empty bed in the Fifth Form dorm.
  They gazed at that bed.
  “Coker!” gasped Potter.
  “G-gone!” stuttered Greene.
  “Hallo, Coker’s up early!” yawned Blundell, the captain of the Fifth.  “Never heard him get up, either!  One generally hears Coker move---what?”
  The impression of the Fifth was that Coker had gone down unusually early.  Potter and Greene, knowing what they knew, so to speak, had the impression that he had gone down unusually late---and, for some inexplicable reason, stayed down!
   and Greene were very quickly  out of dorm that morning.  They got out of the House immediately the door was opened.
  “He’s out!” breathed Potter.
  “Of his senses!”  remarked Greene.
  “Oh, yes---but out of the House!  Has he been out all night?”
  “Oh crumbs!  If he was spotted------”
  “For goodness sake, let’s dig him up!  If he’s not been seen, it may look as if he came out early with us.  A night out--- my hat!  It’s the sack!  Let’s look for him.”
  They looked for Coker.
  The sound of a deep snore guided them to a bench under the elms.  They had found Coker.
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    They gazed at the sleeping beauty.  Coker has not been awakened by the clang of the rising-bell.  He had had a rather late night!
  Potter shook him by the collar>
  Coker’s eyes opened.
  He sat up.
  “Oh!” he said.  “You!”
  “You’ve been out of the House all night!” gasped Greene.
  “Did you think I should knock up the House after I was locked out?” inquired Coker sarcastically.  “That’s the sort of thing you would think, I suppose, with a brain like yours.”
   “If Gosling, or Prout, or somebody had found you snoozing here------”
    “I haven’t been asleep!  Only dozing!  I should have heard the rising-bell------”  
  “Rising bell’s gone, and stopped.
  “Oh, has it?  Well, don’t jaw!” Coker’s wrapped his sleepy eyes and got off the bench.  “I’ve had a rotten night, after you fellows letting me down!  Some bargee came out and locked the lobby door after I was outside.  Old Proute came down to his study, and thought I was a burglar!  Rotten time all through!  Silly fools of prefects rooting about for an hour---I had to climb back to me to keep out of sight to the silly fools went in again!”
  Coker yawned extensively.
  “I never got the stuff.” he said.  “That’s the worst of it!  Correct had shifted it off the table, and before I can find it he barged in. I hooked it!”
  “Oh!” gasped Potter and Greene.
  “The whole thing went wrong through you fellows letting me down.  Some bargee locked me out.  I fancy it was the same man I ran into and knocked over, getting away from Prout’s window.  I think he was hurt---I hope he was!  I’ve got an idea that it was Smedley---I’ve never liked that man---too creepy and crawly for me.  Anyhow, he was hurt---that’s one comfort!”
  “Oh crumbs!”
  “He’ll have a pain in his back this morning---that’s one comfort.   If it wasn’t Smedley it was Hacker.  I showed no which when I see him---he’s bound to wriggle a good bit.  I know he was hurt.  Hallo, there’s the chapel bell!  I’ll go in with you fellows---no need to tell anybody I’ve been out all night.  It might be misunderstood!”
  “It night!” gasped Potter.
  “Oh, come on!  But this doesn’t mean,” added Coker, with severity, “that I’m taking you up again, after your rotten treatment of me!  I’m not!”
  Whereat Potter and Greene smiled.  Horace Coker’s friendship was, of course, a boom and a blessing.  But Potter and Greene were not really yearning to be taken up again---until the next hamper from Aunt Judy was due!  Then, they had no doubt, a little gentle leg pulling would set the matter right!
  Meanwhile, Coker went in to players with them, just as if he had come down from the dormitory like the other fellows there was no suspicious eye on Coker, and he got away with it.
  At breakfast in Hall he had the satisfaction of ascertaining, beyond doubt, that it was Smedley into whom he had barged in getting away from Prout’s window.  Smedley, undoubtedly, wriggled a good bit!
  He had a pain in his back!  He had another in his nose!  And, to judge by his expression, he had still another in his temper---and a much worse one!  All of which was satisfactory to Horace Coker!  The bargee who had locked him out deserved all he had got, and more, in Coker’s opinion.  Coker only wished that he had had the presence of mind to stay and jump on him at the time!  It was too late to think of that now.  But it was a comfort to see Smedley wriggle.
  There was a little excitement in the school that morning.  A police constable came from Courtfield and examined Prout’s window.  There were unmistakable signs that the catch had been forced from without.  It looked as if Prout had not been dreaming, and there had been some sort of a burglar.  No doubt the local police looked for him!  Fortunately, they did not think of looking in the Fifth Form at Greyfriars!
 Common room, that day, had the benefit of unending discourses from Prout on the subject of his burglar.  The villain had, unfortunately, escaped.  But he had taken nothing---correct had interrupted him, in time to save his property.  Nothing was missing.  But for that wretched boy, Bunter of the Remove, Prout would have had him!  Prout was sure of that!
  That wretched boy, Bunter,  suffered for his sins!  Smedley was in a mood that morning to handle the cane with vigour.  Bunter came in handy for the purpose!
  By the time Smedley has finished with him, the Owl of the Remove deeply repented that he had gone down after Coker’s tuck!  Even that tuck could not have comforted him!
  Smedley was a puzzled and angry man that day.  He had tracked somebody out of the  House---who, he did not know, and cared little.  It was not Smithy!  And it was not Smithy who had barged him over in the dark by the corner of the Sixth Form lobby!  That must have been Prout’s burglar---fleeing from Prout!  He had fancied that he was at the end of his peculiar task at Greyfriars.  It seemed that he was still only at the beginning!  The Remove did not find their temporary beak agreeable in the Form-room.  More than ever they wished that Quelch was back!
  The Creeper and Crawler was finding his task much more difficult than he had anticipated.  But he might have been encouraged had he known that he was going to receive assistance---from an unexpected quarter!  That was from the Bounder himself!
  When the Remove came out of class that day Tom Redwing joined his chum and walked into the quad with him.  During the day Smithy had not spoken a single word to him; and Tom knew that he was still savagely resenting the happenings in the dormitory.  What had happened had saved the reckless young rascal, and both of them knew it.  But that did not alter the fact that the wilful, wayward scapegrace of the school had been overruled, handled, bolstered and pillowed, and prevented from having his own wilful way. 
  In the quad Vernon-Smith came to a halt and faced Redwing.  His eyes were gleaming unpleasantly.
  “What do you want?” he asked.
  Redwing looked at him.  
  “I’m fed up with your meddlin’!” said the Bounder, in a low, distrait voice.  “You’ve taken it on yourself to look after me---unasked!  I’m not a fellow to be looked after by a cheeky fool who can’t mind his own business!  Is that plain enough for you?”
  “You need a friend now, Smithy, more than you’ve ever needed one before.” said Tom, in a low voice.
  “When I want your friendship I’ll ask for it!  Keep it till it’s asked for!”
  With that, the angry Bounder turned his back and walked away
  The Creeper and Crawler’s task was an easier one now, had he only known it!
 
                                                THE END.
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