

[image: image1.jpg]“Drummed Out of Greyfriars!”

A Splendid, New, Long, Complete Tale of School Life, and

Grand Christmas comlc Supplement.

: 2 * SPLENDID CHRISTMAS
A CREAT SCENE IN 0UR PARTY MASK CIVEN

MACNIFIGENT LONC, i IN THIS ISSUE!
COMPLETE SCHOOL TALE! -

X ) Aide tm Chie et
“THE GUN-RUNNERS!® | “TWICE ROUND THE GLOBE!"

A Complete Midshipman Story. |
By PETER BAYNE. | B SIDNEY, DREW,




[image: image2.jpg]NEXT MONDAY'S ISSUE OF “THE MAGNET” WILL CONTAIN

¢BOB CHERRY’S BARRING-0OUT !’ S oAt o

A Complete School Story Book, attractive to All Readers.

The Editor will be obliged

it you will hand this book, when finished with, to a friend.

A Splendid, Extra Long, Complete
School Tale of
HARRY WHARTON & CO.
at GREYFRIARS,——
Specially written for this Double
= Number.

—: BY 1—

FRANK RICHARDS.

—oooliicoo






                  THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                          Mysterious!” 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo! Who’s that?  ” 
  The December mist had rolled up from the sea, and it was thick in the old Close of Greyfriars. Evening had set in, and the grey mist shut out the light of the stars. Through the mist, the lighted windows of the School House gleamed into the Close. Two juniors were crossing the Close towards the School House—Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry of the Remove—the Lower Fourth-Form at Greylriars. It was Bob Cherry who suddenly halted, with a sharp exclamation. 
  Harry Wharton paused, too. Bob was peering round into the mist, and he had his head cocked a little to one side to listen. 
  “What is it, Bob?  I didn’t see anybody.” said Wharton. 
  “Well, I did, but ” said Bob Cherry. “and heard him, too. I had an idea that somebody slipped in after us when the gate was opened.” 
  “Phew!”
  The two juniors looked and listened. There was no sound from the grey mist that filled the Close. Wharton and Bob Cherry had been down to Friardale, and Gosling the porter 
had just let them in. Bob Cherry had a parcel under his arm, containing good things from Uncle Clegg’s shop in the village. 
  “Might be one of the fellows japing us.” Harry Wharton said. 
  Bob Cherry shook his head. 
  “Listen!” he muttered. 
  There was a sound of a boot grinding on the gravel path. Bob Cherry made a sudden rush, and there was a gasping cry. 
  Then a shout from Bob Cherry. 
  “Got him! Lend a hand here!” 
  “Let me go!” 
  “No fear.” said Bob Cherry cheerfully. “You’ve got to explain what you are doing here first, my pippin!”
  Harry Wharton dashed towards his chum. A man of slim and lithe form, with a swarthy face half hidden under a thick muffler, was struggling in Bob Cherry’s grasp. The man was a stranger in Greyfriars, and it was clear that he had taken advantage of the mist to get in when the gate was opened. He returned grasp for grasp, and Bob Cherry, sturdy junior as he was, reeled back in his hands, and shouted for help. 
  “Buck up. Harry! He’s too strong for me!” 
  Wharton was grasping the fellow the next moment. He dragged him off Bob Cherry, and they went to the ground together. Bob Cherry piled on him the next moment, and the stranger was extended on his back, with the two juniors sitting on him, and pinning him down by their weight. There was a clatter as a thick cudgel dropped from his hand. 
  “Got him!” said Bob Cherry calmly.  “Now, my friend, will you kindly explain what you are doing here?” 
  The man gasped for breath. The juniors could only see him dimly, but they made out a dark foreign face, and two glittering black eyes and a black moustache. The man was not English, that was clear, though the words he had spoken were good enough English. 
  “It’s some giddy tramp, and he sneaked in for what he could lay hands on in the fog,” said Bob Cherry. “Jolly lucky we spotted him.” 
  “Yes, rather!” 
  “Let me go!” panted the man. 
   “Rats!” 
  “I am doing no harm here. I am not a thief. I—I came to see someone—someone who is at this school” 
.  Bob Cherry grinned. 
  “I’m afraid that’s rather too thin, my son.” he said, taking a more comfortable position on the stranger’s chest. “Visitors to Greyfriars don’t generally sneak in in the fog, and try to keep out of sight.” 
  “I—I had a reason!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha! I dare say you had. Sit on his head if he wriggles, Wharton. We’ve got you, my man, and you may as well give in.” 
  There was a shout from the direction of the School House, where the lighted windows glimmered dimly in view. The noise of the struggle and the voices had been heard. 
  “What is the row there?” 
  It was the voice of Coker of the Fifth. 
  “Giddy burglar!” shouted back Bob Cherry. “But we’ve caught him.” 
  “My hat!” 
  “Come ad lend a band, Coker.” 
  “Is this one of your rotten japes, you young sweeps?” asked the Fifth-Former suspiciously, as he came through the mist.  “What have you got there?” 
  “Look at him!”
  “My aunt!” Some foreign chap.” said Coker. “What do you want here, you rascal? We’ll hold him, and telephone for the police.” 
  “I am not a thief !” cried the fallen man excitedly. “Carambo!  My name is Diaz. I am an honest man! I came here to see a boy.” 
  “Which boy?” grinned Coker. 
  Senor Vernon-Smith.” 
  “Phew!” said Coker. “Smithy of the Remove! You came to see him?” 
  “Yes, yes !”
  “Then why didn’t you ring at the bell in the usual way, if you’ve only come to visit one of the chaps?” demanded Bob Cherry. 
  “Because I was afraid I should not be admitted. I think perhaps Vernon-Smith would not care to see me.” 
  “Sounds jolly fishy.” said Coker, with a shake of the head. “More likely a sneak-thief who was going to pick up things in the fog.” 
  “Yes, rather I 
  “Take me in to see Vernon-Smith!” exclaimed the stranger. “He will recognise me. He has seen me at his father’s office in London.” 
  “By Jove! He sounds as if he’s telling the truth.” said Harry Wharton, with a puzzled look. “May as well let him see Smithy,” 
  “Oh, good! Bring him in, but don’t let go of him.” 
  “Righto!” 
  The man was allowed to rise to his feet, Wharton and Bob Cherry keeping a grasp upon his arms. Vernon-Snith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, had all sorts of acquaintances outside the school—the kind of acquaintances schoolboys are by no means supposed to have. It was quite possible that this was one of them. The foreigner was evidently labouring under an intense excitement, and it struck the juniors that he was speaking the truth. But what his business might be with Vernon-Smith was a mystery. 
  “Bring him along.” said Coker of the Fifth, taking the direction of affairs into his own hands—a little way he had. “Mind he doesn’t bolt.” 
  “Right you are!” 
  And the man was marched into the School House. A score of fellows gathered round to look at him as he came in.  Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars, came up to ask what was the matter. Harry Wharton explained. 
  “Well, no harm In Vernon-Smith seeing him, at all events.” said the Greyfriars captain . “ It sounds fishy enough.  One of you fetch Smith.” 
  “Faith, and I’ll have him here in a jiffy,” said Micky Desmond. 
  And he rushed into the junior common-room.  He returned in a few moments with Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars. The Bounder was looking very puzzled. 
  “What’s wanted?” he exclaimed. 
  “Senorito!”
  The Bounder stared at the stranger, and gave a start. 
  “Hallo! What do you want here?” he exclaimed. 
  “You know him?” asked Wingate. 
  “I’ve seen him.” said the Bounder carelessly, “ Blessed if I know what he wants at Greyfriars, though. I’ve no business with him. He’s got something to do with a mine in South America that my father is interested in.” 
  “Oh, if he’s not a giddy burglar, it’s all right.” said Bob Cherry, releasing the South American. “From the way he sneaked in, I thought he was.” 
  The Bounder laughed. 
  “Oh, he’s not a burglar.” he said. 
  The South American, as he was released, made a hurried step towards the Bounder, Vernon-Smith looked at him coolly. 
  “Senorito, I wish to speak to you.” 
  “Well, here I am.” said the Bounder. 
  “You are Vernon-Smith, the son of the millionaire?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “I must speak to you—not here—it will be better in private.” panted the South American. 
  Vernon-Smith, looked at him sharply. 
  “Come up to my study,” he said. “I suppose he can come up, Wingate?” 
  “It’s all right if you know him.” said the prefect. 
  “Good! This way, Diaz.” 
  The South American followed Vernon-Smith upstairs to his study in the Remove passage, leaving the juniors in a buzz of surprise. 

                  THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                            The Combine. 

HARRY WHARTON and Bob Cherry gave no further attention to the man. He was a decidedly peculiar visitor for a Greyfriars fellow, but that was no business of theirs. They followed Vernon-Smith and his visitor upstairs, and passed the Bounder’s study on their way to No. 13, Bob Cherry’s quarters. Wharton’s study was No. 1, but he usually had his tea in No. 13 since Frank Nugent had left Greyfriars. He did not like solitude. Things had changed of late in the Remove Form at Greyfriars, misfortunes had happened to the famous Co., and their numbers had been sadly thinned. 
  Frank Nugent had gone, Johnny Bull was gone, and Mark Linley was gone. Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry missed their old chums sorely, and they were not without hope that the trio might be able to return to Greyfriars. It was owing to Vernon-Smith’s machinations that they had gone, the Bounder had done them that injury. And the contest between the Bounder and the Co. was not over yet. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, and little Wun Lung the Chinee, were in the study as Bob Cherry and Wharton came in. Bob Cherry pitched off his overcoat and muffler. 
  “Tea ready?” he demanded. 
  The readyfulness is terrific.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh in his peculiar English, which he had not learned at Greyfriars. “The kettle is boiling, and the honourable toast is made. We have been waiting for our august chums.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  Bob Cherry deposited his parcel on the table. He uttered an exclamation as he cut the string and opened it. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 
  “What’s the matter?” 
  “The jam!” yelled Bob Cherry. “ Look at it! This is what comes of wasting time upon Vernon-Smith’s rotten visitor.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “The jamfulness is terrific,” murmured Hurree Jamset  Ram Singh. 
  “The jar of jam in the parcel had evidently been smashed in the tussle. The contents had spread over the rest of the good things, and the sausages were jammy, the cake was jammy,the apples and ham were jammy—in fact, the jamfulness, as the nabob remarked, was truly terrific. 
  Bob Cherry’s face was a study as he glared at the jaminy parcel. 
  “M-m-my hat!” he gasped. 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Never mind, Bob. A little jam won’t hurt the cake, and we can wash the ham.” 
  “All through the Bounder.” growled Bob Cherry. “ When he’s not making trouble himself, he has rotten visitors who make trouble. Blow!” 
  And Bob Cherry began scraping off the jam. There was a tap at the door, and it opened, and a fat face, adorned with a very large pair of spectacles, looked in. 
  “1 say, you fellows—” 
  Bob Cherry turned a wrathful glare upon Billy Bunter. He was not in a humour to be bothered by the Owl of the Remove just then. 
  “Clear out!” he roared. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry——” 
  Buzz off! 
  “I looked in to see it I could make some toast or anything for you.” said Bunter, with sri injured expression. I really think, you might be decent, Bob Cherry. It’s Christmas-time, you know, and I’ve made up my mind to—to play up, you know.”
  “What are you talking about, you silly ass?” growled Bob Cherry. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “It’s Christmas time—” 
  “You’ve said that before, ass, and it isn’t Christmas time yet, either.” 
  “Well, it’s jolly close.” said Bunter. “I’ve been thinking about it, and I’ve decided that it’s only the proper caper to start forgiving one’s enemies, and refusing to take offence, and that kind of thing—that’s why I’m going to overlook all the rotten things you fellows have done to me, and have tea with you.” 
  “You’re going to—what?” 
  “Have tea with you.” said Billy Bunter cheerfully, rolling into the study. “Can I help you with that stuff, Cherry? You’ve got it rather jammy. I don’t mind jammy cake—in fact, I rather like it.” 
  Bob Cherry burst into a laugh. 
  “Oh, stay if you like, you bounder!” he exclaimed. “There’s enough for a dozen, and as we’ve only four, there will be just enough for the lot of us, with you.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry——”
  “You can make the tea, as you’re here.” growled Bob Cherry.  “If you jaw, I’ll shove this jam on you. It’s no good for anything else.” 
  Bunter made the tea. Wun Lung had been cooking chips over the fire in a frying-pan, and the smell of his cookery was most appetising. The jam was scraped off the ham, and the ham was washed, and then, if a faint flavour of jam remained upon it, it could not be helped, and it did not bother the hungry juniors very much. Harry Wharton & Co. settled down to tea. Biliy Bunter’s jaws were too busy on the han and chips to leave him leisure for talking, at first, but presently he made a remark. 
  “You chaps seen the Combine?” 
  “ The what?” 
  “The Combine,” said Billy Bunter. 
  “What on earth’s that?” demanded Bob Cherry, puzzled. “Sounds like an American word. Is it some new dodge of Fisher T. Fish’s?” 
  “Well, it’s the name that was suggested by Fish,” said Bunter, blinking over the ham and chips. “But the idea’s Vernon-Smith’s. As you fellows have pressed me to stay to tea, I don’t mind puttIng you on your guard. It will give Wharton a chance to climb down in time.” 
  “What?” exclaimed Cherry, frowning. 
  “Chance to climb down in time.” repeated Bunter. 
  “Do you want to go out of this study on your neck?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Nunno! No!” 
  “Then shut up.” 
  “ But I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up!” roared Bob Cherry. And he looked so dangerous that the Owl of the Remove shut up, and went on sulkily with his chips and jammy ham. 
  There was a knock at the door, and it opened. Fisher T. Fish, the American junior in the Remove, came in. He nodded coolly to the chums of the Lower Fourth. 
  “I guess you’ve heard?” he said. 
  “I’ve heard a silly ass come into this study, and begin to jaw.” said Bob Cherry crossly. 
  “About the Combine, I mean.” 
  “Oh, great Scott I Havo you got it, too?” 
  “It’s a combine—what, you call combination in your queer lingo.” Fisher T. Fish explained. “It was my idea. We’re all in it—all but two or three.” 
  “And what are you combining for?” demanded Harry Wharton. “It seems to me that a combine in the Remove has something to do with the Form-captain. I haven’t been told anything about it, so far.” 
  Fisher T. Fish chuckled, 
  “You’re out of it.” he explained. 
  Wharton’s eyes gleamed. His position as captain of the Form had become somewhat shaky of late, and he knew it, but he did not like to hear the fact stated. 
  “You see, the fellows are combining against you.” said Fisher T. Fish. “I guess I put them up to it. They’re fed up with too much Wharton.” 
  “You cheeky ass—” 
  “It’s a question of the footer eleven,” said Fish. “You’ve steadily refused to play Vernon-Smith and Bolsover major. Now that Nugent and Bull and Linley are gone, there are three vacancies in the team, and you’ve filled them with poor hands. You’ve left out Vernon-Smith and Bolsover because they’re on bad terms with you. You’ve left me out—” 
  “You?” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “Yep!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  
  “Blessed if I see where the cackle comes in.” said Fisher T. Fish, “I can tell you I’ve played ripping footer over there.” “Over there” was the United States, the land that was honoured with the citizenship of Fisher T. Fish. “I guess I’ve wanted for a long time to show you Greyfriars chaps how footer should be played.” 
  “I guess you’ll have to go on wanting.” said Harry Wharton laughing. “You ass, you can’t play footer for toffee. Smithy can play, though he’s too unreliable to put into a team. Bolsover major can play, though I wouldn’t have him swanking in my eleven at any price. But you can only swank.” 
  “ I guess—” 
  “You’ve guessed wrong if you guess you can play footer.” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I guess I’m going to have a place in the team when Smithy’s captain of the Form!”said Fisher T. Fish defiantly. “ It’s as good as promised.” 
  “I expect it’s as good as promised to a good many other fellows, too,” said Harry Wharton disdainfully. “Promises don’t cost Smithy much.” 
  “Well, I guess we’re all standing together to stop this family arrangement in the Form eleven,” said Fisher T. Fish. “ I guess you’re going to be roped in, my son. You hear me. The Combine will bring you round.” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “I guess—” 
  “Do you see that. door, Fishy?” asked Bob Cherry politely. 
  “Yap!” 
  “Will, shut it after you.” 
  “I guess I’m not gone yet.” 
  I guess you’ll go out on your neck If you don’t go out on your feet,” said Bob Cherry. rising from the table. “We don’t want Fish with our tea. It isn’t. a high tea.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “ I guess—” 
  “Travel!”
  “Nope! I—yarooooh? You can’t put me out!” yelled Fisher T. Fish, as Bob Cherry laid his powerful grasp on him. I guess I’ll show you how we wrestle over there!” 
  “Go it!” grinned Bob Cherry. —
  Whiz! Bump! 
  Fisher T. Fish flew through the open doorway, and landed in the passage with a terrific concussion. A yell ran along the passage. 
  “Ow! Ow? Yow!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. ‘Is that how you wrestle over there, Fishy?” 
  “Ow! Ow!” 
  “We can do it better over here.” grinned Wharton. And the Nabob of Bhanipur declared that the betterfulness was terrific. 
  “Ow! Yow! I—I guess I wasn’t quite ready!” groaned Fisher T. Fish. “ I— ”
  Fisher P. Fish was interrupted. There was a sudden uproar down the Remove passage. It came from Vernon-Smith’s study. There was a crashing, as of furniture being knocked violently over, and then the Bounder’s voice was heard, shrieking: 
  “Help! Help!”
  “My hat!” gasped Bob Cherry. “The Bounder’s having trouble with his visitor. The Dago has gone for him.” 
  “Help! Help!” 
  “Come on!” cried Wharton. 
  Wharton forgot at that moment that the Bounder was his enemy. The shrieking voice showed that Vernon-Smith was badly in need of help. Wharton dashed down the passage towards Vernon-Smith’s study, with Bob Cherry at his heels. Fisher T. Fish picked himself up, and walked in the opposite direction. Fisher T, Fish was not of the stuff of which heroes are made. 

                  THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                       Good for Bunter! 

“HELP!” 
  Help!” 
  Crash! Crash!” 
  “Help!” 
  Harry Wharton flung open the door of the Bounder’s study. The Bounder’s cries had been heard up and down the passage, and there were fellows running up from all quarters, but Harry Wharton was there first. Wharton dashed into the study. 
  Two figures were struggling violently upon the floor. The Bounder was on his back, and the South American was kneeling on him, clutching at his throat. The man’s dark face was convulsed with fury, and his black eyes gleamed and glittered. Harry Wharton caught him by the shoulders with both hands, and dragged him by main force away from his victim. The Bounder was gasping for breath. 
  “Are you mad?” exclaimed Wharton. 
  “Let me go!” shrieked Diaz. “ Let me go! The rascal —the ladrone! The son of a ladrone I Let me get at him!”
  “Lend a hand, Bob!” 
  “What-ho!” 
  The what-ho-fulness is terrific!” 
  The South American was struggling to get at the panting Bounder. Vernon-Smith was sitting up dazxedly on the carpet, too dizzy to rise. He blinked stupidly at the frantic South American and his rescuers. 
  “Hold him!” he gasped. “Hold the murderous villain!” 
  Wharton and Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh were grasping the foreigner. Tom Brown, the New Zealand junior, dashed into the study, followed by Micky Desmond. They laid their grasp upon the South American, and his struggling ceased. 
  “I think you must be potty, my man,” said Bob Cherry. “What did you go for Smithy for? You might have throttled him. ” 
  “Oh!” gasped Vernon Smith. “ Throw the villain out!  I  believe, he meant to kill me!”
  “Oh, rot!” said Wharton. “ He seems an excitable beggar, though. What have you been doing to him?”
  “Nothing!” growled the Bounder. 
  “Then why did he go for you?”
 “Some idea he’s got in his silly head, I suppose.  He’s got the worst of some business deal with my father, I think, and he wants to take it out of me.” grunted the Bounder. “Throw him out! He’s not safe!”
 “ I have been robbed.” panted Diaz. “That boy’s father— and he—he is just as bad! They are two villains!” 
  “Oh, cheese it.” said the Bounder, rising to his feet and dusting his clothes with his handkerchief. Vernon-Smith had recovered all his coolness now that his strange visitor was in safe hands. “You’re off your rocker, I think. I have nothing to do with my father’s business matters, and I couldn’t interfere if I wanted to. You must have been mad to come here, I think. Smith’s Consolidated isn’t run from a junior study in Greyfriars School, you fool. Now, you can either get out of the place, or I’ll telephone for the police, and give you in charge for assault and battery. I think I could get you three months, with these fellows as witnesses, 
  “We should want to know what he tackled you for first, Smithy.” 
  “Oh, rats ! Shift him out.” 
  “You’d better get out, my man.” said Harry Wharton. not unkindly. Now that the fit of rage had passed. the foreigner seemed white and weak, and he was like an infant in the hands of the sturdy juniors. “Whatever Mr, Vernon-Smith has done to you, you can’t come here and go for his son. That’s not in the game. 
  “I am a ruined man!” said the foreigner huskily, “I have been swindled.” 
  “I shouldn’t wonder.” said Bob Cherry. “We had a chance once of seeing something of the respected Vernon-Smith methods of business. But you’d better go, my man; you can’t do anything by staying here, and if the masters found what you’d been up to, you’d be given in charge of the police.” 
  The man nodded wretchedly. 
  “Thank you, senorito. You—you are a gentleman—different from that ladrone.”
  “Thank you.” said Bob Cherry. “What on earth’s a ladrone?”
  “ It is as you say—thief.” 
  “Oh, it’s a thief, is it! Then I dare say a ladrone is a very suitable name for Vernon-Smith senior.” 
  “You cad!” yelled the Bounder. “if you call my father a thief—”
  “ I haven’t forgotten the time he had the Head under his thumb, over moneylending bizney.” said Bob Cherry scornfully. “If extracting interest from a borrower till he’s paid 
three times the loan isn’t thieving, I don’t know English. But it’s no business of mine, and you had better get out, my hot-headed friend.” 
  “Si, si, senorito, I will go!”
  “We’ll see you off the premises. I think.” said Harry Wharton, with a glance at his chum. “ I would rather see the gates locked on him.”
 “Yes, rather.” 
  “Ah! I shall not return,” said the South American. “ It was my last hope, coming here—a fool’s hope! The son is as greedy and merciless as the father! Let me go.”
  “And think yourself lucky to go without the handcuffs on and a bobby’s paw on your shoulder.”, sneered the Bounder, 
  Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry led the South American away. 
  They kept hold of his arms, in case he should break out into violence again. The man had acted with almost murderous violence towards Vernon-Smith, yet they could not help feeling a tinge of sympathy for him. He acted, and looked, like a man who had been wronged, and they could easily believe that the poor wretch had been ruined by Samuel Vernon-Smith, millionaire and moneylender; and that he conceived the idea of appealing to the son, to use his influence with his father, to obtain mercy. They smiled grimly at the thought of such an appeal being made to the Bounder of Greyfriars. If anything, Vernon- Smith was harder and colder than his; father, the million,aire. 
  The South American’s violence all seemed gone. He walked between the two juniors with his head bowed, heedless of the curious  glances cast upon him from all sides. They crossed the Close in the mist, and Bob Cherry kicked at the door of Gosling’s lodge. The school porter blinked out into the mist.
  “Wot’s wanted?” demanded Gosling, “wot I says is this ‘ere—” 
  “Let this chap out, Gossy!” said Wharton. Gosling stared at the .Southi American in amazement. 
  “ ‘Ow did he get in?” he demanded. “ I didn’t let that man in 
  “Through the bars of the gate.” Bob Cherry explained gravely.  “But he’s taken a deep breath since then, and he can’t get out again. So you will have to toddle out and unlock
the gates, Gossy,” 
  Gosling snorted, and came out with his keys. The South American looked at the two juniors as the gate swung open. 
  “ I am sorry to have alarmed you, senores.” he said in his soft voice. “ I have been wronged, more than you can under. stand. But it was folly to come here. Carambo! The son is as great a reptile as the father! Adios, senores.” 
  “Good-night.” said Harry Wharton. “ I say, if you are hard up—” He put his hand into his pocket. 
  The South American shook his head. 
  “ I am penniless.” he said “but I am not a beggar! Adios’!” 
  He disappeared into the mist on the road towards Friardale. 
  The juniors went back towards the School House with thoughtful brows. This strange visit of the South American had given them food for thought. 
  They remembered their unfinished tea in No. 13 Study and returned there. But the tea was finished now. They had left Billy Bunter there, and Billy Bunter had not lost time. 
  Little Wun Lung was curled up in the armchair, and Billy Bunter was at the table—just finishing. He rose to his feet as the chums of the Remove came in. 
  “Thanks awfully for that feed, you fellows,” he said. 
  “M-m-my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry, “Have you scoffed the lot?” 
  “Oh, really—” 
  “You haven’t left a giddy sardine for us!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “ Well, you see—” 
  Billy Bunter dodged round the table as Bob Cherry rushed at him, and bolted for the door, Bob Cherry dashed after him, and his boot reached Bunter just as Bunter reached the doorway. 
  The fat junior rose gracefully on the end of the boot, and landed in the passage. 
  Bump! 
  “Oh!” 
  Then the door slammed, 

                                    —— 
                  THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                      Up Against Wharton! 


The next day it was easy for Harry Wharton to see that there was something “on” in the Remove. Some of the fellows looked very mysterious, and there was a great deal of whispering, in the Form-room and out of it. 
The “combine was evidently going strong. 
  Wharton waited for the storm to burst, and after lessons that day, it burst. The captain of the Remove wont up to his study after school, to write out an imposition for Mr. Quelch, and he was in the middle of it when Bob Cherry came into No.  1 Study looking very serious. 
  “It’s coming.” said Bob Cherry, 
  “What is?” asked Wharton, looking up from the impot. 
  “Trouble.” 
  “That rot that Fish was talking last night, do you mean?” asked Wharton, frowning, 
  “It isn’t rot.” said Bob, with a shake of the head. “ Of course, the Bounder’s at the bottom of it—and it’s serious trouble,Harry.” 
  “Well, I don’t care, for one.” 
  “It’s about the Redclyffe match to-morrow.” said Bob Cherry, regarding his chum in rather a peculiar way. “ It’s the old question of putting Vernon-Smith into the eleven.” 
  “I’m fed up with it.” said Harry. 
  “You haven’t changed your mind?”
  “No.” 
  “Since Nugent and Johnny Bull and Marky have left the team has been weakened a lot, Harry. It wants; bucking up. ” 
  “That’s no reason for putting in the cads who plotted against Nugent and Johnny Bull amid Mark Linley.” said Wharton. 
  “They’re not going to play for the Form so long as I’m skipper. I said that at the start, and I stick to it.” 
  “I dare say you’re right.” said Bob, drumming uneasily on the table. “ But—the whole Form is wild about it. Unless you put in the best men we shall be beaten by Redclyffe, 
as we were last week by Courtfield, and the week before by the Fifth Form.” 
  “ Possibly.” 
  “Well, Harry, that isn’t footer, you know.” urged Bob Cherry. “ We want to win. We don’t want to pile up a record of ratings for the Remove this season. I agree with all you think about Smithy. I know he worked it so that our pals had to leave. I know he’d do as much for us if he could. And I know everything will come right in the end and we shall all be in a better position than ever, All the same, Smithy is one of the best wingers we have, and Bolsover major is one of the best backs. If you put them In. we shall have a good chance of licking Redclyffe. If you don’t, we may as well scratch the match, because we’re booked for a licking.” 
  “There’s a good chance, if the team plays up.” said Harry. We’ve got some good men—you and Tom Brown, and myself, and Inky, and Newland. Morgan is a good back, too, and Micky Desmond can play half.” 
  “Yes, yes. But the members of the team don’t want to be licked, and they all want Smithy to play.” 
  “They’ll be disappointed, then.” 
  “The fact is, Harry, they won’t play unless Smithy does. That’s the meaning of their precious combine. They’re coming here to tell you so.” 
  Wharton looked very grave. 
  “So it’s come to that!” he said. 
  “Yes. If you refuse their demand, they’re going to appeal to Wingate, as Head of the Games, to order you to play Smithy and Bolsover major.” 
  Wharton set his teeth. 
  “They tried that. before, and Wingato didn’t interfere,” he said. 
  “He will interfere this time.” 
  “Let him!” said Harry. 
  “Then you won’t give way—even to Wingate, the skipper of Greyfriars?” 
  “No!” 
  “Oh, my Aunt Polly Ann!” murmured Bob Cherry, in per plexity. 
  He tôok two or three turns up and down the study, his brows wrinkled. Harry Wharton went on steadily writing out Virgil. Wharton’s brow was black and moody, and there was no sign of surrender in his face. 
  It was difficult, to say whether Harry Wharton was in the right or the wrong. 
Vernon-Smith had plotted against his chums with such success that they had to go. Wharton knew that. Vernon-Smith & Co. wanted to fill the vacant places in the Form eleven, and on their merits they should have done so. But Wharton had a very natural objection to giving Nugent and Johnny Bull’s places to Vernon-Smith and Bolsover, who had schemed against them and driven them out of the school. So long as he was football captain in the Form he was determined that Vernon-Smith should not have his way. 
  But the rest of the Remove were far from looking at it in that light. For the personal quarrel between the Bounder and Harry Wharton & Co they cared not two straws. They wanted the Form to put a winning eleven into the field, and outside the footer ground the rivals of the Remove could rag one another as much as they liked. And it was difficult to say that the Removites were wrong in the view they took. 
  Three successive defeats had been the result of Wharton’s policy, partly owing to the exclusion of Vernon-Smith and Bolsover from the team, and partly owing to the fact that Bulstrode and Russell and Ogilvy stood out of the eleven in sympathy with them. 
  Wharton was left to make up the best team he could, when three of the best footballers had left, and three more were standing out and two were excluded. It was not easy to make up a winning eleven under such circumstances. And it. was not surprising that even the fellows he had chosen to play were dissatisfied. They wanted to play for the Form, but they did not want to play in a losing team. There was not much fun in playing in a match which was booked in advance for defeat. 
  Harry Wharton was captain of the Remove, but his position was very shaky now. The Removites still hesitated to turn him out of the position; they all knew that he was the best footer captain they could get. But unless he came round to their way of thinking, his fall was pretty certain. 
  But he was not likely to come round. He believed that he was in the right: but right or wrong, he was too grimly determined by nature to yield an inch to the enemy. 
  Wharton’s pen travelled steadily over the paper, while Bob Cherry moved uneasily about the study, trying to think of some plan for convincing Wharton that it would be advisable to give way. The dusky face of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked into the study, and it was unusually grave. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob Cherry. “Are they coming?” 
  The dusky junior nodded. 
  “The comefulness is terrific.” he said. 
  “Look out, Wharton!” 
  “Let them come!”  said Wharton. 
  There was a tramp of footsteps in the passage. Bolsover major, the bully of the Remove, came into the study with his heavy tread, and a crowd of fellows followed him. Snoop and Stott and Hazaldene and Balustrade, all firm backers of Vernon-Smith, marched in, and after them came a crowd of the Remove. Harry Wharton did not even look up from his paper. He had a dozen more lines to write, and he went on writing them. The Removites crowded into the study, and crowded in the doorway, and, there were still more behind in the passage. 
  Bolsover grunted. 
  “We’ve come to speak to you, Wharton!” he said gruffly. 
  “I guess we’re here.” remarked Fisher T, Fish. 
  Wharton glanced up. 
  “I am busy.” he said. 
  “So are we.” said Bolsover major. “We’ve got something to say to you.” 
  “You will have to wait till I’ve finished, then.” 
  And Wharton continued to write. 
  The juniors exchanged exasperated glances. Bolsover thumped the table. 
  “Look here. Wharton—” 
  “I guess that’s cheek, you know—” 
  “Wharton, you ass—” 
  “Wharton, do you hear?” 
  Wharton’s pen travelled on steadily. Bolsover clenched his hand. He was strongly inclined to knock the inkpot over on that imposition; but Bob Cherry was watching him, quite ready to hit out. There was nothing for the Combine to do but to wait. 
  Wharton wrote his last line with perfect calmness while the juniors fumed and muttered, and then laid down his pen. He rose to his feet. 
  “Now, what do you want?” he asked. ————
  Bolsover scowled. 
  “We’ve come to talk to you about the footer.” he said. “The Remove aren’t going to put up with your cheek any longer. We’re all fed up with it. Unless you put Vernon-Smlth and Bulstrode and me into the team for the Redclyffe match tomorrow, there’s going to be trouble.” 
  “Hear, hear!”
  “Then there will be trouble.” said Wharton calmly. “For I’m certainly going to do nothing of the kind.” 
  “You prefer the Remove to be licked?”demanded Bulstrode. 
  “I’ve explained the position before, but I don’t mind doing it over again.” said Wharton wearily. “I won’t play Vernon-Smith in Nugent’s place, because he got Nugent sacked from the school by a rotten trick. I know you fellowS don’t believe it, but it’s the fact; and he’s not going to have Nugent’s place. Besides that, he’s a rotter, and not to be depended upon. I won’t play Bolsover major, because he’s a bullying cad, and can’t learn his proper place in the team. I won’t play Bulstrode, because hp resigned from the eleven just before a match, and left us in the lurch, and he might do it again. That’s all quite clear, I think. So that’s settled.” 
 There was a roar. 
  “It’s not settled “ 
  “Rats!”
  Members of the team, trot in!” called out Bolsover major. “Come and talk to the rotter, and let him see that we mean business. We’ve combined over this matter, Wharton; and if you stick out against the whole Form, you’ll have the team against you, as well as the rest, of the Remove. Come in, you fellows!” 
  Newland, the goalkeeper, Morgan and Treluce, the backs, Leigh and Vane and Micky Desmond, the halves, and Tom Brown, the inside left, came in. They were seven members of the eleven, the other four being Wharton, Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh, and Penfold. Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh were sticking to their captain, and Penfold was not to be seen. 
  Wharton started a little as he saw Micky Desmond and Tom Brown, the New Zealander, among the enemy. They had backed him up through thick and thin so far, and he had not expected them to join the other side. Both of them looked very sheepish as they caught his glance, but quite resolved. 
  “Well?“ said Wharton coldly. 
  “I’m sorry this has happened, Wharton.” said Tom Brown, in his frank way. “We think you’re in the wrong, and we don’t want to count a licking against the Remove in every footer match this season, simply because of your personal differences with Vernon-Smith.” 
  “That’s how it is.” said Micky Desmond. “Sure and you can’t say we haven’t backed you up, Wharton darling, but there’s a limit.” 
  “And we’ve got to the limit.” said Newland, the goalie. “Three lickings, one after another, are quite enough.” 
  “Faith, and ye’re right.” 
  “We’re all sorry about Nugent and Bull and Linley leaving.” continued Tom Brown. “But we think their places ought to be filled with the best men. We want to win matches.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “And we think you ought to give in, Wharton,” 
  Wharton compressed his lips. 
  “I shall not give in.” he said. 
  “Then we’re going to appeal to Wingate, as Head of the Games.” said Bolsover major. 
  “Go ahead!” 
  “Well, Wingate will order you to play Smithy,” said Tom Brown. “and you can’t disobey  
 an order from the captain of the school.” 
  “That’s true. But I can resign, and stand out of the match— and I shall do that.” 
  Tom Brown looked troubled. 
  “I hope you won’t do that!” he said. “You know you’re the best centre-forward in the Form, and we can’t spare you.” 
  “You can choose between Smithy and me.” 
  “Smithy, then.” said Bolsover major. “We can spare you all right. Go and eat coke.” 
  “I wish you’d think over it, Wharton.” urged Tom Brown. 
  “I have thought over it, and I’ve decided.” 
  “Then you can look out for squalls.” said the New Zealand junior, losing patience. “I’m fed up with lickings at footer, and it’s time we had a change.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “We give you till tomorrow afternoon to think it over, look you.” said Morgan. “Then we’re going in a body to Wingate.” 
  “You can go!” 
  “‘Nuff said.” said Bolsover major. “March!” 
  And the juniors, in a decidedly angry and exasperated frame of mind, marched out of the study. Tom Brown lingered for a moment behind the others. He had always been Wharton’s chum, and one of his firmest supporters, and it was only a strong sense of duty to the team that had caused him to stand out against his old skipper. 
  “Won’t you think over it, Harry?” he said. “Whatever your private troubles are with Smithy, you can put them out of your mind on the footer-field, can’t you?” 
  “No!” said Harry. 
  “Well, I don’t call that playing the game.” said Tom Brown sharply, “and it seems to me that the sooner the Remove gets a new skipper the better.” 
  And he swung angrily out of the study. 
  Bob Cherry gave a comical groan. 
  “Now all the fat’s in the fire!” he said. “They mean business. Harry.” 
  “I know they do!” 
  “And it doesn’t make any difference to you?” 
  “No!” 
  “Well, firmness is a good quality.” Bob Cherry remarked, rubbing his chin thoughtfully, 
“but there’s such a thing as being pigheaded.” 
  “Bob!” 
  “All serene.” said Bob. “I’m backing you up. But—well, it can’t be helped, I suppose. The Remove footer is going to the giddy dogs, that’s all! 
  And Bob Cherry left No. 1 Study with a very glum brow. 

                  THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                  Soda-Water for Bunter! 

VERNON-SMITH was in high good humour that evening. His study looked very bright and cheery. The approach of Christmas was making itself felt at Greyfriars. Fellows were talking about the vacation, and longing for a snowfall.  Some of them had put up holly in their studies, and among these was the Bounder. Vernon-Smith’s study was decorated with holly and mistletoe, and in the glimmer of the fire, and the gleam of the shaded gaslight, it looked very bright and cheerful. So Bolsover and Bulstrode thought, as they came in to tea; and so Billy Bunter thought, as he sidled in after them. There was a fresh heap of holly on the floor, in the corner, and the red berries gleamed round the walls, and the table was bright with a spotless tablecloth and china and silver. Vernon-Smith’s study 
was very luxurious for a junior schoolboy; his respected parent, Samuel Vernon-Smith, the millionaire, wished his son to cut a good figure at Greyfriars, and his allowance was unstinted. The Bounder was not lavish to others, but for his own comfort he spent money like water. 
  “Well, this looks jolly, and no mistake.” said Bolsover major. 
  “Cheery.” said Bulstrodo. 
  “I say, you fellows, it’s ripping.” said Billy Bunter,blinking rather nervously at the Bounder, in momentary expectation of the order of the boot. “Would you like me to help you finish the decorations, Smithy?” 
  “They’re finished.” said Smithy. 
  “You’ve got a fresh lot of holly—” 
  “That’s for to-morrow.” 
  “I’ll put some of it up now, if you like.” 
  “No, you won’t.” said the Bounder calmly. 
  Billy Bunter coughed. Bunter counted himself among the Vernon-Smith’s party in the Remove; but the Bounder did not seem to place much value upon him. Bunter’s friendship could always bo obtained at the price of a feed; and so e+he was not worth cultivating when he was not wanted. And the fat. greedy, conceited Owl of the Remove was not popular. His ventriloquism, which was really very clever, made him less popular. as he generally used his gift to play unpleasant tricks on the other fellows. And if Bunter was coming to a feed, it was necessary to lay in unlimited supplies of tuck. 
  “I—I say, If there’s anything I can do for you, Smithy, you’ve only to say so.” said the Owl of the Remove. 
  “There is,” said Smithy. 
  “What is it?”
  “Get on the other aide of that door.” 
  “Eh?” 
  “And shut it after you.” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bolsover major and Bulstrode. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Get out.” said the Bounder. “Don’t you understand. When I want a porpoise to feed in my study. I’ll ask you. Buzz off!” 
  “But I say—” 
  “Clear!” 
  “Shove him outside, you chaps.” said the Bounder. 
  “Certainly,” said Bolsover major, never averse to bullying a smaller fellow. “Now, then, Bunter, out you go.” 
  Bunter backed away as the bully of the Remove advanced upon him. 
  “Oh, really, Bolsover, you know—” 
  “Outside!” 
  Bunter backed further away. He stumbled over the holly behind him, and sat down heavily. Then there was a terrific roar. 
  “Ow! Ow! Wow!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bolsover. “He’s squashing your holly, Smithy.” 
  “Yarooh!” roared Bunter. 
  He leaped to his feet, with chunks of holly sticking to his tight trousers. He was roaring with pain, and the three Removites roared with laughter. 
  “Owl Help! Ow!” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha!”
  Bolsover aimed a kick at Billy Bunter’s plump person, and the Owl of the Remove dodged through the doorway. He rolled out into the passage with several sprigs of holly still clinging to his trousers. 
  “Ow, ow, ow!” he roared. “I’m hurt! Wow!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” !” 
  Bolsover shut the door after theOwl of the Remove, and Bunter’s melodious voice died away down the passage. 
  “Sit down, you chaps!” said Vernon-Smith. “I’ve got rather a decent spread to-night.” 
  “Looks like it!” said Bolsover major, with a glance of appreciation at the well-spread table. “What are you going to drink, though? Shall I make the tea?” 
  “Not having tea.” 
  “Ginger pop?  ” 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders. 
  “That’s for the fags.” he said. “I’ve got something better than that. Lock the door.” 
  “Oh!” said Bolsover. And he rose to his feet, and turned the key in the lock. 
  Vernon-Smith unlocked a cabinet, and took out a bottle of whisky and a syphon of soda-water. Bulstrode and Bolsover stared at it. 
  “Whisky, by gum!” said Bolsover. 
  “Yes, rather!”
  “Blessed if I’m going to drink any of that stuff!” said Bulstrode. 
  “Oh, be a man!” said the Bounder. 
  “Well, if being a man means going back to my study squiffy, and running the risk of being sacked from the school, I prefer not to be a man!” said Bulstrode calmly. 
  “Just as you like.” said the Bounder carelessly. “There’s ginger-pop here if you like it better! You’ll have a dash of this in it, Bolsover?” 
  “Ye-es,” said Bolsover dubiously. “I—I say, Smithy, suppose one of the prefects found that bottle in your study---!” 
  “I keep it locked up. I’m friendly with some of the prefects, too. Loder and Carne make it a point not to notice anything that I do.” 
  “But Wingate, or Courtney——” 
  “They never come here. Ah!”  
  There was a tap at the door. 
  “Who’s there?“ called out the Bounder. 
  “Me!” came back the voice of Billy Bunter promptly and ungrammatically. “—I knew you were only joking when you told I+me to get out, Smithy.” 
  “You know more than I do, then.” said the Bounder. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows,” came Bunter’s fat voice through the keyhole. “Remember, it’s Christmas-time, you know! I don’t bear any malice for being turned out, and I’m quite willing to come in and be friendly!” 
  “Go hon!” 
  “I—I say, you fellows—” 
  “Buzz off!” roared Vernon-Smith. 
  “I know you’re only joking, Smithy!”
  Get away from that keyhole!” shouted the Bounder. 
  “Oh, really. Smithy——” 
  Vernon-Smith rose to his feet, with a gleam in his eyes, and picked up the soda syphon. He crossed towards the door on tiptoe. Bolsover and Bulstrode watched him, grinning. The Bounder silently placed the nozzle of the syphon to the keyhole. Bunter’s voice was still coming through. 
  “I say, Smithy, you might ask a chap in, you know. I’ve always been jolly pally with you, you know, and I must say— groooooooch!” 
  Sizzzzz! 
  “Grooooooh !” 
  Sizzzzz! 
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 There was a terrific roar in the passage and a bump, as Bunter sat down. The stream of sudden soda-water had caught him fairly in the month as he was speaking through the keyhole, and he was choking and spluttering frantically. His roaring sounded the length of the Remove passage, and fellows opened their doors on all sides to sea what was the matter. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he came dashing out of No. 13, and almost fell over the fat junior sprawling on the linoleum. “ What on earth’s the matter!” 
  “Groo-ooch!” 
  “What’s happened?” demanded Bob. 
  “Groooooch!” 
  “My hat!  He’s wet all over the chivvy!” said Tom Brown. “What is it, Bunter? Have you been blubbing?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Grouch! it’s s-s-soda-water?” shrieked Bunter. 
  “The soda-waterfulness is terrific!” ejaculated the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry. “He’s been listening at a keyhole again, and got it in the neck! Serve him right!  Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Ow! I wasn’t—I didn’t—ow !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The cads have got whisky and soda in there!” spluttered Bunter. “I’ve a jolly good mind to go and tell a prefect— yow!”
  “Rot!” said Bob Cherry sharply. “Don’t be a sneak! It’s no business of yours what they’ve got!” 
  “Groo! I’ve a good mind to go to Wingate, and say—ow—oh! Groo!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” I don’t suppose he’d understand what you meant if you did!” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—ow—” 
  Bob Cherry retreated to his study, laughing. Billy Bunter was left alone in the passage, mopping his face with his handkerchief. The Removites had evidently no sympathy to waste upon him. Bunter wiped his spectacles, and replaced them on his fat little nose, and his little round eyes gleamed with vengeance behind the spectacles. He was quite in a mood to betray the Bounder’s forbidden feast to the prefects; but he did not venture to play the sneak. All the Remove would have been down upon that, whether they approved of the Bounder’s rascally ways or not. But Billy Bunter had another scheme in his mind. He remembered his ventriloquism, and he prepared for business.
                  THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                      Called to Account! 

THE Bounder and his two comrades were laughing loudly in the study, as they heard the spluttering in the passage. The spluttering died away at last, and the three juniors went on with their tea, satisfied that Billy Bunter would not return. The talk of the trio ran upon football, and the match with Redclyffe Juniors that was to be played on the morrow. It was the Bounder’s belief that Harry Wharton had been brought to bay at last, and he did not trouble to conceal his satisfaction. 
  “Either Wharton will have to put us in the team, or Wingate will order him to.” the Bounder declared, as he mixed a glass of whisky-and-water. “If Wingate does that, Wharton will resign, and we shall be rid of him altogether from the Form footer club. That’s where we come in.” 
  “Hear, hear!” said Bolsover major. 
  Then I can take my old place as skipper.” said Bulstrode, with a rather dubious glance at the Bounder. 
  Bulstrode had never forgotten that he had once been captain of the Remove, and the hope of regaining that position was the chief bait the Bounder had held out to him. 
  Vernon-Smith nodded. 
  “ Exactly.” he said. 
  “That’s whkt you want?” asked Bulstrode. 
  “Certainly.” 
  “Good enough! Then I hope Wharton will resign.” 
  Bolsover major concealed a grin in a jam-tart. He knew perfectly well that the Bounder was only using Bulstrode as a catspaw. Once Wharton was got rid of, Bulstrode’s captaincy would not last long. He would fall a far easier victim to the Bounder’s wiles than Harry Wharton. 
  “Oh, he’s sure to resign,” said Vernon-Smith. “He says he will, and he can’t go back on his word without looking ridiculous.  The team will be done with him to-morrow. I only wish I were as sure that Greyfriars would be done with him, too.” He stirred the concoction in his glass. “Sure you won’t have some of this, Bulstrode?” 
  “Quite sure, thanks!” 
  “It sets you up, you know.” 
  “More likely to set you down, I think.” 
  “Oh, rot!” said Vernon-Smith. “A little more in your ginger-pop, Bolsover? It will give it a flavour.” 
  “ Ye-es,” said Bolsover doubtfully, 
  “It’s giving the giddy atmosphere a flavour, too.” said Bulstrode, sniffing. “You would look pretty blue if a prefect dropped in now! So should we, for that matter.” 
  “The door’s locked.” 
  “You’d have to unlock it it Wingate knocked!” 
  “Mislaid the key!” 
  “Good egg!” said Bolsover. “Not that Wingate’s likely to come. But if he did, you’d have to get this stuff out of sight. Yes, I’ll have a fag, thank you!” 
  Vernon-Smith and Bolsover major lighted their cigarette. Bulstrodo declined one. He was with the Bounder & Co., but not of them. 
  Knock! 
  Bolsover started, and his match burnt his finger, and he uttered a sharp exclamation. The Bounder took his cigarette from his lips. 
  “Who the dickens is that?” he muttered. “That ass Bunter again?” 
  Knock? —
  “Who’s there?” called out the Bounder. 
  The handle was tried, and then there was another knock. 
  “Open this door at once!” 
  The three Removites started to their feet. Well they knew that sharp, metallic voice—the voice of Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove. 
  “M-m-my hat!” gasped Bulstrode. “Old Quelchy!” 
  “ Knock, knock! 
  “Open this door!” 
  “Ye-e-es, sir; all right!” exclaimed the Bounder, “ I— didn’t know it was locked, sir!” 
  “Open it at once!” 
  “Yes, sir? One minute, till I find the key, sir!” 
  “The key? Is not the key in the lock? ” 
  “No, sir! I’ve dropped it!”
  “Vernon-Smith. I have reason to believe that you are having a disgusting orgy in this study! Open the door at once!” 
  “Oh, sir!” 
  In desperate haste, Vernon-Smith jammed the whisky bottle and the glasses into the cabinet, and locked it. 
  The cigarettes were jammed into the fire, and Bulstrode stirred them into the embers. Bolsover major threw open the window, and waved a newspaper to and fro to rid the atmosphere of the odour of mingled whisky and tobacco. The three juniors were looking scared out of their wits. Even the Bounder had lost his nerve. If Mr. Quelch discovered what had been going on in his study, the Bounder knew that his days at Greyfriars would be numbered. 
  “Oh, what rotten luck!” muttered the Bounder savagely. 
  “Bunter must have sneaked—” 
 “1 shouldn’t wonder——-” 
  Knock! 
  “Are you going to open this door, Vernon-Smith?” 
  Excuse me, sir! I—I can’t find the key!” 
 “I shall not wait hours for you, Vernøn-Smith! Come to my study immediately—you, and your companions! Do you hear?” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  There was a sound of receding footsteps. 
  “Thank goodness for that!” gasped Bulstrode, “He won’t be able to smell the whisky if he doesn’t come in. Jolly glad I didn’t have it! Your breath will have a niff, and he’ll spot it, as safe as houses.” 
  “I’ve got some bullseyes here.” said Vernon-Smith. “They’ll kill it.” 
  “Gimme one—quick!” said Bolsover. 
  “Come on.” said Bulstrode. “Better be quick, or he may come back.” 
  “Righto!” 
  Vernon-Smith unlocked the study door. There was no one in the passage. The unhappy trio went toward, the stairs, and as soon as they had vanished Billy Bunter came rolling round the corner, and rolled into Vernon-Smith’s study. The trio had “done themselves” very well, but, there remained many good things on the table. Bunter’s eyes glistened behind his spectacles as be saw them. He did not stop to eat; he jammed a tart into his capacious mouth to go on with, and gathered the rest of the eatables up and dashed out of the study with them. He scuttled into his own study with the plunder and locked the door, and then, with a beatific smile of enjoyment, settled down to feed. 
  Meanwhile, Vernon-Smith and Co. made their way with unwilling steps to Mr. Quelch’s study in the lower passage. They reached the Remove-master’s door, and hesitated. Vernon-Smith knocked at last, and Mr. Quelch’s voice bade them enter. 
  Vernon-Smith opened the door, and the trio went sheepishly in. The Remove-master was seated at his writing-table, and he had a pen in his hand. He had been busy writing, and he paused as the three juniors came in, and regarded them in some astonishment. 
  “Well, what is it?” he asked. 
  The three delinquents exchanged glances. Certainly this was a very curious greeting after Mr. Quelch had himself ordered them to come to his study. 
  “We—we’ve come, sir.” stammered Bolsover major. 
  “I can see you have come.” said Mr. Quelch testily. “There is nothing wrong with my eyesight, Bolsover, and you arc big enough to be seen. What do you want?” 
  “You—you told us to come, sir.” 
  “I told you?” 
  “Yes, sir,” said Bulstrode. ——
  “What do you mean? It is possible that I have given you some impositions to-day, and have forgotten.” said Mr. Quelch. “So far as I remember, I have given impositions only to Wharton and Russell, When did I tell you to come here?” 
  “A—a few minutes ago, sir,” said Vernon-Smith, wondering whether the Remove-master, too, kept whisky in his study and had been indulging in it, or whether he was “off his rocker’.” “You—you knocked at my door, sir, and told us to come.” 
  Mr. Quelch looked at him steadily. 
  “I knocked at your door, and told you to come here a few minutes ago?” he asked. 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch rose to his feet, and took up a cane. 
  “Hold out your hand, Smith!” he said 
  The Bounder made a grimace, and held it out. 
  Swish! 
  “Groo!” murmured the Bounder. 
  “There.” said Mr. Quclch. “That will be a lesson to you not to play foolish jokes upon your Form-master! I have not been outside my own study for the last half-hour, and I cannot understand your impudence in coming here and making this statement.” 
  Vernon-Smith jumped. 
  “You—you haven’t been outside this study, sir?” he ejaculated. 
  “I have not.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “But. you knocked at the door, and told us to come here, sir.” exclaimed Bolsover major. 
  “Hold out your hand, Bolsover!” 
  “If you please, sir—” 
  “Hold out your hand!” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
  Swish! 
  “Now, Bulstrode, do you make the same absurd statement as Bolsover and Vernon-Smith?” asked Mr. Quelch grimly. 
  “N-n-no, sir,” stammered Bulstrode, with a wary eye upon the cane. “ I—I fancied I heard your voice, sir, but it must have been a mistake.” 
  “Very good. You may go.” 
  And the three juniors went. 
  In the passage outside, when the door was closed, Bolsover and Vernon-Smith squeezed their hands under their arms, and the Bounder said things between his teeth which it. was just as well for him that his Form-master did not hear. 
  “Mad as a hatter!” muttered Bulstrode. “ We all three heard his voice quite plainly, and he says he wasn’t there! Must be potty!” 
  Vernon-Smith groaned. 
  “You fathead——” 
 “ Eh?  ” 
  “You silly ass, you ought to have guessed!” 
  “Ought to have guessed what?” asked Bulstrode, in astonishment. 
  “It was Bunter!” growled the Bounder. “Some more of his rotten ventriloquism. You know h can imitate anybody’s voice, the fat rotter! He’s imitated Quelch’s rasp lots of times before. It was Bunter.” 
  “Oh, great Scott!” 
  “My sainted aunt.” yelled Bolsover. “what asses we were not to think of it! Of course it, was Bunter, And we let him make us walk right into the trap like this. You silly pair of asses, why didn’t you think of it?” 
  “Why didn’t you think of it, if you come to that?” demanded Bulstrode. 
  “Oh, rats! Let’s look for Bunter, and squash him!” 
  They looked for Bunter, but they did not succeed in squashing him. They found him in his study, but the study door was locked, and Billy Bunter declined to open it. Threats and cajolings were equally in vain. William George Bunter declined to listen to the voice of the charmer. The trio retired baffled. 
  Never mind, we’ll get at the fat bounder in the dorm, to-night.” said Bolsover major. 
And that was the only consolation left to the Bounder and Co. 

                  THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                           A Chess Problem. 

BOB CHERRY was in the junior common-room, before bedtime, playing chess with Micky Desmond, when Bunter came in. Billy Bunter blinked cautiously round the common-room before he stepped inside, and ascertained that Vernon-Smith and Bolsover and Bulstrode were not there; then he came in, and sat down beside Bob Cherry. He blinked at the chessboard through his big spectacles. Billy Bunter knew as much about chess as he did about Chinese, but that did not prevent him from offering advice on the game. 
  “Move the bishop, Cherry, old man.” he said, 
  Bob Cherry snorted. As he could not move his bishop without leaving his king in check Billy Bunter’s advicp was not v’ery valuable. 
  “Shove the bish along, Bob.,” said Bunter encouragingly. 
  “You ass!” 
  “Eh?  ” 
  “Cheese it; and don’t call me Bob, either. I don’t like it.” growled Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really. Bob——” 
  “Shut up!” roared Bob Cherry. —
  “Sure, and I’m waiting for ye to move.” said Micky Desmond. “Me king’s in check, and I want to get him out.” 
  Micky Desmond was not a great chess-player. Neither was Bob Cherry, for that matter. Harry Wharton was watching the game, and he had observed that both kings were in check oftener than not, but, as it did not seem to worry the players he did not proffer unasked information. 
  “I say, you fellows!” said Bunter. 
  Bob Cherry glared at him. 
  “How can a chap play chess with a silly ass buzzing in his ear all the time?” he exclaimed indignantly. “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “But I want to speak to you, Bob.” 
  “If you call me Bob again, I’ll biff you!” 
  “Oh, really, Bob—” 
  Bump! 
  Bob Cherry kept his word, and the Owl of the Remove rolled off his chair. He landed on the floor with a concussion which Hurree Singh would have truly described as terrific. 
  “Oh, you rotter!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Now be quiet!” growled Bob Cherry, 
  “Oh! Ow! Ow! Yow!” 
  “I’m going to move the rook.” said Bob Cherry, turning back to the chessboard. “There, you bounder, get out of that if you can!” 
  And Bob Cherry triumphantly planted his rook, in peril of being captured by Micky’s bishop. But as neither of them saw that detail it did not matter. Micky Desmond rubbed his nose thoughtfully over the board. 
  Billy Bunter rose to his feet. One of his legs came into contact with the  leg of the chess-table, and the table rocked. Bob Cherry gave a roar as the pieces and pawns began to slide.  He made a wild clutch at the table to save it, and knocked it completely over. There was a yell from Bunter as the table fell upon him, and he received a shower of pawns 
and pieces. 
  “Yarooop!”
  “You—you ass!” yelled Bob Cherry. “ You’ve mucked up the game.” 
  “Ow!” 
  “Faith, and I had you mate in three, too,” said Micky Desmond regretfully. 
  Bob Cherry, who had been about to kick Bunter, paused, and turned round to the Irish junior. 
  “You had me what?” he demanded. 
  “Mate in three.” said Micky Desmond innocently. 
  “Well, of all the silly asses!” said Bob Cherry, in measured tones, “I think you take the cake, Micky Desmond. A badger with half an eye could see that I had you mate in 
four.” 
  “Sure, and I—” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “It’s a silly gossoon ye are!” said Micky. “You were mate in three.” 
  “Four!” 
  “Three!” 
  “You ass!” 
  “You chump!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Wharton. “You’ll never settle it now. Call it honours divided.” 
  “But I had him mate in three!” 
  “I had him mate in four!” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “It’s all Bunter’s fault.” growled Bob Cherry. “ Let’s bump him. It he hadn’t upset the table I should have mated that fathead in four!” 
  “Faith, and if Bunter hadn’t upset the table I should have mated ye in three intirely!” 
  “In four!” 
  “In three!” 
  Wingate of the Sixth put his head in at the common room door. 
  “Bedtime, you fags,” he said. 
  “I say, Wingate,” called out Bob Cherry, “you play chess, don’t you?” 
  “Yes, a little,” said Wingate. “ What is it—a problem?” 
  “Yes. Bunter upset the table, and we can’t settle whether I was mate in three or Micky in four, Of course, lie was mate in four really—” 
  Sure, you were mate in three!” 
  “You ass!” 
  “You gossoon!” 
  “I’ll tell you how the pieces were.” roared Bob Cherry. 
‘Micky had his king on the queen’s square, and his bish on bish’s. fourth, and some pawns somewhere, and his rooks somewhere else, and—his knight was—was somewhere——” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Then I moved my rook—” 
  “I’m afraid it’s too big a problem for me to decide,” said Wingate, laughing. “Of course, there’s no mistaking where the pieces were from the lucid way you describe it. But 1 
think I shall have to give it up. Buzz off to bed!” 
  And Wingate walked away grinning. 
  Bob Cherry snorted. 
  “ I thought Wingate was a chessplayer,” he said. “ But he can’t decide even a simple point like that, It’s all Bunter’s fault. If ho hadn’t bumped the table, I should have mated 
the silly ass—” 
  “Sure, and I should have mated the silly chump——” 
  “Look here, Demond—” 
  “Look here, Cherry——” 
  “I’ll jolly well——” 
  “And so will I, intirely——” 
  Harry Wharton pushed between the two excited chess players. Their argument was on the point of becoming fistical. 
  “Hold on.” he said soothingly. “ You’ll never settle it now, but it’s all Bunter’s fault. Bump Bunter!”
  “Good egg!” exclaimed Bob Cherry heartily. I never thought of that.” 
  “Faith, and it’s a good idea intirely.” 
  Billy Bunter made a rush for the door. Bob Cherry and Micky Desmond collared him as he fled, and he descended upon the floor with a mighty bump.  
  “Ow!” 
  “There!” gasped Bob Cherry. “ Next time you won’t upset the table just when I’ve got a chap mate in four—”
  “Faith, you mean when I’ve got a chap mate in three————!”’ 
  “Why, you duffer——” 
  “Why, you ass——”
  “My hat ! They’re beginning again!” exclaimed Wharton.  “Here, come on!”
And he grasped Bob Cherry by the arm and dragged him out of the common-room.  Bob turned in the doorway to deliver a Parthian shot in a final yell at the Irish junior. 
  “Mate in four!” he shouted. Then he walked away with Wharton. From behind came a yell. 
  “Arrah!” Mate in three, intirely!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 


          THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

      Bunter Does Not Mention Names. 

BILLY BUNTER sidled up to Wharton and Bob Cherry as they went up to the Remove dormitory. Bob Cherry glared at the fat junior, and Bunter was careful to keep on the other side of Wharton. Billy was simply bursting with friendliness. 
  “I say, Harry—” he began affectionately. 
  Wharton stared at him. 
  “I’m not Harry to you.” he said curtly. 
  “Oh, I say, Harry, old fellow—” 
  “Cheese it, you ass.” 
  “But really. Harry—” 
  “He’s potty!” said Bob Cherry. “He’s been doing that at me—calling me Bob. It’s a kind of hallucination, I suppose, makes him call fellows by their Christian names. I dare say he could be bumped out of it.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Oh, really, Bob—” 
  “Look here, you chump, if you’re not potty, what are you getttng at?” demanded Bob  Cherry wrathfully. 
  “I only want to be friendly, you know,” said Billy Bunter pathetically. “It’s getting near Christmas time, you know, the time of pence and good will and things, and——” 
  “There he is!” exclaimed the voice of Bolsover major, behind in the passage. 
  Billy Bunter jumped. 
  “Wait till lights-out!” said Vernon-Smith. “Then we’ll rag him.” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s that?” exclaimed Bob Cherry, beginning to understand the reason of Bunter’s extraordinary friendliness. “They’re going to rag you? What have you been doing?  ” 
  “N-n-nothing,” stammered Bunter. “I—I haven’t done anything, you know. Only a little ventriloquism.” 
  “He made us think Quelchy was outside the study door, and we went to Quelchy, and he licked us.” growled Bolsover major. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at.” growled the bully of the Remove. “I know I’m going to make Bunter cackle the other way.” 
  “Oh, really, Bolsover———” 
  “You wait till lights-out, you fat rotter!” 
  “I’m under Wharton’s protection.” said Billy Bunter.  “My old pal Harry—” 
  “Your what?” demanded Wharton. 
  “My old pal——” 
  “Great Scott! This is thp first I’ve heard of it.” 
  “And my chum Bob——” 
  “You haven’t any chum Bob, you fat beast!” roared Bob Cherry. “And if you call me Bob again, I’ll lend Bolsover a hand in ragging you.” 
  “Oh, really, Bob——” 
  Bob Cherry made a rush at him, and the Owl of the Remove fled into the dormitory, Bolsover major and Vernon-Smith eyed him grimly as they undressed. Bulstrode, who had not been caned by the Remove-master, was inclined to take the whole matter as a joke, but not so the other two. They intended to make Bunter smart for his ventriloquial joke. 
  “I say, Inky, old man.” murmured Billy Bunter, nudging the nabob of Bhanipur in the
ribs. “ I say, Inky, you’ll stand by me——” 
  The nabob jerked himself away. 
  “I shall not stand any anywhere near you, my esteemed Bunter, if you poke me with your objectionable knuckles.” he replied. 
  “Oh, really, Inky———” 
  “Now, then, tumble in!” said Wingate, looking into the dormitory. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the captain of Greyfriars.  He did not intend to be ragged by the bully of after lights out, if he could help it. 
  “I say, Wingate,’’ he began, ‘‘ I don’t want to sneak——” 
  “Don’t you?” said Wingate, eyeing the Owl of the Remove with great disfavour.  “Rather a new state of mind for you, isn’t it?  ” 
  And the juniors chuckled. 
  “Oh, really, Wingate. “I don’t want to mention any names——!”
  “Well, I don’t want you to, either, for that matter.” said the Greyfriars captain.  “In fact, I don’t want to listen to your jaw at all.  Go to bed.”
  “But——but I feel bound to tell you that a chap is going to be ragged in the dorm tonight!” stammered Bunter.
  “Oh, you rotten sneak!” murmured a dozen voices.
  Billy Bunter blinked round him indignantly.
  “Oh, really, you fellows!  I’m not sneaking!  I’m not going to mention any names. But I think Wingate ought to know that the most decent chap in the Form is going to be ragged by a lot of bullies.” 
  “A friend of yours, eh?” said Wingate. 
  “Yes, Wingate. ” 
  “Then he’s not the most decent chap in the Form.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” !” 
  “Who is it?” demanded Wingate. 
  “I can’t mention any names, Wingate. as that would be sneaking.” said Bunter with dignity. I trust I shall never be guilty of anything dishonourable. But if Bolsover goes for 
me—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Is that what you call not mentioning names?” asked Wingate, with a grin. “So you are going for Bunter, are you, Bolsover?” 
  Bolsover scowled at the Owl of the Remove, 
  “Well, you see—” he began haltingly. 
  “Yes, I see that you are up to your bullying games,” said the Greyfriars captain crisply. “You’re not to touch Bunter! Do you hear? ” 
 “Ye-es!”
  “Or anybody else?” said Bunter eagerly. “I don’t want to mention any names, but Bulstrode and Vernon-Smith both—-” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “If there’s any ragging in this dorm. to-night, the ragger’ will hear from me.” said Wingate. “Any chap who gets out of bed will be detained to-morrow afternoon in the Form-room. So remember!” Now, good-night!” 
  And Wingate put out the lights and retired. As soon as the door closed upon the captain of Gryyfriars there was a howl. The fellows knew that Wingate would keep his word, and they did not venture to get out of bed. But they had the use of their voices, and they used them. 
  “Sneak!” 
  “ Rotter!”———
  “Cad!” 
  “Oh, really, you fellows—” 
  “Sneak!” 
  “I say, you fellows, I didn’t mention any names——” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !“ 
  Whiz ! Bolsover could not get out of bed, after Wingate’s threat, but he hurled his pillow. There was a yell from Lord Mauleverer, the dandy of the Remove, who caught the pillow with his head. It missed Bunter’s bed, and lauded upon his lordship. 
  “Ow! Begad!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Wrong wicket!” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Try again!” 
  Whiz! Bolsover’s bolster followed, and Bob Cherry roared as it caught him. He sat up in bed, and grasped the bolster, and sent it whizzing back. Then it was Bolsover’s turn to roar. He had not expected that rapid return, and the bolster caught him round the neck, and curled there, and knocked his head against the bedstead. 
  “Ow!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “I say, you fellows, you might stop that row!” murmured Billy Bunter drowsily. “I want to go to sleep.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  And Bunter went to sleep, and he was not disturbed. 

                  THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                    The Day of the Match. 

THERE was a great deal of suppressed excitement in the Greyfriars Remove on the followiug morning. The Redclyffe match was to take place in the afternoon, and 
there was much curiosity as to the course Harry Wharton would take. Most of the fellows believed that the action of the “combine” would bring him to his senses, as they regarded it. 
  Wharton had said no word upon this subject. He had not changed his mind, and he had nothing to say.  When he met the Bounder, he carefully avoided looking at him or speaking to him. Vernon-Smith was at the bottom of all the trouble, and Wharton knew it, and it was hard for him to keep his hands off his old enemy. But he knew that a fight with the Bounder would do his cause no good. The Bounder would pose as the injured party, and he would make capital out of it, as he seemed to succeed in making it out of everything. But Harry Wharton’s patience was very nearly at breaking point. If the football match that afternoon was “ mucked up” there would be trouble with, the Bounder, and very serious trouble.  It would be time for Vernon-Smith to reap a little of what he had sown.
 Harry Wharton was thoughtful during morning lessons, though it was not the lessons that made him so thoughtful. 
  After morning lessons the captain of the Remove pinned up the list of the team on the notice-board, and the Remove gathered round to read it. 
  Bob Cherry joined Wharton as he walked away. 
  “Not much good putting the list up, is it, Harry?” he asked. 
  Wharton looked at him. 
 “Why not?” 
  “The fellows say they won’t play.” 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders. 
  “That’s their business.” ho said. 
  “But when the Redclyffe fellows come, we shall look a precious set of asses.” said Bob Cherry dismally. “What will they think of us?” 
  “They must think what they like. It isn’t my fault.” 
  “It’s rotten.” 
  “I know it is.” 
  And the subject dropped. At the Remove table at dinner very grim looks were cast upon Harry Wharton by his Form-fellows. The Removites were all angry, and all looking forward with uneasiness to the afternoon’s match. 
  After dinner, Wharton left the School House, and strolled in the Cloisters till it was time to get ready for the footer match.  He tramped up and down in the Cloisters by himself, his hands thrust deep into his pockets. He was in an unpleasant mood. A step in the Cloisters made him look round, and he saw Vernon-Smith. His eyes gleamed under his knitted brows.  The Bounder came towards him with a cool nod. 
  “I’ve been looking for you.” he said. 
  ”Well, now you’ve found me.” 
  “Yes, The fellows want to know what you’ve decided.” 
  “They know what I’ve decided.” 
  “Are you playing me this afternoon?” 
  “No.” 
  Then the team are going to appeal to Wingate, as Head of the Games.” 
  “Let them!” 
  “Very well!” said the Bounder. “Play me or not, as you like: in either case, I’ve got you under my thumb. And I’ll bring you down off your perch, Harry Wharton. You and your precious Co. got yourselves up against me, and what’s the result? Nugent and Bull and Linley are gone—kicked out of the school. I should think you’d know by this time that it would be safer to make peace.” 
  “You cad!” 
  “That’s enough. Look out for squalls.” 
  The Bounder swung away; but Wharton’s hand dropped on his shoulder, and he was swung back. He wrenched himself away, panting. 
  “Hands off!” he said savagely. 
  “You’ve warned me to look out for squalls.” said Wharton grimly. “ Well, I warn you to do the same. I give you a chance now to stop making trouble, but I tell you plainly that if there’s trouble this afternoon over the footer I shall know whom I owe it to, and I’ll make you smart for it.” 
  The Bounder sneered. 
  “I don’t see how you’ll do that.” he remarked. 
  “I shall lick you till you can’t crawl!” said Wharton, between his teeth. “ That’s how I shall do it. I’m no match for you in cunning and trickery. But I can lick you, and I will! 
  “We shall see. Anyway, look out for trouble. The Remove are fed up with you; and you’ll be downed today in a way you won’t recover from in a hurry, you rotter!” 
  Smack! 
  Vernon-Smith reeled back as Wharton’s open hand caught him across the cheek. Harry Wharton’s hard-held temper had broken out at last. 
  The Bounder uttered a sharp cry, 
  “Now, if you want trouble, come on!” said the captain of the Remove, pushing back his cuffs. “ I’m fed up with your trickery. Come out into the open for once.” 
  Vernon-Smith clenched his hands, but he did not come on.  He regarded Wharton with a glare of deadly hatred.
  “You want to make me unfit for the match this afternoon!” he said tauntingly. “ Well, you won’t have your way. I’ll fight you after the match.” 
  Wharton started, 
  “I never thought of such a thing, and you know it !” he exclaimed fiercely. 
  “I don’t believe you.” said the Bounder coldly. “ But I’ll fight you after the match. And I’ll see that all the fellows know that you’ve tried to drag me into a fight just before the match, too.” 
  He strode away. 
  Harry Wharton remained alone in the Cloisters, his brow darker than ever. By yielding to his temper he had placed one more weapon in the hands of the Bounder. It was amazing how Vernon-Smith contrived to turn every happening to their advantage of his plans. 
  Bob Cherry’s voice was heard calling. 
  “Wharton! Come on!” 
  Harry joined his chum in the Close. 
  The fellows are ready.” said Bob anxiously. “ The Redclyffe lot will be here in less thtan half an hour, Harry. And the chaps want to talk to you.” 
  Wharton did not reply, but he walked will Bob Cherry down to the junior football ground. 

                  THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                      The Last Appeal. 

“SENORITO!” 
  Vernon Smith started. He was standing at the school gate, with Bolsover major, when the man who had visited him in his study came up the road. Vernon-Smith and Bolsover were looking for the brake that was to bear the Redclyffe train to Greyfriars, and the Bounder had been thinking of anything but the South American. The man looked strangely pale and worn, and his shabby clothes showed up more shabbily in the light of day. He halted before the two juniors, and Vernon-Smith drew back a pace. 
  Diaz made a gesture. 
  “I shall not harm you, señorito. I am sorry that I lost my temper before; but you taunted me, and we Spanish are ht blooded.” 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders. Bolsover major looked curiously at the South American. There were many signs of trouble in the man’s face. Bolsover major had heard the juniors speaking of him, and what he had said in the Bounder’s study and he could easily guess that, if the man had had dealings with Vernon-Smith senior, he had been worsted in the transactions, and not by the most scrupulous methods. Bolsover major had seen Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith, and formed his own opinion of him. 
  “What do you want here?” asked Vernon-Smith, with a sneering look at the South American. “I told you I should give you in charge if you came back.” 
  “Señorito—” 
  “Oh, get away!” 
  The man did not move. 
  “I shall be civil to you, senorito.” he said, in his soft voice, with its musical Spanish accent. “Señorito, I have been greatly wronged.” 
  “Nonsense!” 
  “What’s the trouble?”  asked Bolsover major curiously. 
  The South American turned to him. 
  “Ah, you are a friend of the senorito, and you will speak for me!” he exclaimed. “ I will tell you——” 
  “Oh, shut up!” said the Bounder irritably. 
  “Rot!” said Bolsover. “ Let him run on. I want to know what he wants.” 
  “It’s all rot.” 
  “Never mind let’s hear it. Go on, darky.” 
  The Bounder made a gesture of angry impatience. But the South American did not heed him; he seemed only to want to find a listener to his tale of wrong. He hurried on with his explanation—brokenly, breathlessly. 
  “Señorito, I am a South American—a miner by profession. I discovered a silver mine in the sierra in Peru, and I came to London to negotiate with a syndicate about its development. Believe me, señor, I have been kept waiting, and hoping, and in anxiety for a year by the Señor Smith, who promised to take it up. 1 discover that Señor Smith is the syndicate. He asks me to sign papers—I speak your English, but I do not read him—he tell me that I sign these papers, to give him power to form the company. Then I see him no more; he is never at home when I call—he never see me. I ring him on the telephone, and he tell me in reply that I am nobody—he not know me. I learn from my friend in Peru that the mine is taken up— it appear that the papers I sign have given him power to rob me—I lose the mine, and I get nothing—nothing!” 
  “My hat!” said Bolsover major. “ That sounds very like your pater, Smithy.” 
  “It’s all rot!” said Vernon-Smith. If the man’s sold the pater his rotten mine, he’s been paid for it.” 
  “Nothing, nothing!” exclaimed Diaz eagerly. 
  “And he tried to knife the pater; he admitted it himself !” said the Bounder. 
  “Phew!” 
  “I lose my temper, my reason!” said Diaz. “ I find him— I make him to speak to me—he say I am impostor, he give me in charge to police—I draw knife—then policeman he take me and I am lock-up.” 
  “Well, you shouldn’t try that kind of game in England.” said Bolsover major. “It’s rather too thick, you know.” 
  “I am lock up.” said Diaz. “and when I come out there is nothing for me, no money—nothing. And my mine is gone, I know that the Señor Smith have a son here at school. I think to myself, I speak to him—he is a generous English boy, and he will ask that the señor his fatter do me justice.” 
  The Bounder laughed sneeringly. 
  “That’s likely!” he remarked. 
  “I don’t think!” said Bolsover major. 
  “He taunt me—he talk of the police when I speak to him.” said Diaz. “ He is like his father. I go!”
  And you’d better go again!” said Vernon-Smith. “ I’m sick of you!” I’ve got nothing to do with my father’s business concerns, you fool. If he’s skinned you, it’s your own bizney; you shouldn’t sign papers you can’t read. Clear out!” 
  “I come back to say once more you speak to the señor for me!” said the South American. It is not much to ask. I ask only a little money—not the thousands that the señor take from me—a few hundreds—” 
  “Oh, rats!”
  “You refuse, senorito?”
  “Yes; of course. Go and eat coke!” 
  Carambo!” 
  The man ground his teeth.  Vernon Smith drew a pace, Here, hold on, darky!” exclaimed Bolsover major, in alarm.  “Don’t you break out again here. I’m sorry for you. I’ve got no doubt at all that Smith senior has welshed you. But, you can’t come round this school with your tales of woe, you know. You’ll be locked up again if you give trouble.” 
  “But I shall give trouble !” says the South American, his black eyes blazing. “ The senorito will not listen to me—” 
  “No fear!” said Vernon-Smith. 
  “Then you shall suffer for it!” 
  The Bounder yawned. 
  “Give him a quid, and let him clear, Smithy,” said Bolsover major. ———
  “I’ve got no quid’s to waste, thanks.” 
  The South American shook his fist in the face of the Bounder.
  “Thief, and son of a thief!” he cried. 
  The Bounder gave him a deadly look. Vernon-Smith was a chip of the old block, and, if anything, more unfeeling and unscrupulous than his father. He could think of this man, robbed, with ruined hopes, without the slightest pity or remorse. But he did not want to have Mr. Samupl Vprnon-Smith’s methods of business too well known at Greyfriars. The Bounder was not sensitive to shame, but he was sensitive to public opinion. 
  A portly form had come in sight down the road from the direction of Friardale village. It was that of Police-constable Tozer. The Bounder’s eyes gleamed at the sight of the village policeman. He made a sign to the constable. 
  “Tozer!” he called out. 
  “Yes, Master Smith!” said the policeman, hurrying up. Mr. Tozer showed a great deal of respect to the son of the millionaire. 
  The Bounder pointed to the South American, 
  “I give that man in charge!” he exclaimed. “ He came here and assaulted me, and now he is threatening me with violence!” 
  Press “Ho!” said Mr. Tozer, extending a fat hand towards the South American. “ You’ll come with me, my lad. This ‘ere kind of game won’t do for this country, you furrin scum!”  
  The South American sprang back. 
  “ Hands off, you fat fool!” he exclaimed. The village policeman turned purple with rage, 
  “My heye!” he exclaimed. “I’ll show yer!” And he rushed at Diaz. 
  The South American dodged his rush, and took to his heels, and disappeared down the road at a pace the fat policeman could not equal. 
  Mr. Tozer disappeared after him; but it was pretty clear that he had not much chance of catching Diaz. 
  “Well, he’s gone, anyway.” said Bolsover. 
  The Bounder nodted. 
  “Yes; and I fancy he won’t come back again.” hp said. “If Ito does, I’ll get hin three months, the rotter!” 
  Bolsover grinned. 
  “I suppose your pater has done him brown!” he suggested. 
  Vernon-Smith scowled. 
  “That’s not your business!” he said. “ If the fool can’t look out for himself, let him take the consequences!” 
  “Poor beast!”said Blsover, with a shrug of the shoulders. “ It will be better for you, Smithy, if he’s locked up. He looks a regular desperado when he grinds his teeth like a villain in the play. Look’s to me as if his troubles have made him go a little bit off his rocker!” 
  “I shouldn’t wonder.” said the Bounder carelessly. 
  There was a sound of wheels on the road, and the two juniors glanced in the direction of Courtfield. A brake had appeared in the distance. 
  “There they are!” exclaimed Bolsover major. “That”s the Redclyffe lot !”
  “Good. They’re coming. Come on!” 
  And Vernon-Smith and his companion hurried in to tell that the Redclyffe team were in sight.  They found an exciting scene in progress on the footer ground. 

                  THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                       Harry Wharton Resigns. 

WINGATE, of the Sixth, was there, surrounded by the excited Removites. The captain of Greyfriars had been called in to settle that dispute. As Head of the Games, Wingate’s word was law. The Greyfriars captain was looking very grim.  Harry Wharton was looking very grim too. Most of the Remove expected him to give way under the pressure of authority, but he did not look like it. But in all the Remove there were only two fellows who were inclined to back him up to the end, Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. Fellows who had stood by him till now were falling away from his side. What seemed like firmness to Harry Wharton seemed like obstinacy to the rest of the Remove. And they had all agreed that they were fed up with it. 
  All the team were talking at once, trying to explain to Wingate. Harry Wharton stood silent, only a scornful smile upon his face. 
  “Shut up, all of you!” exclaimed Wingate. “Now, I went one chap to explain, and the others can hold their tongues.” 
  “Faith, and I—” 
  “You see, Wingate—” 
  “It’s like this—” 
  “We all think—” 
  “We appeal—” 
  “Shut up!” roared Wingate. “Now you pile in, Brown. I think you’re the most sensible chap of the lot. The others shut up!”
  Right-ho!” said Tom Brown. “This is how the matter stands, Wingate. Wharton is convinced that Smithy got Nugent and Bull and Linley out of Greyfriars. I rather agree with him there, as a matter of fact; but I hold that it’s got nothing to do with footer matches. Wharton won’t give the vacant places to Smithy and his friends; we claim that they ought to be given to the best players. I think that’s stated fairly, Wharton!”
  Harry Wharton nodded. 
  “That’s quite right!” he said, 
  “We want you to order Wharton to play the chaps he knows to be best,” said Morgan. “He ought to put in Smithy, and Bolsover major, and Bulstrode, at least.” 
  “And some of you chaps are willing to stand out and make room for them?” asked the captain of Greyfriars. 
  “We’ll take our chance.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “We’re playing duffers like Leigh and Vane, instead of Smithy and Balustrade.” said Tom Brown. “Nothing against those two chaps, you know; but they’ll admit themselves that they’re not up to the top form for the game. Speak up, you fellows! Do you think you’re as fit to play as Bulstrode and Smithy?” 
  “Well, no.” said Leigh, turning rather red, “We’ll do our best if we play; but, of course, we can’t play like Smithy.” 
  “Just so!” said Vane. “We don’t want to shove ourselves into the team and play a losing match.” 
  “Well, that’s quite right.” said Wingate, with a nod. 
  “Then there’s Treluce,” said Tom Brown. “He’s right-back. He’s a good man, but he’s nothing like Bolsover major in the place.” 
  “Don’t rub it in.” said Treluce grinning. “I know that.” 
  Wingate turned to Wharton. 
  “What have you got to say about it, Wharton?” he asked. 
  “Only that I’m captain of the Remove eleven, and that I’m willing to resign, but not to be dictated to about the selection of the team!”
  “Not even by me?” said Wingate, frowning. 
  “No!” said Wharton. 
  There was a murmur. 
  “Listen to the cheeky sweep!” 
  “Don’t stand it, Wingate!” 
  “Faith, and I think—” 
  Wingate compressed his lips. 
  “I suppose you admit, Wharton, that you’re leaving out good-players. to put in inferior ones?” he said.
  “Yes.” 
  “And what’s your reason? If you’re not too high and mighty to explain to the Head of the Games?” said Wingatp sarcastically. 
  Wharton flushed. 
  “I’ve explained enough, I think.” he said. “Vernon-Smith is a cad, and be can’t be let into the eleven without making trouble. And so long as I’m skipper he sha’n’t have the place he turned Frank Nugent out of!” 
  “That’s got nothing to do with footer,” said Wingate but brusquely. “A footer captain’s business is to play the best men he can find.” 
  “Vernon-Smith Is the worst man I could find.” 
  “Not in footer!” 
  “No, not in footer, but in everything else.” 
  “It was at this moment that the Bounder and Bolsover major arrived upon the ground. There was a shout. 
  “Here’s Smithy!”
  “The Redclyffe fellows are coming!” said Vernon-Smith. “We’ve just sighted their brake on the road.” 
  “Faith, and we shall have to settle something pretty quick.” said Micky Desmond. 
  “I think you’ve taken up an entirely wrong position in this matter, Wharton.” said the Greyfriars captain. “If you think that Smithy helped to get Nugent sacked, I can understand your feelings. But there’s no evidence that he did anything of the kind; in fact, the evidence is all the other way. You are, in fact, bringing a rotten accusation against Smith, without a particle of evidence in support of it!” 
  “Yes, rather!” said Trevor emphatically. 
  “We all know it’s rot, Wingate!” said Bulstrode. 
  “But whether that’s rot or not, it’s nothing to do with the footer.” said the captain of Greyfriars. You ought to understand that, Wharton.” 
  Harry Wharton was silent. Every eye was fixed upon him. But no sign of yielding could be read in his face. 
  “Well, what do you say now, Wharton?” asked Wingate, in a more conciliatory tone. “You have heard my opinion. Don’t you think you can trust to my judgment?” 
  “Not in this matter!”said Harry. 
  “Wharton!” said Wingate, frowning. 
  “I’m sorry, Wingate. But I can’t alter what I’ve said. I can’t play in the same team with that scoundrel Smith!” 
  “Thank you!” said Vernon-Smith suavely. “I feel the same towards you; but I’m willing to play in the same team to help the Form win.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “There, you hear what Smith says.” exclaimed Wingate, who was looking very perplexed. “If he’s willing to bury private and personal troubles, surely you can do the same, Wharton, for the good of the team.” 
  “I can’t play in the same team with Smith 
  “I think you are unreasonable.” 
  “I’m sorry!” 
  Wingate’s eyes flashed. 
  “But you won’t change your mind?” he exclaimed. 
  “I can’t!” 
  “Not even if I advise you to?” 
  “No!” 
  “And suppose I order you?” 
  “Then I shall resign from the team. I dare say that’s what the fellows want me to do. I’m ready to do it!” 
  “That’s not what we want at all.” said Tom Brown. “We haven’t another centre-forward like you, Wharton. We want you to play up, as well as Smithy.” 
  “Smithy’s willing to play under your orders, Wharton,” said Bulstrode. “So am I. So is Bolsover. We’ll agree to toe the line, and give no trouble!”
  “That’s square as a die, I guess.” said Fisher T.  Fish. “And if you want a really first-class forward, I guess I’m your man!” 
  “Oh. cheese that!”said Tom Brown testily. “This isn’t a time for fooling, Fishy.” 
  “Who’s fooling?” exclaimed Fish indignantly. “I guess—” 
  “Shut up!” exclaimed a dozen voices. 
  “I guess—” 
  Three or four fellows pushed the American junior away, and what he “guessed” was never known. 
  “You hear what the fellows say, Wharton ?”  said Wingate patiently. 
  “Yes, I hear.” 
  “And what’s your answer?” 
  “I can’t trust them, and can’t play them.” 
  “Is that all?” 
  “I’ll concede a point: I’ll put in Bulltrode it you think I ought to, Wingate. said Harry Wharton unwillingly. 
  “I certainly think you ought to. You know perfectly well that he’s better form than Treluce; and Redclyffe are a strong team.” 
  “Bulstrode goes in, then, if he’ll promise not to leave us in the lurch at the beginning of a match, as he did before.” 
  Bulstrode turned red. 
  “I did that before as a protest against leaving good men out, and putting bad men in!” he exclaimed hotly. “You know that, Wharton.” 
  “Never mind that.” said Wingate, with a wave of the hand. “Bulstrode goes in, that’s settled. What about Vernon-Smith, and Bolsover major?” 
  “I can’t play them!” 
  “You must!” 
  Wharton compressed his lips. 
  “You hear me?” said Wingate sternly. “I think you’re utterly in the wrong, and as you won’t listen to reason, I order you to play Bolsover and Smith, or else resign the captaincy of the Remove eleven.” 
  “Very well, said Harry Wharton quietly. “I resign— from the captaincy, and from the team!” And he turned away, and walked towards the School House. 

                  THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                         Wharton Declines! 

THERE was a momentary silence. 
  Few of the fellows had believed that Harry Wharton would really carry out his threat; but he had done it, and the Remove eleven was without a captain, and without a centre-forward! And the Redclyffo team had arrived! 
  “Well, of all the rotters—” began Bolsover major. 
  “Hold your tongue!” said Bob Cherry roughly. 
  Bolsover major glared at him. 
  “Are you defending what Wharton’s done?” he demanded— “ resigning from the team, with the visiting team here?  That’s what he slanged Bulstrode for doing.” 
  “Oh, go and eat coke!” 
  “What are we to do, Wingate?” asked Tom Brown, looking very much worried. 
  “You want a new skipper.” said the captain of Greyfriars. “The team had bettor select one on the spot.” 
  “I suggest Balustrade.” said Vernon-Smith smoothly. “ Bulstrodo was captain before Harry Wharton, and we didn’t have all these troubles under him.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Balustrade’s the man!” said Hazeldene. “Hands up for Bulstrode!” 
  A crowd of bonds went, up. 
  “That settles it.” said Wingate. “ Bulstrode’s your skipper. You’d better buck up with your team, Bulstrode.  Here comes the Redclyffe lot.” 
  And Wingate walked away. His business there was done. 
  The Remove team were in considerable confusion. It was not known who was playing, and who was not. The Redclyffians had descended from their brake, and they had arrived on the footer ground now. Thcy could see that some trouble was a-foot, though, with elaborate politeness, they were pretending to see nothing. Bulstrode advanced to meet Yorke, the Redclyffe skipper, with a flushed face. 
  “Glad to see you.” he exclaimed. “We’ll be ready by the time you’ve changed. We’re in rather a pickle for a minute or two.’ 
  “Where’s Wharton?” asked Yorke. 
  “He’s resigned from the team, and we’re making some changes. This way!” 
  “Right-o!” said Yorke politely.. 
  But the Redclyffe juniors were grinning as they went into their dressing-room. They had come to Greyfriars expecting a hard tussle, but they did not expect now to find it very hard. With the skipper resigning just before the match, and the team making changes a few minutes before kick-off, the Remove wore not likely to give them very much trouble, the Redclyffians thought. 
  The Remove footballers gathered in an anxious group to settle matters.  Some changes were made at once. Vernon-Smith was to play in the front line instead of Penfold, and Bolsover major at right-back instead of Treluce, and Hazeldene was put into goal in the place of Newland. Bulstrode looked dubiously at Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “I suppose you fellows are playing, all the same?” he asked. 
  “I am.”said Bob Cherry shortly. 
  “The playfulness of my honourable self will be terrific.” said the nabob, with a bow. 
  “Good!” said Bulstrode, greatly relieved. “Now. about Wharton’s place—” 
  “That’s for you,” said Vernon-Smith. 
  “I’d rather take Leigh’s place at right-half.” said Bulstrode. 
  “I think Wharton ought to play. If he doesn’t, I think I’ll put Russell in; but—” 
  “We don’t want Wharton!” said the Bounder quickly. 
  But Bulstrode looked determined. His object was to make up a winning team, not to gratify the feelings of the Bounder. He had followed the Bounder’s lead so far, but the plotter was making the discovery now that Bulstrode had a will of his own. 
  “We want Wharton if we can get him.” said Bulstrode. 
  Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth. 
  “He’s said he won’t play.” he said sullenly. 
  “I think he ought to be asked again.” 
  “The Rodclyffe chaps are waiting. Put in Russell.” 
  “Can’t be helped; they must wait! I’m not going to put in Russell if I can get Wharton.” said the new skipper. 
  “I think you re an ass!” muttered the Bounder fiercely. “We’ve got rid of him! What do you went to get him in again for?” 
  “To beat Redclyffe.” 
  “Oh, rot! Hang Redclyffe!” 
  Bulstrode gave him a dark look. 
  “I don’t believe you care whether we win or lose so long as you score over Wharton!” he muttered angrily. 
  The Bounder shrugged his shoulders. It was quite true, and to the Bounder it was a matter of course. 
  Bulstrode turned to Bob Cherry. 
  “Will you ask Wharton?” he said. “Tell him I ask him to play, for the sake of the side.” 
  “Well, I’ll ask him,” said Bob doubtfully. 
 . “You don’t think he’ll play?” 
  “No.” 
  “Shame!” growled Hazeldene. 
  The Bounder’s eyes gleamed. If Harry Wharton refused to play when he was asked, for the sake of his side, it would add to the odium he had already incurred. And that reflection was enough to make the Bounder change his tactics. 
  “Oh, ask him!” he exclaimed. “I’ll go and ask him myself, if you like. I really think that Wharton won’t be such a rotter as to refuse when it’s put to him plainly.” 
  “You won’t go and ask him!” said Bob Cherry grimly. “You’d word it so that he would be sure to refuse.” 
  “Look here, Bob Cherry—” 
  “ Oh, shut up!”
  “Go and speak to him, Cherry!” said Bulstrode. 
  “Right-o!” 
  Bob Cherry strode away towards the School House. His face was very gloomy as he went. He did not believe that Harry Wharton would go back on his word. 
  He made his way to No. I Study, and found the captain of the Remove there. Harry Wharton was standing by the fire, his hands deep in his pockets, and a dark frown upon his face. He started and looked round asBob Cherry came in. 
  “What is it, Bob?  ” 
  “Bob Cherry coughed. 
  “Harry, old man—” 
  “Are you standing out of the team, too?” 
  Bob Cherry shook his head. 
  “No fear.” he said. 
  “I don’t want you to, Bob.” said Wharton quietly. “You and Inky had better play up, and do the best you can for the side. I think very likely it will be a winning team if you play up. Bulstrode isn’t a bad skipper. I suppose he will be skipper?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “The Bounder can play when be chooses and he will choose now, if only to prove that he ought to have been played all along!” said Harry bitterly. 
  “Wharton, old man—” 
  Bob Cherry paused. The expression upon his chum’s face was not encouraging. 
  “Well?” said Harry. 
  “We want you to play!” 
  “Impossible.” 
  “Bulstrode’s sent to ask you.” 
  “Balustrade?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Well, I can’t play. I’ve said that I won’t play in the same team with the Bounder, and I shall keep my word!”
  “We shall be licked, Harry.” 
  “I’m sorry.” 
  “You don’t want to see the Remove beaten, old fellow?” 
  “They’ve got themselves to thank for it if they are.”
   “For the sake of the team, Harry—” 
  Wharton looked squarely at his friend. 
  “Do you think I ought to play, Bob?” he asked. 
  “Yes. I do.” 
  “I can’t agree with you. Vernon-Smith has shifted out Frank Nugent. and Johnny Bull, and Mark Linley. He’s got into Nugent’s place, and got his friends in the other places. The Remove have let him do it. They’ve no right to ask anything of me now.” 
  “But they do ask, Harry.” 
  “Then they can go and eat coke!” growled Wharton. 
  “The fellows will be frightfully wild if we lose the match through your standing out!” said Bob. 
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders. 
  “You don’t care?” 
  “Not twopence.” 
  “I think you’re wrong, Harry.” 
  “I’m sorry.” 
  “And that’s all?” 
  “That’s all.” 
  Bob Cherry sighed. 
  “Well, if that’s all, I may as well be getting back.” he said. “I suppose Bulstrode will put Russell in as centre-forward! It’s giving goals to Redclyffe.” 
  “I know it’s rotten.” 
  “Play, then.” said Bob Cherry eagerly. 
  Harry Wharton shook his head. 
  “I can’t.” 
  “ Well, that settles it.” 
  Bob Cherry left the study without another word. Harry Wharton remained alone, with a gloomy shade upon his brow. 

                  THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                             The Winning Goal! 

BULSTRODE gave Bob Cherry an eager look as he returned to the football ground. 
 “Well?” he asked, 
  “It’s no go.” 
  “He won’t play?” 
  “No.” 
  “Well. I think it’s rotten.” said Bulstrode. 
  “You can thank Smithy & Co. for it.” said Bob Cherry. “That makes four good men Smithy has got out of the team.” 
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “Look here—” 
  “No time for jaw! Get into your things, Russell!” said the new skipper. 
  “What-ho!” said Russell promptly. 
  “I guess I’m willing to make you a jolly good centre-forward.” remarked Fisher T. Fish.     
 “I guess I could—” 
  “Oh, ring off!” said Bulstrode crossly, 
  “I guess—” 
  Br-r-r-r! 
  The Redclyffe fellows were in the field, punting about a footer to keep themselves warm. It was already a quarter of an hour past the time fixed for kick-off, but the Rcdclyffians were patient and polite. 
  Bulstrode’s team was ready at last. 
  It was a very good team, too, though far from being up to the form the Remove had usually shown in football matches. 
  Wharton and Nugent and Johnny Bull and Mark Linley had been among the best players in the Remove, and all four of them were out of the ranks now. 
  But the Bounder was first-class, and the Bounder was on his mettle now. It was “ up” to him to prove, as Wharton had remarked, that he ought to have played for the Form before. Vernon-Smith could be relied upon, this time, at least, to do his best. 
  The Remove team came into the field at last, and the two skippers tossed for goals. Bulstrode won, and gave the Redclyffians the wind to kick against. The ball started rolling, and the game began. 
  All the Removites who were not playing were gathered round the field, with the exception of Harry Wharton, A crowd of fellows of other Forms, too, interested in the Remove dispute, had turned up to watch the match. Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth Form and Coker of the Fifth were there, looking on with superior smiles. 
  The Redclyffians pressed the attack from the beginning. 
  Yorke and the other forwards came through the Removites, and in a few minutes there was a sharp attack on goal. 
  Hazeldene was between the posts, and he did his best to defend. But Hazeldene was not in good form. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. had trained Hazeldene and made a goalie of him; but since he had broken with No. 1 Study. Hazel had done little practice, and he was quite off colour. Newland would have done better, as Bulstrode realised when he saw how Hazel was acting. The Remove goalie was not at all up to the attack. The ball whizzed in from Yorke’s foot, and lodged in the net; and there was a chirrup of glee from the Redclyffians, and a sort of groan from the Greyfriars fellows. 
  “Goal!” 
  Bulstrode gave the unhappy goalkeeper a glare. 
  “Why didn’t you stop that?” he bawled. 
  “I did my best,” said Hazeldene sulkily. 
  “Rotten best, then.” 
  “Oh, rats!”
  The Redclyffians grinned. 
  “Jolly good order this team is in, I don’t think,” Yorke murmured to his inside-right as they walked back to the centre of the field. And the inside-right grinned.
  “Play up better than that.” said Bulstrode, as he turned away from the goalie. 
  Hazeldene grunted. 
  The teams lined up again, the Removites looking decidedly glum. 
  Redclyffe were grinning. 
  “Play up. for goodness’ sake!” muttered Bulstrode. “Tha whole rotten crowd’s sniggering at us already.”
  “Let Smithy show what he can do,” growled Bob Cherry.  “He hasn’t done much so far.”   
  “Oh, don’t start ragging now.”
  “ Play up!” shouted the Greyfriars crowd.
  The ball was kicked off again. This time the Redclyffians did not find it so easy.   
  Vernon-Smith captured the ball, and then the Bounder, as if following Bob Cherry’s sarcastic advice, showed what he could do. He dashed away, leaving the other forwards almost standing, and dribbled the ball down to goal, beating the halves, and dodging the backs in masterly style. There was a shout round the field.
  “Go it, Bounder!” 
  “Buck up, Smithy!”
  “On the ball!”
  The one-man game was not popular at Greyfriars, but it suited the style of the Bounder.    
  He was always a selfish player. Harry Wharton & Co. had always done well with skilful combination and short passing; but the one-man style of play was just what the Bounder liked. On the present occasion it served his turn well, for there was no other Remove forward who had a chance to bag a pass. 
  Vernon-Smith dribbled the ball fairly round the feet of the backs, and amid a roar of cheering, growing in volume every moment, be ran on to goal. 
  There was only the goalie to beat ; and the crowd roared. 
  Kick!”
  “Shoot, you beggar, shoot!”
  “Put her through!”
  Whizz!
  The goalie was all eyes and hands, seemingly ; but the shot from the Bounder beat him. The ball passed a foot from his out-stretched fingers, and lodged in the net; and the goalie 
grunted discontentedly. 
  Then the crowd yelled! 
  “Goal! Goal! Goal!”
  “Bravo, Smithy!” 
  “Hurray!”
  Bulstrode slapped the Bounder of Greyfriars on the back, his face glowing. 
  “Good for you!” he exclaimed. “That’s the style!”
  The Bounder grinned. 
  “Nearly as good as Wharton, perhaps?” he suggested. 
  “Quite!” said Bulstrode. 
  The score was one to one. But just before half-timo it was altered again. In spite of a strenuous defence, the Redclyffe forwards rained shots on the home goal, and Hazeldene was beaten again. Then the whistle went, with Redclyffe two to one, and jubilant. 
  “Not so bad, though.” said Bob Cherry, as he dabbed his perspiring face with a towel. “Better than I expected.” 
  The Bounder sneered. 
  “We may win, even without the great and only Wharton.” he remarked. “We’re not quite so badly off as the Greeks when Achilles was sulking in his tent.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “That goal of Smithy’s was first-rate,” said Tom Brown. 
  Bob Cherry grunted.
  “I don’t say it wasn’t—but that’s not the game. Smithy would have kept the ball just the same, if there had been a chap ready for a pass. That’s his style.” 
  “Suppose you get ready for a pass next time.” suggested the Bounder. “If you were where you were wanted, instead of strolling round the touch-line, you might be able to take a pass when one was ready.” 
  “Why, you rotter—” began Bob angrily. 
  “Oh,shut up.” growled Bulstrode. “This isn’t a time for ragging one another. Leave that till after the match, for goodness’ sake.” 
  “Yes, but—” 
  “Time!” said Bulstrode. 
 The teams went out into the field again. 
There was a yell of encouragement from the crowd as they lined up. 
  “Go it, Smithy!”  
  “On the ball, Bounder !“ 
  It was evident that the Bounder’s brilliant goal had made him popular. 
  Harry Wharton heard the shouts in his study in the School House, and he looked out of his window towards the playing. fields. 
  He could see the junior ground, through the leafless elms, and the figures that ran and dodged in the rapid movements of the game. 
  The Remove captain’s feelings were bitter. 
  Perhaps, now that it was too late, he felt that he had been too hard; that he would have done better to play when he was asked. 
  It was too late to think of that now. 
  In standing out of the match he had played the game of his enemy; he had taken tricks for the Bounder. 
  He realised it now. 
  Now that Wharton was out of the team, Vernon-Smith was the best forward in it—the best player altogether, with the exception of Tom Brown, the New Zealander, the centre-half. 
  Wharton did not grudge Vernon-Smith his success; and was glad to see that he was helping the side to win. But it was very bitter to him to stand idle, out of the match, forgotten by the players he had always led.. 
  A louder roar came ringing from the playing fields. 
  “Goal!” 
  “Good old Smithy!” 
  It was the Bounder again—he had scored. 
  The ball was in the net, and the Greyfriars Remove had equalised. 
  The cheering was deafening as the teams went back to the centre ; and the Bounder might be excused for a little inclination to strut. 
  Kick-off again, and a desperate attack from Redclyffe. 
  Again Hazeldeno was found wanting, and the ball went in.  Three to two for Redclyffe. But within five minutes more Bob Cherry scored for the Remove. 
  There were five minutes more to p1ay, and both sides made great efforts. 
  Three minutes—two minutes! 
  Then a roar. 
  “Go it, Smithy!”
  The Bounder was away again 
  It was the dribbling game once more, and Vernon-Smith went through the field like a knife through cheese. 
  Before the goalie knew where the ball was coming from, it had whizzed past him into the net. It was not to be a draw after all! 
  The crowd yelled. 
  “Goal! Goal! Hurray !”
  Phip! 
  It was the whistle; the game had finished. Remove were four goals to three, and the Bounder of Greyfriars had kicked the winning goal!
                                     ______ 
                
                  THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                         The Hero of the Hour. 

“HURRAY!”
  “Hurray!”
  “Bravo!” 
  There was a roar of voices, a rush of fellows upon the footer-field. 
  The Bounder of Greyfriars was seized by many hands and hoisted shoulder high. 
  On the shoulders of Trevor and Bolsover major, he was borne off the ground amid deafening cheers. 
  “Bravo, Smithy!” 
  “Hurray!” 
  “Smithy wins! Where’s Wharton now?” 
  And there was a groan for Wharton. 
  “Bravo, Bounder!” 
  “Ripping!” 
  “Hip. hip, hurray!” 
  The Bounder was set down at last, flushed and breathless. 
  His eyes were very bright. 
  “Thanks!” he said. “Gentlemen—” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Gentleman, I’m jolly glad to have been of use. That’s all I’ve got to say.” 
  “Hear, hear!”
  “Hurray!” 
  “You saved the match.” said Buistrode, 
  “Saved it at the finish.” said Tom Brown, heartily. “And we’ve beaten Redclyffe! I’m jolly glad we formed the combine now. 
  “Yes, rather.” 
  “Faith, and ye’re right.” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “Well, it was a jolly good match.” said Yorke, the Redclyffe skipper, as he came out with his coat and muffler on. “We’ll beat you next time.” 
  “Righto!” said Bulstrode, good-humouredly. Bulstrode was in great spirits at having won the first footer match played under his command. 
  And the Redclyffe fellows said good-bye, and rolled away in their brake. 
  Vernon-Smith disappeared after the match, leaving the Removites singing his praises. A crowd of fellows went round to Harry Wharton’s study to tell him about it. It was pretty 
certain that he knew, but they meant to tell him all the same. 
  Bolsover major thundered at the door of No. 1 Study, and kicked it open. 
  A dozen fellows crowded in at the doorway.
  Harry Wharton looked at them grimly.
  “We’ll, what do you want?” said Wharton coldly. 
  “Only come to tell you the news.” said Bolsover major insolently. “We’ve beaten Redclyffe—which your team wouldn’t have done in a dog’s age. 
  “Hear, hear!”
  “Beaten them hollow!” said Hazeldene. 
  “Put that in your pipe and smoke it!”
  “And beaten them without you, too!” said Bulstrode.
  “Yes, rather!”
  “Hurray!”
  “You’re not wanted.” said Bolsover major. “The Remove are fed up with you, my son. We’re going to make Bulstrode permanent captain!”
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “You can do as you like, except stand in any study and jaw to me.” said Harry Wharton calmly. “Get out!” 
  “Oh, rats!”
  “There are enough of us to teach you manners, you know.” Snoop remarked.
  Wharton’s eyes gleamed. 
  “Are you going out?” he asked, 
  “I’m not, for one!” said Bolsover, “Not till I’m finished.” 
  “Same here!” said Bulstrode. “We’ve come to talk to you.” said Snoop, feeling unusually 
courageous with so many supporters. “We want to give you a piece of our minds.”
  “Yes, rather!” 
  Wharton strode towards them. 
  “Outside!” 
  “Rats!” said Bolsover major. 
  Wharton wasted no more time in words. 
  He grasped the bully of the Remove and swung him round. Bolsover struck out savagely but Wharton did not heed the blow. He swung the heavy Removite off his feet, and fairly hurled him at the crowd in the doorway. 
  Crash!
  Bump!
 “Oh!” 
  “My hat!” 
  “Yarooh!” 
  Bolsover rolled in the doorway, and three or four fellows sprawled in the passage. Harry Wharton glared at them angrily. Now come in again, if you like.” he said between his teeth. 
  “Ow!” groaned Bolsover. 
  Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came pushing through the crowd in the passage. They shoved the juniors aside without the slightest ceremony, and entered the study, and ranged themselves beside Harry Wharton.
  “Hallo, hallo. hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry cheerfully, 
  “Is it a ragging? Then you can rag us too!”
  “The ragfulnpss is terrific!” murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “Get out of this, Bob Cherry!” yelled a voice in the passage. 
  Bob Cherry grinned. 
  “Go and eat coke, my son!” he said. “If you want me out, come and put me out! 
  “Look here—” stuttered Bolsover. 
  “Well, you look a pretty picture!” said Bob Cherry, regarding the bully of the Remove as he staggered to his feet, dishevelled and dusty. “You’d better go and get a wash, I think.”   
  “I’ll—I’ll———” 
  “You’ll get out!” said Bob Cherry. 
  The raggers glared at the trio; but Harry Wharton s & Co. looked a little too troublesome to tackle. Bolsover & Co. contented themselves with a chorus of cat-calls and hisses, 
and retired. 
  “Thank you for coming, you fellows.” said Wharton quietly.
  “Don’t mench,” said Bob Cherry. “We pulled the match off, old fellow!”
  “The pullfulness was terrific.”
  “I’m glad of that.” 
  “Yes; I know you are,” said Bob Cherry, clapping his chum on the back. “But I’m not glad that you kept out of the match. If you had played, it would have been a dead cert. 
for us, instead of touch and go.”
 “Yes, ratherfully!”
  Wharton smiled rather painfully. 
  “I think I did right.” he said. “But it’s not much good discussing that now. I’m out of the team after this.” 
  “Not for good!” said Bob Cherry anxiously. 
  “I’m afraid so.”
  “What rot!” said Bob uneasily. “The Remove are very ratty with you now, I know, but they will come round, never fear!” 
  “I don’t know that I want them to come round.” said Wharton. 
  “Yes. I suppose you feel a bit rotten now.” said Bob sympathetically, but that will wear off, you know. The Bounder’s not going to win all along the line like that.” 
  Wharton was silent. His chums could see that he wanted to be alone, and they left him. The captain of the Remove, once the hero of the Form, but now certainly the most unpopular fellow in it, remained with a gloomy brow. Wharton had kept his temper well in this long struggle against the cunning of the Bounder; but he was defeated now, and he had to admit it. The Bounder had won all along the line, and he had won because he did not scruple to use methods Wharton would have disdained to resort to. Harry Wharton had not been defeated in fair fight; he had fallen a victim to treachery and cunning. It was no wonder that, as he paced his solitary study—whence his best chum was gone, thanks to the Bounder—that Wharton’s feelings grew more and more bitter, his brow darker and darker. 
                                 —— 

                  THE FIFTEENTH CHIPTER. 

                                  Missing! 

“WHERE is Vernon-Smith?” 
  Harry Wharton asked that question in the common-room. 
  It was dusk now, and the light was on in the School House; outside, in the Close, the mist from the sea was creeping over Greyfriars. 
  Two or three fellows stared insolently at the fallen captain of the Remove as he asked the question. 
  “Want to ask him how to kick goals?” asked Snoop. 
  And there was a laugh. 
  “I want to see him, said Wharton. 
  “He’s gone out!” said Russell, 
  “Do you know where?”
  “Down to Friardale, I think. There’s going to be a celebration over the giddy victory.” the new centre-forward explained. “Smithy is doing the thing in style. There’s going to be whole consignments from Uncle Clegg’s.” 
  “Yes, rather!” said Billy Bunter, his little round eyesgleaming behind his spectacles. “My old chum Smithy is going to ask me—” 
  “Your old chum rats!” said Bulstrode. “If he’s going to ask you, perhaps that’s why he’s laying in such a giddy lot.”
  “Oh, really, Bulstrode—” 
  “When do you expect him back? “ asked Wharton. 
  “Might be any moment, said Russell. “What the dickens do you want him for?” 
  Wharton did not reply to the question. 
  He turned on his heel, and quitted the common-room, leaving the group of juniors in a buzz. 
  “Sure there’s going to be trouble.” said Micky Desmond, with a sage shake of the head. “I know that look in Wharton’s eye.”
  “He’s seeing red!” said Hazeldenp. 
  “Faith, and ye’re right!” 
  “I don’t know that I should care to be in Smithy’s shoes when he meets Wharton in that temper.” said Hazeldene uneasily. 
  “No fear!” 
  “Oh, Smithy can take care of himself!” said Bulstrode carelessly.
  “I don’t know. Wharton’s a giddy Tartar when his dander is up, I guess,” said Fisher T. Fish, with a shake of his head. 
  “It’s pretty rotten if he forces Smithy into a fight because Smithy kicks goals for the Remove.” exclaimed Russell hotly. 
  “Yes, rather!”
  “That’s what he’s jolly well going to do.” said Bolsover major. 
  “Then I think it’s rotten!” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “And if he does it, I think he ought to be ragged by the Form, to teach him manners.” said Russell, looking round. 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  About a quarter of an hour later Bob Cherry came into the room and looked round. The juniors grinned at him. 
  “Looking for Wharton?” asked Bulstrode. 
  “Yes.”
  “Isn’t he in his study?” 
  “No.” 
  “I guess he’s gone out!” said Fisher T. Fish. 
  “Oh, all right!” said Bob Cherry. 
  “Gone to look for the Bounder.” Hazeldene explained. “There’s going to be a row, I think.” 
  Bob Cherry compressed his lips. 
  “Well, Smithy’s only got himself to thank for it, if there is.” he said.
  “Oh, rats!” 
  “Rot!” 
  “Go and eat coke!” 
  Bob Cherry grunted, and went out of the room. He went to the doorway and looked out. into the misty Close. 
  He was feeling very uneasy. 
  He wished that Harry would come in, and he wondered what had happened out there on the misty road in the dusk. 
  Had Wharton met his enemy? 
  If he had met, him—— 
  Bob Cherry wrinkled his brow in a troubled way. He did not wholly understand his chum, deep as their attachment was. Wharton’s temper was peculiar; and the open, hearty Bob Cherry had often realised that there were depths in his chum’s nature which he had never sounded. Was Wharton likely to do anything rash? He was burning with resentment against the Bounder—he had been goaded past the limit of endurance, and if his temper had broken out at last—— 
  But, after all, what could happen but a fight—a fight more bitter and savage, perhaps, than most schoolboy combats—but nothing worse than that. 
  Yet Bob felt uneasy. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh joined him in the doorway. The nabob’s dusky face was as grave as Bob Cherry’s. 
  “The esteemed Wharton has not come in.” he remarked. 
  “Not yet, Inky.” 
  “I wish he would come!” 
  Bob Cherry sidhed. 
  “So do I.  We might go and look for him, only we should most likely miss him in the fog. It’s pretty thick on the road.” 
  The nabob nodded. 
  “I hope they will not meetfully encounter.” he muttered.  “I am afraid of what the esteemed Wharton may do, now that he has got his honourable rag out.” 
  “That’s what I’m thinking.” 
  They waited in grim silence, looking into the misty Close. Micky Desmond’s voice called out from the passage. 
  “Call-over, you chaps.” 
  Bob Cherry started. 
  “Wharton’s missing call-over, then.” he muttered. 
  “It is rottenful!”  
  “And I don’t suppose he thought of asking for a pass, either.” said Bob Cherry dismally. “More trouble in the family! Oh dear!” 
  The juniors went in to calling-over. Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was taking the roll-call. He paused on Wharton’s name, as there was no reply. 
  Wharton! 
  Silence. 
  “Is not Wharton here?” asked the Remove-master. 
  “He—he’s been delayed, sir.” said Bob Cherry. “The— the fog, you know.” 
  “Very good.” said Mr. Quelch, marking down Wharton as absent, and he went on with the list till he came to the name of the Bounder, 
  “Vernon-Smith.” 
  No reply. 
  “Vernon.Smith!” 
  Still silence. The Bounder was not there. 
  “Another Remove boy lost in the fog, apparently.” said Mr. Quelch sarcastically. “Can you tell me whether they had passes, Wingate?” 
  “They did not, sir.” said the captain of Greyfriars. 
  “Vernon-Smith meant to be back long ago, sir.” said Bolsver major. “Something has happened to stop him.” 
  “He will be required to explain it when he does come in.” said Mr, Quelch. 
  And he finished the roll-call, 
  The Greyfriars fellows dispersed. 
  Wingate stopped Bob Cherry in the passage outside, tapping him on the shoulder. Bob looked at the Greyfriars captain dismally. 
  “What is this?” Wingate asked abruptly. “Is there any trouble between Wharton and Smith, on account of what happened on the footer-ground to-day?” 
  “I don’t know, Wingate.” 
  “Did one of them go out after the other—to find him?” 
  “I—I believe so.” 
  “Which one was it?”
  Wharton went out to look for Smithy.” put in Bolsover major. “ He asked us all in the common-room where Smithy was, and then went to look for him.” 
  The Greyfriars captain compressed his lips. 
  I shall have something to say to Wharton about that when he comes in.” he said. And he walked away. 
  Bob Cherry and Inky went to the door to look for Wharton, There was no sign of him yet in the misty Quad. A good many more fellows joined them there. A strange feeling of anxiety was growing up among the fellows. Where was Wharton? Where was the Bounder ? 

                  THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                               Struck Down! 

HARRY WHARTON had met the Bounder. 
  In the dim, misty road, not far from the gates of Greyfriars, Wharton had waited, pacing to and fro.
  The Bounder, returning from the village, must pass him there on his way home. 
  And then there would comp a reckoning. 
  A long reckoning, for all the harm the Bounder had done—a reckoning that should pay off the old score in full. 
  Wharton was not of a revengeful nature. His temper was not unforgiving. But the Bounder had piled injuries upon him; and all the time, with subtle cunning, had made it. appear that Wharton was in the wrong. 
  Wharton had lost his chums, he had lost his position, he had lost the good opinion of the form he was in: and he owed it all to the Bounder. 
  It was time there was a reckoning. 
  Wharton clenched and unclenched his hands as he waited; the Bounder was a long time coming! 
  Footsteps on the misty road at last, 
  Wharton stopped, and peered through the mist, and drew a sharp, quick breath, 
  It was the Bounder, 
  Wharton stepped into his path. 
  Vernon-Smith stopped, 
  “Who’s that?” he asked. “Hallo! Wharton!” 
  “Yes.” said Harry, between his teeth. 
  “What do you want?” 
  “I want to settle with you.” 
  “Wharton’s tone of menace warned the Bounder what to expect. He made a step backward. 
  “Have you come out to look for me?” he asked coolly, 
  “Yes.” 
  “What for?” 
  “To thrash you, or else to take a licking from you!” said Wharton, his voice trembling with anger and resentment. 
  “It’s better out here, where there’s no one to interfere. I can’t equal you at cunning and trickery; but face to face I can stand up to you, and let the best man win. Are you ready?” 
  “No!” 
  “I shall not wait!”
  “I prefer it quietly, in the gym., with the gloves on.” said Vernon-Smith, with an irritating drawl in his voice. 
  “You will have it quietly enough—but here, without the gloves on.” said Harry Wharton. 
  “I tell you—” 
  “Put your hands up!”
  “I won’t!” 
  “Then take that!”  
  Vernon-Smith reeled back from the blow. He did not speak again, but with a snarl he sprang at Wharton. 
  The next moment they were fighting. 
  The Bounder was no coward. Cowardice could not be reckoned among his many faults, He preferred slyer and safer methods than fighting; but he was not afraid. 
  And his temper was up now. Wharton’s blow had called up all the evil in his nature. 
  Tramp! tramp! tramp! 
  Their footsteps rang upon the frosty road as they tramped to and fro in fierce conflict. Heavy blows were given and received; but the fighting juniors seemed hardly to notice them. 
  Crash! 
  Vernon-Smith went down at last on his back, on the hard road.  He lay gasping and panting, his eyes gleaming up in the dusk, 
  “Are you done?” panted Wharton. “You cur! Get up and finish!”
  “Yes, I’ll finish!” muttered the Bounder. “Either I sha’n’t be able to walk away from here, or you won’t, Harry Wharton.” 
  “That’s what 1 want.” 
  The Bounder leaped up. His face was stained with a red stream from his nose, and it flowed over his collar and tie. His left eye was closed; his right was blinking painfully. But he seemed to be scarcely conscious of pain, 
  He attacked Wharton with savage fury; and Wharton met him more than half-way. 
  With gleaming eyes, and gritted teeth, and panting breath, they renewed the conflict. 
  It was five minutes before the Bounder went down again. 
  But he did go down! 
  And then Wharton, standing over him, reeled as he stood, with lights dancing before him eyes, and a buzzing in his head, His punishment had been almost as terrible as the Bounder’s. 
  “Have you had enough?” said Wharton thickly. 
  The Bounder groaned. 
  “Are you done ?” 
  “Yes!” muttered the Bounder thickly. “Hang you! Yes! Leave me alone.” 
  Wharton reeled against a tree beside the lane. He drew in thick gasping breaths of the misty air. 
  He was nearly done himself. 
  The Bounder lay groaning. Wharton leaned against the tree for full five minutes, waiting for his strength to return. 
  The Bounder did not rise.  Wharton staggered towards him at last. Vernon-Smith put out a feeble hand. 
  “Let me alone! I’m done. I tell you! I give you best! Let me alone.” 
  “I’m not going to touch you.” said Harry quietly. “Only to help you! Smithy. I—I’m sorry I hit so hard!” 
  The Bounder snarled.
  “Don’t begin any of that rot with me!” he said. “Get away, and let me alone!” 
  “Can’t you get up?” 
  “Yes—when you’re gone.” 
  “Let me help you.” 
  “Get away!” 
  “Let me help you back to Greyfriars, Smithy.” 
  “If you touch me I’ll hit out.” 
  “Very well!” 
  Wharton turned and left him. There was nothing else that he could do. 
  The groan of the Bounder rang in his ears as he went. 
  Wharton walked on steadily back towards Greyfriars. 
  He was aching from the conflict, aching in every bone, in every nerve. And repentance had already come to him. He had been blind with passion; but the fight seemed to have 
driven the mists from his brain, and he knew that he had done wrong. 
  He paused at the wayside brook to wash the blood from hisface, and make himself as tidy as he could. He did not want to excite general remark when he went into the school. Not that his state was likely to escape notice. 
  He walked slowly and unsteadily. 
  Back in the misty lane, under this shadow of the trees, the Bounder lay. 
  His strength was spent. 
  Every ounce of strength had been put into the fight, and it was gone now. He was weak as a baby—too weak to rise.  His head was swimming, and he groaned as he lay. At last. he dragged himself to a sitting posture. 
  Footsteps in the lane! 
  He set his teeth; if it was Wharton returning to help him, he would refuse his help. But it was not Wharton; the footsteps came from the direction of the village. It was a man’s 
form that loomed up in the mist. 
  “Help!” muttered the Bounder. 
  The man stopped. 
  He had heard the faint voice, he had seen the dim form by the roadside. He stopped, and peered through the mist towards Vernon-Smith. 
  “Who is it?” 
  The Bounder shivered. He knew that soft, foreign voice, with its lisping Spanish accent. It was the South American! 
  Diaz came closer, and peered at him. 
  “Ha! It is you, senorito!” 
  Vernon-Smith groaned. 
  “I saw you in the village.” said the South American, with aring of savage satisfaction now in his voice. “I followed you—you had the great kindness to stop for me, senorito.” 
  “Don’t you touch me, you villain!” muttered the Bounder in fear. “Can’t you see I’ve been through it? Help me to the school, and I’ll give you five pounds.” 
  Diaz laughed. 
  “Five pounds—and your father has robbed me of five thousand!”
  “I can’t help what my father does!” muttered the Bounder. 
  “Carambo! And you told me that in his place you would do the same, and that I could go and starve!” said the South American. 
  “I—I did not mean it.” 
  “You spoke as if you meant it, senorito.” 
  “Let me alone!” muttered the Bounder faintly. “Villain! You can see how I am—I cannot help myself!”
  “I could not help myself when I was ruined by your villain father—I could not help myself when you called to the policeman to take me in charge,” said Diaz. His black eyes rolled and glittered, and a terrible fear came upon the Bounder. It was only too evident that the man’s wrongs had preyed upon him until he had lost his balance of mind—that he was scarcely responsible for what he did. 
  “Keep—keep away!” panted the Bounder. “I’ll speak to my father—you shall have your rights ! I—I swear!”
  Diaz laughed. 
  “How long would that oath bind you, senorito, if you escape me now?” he said. 
  Vernon-Smith groaned. The promise would not bind him after he was once in safety, he knew it, and his enomy knew it. 
  “Let me alone!” he muttered again. 
  The South American laughed—a laugh that was full of fearful menace. 
  “Si, senorito, si; I shall show you as much mercy as your father showed me.” he said. “He rob me, and he give me in charge to police—you say the same! You are your father’s 
son! I fly from England—but before I go—” He gripped his cudgel. 
  “Keep off!” shrieked the Bounder, mad with terror. 
  But blows were already raining upon him. The wretched boy struggled feebly, till the light of consciousness died from his eyes, and he lay still and inert, under the rain of blows from the heavy cudgel. 
  Suddenly the South American started—and held his hand. 
  It was as if reason had returned for a moment to his maddened brain, and he realised what he was doing. 
  ”Senorito!” 
  It was a husky whisper. 
  The South American bent over the insensible boy with a scared look. 
  “Dios! What have I done? Senorito! Senomito!” 
  But no answer came from the still form on the ground. The South American sprang to his feet, and with a frightened look round, fled into the mist. 
  His footsteps died away. 
  The Bounder remained alone—still—silent—with blood upon his face—blood upon his clothes—silent—still. 

                  THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                 The Return. 

“HERE he is!” 
  The exclamation burst from the group of juniors in the doorway of the School House. Across the misty Close, they had heard the ring of the bell at the gate; Gosling had opened the gate to admit the returning juniors—or junior. It was only Harry Wharton who came
through the mist towards the lighted doorway. 
  Bob Cherry gave a gasp of relief. His uneasiness had been growing keener and keener, he hardly knew why. 
  “Harry!  Thank goodness you’ve come back!”  “The thankfulness is terrific!” muttered the nabob. 
  “Where’s Smithy?” demanded Bolsover major. 
  “What have you done with Smithy?” shouted Snoop. 
  “What has Smithy done with him, you mean!” chuckled Bolsovor. “Look at his chivvy !” 
  “My hat!” 
  “He’s been pasted!” 
  “Faith, if Smithy’s worse than that, he must be a sight!” 
  “Well, Smithy is worse.” said Wharton, with a bitter smile. “If you want Smithy, you can go and look for him in the lane.” 
  “What have you done to him!”
  “I’ve licked him,” 
  “Why doesn’t ho come in?” asked Bulstrode. 
  “He can’t—yet!” 
  Wharton passed into the house. Wingate met him in the hall. He eyed Wharton’s darkened eyes and bruised face sternly. 
  “Where have you been, Wharton?” he said, abruptly. 
  “Out!” said Harry. 
  “Have you been fighting with Vernon-Smith?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Who began it?” 
  “I did!”
  “Have you hurt him?” 
  “Yes.” 
  Wingate’s eyes gleamed. 
  “Then you’ll have to answer for it.” he said. “No, I don’t want you to come to my study, I shall leave this to your Form-master when Smith comes in. ” 
  “Very well!” said Wharton. 
  And he passed on upstairs, and went to his study. Bob Cherry followed him there. Bob was looking perplexed and worried. 
  “It must have been an awful mill, to leave your chivvy like that, Harry.” he said, uneasily. 
  “It was !“ said Harry briefly. 
  Smithy got the worst of it?”
  “Yes. Not much—but he gave in.” 
  “Good! But—but why doesn’t he come in?”
  “I left him on the ground.” 
  “Harry!” 
  Wharton flushed. 
  “I offered to help him.” he said. “ But he wouldn’t have it!” 
  “Just like Smithy!” said Bob, with a nod. “But—I—I say, I wish, he’d come in. You must have given him an awful pasting!” 
  “I did.” 
  “I—I say—” Bob Cherry hesitated. “You fought with your fists, I suppose?  ” 
  Wharton stared at him. 
  “Of course!” he said. “ What on earth—” 
  “Oh, all right.” said Bob. “ All serene. Smithy can’t be so very much hurt, if you fought with fists.” 
  “He will be in in ten minutes, I expect.” 
  “I hope he will.” 
  Bob Cherry left the study. Wharton threw himself into the arm-chair. He was feeling too exhausted by that terrible fight, and too sick with the reaction after it, to think of attempting to do his preparation. 
  Bob Cherry rejoined the crowd of fellows at the door of the School-House. 
  “Smithy come in yet?” he asked. 
  “No!”
  “Why doesn’t he come?” growled Bob Cherry uneasily. “He can’t be so much hurt as all that. I wish he’d come in! He’s hanging it out to make us alarmed, very likely.” 
  “The likefulness is great, my chum.” said Hurree Singh.
  Bolsover grunted. 
  “More likely he’s badly hurt,” he said. “ You know what Wharton’s temper is like, when he’s got his hair off!”
  “Faith, and that’s so, too. But—” 
  “Why doesn’t he come?” growled Bob, miserably. 
  But the Bounder did not come.
  The minutes crawled by. 
  Half-an-hour—an hour!  Wingate of the Sixth joined the juniors. His face was anxious, and a little pale. 
  “Hasn’t Smith come in?” he asked. 
  “No!” 
  “That’s jolly queer!” 
  “He must have been badly hurt!” said Snoop. “Perhaps some of us ought to go and look for him, Wingate?  ”
  “He can’t be disabled by a fight with Wharton!” said the Greyfriars captain, staring. “He can come in by himself when he chooses.” 
  “Then it’s jolly queer he doesn’t come.” 
  Wingate compressed his lips. He stared gloomily out into this misty Close. Where was Vernon-Smith?  What did this delay mean?
  Nine o’clock sounded from the clock-tower of Greyfriars. 
  “Nine!” said Bob Cherry, with a shiver. “Where’s Smithy?” 
  Wingate and Carne of the Sixth, and Coker of the Fifth, came out with their coats and caps on. 
  “Going to look for Smithy?” asked Bolsover major. 
  “Yes.” said Wingate shortly.
  “Can we come?” 
  “No !” 
  And the three seniors disappeared in the mist. 
  The juniors waited. Half the school seemed to be crowded in the passage round the doorway now. The masters were as anxious as the boys. Unless Vernon-Smith was playing a trick, something serious must be the matter. It might be some trick of the
Bounder—and yet it was hardly likely. But what could be the matter? Had Wharton, in his temper, struck too hard—had the Bounder beenseriously hurt? Such things had 
happened—an unlucky blow might have done damage that the assailant never intended, never dreamed of. Was that the explanation of the Bounder’s strange absence? 
  The gates were open—Gosling was there with his lantern, waiting, too. Footsteps in the Close at last—and there was cry from the waiting boys. 
  “Here they come!” Forms loomed up in the mist, lighted by the glimmer of the porter’s lantern. But—but what was that the seniors were carrying—why did they come with slow and heavy steps? A hurdle, with a coat spread over it, and upon the coat a still form—and over that, another coat! What was that still, silent figure upon the hurdle? 
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  The Greyfriars fellows gathered round with bated breath. 
  “Wingate—what is it?  ” 
  “What’s happened?” 
  “Is it—is it—”
  “It’s Smith!” said Wingate, as the hurdle was carried in. 
  “Quiet, all of you.” 
  Bob Cherry gave a cry. “But he’s not—he’s not—”
 “No, you young ass! But he’s badly hurt—he’s been beaten insensible with a stick—and the young villain who did it will have to pay for it!”
  And the seniors passed in with their burden. The juniors remained silent—horror-stricken! 
  “Oh, good heavens!” muttered Bob Cherry, pale to the lips. 
  “It’s Wharton’s doing!” said Bolsover major. “Who’d have thought he was such. a murderous villain?”
  Bob Cherry turned upon him fiercely, 
  “Hold your tongue, you cad! Wharton fought him with his fists—you know he did.” 
  Bolsover sneered. How did Smithy come into that state, then?” 
  Bob Cherry was silent. What could he say?
  “We shall know when Smithy speaks.” said Russell. “ But when will he speak?” 
  That was a question there was no answering. Dr. Short arrived from Friardale to take charge of the patient, and he shook his head over him very seriously. The Bounder was insensible, and he remained insensible. The juniors went to bed on tiptoe, and when they spoke, they spoke in hushed voices. It. was as if the dark wing of Azrael, the Angel of
Death, had passed over the school in the misty winter night. 

                  THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                          Guilty---or Not Guilty  

“WHARTON!”
  “Yes, Wingate?” 
  “You’re wanted,” said Wingate abruptly. “In the Head’s study.” 
  “Yes.” 
  Wharton left the Removites, as they were going up to the dormitory, and followed the captain of Greyfriars. 
  Wingate’s face was very hard and grim. 
  Dr. Short had examined Vernon-Smith, and left the Bounder was lying in bed, insensible, with the House-dame watching by his bedside, 
  Harry Wharton did not yet know what had happened. He knew that the Bounder had been carried in by the prefect, upon a hurdle, and he marvelled. He could not understand how Vernon-Smith was so injured as all that. He could not help thinking that it might be one of the endless tricks of the Bounder, to make capital out of the affair. He tapped Wingate on the arm, and the Greyfriars Captain jerked his arm away, 
  “Don’t touch me!” he said 
  Wharton flushed. 
  “Wingate! What do you mean?”
  “I---I mean that I don’t want to be touched by a murderous young scoundrel.” said Wingate deliberately. “That’s what Imean.” 
 “ Wingate!” 
  “Oh, hold your tongue!” 
  “ But—but what has happened?” cried Wharton, in bewilderment. “ Why are you speaking to me like that, Wingate? What have I done?” 
  “You know what you have done.” 
  “ Is Smithy much hurt?” 
  “You know he is.”
  “He was hurt a little more than I was.” said Wharton. “I offered to help him to Greyfriars, and he refused my help. But it was a fair fight—he would have done as much to me, if he could have done it.” 
  “A fair fight?”  said Wingate bitterly. 
  “Yes.” said Wharton fiercely. “Do you think I fought him unfairly?” 
  “ I know you did.” 
  “Wingate! Are you mad?” 
  “Here we are,” said the Greyfriars captain. “Tell your yarns to the doctor, not to me.”
  He tapped at the door of the Head’s study and opened it. 
  Dr. Locke was there, with Mr. Quelch, the Remove-master. 
  Both of them were looking very grave. 
  Their glances fell accusingly upon Harry Wharton as he entered the study with Wingate.  Wharton drew a deep, hard breath.  He could understand that something serious was the
matter now—something more than a fist-fight—and he wondered, in bewilderment, what it was! Had anything happened to the Bounder after he had left him out on the misty 
road? 
  “Here is Wharton, sir.” said Wingate. 
  “ Wharton!”
  “ Yes, sir?”
  “Have you anything to say?” 
  Wharton compressed his lips. 
  “Am I accused of anything, sir?” 
  Dr. Locke bent his eyes searchingly upon the boy. 
  “You know that Vernon-Srnith was found on the road, and brought in by the prefects, Wharton?” hc said. 
  “I know he was brought in, sir.” 
  “ And that he is still insensible,” said the Head. 
  “ I heard the fellows saying so, sir; but I did not believe it.” 
  “You did not believe it?” said the Head, raising his eyebrows. 
  “No, sir. I think it must be some trick; the Bounder—I mean Vernon-Smith is deep enough for anything. He was not insensible when I left him, and he was only fagged 
out. He was not much more hurt in the scrap than I was. He could have walked home if he had chosen.” 
  “Wharton, do you know what you are saying?” 
 “ I think so. sir.” 
  “You went out specially to find Vernon Smith and force a fight on him, I understand Vernon-Smith?”
  “I did, sir. He has injured me, and I wanted to be done with his cunning tricks. I wanted to have the row out and done with. 
  “You know it was wrong.” 
  “I—I’m afraid I lost my temper, sir but I told Smithy I was sorry I had hit so hard, before I left him. But he had hit me hard too. You can see that I didn’t come through the 
fight without being hurt.” 
  “I can see that.” said the Head. 
  “I suppose it was carried too far, sir.” said Wharton. “ I’m sorry for that. But you don’t know how that fellow has driven me to it. It’s impossible to keep level with him; he’s deep—too deep for any of us. That’s why I went for him. But I’m sorry I hit so hard, now. ” 
  The Head’s gaze was still intent upon the face of the captain of the Remove. He seemed perplexed and puzzled. 
  “If this had been a mere a fist fight, Wharton. I should not take a very serious view of it.” he said. “Even if carried to a savage excess, there might be excuses. But I fail to see what 
excuse there can be for your infamous treatment of your Form- fellow.” 
  Wharton started. 
  “ But it was a fist fight, sir.” he said. 
  “Do you mean to say that you used no weapon?” 
  “ Weapon, sir?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Of course I didn’t!” cried Wharton. “Does Smith say I did? The lying cad—” 
  “Silence!” said the Head sternly. 
  “ But if Smith says—” 
  “ Vernon-Smith has not spoken a word; he was insensible when he was found in the road, and he is insensible still and Dr. Short says he will probably not recover consciousness before the morning.” 
  Wharton staggered. 
  “I—I can’t understand it, sir.” he said. “ He spoke to me just before I left him; he refused my help to get back to the school.” 
  “Are you telling the truth, Wharton!”
  “ Dr. Locke!” 
  “ Either there is some horrible mistake, or you are the most unmitigated young scoundrel and liar I have ever met.” the Head exclaimed.
  “ Dr. Locke!” 
  “ Are you unaware, Wharton—do you pretend to be unaware —that Vernon-Smith was not injured by fist blows, but by a cruel attack with some heavy weapon—a bludgeon of some sort?  ”
  Wharton’s jaw dropped.
  “A—a—a bludgeon!” he stammered. 
  “Yes.” 
  “It’s not true!”
  Vernon-Smith is covered with black bruises—his head and shoulders and arms.” said the Head quietly. “Ho has been beaten into insensibility. The doctor even fears that concussion of the brain may follow.” 
  “Impossible!” 
  “Do you dare to question a medical man’s report, and the evidence of our eyes, sir?” the Head exclaimed angrily. 
  “But—but—but I can’t understand it, sir!” gasped Wharton, feeling as if his head were spinning round in his bewilderment, “I never touched Vernon-Smith, excepting with my knuckles. and he was conscious when I left him, and did not look at all likely to faint.” 
  “And you expect me to believe that statement?” 
  “Yes, sir,” said Wharton, with spirit, “ I do!”
  The Head glanced at Mr. Quelch, 
  “What is your opinion of this?” he asked. 
  Mr. Quelch shook his head. 
  “I cannot understand it, sir. I know Wharton has a very hot temper, and I can understand the fight, certainly. It was wrong of him, but I can understand it. But a cowardly assault—I cannot understand that of Wharton. It is not like him— not like the character he has always borne. Wingate will say so too.” 
  “Quite true, sir,” said Wingate. 
  “Thank you, Mr. Quelch,” said Wharton, gratefully. “It’s a horrible mystery. If Smith has been injured in that way, I didn’t do it. Somebody else must have done it after I left him. That’s the only thing I can think of.” 
  “That is barely possible, of course.” said the Head drily. You say that you left Vernon-Smith in possession of his senses?” 
  “ Certainly, sir.” 
  “Then if he was attacked by another person, he will be quite aware of it?” 
  “Of course.” 
  “Then I shall leave the whole matter over till the morning.” said the Head. “ It shall remain in abeyance until Vernon. Smith can speak. By what but he says you stand or fall!  You may go to your dormitory.” 
  And Harry Wharton went, his brain in a whirl! 

                  THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                      In Doubt! 

HARRY WHARTON went into the Remove dormitory. The Remove were all in bed, and the light was out. 
  Wharton did not turn it on; he undressed in the dark, and went to bed. There was a buzz of talk in the dormitory, but no one addressed Wharton. Even Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh were silent. They did not know what to say. Wharton went to bed without a word. But Bob Cherry broke the silence at last. 
  “Harry!”
  “Bob?” 
  “You’ve seen the Head?” 
  “Yes.” 
  What does he say?” 
  “He says that Smithy is insensible, and has been beaten b somebody with a bludgeon,” said Wharton quietly. “I think he must have been deceived. At any rate, I shan’t believe it till I’ve seen Smithy” 
  “I’ve seen him, Harry.” 
  You have, Bob?” 
  “Yes; three of us were allowed to go into his room and look,” said Bob. Bolsover and Russell and I.” 
  “Well, I can trust you and Russell.” said Wharton. “What was he like?” 
  “It’s true about the bludgeon, Harry.” 
  “Quite true.” said Russell. 
  “True!” muttered Wharton. 
  “Yes; he’s simply a mass of bandages, and quite insensible. There’s no trickery about it. Harry. It’s genuine enough.” 
  “Then I can’t understand it.” 
  “Do you mean to say that you didn’t do it, Wharton?” asked Tom Brown. 
  “Of course I didn’t do it,” said Wharton fiercely. “Do you think I’m likely to be such a coward and a brute?” 
  “Well, no: but—” 
  “But it’s been done, Wharton darling,” said Micky Desmond. “Sure I’d never thought it of yez; but if you didn’t do it—” 
  “Who did?” said Snoop, with his sneering laugh. 
  “Yes, who did?” growled Bolsover major. “Answer that, Wharton!”
  “I don’t know.” 
  “ Rats!” 
  “Rubbish!” 
  “You did!” 
  It was a howl of accusation from nearly the whole dormitory. 
  “Very well,” said Wharton quietly, “if you believe I did it, and you think me capable of such a thing, there’s no more to be said.” 
  “You did it ! “ said Stott.. 
  “It was you!” 
  “We all know you did it!” 
  “Who else could have done it?” 
  “Don’t tell us rotten yarns!” 
  “I guess it’s too steep, Wharton.” 
  “Very well,” said Wharton again. “Think as you like, and I hope you’ll have the decency to say you’re sorry to-morrow when Smithy is able to speak.” 
  “When Smith’s able to speak he will denounce you.” said Bolsover major. 
  “We shall see!” 
  “Do you really expect Smithy to clear you, Wharton?” asked Tom Brown quietly, 
  “Yes.”
  “And you never touched him excepting with your fists?” 
  “Only with my fists,” 
  “Well, I believe you, for one,” said the New Zealand junior, after a pause. “It’s a rotten mystery now, but Smithy will be able to clear it up to-morrow,” 
  “And you know I believe you, Harry,” said Bob Cherry quickly; “and so does Inky.” 
  The believefulitess is terrific, my worthy chum.” 
  “Yaas, begad,” said Lord Mauleverer, “I believe you, Wharton. I know you wouldn’t do such a caddish thing, don’t you know” 
  “Thank you,” said Wharton quietly. “The other fellows will have to own up to-morrow. till then, the less said about it the better.” 
  “Well, if you didn’t do it, I’ll say I’m sorry.” grunted Bolsover major. “But if you did do it, you ought to be drummed out of the school!” 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “If I did it I should be expelled, and I should deserve it.” said Harry Wharton. “ But. I did not do it, and I shall be cleared as soon as Smithy can speak.” 
  And Harry laid his head upon the pillow and closed his eyes, and made no further reply to any of the remarks that passed up and down the dormitory. It was some time before the Removites slept.  The strange happening had excited them, and they talked about it long before they fell into slumber. There was no doubt, in most of the Remove minds that Wharton had done what he was accused of, and lie was condemned on all sides. If Vernon-Smith cleared him on the morrow, well and good; but, if the Bounder did not clear him, then there were storms ahead for Harry Wharton. 
  Wharton’s sleep was broken and uneasy that night. 
  He was feeling the effects of the fight with the Bounder, physically, and the mystery of the strange state Vernon-Smith had been found in weighed upon his mind. 
  He awoke before rising-bell, and lay awake, and in a miserable mood, until the bell clanged out. 
  He rose with the others, and paid no heed to the expressive looks that were cast at him by the rest of the Remove. 
  A gloom seemed to hang over Greyfriars that morning. 
  The doctor from Friardale hed not yet come, but the House-dame, who had been watching by Vernon-Smith all night, had given the information that he had not yet opened his eyes. 
  Wharton went out into the Close, and he found that the other fellows carefully avoided him, 
  Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh joined him, however, and remained with him to show that they at least were standing by their chum. 
  Wharton’s face was gloomy at breakfast, His thoughts were black enough. 
  Overnight, he had deemed that, as soon as the Bounder could speak, he would be cleared. Vernon-Smith would explain what had happened to him, and all would be well. 
But in the morning, as he reflected upon the matter, a fearful doubt had crossed his mind. Would the Bounder speak the truth? 
  Would he? 
  It depended upon Vernon-Smith whether Wharton’s honour was cleared, or whether lie was expelled in disgrace from Greyfriars. 
  Would he let such an opportunity slip? 
  He had but to say a word, and Wherton was ruined. And, after all his plotting, after the punishment his plotting had brought upon him, would he speak the truth? True, in the state he was in now, the truth would be expected of him; but if the Bounder’s cunning came back with his consciousness, if he thought in time of the benefit a lie would be to him— what then ? 
  Bob Cherry clapped his chum on the shoulder as they came out after breakfast. Wharton had hardly tasted his meal. 
  “Buck up, Harry.” said Bob. “It can’t be long now.” 
  Wharton looked at him. 
  “Before the Bounder speaks, do you mean, Bob?” 
  “Yes.”
  “I know.  But---”
  “Then it will be all right, Harry, won’t it?” said Bob anxiously.  “I believe what you’ve told me, so does Inky, so will all the chaps as soon as the bounder gives the name of the rotter who used him like that.”
  “Bob!” Wharton’s look was haggard. “Do you think he’ll tell the truth?” 
  Bob Cherry started. 
  “Surely.” he muttered, “a fellow in that state ---he must tell the truth. Even the Bounder couldn’t lie at such time.”
  “I wish I could think so.”
  Bob Cherry groaned.
  “Whatever he says will be believed by the whole school!” he said.
  “I know.”
  “Harry!  It---it’s impossible that he could lie!  Why, if---if somebody else did this, and he put it on you, he would have to let the real rotter escape.”
  “He wouldn’t mind that---if he could get me kicked out of Greyfriars.”
  “I---I can’t think so, Harry!”
  Wharton smiled bitterly.
  “You mean that you are beginning to doubt me already, Bob?”
  Bob Cherry flushed.
  “No!” he said.  “No, not that, Harry but---but, Harry old fellow, you know you have a queer temper, and the Bounder was enough to drive any fellow wild. You---you are sure you didn’t---didn’t---”
  “Bob!”
  “No, no!” I know you didn’t.” said Bob Cherry hastily.  “I know you didn’t, Harry!  But---if the Bounder says you did.”
  “I’m afraid so.”
  There was a sound of wheels on the gravel, and the doctor’s trap drove up to the School House.  Little plump Dr. Short alighted, and passed into the house.  He gave Wharton a frowning glance in passing; it was evident that he had heard the whole story, and that he believed the same as all Greyfriars on the subject.  The doctor was taken in to see his patient.  Harry Wharton went into the Remove Form-room with the rest of the Remove, but he sat silent, distraught, with no thought for his lessons; and Mr. Quelch left him undisturbed.  Innocent or guilty, Harry Wharton was in no state for Form work then, and the Form-master judiciously passed him over.  Wharton was waiting in agony of mind for news from the sick-room.  What would the Bounder say---the truth---or a lie which would drive Harry Wharton in shame and disgrace from his old school?

                  THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER. 

                             The Sentence. 

DR LOCKE was waiting in his study. The medical man from Friardale had been and gone, and had come again. The morning was wearing away, and the Head of Greyfriars was waiting anxiously for news. Until the Bounder was able to speak, the Head was helpless to deal with the matter. What to think the Head hardly knew. For Wharton’s sake, and for the sake of the good name of the school, he would have been glad to learn that Harry was innocent, that it was by another hand that the cowardly assault had been perpetrated. But it seemed too much to believe. Wharton had gone out specially to find Vernon-Smith. He had attacked him; he admitted leaving him lying in the road, too spent to return to (he school, That another person, unknown, had found him in such a state, and attacked him again, seemed incredible.  But as soon as the Bounder could speak the point would be cleared up. 
  There was a tap at the door, and Dr. Short entered. The little medico came into the study with a grave face. 
  “The patient has recovered consciousness.” he said. 
  “Thank goodness.” said the Head, in great relief. Has he spoken?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “And he has said—” 
  “That he wishes to speak to you.” 
  “I will go to him at once.” 
  “I have sent you a nurse,” said the doctor. “The boy will need great care for some days. He has had a most terrible beating—indeed, if he had not a constitution of iron the results 
would have been very serious indeed. Whoever attacked him in that manner was a scoundrel lost to every sense of humanity!” but 
  The Head sighed. 
  “I fear that it was a boy belonging to my school.” he said. 
  “Then the sooner you send him away, sir, the better it will be for your school and for the other boys.” said Dr. Short. 
  “You are right.” 
  Dr. Locke made his way to the sick-room. 
  The Bounder was awake. 
  He lay in bed, bandaged, so that only his eyes were showing. But his eyes were very bright, and they gleamed as the Head came in. 
  Vernon Smith was in full possession of his senses now, and he had been thinking. Dr. Locke advanced to the bedside. 
  “My poor boy!” he said. “ I am very sorry to see you in this state. Dr. Short tells me that you wish to speak to me, Vernon-Smith.” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “You can tell me who has used you in this way?  ”
  “I do not wish to do so, sir.” 
  “It is known that you and Wharton were fighting last night on the Friardale road.” said the Head gently.  “Wharton has admitted it. It is impossible to conceal that, Smith.” 
  “I did not want to mention his name, sir.” said the Bounder, “I don’t want to get him into trouble. He was very wild about the football affair yesterday, and getting put out of the 
eleven.  He put all the blame on me, though it was Wingate who did it all, as Wingate will tell you. I never meant to do him wrong.” 
  “I am sure of it, my boy.” said the Head, deeply affected. 
  “I—I wanted to ask you to overlook what he has done, sir.” said Vernon-Smith, in weak tones. 
  The Head compressed his lips. 
  “Do you mean the fight, Vernon-Smith?” 
  “All that he did, sir.” 
  The Head’s heart sank. 
  “You mean that Wharton did this, Smith, that he left you in this state?”
  “Hasn’t he owned up, sir? I thought you said he had.’’ 
  “He has admitted fighting with you.  But nothing else.He says that somebody else must have done this to you after he had left you.” 
  A sneering smile—quite his old smile—crossed the Bounder’s lips. 
  “Is his statement false, Smith? ” 
  I hardly like to say anything about him, sir. I know he was furious, and I do not bear malice. Goodness knows I’m not in a state +now to bear malice against anybody.” sad the 
Bounder, with a groan. 
  “Smith! It is your duty to tell me the truth.” 
  “Yes, sir, but I don’t want to get a chap expelled from the school.” 
  “If Wharton did this, Smith, he deserves to be expelled— indeed, he deserves to be sent to prison,” said the Head warmly. 
  “Yes, sir, but—” 
  “Vernon-Smith, I must ask you to put all other considerations aside, and tell me the plain truth.” said the Head, gently but firmly.  “Did Wharton do this!” 
  “Yes, sir,” 
  “He beat you in this way, with a bludgeon!”
  “Yes, sir.” 
  “That is enough.” 
  “But—but I don’t want you to be hard on him, sir—”
 “That is for me to decide.” said Dr. Locke gently. “Such a boy cannot be allowed to remain at Greyfriars”. He is a disgrace to the school.” 
  “Very well, sir. I suppose you know best. But—but you’ll tell Wharton that I didn’t want him to be punished.” 
  “I will tell him, certainly.” 
  “Thank you, sir.” 
   And the Head left the bedside. ———
  His face was very grim and stern when he went. Not for a second did the slightest doubt cross his mind.  Wharton’s tale had been improbability itself; and now the victim of the outrage had utterly denied it. Could anything have been more clear? How could the good old doctor suspect that chance had played so strange a part in the affair, and that the Bounder, with almost demoniac cunning, had taken advantage of it, to fix a disgraceful charge upon his rival, had taken advantage of it, to fix a disgraceful charge upon his rival ?
  Morning lessons were just over, and the Forms were coming out. 
  Dr. Locke, as he returned towards his study, came upon thecrowd of boys in the passage, and he paused. 
  The boys were suddenly silent. 
  The expression upon Dr. Locke’s face was hard, cold, and stern, as he turned his eyes upon Harry Wharton. 
  “Wharton!” he said. and his voice was like ice. 
  Wharton faced him steadily. 
  “Yes, sir!” he said. 
  “I have just seen Vernon-Smith!  He has recovered sufficiently to speak.” said the Head. 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  There was a slight buzz, and then silence.  The boys hung upon the Head’s words. All the Forms were crowding round, seniors and juniors, eager to hear.  
  Wharton’s face was as pale as chalk. 
  He knew from the doctor’s look what had happened. The Bounder had lied. 
  But he stood as firm as a rock, facing his fate like a brave lad as he was, and the son of a soldier.  He knew what was coming, and he faced it—as his father had faced the foe when he had found his death in the far-off Aghan passes. 
  “Vernon Smith has told me all!” said the Head. 
  If he has told you the truth, sir, I am not afraid!” said Harry.
  “This effrontery will not serve you, Wharton!  Vernon-Smith first tried to conceal the fact that it was you who had attacked him from a a sense—a mistaken sense—of honour.  When he found that I knew the truth he asked me to pardon you. That is impossible.” 
  “And he knew it,” said Harry bitterly. “He knew it, or he would not have asked.” 
  “Boy!” 
  “Has he told you that I attacked him—and injured him in that way—with a weapon!” 
  “Yes.” 
  “Then he has lied, sir!” 
  There was a shout from all the fellows, unrestrained even by the doctor’s presence
  “Shame!” 
  Dr. Locke’s calm old face flushed with anger. 
  “I do not wonder that your schoolfellows cry shame up on you, Wharton!” he said, his voice trembling. “ I am ashamed—ashamed that such a boy has ever entered my school!  You are a disgrace to Greyfriars.” 
  Wharton stood silent. 
  Dr. Locke raised his hand. 
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  “You have acted like a ruffian—like a criminal!” he said.  “Harry Wharton, you are expelled from Greyfriars! Go immediately and pack your box; in half an hour, at the most, I shall expect you to be gone. I shall send a telegram to Colonel Wharton, warning him to expect you.  You shall not soil this old school with your presence an hour longer.  You have brought disgrace up on your school, disgrace upon all of us, and disgrace upon the honorable name that you bear!  You are expelled!  Do not let me see you again!” 
  The Head passed on; the parcel of his gown died away!” 
  Wharton stood silent—stunned! 
                  THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                Drummed Out!” 

GREYFRIARS was in a turmoil. 
  Harry Wharton had been expelled, 
  Before the whole school the sentence had been passed, and Wharton, the captain of the Remove, was to go. 
  Bob Cherry and Inky, faithful to the last, had gone to the dormitory with him to help him pack. 
  Meanwhile the other fellows had gathered in the Close.  Wharton had been expelled—but that was not enough! That his departure from the school should not lose any element of shame and humiliation, that was what his enemies desired; and all the other fellows, who were not his enemies, fully concurred with them in that. Almost the whole of the Remove, and the Fourth, and the Shell, knd many of the Fifth and the Sixth, had gathered in a crowd, and there was a swarm of fags of the Second and Third. They were all ready for him when he appeared, and among all that crowd there was not one to raise his voice for the condemned junior. 
  “He’s going!” said Bolsover major. “and he’s going to be drummed out! That’s the way to give him a send.off! Drum him out!” 
  “Yes, rather.” 
  “Faith, and ye’re right.” 
  “Oh, let him alone!” said Tom Brown miserably. “He’s going—and he’s disgraced! No need to rub it in much deeper, I think.” 
  But a howl drowned the voice of the New Zealand junior. 
  “Shut up!” 
  “Go and eat coke!” 
  “He’s going to be drummed out—drummed out by the whole school!” 
  The juniors had made their preparations. 
  The idea of a drumming-out had caught on like wildfire: It was an unmistakable way of showing the expelled junior what the school thought of him. 
  Dr. Locke hkd feared that the unfortunate junior might be attacked as he left, so strong was the feeling against him, and he hkd given the prefects instructions to see that nothing of the kind took place. 
  But any shame and humiliation that did not take the form of actual violence was not likely to be interfered with. Wharton was condemned as much by the seniors as by the juniors. The whole school was against him. 
  Tin cans and pails, toy drums and sticks and cricket-stumps were in the hands of the drummers-out, all ready for the moment when Harry Wharton should appear—and the crowd watched the doorway with almost wolfish eyes. 
  There was a sudden roar!” 
  “Here he is!”
  “Here is the cad!”
  “ Here’s the rotter!” 
  Harry Wharton appeared in the doorway of the School House. 
  Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, their faces pale and wretched, were with him. They could not help their chum now, but they stuck to him to the last. 
  The roar from the crowd made Wharton start. In that sea of faces he read only enmity, scorn, hatred! His face went paler. 
  “ Here he is!” 
  “Have him out!” 
  Wharton pulled himself together. A bitter smile came upon his lips as he looked over the surging crowd. With a firm stop he descended into the Close, 
  Crash! crash! crash!”
  It was the first blare of the savage music! The drumming-out had begun! 
  “You cads—you rotters!” howled Bob Cherry, springing to his chum’s side. “Let him alone! He’s going—isn’t that enough?” 
  “Stand back, Cherry !“ 
  “I won’t!”
  “Then we’ll jolly soon make you.” growled Coker of the Fifth. 
  “Hands off!” 
  “ Rats!”
  Five or six pairs of hands were laid upon Bob Cherry. He struggled desperately, but he was hurled away. Hurree Singh dashed to his aid, and was pitched aside. Wharton clenched his fiats; the crowd closed round him, and he was hurried on. Back towards the School House Bob Cherry and Inky were hustled, still struggling in vain. Harry Wharton, surrounded by a crowd hissing and groaning, was hurried towards the gates. 
  “Hands off the cad!”” shouted Bolsover major. “He’s not fit to touch! And we don’t want the prefects interfering!” 
  And the juniors gave Wharton room. 
  He walked on steadily towards the gates. 
  Round him the crowd surged, and the drumming-out had begun in earnest now. 
  Bang! bang! bang! 
  Crash! crash! 
 “Cad!”
 “Rotter!” 
 “Get out 
  Crash! crash! Bang! Blare!” 
  Wharton strode on steadily, his face pale as death, late brows contracted, his lips set in a tight line. He looked neither to the right nor to the left. 
  But that march to the school gates was agony to him. 
  The gates were reached at last; they were open, and Gosling stood there—and even the crusty old face of the school porter was scornful, contemptuous like all the rest. 
  Crash! crash! crash! 
  Wharton strode through the gateway! 
  The gates clanged shut behind him. 
  Back in the Close, Bob Cherry struggled free from his assailants; but he was not fighting now. The nabob leaned exhausted against the wall. Bob Cherry panted for breath, and there was a sob in his throat. 
  “You fools! fools! fools!” he panted. “I tell you he’s innocent!” 
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 “Shut up!” 
  “Ring off!” 
  “I tell you—” 
  But the roar drowned Bob Cherry’s husky voice. 
  From the gates came a blare of noise. It died away; the drumming-out was over! 
  Harry Wharton was gone! 

                       *     *     *     *I     *     *

  Out in the road, pale, worn, with shame in his face, despair in his heart, the deserted junior tramped on wearily to the railway station, guiltless but condemned—and Drummed Out of Greyfriars!
THE END. 

