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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Wibley Loses His Temper

  “SORRY, old man !”
  “Harry Wharton spoke politely, regretfully, but firmly.
  Wibley, of the Remove, grunted.
  Politeness and regret were all very well; perhaps grateful and comforting in their way.  But William Wibley wanted an answer in the affirmative; and it was an answer in the negative that he had received from the captain of the Greyfriars Remove.
  “But—” he said.

  “Sorry !  But there’s nothing doing, you see.”

  “I don’t see at all !” said Wibley tartly.
  “My dear chap—”

  “Oh, cut that out !” said Wibley crossly.  “I suppose I can play cricket ?”

  “Certainly !”
  “ I’m not a duffer, like Bunter, or a slacker, like Skinner, I suppose ?”
  “Not at all !” said the captain of the Remove amicably.  “But—”
  “Well, then,” said Wibley, “I don’t see why I shouldn’t have a chance in a School game.”
  “You see—”
  “I’m not asking to play a match with St. Jim’s or Rookwood,” said Wibley irritably.  “The Redclyffe match isn’t above my weight.”

  “Hem !”

  “Is it ?” demanded Wibley warmly.
  “Well, yes.”

  “Ꭱot !”

  Harry Wharton smiled.  He rather liked Wibley of the Remove, and he would have been glad to gratify him, if it had been possible.  But in the circumstances it was not possible.  Personal predilections could not be allowed to count with a cricket captain.
  Wibley could not see that.
  But Wibley was not the only fellow who could not see the point in such cases.  The Greyfriars Remove were keen on games, and plenty of fellows in that Form were eager to distinguish themselves in the fixtures.  Had every ambitious cricketer in the Remove been given his head, so to speak, Wharton would have taken twenty-two men at least over to Redclyffe, instead of eleven.  Which was manifestly out of the question.
  “Rot !” repeated Wibley.
  “If that relieves your feelings, old man, go it,” said the captain of the Remove, “don’t mind this study !”
  There was a chuckle in No. 1 Study.

  Wharton & Co. were at tea in that celebrated apartment when Wibley came to proffer his claims to a place in the eleven for Redclyffe.  All the members of the Famous Five would sympathise with a follow who wanted to play cricket.
  “Go it, old man !” said Bob Cherry encouragingly.
  “Oh, rats !” said Wibley.
  “Why not sit down and have tea instead ?” asked Frank Nugent, laughing.  “We’ve got a topping cake—”

  “Bother your cake !”
  “And two kinds of jam,” said Johnny Bull temptingly.
  “Cheese it !” snapped Wibley.

  “You see, Wib—”‘ began Harry Wharton.
  “I’ve said that I don’t !”
  “There are those who, having eyes, see not,” grinned Bob Cherry.  “The fact is. Wib, you’re not up to Redclyffe weight in cricket.  It’s a painful truth, but there it is !”

  “Bosh !”
  William Wibley, apparently, was not to be convinced.  Wibley was a good tempered fellow, as a rule, but he seemed quite cross now.
  “I’m beginning to think the same as Skinner,”“ he growled.  “You fellows keep the games too much on your own hands.  Outsiders needn’t apply.”
  Wharton frowned.
  “That’s rot, and you know it,” he said.

  “I don’t know it !” snapped Wibley.

  “Then you ought to,” said the captain of the Remove tersely.  “Don’t a silly ass, anyhow.”
  “I suppose all you lot are in the team, anyway ?” said Wibley.
  “That shows that you haven’t read the list, though it’s posted up in the Rag,” said Wharton.  “Nugent isn’t down to play.”

  “And I’m a better man than you at cricket, you know, Wib,” remarked Frank Nugent.  “I’m not slanging Wharton for leaving me out.”

  “Jolly good idea to leave you out, I think,” said Wibley.  “A few more might be left out with advantage, I think.  Anyhow, I think it’s time I had a chance in a school match.  I’m not a dud !”
  “Not at all,” said Wharton.  “I’ll fix you up to play in the next Form match.”
  “Bother your Form matches !” growled Wibley.  “I’ve been sticking to practice ever since the beginning of the term, and it’s time I had a look in, Skinner says—”

  “Oh, bless Skinner !” interrupted the captain of the Remove.  “Don’t give us any more Skinner.”

  “Skinner’s pulling your leg, old man,” said Bob Cherry.  “Skinner thrives on making-trouble.”

  “Oh, rubbish !”

  “Look here, Wibley—”

 “Rats !”

  “You’re a cheeky ass !” exclaimed Bob Cherry warmly.  “The best thing you can do is to stick to what you know how to do.  We’ve made you president of the Dramatic Society in the Remove—that’s a thing you can do.  When we’re doing theatricals we follow your lead.  You can play our heads off in that line, and we admit it.  But at cricket—”
  I dare say I could play your head off at that, too !” snapped Wibley.
  “Fathead !”
  “Skinner thinks—”

  “Give skinner a rest !” exclaimed the captain of the Remove.  “And give us a rest, too, Wibley.  There’s nothing doing, I tell you !  If we were playing Redclyffe at amateur theatricals I’d resign the captaincy in your favour.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “But at cricket we want the best men we can get, and you’re not the best by long chalks.  Do you want me to leave out a better man to make room for you ?” exclaimed Wharton.
  “No, a worse one,” said Wibley.  “Bull, for instance !”

 “What ?” exclaimed Johnny Bull.
  “Or Inky—”

  “My esteemed fat headed Wibley !” ejaculated the dusky nabob of Bhanipur.
  “Or Bob Cherry—”
  “Pile it on !” said Bob.
  “What’s the good of sticking to practice if a fellow never gets a chance to show what he can do’?” demanded Wibley excitedly.  “I’m not asking a favour of you, Wharton.  I’m claiming a right !”
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “And I can tell you that I’m jolly well fed-up with you,” went on Wibley.  “Got that ?”

  “Thanks—yes !  About time you cleared, I think,” said Wharton.  “There’s the door !”

  “Shut it after you,” said Nugent.
  William Wibley set his lips hard.  He was disappointed, and he was angry.  He had put in plenty of strenuous practice, in the hope of being picked out for the Remove eleven; and the disappointment was deep.  He clenched his hands, and for a moment it looked as if he would hit out at the cool face of the captain of the Remove.  Wharton looked at him very quietly.
  “Better travel,” he said.  “You’re playing the goat, old man !” better travel.”

  “The betterfulness is terrific !”
  Wibley, choking down his wrath, turned to the door.  But he turned back again.
  “You mean that you’re leaving me out ?”

  “Yes,” said Harry impatiently.  “Don’t begin all that over again !”

‘ “Then I can jolly well tell you that I won’t be left out !” shouted Wibley angrily.  “I tell you that I’m playing in the Redclyffe match on Wednesday, whether you like it or not and you can put that in your pipe and smoke it, Harry Wharton.”
  And with that. Wibley stamped out of Study No. 1 and closed the door after him with a slam that echoed from one end of the Remove passage to the other.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Letter from India
  “HA’E !  Ha’e !”
  Billy Bunter jumped.
  Bunter was coming along the Remove passage to Study No. 13; and it was from that study that he heard the remarkable exclamation.
  Study No. 13 belonged to Bob Cherry, Mark Linley, Wun Lung, and Hurree Jamset Rain Singh.
  It was the last-named who was there; and it was Hurree Jamset Ram Singh that Banter was looking in to see.
  Not that Billy Bunter had any special yearning for the company of the dusky nabob of Bhanipur.  But Bunter—who knew most things that did not concern him—knew that Hurree Singh had had a letter from India, only that afternoon.  Now, as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was a nabob in his own country, and was destined to rule, some day, over the dusky native population of Bhanipur, Bunter considered that Inky’s letter from home was worth some attention.  If Inky’s dusky uncle in Bhanipur, who governed that native state during Inky’s minority, had any proper affection for his nephew at school in England, surely he would have enclosed something in his letter as well as avuncular advice.  A tip from an uncle who was a sort of viceroy on a small scale, was a matter well worthy of Bunter’s consideration.  So William George Bunter was rolling along to call on Inky, and he had already wreathed his fat face in its most ingratiating smile, before reaching Study No. 13.
  And then that surprising exclamation reached his, ears, and he stopped.
  “Ha’e !  ha’e !”
  It was Inky’s voice—he knew the soft, purring tones of the nabob of Bhanipur.
  But what on earth was Inky saying, and why ?  His voice, too, was not so soft as usual, and sounded agitated.  At Greyfriars Inky spoke always in English—the wonderful English he had learned under the instructions of the most learned Moonshee in Bhanipur.  Having learned that wonderful English Inky never unlearned it; indeed, it was known that he considered it superior to the common or garden English spoken by the Greyfriars follows.  Undoubtedly it was more picturesque, and had originality.  Seldom or never did Inky drop, into his native tongue—a tongue which would have been a deep mystery to his friends, and even to the Head.  Even the Head of Greyfriars, whose linguistic knowledge was great and extensive, would have been perplexed had Inky talked to him in Hindustani.
  Only very occasionally, in moments of excitement or agitation, did Hurree Singh drop into Hindustani.  But it did not occur to Billy Bunter that Hurree Singh was uttering an ejaculation in his own language, for the moment.

  “What the thump—” murmured Bunter.
  “Kya sharm ki bat hai !” went on the voice of the nabob of Bhanipur.
  “Oh, my hat !” gasped Bunter.

  He blinked into the study.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was alone there.  He was standing by the window, with a letter in his hand.
  His dusky face was set in expression; it was easy to see that the nabob had received serious news.
  That, however, did not worry William George Bunter.  What Bunter wanted to know was, whether there had been a remittance in the letter from India.  That was important.
  “I say, Inky—”

  The dusky junior did not look round.  His eyes were fixed on the sheet of thin Indian paper in his dusky hand.
  “Inky !” bawled Bunter.
  The nabob glanced round then.

  “Dur ho!” he snapped.
  “Chup raho !  Dur ho !” snapped the nabob.

  “Great pip !  I - I say, Inky, are you ill ?” gasped Bunter.  “Have you got a pain in your neck ?  Can’t you speak ?”
  “Jawab mat do !  Chup raho !”
  Bunter blinked at him in alarm.
  “I—I say, shall I call somebody—you’d better see a doctor, old chap,” he stuttered.  “Is it—is it croup or something ?  Are you choking, old man ?”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stared at him; and then he grinned faintly.  He realised that he had been speaking, unconsciously, in the weird tongue that was spoken at Bhanipur.
  “My esteemed fatheaded Bunter—”

  “Oh, you can speak ?” exclaimed Bunter.  “I say, old chap, you were making horrible noises in your throat.  What’s the matter ?”
  “My esteemed idiotic fathead, I was speaking in Hindustani, with the momentary forgetfulness.”
  “Oh !” ejaculated Bunter.  “You don’t mean to say that those funny noises are a language, Inky ?”
  “Fathead !” said Inky, in quite good English.
  “And what did it all mean ?” asked Bunter.
  “It meant hold your tongue and get out,” answered the nabob.

  “Oh, really, Inky—”
  “Buzz off !” snapped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Don’t worry.  Is that plain enough English for you, Bunter ?”

  Bunter blinked at him.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s equable temper was almost a proverb in the Remove.  It was but seldom that he was seen annoyed or angry.  He seemed both now.
  “Oh !  I think I catch on,” said Bunter, with a curl of his fat lip.  “That letter’s from your uncle, isn’t it ?  I understand ?”

  The nabob stared at him.  “You understand ? he exclaimed.
  “Of course !  I jolly well know why you’re cutting up so rusty, Inky,”  sneered Bunter.  “The old josser—”
  “The what ?”

  “The old josser—your uncle, you know—the old josser hasn’t shoved a tip into the letter, what ?” said Bunter.  “Lots of jaw, and nothing better !  Blessed nigger !

  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh fixed his black eyes on William George Bunter.  There was a glitter in those black eyes, which might have alarmed William George, if he had noticed it.
“You are speaking of my esteemed and respected uncle the Jam Bahadur ?” asked Inky.

  “Great pip !  You don’t mean to say your uncle’s named Jam ?” exclaimed Bunter.
  “He, he, he !”
  “He is the Jam Bahadur.”
  “He, he, he !  Have you another uncle named Marmalade ?” asked Bunter.

  “My esteemed ludicrous Bunter—”
 “Anyhow, whether his name’s Jam or Marmalade, he might have sent you a tip,” said Bunter.  “Mean, I call it !  Blessed old black josser—what ?”

  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh did not answer in words.
  He made a sudden stride towards Bunter, and grabbed him by the collar.
  There was a yell from Bunter.
  “Yarooooh !  Leggo l”

  The nabob did not let go.  He spun the Owl of the Remove round, with his fat face to the door.
  Crash !
  “Whoooop !” The nabob’s foot was not large or heavy.  But it seemed both to Bunter as it landed on his tight trousers.
  Bunter flew.
  “There was a bump in the passage, and a roar, as Billy Bunter landed there.  He rolled over and roared again.
  “Yarooh !  You cheek nigger !  I’ll jolly well come in and lick you !  Yaroooh !”
  “The lickfulness is a boot on the other leg, my esteemed Bunter !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  And he stepped out of the study and applied his boot again to the Owl of the Remove as Bunter rolled and roared.
  “Ow !  Wow !  Wow ! Keep off !” yelled Bunter.
  The fat junior picked himself up and fled.  He bolted down the Remove passage, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went back to the study.  Billy Bunter fled for his life, and crashed into Bob Cherry, who was coming along to the study.
  “Oh !” gasped Bob.
  He staggered back from the collision and caught at the wall.  A charge with Billy Bunter’s weight behind it was no joke.  Bunter reeled back and sat down.
  “You silly owl !” roared Bob Cherry.  “Can’t you see where you’re barging, you fathead ?”

  “Ow !  Wow !  I say, he’s after me !” yelled Bunter.  “He’s gone mad and he’s after me !”

  “What ?”
  “Help !” gasped Bunter.
  Bob Cherry stared along the Remove passage.  He could see no signs of anyone in pursuit of Bunter.
  “You silly owl—”

  “Keep him off !” yelled Butter.
  “You funky fathead, there’s nobody after you !” howled Bob Cherry.

  “Oh !” gasped Bunter.  He blinked round him.  “I—I thought that beast, Inky, was after me.  He’s been kicking me !  Oow !  Wow !”

  “What on earth has Inky been kicking you for ?” demanded Bob.
  “Nothing.  He’s gone mad !”
  “Fathead !”
  “Rushed at me like a maniac !” gasped Bunter.  “I did nothing—never said a word !  I merely spoke of his uncle as a blessed black josser—”

  “My hat !  And Inky kicked you for that ?”
  “Yes, the cheeky black beast !” gasped Bunter.  “Why, what—Yaroooh !  Wharrer you kicking me for Bob Cherry, you beast ?  Keep off !  Yow-wooop !”
  And the hapless Owl of the Remove squirmed away and picked himself and fled for his life once more.
  “Come back and have some more !” roared Bob Cherry.
  “Beast !”

  Bunter vanished.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Wibley’s Wheeze !
  HARRY WHARTON smiled as he came into the Rag after prep that evening.
  Wibley of the Remove was sitting there.
  Wibley was with Skinner, Snoop, and Stott—fellows who generally were not friends of his—or indeed, of anybody’s.  But at the present time Wibley seemed to find Skinner’s company agreeable.  It entertained the cad of the Remove to pull his leg, and in Wib’s present mood that was an easy task.  Wibley gave the captain of the Remove a hostile glance as he came in—hence Wharton’s smile.  If Wibley chose to “play the goat” on the subject of the Redclyffe match, he could play it as long as he liked, and Wharton was content to let him go ahead.  Certainly he was not prepared to give him a place in the cricket eleven for Redclyffe on Wednesday.
  Wibley was a fellow who made his mark in the Remove in his own way.
  He was an inveterate japer, and the life and soul of the amateur dramatic society in the Form.  He was actor-manager, and in such matters he was given his head.  When the Remove fellows performed a play, Wibley took the title role, as a matter of course.  He had great gifts as an actor; in the art of make-up he had no equal at Greyfriars, and few superiors on the professional stage.  Even his features seemed to be made of elastic, so completely could he change his expression to suit the character he was adopting.  In that line William Wibley was a past-master, and all the Remove fellows acknowledged his leadership.  Wharton, who had been head of the Remove Dramatic Society before Wibley came, had cheerfully resigned the chief place to Wibley.

  But, like many fellows, Wibley had an ambition to shine in the things he could not do.  At games he was fairly good, but never likely to distinguish himself.  But that was a fact he could not quite recognise.  He had played in Form matches with some credit, and he was keen to play in a big fixture.  And so he had a grievance.  He really could not see that he was not up to the form of the best men in the Remove, and he considered himself passed over and wronged.  In that frame of mind he was an easy victim for a mischief-making fellow like Skinner.  Not that Skinner cared twopence about Wibley or cricket.  But he never lost an opportunity of making trouble for the captain of the Remove.
  A good many fellows had heard of Wibley’s declaration that he would play in the Redclyffe match, whether Wharton liked it or not.  That declaration was, of course, regarded as “gas.”  Really, it did not seem practicable for Wibley to get into the team without the consent of the cricket captain.  Even Skinner & Co., while they encouraged Wibley in his contumacious attitude, laughed in their sleeves, and were very far indeed from guessing the extra-ordinary “wheeze” that was working in William Wibley’s mind.
  Wharton smiled as he met Wibley’s inimical glance.  But after a moment’s thought he crossed over to the group.  The captain of the Remove really liked Wibley, and was sorry to see him persisting in playing the “goat.”.

  “Wibley, old man—” he began.
  “Changed your mind ?” asked Wibley.
  “About the cricket ?  No, old scout; that isn’t possible,” said Harry.  “But don’t be an ass, you know.”
  “Go and eat coke, then !” said Wibley.
  “What’s the good of rowing, old scout ?” asked Wharton good-temperedly.  “Be reasonable !”
  “That’s all very well,” said Skinner.  “But I don’t see, for one, why Wib should always be passed over.”
  “Nor I,”‘ said Snoop.

  “Same here !” said Stott.  “Wibley’s a good man if he had a chance.  I believe in giving a fellow a chance.”
  “Oh, cut that out !” said Wharton contemptuously.  “Look here, Wib, you’re making an ass of yourself in letting these fellows pull your leg.  Come over with us to Redclyffe in the brake, and—”

  “As a player ?”
  “No, you ass !  The team’s complete.”
  “Well, I shall come over in the brake,” said Wibley.  “You see, I’m going to play Redclyffe.  I mean it !”
  Harry Wharton laughed.
  “And how are you going to work it ?” he asked.
  “I dare say there are ways, and means,” answered Wibley coolly.  “I’m giving you fair warning.  I think I’m entitled to a place in the eleven, and if you don’t give it to me I’m going to take it.”

  “I don’t quite see how you’re going to do it,” said the captain of the Remove, staring at him.

  “Plenty of things you don’t see, though you’re the Great Panjandrum in the Form !” answered Wibley.  “You can take my word for it, though, that I mean business.”
  “Not wandering in your mind ?” asked Harry, laughing.

  “You’ll see.”

  “Well, if you play in the Redclyffe match on Wednesday, old scout, I’ll eat my cricket-bat,” said the captain of the Remove; and he strolled away to meet his friends, who had come into the Rag.
  Skinner & Co. eyed Wibley very curiously.  He had spoken like a fellow in deadly earnest, and they were perplexed.
  “Gammon, of course, old man ?” asked Skinner.  “You were only pulling Wharton’s leg ?”
  “Nothing of the kind.”
  “But you can’t butt into the eleven,” said Skinner.
  “Can’t I ?” growled Wibley.  “You’ll see.  I’m going to do it, and you fellows are going to help me.”

  “We’ll help, if we can,” said Skinner, quite mystified.  “But I’m blessed if I can see—”
  Wibley glanced round him, and lowered his voice.

  “You’ve seen me make up ?”
  “Yes, and you do it jolly well,” said Skinner.  But they’re playing cricket at Redclyffe on Wednesday, not private theatricals.”
  “You’ve seen me make-up as a French master, and as a Spanish brigand, and lots of things, in our plays,” said Wibley, still in a low voice.  “I made up as a Hindu once, too, in a play.  You remember ?”
  “I remember.  But—”
  “What I’ve done once I can do again.”  On Wednesday afternoon I’m making up as—”
  “As what ?”
  “Inky !”
  “Wha-a-a-t ?” stuttered Skinner: while Snoop and Stott stared blankly at William Wibley.
  “Think I couldn’t do it ?” said Wibley contemptuously.  “Why, I could do it on my head.”
  Skinner whistled.
  “I believe you could,” he confessed.  “But—but—but mean to say you’d have the cheek to make yourself up as Inky, and go over to Redclyffe with the eleven ?”
  “You’ll jolly well see !”
  “But what will Inky be doing all the time ? gasped Snoop.  “Inky won’t see you do it, I suppose ?”
  “that’s where you fellows are going to help,” said Wibley coolly.  “Inky will be locked-up in a box-room, or somewhere, and won’t know anything about it till it’s all over.”
  “Oh, my hat !” said Skinner.

  “But—but—” stuttered Stoop.
  “That’s the wheeze,” said Wibley.  “After the game, Wharton will have to own up that I can play Redclyffe—after I’ve done it.  I’m going to prove that I’m up to Redclyffe form.”

  Skinner & Co. stared at Wibley.  They were far from sharing his opinion that he was equal to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh as a cricketer.  In fact, they were quite aware that he was not in the same street with the dusky nabob of Bhanipur in that line.
  “But if you let the team down !” stammered Stott.
  Skinner gave him a warning glance.
  “What rot !” he said.  “Wibley won’t let the team down.  Wibley is all right.  He only wants a chance to show what he can do.”
“Oh !” gasped Stott.  “Yes; of—of course !”

  “If I didn’t think I could play Inky’s head off, I wouldn’t do it, of course,” said Wibley.
  “Oh, ah !  Quite so.”

  “If they won’t give me a chance.  I shall just take it,” said Wibley.  “I think I’m justified.”
  “Oh, my hat !”

  “Don’t you ?” demanded Wibley warmly.
  “Yes, rather !” gasped Skinner.  “Certainly !  Oh, my eye, what a jest on these rotters !  Ha, ha, ha !”

  Skinner roared.  It was a great jest in his opinion, especially if the undesired recruit let the team down, and gave the game away to Redclyffe.  That, in the amiable Skinner’s opinion, would be the cream of the jest.

  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !”  Bob Cherry glanced across the room at Skinner & Co.  “What’s the jolly old joke, Skinner ?”
“You are, old man !” answered Skinner genially.
  “What ?”
  “Your features, you know.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” chortled Snoop and Stott.

 “Come up to my study, and talk it over Wib,” said Skinner in a lower voice.  “If there’s any chance of pulling it off, we’ll help you—rather !  It will be the jape of the term !  What a wheeze !”
  And Wibley left the Rag with Skinner & Co.  In Skinner’s study there was deep discussion, and the three young rascals gave in their hearty adhesion to the scheme.

  Outside the study not a word was said.  Wibley’s great wheeze was to remain a dead secret till it came off on Wednesday.  It could not be keep too secret, for Harry Wharton & Co. would certainly have taken drastic measures had they learned that a scheme was afoot for keeping a man away from a cricket match.  Only William Wibley himself was satisfied that he could take the place of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh with satisfaction to all concerned.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Danger !
  “GIVE it a name !”

  Bob Cherry made that remark as the Remove came out of the Form-room for morning break the next day.
  He addressed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  The dusky face of the nabob was not wearing its usual sunny smile.  At prep the previous evening Bob had noticed that Inky was unusually thoughtful.  In first and second lessons that morning Inky had been so very thoughtful that Mr. Quelch had called him to order more than once.  His thoughtfulness, obviously, had not been caused by unusual attention to his lessons: he had been extremely absent-minded.  And Bob wondered what was the trouble.

  “Give it a name, Inky, old man,” he said encouragingly.  “Been getting into trouble with Loder of the Sixth ?”

  “The answer is in the esteemed negative.”
  “Not an esteemed licking hanging over your ludicrous head ?” asked Bob, grinning.

  “Not at all-fully.”

  “But there’s something up.
  “What’s the row, Inky ?” asked Harry Wharton.  “We’ve all noticed that you seem to have something on your mind.
  “The nabob was silent as the Famous Five walked into the quad.  There was a troubled wrinkle in his dusky brow.
  “Not feeling fit for the tomorrow ?” asked Harry.  “We’re depending on you to bowl, you know, Inky.  “But if you’re seedy—”

  The fitfulness is terrific.”
  “Oh, good !  Then it’s nothing serious—what ?” asked the captain of the Remove.
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sighed faintly.
  “No bad news in that letter you had yesterday ?” asked Bob.  “I know you had a letter from India.”
  “Is that it, Inky ?” asked Nugent.
  The nabob sighed.  “The frown of adversity has discountenanced the smile of contentment,” he answered.  “But I did not wish to worry my esteemed and ridiculous friends.”
  “Bosh !” said Johnny Bull.  Get it of your chest.  Is your jolly old uncle ill, or anything ? What’s his name—Jam or Preserve, or something ?”
  “The Jam Bahadur,” said Inky.  “No, my esteemed uncle is enjoyfully preserving his excellent health.  Neverthelessfully there is bad news from Bhanipur.”

  “If it’s not a secret, cough it up,” said Bob.  “Of course, if it is a private affair, Inky—”

  “Not at all.  There is trouble in the palace at Bhanipur,” said the nabob.  “The Jam Bahadur is an old and ancient esteemed gentleman, and perhapsfully he exaggerates.  But he fears Baji Rao, one of my cousins, who has recently returned to Bhanipur after being absent in Russia.  He has warned me in his letter to take care.”
  “Take care of what ?” asked Bob.  “Baji Rao can’t do you any damage while you’re in England.”

  “I thinkfully opine not; but my worthy uncle is uneasy,” said Hurree Singh.  “If there should be a happenfulness to esteemed self, Baji Rao would be Nabob of Bhanipur, with the permission of the British raj.  And the Jam does not trust him.  Likewise, he believes that Baji is a rascal, and has become a greater rascal by consorting with the Bolshevists in Russia.  And he fears a conspiracy in Bhanipur, and he even fears that Baji may make some ludicrous attempt to cause me harm here.”
  “Phew !”

  “My only hat !” ejaculated Bob Cherry.  “It isn’t all lavender being a giddy prince—in India, at all events.  But surely your own cousin wouldn’t want to hurt you, Inky ?”
  “I do not think that Baji would desire to cut short the esteemed life of my honourable self,” said Hurree Singh; “and I do not think he would dare, lest the British raj should fall upon him and wring his esteemed neck.  But there are other ways.  You have heard of the great and glorious Shah Jehan ?”
  “Eh ?”

  “Which ?”‘
  There were many subjects in the curriculum at Greyfriars, but undoubtedly Oriental history was a little neglected.  Great and glorious as Shah Jehan had once been, it is doubtful whether any junior at Greyfriars had ever heard of him.
  The nabob smiled slightly.
  “Shah Jehan was the builder of the celebrated Taj Mahal,” he said.
  “I-I think I’ve heard of the Taj Mahal,” said Wharton, rather cautiously.  “Some sort of a giddy tomb or something, somewhere in India, isn’t it ?”
  “Exactfully.  Some day, when you come with me to see my country, I shall show you that and other terrific works of my countrymen,” said Hurree Singh.
  “Shah Jehan was a great king and a conqueror.  He built the most wonderful palace in India, and he ended his days as a prisoner in one of the dungeons of his own palace—by order of his son, who was the great Emperor Aurangzebe.”

  “I’ve heard of that Johnny,” said Bob Cherry.  “I should say that old Jehan was a bit careless in bringing him up.”
  “Such things have happened, in India, and may happen again,” said the nabob.  “I think that Rao would not like to hand me the dagger or the bowstring; but if I were in his hands I should vanish from the light of day, and never see the sun shine again.”
  “Oh, my hat !”

  “Moreoverfully, as Bhanipur is under British protection, Baji might not be allowed to reign,” continued the nabob.  “And if the British raj became troublesome, Baji might be glad to be able to produce men alive, to avert their wrath and vengeance.  So I do not think that my life is threatened, even if I were in India instead of England.  But my liberty—if Baji could lay his hands upon me it would be worth no more than that of Shah Johan when his son Aurangzebe became ambitious.”
  “The beggar jolly well can’t get at you here, though,” said Bob.  “Nothing for your uncle to worry about.”
  The nabob nodded.  “I think the Jam fears too much for me,” he said.  “I do not fear.  But it is a worry on my ludicrous mind that he should fear and be uneasy.  He warns me to take care; and I think he has written also to our esteemed headmaster to keep the open and wary eye upon me.”
  “We’ll all keep an open and wary eye on you,” grinned Johnny Bull.  “So all that was in the letter you had yesterday ?”
  “Yes.  Here is the letter, if you would likefully care to see it, my worthy chums.”
 “Let’s see what the old scout says,” agreed Bob.

  The nabob, with a dusky grin, held up the letter.  Harry Wharton & Co. stared at it.

  “Fathead !” said Bob, with a chuckle.
  The letter was written in the Deva Nagari characters used by the Hindus.  To the Greyfriars juniors it looked as if a set of flies had dipped their legs in ink and crawled over the paper.
  “My only that is that really a language ?” asked Nugent, staring at it.
  The nabob chuckled.
  “Yes, my esteemed chum.”
  “Looks tougher than Greek,” said Wharton.
  “It’s Greek to me,” grinned Bob Cherry.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “It is a language beautiful and sublime,” said the nabob; “but my esteemed chums would be a long time learning to talk it speakfully.”
  “My uncle can tackle it,” said Harry, “I’ve heard him shelling out Hindustani to your pater, Bob.  Sounds rather like cracking nuts.”
 “My esteemed chum’s uncle, Colonel Wharton, was once in Bhanipur,” said the nabob.  “He saved me when I was a small nipper, in a rising of the friends of Baji Rao.  It was after that that Baji went into exile, and made friends among the Russians.  The Russians have always had an eye on Bhanipur.  But for the British raj they would have taken it long ago.  There are those who think matters are changed, now that here is no longer a czar in Russia; but the mistakefulness, is terrific.  There is always Russia to threaten India from the north—Czarist or Bolshevist makes no difference.  Nations do not change when they change their form of government.  Baji Rao has come back to Bhanipur to make trouble, and my uncle the Jam is uneasy.  I shall write him a letter to tell him that I am terrifically safe in the tight little island.”
  “And tell him that you’ve got four pals who will keep an open and wary eye on you,” said Bob.

  “The open-fulness of the wary eye will be terrific,” added Johnny Bull.

  “I say, you fellows—”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  There’s Bunter !  Hook it.”
  The Famous Five walked away rapidly.  Billy Bunter blinked after them through his big spectacles, and started in pursuit.

  “I say, you fellows !” he bawled.

  “Good-bye, Bunter !”
  “I say—”
  “Bottle it up, old bean,” chuckled Bob Cherry.  “We know you’re expecting a postal-order.  We know you want somebody to cash it for you in advance.  Ask us again next Christmas !”
  “You silly ass !” bawled Bunter.  “The Head want you.”
  “Eh ?”
  Harry Wharton & Co. halted.  For once, apparently, the Owl of the Remove was not seeking to “touch” the chains for an advance upon his celebrated postal-order.  Bunter came up panting.

  “Jolly good mind not to tell you,” he gasped.  The Head wants you in his study, Wharton, and Inky, too.  I hope it’s a licking !  Yah !”
  And with that charitable wish, Bunter rolled away.
  “Oh dear !” said Wharton.  “What is it now, I wonder !  Come on, Inky !  Only us two wanted.  Can the Head have heard about our rolling Coker of the Fifth downstairs.”
  Wharton and the nabob went back to the House, and proceeded to the Head’s study.
  Dr. Locke gave them a benignant glance over his glasses as they presented themselves.  Which was rather a relief to the two juniors.  It did not look like a licking.
  “Ah !  I sent for you, Wharton,” said the Head.  “I desire to speak to you as head of your Form.”
  “Yes, sir,” said Harry, in wonder.

  “The matter concerns Hurree Singh.  I have received a letter from your uncle, Hurree Singh.  It seems that he is uneasy lest one attempt should be made upon your liberty by some discontented persons in—in Bhanipur,”‘ said the Head.  “It appears to me highly improbable that such an attempt could be made here in England, but I am bound to regard your uncle’s wishes.”
  “Yes, esteemed sahib.”

  “For the present, Hurree Singh, I think it would be judicious for you not to leave the school alone,” said the Head.  “On any occasions when you go out of gates take at least one of your friends with you.  I rely upon you not to leave the school alone.”
  The nabob made a slight grimace.
  “The wish of the esteemed Head is law,” he said.
  Dr. Locke smiled slightly.
  “Very good !  You will remember this, Hurree Singh.  And you, Wharton, as head of the Remove, will be expected to see that Hurree Singh pays due regard to my injunction.”

  “Certainly sir !” said Harry.
  “That is all, my boys.”
  And the two juniors left the Head’s study.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Man from the East !
  “BEASTS !”

  Billy Bunter made that remark.
  After class that day the Famous Five walked out of gates; and Billy Bunter walked on their track.  They were going down to the village; and in Friardale there was only one attraction, from Billy Bunter’s point of view, and that was the tuckshop kept by Uncle Clegg in the old High Street. If the chums of the Remove were going to sample the cakes and ginger-pop at Uncle Clegg’s, it seemed to Bunter that he was bound to be of the party.  It was an occasion when Bunter could not possibly be left out.

  So the Owl of the Remove trailed cheerfully after the five juniors as they started walking to Friardale.

  Whereupon the Famous Five had quickened their pace, leaving Billy Bunter behind.

  It was a warm afternoon, and Bunter was extremely disinclined to exert himself.  But he put on speed.  Uncle Clegg’s jam tarts and cakes and ginger-pop were worth an effort.

  Upon which Harry Wharton & Co., regardless of the warmth of the weather, had broken into a trot.

  That did it, so to speak.

  Bunter was not equal to a foot-race.  He had too much weight to carry.

  Half way to Friardale Bunter was hopelessly dropped.  The chums of the Remove vanished beyond a curve of the lane ahead, and Bunter was left on his lonesome own.
  So Billy Bunter leaned on a stile to rest, and ejaculated “Beasts !”  Having covered half a mile, Bunter was tired.  And the hope of a feed at Uncle Clegg’s was gone from his gaze like a beautiful dream.
  “Beasts !” repeated Bunter, apparently finding solace in it.  “Rotters !  After all I’ve done for them !  Beasts !”
  Bunter sat on the stile to rest.  He needed a rest before he started back to Greyfriars.
  “Salaam, sahib !”
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  The soft, silky voice at his elbow startled the Owl of the Remove to such an extent that he nearly fell off the stile.  He had heard no one approach.  He spun half-round and stared at the speaker. A little brown-faced man had come up from the footpath, across the field and stopped at the stile.  Bunter blinked at him.
  “You made me jump !” he exclaimed indignantly.
  “The apologise is great,” said the brown-complexioned man softly.  His manner was so civil—indeed, deferential—that Bunter was mollified.
  The Owl of the Remove blinked at him curiously.
  The man was dressed in European clothes, but his complexion was that of a native of India; very like Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s, though darker.  Hindoos were uncommon enough in that quiet quarter of Kent.  Indeed, it was probable that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was the only Indian for many a mile.  Bunter wondered what this soft-footed fellow was doing there.  The man’s manner was respectful, deferential, humble—quite gratifying in that respect to William George Bunter, who never received the deference which he was convinced was his due.

  “What do you mean by saying slam ?” asked Bunter.
  “Salaam,” said the Hindu.  “It is the greeting of my country.  May the sun shine for ever upon the respected sahib !”
  Bunter grinned genially.
  He found the effusive politeness of the Oriental grateful and comforting.  This fellow was, in Bunter’s estimation, only a “blessed nigger,” but at least he knew the deference due to a “sahib” like William George Bunter.

  “Lost your way ?” asked Bunter, quite civilly.
  He could only guess that to be the man’s motive for addressing him.  The dusky Oriental did not look like a beggar.

  “I am a stranger in the land,” said the man in his soft voice.  “I have been told that in this part of the country there is a great and famous seat of learning, and I have desired to look upon it.”

  “That’s Greyfriars, I suppose ?” said Bunter.

  “The sahib knows Greyfriars ?”
  “I’m a Greyfriars man,” said Bunter loftily.
  “It is a great honour to Nally Das to speak to a sahib of the great seat of learning.”
  “I dare say it is,’ assented Bunter.  “If you want to see Greyfriars you’ve only got to follow this road, and there it is.  The porter will take a message to the Head, if you want to see the place—strangers are allowed to see the sights, you know.”
  Nally Das bowed his head.
  “I am content to see the great seat of learning from afar,” he answered.
 “Well, that’s easy enough,” said Bunter.
  It did not occur to the Owl of the Remove that the dusky stranger was anything but what he seemed.  Certainly it did not enter his mind that the man knew anything about Greyfriars, and knew already that Bunter belonged to the school by the Greyfriars colours on his school cap.  And most certainly it was never likely to occur to Bunter that a man who wanted, for reasons of his own, to get into touch with a Greyfriars man, had picked him out because he looked obtuse, and therefore unlikely to suspect the questioner of ulterior motives.
 “I have heard,” said Nally Das, leaning on the stile, “that natives of my own country are educated at the great seat of learning to which the handsome sahib belongs.”
  Bunter smiled complacently.  The description of himself as a handsome sahib was quite pleasing.
  “That’s so,” he said.  “At least, we’ve got one nigger.”
  “One what. Sahib ?”
  “One nigger,” said Bunter cheerfully.
  “Well, not exactly a nigger.  I mean a Hindu.  Chap your own colour.”
  Nally Das looked at him fixedly for a moment.  But his manner was as soft and deferential as ever as he went on.
  “I have been mistakenly informed, sahib.  Is it not the case that there are many Hindus at Greyfriars ?”
 “No jolly fear !” said Bunter.  “Only one—a chap in my Form.”
  “Perhaps I may have heard his name, if the sahib will deign to repeat it,” said Nally Das.
  “Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  There’s a giddy name for you !” grinned Bunter.  “He’s a jolly old nabob, or something, in his own country.  He, he, he !”

  The Hindu’s black eyes flashed for an instant.  But it was only for an instant.
  “I have never heard the name,” he said.  “Yet it would be pleasant to look upon the face of a countryman of my own in this far land.  But Nally Das is too humble to go up to the great seat of learning.  But perhaps the nabob sometimes takes walks abroad ?”

  “He’s in the village now,” said Bunter, with a jerk of his fat thumb towards Friardale.  “You could spot him as he comes back, only most likely they’ll go round a different way; they know I’m here.  Not that he’s worth seeing.  He’s a beast !”
  Nally Das eyed him curiously,

  “Nally Das is too humble to speak to a nabob,” he said.  “Yet he would like to see a familiar face in this foreign land.  Perhaps the sahib would deign to tell his servant when he might see Hurree Singh out of the gates of the great seat of learning.”
  “Easy enough,” said Bunter.  “No harm in going up to our school if you want to, my good fellow.”  The Hindu’s humility had made Bunter feel very pleased with himself, and quite kind and civil for once.  “Soft sawder” was an easy avenue to Bunter’s esteem.  “But if you don’t want to go to the school, Inky will be going out-tomorrow with the cricketers to Redclyffe.”
  “Inky ?” repeated Nally Das.

  Bunter chuckled.

  “We call him Inky, because of his lovely complexion.  I mean Hurree Singh.  He plays cricket for the Remove that’s my Form-and he will be going over to Redclyffe School with the team to-morrow.  You can see him then if you want to.”
  “A thousand thanks to the sahib” said Nally Das.  “May you live a thousand years, and be blessed with many beautiful wives.”
  “Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Bunter.

  The brown-faced man salaamed respectfully, and moved away across the field.  Bunter blinked after him, till a patch of woodland hid him from sight.

  “Queer beggar !’ commented Bunter.

  And he dismissed the Hindu from his fat mind.  It had occurred to him that that there might be a forgotten bullseye or aniseed ball in one of his pockets, and he proceeded to search; and that, of course, was a more important matter to Bunter than a wandering Hindu, or indeed than the whole dusky population of the Indian Empire.

  Nally Das turned into the wood, threading his way among the trees, till he came to a deep glade.  There another brown-faced man rose from a couch in the grass, and greeted him in a language that would have been mysterious enough to Billy Bunter, could he have heard it—though not at all mysterious to the nabob of Bhanipur.

  “Aj kya khabar hai ?”
  Nally Das grinned, and answered in the same tongue.  And Billy Bunter, who had been so pleased with the Oriental’s soft sawder, certainly would not have been pleased if he had heard—and understood.  For what Nally Das answered was:

  “I have spoken to a Greyfriars boy—a fat and stupid fool; and he has told me, all I needed to know, suspecting nothing.  There is only one Hindu at Greyfriars, so we cannot make a mistake.  And to-morrow he leaves the school with his friends for a cricket match.  We have only to watch, Kalouth.”
THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Change of Identity !
  “COMING over to Redclyffe, Wib ?”

  “Bob Cherry asked the question cheerily on Wednesday morning.

  He grinned a little as he asked it.
  Bob sympathised with Wib; and he would have been glad to see that youth “chuck” his “silly rot,” as Bob regarded it.  A fellow might be disappointed, without playing the goat in this way, Bob considered.  There were other disappointed cricketers in the Remove; but they were not cutting up rusty in Wibley’s style.
  So Bob Cherry greeted Wibley cheerily, hoping to find him in a more reasonable frame of mind that fine and sunny morning.
  Wibley, however, did not smile.  He gave the cheery boy a glum look.

  I’m coming,” he answered.

  “That’s right,” said Bob.  “It’s going to be a good game, you know.  I hear that Redclyffe are ii unusual good form.  It will be worth watching.”

  “I daresay it will, for fellows who want to watch it,” said Wibley.  “I don’t mean to myself.”
  “Then why come over ?” asked Bob.

  “I’m playing !”

  “Fathead !”

  And Bob Cherry gave it up.  Wibley’s persistence in stating that he was playing in the Redclyffe match seemed to indicate that he wandering in his mind a little, since it was obviously impossible that, he should do so.  Why Wibley was keeping up such “rot” was a mystery.

  William Wibley glanced after him, with a sarcastic simile, as he walked away.  Bob did not guess—he was not likely to guess the amazing wheeze that was working in Wibley’s active brain.

  Wibley had quite made up his mind.

  His own disappointed ambition, supplemented by the cunning influence of Skinner, had made him quite resolved.  In justice to Wibley, it must be said that he was quite confident in his own powers as a cricketer, and really believed that he could do the team credit.  After he had helped to win the match the cricketers would pardon the deception—in fact, they would be pleased at discovering hither to unsuspected talent in the Remove.  That was how Wibley looked at it.

  Had he been a hopeless “dud” like Bunter or Skinner, the matter would have been different.  But Wibley was a fairly good man at games; and he really could not see that he was not up to the form of the Redclyffe men.  And undoubtedly disappointed ambition and wounded self-love had made it facile for Skinner to pull his leg.  In a sulky and resentful frame of mind, Wibley not realise how unprejudiced fellows would have regarded what he was planning.
  At all events, it was settled now; and Wibley was resolute.  Doubtless he was tempted also by the attraction of bringing off such a “spoof” on the Famous Five.  Whether he was a first-class cricketer or not, Wibley was certainly first-class in his own peculiar line, and he had often gone in for risky impersonations for the sheer fun of the thing, and the display of his peculiar powers.  All the Remove had chuckled over the occasion when he had impersonated Mr. Quelch, and given out lines to unsuspecting Remove fellows.  And the task of making up as a Hindoo was infinitely easier.
   All was ready in Skinner’s study.  Wibley had chosen Skinner’s study, as his study-mates in Study No. 6 were not likely to render aid in such a scheme.  Morgan and Desmond had noticed that Wib had removed some of his multifarious “props” to Skinner’s study—but, they were very far from guessing his motive.
  Immediately after dinner that day, the Remove cricketers were to prepare to start; the brake was going over at two o’clock.  After dinner, therefore, Wibley had plenty to do.
  At that time, Harry Wharton & Co. were thinking of the coming cricket match, and not giving the disappointed candidate a thought at all.  The brake was taking over as many fellows as it could carry; and Wibley would have been very welcome to a seat in it; but if he did not choose to come as a passenger, he could please himself, and there was an end of it, so far as the captain of the Remove was concerned.
  After dinner, Wibley disappeared from general view—without being noticed at all.  Nobody was bothering about William Wibley except for the three fellows who were helping him in his remarkable stunt.
  It was into Skinner’s study that Wibley disappeared.
  Skinner, Snoop, and Stott were there.
  The three young rascals were in a state of cheery excitement, much bucked at the idea of playing such a jape on their old enemies, the Famous Five.

  The only condition they made was that they should not appear personally in the matter.  They were far from desirous of bagging the proper reward of their services, from the Famous Five afterwards.

  If—as Wibley hoped—he did wonderful things for the Remove team, and helped to beat Redclyffe, doubtless the deception would be forgiven.  But Skinner & Co. did not expect anything of the kind.  Their opinion was that Wibley would be hopelessly out-classed by the Redclyffians, and would in consequence let the side down.  After which he would get the ragging of his life from the indignant cricketers.  Skinner & Co. did not want to come on in that scene.

  They winked at one another, as Wibley came in, full of confidence.

  “No time to lose now,” said Wibley, cheerily.
  “We’re all ready to help, old man,” said Skinner, with a bland smile.

  “But what about Inky ?” asked Snoop.  “You’ll have to fix Inky up, before you can take his place, old bean.”
  Wibley grinned.

  “That’s all right,” he said.  “I’ve fixed that !  I’ve shoved his bat into the top box-room.”
  “Inky won’t go without his bat,” said Skinner, with a nod.  “But—”

  “I’ve mentioned it to Bunter.”

  Skinner chuckled.

  “And he will tell Inky,” he said.  “That’s all right—Inky will go up to the box-room after his bat.  But—”
  “I’ve put the key in the outside of the lock,” said Wibley.  “You’ll be on the spot, Skinner.”
  “Eh !”
 “You’ll be on the spot, old man.”
  “Hem !”
  “Out of sight, in the next room, you know.”
  “Oh !”

  “When Inky goes into the box-room, rooting after his bat, you’ll nip out and lock the door on him, and take away the key.”

  “Um !”

  Harold Skinner seemed dubious.
  “Nobody will see you,” said Wibley, rather” sarcastically.  “You needn’t be nervous.  I shall take the whole thing on myself; and when it comes out, it will be supposed that I locked Hurree Singh in.”

  “That’s so,” assented Skinner.  “We don’t want to be mixed up in a row with those cads afterwards, of course.”
  “That’s understood, though I don’t think there will be a row.”
  “Anyhow, if there’s trouble, I’m taking it on.  All you’ve got to do is to watch the box-room, and lock the door on Inky.  That’s as easy as falling off a form.”

  “Right-ho !” said Skinner.

  Having thought it out, Skinner decided that there was very little risk involved, and he gave his assent.
  “Better get off now,” said Wibley.  These chaps can help me to rig out.  Keep out of sight, and keep an eye open for Inky.”

  Skinner nodded, and left the study.
  The door was locked after him.  Chance visitors were not wanted in Study No. 2 just then.
  Then Wibley, with the assistance of Snoop and Stott, proceeded to “make up.”
  He needed little assistance.  Snoop and Stott grinned as they watched him rubbing the Oriental complexion on his face.  In a very short time Wibley’s face and hands, and all the parts of him that were likely to become visible, had assumed the deep bronze complexion of Hurree Sigh.
  What seemed like a magic touch gave his eyebrows the rather bushy look of Hurree Singh’s.  Even his features seemed to lend themselves to the disguise, as if they had been made of rubber.
  The fact that there was only one Indian at Greyfriars made the impersonation easier.  Any fellow with a dark complexion was likely to be taken for Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, at a cursory glance.
  But Wibley, when he had finished, was in a state to sustain more than a cursory glance.
  He not only looked like Hurree Jamset Ram Sing; it was difficult even for the fellows watching the process to realise that he was not the genuine Nabob of Bhanipur.
  “My only hat !” said Sidney James Snoop, with a deep breath.  “It’s a giddy miracle.  You’ll make your fortune on the stage someday, Wib.”

  “My esteemed Snoop—”
  Snoop fairly jumped.
  Wibley seemed to have the very voice of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, as well as his peculiar English.
  “Oh, my word !” said Stott.

  “My excellent and ludicrous friends—” grinned Wibley.
  “Ha, ha, ha !” yelled Snoop and Stott.

   “Do you think I shall pass musterfully ? asked Wibley.

  “My dear man, if Inky saw you now, he would think he had a twin-brother,” chuckled Snoop.
  “Or he would think he was staring into a giddy looking-glass !” said Stott, with conviction.
  Wibley grinned complacently.
  “You can, jolly well do impersonations, whether you can play cricket or not,” said Snoop.
  ‘My esteemed fat-headed Snoop, I can play cricketfully better than I can impersonate.”
  There was a discreet tap at the door of the study.
  *Hush !” muttered Snoop.

  “Only little me !” came  Skinner’s whisper through the keyhole.

  “Right-ho !”
  Snoop opened the door wide enough for skinner to enter, and skinner came in, and fairly jumped at the sight of the new edition of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

  “What the thump !” he ejaculated.  “Is—is—is that you, Wib ?”
  “My esteemed and ridiculous self !” answered Wibley.
  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared Skinner.

  “And Inky ?”
  “Safe as houses.”
  “Good !”

  “William Wibley took a last, glance in the glass, and grinned at his dusky reflection.
  “I told Wharton I should play in the Redclyffe match: he remarked.  “Looks now as if I was right—what ?”
  And  Skinner & Co., chuckled, and agreed that it did.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Left Behind !

  “MY esteemed Bob—”

  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !”
  “Have you seen my excellent and ludicrous cricket-bat ?”

  It was in the study last night,” said Bob.  “I remember seeing it there, Inky.”

  “It has disappearfully gone now,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur.  “You have not taken it mistakefully ?”

  “No, old bean.”

  “Lost your bat, Inky ?” asked Harry Wharton.  “Buck up and find it.  The brake will be here in ten minutes now.”

  “I have not lost it,” said the nabob.  Some esteemed and practical joking ass has removed it from my study.”
  “He, he, he !”
  The Nabob of Bhanipur glanced round at Bunter as that fat youth emitted an un-musical cachinnation.
  Bunter grinned at him.
  “Can’t you find your bat—what ?” he asked.
  “Perhapsfully you have taken it away, my worthy idiotic Bunter,” said Hurree Singh.
  “Perhaps I know who has,” answered Bunter, with a fat chuckle.  Perhaps, it was a fellow who wanted to play in the Redclyffe match.  He, he, he !”
  Not Wibley ?” asked Bob Cherry, with a stare.
  “The silly ass, to play such a trick,”” said Harry Wharton.  “I’m getting rather fed-up with Wibley’s nonsense.”

  “Where’s Wibley ?” asked Bob.
  “Give it up,” said Bunter.  “I saw him with the bat under his arm, though.  He bagged it from your study.”
  “The punchfulness of the nose is the proper caper, I think,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Do you know where he has put the bat, Bunter ?”

  “It’s all right, old bean,” said Bunter reassuringly.  “Wibley told me where he was going to shove it.  He told me to tell you at the last minute—just to pull your leg, you know.”

  “If that’s Wibley’s idea of a joke, I don’t see the fun of it,” growled Johnny Bull.
  “Same here,” said Bob.  “It’s no joke to bag a fellows bat just when he’s starting for a cricket match.  But there’s no harm done if he’s told Bunter to tell you where it is.  Where is it, Bunter. ?”
  “Top box-room,” grinned Bunter.

  “Why couldn’t you have fetched it down fathead, if you know where it is ?” said Nugent.

  “Catch me fagging up all those stairs,” said Bunter.  “Besides, Wibley asked me not to.  His game was to set Inky hunting for his bat.  He, he, he !”

  “The huntfulness has been terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “But the jokefulness does not seem to into be great.”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  There comes the brake !”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh hurried away to the stairs, and ascended them two at a time.  He hurried up the Remove staircase, and scudded along the Remove, passage, to where the little stairway led up to the top box-room.

  His dusky face was not so good-humoured as usual.  Practical jokes were not uncommon in the Lower Fourth, but it was difficult to see any humour in a practical joke of this description.  To make a fellow ascend a lot of stairs to find his bat, just before starting for a cricket match, was hardly to be regarded as humorous.  If Inky had encountered Wibley on his way to the box-room, he would have been tempted to bag the practical joker’s head on the wall.

  He did not encounter Wibley, however.  Indeed, had he encountered him at that moment, he certainly would not have recognised him.
  He hurried up to the box room, of which the door stood open.  He ran into the room.  There, among the trunks and boxes, he looked round for the bat.
  It was in full view, in the farthest corner of the room.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ran across to it.
  The bat was in his hand, and he was turning back, when the box-room door slammed shut.
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  Hurree Singh stared at it.  The door had been suddenly slammed from outside, and he had not seen who slammed it.  For a moment he fancied that it was the wind, but the next moment he heard the key turn in the lock.
  Click !
  He was locked in !

“Wibley !” gasped the nabob.  He realised that someone in the adjoining room must have been watching him, and had locked him in.  He had little or, rather, no doubt, that it was Wibley.  It flashed into his mind at once that the practical joke did not consist only of giving him a tramp up to the box-room after his missing bat.

  He raced across to the door and dragged at the handle.  Then he clumped the end of the bat on the panels.
  “Wibley, you esteemed rotter !’ he shouted.
 There was no answer, but a sound of retreating footsteps on the stairs.
  Bang, bang !
  “Wibley !” roared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “I shall be latefully delayed.  Let me out at oncefully !”’.

  But the unseen fellow who had locked him in was gone.
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh breathed hard and deep.
  It was a trick to delay his departure for Redclyffe, or to keep him away from the match.  But the latter did not seem possible, for certainly the cricketers would not start without him.  Harry Wharton & Co. knew that he had ascended to the top box-room for his bat, and, if he did not return, they would come up to fetch him.
  Hurree Singh knocked on the door again and again.  He knew that the noise could not be heard downstairs, at the distance, but it would be a guide for his friends when they came to search for him.  And he had no doubt, of course, that they would come.  He was very far from guessing that, in those very moments, a fellow who looked exactly like him had issued from Skinner’s study, and was going down the Remove staircase, just as if he had descended from the box-room.

  “Hurree Singh was not likely to guess that.
  He left off knocking at the door after a few minutes, however, and crossed to the window.  But the box-room window looked out only over roofs, and tiles, and chimneys; there was no chance of shouting to fellows below.  From that ceign of vantage he could see nothing of Greyfriars, though, in the distance, he had a view of part of Friardale Lane and the fields and woods beyond.

  He went back to the door and banged on it again.  By this time, surely, his friends must be wondering why he did not return.  They would be puzzled, but surely they would come up to call him.  At every moment he expected to hear Bob Cherry’s powerful voice booming up the box-room stairs.  But he heard nothing save the echoing of his own knocking.  The brake was waiting—the cricketers could not have started.  What did it mean ?  It was impossible they could have started without him.

  “My only esteemed hat !” murmured the nabob.  “I will give that worthy and villainous ass the thrashfulness of his life. !”
  Bang, bang, bang !
  The din from the box-room could have been heard in the Remove studies, had anyone been there.  But it was not probable that there was anyone there, just after dinner, especially with the fellows gathering in the quad to see the cricketers off.  At all events, there was no response of any kind to Hurree Singh’s knocking.

  He gave it up at last, angry and exasperated, and went back to the window.  As he looked out he gave a jump.

  Far in the distance, in Friardale Lane, he sighted a brake, crowded with fellows !
  It was the brake for Redclyffe, he know that.  The distance was too great for the recognition of features, but he knew Harry Wharton & Co.  The cricketers had started.

  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh stared blankly after the brake.
  They were gone—they had started without him.  It was simply incomprehensible.  Hurree Singh was the champion bowler of the Remove; it was no secret that he was a tower of strength to his side, and badly wanted whenever the Remove had a hard game to play.  There was scarcely any member of the eleven who could not been better spared.  And they had gone without him—without even giving him a call !
  The nabob’s face set.
  This was not the kind of treatment to be expected from friends.  It was but seldom that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was angry, but he was angry now.  His black eyes glittered as ho stared after the brake, rolling on by the leafy lane, til it vanished beyond the trees.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Man Who Watched !
  “HALLO, hallo, hallo !”
  “What ?”

  “A jolly old countryman of yours, Inky !”

  The brake rolled away from the gates of Greyfriars with the cricketers on board, and five or six other fellows.  A dozen more of the Remove were following on their bicycles.
  Among the cricketers sat a dusky junior, whom every other fellow on the brake believed to be Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  Not the slightest suspicion had anyone in the brake of the amazing trick that had been played.
  The dusky junior had come downstairs with a bat under his arm, joined the waiting cricketers, and clambered into the brake with them.  It had been simple—simplicity itself.  The total absence of suspicion made it easy enough.  Certainly the cricketers would not have started without Hurree Jamset Rain Singh—had they known it.  Wibley sat among the juniors, his dusky face shaded by a panama hat—a hat belonging to Hurree Singh, and coolly borrowed for the occasion.  Confident as he was in his disguise, the trickster was glad to keep his face in the shade of the broad brim.
  Bob Cherry jerked his elbow.
  “Countryman of yours, Inky.”

  “Same jolly old complexion, at any rate,” said Bob with a grin.  “He seems interested in you, too.”
  A brown-faced man, with an aquiline nose and keen black eyes, was standing by the roadside with his eyes on the Greyfriars brake.
  Evidently he was a native of India, which doubtless explained his interest in the dusky junior in the vehicle.
  Most of the fellows glanced at him.
  Harry Wharton started as he saw him, and looked at him very intently.  The sight of a Hindu was extremely uncommon in the vicinity, and Wharton could not help thinking of Hurree Singh’s letter from the Jam Bahadur, and the warning Dr. Locke had given.
  He touched the dusky junior on the shoulder.
  “Ever seen that chap before, Inky ?” he asked.
  Wibley breathed hard.  If the brown man standing by the roadside was an acquaintance of Hurree Jamset Ran Singh, from his far-off native land, Wibley of the Remove was not likely to know him.
  “Eh !  No !” stammered Wibley.
  “He seems to know you from the way he keeps his eyes on you,” said Harry.
  “The esteemed individual is unknown to me, my worthy chum,” answered the spoofer, remembering the part he was playing.  “I have never beforefully beheld him to my esteemed knowledge.”
  The brake rolled on.
  Nally Das, standing like a bronze state by the roadside, was left behind, and disappeared from sight.
  “It’s a bit queer,” said Harry in a low voice.  “Don’t you think so, Inky ?”
  “How ?” asked the hapless Wibley.

  “After what you told us, yesterday, I mean.”
  “My esteemed Wharton—” murmured Wibley, quite at a loss.

  He had not bargained for this.

  Apparently Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had told his comrades something the day before, which caused Wharton to pay unusual and serious attention, to the fact that a Hindu was hanging about the Friardale road.  What it was, of course, Wibley had not the faintest idea.

  “It’s a coincidence, to say the least,” said Bob Cherry.

  A jolly suspicious coincidence,” said Johnny Bull.  “How often do we see a Hindu in these parts ?”
  “Neverfully, I think,” murmured Wibley.

  “Well, hardly ever,” said Frank Nugent.  “I don’t remember seeing one since the time some of your giddy relations came to see you, Inky.  And that chap isn’t a relation of yours.”
  Wibley grinned.

  Certainly, the brown-faced man was not a relation of William Wibley’s, whatever he might be to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

  “I have neverfully beheld him beforefully,” he said.

  “You don’t feel alarmed ?” asked Bob.

  “Alarmed ?” ejaculated Wibley.

  “Well, after what your uncle told you in his letter. I mean.”
  “M-my uncle ?”
  “The jolly old Jam, you know,” said Bob  “Of course, the merchant may be loafing about here by pure chance.  But it’s a bit of a coincidence for a Hindu to show up here, just after old Jam has warned you about Baji Rao and his little games.”
  “It’s queer,” said Harry.  “And the fellow was staring hard at Inky, too.  I can’t help thinking that it’s rather more than a coincidence.  The Head was right to tell Inky not to go out of gates alone.”
  “Yes, rather.”
  “We’ll keep a jolly old fatherly eye on you, Inky,” said Bob.

  The thankfulness is terrific !” gasped Wibley.
  Wibley was feeling hopelessly at sea, and his heart was beating fast.  He had no knowledge what over of what the juniors were discussing, and he knew that a chance word might give him away.

  He was greatly relieved when the subject dropped.  As it was not a matter the nabob desired to make public in the school, the juniors could not very well talk it over in the crowded brake.

  So no more was said on the subject, whilst the brake rolled on to Redclyffe, much to Wibley’s relief.
  But Harry Wharton and his chums were thinking a good deal about it.

  The Jam Bahadur had supposed or feared, that emissaries of Baji Rao might seek to harm the nabob; and that had been followed by the appearance of a Hindu near the school.
  It might mean nothing; but on the other hand it might mean a great deal—it might mean deadly peril to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  The Co. resolved to be very careful indeed that the nabob did not go out of their sight that afternoon, until they were safe back with him within the gates of Greyfriars, little dreaming that Hurree Singh, in those moments, was locked up in the top box-room, and that a spoofer had taken his name and his place for the nonce,

  The chums of the Remove noted that the sight of the Hindu had not had any effect on the dusky junior’s nerve.  Whether there was any danger or not, he did not look in the least alarmed.

  This was not surprising, however, as Wibley knew nothing of the circumstances, and, indeed, had forgotten the incident before the brake reached Redclyffe.

  He had more important matters to think of than the chance sight of a wandering Hindu by the roadside.
  As yet his deception had passed undetected and unsuspected.  But a harder test was to come, when the cricketers arrived at Redclyffe,

  Wibley had plenty of nerve and plenty of confidence in himself and his peculiar powers.  But he was not feeling wholly at his ease.

  Hallo, hallo, hallo !  Here we are !” exclaimed Bob Cherry as the brake arrived at Redclyffe School.

  Fane, the junior captain of Redclyffe, greeted the visitors cheerily.  The stumps were pitched, and a Redclyffe crowd was gathering on the ground, and the followers of the Greyfriars team joined them.

  Harry Wharton won the toss and decided to bat.  Fane and his men went into the field.  There were a good many fellows round the ground, a sprinkling of Greyfriars juniors among the Redclyffe crowd, and a few strangers who had strolled along to see the game, as sometimes happened.  Bob Cherry tapped Wharton on the arm as he was buckling his pads.

  “Look over yonder, old man,” he said,

  “What is it ?’
  “That fellow by the oak-tree yonder.”
  Wharton glanced in the direction indicated, and started a little.  Under the oak-tree, at a little distance from the cricket pitch, a dark-complexioned man was standing, looking on.  It was the man who had watched the Greyfriars brake pass in Friardale road.

  “That merchant !” exclaimed Harry.

  “He’s followed us,” said Bob.

  Wharton knitted his brows.

  That looks like watching Inky, Bob—the man is keeping an eye on him, even if he doesn’t mean harm.”

  “Looks like it,” said Bob.
  “Inky’s safe enough, among a crowd of us,” said Harry.  “But we’d better jolly well keep an eye on him, and report this to the Head when we go back.  It’s too jolly queer to be a coincidence.”
  Wharton spoke to Fane as he went to the wickets.

  “See that brown-faced johnny yonder ?” he asked.
  “Yes—some pal of your Inky ?” asked Fane.

  “No, a stranger to all of us.  Ever seen him about before ?”
  “Never.”
  “You don’t know what he wants here ?”
  “Some giddy traveller, having a look at the cricket, I suppose,” said the Redclyffe skipper carelessly.  “People are allowed to trot in and see the matches, if they like.  What does he matter, anyhow?”
  “Oh, nothing !”
Wharton went to his wicket, with Bob Cherry at the other end.  And as the bowling began he had to dismiss the dark-faced stranger from his mind; the Redclyffe bowling gave him plenty to think about.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Not as per Programme !

  “INKY !”
  “Man in !”

 Wibley of the Remove grinned a dusky grin.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was third on the batting list; and Bob Cherry, having been caught out, Wibley was wanted.

  He answered to his name—or, rather, to the nabob’s name—at once, and very cheerily.
  “Right-ho !  Ready !”  And then he added at once: “The readyfulness is terrific !”

  He was grinning under his shady hat as he walked out to the wickets.
  Any uneasiness Wibley may have felt was quite gone now.  Not the faintest suspicion had been aroused.  To the Remove cricketers he was Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; and, naturally, to the Redclyffians also.  All was going well—that is if Wibley’s play was equal to the strain, and turned out to justify his assumption of the nabob’s name and place.  On that point Wibley had few—if any—doubts.

  He strolled down cheerily to his wicket.
  The Remove batsmen watched him as he went.  Bob Cherry had had rather bad luck, having been dismissed for eight.  He hoped that his dusky chum would do better.  It was as a bowler that Hurree Singh shone; but he was a good, reliable bat, and expected to keep his end up pretty well.  Some of the Remove men, as they looked at him going on, looked a little curious.
  “Is Inky in good form today ?’“ said Vernon-Smith.  “A lot of the spring seems to be gone out of him.”

  “He doesn’t seem to shape quite as usual at the wicket, does he ?” remarked Peter Todd.
  Bob Cherry eyed the dusky junior curiously.

  The batsman certainly did not look quite like Hurree Jamset Ram Singh as he stood at the wicket.  In appearance he was the same; but there was an indefinable something wanting.  Bob wondered whether the nabob was off colour.  The previous day he had seemed rather worried by the letter from the Jam Bahadur at Bhanipur.  But that seemed to have passed off—certainly he had not seemed worried at all coming over in the brake from Greyfriars.  Yet there was something unusual about him, now that he was playing cricket.  About Hurree Jamset Ram Singh there was a lithe springiness, almost like that of a tiger of the jungles of his native land.  That litheness seemed somehow to be gone, as if the spring had been taken out of him.

  “Well, I know Inky’s a good man,” remarked the Bounder.  “But if 1 didn’t know that, I should say that he wouldn’t stop the bowling.  He doesn’t look to me like stopping it.’
  “Off colour, I fancy,” said Mark Linley.

  Fane, of Redclyffe, was bowling.  He sent down a fast ball, much faster than Wibley of the Remove expected, and with a twist on it that Wibley was not looking for in the least.  It was quite different from the bowling that Wibley had handled successfully in matches with Temple, Dabney & Co., at Greyfriars.

  Crash !

  “Oh, my hat !”
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  There was a chirrup from the Redclyffians.

  “How’s that, umpire ?”
  “Out !”
  Bob Cherry’s face lengthened.

  “Poor old Inky !” he said.  “He’s off his form.”
  “Poor old us, you mean,” said Vernon-Smith, tartly  “There’s a duck’s egg—and if he’s not fit, he might have said so, and given another man a chance.  Redwing was willing to play.”

  Bob Cherry made no answer.  It was utterly unusual and unexpected for Hurree Jamset Ram Singh to be dismissed for duck’s egg.  It could only mean, in Bob’s opinion, that he was off colour, perhaps due to worry over the disturbing news from his far-off home.  If that was so, there was some justice in the Bounder’s remark.  Inky should have known whether he was up to Redclyffe form or not.
  The feelings of the hapless batsman were deep.
  His imposture had been a complete success: until it came to playing cricket.  There the success had stopped.

  An awful doubt came into Wibley’s mind, as to whether he had, after all, over-estimated his powers.  Had Wharton been right, after all, in leaving him out of the eleven ?  Did Wharton know more about a fellow’s form than the fellow himself ?
  It was a sickening doubt—coming so late in the day.  It was too late for the hapless impostor to back out now.

  Wharton stared along the pitch at him, as surprised as the other fellows by the easy fall of the wicket.
  Wibley stared at the fallen bails, and with a sigh, turned back to the pavilion.
  “Bad luck, old man,” said Johnny Bull, passing him coming in.
  Wibley nodded and walked off without replying.  His dusky face was downcast.
  Bob Cherry clapped him on the shoulder, as he rejoined the group of waiting batsmen.

  “Hard cheese !” he said.  “But buck up, old man—you’ll do better in the next innings.”
  ‘The betterfulness will be terrific,” said Wibley, his confidence returning a little.
  After all it had only been a fluke.  At least, Wibley tried his hardest to believe that that was so.  He moved away from the batsmen; he had nothing more to do till the innings was over, and good as his disguise was, he prudently did not wish to keep under constant close observation.
  He lounged round the pavilion, impatiently awaiting the end of the innings.  When the Redclyffe men came to bat, he was certain to be given the bowling—and then he would show that he was the equal of the fellow he had displaced.  At all events he hoped so.
  The game went on, and the wickets fell fairly fast.  There was no doubt that Redclyffe were in great form, and that the Greyfriars team needed their best men there to keep their end up.  All down for sixty was not a flattering total.  But Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the champion bowler of the Lower School at Greyfriars, was a rod in pickle for Redclyffe; and if he was in good form, Redclyffe were not likely to beat sixty.  Hurree Singh’s comrades confidently expected the hat-trick off him, once if not twice.  They would not have expected it, had they known the true identity of the junior hidden under the dark Oriental complexion.

  “Not so jolly bad,” said Bob Cherry, cheerily.  “I’ve had rather bad luck—and poor old Inky worse.  We’ll make it up on the bowling.”
 “We’ll try,” said Harry.
  “If Inky’s fit,” said the Bounder.  “He didn’t look fit, the way he batted.  It was actually clumsy.”
  “Well, Inky’s really a bowler, you know,” said Bob.
  “Let’s hope he can bowl,” said Smithy.  “Where is he ?  Inky !”
  “My esteemed Smithy—”
  “Oh, here you are,” said Wharton.  “Feeling fit, inky ?”
  “The fitfulness is truly terrific,” answered Wibley, with a dusky grin.

  “We’re relying on you for the wickets, you know.”

  “The relyfulness on my esteemed self is the propter caper.”
  “Hat-trick, mind,” said Johnny Bull.
  “What-ho, my esteemed Johnny.”
  And when the Greyfriars men went into the field, the ball was tossed to the dusky cricketer.
  “First over, Inky, and make ’em hop !” said Wharton.
  And Wibley, grinning, answered that the hopefulness would be terrific and went on to bowl.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Bunter !
  “BUNTER !”
  Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form, stood in his study doorway, and fairly bawled. 
  Coker looked wrathy.
  It was enough to make the Fifth Form man wrathy, to drop into his study on a half-holiday, and to behold a Remove junior, just leaving—with a cake under his arm.
  And that was what Coker of the Fifth had done and beheld.
  The surprise was mutual, as Coker and Bunter met.  Coker had made a jump at Bunter, and Bunter had made a frantic jump for the door.
  Bunter just got clear, and fled down the passage—but the cake dropped from under his arm. It was a nice, fruity cake, and Bunter had taken the trouble to loot it from Coker’s study cupboard; so the loss was serious.  But Bunter did not think of stopping to recover the cake.  Coker was too dangerous at close quarters, for that.
  Had not Coker stopped to pick up the cake, dire vengeance would indubitably have landed on Billy Bunter.  He had too much weight to carry, to distinguish himself in a foot-race.  But Coker did stop to pick up the cake, and toss it on to his study table; and that gave the Owl of the Remove a chance.

  Bunter fled for his life.  In the door-way of his study, Coker shouted to him to stop.  Coker seemed to be under the impression that his authoritative voice would cause the fat junior to come back and meet his just punishment.  In that, Coker was quite mistaken.

  “Bunter !  Bunter !  Comc back !  Stop !  Do you hear ?  Come back, you fat rascal !  Come back, Bunter !  Do you hear ?” bawled Coker.

  Bunter heard, but he heeded not.
  His one object, at that moment, was to put the greatest possible distance, in the shortest possible time, between himself and Horace Coker.
  He sped on regardless.
  “Bunter !” bawled Coker.
  Then he rushed in pursuit.  He stayed only to catch up a cricket stump, which he felt he would need when he overtook Bunter, and then he was raging on the trail of the Owl of the Remove.
  Bunter heard the heavy footsteps behind as he dodged out of the Fifth Form passage, and panted on. 
  “Oh, dear !” gasped Bunter.

  With wonderful speed Bunter gained the Remove passage, and there he paused for a moment to take breath.  Heavy footsteps and a shouting voice rang across the landing.  Coker was still in hot pursuit.

  “Ow !” gasped Bunter.

  Coker knew whither he had fled.  He was certain to search the Remove studies for him.  Bunter turned into the stair-way that led up to the box-room.  Hs fat hand grasped the door-knob and turned it.
  To his dismay, the door did not open.
  “Oh !’ stuttered Bunter.
  The door was locked.
  Bunter was turning away to seek another refuge when a voice came from the box-room—a voice that made him jump.
  “Open the door and let me outfully !”
  Bunter almost staggered.
  It was the voice of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, whom he had seen—or supposed he had seen—start in the brake, hours ago, with the Remove cricketers.
  Bunter wondered whether he was dreaming.  He was so astounded that he forgot even Coker for the moment.
  “Inky !” he gasped.
  “Is that the esteemed Bunter ?”

  “Yes,” stuttered Bunter.  “Is—is—is that Inky ?  How on earth did you get back ?  What are you doing there ?”
  “I am lockfully shut in, my esteemed Bunter.  If the key is in the lock, please turn, it backfully and let me out.”
  “The key isn’t here,” said Bunter.
  “That esteemed rascal, Wibley, has taken it way, then,” said the nabob.  “I will give him the terrific thrashfulness.”
  Billy Bunter listened intently—but not to the nabob.  Heavy footsteps were passing along the Remove passage, and he knew that they were Coker’s.
  Amazing as it was to discover Hurree Jamset Ran Singh locked up in the box-room, Bunter had no time to think about that.  Coker was a more pressing matter.
  The heavy footsteps passed the box-room staircase, and Bunter trembled.  If Coker came up—

  But Coker of the Fifth passed on.
  Then the footsteps came back and receded towards the Remove staircase, Bunter breathed more freely.
  Coker’s footsteps died away, the Fifth-Fortner probably searching the studies, or perhaps giving up the chase, and leaving the study-raider over until a more convenient opportunity.
  “Thank goodness !” gasped Bunter.
  “My esteemed fat Bunter—”
  “He’s gone !” gasped Bunter.

  “Eh ?  Who is gone ?”
  “Coker.  The beast was after me.” said Bunter. “All serene now !  I say, Inky, what are you doing in there ?”
  “I am locked in, my esteemed Bunter.”
  “I didn’t see you get back from Redclyffe,” said Bunter mystified.  “The match can’t be over yet.  The other fellows haven’t come back.”
  “I have not been to Redclyffe, Bunter.”
  Bunter jumped.
  “Not been to Redclyffe ?” he exclaimed.

  “No.”

  “I jolly well saw you start in the brake !” howled Bunter.  “Are you off your rocker, Inky ?”

  It was Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s turn to jump.
  “What do you mean, Bunter ?  Are you potfully insane ?  I did not go in the brake, as I was locked up here.”
  “You did !” roared Bunter.  “I saw you.”
  “You saw me in the brake ?”
  “Yes, you ass !”
  “My esteemed idiotic Bunter.  I came up here for my bat, and the door was closed and lockfully fastened on me.  I have been here, all the esteemed time since, and the fellows went without me.”
  Billy Bunter felt as if his head were turning round.
  “You’ve been locked up here all the time ?” he babbled.  “Ever since I told you Wibley had put your bat in that room ?”

  “Yes.”
  “Then who was it went in the brake with the follows ?” howled Bunter.  “You haven’t got a twin at Greyfriars.”
  “The understandfulness is not terrific, my fat-headed Bunter.  I suppose Wharton took another man in my place.”
 “There isn’t another nigger at Greyfriars.”
  “Another what ?”

  “I mean blinking Hindu,” said Bunter.”  Think there’s another chap with a giddy complexion like yours ?”
  “Do you mean to say that a fellow with a dark complexion went in the brake, Bunter ?”
  “Yes, you ass—you are your twin !” said Bunter.
  “I do not understand.  You are dreamfully imagining, or else pulling my excellent leg.  But let me out of this, Bunter.  I have been shutfully kept here for hours.”

  “My only hat !” murmured Bunter.  “He’s mad—mad as a hatter.  Fancy coming back secretly and locking himself in the box-room like this !  Must be fairly off his rocker.”
  “Will you find a key, Bunter, and let me out ?” demanded Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Not if you’re mad,” sad Bunter cautiously.
  “You fat idiot—”

  “Oh, really, Inky—”

  “Let me out !” shouted the nabob.
  “Mean to say you didn’t lock yourself in ?” asked Bunter.
  “No, you footling dummy !”
 “The key isn’t here.”

  “The esteemed rascally. Wibley must have taken it.  Find another key to unlock the door, Bunter, and I will lendfully tip you half-a-crown.”
  “I dare say one of the other box-room keys will fit this door, Inky,” he said.  “I’ll try, anyhow.  Sure you haven’t got the key in there ?”
  “You esteemed idiot—”

  “Keep your wool on !  I’ll try.”
  Bunter was successful.  The key of the lower box-room fitted the lock, as it turned out.  The door opened at last, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was released.  He came out of the top box-room with a grim, dark face.
  “Now for the esteemed Wibley,” he said.
  “I say, Inky, hold on—”
The hurryfulness is terrific !”
  “Hold on !” hooted Bunter.  “What about that half-crown, you beast ?”

  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh tossed a half-crown to the Owl of the Remove and scudded down the box-room stars.  Bunter followed him at a more leisurely pace, and—keeping a wary eye open for Coker of the Fifth—rolled away to the school shop.  There tuck, liquid and solid, to the exact value of two shillings and sixpence, consoled him for the loss of Coker’s cake.
  Meanwhile, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, was having the surprise of his life, as well as causing amusement.  He hurried downstairs and met Russell of the Remove—and Russell jumped at the sight of him.
  ‘You back ?” he exclaimed.
  “My esteemed Russell—”
  “What’s the matter at Redclyffe ?” asked Russell.  “Why have you come back on your own?  Wasn’t the match played ?”
  “I did not start for Redclyffe, my esteemed Russell.  I have been lockfully shut in the box-room—“

  “Potty ?” asked Russell.  “I saw you start in the brake.”
  “Hallo !  Is that Inky ?” asked Bolsover major, coming up.  “You’ve got back jolly early, Inky ?  Anything wrong ?”
   Hurree Jamset Ram Singh blinked at them in amazement.  Amazing as it was, incredible as it was, it was forced in upon his mind that the Remove fellows believed that they had seen him start in the brake.  Unless they were dreaming—or unless he was—some person unknown, resembling him nearly enough to be mistaken for him, had started for Redclyffe with the Remove cricketers.
  There was one way of solving the amazing mystery.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh hurried away, and in a couple of minutes was on the telephone in Mr. Quelch’s study—the Remove master being out—and ringing up Redclyffe School,
THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Champion !

  “THE hat-trick !” murmured Bob Cherry.
  “I don’t think !” the Bounder remarked.

  Bob was still hopeful, at least, though there was something about the dusky cricketer that made him dubious.  The “hat trick” from Hurree Jamset Ram Singh would have been extremely useful to the Remove team.  It was not likely to materialise, in the peculiar circumstances.  William Wibley, with his weird powers of impersonation, could make himself look like Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; but it was far beyond his powers to play cricket anything like the nabob of Bhanipur.  His batting had been a frost, and his bowling was not likely to bear the most distant resemblance to Hurree Singh’s.  Wibley had bowled well against Fourth Form bats at Greyfriars; but he was destined to discover that the Redclyffe batting was of a different order.
  The Greyfriars field watched the first over in surprise that grew into amazement.

  Fane was taking the bowling, and the Redclyffe skipper was a good man with the willow.  Probably he would have given a good account of himself against even Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  Against William Wibley he did not need to exert himself much.

  Knowing the nabob’s bowling from old experiences, Fane put all he knew into the defence of his wicket.  But he very quickly found that it was not necessary.  After the first ball he blinked; after the second, he stared; after the third, he grinned.  The first ball he stopped dead; the second he knocked away for two: the third, for four.  And his mental conclusion was that Inky was miles of his form, and that bowling of this quality meant a walk-over for Redclyffe.

  Bob Cherry almost rubbed his eyes in his astonishment.

 Wibley was not a bad bowler, if it came to that.  But his bowling was nothing like what was wanted for this game.  The Remove needed their best man.  Wibley was by no means the worst.  But he was nothing like what was wanted.

  “Poor old Inky !” murmured Bob to himself.  “He must be feeling this !  He knows what we expect of him.”
  The other fellows were rather disposed to think that the nabob ought to have realised that he was off colour and stayed out of the game.  Harry Wharton, in spite of his regard for the dusky junior, could not help thinking so.  And before the first over was finished, the captain of the Remove realised that hic could not count upon his champion bowler, and that Inky would be a negligible quantity in this game.
  Wibley’s feelings were not pleasant.  He put all he knew into the bowling, and did his very best; but the plain fact was that his best was not good enough.
  It was borne in upon his mind again that he had over-rated his powers, and that Wharton had been right in leaving him out of the Redclyffe match.
  That was not a pleasant reflection for Wibley, now that he was committed to the game, and there was no retreat.
  He went on, striving desperately to make some impression on Fane’s wicket, and without avail.
  At the end of the over Redclyffe were ten to the good, and Fane was grinning cheerily.  With the best bowler in the Greyfriars team off colour like this, prospects were bright for Redclyffe.  Greyfriars were rather ahead of Redclyffe at games, as a rule.  In this game, at least, that was obviously going to be altered.
  Wibley hardly dared to meet Wharton’s eyes as he gave up the ball.  His conscience was at work.

  He still hoped, however.  It was so excessively unpleasant to realise that he had bitten off more than he could chew, that Wibley was unwilling to realise it.
  Vernon-Smith took the next over and did quite well.  A Redclyffe wicket went down, rather to the relief of the visitors.  The third over was given to Penfold.
  “What about Inky ?”  Bob Cherry asked the captain of the Remove as the field crossed.
  Wharton wrinkled his brows.
  “I suppose we’d better give him a chance,” he said.  “But he seems to be in absolutely rotten form today.”
  “May pick up,” said Bob hopefully.
  “I hope so.  It’s letting us down,” said Harry.  “He must be seedy or something, I suppose. He really might have let me know before it was too late.”
  “Poor old Inky !” said Bob.  “Of course, he didn’t realise it.  He seemed bright enough in the brake coming over.”
  Wharton grunted.
  “I wish he’d brighten up again now, he said.”

  He called to the dusky cricketer.
  “Go it, Inky !  Give them something to think about this time, if you can, old fellow !”

  Wibley blushed under his dusky complexion.
  “I’ll try,” he said.
  “Not feeling well ?” asked Harry.
  “Oh, yes !  Right as rain !  The rightfulness is terrific !”
  “Well, go in and win,” said Harry.

  Wibley went on to bowl again.  It was not Fane that he had to face this time, and he hoped for better things.
  But history repeated itself.

  Even Wibley had to realise, beyond the power of self-deception, that the plain fact was that his bowling was hot good enough for Redclyffe.  He might have taken wickets in a Form match with Temple & Co. at Greyfriars.  He could not touch the Redclyffians.

  His bowling was knocked all over the field, and runs piled up for the home team.

  Wharton watched from his place in the field, with a brow that darkened and darkened, in spite of himself.

  Whatsoever was the explanation, it was obvious that the dusky bowler was of no use against Redclyffe, and that giving him the bowling was making the home team a present of runs.

  It was only Wibley’s second over; but it was his last also.  Runs could not be given away at that rate on the chance of the dusky junior picking up his lost form.

  After that over the bowling was left to the Bounder, Penfold, and Tom Brown, with an occasional change; and Inky was left in the field.

  More than once Wibley turned an appealing eye on Wharton, hoping for another chance to snatch victory from the jaws of defeat, as it were.
  But he was not given another chance.  The chances he had had already had turned out rather too seriously for Greyfriars.
  It was an uphill fight for the Remove.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had been regarded as a tower of strength, and he had failed hopelessly.  There were good bowlers in the team—the Bounder was especially good—but the loss of Hurree Singh was very serious.  Even in the field the dusky junior did not display the keenness and activity that was expected of him.  There was a groan from the Greyfriars onlookers when Fane dropped a catch almost into the dusky hands, and the dusky hands missed it.

  “Butterfingers !” shouted two or three voices.

  “Well, my hat !” murmured Bob Cherry.  “What an earth’s the matter with Inky ?  He’s really clumsy !”
  Wibley’s face was crimson under its make-up.

  His scheme had succeeded; he had realised his ambition; he was playing in an important fixture.  But it was clear to his mind now that he had taken on a job above his weight, a realised ambition does not always bring the expected satisfaction.  By this time, Wibley wished from the bottom of his heart that he was anywhere but on the Redclyffe cricket ground.

  The Redclyffe innings ended at last.  With an even 100 for the score.  The field came off, not looking very bright.  With a surplus of forty runs on the Redclyffe side, the Greyfriars, men evidently had a hard struggle before them in the second innings.  From the Redclyffe point of view, the game was over bar shouting, and they looked very pleased with themselves and things generally.
  Bob Cherry clapped the dusky junior on the back, as cheerily as he could.
  “Hard luck, old man,” he said.
  “The hardfulness of the luck is terrific,” groaned Wibley.
  At that moment he would gladly have exchanged places with Hurree Jamset Ram Singh in the box-room at Greyfriars.

  He moved away from the cricketers, not caring for their company just then.  Harry Wharton glanced after him, with a rather worried glance.  He was troubled in his mind about this complete collapse on the part of one of his best men, and he was troubled about the prospects of the match in consequence.
  “Wharton !” called out the Bounder.

  Harry glanced round.
  “Here’s a Redclyffe man wants you.”
  A Redclyffe senior, had come down from the House.  He came over to Wharton, who turned to meet him.

  “You’re Wharton ?” he asked.

  “Yes.”
  “Somebody’s rung you up from Greyfriars, and he says it’s important.  Will you trot along to the House.”
  Wharton looked astonished.

  “A telephone call from Greyfriars ?” he ejaculated.  “In the middle of a match !  My hat.”

  “He says it’s very important.  The phone’s waiting if you want to take the call,” said the Redclyffe man.
  ‘What on earth—” said Bob Cherry.
  “Must be something jolly important, I should think, to make them ring up a chap playing cricket here,” said the Bounder.
  “Better cut off, old bean, and see what it is.”
  Harry Wharton nodded, and walked across to the school buildings with the Redclyffe man.  The other fellows, discussing tea and cake, waited for him and wondered what was up.  They little dreamed what it was–-though they were soon to know.
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
An Amazing Discovery !

  “HALLO !”

  “Wharton—”
  “Speaking !” said Harry.

  “My esteemed friend, Wharton—”
  Harry Wharton almost dropped the receiver.
  The voice that came over the wires from Greyfriars, was the voice of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  Wharton wondered whether he was dreaming.
  “You’re there, my esteemed Wharton.  I have been lockfully shut up in a box-room, and have only recentfully emerged from it, owing to the ludicrous Bunter coming there chancefully—”
  “Wha-a-at ?” babbled Wharton.

  “The regretfulness is great that I could not come over with you and playfully join you in the esteemed cricket.
  “Look here—”
  Some of the fellows seem to think that I did come in the brake, my esteemed Wharton, and they say that they saw me, and the mysteryfulness is so terrific that I have rung you up to inquirefully ask—”

  “You did come !” gasped Wharton.
  “Eh !”
  “You’re here now—”

  “What ?”
  “I—I mean—”  Wharton hardly knew what he was saying, in his utter amazement.  “Look here, is that really Inky, or some silly ass pulling my leg ?  It sounds like Inky’s voice.”

  “It is the esteemed and ridiculous self.  The disgusting Wibley tricked me into a box-room and locked me in, and I have been a prisoner—”
  “Wibley did ?” gasped Wharton.
  “He did !  I expected you to come up for me, but the brake went off leaving me a dismal prisoner—”
  “But you came in the brake !” stuttered Wharton.  “I am still here, my esteemed chum !  If somebody came in the brake as my esteemed self, he was a swindleful impostor.”
  “Great Scott !.

  “The understandfulness is not terrific, but our esteemed legs have been pulled,” said the nabob.  “Is there really and truthfully some person with you calling himself Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ?”
  “Yes,” gasped Wharton.
  “Then he is a swindleful spoofer.  But it is amazeful that you can have been taken in.”
  “If he’s not the genuine goods, he looks the part,” said Harry.  “I can’t understand this.  Who could play such a trick ?  Look here, are you really Inky, or a silly ass pulling my leg ?”
  “My esteemed Wharton—”
  “Your voice sounds genuine—so did his.  It beats me hollow !”  The captain of the Remove was utterly bewildered.
  “Has he played cricket ?”
  “Yes.”
  “How has he played ?”
  “Rottenly,” said Wharton, and it was borne in upon his mind that the spoofer was the dusky junior present with the team, not the fellow who was telephoning to him.  The amazing downfall of Hurree Singh as a cricketer was explained now, if the fellow was not really Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Did you think I would play rottenly, my esteemed Wharton ?” asked the nabob reproachfully.  “It is a swindling impostor, and you must be a first-class footling ass to be taken in. !”

  “Oh, my hat !  But who—what—you say it was Wibley locked you in the box-room—”

   I thinkfully believe so—at least he hid my bat there and caused me to go there, and then I was locked in—”

  “Wibley !” gasped Wharton.
  A light flashed on his mind.
  “Wibley !  He—he said he would play in the match, whether we liked it or not !  You remember—”
  Wharton gasped with rage.
  Back into his mind came the remembrance of Wibley’s japes and his weird tricks of impersonation.  That, of course, had been in Wibley’s mind, when he uttered his apparently absurd threat of playing at Redclyffe in spite of the cricket captain.  It seemed incredible but Wharton knew that it was true !  That utter failure of the dusky cricketer in the Redclyffe match did not need explaining—if it was Wibley.
  “The esteemed Wibley !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “The understandfulness is now clear.  It is the rascally and ridiculous Wibley.  But you must have been a terrific ass—”
  Wharton stayed to hear no more.

  He barely stayed to ring off, before he rushed away from the telephone, and dashed out of the House, and back to the cricket-field.
  If he had been taking a run, with the ball just coming into his wicket, he could not have covered the ground more rapidly.
  His eyes were blazing as he ran.
  It was Wibley—Wibley, playing a jape, supplanting one of the best men in the eleven and letting down the team as a result:  Wharton wanted to get within thumping distance of William Wibley, and he wanted to badly.

  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  What’s the row ?” exclaimed Bob Cherry, astonished by the expression on Wharton’s face as he came speeding up to the pavilion.
  Wharton panted.
  “That villain Wibley—”

  “Wibley !  Wibley’s not here,” said Nugent.  “He didn’t come over with us.”
  “He did !” roared Wharton.  ‘He’s pulled our leg—Hurree Singh’s still at Greyfriars—it’s Wibley—”
  “What ?”

  “Gammon !”
  “Impossible !”
  “I tell you it’s so !” roared the captain of the Remove.  “Inky’s just rung me up from Greyfriars to tell me so.  He’s been locked in the box-room !”
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “Great pip !”

  “Where is he ?” raved Wharton.

  “Inky !” shouted half a dozen voices.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  There he goes !”
  There was a roar.

  William Wibley had heard—and he had lost no time.  What to expect from the cricketers, after the game he had put up, and now that they knew the truth, Wibley did not need telling.  The look on Harry Wharton’s face was enough for him.

  Like the gentleman in Macbeth.  Wibley stood not upon the order of his going, but went at once.

  He started at a run; and when the juniors sighted him he was going strong.

  “Stop !” roared Bob Cherry.

  “Inky—Wibley—stop !”
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  If the Greyfriars fellows needed any proof, they had it now. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, of course, would not have dashed away like that, fleeing from the wrath of the cricketers.  He would have had no reason to do so; while William Wibley had ample reason.

  Three or four fellows rushed in pursuit.

  “Stop !”
  “Stop him !”
  “You rotter !  You spoofer !  Stop !”
  Wibley ran like the wind.  The Redclyffe fellows stood and stared at the chase, dumbfounded.  A brown-faced man who had been watching the game, and was loafing under the shady trees, moved away and disappeared from the Redclyffe cricket ground, with a peculiar glint in his black eyes.  Harry Wharton came to a breathless halt.

  “Let him rip !” he gasped.  “We’ll settle with him for this later—it’s time for the innings now !  We can’t keep Redclyffe waiting !”
  “It—it—it really was Wib—that villain Wibley got up as Inky !” babled Bob Cherry.

  “That’s why he played such a rotten game !”
  “Great pip !  Of all the neck—”
  “Come back !” said Harry.  “After all, we can hammer him for his trickery when we get back to Greyfriars.”
  Wibley had a good start, and he was running like the wind.  Later, no doubt, he had to answer for his sins; he could not dodge punishment for ever.  But he very prudently did not want to fall into the hands of the enraged cricketers so long as he could avoid doing so.  It was wiser to give them as long as possible to cool down.

  Harry Wharton & Co. returned to the cricket field.  The japer was gone, and they were a batsman short in their second innings—not that it mattered, now that they knew who that batsman was.  There was an uphill fight before them to pull the game out of the fire, and it was exceedingly doubtful whether they would succeed.  There was no more time to waste on the trickster, and Harry Wharton & Co. devoted themselves to cricket, in the hope of still saving the game, and dismissed Wibley from their minds.  They little dreamed what was happening to the impostor while the Redclyffe match went on, and what a price he was paying for his amazing deception.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Kidnapped !
  “OH dear !”
  Wibley stopped, gasping and panting, half a mile from the Redclyffe cricket ground.

  Having looked over his shoulder and seen that the pursuit of the Greyfriars cricketers had ceased, he stopped to take breath.

  Perspiration bedewed his brown-stained face, and he gasped and panted, and panted and gasped, as he threw himself into the thick grass by the roadside to rest after his uncommon exertions.

  Wibley had started with the cricketers in a happy and confident mood.  The game he had played had sapped his confidence and quite banished his happy contentment.  But still he had nourished a fait hope of making good in the second innings.  That hope was gone now, and all Wib had to look forward to was bearing the brunt of the cricketers’ indignation.  His failure in the match made him realise how strong and well-founded that indignation would be, and the prospect was not a pleasant one.

  “Oh dear !” he gasped.

  Somehow or other, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had escaped from the box-room, and had telephoned to Wharton.  That knocked on the head Wibley’s hope of better things in the second innings.  But at the bottom of his heart, Wibley knew that he had made an egregious mistake, and that he ought never to have been in the team, and that a chance in the second innings would have made little difference, if any.
  “I’ve been fool—a thumping fool !” murmured Wibley dismally.  “A crass, fatheaded, conceited fool !  That’s the long and short of it.  Oh dear !”
  Wibley could see that at last.

  “Skinner thought I was good enough for the match; but, of course, he was pulling my leg, just as those fellows said—and—and I suppose I wanted to have my leg pulled !” mumbled Wibley.  “Oh dear !  I’ve played the goat, and—and I shall get the ragging of my life for this !  Oh crumbs !”
  There was not much doubt on that point.  Wibley had escaped for the moment; but he had to go back to Greyfriars, and when the cricketers returned—

  “Well, I’ve asked for it !” groaned the hapless impostor.

  As he lay resting in the grass, with these gloomy reflections in his worried mind, Wibley idly noticed a brown-faced man who sauntered along the lane.  He noticed that it was the Hindu who had watched the brake start from Greyfriars, and who had later watched the cricket match on the Redclyffe ground.
  The Oriental smiled a dusky smile at the junior stretched in the grass by the roadside.
  He stopped and saluted Wibley.
  “Salaam, sahib !” he said softly.  “Dhani dhan.”
  Wibley grinned in spite of his troubled mind.

  Evidently this man from the East took him for what he appeared to be—as the Greyfriars cricketers had done—a Hindu schoolboy.

  What “dhani dhan” might possibly mean was a mystery to William Wibley, though the brown man’s tone implied that it was an exclamation of satisfaction.
  Apparently the brown man was glad to see him, doubtless for the sake of exchanging a word or two with a supposed fellow-countryman.  That was Wibley’s natural thought.
  Wibley’s knowledge of Hindustani was limited to the single word “bungalow,” so he could not answer in the same tongue.  He was about to reply in English, when Nally Das stepped back into the road, put his brown singers to his lips, and gave a shrill, penetrating whistle.

  The hoot of a motor-car answered.

  A covered car glided into sight, from a turning of the road, and stopped opposite the grassy bank where Wibley was resting, and where Nally Das was standing.
  Wibley watched it idly.  He supposed that the brown man was about to be picked up in a friend’s car.  Not for an instant did it cross his mind that the car was there on his account.  That a plot was a foot against Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and that these two dusky rascals had taken him for the Nabob of Bhanipur, was, of course, utterly unknown to Wibley of the Remove.
  Nally Das spoke to the man in the car, who alighted.  Then he turned back to Wibley with a grin.
  He spoke rapidly in Hindustani, and Wibley smiled and shook his head.
  “Put it in English, please,” he said.  “I don’t understand.”

” Nally Das stared at him.

  He repeated his words, pointing to the car.  Wibley, in amazement, realised that the Hindoo was telling him to step into the car, though he understood none of the strange-sounding words.
  “Jaldi karo !” muttered the second Hindu, with a hurried glance down the road, and Wibley, without understanding the words, could guess that they meant “make haste.”
  The next moment the grasp of the two Hindus was upon him.
  The sudden attack so astounded Wibley that he did not even think of resisting till he was swept across to the open door of the car.
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  Then, in angry amazement, he struggled.
  “Let go !” he shouted.  “What do you mean ?  What’s this game ?  Help !”
  “Chup raho ! hissed Nally Das.

  “Help !” yelled Wibley desperately.
  He was tossed into the car like a sack, and the two Hindus bundled in after him.
  A moment more, and a heavy cloth was wound round Wibley’s face and head, blindfolding him, and at the same time choking his cries.  He was stretched on the floor of the car, and a large rug draw over him.

  While Nally Das handled Wibley, with a strength that gave the amazed junior no chance, Kalouth set the car in motion.
  It glided swiftly away.
  Wibley, amazed, alarmed, terrified, lay blindfolded, gagged, under the thick rug, jolting on the floor of the car as it rushed along the road.
  He was kidnapped.
  Why, was a mystery to him, till it flashed into his mind that the two rascals had taken him for a Hindu—taken him, as he realised at last, for Hurree Jamset Ram Singh of Greyfriars.
  That was the unexpected outcome of his imposture.  They were there to kidnap a Hindu schoolboy, and they had taken him for the Hindu schoolboy they sought.  That much was clear to Wibley, and his sudden flight from the Redclyffe cricket ground had made their task easy—much easier than the kidnappers could possibly have anticipated.
  Kidnapped !
  Wibley’s trick had saved Hurree Jamset Ram Singh fro, those scoundrels, and Wibley, in his disguise, had fallen into their hands in place of the nabob.
  The car rushed on.  The kidnapped junior could not speak; half-suffocated by the gagging, blindfolding cloth, and weight of the heavy rug over him, to could only lie there with whirling senses, while the rushing car bore him on and on, he could not even guess whither.

  Harry Wharton & Co., on the Redclyffe cricket-ground, gave no thought to Wibley of the Remove, as they played hard to retrieve the game.  It was not till the match ended—in a defeat—that they remembered him, and they remembered him vengefully.  Redclyffe, no doubt, attributed their victory to good cricket; the Greyfriars fellows agreed on all hands in attributing it to William Wibley.  Undoubtedly, Wibley’s trick had helped.

  “The ass !” said Bob Cherry.  “The dummy !  The crass duffer !  Chucking away a cricket match for us !  Why, we—we—we—we’ll scalp him !  We’ll lynch him ! We’ll boil him in oil !”
  Had Wibley of the Remove been at Greyfriars when the exasperated cricketers arrived there, the ragging of his life would have fallen to the lot of William Wibley.  But the hapless japer of Greyfriars was in more dangerous hands than those of the Remove cricketers.
THE END.

