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                                          The First Chapter.

                                             Artful Bunter!

“What price leap-frog?” asked Bob Cherry.
  Harry Wharton chuckled.
  Really, Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, looked as if he was offering them a chance—if any fellow could possibly have had the nerve with a Form master!
  The Famous Five of the Remove were coming along the path under the old Greyfriars elms.  They sighted the portly Prout, ahead of them, bending.  Attend Prout was scanning the path for something he had dropped.  Bent almost double, with the folds of his gown flapping gently in the breeze round his ample form, Prout really looked a tempting object.
  Leaning on an elm, near him, was Billy Bunter of the Remove, watching him with interest through his big spectacles.
  “Shall we?” murmured Bob, gazing at Prout.
  “Fathead!” said Harry Wharton.
  “The leapfulness over an esteemed Form master’s back is not the proper caper.” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “The rowfulness would be truly terrific.”
  Perhaps it was fortunate that Mr. Prout rose upright just then.  Bob Cherry was, as usual, in exuberant spirits, which exuberance sometimes led him beyond the bounds of discretion.  However, Prout resumed the perpendicular, breathing rather stertorously.  Bending over was rather an exertion to the plump Prout.  It was a long time since he had seen his knees.
  “Bunter!” said Prout, turning his glance on the Owl of the Remove.
  “Oh, yes, sir!” said Billy Bunter, without moving.
  “I have dropped a cigar!” said Prout.  “Can you see it, Bunter?”
  “I’m rather short-sighted, sir—“
  “Can you see the cigar I have dropped?” snapped Prout.
  Bunter blinked to and fro, without shifting his position.
  “Can’t see it anywhere, sir!” he answered.
  Grunt from Prout!
  “An obliging boy, Bunter, would look for it!” he said severely.
  “Oh, really, sir—”
  Bunter did not move  Perhaps it was because he was not an obliging boy. Perhaps he had other reasons!  Anyhow, he did not move.
  “You are an idle, lazy, disobeying boy, Bunter!” said the Fifth Form master, with increasing severity.
  “Yes, sir!” said Bunter cheerfully.
  “If you were in my form, Bunter, I should cane you.”
  Bunter was glad that he was not in Mr. Prout’s Form!
  Mr. Prout grunted again, moved a little farther along the path, once more bent double, and resumed his scanning.  Billy Bunter grinned.  Catching sight of Harry Wharton & Co., he gave them a fat wink.
  “He’s tucking in his tuppenny again!” muttered Bob Cherry.  “Look here, he’s asking for it—”
  Bob made a forward movement.  Frank Nugent caught him by one arm, Johnny Bull by the other.
  “Stop, you ass—”
  “Chuck it, you goat!”
  But Bob was not to be denied.  He was, as before stated, in exuberant spirits, and the temptation was too great.  He jerked himself free and sprinted forward.
  “Bob!” gasped Harry Wharton.
  But Bob Cherry did not heed.  Mr. Prout, bent double in the middle of the path, was beautifully placed for a leap.  On the grassy path he did not hear Bob’s footsteps, and was happily unaware of what was coming.
  Wharton and Nugent, Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh, watched their exuberant chum in dismay.  Billy Bunter blinked at him, with his eyes almost popping through his spectacles.
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
  Bob Cherry reached the bending Form-master.  His hands rested lightly for a moment on the portly back, his legs flew out, and he vaulted over.  In the twinkling of an eye he landed on the other side of Prout.
  “What—what—what——” came in stuttering tones from the astonished master of the Fifth Form. 
  Prout jumped upright.
  “Who   what—what—” stuttered Prout.  “Who-stop-how dare you?  Boy?”
  Bob was sprinting on. 	
  Even the unthinking Bob realised that after leaping over a bending Form master’s back it was only prudent to put the greatest possible distance, in the shortest possible time, between himself and that Form-master!	
  But a plump figure plunged after him, and a plump hand grabbed at the back of his collar, and he was jerked back.
  “Oh!” gasped Bob.
  “Boy!” gurgled Prout.  “Boy!  Cherry!  Did-did-did you jump over my back?  Goodness gracious!  I repeat, Cherry, did you jump over my back?”
  Prout knew that Bob had jumped over his back, but though he knew it, it still seemed quite incredible.  Such a happening had never happened before in all the long history of Greyfriars School.  Prout’s back was the most important back, being Prout’s.  It was difficult, almost impossible, to believe that a Lower Fourth junior really had played leap frog over Prout’s back!
  “Oh!” gasped Bob.  “Yes, sir!  I—I—I——”
  “How dare you, Cherry!” boomed Prout.
  Bob could not answer that question!  Now that he had done it, he hardly knew how he had dared!
  “Such audacity—such impertinence!” boomed Prout.  “Amazing!  Incredible!  Unprecedented—”
  “Sorry, sir!” stammered Bob.  You—you see——” He broke off helplessly.  It was no use trying to explain to Prout how tempting he had looked with his portly figure bent double.
  “If you were in my Form, Cherry, I should cane you with the utmost severity!” thundered Prout.
  Like Bunter a few minutes ago, Bob was glad that he was not in Prout’s Form!
  “I shall report this—this outrage, to your Form-master, Cherry!  I shall go immediately to Mr. Quelch—I mean, to Mr. Smedley—and report this unprecedented outrage!”
  “Oh, sir!  I——”
  “Enough!” roared Prout.
  Purple with wrath and indignation, Prout marched off in the direction of the  House, forgetful, in his indignant wrath, of the dropped cigar he had been looking for.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” came from Billy Bunter as the portly Prout disappeared.
  “Oh scissors!” murmured Bob.  He gazed at his dismayed chums as they joined him in equal dismay.
  “You silly ass!” said Harry Wharton.
  “You burbling fathead!” said Johnny Bull.
  “You howling chump!” said Frank Nugent.
  “You terrific duffer!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “He, he, he!”
  “I say, he said he’d dropped a cigar.” said Nugent.  “Let’s look for it, and take it back to him.  Might put him in a good temper.”
  “I say, you fellows—”
  “Oh, shut up, Bunter.” 
  “Beast!  I say, it’s no good looking for that cigar—Prout dropped it farther up the path—nowhere near here—in fact, I don’t think he dropped one at all—you know what an old ass he is——”
  “Ring off, fathead!”
  Harry Wharton & Co.  proceeded to search along the path under the trees for the lost cigar.  It was barely possible that if it was found and returned to Prout it might have the effect of a peace offering.  With great care, they searched and scanned and rooted, and passed, at length, out of Billy Bunter’s sight along the path.
  All that time Billy Bunter had not moved.  But when the Famous Five were out of sight, Bunter moved at last.  And when he moved, a large Trichinopoly cigar was revealed, which had been concealed by the fact juniors foot.
  “Ha ,ha, ha!” chortled Bunter.
  He blinked round cautiously, stooped, and picked up the cigar and slipped it into his pocket.  Then, with the cheery grin, the Owl of the Remove rolled away; leaving Harry Wharton & Co.  still rooting after that lost cigar—which, in the circumstances, there were not likely to find!

                                  THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                                    Smithy is Not Taking Any!

“BLOW!” growled Smithy.
  Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Remove fellow who was called the Bounder of Greyfriars, was standing in his study, No. 4 in the Remove.  He ran his hands through his pockets as if in search of something, and his hands came out empty.  Tom Redwing, his chum, glanced at him inquiringly as he gave that irritated growl.
  “What is it you wanted, Smithy?” he asked.
  “A smoke!”
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Redwing.  “you’re not starting that foolery again.”
  The Bounder laughed.
  “No.  I just forgot.” he answered.  “A leopard doesn’t change his spots all of a sudden, Reddy.  I forgot for a minute that I was taking a leaf out if your book, and settin’ up as a shinin’ example to Greyfriars.
  Redwing grunted.
  Smithy, the scapegrace of the school, was a reformed character these days.  But how much his reform was due to a desire to do better, and how much was due to wary caution, never a question.  Certainly, since that time when he had been nearly
“sacked,” the Bounder seemed to have turned over on new leaf.  He never broke bounds, he had nothing to do with Pon & Co.  at Highcliffe; there were no sporting papers in his study, or smokes in his pockets.  But the fellow who had always been a scapegrace and a rebel probably found the path of reform a little monotonous.  Excitement, running risks, and displaying his nerve, were like meat and drink to the reckless Bounder.
  “It’s all right, old bean.” said Smithy, laughing.  " I’m toein’ the line; jolly nearly as spotless as that model Wharton—outside, at least!  I’m not breaking out till the Easter hols. The pater’s going to cut me off with a shillin’—or perhaps without even a shillin’—if I get sacked.  Think I’m likely to risk it?”
  “I hope not.” said Redwing.
   “Not a single cigarette in the study!” sighed the Bounder.  “frightful disappointment to a beak huntin’ for them—that’s one consolation.”
  “You don’t think—”
  “No, I don’t think; I know!” said Vernon-Smith coolly.  “out jolly new beak, Smedley, has been nosing into this study more than once.  Cherry saw him comin’ in once;  Squiff saw him coming out another time; Hazel’s seen him too.  I’ve never spotted him, because he does it when I’m out of gates.  But I’ve had the tip.”
  “The man’s a bit of a rotter, I’m afraid.” said Tom uneasily.  "Quelch never did that kind of thing.  I’m afraid he’s got a prejudice against you, Smithy—which, after all—”  He paused.
  “Isn’t surprisin’?” grinned the Bounder.  “Oh!  He’s fearfully keen on catchin’ me out—but I’m not givin’ him a chance.  He watches me like a cat; puts in a bad word for me with the Head whenever he can; noses into my study when I’m out of gates.  Well, let him rip!  He can’t catch any fish where there’s none to catch.”
  “Stick to that, and it’s all right!” said Tom, smiling.
  “I’m sticking to it—here!  We’re just on the hols, though” Vernon-Smith’s eyes gleamed.  “I shall be able to shake a loose leg in the holidays.  No beaks and prefects to watch a fellow—what?  And the pater will hand out the tin in the hols, though he’s been keeping me short here.  I’ve had a rotten time lately, old bean, but I’m goin’ to make up for it at Easter.”
   Redwing’s face clouded.
   “That’s rather rotten, Smithy!  I wish you’d come with me for Easter——”
   “Sailorin’ on your father’s ship?  What a life!  Catch me spending the hols windjammin’ in the North Sea!  What a life!  Thanks all the same.” added the Bounder with sarcastic politeness.  “Master Herbert Vernon-Smith thanks Master Thomas Redwing for his kind invitation, which circumstances compel him respectfully to decline—”
  “Oh, ring off!  Look here, are you coming out quest?  asked Redwing.  “Let’s get some fresh air, instead of talking rot.”
  “ I say, you fellows—”    a fat face and a big pair of spectacles in at the doorway of study No. 4.
  Billy Bunter rolled in.  He shut the door behind him and blinked at Herbert Vernon-Smith through his big spectacles.
  “I say, Smithy— ” he began.
  “Sorry!”  said the Bounder politely.  My pater keeps me down to my allowance now, and I’ve nothin’ to lend.”
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “Let’s get out!” said Redwing.
  “You shut up, Redwing, while I’m talking to Smithy!  I say, Smithy, old chap, I’ve got something for you.” said the fat Owl of the Remove.  “As soon as I got it I thought of you at once.”
  “What the thump—”
  “If you’re going out you can take it with you.” said Bunter.  “I know you daren’t smoke in the study like you used to now Smedley watches you about.  But you’d like a small again, wouldn’t you, old chap?  What about a jolly good cigar?”
  “A what?” ejaculated the Bounder blankly.  Smoking on Smithy’s part was chiefly an affectation; its attraction to him was the fact that it was strictly forbidden at Greyfriars.  But when he smoked he smoked cigarettes, and certainly would never have dreamed of venturing on cigars.
  Billy Bunter, with a mysterious air, fumbled in his pocket.  He drew therefrom are large, thick, black Trichinopoly cigar.  It looked a hefty smoke.  Certainly, the Bounder, tough as he was, would not have liked to tackle it.  It was a little flattened by Bunter’s foot having been placed over it during Prout’s search, and a little shaggy from having been kept in Bunter’s pocket since; but it was still in a smokable condition—if anybody wanted to smoke it.  Certainly, the Bounder did not.
  “Look at that, old chap!” said Bunter impressively.
  “My only hat!” said Smithy.
  “Some cigar—what?” asked Bunter.  “You see, I—I’ve met my—my uncle to-day, and he gave me this cigar.  He always smokes the most expensive Havanah cigars, you know.
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” snapped Bunter.  “You can see that it’s a jolly expensive cigar—”
  “I can see that it’s not Havanah, you fat Owl!”
   “Oh, isn’t it?” ejaculated Bunter.
    “You fat dummy!” said Tom Redwing.  “That’s one of the big cigars that old Prout smokes—a Trichinopoly.  Have you been raiding in the Fifth Form beak’s study, you fat ass, and bagging his smokes?”
  “Well, it’s a jolly good cigar, anyhow.” said Bunter.  “It’s not old Prout’s.  So far as I know, he never dropped his cigar and accord, and I certainly never put my foot on it while he was looking for it.”
  “Oh crumbs!”	
  “Knowing how you like a smoke, Smithy, I’ve brought it here for you.” said Bunter temptingly.  “Like it?”
  “Well, my hat!” said the Bounder blankly.  “You’ve pinched a cigar from old Prout to give to me?  Haven’t you heard that there’s a proverb about bein’ just before you’re generous?”
  “Well, we’re palls, old chap.” said Bunter.  “And the fact is, this cigar is worth a couple of bob.  And it isn’t old Prout’s either; I bought it from you in Courtfield, old chap.  I thought you’d like a treat.  There it is, old fellow.”
  Bunter laid the cigar on the study table and turned towards the door; then, as if struck by a sudden thought, he turned back.
  “I say, Smithy, if you’ve got a bob you don’t want—”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.
  He understood now why Bunter was so generously giving him that cigar.  Certainly, it had cost Bunter little enough, and he could afford to give it away.  But he was not giving it away for nothing.  The loan of the moderate sum of a shilling was required in exchange.
  “You see, I’ve been disappointed about a postal order.” explained Bunter.  “I was expecting one from a titled relation of mine, but—but it hasn’t come.  It’s a bit absurd, but I happen to be stony at the present moment.  If you’ve got a bob, Smithy— you’ve got a bob in your pocket, old chap—“
  “I’ve got a bob in my pocket!” agreed the Bounder.
  “Oh, good!”
  “And it’s staying there!”
  “Oh, really, Smithy——”
  Vernon-Smith’s picked up the cigar from the table.  Billy Bunter gave him a wrathy blink through his big spectacles.
  “Here, you gimme ny cigar” he exclaimed.  “if you’re too jolly mean to lend me a bob, I’m jolly well not going to give you that cigar!  You give me that—  Ow!  Wow!  Yarooooh!  Press”
  Smithy gave him the cigar.  Taking Bunter by a fat ear with one hand, he gave him the cigar with the other—pushing it down his fat neck.
  “Ha, ha, ha ha!” roared Redwing.
  “Ow!  Beast!  Leggo, beast!  Wow!” gasped Bunter.  “You’ll spoil that cigar!  Ow!  Leggo, beast!  Yarooooh!  Ow!”
  “Come on, Reddy!”  the Bounder walked out of the study, laughing, and Redwing followed him, laughing, too.  Billy Bunter—not laughing—was left in study No. 4, wriggling frantically in his efforts to extract the cigar from the back of his podgy neck.
  It was not easy to extract!  For some minutes Billy Bunter, like the young man of Hythe who was shaved with a scythe, did nothing but , did nothing but wriggle and writhe.  But he got the cigar out at last.  It was shaggier than ever—indeed, it looked quite hairy!  Prout, probably, would never have smoked that cigar had he recovered it, after all.
  “Beast!” gasped Bunter. 
  He eyed the cigar.  Bunter would rather have had a “bob” than a cigar any day.  Still a cigar was a smoke!  Billy Bunter would never have dreamed of spending money on smokes.  But few have ever fancied himself as a reckless, doggish sort of fellow, who smoked.  If he could get a cigarette for nothing, he would smoke it.  Now he had got a cigar for nothing.  Really, it would have been a pity to waste it.  Bunter decided to smoke it.
  He stepped to the door, with the intention of going along to his own study to enjoy that treat.  But he started crying.  Peter Todd, in study No. 7, was no admirer of doggishness.  If he found Bunter smoking in that study, he was only too likely to introduce a fives bat, or a boot, into the matter.  And he was sure to make a sudden end of the cigar.  Bunter paused.
  Instead of going out of the study, he closed the door, and rolled over to the band is expensive armchair, and sat down therein.  Smithy and Redwing had gone out, so he was not likely to be disturbed there.  He snipped off the end of the cigar in quite a man-of-the-world manner, struck a match, and lighted up.
  Leaning back in the armchair, with his fat little legs stretched out, his podgy thumbs inserted in the armholes of his waistcoat, in the objectionable way he had, Bunter smoked Prout’s cigar.
  It was quite a hefty smoke.  Palings rose from the cigar and floated to the study ceiling.  Bunter blew out smoke, and enjoyed himself—, at least, was determined to believe that he did!
  Thicker and thicker than the hapless fear in the study, till it rather resembled that in the bar room at the Cross Keys.  Billy Bunter blinked through a haze, or rather, a fog, of tobacco smoke.  He was more than halfway through that potent cigar, one you was conscious of a strange feeling stealing over him.
  He hardly realised what it was like at first; then it was borne in upon his mind that it was like a feeling he had had on a steamer in the Channel, on a rather rough day.  It was like a feeling he had had after smoking some cigarettes he had bagged from Price of the Fifth!  But it was worse—-much worse—and growing worse still.
  Bunter ceased to smoke!  
  He pitched the unfinished cigar into the great.  The movements sent a sudden awful thrill through him.
  “Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter.
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  His complexion, generally rich and red, faded to a deadly white, with a touch of green.  He hardly dared to breathe.  Slowly, slowly, Billy Bunter raised himself from the armchair.  Slowly he tottered to the door.  He was going to be ill—he knew that he was going to be ill—fearfully ill—frightfully ill—awfully and dreadfully ill!  He tottered out of the study.  He tottered along the Remove passage to study No. 7.  He tottered in.
  “Toddy!” said Bunter, in a hoarse whisper.
  Peter Todd stared round at him.  He gave a jump at the sight of Bunter’s ghastly face
  “What the thump—” gasped Toddy.
  “I—I—I—”
  “What the dickens—”
  “Urrrrggh!”
  Peter caught him as he collapsed.

                                     THE THIRD CHAPTER.

                                          The Vials of Wrath!

“MR SMEDLEY!”
   Prout boomed
  Mr. Smedley, the new master of the Greyfriars Remove, gave quite a start, as he entered his study in Masters’ Passage.
  A portly figure was standing in the middle of the room.
  It was the figure of the Fifth Form master, evidently waiting there for the new “beak” to come in.
  “Really, Mr. Prout—” snapped the new master.
  “I came here to speak to you, sir!  Finding that you were not here, sir, I waited for you, sir!” boomed Prout.
  “Really, you may not have taken the trouble, Mr. Prout!” said Smedley.
  These two beaks of Greyfriars were not on friendly terms.  They never spoke in Common-room; they never nodded in the quad; they ignored one another’s existence completely.
  It was quite interesting to the other beaks, for whom it provided a little titbit for conversation.  But it rather puzzled them, too.
  Client had been quite pleased when he heard that Mr. Smedley was coming to Greyfriars, in the place of Mr. Quelch, now on leave.  He had known the young man’s uncle at Oxford, and had been prepared to give young Smedley the welcoming eye and the glad hand!  Not having seen Smedley since he was a small boy of six or seven, Prout was heartily pleased to see him again.
  Smedley, on his side, had been so far from pleased that he had snubbed Prout, rejected his well meant advice, and as good as told him to mind his own business!  Which, of course, offended Prout terribly, and changed his kind regard for the new master into a deep and settled aversion.
  It rather puzzled the other beaks.  Prout was a pretentious bore, and given to patronising younger men on the staff.  But that hardly accounted for Smedley’s icy standoffishness, which are so deeply wounded and offended Prout.
  Certainly nobody was likely to guess that Mr. Smedley, are strangers to Greyfriars, was not Mr. Smedley at all, but another man who had borrowed his name, and was therefore anxious to keep at arms length anybody who knew any genuine Smedleys
  All the staff knew that Mr. Smedley had been recommended to the Head by the well known scholastic agency of Leggett and Teggers, who supplied beaks, when they were wanted to half the schools in the kingdom.  How was anybody to guess that Mr. Teggers had, for reasons of his own, dispatched the real Smedley to Canada, and come to the school in his name?
  Even Vernon-Smith of the Remove, whose cousin Lucius Teggers was, had never seen that particular cousin, and assuredly never dreamed that he was playing the part of Form-master at Greyfriars.
  In these peculiar circumstances it suited “Mr. Smedley” to keep the plump Prout at a safe distance, and avoid all talk about his old friend Charles Smedley at Oxford—of him he knew absolutely nothing!
  So now, finding Prout in his study, he gave him a stare so icy that an iceberg would have been warm in comparison.
  If Prout was trying to bridge the gap, to heal the breach, Mr. Smedley was not going to encourage him.  He stepped into the study, and held the door wide open for Prout to pass out.
  Mr. Prout’s face grew a deeper purple.  He disliked this young man intensely.  He genuinely alluded to him to the other beaks, as “the Puppy.”  He showed that of civility to him, and expected none!  But, really, he did not expect this sort of thing!  This was really the limit!
  “Sir!” said Prout, in his booming, fruity voice.  “Sir!  I came here—I repeat, sir, that I came here—”
  “You have already told me so, sir, and I can also see it with my own eyes,” said Mr. Smedley icily.  “but as I have no recollection of having to asked you to call on me, sir, and as I am somewhat busy at the present time——”
  “Sir!” said Prout, breathing heavily.  “This treatment, sir——”
  “If you have anything to say to me, Mr. Prout, will you oblige me by cat in brief?” inquired Mr. Smedley.
  “I will, sir!” boomed Prout.  “I will be brief, sir!  I have this to say, sir, that I refuse to be insulted, sir—insulted is the word—I refuse to be insulted, sir, by boys of the worst-conducted form at Greyfriars, sir—boys who were unruly, sir, when Mr. Quelch was here—but who now, sir, pass all bounds of impertinence—I should say insolence—insolence, sir——”
   paused, but not, like Brutus, for a reply.  He paused for breath.
  Mr. Smedley cut in:
  “If you have a complaint to make of a Remove boy, —”
  “I have, sir!” boomed the Fifth Form master.  “Otherwise, sir, I should not have entered your study, sir!  No doubt, sir, the boys in your Form model their manners upon those of their Form-master—I think it very probable, sir!  Such manners—”
  “If you will come to the point, sir—” suggested Mr. Smedley.
  “I am coming to the point, sir; but I shall take my own time, sir—I shall not submit to being hectored, sir, I may say bullied, by a young man—a—a—a puppy, sir!” boomed Mr. Prout.
   It was out at last!  Four weeks Prout had been on the verge of telling Smedley what he thought of him.  Now he had told him!
  Mr. Smedley compressed his lips in a thin, tigh line.  His narrow eyes glinted at Prout.
  “This language, sir—” he gasped.
  “What I have said, sir, I have said.” boomed Prout.  “I am prepared, sir, to answer for my words in the presence of the headmaster, sir.  And I repeat that I will not be insulted, sir, by a young rascal—a young ruffian—a young reprobate in your Form, sir!”
  Mr. Smedley’s manner changed.
  Such a description of that, so far as the new master of the Remove was aware, could apply to reprobate one member of his Form—Herbert Vernon-Smith!  He did not make due allowance for Prout’s state of boiling wrath, which led him to exaggerate.
  Taking his hand from the door, which he had been holding open all this time, Mr. Smedley stepped towards the Fifth Form master with an almost cordial expression on his hard face.
  The “Creeper and Crawler,” as he was called in the Remove, had his own reasons for being down on Vernon-Smith, and getting that reckless youth into the Head’s black books as much as possible>
  “Indeed Mr. Prout!  He was quite civil now.  “I am sorry if a boy of my Form has insulted you, and I shall certainly take the matter up, and deal with it most severely.  You allude to——”
  “I  allude, sir, to a young ruffian, a young hooligan, an obstreperous young rreprobate, sir!” boomed Prout.
  Parent did not really think all those disagreeable things about Bob Cherry.  But he was very angry, and in his righteous wrath he found some solace in slanging Mr. Smedley’s Form.
  “I think I know to whom you must be alluding, sir.” said Mr. Smedley, with a nod.  He had no doubt that it was Smithy.  “I have every reason to be dissatisfied with the boy—as, I am given to understand, his former master had.  If he has insulted you—”
  “Sir!   Do you, or do you not call it an insult, an outrage, to leap over a Form- master’s back, sir, in the quadrangle, sir—”
  “Wha-a-t?”
  “I was stooping, sir, looking something I had dropped, sir, when that boy—that young ruffian, sir—that reprobate—actually leaped over my back, as is I were a small boy playing leap-frog, sir!” roared Prout.  “Do you call that an insult, sir, or do you not?  And at what, sir, are you laughing?” howled Prout, as the young master’s features twitched, in spite of himself.
  “Nothing, sir!” Mr. Smedley composed his features at once.  “I—I regard this with the greatest seriousness, so much so, sir, but I will not deal with it personally, but request you, sir, to report it to the headmaster.” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Prout, taken aback.
  “I will come with you, sir, and lay the matter before Dr. Locke.” said Mr. Smedley.  “A flogging, I think will—”
  “If that is your view, sir, I will certainly accompany you to the Head at once.” said Mr. Prout.
  “Please do so, sir; and I have no doubt Dr. Locke will take a view as serious as my own, and will administer a flogging to Vernon-Smith.”
  “To—to—to whom?”  ejaculated Mr. Prout.
  “Vernon-Smith.”
  “I fail to understand you, Mr. Smedley.  I was not alluding to Vernon-Smith
“ Mr. Smedley stared at him.
  “You were not alluding to Vernon-Smith?” he repeated.
  “Certainly not!” hooted Prout.
  “I quite understood, from your description—”
  The new beak broke off, setting his lips.  He realised that he had taken a little too much for granted.  The wish had been father to the thought!
  “Cherry, sir—Cherry is the name!” boomed Prout.  “Cherry, sir, of your Form!  If you desire me to come with you to the Head, sir—”
  “Oh, nonsense!” snapped Mr. Smedley.
  He had no desire whatever to report Bob Cherry to the Head for a flogging.  Indeed, so far as his hard nature was capable of liking anyone, he never liked that cheery, if somewhat noisy, member of this Form.
  Prout jumped.
  “Did you say nonsense?” he gasped.  “Am I to understand, sir, that you have characterised my observations as nonsense?”
  “Hem!  I think it is unnecessary to trouble the bed in this trifling matter.” said Mr. Smedley.  “I will certainly deal with Cherry.  I will see him at once and inquire into the matter.”
  “I have already informed you, sir, of what has occurred.”
  “Oh, quite!  Nevertheless, I must hear what the boy has to say.  I will see him live at the Le, sir.  I can say no more than that.”
  “I require, sir: his immediate and severe punishment!” boomed Prout.
  “And I shall, sir, decide the matter, which is in my hands as the boy’s Form- master.
  With that Mr. Smedley walked out of the study.  Prout was left snorting.
  “Puppy!” he gasped.
  Smedley’s footsteps died away down the passage.
  “Puppy!”repeated Prout.
   He marched out of the study with his elephantine tread.
  “Puppy!” he snorted, for the third time.
  “Mr. Prout, what—what—really——” 
   Mr. Capper, coming up the passage, halted, in blank astonishment.  “Sir!  Are you addressing me, sir?  What——”
  Prout blinked at the master of the Fourth Form.
  “Eh?  What?   No!” he gasped.  “I did not see you, Capper. I—I was—”
  “Really, Mr. Prout—”
  “I assure you, Capper—”
  “Oh, very well!” said Mr. Capper, and he passed on, wondering whether Prout had been drinking.

                                     THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

                                                 Proof Positive!

“SMITHY’S been going it!” grinned Skinner. 
  “My hat!  He has, and no mistake!”
  “The silly ass!”  
  Some of the Remove fellows were coming up to tea.  Skinner and some other fellows had stopped in the open doorway of Study No. 4.
  Judging by the state of that study, Smithy had been “going it,” hot and strong!  At At all events, somebody had!
  The study fairly reeked with tobacco smoke.
  The scent of cigarette-smoke had not been an unusual phenomenon in that study, until recently.  But no studies in the remove had ever reeked of tobacco as the Bounder’s study did now.  It almost shrieked!
  “The silly ass!” said Kipps.  “Smithy’s the man to ask for it, and no mistake.”
  “I guess he’ll get what he’s asked for, the prize boob, if Smedley happens to come up!” grinned Fisher T. Fish.
  Skinner sniffed—and sniffed!
  “More like cigars than cigarettes.” he remarked.  “Smithy’s been goin’ it this time!  Silly ass not to leave it till the hols.”
  “Where’s Smithy now?” asked Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Gone out with Redwing somewhere, I believe.” said Skinner.  “He had a jolly good smoke before he went.”
  “The howlin’ ass!  Look here, get the window open and wave somethin’ about.”  said Lord Mauleverer.  “If the Creeper and Crawler came creepin’ and crawlin’ along now—“
Five years and a home 1000 homes and  “Cave!” whispered Hazeldene.  “Here he comes!”
  “Oh, gad!” murmured Mauly.
  The rather tall figure of the new naster of the Remove appeared in sight from the staircase.  The little crowd at the doorway of the Bounder’s study dispersed to their own rooms.  There was no time to carry out Mauleverer’s benevolent suggestion. 
  Mr. Smedley’s hard, cold eyes glanced at the rest of the juniors as they moved away.  He noted at once that they were interested in something in Study No. 4.
  He that had come up the Remove passage to go to Study No. 15 and speak to ob Cherry on the subject of the “outrage” that had made Mr. Prout so justly indignant, but which Mr. Smedley himself regarded as rather a trifling matter.  But he was far more interested in Study No. 4 than in 
Study No. 13.
  He was accustomed to keeping an eye like a hawk’s on that particular study, and he never lost a pretext of coming up to the Remove passage, for that reason.  Seldom did the scapegrace of Greyfriars go out of gates without the Creeper and Crawler finding an opportunity of glancing into his study, and sometimes searching it.  Indeed, it was only the fact that the Bounder’s reform was, so far, sincere, that had saved him from inevitable detection and its consequences.
  Smedley was aware that the Bounder was out of gates now.  He had seen him go.  But there was evidently something in his study that had excited interest in a number of his Form-fellows
  He quickened his pace, started as the open doorway of Study No. 4, and looked in.  Then he sniffed—and stared!
  Knowing the Bounder’s old reputation as he did, he never looked into that study without expecting to detect the scent of cigarettes.  So far, he had had no luck.  Now he had all that he could have wanted.  It looked as if the young rascal had been utterly careless, for once!
  “Up on my word!” muttered the new master of the Remove.
  There was genuine disgust in his face. 
  The study was simply reeking with tobacco smoke—the study of a junior boy in the Lower Fourth Form!
  This was the boy who had been allowed to stay on, after his sentence of expulsion, and given another chance!  This was what he was making of it!  
  This was the boy whose whole future depended on his conduct at school, who would be disinherited by his father if he was expelled!
  Disinherited, in favor of his cousin, Lucius Teggers, the man who, known at Greyfriars as Mr. Smedley, was now gazing in disgust into his smoky study!
  A grim smile came over the hard face.
  This one act of recklessness had delivered Vernon-Smith, bound hand and foot, into the hands of his rival for a fortune!  
  Smoking in the studies was an offence, punished by a caning, or, at the worst, a flogging.  But in the Bounder’s case it was more serious—a fellow who had once been sacked, and only given another chance on the clear condition that he altered his ways!  This was a proof that he would not alter them or had any intention of altering them!  In the Bounder’s case it was proof that reform was a hopeless proposition—that he was laughing in his sleeve at the kind-hearted headmaster who, with many inward misgivings, had stretched a point and giving him another chance.  This meant the finish for the scapegrace of Greyfriars.
  Standing in the doorway, Mr. Smedley sniffed and stared—and smiled!  Along the passage of good many fellows eyed him!
  He turned from the doorway at last.  His face was in grave now.  He shut the door carefully.
  “No one is to enter this study!” he rapped out.
  The juniors exchanged glances.
  Five fellows had just come up the Remove staircase.  They stopped and looked along the passage.
  “Something’s up!” murmered Frank Nugent.
  “Looks like it!”
  Harry Wharton came up the passage towards his Form-master.  He could see that the Creeper and Crawler had found something out.  Little as the captain of the Remove liked Smithy’s shady ways, he liked less the creeping and crawling methods of the new beak.
  “Is anything the matter, sir?” asked Harry.
  “Yes, Wharton, something very serious is the matter!” said Mr. Smedley.  “Vernon-Smith has been smoking in his study to a disgraceful—indeed, a disgusting—extent.  This door is not to be opened until I return with the headmaster.  You will see to that, Wharton.”
  “Oh!” said Harry.
  Mr. Smedley hurried away to the stairs.  He was generally rather slow and stealthy in his movements.  Now he was very rapid!  He wanted Dr. Locke on the scene before any of the smoke had a chance to clear off—the Head was to savour the full richness of it!
  “Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.  “Smithy’s done it this time!  Has he really been smoking?”
  “You should niff the study!”  grinned Skinner.  “Reeking!”
  “The silly ass!”
  “I—I suppose it’s no use tryin’ to clear off the smoke now Smedley’s seen it!” sighed Lord Mauleverer.  “What a benighted ass that man Smithy is!”
  The fellows had come up to tea, but hardly anyone was thinking of that now.  Smedley had gone to fetch the headmaster, and the Removites waited in almost thrilling excitement for that stately gentleman to appear.  What he would say and do when he found a junior study fairly reeking like a tap-room, was a deeply interesting question.  
  “It’s the sack for Smithy!” said Skinner, shaking his head.  “The beaks are fed-up with him already—he only got off last time by the skin of his teeth.  Blessed if it doesn’t look as if he wants to go!”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here comes the beak!” murmered Bob Cherry.
  There was a hush of the buzzing voices as the headmaster appeared on the landing at the end of the passage, followed by Mr. Smedley.
  The juniors respectfully backed away as the Head sailed up the passage.  His face was very stern.
  Mr. Smedley turned the door handle and threw open the door of study No.  4.  A breathless crowd  watched the Head as he looked in—and sniffed!
  “Bless my soul!” said Dr. Locke, and he coughed.  “Disgraceful!  Disgusting!  Incredible!
“  “I regret very much that a boy in my Form—”
  “I am glad, Mr. Smedley, that this has been brought to my notice!” said the Head grimly.  “if Vernon-Smith has been guilty of this there is only one way of dealing with such a boy.  I understand, however, but another boy shares this study with Vernon-Smith.”
  “Redwing, sir—a very well conducted boy—”
  “Yes, yes; I have noticed the boy,  undone satisfied that he would be guilty of nothing of this kind.  Where is Vernon-Smith now?”
  “I think Smithy’s out of gates now, sir!” answered Harry.
  “Let him be brought before me immediately he comes in, Mr. Smedley!” said the Head.
  “Very well, sir!”
  The two masters went down the passage, leaving the Removites in a buzz once more.  When they went into the studies to tea there was only one topic over the numerous tea-tables—Smithy, and the undoubted fact that he was “for it.”
  Mr. Smedley, in his study, smiled!
  His game was won at last!
  It was time, too!  The school was about to break up for Easter, and it was by no means certain that the temporary master of the Remove would return after the holidays.
  That depended upon whether Mr. Quelch’s had by that time sufficiently recovered his health to resume his duties at Greyfriars!  Lucius Teggers had expected to find an easy task at the school!  He had only to contrive to show up a young rascal in his true colours!
  But the disconcerting fact that the Bounder had reformed, and was “going straight” had made his task far from easy!  Now, however, all was plain sailing!
  The young scandal, after weeks of wariness, had broken out again with utter recklessness—and he was done for.  So it seemeb to Mr. Smedley, alias Teggers!
  Billy Bunter certainly could have told him differently!  But Billy Bunter just then could not have told anybody anything!  Billy Bunter was lying on the hearthrug in study No. 7, in a state of misery that might have moved a heart of stone.
  Bunter was unconscious of the unexpected outcome of his having smoked Prout’s cigar in Smithy’s study!  He was, in fact, unconscious of everything but the series of earthquakes and volcanic eruptions but were going on in his fat inside!
  Nobody thought of Bunter—least of all, Mr. Smedley.  Bunter groaned and gurgled, unremembered!

                                      The FIFTH CHAPTER.

                                       Called on the Carpet!

WINGATE of the Sixth was standing in the doorway of the house a little later when Vernon-Smith came in.  Redwing had come in at the gates with him, but he had stopped to speak to some fellows in the quad, and the Bounder lounged into the House on his own.  
  Smithy was looking cheerful enough after his walk in the fresh spring air, and his thoughts were of an agreeable kind; he was thinking of the “high old time” he was going to have in the holidays, to make up for having had to “toe the line” so carefully this term at school.
  The scapegrace’s reform was probably not much more than skin deep.  But so long as he was at Greyfriars, at all events, smithy was toeing the line with the greatest care; and he certainly was not looking for trouble at the present moment.  Trouble, however, was what awaited him.
  “Vernon-Smith!” Wingate called to him as he came in.  “Go to the Head’s study of at once!”
  Smithy glanced round at the Sixth Form prefect.  He was surprised and he was irritated.  He had come in rather late for tea, and he wanted to go to his own study, certainly not the Head’s.  And a summons to the headmaster’s study could only spell trouble!
  The Bounder’s face darkened sullenly.  It seemed that he was going to be landed in trouble, whether he toed the line or not.  It was rather discouraging for a fellow who’s footsteps were, in any case, extremely uncertain on the path of reform.
  “What does the head want me for, Wingate?” he grunted.
  “I fancy you know, you dingy young sweep!” answered the Greyfriars captain, with a touch of contempt.  “Anyhow, get going.”
  With a blacker brow than before, the Bounder went to the Head’s study.  He wondered bitterly what it was this time!  The Creeper and Crawler was always spying on him; always trying to catch him out; but there was nothing against him now—nothing for the Creeper and Crawler to discover!  But something was up, that was clear, and the Bounder was in a savage and resentful mood as he tapped at the Head’s door—giving a tap that was rather like a bang!
  “Come in!”
  Vernon-Smith slouched in.  The imperative knock on the door, the careless slouch as he entered, did not tend to mollify the Head.  His face grew  very stern as he fixed his eyes on the most troublesome fellow at Greyfriars School.
  “Wingate said you wanted me, sir!” said the Bounder.
  “That is the case, Vernon-Smith.” said the headmaster quietly.  “You are aware that you were allowed to remain in the school, Vernon-Smith, on the understanding that you changed your ways and improved your conduct.  As it now transpires that you have not done so, I fear that I cannot allow you to return here after the Easter holidays.
  Vernon-Smith looked at him.  His insightful, half impertinent manner left him at once.  He was taken utterly by surprise.  For a moment or two he stared at his headmaster blankly.  Then, very quietly, he spoke.
  “May I ask what I have done, sir?”
  “I need not tell you, Vernon-Smith, that smoking is strictly forbidden here.  A foolish boy who smoked a cigarette would be lightly punished, but such is not the case with you.  You—“
  “I have not touched a cigarette, sir, for weeks.”  
  Dr. Locke raised his eyebrows.
  “Do you deny, Vernon-Smith, having smoked in your study in the Remove this afternoon?”
  “Certainly, sir!”
  The Headmaster looked at him long and hard.  Unfortunately his experience of the Bounder made it impossible for him to place any reliance on Smithy’s word.  It was Smithy’s peculiar theory that “beaks” were fair game, and that all was fair in carrying on his warfare against authority.  His word, to his headmaster, was worth nothing.
  “I hardly know what to say to you, Vernon-Smith.” said Dr. Locke, after a pause.  “I repeat that it is not a matter of the thoughtless and foolish smoking of a cigarette.  Someone has been smoking in Study No. 1 of the Remove to an outrageous and disgusting extent.  I cannot believe that it was Redwing.”
  The Bounder smiled involuntarily at the idea of Tom Redwing smoking in the study, and to an “outrageous and disgusting” extent.
  “It certainly wasn’t Redwing, sir!”  
  “Then it was you, Vernon-Smith!”
  “Not at all, sir!”
  “Then who was it?” demanded the Head.
  “Nobody, sir.”
  “What?”
  “Nobody has been smoking in my study, sir.” said the Bounder coolly.  “If anyone has told you so, sir, it is an untruth.”
  Dr. Locke gazed at him.  He was not likely to believe that statement when he had the evidence of his own eyes, not to mention his nose, that Study No. 4 in the Remove reeked with tobacco smoke.
  “Vernon-Smith!  Mr. Smedley informed me—”
  “Mr. Smedley must have made a mistake, said the Bounder.  “I’m afraid he’s rather glad of a chance to report me, sir.”
  “How dare you say so, Vernon-Smith?” exclaimed the Head period
  The Bounder’s face set stubbornly.
  “Every fellow in the Remove knows that Mr. Smedley is down on me.” he answered.  “It’s the talk of the Form.”
  “Your bad reputation in the school, Vernon-Smith, would scarcely make a good impression on your new Form master.” said the Head sternly.  “Mr. Quelch, when he was here, regarded you as the worst boy in his Form, and I have no doubt that Mr. Smedley has found you as troublesome.  There is no question of a mistake in the matter, when I have had absolute proof——”
  “That is impossible, sir!”
  “Wha-a-at?”
  “You can’t have had proof, sir.” The Bounder was cool as an icicle.  “There can be no proof of what never happened.
  “I have been personally to your study, Vernon-Smith.”
  “You’ve found nothing there, sir, that I should object to you’re seeing.” answered the Bounder.
  “Is this brazen impudence?” exclaimed the Head.  “I found your study reeking—absolutely reeking—with tobacco smoke!”
  The Bounder almost staggered.
  “My study!” he gasped.
  Smithy blinked at him.  Obviously, if the Head said so, it was so.  Smithy felt as if his head was spinning for a moment or two.  He had never smoked in the study since he had found out that Smedley was watching him.  He was not such a reckless ass as that.  He blinked at the Head dazedly.
  “Now, Vernon-Smith—“
  “It was not I, sir.” The Bounder recovered himself a little.  “I’ve been out of gates with Redwing.  I never——”
  “Then how do you account for the condition in which Mr. Smedley found your study, and in which I found it when your Form master called me there?”
  “I—I can’t!  Unless some other fellow—”  The Bounder stammered.  “I—I can’t make it out.  But I never did.  I’m not such a fool!  Redwing can tell you that I never smoke in the study.”
  “Someone has done so, to a disgusting extent!” said the headmaster drily.” But if you deny it—”
  “Of course I do!” gasped the Bounder.
  “Very well.  I am sorry to say that you want is worth nothing, Vernon-Smith.  But if you deny it there shall be an investigation.”
  “I’ve been out, sir.  Some fellow must have smoked in my study while I was out.”
  “A very improbable thing.” said Dr. Locke, in his dryest manner.  But I shall certainly investigate the matter, in order that there may be no shadow of doubt.” The Headmaster’s rose.  “You may come with me, Vernon-Smith.”
  He left the study, followed by the Bounder.  With a grave, stern face the Head made his way to the Remove passage, Smithy at his heels.  On the Remove landing they came on Tom Redwing.  He was waiting there for his chum, and he looked rather alarmed at the sight of the Head.
  “What’s the row, Smithy?” he whispered, when that stately gentleman had passed.
  Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.
  “Oh, I’m for it again!” he answered.
  “What have you done?”
  “Nothing!”
  And, leaving Redwing staring, the Bounder followed Dr. Locke into the Remove passage.

                                     THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

                                             Only Bunter!

“WHARTON!”
  “Oh!  Yes, sir!”
  Harry Wharton jumped up at the sight of the stately figure of the Head in the et doorway of Study No. 1.
  The Famous Five of the Remove were at tea in that celebrated study.  The one discussing eggs and toast, and, at the same time, Bob Cherry’s exploit with Prout.  There had been no “row” so far, on account of Bob’s leap frog exploit with the Fifth Form master, and the chums of the Remove wondered rather uneasily when it was coming.
  At the sight of the Head in the study doorway, Bob supposed that it had come.  But, to his surprise and relief, the head to no notice of him.  Dr. Locke was there to speak to the head boy of the Form.
  “Wharton, kindly ascertain if all the Remove boys are in the studies.” said the Head.
  “Yes, sir.” said Harry, in wonder
  “I desire to see the whole Form.” said the Head.
  “Very well, sir.”
  Dr. Locke stepped back into the passage.  The Bounder stood there, silent and bitter.  Redwing had joined him, but in the presence of the Head he could ask no questions, and he could only wonder in dismay and doubt what new trouble had fallen on the scapegrace of the school.
  The captain of the Remove went along the passage, and the juniors came out of the storms.  Most of the Form were in to tea—all but six or seven, who, owing to a shortage of cash, were teaing in Hall.  Dr. Locke moved up the passage and stopped outside study No. 4, which was still thick with smoke.  The Removites realised that this second visit had something to do with that smoky study, which was rather a relief to some of them.  Skinner was thinking rather uneasily of a packet of cigarettes in his table drawer, and Fisher T. Fish thought, with terror, of a certain account-book in which he kept the details of little loans he made among the fags.  But it was evident now that it was the Bounder who was, so to speak, the beak’s game.
   Dr. Locke glanced  over the assembled juniors in the passage.
  “Some of the fellows are in Hall, sir.” shall I call them, sir?”  
  “Please do, Wharton!”
  There was a pause, while the fellows in Hall were brought on the scene.  They came up wondering.
  “Is the whole Form here now, Wharton?”
  “All except Bunter, sir.”
  “Where is Bunter?”
  “In his study, sir!  He seems to be ill.”
  “Ill!”  repeated Dr. Locke.  “if Bunter is ill, Wharton, he should have gone to the House-dame and you, as head boy of the Form, should have seen that he did so.
  Wharton coloured.
  “Yes, sir; but I’ve only just seen him—”
  “Very well.  Never mind for the moment.  My boys, you are all aware of the state of Vernon-Smith’s study.” said the Head.  “Vernon-Smith has declared that it was not he that smoked there.”
  “Oh crumbs!” murmured Skinner.
  “Phew!” breathed Bolsover major
  Some of the fellows grinned.
  The Bounder’s lip curled.  Not a fellow in the crowd believed his statement, any more than the headmaster did.
  “If some other boy has done this foolish thing,” said the Head quietly, “I call upon him to stand forward and tell me the truth.  The matter is serious for Vernon-Smith—so very serious that, in the circumstances, I shall not punish the boy concerned, if it should prove to be some boy other than Vernon-Smith.”
  There was silence.
  The head paused for a reply; but he paused in vain.  Through the silence of strange, weird sound came from Study No. 7.
  “Ooooogh!  Urrrggh!” 
  Dr. Locke started a little.
  “What—what is that?” he ejaculated.
  “Only Bunter, sir.” said Peter Todd.  “he’s rather sick, sir.”
   Peter was rather under-stating the matter.  Bunter had been in such a dreadful state that Toddy and Dutton had gone along to another study to tea.  The hapless fat Owl was left alone in Study No. 7.
  “Wurrrggh!”
  “Bless my soul!” said Dr. Locke.
  He stepped to the doorway of Study No.  7 and looked in.
  Billy Bunter was stretched on the hearthrug there.  He was wriggling, or rather squirming.  Horrid groans and gurgles came from him.  The worst of it had passed off.  But Bunter was still feeding bad—very bad indeed.  Prout’s cigars were hefty.
  “Bunter!” exclaimed the head.
  “Urrrgh!”
  “Bunter, get up at once!”
  “Oh!”  Bunter blinked round over the spectacles that had slid down his fat little nose.  “Is—is that the Beak?  I mean, the Head!  Oh!”
  He staggered to his feet, and Dr. Locke gazed in alarm at his ghastly fat face.  For the moment he forgot even serious matter that had brought him to the Remove quarters.
  “Bunter, are you ill?”
  “Ow!  Oh, no, sir!  Yes, sir!  Ooooogh!”
  “Too many tarts.” came a voice unknown from the passage.
  And there was a subdued chuckle.
  “Bunter, you—you stupid and greedy boy!  Is this caused by a reckless indulgence in pastry?” exclaimed the Head.
  He had observed something of the manners and customs of William George Bunter of the Remove.
  “Oh!   Ow!  No, sir”   groaned Bunter.  “I haven’t had my tea, sir, sir. Ow!
 Oooogh!”
  The Head gave a sniff.  A faint aroma of cigar hung round Bunter.  Even without that the Head which have been suspicious.  Bunter’s extraordinary state, in fact, could only be attributed to one OS.  It was fairly clear that the hapless Owl had been smoking, not wisely, but too well.
  “Bunter, you have been smoking!” exclaimed the Head.
  “Oh lor’!  Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter.  “Not at all, sir! I—I—I feel a bit queer, sir.  I—I think I—I’ve been overworking a little, sir.”
  “Ha, ha, ha ha!” came a yell from the passage.
  The juniors at really could not help it—at the idea of Billy Bunter overworking.
If there was one thing from which it was absolutely certain that Bunter would never suffer, it was overwork.
  “Silence!” snapped the Head.  “Bunter, it is clear to me—”
  “Oh, my hat!” came a howl from the Bounder.  He remembered Bunter’s offer of Prout’s cigar in Study No. 4.  
  “Bunter!”
  “Be silent, Vernon-Smith!  How dare you——”
  “It was Bunter!”  howled the Bounder.  “Bunter, you fat scroundrel, you’ve been smoking in my study!”
  “Oh lor’!  I—I haven’t!” gasped Bunter.  “I haven’t been—urrggh!—smoking at all!  I—I never—urrggh! smoke! I —I gurrggh!—wouldn’t!  I never touched Prout’s cigar——”
  “Prout’s cigar!” gasped Harry Wharton.  He remembered the vain search under the elms for that lost cigar.
  “Bless my soul!  Is impossible, Bunter, that you have been so foolish, so incredibly stupid as to smoke a cigar!” exclaimed the Head.
  “Oh, no, sir!  I never found Prout’s cigar!  I never could buy foot on it while he was looking for it!” gasped Bunter.  “Smithy knows I never had it, sir.  I offered it to him—”
  “Wha-a-t?  Press”
  “I never—gurrggh!—I wouldn’t—wurrrggh!—I haven’t—yurrrgh!” said Bunter lucidly.
  “I think I understand.” said Dr. Locke.  “you found a cigar belonging to Mr. Prout, and you were so foolish as to smoke it, Bunter.  You smoked it in another boy’s study.”
  “I—I didn’t, sir.  I—I wasn’t in Smithy’s study at all.  Redwing knows; he had me speaking to Smithy.  Besides, Toddy would have made a fuss—I mean—  Gurrrggh!”
  Dr. Locke looked at him, and looked at the Bounder.  Every face in the crowded passage wore a grin now.  The matter had been serious—very serious!  But it was growing rather comic.  Billy Bunter’s wild adventures with a strong cigar could only be taken hilariously.	 
  “Vernon-Smith, it—it appears that this foolish boy , Bunter, smoked a cigar in your study during your absence, I presume.”
  “Yes, sir.  He was there with it when I went out.” said the Bounder.  “I forgot all about it after shoving it down his neck.”  
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “’ Hem!  In—in—in the circumstances, you are—exonerated, Vernon-Smith.  It is clear that—that—“ Dr. Locke turned to Bunter again with a grim frown.  “Bunter, you utterly stupid boy—”
  “ Oh, really, sir——  Wurrrggh!”
  “You will follow me to my study, Bunter!”  
  “Gurrrggh!”
  Another earthquake was happening to Bunter he staggered, and leaned over the table, heaving can go and ring.
  “’Hem!  On the whole, you need not follow me to my study, Bunter.” said Dr. Locke hastily.  And he stepped out of study No.  7.
  “Wurrrrggh!”
  “I am glad, Vernon-Smith, that this matter has been cleared up satisfactorily” said the Head.
  And without waiting for the Bounder to reply, he rustled away to the stairs.  Every fellow present was grinning or chuckling, and the scene was growing rather ridiculous, which was exceedingly uncomfortable for a dignified gentleman like the headmaster of Greyfriars.  Dr. Locke beat quite a hurried retreat.  And as he went down the Remove staircase, there was a roar in the passage;
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  
  Dr. Locke’s brows were knitted, and his lips tightly compressed as he rustled down Masters Passage, and stopped at Mr. Smedley’s door.  He tapped at that door, opened it, but did not enter.  Mr. Smedley, who had been smiling at agreeable thoughts of his own, ceased to smile instantly, and faced his chief with a grave, composed face.
  “You have seen Vernon-Smith, sir?” 
  “I have seen him, Mr. Smedley!” rapped the Head.  Bitterly annoyed by the absurdity of the scene, the headmaster was passing it on.  “A ridiculous mistake has been made.”
  “Sir!” said Mr. Smedley blankly.
  “It transpired,” snapped Dr. Locke, “that another boy—a foolish boy named Bunter—found a cigar belonging to a form master, and smoked it in Vernon-Smith’s study.”
  “I can hardly believe——”
  “You may believe it, Mr. Smedley, as I have ascertained the facts.  And I am compelled to point out, sir, that had you ascertained the facts before reporting the matter to me, you would have saved my time, and saved me from participating in an absurd scene, sir.” 
  “Dr. Locke——”
  “On another occasion, sir, I shall be obliged— greatly obliged—if you will take the trouble to ascertain really stands before wasting my time which, Mr. Smedley, is of some value.”
  With that the headmaster turned and slipped away, leaving Mr. Smedley to digest that little lecture as best he could. 
 
                                      THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                                    Rough Luck!:

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.  
  Bob was taken by surprise.
  He was strolling along to the rag after tea when Mr. Prout happened.  A sudden grasp on the back of his collar apprised him that Prout was in the offing.
  Bob twisted around and stared, at Prout.
  “I say, leggo my collar, sir!” gasped Bob.
  Instead of letting go his collar, the Fifth Form master tightened his grip.
  “Come with me!” boomed Prout.
  Prout had let the sun go down on his wrath!  That wrath, instead of diminishing with the passage of time had rather improved, like wine, with keeping.
  Mr. Smedley, in his keen interest in the Bounder, and in his deep annoyance at the outcome of that affair, had quite forgotten Prout and the leap-frog incident. Moreover, he was busily occupied at the moment in his study; and probably would not have bothered about the affair if he had remembered it. 
  It was quite otherwise with Prout. Prout’s dignity had been outraged—a playful junior had leap-frogged over his portly and majestic back. Prout was far from regarding that as a trivial incident, due to the exuberance of juvenile spirits. It was serious—awfully serious—to Prout!  And the fact that the offender—the iniquitous offender—had not been punished, added to the gloomy and deep resentment of the dignified Prout!   If such things passed unpunished, it was time, in Prout’s opinion, for the skies to fall!
  Hence his grasp on Bob’s collar!  He had been looking for that cheery youth, and now he had found him.
  He proceeded to march him away to Masters’ Studies. Bob had to go, with that grip on his collar!  But he wriggled and objected!  Prout was not his Form- master, and had no right to lay hands on him.
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“Look here, sir, leggo!” hooted Bob.
  “Come!” boomed Prout.  “I am taking you, Cherry, to your Form-master!  We shall see whether you are to be allowed to escape scot free, sir—yes, we shall see!  If your Form-master does not deal with you to my satisfaction, Cherry, I shall take you to your headmaster. Come!”
  “Oh crikey!” murmured Bob.
  Prout kept hold of his collar, no doubt aware that the junior would have dodged and scudded had he been released.  Bob, on the other hand, had no desire to be marched along by the collar, like a naughty fag of the Second Form.  Already half a dozen fellows were glancing towards him and grinning.  Coker of the Fifth pointed him out to Potter and Greene, with a chuckle.  Temple of the Fourth winked at Fry, who chortled.  Bobs cheeks were crimson.
  “Let go my collar, sir!” he exclaimed.  “I’ll come with you to Mr. Smedley—but I’m not going to be dragged.”
  “Bah!” snorted Prout.  And he dragged on.
  “Look here—”  howled Bob, as he was jerked round the corner into Masters’ Passage, followed by several chuckles
  “Pah!” repeated Prout.
  Bob’s blue eyes gleamed!  It was true that Prout had cause of offence—his plump and stately back was not to be leap-frogged over with impunity.  But this was all together too thick.
  Bob Cherry gave a sudden twist and jerked his collar away from the Fifth Form master’s podgy fingers.  He jumped clear.
  “Upon my word!” gasped Prout, jumping after him.
   Bob jumped back.
  “Look here, I’ll go to Mr. Smedley!” he gasped.  “You—”
  “I shall take you!  I—”   Prout grabbed at him, and Bob scudded up the passage to his Form-master’s study.  Evidently he had to go to that study; but he did not choose to arrive there with Prout’s paw on his collar.
  “Stop!” gasped Prout.  “Boy!  Stop!” He plunged after Bob Cherry, who put on speed.
  It was quite a race up the passage!  Bob Cherry won by a neck!
  He reached Mr. Smedley’s door rather breathlessly, with Prout’s clutching hand  outstretched behind him.
  To tap and hurl the door open and rush in was the work of a second.  There was no time to lose!  It was rather an unceremonious way for a junior to enter his beak’s study!  But time was not available for standing on ceremony, with a clutching hand almost on his collar!
  “If you please, sir—” gasped Bob, as he hurtled in, rather like a cannon-ball.
  There was a startled exclamation in the study.
  Mr. Smedley sprang up from his table.
  There was a letter in his hand, an envelope on the table.  He had been reading the letter.
  The next moment he thrust the letter into his pocket before Bob’s eyes could fall on it.
  The action was unusual enough, and the next moment Bob knew the reason.  He could not help seeing the envelope lying on the table.
  That envelope was addressed to Herbert Vernon-Smith, in the well known hand of his father, Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith, the millionaire financier.
  Another moment, and Mr. Smedley had thrown a sheet of blotting paper over that envelope.
  But Bob had seen it!
  The new master’s face was almost convulsed with rage as he glared at the breathless and startled junior.
  “Cherry!  What—how dare you!” he almost choked.
  “Sorry, sir!” gasped Bob.  “I—”
  Mr. Prout rolled in the next second, and it was clear why Bob had bolted into the study so suddenly.  Smedley’s glance turned from Bob to Prout.
  “This boy, sir—” boomed Prout.
  “What does this mean!” exclaimed Mr. Smedley.  Bob, most certainly, had never dreamed of catching the Creeper and Crawler in the very act of surreptitiously reading a letter addressed to a boy of his Form.  But he had caught him in the act quite unintentionally.
  The Remove master, by the rules of the school, had to keep a supervising eye on correspondence his Form.  Such correspondence always passed through a master’s hands.
  But that supervision, of course, did not extend to opening a fellow’s letters and reading them.  Only in case of some suspicious circumstance could a fellow’s letters be opened.
  That especial letter, being addressed to Smithy by his father, could not by any stretch of the imagination be regarded as doubtful in any way.
  The Creeper and Crawler was spying!	
  What his motives might be for spying into a fellow’s letters, Bob had no idea, but there was no doubt about the fact.
  And the fact that a junior had discovered him at that stealthy occupation, had evidently thrown Mr. Smedley into a bitter fury.
  His face was white; his eyes glinted, his hard lips were drawn back in almost a snarl.  He seemed uncertain for the moment, whether to wreak his rage on Bob or on Prout!  Prout was booming:
                                                  “This is the boy, Mr. Smedley, whom I reported to you and who has not been punished for an outrage—an unprecedented outrage—I was bringing him to you, sir, when he rushed away from me—”
  The gleaming, glinting eyes turned on Bob!  Bob, the man you, had seen that envelope on the table, and his startled look told that he knew what it meant.  And he could “whop” Bob—and he certainly could not whop Prout!  Bob was selected as the victim!
  Smedley picked of his cane, with a deadly look in his eyes.
  “I insist, sir, upon adequate punishment for this boy, sir!” Prout boomed.” If you do not choose to administer it, sir, I shall appeal to the headmaster, sir—”
  “You shall be satisfied, Mr. Prout.”  said the new master quietly.  He was cool again now—cool and quiet; but with a deadliness that might have reminded one of a snake.  “Cherry!  Bend over that chair!”
  Bob Cherry, in silence, bent over the chair!  Whether Smedley would have “whopped” him on Prout’s account was by no means certain.  But he knew that he was going to be whopped for what he had seen in.
  The cane came lashing down.  Six swipes rang like pistol shots through the study.
  Mr. Prout looked in grim approval.
  But as the lashes descended, that approval changed to grim disapproval.  Prout was, on the whole, a kind hearted man.  His dignity—his most precious possession—had been outraged; and such an outrage called for condign punishment.  But this was rather too much.
  “Enough, sir, enough!  exclaimed Mr. Prout, as the six swipe fell, and the cane rose again.  “Six” was always the limit at Greyfriars, but it was clear that Smedley was going on.
  Whack!  Down came the cane again.
  “Mr. Smedley!” exclaimed Prout.
  The new master gave him a bitter look.
  “You have insisted, sir, upon a severe punishment for this junior,” he sneered.  “I am meeting your views.
  Whack!  Came ringing down again.
  Bob Cherry was tough; and he could stand a licking.  He had stood a good many in his time.  But this is quite out of the common—Quelch had never whopped a fellow like this in spite of himself, Bob gave a sharp cry as the came landed once more.
  Up it went again.  Smedley was not finished yet.  But Mr. Prout made a stride forward and grabbed the descending arm. 
  “Stop, sir!” he boomed.
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“Release my arm!”  Smedley was panting with rage.  “How dare you meddle, sir, between me and a boy of my form!  Stand back, sir!”
 booming Th Prout’s eyes gleamed from rolls of fat.
  “Mr. Smedley,” he said distinctly, “if you strike that boy again I will take him to Dr. Locke and report your cruelty and brutality, sir.”
  Smedley turned on him.  For a moment the glances of the two Form-masters met and crossed like swords.  Prout glared dislike and contempt and scorn, and the younger man’s lands glance fell before his.  Mr. Smedley breathed hard the, and threw down the cane.
  “This boy was punished, sir, on your complaint, and on your request.” He muttered. “If you are satisfied—”
  “Had I been aware, sir, that any boy would be treated in this study with such brutality I would never have reported him!” boomed Prout. “And if Dr. Locke was aware—”	
   “You may go, Cherry!” interjected Mr. Smedley hastily.
  Bob Cherry wriggled from the study. He left Prout still booming!		

                                THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

                                   A Blow for the Bounder!

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH took down a letter from the rack in break the following morning with a cheery smile on his face.  That letter was addressed to him in his father’s hand.
  Of late the Bounder had not been particularly pleased by letters from his irate parent; generally they contained lectures on past shortcomings and grim warnings for the future—and never remittances.  The Bounder was on strict allowance now.  But he was pleased to find a letter from his father that morning.
  It was the day before break-up, and on the morrow he would be home; and he had no doubt that his father’s letter contained references to the Easter holidays, and perhaps at long last a “tip.” Now that school was to be left behind for a time, surely his once fond father was going to drop the attitude of the stern Roman parent!
  He went out into the quad with Redwing, and Bob Cherry followed him and tapped him on the arm.
  “I think I ought to give you a tip, Smithy!” said Bob quietly.  “I think that letter of yours has been read!”
  The Bounder stared.
  “Bunter hasn’t had hold of it!” he said.
  “Smedley has.”
  “Smedley!  I suppose even Smedley wouldn’t spy into a fellow’s letters from a fellow’s father!” said the Bounder in astonishment.  “Besides, you can see that the envelope hasn’t been opened.”  
  “It’s been stuck down again,” said Bob, “and it looks as if it’s been done jolly carefully.”
  “Look here, what are you getting at?” exclaimed Vernon-Smith impatiently.  “Smedley’s a spying cur, but he doesn’t spy into a fellow’s letters, I suppose.  He’s always trying to catch me out; but he can’t expect to spot anything against me in a letter from my father.”
  “What makes you think, Cherry—” began Redwing.
  “I don’t think—I know!” answered Bob quietly.  “Smedley had that letter open, and was reading it when I barged into his study last evening.  He took it out of me because I’d seen him, the rotter!  If there’s anything in that letter that would give the Creeper and Crawler a handle against you, Smithy, you’d better be on your guard—he’s read it.”  
  “Well, my hat!” said the Bounder blankly.  “Thanks for the tip—but I think you must have made a mistake, all the same.  I don’t see why even that spying cad should be interested in my letters from home.”
  “Well, you can believe it or not, as you like.” said Bob rather gruffly.  “I thought I’d better tip you, that’s all.”
    And Bob walked back to the House.
  Vernon-Smith walked on with his chum, and they stopped on a bench under the elms, where Smithy opened the letter. 	The Bounder was puzzled by what Bob had told him, but not specially interested.  Certainly he did not believe that the Creeper and Crawler was any too good for such an act, but he could not imagine why the man should do such a thing.  Had he been aware that “Mr. Smedley” was in reality Lucius Teggers: his rival for an inheritance of millions, he would have understood why the Creeper and Crawer was interested in all communications passing between the millionaire and his scapegrace son.  But Smithy had no suspicion of that.
  “Thank goodness the term’s ending, Reddy!” said the Bounder, as he slit the envelope, which showed no signs of having been opened before it reached him.  “There’s a good time comin’, old bean!  While you’re on that jolly old tramp won the North Sea with your pater you can think of me paintin’ the town red and makin’ up for the last rotten few weeks.” And the Bounder chuckled.
  “I’d rather think of you playing the game, Smithy and trying to make your father think better of you!” said Tom quietly.
  “A fat lot the pater cares, so long as I’m not sacked from here!” jeered the Bounder.  “That’s what got his goat.  I shouldn’t wonder if there’s a tenner in this letter now we’re breakin’ up.”
  But there was no “tenner” in the letter when Smithy opened it.  Neither did the letter, when Smith perused it, seem to afford him the expected satisfaction.  On the contrary, it drew a black scowl to his brow, and when he had finished reading he threw the missive from the millionaire to the ground, and leaned back on the bench, breathing hard, with glinting eyes.
  Evidently that letter had contained a surprise for the Bounder of Greyfriars, and not a pleasant surprise.
  Redwing eyed him anxiously.  The breach between father and son was a trouble to his mind and he would have done much to heal it.  It looked now like widening.       
  “I’m not standin’ it!” The Bounder spoke in a low voice, between set lips.  “I’m not standin’ it!  I’ll never stand it!  Never!”
  Redwing asked no questions.  But Smithy picked up the letter again and shoved it into his hands.
  “Read that and tell me if you think that a fellow ought to stand it!” he snapped savagely.
  Tom read the letter slowly.  He realised that it must have been a shock to his chum, though it was not wholly a surprise to himself.  Smithy never could get quite used to the new attitudes taken up by his once over indulgent father.  But Redwing knew that the millionaire’s determination was like iron.  His affection for his only son, which was genuine enough, only make him more determined.  A fellow who had so nearly being kicked out of his school in disgrace had to be brought up short and sharp.  And there was no doubt that Samuel Vernon-Smith was putting his foot down hard.
  All the Bounder’s plans for a “high old time” in the Easter holidays, as a compensation for towing the line at school, where knocked on the head by that letter.  Indeed, it was fairly clear that his father had read his unspoken thoughts on that subject and grimly put “paid ” to those plans in advance.

          Dear Herbert,—I have considered very seriously the subject of your Easter holidays.  This is my decision.  I cannot take the risk of your falling into your former reckless ways and losing all that you have gained by your late good behavior.  Your friends in London are not of the kind that I can trust you with; neither do I think that a trip abroad would do you any good.  You’ve got an uphill task before you, my boy, and you must set your shoulder to it.  Business will take me abroad most of the time, and I cannot, and will not, leave you to carry on as formerly.”

  Redwing paused at that point and looked at the Bounder.
  His chum’s face was almost pale with chagrin and bitter anger.
  But Tom did not speak.
  It was useless to say that he approved of the millionaires decision; that meant a quarrel with his chum.  Silence was golden.  He dropped his eyes to the letter again, and went on reading:

  “These are the arrangements I have made.  You will spend the vacation with a tutor I have engaged for the purpose.  This gentleman, a Mr. Pickering, lives at Ampings, near Folkstone, and he will take you into his house and board you there.  He will help you with your studies; but you will have ample leisure for healthy exercise and such relaxations as cycling, boating, swimming. The place is somewhat secluded, but very healthy.  Mr. Pickering expects you on break-up day, and you will, therefore, proceed directly to his residence when you leave Greyfriars.  Your usual alliance will be paid you by him.  You will have a quiet, beneficial, and, I trust, a happy holiday with Mr. Pickering.  The precise address is Seacliff bungalow, Ampinge, Folkestone
                                                        Your affection father,
                                                           “SAMUEL VERNON-SMITH.”

  Redwing sat silent after reading the millionaire’s letter.  He could understand and sympathise with the bitter disappointment of the Bounder.  Yet he knew that Mr. Vernon-Smith was right—the wild and express escapades that Smithy had planned for the vacation would have been an ill preparation for the ensuing turn at school.
  “What do you think of that?” The Bounder broke the silence at last.  “Think I’m goin’ to stand it?”
  “Its rough, in a way.” said Redwing, hardly knowing what to say.
  “Only in a way?” sneered the Bounder.
  “Do you know this man Pickering?”
  “Never heard of the brute before.”
  “I dare say you’ll find him all right!  Some johnny who takes in pupils during school vacations.  Sort of crammer, I suppose.”
  “I’m to cram—in the hols—instead of having a good time!” The Bounder gritted his teeth.  “I’m not standin’ for that!” Smithy clenched his hands.  “Never!  Never!
Picketing can expect me at the dashed bungalow tomorrow if he likes!  I’m not goin’! ”
  “Your father will know at once if you don’t arrive there, Smithy!  Better take care, old chap!”
  “I’m not goin’!”
  Redwing opened his lips—and closed them again.  Argument only made the Bounder more obstinate.  He had said that he was not going—but he had to go!  Disobedience to his father was too serious—with his unknown cousin, Lucius Teggers, in the background!  The Bounder’s position, now, was too precarious 
for him to venture to take risks
  The clang of the bell for third school called them in you
  Vernon-Smith’s face was pale, set, his brows knitted, when he went into the Form-room with the Remove.
  Mr. Smedley’s eyes fell on him, watchfully, curiously.
  The Bounder was too deep in his own dark and angry thoughts to heed it.  But Redwing noticed it, and he wondered
  According to what Bob had said, Mr. Smedley had read that letter in his study over-night!  He knew that was that Smithy was booked to spend the Easter vacation boarding with a tutor.  It seemed to Redwing that the new master, aware that Vernon-Smith had now had his father’s letter, was watching the effect of it on him.
  Tom did some thinking in third school—not wholly on the subject of the lessons!  When the Remove came out he went into the quad with the Bounder.
  “Smithy, old man, I believe Bob was right, and that that man Smedley read your letter.” he said abruptly.
  “Shouldn’t wonder.  What does it matter, anyhow!”
  “I mean, if he read it, he knows about your father’s arrangements for your holidays—“
  “Let him!”
  “What I mean is, Smithy, he seems to have a down on you—goodness knows why!  But you know how the he jumps at a chance of bowling you out!”  
  “He can’t bowl me out in the hols, I suppose!”
  “Well, he might.” said Tom slowly.  “Knowing as he knows that you should be with Mr. Pickering, he makes take the trouble to see whether you’re really there—and if you’re not—”
  “What utter rot!” snapped the Bounder.  “the man will be thinking of his own holidays, not mine!  Think he’s likely to take a trip to Folkstone to see whether I’m with the tutor-wallah?  What rubbish!”
  “Well, I suppose it’s not really likely—”
  “You’re talking rot!” said Smithy.
  It was only a vague suspicion in Tom’s mind, and he dismissed it.  The Bounder gave it no thought whatever.  The Bounder’s thoughts were occupied with angry, impracticable, desperate schemes to get out of that dull and dreary Easter that his father had arranged for him.

                                           THE NINTH CHAPTER
   
                                                Who wants Bunter?

“I say, you fellows——”
  “Have a cigar!” said Bob Cherry.
   “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The Famous Five chortled.  Billy Bunter’s adventures with Prout’s cigar were still a topic in the Remove.
  Bunter, however, had recovered from that cigar.  He was thinking of quite other matters now—on the day before break-up.  Bunter, as usual, was art rather a loose end for the holidays.
  As usual, that magnificently residence, Bunter Court, seemed to fail to attract him homeward.  As usual, everybody failed to realise that what was needed to make a holiday a real success was Billy Bunter’s fascinating society.  As usual, it was a question, not of what was to be done, but of who was to be done!  As there was no prep that evening in the remove, Bunter had time to give this important matter full consideration.
  “I say, you fellows, don’t cackle!” said Bunter.  “I say, I’m rather anxious about old Smithy.”
  “What!” ejaculated the Famous Five in astonished chorus.
  If Billy Bunter was anxious about Smithy, it was the first time on record that he had felt any anxiety about any fellow but his own fat and fatuous self.
  “I mean it!” said Bunter.  “I dare say you fellows are thinking about your Easter hols——”
  “Right on the nail!” agreed Harry Wharton.  “We are.”
  “Well, you always were selfish!” remarked Bunter.  “I’m a bit anxious about old Smithy!  I think of others, you know.”
  “Fan me!” murmered Bob Cherry.
  “Oh, really, Cherry!  Look at the rotten time the chep’s had lately.” said Bunter.  “The Head down on him, jolly near sacking him; the Creeper and Crawler watching him like a cat; his pater’s keeping him short of money!  I can tell you I sympathise with him a lot.”
  “Well, my hat!” said Frank Nugent blankly.
  “He’s been talking about having a jolly good time in the vac, to make up for it!” said Bunter.  “But I’ve noticed that since he had that letter from his pater he’s been frightfully shirty.  Do you Fellows think his pater is going to keep him short in the hols, same as he has here this term?”
  “We haven’t thought about it at all, as it doesn’t happen to be our bizney.” grunted Johnny Bull.
  “Well, you’re selfish, as I said!” assented Bunter.  “Now I’ve thought about it a lot! If Smithy’s going to splash money about, as usual, in the vac, and have a jolly good time, a fellow might do worse than go home with him.  But if he’s going to be kept under his father’s eye, and kept short of money, and all that, it’s no catch!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
  The Famous Five were able, now, to spot the cause of Bunter’s kind concern for the Bounder.
  It was not easy, in any case, for the fat Owl to land himself on a fellow like Vernon-Smith’s for the hols.  It was a matter of difficulty!  And if Bunter overcame that difficulty, and did land himself, and discovered that there was nothing to be had that was worth having, it would be really awful!
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” said the Owl of the Remove peevishly.  “You fellows only think of yourselves.  Look here, Smithy’s been talking about trips to France, and all that, in the vac.  I heard him tell Skinner that they have roulette there now in the casinos.  Think he’s likely to pull it off?”
  “I should say not!” said Harry Wharton, laughing.  “He ought to be jolly well kicked, if he does!  But it’s not likely.”
  “Well, I’d like that all right!” said Bunter.  “and I should be jolly useful to Smithy in France, speaking French as I do!  For goodness sake, leave off cackling!  I’m really worried about  Smithy!  If he’s going to have a rotten time, with his father scowling at him and calling him to order, a fellow doesn’t want to be landed in that sort of thing.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Oh, do shut up cackling!” roared Bunter.
  But the chums of the Remove persisted in cackling!  They quite understand that this was a difficult matter for Bunter; but they did not seem to sympathise in the very least.
  “On the whole,” said Bunter, “a fellow can’t be too careful!  I think, on the whole, that I’ll put up with you chaps!”
  “Better think again!” suggested Harry Wharton.
  “Much better!” grinned Bob.
  “Shut the door after you, Bunter!”
  “What I mean is, I couldn’t possibly come with you fellows—I’ve tried it before, and it turned out rotten!  Hardly my style!” said Bunter calmly.  “Mauly’s very keen to have the me for the hols; but I can’t stand that old uncle of his—”
  “Not to mention that the jolly old uncle can’t stand you!”
  “Yah!  Toddy wants me, but I can’t very well spend the vac in Bloomsbury, can I?” said Bunter.  “Not if I can help it.”
  “Or if Toddy can help it!” suggested Bob.
  “beast!  I was thinking of going up to Scotland with Ogilvy, but—but—I don’t like the idea.”
  “I’ve no doubt Oggy feels the same about it!”
  “Yah!”  
  Billy Bunter rolled out a study No.  1, leaving the fellows there laughing.  They resumed their discussion of the plans for the Easter hols—plans which did not include W. G. Bunter.
  That fat youth rolled up the passage to study No. 4.
  He blinked into that study.
  Herbert Vernon-Smith was alone there.  His looks showed that he was in a savage temper; indeed, his temper had driven Redwing away.
  Bunter blinked at him dubiously.
  Smithy had hardly made a secret of his intention to have an uproarious time in the hols, to make up for his thin time at Greyfriars since he had been driven to the path of reform.
  But he certainly did not look, at the present moment, like a fellow who was booked for an uproarious time. 
  His look, in fact, was very discouraging to Billy Bunter.
  Still, Bunter’s own position was not that of a fellow who could afford to pick and choose.
  Having failed to land himself on anybody for the vac, it looked like Bunter Court for Bunter, with the company of his brother Sammy and his sister Bessie, for which Bunter did not yearn for in the very least.
  Vernon-Smith turned a black scowl on the fat figure standing in the doorway.  But—rather to Bunter’s surprise, and certainly to his relief—that scowl faded away.
  Something had been working in the Bounder’s mind.  It seemed as if the sight of Billy Bunter: coincided with what was in his mind, somehow.
  “You!” he said.  “You can come in!”
  Bunter rolled in.
  “Shut the door!”
  “After all, it might work!” said Vernon-Smith, addressing himself rather than Bunter.  “You’ve got nothing on for the vac, of course, and you don’t want to go home!  You do anything if you could make anything out of it.”
  “Oh, really, Smithy—”
  Billy Bunter’s eyes and spectacles turned on the study cupboard.  As the bounder, rather unexpectedly, had asked him in, it was Bunter’s opinion that a little light refreshment would not come amiss.
  “There’s a cake in the cupboard, fatty.” he said.  “Help yourself.”
  The cake was on the table in the twinkling of an eye.  It was really almost like magic.
  “I say, Smithy! Gurrrgh!” Bunter’s mouth was full.  “I say, this isn’t a bad cake!  Not like the cakes I get from Bunter Court, of course—but a jolly good cake!  I say, your pater isn’t such a beast, you know, to let you run up as much as you like at the tuck-shop!”
  The Bounder did not answer.  His eyes, under his knitted brows, were fixed on Bunter thoughtfully.
  “Any fool could do it.” he said suddenly.
  “Eh?”
  “You’re not booked for the vac?”
  “Well, a lot of fellows have asked me, but I haven’t decided——”
  “Cut that out!” said the Bounder rudely.  “You came here to stick me.”
  “Oh, really, Smithy—”
  “Well, I’m going to let you stick me.”
  “That’s a rather rotten way of putting it, Smithy!  Still, if you really want me, old chap—”
    “I don’t!” said Vernon-Smith coolly.  “I’m goin’ to tell you somethin’g, Bunter, that the other fellows don’t know!  If you gabble it out—”
  “I hope you can trust me to keep a secret, Smithy!” 
  “I’ll kick you from one end of Greyfriars to the other, if you gabble.  Understand this—if you jaw about it, the game’s up!  Listen to me!  I’ve fixed up a holiday with Poe & Co., of Highcliffe—”
  “I’ll come, old fellow!”
  “You won’t!”
  “Look here, you beast—”
  “Hold your silly tongue, and listen!  My father’s arranged for me to go from here tomorrow to a tutor’s place near Folkestone  if I don’t come up there, the tutor-wallah will let it out, of course, and all the fat will be in the fire!  But he’s never seen me.  If another fellow went—”
  “Eh?”
  “And kept his mouth shut, it would be all right!  You’re going, instead of me!” said the Bounder of Greyfriars.

                                         THE TENTH CHAPTER.

                                             Smithy’s Scheme!

BILLY BUNTER blinked at the Bounder.  His eyes almost bulged through his spectacles.  You even ceased to masticate cake, in his astonishment.
  The bounder was grinning now, a rather savage grin.  His deep reflections on the thorny subject had borne fruit!
  There was nobody who knew him within miles of Folkestone.  If a Greyfriars fellow arrived at the tutor’s,: calling himself Herbert Vernon&Smith, who was to be the wiser?
  He could provide the fellow with all necessary proofs of identity!
  The substitute for the Bounder would have the Bounder’s books press, clothes marked with his name, his box, and, in fact, all things that were his.
  Mr. Pickering could not have the slightest suspicion that the Greyfriars junior who arrived was not the Greyfriars junior he expected.
  So long as a schoolboy called Vernon-Smith was staying with him, he would be satisfied, and his communications with Mr. Vernon-Smith would be satisfactory.
  There was, so far as the Bounder could see, only one difficulty—finding a fellow to play the part!
  That, certainly, did not seem easy.
  Then, Billy Bunter barging in, solved that difficulty for him!
  Certainly the bounder would have preferred some fellow like Wharton, or Nugent, or Bob Cherry—some fellow who would do him credit.
  But it was absolutely certain that no such fellow would consent to take part in such trickery.
  Bunter was the man!
  Vernon-Smith had settled that!  But Bunter hadn't—so far, at least.  He blinked at the Bounder in blank astonishment.  And as he recovered from his amazement, he looked far from enthusiastic.
  He was there to beg, if he could, a holiday with the millionaire’s son!  But this was a very different proposition!  Bunter Court, though not attractive, was as good as a tutor's, or better.  The very word tutor suggested work!  Bunter hated work.
  " Well, you fathead!" gasped Billy Bunter at last.  "Wharrer you mean?  How could I go instead of you?"
  " That's all right.  The man doesn't know you, or me, either."
   "Still, if he's expecting you, he won't be expecting a fellow like me is said Bunter.  " If he knows anything about you, Smithy, he will be expecting to see a rather loud sort of fellow—a bounder, in fact!  And if a gentlemen walks in—"
  Bunter stopped.  The expression on Herbert Vernon-Smith’s face warned him that it was time to stop.
  For a moment Smithy very nearly threw over his carefully-thought-out little scheme, in his intense desire to kick Bunter out of the study!
  But he restrained himself.
  Bunter devoted himself to the cake.  He had no idea of playing up in the Bounder's extraordinary scheme.  But he sagely considered that he had better finish the cake before making that plain.
  " Tomorrow, when we break up," said the Bounder quietly, " you'll take a ticket for Folkestone.  You’ll arrive at Seacliff Bungalow, Ampinge, and give my name.  You’ll keep it up all through the Easter vac—while I'm goin’ my own way, and havin’ a good time.  You fat fool, I'm going to make it worth your while!"
  Bunter munched cake.
  " I'll tell you the advantages," said Smithy, in the same quiet tone.  " There's a weekly allowance of ten bob—not much to me, but a fortune to you."
  " Oh, really, Smithy—"
  " You’ll get that!  The tutor-wallah will want you to work—but you can do precious little of that!  I should do much, I fancy."
  "I jolly will watch out!" said Bunter.  "But—“
  " The pater's keeps me short of cash."  went on the Bounder.” but I'm not kept short in other ways.  I can run up any bills I like at the tuck shop, or at the garage.  It will be the same at the tutor's.  You’ll find some grub shop handy, and you can run up bills there."
  “Oh!” said Bunter.  He began to be interested.
  “If you want to swank about, riding in cars, you can find some local garage, and spreads yourself as much as you like.”
  “Oh!” repeated Bunter.
  “You’ll take my box, and a lot of my clothes, and dress decently for once in your life—”
  “Oh, really, Smithy—”
  “You’ll have a good time—”
  “What about theatres?” asked Bunter.  He was beginning to consider the proposition seriously now.  It began to look like a good thing!
  “I believe there’s a theatre at Folkestone!  You can book all the seats you want.”
  “Oh!” said Bunter.
  Still devouring cake, the fat Owl of the Remove blinked at the Bounder thoughtfully, through his big spectacles.  He was beginning to like this idea.  The tutor might want him to work—hut it was precious little work he would get out of Bunter!  Even Quelch had never really been able to make Bunter work!  For the rest, it looked like a good thing!  
  Mr. Vernon-Smith was strictly limiting his son’s ready cash in the well founded belief that too much money had been Smithy’s undoing.  But in all other matters he was as liberal as ever.  The bounder could spend as much as he liked, so long as K the accounts came before Mr. Vernon-Smith, and were approved by him.  Indeed, the millionaire was anxious for his son to spend money as freely as of old, on harmless pleasures.  He wanted it to be clear that he was acting not penuriously, but for the boy’s own good, little as Smithy appreciated it.
  Bunter’s little round eyes began to gleam behind his big face, round spectacles.  He was fairly well aware how the Bounder was situated.  He could not put a “quid” on a game of billiards, but he ran up a bill at the school shop; he could not drop in at Pon’s study at Highcliffe for a card game, but he could phone for a car whenever he wanted one on a half-holiday.
  The Owl of the Remove could have enjoyed life in those lines.  This scheme for the hols began to appeal to him very strongly.
  Vernon-Smith grinned sourly at the sight of the growing satisfaction in his fat face.
  He knew that Bunter would play up as soon as he understood that it was to his benefit—as undoubtedly it was!
  Nobody wanted Bunter.  And here was a chance for him.  Really, it was the chance of a lifetime for Bunter!
  He finished the cake thoughtfully.  Thoughtfully, he finished a plate of tarts after the cake.
  “Well, look here, old chap, I don’t see why I shouldn’t oblige you.” said Bunter, at last.  “Of course, we’re pals—”
  “Don’t talk rot!”
  “Oh, really, Smithy!  If I’m going to oblige you—”
  “You’re not.  You’re going to jump at the chance of getting a holiday for nothin’, you fat freak.”
  “You cheeky beast!” roared Bunter indignantly.  “I jolly well won’t do it for you now—so there!”
  “All right.  I’ll ask somebody else.  Shut the door after you.”
  “What I mean is I’ll do it like a shot, old chap!  Rely on me!” said Bunter.  "A and, I say—” 
  “Mum’s the word!” grunted Smithy, as Tom Redwing came into the study.
  Bunter chuckled.
  “Right-ho!  Not a word, of course.  I’m fly!”  
  “Shut up, idiot!”  
  “It’s all right.  I’m not going to tell Redwing anything—”
  Redwing looked from one to the other.  Bunter bestowed a fat wink on the scowling  Bounder and rolled out of the study.  His problem was solved now.  He was “fixed up” for the hols.
  Tom glanced after him as he went, and then looked at the Bounder again.  He was rather puzzled.
  But Vernon-Smith said nothing.  He did not intend to confide that peculiar  arrangement for Easter even to his chum.  The less said about it the better.  Redwing found him in better spirits for the rest of that evening, and hoped that he had made up his mind to carry out his father’s wishes as cheerfully as possible.  That was a comforting hope to Redwing when he parted with his chum the following day, little guessing what was in the Bounder’s mind.

                                         THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                                     Off for the Hols!

“YOU fellows coming my way?” asked Billy Bunter.
  “No fear!” answered the fellows promptly.
  “The no-fearfulness is terrific!”
  “I was going to offer you a lift in my car!” said Bunter, with dignity.
   “Eh?”
  “What?” 
  “My car!” said Bunter.  “Smithy—  I mean I’m going to phone for it.”
  Harry Wharton & Co.  And.  They had heard a good deal, at one time or another, about the magnificent cars belonging to Bunter Court.  They were prepared to believe in the existence of those cars when they sew them.
  “I think,” said Bob Cherry gravely, “that we’ll make the school bus do to get to the station.  We might lose our train if we waited for Bunter’s car.”
  “The mightfulness is terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  Smith, from Bunter!
  “Well, the car will be here pretty soon.” he said.  “If you’d like a lift to the station I’ll take you.  If any of you happened to be going Folkestone way, I’d give you a lift all the way.”
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “I’m going down to Folkestone for the vac.” exclaimed Bunter.  “Friends there, you know—rather a decent place!  Sorry I can’t ask you there, but my friends are a bit particular whom I bring.”
  “You howling ass!”
  “Oh, really, Bull!  I’d like to ask you,” said Bunter calmly.  “But your manners, you know—“
  “Who’s the happy man?” asked Nugent, with a grin.
  He was wondering whom Bunter had succeeded in “sticking” for the hols.
  “Nobody you know.” answered Bunter loftily.  “Friends of mine.  Rather magnificent seaside bungalow.  Not people you chaps would be like to know.  Quite decent class——”
  “Kick him!” grunted Johnny Bull.
  “Beast!”
  “Well, have a good time, old fat bean.” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
  He was not particularly interested to where Bunter went for Easter, so long as it was not Wharton Lodge!
  “Oh, I’m going to!”  said Bunter airily.  “Splendid place.  Everything first-class—boating, bathing, motoring, you know.  And he won’t ged much work out of me, I fancy!” Bunter chuckled.
  “He?  Who?” asked Bob.
  “Oh!  I—I mean—him, you know.” stammered Bunter.  “That is, nobody!”
  “Well, my hat!”
  “I’m not going to tell you fellows anything.  The fact is, there isn’t anything to tell you.  There’s no secret about it, you know.” said Bunter hastily.
   The Famous Five gazed at him.
  “I’m going down in a car.” went on Bunter.  “Drop you fellows at the station, if you like.  Smithy’s got nothing to do with it, you know.  It’s one of my cars from home.”
  “Smithy!” repeated Bob blankly.
  “Yes.  Of course, a fellow can stand a fellow a car when a fellow’s obliging a fellow—what?  That’s only fair.  Not that Smithy’s standing me a car, you know.  I only mean to say—Yaroooh!” 
  Billy Bunter broke off with a howl as a finger and thumb closed on his fat ear like a steel vice.
  He spun round, to blink at the scowling face of the Bounder.
  “Ow!  Leggo!” yelled Bunter.  “I wasn’t going to tell these fellows anything, Smithy, you beast!  I haven’t let anything out, have I, you chaps?  Leggo my ear!”
  Still holding on to that fat ear, the Bounder led Billy Bunter away.  The Famous Five gazed after them, and then at one another.
  “What the dickens——” ejaculated Harry Wharton.
  “Something’s up between those two!” said Bob Cherry, in wonder.  “That fat duffer was just going to get something out.”
  “Seemed like it.”
  Hoover, what was “up” between Bunter and the Bounder did not much interest the Famous Five very much.  They had plenty of other things to think of that morning, with the school breaking up for the holidays.
  Vernon-Smith led the fat Owl out of earshot.  Bunter rubbed his ear, which was red, and rather painful, and glared at him through his big spectacles.
  “You potty, piffling porpoise!” growled Smithy.  “Haven’t you sense enough to keep your silly mouth shut?”
  “Beast!”
  “Do you want to give the whole game away, you piffling idiot!”
  “ Oh, really, Smithy——” Bunter rubbed his suffering ear.  “I was only offering my friends a lift in my car——”
    “Your car?” snarled the Bounder.
    “Yes, my car, you beast!” said Bunter warmly. “All you’ve got to do with it is to order it from the garage at Courtfield and send the bill  to your pater.  It’s my car and I’ll jolly well give my friends a lift in it if I jolly well like to, so yah!”
  “Shut up, you fat fool!”
  “Beast!”
  “Redwing’s gone.” said Vernon-Smith.  “I’ve just seen him off.  I wanted him to get clear before we started.  Now, the sooner we’re gone, the better.  The car may be here any minute.  Be ready!”
  Harry Wharton had gone, with a crowd of other fellows, on the school bus, when a car came from the Courtfield garage for Vernon-Smith.
   Billy Bunter got into that car, with the Bounder and his baggage.  It was quite a handsome car—the Bounder did these things in style.  Bunter was going all the way to Folkestone	in that car.  Expense was no object to the Bounder.  The bill from the garage would go to his father at the end of the term, as usual.  The millionaire did not stint his son in such things.  And an item in the account for a car from Greyfriars to the tutor’s house on break-up day, was all to the good, from Smithy’s point of view, as it helped to keep up the deception.
  Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith was not likely to suspect that the car had carried any person other than his son to the tutor’s bungalow at Folkestone.
  Billy Bunter would have liked to swank about “his” cer, but the bounder kept a sharp eye on him.  He noticed, too, that Mr. Smedley was opening word, and he remembered Bob’s warning, and Redwing’s vague suspicion founded on it.  And he made it to a point to speak to the Courtfield chauffeur, for the Creeper and Crawler to hear while he hovered.  In the hearing of Mr. Smedley he gave the man the address he was to drive to, so that Smedley, if he was interested in the matter, should have no doubt that Smithy really was going there.
  “Taking Bunter with you, Smithy?” asked Skinner, coming up as the fat Owl clambered into the car.
  “I’m givin’ him a lift.” answered the Bounder carelessly.
  “Room to give another fellow a lift?” asked Skinner.
  “Sorry; no!”
  The Bounder did not want Skinner’s keen eyes on the scene.  He was glad to get away from questioning and observation, and it was a relief to him when the cer turned out from the gates of Greyfriars.
  His own lines were cut and dried, but it was necessary to keep them dark—very dark, indeed!
  While the Owl of the Remove kept up appearances for him, at Mr. Pickering’s, Smithy was going with Ponsonby & Co.  of Highcliffe, in search of the “high old time” he had promised himself.
  He had not confided to Pon & Co.  the fact that he was in his father’s black books, and that the horn of plenty had run dry.
  Had those nutty youths been aware that millionaire’s son was very nearly “stony”, and that from a financial point of view, he was not worth their while, Pon & Co.  nost certainly would have turned him down.
  Smithy was keeping that little circumstance to himself.  So far as Pon & Co.  were aware, he was still the wealthy Bounder, with heaps of money to splash about.
  The car left the Courtfield road and headed for Lantham.  As it ran on the Bounder cautioned Bunter as to the part he was to play at Mr. Pickering’s.  But the fat owl you can very little attention.  Bunter was quite satisfied with his own astuteness, and did not need instruction.
  At Lantham Railway station there was a halt.  That was where the Bounder was to join his Highcliffe friends.  Leaving Smithy and his baggage there, Billy Bunter rolled on his way, fairly sure that he was going to have a good time at Mr. Pickering’s, and quite sure that if he didn’t he was not going to remain there.

                                     THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

                                             Not Nice for Bunter!

“Oh crikey!” said Billy Bunter.
   He sat up in the car and blinked through his big spectacles.
  “Is that the place?” he asked.
  “That’s it, sir!” said the Courtfield chauffeur.
  “Oh lor’!”
  Bunter was not pleased.
  Some fellows might have been pleased by what they saw.  There were white, chalky cliffs, with the sea rolling on a shingly beach.  In the background there were wide-stretching downs, green with the fresh green of spring.  There was a little cluster of cottages near the sea, and boats drawn up on the shingle. But on the road there was only one house in sight and that was a bungalow of far from imposing size.  It had a gate on the road, and a long path leading up to the house.  The only sign of civilization that Bunter could perceive was a telephone wire.
  “Oh lor’!” he repeated.
  Nobody appeared in sight at the bungalow.  The whole place had a deserted look.
  Certainly there was no such thing as a tuck-shop or a garage in the immediate neighborhood.
  A fellow keen on boating, swimming, bathing, walking, or cycling, might have had quite a good time there.  Billy Bunter cared for none of these things.
  He blinked at the place in dismay.
  So this was the show that that beast Smithy had landed him in!  Bunter was strongly tempted to “chuck” the whole thing at the start, and tell the chauffeur to drive to the nearest railway station.
  But he didn’t!  Bunter Court was not a strong attraction, for the excellent reason that on near approach Bunter Court diminished into Bunter Villa.
  Having informed his people that he was spending the vacation with friends, Bunter did not want to arrive home unexpectedly; neither did he suppose that his unexpected arrival would cause rejoicing there.
  He resolved to give the “show” a trial.
  It might turn out better than it looked.  If not, Bunter was not likely to remain there long.
  And he was hungry.  What he wanted chiefly at the moment was a meal—a large, solid meal!
  But it was with a frowning fat brow that William George Bunter rolled out of the car.
  “Shove the bags down here!” he grunted.
  There were two suitcases in the car, with Vernon-Smith’s initials on them, packed with things that also had the Bounder’s name or initials.
  The chauffeur lifted them down, and made a movement to carry them up to the house.  It was rather a walk from the road. 
  “I said shove them down here!” snapped Bunter.
  The chauffeur looked at him.
  “You don’t want them taken up to the house, sir?” he inquired.
  “No, I don’t!”
  “Very well, sir!”
  The chauffeur, surprised, but probably not displeased, for the suitcases were cover rather heavy, set them down in the grass by the gate.
  Vernon-Smith had warned Bunter to keep the chauffeur clear of the people in the   house.  They were to suppose that it was Vernon-Smith’s who had arrived, and the driver, of course, knew it was not.  A chance word might have “dished” the whole deception.
  In the circumstances, it was easy for Bunter to carry out this instructions, which was fortunate.  Had it not been easy, Bunter probably would not have carried them out.
  The Courtfield man looked at Bunter again.
  “Anything more, sir?” he asked.
  “No; you can get off!” said Bunter.
  Possibly the driver was thinking of a tip.  If so, he thought of it in vain.  Bunter wasn’t thinking of it.  The man went back to the car.
  He resumed his seat, barked, and turned.
  Bunter watched him go.
  So far as the scheme was concerned, Bunter was glad to see the car go before anyone came out of the house.  Still, it was with rather a sinking heart that he watched the car disappear up the road towards distant Folkestone.  He was fairly landed now, whether he liked the place or not.  He was not even sure that the grub was good.  Even that fearful risk had to be taken now.
  Leaving the suitcases where they lay, Bunter opened the gate and plugged up of the shingly path to the bungalow.
  Arrived at the porch, he rang the bell.
  There was some delay before the door was opened.  Bunter rang again and knocked, and then rang once more.
  Finally door was opened by the middle-aged man in horn rimmed spectacles and a shabby alpaca jacket.
  “Master Vernon-Smith?” he asked.
  “Oh, yes; didn’t you hear my car?” grunted Bunter.  “I’ve been knocking and ringing for ages.  Get my bags in.”
  The horn-rimmed man looked at him.
  He was shabby, and Bunter took him for some sort of manservant, currently a combination of gardener and odd job man.  It did not occur to his fat brain that this was Mr. Pickering.
  “I’m sorry you had to wait, Master Vernon-Smith!” said the horn rimmed gentleman quietly.  “my housekeeper is a little deaf, and doubtless did not hear you.  And my study is at the back of the house.”
  Bunter blinked at him.
  It dawned on him now that this was the “tutor-wallah.”
  “Oh!” said Bunter.  “Oh, all right!  Send out a servant to get my bags in, will you?”
  “I keep no servants but an elderly housekeeper, who, I fear, would not be able to handle baggage.” said Mr. Pickering.
  “Oh crikey!” said Bunter.
  “The chauffeur—“
  “He’s gone.”
  “Well, well:  please come in; we will see that the bags afterwards.”
  Billy Bunter rolled into an apartment which an estate agent would probably have described as a  “lounge-hall.”
  It was about 10 feet by 12a , with well worn linoleum on the floor, and furnished chiefly with a hat-rack and baggy umbrella.
  Bunter blinked round him.
  Evidently Mr. Vernon-Smith had considered that a taste of Spartans simplicity would be good for his son.
  What the Bounder, accustomed to every luxury that money can buy, would have thought of the place Bunter could not imagine.
  What Bunter thought of it was very plainly visible in his fat face.  He was restrained by no consideration of politeness towards his host.
  But Mr. Pickering did not seem to observe it.
  As he crossed the little hall Bunter noticed that he walked with a limp.  He opened the door and ushered Bunter into a room.
  “This is your room, Master Vernon-Smith.” he said.
  Bunter blinked round it.
  It was quite a comfortable room, though very barely furnished.  The window gave a wide view over green rolling downs—which did not appeal to Bunter in the least.
  Bunter grunted.
  Mr. Pickering did not grant—but had Bunter taken the trouble to observe him, he might have observed that Mr. Pickering was no more pleased than himself.
  It was obvious that Mr. Pickering was poor; and no doubt it had been a good thing for him to obtain a resident pupil who was the son of a millionaire.  But that millionaire’s son did not make a happy impression on Mr. Pickering.  
  “I trust that we shall be able to make you comfortable here.” he remarked mildly.    
  Another grunt from Bunter.  He doubted it very much.
  “A very healthy situation.” said Mr. Pickering.
  Grunt!
  “We shall work in my study.  Perhaps you would care to see it now?”
  Grunt!
  “We will arrange that tomorrow.” Perhaps you are hungry after your journey.”
  “No perhaps about it!” said Bunter.
  Mr. Pickering coughed.
  “I will speak to Amelia at once.  We have supper at night.” said Mr. Pickering.
“Amelia will get you some tea now.  Perhaps,” added Mr. Pickering thoughtfully, “you would care for an egg for your tea—after your journey!”
  Bunter gazed at him.
  An egg for his tea!   One egg!
  Leaving him in a speechless state, Mr. Pickering went back into the hall.  Bunter stood as if rooted to the floor.
  This was what he was landed in!  Miles from everywhere, and an egg for his tea—one egg!  No wonder that beast Smithy had dodged it!
  “Oh crikey!” said Bunter at last.
  Had not the car gone, it was probable that Bunter would have been gone even before Amelia had had time to boil that egg for his tea.  
  But the car had gone—and Bunter was landed!
  Landed—in this!
  Billy Bunter was conscious of one desire at the moment, stronger even than his desire for a square meal—the intense desire to get within hitting distance of Herbert Vernon-Smith’s nose, and to land his fat fist upon it, with all his weight behind the punch!

                                THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                          A Narrow Escape!

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH gave a sudden start’
  “Oh, my only hat!”  he breathed.
  Ponsonby & Co.  glanced at him.
  They were in a first-class “smoker” in the London train in Lantham Station.  The train was not yet due to start, and passengers were going up and down the carriages.
  Pon and Gadsby and Monson had already lighted cigarettes.  The Bounder was not smoking.  He had rather got out of that bad habit lately also, he was not taking risks till he was safe away from Greyfriars.  Lantham was ten miles from the school, but the Bounder had learned to be careful.
  He was in a corner seat, with his eye on the platform, and he spotted a rather tall figure moving among a dozen others.  The hard, cold face, the sharp, narrow eyes, the shot moustache over the set mouth, were only too familiar to him.  It was Mr. Smedley, the master of the Remove—alias Lucius Teggers, if the Bounder had only known it!
  Smith’s heart thumped.
  In other circumstances it would not have mattered a straw if any Greyfriars beak had seen him in the London train.  But back into his mind flashed what Bob Cherry had told him Mr. Smedley had read that letter from his father, and had seen him start in the car from Greyfriars, ostensibly for the tutor’s at Folkestone.  If he spotted him in the London train with the Highcliffe crowd—
  “What’s the row?” asked Ponsonby, in wonder.
  The Bounder hurriedly changed his position to the farther side of the carriage.
  “That’s my beak!” he muttered.  He kept his face to the opposite side of the carriage as the tall figure passed the window, walking along the platform.
  His heart was beating painfully.
  Pon & Co.  glanced at the master as he passed.  Mr. Smedley apparently had come on from Courtfield, and was changing times.  There was nothing to be surprised at in the fact that the Remove master was going to London; for all Smithy knew, he lived in London—as, in fact, Mr. Lucius Teggers did.  But it was  rather unfortunate for the Bounder that he was going to take that particular train.
  “Well, what about it?” asked Gadsby.  “Your beak doesn’t bite, does he?”
  “Don’t you want him to see you with us?” asked Monson.
  The Bounder breathed hard.
  “Has he passed?” he asked.
  “Yes; he’s looking for a carriage, I think.” said Ponsonby.  “What—”
  “Did he look in here?”
  “Just glanced in.” 
  “The rotter!” muttered the Bounder.  “He couldn’t have spotted me, or he would have opened the door.”
  “Couldn’t have seen more than the back of your head.” said Ponsonby.  “But what’s the row?  Afraid of being seen in a smokin’ carriage?”
  “Yes, that’s it!”  Smithy had no intention of explaining the real state of affairs to his Highcliffe pals.  “It means a row.”
  “Term’s over.” said Gadsby.  “Mean to say your beak would drop on you after  break-up?  He’s got nothin’ to do with you now.”
  “He’s a meddlin’, interferin’ ass!” said Vernon-Smith.  “Keep an eye open for him, Pon.  If  I’m seen here it means a fearful row.” 
  “Oh, all right!” yawned Ponsonby.
  He leaned out and looked along the platform; then he turned back into the carriage with a grin on his face.  The Bounder’s evident dread rather entertained his nutty Highcliffe friends.
  “He’s comin’ back!” said Pon.
  “Keep out of sight!” grinned Gadsby.
  “Get under the seat!” chuckled Monson.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Vernon-Smith scowled savagely at his three “friends.”  It did not mean to him merely a row if he was spotted in a “smoker” like this week.  Smedley had spied into his letter.  And if he learned that Smithy was not, after all, going to Folkestone, what would he do?  Of Lucius Teggers’ secret motives the Bounder knew and suspected nothing.  But he knew that the Creeper and Crawler was keen and anxious to land him in trouble, and a word to his father—
  At that moment the Bounder repented from the bottom of his heart the reckless scheme he had formed.  In his father’s present mood he hardly dared to think what might be the result if the incensed millionaire discovered his trickery.
  But repentance came too late.  Bunter was on his way to the tutor’s, and here was Vernon-Smith in the London train.  It was too late to retrace his reckless steps now.
  Munson had made his suggestion in jest, but the Bounder—catching at a straw, as it were—acted on it.  He dropped on his hands and knees and wedged himself under the seat.  Pon & Co.  regarded that proceeding with great hilarity.  There was a ripple of merriment in  the carriage.
[image: C:\Users\danra\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCacheContent.Word\1365-19.jpg]  “Shut up, you cackling duffers!” hissed the Bounder.  “If he comes to this carriage, keep him out.  See?”
  “Right as rain!” grinned Ponsonby.  “He’s not our beak; we’ll keep him out all right!  By gad, he’s here!”
  Ponsonby grasped the door handle inside as it was grasped outside by the tall young man on the platform.  He held it fast.
  Mr. Smedley stared at him through the open window.
  “Let me enter, please!” he snapped.
  “Sorry!  No room!”  answered Ponsonby.
  “What do you mean?  Release this door at once!”
  “Sorry—can’t!” said Pon, shaking his head.  It was rather amusing to Pon to “cheek” a Greyfriars beak.
    Mr. Smedley, still holding the handle, stared in with glinting eyes.  He could see, of course, that there was plenty of room, as there were only three fellows visible in a carriage that would hold six passengers.  In his glance he had seen four.
  “Will you let me enter this carriage?”  he said in a suppressed voice of anger.
   “Lots of room along the train!” said Gadsby.
  “I intend to enter this carriage!  Quotes
  “Sorry!” grinned Monson.  He lent Pon a hand at holding the door, as the man outside gave the handle a savage twist.  The door remained shut.
  “I will call the guard—”
  “Oh, do!” said Pon.  “I fancy we shall be hoped by then!  I tell you there’s plenty of room up the train.”
   Mr. Smedley compressed his lips.
  “Where is the boy who was in the carriage with you?” he snapped.
  “Eh?  What boy?”
  “There was another—I saw him as I passed!  I think it was a Greyfriars boy—I came back to speak to him.”
  The Bounder, safe out of sight under the seat, hardly breathed.  The man had seen only the back of his head, as he passed the carriage—he could hardly have seen more than that! Yet something familiar about him had evidently struck Mr. Smedley’s sharp eyes—a proof that the Bounder, and what he might be doing, was in the Creeper and Crawler’s  mind!
  “My dear man,” drawled Ponsonby, “You’re quite mistaken—we don’t travel with Greyfriars blighters.”
  “There was another boy in the carriage!” said Mr. Smedley, between his teeth.  “I will call the guard if you do not let go the door.” 
  There was a shriek from the engine; a sound of slamming doors along the train.  It came as an immense relief to the Bounder.  He knew that there was a suspicion in his Form master’s mind—only a vague suspicion, certainly; but it would be verified fast enough if Smedley got into the carriage!
  “Better hop along and look for a seat!” grinned Ponsonby.  “Oh, good gad!” A sudden terrific wrench on the door-handle tore it out of his hand, and Mr. Smedley dragged the door wide open.
  The Remove master barged in.  The train was beginning to move, and he had no time to cut to waste.  Ponsonby reached out as he stooped his head in entering and landed his fist with a crunching thump on the crown of his hat
  Crunch!
  “Urrrgh!” gasped Mr. Smedley.
  That hefty smite crashed his hat down over his ears.  He staggered back and sat down on the platform.
  Bump!
  “Oh!”
  “Oh gad!” gasped Monson.  “Pon, old bean—oh gad!”
  “He jolly well asked for it!” grinned Ponsonby.  “I rather fancy he won’t catch the train now!” He drew the carriage door shut with a slam.
  Mr. Smedley sat up on the platform, clutching his hat from his ears.  Three grinning faces stared back at him as he staggered to his feet.  Ponsonby waved a hand in mocking farewell.
  The carriage was already at a distance by the time Smedley was on his feet.  But he made a jump for another carriage, fast as the train was moving now.
  A porter grabbed him and pulled him back.
  “Too late, sir!”
  Mr. Smedley, standing on the platform, with his damaged hat in his hand, stared after the disappearing train.  That vague suspicion in his mind could not be verified now!  The rage in his face rather startled the Highcliffians as they stared back at him.  But he was gone from sight in a few moments.
  “All serene, Smithy!” chuckled Pon
   The Bounder, rather breathless and dusty, crawled out from under the seat.
  “I say, that jolly old beak of yours was in a fearful wax!”
  The Bounder laughed.  He glanced from the window; Lantham was disappearing behind the train.  He was done with Smedley now—done with him and from him!  But was he?

                                     THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                           Fed-Up!

Tap!
 Snore!
   Thump!
   Snore!
   Bang!
   Snore!
  “Dear me!” said Mr. Pickering.
  He opened the door of his pupil’s room, and blinked in through his horn rimmed glasses.  Deep and resonant, the snore of William George Bunter rolled and echoed through the bungalow.  With his eyes shut, and his mouth open, the fat Owl of the remove was sleeping the sleep of the just.
  Having blinked at him, the tutor-wallah crossed to the window and pulled back the blinds, looking in a flood of spring sunshine.  It was ten o’clock in the morning. 
  Mr. Pickering approached the bedside and stood regarding the sleeping beauty through his horn-rimmed glasses.
  Perhaps he had wondered a little what his holiday pupil was going to be like!  Now he knew—and the knowledge did not seem to afford an a lot of satisfaction.
  However, a middle aged tutor-wallah, afflicted with rheumatism, none too well off in the world’s goods, was not in a position to quarrel with his bread-and-butter.  He was glad to get a resident pupil the hole in his; and he had to make the best of him.
  He shook Bunter by the shoulder.  Several shakes were required to awaken the Owl of the Remove.  But his eyes opened at last.
  “Beast!” moment Bunter.
  “My dear boy——”
  “’ Tain’t rising bell!  Lemme alone!”
  “It is ten o’clock, Master Vernon-Smith.” said Mr. Pickering mildly.  He was a very mild mannered man.
  “Eh!  What?”
  Bunter sat up and blinked at him, astonished.  Then he remembered that his name was Vernon-Smith for the present, and grinned.
  “Oh!  All right!” he said.  “No need to wake me up, though!  I never get up early on holidays!  Still, I’m ready for brekker.”
   “Breakfast,” said Mr. Pickering, “has been ready a very long time.” 
  “I have brekker in bed at Bunter Court.” 
  “At Bunter Court?” repeated Mr. Pickering. 
  “I—I—I mean—that’s one of our places.” said Bunter hastily.  “One of my father’s magnificent residences, you know.  I dare say you know we’ve got dozens —in fact, scores.”
  “Oh!” said Mr. Pickering, blinking at him.
  “Send in my brekker!” said Bunter.  “I don’t eat much in the morning—a couple of eggs—say three—a few rashers of bacon, and some kidneys—”
  “I am afraid, Master Vernon-Smith, that you must not expect to find here the ease and affluence to which you have been accustomed.” said Mr. Pickering.  “if you would care to bathe before breakfast, the sea is quite near—”
  “No, fear!” 
  “The next room is the bath-room—”  
  “Who’s talking about bath-rooms`”
This was not an interesting subject to Bunter at all  “I’m talking about brekker.”
  “Breakfast will be laid in the dining-room!”
  “Look here—”
  Mr. Pickering departed.
  Bunter blinked after his departing form.
  “Beast!” he ejaculated.
  If Mr. Pickering heard that ejaculation as he departed, he affected not to do so.  His financial position did not permit him to box the ears of a millionaire’s son, as  doubtless he longed to do.
  Bunter turn out.
  Washing did not delay and long.  It never did.  He rolled into the little dining room of the bungalow.
  Bunter had had an egg for his tea the previous day.  He had had cold mutton—and not much of it—for supper!  He was ravenously hungry now.
   Amelia—control, Singh lady who was very deaf, and not remarkably good tempered—brought in his breakfast from the kitchen adjoining.
  Bunter blinked at an egg, a rasher of bacon, and a pile of bread and butter.  Indignation kept him speechless for a moment or two.  Then he roared:
  “Call that brekker?”
  “Eh?” said Amelia, putting her hand to her ear.
  “Where’s the kidneys?”
  “Eh?”
  “I want six rashers—”
  “Eh?”
  “Can’t you hear?” yelled Bunter.
  “Half past ten, sir!” answered Amelia, apparently under the impression that the fat junior was asking what time it was!
  “I didn’t ask you the time!” roared Bunter.
  “Eh?”
  “I want something to eat.”
  “Eh?”
  “Brekker!” shrieked Bunter.
  “Did you speak, sir?”
  “Oh crikey!”
  It was evident that Amelia was very deaf!  Bristling with wrath and indignation, he sat down to breakfast; such as it was.
  There was only enough for one fellow—which was not much use to Billy Bunter! Amelia retired and left him to it, and Bunter polished off that breakfast in record time.  Fortunately, it took the keenest edge off his appetite.
  Having finished, Bunter rolled out into the hall.
  His fat mind was made up.
  If Smithy thought that he was going to stand this sort of thing, Smithy was making the mistake of his life!
  The door of Mr. Pickering’s study stood open; and the tutor-one was sorting out books.  He glanced at Bunter, who was putting his coat on.
  “We are a little late this morning,” said Mr. Pickering, in his mild way, “but if you wish to go for a walk, Master Vernon-Smith—“
  Bunter snorted!
  That was all the reply he deigned to make.
  Bunter was fed up—fed up to his fat chin!  Smithy, no doubt, had had only a vague idea of what Seacliff Bungalow was like.  He had told Bunter that he could run up bills at the local shops in his name—a fat lot of good when there weren’t any shops!
  Bunter was going, and, like the guests in Macbeth, he stood not upon the order of his going, but went at once.
  The tutor blinked after him as he rolled to the front door.
  “Lunch is at one!” he called out.
  Grunt!
  Slam!
  Bunter was gone!

                                          THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                   A Narrow Escape!

“BUNTER!”
  “Oh lor’!”
  Billy Bunter jumped.
  He was about a mile from Seacliff Bungalow, following the road by which Smithy‘s car had got him the previous day.
  He had turned his fat back on the bungalow for good!  That was that!  Pickering might think what he liked; Smithy might explain it all to his father as best he could—all that did not matter to Billy Bunter!  What mattered was that he was not going to stop-in a place where there was nothing—practically nothing—to eat!
   On the road he passed pedestrians, and did not particularly notice a young man coming towards him—and that tall young man stopped and addressed him by name.
  Then he blinked at the tall young man in a startled amazement, mingled with consternation.
  It was Mr. Smedley!
  Once away from Greyfriars, Bunter had forgotten all about such worrying and troublesome things as beaks.  Beaks were left behind when school was left behind.
  And here was his beak fixing him with his cold, hard eyes, just as if he was at Greyfriars school!
  “Oh!  G-g-and good morning, sir!” gasped Bunter.  “I—I’m in rather a hurry, sir—”
  “Stop!”
  “I—I’ve got to catch a train, sir—”
  “I have told you to stop.”
  “Oh!  All right, sir!” gasped Bunter.
  What on earth Smedley could be doing here was a mystery to Billy Bunter.  But he realised, of course, that it would never do for Smedley to learn of the trick he had been playing.  He was glad that he was at a good distance from the place where he had used Vernon-Smith’s name.
  Mr. Smedley, spelling his fat, red, confused face, probably wondered why he was so confused and alarmed.  Certainly he had not the remotest suspicion of the facts.
  He had a suspicion—are very strong suspicion—that Vernon-Smith had not carried out his father’s instructions, and had not gone to Mr. Pickering’s place at all.  He was going to find out.  That was why Mr. Smedley was there—little as Bunter guessed it.
  “Are you staying in this neighborhood for the holidays, Bunter?” asked Mr. Smedley.
  “Yes, sir!  I—I mean no, sir!” stammered Bunter.  “I—I mean, not exactly!  That is, I—I—I—”
  “Have you seen Vernon-Smith?”
  “Vernon-Smith, sir!” gasped Bunter.  “Not—not since yesterday, sir. I-–I saw him at—at Greyfriars, sir!”
  “I think I saw you leave the school with him, Bunter.”  
  “Did—did you, sir?” stammered Bunter.  He felt that he might have guessed that one!  The Creeper and Crawler saw everything!
  “You are not staying with him at this place?”
  “Oh!  No, sir!”
  “Do you know where Seacliff bungalow is?”
  “S-s-seacliff  B-b-bungalow!” stammered Bunter.
  “Yes; I was told that it lies on this road.” said Mr. Smedley impatiently.  “Is it much farther on?”  
  Bunter blinked at him.  The Creeper and Crawler was going to Seacliff Bungalow!  Had he arrived an hour ago he would have found Billy Bunter there, under the name of Herbert Vernon-Smith!  Billy Bunter’s fat heart almost missed a beat as he realised what a narrow escape he had had!
  “Do you know where the place is?” snapped Mr. Smedley.
  “Never heard of it, sir!” gasped Bunter.  “I mean, it’s miles away!  Ten miles at least!  You-you could never walk it, sir!”
  “Have you been there, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!  Never seen the place.”
  “Have you seen Vernon-Smith’s there?”
  “Oh!  No!  I—I mean, yes!” gasped Bunter, remembering that if Mr. Smedley: but the bungalow, Mr. Pickering would certainly tell him that Vernon-Smith was there!  “The—the fact is, sir—— press”
  “Well?” said Mr. Smedley, eyeing him grimly.
  He could see, of course, that Bunter was lying!  Why the fat junior was lying, however, he could not see.  But it strengthened his suspicions that the Bounder of Greyfriars was “up” to something.  
  “The—the fact is, sir!” stuttered Bunter, cudgelling his fat brains for some “facts” that would suit the circumstances.  “The—the fact is, I—I passed the place, sir, and—and spoke to Smithy—” 
  “Then he is there?”
  “Exactly, sir!  I—I’ve got to catch my train——“
  “You saw Vernon-Smith’s at Seacliff Bungalow?” snapped Mr. Smedley.  “What was he doing?”
  “Going for a walk, sir!” said Bunter, remembering that Mr. Pickering supposed that he had gone for a walk. “I—I say, sir, I—I shall miss my train—“
  Mr. Smedley’s eyes glinted at him.
  “If you have seen Vernon-Smith at Seacliff Bungalow, Bunter, why did you tell me that you had not seen him since yesterday?”
  “I—I didn’t—”
  “What?”
  “I—I mean—that—that that was only a—a figure of speech, sir!” gasped the hapless fabricator.  “What—what I really meant, sir, was that I had seen him, sir, and—and spoken to him——”
  “You are not telling me the truth, Bunter!” 
  “Oh!  Yes, sir!  I—I always do, sir.  I—I always do, sir.  I—I couldn’t tell a lie, sir, like that American in the story, sir——”
  Mr. Smedley had a walking cane under his arm.  He slipped it down into his hand.  He swished it in the air—a proceeding that Billy Bunter viewed with deep alarm!  Surely even this beast was not going to “whop” a fellow in the holidays!
  But he was!
  “Bend over, Bunter!” said Mr. Smedley.
   “I—I say, sir.” gasped Bunter.  “It—it’s hols, you know, sir!  I—I say—”
  “Bend over!” said Mr. Smedley, in a voice that made Bunter jump.
  “Oh crikey!”
  Billy Bunter bent over!  Hols or not, there was no help for it!  Smedley seemed annoyed about something; why, Bunter did not know!  But he could see that the beast was annoyed.
  Whack, whack!  
  “Yaroogh!  Whoop!”
  Mr. Smedley tucked his cane under his arm and walked on.  Billy Bunter glared after him and shook his fat fist at his back.
  “Beast!”  he gasped.  “Caning a fellow in the hols!  I’ve a jolly good mind to chuck something at the beast!  I’ve a jolly good mind—”
  Mr. Smedley glanced over his shoulder and stared at Bunter, in the act of brandishing a fat fist at him.  He made a stride back.
  “Oh crikey!” spluttered Bunter.
  Forgetting what he had a “jolly good mind” to do, the fat Owl of the Remove took to his heels and vanished up the road.
  Knitting his brows Mr. Smedley walked on, looking round him for the bungalow he was seeking.  He was puzzled and annoyed and perplexed.
  Billy Bunter’s confused prevarications had strengthened his suspicions, but without giving them any definite shape.  Was Vernon-Smith’s at the tutor’s, or not?  Bunter had said so, but he did not believe Bunter.  On the other hand, why should Bunter have lied?  He could not have been put up to it by the Bounder, as he certainly could have had no expectation of meeting Mr. Smedley that morning.  The whole thing was a puzzle, of which the solution was to be found at the tutor’s house—at least, so Mr. Smedley fancied!  Th th th assembly said cold might remove the 16 the
  He found Seacliff Bungalow at last.  Amelia showed him into Mr. Pickering’s study he exclaimed to that rather surprised gentleman that he was Herbert Vernon-Smith’s Form-master, at Greyfriars School, and that, being at Folkestone for the day, it had occurred to him to walk out and see the boy.
  “Ah!  Quite so—quite so!” assented Mr. Pickering.  “I am sorry that he has gone out for a walk.  He was, of course, quite unaware—”
  Mr. Smedley was hardly able to conceal his disappointment.
  He had had his journey for nothing!
  Vernon-Smith, obviously, was there, though not at the moment!  Mr. Pickering’s words really left no room for doubt on the subject.
  It was disappointed and extremely irritated man that walked back to Folkestone! 

                                   THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                            Back at the Bungalow!

“I say, you fellows!”
  Harry Wharton jumped.  So did Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  So did Bob Cherry!  All three of them jumped at once.
  “Bunter!” ejaculated Wharton.
  “Bunter!” howled Bob.
  “The esteemed and idiotic Bunter!” exclaimed the Nabob of Bhanipur.
  Billy Bunter grinned cheerfully.
  He rolled out of the little station at Winford, a mile from Wharton Lodge, in Surrey, in the sunny spring afternoon.
  It was quite a pleasure to Billy Bunter to catch sight of Harry Wharton & Co. as he came out of the station.
  Judging by their looks, the pleasure was not shared by Co.
  They stared at Bunter.  They had not expected to see that fat youth again till next term at Greyfriars.  But there he was!
 The three juniors were standing by a car in the High Street.  The dark had brought Wharton’s  uncle, the colonel, to the station, and he had gone in, to take his train.  The car was at the disposal of the juniors for the afternoon, and they were going for a long spin in it.  They were debating the route of that spin when Bunter happened.
  “Lucky, dropping in on you like this—what?” said Bunter.  “I was going to take a taxi, but as you’ve got the car here—”
  “The luckfulness is not terrific!” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Sorry I couldn’t get along for lunch.” said Bunter breezily.  “But I had something on the train—that’s all right.  Still, I shall be ready for tea when we get in!”
  “When we get in!” repeated Harry.
  “Yes, old chap!”
  Wharton gazed at him.  Apparently, billy Bunter had decided on Wharton Lodge, after all, for the Easter vac. 
  “Didn’t you go to Folkestone, after all?” asked Bob Cherry.  “Or have those magnificent friends of yours got fed up already?”
  “Oh, really, Cherry!” Bunter blinked round.  “Nugent and Bull here?” he asked.
  “They’re at home at present.” answered Wharton.
  “Well, that’s really all the better.” remarked Bunter.  “I never could stand that ruffian Bull—”
  “What!”
  “And Nugent’s rather a milksop, isn’t he?” said Bunter.  “But if they’re coming along later in the vac, I don’t mind!” 
  “You—you don’t mind?”
  “No, old fellow!  I always was an accommodating chap.” said Bunter.  “Are you going back to the Lodge now?”
  “We’re going for a drive.”
  “Oh, all right—I don’t mind!  All right so long as we’re not late for tea!” said Bunter cheerily
  He walked to the car and stepped in.  Harry Wharton still gazed at him.  Harry Jamset Ram Singh grinned, and Bob Cherry chuckled.
  With all his nerve, there was a slightly uneasy blink behind Billy Bunter’s big spectacles.  He hoped to carry this off by sheer cheek, but he had a lingering doubt
  But now that he had shaken the dust of Seacliff Bungalow from his feet, it was really neck or nothing with Bunter.  A fellow had to spend the holidays somewhere!  It was neck or nothing—and Bunter had been plentifully endowed by Nature with “neck.”
  He sat down in the car, and hoped for the best.
  “Well, my hat!” gasped Wharton. “I—I——”
  Words failed him.
  “Hop in!” said Bunter.  “Let’s get that drive, if we’re going to have it before tea.  Bit of a squeeze in this poky little car.  Rather lucky that Nugent and Bull ain’t here—what?  I should have come over in the pater’s Rolls, but, you see, I haven’t been home.  I was at Folkestone yesterday—I’ve come from there to day.  I wish you fellows could have been with me, really—I’ve had rather a gorgeous time. But a fellow gets tired of all that magnificence!” said Bunter, shaking his head.  “It palls, you know!”
  Wharton was still gazing at him.
  “Dressing for dinner, you know—ten course dinner—butler and footmen, and all that.” said Bunter.  “I dare say you fellows would enjoy it no end, but I’m too accustomed to it at Bunter Court.  A fellow gets tired of it.  I said to myself; “Dash it all, I’d really prefer a few quiet days at Wharton’s humble home!  My very words!  So here I am, old chap!”
  “Here you are!” agreed Wharton.  “there’s no doubt about that, at any rate.  Have you really been to Folkestone?  Quotes
  “Oh, really, Wharton—”
  “I mean, is there really anybody there who would take you in?”  
  “My friends begged me to stay.” said Bunter.  “Sir Walter almost cried when I left.”
  “Oh crikey!” murmured Bob Cherry.
  Harry Wharton appeared to make up his mind, after some deep thought.  His comrades were watching him, wondering what he was going to do, half expecting him to take Billy Bunter by his fat neck and hook him out of the car.  Wills good one
  Instead of that, Wharton stepped to the driver, who was in his seat, and spoke to him in a low voice.
  “Yes, Master Harry!”  he said.
  “Hop in, you fellows!” said Wharton. “I’ve told the chauffeur where to drive.”
  “Right-ho!” said Bob cheerily.
  Bob Cherry and the Nabob of Bhanipur stepped into the car, and Wharton followed them in.  Both of them were aware that wharton’s whispered words to the chauffeur had some hidden meaning.  That, however, did not occur to William George Bunter.
  The car started, and dashed away out of Winford.
  It was a pleasant April afternoon, very enjoyable for a run in a car.  As the juniors did not have to return to Wharton Lodge until supper-time they intended to cover a good deal of ground before they turned back.  But, as it happened, they were going to cover a good deal more ground than had been originally planned.
  The car ate up the miles, by hill and dale.
  For an hour or so Billy Bunter was content with having “got away with it.” He entertained the juniors with a description of the magnificent abode on the cliffs by Folkestone, which he had unaccountably abandoned in favor of Wharton’s humble home.  That magnificence description the chums of the Remove took the liberty of doubting; but there was no doubt that Bunter had been staying at Folkestone, that he had come from that town, and still less doubt that he was going back there—there he was, as yet, happily unaware of that circumstance!
  “I say, you fellows, we shall be late for tea!” said Bunter at last.
  It was all very well to “get away with it,” but Bunter was not the fellow to forget a meal time.
  “We’ve got a cake in the car!” said Harry.
  “Oh good!  Where is it?”
  The cake was produced.  Bunter to possession of it.
  “What are you fellows going to have?” he asked.
  It seemed that the fellows were going to have nothing.  They gazed at Bunter in silence as he gobbled the cake period
  Having finished the cake, Bunter grunted, yawned, and settled back in his corner.
  “I say, you fellows!  Wake me up when we get in!” he grunted.
  And Bunter closed his eyes behind his big spectacles, and his deep snore was added to the whirr of the car.
  “Where are we going, old bean?” muttered Bob Cherry.  “I seem to know this road.”
  “Folkestone,” answered Harry.  “We’re giving Bunter a lift back.  Could we can’t sacrifice all that magnificence on our account.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.
  Bunter’s eyes opened behind his spectacles, and he blinked peevishly at the juniors.
  “I say, you fellows, don’t make a row when a fellows taking forty winks!” he said.  “This old car’s bad enough!”
  Bunter closed his eyes again.
  They remained closed while the car ate up the miles.  Scenery did not appeal to Billy Bunter very much; but sleep came next to eating in his fat estimation of the joys of life!  He slept, he snored, and was contented!  He was still snoring when the evening closed in; but he ceased to snore at last when a vigorous shake awakened him.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob Cherry.  “Here we are, Bunter!  Wake up, old fat man!”
  “Urrgh!  Don’t yell at a fellow!” growled Bunter.  He rubbed his eyes and set his spectacles straight on his fat little nose.  “I say, you fellows, I hope supper will be ready!  I’m jolly hungry!”
  “Jump out!”
  Bunter rolled out of the car.  He blinked round him in surprise.  He had supposed that the car had reached Wharton Lodge, after the drive.  Instead of which, he found himself in a lighted street, with people passing, cars humming, and motors whirring.
  “I say, you fellows!”  He blinked round blankly, and then blinked back at the car.  “I say, what place is this?  What—”
  Slam!
  The door of the car slammed shut, and it moved on. 
  “I say, you fellows!” roared Bunter in alarm. 
  “Good-bye, Bunter!”
  “What?  I say—”
  Bunter rushed after the car.  But it vanished in the traffic; and he stood on the edge of the pavement, blinking after it.
  “What the thump—” he gasped.
  The car was gone.  Bunter stood blinking.  A policeman, standing at the corner, was eyeing him rather curiously.  Bunter rolled up to the man in blue.
  “I say, what place is this?” he asked.
  The constable stared.
  “What place is it?” he repeated.  “Folkestone, of course!”
  Bunter almost to staggered.
  “Folkestone!” he gurgled. “Oh lor’!  Oh, the rotters!  Oh crikey!  Oh, the beasts!  Oh jiminy!”
  “Move on!” said the policeman, eyeing him suspiciously.
  Bunter moved on.
  He was back at Folkestone.  And those beasts had gone off without him, leaving him there!  Slowly, but surely, it dawned on Bunter’s fat brain that he had not “got away with it,” as he had so happily supposed.  The chums of the Remove had been going for a drive—and they had driven in the direction of Folkestone, in order to land him there— where he had come from!  He was now free to go back to all the magnificent splendours he had described to them!
  “Oh lor’!” gasped Bunter.
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  He ran his hands through his pockets.  There was nothing there!  His financial resources had been exhausted by the railway journey that day.
 “Oh crikey!” groaned Bunter.
  There was one resource for Bunter—Seacliff Bungalow!  Really, he was rather lucky to have that resource!  But he did not feel lucky as he started to walk for that distance spot!
  He walked and walked and walked!  He was tired, he was only; and the miles seemed endless and unlimited.
  He had left Seacliff Bungalow that morning, with the firm intention of never seeing the place again.  Now he was longing to see it— yearning to see it—but it seemed to him ages and ages and ages before, at last, he reached the lonely Bungalow.
  He had hardly strength enough left to bang on the door.
  Mr. Pickering opened it.
  “Dear me!” he said, blinking at the sagging fat junior.  “I have been quite alarmed about you, Master Vernon-Smith!  Did you lose your way?”
  Bunter did not answer.  He staggered in and collapsed on the newest chair.
  “You seen tired, Master Vernon-Smith!” said Mr. Pickering.
  Groan!
  “You must have lost your way—”
  Groan!
  “Did you wander very far?”
  Groan!
  “Dear me!” said Mr. Pickering; and as Bunter seemed bent on groaning, he left him to groan.
  Harry Wharton & Co.  enjoyed the run home in the balmy April evening.  They were in rather late for supper, and they enjoyed the supper.  But neither the drive nor the supper was so enjoyable as the absence of William George Bunter, who—much against his will—was still keeping his peculiar compact with the Bounder!
THE END.
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As Mr, Smedley was about to bring hls cane down on Bob Cherry again, Mr. Prout made a stride forward and grasped {t
descending arm.  * Siop, sir [ * he hoomed. ** Release my arm, sir ! * sald the new Form-master, pantiog with rag
« How dare you meddle, sir, between me and a boy of my Form ! Stand back, sir § >
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Vernon-Smith dropped on hands and knees and wedged himself under fhe seat. Thers was a tipplo of merrinient from Pon &

Co. **Shut up, you cacklin’ duffers 1** bissed tho Bounder. **If the beak comes to this carriage kesp him out, ses? **
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open window.
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A FIGHT FOR A FORTUNE—BOY versus FORM-MASTER!
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TLeaning back In the armchair, Bunter pufted at Prout's clgar, He was more {han hall-way through when he was conselous
of a strange feeling stealing over him. * Oh lor’ I * ho gasped, pitching the unfinished cigar into the grate. Then his com-
‘plexion, generally rick and red, faded into a deadly white with & touch of green |




