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          The First Chapter.
  
                                                 Floury!

“NOM d’un chien!” yelled Monsieur Charpentier.
  A dozen Greyfriars fellows heard that yell.
  A dozen fellows, therefore, were startled.
  Like most French masters, Monsieur Charpentier had his trials.  Life was not all roses to the dapper little gentleman who strove—largely in vain—to drive his beautiful language into unreceptive heads.
  Often and often had Mossoo been heard to ejaculate  “Ciel!” or “Mon Dieu !”
  But this was the limit!
  It was beyond the limit!
  “Name of a dog,” in English, was not fearfully expressive.  It did not sound awfully shocking.  Rather it provoked a smile.  No nice Frenchman would think of expressing his feelings by calling on the name of a dog! Rough and rude “Froggies”  might.  But not nice ones.  It was an expression that was not used in the best circles.
  So when Monsieur Charpentier uttered those startling words at the top of his voice it was clear unto all hearers that something of a very surprising and disagreeable nature had happened to Mossoo! 
  It had!
  A moment before the French master had been sitting at his study table, perusing a letter from his native land.  The study window was wide open, letting in the spring breeze and the sunshine of May.
  Unfortunately, it had let in something much less agreeable.  Something had whizzed in suddenly at that open window.  Mossoo did not see it coming, so swiftly did it: come.  He did not know that it was on its way till it landed.  Then he knew.
  It was a paper bag of flour!  And it landed upside down on the top of the French master’s head, as he bent over his letter.
  Flour inundated Monsieur Carpentier.
  Hence his fearful yells.  
  He leaped to his feet, streaming flour.  He spluttered.  He gasped.  He gurgled.  He roared.
  “Nom d’un nom d’un chien!” 
  This was worse than before!  “Name of a dog” is expressive in French!  But “name of a name of a dog” was really awful!  Obviously, Monsieur Charpentier had forgotten himself!  But a hapless gentleman with flour in his eyes and nose and hair and ears, night, perhaps, be excused for forgetting everything but the flour!
  There was the sound of rapid running feet in the quad.  Whoever had hurled that bag of flour in at the study window was losing no time in departing for parts unknown.  But Mossoo had no eyes for that unknown person, no ears to hear him.  Eyes and ears were thick with flour.  Whoever it was, he vanished unseen.  Mossoo wrestled with flour.
  In Masters Passage, outside the study, a dozen fellows who heard Mossoo’s frantic yells looked at one another.  The were all Remove fellows, and they all had written papers in their hands.  There had been a French class in the Remove that afternoon.  Mossoo had been less patient than usual.  The result was an extraordinary crop of impositions.  
  Harry Wharton & Co. were all there.  Billy Bunter was there.  Other fellows were there.  Some of them had been ragging in the French class.  Some hadn’t!  But all the lines.  When Mossoo got excited in class his wrath, like the rain and hail, fell alike on the just and the unjust!  Bob Cherry had stamped on the floor.  Harry Wharton had sought to restrain his happy exuberance.  Both had got lines!
  Quite an army of Removites were marching on the French masters study, with hundreds of lines from that great poem the “Henriade” ready to show up.  But they stopped in sheer amazement.
  “That’s Mossoo!” ejaculated Harry Wharton.
  “Sort of sounds like him!” agreed Bob Cherry.
  “What on earth——” exclaimed Frank Nugent.
  “Something’s happened——”
  “The happenfulness must have been terrific!”  remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Listen!” breathed Johnny Bull.
  Strange, wild sounds came from the study.  Nothing more was heard of the name of a dog!  Only the first moment of horror could have drawn that expression from so polite a gentlemen as Monsieur Carpentier.  He was still going strong—but not quite so strong.
  “Urrgh!  Mon Dieu!  Vat is zat?  Urrgh!  Quelque coquin—urrgh!  Ciel!  La farine!  De la farine!  Urrrggh!”
  “Farine means flour”” said Nugent.  “What the thump is he doing with flour in his study?”
  “Goodness knows!”  
  “I say, you fellows, I saw Smithy with a bag of flour!” squeaked Billy Bunter.  “I say——”
  “Isn’t Smithy here?” asked Wharton, glancing around.  “He had lines, like the rest of us.”
  “Not here!” said Bob, with a grin.  The Bounder of Greyfriars was not among the army of fellows with lines.  Really he ought to have been, for he had been the worst ragger in the French class, and had bagged twice as many lines as the rest.
  “I say, you fellows——”
  “Shut up, Bunter”
  “But I say, I saw Smithy——”
   “Keep it dark if you did!  We’d better see what’s happened to Mossoo.” said Harry Wharton, and he knocked on the French masters door.  Whatever had happened, it was time for the juniors to take in the lines.  And they were undoubtedly curious to ascertain the cause of that sudden and amazing explosion of yells, gurgles, and choking gasps in Monsieur Charpentier’s study.  Wharton opened the door.
  “Our lines, sir!” he said.  “We—-why—what—  Oh, my only hat!” He gazed at the French master dumbfounded.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” gasped Bob Cherry.
  “Oh crumbs!” gurgled Peter Todd.  
  “Ha, ha, ha!”  
    It was an amazing spectacle!  Floury from head to foot, Mossoo stood gasping and gurtling and guggling, with a bag of flour perched like a top hat on his head.  the He looked like a hill of flour.   There was little of him to be seen, except flour.  He was of the flour, floury!
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  “Ciel!   I am smozzered viz la fatine—flour!  Regardez!  Smozzered!” gurgled Monsieur Charpentier,  removing the bag of flour from his head.  “Who shall do zis?  Is it you, Vharton?”
  Harry Wharton jumped.
  “Oh, no!  No fear, sir!  We heard you from the passage——”
  “He, he, he!” squeaked Billy Bunter, blinking in through his big spectacles.
“Oh crikey!  Flour!  He, he, he!”
  Mossoo dabbed flour from his eyes, and glared.  Usually, good tempered, he had been rather cross that day.  Now he was crosser.  He was fearfully cross.
  “You, Buntair!” he panted.  “It vas you, Buntair!”
  “Oh lor’!  No!” gasped Bunter in alarm.  “No jolly fear, sir!”
  “Vy for you laff, zen?” howled Mossoo.
  “Because you look so funny in all that flour, sir—I—I—I mean, you—you don’t look funny at all——“
  “Regardez!  Look at me!” shrieked Monsieur Charpentier.  “Somevun do zis because I give him lines!  Somevun zrow zat bite of flour in at ze vindow! Ciel!
 Vat vun of you garcons do zis vicked xing?”
  “Nobody here, sir.” said Bob Cherry.  “We were all in the passage coming to the study when we heard——”
  Monsieur Charpentier rushed to the open window, scattering clouds of flour as he went.  Some of the juniors sneezed.  The atmosphere of the study was thick with flour.  The French master glared from the window.  In the distance the tall figure of Mr. Smedley, the master of the Remove, was to be seen.  Nobody else was inside at the moment.  The delinquent had vanished whole minutes ago.
  This floury Frenchman turned from the window.  He breathed wrath and flour.  Wrath intensified at the sight of a crowd of grinning faces in his study.  There was, so far as Henry Adolphe Charpentier could see, nothing to grin at!  He glared at the Removites almost ferociously, and they controlled their merriment.
  “Our lines, sir!” said Bob, laying his import on the table, and backing to the door.  Bob felt that he had to get away and laugh, or explode.
  “Allez-vous- en!” spluttered the French master.  “Go avay viz you, toute de suite!  Bon Dieu! Go avay!  I cane ze garcon zat laff!”
  The juniors dropped their impots on the table, and backed out of the study.  They were all anxious to go.  They could not chortle in the presence of the floury Frenchman.  And they badly wanted to chortle. They suppressed their feelings as they retreated down the passage.  But when they reached the corner they could contain themselves no longer.  And there was a roar.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Which merry sound, penetrating to the floury French master in his study, did not seem to afford him any comfort. 

                             THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                                      Not for Bunter! 

BUMP!
  Smithy was running hard.
  Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, had reason for hurrying.
  Not only did he want to get quickly out of sight from Masters’ windows, but he had two or three powdery traces on his clothes of which he wished to get rid of as soon as possible.
  Cutting along to the nearest corner of the building, Smithy shot round that corner, and was out of sight from Mossoo’s window almost in a twinkling.  And George Wingate, of the Sixth Form, strolling along from the Sixth Form green, with his hands in the pockets of his flannel bags, turning over in his mind the probable cost of certain necessary new nets, reached the corner of the pros from one direction as Smithy turned it from the other.	
  Nobody was really to blame for the collison.  It was just one of those unfortunate things that do happen sometimes.
  Wingate, taken quite by surprise, let out a yell and sat down.  The Bounder, reeling from the shock, staggered against the wall—yet even in that dizzy moment he contrived to keep round the corner, out of view if a floury face looked out of Monsieur Charpentier’s window!  
  “What the dooce——” gasped the captain of Greyfriars, sitting on the gravel and staring at the junior, while he gasped for breath.
  “Sorry, Wingate!” panted the Bounder.
  “You clumsy young rascal!”
  “I—I didn’t see you——“
  “Were you running with your eyes shut?” gasped Wingate.  “What the thump do you mean by barging round a corner like a runaway horse?”
  He staggered up.  Vernon-Smith pulled himself together.  Wingate was captain of the school and head prefect; it was no light matter to barge him headlong over and send him spinning.  But a much more serious matter was on Smithy’s mind—the flowering of Mossoo!  He started to run again.
  Wingate promptly grabbed him by the collar.
  “Hold on, you young sweep!  What’s the hurry?”
  “I—I——  a chap’s waitin’ for me!”
  “Let him wait!  I’ve a jolly good mind to walk you to my study and give you six of the best!” growled Wingate.  “Barging a Sixth Form man over!  My hat!”
  “I’m awfully sorry, Wingate!” said the Bounder meekly.
  It was not like the most reckless fellow at Greyfriars school to be meek.  Even to high and mighty prefects of the Sixth Form, Smithy was very often lacking in respect.  But the scapegrace of the school had his reasons now.  He was feverishly anxious to get clear.
  His meekness disarmed the Greyfriars captain, always good-natured.  He released the Bounder’s collar.
  “Well, don’t do it again!” he rapped.  “you made my bags dusty, you young ass, and I’m just going down to Courtfield.  Is that flour, or what?  What the dooce have you been doing with flour?”
  Vernon-Smith shut his teeth hard.  It was rather difficult to handle stuff like flour without retaining a few traces.  That would not have mattered but for this unfortunate collision.  Now it mattered a lot.  The last thing Smithy desired to have noticed about him just then was flour!
    But there it was!  His hands were powdery white, there were specs of flour on his jacket, and some of them had been transferred to Wingate.  The Sixth Form man took out a handkerchief to brush them off.
  “What have you been up to?” he snapped.
  “A—a fellow chucked some flour over me for a lark!” stammered the Bounder.
  “Silly sort of lark!” grunted Wingate.  “Well, cut off, and don’t barge any more Sixth Form men over.  You may get whopped next time.”
  The great man of the Sixth went on his way.  Very soon he dismissed the incident from his mind as he walked down to the gates, once more meditating on the subject of cricket nets.  But it was not easy for Herbert Vernon-Smith to dismiss it.
  He reached a secluded spot, behind the elms at the end of the Sixth Form green, where he carefully brushed away every speck and trace of flour.  No other high was going to detect those signs of guilt on him.  But even as he was so engaged he you knew how useless it was.
  Wingate had gone down to Courtfield.  He would be back before call-over.  And when he heard of what had happened to the French master, he was quite certain to guess why the Bounder had been charging round that corner with traces of flour on him!
  Nothing could have been more unlucky for the Bounder, already in his Head master’s black books, and on the worst of terms with his Form-master: and liable to terrific trouble at home if he landed in serious trouble at school.
  His face was set when you went back to the House at last.  In the quadrangle he passed Mr. Smedley, the new master of the Remove.  Smedley appeared to take no notice of him; but the Bounder noted that the “Creeper: and Crawler’s” eyes were on him in a sidelong way.  He wondered whether the Remove beak had heard of the flour, and suspected him!  The jape was so’s utterly reckless that suspicion was very likely to fall on Vernon-Smith, even without any evidence.  Few fellows at Greyfriars had the nerve to buzz as a bag of flour at a master’s head—even a French master’s.
  Smedley did not speak, however, and the Bounder went into the House.  A group of fellows inside were grinning and chatting—Hobson and Hoskins of the Shell, Temple, Dabney & Co.  of the Fourth, and some of the Remove.
   Hobson of the Shell hailed the Bounder as he passed.
  “Heard, Smithy?”  “Heard what?” asked Vernon-Smith carelessly.
  “Some bargee had floured Froggy!” chuckled Hobson.    “Buzzed a bag of flour at him through his study window.”
  “You don’t say so!”  
  “I jolly well do!  Lots of fellows have seen him!  He’s gone to the Head to complain—white as a ghost!”  
  “I saw him!” chuckled Skinner.  “He was floury, and using flowery language!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You know anythin’ about it, Smithy?” grinned Temple of the Fourth.
  The Bounder stared at him.
  “First I’ve heard!” he answered.  “How should I know anything about it, ass?”
  “Where were you when it happened?” grinned Temple.
  “Find out!” snapped Vernon-Smith.  And he scowled and tramped up the stairs, leaving the juniors laughing.
  There was another group of fellows on the Remove landing.  They all looked at Vernon-Smith as he came up.  His lip curved in a sneer.  He knew what was in their minds.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here’s Smithy!” said Bob Cherry.  “Been out of gates, Smithy?”
  “Anywhere near Mossoo’s study window?” grinned Squiff.
  “No!”
  “All the better for you if you haven’t!” grunted Johnny Bull.  “Bunter says he saw you with a bag of flour.”
  Vernon-Smith started.
  “That’s all right, Smithy—even Bunter won’t sneak.” said Harry Wharton.  “But you must have been a frightful ass to do it!”
  “Who says I did it!” snarled the Bounder.
  “Oh, if you didn’t, all right!”  The captain of the Remove shrugged his shoulders.  “Perhaps there was another fellow larking with a bag of flour.  Sounds, probable.”
, Redwing was in the grip of Removites on the landing, and his face was overcast.  But he did not speak to Smithy.  The Bounder had quarreled with his chum—as he quarreled with everyone, sooner or later.  Redwing had, at long last, taken him at his word, and left him to go his own wilful way, to hoard for all the trouble he wanted.  The trouble had not been long in accruing!
   “Hobson says Mossoo has gone to the Head!” said Vernon-Smith.  “Anybody know the result?”
  “Anybody can guess, I think.” answered Harry.  “the fellow who chucked that bag of flour at Mossoo will be sacked if he’s caught.  Especially if he’s a fellow who’s already got the beaks’ backs up.”
  Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth and tramped up the passage to study No. 4.  He tramped into his study, and banged the door shut behind him.
  It was tea time in the Remove.  Since his “row” with Redwing, the latter never came to the study to tea; and the Bounder had missed him, though nothing would have induced him to admit it.  Generally he asked Skinner, or Snoop, or some other fellows to tea, not caring for a meal in solitude.  On the present occasion he did not want company.
  But though he did not want it, he was going to have it.  A fat junior, sprawling in the study armchair, blinked at him through a pair of big spectacles as he entered.  Becoming aware of Billy Bunter’s presence in the study, the Bounder gave him a look.  In his present mood the Bounder’s study was about as safe a place for the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove as a lion’s den.  Bunter was rather in the position of Daniel of old.  For once, however, it seemed that William George Bunter dared to be a Daniel.  Undismayed by the Bounder’s angry glare, he nodded coolly, and grinned a fat grin.
  “Waiting for you to come in, old chap!” said Bunter breezily.
  The Bounder stepped to the corner of the study, where a cricket bat stood.
  “If you’re not gone in two ticks——” he muttered.
  “I’m staying to tea, old chap!”
  “Are you?” said the Bounder grimly, as he picked up the bat.
  “That is, if you ask me, of course.”  said Bunter calmly.  “I say, Smithy, what did you do with that bag of flour?  He, he, he!”
  Vernon-Smith, stepping across to the armchair, with the bat in his hands, stopped dead.
  “That what?” he repeated.
  “He, he, he!”  Bunter give him a fat wink.   I’m no sneak, I hope!  Serve old Froggy right, if you ask me— giving a chap lines for nothing!  All the same, you’d get sacked if the Head knew!  Course, I’m not going to tell him!  He, he, he!”
  “You fat rotter!” breathed Vernon-Smith.
  “Oh, really, Smithy——”
  Herbert Vernon-Smith made another stride towards the fat Owl of the Remove.  He was powerfully tempted to handle the bat.  Billy Bunter’s fat grin faded away, and he blinked uneasily.  The Bounder could not afford to quarrel with him, in the circumstances; but well he knew Smithy’s reckless temper.  It was one of Smithy’s ways to act recklessly first and reflect on the disadvantages afterwards.
  “I say, Smithy, chuck it!”  exclaimed the Owl of the Remove.  “I’m keeping it dark, old chap!  Rely on me!  Smedley with the jolly glad to hear of this!  He’s always trying to catch you out!  He, he, he!  I’m
  The Bounder’s grasp on the cane handle of the bat was almost convulsive.
  “I say, Smithy, suppose Smedley had come along while you were heaving that bag of flour through Mossoo’s window!  He was in the quad somewhere!  I say, he would like to hear about this!  Not that I’m going to tell him!  I wouldn’t!  Not about a pal like you, Smithy!”
  “You spying fat scoundrel!”  
  “If you’re going to call a fellow names, Vernon-Smith, I can jolly well say——Whoop!  Yooop!   Yarooop!”
  Bunter bounded out of the armchair and roared as the Bounder made a fierce lunge with the butt, his angry temper getting the better of his discretion.
  “Take that, you podgy rotter! And that!”
  Another lunge, and the Owl of the Remove leaped for the door.
  “Beast!” he roared.  “Yah!  Oh, crikey!  Keep off!  I ain’t going to tell Smedley, you beast!  Yarooooooooop!”
  Bunter got the door open, and bounded out.  Another lunge of the bat caught him as he landed, and he yelled frantically as he disappeared.  There was tea in the study soon afterwards, but not for Bunter.

                                      THE THIRD CHAPTER.

                                                 Who did it?
 
 HARRY WHARTON & CO.  were at tea in Study No.1 in the Remove.  
    All the Famous Five of Greyfriars had rather serious faces.  They had chuckled over the floury state of Monsieur Charpentier—from the point of view of the onlooker, the episode had been rather funny.  But it had its serious side—a very serious side—and that side was now, so to speak, uppermost.
  Mossoo, floury and furious, had gone to the Head; and all the fellows knew what the Head would think of a member of his staff in such a state!  It was certain that the comic side of the affair would be entirely lost on the Head!  He was not likely to consider it funny in the very least.  Since then Mr. Smedley, the master of the Remove, had been sent for to go to the headmasters study.
  Every minute now the Removites expected to hear that their Form-master was taking the matter up for strict investigation.  And if the culprit’s name came out the result was going to be awfully serious.  Nobody wanted on expulsion in the Remove.  But it was very doubtful whether Dr. Locke would let the guilty party off with a flogging
  “It’s the sack if they get him!” remarked Bob Cherry, as he cracked his second egg.  “You see, beaks don’t look at these things as we do!  Beaks have their own way of looking at things.  The Head will call this an attack on a master—sort of assault and battery.”
  “Well, so it is!” said Johnny Bull.
  “Well, yes, in a way!” admitted Bob.  “The fact is, it was rather thick!  Old Mossoo has been a bit of a tartar today, but smothering a man with flour is rather too much of a joke.”
  “The jokefulness was all together too terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “There is an esteemed and ridiculous limit.”
  “Smithy must have been potty!” said Nugent.  “I suppose it was Smithy!”
  “Not much doubt about that.” said Harry Wharton.  “I fancy Smithy’s the only man at Greyfriars who would do such a thing.  The fact is, it was a bit of hooliganism.  Funny, if you like, but there’s a limit, as Inky says.  Smithy does things that are not done.”
  “And the beaks know it as well as we do!” remarked Bob.  “I’ll bet that Smedley goes for Smithy first thing.”
  “Well, he’d do that, anyhow, being down on Smithy, as he is.” said Frank.  “Smedley’s been on Smithy’s track ever since he came here in Quelch’s place.  But he would think of Smithy at once!  In fact, anybody would!”
  “Still, they’ve got no proof!” said Harry.  “That’s one comfort!  We don’t want that ass Smithy sacked!”
  “Smedley does!” said Frank.  “He will be after this like a dog after a bone!  Smithy used to say that Quelch would have been glad to see him bunked; but there is no doubt whatever that Smedley would “he was reading in the French class.”
  “Well, he’s asked for it!” grunted Johnny Bull.  “He was ragging in the French class more than any other chap!  Most of us got lines.  Well, why can’t Smithy take what’s coming to like any other chap?  Mossoo was a bit of a blighter to-day, but its all in the day’s work—and as a rule he’s a good little ass, and goes easy!”
  Harry Wharton nodded.
  All the fellows in the French class that afternoon had been rather “shirty” about it.  They were so accustomed to good temper and unfailing patience from Monsieur Charpentier that bad temper and irritation came as a surprise—and not a pleasant one!  The Bounder, however, was the only fellow who had sought to “get his own back” on the French master.
  “The fact is, I fancy there is something amiss with Mossoo.” said Harry.  “He’s got something worrying him.  When a man’s huffy, you never know what may be the reason—may have some family trouble or other.  And he’s a good little ass as a rule.  Smithy might have stood it like the rest of us.
  “I say you fellows——”
  A fat face looked in at the door of study No. 1.
  “Oh, buzz off, Bunter!”
  “I say, I’ve got a pain!” said Bunter.  “That beast Smithy went for me with a cricket bat!  Crashed it right on me!  Might have knocked my brains out, for all he cared, the ruffian.”
  “Couldn’t be done!” said Bob Cherry.
  “Might have crashed on my head——”
  “No brains there, old fat man!”
  “Beast!  I believe I’ve got several ribs broken!” hooted Bunter.  “I’ve a jolly good mind to go to Smedley about it!  And I was only telling the brute that I wasn’t going to say anything about seeing him with a bag of flour, you know, and asking him what there was for tea——”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at!  I can tell you I’m fed up with Smithy’s temper!” grunted Bunter.  “He’s too jolly fond of rowing with chaps!  He’s rowed with Redwing, his best pal, just the cause the chap prevented him from breaking bounds after lights out the other night!  Now he’s rowed with me! I’ve a jolly good mind——” 
  “Where do you keep it?” asked Bob.
  “Eh?  Where do I keep what?”
  “That jolly good mind!  I never knew you had a mind at all.”
  “Oh, don’t be a funny idiot!  As the matter stands, I’ve missed tea in my own study, waiting for Smithy in Study No. 4.  If you fellows like I’ll tea with you here.”
  “We don’t!” said five voices in unison.
  “He, he, he!” cachinnated Billy Bunter, taking that unanimous reply as a joke.  “Well, make room for a chap!  I say, you fellows it was Smithy all right—I saw him——“
  “You see too much, Bunter,” said the captain of the Remove, and the less you say about it the better.  Smedley will be on the trail soon, and if you say a single word about seeing Smithy with a bag of flour you’ll get the ragging of your life.”
  “The ragfulness will be terrific, my esteemed for Bunter.”
  “Of course, I’m not going to sneak.” said Bunter.  “ I say, got any more eggs, about?  I can hardly do with three.  Leave some of that cake for me.  I’m not going to tell the Creeper and Crawler about Smithy, of course.  Still, banging a fellow with a cricket bat is rather thick.  It would serve Smithy jolly well right if I told Smedley——”
  “Dry up, fathead!” snapped Wharton.  “The Creeper and Crawler may turn up any minute, and a fellow never hears him coming.  He——”
  The captain of the Remove broke off sharply as the study door opened, without a knock, and Mr. Smedley stepped in.
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
  The juniors rose to their feet with set faces.  They had to treat their temporary Form-muster with respect.  But it was not in their power to feel any respect for him.  One of the most irritating things about Smedley was that he never knocked at a door before entering.  Mr. Quelch had always done so.  Smedley had his reasons; he liked to catch inadvertent words from the fellows in his Form.  Wharton had little doubt that Smedley had heard himself referred to as the Creeper and Crawler as he opened the door.  If so, it was a tip to him that listeners never hear any good of themselves.
  “Wharton!” rapped the Form-master.
  “Yes, sir!”
  “ You are aware, of course, of the outrageous occurrence in Monsieur Charpentier’s study?”  
  “Yes, sir!”
  “There appears to be no doubt that the outrage was perpetrated by a Remove boy, and after what I hear happened in the French class this afternoon,” said Mr. Smedley.  “Some boy punished by Monsieur Charpentier has done this.  Dr. Locke has, therefore, placed the matter in my hands.  I understand, Wharton, that a number of boys were taking their lines to the French master at the time of the 
occurrence—you among them.”
  “That is so, sir.”
  “Those boys, of course, are eliminated.” said Mr. Smedley.  “They were in the House, and, therefore, cannot have been near the window on the quadrangle.  Kindly give me a list of the boys who were with you at that time, Wharton.”
  It was impossible to refuse, and Wharton took pencil and paper had made a list of a dozen names.  The juniors stood in silence while Mr. Smedley read it out;
  “Wharton, Nugent, Cherry, Bull, Hurree Singh, Bunter, Todd, Kipps, Russell, Ogilvy, Brown, Hazeldene.” Smedley’s eyes glinted .  “These are not all the boys that received lines, however.  I understand that a great many impositions were given out by the French master this afternoon.”
  “Some of the fellows hadn’t done their lines in time, sir.”
  “Were they in their studies writing them?”
  “Some of them, sir.”
  “But some were not?”
  “Very likely, sir.” 
  “Give me the name of any boy you know not to have been in his study.”  
  Wharton looked the Remove master in the face.
  “I never took any notice, sir, whether any fellow was in his study or not.  I’m afraid I can’t help you there.”
   “I require a plain answer, Wharton.  This reckless act is in accordance with the reckless character of a certain boy in my Form.  Where was Vernon-Smith at the time?”
  “I can’t say, sir.”
  “Answer me, yes or no, Wharton!  Do you know the Vernon-Smith was?”
  Wharton was able to form a pretty accurate guess where Smithy was at the time of the "outrage.” But guessing was not knowledge.  Certainly he did not know.
  “No.” he answered.
  Mr. Smedley gave him a look, and left the study.  Billy Bunter breathed more freely when he was gone.  He had been dreading a question from the Remove master.  But he was in no danger.  Knowing that Bunter was one of the juniors at the door of the French master, it did not occur to Smedley that the fat Owl knew anything of the matter.  Bunter did not want to “sneak,” especially as he knew what the result would be at the hands of the Removites afterwards.
  “I say, you fellows, he’s after Smithy!” gasped the fat Owl, when the door was shot again.  “He jolly well knows it was Smithy, you know.  I say, if he knew that I’d seen Smithy with a bag of flour——”
  “Shut up, fathead!”
  “I fancy he’s going to nail Smithy.” said Bunter.  “It will be sack for the Bounder this time.  Well, I can’t say I’m sorry—banging a fellow with a cricket bat, you know, when a fellow was only being pally.  I say, is there any more cake?”
  Bunter was left to deal with the cake on his own, the chums of the remove going out into the passage to join the gathering crowd of Removites there.  Mr. Smedley had gone to Study No. 4 to see the Bounder.  Everybody you why, and the general opinion was rather in agreement with Bunter’s—that it was the “sack” for Smithy this time.

                                       THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

                                                   No Evidence!

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH scowled from the window of his study into the bright May sunshine in the quadrangle.
  The Bounder was in his blackest mood. 
  He had played the “giddy ox” once more in his usual practice way; and though he was not sorry for what he had done, he was extremely uneasy about the probable consequences.  But it was his way to follow his headstrong temper first, and reflect afterwards.
   It was the thought of Wingate of the Sixth that troubled him.  The captain of Greyfriars was in Courtfield, but when he came back—--
   It was Wingate’s duty as a prefect to discover a culprit.  If he knew that the Bounder had pitched that bag of flour at Mossoo, he had to report what he knew.  And could he fail to know, when he learned what had happened?  There was little doubt.
  “Fool!” said the Bounder, addressing himself.
  It was all Mossoo’s fault, of course.  The little beast had cut up unexpectedly rusty in class.  Lines had fallen like leaves in Vallombrosa and Smithy’s knuckles had been rapped with a pointer.  Certainly he had asked for it, and more.  That did not alter the fact that fellows were accustomed to “rag” in the French class, and to get off Scot-free.  Mossoo’s outburst of unexpected fierceness had been a surprise, and a most exasperating one, as if a poodle had suddenly turned into a ramping wolfhound.  Smithy was not going to have his knuckles rapped without getting his own back, if he could help it.
   Well, he had got his own back.  He was not sorry for that.  If only he hadn’t run into Wingate getting away!
  He turned from the window, and threw himself into a chair at the table.  On the table lay a diamond pin.  Only the wealthy and showy Bounder had such an article of jewelry in the Remove.  Lord Mauleverer, who was rich beyond the dreams of avarice, never thought of wearing diamonds.  Smithy’s tastes were different.
  Since he had been in his father’s bad books the Bounder had been kept rigidly short of money.  But he had a good many valuable things, and in the Easter holidays he had gone so far as to sell off some of them to “raise the wind” for a holiday with Pon & Co., of Highcliffe.  Having taken that step once, Smithy had taken it again since, and now he was thinking of taking it for a third time—hence his examination of the diamond pin.
  His father, whose indulgence had once been almost without limit, had paid a large sum for that diamond, simply because Smithy fancied it.  What it was worth, and what it would fetch, probably differed widely but Smithy had no doubt that Mr. Lazarus, at Courtfield, would give him fifty pounds for it if he would consent to buy it at all.
   Mr. Vernon-Smith intended the shortness of cash to keep his son to the path of reform.  No doubt it helped to that end.  At the same time expect the bounder, and added to the restless dissatisfaction and discontent that devoured him.  Fed up to the back teeth with playing what he was pleased to call “Good Little Georgie,” the bounder was on the verge of another outbreak.  Money was wanted for that purpose, and he wondered and doubted whether he dared part with that diamond.
  Mr. Lazarus might decline to make such a deal with a schoolboy.  But in Smithy’s peculiar circle of acquaintances outside the school, there were several men who would have been glad enough to secure it at a lower price than an honest tradesmen would have given.  Smithy cared little about that; but if his father discovered that it was gone, he would want to know, and that might mean but trouble.
  Now, whoever, as he turned the blazing jewel over in his hands, Smithy was thinking less of his intended escapade than of the danger that had fallen on him through his reckless vengeance on Mossoo.  It was not much use making plans if he was going to be turned out of Greyfriars for what the beaks’ might choose to call an assault on a member of the staff.
  Black and bitter thoughts were in his wayward mind; a black and bitter look on his face.  It had been a term of trouble to him—mostly of his own making.  Now it looked like coming to a crash!  If Wingate guessed——”
  The door opened, without a knock.  Mr. Smedley stepped in, and the Bounder started and stared at him with bitter, inimical eyes.  The man was his enemy.  Why, he did not know.  It was not like the grim condemnation he had had from Mr. Quelch.  It seemed more like a personal feud.  He set his lips with angry annoyance meringues, as he saw Smedley’s sharp, hard eyes flash at once to the glittering diamond in his fingers.
  “Vernon-Smith!”
  “Yes.” said the Bounder sullenly.  “Mr. Quelch used to knock at a fellow’s door, sir, before coming in.”
  “I do not want any importance from you, Vernon-Smith!  I have reason to believe that it was you that flung a missile at the head of the French master this afternoon.”
  The Bounder smiled sarcastically.
  Until Wingate came back from Courtfield nobody could know anything against the Bounder, whatever they might suspect.  Smedley could have no  “reason to believe”  anything of the kind.  He was trying to catch the suspected fellow tripping.  Smithy was not easily to be caught
  “Indeed, sir!” he drawled.
  “It was you, Vernon-Smith!“  
  “I, sir?” repeated the Bounder, with an air of surprise.  “Oh, no, sir!  I never heard of it till a Shell man told me!”
  On the point of telling lies to the beaks the Bounder had few scruples. With Smedley he had none at all.
  “You deny it, Vernon-Smith?”
  “Oh, certainly, sir!”
  “Where were you at the time?”
  “I can hardly say, sir, as I don’t quite know when it happened.” said the Bounder coolly.
  Mr. Smedley set his lips.  He had nothing to go upon, except suspicion, and a desire to “land” the scapegrace of the school.  And, from his experience of the Bounder, he knew that it was not easy to catch him tripping .  But he was going to do his best to land this on Vernon-Smith.  In his own mind there was, at least, no doubt on the subject.
  “The assault on the French master took place at half-past five, Vernon-Smith. Where were you at that time?”
  The Bounder appeared to reflect.
  “I could hardly say to a minute, sir.” he answered.  “But I was in the gym at a quarter past five, and I think I left it after about half an hour.”
  “Was anyone with you?”
  “More than a dozen fellows there, sir.” said the Bounder calmly.  “Bolsover major and Dupont of my Form, I remember—Stewart of the shell, and some Fifth Form men—Coker, Potter, and Greene——”
  Mr. Smedley stopped him with a gesture.  Nobody in the gym was likely to have noticed just when the Bounder left; and nobody, if he had noticed, was likely to give information to land a fellow for the “sack.”  The Bounder could prove that he had been in the gym, roughly, about the time in question; but to prove that he had left that spot in time to fling the bag of flour in at Mossoo’s window at half-past five was likely to be a difficult task for the Creeper and Crawler.
  It was bitterly irritating to Smedley to remember that he had been in the quad, a distance from the spot.  Had he only been within sight of Masters’ Windows at the time!  Still, if he had been, the “outrage” would not have occurred.  Smithy was not quite so reckless as that.
  Already Smedley had been asking questions, up and down and round about, but he had found no one who had seen the fellow with the flour-bag at the study window, or seen him running away afterwards—and he must have ran.
  The master of the Remove stood looking at Vernon-Smith in silence, with a glint in his eyes, not failing to notice the sarcastic expression on Smithy’s face.  He was at a loss, and Smithy knew it.  It dawned on him that the impudent young rascal was enjoying his discomfiture.
  “I shall make for their inquiries, Vernon-Smith!” he said at last.
  “Yes, sir.  I’m sure I hope you’ll find the man, sir!” said the Bounder calmly.  “It was a shocking thing for a fellow to do, wasn’t it, sir?”
  “The perpetrator, when found, will be expelled from Greyfriars, Vernon-Smith!” said Mr. Smedley, with bitter emphasis.  “Dr. Locke has so informed me, and it only remains for me to report the name to him.”
  The Bounder winced—he could not help it.  But he would not let the dismay in his heart show in his face.
  “I’m sure the fellow deserves it, sir.” he said meekly.
  Mr. Smedley, with a defeated look, turned to the door.  He was not going to get anything out of Vernon-Smith, that was clear.  He left the study, and went down the passage to the stairs through a crowd of Remove fellows, who stood aside to let him pass.  As he disappeared across the landing Bob Cherry winked at his friends.
The black look on the Creeper and Crawlere’s face showed that he had not got his man.
  “He hasn’t nailed Smithy!” muttered Tom Redwing.  “I—I suppose there isn’t much doubt——”
  “Precious little.” said Harry Wharton.  “But they’ve got to prove a thing right up to the hilt before they sack a man.  Looks to me as if Smithy’s going to keep clear.”
  And Redwing nodded, with a lighter heart, since he had seen Smedley go, alone, and with that black look on his hard face.  He was no longer the Bounder’s friend; but he seemed to be a good deal concerned about him, all the same.

                                     THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

                                          A Friend In Need!

WINGATE of the sixth strolled in at the gates of Greyfriars school just as bustling was coming down to close them.
  He gave the old porter a cheery nod and walked on, glancing at a Remove junior as he passed him.  Herbert Vernon-Smith of the Remove was loitering aimlessly about near the gates, with his hands in his pockets.  The Greyfriars captain did not notice him specially; he had almost forgotten the incident of the afternoon.  But the Bounder’s eyes followed him as he walked towards the House, and he loitered in the same direction.
  It was in Smithy’s mind to make an appeal to Wingate; but he did not do so.  Possibly the prefect had forgotten the occurrence—possibly he would not guess how the matter stood—there was a chance!  In that case, it would not be judicious to remind him.  And, good natured as he was, Wingate was a whale on duty.  Personal offenses he could forgive and forget, with an easy kindness of heart that seemed all together too easy-going to many other prefects of the Sixth.  But if it was his duty to report a fellow, that was quite a different matter; and such an act as an attack on a master was not a thing he could fail to report, if he knew of it.
  The Bounder, as he hung behind him on his way to the House, wondered dismally what the next few minutes were going to mean to him.  His whole future depended on that.  It was nothing less that he had risked by his unthinking and reckless action.
  He saw Wingate meet his chum, Gwynne of the Sixth, and walk on to the House with him.  He saw him give a start of something Gwynne said to him.  What had Gwynne told him?
   The Bounder could guess, for the Greyfriars captain glanced around, and his eyes fixed on Vernon-Smith.
  Smithy’s heart sank.
  Wingate had learned already of the flour transaction.  And he knew that Vernon-Smith was the guilty party.  That one glance told as much.
  Wingate and Gwynne went into the House.  Vernon-Smith followed them in with dragging footsteps
   The game was up!  Smedley, on his trail ever since he had taken Mr. Quelch’s place as Remove master, had failed to catch him out.  Now he had caught himself out!  He had only himself to thank.
  The two Sixth Form men parted in the House, Gwynne going to the Sixth Form studies, Wingate into Masters’ Passage.  Smithy, well aware of his destination there, ran after him.  He touched the captain of Greyfriars on the arm, and Wingate glanced round at him.
  “What do you want, Vernon-Smith?” he rapped.
  “You’re going to Mossoo?” panted Smithy.
  “Yes.“  
  “To tell him—”
  “To report to him that a cheeky young scroundrel was turning round the corner with flour on his clothes, just after what happened at his study window!” said Wingate sternly.  “You’d better get ready to see the Head!”
  “It’s the sack!” muttered the Bounder huskily.
  “Didn’t you know that?”
  There was no answer that the Bounder could make.  He had known it perfectly well, only he had hoped that he would not be found out.
  In silence he watched Wingate got to the French master’s study, tap at the door, and enter.
  The door closed.
  Vernon-Smith dragged himself away.  His face was so pale, as he went up to the Remove passage that a number of fellows glanced at him curiously.  In that passage Tom Redwing looked at him, and made a movement towards him—but the Bounder passed on without a sign and, went into his study, and slammed the door.  Skinner and Snoop, in the doorway of studying No. 11, exchanged a grin.
  “Spot his chivvy, Snoopy?” murmured Skinner.
  “What-ho!” grinned Snoop.
  “They’ve nailed him”
  “He looked like it!”
  “Well, if the man doesn’t want to be bunked, why does he keep on asking for it?” argued Skinner.  “A man who keeps on and on and on, is bound to get what he asks for sooner or later.  What?”
  “He’s had a long run of luck!” remarked Snoop.
  “Bound to break, sooner or later.  Dash it all, what did he want to mop that flour over Froggy for?  Can’t Smithy stand a beak’s tantrums as well as the rest of us?  To jolly high and mighty!” said Skinner.
  Careless of the comments of the Remove fellows, Herbert Vernon-Smith paced his study rather like a wild animal in a cage.
   The game was up.  That was the fort that hammered in his mind.  What snedley had failed to do he had done himself, in sheer unreflecting arrogance and ill temper.  What a fool he had been!  Mossoo knew by this time who had floured him—and the Head had told Smedley that the offender would be expelled! What a fool—--
  The study door opened, and Tom Redwing came in, shutting the door after him.  Vernon-Smith came to a stop, in his restless pacing, and fixed bitter eyes on him
  “What do you want?  Can’t can’t you leave a fellow alone?” he snarled.  “You’ve kept pretty clear of this study for a week—can’t you keep clear now?”
  Redwing looked at him steadily.
  “You’re found out, Smithy.” he said quietly.  “I could see that in your face as you passed me—so did other fellows, I think.”
  “No bizney of yours.”
   “None!” assented Redwing.  “We’re not friends now, and I’m as fed up with you, Smithy, as you can be with me.  All the same, I’m going to give you a tip.”
  “Keep it!”
  “Mossoo’s been crusty the last day or two, and especially to-day!”  went on Redwing, unheeding.  “I fancy something’s worrying him—bad news from home, perhaps. But——” 
  “Oh, he’s hard up!” sneered the Bounder contemptuously.  “His relatives in France sponge on him, and I dare say he’s been told in common room that it’s time he had a new coat!”
  “I was going to say——”
  “You can save your breath.”
  “For your own sake, Smithy, listen!  Mossoo’s been crusty, as I said; but he’s the best natured man in the school—if you go to him, and do your best, there’s a chance, at least, that he may go easy. It rests with him—the way he puts it to the Head——”
  The Bounder gave a mocking, savage laugh.
  “Likely!  I’m to eat humble pie—and get nothin’ for it!  If you want to know, Wingate’s spotted me and gone to him to report me.  He will jump at the chance of getting me up before the Beak.”
  “You can’t wonder at that what you did was a rotten, ruffianly, disrespectful trick you jolly well deserves to be sacked for it,  and you no it!  But if Mossoo knew what you’d get from your father afterwards, I think he might give you a chance.  That’s what I came to say—and that’s all.”
  With that, and without waiting for her reply, Tom Redwing left the study.
  The Bounder stood quite still.
  Was there a chance?  No master at Greyfriars could possibly have forgiven such a offence.  But if any master could, or would, it was the kind hearted little Frenchman.  Was there a chance?  Eating humble pie, humbling himself to a beak, was not in the Bounder’s line. But—he thought of his father’s cold, stern face if he arrived home, sacked from the school.  Anything was better than facing that. Was there a chance?
  If there was, he had no time to lose.  Yet he hesitated long before he left the study and went downstairs again.  But he went at last. Prout, the master of the Fifth, was  standing at the corner of Masters’ Studies, talking to Mr. Capper, as he came along.  Prout, as usual, was booming.
  “Unprecedented —unparalleled!” boomed Prout.  “A reckless, ruffianly assault upon a colleague, Capper—unheard-of!  Who can have done this?”
  Vernon-Smith could guess the topic under discussion.  Quietly he passed the two masters and went on to Monsieur Charpentier’s study.  He tapped at the door and opened it.
  The French master was there alone; Wingate was gone.  Monsieur Charpentier had cleaned up the flour, and was his usual clean and neat and dapper self again.  But the expression on his face as he saw Vernon-Smith, showed that his anger at the occurrence, so far from having diminished, had improved like wine with keeping.  He started to his feet as the Bounder came in, his eyes almost flaming.
  “Smeet!” he ejaculated.  “C’est vous!  It all vas you zat zrow zat farine—zat flour—over my head!  Mais oui!  Je le sais!  Maintainent, now you come viz me to ze headmaster!” 
  “If you please, sir——”
  “Pas un  mot!  Venez!” snorted Monsieur Charpentier, and he dropped a hand on his shoulder.  “Rascal!  Coquin!  Venez avec moi—come viz me—toute de suite.”
  Smithy had closed the door after entering.  Monsieur Charpentier jerked him towards it with one hand, and reached for the door handle with the other.  The Bounder panted.
  “For mercy’s sake, sir, listen to me!  Let me speak.”
  “On en a assez!  Venez!”
  “Let me speak, sir!  You can take me to the head any time you like!”
  Monsieur Charpentier paused. He released the Bounder’s shoulder, and gave a shrug.
  “Parlez, si vous voulez!” he wretched.  “Speak if you so please, Smeet!  But it make no difference.  I take you to ze Head!  But if you have somezing to say, say him! J’ecoute—I listen!” 
  The Bounder drew a deep, deep breath.  There was no chance—none!  But he would not give up his last hope.

                                      THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

                                                      Luck!

MONSIEUR CHARPENTIER sat down again.
  His brows were knitted, and his eyes glinted under them.  His mouth, under his little black mustache, was set in a hard line.  He was going to give the wretched scapegrace a hearing; but it was not going to make any difference.  That was very clearly indicated by his grim and bitter look.  The Bounder’s knew it—Redwing was a fool was a fool to send him there.  But he still hoped against hope.
  “I own up, sir!” He said, in a low voice.  “I—I suppose it’s no use saying that I’m sorry——“
 Monsieur Charpentier’s lip curled.
  “You are sorry because you are found out, n’est-ce-pas?” he asked.  “Ozzervise,  you would not be sorry Smeet.”
  The Bounder coloured.  It was true enough.
  “If zat is all——”
  “It’s not all, sir!  If you take me to the Head I shall be sacked.” said Vernon-Smith desperately.  “But that’s not all!  You made know, sir that I came very near being expelled last term——”
  “Mais oui!”
  “My father was very wild with me, sir.  He threatened to disinherit me if I should get expelled, after the Head give me another chance to stay on period”
  “Zat is not my affair, Smeet.”
  “I want to tell you, sir!  My father’s in earnest about it.  He’s picked out of the mission—a cousin of mine named Lucius Teggers, whom I’ve never seen, to adopt in my place, if I should be expelled.  You’ve had the name, sir—he’s junior partner in Leggett and Teggers; the agency that sends out tutors—Mr. Smedley was sent here from Leggett & Teggers!”
  Monsieur Charpentier gesticulated.
  “All this is no affair of mine, Smeet!”
  “I know, sir.  I’m making an appeal to you!” muttered the Bounder.  “You may think I deserve to be expelled for what I’ve done.  But do you think that I deserve to be turned out by my father and ruined for life?  If I go home from here expelled, my father will not even let me enter the house—he will send me away.  He will have no more of me!  He’s said so—and he’s as hard as a rock.  That’s what you will be sending me to, sir.” 
  Monsieur Charpentier looked at him.  The white tenseness in the Bounder’s face showed how deeply in earnest he was.  Every word he uttered was the truth, and the French master could see that easily enough.
  Monsieur Charpentier looked at him.  The white tenseness in the Bounder’s face showed how deeply in earnest he was.  Every word he uttered was the truth, and the French master could see that easily enough.  Monsieur Charpentier shifted uncomfortably in his seat.
  “It is before zat you should think of all zis, Smeet!” said the French master at length.
  “I know, sir.  But—if I’m sacked from here, I’m done for—not only at school, but at home.  I’ve no right to ask you to let me off—but I’m asking you, because it’s my only chance.  It’s not only the sack—I could stand that—but——”
  The Bounder’s voice trailed off.  What was the use of it?  All this, as the French master had pointed out, was not his affair.
  But the misery in the hapless scapegrace’s face touched the kind heart of the French gentleman.
  He was deeply, bitterly angry and incensed.  So far as the sack was concerned, he would not have taken pity on the reckless young rascal.  But what the Bounder would be going home to was more serious matter.  For a long minute, there was silence.
  “Zis is not right!” said Monsieur Charpentier, at last.  “You zrow the farene ovair me—you make of me vun heap of flour.—you go to attack me—zen you say, punish me not, it is too much!  It is before, zat you should zink of all zis!  Mais—mais—but——”
  “A flogging, sir—-I can stand it—-anything——-”
  “If I take you to ze Head, Smeet, you are expel!” said Monsieur Charpentiei.  “I take you, or I take you not!  And you smozzer me——”
  He rose from the chair.  There was indecision in his face.  Smithy stood silent.
  “Allons!” said Monsieur Charpentier, a tlast, making up his mind with a very evident effort.  “Say no more!  Assez!   I do nozzing—I let you off—I try to forgive you, zough you are bad boy,  ze baddest boy in zis school.  I will hold my mout’ and say nozzings.”
  Vernon-Smith looked at him.  He felt almost giddy for a moment!  Indeed, he could hardly believe his ears!
  “Oh, sir!”  he gasped, at last.
  “Assez!” said Monsieur Charpentier.  “No more!  I forgive you, and zat is zis, as you say. I say nozzings—ze affair he is ovair and done viz!”
  He waved his hand to the door.
  “Allez-vou-en!” he said.
  Vernon-Smith moved to the door.  He stopped there, and turned.
  “I shan’t forget this, sir!” he muttered
  Monsieur Charpentier shrugged his shoulders.  
  “I zink zat you forget, soon enoff!” he answered.  “You are one bad boy, Smeet!  Nevair have I seen one badder!  But I say nozzing, and I ask ze good Vingate to say nozzing C;est tout!  You go.”
  The Bounder went.
  Almost like a fellow in a dream, he walked down the passage.  Prout was still booming at the corner, Capper a more and less patient listener.  As he turned out of the passage, Smithy passed his own Form master.   Smedley ‘s eyes fixed on him, and the Bounder smiled.  If only Smedley knew!
  But all was safe now!  It was Mossoo’s affair, and if Mossoo chose to wash it out, that was that!  Herbert Vernon-Smith went back to the Remove passage like a fellow walking on air.  
  He passed Redwing on the Remove landing.  Tom’s clouded face  brightened as he saw him.  He could read the Bounder’s expression aright.
  “Thanks!” said Smithy, as he passed him.  And he went on, whistling, to his study.
  He had escaped—by the skin of has teeth, as it were!  Mossoo was a good little ass!  He had let the young the school of, with the expecting even a rate of gratitude from the hardened Bounder.
  But in that, Mossoo had hardly done Smithy justice.  There was, for once, something very like gratitude in the Bounder’s hard heart.
  He resolved that at all events, there would be no more eddying in the French class that term, so far as he was concerned.  Perhaps it was doubtful how long that resolve would last!  And he sat down at his study table to place the limes that were due to the French master—overdue.  And seldom or never had a French imposition, in the Remove, been written with such care.
  When the first sense of relief had worn off, however, and that dreaded peril of the sack receded into the background, a feeling of discontent mingled with the Bounder’s satisfaction.
  If there was one thing that Smithy loathed it was eating humble pie; and he had done that, in full measure, in making his appeal to the French master.  If there was another thing that he loathed, it was being under an obligation to anyone.  Now he was under a deep, unending obligation to the French master—the man who had held his fate in the hollow of his hand, and spared him.  To repay that obligation seemed impossible, eager as he would have been to square the account.  He could behave himself in the French class—cease to rag and play practical jokes on Froggy—but that would not set the balance right.  He had asked a favour, and received it, and it was irksome to the hardened Bounder to think of it.
  But when his lines from the Henriade were written out, with all the accents put in carefully, it was not in a happy mood that Smithy went down to Mossoo’s study again.
  His escape from the sack, from disinheritance by an angry father, counted before everything it was true, but he was dissatisfied and discontented.
  He tapped lightly at Monsieur Charpentier’s door and opened it.
  As he looked in he did not see the French master, and supposed for a moment that Mossoo had stepped out of the study, leaving the light burning.
  The next moment he saw the little French gentleman
  Monsure of Charpentier’s was sitting in his armchair, his back partly turned towards the door, and evidently he had not seen it open or heard the tap.
  A letter was in his hand, which he had been reading, and the Bounder’s quick eyes noted that there were traces of flour on the letter.  No doubt Mossoo had been reading it at the time of the outrage
  But what made Vernon-Smith stop dead, stating, was the fact that a tear was trickling down Mossoo’s nose!
  He stared blankly.
  Monsieur Charpentier did not stir.  He was deep in troubled thought, and did not see the junior standing at the door, or know that he was there.  As Smithy stood, hardly knowing what to do, the French master murmured to himself;
  “Mon Dieu!  Helas, le pauvre petit Henri!  Helas!”
  The tear, trickling off the end of his nose, dropped on the letter in his hand!  Still he did not look round.
  Vernon-Smith stepped back quietly, and, as quietly, drew the door shut.  With a tact he did not always display, the Bounder decided to come along later with his lines.  Obviously it would hurt and humiliate poor Mossoo to know that a junior had seen him in that state of distress.
  There was a thoughtful expression on Vernon-Smith’s face as he went quietly away, as lines still in his hand.  And there was shame in his heart.  He hardly needed telling now why Monsieur Charpentier had been so crusty and irritable that day.  He had had some bad news from home in that letter, and it had upset his rather sensitive nervous system.  And it was while he was reading that but news, whatever it was, over again, that the  hot headed and revengeful Bounder had pitched that bag of flour at him through his study window in the afternoon.  The Bounder’s face flushed as he realised it.  For once, the Bounder of Greyfriars was thoroughly ashamed of himself—which did not make him feel uncomfortable, but which was probably very good for him!

                                    THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                           Smedley’s way!

“I say, you fellows!”
   “Done your lines, Bunter?”
  “Eh!  No!”
  “Go and do them!” suggested Harry Wharton.
  “Rats!  I say, you fellows——”
  “Give us a rest!”
  “ Oh, really, Wharton——”
  “We’re talking cricket.” grunted Johnny Bull.  “Shut up!”
  “You’re always talking some rot!” said Bunter.  “I say, you fellows, this is rather more important than cricket.”
  It was the following day and the Famous Five of the Remove were leaning in a row on the banisters of the Remove landing, discussing the approaching cricket fixture with St. Jim’s.  Five pairs of eyes glared at Bunter.  In the opinion of the chums of the remove, there was nothing in the universe, just then, more important than cricket—especially Remove matches.
  “You benighted ass!” said Bob Cherry.
  “You terrific fathead!”  said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “You blithering Owl!” said Frank Nugent.
  “Oh, really, you fellows——”
  “Shut up, Bunter!” said the captain of the Remove.  “Look here, you men, from what I hear, Tom Merry and his team are going great guns——“
  “Will you chuck that silly gabble and listen to a fellow?” exclaimed Bunter impatiently.  “Blow cricket!  Bless Tom Merry!  Bother cricket!  For goodness’ sake shut up a minute and listen!  I say, I haven’t done the limes Mossoo gave me yesterday, and the little beast has doubled them.  You know, I took in fifty yesterday when we all went to the study—and what do you think?  The rotten little brute makes out that he gave me two hundred
  “So he did!”
  “Well, I don’t care whether he did or not!  He never does remember a fellow’s lines.” said Bunter hotly.  “What’s he beginning it now for, I’d like to know?  Ill tempered little beast!  Skinner says he’s shirty because his relations in France are dunning him for money——”
  “I’ll kick Skinner next time I see him!”
  “Well, it’s pretty well known that most of his salary goes home.” said Bunter.  “That’s why he wears that frowsy old coat.  And look at his boots!”
  “I think I’d better kick you, as well as Skinner.”
  “Oh, don’t play the goat!” said Bunter irritably.  “As the matter stands, the cheeky little beast makes out that I ought to have done another hundred and fifty lines of that putrid Henriade yesterday, and he’s doubled them, and that lands me with three hundred lines— in French, mind you!  Of course, a fellow can’t do them.”
  “Then a fellow will get licked, and serve a fellow jolly well right!” said Bob Cherry.  “And now give your chin a rest, and us, too!”
  “Well, if I’m reported to Smedley and whopped, I’ll make the little beast sit up for it!” said Bunter darkly.  “Smithy’s got quite clear, after mopping that bag of flour over his napper.  He’s jolly well for it to go for him, that’s what it amounts to.”
  “He doesn’t know Smithy did it, if Smithy did.” said Wharton.
  “He jolly well does.” retorted Bunter, “because I heard Wingate speaking to Smithy about it this morning.” 
  “What’s Wingate got to do with it?”
  “He found Smithy out somehow, and reported him to Mossoo.  He told Smithy he expected him to be sacked for it, and that if he had any decency he would be grateful to Mossoo for letting him off.”
  “My only hat!”  The Famous Five forgot even cricket for a moment in their interest and surprise at this news.
  “Mean to say, Mossoo knows it was Smithy, and hasn’t taken him to the Head?” exclaimed Bob.
  “Just that,” answered Bunter;  “And it can only mean that he funks it!  He’s afraid of being ragged worse than ever if he got a fellow bunked—see?”
  “Fathead!” said Harry Wharton.  “If he got a fellow bunked for ragding, there wouldn’t be much more ragging for jolly long time, I fancy.  Blessed if I know why he’s let Smithy off.  Must be the kindest-hearted beak that ever beaked!”
  “He’s a good little ass!” said Bob.  “Dash it all, I should think even Smithy would be decent to him, after this!”
  “Oh, rot!” said Bunter “I expect it was funk .  Well, if he’s afraid of going for Smithy, it’s pretty safe to rag the little beast!  And I can jolly well tell you that if I get a whopping for not doing my impot, I shall jolly well rag him worse than Smithy did.  I’ll——”  
  “Bunter!” said a smooth quiet voice.
  The juniors spun around, to see Mr. Smedley, the master of the Remove, step from the stairs to the landing.
  They gave him grim looks.
  Not one of them had heard him coming up the Remove staircase.  The Creeper and Crawler was seldom heard.
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  That, coming stealthily up the stairs, he had overheard all that the juniors were saying on the landing was certain.  Only too well they knew the ways of the Creeper and Crawler.
  He took no notice of the Famous Five.  His eyes were on Billy Bunter, who was goggling at him in alarm.
  “Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Bunter.
  Monsieur Charpentier has reported to me that you have not written your lines, Bunter.”
  “Oh, the beast!” gasped Bunter.
  “What?”
  “I—I— I mean I—I’m just going to do them, sir.  I—I was just telling these chaps that—that I’m going to wire in like—like anything!”  groaned Bunter.  “I—I like doing lines, sir, especially in French! I—I’ll go and do them now, sir!”
  “You will follow me to my study, Bunter.”
  “Oh heavens!”
  Mr. Smedley went down the stairs again, followed by the hapless fat Owl.  Harry Wharton & Co.  looked at one another.
  “The sneaking rotter!” muttered Bob.
  “Listening again!” grunted Johnny Bull.  “My hat!  I wish the Head would catch him at it some day!  He would soon be sent back to Leggett & Teggers!”
  He couldn’t send for Bunter—had to come up after him on tiptoe!”  said Frank Nugent.  “He likes an excuse for barging in, and catching what fellows may be saying.  I say, he must have heard all that Bunter was saying about Smithy!”
  “Must have.” agreed Harry Wharton.  “Luckily, that won’t hurt Smithy now, as Mossoo’s let him off.  It rests with Mossoo, not Smedley.”
  Mr. Smedley, as he went down to his study, was thinking but he had a good deal of luck!  His creeping and crawling methods seemed to have paid, at last!  He had learned that Smithy was guilty of the flour-bag outrage, though, at the same time, that the French mustard had unaccountably let him off punishment for the same.  But, for ever, was not going to rest word was.  Mr. Smedley was in a state of satisfaction as he went into his study—a feeling not at all shared by Bunter, as he followed him in.
  The temporary master of the Remove picked up a cane from the table.
  “Bend over that chair, Bunter!”
  “I—I say, sir—” groaned Bunter.
  “Do not keep me waiting!”
  “Oh heavens!”
  Bunter bent over the chair.  To his surprise, he received only a flick.  But a flick was enough to draw a fearful yell from Billy Bunter.
  “Yarooh!”
  “You may go.” said Mr. Smedley, throwing down the cane.  “Shut the door after you, Bunter—go at once!”
  Bunter rolled out of the study, wriggling, but wondering at his good luck.  Smedley had a heavy hand with a cane when he was in a bad temper, which was often.  Apparently, he was in a good temper now, and Bunter had got off very cheaply.
  In point of fact Mr. Snedley did not care two straws whether Bunter had done his lines for the French master or not, and was only anxious to be rid of him while he reflected on what he had just discovered, and laid his plans accordingly.  Lucius Teggers—alias Smedley—was at Greyfriars school to sea Herbert Vernon-Smith sacked, if he could.
  In flouring the French master the previous day, Smithy had asked for the “sack” that Lucius was so keen to see him receive—under whole would have been well, but for the action of the French master in letting him off.  Snedley, as he paced his study, with his brows wrinkled, was thinking the matter out—thinking hard.  Monsieur Charpentier, who had so inexplicably let the matter drop, had to be made to take it up again and push it to its rigorous  conclusion.  And the only question was how—the question that Mr. Smedley was now thinking out with cold and ruthless determination.

                                THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

                                         Skinner in a Fix!

“WHAT’S that game?” asked Snoop.
  “New sort of gymnastics?” asked Stott.
  Harrold Skinner, of the Remove, scowled at his friends. 
  He was only wriggling weirdly as he joined them in the quadrangle.  It was not a game, and it was not gymnastics.  Skinner had been “whopped.”
  “The little beast!” said Skinner.
  “Which and who?” asked Snoop.
  Press “that little blighters Mossoo!  He’s reported to Smedley all the fellows who haven’t done their
  lines!  I’ve had six!” 
  And Skinner wriggled painfully.
  Skinner had not been so lucky as Bunter.  He had come first!  Smedley had given Skinner his “six” before going up to the Remove to call Bunter.  He had laid them on with his usual vim.
  “The rotten little brute!” said Skinner.  “He never reports a chap for a whopping!  Smedley’s whopped me, and gone looking for Bunter.  And from what I’ve heard, the little beast let Smithy off, after finding out that it was Smithy that floured him.  Bunter thinks he funks getting a man bunked for ragging, and it jolly well looks like it.  Well, he’s going to get some more.”
  “Don’t you try chucking flour bags in at his window!” grinned Snoop.  “You mayn’t be so lucky as Smithy if he spots you.”
    “He ain’t in his study now.” said Stott.  “I passed him under the elms a little while ago talking to himself and waving his paws about.  I fancy old Froggy’s got something on his mind.”
  “Not in his study?” repeated Skinner.  “Sure?”
  “Quite!  I say, where are you going?”
  “Oh, nowhere in particular!”
  Skinner went into the House again, leaving Snoop and Stott grinning.  They could guess where Skinner was going, after ascertaining so particularly that Mossoo was not in his study.
  Harold Skinner was feeling sore and savage.  And having already heard what Bunter had to tell on the subject, he rather shared the fat Owl’s belief that Mossoo funkeb getting a man sacked for ragging.  That seemed to Skinner, as it seemed to Bunter, the only explanation of Mossoo’s forgiveness of the fellow who had floured him.  It was a rather encouraging belief, to a fellow who was bent on “getting his own back ” for a whopping!  Still, Skinner was very cautious.
  He strolled with a careless air towards Masters’ Studies.  As he entered the passage he met Billy Bunter coming away from Mr. Smedley’s study>
  “Licked?”  asked Skinner.
  “Just a flick.” answered the Owl of the Remove.  “I thought it was going to be swipes, and it was just a little flick.  I say, that beast snedley seems to be in a good temper for once.  I wonder why?”
  “He wasn’t when he whopped me, a quarter of an hour ago!” growled Skinner. 
  “He, he, he!” came from Bunter.
  Having got off so cheaply himself, the fat Owl seemed to find something entertaining in Skinner’s painful wriggle.
  Skinner refrained from kicking him; he did not want any beaks to look out of their studies.  Bunter went on his way, grinning, and Skinner walked on rather quickly towards the French master’s study.
  He tapped, and opened the door.
  Had Mossoo came in, Skinner was prepared to explain that he had come to say that he was very sorry he had not done his limes.  But Mossoo was not there, and Skinner slipped quickly in and closed the door after him.
  Keeping screened by the curtains at the window, he looked out into the quad, bright in the May sunshine.  In the distance, walking under the Elms, was a little, dapper figure, moving with irregular jerks.  It was Mossoo—top at the safe distance
!  Skinne felt he had plenty of time.
  He proceeded to make the best use of it.
  His first proceeding was to take the inkpot from the table and pour its contents into the table drawer over the papers therein. This seemed to Skinner quite a good beginning.
  It was only the first step—and he intended to take a good many more similar steps!  As it happened, however, he did not.  For as he replaced the empty inkpot on the table, there was a tap at the study door on the outside.  Skinner jumped.
  Mossoo was far enough away.  But some other beak, evidently, was coming to see Mossoo in his study!  That was an occurrence that even the acute Skinner could not have guarded against.
  Skinner was quick on the uptake.  He was a fellow that always had his wits about him.  Even as the top sounded at the door, he ducked under the study table and vanished.
  A moment later the door opened. 
  Monsieur Charpentier!” It was Mr. Smedley’s voice.
  Skinner was thankful that he had ducked out of sight.  Hardly twenty minutes ago Smedley had whopped him with a heavy hand.  Skinner did not want any more.
  As the French master was not present, he expected the man to go.  One glance should have shown Smedley that Mossoo was not there.
  He heard an impatient exclamation.
  Smedley, seeing that the French master was not present, seemed annoyed.
  For a moment or two the Remove master stood in the doorway.  Then he came into the study.
  Skinnel hardly breathed.
  Snedley crossed to the window, which was open on the quad.  He looked out, and Skinnre heald him call to a fellow in the quad..
   “Coker!”
  “Eh—what?”
  Coker of the Fifth Form stared round as his name was called from a master’s study window.
  “Do you know whether Monsieur Charpentier is in the quadrangle, Coker?”
  “Oh, yes!  I saw him a few minutes ago, sir.”
  “Please tell him that I should be glad to speak to him when he comes in.”
   Coker of the Fifth stared at Mr. Smedley.  As he said afterwards to Potter and Greene, he wondered where the blighter got the nerve from to senb a Fifth Form man on messages like a dashed fag in the dashed Second or the dashed Third.   Having stared and grunted, Coker of the Fifth stalked away across the quad to carry that message.
  Mr. Smedley, perhaps ignorant of the fact that he had otfended the dignity of Coker of the Fifth, or perhaps careless of it, continued to stand at the window for some minutes.  Then he turned around, and stepped towards an armchair and sat down.
  Skinner, under the table, could have groaned with dismay.  The brute was evidently going to wait there till Froggy came in.  That did not matter, so long as he did not discover Skinner.  But if he happened to drop anything and stoop for it, he would infallibly perceive the junior crouching under the study table.  If he stooped to stir the fire, and happened to glance around—--
  Fortunately for Skinner, Mr. Smedley did not.  He remained in blissful ignorance that a member of his Form was in the room  with him.
  It was only about five minutes before Monsieur Charpentier’s quick, jerky steps were heard coming up the passage to the study.
  The dapper little gentleman came in, and Mr. Smedley rose to his feet at once.  He looked rather curiously at Mossoo’s face, clouded with trouble.  Poor Mossoo was no adept at concealing his feelings.  Whatever was in his mind was generally “writ large” on his face.  Now there was trouble on his mind, and it was reflected in his speaking countenance.
  Fellows of Skinner’s kidney made a good many jokes about the French masters poverty, and his old coat, and the fact that it was hardly a secret that most of his cash went across the channel to support a rather large family of nephews and nieces.  They saw something comic in the little gentleman pinching and economising to provide for the needs of others.
  Even in Masters’ Common-room comments on Mossoo were not always favorable.  Members of Dr. Locke’s staff were paid good salaries.  Prout, the master of the Fifth, had asked Capper, the Fourth Form beak, whether the man really fancied that the coat would last him another term.  Capper agreed  that certain appearances were expected in certain positions.
  Mr. Smedley had not been long at Greyfriars, but he had heard all the cackle of the Common-room.  As he looked at the little French gentleman’s worried face, he wondered contemptuously for a moment whether it was hard-upness that was worrying him.
  Mossoo, always polite, bowed to him with his dancing master grace.
  “I regret tat I vas not viz me ven you come to see me.” he said, closing the door.  “Please to sit down, Monsieur.”
  Mr. Smedley sat down again, and the French master took another chair.  He sat down, hardly a yard from the wretched Skinner.
  “I have called to speak to you, sir, about the ruffianly outrage that occurred in this study yesterday.” said Mr. Smedley.  “A boy of my Form—”
  “Mais oui, but zat is all rightm” said Monsieur Charpentier.  “He is ovair and done viz.”
  “I fear, sir, that, as the boy’s Form-master, I cannot agree to that” said Mr. Smedley.  “From what I learn” —he did not state how he had learned it—“from what I’ve learn, sir, the boy who threw the bag of flour over you was Vernon-Smith
.”  press “Vrai!”  said Monsieur Charpentier.  “But zat is all right!  He have come to me; he say he is sorry, and he is to let on.”
  “Let on?” repeated Mr. Smedley, puzzled for a moment.  “Oh, you mean that he his let off!”
  “C’est comme ca!  Oui!   Zat is all finish!”
  “May I ask, Monsieur Charpentier, why you decided to pardon a boy who was guilty of so shocking an outrage?”
  The French master paused before replying.
  “I have ze reason.” he said at last.  “He is one verree bad boy, ze baddest of all ze boys in zis ecole!  But I forgive him, because if he vat you call expel, he shall be in very bad trouble chez son pere—viz his fazzer.”
  Mr. Smedley’s eyes glittered.  For the same reason that he desired to see the Bounder sackeb, Mossoo had pardoned him!
  “I can hardly consent to this, Monsieur Charpentier.” he said.  “As the boy’s Form-master, I desire to see justice done.  A boy of my Form has committed an act for which he deserves to be expelled from Greyfriars.  I desire the matter to be placed before the headmaster for judgment.”
  “Je comprends—I understand you, sir.  But I have tell ze boy zat he is pardon, and zat is zis.” said Mossoo, no doubt meaning that that was that.
  Smedley compressed his lips.
  “I have my duty to do, sir, as master of the Remove.” he said.  “I am bound to place the matter before Dr. Locke, and I shall expect of you, sir, to leave it in his hands for decision.”
  “Non, non!”
  “I have a right to insist, sir.”
  “Pas du tout!”  Monsieur Charpentier was a gentle creature, but he had plenty of spririt, and there was a dominating tone in Smedley’s voice that he did not like at all.  “I have said zat that he is finish!  I might not ze party zat is injure? Sans doute!  I go not to ze Head!”
  “You can scarcely avoid doing so, sir, if I report the matter, and  Dr. Locke calls upon you to state the facts.”
  Mossoo’s face set.
  “Monsieur Smedley, I regret displease you.” he said.  “But if I go to ze Head, I shall say zat I have pardon zat boy, and zat I have told him zat it is all finish!  And I zink,  sir, zat ze Head leave it at zat.”
  There was silence in the study.  Mr. Smedley was feeling like a cat seeing a mouse escape.  He knew that what Monsieur Charpentier stated was perfectly correct.  Dr. Locke would have expelled Vernon-Smith for what he had done, with a the slightest hesitation, had the matter come before him in the ordinary way.  But if Monsieur Charpentier informed him that he had pardoned the boy for his conduct, the Head would  naturally regard the matter as being at an end.  He would be surprised—he might even be suspicious—if Mr. Smedley showed a keen determination to bring about an expulsion for an offence forgiven by the injured party.  Certainly it was not possible to get the Bounder expelled for that “outrage” without the concurrence of the French master.
  Mr. Smedley sat silent, savage, defeated .  Monsieur Charpentier glanced at the door—as a hint that it was time for his visitor to go.  And Skinner, under the study table, longed for both of them to go.

                                    THE NINTH CHAPTER.

                                         Mossoo Is Insulted!

MR SMEDLEY did not go.
  He sat with a knitted brow, breathing hard.  He was defeated; but there was too much at stake for Lucius Teggers to admit defeat if he could help it.
  There was little off the milk of human kindness in his composition.  He could not understand a man forgiving an offence, which he bitterly resented, simply because the alternative was an excessively severe punishment for the offender.
  But there it was; and he has to make the best of it.  Monsieur Charpentier might be a fool, an ass, a softhearted mooning old idiot, in Smedley’s opinion.  But there it was!  He has to deal with the fact, and the fact was that Mossoo was not going to send Vernon-Smith home to face his father’s wrath.
  “Zat is all finish!” repeated Monsieur Charpentier, and again he glanced at the door.
  “Possibly,” said Mr. Snmedley, in his smoothest tone, clearing the frown from his brow, “we can arrange this matter amicably, sir.”
  “Je ne comprnds pas.”
  Mr. Smedley coughed.  He was not a man of delicacy; but he realised that he was going to tread on delicate ground now.
  “Let us speak of something else, sir.” he said.  “I have been sorry to observe that you seem somewhat depressed in spirits of late.  I trust that you have received no bad news from your native country?”
  “Helas!”  said Monsieur Charpentier, falling into the trap at once.  “But zat is too true! Zat it is verree kind of you, Monsieur Smedley!  Le pauvre petit Henri—ze poor little Henri—he is malade—vat you call, eel——”
  “Eel?”  repeated Mr. Smedley, blankly.  “Oh, ill!”
  “Zat is so—eel—verree, verreee eel!” said Mossoo.  “Zat pauvre leetle Henri, mon neveu—la pauvre ben garcon!” 
  Mr. Smedley assured him of his sympathy.
  That was enough for the effusive Mossoo—more than enough!  All he wanted was a listener!
  It was Mossoo’s happy custom to wear his heart upon his sleeve!  He would confide his most intimate affairs to anybody.
  Members of the common room had to dodge and elude Mossoo’s confidences.
  The eight did not always succeed; and so they could not help knowing all about little Henri, and little Albert, and little Charlot, and little Henriette, and little Marie, and little Lucette.
  Every beak at Greyfriars had seen all their photographs, not once, but many times.
  Of late, Mossoo’s worried looks had caused the other beaks to dodge his confidences more warily than ever.  They did not want to listen to a tale of woe!
  So Smedley’s kind sympathy had the effect on Mossoo of the opening of the floodgates.
  For a steady ten minutes Mossoo talked almost without pausing for breath.   Snmedley in the arm chair, and Skinner under the table, learned that his nephew Henri had long been ill; an expensive illness that had sapped Mossoo’s resources to breaking point
  Now Mossoo had received a letter informing him that only an expensive nursing home in the south of France could save little Henri.
  Not less than five thousand francs was the sum required.  And not only were Mossoo’s resources exhausted, but an advance of salary obtained from the headmaster was exhausted, too.
  Mossoo was in that sad state known as “stony.”  He could hardly “touch” the Head for another advance.  He was at “au desespoir” —in despair!
  No wonder Smithy had seen that tear trickling down poor Mossoo’s nose!
  Mr. Snmedley missing, with a sympathetic face, though without the slightest throb of sympathy in his heart.
  His own opinion was that Mossoo was an old fool, who was being spongeb jean by a gang of poor relations.  
  But he made a rapid mental calculation that five thousand francs was rather under forty pounds.
  It was worth forty pounds, or ten times that sum, or a hundred times but sum, to get Herbert Vernon-Smith sacked from Greyfriars.
  They sack for Smithy would be followed by the adoption of Lucius Teggers as the heir of Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith!  That meant millions!
  Mr. Smedley thought that he saw his way clear now.  He had guessed correctly the cause of the French masters troubled looks.  He had learned how the matter stood!  He had only to turn that matter to his own use, to serve his own ends.
  “But, my dear sir,” said Mr. Smedley,  “in these circumstances, surely a loan from a friend——“
  Mossoo made gestures.
  “How can I ask?  Helas,no, pas possible!  In Angleterre I have no friend zat vill, vat you call, cough up, five zousand francs!  Non!”
  “I should be very happy to place that sum at your disposal, Monsieur Charpentier.  It would be a pleasure to me.”
  Monsieur Charpentier stared at him.
  He had not seen very much of the new member of the staff; and what he had seen he had not likeb.
  Of all the beaks at Greyfriars, Mr. Smedley was about the last he would have expected to make a generous offer like this. 
  He was dumbfounded.
  “Mais—mais—but—“he gasped at last.  “you mean not zis, mon ami.”
  “I mean it, every word, sir!” said Mr. Smedley.  “I should be only too happy to oblige you with such a loan.”
  “Mon Dieu!  But—but it will be long time—verree long time—avant—before I can pay him.”
  “That is immaterial.”
  “You lend me five thousand francs, and you wait long, long time for to pay!” gasped Monsieur Charpentier.  He seemed unable to believe it; and Skinner, under the table, was still less able to do so.  Skinner was wondering dizzily what the Creeper and Crawler’	s game was.
  “Certainly!”
  “Oh, sair!” Monsieur Charpentier jumped up, almost weeping with emotion.  “Oh, sair! Zat is too good!  Zat is too generous!  Jamais, nevair can I zink of zis  Ah, pour cels, non, non!”
  “My dear fellow, it is quite all right.” said Mr. Smedley.  –“I will lend you the sum with pleasure-I insist upon it!”
  “Sair, since you are so generous, so bon, j’accepte!  Zat I embrace you so, generous one!” gasped Mossoo.
  Mr. Smedley did not want to be embraced by the effusive French gentleman.  He rose hastily from the chair and moved round the table.
  “My dear sir, I assure you it will be a pleasure” he said.  “I have the banknotes in my study and will fetch them now.”
  “Oh, sair!”  gasped Monsieur Charpentier.  His eyes, wet with tears, danced.  He could scarcely believe that his troubles had ended in this easy way.  As a matter of fact, they hadn’t!
   “one little matter.” said Mr. Smedley casually.  “lie, sure that you would be willing to oblige me, Monsieur Charpentier——”  
  “Anyzing, zair!  Ma vie—my life is——“
  “In the matter of Vernon-Smith——“
  “Zat affair he  is finish, mon ami.”
  “I have very strict views in matters of discipline, Monsieur Charpentier.
I cannot overlook Vernon-Smith is oh friends us your dashed down.  I desire the matter to be laid before the headmaster—buy you.”
  Monsieur Charpentier looked at him, and the effusive joy and gladness died out of his face.  He began to understand.  A wave of cruise and came into his sallow cheeks.
  “Monsieur!” he gasped faintly.
  “I am sure that you will oblige me in this, Monsieur Charpentier.” said Mr. Smedley smoothly.
  “Sair,” said Monsieur Charpentier, “zat matter is close!  I give zat boy Smeet my word, sair!  Ze vord of a Frenchman, sir!  You ask me not to smash zat vord!”
  “I ask you to place Vernon-Smith’s conduct before the Head, and leave him to be judged by his headmaster.”
  “Zat I cannot do.  Jamais!  Nevair!”
  “Really, Monsieur Charpentier, you will realize that one good turn deserves another.” said Mr. Smedley.
  “Sair,” said Monsieur Charpentier quietly , “let us comprehend one another.  You offair to lend me five zousand francs. Zat offair has nozcing to do viz ze garcon Smeet.”
  “It has everything to do with it, Monsieur.” answered Mr. Smedley coldly.  “I will oblige you with pleasure if you were obliged me.”
  The red deepened in Mossoo’s sallow face.  Skinner, under the table, held his breath.  He knew the Creeper and Crawler’s game now.
  “Sair!”  Monsieur Charpentier’s voice trembled.  “Sair, I touch not zat money!  I am insult!  Gardes zat money, sair!   You are one rascal, sair!”
  Mr. Smedley started.
  Monsieur Charpentier pointed to the door with a shaking finger.”
  “Allez-vous-en!” he said.  “Go!  Leave zis study!  I zink that you offair to help me in my trouble, and vat do I learn?  Mon Dieu!  If you vas not one coquin, one scoundrel, s8ir, you understand zat you insult me!  Go! Peeg!
Cochon!” Keep Zat money!  Go avay and enter not my presence any more times!  Pah!  I despise you, sair!”
  The French master’s voice trembled with anger and scorn.
  Mr. Smedley stared at him.  It had hardly occurred to his hard, cold salted nine but the Frenchman, solely in need of money as he was, would feel insulted at the suggestion of such a contract.  His belief was that Mossoo had told his tale in the hope of “touching” him for a loan, and he would jump at the chance.  That out burst of angry scorn and contempt surprised him as much as it enraged him
.  “Go!”  repeated Monsieur Charpentier.  “Allez-vous-en!  Speak not to me again!  I despise you, sair!  I zink you one peeg!”
  Mr. Snmedley clenched his hands.  —he had failed hopeless the field.  His bitter temper rose, and he made a stride at the little Frenchman, towering over him.  He was powerfully tempted to give Mossoo the threashing of his life.  So far from being intimidated by the tall man who towered over him, Mossoo stared up to him like an excited turkey-cock.  With a snort of scorn, he snapped his fingers in Smedley’s face. 
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  “Zat for you!” he exclaimed shrilly.  “Go, je vous commande, ozzervise I hit you viz ze foot!”
  Mr. Smedley realised that it would not do.  He had his position at Greyfriars to think of.  He restrained his rage, strode to the door, hurled it open, and stamped out without another word.
  “Mon Dieu!”  gasped Mossoo.  “Mon Dieu!  Le coquin!  Cochon!  Peeg!”
  For several minutes Monsieur Charpentier whisked about the study like an excited fowl, muttering and gesticulating; then, to Skinner’s immense relief, he whisked out, and his jerky footsteps died away down the passage.  Skinner crawled out from under the table, and, after a cautious peep out of the doorway, took his own departure hurriedly.

                                  THE TENTH CHAPTER.

                                         Up to Smithy!

HARRY WHARTON clapped his hands, dropping his hat for that purpose.  A dozen Remove fellows shouted.
  “Bravo, Smithy!”
  “Oh, well caught!”
  It is not every batsman who claps his hands and beams with delight at seeing himself caught.  But Harry Wharton had reason.  He was a good bat, and he could have sworn that no man in the field could have touched the ball he had just sent whizzing.  How the Bounder had got it he hardly knew.  But he had got it, and he held it up, grinning.  And the captain of the Remove beamed on him.
  It was only practice; but the Remove men were getting into form for the match with Saint Jim’s, and it was clear that Vernon-Smith was in great shape.  He seemed as good in the field as with either the willow or the leather—and he was, as Wharton joyfully realised, a rod in pickle for Tom Merry & Co.  when they came over
 . “Good man, Smithy!” shouted Wharton.  “Oh, good man!”
  “Well caught, old bean!” chirruped Bob Cherry.
  “The catchfulness was terrific, my esteemed and ridiculous Smithy!” beamed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  The Bounder grinned cheerfully.  He deserved the applause he received, and it was like wine to him.  He was keen on credit, but he loved the limelight more than the game.
  A good many fellows had gathered round to watch the Bounder; he was almost always worth watching on the cricket ground.  Skinner came down from the House and joined the juniors looking on.  There was a rather sarcastic grin on Skinner’s face.  He wondered what smithy and the fellows who were cheering him on would have thought had they known what he could have told them.  Smithy had been in danger that game before, but the danger was over; he had dismissed it from his mind.  He was quite unaware that while he was the games practice that afternoon the danger had recurred, and only the sense of honour of a man he had treated badly and disrespectfully had stood between him and the “long jump.”
  Skinnere was going to give the Bounder the tip, all the more because it was near tea-time and he was more than willing to tea in Smith’s lavish study.  But he had to wait till the practice was over.  Harry Wharton & Co.  forgot the existence of fellows like Skinner when games were on, and at the present moment, at least, Smithy was at one with the Co.
  When at length the fellows came in, Smithy walked back to the House with the Famous Five, on the best of terms with them, his face bright and cheery, and did not notice that Skinner followed them in.  They went up to the Remove passage together, and Skinner heard the Bounder ask them to tea, and the little crowd headed for Study No. 4 in the Remove.  Skinner followed on, in vain, trying to catch the Bounder’s eye.
  “Looking into the study from the doorway, Skinner court but I can to last, but did not read a welcome in it.  When Smithy had the cricketing fellows in his study he did not want Skinner.
  “Want anythin’?” asked the Bounder rather pointedly.
  Skinner shrugged his shoulders.
  “Oh, nothing!” he answered.  “I was goin’ to tell you somethin’ about Smedley, but I dare say it would only bore you.”  And he stepped back into the passage.
  “Hold on!” said the Bounder hastily.   He glanced at the Famous Five.  “You men mind if Skinner tea’s here?”
  “Why should we?” said Harry, with a smile.
  “Come in, Skinner.”
  It was not, perhaps, the most pressing anb urgent of invitations, but it was near enough for Skinner.  He came in cheerfully enough.
  Over tea, cricket and the coming St. Jim’s match were the topics.  The bounder eyed Skinner several times, but he was in no hurry—quite content to devote himself to the excellent fare.  In a lull of the cricket “jaw,” however, Smithy put it directly.
   “What’s that about Smedley, Skinner?”
  “He’s got his knife into you, Smithy.” grinned Skinner.
  “That’s no news.”
  “I mean he’s not sticking at trifles.” said Skinner.  “I could hardly believe my ears.  I don’t know what sort of a bargee Leggett & Teggers have sent us this time.  If the Head knew the kind of rat he was he would be kicked out so quick it would make his head swim.”
  “What’s the latest?” asked Harry Wharton, politely dropping the topic that interested him very much for one that interested him very little.
  Skinner told his story.
  The Bounder listened to it rather in bitter anger than surprise.  Why Smedley was so savagely and pertinaciously on his trail he did not know, but he knew that the fact was indubitable.  Whether it was the cause Smithy was a shady character, or for some other reason unknown, there was no doubt whatever that Smedley wanted to see him sacked.
  But Harry Wharton & Co. were not only surprised, but rather dubious.  They agreed that Smedley was a worm; but this was rather over the limit even for a worm.
  “If that’s true, the man’s a howling cad!” said Harry.  “He must be a fool, too, to think that Mossoo would do anything of the kind.  He’s not a man to break his word to a chap.”
  “If!  “It’s not a small sum for the man to hand over.” said Skinner, with a scowl.
  “Well, it’s rather steep,” said the captain of the Remove; “and—and you draw the longbow at times, you know, Skinner.”
  “The drawfulness of the esteemed longbow is occasionally terrific, my esteemed Skinner.” remarked the nabob of Bhanipur.
  “Well, it’s true.” grunted Skinner.  “And I’ve told you to put you on your guard, Smithy.  That man will get you sackeb if he can—and he won’t stick at much.  He was ready to lend Mossoo forty pounds if he would have played up.  And I can tell you Mossoo wants the money!  That’s what’s been the matter with the little brute lately.”
  “Poor old Mossoo!” said Bob Cherry.  “If he’s as pushed for money as all that, he’s a good little sportsman to turn Smedley down.  You ought to kick yourself for mopping that flour over him, Smithy!”
  “Think I don’t feel like that?” growled the Bounder.  “I’d have kicked myself a dozen times if that would have done any good.  Look here, Skinner, you’re sure you’ve got it right!”
  “I heard every word under the table.”
  “I mean about the money.”
   “Five thousand francs was what he said.  That would be about forty pounds in English money.”
  “Dashed if I see where Smedley was getting it from.” said Nugent.  “It’s not a small sum for a man to hand over.”
  “And just to see Smithy sacked!” said Johnny Bull.  “It sounds awfully steep!  Why should he be so keen on that?”
  “You don’t need telling he’s been keen on it!” grunted the Bounder.  “He’s shown that plain enough before.”
  “Well, yes; but not to that extent.  Quelch, when he was here, seems to have an idea that it would improve Greyfriars if you left.  But what Skinner’s told us is a dirty mean trick—not the thing a man would do from a sense of duty.  Why should he have a personal grudge against you?”	
  “What’s the good of askin’ me?” snapped the Bounder.  “I know he has, and that’s that!  By gad, if Mossoo had fallen for it——   But the man’s rotten cad, and doesn’t understand a decent man.  And Mossoo’s decent all through, with all his funny ways.”
  “Hear, hear!” said the tea party, in agreement with that.
  When tea in Study No. 4 was over, the Famous Five went down the passage; they went in a very doubtful frame of mind as to the exact accuracy of Skinner’s strange tale.  But the Bounder, left alone in his study, had no doubts.  Why the man was so keen to get him sackeb was a mystery; for it never crossed his mind to suspect that the junior partner in the firm of Leggett & Teggers had borrowed a tutor’s name to come to Greyfriars, to “dish” his rival for a millionaire’s millions!
  But he believed every word Skinner had related.  It fitted in with what he knew already—Mossoo’s distress, and that ear tickling down his nose, and his muttered words about “le pauvre petit Henri.”  It was true enough, and the Bounder knew it.  After a time, his thoughts passed from Smedley and his enmity, to Mossoo and his need.  He moved about his study, thinking.
  Mossoo had placed him under an obligation that irked him.  In bitter need of money, he had refused a loan that would have washed out his difficulties, rather than break his word to the boy who had disrespectfully used him.  He was not only, as the fellows often said, a  “good little ass.”  He was a real sportsman.  And it came into the Bounder’s mind that, had things been as they once had been, had he been able to draw upon his father for all the money he wanted, he would have weighed him and solved the French master’s problem for him.
  A term ago he could have asked his father even for such a sum as forty pounds, without risk of refusal.  And he would have been glad of the chance to make it “quits.”
  But matters were very different now.  He was kept rigidly short of money to keep him out of mischief.
  His father was grimly determined to disinherit him if he was expelled—and the best way was to keep him short of cash!
  Last term, even forty pounds was not a large sum to wealthy Bounder.  This term, he seldom had as much as forty pence.
  He went to his desk, unlocked a drawer, and looked at the glittering diamond pin within.
  His brow was dark.
  Already he had fixed it up with a man who would buy that pin.  He was to receive forty pounds for it—less than half its value.
  On that sum the Bounder had promised himself a glorious plunge.  With three or four choice spirits, he was going off in a car on a half holiday, to visit the races, at a safe distance from Greyfriars—far from possible discovery even by the watchful Creeper and Crawler.  Now, however, there were other thoughts in his mind.
   To wipe out that obligation that weighed on him—to stand by the man who had stood by him—that attracted him.  But to give up that glorious plunge—to which he had looked forward ever since the beginning of the term, that was too much of a wrench!  He had made up his quarrel  with Pon & Co., of Highcliffe school, and asked them to join him—and they were coming!  How was he to tell them that it was all off?  They word sacke that he had taken a scare, and funked it!
  He jamned the drawer shut, and locked it again, still undecided.  He swung out of the study at last, undecided, troubled, his better nature at war with his worse.  He was scowling as he went down the passage.  Billy Bunter blinked at him on the landing.
  “I say, Smithy!  I say, old chap, I was expecting a postal order this afternoon, and——  Yaroooooh!”
  Having kicked Bunter, the Bounder tramped on, leaving the Owl of the Remove roaring with wrath and indignation.  Bunter, certainly, had done nothing specially deserving of a kicking;  but it was a relief to kick somebody!

                            THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                 Between Good and Evil!

“HALLO, hallo, hallo!” bawled Bob Cherry.  “Smithy!”
   Mr. Smedley looked out of his study window.
   It was the following day—Wednesday, and a half holiday.  After dinner, Herbert Vernon-Smith was heading for the school gates, when Bob’s stentorian voice hailed him.
  The Bounder glanced round irritably.
  It was not easy for him to slip out of the school, even on a half holiday, without the Creeper and Crawler’s eye falling on him.  And he particularly wanted to slip out the quietly that aftornoon, as he had the diamond pin in his pocket, and was going to see the man who was to buy it.
  What he was going to do with this money when he received it the Bounder had not yet decided.  Whether it was going to see him through one glorious plunge into blackguardism, or whether it was going to help a lame dog over a stile, Smithy would not have said himself.  Anyhow, he was going to sell the diamond; and that transaction hat to be kept dark.
  “What the thump are you yelling at a man for?” demanded the Bounder angrily.  “What the dickens do you want?”
  “Keep the ickle temper!” said Bob cheerily.  “What are the about games practice?  Forgotten that, Smithy?”
  “Blow games practice!”
  “My dear man, we shan’t beat St. Jim’s when they come along by blowing games practice!” said Bob.
  “Oh rats
  Vernon-Smith tramped on to the gates, and went out, leaving Bob staring after him.  Bob was rather inclined to walk after the Bounder and jam his head on the gate as he went—for his cheek.  However, he refrained, and went to join the other fellows going down to cricket. 
  Mr. Smedley, at his study window, followed Vernon-Smith with his eyes till the scapegrace of school disappeared.
  His expression was not pleasant.
  He had had the young rascal in the hollow of his hand, if only Monsieur Charpentier had played up!  That was all over now.  Once more his intended victim had escaped him.
  Yet he knew that, all the time, the young rascal was asking for the “sack” in one way or another.  Where was he gone now, for instance?  He was keen on games—keen to play a big part in the big fixture with St. Jim’s—yet he had cleared off, cutting games practice on a half-holiday!
  It was useless to shadow him—he was too wary to be shadowed to a questionable destination.  The Creeper and Crawler had tried that more than once.  But it was bitter for him to reflect that, that very afternoon, the young blackguard was kicking over the traces, asking for the sack, and could not be spotted.
  Mr. Smedley scowled at the pigeons in the quadrangle.
  He wanted to get his task done and go.  He was fed up with the Greyfriars Remove.  But fortune refused to smile on him off.
  He left Masters Studies at last, and, with his soft and silent tread, went up to the Remove passage.  On a sunny half-holiday the junior studies were deserted.  Study No. 4 plus, he you, must be vacant, for he had watched Vernon-Smith go out, and seen Redwing go down to the cricket ground.  And Study No. 4 was the only study in the Remove in which Mr. Smedley had any interest.
  Many times had the Creeper and Crawler surreptitiously visited that study, in the hope of making some discovery.  He was not aware that several fellows had spotted him doing so, and that the Bounder knew, and was excessively careful never to have anything in the room that a Form-master’s eyes might not.
  But one thing that the Bounder did not know was that Snedley had a bunch of keys, which would unlock every lock in the study.  Not that Smithy would have cared, as he had no secrets in that room to keep.
  Inside Study No.4 the Creeper and Crawer closed the door, and for the umpteenth time looked about the study, and, as usual, failed to discern anything that was of use to him in his peculiar business at Greyfriars.
  Several drawers in the Bounder’s study were locked, and he unlocked them, one after another, and looked in.
  He gave a sudden start as he peered into an empty drawer.  It was the little drawer in which Smithy was accustomed to keep that valuable diamond pin.
Six or seven times, at least, Smedley had seen it there.  Now it was not there.  Smithy had not gone out wearing it—even the dressy Bounder only wore that magnificent pin on special occasions.  Smedley had seen him in the quad, speaking to Bob Cherry, and he certainly would have noted the flash of the diamond in the Bounder’s tie, in the bright sunshine, had he been sporting it.
  Mr. Smedley closed that drawer and re-locked it, and left the study.
  His brow was very thoughtful when he went down the stairs.  
    He already suspected—or, rather, knew, that the Bounder, kept short of money by his father, had “raised the wind” by disposing of trinkets.  Had he sold that diamond pin?  If so, why?  There was but one answer to that question .  It was to raise funds for a shady escapade.  In point of fact, Smedley had expected, every time he spied into the study, to find that diamond pin was gone!  Now it was gone! 
  He smiled grimly 
  Was that Vernon-Smith’s business that afternoon that prevented him from turning up at games practice?  
  It seemed probable enough.  	
  With a more cheerful expression on his face Mr. Smedley strolled down to Little Side, where he was seldom seen.  He took no interest in Form games.  Indeed, he took little interest in the Remove at all.  Now, ever, he gave the schoolboy cricketers a look-in. Wingate of the Sixth was on the junior ground, giving them some coaching.  Vernon-Smith was not there.  He had not come in yet.  Apparently he was making an afternoon of it out of gates.  Which was all to the good, from Mr. Smedley’s extremely peculiar point of view.  He remained for some time on Little Side, to see whether Vernon- Smith turned up.  But the Bounder did not come, and he went back to his study at last, with hardly a doubt left in his mind as to how matters stood.
   He would have been surprised, and probably far from gratified, had he known how and where Herbert Vernon-Smith was occupied in those very moments.
  Smithy, no longer with a diamond pin his pocket, but with eight five pound notes in its place, had walked into Courtfield, to the post office there.
  Standing on the steps of the post office, leaning against a stone pillar of the doorway, Smithy was thinking it out.
  How .
  long he stood there, with a knitted brow, the Bounder did not know.
  There was a struggle in his mind.
   The blackguardly kink in his nature was strongly uppermost.  He longs for that “plunge” but he had promised himself so long, and that was to make up for weeks of “toeing the line.”  The risk involved give it rather an added flavour.  Pon & Co. would think that he had funked, and that was bitterly annoying.  He risked more than they did, but was much less likely to funk.
It was fixed for Saturday, and he longed for it.
  Yet it was in his mind that but for the kindness of the “good that ass,” poor Mossoo, he would not be here at all now, planning a shady escapade with the nuts of Highcliffe.  He would be sacked and done for—expelled from school, disinherited by his father!  Mossoo, sorely in want of the very sum that he had in his pockets, had refused scornfully to break his word to the junior he had pardoned.  Smithy knew that it was up to him, that if he spent that money in thriftless rascality, leaving an obligation unpaid, he would be a rotter, even in his own eyes.
  But he hesitated long.
  Are Lower boy couldn’t offer money to a master—that was impossible.  If he was fool enough to do so he would be angrily refused.  Smithy tried to convince himself with that argument, though he knew all the time that he had come to the post office knowing that if the money was sent it had to be sent anonymously, by post.
  He moved at last.
  The struggle in his mind was long and the result doubtful for a time.  But there was good, as well as evil, in the Bounder—more good than evil, in point of fact.  When his mind, at last, was made up it was his better nature that had the upper hand.  He sneered at himself, but he went into the post office and asked for a registered envelope.
  Five minutes later he came out of the post office with a few shillings and a few coppers in his pocket, and a scowl on his face.
  It was done now—and could not be undone!  Saturday’s shady excursion  was washed out, and the disappointment was bitter.  A good deed did not have a soothing effect on the Bounder’s temper.  He walked back to Greyfriars in the worst temper of his life.
  And a watchful man, who saw him come in, after tea time, said to himself that if ever a young rascal looked as if he had been backing losers, Herbert Vernon-Smith did!

                                 THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

                                Mossoo’s Wonderful Windfall!

“ON en a assez!”
   Trotter, the page, on his way to Monsieur Charpentier’s study in the morning, jumped as he heard that angry squeak from within.
   Trotter, whose acquaintance with the beautiful French language was limited, supposed that Mossoo was swearing!
  “Lor’!” said Trotter.
  “Voila!  Mon Dieu!  L’encre dans le tiroir!” went on the angry squeal.  “Je dis, on en a assez!”
  Monsieur Charrpentier had just discovered the ink that Skinner had streamed into his table drawer before the rather exciting interview with Mr. Smedley.
  It was morning break at Greyfriars, and third school, after break, included a French class, and Mossoo had gone to that drawer for some papers.  Then he made the unhappy discovery but the contents of the drawer were smothered with ink.  Already he had missed the ink from his inkpot, and wondered what had become of it.  Now he knew.
  Mossoo really was not swearing, as Trotter uncaritably supposed.  He was only saying, in his own language, but he had had enough of it—that he was, in fact, fed up.
  With the affair of “ze little Henri” weighing so heavily on his mind, for Mossoo really was not in a state to be ragged.  His nervous system, never very steady, was on the jump.
  Trotter coughed as he tapped at the door.  He had a registered letter for the French master, which he had signed for, so he had to go to the study.  The excited voice within died away at the sound of the tap.
  “Entrez!”  rapped the French master.
  Trotter knew that that meant “come in.” So in he went.  Monsieur Charpentier, standing by the table, was staring into the open door with red wrath in his sallow face.  Trotter, out of the corner of his eye, spotted the inky state of the paters and suppressed a grin.
  “Registered letter, sir!” he said, placing it on the table.
  “Une letter recommandee!  Merci bien!  Fermez la porte.” said Monsieur Charpentier.  “Zat is, zank you and close ze door.”
  Trotter left him staring at the registered letter.  And this one was of rather unusual aspect, inasmuch as the address was in “printed” characters, instead of ordinary handwriting.
  He slit the envelope with a paper knife and drew out a wad of contents, in a state of wonder.
  The next moment he forgot all about the ink in the drawer.
  “Mon Dieu!” gasped the French master.
  There was a single sheet of paper within, with a single line written on it, in “print” letters, giving no clue to the writer.  That line ran

                              “From a Friend.”

  Enfolded in that sheet were eight banknotes for five pounds each.
  Monsieur Charpentier gazed at those banknotes as if he could hardly believe his eyes—as indeed he hardly could.
  Eight five-found notes—forty pounds!  Five thousand francs!  He wandered dizzily if he was dreaming.
  In a mazed and bemused state, he crumpled the notes in his fingers, counting them.  Five thousand francs!  From a “Friend”!  Who had done this?  Exactly the sum he needed to see “le pauvre petit Henri” through his trouble.  It seemed like a miracle to Mossoo!
  For full five minutes the little French gentleman stood there, with the banknotes in his hand and dumb amazement in his face.
  The impossible had happened!  It was wildly impossible for some unknown friend to send him exactly the sum he needed.  And it had happened!  There it was!
  “Who—why——”  Monsieur Charpentier examined the brief note.  The “print” letters gave no clue.  Obviously, the sender did not desire to be known. 
  A sudden misgiving ceased him that the letter had been delivered to the wrong address .  He grabbed the envelope and examined it.
  But the name and address—his own—were plain enough.  There was no mistake about that!
  “C’est epatant!”  murmured Monsieur Charpentier.  “Epatant!  Je ne comprends pas!  Mon Dieu!”
  Who had done this act of extraordinary kindness?  Some friend who desired to avoid his thanks!  But who could have known that he was in need a precisely that sum?  Only Mr. Smedley knew that—he had told him!  Smedley might have mentioned the matter—perhaps it had reached the Head somehow.  Dr. Locke had a kind heart, and he was aware that Mossoo was distressed—had he not given him a generous advanced on his salary already?  The Head had done this—delicately, anonymously, to avoid placing the French gentleman under the weight of a heavy obligation!
  That seemed the only possible explanation to Monsieur Charpentier.
  As he realised what this meant to him, Mossoo’s face brightened and brightened until it was like the rising sun.
  He counted the notes, and counted them again.  Forty pounds—five thousand francs!  At the bank in Courtfield he could change those English bank notes into French bank notes, and dispatch them by registered post to his sister in France, to be expended for the benefit of the “leetle Henri.” Monsieur Charpentier pirouetted around the study table.
  Had anyone looked into the study just then, he would certainly have supposed that the French master had taken leave of his senses.  A middle-aged gentlemen with a pointed beard capering round the study table was rather an extraordinary sight.
  A bell rang: break was over.  In class room No. 10 the Remove gathered for the French class.  But the French master did not arrive.
  Monsieur Charpentier had forgotten all about French classes!  He had forgotten about everything, but this amazing stroke of good fortune.  He had one regret, that the “Friend” who had sent him that amazing gift was not present to be embraced.  Mossoo longed to embrace him and kiss him on both cheeks.
  “Tra-la-la-la-la!” sang Mossoo, in a rather wheezy voice as he pirouetted.  “Tral-la-la!  La-la!”
  There was a tap at the door.  He did not hear it or heed it.  He danced around the table in exuberant joy.
  The door opened, and Harry Wharton looked in.
  “If you please, sir——”  began Harry.
  He stopped dead.
  As head boy of the Remove he had come to remind the French master of the class he seemeb to have forgotten  .  But the once died on his lips at the sight of the dapper little gentleman dancing round his study table!  He stared blankly.  Mossoo was an excitable little man, and had excitable ways, but this was really extraordinary.
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          Catching sight of the junior’s astounded face at the door, Monsieur     Charpentier ceased suddenly to trip the light fantastic toe!  He coloured, and came to a halt.
  “Ah!  Le bon Vharton this!” he said.  “C’est vous!  Vat is it zat you vant?  Allez maintenant—go away now—some ozzer time, mon garcon.”
  “But sir——” gasped Harry.
  “Some ozzer time!”  Monsieur Charpentier waved him away.  “Now I have mooch to zink of!  Run away, mon garcon.”
  Wharton could only go.  He went, in a state of utter astonishment. Monsieur Charpentier forgot his existence the next moment.
  However, he did not continue to dance!  Time was precious!  He rushed for his coat and hat and whisked out of the House!   Forgetful of classes, forgetful of everything, he whisked out of gates, and trotted down the road to Courtfield.  All lesser matters vanished from his mind until he had dispatched five thousand francs by registered post to France.

                                   THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                            While the Cat’s Away!

HARRY WHARTON walked back to the French class room amazed.
  Sounds of revelry greeted him as he arrived there.  As their master had not turned up, the Remove fellows, naturally, were improving the shining hour.
  As the captain of the Remove entered, Bob Cherry and five or six other fellows were playing leap-frog.  Billy Bunter was sucking a chunk of toffee, which he had been lucky enough to find in Russell’s study in “break.” Kipps was balancing a ruler and an inkpot on his chin.  Lord Mauleverer was dozing.  Skinner and Snoop and Stott were bending their heads over a racing paper that Skinner had produced from under his waistcoat.  Bolsover major and six or seven fellows were pelting one another with school books. It was not what the most easy going schoolmaster would have called an orderly class.
  These various activities ceased as the door opened—but were resumed when the juniors saw that it was only Wharton.  
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Isn’t Froggy coming?” called out Bob Cherry.
  “Seems not!” answered Harry.
  “Good luck!” said Skinner.
  “The goodfulness of the esteemed luck is terrific.”
  “But why isn’t he coming?”  asked Mark Linley.  “Mossoo never forgets a class.  What’s the matter with him?”
  Wharton shook his head.
  “I give that up, unless he’s gone off his rocker.”  he answered.  “he was dancing round the table when I went to his study.”
  “Great pip!”
   “Something happened to buck the little ass?” with a curious glance at the captain of the Remove.
  “I suppose so!  May have got some good news.” said Harry.  “I hope so!  But it’s jolly queer.”
  “I say, you fellows, there was a registered letter for Mossoo this morning.” squeaked Billy Bunter.  “I saw Trotter taking it in.”
  “The little blighter may have been raising the wind.” said Skinner.  “Perhaps he’ll by a new coat now.”
  “Oh, shut up, Skinner!”
  “Well, it’s time he had a new one!  He dies the seams of his coat, as well as his beard!” said Skinner.  “I’ve wondered if he uses the same dye for both.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Well, if he isn’t coming, we may as well keep on with this game.” said Bob Cherry .  “I like leap-frog better than French.”
  “Hear, hear!”
 “Better not make too much row.”  said Tom Redwing.  “We don’t want Smedley barging in.”
  “Lot Smedley cares what we do!” said Skinner.  “He never takes it out of a chap unless he’s in a rotten temper—and then he takes it out of the nearest chap!  If the Head knew the kind of slacking rotter he was he wouldn’t send to Leggett & Teggers for a man again.”
  “I say, you fellows, Smedley went to the Head in break!” said Billy Bunter.  “I saw him going to the old bean’s a study.  I dare say he’s still there, jawing—you know what two beaks are like when they begin to jaw.”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Monsieur Charpentier failed to appear;  and danger from Smedley seemed rather remote.  And the Remove were full of beans that bright May morning.  So it was not surprising that a considerable uproar was soon going on in classroom No. 10.
  Of all the Remove, in fact, only three fellows kept their places;  Billy Bunter, because he had not yet finished his toffee; Lord Mauleverer, because he was too lazy to move; and Vernon-Smith, because he did not want to give the Creeper and Crawler a chance at him, if Smedley did happen to look in.  Neither was the Bounder in a mood for ragging.
  He was in a mood of savage discontent.  The path of reform had few attractions for the scapegrace of the school.  He trod it only because it was the path of safety.
  He guessed-what no other fellow guessed—why Mossoo had been in such exuberant  spirits after receiving that registered letter.  He was glad of that.  But he was thinking of what he had planned for Saturday in company with the choice spirits at Highcliffe.  The more he thought of it, the more savagely discontented he felt.
  Smithy sat with a clouded and scowling face, while the rest of the Remove enjoyed their unexpected exemption from French.
  The fun was soon fast and furious.
  Cricket was going on now.  With a rolled up duster for a ball, and a shovel for a bat and the masters desk for a wicket, it was entertaining, if it was not exactly cricket.  Fielding that ball provided lots of fun.  Fellows fell over one asnother among the desks, amid shouts and yells.  At times the game looked more like Rugby football than cricket.  And there was no doubt that there was plenty of noise!  On that point there was no shadow of doubt.
   The Remove were going very strong, when the door opened and a majestic figure appeared.  There was a startled squeak from Billy Bunter.
  “I say, you fellows!   It’s the Head!”
  “The Head”
  “Oh crikey!”
  The uproar ceased as if by magic.  Dusty and flustered, fellows stared in dismay at their headmaster.
  With a stern brow, Dr. Locke advanced into the ring.
  “Wharton!”  he rapped.
  “Oh, yes, sir!” gasped Harry.
  “Who is in charge of this class?”
  “Monsieur Charpentier, sir.”
  “Where is he?”
   “I—-I don’t know, sir.”
  The Head pursed his lips.
  “has not Monsieur Charpentier been here?”
  “No, sir, not yet.”
  “Apparently.” said the Head.  “Monsieur Charpentier has forgotten!  That is no excuse for this uproar.  Every boy out of his place will take a hundred lines, Mr. Smedley!”
  “Sir!”  The tall figure of Mr. Smedley stepped in.
  “Perhaps you will kindly take charge of your Form, Mr. Smedley, until Monsieur Charpentier arrives.”
  “Certainly, sir!”
  “Vernon-Smith!”  Dr. Locke’s eyes rested on the Bounder.  “ Please follow me to my study.”
  The Bounder started.
  “I’ve done nothing, sir!” he answered sullenly.  “Every fellow here can tell you that I have not been out of my place.” 
  “No doubt, Vernon Smith.  I have already observed that you were not taking part in the riot.  But you will follow me to my study at once.”
  The Bounder, setting his lips, followed the headmaster from the class-room.  Snedley had been with the Head—and now he was called to the headmaster’s  study—why?  What new move had his enemy made?  He glanced at Smedley as he left the class room, and caught the Creeper and Crawler’s eyes fixed on him with a strange glint in them.
  In Class-room No. 10, there was no more uproar.  Wharton was sent to call the French master, but he returned to report that Monsieur Charpentier was not in his study, and could not be found.  So Mr. Smedley had to remain with the Remove in Mossoo’s inexplicable absence.  Mossoo, though nobody but the bounder guessed it, had business at the bank that morning, and was not likely to return yet.

                                      THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                  Smithy’s silence!

Dr. Locke sat in his study, drumming on the table before him with his slim, white fingers.
  The Bounder stood before him, sullen, hard-faced, resentful.  No Headmaster could have formed a favorable opinion of him, on his looks.  For a long minute, the head of Greyfriars had been silent, scanning the face before him, and evidently himself in a troubled mood.  The scapegrace of the school had given him more trouble than any other fellow at Greyfriars, and since Mr. Smedley’s advent, there had been more trouble than in Quelch’s time.  Any master might have been down on a fellow like smithy, but the Head was wondering whether Mr. Smedley was allowing some personal dislike to influence him a little.
  “Vernon-Smith!” said the head, at last breaking the silence.  “I regret having to question you, but the blame is your own, as you know very well.  If you are pursuing the disreputable courses for which, last term, I came very near to expelling you——”  He paused.
  To his surprise, the scapegrace’s face brightened.  Smithy had been wondering, savagely, whether the Head had got wind of the flour bag episode after all.  He had looked on that affair as over and done with, but the Creeper and Crawler might have raked it up again somehow.  The Head’s words came as a relief to him.
  “Since that time,” resumed the Head, puzzled by the junior’s look, “your father has carefully followed my advice that you should not be provided with more money than other boys in your Form.  If you have found some surreptitious way of raising money, Vernon-Smith, I can only take it as a proof that you have not abandoned your bad ways.  No schoolboy needs large sums of money for honourable purposes.”
  “Every fellow in the Remove knows that I’m hard up, sir!” said Vernon-Smith.
  “I understand that you have, or had, in your possession, a number of valuable trinkets.  Are these still in your possession?”
  “I sold some of them in the Easter holidays, sir, when I had a trip to France!  I went with Wharton and his friends!” added Vernon-Smith.
  “With that,” said the Head, “I have nothing to do.  Have you sold anything of the kind since that new term at school, to raise money for any escapade against the rules of the school?”
  The Bounder breathed hard.
  “No, sir!”
  “I trust that that statement is the truth, Vernon-Smith.  I am informed that you have in your possession of very valuable diamond pin.  Had I been aware of that before, I should not have allowed any Lower boy to have such an article while at school.  I think it would be better, Vernon-Smith, for this valuable stone to be sent home to your father—if it is still in your possession.”
  The Bounder did not speak.
  His heart was like lead.
  He had answered truthfully enough that he had not sold any trinket to raise money for an escapade.  He had sold that diamond to repay his obligation to the French master—to help poor Mossoo in his bitter need.    But he had sold it!  Certainly it was no longer in his possession.
  “From the description given to me, Vernon-Smith, I understand that this diamond is worth a large sum.  Certainly, you cannot be allowed to keep it at school.  But your Form-master, Mr. Smedley, has reason, as he tells me, to believe that you have parted with it—since the new term.  Is that the case?”
  The Bounder stood dumb.
  So that was it!
  He remembered the glance the Creeper and Crawler had given the diamond pin that day in the study!  Bunter did he know that the diamond was gone, when it was generally kept in a locked drawer?
  “Answer me, Vernon-Smith.”
  “I—I—-- “  the Bounder faltered. “I—I don’t see why Mr. Smedley should think I’ve sold it.  I hardly ever wear it.”
  “That is no answer to my question.  Answer me directly—is that diamond pin still in your possession?”
  “No!” muttered the Bounder, driven to it.
  “You have disposed of it?”
  “Yes.”
  “For what sum?”
  “Forty pounds.”
  Dr. Locke raised his eyebrows.
  “Very well, Vernon-Smith,” he said, “you may place the money on my table.  It will be returned to your father.  You will explain to me for what purpose you raised such an extraordinary sum of money—though I fear that I can have little doubt.”
  The Bounder did not start.
  “You hear me, Vernon-Smith!” rapped the Head.  “Place the money on the table this instant.”
  “I—I haven’t got it, sir.”
  Dr. Locke’s face set hard.
  “You have parted with such a sum as forty pounds, Vernon-Smith?”
  “Yes, sir.”
  “Heard much have you left?”
  “None.”
   The Headmaster’s face was like iron now.  Mr. Smedley’s belief was that Smithy had sold the pin on Wednesday afternoon, spent the money in some dubious resort, and lost the money there.  That was courtent looked alike, from what the Creeper and Crawler’s keen eyes had observed  .  Indeed, that had been the Bounder’s original intention, and Smedley had read him aright, so far as that went.
  But the Headmaster’s had been very unwilling to share that belief.  Now he was forced to it.
  “Did you, as your Form-master supposes, sell the pin yesterday, Vernon-Smith?” Dr. Locke’s voice was cold and hard.
  “Yes, sir!”
  “Did you bring the proceeds back to the school with you?”
  “No, sir.”
  “You lost the money?”
  “I did not reckless it.”
  “You parted with it, while you were out of the gates on a half holiday?”
  “Yes.”
  “You will hardly expect me to believe, Vernon-Smith, that you, a Lower Fourth boy, spent such a sum as forty pounds in a single afternoon, for any purpose you would dare confess to your headmaster?”
   “I’ve done nothing wrong.” muttered the Bounder.
      “I trust not!”  said the Head grimly.  “if you have been built a of some act of unseating extravagance, I shall be relieved to hear that it is nothing worse.  Did you make some thoughtless purchase?”
  “No!”
  “What did you do with the money?”
  Vernon-Smith did not answer.
  He could not answer.
  What he had done he had done anonymously, to save the feelings, the dignity, of the French master who would never have dreamed of accepting aid from a schoolboy.  He could not cover Monsieur Charpentier as with a garment. Mossoo had asked nothing of him.  He would have refused an offer of help, with indignation, from a boy.  Not knowing that it had come from a schoolboy, he had used it.  Smithy guessed, if nobody else did, what sudden business had called the French master away that morning, and caused him to forget his class.  If Smithy let his action become known, he could not claim to have a rag of decency left.
  Unscrupulous, blackguardly, reckless, headstrong the Bounder might be.  But there were some things that were not done and this was one of them.  He could not do this!  He could not tell his headmaster what he had done with the money.
  “I am waiting, Vernon-Smith!” said Dr. Locke, in an ominous voice.
  “I’ve done no harm, sir!”  stammered the Bounder at last.  “I—I can tell you what I’ve done, if you’ll let me tell you without mentioning names.”
  “You will give me the fullest, frankest exclamation, Vernon-Smith, or you will be sent away from Greyfriars this afternoon!” said the Head coldly.  “If you have any explanation to give, give it.”
  “I—I—I get the money away!” stammered the Bounder at last.
  Dr. Locke looked at him.
  “Do you expect me to believe that extraordinary statement, Vernon-Smith?” he asked coldly and contemptuously.
  “It’s true!”
  “I shall give you every chance!” said the Head.  “If your statement is true, it can be substantiated.  To whom did you give the money?”
  “A man in distress.”
  “His name?”
  No answer.
  “And why?”
  “He—he had treated me decently, and—and I found out that he was in a fix for money-, and—and I did it!” muttered the Bounder.  He knew, while he was speaking, how utterly incredible it sounded.
  “If, by some chance, you have performed a generous action, Vernon-Smith, you have only to make it clear.  Your statement is incredible, as you must know.  Who was the man to whom you allege that you gave the money?”
  “I can’t mention his name.”
  “Why not?”
  “Bacause—--because he never knew I sent it, and—and—oh, sir, you can see why I can’t tell you!  How could I tell anyone?”
  Dr. Locke rose from his chair.
  “You, Vernon-Smith, the boy with the worst reputation in the school, the boy I should have expelled for bad conduct, but from a mistaken sense of lenity—you ask me to believe that you have acted with quixotic generosity, and are deterred from telling me the facts by a delicate sense of honour?  I fear, Vernon-Smith, that you are asking me to believe too much.”
   He knitted his brows grimly.
  “For the last time, Vernon-Smith, if you have anything to say in your defence, say it.”
  “I’ve said all I can, sir!” muttered the Bounder.
  “Very well.  Leave my study.  You need not return to the French class—you may go to the dormitory and pack your box.  ” 
  The Bounder went slowly to the door.  His face was white and set.  At the door he turned to meet a cold, steady look of his headmaster. 
  Sacked!  Why should he be sacked, to spare the feelings, the precious dignity of that little ass, Mossoo?  Why?  He opened his lips.
  But he closed them again.  He knew that he could not speak without shame—shame in his own eyes.  What he had done he had done of his own accord.  He had to stand by it.  The Bounder of Greyfriars had pluck.
  Have you anything more to say, Vernon-Smith?”
  There was an instant’s pause.
  “No, sir!” said the Bounder quietly.
  “Then go!”
  And Herbert Vernon-Smith went.

                                           THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                             Mysterious!
 
 “I say, you fellows, where’s Smithy?”
  “Echo answers where!” said Bob Cherry.  And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh remarked that the wherefulness was terrific.
  Vernon-Smith had not come back to class-room No. 10.  The Remove were dismissed now, and he was not seen in the quad.
  “Mysterious disappearances are quite the fashion this morning.” remarked Bob.
“First Mossoo, then Smithy!  Now you disappear, Bunter—you couldn’t do a more popular thing.”  
  “Yah!” said Bunter, with his usual elegance.
  “Halo, hallo, hallo, here comes jolly old Mossoo!” exclaimed bob, as a dapper little figure came in at the gates.
  “Jolly, and no mistake!” said Harry Wharton, laughing.  “He looks as if he’s walking on air.”
  “Frightfully bucked!” remarked Nugent.
  “He won’t feel so bucked when the head talks to him about cutting that class this morning!” grinned Skinner.  “Mossoo is going to get a royal and imperial jaw from the jolly old beak.”
  The juniors eyed Monsieur Charpentier rather curiously, as he came up to the House.  Something evidently had happened to change the little gentleman’s mood.  Of late, he had been despondent, gloomy, pessimistic, and crusty—in fact, extremely sharp-tempered.  Now all was changed.  He worked with an elastic step, so elastic that he seemed to have some difficulty in restraining himself from pirouetting across the quad as Wharton had seen him pirouetting in his study.  His face wore the kindest and sweetest of smiles, and he was even heard to hum a tune as he passed the group of Removites.
  Whatever had been Mossoo’s trouble it was plain that it was over now.  The juniors capped him as he passed, smiling, and Mossoo gave them a smile that extended almost from one of his ears to the other.  Obviously he was a happy man that morning.
  “Vat a nice day, mes garcons!” he said, or rather chirruped.  “Zese English vezzers are veree good.”
  That was the climax!  Mossoo’s opinion of the British weather was well known.  If he thought the weather good, it showed that he was in a fearfully bucked state.
  Quite pleased to see the effusive little gentleman so happy, the chums of the Remove watched him, with smiling faces as he trotted to the House.  But his brightness was a little dashed as he met Mr. Smedley in the doorway.
  “The Head desires to see you, Monsieur Charpentier.” said Mr. Smedley coldly.
“he desires to know why you did not attend your class this morning, and left the boys to riot.”  
  Monsieur Charpentier jumped.
  In his happy state of elation he had forgotten all about that class.  It was a pleasure to Smedley to remind him.
  “Mon Dieu!  J’oublie tout cela!” ejaculated Mossoo in dismay.  “Zat is one verree large fault.  A fault of the most enormous. Je vais expliquer—  I go to explain to ze Head!  Is ze Head angry, Monsieur Smedley?”
  “I believe he was very much annoyed, as he was called to your class-room, sir, and found the boys rioting there.” said Smedley.
  “Mon Dieu!”
  The little Frenchman whisked into the House, leaving Mr. Smedley feeling that he had repaid him a little for the expressions he had used at their last interview in the French masters study.
  But Smedley himself was in rather a good humour now.  There was almost a smile on his hard, cold face, as he walked out into the quadrangle.
  He knew the results of the Bounder’s interview with his headmaster.  That afternoon Herbert Vernon-Smith was going.
  Lucius Teggers had won his game, and ere long he would be going, too!  As he walked in the quad he was thinking of Mr. Vernon-Smith’s millions, and he found the thought pleasant.
  “Something’s bucked the Creeper and Crawler,” said Bob Cherry, glancing after him.  “I say, what’s become of Smithy?”
  Harry Wharton whistled.
  “Has he scored over Smithy?  What can that silly ass have done now?  Here, Redwing, where’s Smithy?”
  Tom Redwing shook his head.
  “No good asking me.” he said.  “I’m afraid something’s up.  You fellows know what the Head wanted him for?”
  “Haven’t the foggiest.”
  “I say, you fellows——”
  “Bunter knows, of course.” said Bob.  “Bunter knows everything.  Cough it up, Bunter!  If anything’s happened on the other side of a keyhole you know all about it!  Give it a name.”
  “Beast!  I say, you fellows, I fancy Smithy’s sacked.” said Bunter.  “He hasn’t been seen since he went to the Head!  I say, you’ll be jolly glad, Redwing, I suppose, as you’ve rowed with him—”
  “You blithering idiot!”
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo, here he comes!” roared Bob, as the Bounder appeared in the doorway of the House, carrying his box on his shoulder.
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  “Where on earth have you been, old chap?” asked Bob.  “We were beginning to think something had happened to you.”
  “I’ve been packing my box.”
  “Eh, why?”
  “Head’s orders!”
  “Smithy!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.  “You don’t mean——”
  The Bounder laughed.
  “I do!”
  “Bunked” breathed Frank Nugent.
  “Yes.”
  “What have you done?”
  “Helped a lame dog over a style.” 
  “Don’t be an ass!” said Bob uneasily.
  “Too late for that advice!” said the Bounder coolly.  “You should have given me that tip before I did it.  Sorry if you miss me in the Saint Jim’s match, Wharton—I dare say Bunter will play!”
  “Certainly.” said Bunter.  “Mind I shall have to go in first, Wharton, if I play.  Otherwise, I shall decline.”
  “Shut up, you howling ass!  Look here, Smithy, what’s really happened?”
  “The sack!”
  “But why!” yelled Bob Cherry.
  “I’ve told you!”
  The bounder, with his hands in his pockets, walked away, whistling, leaving the Removites staring after him blankly.

                                        THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                                     A Puzzled Pair!

“BLESS my soul!” ejaculated Dr. Locke.
   He fairly jumped.
  The Head of Greyfriars was sitting in his study, in a rather pensive mood.  “Sacking” a fellow was no pleasant task for any headmaster.  It was less pleasant in Smithy’s case, because he knew what awaited the hapless scapegrace at home.
  But the time for leniency had gone by.  It was for that very reason, his father’s threat of disinheritance, that he had allowed the Bounder to stay on last term.  He had hoped that the boy would amend; that the warning would be enough for him.  He had been told, plainly enough, that his next transgression would be his last.  Now he had transgressed again, and his headmuster was left no choice in the matter.
  Deep in thought, the head of the guard at top and his door.  The door shot open, and an excitable little gentleman shot into the study.
  Monsieur Charpentier had run down the passage to that study, after Smedley had spoken to him.  He arrived breathless.  He seemed all arms and legs as he shot in, gesticulating wildly.
  “My dear Monsieur Charpentier——” said Dr. Locke, a little severely.
  “Mille pardons, monsieur!” gasped the French master.  “I ask you ze zousand pardons!  Zis morning I forget ze class—c’est une grande faute—a fault of greatest size, sair!  I ask you feefty zousand pardons!”
  “One will be sufficient, sir!” said the Head.  “Really——”
  “Mais vous savez—you know—you comprehend, isn’t it?” gasped Monsieur Charpentier.  “Now it is all right—vat you call in English, bit of all right—viz ze leetle Henri!”
  “Eh?”
  “Vous comprenez—you understand, sair, you who have ze so kind heart, you shall comprehend zat ven it is bit of all right, I am excite—I am to dance viz joy—I am off, as you say in English, ze onion!”
  Dr. Locke blinked at him.
  “I forgot zat class!” said Monsieur Charpentier, waving both hands.  “I forget everyzing, except your so great kindness, sair!”
  “I—I do not quite——“
  “Viz zat money—I fly—I buzz—a la banque—I lose not ze one moment, to go to ze bank, n’est-ce pas?  I capture ze post.”
  “You went out to capture the post?” asked Dr. Mark, gazing at the little gentleman.  “Oh, quite!  I—I see.”
  “I capture him.” said Monsieur Charpentier.  “I go to ze banque pour echanger—to change, to alter, as you say, ze Englich billets into ze French billets!  N’est-ce pas?  I fly to ze bank!  From ze bank I fly to ze post!  Voila!  It is done!  Oh, sair, zat I embrace you!”
  Dr. Locke backed swiftly.
  “My dear sir——” he gasped.
  “You zat have ze so great goodness of heart!” trilled Mossoo.  “You zat help  ze bandy-leg dog ovair ze style!  Oh, sair!”
  “I— I hardly understand——”
  “I kiss you ze hand, sair!” said Monsieur Charpentier.  “Ze leetle Henri, he vill go vell—niow zat zere is five zousand francs!  Oh, sair, how can I zank you enoff?  Nevair, nevair can zerer be enoff zanks!”
  “But what have I done?” exclaimed the bewildered headmaster.  “I do not understand you in the least, Monsieur Charpentier .  For what are you thanking me?”
  “Oh, sair, for zat vich you have done in ze great kindness of your heart!  You save ze life of ze petit Henri!  I kiss you ze hand——”
  “Please do nothing of the sort!  And kindly explain your meaning, sir!” said the Head, rather testily.  “I am quite unaware——”
  “You did not vish me to speak of him, sair?  Zat is vy you send him in a letter, je comprends!  Mais, but, sair, my heart is so full—le Coeur tout plein—I overflow viz gratitude, sair—I must tell you I know zat you are ze kind friend—I must zank you——  Oh, sair, ven zat I open zat lettair, and see ze money, I say to myself, who shall do zis zing?  And I zink, it is ze bondocteur—ou personne!  C’etait vous, sair. It is you that do zis great kindness zat I nevair dare to ask!”
  Dr. Locke felt as if his head was turning round.
  “Of what money are you speaking?” he gasped.
  “Ze five zousand francs—ze forty English pound zat you sent me in ze letter——“
  “I have done nothing of the kind.”
  “Comment!”
  “Had I been aware, Monsieur Charpentier that you were in distress for money, I should certainly have offered my assistance.  But I understood that the recent advance of salary——”
  “You did not send him?” gasped Monsieur Charpentier.
  “Certainly not!”
  “Mon Dieu!  Zen who send him?”
  “If you have received such a sum as forty pounds by post, Monsieur Charpentier, surely you know the name of the sender?”
  “Du tout!  Je n’en sais rien!  I know nozzings!  Look!”  from his pocket the French master jerked the sheet that had come with the banknotes.  “Voyez sair.”
   Dr. Locke adjusted his pince-nez, and glanced at the brief message in print letters:  “From a Friend.”
  “I know not ze hand, sair!  I no not ze name!  I know nozzings!” said Monsieur Charpentier.  “I say to myself, somevun shall learn of zis my trouble, and send me help—and zere is no vun but you, sair, zat I can zink of!  Vat?  If it is not you, I know nozzings!”
  He waved his hand in bewildered gesticulations.
  “Certainly it was not I!” said Dr. Locke.
  “Zen I am tout-a-fait mystify.”
  “An extraordinary expression was coning over Dr. Locke’s face.  The thought that was rising in his mind was extraordinary—incredible!  Yet the coincidence was too striking to be ignored.
  “Monsieur Charpentier!  You say you received a letter containing forty pounds——”
  “Zis morning, sair!”
  “From an anonymous person—from someone you do not know?”
  “Je n’en sais rien—I know nozzings.”
  “What was the postmark on the letter?”
  “La ville—ze town, Courtfield pres d’ici.”
  “Bless my soul!”
  “Somevun zat know my trouble send him!” said Monsieur Charpentier.  “It is not zat Smedley—j’en suis sur! Somevun here him talk perhaps——”
  Dr. Locke pursed his lips.
  “To refer to another matter, Monsieur Charpentier, have you had occasion, of late, to show any special kindness to Vernon-Smith, of the Remove?”
  “Smeet!  Mai oui! But I razzer not speak of him, sair!” said Monsieur Charpentier.  He give one great offence, sair, but I forgive him for z at, and zat affair he is all ovair, sir.”
  Dr. Locke was plunged deep in thought.
  Was it possible?  Could it be possible that the scapegrace of the school, the hardest case at Greyfriars, grateful for an act of kindness, had done this?  Was it barely possible that was the reason of his silence?  The sum of money was the same—and what the Bounder had said in that study was that mentioning names, tallied with what Mossoo had said.  Was it possible?
  Monsieur Charpentier was got rid of that last, and the head sat down to think.  It was getting near his luncheon hour; but he was not thinking of lunch.
  Ten minutes later Dr. Locke ordered his car, and—recklessly regardless of lunch—drove away from the school.
  He was bound for Courtfield Post Office—to inquire whether a Greyfriars boy had posted a registered letter there the previous afternoon, and wonder that Greyfriars boy answered to the description of Herbert Vernon-Smith!


                             THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                            Unexpected !

THE Bounder’s eyes gleamed.
  He was in the passage outside the Head’s study when Mr. Smedley came along from the other direction.
  Smithy had had his dinner with the Remove.  Since receiving the Head’s order to pack his box he had had no word from Dr. Locke, and no arrangement had yet been made for his departure.
  With all the coolness and nerve he had shown before the Removites, Smithy had a heavy heart that day.  That prospect before him, when he reached for, was enough to appal any fellow.  And it was in his mind to make some further appeal to the headmaster—to try and make him believe that he had told the truth.  With that thought in his mind he came at last to the Head’s study, and he was about to tap on the door when Mr. Smedley appeared.  And his eyes gleamed at the Creeper and Crawler.
  “What you doing here, Vernon-Smith?” snapped Mr. Smedley.
  “I’m going to speak to the Head!” growled the Bounder.
  “You had better go!” snapped Mr. Smedley.  “I am about   to see your headmaster!  You may go, Vernon Smith.”
  The Bounder did not go.  If he was sacked, if this was his last day at Greyfriars, Smedley mattered little to him.
  “Do you hear me, Vernon-Smith?” rapped Mr. Smedley sharply.
  “I’m going to speak to the Head.” answered the Bounder doggedly; and he did not recede an inchof
  Mr. Smedley’s eyes glinted at him.  The Creeper and Crawler was himself in a rather disconcerted frame of mind.  Why the Bounder was not yet gone was a puzzle to him.
  Dr. Locke, instead of attending to that matter, which was surely an urgent one, had gone out suddenly in his car.  He had come in late to lunch, and then gone to his study.  And Mr. Smedley was coming there to ascertain how matters stood—to learn whether there was, at the last moment, a slip ‘twixt cup and lip.  He did not want the Bounder there, and he made a stride towards the junior.
  “Go!”  he rapped.
  “I won’t!”
  And the Bounder, panting, knocked on the Head’s door—a loud, sharp knock.
  “Come in!”
  Smedley had to suppress his rage as Vernon-Smith opened the study door, and most of them were under the headmaster’s eyes.
  “Come in, Vernon-Smith!” said Dr. Locke, in an unexpectedly kind voice.  “I was about to send for you!  Press”
  The Bounder entered.
  That kind note in his headmaster’s voice gave him a gleam of encouragement.  Mr. Smedley followed him at once.
  “If you desire me to make arrangements for this boy to reach his home, sir—”
said Mr. Smedley.
  “Thank you, Mr. Smedley!” said the Head.  “But that will not now be necessary.”
  “Not—not necessary?”  Mr. Smedley seemed hardly able to utter the words.  “I—I did not quite see——”
  He stammered.
  “Vernon-Smith is not leaving, Mr. Smedley.”
  “Not—not leaving?”
  “No!”
  Mr. Smedley had to turn his face away so that his headmaster should not read its expression.  He had failed again—how, he could not begin to guess!  But he had failed!
  Vernon-Smith heard Dr. Locke’s words like a fellow in a dream.  He could only stare at his headmaster.  Evidently, Dr. Locke had changed his mind.  WI, was has been a mystery to the Bounder as to his enemy.
  “I will explain, Mr. Smedley.”  said Dr. Locke, with a kind glance at the staring junior.  “Vernon-Smith informed me in this study that he had sold a valuable trinket, as you supposed, and in a safe, only yesterday, the sum of forty pounds.  This money is no longer in his possession.  The boy has explained that he used to it, not for any disreputable purpose, but in order to give assistance to a certain person who was in need of help.”
  Smedley blinked at him.
  “Vernon-Smith has had the impudence to tell you such a palpable falsehood!” he gasped.  “Surely, sir, you did not believe him?”
  “I did not, Mr. Smedley.  But I have since made certain inquiries, which have convinced me that Vernon-Smith stated the exact facts.”
  “ Dr. Locke!”
  “This boy,” said the Head, in a slightly raised tone, has done a somewhat thoughtless but extremely generous action.  It was not such an action as I should have expected of him, and it has raised him very much in my opinion.”
  “Oh, sir!” gasped the Bounder.
  “I shall not go into details.” said the Head.  “Vernon-Smith has afforded help to a man who could not possibly have accepted it at his hands, and he therefore acted anonymously, and so was debarred from explaining the matter fully to me.  Fortunately, I am now in possession of the facts.”
  “But——” gasped the hapless Creeper and Crawler.
  “There is no doubt on the subject, Mr. Smedley.  I have only two central that have learned the facts in time, Vernon-Smith!”
  “Yes, sir!”
  “You have shown, my boy,” said the Head, kindly, “that you, whom I have had reason to believe the worst boy in the school, can act in a kind and generous way, and this gives me great hopes of you.  I shall hope that you will try to keep the good I have now formeb of you.”
  “I’ll try jolly hard, sir!” gasped Smithy.
  Dr. Locke smiled.
  “Very well, Vernon-Smith!  You may go back to your form!”
  The Bounder left the study, walking on air!  Mr. Smedley left it with feelings that could not be expressed in words.
  That afternoon the Remove had the sharpest cutting edge of their temporary Form-master’s temper.
  But there was one fellow in the Remove, at least, who did not mind.
  That was the Bounder.
  Once more his phenomenal luck had held good, and he had pulled through.  And his last state was better than his first—he had gained his headmaster’s good opinion, and had a friend in that quarter.
   The other Fellows had hardly expected to see him, after what he had told them.  Evidently, the sack had not materialised.  The Bounder was there, and he drew a sardonic amusement from the snapping voice and frowning brow of the Ceeper and Crawler.  That gentleman, like the spider in the story of Bruce, found that he had to begin again at the beginning.  And, unlike the spider in the story, he was getting  rather discouraged.
THE END.
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