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	                                                The First Chapter.

                                         Bunter puts his foot down!

“I’LL jolly well make you!” said Billy Bunter.
  “Eh?”
  “What?”
  “I mean it!” declared Bunter, with a severe blink through his big spectacles. I’ll make you, and that’s that—see?”
  Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at Billy Bunter.
  The  Remove fellows had gathered on Little Side at Greyfriars for games practice.  Strange to relate, Billy Bunter had joined them there.
 That was quite unusual.
  Even on compulsory days, it was unusual for Billy Bunter to turn up for a games practice if he could possibly devise an excuse for getting out of it.  This was not a compulsory day, so it was quite surprising to see the fat Owl of the Remove there.  But there he was—in flannels, looking as if he was on the point of bursting out of them.  
  It was Monday; and on Wednesday the St. Jim’s cricketers were coming over.  So Harry Wharton & Co.  were rather in the state of living, moving, and breathing cricket.  Really, they had no time to waste on Bunter.  And when Billy Bunter pointed out that he was the man, above all others, that was wanted in the same Jim’s match, they laughed, and were willing to let it go at that.
   But Bunter wasn’t.  Wharton, the captain of the Remove, would as soon have played the house cat as Billy Bunter, and the fat Owl’s offer of his valuable services were declined without thanks.  But his announcement that he would “make” Wharton play him on Wednesday caused the chums of the Remove to sit up and take notice, as it were. 
  “You—you—you’ll make me!” ejaculated Harry Wharton, staring at the fat face adorned by big spectacles.  “My only hat!  How are you going to get on with the making, old fat man?”
  “The howfulness is terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “I mean it, and I know how!” declared Bunter.  “I’m a jolly good cricketer, as all you fellows know——”
  “Oh crumbs!”  murmured Bob Cherry.
  “I’d like to see you handle a bat like I do, Bob Cherry!”
  “Couldn’t be done!” said Bob, shaking his head.  “If I handled a pickaxe, I should handle it as you do a bat!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Yah!  You fellows make out that Smithy can bowl.  Does he bowl like I do?” demanded Bunter.  “I ask you!”
  “If he did, he wouldn’t be found dead in the Remove eleven!” answered Harry.  “Run away and play now, Bunter!  We’re going to be busy!  Lascelles is coming to put us through practice today.”
  “But what’s the matter with the fat chump?” asked Frank Nugent.  “He doesn’t like cricket—he never turns up if he can help it!  Why this sudden enthusiasm?”
  “Well, a whole-day match is different.” explained Bunter.  “All the fellows playing on Wednesday get off morning classes.”
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!  I’d rather play cricket than stick in the Form-room with Smedley.
 “Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Removites.  
  The mystery was revealed now. Billy Bunter’s sudden and unaccountable enthusiasm for the noble game of cricket was explained.  Cricket, being a form of exertion, did not appealed to him much.  But it was better than Latin grammar in the Form-room with Smedley.  Hence Billy Bunter’s desire to play in the St Jim’s match on Wednesday.
  “Of course, I’m keen.” Bunter hastened to explain.  “I don’t do a lot of practice; but, then, I don’t need so much as you fellows do.  Some fellows are born cricketers.  I’m one of them!  I’m going to play on Wednesday, Wharton!  I’m not sticking in the Form-room with that beast Smedley while you fellows are enjoying yourselves!  No jolly fear!  Besides, you want to beat St. Jim’s, I suppose.  You want a good, all round man—good at batting, good at bowling, good at fielding.  Well, I’m an all round man!”
  “The all-roundfulness of the esteemed Bunter is preposterous!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a glance at the fat Owl’s rotund figure.  “there never was anybody so terrifically all round!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Well, I mean it!” roared Bunter.  “If you’re set on leaving out the best man in the Remove, Wharton, I jolly well going to make you play me—see?”
  “But how?” gasped Wharton.
  “I’m going to speak to Lascelles!  You can’t go against the games master!”  said Billy Bunter.  “Even Wingate of the Sixth can’t stand up against the games master!  If Larry Lascelles you to put me in, I go in!  I’m going to speak to Lascelles as soon as he comes down!”
  “Oh crikey!  Is that how?”
  “That’s how!” said Bunter firmly.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The Removites yelled.  It was quite true that, had a cricket captain left out a really good man from a fault of judgment, the games master would have given him at least as strong hint on the subject.  Had Billy Bunter been the cricketer he fondly believed that he was, no doubt Mr. Lascelles would have supported his claim to play.
  As it happened, he wasn’t!  Bunter’s cricket was as good as his football.  His football was as good as his rowing.  His rowing was as good as his tennis.  His tennis was as good as his fives.  And they were all good for nothing!  Only Bunter was unaware of it.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here comes Larry!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “Roll away, Bunter, now you’ve done your funny turn!”
  Billy Bunter did not roll away.  Bunter meant business.  Mr. Lascelles, who was games master as well as maths master at Greyfriars, appeared in the offing.  The handsome, athletic young master was very popular at Greyfriars; the fellows liked his cricket if not his mathematics.  Rather to the surprise of the juniors, he came accompanied by Mr. Smedley, the master of the Remove, who seldom gave the juniors cricketers a look-in
  Smedley was the reverse of popular.  His stealthy ways had earned him the name of the Creeper and Crawler in the Form.  He made the Removites long for their old Form-master, Mr. Quelch, to return—which showed how much they disliked him!
  “What the thump does that man want coming down to the crcket?” growled Vernon-Smith, with a scowl at the temporary master of the Remove as he came along with Lascelles.
  “Perhaps he’s improving!” suggested Bob.  “He’s dropped in several times lately to see our practice.”  
  “Bother him!” grunted the Bounder.  “Blow him!”
  “Don’t let him hear you bothering and blowing him!” grinned Bob.  “You don’t want a detention on Wednesday when the St Jim’s men are here.” 
  “I say, you fellows——“
  “Oh, dry up, Bunter!”
  “Beast!  I’m going to speak to Lascelles——”
  “Roll away, barrel!”
  “Shan’t!” roared Bunter.
  “Give him a prod with your bat, Smithy!”
  Herbert Vernon-Smith promptly obliged.  He had his bat in his hand, and he gave Billy Bunter a prod on the widest part of his circumference.  There was a gasping howl from Bunter.
  “Urrrggh!  Beast!  Woooogh!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Now roll away, old fat man!” said Harry Wharton.  “we’re going to be busy, and we’ve really no time for your little jokes!”
  “Beast!” gasped Bunter.  “You’ll jolly well see whether I’m joking!  I’m going to speak to Lascelles!”
  And the fat Owl of the Remove, still gurgling from Smithy’s prod, rolled to meet the games master as he came.  Bunter was not going to grind Latin on Wednesday morning, where the other fellows played cricket, if he could help it!  Bunter meant business!

                                     THE SECOND CHAPTER.

                                                    Bowled!

“If  you please, sir—“ squeaked Billy Bunter.
  Leaving Mr. Smedley, Larry Lascelles was coming towards the group of Remove cricketers when Billy Bunter rolled in his way.  The games master paused, and glanced at him inquiringly
.  “What is it, Bunter?” he asked.  He had an impression that there was some joke on, as there was a grin on every face except Smithy’s.  Smithy was scowling in the direction of Mr. Smedley.
  “That silly ass Wharton, sir!”
  “What?   Who?” ejaculated Mr. Lascelles
   “I mean, Wharton, sir—he’s leaving me out on Wednesday!” exclaimed the Owl of the Remove.  “I want you to speak to him about it—as games master, you know!  I’m sure you wouldn’t think it right, sir, for a skipper to leave out a better man than himself, just because he doesn’t want to be put in the shade.”
  “Certainly I should not think that right, Bunter!” said the games master, with a smile, “and I am quite assured that Wharton would not do so.  You are a young ass, Bunter!”
  “Eh?” ejaculated Bunter.
  “A young ass!” said Mr. Lascelles, and he walked on, leaving Bunter blinking after him through his big spectacles.
  He supposed that Bunter was done with.  But he was mistaken.  Bunter was not by any means done with.
  Having blinkcd after Larry Lascelles, in indignation and wrath, Billy Bunter rolled after him, and grabbed him by his sleeve.
  “I say, sir!” gasped Bunter.
  “Don’t bother now, my boy.” said Mr. Lascelles kindly, and he jerked his sleeve away.
  “Look here,” hooted Bunter,  “I’m going to have fair play!  That’s what I want, see?  Give a fellow a  chance.” 
  “Dry Pup , you fat ass!” muttered Bob Cherry.
  “Beast!”
  “Roll away, you idiotic barrel!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Yah!  Look here, gimme that ball!” exclaimed Bunter.  “Look here, sir, I want you to see justice done.  You’re games master, and you’re bound to see that a man has fair play.  Just watch me bowl“
  “I have seen you bowl, Bunter!” said Mr. Lascelles, smiling.  “Come, come!  Another time, I will give you some instruction, but just now——”
  “I don’t need it!”
  “What?”
  “I want you to see what I can do!” hooted Bunter hotly.  “Put up any man you like at the wicket!  If I don’t get him out, all right!  There isn’t a man in the Remove that can stand up to my bowling, when I try, I mean.  They can make out that Inky and Smithy can bowl—but I could bowl their heads off.”
  “You fat duffer, you’re wasting Mr. Lascelles’ time!” said the captain of the Remove.  
  “You shut up, Wharton!  You needn’t show off your jealousy before Mr. Lascelles!  I dare say he’s noticed it, though!”
  “Oh, my hat!”
  “Instead of jawing, go to the wicket, and see if you can stop my bowling.” said Bunter scornfully.  “If your bails ain’t down first ball, I—I’ll eat them.”
  “you fat chump——”
  “Yah!”  
  “Well, well, let Bunter try!” said the games master good humouredly.  “We’ve no time to waste, but one ball will not take long.  Go to the wicket, Wharton, and let us see Bunter get you out first ball.”
  “Very well, said!” said Harry.  And he took his bat to the wicket.
  “Gimmee that ball, Cherry!”
  “Catch!” said Bob, tossing the leather to Bunter.  It was quite an easy catch at a distance of six feet, and Bunter put both fat hands to it.  But he missed the ball, which clumped on his podgy chin, and elicited a loud yell from him.
  “Wow!  Beast!  Chucking a ball at a fellow!  Wow!  Ow!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Get going, Bunter!” said Mr. Lascelles.
  “Stand clear, you men!” exclaimed Peter Todd.  “Goodness knows where a ball will go when Bunter handles it. 
  “Yah!”  retorted Bunter.
  He rolled to the bowler’s end, with the ball in his fat paw.
  Billy Bunter’s confidence in himself was unlimited.  He always fancied that he could do a thing—until he came to do it!  Then, generally, he found that he couldn’t!  But that did not diminish his belief in his own uncommon cleverness.  He was always ready to try again, was just as much confidence.  If there was a rottener cricketer at Greyfriars than Coker of the Fifth, it was Billy Bunter of the Remove.  But that was a fact, obvious to all others, that never could be driven into Bunter’s head.
  He was going to show the fellows what he could do now, and the games master, too.  Having taken Wharton’s wicket first ball, he would have proved his quality.  His claim to play in the St. Jim’ match could hardly be denied, after that.  And he would get out of lessons on Wednesday morning—which was the consummation devoutly to be wished, and more important than the Remove matches, or Test matches, for that matter.
  The juniors backed to a safe distance from Bunter.  They knew his remarkable powers as a bowler—only too well.
  Where the ball would go when it left his fat hand was a mystery; except that it certainly would not go anywhere near the batsman.  In any other direction it might go, but certainly not in doubt.  Mr. Lascelles watched him with a wary eye, too, ready to dodge.
  In fact, only one person on the spot was not watching Bunter, and that was Mr. Smedley, the temporary master of the Remove.  Smedley took so little interest in the Form games, that he had never noticed Bunter’s quality, remarkable as it was.  And his eyes were fixed on Herbert Vernon Smith.
  In point of fact, it was to see the Bounder at cricket that he was there, though why he should be interested in that, would have puzzled any fellow in the Remove.  All the fellows knew that he watched Smithy like a cat, in class and out of class, to spot him when he kicked over the traces.  But there was nothing to waotch on Little Side, except cricket; and is there even the reckless Bounder was hardly likely to break any rules.
  Still, there Smedley was, his tall figure at a little distance, the only man who was not interested in the antics of William George Bunter!  But he was going to be interested soon—very soon!
  Billy Bunter took a little run, turned himself into a fat catherine wheel, and would have delivered the ball—to parts unknown—had not his foot slipped.  But his foot did slip, and he smote the earth with his fat little nose, in a state of great astonishment, the ball still in his hand
.  There was a roar from the Removites
  “Bravo, Bunter!”
  “Do that again!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Ow!  Oogh!”  gasped Bunter.  “Wooogh!  Oooogh!” he struggled up.  “I say, you fellows—ooogh——I—I said—wooogh!  I’ve banged to my nose—oogh!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Go it, Bunter!”
  “Over!”
  Billy Bunter gave a snort.  Any fellow may have slipped over—in Bunter’s opinion, at least!  There was nothing, so far as Bunter could see, for fellows to yell out, like a lot of hyenas.  He toddled away for another run, and blinked along the pitch at Wharton.
  The batsman was giving the bowler a chance.  Instead of handling his bat in the usual manner, Wharton was standing clear off the wicket, and balancing the bat upright on the palm of his hand!  That unaccustomed attitude showed how much danger he supposed his wicket to be in from Bunter’s bowling!
  Billy Bunter took another little run!  Once more he revolved like a Catherine wheel.  This time he did not slip.  He did not fall down.  The ball left his hand with plenty of force.  Bunter had got speed, if he had not got direction.  Where the ball went was, for a second, a mystery.  Certainly it did not go anywhere near the wicket—not within yards and yards of it.  It flew at an angle quite unexpected by Bunter.  For one second it remained a mystery where it had gone.  Then a fiendish yell from Mr. Smedley apprised all Greyfriars that it had gone in his direction.
  The Remove master was seen to leap into the air, as he uttered that yell.  He clapped both hands to his nose.  He fairly danced.
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  “Oh crumbs!” howled Bob Cherry.  “Smedley’s got it.”
  “Oh, my hat!” yelled Squiff.
  “Bunter, you dangerous idiot——”
  “Goodness gracious!” exclaimed Mr. Lascelles, in horror, as he stared round at the hapless Smedley.  “Bunter, you young ass—goodness gracious!” he ran towards the Form-master, in great concern 
  Vernon-Smith chuckled.  That disaster to the Creeper and Crawler amused the Bounder of Greyfriars.  What the man wanted on Little Side, the Remove cricketers did not know.  Certainly he could not have wanted what he had got!
  “Oh!  Ow!  Urrgh!” roared Mr. Smedley, clasping his nose in anguish. “Oh!  What—what—oh!  Oh!  Oooogh!”
  “I say, you fellows.” squeaked Billy Bunter.  “Where’s that ball?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Has somebody fielded that ball?” howled Bunter.
  “Ha, ha, ha!  Smedley has!”  roared the Bounder.  “He’s fielded it with his boko!  Look out, Bunter!”
  “My dear sir, are you hurt?” exclaimed Larry Lascelles, as he reached the master of the Remove.
  Mr. Smedley withdrew his hands from his nose.  His fingers were red.  His nose was streaming!  Bunter, the demon bowler, had tapped the claret!  Smedley was hurt—there was no doubt about that!  And he was in are reaching temper.  There was still less doubt about that.
  “Hurt, sir!” he roared, glaring at Larry.  “Cannot you see that I am hurt?  Are you a fool?”
  “Really, Mr. Smedley!” gasped the games master.
  “How dare you allow a boy to throw a cricket ball at me?” roared Mr. Smedley.
  “It was an accident.  Bunter did not mean—— pray calm yourself, Mr. Smedley!” gasped Larry Lascelles.
  Smedley did not calm himself.  He made a fierce rush towards Billy Bunter.  Bunter, aware now where the ball had gone, blinked at him in terror through his big spectacles.  Smedley never was a good tempered man.  Even a good tempered man might have been annoyed by Bunter’s bowling.  Smedley had an absolutely terrifying expression on his face as he rushed at the Owl of the Remove.
  Bunter gave him one terrified blink as he came.  He did not stop for another.  He revolved on his axis and flew.
  “Stop!” shouted Mr. Smedley.
  “Oh, lor’!”
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  Bunter did not stop.  Not for any consideration would he have stopped just then.  He flew!  He bounded!  He whizzed!  Bunter had no chance of figuring in a cricket match, but he looked now as if he had a really good chance for the school mile!
The rate at which he covered the ground was amazing, considering the weight he had to carry.  His feet seemed hardly to touch the grass.  After him went the Form- master, going all out.
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Go it, Bunter!”
  “Put it on!”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  The juniors doubled up with merriment as they watched the chase.  Pursued and pursuer vanished of the cricket ground, Bunter still ahead, and going strong.  Shrieks of hilarity followed them.
  “I think,” said Mr. Lascelles, suppressing a laugh with difficulty, “that we are wasting time.  Let us get going.”
  And the games master and the Remove cricketers got going, untroubled further by William George Bunter.  Bunter was not thinking of cricket now as a means of dodging classes on Wednesday.  Bunter’s fat thoughts were only occupied in dodging an infuriated man with a damaged nose.

                                     THE THIRD CHAPTER.

                                     A Blow for the Bounder!

“No!”
  “But, sir!”
  “I have said no, Wharton, and I mean no.  The matter is closed.” said Mr. .
  He made a gesture for the captain of the Remove to leave his study.
  Wharton did not go, however.
  He stood before the Form-master’s table, his eyes fixed on the cold, hard face of the Creeper and Crawler.
  That face had an aspect rather different from usual.  It was the day following Bunter’s exploits as a bowler.  The lapse of twenty-four hours had not healed the damage to Mr. Smedley’s nose.
  A bang on the nose from a cricket ball was not, in fact, a light matter.  The damage might have been quite serious.  Fortunately, it was not very serious.  But it was painful, and it did not add to Mr. Smedley's good looks.
  His nose was swollen a little, and, like Marian’s in the ballad, it was red and raw.  No doubt his temper, never good, was a little affected by the injury.  The day had not been agreeable in the Remove form room, especially to Billy Bunter!
  Still, that damaged “boko” was no excuse for the line Smedley was now taking.  There was absolutely no excuse for it.  Outsider as the man was, Harry Wharton was surprised and perplexed.  He had been sent for, to his Form-masters study, and had wondered what the trouble was going to be!  What Smedley had to say took him entirely by surprise.
  “You may leave my study, Wharton!” said Mr. Smedley.
  “I am bound to speak, sir!” said the captain of the Remove quietly.  “You are new here, sir, and perhaps don’t quite understand—“
  “That will do, Wharton!”  
  “You’ve told me that Vernon-Smith cannot be excused from morning classes tomorrow for the cricket match, sir!  It’s always been the rule that a man playing in school matches is let off classes on the day of the match.”
  Mr. Smedley shrugged his shoulders.
  “We play Form matches on half-holidays.” went on Harry.  “But a School match is a different matter.  The St Jim’s match is a whole-day match.  We pitch stumps at ten in the morning.  If you ask Wingate, sir, who’s head of the games, or Mr. Lascelles, they will tell you——”
  “I am satisfied with my own decision, Wharton.” said Mr. Smedley calmly.  “I see no reason to change it.  I sent for you to give you ample warning, so that you may make the necessary change in your team.  I do not desire you to be put to any unnecessary trouble, of course.  But I refuse to allow a boy of Vernon-Smith’s bad and disreputable character to leave classes in order to play cricket.”
  Wharton breathed hard.
  He could not deny, of course, that Smithy’s character was a little dingy, so to speak.  A fellow who had very nearly been expelled for bad conduct was not a credit to his Form, or to the school.  Still less could he deny that the Bounder was disrespectful.  But all that had nothing to do with cricket.  Any man at Greyfriars who was booked to play in a school match was let off classes for the purpose.  It was the rule; it was taken for granted; there had never been an exception to it.  The Creeper and Crawler seemed bent on making mystery at Greyfriars!
  Mr. Smedley pointed to the door.
  Still Wharton did not go.  He was not going to lose his best man in his eleven, if he could help it.  He still hoped to make Smedley understand that he could not do this.
  “May I point out, sir, that Vernon-Smith can’t be spared from the Remove eleven?” he asked.  “I’d as soon stand out myself as leave Smithy out."
  “Indeed!  I was not aware that you were such close friends!” answered Mr. Smedley sarcastically.
  “We’re not close friends.” said Wharton.  “I’ve had more rows with Smithy than with any other fellow in the Form.  That’s got nothing to do with cricket.  Smithy is going to play because he’s wanted in the team.  If I loathed the sight of him I should play him all the same.”
  “You will not play him tomorrow, Wharton.” said Mr. Smedley coolly.  “What he does in the afternoon is, of course, no concern of mine, as Wednesday is a half holiday!  But he will attend classes in the morning, like the rest of the Form.  You and the other members of the eleven will be excused morning classes, and any other boy you may select in Vernon-Smith’s place.  But I refuse to make any concession whatever to a boy of Vernon-Smith’s bad character.”
  “It may mean being beaten by St. Jim’s, sir.”
  “I should be sorry for that!” said Mr. Smedley.  “You will tell Vernon-Smith, from me, that he is not given leave tomorrow morning.  And now leave my study, Wharton!”
  “But, sir——”
  “If you pursue this subject further, Wharton, I shall punish you with a detention for to-morrow’s half-holiday.”
  Wharton’s eyes flashed.
  He choked back angry words with difficulty, turned, and left the study.  Evidently, there was nothing to be done with Smedley.
  With a heightened colour, Wharton returned to the Remove passage.  His chums were waiting for him in study No.  1 there, curious to know what the Creeper and Crawler had wanted him for.  The stared as he came in with a flushed and angry face
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Trouble with the beak?” asked Bob Cherry.
  “The rotter!” said Harry.
  “What’s the row?” asked Frank Nugent.
  “The cur!”
  “The rowfulness seems to have been terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “The blighter!”
  “Give it a name, old chap!” said Johnny Bull.
  “The man’s a worm, a rotter, a cur, and a rank outsider!” said Wharton.    “We’re not standing this.  I’m going to Lascelles about it.”
  “About what, fathead?”
  “You know that the man’s down on Smithy.  He’s been down on him since he here in Quelch’s place.  Smithy's a bit of a cough-drop, I no, and the way he carries on doesn’t make the beaks love him.  But that rotter—that worm—can’t barge into cricket and muck up matches.  That’s what the miserable tick has got to learn!”
  “But what has he done?” roared Bob Cherry.
  “He’s refused leave for Smithy to-morrow morning!” growled Wharton.
  The four juniors stared at him blankly.
  “Oh, my hat!  But he can’t!” said Bob.  “A man always has leave for a school match.  You’ll have to explain that to Smedley—”
  “Think I haven’t, ass?”
  “But he can’t do this!” exclaimed Nugent.
  “He fancies he can.” breathed Wharton.  “mucking up a cricket match because he’s got a down on Smithy!  The tick!”
  “What’s Smithy done lately?” asked Johnny Bull.
  “Nothing, that I know of!  Nothing since the silly ass floured Mossoo, and that’s blown over long ago.  In fact, he’s been jolly careful not to give Smedley an excuse for coming down on him, with the St. Jim's match just at hand.  Smithy may be a bad egg, but this time he’s done absolutely nothing, and Smedley’s going out of his way to jump on him.” 
  “ He does seem to have his knife into Smithy!” said Nugent thoughtfully.  “Blessed if I know why!  Quelch never liked him; but Smedley seems to have some sort of personal grudge.”
  “His grudges aren’t going to muck up our matches!  The cur——”
  “Who’s the happy man?” drawled a voice in the doorway.  The Bounder of Greyfriars, in flannels, with a bat under his arm, looked in with a cheery grin.  “Wharton, old man, you’re losing your majestic composure—your voice can be heard along the passage.  Coming down to practice?”
  The Famous Five looked at him.  Evidently Smithy had no suspicion of the blow that had fallen.
  Herbert Vernon-Smith was looking his best now.  Rebel as he always was, blackguard as he sometimes was, the Bounder was a great man at games, and of late he seemed to have lived only for cricket.
  His narrow escape from the “sack” had had no lasting effect on him.  Even his father’s stern threat of disinheritance, if he should be expelled from school, failed to keep the reckless and headstrong Bounder to the straight and narrow path.  Very reluctantly indeed did his feet tread the path of reform.  But when cricket was on, the dingy side of Smithy’s character was lost to sight.  Breaking bounds after lights out, haunting forbidden precincts outside the school seemed to have vanished entirely from his thoughts.  The most exacting “beak” could have found no fault with the Bounder just at present.  Now he was in a particularly cheerful mood, looking forward to the morrow’s match, and to the big part he was going to play in it.
  “What on earth’s the trouble?” he asked, glancing from face to face.  “You fellows are not rowing, surely?”
  “No, ass!”
  “You were calling somebody pretty names when I looked in!”  grinned Smithy.  “Who’s the happy man?”
   “Smedley!” 
  “Oh, that worm!”  The Bounder’s cheerful face darkened.  “Has he been givin’ you some of what he’s been givin’ me all of the term?  What’s the latest?”
  Wharton drew a deep breath.
  “No leave for you for the St Jim’s match!”  he said.
  Vernon-Smith’s stood very still in the doorway.  For some moments he did not speak.  His face hardened, and a glint came  into his eyes.  The Famous Five stood silent.
  “So that’s the latest?”   said the Bounder at last.  “Does he make out that I’ve done anythin’ special?”
  “No!”
  “The cur!  He won’t get away with this!”  said the Bounder.  “I’m going to play in the St. Jim’s match to-morrow with or without leave.  If Smedley tries to stop me, so much the worse for Smedley.”  
  “No good playing the goat, Smithy!”  said Bob Cherry uneasily.
  The Bounder laughed—a harsh laugh.
  “That’s why he’s been taking an interest in our cricket lately.  He’s had no chance of nailing me in the Form-room, or out of bounds.  I’ve been careful not to give him an openin’.  So he’s found one—he’s bargin’ into the games!  I tell you he’s not getting away with it!  I’m going to play in the St. Jim’s match to-morrow, Smedley or no Smedley!”
  And without waiting for an answer the Bounder stamped away, with so savage a look on his face, that fellows in the Remove passage stared at him as he went.

                                         THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

                                               Uncle and Nephew!

BUZZZZZZZZ!
  Mr. Smedley, in his study, reached for the receiver as the telephone bell rang.
  He was sitting by his open window, looking out into the summer sunshine in the quad.  His eyes were on a group of Remove fellows, at a little distance, and there was a faint smile on his hard face as he watched them.  In the middle of the group stood Herbert Vernon-Smith, with a black scowl on his brow, talking excitedly.  He was too far off for Mr. Smedley to hear what he was saying; but there was no doubt that the Bounder was fiercely angry.
  It was clear to Smedley that the scapegrace of Greyfriars had heard the news from Wharton.  And he smiled—an unpleasant smile.  If ever a fellow looked as if he was bent on reckless rebellion, the Bounder did at that moment.  And a fellow in Smithy’s precarious position, could not afford to be rebellious.
  Turning from the window, the master of the Remove put the receiver to his ear.  He wondered irritably who was calling him.  There was always a possibility that some relative of Eustace Smedley, Master of Arts, might hear that he had a temporary post at Greyfriars School, and communicate with him, which would have been a little awkward for Mr. Lucius Teggers, who had borrowed the young tutor’s name for his own purposes.  From the genuine Smedley himself there was no danger, as the firm of Leggett & Teggers had packed them safely off to Canada to take up a post in a school there.  But the man with a borrowed name never felt quite easy in his mind.  Probably, however, the caller was merely someone who wanted Mr. Quelch, and did not know that the Remove master was away from the school.  “Mr. Smedley” barked into the transmitter.
  “Hallo!”
  “Is that Mr. Smedley?” came a deep, sharp voice over the wires.
  The Creeper and Crawler gave a violent start.
  He knew that voice!
  It was the voice of Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith, the father of Vernon-Smith of the Remove!
  For a moment the man with a borrowed name was taken completely aback.  He sat staring blankly at the telephone.
  But he pulled himself together quickly.  He gave a call, and answered in a husky voice.
  “Speaking!”  
  “Oh, very good!  Have you a cold, sir?”
  “A slight touch——”
  “ Sorry!  I remember you had a cold when you phoned me in the Easter holidays.”
  Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith, millionaire and financier, was a very keen gentleman.  He knew all that was to be known word stokes insurers;  and he had a very considerable knowledge of human nature.
  But he did not know why Mr. Smedley had a “cold” when he spoke to him on the telephone!  It never crossed his keen mind that Mr. Smedley, so-called, was his nephew, the Lucius Teggers, whose natural voice he would have known!
  Keen as he was, the millionaire was rather blinded by his habit of concentrating his thoughts entirely upon his own point of view.
  Having determined to disinherit his son, if he was disgraced at school, and to adopt his nephew Lucius in his son’s place, Mr. Vernon-Smith’s had been very glad when the Head gave Smithy another chance of making good.  That Lucius Teggers could hardly feel glad also, he was aware.
   He knew that Lucius must be disappointed!  No doubt he expected him to take that disappointment philosophically—so far as he felt about the matter at all.
  But he did not think about it much or often.  Indeed, in these busy days in the City, he hardly thought about it at all.  The rise and fall of stocks and shares occupied his mind.
  Mr. Smedley, alias Lucius Teggers, at the telephone.  He was wondering, with a sinking heart, what this call meant.
  If it meant that the millionaire was coming to the school, it spelled difficulty and danger for the man with the borrowed name.
  So far he had successfully avoided meeting his uncle, since he had taken on the name and character of Smedley.  He had hoped that he would get through with his task at Greyfriars before there was any danger of a meeting. But he was not through yet—far from it!
  Bristol a unconscious of the troubled thoughts of the man at the other end of the wire, Mr. Vernon-Smith barked on;
   “I gather that Mr. Quelch has not yet returned to Greyfriars, sir?”
  “No!”
  “I have not had the pleasure of meeting you yet, Mr. Smedley.” went on Mr. Vernon-Smith, far from guessing that he was never going to have that pleasure, if Mr. Smedley could prevent it.  “I trust, sir, that my son has been giving you no trouble, and that you have a better opinion of him than his former master appeared to have.”
  “I regret to say, no, Mr. Vernon-Smith!” answered the husky voice.  “I am sorry to have to say so, but your son is still the worst boy in the Form as when Mr. Quelch was here.”
  There was a grunt on the wires.  That piece of information evidently did not please the millionaire.
  “Weil, the young rascal knows what to expect if he does not mend his ways.” snorted Mr. Vernon-Smith.  “However, I will not waste your time, Mr. Smedley.  I rang you up to tell you that I may find time to-morrow to come down to the school.”
  Mr. Smedley gritted his teeth.
  “I have heard from my son that to-morrow is the date of some cricket match, to which I believe the boys attach some importance.  A match with another school
, I understand.  What?   It seems that Herbert is playing for Greyfriars, and I shall be very glad to see him do so.  I am a busy man, as you may guess; but I shall find time to——”
  Mr. Smedley saw his chance.
  “Your son will not be playing cricket to-morrow, Mr. Vernon-Smith!” he interjected.
  “What?  Why?”
  “I regret that, owing to his bad conduct, I have been unable to give him leave to play.
  “Good gad!”
  “I am sorry, of course——”
  “What has he done?” barked the millionaire.
  “His general conduct——”
  “Come, come, sir!  This is a special occasion!  I am a busy man—but I may squeeze an afternoon to-morrow.  I should be very happy to see my son playing for his school—for no other reason, sir, should I think of leaving London at the present time.  Can you not stretch a point, sir, and give Herbert leave?”
  “I am sorry, but it is impossible, sir!” answered Mr. Smedley’s carefully husky tones.  “His conduct has been so extremely bad and disrespectful——” 
   “I ask it as a favour, sir!” barked Mr. Vernon-Smith.  His tone implied that it was a great honour to be asked a favour by so great a man.
  But Mr. Smedley was adamant!  He had good reason to be!
  “I regret, sir——”
  “ You refuse?”
  “I am compelled to do so, sir—” if
  Grung !  Whir!  Mr. Vernon-Smith had rung off.
  Evidently he was deeply displeased.
  That mattered little to Mr. Smedley so long as the millionaire did not come down to the school.  He replaced the receiver, rose from the telephone, and wiped a spot of perspiration from his brow.
  The dreaded interview with the millionaire was off!  It had to be avoided somehow, and he had avoided it.  At the same time he had put in a bad word for the reckless son with the angry father.  Upon the whole, Mr. Smedley was not sorry that the millionaire had phoned, trying as the ordeal had been to him.

                                             THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

                                                   Nothing Doing!

LARRY LASCELLES drove his hands deep into the pockets of his flannel bags and moved uneasily about his room.  He was listening to what Harry Wharton had to say, and it seemed to worry him.
  Larry’s bat lay on the table—a theodolite stood on its slim legs in a corner.  Mathematical books filled shelves, amid photographs of well known cricketers.
As maths master, Larry was a good and capable man; as games master he was rather an idol—and the juniors especially thought a great deal more of his bat than of his theodolite, of his cricketer’s photographs than of his volumes of his volumes on mathematics.
  It was as games master that the captain of the Remove had called to see Larry, and he had found a sympathetic listener.  But the same time, Mr. Lascelles was worried and uneasy.  Games master had good for two in games.  Even Wingate of the Sixth, head of the games, listened to him as to on oracle.  But where his authority clashed with that of a Form-master, the position was rather dubious.  Tactful masters avoided such clashes.  Larry never had any trouble with any of the staff, even with the pompous Prout, or the snappish Hacker.  Smedley, apparently, had no tact.
  “We’re fairly dished, sir, if Mr. Smedley doesn’t change his mind.” said the captain of the Remove.  “You’ve noticed Smithy’s form, sir——”
  “Naturally!  You want him in the match.”
  “And it’s the rule, sir—any man in a match——“
  “Did you not explain that to your Form-master”
  “I did, sir; but if you explained——“
   Mr. Lascelles paste up and down the room.  He disliked the idea of a clash with a beak.  Yet he could not stand idly by and see a cricket team dished in an important fixture for no serious reason.  The juniors had a right to appeal to him, though what he could do for them was another matter.
  “It’s making a lot of feeling in the Form, sir!” said Harry.  “It seems so unnecessary!  It isn’t as if Smithy had done anything special lately.  And—”
Wharton broke off
.  He could not tell even a kind and friendly master like Larry Lascelles, that he was afraid that the hot-headed  Bounder might do something rash and reckless if Smedley persistent in this act of injustice.
  “ I will speak to Mr. Smedley.” said the games master at last.  “I think there must be some sort of misunderstanding. At all events, I will do my best for you, Wharton; but you will remember that, if he is resolved on this, I can do nothing.  A Form-master has the final decision in such a matter relating to a member of his Form.
  “Thank you, sir.”
  Leaving the junior to await his return, Mr. Lascelles left in the study, and went along to Smedley’s.  It was rather late in the evening.  Wharton had left the matter till after prep, and there had been long and rather excited discussion in the Remove before it was decided to appeal to the games master.  It was useless to make an appeal to Smedley; but something might result from getting Larry to go as an ambassador.
  It was on unpleasant task for Larry.  He had seen little of the temporary master of the Remove, but he had not liked that little.
  And the man’s action in this case seemed to him tactless, if not tyrannical.  No other master at Greyfriars would have acted as Smedley had done.  Certainly not Mr. Quelch, in his time.  Larry was well aware that the Bounder’s general line of conduct was enough to exasperate any beak, and put up the back of authority.  Still, there was a limit; and, besides, it was not only the scapegrace of the school that felt this blow, but all the Remove cricketers.
  He tapped at Mr. Smedley’s door, and entered.
  He did not expect a pleasant interview with the man, and he did not get one.  Smedley did not rise as he entered, and did not give him a welcoming look.  No doubt he guessed why the games master was there, and wanted him to understand at the start that there was nothing during.  Larrys bonds dropped for a moment on his red and bulbous nose.	
  “I hope you are not feeling the result of that accident on the cricket ground yesterday, Mr. Smedley!” he remarked, by way of a polite opening.
  Smedley passed his hand over his nose.
  “On the contrary, I am feeling it very severely!” he answered tartly.
  “I am sorry for that.” said Mr. Lascelles politely.  “It was rather unfortunate that that clumsy boy, Bunter—”  He coughed.  “Owl over, I have dropped in to speak about and other market.  The juniors seem rather perturbed at losing Vernon-Smith’s services in the match tomorrow.  Of course, you are aware that it has always been the custom——”
  “That is not a matter I can discuss, Mr. Lascelles!” interrupted the master of the Remove curtly.
  “I should like you to give me a hearing, sir!” said Larry quietly.  “the matter is rather in my province, as games master.”
  “I have not been informed by Dr. Locke that a games master has authority to interfere between a Form-master and the boys of his Form.”
  Larry Lascelles breathed rather hard.
  “Not at all, sir!  Far from it!  But when I point out to you got this morning, Vernon-Smith, cannot be spared from the game if Greyfriars are to put a good team into the field, I am sure that you will reconsider——”
  “Nothing of the kind!”
  The man’s manner was distinctly hostile.  Probably the Creeper and Crawler liked Larry no more than the cheerful and healthy young games master liked him.  There was a pause.
  “The juniors feel rather strongly about this, sir!” said Mr. Lascelles at last.
  “Indeed!”
  “May I ask, sir, why you have departed from the usual school rule, to allow morning leave for any boy selected to play in a school match?”
  “Vernon-Smith’s bad and disrespectful character!” answered Mr. Smedley coolly.  “I decline to make any concession whatever where that boy is concerned.”  
  “Then it is useless for me to say more?”
  “Quite!”  
  Larry Lascelles stood looking at him with a glint in his eyes.  Smedley eyed him calmly.  The power was in his hands, and the games master knew it, and knew that he intended to use it.
  “I do not think that the headmaster would take your view in the matter.” said Mr. Lascelles at last.
  “If you choose to place it before him, I have no objection, sir!  I shall certainly uphold my point of view.” said Mr. Smedley drily.  “I hardly think that Dr. Locke would overrule a Form-master in a matter affecting his Form.”
  Lascelles bit his lip.
  “There is one other point you might consider, sir!” he said quietly.  “This act is, I fear, generally regarded as an act of injustice.  Vernon-Smith’s is a headstrong and hot-headed boy.  He is very frequently in trouble, of one kind or another.  Latterly he seems to have improved a great deal.  You, as his Form-master, must have been glad to see this——”
  “I had not observed it!”
  “Whether you have observed it or not, sir, it is a fact!” said Mr. Lascelles, “and it would be a pity if a headstrong by should be provoked into some act of recklessness by a sense of injustice——”
  Mr. Smedley’s eyes glinted in a way that puzzled the games master.  Larry Lascelles was not likely to guess that that was just what the Creeper and Crawler wanted!
  “Really, sir!” drawled Mr. Smedley, “you are suggesting that I should make concessions to a disrespectful and rebellious boy under the threat of further disrespect and rebellion if I refuse.”
   “That was not my meaning.  I meant——”
  “Your meaning is clear enough to me, sir, and I decline to be moved by any such consideration.  The matter is definitely closed, and I can’t discuss it further.”
  Larry Lascelles gave him a look, and left the study without another word.  Mr. Smedley smiled as the door closed on him.
  So far he had been unable to catch the Bounder out.  For all the good he had done at Greyfriars he might as well have remained at the office of Leggett & Teggers, in Regent Street, London.  Unless the scapegrace of the school played into his hands he was powerless.  Would Smithy play into his hands on the morrow?  He thought it likely and it seemed that Larry Lascelles thought so too!    An act of reckless rebellion against authority meant the sack—and the sack for Smithy meant disinheritance by his father and the prospect of millions for Lucius Teggers!  Mr. Lascelles, as he walked away from the study with a knitted brow, was not likely to guess the thoughts in the mind of the man he had left.
  Harry Wharton was waiting for him.  Mr. Lascelles’ look, as he came back, showed that there was nothing to hope for.
   “Nothing doing, sir?” asked the captain of the Remove.
  “I am sorry—no!” said the games master.  “Mr. Smedley seems to have made up his mind.  There will be no leave for Vernon-Smith on Wednesday morning, Wharton.”
  “Then I’ve got to scratch Smithy?”
  The games master pondered.
  “On the whole, I should not do so, Wharton.” he answered.  “Tomorrow is a half- holiday, and Vernon-Smith’s will be free in the a7fofternoon.  If the St Jim’s captain is agreeable, as I have every reason to believe you will be, you can play a substitute in the field and carry on till Vernon-Smith’s is available.  If they win the tarts and give you first knock, there is a very good chance of the Greyfriars innings lasting over lunch, and Vernon-Smith’s can go in with the tail in that case.  It is taking a risk, of course, but I think the risk is worth taking rather than leaving him out and taking on another man.”
  Wharton’s face brightened.
  “You’ve hit it, sir!”  he exclaimed.  “If St Jim’s bat-we’re all right—and if they make us bat we’ll hang on somehow till Smithy can barge in.  Right as rain!”
  Mr. Lascelles’ smiled.
  “I hope it will be right as rain.” he said, and the captain of the Remove left him, to rejoin the cricketers in the Rag and tell them how matters stood.

                                        THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

                                        Good Advice Not Wanted!

“Have a little sense!” snapped the captain the Remove.
  Tempers were, perhaps, getting a little “edge-wise.”
  It was Wednesday morning, the day of the St. Jim’s match—a golden morning of sunlight.  Billy Bunter was not the only fellow who thought that it would be more agreeable to play cricket that morning than sit in the Form-room, grinding Latin, or in Mossoo’s class-room, mugging up French.  The lucky members of the eleven would finish after first school for the day, while the rest went on through second and third lessons.  Herbert Vernon-Smith was not, like Bunter, thinking of dodging work, but he was thinking of more reckless proceedings than the fat Owl of the Remove would ever have dreamed of, even for the noble purpose of getting out of work!
  After breakfast some of the cricketers went down to look at the pitch.  Vernon-Smith’s was with the Famous Five and Squiff and Tom Brown and Toddy and the rest.  The brightness of the sunny morning was not reflected in the Bounder’s face.  He was scowling blackly.
  Knowing his value to the team, knowing her sorely his services would be missed in a match with men like Tom Merry & Co., from St. Jim’s, the Bounder expected the other fellows to be as keen as himself in defying Smedley and his tyranny.
   But they were nothing of the kind.
  They were thinking of cricket, not of entering into a reckless and hopeless tussle with a Form-master.
  Smedley was everything unpleasant that they could think of.  His act was one of tyranny.  All that was admitted.  But he was master of the remove in the absence of Mr. Quelch, and as such he had unquestioned authority.  Only the bounder was likely to think of questioning that which was unquestionable.  A	nd his proposal to “cut” class in spite of Smedley was frowned on by all the cricketers, much as they wanted him in the team.
  “Yes, have a little sense, Smithy!” said Bob.  “If you could get away with it, it would be different; but you couldn’t!”
  “There’s a chance, and a jolly good one!” growled the Bounder.
  “The chancefulness is not terrific, my esteemed Smithy.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a shake of his dusky head.  “If we were playing awayfully, perhaps; but here, under the esteemed and disgusting eye of the iniquitous Smedley——”
  “Smedley’s going out in second lesson.”
  “How do you know?” asked Frank Nugent.
  “I heard him ask Capper to go for a walk!  Second lesson’s French with Mossoo, so Smedley won’t be taking the Remove.  The Fourth are having maths with Lascelles, so Carter will be free.  They’re going out together.”
  “Oh!” said Bob rather thoughtfully.
  “Look at it!” argued the Bounder.  “We all go in to first lesson with Smedley!  After that the Remove goes to Mossoo for French, and Smedley goes out for a walk with Capper!  He will be off the scene!  I can cut the French class and turn up here for cicket.  Mossoo won’t even know I’m supposed to be with him, very likely.  Anyhow, he can only mark me absent.  I don’t mind a licking afterwards for cutting class; that doesn’t matter.”
   Harry Wharton was silent.
   It was a temptation.
  He wanted the Bounder, and he wanted him sorely in the Remove eleven.  If St Jim’s took first knock a substitute in the field could keep Smithy’s place open—but the Bounder was wanted for bowling and fielding; there was no branch of the game in which he was not useful to decide.  Even with his place kept for him, to play in the afternoon, his absence was a severe handicap.
  While if Greyfriars batted first, and were all out before the end of third lessons, Smithy was out of the team for good, and could not even join up in the afternoon.  Which probably meant defeat, for against Tom Merry & Co.  The Greyfriars nen had to go all out to keep their end up.  They could not afford such a loss from their ranks.
  The other fellows were silent, too, waiting for Wharton to speak.  To play a man who was cutting class was a risky proceeding in a home match, under the eyes of authority.
  Yet the way the Bounder put it it looked safe.  Smedley would be out of gates and would not know till he came in.  It was easy enough to cut the frescoes.  Lascelles, who certainly would not have approved, would not be on the scene; he had to take the Fourth in maths.
  “Safe as houses!” said the Bounder eagerly.  “Smedley may have me up before the Head for it!  I don’t care!  It’s not are sacking matter!  Fellows have cut class before and got off with lines!  If it’s a licking what does it matter?”
  Tom Redwing was with the cricketers.  He was not in the team, but he was as keen on the game as any fellows that were.  He had said nothing, but his face was very thoughtful.  Since the bounder had quarreled with his chum they had hardly spoken, though they still shared the same study.  He hesitated to speak now.  Even when they had been chums the Bounder had been impatient of his good advice.  Certainly he would not have welcomed it now.  But as he saw indecision in Wharton’s face, Tom spoke.
  “It’s not safe and it won’t work!” he said quietly.
  Vernon-Smith glanced round at him, with a flash in his eyes.
  “Nobody asked your opinion!” he snapped.
  Redwing coloured.
  “Oh, shut up, Smithy!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “Redwing’s opinion is worth a dozen of yours, you hot headed ass!”
  “Look here, Wharton, do you want me to play, or not?” demanded the Bounder angrily.
  “You know I want you!” snapped the captain of the Remove.  “Don’t talk rot! If I thought it safe I’d say yes; Smedley’s a brute and a rotter to barge in like this.  It looks safe.  But what do you think, Redwing?”
  “What the thump does it matter what Redwing thinks?” snarled the Bounder.
  “For goodness sake, shut up and let a man speak!” exclaimed Wharton.  “I want to hear what Redwing thinks.”
  “Then I’ll tell you.” said Tom quietly.  “This looks to me like a catch.  If Smithy cuts out French class to play cricket he won’t get through.  Smedley will stop him, and it means a scene on the field under the eyes of the St Jim’s men.”
  The Bounder gritted his teeth.
  “Let him try!” he said, with blazing eyes.  “If the cur barged in while I was batting, I’d knock him down with my bat!”
  “Nothing he’d like better, if you did!” said Tom.  “He wants to see you sacked from the school—and you’d be sacked for that.”
  “Oh, rats!  Smedley will be out of gates.”
  “Oh, you’re on ass!” said: Tom sharply.  “You say you heard Smedley say he was going out in second school.  Well, if you heard him say so, he meant you to hear him.”
  “What?” exclaimed the Bounder.
  “I tell you, it’s a catch!” said Redwing. “Why Smedley’s so keen on catching you I don’t know; but we all know that he is.  He knows the kind of headstrong ass you are; and he expects you to cut class when you know that he’s off the scene.  He will come in and nail you at cricket.”  
  “Oh, my hat!” said Bob. 
  “Rubbish!”  snarled the Bounder.
  Smithy was not going to be convinced, chiefly because he did not want to be convinced.
  Wharton looked startled.
  “Redwing!  Do you really think that Smedley would play rotten tricks like that?” he exclaimed.
  “I’m sure of it!” said Tom earnestly.  “Why has he barged in at all?  He doesn’t care whether Smithy plays cricket or not.  Why did he speak to Capper, about  going out, in Smithy’s hearing?  Do you think that’s a mere coincidence?  I tell you if Smithy’s on the cricket ground in second school, Smedley will nail him there—and drag him of by his collar——”
  “I’d smash him!” said the Bounder between his teeth.
  “That’s what he wants.” said Tom.  “He can count on you making a fool of yourself in such a case——”
  “You cheeky idiot——”
  “We’re not risking it.” said the captain of the Remove decidedly.  “Fancy the scene before all the St. Jim’s crowd—and it would give Smedley an excuse for detaining Smithy in the afternoon, too.  It can’t be done!”
  “It can be done!”  exclaimed Vernon-Smith savagely.  “And we’re going to do it.  And if Smedley barged in, we’d run him off the field——”
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!”  said the captain of the Remove.  “Larry’s given us the best tip, and we’re taking it.  We can’t risk it.”
  “I tell you——” roared the Bounder.
  “Its settled!” said Harry.  “Come on, you fellows, the bell will be going in a minute or two.”
  Vernon-Smith stood trembling with anger.  That he might be playing into his enemy’s hands, that Tom Redwing’s cool head might be saving him from disaster, mattered nothing to him.  He was resolved to have his own headstrong way if he could.  But that depended on Wharton; and Wharton had decided against him.  He made a stride towards Redwing.
  “You meddling ass!” he said, his voice thick with of rage.  “Who asked you to butt in?  You——   Take that!”
  The Bounder struck out savagely, and Bob Cherry had just time to knock his arm aside.
  “Stop that, you hooligan!” growled Bob.
  Redwing turned quietly and walked away.  Smithy rubbed his elbow—Bob’s tap had not been a gentle one.  He glared at Bob, as if inclined to hurl himself at the junior.
  “Cut that out, Smithy!” snapped the captain of the Remove.  “Can’t you keep your silly temper, you fathead!”
  “If I don’t play at the start, I don’t play at all!” snarled the Bounder.
  “Oh, rats!”
  The bell rang and the juniors walked back to the House—not in the best of tempers.  It was a rather perturbed and angry form that Mr. Smedley took in first school that morning.

                                       THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                            The St. Jim’s Match!

HARRY WHARTON & Co.  were free from classes after first school.  The rest of the Remove had five minutes before they had to arrive in No. 10 class room for French with Monsieur Charpentier.
  During these minutes Herbert Vernon-Smith’s urged the captain of the Remove to come around to his way of thinking.
  As they stood in the quad the tall figure of Mr. Smedley passed, going down to the gates with Mr. Capper, the master of the Fourth.
  Smedley did not glance at the juniors, and seemed to have forgotten their existence.
  Wharton, watching him as he went out of gates with Mr. Capper, wondered whether Redwing was right.  It was difficult to suspect even the Creeper and Crawler of such trickery.
  What was to be thought of a Form master who deliberately gave a reckless headstrong fellow a chance to cut class, with the intention of reappearing unexpectedly, and catching him in the act?
  It seemed very steep to Wharton, who, of course, had no idea that Mr. Smedley was not a schoolmaster at all, but an impostor playing the part for his own purposes.
  “You can see that he’s gone.” said the Bounder, with a jerk of his head towards the gates.  “The coast’s clear.  Safe as houses till third lesson, when the cad will come in—and I can go in for third school.  Even if I have to chuck an innings, it’s worth it.”
  “I know that.  But——”
  “Well, call it a go, then.”
  Often shook his head.
  “We can’t take the chance.” he said.  “If Smedley did come in, and found you at cricket, it would mean a scene.  And you’re fool enough to kick up a shindy, instead of quietly walking off when he told you.”
  “Catch me walking off if he told me!”
  “Well, that does it!” said Harry impatiently.  “If you want to be bunked from Greyfriars, it’s your own affair; but we can’t have a shindy on the cricket ground with the visiting team here.  I shouldn’t wonder if Redwing’s right, and the whole thing means that this miserable worm is just laying a trap for you——”
  “Hang Redwing!”
  “Oh, don’t be a silly ass!  Get along to the French class, and mind you don’t play the goat there, and get Mossoo’s rag out, and get a dentention.  Your fool enough!  ” said Wharton gruffly.
  “Will you play me or not?” hissed the angry Bounder.
  “No!”
  “Then leave me out of the match!”
  “Oh, shut up!”
  With a crimson face and lips tight shut, the Bounder went into the House.  He was one of the fellows who arrived in No. 10 for French.—and he gave Redwing a look of hate when he saw him there.
  Tom smiled faintly.  He had no doubt that the Bounder would be glad that he was where he was before second school was over.  The whole thing, to Tom’s mind, was a trap to catch the scapegrace of the school; and, left to his own devices, there was no doubt that Smithy would have been caught.  R for
  The Bounder sat through the French with a sullen, savage brow.  He was a far keener fellow than Redwing, and far more wary; yet he could not, or would not, see what was plain enough to Tom.
  The fact that he would have been defying authority, by cutting class to play cricket, would have given an added zest to the game—for the Bounder!
  Monsieur Charpentier did not send him an attentive or respectful pupil in that lesson!  Indeed, it was only the danger of a dentention for the afternoon that prevented Smithy from breaking out in a reckless rag .  But, in spite of what he had told his skipper, he was keen to play in the St. Jim’s match, if it was yet possible for him to do so.  Even Smedley could not meddle on a half-holiday.
  Meanwhile, the cricketers from St. Jim’s arrived.
  Tom Merry & Co.  came in their brake from the station in a cheery crowd.  All of them were well known at Greyfriars—Ton Merry, Manners, and Lowther, Blake, and Herries, and Digby, and D’Arcy, Figgins and Kerr and Wynn, and three or four other fellows.
  The eleven looked as fiddles, and Harry Wharton, as he looked them over, was inclined to regret that he had not let the Bounder have his way.  Any cricketer could see that the St. Jim’s men would take a lot of beating.  As expected, Tom Merry, like the sportsman he is, readily agreed to allow Wharton to play a substitute until the time came for Vernon-Smith to put in an appearance.
  Wharton had the luck of the toss.
  He gave St Jim’s first knock, and it was arranged for Frank Nugent to field in the place of an absent Greyfriars man.
  That made it a certain to that the Bounder would be able to play later; for even if the St. Jim’s innings was over before lunch it was certain that the Greyfriars first innings would not be.  There was plenty of time for the Bounder, after classes, to come in with the “tail,” at a tallall events
  Which was a satisfaction to the Remove fellows; though Wharton would have been very glad of Smithy’s bowling at the start.  
  However, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and Squiff were in great form, and Tom Brown was very good, and they give the visiting batsmen plenty to think about.
  Tom Merry and Figgins opened the innings for St. Jim’s and the nabob of Bhanipur to the first over against the St. Jim’s skipper.  Tom Merry put on ten for the over, and then Figgins had the bowling from Squiff.  Figgins cut the ball away and ran.
  “Look right, Nugent!”
  Frank Nugent was a good field, but he was not so good as the Bounder.  Vernon-Smith, probably, would have backed off that catch.  Nugent did not bring it off.  It was a narrow miss, but a miss was as good as a mile—or as bad!  Frank coloured a little as he picked up the ball and tossed it in.
  Figgins, after that narrow escape, proceeded to knock up runs, without giving chances in the field.  And the captain of the Remove wondered again whether he might not have risked it with Smithy
  But about a quarter of an hour later he ceased to wonder, and was thankful, from the bottom of his heart, that he had listened to Redwing, when he saw a tall figure in the distance, coming down to the cricket ground.


                                    THE EIGHTH CHAPTER

                                                  No Catch!

LUCIUS TEGGERS, alias Smedley, smiled as he turned in at the school gates.
  His walk with Mr. Capper had not lasted long.
  It had been easy enough to make an excuse for leaving the Fourth Form master and walking back to the school.  Mr. Capper was left to continue his work alone.
  Cricket was going on, on Little Side.  Fellows who had leave for games were there—fellows who had not, should have been in class.  But Mr. Smedley had a very shrewd idea that one fellow, at least, was at the cricket ground without leave.
  Knowing the Bounder’s headstrong nature as he did, he had calculated well.  He had hardly a doubt of catching the scapegrace napping.
  Even a respectful and law-abiding fellow might have been tempted to take the chance of cutting class, after being unexpectedly and unjustly disappointed.  And Herbert Vernon-Smith was neither respectful nor law-abiding.  He was always disposed to rebellion, even without cause.  And now he had plenty of cause.
  With a smile on his face Mr. Smedley walked down to Little Side.  His hard, keen eyes watched the white clad figures on the green.  He could see that the visitors were batting—Greyfriars in the field.  Hardly a doubt crossed his mind that Vernon-Smith was among them.
  And when he found them there, what would follow?  Ordered off the field, under the staring eyes of the visiting team, the Bounder’s rebellious temper was very likely to break out.  Taken by the collar, marched off the ground, like a cheeky fag by a prefect, was the Bounder likely to go quietly?  It was anything but likely.
  But resistance to a master meant one thing, and one thing only—the sack!  In his mind’s eye, the Creeper and Crawler could see it all—the angry Bounder, his eyes ablaze, forgetful of consequences, forgetful of everything, savagely resisting, struggling—sealing his own fate!  Mr. Smedley saw it all with his mind’s eye, but, thanks to Tom Redwing, he was not going to see it with the eye of the flesh!
  Arrived on the ground, he scanned the cricketers in the field.  Squiff was bowling to Tom Merry,  Tom Brown was keeping wicket, the other members of the team were in their  places.  There were eleven fellows in Greyfriars caps, but to his surprise and annoyance the Creeper and Crawler did not recognise Vernon-Smith among them.
  He saw Harry Wharton’s eyes turn on him for a moment.  He caught the expression of surprise, followed by involuntary contempt on the face of the captain of the Remove.
  Wharton knew now that Redwing had been right.  It was not by chance that Smedley had returned from his walk with Capper before second lesson was half over and come down to the cricket.  It was a trap—in which the 
Bounder would have been caught had he had his own willful way.
  Wharton turned his eyes from Smedley the next instant.  He had no time to waste on the Creeper and Crawler.
  But he was deeply thankful that Smithy was not there!  It was enough to make a cricket captain shudder, to think of what would have happened, had he been there!
  Other fellows noticed the tall figure in the offing, and they shared Wharton’s feelings.
  Standing still, watching the men in the field, Smedley knitted his brows.  The Bounder was not there—that was certain!  But he could not believe that he had miscalculated.  He had felt so certain of his prey!  It was more likely that he had been seen coming, and that Smithy had dodged out of sight into the pavilion, perhaps, and another fellow had hastily taken this place, to delude the watchful beak.
  Setting his lips, Smedley walked to the pavilion.  He soon discovered that Herbert Vernon-Smith was not there.  St. Jim’s batsmen, waiting their turn, glanced at him, wondering what he wanted.  One of them—an elegant youth in wonderfully cut flannels, with an eyeglass in his eye—politely addressed him.
  “Lookin’ for somebody, sir?” asked D’Arcy of St. Jim’s.
  Smedley clustered him.
  “Yes.  Probably you know Vernon-Smith!  Is he here?”
  “Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Augustus, with a nod.
  Smedley’s eyes gleamed.
  “Where is he?”
  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy shook his head.
  “Sowwy, but I weally do not know.” he answered.
  “Did you not see where he went?” asked Mr. Smedley.  He had taken D’Arcy’s reply as an answer to the second part of his question.  D’Arcy meant it as an answer to the first part.  So there was a slight misunderstanding.
  “No, sir, I have not seen him at all.” answered the swell of St. Jim’s innocently.
  Smedley stared at him.
  “You said that he was here!” he snapped.
  “Bai Jove!  Did I!” exclaimed, Arthur Augustus, in surprise.  “I do not wemembah saying so!  He is not heah that I know of.”
  “What do you mean?” exclaimed Mr. Smedley irritably.  “I ask you if he was here, and you said ‘yes rather!’”
  “Oh!  Now I undahstand, sir!”  said D’Arcy amiably.  Press “you ask me if I knew Vernon-Smith, sir, and I said ‘yaas, wathah!’  I know him vewy well!  He has played cricket at St Jim’s——”
  “Eh?”
  “Have you seen Vernon-Smith here?” hooted Snedley.
  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy screwed his eyeglass a little more firmly into his noble eye, and fixed it on the Creeper and Crawler .  He had never seen the man before, but could see that he was some sort of a beak.  He wondered what such a bargee was doing at Greyfriars!
  “I have already wemarked, sir,” he said with dignity, “that I have not seen Vernon-Smith.  And I am bound to point out, sir, that I object very strongly to bein’ chawactewized as an idiot!  —I wegard it as an oppwobwious expwession, and—-”
  “Cheese it, Gussy!” murmured Blake.
  “  I wefuse to cheese it, Blake!  I wegard——“
  “Fool!” snapped Mr. Smedley.  He was too annoyed and irritated to remember good manners—and the swell of St. Jim’s seemed to have an exasperating effect on him somehow.  He strode away.
  “Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus, his eyeglass following Smedley.  “Did you men heah that?  He called me a fool!  I’ve never even seen the blightah 
before—” he
  “He must have seen you before.” argued Monty Lowther.
  “Eh, why?”
  “How would he know if he’d never seen you before?”
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “You uttah ass, Lowthah!” exclaimed Arthur Augustus.  “Bai Jove!  I’ve a jolly good mind to go aftah him, and tell him what I think of his mannahs.  Jevver see such a frightful bargee?”
  Heedless of D’Arcy’s opinion of his manners, Mr. Smedley almost stamped away from the group of cricketers.  He shouted across the field to the captain of the Remove
   “Wharton!”
   Wharton heard the call—every fellow on the cricket ground heard it.  But he did not heed it.  Even a master could not call a fellows attention away when cricket was going on.
  “Wharton!” roared Smedley.
  He strode on the field .  His face was red with anger.  He could not believe that he had miscalculated—that his trap had failed to catch the quarry.  Smithy had been there,  and was hiding somewhere out of sight, and all the juniors knew it—that was Smedley’s belief.  He was not going to be beaten so easily as all that.
  “Wharton!”
  “You’re interrupting the game, sir.” said Harry Wharton, compressing his lips, and his eyes gleaming at his Form-master as he came striding up.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had the ball now, but he delayed getting going in view of this extraordinary interruption of the proceedings. Tom Merry and Figgins stared, from their wickets, blankly at the angry Form-master.  Where Vernon-Smith is,
  “I want no impudence from you, Wharton!” snapped Mr. Smedley.  “tell me at once where Vernon-Smith is, or you will repent it!”
  “So far as I know, he’s in the French class-room.”  answered the captain of the Remove icily.
  “That is false, and you know it!”
  Smedley was too enraged to think of measuring his words now.
  “I think you forget yourself, Mr. Smedley.” answered Harry Wharton with cool contempt, and he turned away.
  “Cherry, where is Vernon-Smith?”
  “In the French class, sir.”
  “Do you mean to tell me that he has not been here playing cricket?”
  “Oh, no, sir!”
  Mr. Smedley stared round at the cricketers, and then, controlling his feelings with a great effort, walked off the field.
  “Well, my hat!” murmured Bob.  “Redwing was right, after all.  That putrid bargee was laying a trap for Smithy.”
  “And if we’d let the silly ass have his way Smedley would be yanking him off the ground this very minute.” said Nugent.  “And Smithy kicking and struggling, as likely as not.  ”
  “But what a rotten trick!” said Johnny Bull.
  “Rotten cad!  Worm!”
  “Thank goodness we took Redwings tip!” said the captain of the Remove.  He signed to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and the Nabob of Bhanipur carried on.  Cricket was resumed after the brief and disagreeable interruption, and Smedley was dismissed from mind.
  In a black and savage temper Smedley strode away to the  House.  He was beginning to realise  that something had gone wrong with his scheme, but even yet he could not believe that Vernon-Smith was to be found in the French class-room.  That doubt, however, was soon set at rest.  He hurried down the passage to Class-room and No. 10, held the door open, and stared in.  Monsieur Charpentier, in the full flow of French irregular verbs, stared round at him.
  “Monsieur Smedley, vat is it?” asked the French master.
  Smedley did not answer;  his eyes fairly devoured the French class.  They rested on the sullen face of Herbert Vernon-Smith; he stared at Smithy as if he would pierce him with his gaze.
  Tom Redwing’s lip curled.  He had been right—even the Bounder had to admit that now.  Smedley was there to see whether Vernon-Smith was there.  Fortunately, he was.
  But even yet Smedley could not quite believe it.  The young rascal had seen him, and dodged in.  Was that it?  He turned to the surprised French master.
  “Monsieur Charpentier, I see that Vernon-Smith is here——“
  “Smeet—oui!”  assented Mossoo
  “Was Vernon-Smith late for your class?”
  “Non, monsieur!  He come in viz ze ozzers!”
  “He has been here all the time you have been with the class?”
  “Mais oui!  But yes!”  said the puzzled French master.
  Mr. Smedley left the class-room.  The Remove fellows stared after him.  Redwing shrugged his shoulders, and the Bounder laughed.  In a far from enviable frame of mind the Creeper and Crawler stamped away to his study.  He had planned that trap for the Bounder with great cunning—and he had caught nothing in the trap.  And he had not even the comfort of knowing how very near he had been to making a catch!

                                           THE NINTH CHAPTER.

                                                      Detention!    

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH fairly bolted from the class-room when the juniors were dismissed for break.  He scudded down to the cricket ground to see how the game was getting on.
  Most of the Removites followed, even Billy Bunter deigning to give the game a look in.  St. Jim’s were still batting, but Tom Merry and Figgins had fallen—the first to Hurree Singh’s bowling; the letters to a catch by Wharton in the field.  Three other men were down, the total being five wickets for 70.
  The elegant figure of a Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was at one end of the pitch now,  and Fatty Wynn at the other.  D’Arcy was getting the bowling from the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur, but was not, as he had intended to do, making hay of it.  The Bounder looked at the score and then stood watching the game, his face sullen.  But for the Creeper and Crawler he would have been in the game instead of standing watching it till the bell rang for third school.  Even the reckless Bounder did not think of cutting third school, of which Mr. Smedley would be in charge.  But since school was the last for the day, and after that he would be three—and all the Smedleys in the wide world could not prevent him from joining up with the cricketers.
  “Rotten!” said Billy Bunter’s voice at his elbow.  Look at that ass Inky; he can’t get that duffer D’Arcy out!  They want a bowler, Smithy.”
  The Bounder grunted assent.
  “And that silly ass Wharton had the offer of the best bowler at Greyfriars, and hadn’t sense enough to close on it!” added the Owl of the Remove.
  “Lucky he didn’t!” grunted Vernon-Smith.  “Smedley was after me all the time, and he would have barged in while I was playin’.”
  Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles.
  “Oh, really, Smithy!” he said peevishly.  “I wasn’t speaking about you!  I was speaking about the best bowler at Greyfriars—!”
  “You silly Owl!” hooted the Bounder.
  “Well, I’d have played.” said Bunter.  “They made out that I couldn’t bowl, because that silly ass Smedley got his head in the way of the ball on Monday.  Man ought to have sense enough to keep his head out of the way of a fellow’s bowling.  I say, Inky can’t take D’Arcy’s wicket!  Bet you that ass Gussy will still be there when we go in to third school.  Press”
  There was a clatter of falling bails.
  “How’s that?”
  “Out!”
  “Bai jove!”  Arthurt Augustus D’Arcy stared down at his wrecked wicket in astonishment.  “Gweat Scott!  Extwaordinawy”
  And the swell of Saint Jim’s carried his handsome bat back to the pavilion.  Passing Blake coming in, he bestowed a serious shake of the head on that youth.
  “Extwaordinawy, wasn’t it, deah boy?” he asked.
  “Eh?  What was?” asked Blake.
  “My getting’ out——“
  “Not at all!  Your staying in for half a dozen overs, you mean, don’t you?”  asked Blake innocently.
  “Wats!  Nothin’ of the sort, Blake!  I mean——”  but Jack Blake marched on to the wicket without staying to learn what Arthur Augustus meant.
  “Well, that ass D’Arcy is out.” remarked Billy Bunter.  “I fancied he wouldn’t last long.  Not much of a bat.”  Bunter was prepared to vary his judgment according to the event.  “Rotten bat, in fact!  What do you think, Smithy?”
  “I think you’re a blithherin’ idiot.”
  “Beast!”
  “Feelin’ a bit left out, Smithy, old bean?” asked Skinner, joining the Bounder, in his agreeable way.  Smithy give a scowl by way of answer.
  “Snedley would have copped you if you’b cut this morning.” went on Skinner.  “I say, it almost looks as if he was banking on it, the way he went out and came in unexpectedly.  Think he would?”
  “I know he did—the cur!” snarled the Bounder.  “ond I’ll make him sit up for it, too, some time.
  As the field were crossing over Harry Wharton found an opportunity to speak to the Bounder.  He was anxious for a word with him.
  “It’s pretty clear now that Redwing was right, Smithy.” he said.  “did the Creeper and Crawler  come to Mossoo’s class-room?”
  “Yes—and found me there.”
  “Then it’s all right.  I say, Smedley’s taking the Remove in third school; for goodness sake, be on your guard!  The brute seems bent on catching you out; don’t give him a chance for handing out a detention.”
  “You seem to be getting on all right without me!” sneered the Bounder.
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!  Remember what I’ve said.  Smedley’s out to dish you, and he will bag you this afternoon if he can.  Don’t give him a chance.”
  “I’ll watch it!” growled Vernon-Smith.
  Wharton ran back to his place.
  The bell rang, and the onlookers trooped off, leaving the cricketers to themselves again.  Billy Bunter snorted as he went, feeling that it if every fellow had his lights he would be performing great stunts in the cricket field instead of going in to grind Latin with the Creeper and Crawler.  The same thought—with more reason—was in Smithy’s mind, and his brow was black as he went.
  But Wharton’s counsel was not lost on him, and he resolved to be very much on his guard in that lesson.  If he gave Smedley a pretext for a detention the game was up.  The Creeper and Crawler had scored a defeat that morning, and he would make up for it in the afternoon if he could.
  That he was in no amiable temper was clear when he came into the Form-room.  His hard eyes under his brows, and his lips were set in a vicious line.  The fellows in the form envied the cricketers more than ever when they saw Smedley’s face.  They were going to have an uncomfortable hour, that was clear
  And they did!  Lord Mauleverer was the first victim, his lazy lordship getting a hundred lines for yawning.  Bunter came next, getting a rap on his fat knuckles for eating toffee in class  Bolsover major was “lined” for shuffling his feet; Kipps for putting his hands in his pockets; Dupont for inadvertently speaking in French, his native language; Russell for dropping a book.  Then the cane came into play, Skinner getting a “cut” for inattention; Snoop one for whispering to Skinner; and Stott one for whispering to Snoop.
  Vernon-Smith so far seemed to have escaped attention, but a storm was coming;  he knew that it was coming, and he told himself that he had to keep his temper and not give the Creeper and Crawler a chance.
  But it was easier for the hot headed Bounder to tell himself that than to keep to it.
  Latin papers had been given out to the Form, and Smithy was particularly careful with his paper.  His thoughts were on the cricket field, and never had Latin grammar seemed so weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable to him.  But he forced himself to write a good paper, and he made few mistakes.  It was still some time before the end of the lesson when Smedley came among the forms, glancing at the papers over the juniors’ shoulders.
  Bunter, whose paper was a remarkable study in blots and smudges, was told to begin again, with the intimation that he would be kept in till he had completed the paper.  Lord Mauleverer, whose paper was a blank, his lazy lordship not yet having made up his mind to commence, was given detention for the afternoon on the spot.  Then Smedley came behind the Bounder, picked up his paper, and glanced at it.
  “Disgraceful!” He said.
  Possibly the Creeper and Crawler had expected to see a paper form of mistakes, knowing, as he did, that Smithy was thinking of cricket, and that he was chafing under a sense of injustice.  As a matter of fact, the paper was as good as any in the class.
  That made no difference to Smedley.  It was not as a Form-master that he was there, except in appearance.  He had his own game to play.
  “You can do better than this, Vernon-Smith.” he said.
  “What’s the matter with my paper, sir?” asked the Bounder quietly, though his eyes were gleaming.
  “I have said that it is disgraceful.” said Mr. Smedley.  “this is deliberate impudence on your part, Vernon-Smith!”  He stepped out from the forms, tore the paper across an across again, and tossed the fragments into the wastepaper-basket, the Bounder eyeing him with sullen fury.  “You will write out the whole paper again this afternoon, Vernon-Smith.”
  “This afternoon!” repeated the Bounder.
  It had come!
  The Creeper and Crawler had meant all along to detain him.  He would have been glad of an excuse.  But he was prepared to act without an excuse.  Mauly and Bunter would be keeping the Bounder company in detention, if that was any comfort!  The Bounder sat very still.  When he spoke he choked down his fierce resentment and forced himself to speak quietly.
  " I’m expected at the cricket this afternoon, sir.”
  “Silence, Vernon-Smith!”
  “It’s an hour’s paper, sir!  If you’ll let me leave it till the evening, and hand it in to you before prep——”
  “I have said, Vernon-Smith, that you will write out that paper in the Form-room this afternoon.” said Mr. Smedley coldly.  “Kindly say no more on the subject.”
  The Bounder’s temper broke out at that.
  “And when I’ve written it out, what then?” he shouted.  “What excuse are you going to make for keeping me in, and dishing me over the cricket?”
  “Oh, my hat!” gasped Skinner.  All the class stared blankly at the Bounder.  That kind of talk was rather new in the Form-room.
  Smedley’s eyes gleamed.  He had calculated on the passionate, ungoverned temper of the scapegrace of the school.  This time, at least, he had calculated well.  The Bounder had delivered himself into his hands. 
  “Vernon-Smith, how dare you!  I had given you an hour’s task; now I shall detain you for all the half-holiday.
  “Think I didn’t know you meant that all along?” exclaimed the Bounder, utterly reckless now.
   “Silence!” roared Mr. Smedley, red with anger.  “You are detained for the afternoon, Vernon-Smith!  Another word and I will cane you in addition.”
  Redwing looked anxiously at the Bounder.  He fully expected an outburst of rage, which might have led to a visit to the headmaster and a flogging.  But some lingering remnant of common sense restrained the Bounder, and he gritted his teeth and was silent.  But it was plain in his face that he was not going to keep detention that afternoon—a less keen eye than Smedley’s would have read that in his furious looks.  The Creeper and Crawler had failed that morning.  He was going to succeed that afternoon, unless the unexpected happened.
  But it is often the unexpected that happens!

                                       THE TENTH CHAPTER.

                                                    Bad News!

“WATHAH good, deah boys!”
  That was the opinion of Arthur AugustusArthur Augystus D’Arcy, of the St. Jim’s Fourth, the ornament of the cricket eleven that had come over to Greyfriars.
  Tom Merry & Co.  all agreed with Arthur Augustus that it was rather good.
  It was, in fact, more than “rather good.” It was very good indeed.  One hundred and thirty one on the first innings was more than Tom Merry & Co.  had expected to knock up on the Greyfriars ground.
  It was more than the Remove men had expected them to knock up, and they would never have knocked it up had the Bounder been playing.  All the home team were sure of that.
  Smithy was missed as a bowler, and he was missed in the field.  The bowling had been good—very good—especially Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s.  The Nabob of Bhanipur was in great form.  Squiff and Tom Brown had been good, but not so good as Inky.  The Bounder was wanted.  His bowling was very nearly on a par with Hurree Singh’ s.  And in the field all the home players were good men, but the very best were wanted to beat St. Jim’s, and Smithy was one of the very best.  That catch, for instance, which Nugent had dropped, would almost certainly have landed in Smithy’s palm.  And after that dropped catch Figgins had knocked up thirty.  So much depended on so little.
  But school was over now, and it was going to be all right.  So Harry Wharton & Co.  told themselves.
  Even that reckless ass Smithy must have had sense enough to behave himself in third lesson, and avoid getting a detention.  They were sure of that, rather forgetting 	Comment by Daniel Raeside: 


The Old Fable Of The Wolf And The Lamb.
  When  Greyfriars took their first knock, Wharton was going to open with the Bounder, and there was a general anticipation that that innings was going to make the fur fly. 
  So, well ahead as the visitors were, the Greyfriars fellows came off the field quite cheerfully, the innings having ended in good time for lunch, which was the school dinner. 
  As the Remove were now out, Wharton expected to see the Bounder, but he was not to be seen.  But Billy Bunter peered in an appearance, with their numbers expression on his fat face the press.
  “I say, you fellows, that beast has been a frightful beast in class!” he told the Famous Five.  “Never was such a beast! Horrible!”
  They guessed that he was speaking of Smedley.  The description seemed to fit.
  “Making out that a man’s paper was no good, you know.” said Bunter.  “There may have been a few blots.  A smudge or two.  Perhaps a smear.  But what do you fellows think of giving a chap the beastly thing to write out again on a half holiday.  What?”
  “Hard cheese, old fat bean!” said Bob Cherry commiseratingly.  “Lucky you’re not wanted in the cricket, isn’t it?”
  “Oh, really, Cherry!  It’s all your fault, Wharton!” said Bunter, deeply aggrieved.
  “Mine!” ejaculated the captain of the Remove.  
  “Yes, yours!  If you’d put me in the team I shouldn’t have been in the Form-room at all, and you know I asked you.  You can’t deny that.” said Bunter accusingly.
“Now you’ve got me landed for a detention through refusing to play me against St, Jim’s.”
  Harry Wharton laughed.
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” grunted Bunter.  “I can tell you the Creeper and Crawler has been making us sit up!  Mauly’s got detention too;  he’s got to stick it this afternoon.”
  “Poor old Mauly!” 
  “Never mind so long as Smithy hasn’t got a detention.” said Bob.
  “Eh?  He has!” said Bunter.
  “What?” roared the Famous Five together.
  “I say, you fellows, don’t yell at a chap!” said Bunter peevishly.  “You make a fellow jump.  I say, I’ve got the whole rotten paper to write out again.”
  “Is Smithy detained?” exclaimed Wharton.
  “Yes.  Smedley says his paper was disgraceful.  Still, he said mine was, too, so I dare say it was only his rotten temper.  It will take me an hour to write out that putrid paper again.” said Bunter dismally.
  “An hour!  Smithy’s got an hour’s detention, then?”
  “Oh, no!  You see, he cheeked Smedley, and the beast give him detention for the half-holiday.  Mauly and I got an hour each.  I say, you fellows——”
  Harry Wharton left his friends and ran towards the House.  His face was set, and almost pale.  This news put the lid on.
  “Redwing!”  He spotted Tom near the House.  “Is it true that Smithy’s booked for the afternoon?”
  “Yes.  Smedley——”
  “Where is he?”  
  “I think he went up to his study——“
  Wharton ran into the House.  He almost raced up the stairs to the Remove passage and burst into studying No. 4.
  Herbert Vernon-Smith was there.
  His face was black as a thundercloud.  He gave the captain of the Remove a scowl.
  “Oh!  You’ve heard?”  he snarled.
  “You’ve got yourself detained!” exclaimed Wharton.  “You know how much we need you this afternoon, and you’ve got yourself detained!
“ Do you think it was my fault?” exclaimed the Bounder savagely.   “The cur meant to detain me all the time.  My paper was all right—I’ll answer for it that it was the best of the lot—do you think I was fool enough to give him an excuse?  But he didn’t need one.”
  “You couldn’t get a half holiday’s detention for a bad Latin paper.  Mauly and Bunter haven’t.”
  “The cur hasn’t got his knife into Mauly and Bunter!” said the Bounder bitterly.  “He meant it all along!  I told him so, and that made an excuse for detention.  But it would have come, just the same, even if I’d said nothing.”
  “You might have held your tongue, anyhow.” said Wharton, breathing hard.  “Even that rotter has to have an excuse.”
  “I tell you it was no good.  Can’t you see his game?” sneered the Bounder.
“Redwing spotted it this morning.  He knows that I shan’t keep detention this afternoon, and he expects to catch me heard.  I’ve been trying to six over the lunch.  If it were an away match, I could cut easily enough; but here, under the brute’s eyes, what’s to be done?  He may pretend to go out as he did this morning; but we’re wise to that snore.  He will be watching.” snapped the captain of the Remove.  “whether it’s your fault or his there’s nothing doing—a man under detention can’t play cricket.”
  “I’m going to play!” said the Bounder stubbornly.
  “You can’t!”
  “I shall!”
  Vernon-Smith’s eyes glittered, and he breathed very hard.  It was easy to see that he was in on Bunter nely back to lies, indeed almost desperate, —just the mood, in fact, that Lucius Teggers desireb him to be in.  Even a just detention would hardly have kept the Bounder in that day; and an unjust one roused all the fierce obstinacy of his nature.  If the thought came into his mind that he was playing into his enemy‘s hands, he dismissed it.  He was not in a frame of mind for caution or prudence.
  “I shall play!” he repeated.  “I’m not standing for this!  Keep my place open, and, somehow or other, I’m going to do it.  It may be possible to lock the blighter in his study——”
  “Oh, don’t be an ass!”
  “Or fix up a spoof telephone call and get him away—I worked that once on Quelch——”
  “Wash it out, ” said the captain of the Remove.  “no man is playing in the Remove eleven one such terms as that.  Larry Lascelles may be able to do something, if we ask him——”
  “Was he able to before?”
  Wharton was silent.  He had lost the man he had counted on to pull the St.  Jim’s match out of the fire, and he knew it.
  It was a heavy blow, but he was not the fellow to enter into any of the Bounder’s reckless and desperate schemes.  For one thing, he knew that they would be futile.
  All the power was in the hands of the Creeper and Crawler, and so long as he could keep up appearances sufficient to satisfy the headmaster, there was no chance of defeating him.  And—coming down to brass tacks, as it were—the fault was the Bounder’s.  Smedley was persecuting him, that was clear; but no such persecution could have been directed against any fellow but the scapegrace of the school.  The fellow who had rejoiced in the reputation of being the worst fellow at Greyfriars, had no leg to stand alone.  No other man in the Remove could have been treated like this.
  To the games master, orthe headmaster, or to anyone who had a right to intervene, Smedley had only to reply that Vernon-Smith’s was disrespectful, rebellious, a constant mutineers against authority.  And it was true!  If it had not been through, Smedley could not have carried on as he was doing now.
  Now, the Bounder was fiercely rebellious against injustice.  But he had been as fiercely rebellious against strict justice many a time.  Nobody was likely to believe that he was in the right, when, as a rule, he was recklessly and unscrupulously in the wrong.
  Wharton turned to leave the study.
  “Hold on!” snapped Vernon-Smith.  “I tell you, I’m going to work it somehow —I’ll stick at simply nothing——”
  “Oh, cut all that out!” said Harry.  “Smedley’s a cur; but you’ve been asking for this, ever since you came to Greyfriars.  I go to the head about it, but what’s the good, when he knows that you’re the fellow who put ink into his hat, and chucked a bag of flour at Mossoo’s head?  Of course, he will back a Form-master against a fellow like that!”
  “I don’t want any of your dashed sermons now.” said the Bounder savagely, “I’m going to play cricket today, and Smedley’s not going to stop me”
  “You silly ass, that’s what he wants, if he’s watching for chance to get you bunked.”
  “I don’t care!  I’ll put paid to them somehow!  I’m not knucklin’ under to that cur!  Look here, keep my place open!  Somethin’ may turn up.  It’s worthwhile, if I come in on the last wicket.”
  “I’ll do that!  But——”
  “I’m goin’ to play!”
  “Oh, rot!  There’s nothing doing.”
  “Look here——“
  Harry Wharton left the study.
  The Bounder kicked the door savagely shut after him.  He paced to and fro, thinking, bitterly, desperately.  Somehow or other, he was going to beat the Creeper ond Crawler, and play in the St. Jim’s match.  He was a utterly reckless as to the means.  But how—how?  That was the question to which the Bounder, resourceful as he was, could as yet find no answer.  

                                         THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

                                             The Bounder Breaks Out!

“I SAY, you fellows!”
  “Yaas?”
   “You might get going!” said Billy Bunter. 
  Bunter felt aggrieved.
  After lunch, the cricketers had gone down to Little Side again.  Most of the Remove went with then.  But there were three members of that Form who were backed for the Form-room.
  Now, the Greyfriars innings had started, and the Bounder, at the Form room window, had a distant and partial glimpse of the game, through the trees and buildings.
  Smithy, Bunter, and Lord Mauleverer, had been marched in to detention.  None of them liked it.  But only one of the three was thinking of breaking detention.	
  Mauly took it with his usual placid calm.  Billy Bunter took it peevishly.  The Bounderr took it with savage rage.
  Mr. Snedley had got them there and left them with their Latin papers.  An industrious fellow could have done the work in an hour.  So Maulay and Bunter could have got off in sixty minutes had they been industrious; which they weren’t.  The Bounder, being detained for the whole afternoon, had to remain there till half-past five.  Smedley had kindly provided him with a task to keep him busy.
  None of the three had touched his work, so far.  Smithy was clumped to the window, getting glimpses of distant could.  Lord Mauleverer was sitting at his desk, regarding blank paper with a meditative gaze.  Billy Bunter was waiting for ther others to start.
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    He uttered a protest at last.  Smithy did not heed.  But Mauleverer politely acknowledged his remark, though it did not interest him.
  “Oh,yaas!” he assented
  “Well, get going, then.” said Bunter.  “I can’t begin till you do.”
  “why not?” ask Mauly, in some price.
  “Oh, really, Mauly!  We’ve all got to do the same paper, and that beast, Smedley, isn’t here to watch us.  No need for all three of us to work.” explained Bunter.  “I’ll copy your paper, see?”
  “Oh gad!”
  “Or Smithy’s!  I don’t mind which!” said Bunter generously.  “But it will have to be one or the other.  So get going, old chap.  I don’t want to stick here all  the afternoon.”
  Lord Mauleverer grinned.
  “Suppose you get goin’?” he suggested.
  “Eh?”
  “And I’ll copy your paper, old fat bean.”
  “Oh, don’t be on ass, you know!” said Bunter peevishly.  “You’re wasting time talking this rot, Mauly .  I say, Smithy!  Ain’t you going to begin, Smithy?  Smedley may give us a look-in, you know.”  
   “Oh, shut up, you fat fool!” said the Bounder, over his shoulder.
   “Beast!”
    “Smedley won’t be lookin’ in.” yawned Lord Mauleverer.  “There’s a masters’ meeting this afternoon, and he’s sure to go.  May be hours.”
  “Well, we’ve got to do the papers, and leave them in his study,” grunted Bunter,  “so there’s no need to waste time.  Don’t you be so jolly lazy, Mauly!  What are you grinning at, you ass?  When you’ve got a job of work to do, the thing is to tackle it.  Grasp the nettle,  you know!  Don’t laze about and slack.  The way you sit there doing nothing is simply sickening, Mauly.”
   Lord Mauleverer chuckled placidly.
  The Bounder stepped down from the window.  He had glimpsed Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry making runs.  And he had glimpsed Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, of St. Jim’s, jumping into the air, with a ball in his hand!  One of the Greyfriars batsmen was out already.
  Smithy was keen on games at all times.  But never had he been so keen on again as he was on the St Jim’s match.
  It was one of the biggest of the juniors’ fixtures.  It was a sort of send-off to the cricket season.  He was in tremendous form, and he knew that he would play a great game and get the limelight that he loved.  And opposition always had the effect of making them more determined and obstinate.  Added to that was a sense of persecution and injustice.  At any time he was the fellow to take risks.  Now he was in a mood to take the most reckless risks.
  He had come into the Form-room with the other fellows.  But he had no intention whatsoever of remaining there.  If he was playing into his enemy’s hands he did not care!  His obstinate mind was made up.
  “What’s that, Mauly?” he asked.  “Did you say there was a masters’ meeting?”
  “Yaas!  It’s on the board.”
  “I say, you fellows, I wish you’d get on with the papers—-- ”
  “Shut up!”  hissed the Bounder.
  “Oh, really, Smithy!”
  “I’ll kick you if you don’t shut up, you fat fool!”
  “Beast!  It’s your fault we’re here!” exclaimed Bunter wrathfully.  “Smedley only wanted to keep you in; and he’s keeping in a couple of other fellows just to make the thing look fair.  All your fault!  Look here, get your paper done, and let a fellow have a squint at it—  Wow!  If you kick me again, you beast, I’ll—— Yarroop!”
  “Chuck it, Smithy!”  said Lord Mauleverer quietly.  “That won’t buy you anythin’, you know.”
  “If that cur is at the beaks’ meeting, it’s a chance!” muttered the Bounder. “It’s not much good startin’ battin’ if that tick will barge on the field and haul me off.  Biffing him with the bat wouldn’t do any good.  I couldn’t carry on.”
  “Hardly” grinned Mauleverer. “Better make up your mind to stick it, Smithy.”
  “Don’t be a fool!”
  “Fools are born, not made, old bean!	 Look at yourself f’rinstance——”
  “Oh, shut up!”
  “Pleased if my conversation palls on you!” said Lord Mauleverer affably.  “But I wish you’d do your paper.  It would save Bunter and me a lot of trouble.”
  “Idiot!”
  The Bounder tramped about the Form-room in angry, discontented thought.  Lord Mauleverer gave a deep yawn, dipped his pen in the ink, and started on his Latin paper at last, much to Bunter’s relief.  And the fat Owl dipped a pain in the ink also, and prepared to follow Mauly’s lead.  There was a possibility of trouble if he produced precisely the same series of mistakes as Mauly!  But anything was better than work!
  Vernon-Smith was not even thinking of the Latin paper.  He had no intention of touching it.  He was going to play in the St. Jim’s match, if he was sacked from the school ten minutes after stumps were drawn!  To that pitch of obstinate recklessness had the scapegrace of Greyfriars come!
  If Smedley was at the masters’ meeting, surely he had a chance of escaping his spying eyes.  Would he cut the meeting for the purpose of keeping watch on a detained junior?  The Bounder in his heart knew that he would; but he tried to think otherwise.  Anyhow, he was not going to stay in the Form-room.  Halftime door had gone by, and every minute of it was an exasperation to him.	
  He went to the window again.  Temple of the Fourth was in sight, and the Bounder called to him.
  The Fourth Former came to the window and stared up.
  “Seen my beak?” asked Smithy.
  “No!”
  “See if he’s in the study, will you, there’s a good chap?”
  “Oh, all right!”
  “Cecil Reginald Temple sauntered away and went along by Masters’ Windows.  He did not hurry himself, and it was ten minutes or more before he came back.  The Bounder waited, chafing with impatience.
  “The jolly old bird’s not in his nest!” said Temple.  And, having given that information, Cecil Reginald resumed his elegant stroll.
  Smithy knitted his brows.  Smedley was not to be seen in the quad, and he was not in his study.  Thatlooked as if he had joined the staff meeting in the lecture- room period
  On the other hand, he might be in the House, keeping an eye on the Form room passage, to spot the rebel if he went out.  In that case, he would not spot him if he dropped from the window!  There was something rather amusing in the thought of the Creeper and Crawler sitting at the end of the passage, watching the door of a room which no longer held the Bounder.  But——
  There were plenty of “buts.”  Vernon-Smith dismissed them from his mind.  It was a chance—or, at least, he was obstinately and recklessly resolved to think that it was a chance.  He clambered into the window.
  “Smithy, old man!” exclaimed Lord Mauleverer, looking around, alarmed for the reckless fellow.  “Chuck it, old bean!  You haven’t an earthly.”
  The Bounder did not trouble to reply.
  Mauleverer jumped up.  He was really concerned to see a fellow asking for trouble like this.
  “Smithy, don’t be such an ass!  You know jolly well the man’s got his eye open for you and he wants  to catch you out!  He will stop you——“
  “He will be sorry if he does!” said Vernon-Smith, between his teeth.
  “Have a little sense, Smithy!”  
  “Go and eat coke!”
  Vernon-Smith slid out over the broad stolen window-sill held by his hands, and dropped to the ground.  The die was cast now!

                                        THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

                                                     Unexpected!?


  HERBERT VERNON-SMITH stood under the Form-room window, panting a little, his heart beating rather fast./
  In the bright May sunshine he looked over the quadrangle.
  A good many people were in sight up and down and round about.  Loder and Carne and Walker of the Sixth were talking, in a little group, at a distance.  In another direction he could see Coker and Potter and Greene of the Fifth Form.  Nugent minor and Gatty and Myers and Sammy Bunter of the Second Form were trotting towards the school shop.  Hoskins of the shell was walking with Hobson of that Form.  But the Bounder noted that no master was to be seen.  The beaks’ were all at the meeting in the lecture room.  Surely Smedley was with the rest!
  At all events, there was no sign of him.
  The Bounder’s spirits rose. 
  If he got through with the cricket he did not care what happened afterwards.  Anyhow, a fellow wasn’t sacked for breaking detention.  The worst to look for was a Head’s flogging, and even that was unlikely.  Lines, detentions, canings—what did they matter?
  Once he was in flannels, among the other cricketers, even Smedley’s rat eyes would not pick him out from a distance.  Not unless he came to look for him.
  The Bounder started to run.
  Now that he was out of detention the sooner he got to the cricket ground the better.  A quick change in the pavilion and he would be ready for “next man in.”  If Wharton asked questions, he would “stuff” him with a yarn that Larry Lascelles had got him off.  Anyhow, he was going to play cricket!
  “Vernon-Smith!”
  He came to a dead halt suddenly.
  A tall figure rose from a bench under one of the ancient elms, and came towards him.
  The Bounder’s face went white.  As if th
  It was Smedley, directly in his path!
   The man was not at the masters’ meeting.  He was not in his study.  He was not watching the door of the Form-room like a cat watching a mouse hole!
  He had been out of sight, sitting under the eln, keeping watch on the Bounder’s path if he headed for the cricket ground.  And there he was, stepping into the truant’s path, with a sneering smile on his hard face that enraged the Bounder beyond endurance.
  “You have left the Form room, Vernon-Smith!”  The Creeper and Crawler stood in front of him, barring his way.
  “Can’t you see I have?” snarled the Bounder.
  “You have broken detention.”
  “Didn’t you want me to?” sneered Vernon-Smith.  “Isn’t that what you kept me in for?”
  Mr. Smedley compressed his lips hard.  His conscience was not, perhaps, quite easy about the peculiar game he was playing at Greyfriars.  But if he had any compunction, his intense dislike of the black sheep of the school would have banished it.
  Had Vernon-Smith been a fellow like Wharton, or Bob Cherry, or Mauleverer, or even Bunter, Smedley would have had no such game to play.  In that reflection the schemer found some sort of a justification for his scheming.
  “I shall report these words to your headmaster, Vernon-Smith!” he said, between his closed lips.  “Now I shall take you back to the Form-room.
  He stretched out his hand to grasp the Bounder by the collar.
  Vernon-Smith sprang back. 
  “Hands of!” he snarled. 
  “If you dare to resist your Form-master, Vernon-Smith——“  Smedley’s eyes gleamed, or rather, gloated.  He had hoped for it, calculated on it; yet it seemed too much good luck for the headstrong rebel of the Remove to deliver himself into his hands like this.
  “I’ll go back—but keep your paws off me!” said the Bounder in a choking voice.  “lay your hands on me and I’ll knock them off fast enough.”
  Smedley made a stride at him.
  Lost to all prudence in his rage, Vernon-Smith clenched his fists, his eyes blazing.
  Another moment and Smedley’s hands would have been on him, and he would have been resisting—but in that moment a sudden, strange, and startling change came over the Cfeeper and Crawler.
  His eyes, instead of being fixed on the Bounder, looked past him.  He stopped as if suddenly rooted to the earth, the colour wavering in his cheeks, fading away, and leaving him white.
  In utter amazement the Bounder stared at him, wondering what on earth was the matter with the man.  It was as if Smedley had seen some startling sight, some grisly spectre, in the distance behind Vernon-Smith.
  The junior turned his head.
  A tire was coming in at the distant gates—are magnificent Rolls-Royce car that the Bounder knew.  He had a glimpse of the shining the of a man sitting in it; and he did not need telling that that shining topper covered the head of Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith.
  It was his father’s car!
  “The pater!” ejaculated Smithy.
  He looked round again at Smedley!  To his further astonishment the tall figure of the Remove master was striding away to the House.
  Smedley seemed to have forgotten the Bounder’s existence.
  With his back to Smithy and to the car, he was hurrying to the  House, striding so fast that he was almost running.
  It was quite unusual to see a master proceeding at such a speed across the quad, and a good many fellows glanced at him as he went.
  The Bounder, in utter bewilderment, gazed at his disappearing back!
  Smedley vanished into the House.
  “What the thump——” gasped the amazed Bounder.
  Smedley was gone!
 Honk!  Honk!
  The millionaire’s car came up the drive.  Vernon-Smith stood and watched it coming.  It was the sight of that car and the stout gentleman in the silk hat sitting in it that had so startled Smedley and sent him hurrying into the House.  Why?
  Smithy could not even begin to guess.  So far as he knew, Smedley had never seen that car before, and had never met his father.
  Even if he had, why should he be so startled and practically put to flight by the arrival of Smithy’s father?
  It was utterly inexplicable.
  Smithy was not likely to guess that Mr. Eustace Smedley, so called, had been stricken to the very soul with terror at the unexpected sight of a man who knew him as Lucius Teggers!
  At that moment the man with the borrowed name was thinking of one thing, and one thing only and that was getting out of sight before he was seen by Lucius Teggers’ uncle!
  Even as it was, his escape had been now.  Mr. Vernon-Smith, looking from his car, had a glimpse of a toll figure vanishing into the price—fortunately for Mr. Teggers, only of his back!
  The big car glided on to the House, and the Bounder, still in a state of amazement, go and to reach his father when it stopped.
  The millionaire stepped from the car.
  He gave the Bounder a grim look.
  “Oh!  Here you are!”  he rapped.  “Not in detention, after all, what?”
  “Here I am, father.” answered Smithy, wondering how the millionaire knew anything about his detention.
  “Isn’t it a match today—another school, what?  You told me so in your letter——”
  “Yes—the St. Jim’s match——”
  “Then, if you’re not in detention, why aren’t you playing cricket?”
  “The game’s on now.” said the Bounder.   His eyes danced.  “Come down to the field with me, father.”
  Harry and why, the Bounder could not guess, but it was clear that the millionaire’s arrival had frightened Smedley off!  It was, after all, the Bounder’s chance!  The unexpected had happened!
  “I’d better see the Head——”
  “The Head’s presidin’ over a masters’ meetin’ now!  You’d have to wait.”
  “Oh!  In that case, I’ll come.”
  Leaving his car at the House, Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith walked down to the cricket field with his son.  And the Bounder, as he walked by his father’s side, winked at the pigeons in the quad.  It looked as if he was going to play in the St. Jim’s match after all!

                             THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                       Smithy Going Strong!

HARRY WHARTON, standing before the pavilion, was not looking exactly happy.
  No batsman could like to be dismissed for six in a big fixture to which he had looked forward for weeks.  And Wharton was the best bat in the Remove, and had hoped for great things.  But Fatty Wynn, of  St. Jim’s, was a bowler who had made many a batsman feel sorry for himself.
  The captain of the Remove bore it as cheerfully as he could; but he was not feeling bucked.  Bob Cherry was already out for ten, caught in the field by Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.  And now Squiff, the Australian junior, who was generally a tower of strength to his  side, both in batting and bowling, was out for eight, caught by Tom Merry.  They stood and watched Johnny Bull and Peter Todd at the wickets, and Bob voiced the feelings of the whole eleven when he remarked;
  “If that ass Smithy was only here to bat!”
  To which an unexpected voice rejoined.
  “Here’s that ass Smithy, if you want him.”
  The juniors spun round.
  They stared at the Bounder, and at the stout gentleman in the silk hat by his side, whom they recognised as his father.
  “Smithy!”  exclaimed Wharton.  He almost forgot to jerk of his cap to Mr. Vernon Smith in his surprise and delight.
  “The esteemed and the ridiculous Smithy!” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Oh, good egg!” exclaimed Frank Nugent heartily; which was certainly sporting of Nugent, for he would have played had not the Bounder turned up, and he would have given anything in his possession to figure in the St Jim’s match.  “Thank goodness you’ve come, Smithy.”
  All the fellows took it for granted that as Smithy had come there with his father, the detention was off.  A fellow’s father could hardly be supposed to have any hand in breaking detention.
  Smithy grinned cheerfully.
  The general relief and gladness at seeing him there was rather flattering to his self esteem.
  “You’re the next man in, Smithy!” said Wharton.  “Get changed, quick!  I fancy Johnny will hold them all right; but the bowling looks to me bit too tough for Toddy.  You may be wanted very soon.” 
  “Right as rain!” said Smithy.
  He vanished into the pavilion.
  Mr. Vernon-Smith glanced after him, and glanced at the juniors.  He did not seem wholly satisfied.
  He could see the glad relief of the cricketers at his son’s arrival and that was very agreeable to the millionaire, who was proud of his son, and liked him to be popular.  At the same time he could see that they had not expected Smithy.  And it was obd that a fellow who was going in next was not yet changed for the game.  His talk with Mr. Smedley on the telephone was fresh in Mr. Vernon-Smith’s mind.  And he was suspicious.
  That talk on the telephone had not, as Mr. Smedley supposed, barred off the millionaire.  As he had said that he could only manage to “squeeze” an afternoon because his son was playing in the school match, Smedley had not doubted that the information that his son would not be playing would wash out the intended visit.
  Instead of which, the news that his scapegrace son was in trouble again at the school had raised Mr. Vernon-Smith’s ire and caused him to set all other matters aside and come down to Greyfriars.
  The difficulty of getting away from the City added to his ire!  Stock markets were booming, and when stock markets were booming Mr. Vernon-Smith was a very busy man.
  Greyfriars knew little, if anything, about such things as stocks and shares.  They did not even know the difference between a “bull” and a “bear,” if they had ever heard of these fearsome beasts that haunt the purlious of Throgmorton Street.
  They knew little of the activities of those busy city gentleman who sell what they do not possess and buy what they cannot pay for, and make money thereby—and sometimes lose it!
  So, though Harry Wharton & Co.  could see that Mr. Vernon-Smith’s was frowning, they had no idea of the urgent and important matters that he had pushed, temporarily, to the back of his mind on account of his scapegrace son.  They did not dream of guessing that Mr. Vernon-Smith, having skimmed the cream of the West African gold-share market, was now getting ideep into tin shares, in which he expected the next boom.  That afternoon off, really, might cost Mr. Vernon-Smith thousands of pounds if he missed his market in some share or other.
  When he left London in his car that day, Mr. Vernon-Smith’s had not yet decided whether to buy a block of Hanky-Panky Tin.  He knew that he ought to have decided at once, and he hadn’t.  And if Hanky-Pankies shot up after the other tin shares before he “got in,” somebody else would abide the profits that Mr. Vernon-Smith had marked as his own.
  Which was, of course, very irritating to a stout gentleman whose fortune only amounted to a few million pounds.
  In this frame of mind Mr. Vernon-Smith was disposed to be suspicious, snappy, and rather dangerous at close quarters.
  “Has my son been under detention to-day, Wharton?” he asked gruffly.  “I understood something of this sort from his Form-master when I spoke to him on the phone yesterday.  He told me that he would not give him leave to play.”
  Wharton did not answer that unexpected question.
  He had supposed that Mr. Vernon-Smith’s had seen Smedley, and got the Bounder off, as he had come down to the cricket ground with him.
  “Do you hear me?” rapped the millionaire irritably.  
  “Eh—yes!” stammered the captain of the Remove.  “I—I-suppose—I thought——I mean—”  he broke off.  “As Smith’s here with you, I supposed——”
   The millionaire’s face hardened.
  “ I found him when I stopped at the House.  He has told me nothing.  He brought me here.  Has he leave to play or not?”
  “I—--I suppose so——”
  Mr. Vernon-Smith’s could easily read the dismay in the face of the captain of the Remove.  Wharton guessed by this time that the Bounder had broken detention at the tine of his father’s arrival.
  “Haven’t you seen Mr. Smedley, sir?” asked Bob uncomfortably.
  “No!”
  “Oh,--I—I thought——“
  “Then my son was in detention!” demanded the millionaire.  “If so, what fishy doing here?”
  Wharton breathed another hard.  He could not enter into any reckless escapade of the Bounder’s; but it was a severe blow to lose his best man again.  He spoke hurriedly.
  “As you’re here, sir, perhaps you’ll speak to Mr. Smedley, and get Smithy off.  He couldn’t really refuse you.”
  “Are you asking me to uphold my son in an act of disobedience?” rumbled the millionaire.
  “Oh, no!  But the fact is, sir, that Smithy never deserved detention today.” said Harry.  “Generally he asks for more than he gets, perhaps, but this time all the fellows know that he’s had injustice.  He can’t play in this match with leave from Smedley; but he ought to be given leave.  If you ask Mr. Lascelles, our games master, sir, he will tell you so.  He asked Smedley to let him off, and he refused.
  “Do you mean that his Form-master has some prejudice against him?”

  “Well, yes; it’s something like that
  “Not surprising, I think.” grunted Mr. Vernon-Smith.  “But if it is the case that Herbert—”  He paused  .  “I suppose he has given Mr. Smedley plenty of trouble, and put his back up—is that it?  If he has not committed any special offence for which he was detained to-day——”
  “I know that he hasn’t, sir!” said Wharton earnestly.  “I was quite taken by surprise when Smedley sent for me to tell me that Smithy would not be allowed to play this morning.”
  Mr. Vernon-Smith grunted again.
  He was well aware that a fellow like Smithy would be likely to put his Form -master’s back up, and he was not surprised that Smedley had a “prejudice” against him.  A fellow whose own father had had to threaten with disinheritance was not likely to be in his “beak’s” good graces.  Still, even a scapegrace was entitled to justice.
  “Well, I will speak to Mr. Smedley.” he said at last.  “as I am here, I have no doubt that he will stretch a point and allow Herbert leave for this afternoon.  By Jove, I shall insist upon it, unless Mr. Smedley gives me very good reasons.  Tell of it to carry on, and leave the matter in my hands.”
  “Thank you, sir!” said Harry gratefully.  “I give you my word, sir, that Smithy never asked for it this time.  And if he doesn’t play we’re going to lose this game, and it’s rather a big affair for us, sir.”
  Mr. Vernon-Smith smiled.
  “Leave it to me.”
  And he walked off the ground, just as a roar came from the field.
  “How’s that?”
  Figgins was holding up the ball, and Peter Todd was looking at it sadly.
  “Caught!”
  “Oh, well caught!”
  Peter Todd came out.
  “Smithy!” shouted a dozen voices.
  The Bounder ran out of the pavilion, spotless in flannels, his bat in his hand.  Wharton clapped him on the shoulder, his face bright.
  “Get in!   Your pater’s gone to fix it with Smedley.  It will be called right.  Get in, and do better than I did, old bean!”
  The Bounder grinned gleefully.
  “I’ll try.” he said.
  He walked to the wicket.  All eyes were on him.  Fatty Wynn had the ball, and there were four more to the over.  The St. Jim’s man put all he knew into those four.  Smithy put paid to them one after another.  The Bounder was at the top of his form.  Two and four, and four and four—fourteen for the remainder of that over—and the Greyfriars crowd roared applause.
  “Oh, good egg!” exclaimed Wharton.  “Smithy’s going strong!”
  “Terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Bravo, Smithy!”
  “Hurrah!”
  And the Bounder, playing the game of his life, continued to go strong.	

                                                                THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                               The Man With The Hidden Face!

TROTTER, the page, as he showed Mr. Vernon-Smith in, was glad that he was not the person on whom and millionaire had called.  Trotter confided to the cook later that the old bloke looked as if he was going to bite.  Undoubtedly Mr. Vernon-Smith wore a frown, and his lips were set hard as he followed Trotter to Mr. Quelch’s old study, now in the occupation of Mr. Smedley.
  Hard and adamant as he was in his dealings with his scapegrace son, fully determined to disinherit him in favour of his cousin Lucius if he was turned out of Greyfriars, the billionaire was, all the same, both fonb and proud of Herbert, and keenly and that he should show a better side of his character, and make good at his school.  And the bare thought of injustice to Smithy, of not giving him a fair chance, was intensely irritating to him.
  He could make allowances for a master exasperated by a rebellious boy; but Herbert Vernon-Smith was going to have fair play, or there was going to be trouble.  Having arrived at Greyfriars in a state of wrath against his son, Mr. Vernon-Smith had now transferred that wrath to his son’s Form-master, since his talk with Wharton.
  He was very anxious to see this Mr. Smedley, and “size him up,” and judge what kind of man he was.  Trotter had told him that Mr. Smedley was not at the masters’ meeting taking place that afternoon, but was in his study.  He showed the millionaire to that study.
  Little did Mr. Vernon-Smith dream of the state of uneasiness, fear, amounting almost to panic, that reigned in that study.  Little was he likely to dream that the man who was known at Greyfriars school as Lucius Smedley, Master of Arts, was in reality his nephew, Lucius Teggers, junior partner in the scholastic firm of Leggett & Teggers.
  Smedley, from behind the window curtains, had watched the millionaire comeing towards the House.  He heard his footsteps in the passage.
  His heart beat almost to suffocation.
  Had he had notice of the millionaire’s coming, he would have contrived to be absent from the school.  That had always been his plan, if Smith’s father came to Greyfriars.
  But he had been taken by surprise by the sudden visit.  He had, as he believed, shut the millionaire off by that talk on the telephone.
  Now Mr. Vernon- Smith was here, was certain to want to see his son’s Form- master, knew that he was not gone out, and could not be refused.
  Smedley had had a quarter of an hour while Mr. Vernon-Smith was gone down to the cricket field with the Bounder.  His wary brain worked quickly, and he had made the best use of his time.  But he was very nearly in a panic as he heard his uncle coming.
  There was a tap at the door, and Trotter opened it.
  Mr. Vernon-Smith, sir!” announced Trotter, and added, involuntarily; “Oh, my ’at!” in his surprise.
  He blinked at a Form-master whose face was almost entirely hidden by bandages.
  Trotter, like everyone else at Greyfriars, was aware that Mr. Smedley’s nose had been damaged by a cricket ball, handled by the Owl of the Remove.  That red and swollen nose had been much in the public eye.
  But, so far, that damaged nose had not seemed to need bandaging!
  Trotter blinked.  Probably more than a quarter of an hour ago he had seen Mr. Smedley hurriedly enter the House and go to the study—and his face had not been bandaged them.  Unless he had had some accident in the study since, it was a mystery to Trotter.
  The astonished page stood aside for Mr. Vernon-Smith to enter, do the door shut after him and departed with surprising information for the cook and the maids below stairs.
  Mr. Vernon-Smith stared at the master of the Remove.
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[bookmark: _GoBack]Not having seen Smedley before, he was not so surprised as Trotter to see his face bandaged.  He was, of course, unaware that the bandages had been placed there within the last ten minutes.  Still, Mr. Smedley’s aspect was sufficiently unusual to make him stare.
  “Mr. Smedley!” he barked.
  “Yes.”  The answer came in the husky tones that Mr. Vernon-Smith remembered on the telephone.  “I am very glad to see you, Mr. Vernon-Smith.  Pray be seated.” 
  The millionaire sat down heavily.
  Mr. Smedley sat down also, with his back to the light.  The study was a little dusky, the curtains being partly closed to keep out the brightness of the summer sun.
  “You have had some accident, sir?” said Mr. Vernon-Smith, staring at the bandaged face with a puzzled expression.
  He knew that this tall man was the man he had glimpsed in the quadrangle, hurrying to the House.  But he had a queer feeling that he had met him before.  There was hardly a vestige of his face to be seen; but it struck the millionaire that there was something oddly familiar about him.
  Had Mr. Vernon-Smith been more closely acquainted with his nephew, Lucius Teggers, he might have guessed. 
  But he had seen Lucius but seldom.  Only of late, since he had taken up the idea of adopting him, if he was driven to disinherit his scapegrace son, had he taken any interest in that particular nephew’s existence.  Probably they had not met more than half a dozen times in all.
  Nevertheless, the millionaire had a feeling that he knew the man somehow; though it was quite certain that he had never met Eustace Smedley.  He stared at him hard.
  “Unfortunately, yes.” said Mr. Smedley.  “A clumsy boy threw a cricket ball fairly in my face, at close range.”
  “Not my son, I hope?” said the millionaire sharply.
  “Oh, no!  A boy named Bunter—a careless, clumsy boy!  Rather foolishly I gave the injury little attention at the time, and the bruises have become  rather unpleasantly painful.  However——”
  Mr. Smedley dismissed the matter.
  “Have I met you before, Mr. Smedley?” asked the city gentleman abruptly.
  “Not that I am aware of, sir.” answered the man with the borrowed name, his heart sinking.  “I have had the pleasure of speaking to you on the telephone once or twice.”
  “It is very odd, but I have an impression that I have not only met you, but sat talking to you.” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.  “However, I suppose it is a mistake.  As you are suffering from an injury, Mr. Smedley, no doubt you will wish this interview to be as brief as possible.  On another occasion I may have an opportunity of discussing with you the prospects of my son at this school.”
  “Oh!   Certainly— another times!” moment the Remove master, inwardly resolved that the  “other time” should never come to pass.
  “But there is one matter on which I must speak.”  said Mr. Vernon-Smith grimly.  “It seems that my son was forbidden to play in a cricket match to-day.  What was the special reason?”
  “Bad conduct, sir, and disrespect in the form.  But, in view of your presence here, Mr. Vernon-Smith, I shall be only too pleased to make a special concession, and give your son leave for today, and you may tell him so from me if you choose.”
  Mr. Vernon-Smith’s brows relaxed.
  “Thank you, Mr. Smedley.” he said.  “That is very kind of you.”
  He rose from the chair.
  He was not aware	 that Mr. Smedley would have made that concession, or any other, to get him out of the study, and escape from the penetrating gaze of his keen eyes. But he realised that a man so severely bruised that he had to have his face bandaged, could not desire any interview  to be prolonged.  Having gained his point, Mr. Vernon-Smith was content to leave the injured man to himself.
  Press “I will travel you no longer, sir.” He said quite junior lee.  Press “I am sorry you are in pain.  I trust that you will be quite recovered by the time I call at Greyfriars again.  I desire very much to consult you about my son.”
  “Oh!  Quite!  Certainly!”
  And Mr. Vernon-Smith shook hands with Mr. Smedley, and left the study.  He went out of their lives and headed for the commitment, with the puzzled expression still on his face.
  Something or other about this Mr. Smedley seemed to haunt his mind like a half forgotten recollection.
  But he dismissed Mr. Smedley from his mind as he arrived on the cricket ground and heard the roar there.
  “Good old Smithy!”
  “Good old Bounder!”
  “That’s the stuff to give ’em!”
  “Bravo, Smithy!”
  Mr. Vernon-Smith’s smiled as he headed for a seat at saint of William, and forgot not only Mr. Smedley, but even the tin shares that were booming far of in London!
  It was not so easy for Mr. Smedley to dismiss him from his mind.
  Left in his study, the man with a borrowed name locked his door against possible intrusion, and paced about restlessly.  He did not want anyone else to see those southern bandages on his face!  Trotter had seen them—--that could not be helped—and already, he knew, those bandages would be discussed below stairs.  And he had to keep them on till Mr. Vernon-Smith was gone.
  Mr. Smedley was a prisoner in his study!
  It was not, after all, the Creeper and Crawler’s lucky day!  

                            THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.  

                                      Smithy’s Innings!        

“I SAY,  you fellows!”
   “Blow away, Bunter!”  
   “Oh, really, Wharton!  I see you’re out!” said Bunter, with a grin.  “What did you bag?   A duck’s egg, what?  I say, don’t you wish you’d played me now?” 
  “Fathead!”
  “Beast!”
  Billy Bunter had joined the cricketers before the pavilion.  He blinked at the field through his big spectacles, but not with much interest.  He was thinking chiefly of tea.
  That morning Bunter had wanted to join the cricketers to get out of class.  Now he wanted to join them to get into tea!   Bunter’ s interest in the great summer game was not, in light of fact, concentrated on the game itself!
  But there was a very keen crowd gathering thicker and thicker on Little Side.  The Bounder was putting up a tremendous innings, and the news of it had spread.
  Almost to a man the Removites had rolled up to watch him—Even Lord Mauleverer exerting himself to walk down to the field, after his detention was up.
  Temple, Dabney, & Co., of the Fourth, condescended to give the game a look in; Hobson and a crowd of the Shell came, and so did an army of fags.  Even Fifth Form and Sixth Form men rolled along.
  Wingate of the Sixth was seen watching Smithy with an appreciate eye.  Coker of the Fifth was out to tell his pals, Potter and Greene, that that kid, young Smith, was putting up a show that he, Horace Coker, could hardly have beaten—a statement which was strictly veracious.
  Mr. Lascelles joined Wingate; and those two great man, the games master and the captain of the school, was seen watching Vernon-Smith.
  Really, he was worth watching!
  Man after man came in to partner the Bounder; but never for a moment did Smithy’s own wicket seem in danger.  Fatty Wynn bowled his best, and bowled in vain; the other St. Jim’s bowlers never had an earthly, and in the field the Bounder gave them no chance.
  Harry Wharton’s eyes danced.
  That he had made only six himself was a trifle light as air to the captain of the Remove, when he saw Smithy well on his way to a century.
  Centur were uncommon enough in junior games.  But it looked as if Smithy was going up to the hundred—and over.
  That was a delightful prospect to the Greyfriars fellows—be specially after their narrow escape of losing Smithy.
  Mr. Vernon-Smith, sitting in a comfortable chair, fairly beamed.  He did not know so much about cricket as about stocks and shares.  But he knew that his son was distinguishing himself at a game that was considered of  rather great importance at his school.  He had the roars of cheering that greeted mighty hits.  He heaid Smithy’s name on every tongue.  Never had he been so proud of his son.
  He forgot that he had arrived at Greyfriars in a state of wrath .  He beamed and smiled; he almost grinned.  He totally forgot the existence of the Hanky- Panky Tin Mines, Ltd.  He forgot the Bulls and Bears that roamed in Throgmorton Street, seeking what they might devour.  He did not care whether Tin shares rose or fell, whether Hanky-Panky “went through the roof,” or “dropped through the floor!” This was a great day for Smithy’s father!  
  “Smithy!  Oh Smithy!  Hurrah!”  gasped Wharton.  
  Mr. Vernon-Smith, staying at the field, knew that something had happened.  But the bounder did not seem to be doing anything.  Mr. Vernon-Smith wished, at that moment, that he had studied the great summer game with some of the attention he had given to stocks and shares.  He really wanted to know.
   " Ow!  Held bob cherry suddenly, as he received a sudden poke in the ribs.  He spun round and blinked at the millionaire.
  “What is it?” asked Mr. Vernon-Smith genially.  
  “Eh?  Oh!  Four!” gasped Bob, rubbing his ribs.  
  “Four what?”
  “Eh?  Runs!”
  “But my son is not running.”
  “Its of unduly.”
  “Oh, it’s a boundary, is it?” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.  “I—I see!  My son seems to be doing well, what?”
  “I should jolly well say so.” said Bob Cherry.  “You ought to be jolly proud of him, sir!  Isn’t it lucky you came along to day  and got him off?  He’s winning this game for us!”
  “Good!”  said Mr. Vernon-Smith.
  “Looks like a century.” said Bob.  “Look at the score, sir!  Ninety for Smithy off his own bat!  They can’t touch him!  Thank goodness Smedley never kept him away, after all!  This is Smithy’s field day.”
  “Good!” repeated Mr. Vernon-Smith, with satisfaction.
  “Oh, good man, Smithy!” came another roar.
  “It will be Smithy not out.” said Harry Wharton.  “If we’d only been able to open with him!  Bother that man Smedley!”
  “I say, you fellows, there something up with Smedley.” said Billy Bunter.  “He’s got his study door locked!”
  “Oh plus, blow Smedley!”
  “I had to take my paper to him, you know.” said the fat junior.  “I knocked, and found the door lockeb.  So did Mauly!  He called out to has to hand him the papers in the Form-room  tomorrow morning!  I say, you fellows, what you think is up with Smedley?”
  “Blow Smedley!  Who’s bothering about Smedley, fathead?”
  “Well, it’s queer, you know!  I thought he would be after Smithy like a shot when Smithy cut detention.  Instead of that, he’s letting him rip, and he’s locked in his study.  I wonder if old Smith has been ragging him.”
  The Owl of the Remove had not observed Mr. Vernon-Smith sitting only six or seven feet from him.
  “Shot up, you ass!” breathed Frank Nugent.
    “Oh, really, Nugent!  I say, I dare say it was old Smith got young Smith off, ragging that cad Smedley, you know!  He’s a bit of an old bargee, isn’t he?  Awful old bargee——Yarooooh!  Wharrer you stamping on my feet for, Bob Cherry, you beast?”  Bunter hopped and roared.  “Whooop!  Yooop!  Wow!”
  Backing away from Bob Cherry, the  Fat Owl spotted Mr. Vernon-Smith.  He gave him a startled blink through his big spectacles.
  “Oh, I didn’t see you, sir!” gasped Bunter.  “N-n -nice day, ain’t it, sir?  So glad to see you at Greyfriars, sir!  I say, sir, I—I——  Whoooop!
  “ Smack!
  “Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, as he backed off once more, with a fat ear crimson and tingling.  Mr. Vernon-Smith, apparently, had not liked hearing himself described as a “bargee.” 
 But Bunter’s roar  was drowned by another roar from the Greyfriars crowd.  There had been two more 4’s, and Smithy had wound up that over with 3.  He had topped his century!
  Fellows waved their hats, roared, yelled, and cheered.  Nobody had supposed that a century would be bagged by any man against such doughty opponents as: Tom Merry & Co.  of St. Jim’s.  But the Bounder had done it.  He had done it, and looked like doing it a second time, if the innings could be kept open.  
  “Bravo!” came Mr. Lascelles’ deep voice.  The games master was waving a straw hat I in    the air.  Moore’s as wra home home page of the sin of the year
  “Oh, good man!  Good man!” shouted Wingate.
  Herbert Vernon-Smith glanced round and with a flushed face and sparkling eyes.
  This was the day of his life!
  Fellows of all forms, more than half Greyfriars roared and cheered round the field.  His father was gazing at him with rapt eyes, beaming delight.  He knew, too, that the roar must reach Smedley, if the man was anywhere within the walls of Greyfriars.  That was an added have my cholesterol and lantham pleasure to the Bounder.
  “Hundred and one, with two more wickets to fall!” said Harry Wharton.  “If we’d only opened with Smithy!  Hundred and one for old Smithy!  Good man!  Oh, good man!”
   “I say, you fellows——“
  “Hurrah!”
  “What about tea?”
  “Bravo, Smithy!”
  “And he’s still got the bowling!”  chuckled Bob.  “And they’re looking a bit tired from hunting the leather, what?”
  “The huntfulness has been terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “My esteemed and ridiculous chums, we are going to win this absurd match!”.
  “What-ho!” 
  “I say, you fellows, you really ought to knock off for tea, you know.-–I really think—  Leggo my ear, Bull, you beast!”
  “Go it, Smithy!”
  “Give us a few more!”
  Smithy give them 10 more in that over.  He seemed as fresh as paint.  But in the next over Linley carried out his bat, having made 25—up useful score, though nothing like the Bounder’s.  Ogilvy went in to the last wicket.
  Wharton tapped him on the arm 8as he went.
    “Stick it out, Oggy!”  he said, almost imploringly.  “Give Smithy a chance to keep going.  Stick to it like glue.”
  Ogilvy nodded and grinned.  He was a good bat, and,  going in last, he was never keen to show that there was a steam in detail.  But he nobly repressed the desire to display fireworks, and made up his mind to devote himself to furthering the Bounder’s game.   That was what the said it w and one move the wall anted, and that he resolved to do.
  And he did it well.  With the last man in, Tom Merry & Co..  looked for the end of the Greyfriars innings at an early date.  But it did not come soon.
  Ogilvly, with Scottish tenacity, kept his end up.  He stole a run here and there..  But the fireworks were left to the Bounder.  And the Bounder put up a pirotechnic display that satisfied the most exacting of beholders.  
  Ogilvly had made 8, when he was down, at last, to a ball from Fatty Wynn, of St Jim’s.  But while Oggy was making that eight, the Bounder had increased his total to the round 150 — a score seldom equalled in a junior match on the Greyfriars ground.
  “Hundred and fifty not out!”  Bob Cherry, in his exuberant joy, clapped Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith’ on the shoulder, hardly noticing what he was doing, with a mighty clap.
  “Ow!” gasped the millionaire.
  “Hurrah!”
  “Bravo, Smithy!”
  “That’s the stuff to give ’em!”
  There was a rush on the field, headed by Wharton.  Smithy was grabbed, hoisted shoulder high, and carried back in triumph to the pavilion..  Larry Lascelles slapped him on one shoulder, Wingate on the other.  The Removites roared, clapped, and almost danced.
  “Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus D’Arcy remarked to his comrades.  “That man Smithy is a corkah!  A weal corkah!   I’ve nevah done it myself!  Nevah!  More than all the othahs put togethah!  Some of those fellows are sayin’ they won’t have to bat again!”
  “Oh,	 rot!” said, Mary.  “We’ll make ‘em bat again!”
  “Yaas, wathah!  They’ve got two hundred and fifty—that’s a hundred and twenty ahead of us on the first innin’s.  The only thing is, I shall have to make a century for St.  Jiu’s.” said Arthur Augustus sagely. “Mind you back me up, you fellows.”
  The St. Jim’s score of 130  had looked good!  But there was no doubt that the Greyfriars score of 250 looked better!  Really, a century or so from somebody was rather needed by St .Jim’s, though perhaps it was doubtful whether Arthur Augustus would contribute it.  It had been a hard game, and everybody was glad of a rest and tea—and Billy Bunter, at last, was relieved to find cricket relegated to the background, and foodstuffs to the fore!


                            THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.


                                  The Bounder’s Triumph!

“HERBERT!”
  “Yes, Dad?” 
  The Bounder was smiling.
  He looked very fit and well in his flannels, with the flush in his cheeks showing hardly a sign of fatigue after his hard innings.
  Mr. Vernon-Smith, sitting in the big Rolls, gazed at him approvingly and affectionately.  After key the cricketers were going down to Little Side again; but smithy had stopped to see his father off first.  The millionaire’s tone was very kindly as he spoke to his son.  Never had he been so proud of Herbert!  Indeed, he was tempted to stay on, and see that great game to a finish!  But Mr. Vernon-Smith’s time, of course, was of far too tremendous a value for such indulgence as that!  He had forgotten Hanky-Panky Tin while watching his son at the wickets.  But Hanky-Panky Tin shares were in his mind again now.
  “I’m proud of you, my boy.” said Mr. Vernon-Smith.  “your school fellows seem proud of you from what I can see.  I came here expecting to find you in hot water again from what your Form- master said on the phone yesterday.  Never mind!”
  “You’ll never hear any good of me from Smedley.”  aid the Bounder.  “He’s got his knife into me for some reason>
  “All the more reason for you to be careful ought not to play the fool, Herbert!  Even if he dislikes you, as you think, you’ve nothing to fear so long as you keep straight.”
  Smithy made no answer to that.
  “Anyhow, Mr. Quelch will be back this term—you won’t have the man here much longer.”  said the millionaire.  “Keep straight and keep steady and let me go on feeling proud of you—and we can both forget old troubles!  I’ve been keeping you short of money for your own good——“
  “You have!” said Smithy, with a wry grin.	
  “Well, I’m going to trust you, Herbert.  Take that!”  the Bounder started as a ten pound note slipped into his hand.  “Mind, I am going to trust you!  Take care that you deserve it.  Now, good-bye, boy!”
  Mr. Vernon-Smith shook hands very cordially with his son, and the big car rolled away with him..
  The Bounder stood staring after it rather blankly.  Evidently his father was pleased with him.  He stared at the bank note in his hand.  It was one of the billionaires generous tips that he had not seen for a long time.  This was undoubtedly the Bounder’s lucky day!  Greatly elated, he walked away to the cricket ground as the car turned out of the gates.
  Unknown to Smithy, another pair of eyes watched the car go.  They were Mr. Smedley’s.
  Keeping out of sight behind the curtains at his study window, the Creeper and Crawler, had witnessed the parting of father and son, and, though he could not hear what was said, he saw how genial and cordial that parting was.  Which was the reverse of agreeable to the Bounder’s rival for the millionaires millions.
  From the bottom of his heart Mr. Smedley was glad to see the car depart.  He had feared that Mr. Vernon-Smith’s night stay through the match.  Till he went, the schemer had to remain a prisoner in his study, keeping the bandages on his face!
  Hardly had the car disappeared when Mr. Smedley removed those bandages.  They were no longer needed.
  His face, as he revealed it, was white with bitter rage and disappointment and chagrin—the red, bruised nose gleaming from it like a beacon.  Bitt to the system, was, it could seldom been so bitter as now.  On the very edge of success he had been defeated by the sudden and unexpected arrival of Smithy’s father!  He had had a narrow escape of detection, and the utter ruin of his plans and his prospects.  Slinking in his study with a hidden face, he had had to give the Bounder-his triumph—to listen to the roars of cheering, coupled with Smithy’s name, from the cricket ground...
  But the danger was over now!  The millionaire was gone!  He could wreak his bitter grudge on the fellow who had fought and defeated him.  With set looks and a grim face Mr. Smedley left his study and the hairs House.  Mr. Vernon-Smith was hardly five miles away   in his whizzing car when the Creeper and Crawler was striding down to Little Side.
  He found a thick crowd gathering there.  Under the bright summer sunlight the cricket ground was swarming.  The St. Jim’s second innings was about to  begin, and Harry Wharton & Co.  were going into the field.  With them was the Bounder, bright and cheery.  Nobody had an eye for the tall figure striding through the crowd, the grim, set face that towered among all others that were bright and cheery. Only the fellows that Mr. Smedley pushed out of his way stared at him as he passed and wondered what was the matter with the bargee!  He had nearly reached the pavilion when Billy Bunter’s spectacles fell on him, and Bunter gave a squeak. 
  “I say, you fellows, here comes Smedley!” 
  Harry Wharton glanced round.
  His face set a little at the sight of  Smedley’s.  The sharp, harsh voice rapped out;  
“Vernon-Smith!”
  “What the thump——” ejaculated the Bounder.  He stared in angry surprise at his Form-master.
  “Go back to the House at once, Vernon-Smith!” 
  “What?”
  “You hear me?  You have dared to break detention, and you will return to the Form-room immediately!”
  It was some satisfaction to the Creeper and Crawler to see the dismay that fell on the cricketers.  In his present black and bitter mood it was a solace to him to cause discomfort to anybody.
  The Bounder’s face whitened with rage!  He understood!  His father was gone now!  His father had stood between him and the Creeper and Crawler—and now he was gone
  “But, sir.” gasped Harry Wharton, “you’’be given Smithy leave——”
  “Silence, Wharton!”
  “Mr. Vernon-Smith’s told us, sir——“
  “I am not concerned with what Mr. Vernon-Smith may have told you!  You will be silent, Wharton!”
  Mr. Smedley raised his hand and pointed to the distant House.
  “Go at once, Vernon-Smith’s!” he said grimly.  “If you compel me to remove you by force I shall certainly do so!”
  The Bounder clenched his hands, his eyes blazing.  Harry Wharton, almost as enraged as the Bounder, shouted;  “Mr. Lascelles, please come here, sir!”
  The games master was at the pavilion with Wingate and some 	Sixth Form men.   He was already looking at the scene in surprise.  Now he came over quickly at Wharton’s call.
  “What is it?” he asked.
  “This is a matter that does not concern you, sir!” said Mr. Smedley, before the captain of the Remove could answer.  “I have ordered Vernon-Smith back to detention, and he will go at once!”
  “Smithy was given leave, sir!” explained Wharton hotly.  Mr. Vernon-Smith told us so.  He saw Mr. Smedley, sir, and—” 
  “Silence, Wharton!” 
   Larry Lascelles set his lips.
  “If that is the case, Mr. Smedley, you can hardly rescind leave already given in the middle of a cricket match he said quietly.
  “Probably Mr. Vernon-Smith’s misunderstood.” said Mr. Smedley coldly.  “I have no intention whatever of allowing this boy, the worst boy in my Form, to defy authority  Nothing will induce me to do so.”
  “Go home, Smedley!” came a yell from the crowd.
  “Get out, Smedley!”
  “Hook it, Creeper!”  
  “Buzz off, Crawler!”
  Mr. Smedley’s face set harder.  He stepped at what’s Vernon-Smith’s with the intention of grasping him.  Larry Lascelles stepped swiftly in the way.
  “One moment, sir——”
  “I refuse to allow you to interfere, Mr. Lascelles.”
  “I am sorry for that, as I am determined to interfere.” retorted the games master.  “I ask you once more not to rescind the leave given to this boy to play.”
  “I refuse!”
  “Very well!  I shall take the matter into my own hands, and answer for it to Dr. Locke, if you choose to lay the matter before him.”	said Larry Lascelles quietly.  “Wharton take your men into the field.  Vernon-Smith, you will go with the rest—I take the whole responsibility.”  		 [image: C:\Users\danra\AppData\Local\Microsoft\Windows\INetCache\Content.Word\1372-23.jpg] 
  “Oh, thank you, sir!” gasped Wharton.  “Come on, you men!”
  “Vernon-Smith,” panted Mr. Smedley.  “I order you—--” 
  The Bounder turned his back on him and walked on to the field with the team.  There was a roar from fifty voices.
  “Go home, Smedley!”
  “Mr. Lascelles, stand out of my way!” Smedley’s boys was thick with rage.  I will not be defied      by a boy in my form!  I will not allowing you to interfere!  Stand aside!”
  Larry Lascelles eyed him coolly and contemptuously, and did not stir.
  “I will take the responsibility for this with the Head.” he answered.  “You had better go, Mr. Smedley!”
  For a moment it looked as if the baffled and enraged man would hurl himself at the games master.  The crowd looked on, breathless.  But Mr. Smedley restrained himself.
  “You will answer for this!” he panted.
  “I am prepared to do so.” answered Larry Lascelles coolly.
  And the Creeper and Crawler, defeated, pale with rage, turned and left the field, by a roar of hoots and howls and catcalls’
   He was forgotten a minute later.  Cricket claimed all the attention of the Greyfriars crowd.  The Bounder was given the ball for the first over, and the Greyfriars fellows watched eagerly to see how the St. Jim’s batsman would fare.
  They fared ill.  A long innings with the willow had not impaired the Bounder’s deadly efficiency with the leather.  Tom Merry went down in that over, and Blake followed him at the last ball.  And the Greyfriars fellows roared:
  “Bowled!  Oh, well bowled!”
  “ Good old Smithy!”
  “Bai Jove!”  Arthur Augustus D’Arcy remarked, as he took up his bat to follow Blake.  “I told you men that that chap Smithy was a corkah!  I wepeat that he is a corkah!  Howevah, I hope that I shall put paid to him.”
  It was a delusive hope.  Arthur Augustus faced the bowling of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and that the third ball there was a roar.
  “Caught, Smithy!”
  “Hurrah!”
  “Bai Jove!” said Arthur Augustus.  It was all he could say.  He walked back sadly to the pavilion , where he told the other batsmen that that man Smithy undoubtedly was a corker.
  But there were good men and true in the St. Jim’s team, and they put up a good innings.  The score turned the hundred, but the most hopeful man comes from St. Jim’s on the ground had little hope of pulling through.  They hoped to make Greyfriars bat again, at least, but even that was denied them.  This score stood at 114 when last man was called. Last man was Fatty Wynn, and he put on four, and then a single. 
  Excitement was then intense.  One more run, and the home team at least had to bat once more.  But that one one never materialised.  Figgins was at the other end, and it was not what you’d call a fast ball, but a lightning flash.  Whatever it was, it operated a stump, and Figgins gazed sorrowfully at a wrecked wicket.  St. Jim’s were all down in the second innings for 119, and Greyfriars had won the match with an innings in hand.

                                       *     *     *     *     *

  Mr. Smedley had the pleasure—or otherwise—of seeing an army of shouting fellows march back to the House, with the Bounder borne in triumph in their midst, on the shoulders of Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry.
  It had been a great game, and a tremendous victory, and Tom Merry & Co.  took it cheerfully like the good sportsmen they were.
   That night—Smedley or no Smedley—there was little prep done in Remove studies.  Fellows paraded the passages, cheering.  The scapegrace of the school was the hero of the hour.  It was Smith’s triumph, and he enjoyed it to the full.  Some of the fellows wondered whether Larry Lascelles was booked for trouble with the Head, while others opined that Smedley would have sense enough to let the matter drop.  The latter proved to be in the right—Smedley let it drop, which was the wisest thing he could have done—though probably he did not forget.  And when, a day or two later, news came that Mr. Quelch was expected back shortly, there was general rejoicing in the Remove—not shared by the schemer whose task was still undone.
THE END.  
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