THE NABOB’S DOUBLE !

By Frank Richards

The Magnet Library 961



THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hurree Singh Is Wanted !

  BUNTER !”
  “Oh dear !” murmured Billy Bunter.
  He stopped suddenly.
  Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove at Greyfriars, was standing in his study doorway, when William George Bunter appeared in the offing.  He called to the Owl of the Remove as he appeared.
  Bunter blinked at him in dismay.
  Mr. Quelch was frowning, and looked as if something had disturbed him.  It was quite by chance that Bunter’s straying footsteps had led him along by the Masters’ studies, and he wished just then that they had led him anywhere else.
  The Owl of the Remove was at a loose end that afternoon.
  Harry Wharton & Co. were over at Redclyffe, playing cricket.  Most of the Remove fellows had gone over in the brake or on their bicycles to see the cricket match.  Peter Todd, Bunter’s study-mate, was in the team; Tom Dutton, his other study-mate, was among the followers; it was past tea-time, and there was no tea in Study No. 7.
  Sometimes Toddy and sometimes Dutton provided tea in No. 7—and sometimes both.  Billy Bunter was seldom or never known to stand his whack.  So Study No. 7 was at the present time an arid desert.  Certainly there was tea in Hall.  Bunter had disposed of that; but it had left him sighing, like Alexander of old, for fresh worlds to conquer.  His celebrated postal-order, which Bunter had expected for so long a time, had not arrived.  So Billy Bunter was feeling far from joyful, and he drifted dismally about Greyfriars, waiting for the cricketers to come home.  And so he happened along by Mr. Quelch’s study—and wished that he hadn’t when the Remove master’s sharp voice rapped out his name.
  “Bunter !”  Billy Bunter wondered for a moment whether it would be feasible to affect deafness, and disappear round a corner.  He did not like the expression on Mr. Quelch’s face at all.
  But he realised that that was a chicken that would not fight, so to speak, and he came dismally along to Mr. Quelch’s door.
  “Bunter—”
  “I didn’t, sir !” said Bunter hastily.
  “What ?”
  “It wasn’t me, sir !” stammered Bunter.
  “What ?  What was not you, Bunter ?  What do you mean ?”
  “I—I—İ mean—” stuttered Bunter.  “I—I mean, I didn’t do it, sir !”
  “You did not do what ?”
  “Anything, sir—I—I mean nothing !”
  Mr. Quelch stared at the fat junior blankly for a moment, and then he smiled slightly.  Evidently Bunter supposed that he had been “called on the carpet,” and was in rather too great a hurry to exonerate himself.
  “You utterly absurd boy !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
  “If—if Coker’s been complaining, sir—”
  “Coker ?” repeated the Remove master.
  “Coker of the Fifth, sir. I never went to his study.  I never knew he had a cake—”
  “Upon my word !” said Mr. Quelch.
  “Coker’s quite mistaken, sir,” said Bunter, with great earnestness.  “It wasn’t me, sir !”
  “You should say, “It was not I,” Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch severely.
  Bunter blinked at him.
  “You, sir ?” he ejaculated, “Oh, no, sir !  Even Coker wouldn’t think that you had gone to his study after his cake.”
  “You—you utterly obtuse boy !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.  “Have you no knowledge of English grammar.  You should say, ‘It was not I’—not ‘It was not me.’”
  “But Coker didn’t think it was you, sir !” gasped Bunter.
  “He thought it was me, sir !”
  Mr. Quelch drew a deep breath.
  “I am trying to make you understand, Bunter, that you should have used the nominative case.”
  “Yes, sir !  I—I don’t mind, sir !”
  “You don’t mind ?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.
  “No, sir—I’m willing to use any case you like, sir,” said Bunter.  “I—I always try to please you sir.  I—I respect you so much, sir.  M-m-may I go now ?”
  Mr. Quelch’s glance strayed to the cane on his study stable.  However, he did not step into the study for it, much to Bunter’s relief.
   “I called to you, Bunter, to ask you—”
  “I know, sir !  I’ve told you that it wasn’t me, sir !  I assure you—”
  “Silence !” thundered Mr. Quelch.
  “Oh !  Yes, sir ! gasped Bunter.
  “I called you to ask you whether Wharton and his friends have yet returned from Redclyffe.”
  “Oh !” gasped Bunter.
  “I was not inquiring into any delinquency you may have committed,” said Mr. Quelch sternly; “but if you have actually taken a cake from a Fifth Form boy’s study—”
  “Oh, no, sir !” stuttered Bunter.  “Coker came in and spotted me, sir—I—I mean, I never went to his study, and—”
  “Silence !  Have the junior cricketers returned yet ?” demanded Mr. Quelch.
  “Not yet, sir,” said Bunter.  “I’m waiting for them to come in now.”
  “I believe that Hurree Jamset Ram Singh is in the cricket eleven ?”
  “Yes, sir.  But—”
  “Very well; as soon as they return, Bunter, tell Hurree Singh to come to my study at once.”
  “I—I’ll tell him now, sir, if you like.”
  “What how can you tell him now if he has gone over to Redclyffe with the other cricketers ?” asked Mr. Quelch testily.
  “He didn’t go, sir” explained Bunter.  “A fellow locked him up in the top box-room for a joke, sir, and he was left behind.”
  “Oh, that alters the case !” said Mr. Quelch.  “A foolish joke—an extremely foolish joke—but perhaps fortunate, in the circumstances.  So Hurree Singh is still in the school, Bunter ?”
  “Yes, sir—he’s getting his bike out to go over to Redclyffe and join the other fellows there.”
  Mr. Quelch started.
  “He must be stopped at once !  Go to him immediately, Bunter, and tell him to come to my study.  Tell him that by the Head’s order he must not go outside the school.”
  “Oh !  Yes, sir !”
  “Lose no time, Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch.  “It is very important.  “Go at once.”  And the Remove master went back to his study.
  “Well, my hat !” murmured Bunter, as he rolled away.  “I wonder what’s up now ?  I suppose it’s a licking.  Serve him jolly well right !”
  And William George Butter rolled away to the bike-shed to intercept Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a grin on his fat face.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Something for Skinner !

  “INKY !”
  “My esteemed fat Bunter—”
  “Stop !” hooted Bunter.
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the Indian junior in the Greyfriars Remove, was wheeling out his bike, when Billy Bunter arrived, breathless.  Bunter halted in front of the bicycle, and raised a fat band commandingly.
  “There is no time for the stopfulness, my esteemed Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset Ran Singh, in the beautiful English he had not learned at Greyfriars.  “The hurry is terrific.”
  Bunter grinned.
  “Youʼre wanted, Inky—”
  “Rats !  You are in the way of the esteemed jigger,” said the dusky junior mildly.  “The stepfulness aside is the proper caper.”
  “Quelchy wants you,” explained Bunter.  “You’re to go to his study at once.”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh halted.  He was anxious to get over to Redclyffe School to see the finish of the cricket match there; though it was too late for him to take part in the game.  But an order from the Remove master was law.
  “What does the esteemed and ludicrous Quelchy want ?” he asked.
  “I fancy it’s a licking,” said Bunter cheerfully.  “Quelchy looked rather black, and I noticed that he had his cane on the table in his study.  I fancy you’re for it.  He, he, he !”
  Apparently Bunter found something entertaining in the idea that Hurree Singh was “for it.”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh looked at him, and wheeled on the bike.  There was a sudden collision between the front wheel and Bunter’s fat knees.
  “Ow !” roared Bunter.
  He sat down quite suddenly.



  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh chuckled—apparently regarding it as his turn to chuckle.  He wheeled his machine back into the shed, and replaced it on the stand, and then took his way towards the House.  Billy Bunter dusted the knees of his trousers and shook a fat fist after him.
  Mr. Quelch glanced up from Latin prose papers as the dusky face of the nabob looked in at his door.
  “Come in, Hurree Singh,” he said, quite kindly.
  The dusky junior entered the study, reassured by the Remove master’s manner.  Evidently, it was not as Bunter had hopefully anticipated, a licking that he had to expect.
  “You sent for me, esteemed sahib ?” he asked.
  Mr. Quelch smiled.
  “Yes, Hurree Singh.  You were about to go out, I think ?”
  “That is the esteemed case.”
  “I am sorry to have to stop you, my boy,” said Mr. Quelch, “but the Head has given instructions for you to remain within school bounds for the present.  It is perhaps fortunate that you were prevented from going over to Redclyffe with the cricketers, in the circumstances.”
  The nabob blinked at him.  He did not see anything fortunate in his ill-luck that afternoon.
  “You will remember, Hurree Singh, that the Head received a letter a few days ago from your uncle, the Jam Bahadur, at Bhanipur ?”
  “I remember, sir.”
  “Your uncle had reason to suppose that trouble was threatening in Bhanipur, and that some attempt might be made upon your liberty, Hurree Singh.”
  “Hurree Singh smiled a dusky smile.
  “I am not afraid, sir !  I do not think there is any dangerfulness for my esteemed self in England.”
  “Possibly not,” said Mr. Quelch.  “Probably not, in fact.  But it happens, Hurree Singh, that since the Head received this warning, a Hindu has been seen hanging about in the neighbourhood of the school.  It is extremely unusual for a Hindu to be seen in this neighbourhood, as you know, and Dr. Locke thinks it may be something more than a coincidence.  For the present, therefore, he desires you to remain within gates.”
  The nabob looked dismayed.
  “Your Headmaster is responsible for your safety, my boy,” said the Remove master kindly.  “You must obey this order cheerfully.”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh did not look very cheerful.
  “Since the Head spoke to me, I have made some inquiries,” said Mr. Quelch.  I learn that Hindu was seen near the school gates to-day watching the brake in which the cricketers went over to Redclyffe.  Three or four Greyfriars boys saw him.  I was very glad to hear from Bunter that, owing to some trick played by a schoolfellow, you had not gone to Redclyffe. You will now remain within the school.”
  But, sir—”
  “This order is for your own safety, Hurree Singh.”
  “Very well, sir,” said the nabob dismally.
  Mr. Quelch made a gesture of dismissal, and the nabob left, the study.
  He made his way disconsolately to the Remove passage.
  All his friends were over at Redclyffe; and nearly all the Remove were out of gates that sunny afternoon. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was one of the best-tempered fellows at Greyfriars, but his dusky face was very grim in expression just now.
  Possibly, as his Form master had said, the trick that had been played upon him was fortunate in the circumstances; but Hurree Singh did not look at, it in that light.  He was longing to get within punching distance of Wibley of the Remove, whose amazing trick had kept him out of the Redclyffe match.
  Indeed, he wanted to get over to Redclyffe, not so much to see the finish of the cricket match, as to see William Wibley.
  But evidently Wibley had to wait now.  Probably he was not quite so anxious as Hurree Singh for the meeting.
  Almost all the Remove were out of gates; but as Hurree Singh came up the Remove staircase, he heard voices in the passage.  Skinner & Co. were “frowsting” indoors, as they often did on a half-holiday.  Harold Skinner’s voice came to nabob’s ears as he mounted the stairs.
  That fat idiot Bunter let him out.”
  “Bunter was bound to butt in of course,” said Snoop.
  “Coker of the Fifth was after him and he scuttled up to the box rooms to get out of his way,” growled Skinner, “not that it matters—it’s too late for Inky to play.”
  “Wibley’s played by this time !” chuckled Stott.
  There was a laugh from the three.
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh paused on the staircase, his dusky face growing grimmer.
  He had wondered whether Wibley had any helpers in the trick he had played.  He was learning now.
  “Where’s Inky now ?” asked Snoop.
  “He went to Quelchy’s study and telephoned to Redclyffe, before Quelchy came in,” said Skinner.  “I suppose he put Wharton wise about Wibley.  Must have made his Magnificence jump, I think, to hear that Inky was still at Greyfriars, and that he’d got Wibley in his team made up as a nigger.  Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” chortled Snoop and Stott.
  “It’s a bit thick, though,” said Stott.  “Wibley’s jolly clever at making up, and playing theatrical tricks, and all that; but he’s not much good at cricket.  He must have let the team down.’
  “Serve ’em right,” said Skinner coolly.
  “There’ll be a row !”
  “I know that !  Wibley thought he was going to put up a good game, and that the fellows wouldn’t miss Inky after all.  He was relying on that to see him through.  My impression is, that he’s no good at all against Redclyffe, and that he’s come a mucker—and that he will get the ragging of his life.  But it’s no end of a joke on the Great Panjandrum, Wharton.”
  “I shouldn’t care to be in Wibley’s shoes.”
  “Same here.  But Wibley’s a fellow of his word, and he won’t drag us into it,” said Skinner.  “As far as weʼre concerned, of course, we know nothing whatever about it.  Inky’s gone over to Redclyffe on his bike now—”
  ‘Not at allfully, my esteemed Skinner.”
  Skinner jumped and spun round in alarm.
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came up from the Remove staircase with a grim face, and a glint in his black eyes.  The three young rascals stared at him.
  “You !” ejaculated Skinner.
  “Oh, my hat !” murmured Snoop.  And he backed promptly into his study.  Sidney James Snoop did not like the look in Hurree Singh’s eye.
  “So you were in it, my esteemed Skinner ?” said the nabob.
  “I—I—” stammered Skinner.
  Stott followed Snoop into Study No. 2.  Skinner would gladly have followed them, but a dusky hand grasped his collar.
  My esteemed and rascally Skinner—”
  “Let go !”howled Skinner.  “I—I had nothing to do with it.  Wibley happened to mention to me—  Yaroooh !  I mean—he said—yoooop !  Ow !  Wow ! you cheeky nigger.  Ow, ow, ow !”
  Bang, bang !
  Skinner’s head smote the wall of the Remove passage hard.  Skinner roared and struggled wildly.
  Bang !  Bang !
  “Yaroooh !  Whooор !  Help !” yelled Skinner.
  He tore himself away from the nabob’s grasp and ran for his life.  But Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was not finished yet.  Wibley had to wait till the fellows came back from Redclyffe, but Skinner was on the spot to be dealt with, and the nabob dealt with him effectively.  Snoop, peering with a scared face out of Study No. 2, beheld Skinner fleeing wildly up the Remove passage with the dusky junior in hot pursuit, letting out a kick at almost every step.
  “Oh, my hat !’ gasped Snoop.
  Skinner was fairly dribbled up the Remove passage, yelling frantically.  At the end of the passage he dodged into Study No. 14, slammed the door, and locked it, just in time.
  “Oh, dear !” gasped Skinner, leaning on the table in No. 14 and pumping in breath, “Ow, ow !  Oh, dear !  Wow !”
  By that time Skinner was feeling exceedingly sorry that he had taken part in William Wibley’s extraordinary wheeze.  And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, as he went to his study, was feeling a little better.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Where is Wibley ?

  “THE ass !”
  “The fathead !”
  “The cheeky chump !”
  “We’ll lynch him !”
   “We’ll boil him in oil !”
  These remarks, and a great many more of the same tenor, were made by the Remove cricketers as they piled into their brake after the cricket match at Redclyffe.
  Harry Wharton & Co. had been beaten; but that was not the worst of it.  They were good sportsmen, and could take a beating cheerfully when the other side put up a better game, or when fortune was against them.  But neither was the case now.  They had been beaten through the trick played by William Wibley of the Remove—an amazing trick that had been discovered too late.
  Wibley of the Remove, taking advantage of his weird and wonderful skill in the art of impersonation, had “made up” as the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur, and played in the match as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  Wibley’s queer impersonations had often caused merriment in the Remove studies.  The fellows had seen him make up as Mr. Quelch, as Monsieur Charpentier, even as the august and respected Head himself.  There was no doubt that William Wibley was exceedingly clever in that peculiar line.
  But when it came to impersonating a member of the Remove eleven, and taking his place in a cricket match, matters became serious.
  With all his skill, Wibley could never have impersonated any member of the team excepting Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  Hurree Singh’s dusky complexion gave him the chance, and Hurree Singh’s wonderful variety of English was equally distinctive  Wibley had completely deceived the Removites, and he had as completely deceived himself with regard to his prospects in the game.  For poor Wib was not, as he supposed, as good at cricket as he was at amateur theatricals, and it was one of the very best men in the team that he had replaced.
  And so the Removites had seen the collapse of their champion bowler, as they supposed, and they had seen the dusky cricketer score a duck’s egg in his innings; and they had been amazed at such a downfall on the part of the nabob until the telephone message from Greyfriars enlightened them.  Wibley had escaped from the enraged cricketers almost by the skin of his teeth, as it were, and the juniors had not seen him since he fled at top speed from the Redclyffe ground, still in his disguise as the nabob.  But they were very anxious to see him.
  The Remove had been beaten by a large handful of runs; but had the genuine Hurree Singh been playing for Greyfriars it was quite probable that victory would have smiled on them.  Certainly many wickets would have fallen to the nabob’s bowling, which Wibley had been unable to touch.
  To lose a cricket match for such a cause was naturally exasperating.  Wibley had had the impression that he was left out of the eleven in spite of his merits.  Everybody else knew that he was left out on his demerits.  Perhaps a fellow could not be expected to realise his own shortcomings so clearly as they were realised by others.  But for any fellow to take the law into his own hands in this style and to shove himself into the cricket eleven by a trick was miles beyond the limit.
  Poor Wibley had hoped to prove his quality in the game, and thus earn his pardon.  He had proved, even to himself, that Wharton had been right in leaving him out of the team.
  “The cheeky ass !” said Bob Cherry for about the twentieth time as the brake started for Greyfriars in the golden summer sunset.  “The cheeky chump !.  Shoving himself in and showing Inky out !”
  “He fancied himself a cricketer !” growled Johnny Bull.  “He can fancy himself a punch-ball when I get near enough to him !”
  “The silly ass !” said Nugent.
  “We’ll jolly well give him the ragging, of his life !” said Harry Wharton.  “Wib isn’t a bad sort in his way, but he’s got to learn that he can’t play japes in cricket matches.”
  “Yes, rather.”
  “And poor old Inky locked up in a box-room while we were playing !” said Bob.  “I wonder what he was feeling like ?”
  “Rotten, I should think,” said Vernon-Smith.  “But not so rotten as Wibley will feel when we get hold of him.”
  “What-ho !” said Bob, with emphasis.
  There was a stream of excited talk in the brake as it rolled homeward.  Wibley was the one topic—Wibley and the trick he had played on the Remove cricketers.
  Every fellow was anxious to get back to Greyfriars and lend a hand in dealing with William Wibley.
  Judging by the remarks that were made incessantly in the brake, Wibley was booked for the time of his life when the cricketers got home.
  Greyfriars came in sight at last.  The brake rolled on to the school gates, with a bunch of cyclists following it.  Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth Form were lounging in the gateway, and they grinned at the sight of the returning cricketers.  Harry Wharton & Co. did not look like a victorious team.
  “Licked ?” called out Cecil Reginald Temple cheerily.
  “Oh, rather” said Dabney.  “Don’t they look licked ?”
  “How many innings did they beat you by ?” inquired Fry of the Fourth, and there was a chortle.
  The frowning Removites dismounted from the brake, without condescending to answer these frivolous questions.
  ‘I’ve told you a lot of times that that fixture was above the weight, of Lower Form team, Wharton,” said Temple.  “You can’t say I haven’t.”
  “Oh, rather !”’chuckled Dabney.
  “Have you fellows seen Wibley come in ?” asked Harry unheeding.
  “Wibley ?  No.”
  “Perhaps ho hasn’t got back yet,” said Bob.  “He’s had lots of time, but he mayn’t be anxious to see us.”
  “Very likely not,” said Wharton dryly.  “But he’s bound to come in for call-over, at any rate.”
  “I say, you fellows—”  Billy Bunter rolled down to the gates.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  Have you seen Wib, Bunter ?” bawled Bob Cherry.  “Has he come in yet ?”
  “Didn’t know he’d gone out,” said Bunter. “I say, you fellows, Inky was locked in a box-room, and I let him out.  I rescued him, you know.  I say, I suppose you’ve been beaten, Wharton ?”
  “Yes,” grunted the captain of the Remove.  “We wanted Inky’s bowling at Redclyffe.”
  “Any reason’s better than none, isn’t it, you fellows ?”  Temple of the Fourth inquired among his friends.
  “Oh, rather !” grinned Dabney.
  “Well, it’s your own fault, Wharton,” said Bunter, blinking at the captain of the Remove through his big spectacles.  “If you choose to leave your best man out of an important fixture—”
  “You silly ass !” roared Wharton.  “Could I help a cheeky chump locking up Inky in a box-room ?”
  “I wasn’t speaking of Inky,” said Bunter disdainfully.  “I offered to play at Redclyffe—”
  “What ?”
  “I offered my services, and you refused them,” said Bunter.  “You can’t deny it, Wharton—a lot of fellows heard you.  Now you’ve lost the match, I could have told you so.”
  “You—you—you frabjous ass !” exclaimed Wharton.  “Cheese it !  Come on, you fellows !  If that villain Wibley’s back we shall find him in the House !”
  The cricketer’s tramped on to the House.
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh came down to meet them.  The nabob hardly needed telling that his comrades had not had good luck at Redclyffe.
  “The lickfulness was terrific, old black bean !” said Bob Cherry, with a rueful grin.
  “Beaten to the wide !” said the Bounder.  “But what sort of a silly owl were you, Inky, to let yourself be locked up in the box-room ?”
  “My esteemed Smithy—”
  “Must, have been an ass, and no mistake !” said Peter Todd.
  “My excellent and fatheaded Toddy, the faultfulness was not mine,” said Hurree Singh.  ‘The esteemed and rascally Wibley hid my bat in the top box-room, and when I went up for it I was lockfully shut in.  I could not escapefully leave the box-room through the keyhole.”
  “It isn’t Inky’s fault,” said Wharton.  ‘Who’d have thought of such a trick ?”
  “The fatheadedness is a boot on the other leg,” said the nabob.  ‘You fellows must have been footling duffers to be taken in by a silly as with his face blacked !”
  “He was made up jolly well,” said Bob.  “It was you to the life, Inky.  We never had a suspish.”
  “We weren’t the only ones taken in,” said Nugent.  “There was a Hindu man watching us at Redclyffe, and he never saw that Wibley wasn’t the genuine article—I know that.”
  “It’s the fault of your beautiful complexion, old scout,” said Peter Todd.  “That’s what gave the cheeky ass a chance.”
  “One nigger’s very like another !” said Billy Bunter, with a fat chuckle.  “Ow !  Leggo my ear, Inky, you beast !”
  “You haven’t seen Wibley ?” asked Harry.
  “He has not returnfully come in yet,” said Hurree Singh.  “I have been waiting for him with terrific infuriation.”
  “Close on call-over now,” said Bob.  “He’s bound to turn up for roll.”
  “Yes, rather.”
  But Bob Cherry was mistaken.  All the Remove cricketers looked eagerly for Wibley in the ranks of the Remove when they lined up in Hall to answer to their names.  But William Wibley was not to be seen.  The doors were closed, and Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, called the roll.  When he came to Wibley’s name, there was no answering “Adsum !”
  “Wibley !” repeated Mr. Prout.
  No answer.
  Mr. Prout blinked at the Remove, and marked Wibley as absent.
  In deep disappointment, the Removites left Hall after roll-call.  Vengeance, already postponed, had to be postponed further.
  He’s staying out,” said Bob Cherry.  ‘Silly ass !  He knows he’s got to have it, and he might as well get it over.”
  Must come in for dorm, anyhow,” said Johnny Bull
  And Wibley was left over till after prep.  But, to the surprise of the Removites, when prep was over that evening there was still no Wibley !

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Missing !

  WHARTON !”
  “Yes, sir !”
  Harry Wharton & Co. Had come down to the Rag after prep, when Mr. Quelch looked in at the doorway.  They were discussing Wibley—and their intentions towards him as soon as he should show up.  Obviously—it seemed to the Removites—Wib was in dread of a severe ragging at their hands, as he had not yet come in.  It was a serious matter to cut calling-over; still more serious to remain out of gates till bed-time; and it was close on “dorm” now.  Wibley, apparently, was keeping out as late as he possibly could.  If he was doing so in the hope that the wrath of the cricketers would cool down, he was likely to be disappointed.  Rather, their wrath improved, like wine, with keeping.
  Mr. Quelch glanced over the crowd of juniors in the Rag, and fixed his eyes upon the captain of the Remove.
  “Wharton !  Wibley, of your Form, seems to be still absent,” he said.
  Yes, sir,” said Harry.
  “It is now past nine o’clock,” said the Remove master.  “It is very singular for any junior boy to remain out of gates so late.  Have you any know ledge where Wibley may be ?”
  “No, sir.”
  “Did he accompany you to Redclyffe for the cricket match ?”
  Wharton hesitated a moment.  Certainly, William Wibley had accompanied the cricketers to Redclyffe, though not in his own character.
  “Yes, he came over in the brake, sir,” said Harry at last.
  “Did he leave Redclyffe with you ?”
  “N-n-no, sir.”
  “He remained there after you left ?” exclaimed the Remove master, in surprise.
  “Nunno, sir.  He left before us.”
  Mr. Quelch knitted his brows.
  “Then it is very odd that he has not returned to the school,” he said.  “It is a serious matter, Wharton.  Possibly it is some foolish escapade; but there is always the possibility that the boy has met with some accident.”
  “I—I think not, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch looked at him keenly.
  “Have you any knowledge, Wharton, of the reason why Wibley is remaining out of gates ?” he demanded.
  Wharton coloured, and did not reply.  He was certain in his own mind that Wibley was remaining out of gates from a lively anticipation of what he was to receive when he returned.  But the captain of the Remove did not wish to explain that to Mr. Quelch.
  “Come, Wharton; I see that you know something of the matter,” said the Form master sharply.  “Why has Wibley of the Remove not returned at this late hour ?”
  “I—I think—”’ stammered Wharton. 
  “Well ?”
  “I—I, think he expects a ragging, sir, and he’s putting it off as long as he can,” said Harry at last.  “The—the fact is, sir, Wibley played a silly trick on us this afternoon, and made the fellows rather wild.”
  Just a few !” murmured Bob Cherry.
  “I have heard that Hurree Singh was locked in a box room, and prevented from playing in the match.  Is that the trick to which you refer, Wharton ?”
  “Well, yes, sir.”
  “With such an incident I have nothing to do,” said Mr. Quelch.  “But it is a very serious matter for a Remove boy to remain out of gates until this hour.  However, it appears, from what you say, that no accident has happened to Wibley, and doubtless he will return in time for dormitory.”
  “I think so, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch left the Rag, and the juniors looked at one another.
  “No accident’s happened to him yet,” said the Bounder; but one’s going to when he comes in—a rather painful one.”
  “Yes, rather !”
  “The accidentfulness will be terrific.”
  “It’s jolly queer, though, his keeping out all this time,” said Harry thoughtfully.  “He will be up before the beak for it.  It means a jolly good licking.  But I suppose ho will come in for bed.”
  The captain of the Remove, however, was feeling a little uneasy as half-past nine drew near and Wibley did not come in.
  At the half-hour, Wingate of the Sixth looked into the Rag.  It was bed-time for the Remove.
  “Bed !” said the prefect.  “You, Wharton, are to go to the Head’s study.  Wibley has not come in.”
  “Dash it all, nothing can have happened to him, surely !” muttered Bob Cherry uneasily.
  “What could have happened ?” asked Nugent.
  “Goodness knows !”
  “Unless he’s got run in for going about rigged up as a Hindu,” said the Bounder, with a grin.  “Bobby Tozer might have taken him for a suspicious character.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  The Removites trooped off to their dormitory, while Harry Wharton made his way to the Head’s study, feeling a growing uneasiness.  He had taken it for granted, like the other fellows, that Wibley was staying out to avoid reprisals at the hands of the Remove cricketers.  But he realised that it was extremely unlikely that Wibley would remain out after bed-time for that reason.  Staying out after dorm meant a Head’s flogging, a punishment that no fellow was likely to incur if he could help it.
  Wharton found Mr. Quelch in the Head’s study with Dr. Locke.  Both the masters were looking very serious.
  “Wharton !” said the Head, “Wibley, of your Form, is still absent.  Mr. Quelch has told me your explanation of this, but it does not seem to me to account to such a prolonged absence.
  “No. sir,” said Harry.”  I—I can’t think that Wibley would be staying out all this time if he could help it.”
  “It seems that some dispute or quarrel occurred at Redclyffe,” said the Head.  I do not wish to inquire too closely to personal disputes among the Lower School boys; but in these circumstances, as Wibley has not returned, I must ask you, Wharton, to tell me exactly what has occurred.”
  Wharton hesitated.  He was not at all sure what view the Head might take of Wibley’s impersonation of the nabob.  A ragging from the Remove was the trickster’s just punishment; but Wharton did not wish to bring the Head’s authority into the matter.
  “You will tell Dr. Locke all that occurred, Wharton, at once,” said Mr. Quelch severely.
  “Very well, sir,” said Harry, realising that there was no help for it, “it was what we call a jape, sir—nothing against the rules.  Wibley is jolly clever at making up in amateur theatricals, sir, and he made himself up as a Hindu—”
  What ?” ejaculated the Head.
  Mr. Quelch started.
  It was just a silly trick, sir,” said Wharton.  “He made himself up as a Hindu and we supposed that he was Hurree Singh.  Hurree Singh was locked up in a box-room and left behind.”
  “Bless my soul !” said the Head.
  He started at Mr. Quelch, who frowned.
  “Wibley plays a very prominent part in the schoolboy theatricals, sir,” said the Remove master.  “He is exceedingly clever at such things.  But this trick seems to me extraordinary, indeed incredible.  Do you mean to say, Wharton, that you were deceived as to Wibley’s identity ?”
  “Yes, sir,” said Harry.  “Of course, we never dreamed of suspecting anything of the kind.  But Bunter let Inky—I mean Hurree Singh—out of the box-room, and he telephoned to Redclyffe and gave Wibley away.  Then—then—”
  And then ?” asked the Head.
  “Well, I suppose we should have ragged him,” said Harry, colouring, “but, he bolted, and got away.  Nobody’s seen him since.”
  The Head and Mr. Quelch exchanged a startled glance.  For some reason that Wharton could not guess, it was clear that they attached a strangely serious importance to this episode.
  “Then Wibley was still in his make-up, and to all appearance a Hindu schoolboy, when he ran away at Redclyffe ?’ asked Mr. Quelch.
  “Yes, sir.”
  “You think that anyone seeing him would have taken him for a Hindu.”
  “I’m quite certain of that, sir.”
  Again the two masters exchanged glances.
  “You are aware, Wharton,” said the Head, “that certain persons in the native State of Bhanipur, in India, are suspected of harbouring designs against the liberty of Hurree Singh.  I have already spoken to you of this, and warned you on the subject.”
  “Yes, sir,” said Harry.
  “It has transpired that certain Hindus, one or two or more, have been seen in the neighbourhood of the school during the past two days,” said the Head.  For this reason Hurree Singh is now kept within gates.  Did you see anything of a Hindu this afternoon, while you were at Redclyffe ?”
  Wharton started.
  “Yes, sir—there was a Hindu watching the brake when we started, and we saw him afterwards at Redclyffe.”
  “Was he there when Wibley left you ?”
  “I think so, sir.”
  “Did you see him afterwards ?”
  ‘No, sir.”
  “Suppose—it not probable—but suppose that some enemy of Hurree Singh’s had been watching the school, with the intention of making some attempt upon him—do you imagine that such a person would have taken Wibley, in his disguise, for Hurree Singh.”
  “I suppose he would, sir,” said Harry, with another start.  “We were taken in, and we know Inky jolly well.  If that Hindu was watching for Hurree Singh, he must have supposed that Wibley was Hurree Singh, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch set his lips.
  “Very well, Wharton, you may go,” said the Head, after a glance at the Remove master, and Harry left the study.
  “Is it possible, Mr. Quelch—!” began the Head.
  Mr. Quelch nodded.
  “Wibley is still absent, sir,” he said.   Had I known earlier that he had played this absurd trick, of disguising himself as a Hindu boy, I should have been alarmed.  To my mind there is only one way of explaining his prolonged absence.”
  “That the warning we have received with regard to Hurree Singh is well founded—”
  “Yes, sir.”
  “That’s the Indian boy’s enemies were watching for him, and that Wibley, owing to this foolish trick, may have fallen into their hands by mistake ?” exclaimed the Head.
  “I fear it, sir.”
  “In that case, Hurree Singh has narrowly escaped a terrible danger.  But Wibley—”
  Dr. Locke broke off, and picked up the receiver of his telephone.  And the number het gave was that of the police-station at Courtfield.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Under Another’s Name !

  “JALDI jao !” whispered a soft Oriental voice.
  Wibley of the Remove started, and shivered.
  It seemed like some horrid dream to Wibley, as he lay hidden under the heavy rug on the floor of the car.
  How long he had been lying there, he did not know; it seemed like hours, endless hours, while the car ate up the miles.
  The hapless trickster was paying dearly for the trick he had played.  Harry Wharton & Co. had taken him for the nabob, as he had planned—and Nally Das and Kalouth, the Hindu kidnappers, had been likewise deceived—as Wibley had never imagined.  He had realised that the two dusky rascals must have been watching for Hurree Singh, and believed that they had found him, when they ran Wibley down near Redclyffe.  And they had given him no chance to explain.
  Once, as he lay hidden under the thick rug, Wibley had tried to struggle—and a keen point had touched his ribs for a moment.  At the touch of the knife, his struggles had ceased.  He was helpless in desperate hands; and he had no choice but to submit to his fate.
  The car stopped at last.
  The rug was taken from the concealed prisoner: the blind-folding cloth unwound from his head.
  Wibley sat up and stared about him dazedly.  His senses were swimming.
  All was dark.
  Night had fallen—he had been some hours in the car.  Only the gleam of the lamps of the car shone through the darkness.
  From the far distance, Wibley could hear a low, booming sound.  He knew that it was the sound of the sea.
  But whether it was the sea that could be seen from the tower at Greyfriars, or whether he had been take to some totally different part of the coast, he could not guess. Nally Das’ glinting eyes gleamed down at him, as his dusky hand grasped Wibley’s shoulder.
 “Jaldi jao.”
  The Hindu believed that he was Hurree Singh, and he spoke in his own language.  The words were a mystery to Wibley.
  But he understood at least the Hindu’s actions.
  Nally Das’ sinewy grasp dragged him to his feet, and he was half-led, half-dragged, from the car.
  He blinked about him dizzily.
  Dimly through the gloom he made out the shapes of trees, and he was hurried on with the dusky hand on his shoulder.
  Ile was led into a dark porch.  A door opened and he found himself inside a building.
  There was a murmur of voices in the dark, speaking in a tongue incomprehensible to Wibley.  Then he was led on again, another door opened, and he was in a lighted room.
  He blinked in the light.
  The room was large and lofty, and richly furnished in Oriental style.  Thick Persian rugs covered the floor.  There was a large window, closed and covered with wooden shutters.  The light came from a silver lamp swinging in the centre of the ceiling.
  Wibley sank down upon a silken divan, his heart thumping.  He was trying hard to keep his nerve.
  Nally Das stood before him, with a lurking grin on his face, his manner a curious mixture of respect and mockery.  Ruffian and kidnapper as he was, he was a Hindu dealing, as he believed, with a nabob.
  He spoke in Hindustani, and Wibley interrupted him.
  “Look here, speak English.  I suppose you can speak English?”
  Nally Das eyed him curiously.
  “Has the Huzoor forgotten his own tongue, dwelling in the land of the strangers ?” he asked.
  Wibley, in spite of his alarm and uneasiness, could not help grinning.  He was aware that “Huzoor” meant “Highness”—and he remembered having heard that title applied to Hurree Singh by some Indian visitor to Greyfriars.  It was a new experience for Wibley of the Remove to be addressed as “Highness.”
  “The command is to treat the Huzoor with respect,” went Nally Das.  “That is the order of Baji Rao.”
  Wibley wondered who Baji Rao might possibly be.  Whoever it was, it was clear that he was the kidnapper’s master and employer.
  If it pleases the Huzoor to speak in the language of the sahibs, let him speak.” said Nally Das.
  Wibley hesitated.
  He had had time to think during the long journey in the car.  These dusky scoundrels had kidnapped him in mistake for Hurree Singh.  His first thought had been to explain the mistake at the first opportunity.  But now that he had had time to reflect, he paused.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh they intended to make a prisoner; but what was likely to be the fate of the junior whom they had mistaken for the Huzoor ?
  That mistake rendered their scheme futile if Wibley returned to Greyfriars to warn Hurree Singh of his danger.  After this they would never have a chance to lay hands on the nabob.  And, with a cold chill in his heart, Wibley realised that they would never allow him to return to the school to put Hurree Singh on his guard.  He might remain a prisoner in this unknown place, or—the ruffians did not look as if they valued the life of a schoolboy.  Wibley remembered with a shudder the keen steel that had touched his ribs when he struggled in the car.
  Fortunately, William Wibley had plenty of nerve.  The terrible danger of his position was quite clear to him, but he did not lose his head.  By informing the Hindus of their mistake, he wouldn’t regain his liberty, he was sure of that; and it was extremely probable that he would lose his life is well as his freedom.
  Nally Das was watching him like a cat in the shaded light from the swinging lamp.  As yet he had no suspicion that it was an English schoolboy, who faced him on the divan.  Wibley guessed that he did not know Hurree Singh by sight; he had only to look for a Hindu schoolboy among the Greyfriars fellows, and he had, as he supposed, found him.
  “The Huzoor would speak ?” asked Nally Das, as Wibley remained silent, his brain thronged with uneasy thoughts.
  “Yes,” said Wibley.
  “Speak, then, Huzoor. Nally Das is your servant !” said the Hindu, with the same mixture of mockery and respect in his manner.
  “Where am I ?” asked Wibley”.  “Where is this place ?”
  “The command is to answer no questions.”
  Whose command ?”
“The Huzoor can guess,” grinned Nally Das.  “The Huzoor knows that this is done by command of Baji Rao.”
  “ Who is Baji Rao ?”
  ‘Has the Huzoor forgotten the princes of his own blood, as well as the language of his country ?” sneered Nally Das.
  Wibley understood.  Baji Rao, evidently, was a relative of Hurree Jamset Ram Singh a prince of the reigning house of Bhanipur.
  ‘The Huzoor remembers or forgets as he pleases,” said Wibley, trying the effect on the Hindu of mounting the high horse, as it were.  “Who are you to bandy words with a prince ?”
  Nally Das black eyes gleamed, but he bowed his head.  The high rank of his prisoner forced his unwilling respect.  To the Greyfriars fellows, the Nabob of Bhanipur was a schoolboy, whom they called “Inky,” or “Jampot,” and treated him quite unceremoniously.  But to the Hindu the matter was very different.
  “You have orders to keep me here ?” demanded Wibley.
  “That is my order.”
  “How long ?”
  “Until the ship is ready.”
  “The ship ?” repeated Wibley blankly.
  “Does the Huzoor think that he will be kept in this country ? asked Nally Das mockingly.  “He will be taken across the black water.  He will return to his own land.  In Bhanipur there is a safe place prepared for him.”
  “Oh, my hat !” murmured Wibley.  “In three days the Huzoor will be taken on the ship,” said Nally Das.  “Until then, he will remain here.  Has the Huzoor orders to give his servant ?”
  “Yes; let me out of this place at once,” said Wibley.
  Nally Das grinned and head.
  “Will the Huzoor eat ?” he asked.
  “You can bring me some supper,” said Wibley.
  ‘The Huzoor shall be obeyed.”
  Nally Das salaamed, and quitted the room.  The door closed on him, and Wibley heard a key turn in the lock.
  He rose from the divan and moved restlessly about the room.
“Three days !” he muttered.  “Oh, my hat.”
  In three days he was to be smuggled on board a ship, to be taken to India—to Bhanipur.  Baji Rao, who had ordered the kidnapping, was apparently in his native country.  If the deception could be kept up so long, it was pretty certain that Baji Rao would discover it as soon as he set eyes on his supposed relative.  But it was not likely that Wibley’s disguise would escape discovery so long.  It was not likely, indeed, that Nally Das would continue to believe that the Nabob of Bhanipur was his prisoner, even for three days.
  Wibley was not thinking, then, as Harry Wharton & Co. supposed, of the ragging that awaited him at Greyfriars.  “The worst ragging he could have received from the Remove cricketers would have been very welcome to the hapless junior if only, he could have stepped once more within the gates of the old school.  He knew, beyond a doubt, that if he did not escape from the grasp of the kidnappers, he would never see Greyfriars again.  That as soon as the scoundrels knew that they had made a mistake, they would take no risk of their prisoner telling what he had discovered.  So long as they believed that he was the Nabob of Bhanipur, his life was safe—but at any moment the truth might come to light, and then—
  Wibley, as he paced the room with beating heart, realised that it was not his liberty, but his life that he had to fight for.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
No News !

  “KIDNAPPED !”
  “Poor old Wibley !”
  “The kidnapfulness of the esteemed Wibley was his own fault,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “but the sadfulness is terrific !”
  It was the following morning.
  All Greyfriars knew by that time what had happened—what must have happened.
  Harry Wharton had told his friends of the talk in the Head’s study.  Wibley of the Remove had not returned; and it was obvious, of course, that he could not have remained out of gates all night of his own free will.  Something had happened to Wibley, and nothing could be learned of any accident to a schoolboy anywhere between Redclyffe and Greyfriars.  He seemed to have vanished from the face of the earth.  And when it was known that he was in a Hindu disguise, and that a warning had been received from India of a plot to kidnap Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, the matter was fairly clear.
  Other details came to light, too.  Billy Blunter remembered his meeting with a Hindu, a few days before, who had called himself Nally Das, and had asked him questions about the Indian junior at Greyfriars.  All the cricketers remembered the Hindu who had watched the brake start for Redclyffe, and had turned up on the Redclyffe ground to watch the match, and from Bunter’s description, it appeared that this was the same man who had questioned Bunter regarding the nabob.
  And Coker of the Fifth, who had been out on his motor-bike after tea that Wednesday, handed in the news that he had passed a car with a Hindu sitting in it, driven by a chauffeur whom he believed to be also a Hindu.  Coker had passed that car six or seven miles the other side of Redclyffe, going southwest—away from Greyfriars.  Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield, had been over to the school to see the Head.  But he had brought no news.
  All Greyfriars discussed the matter with breathless interest.
  It was clear that the two Hindus had been watching the school, to find a chance of getting at the Nabob of Bhanipur.  Wibley’s jape on the cricketers had thrown him into their hands; obviously they had taken him for Hurree Singh, and had disappeared from the neighbourhood, taking their prisoner with them, in a powerful car.
  All the resentment of the Remove cricketers towards the hapless Wibley vanished at once.  Nobody spoke further of a ragging.  Even the loss of the Redclyffe match due to his reckless jape, mattered little now, even to the keenest Remove cricketers.  If only they could have seen William Wibley walk into the gates of Greyfriars, safe and sound, they would have forgiven him.  But that was not likely to happen.
  “Kidnapped !” said Harry Wharton.  “It’s clear enough now.  Those rotters were looking for you, Inky, and they got Wibley.”
  The nabob nodded.
  “The clearfulness is terrific !” he said.
  “The esteemed and asinine Wibley talked right into it.”
  “It’s rotten, of course,” said Nugent.  But, if they hadn’t got Wibley, they would have got Inky.”
  “Better Wib, than Inky, I suppose,” said Bob Cherry.  “But—”
  “I thinkfully opine not,” said Hurree Singh.  “My uncle, the Jam Bahadur, had written to warn me, and I was on guardfulness.  The whip of adversity would have been averted by the hand of prudence.  The disgusting and honourable rotters would not have been unable to collar me among my friends.  But the asinine Wibley was on his oneful own.”
  “Fairly walked into their hands by scooting off from the Redclyffe ground as he did,” said Johnny Bull.  “Those kidnapping scoundrels must have thought they were in luck when they saw him clear off by himself.”
  Well, he asked for it,” said Harry.  Inky might never have fallen into their clutches—we were all on our guard.  We should have taken jolly good care no Hindu got anywhere near him after the Jam sent that warning.  But Wibley—of course, we never thought of any danger to him.”
  But what will happen to him ?” said Nugent in a low voice.
  The juniors looked at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “What do you think, Inky ?” asked Wharton.  “I—I suppose you know best what they are likely to do ?”
  The nabob looked very serious.
  If it had been my esteemed self, they would have smuggled me to India, to hand over to my Cousin Baji Rao, he seeks to supplant me on the throne of Bhanipur,” he said.  “A dungeon in Bhanipur would have been my fate.  “But Wibley, when they find him out, they will not trouble with him.  They not dare shed the blood of a nabob.  But Wibley—they will care nothing !  And they will not let him warn to tell what he knows of them !”
  Wharton shuddered.
  “You—you mean—”
  “The dagger or the bow-string,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “Unless the esteemed Wibley is saved before they discover the cheat, his life is worth as much as that of an esteemed grasshopper.”
  “Good heavens !” muttered Bob Cherry.
  “It’s only too likely,” said Harry.  “They will think of their safety first, and they must be desperate rascals to be engaged in such a business at all.  They are risking penal servitude, in any case, and if Wibley got away from them now, he might be able to put the police on their track.  It’s poor old Wib’s life that is at stake.”
  “He may keep it up that he is Inky,” said Bob hopefully.  “So long as they think he is Inky they won’t hurt him.”
  “He couldn’t keep that up long, even if he doesn’t tell them.  He might think they’d let him go if they knew their mistake.”
  “If he has told then, all is finishfully at an end,” said Harrier Singh.  “If they know they have made a mistake, they have placed the unfortunate Wibley where he cannot tell tales.”
  “Poor old Wib !”
  “There’s only one comfort,” said Bob.  “It might have been Inky—and Wibley’s saved him !  But—poor old Wib !  Only yesterday I was wanting to punch him for playing such a trick on us, and now—
  “If only we could see him safe and sound !” said Nugent.
  “If we only could !”
  It was a dismal day to the Remove fellows.  Even Billy Bunter was a little serious.  All the fellows realised that the shadow of a terrible danger overhung their missing schoolmate.
  And Hurree Singh and his friends realised that it might well be worse than that that the kidnappers might have already discovered that they had been deceived, and that vengeance sharp and sure might have fallen upon the junior who had unintentionally deceived them.
  The day wore on without further news.
  Several times the telephone bell was heard to ring in the Head’s study, and the Greyfriars fellows hoped for news.  But there was no news.
  In class that afternoon Mr. Quelch’s face was very grave.
  After class Harry Wharton stopped to speak to the Remove master as the Form went out.
  “What is it, Wharton ?” asked Mr. Quelch kindly.
  “We’ve been thinking it over, sir,” said Harry diffidently.  “We should like to take part in the search for Wibley, if the Head would give us leave.  We could get a good distance on our bicycles, and we might pick up some trace of Wibley.”
  “I am afraid the Head would not consent, Wharton.  The rascals we have to deal with are desperate characters, and Dr. Locke would never allow you to go into danger.”
  “But, sir—”
  “Neither would it be of any use, my boy,” said the Remove master.  “It appears to be fairly clear that the car seen by Coker of the Fifth yesterday was the one used by the kidnappers.  It is probable that they are at a great distance from Greyfriars.  Indeed, they may be hundreds of miles away by this time.”
  “It’s possible, sir,’ said Harry.  “But—”  He paused.
  “But what, Wharton ?’ asked Mr. Quelch, looking at him.  “If anything has occurred to you, you may mention it to me.”
  “Well, it seems likely that they had a hiding place all, ready to put Hurree Singh out of sight if they kidnapped him.”
  “That is fairly certain, I think,” said the Remove master.
  “The scoundrels’ ultimate intention seems to be to smuggle him away to India; but, undoubtedly, that would take time, and in the interval he would have to be concealed very carefully.  No doubt a hiding-place was all ready.  But it is to be supposed that the place was at a considerable distance from here.”
  “But possibly not, sir,” said Harry.  “They have been hanging about the school for days, watching for Hurree Singh we know that now.  That looks as if their headquarters might not be very far away.”
  “True!”
  “And they must have garaged the car somewhere, sir.  A car with a Hindu driver, hanging about a quiet countryside like this, would have attracted a lot of attention, after a day or two.  The man who spoke to Bunter, Nally Das, seems to have been the one who kept watch for Hurree Singh.  The man with the car must have been in touch with him.  But where was the car all the time ?  If they’d used any of the local garages, Inspector Grimes would have found it out before this—Hindus would be noticed and remembered.  But the car couldn’t have come a hundred miles when wanted, and it couldn’t have been hanging about in the lanes day after day.”
  Mr. Quelch looked very, thoughtful.
  “Of course, sir, I may be mistaken—very likely am,” said Harry diffidently.  “But it looks to me as if they had some headquarters where they could keep the car within touch of Greyfriars.”
  It is possible.”
  “If so, sir, quite likely it’s the same place where they laid their plans to hide their prisoner.”
  “Very possibly,” said Mr. Quelch.
  “And—and if we scoured the country on our bikes, sir, we might pick up some trace—”
  Mr. Quelch shook his head with a faint smile.
  “Your suggestion may be of value, Wharton; but no Greyfriars boys can be permitted to join in this affair.  It is in the hands of the police, who are certainly capable of doing all that can be done.  But there is one duty you can do, Wharton—you and your friends.  Sooner or later they must discover that they have made a mistake—that their prisoner is not Hurree Singh—if they have not discovered it already.  That discovery may very probably be followed by another attempt upon Hurree Singh.  As he is now strictly confined to, school bounds, the attempt, if it takes place, will take place at Greyfriars.  You and your friends may be fully occupied in watching over the safety of Hurree Singh, until the rascals are laid by the heels.  His danger is by no means over.”
  “We will do that, sir, of course,” said Harry.
  And he left the Form-room and rejoined his comrades in the corridor.  The Co. looked at him in eager inquiry.
  “Nothing doing” said the captain of the Remove.”  Only we’re to keep Inky under our wing, and see that he doesn’t get nabbed from the school.”
  “The nabfulness will not be terrific,” said Hurree Singh.
  “Poor old Wibley !” said Bob.
  And the Famous Five drifted out into the sunny quadrangle, their thoughts fixed upon the Remove fellow who was missing from Greyfriars, the fellow who they dreaded they might never see again.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Hope !

  “HUZOOR !”
  Wibley started and rubbed his eyes.
  No gleam of daylight came to him; the shutters on the windows of his room excluded all light.
  The silver lamp, swinging from the ceiling, illuminated the room; the atmosphere was close and heavy.
  Wibley had slept at last.  For long, long hours he had lain wakeful upon the silken divan; but at last he had slept.  It was the soft, half-mocking voice of Nally Das that awakened him.
  This time the Hindu had appeared in the spotless cotton clothes of his native land.
  Wibley blinked at him, with sleepy eyes, for the moment wondering where he was, and whether he was dreaming.  But that was only for a moment; he realised quickly enough that he was not in the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars, and the strange events of the previous day came back to his mind with a rush.
  “Bhukhe ho,” said Nally Das.
  “Speak English !” said Wibley.
  “Does it still please the Huzoor to speak, in the language of the sahibs ?” jeered Nally Das.
  “It does,” said Wibley.  “I never speak Hindustani at my school.”
  Which was a true enough statement.
  “The Huzoor has forgotten his own tongue, and yet he thinks to reign in Bhanipur ?” sneered the Hindu.
  “That is not your business, son of a dog !” said Wibley, coolly.
  The black eyes flashed at him.
  “I asked the Huzoor whether he was hungry,” said Nally Das sullenly.  “If the Huzoor hungers, there is food.”
  “You may bring my breakfast.”
  “The bath is prepared for Huzoor.”
  “I do not want it.”  A bath was the last thing the disguised junior was likely to want.  His dusky complexion was well laid on: but, after a bath, the kidnappers would have been enlightened as to his nationality, there was no doubt about that.
  Nally Das stared at him.
  “The Huzoor will not take his bath ?”
  “No, I tell you !”
  “In the land of the strangers, the Huzoor has forgotten that his caste requires that he should be clean.”
  “Mind your own business !” snapped Wibley.  “What sort of a dog are you to argue with a prince ?  Get out !”
  Nally Das bowed his head and retired.  Wibley had already observed that a bullying tone had a good effect on the Hindu—probably it was what he expected from a nabob.
  The door closed, and was locked again.
  Wibley jumped off the divan, and moved about the room restlessly.  In a quarter of an hour the door opened, and Nally Das reappeared, carrying a tray.  He laid it upon a table, salaamed, and retired, locking the door after him.
  Wibley ate his breakfast with a good appetite.
  He was thinking while he ate, thinking hard.  So far, Nally Das had no suspicion of the truth.  But how long could the, deception last ?  Undoubtedly the Hindu was surprised, or, rather, astonished, by the supposed nabob’s refusal to take his bath.  It was probable that he would wonder on that subject and make surmises—sooner or later suspicion must arise.  And then—
  The junior finished his breakfast, and struck a gong that lay on the inlaid table.  Nally Das appeared at the door.  Wibley pointed to the tray, and the Hindu entered and removed it.  He left the prison-room with the tray, without a word, and the key grated in the lock again.
  Wibley was free now from spying eyes; but the fact that he was left alone in the shuttered room was a sufficient indication that the Hindu regarded it as a secure prison.  And Nally Das was not likely to have left anything to chance in such a matter.
  But Wibley still hoped.  While there was life, at least, there was hope; and he would not think of despairing.
  He had not been robbed, or even searched; doubtless the Orientals hesitated to lay disrespectful hands on a member of so high a caste as the Nabob of Bhanipur.  They had handled him only so far as was needful to make him a prisoner, and to convey him to his prison.
  Wibley was still in flannels, just as he had fled from the cricket ground at Redclyffe, and he had nothing than a penknife in the shape of a weapon.  But even that was better than nothing.  Wibley had read stories of prisoners of ancient times who had wormed their way out of deep dungeons with no aid but that of a rusty nail.  Certainly, they had had more time their disposal than Wibley now had.  Still, there was hope while there was life.
  He made an examination of the window.
  The wooden shutters were inside the windows, and had evidently been specially placed there lately, to turn the room into a prison.  They were of new unpainted wood, and contrasted strangely with the rich decoration of the room, when Wibley pulled back the dark hangings.  He soon found that the shutters were not intended to be opened; they were screwed in their places, and the heads of the screws had been beaten flat, as an additional security.  Even with a screwdriver he could have made no impression upon them.
  Wibley’s heart sank a little.
  That single precaution showed the extreme care the kidnappers had taken to render their prisoner secure.  The Greyfriars, junior was up against a problem which seemed likely to have no solution.
  But he dared not give way to the feeling of despondency that came over him.  He needed all his pluck, and all his resolution, if he was to save his life.
  Where this strange house was, whether it stood solitary or near other habitations, he could not even guess.  But there was a possibility that the window looked upon other buildings—that it looked upon a road where traffic passed.
  To cut a way through the shutters seemed hopeless; but there was a hope of making some slight opening, through which he could at least see his surroundings, and perhaps make signals to some passer-by.
  The chance seemed faint enough; but it was all the imprisoned junior had.  And it was better to work upon the slightest chance than to abandon himself to despair.
  With the stronger blade of his pen-knife, Wibley began on the wooden shutter.
  He chipped industriously.
  The wood being new and unpainted made his laborious task a little easier than it might otherwise have been.
  Chip after chip was shaved from the selected spot, till quite a little heap lay at his feet.
  But the labour was long and fatiguing, and he soon found that his wrist was aching.  But he worked on doggedly.
  He changed the penknife front one hand to the other continually.  And still he chipped and chipped, and shaved and shaved at the wood, tiny fragments peeling off under the blade.
  Hour followed hour as the imprisoned Removite worked on with a kind of feverish doggedness.
  It was the sound of the key in the lock that recalled him to the passage of time.
  His heart throbbed at the sound.  He thrust the knife back into his pocket, dragged the hangings over the shutters, and threw himself upon a divan.
  He was just in time.
  Nally Das threw open the door and entered, and his black, glinting eyes fixed on the prisoner at once.
  Evidently he suspected nothing of Wibley’s late occupation, for he did not once glance towards the window.
  “Salaam, Huzoor !” he said, with mocking respect.
  “What do you want ?” snapped Wibley.
  “Will the Huzoor eat ?”
  Wibley realised that it was past the hour at which the Remove had their dinner at Greyfriars.  He realised, too, that he was getting hungry.
  “I will eat !” he snapped.
  This time it was Kalouth who brought - the tray, with an ample meal.  Nally Das stood by the door.
  It came into Wibley’s mind that Nally Das was somehow suspicious.  The glinting black eyes never left him; and Nally Das remained all the time that Wibley was eating, and till Kalouth had taken away the tray.  Even then he lingered.
  Wibley pointed to the door.
  “Leave me in peace,” he said.
  “The Huzoor prefers solitude to the company of his servant Nally Das ?” asked the Hindu.
  “Yes.  Go !”
  “Has the Huzoor any further commands ?”
  “No.”
  “If the Huzoor desires books to relieve his solitude, they shall be brought.”
  “I desire nothing but my freedom,” said Wibley.
  “Of that the Huzoor is deprived by the order of Baji Rao.  But all else is at the will of the Huzoor.”
  “Leave me, alone, then,” said Wibley, with an air of sullenness.  And he threw himself on the divan again.
   The Hindu remained a moment or two, watching him like a suspicious cat; but finally he went out, and closed and locked the door.
  Wibley rose from the divan; but on second thoughts he lay down again, and composed himself as if to sleep.  It was a precaution well taken, for a few minutes later the door was suddenly unlocked and opened, and Nally Das stared in.  Obviously the Hindu was watchful and vaguely suspicious, as Wibley had guessed.
  The junior raised his head from a silken cushion.
  “What is it now ?” he asked.
  “Did not the Huzoor call ?”
  “I did not.”
  “Nally Das asks the pardon of the Huzoor for his mistake.”
  The Hindu disappeared again, apparently satisfied; and once more the key grated.
  Wibley rose from the divan and resumed his work on the wooden shutter.  He had to take the risk of another surprise visit.
  Snap !
  The blade of the penknife broke off short as Wibley hacked too hard at the wood.
  He set his lips, and opened the smaller blade and resumed.
  He felt at last that he was getting through the wood without resistance.
  Wibley’s heart beat faster.
  With renewed energy, though his wrist and fingers ached, he gashed at the wood, the tiny peelings falling fast at his feet.
  A gleam of light came through.
  He worked at the orifice, enlarging it, till the centre of the concavity he had excavated was as large as a half-crown.
  If Wibley had nourished a lingering hope of being able to cut out a way to freedom, he had to abandon it.  It had taken a large part of the day even to penetrate the shutter with that slight orifice.
  But at least he could see the daylight now.
  He applied his eye to the hole in the shutter.  Beyond the shutter was clear glass—a pane of the window.  Beyond, he made out the foliage of trees and a blue sky, and a deeper distant blue which he knew must be the sea.
  There was no sign of a road; no sign of habitation.  But far in the distance, against the sky and the sea, he made out a building, which he knew must be a lighthouse.
  Wibley watched that building eagerly.  There was something familiar in its aspect; it came to his sight like an old friend.  He was certain that he had seen it before—certain that it was familiar to his eyes.  And suddenly it flashed upon his mind—he remembered a summer’s holiday at Margate, and walks to the North Foreland.
  “The North Foreland” he breathed.
  It was the North Foreland Lighthouse at which he was gazing through the tiny hole in the shutter.
  Wibley stepped back from the window, his brain in a whirl.
  He was not twenty miles from Greyfriars !  He remembered that the car in which he had been carried lost had covered a great distance; he had reached his prison after dark, and long hours had been spent on the road.  That had given him the impression that he had been taken la great distance.
  He realised now that the kidnappers had thought only, at first, of getting him away from the neighbourhood of Greyfriars; and then, it was easy to guess, they had chosen to get to this hiding-place after nightfall, lest suspicious eyes should fall upon them.  That accounted for the distance the car had covered.
  He realised now, too, that he might have guessed as much; for the kidnappers had had to keep the car at hand, and yet out of public view.  Greyfriars School had been watched; but from day to day the plotters could not tell when their chance would come.  Doubtless Nally Das, when his chance indeed had come at last, had sent word quickly to his confederate—indeed.  Wibley could picture it all to himself now.  Nally Das had watched him leave Greyfriars in the brake with the cricketers; had followed to Redclyffe, and sent word to his confederate to bring the car there on the chance of success.  It was likely enough that he had telephoned—indeed, it was much more likely than not.  If there was a telephone in this strange den of the kidnappers, Nally Das had only to step into the call-office at Friardale after the brake had passed him to let his confederate know that ho was wanted.
  Wibley drew the hangings across the window to conceal the hole in the shutter, lest Nally Das should return and surprise him.
  Then he sat down to think.
  His glimpse of the sky had shown him that the sun was setting; the summer’s day was nearly done.  A third of the period of his imprisonment had nearly elapsed.
  Two more days and all hope would be gone.
  Even if discovery of his true identity did not come, there would be no more hope when once he had been smuggled on a vessel bound for India.
  He had to act—and to act without losing time.  But now that he knew where he was—in some country house only a few miles from the North Foreland—he was able to make plans.  It was probable—it was almost certain—that there was a telephone in the house.  The conspirators, who had spared no trouble and expense to carry out this plot, would not have left themselves without so essential a method of communication.
  If he could get his hands on that instrument for two minutes—only for a couple of minutes—he was saved !  To ring up Greyfriars, and tell them where he was—
  Wibley thought hard.
  There was a solid locked door between him and the rest of the house.  But that door was opened when Nally Das came to see him, and Nally Das generally came alone.  So far as Wibley had seen, there were only two men in this plot—if there were others, he had not seen them.  But if there were a dozen or a score, he had to take the risk.  He repeated to himself that it was not only his liberty, it was his life that was at stake.
  His resolution was made at last.
  He rose from the divan, and looked round the room for a weapon.  There were many ornaments in the room; and Wibley selected a bronze statuette of the Buddha.  It was small, but solid and heavy—he could use it as a bludgeon.  And on further thought, he climbed on the table and turned off the light of the swinging silver lamp.  The room was plunged into deep darkness.  The hangings at the window effectually hid the gleam of daylight from the hole in the shutter.
  With the bronze Buddha in his hand, Wibley groped his way round the room to the door.
  He placed himself near the door, and, with the weapon in his hand, his heart throbbing, he waited.
  He was ready now for Nally Das when he came.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
For Life and Liberty !

  WIBLEY started, and his heart thumped.
  There was a sound at the door.
  How long he had waited there, in darkness, he did not know—he could not even guess.  It might have been minutes or, hours—it seemed like centuries to him.
  But there was a sound at the door at last.  His gaoler was returning—perhaps to bring him supper, perhaps only to see that he was safe.  At all events, he was coming.
  Wibley’s grasp tightened on the little bronze Buddha.  His courage did not fail him.  It was neck or nothing now.
  This was his only hope—his only chance; if it failed him hope was gone.  He needed all his courage and determination.
  The key turned in the lock; the door opened.
  There was a dim light in the corridor without; against that dim light the figure of Nally Das appeared.
  “The Hindu stopped in the doorway, staring into the darkness of the room.  It was a surprise to him to find that the light was extinct.
  Wibley heard him mutter something in his own tongue.  Then he spoke aloud in Hindustani and Wibley distinguished the word “Huzoor,” which showed that Nally Das was addressing the prisoner.  Then, in a sharper and angrier tone, as there was no reply, Nally Das spoke in English.
  “Huzoor ! do you sleep ?  Or does the Huzoor choose to sit in darkness ?”
  Wibley made no sound; he scarcely breathed.  His hope was that the Hindu would step into the room to re-light the lamp, or assure himself that the prisoner was safe.
  “There was a sudden flash of light.
  Nally Das had turned on an electric torch; and, holding it up before him, he stepped into the room.
  The moment had come !
  Crash !
  With all his strength, Wibley struck.



  The Hindu doubtless heard his movement, for he half turned towards him, with, a motion of the light; and at the same moment the bronze Buddha crashed on the side of his head.
  A faint sound came from Nally Das as he pitched over on the floor, the thick carpet receiving him and deadening the sound of his fall.
  Wibley reached over him, the bronze statuette ready for another blow if it was needed.  He was desperate now.
  But the Hindu lay without motion.  He had fallen like a log, and he lay like one, silent, still.  The junior waited a few moments, with weapon upraised, till he was sure.  The man was stunned, or—  But Wibley put that terrible thought from his mind.
  He dropped the bronze statuette on the soft carpet, and stepped quickly to the door.  It was closed in a moment, after he had listened and heard no sound.
  Then he picked up the electric torch, and, with a beating heart, examined Nally Das.  He had struck hard—he had struck for his life.  But a terrible fear was in his heart.  He was relieved as he saw that the Hindu was breathing—in fact, the twitching in the dusky face hinted that the stunned man was already coming to his senses.
  Wibley did not waste a second.
  With twisted strips of silk torn from the divan, he bound Nally Das’ dusky wrists together, and then his ankles.  Then he forced open the man’s jaws and wedged in a gag of silken stuff, securing it there with strips tied round his head.
  Nally Das was safe.
  Wibley turned the electric torch on his face again.  Nally Das’ eyes had opened.
  They gleamed up at Wibley, without understanding for a moment or two.  Then, as Nally Das realised the position, his eyes gleamed with rage and hate, and he struggled.
  But Wibley had bound him securely.  His furious struggles died away in exhaustion.  Ho could make no sound; but his eyes spoke volumes as they glittered at the Greyfriars junior.
  Wibley heeded him no further.
  He slipped the electric torch into his pocket, and picked up the bronze Buddha again.  He knew that he might yet need it as a weapon.  He stepped out of the prison-room and closed the door, locked it on Nally Das, and pocketed the key.  One, at least, of his enemies was unable to do him further harm.
  Wibley found himself in a broad corridor, from which several rooms opened.  It was dimly lighted, and no one was in sight.
  From one direction, however, his straining ear caught a faint murmur of voices.  It was in the other direction that he turned—realising at the same moment that he still had more than one foe in that mysterious house.
  He tiptoed along the corridor.
  It led him into an oak-pannelled hall, with a double staircase and gallery.  Across the hall was a great door.  Beyond that door was freedom; and Wibley cut across to it, rapid but silent.  But the door was locked, and no key was to be seen.
  He gritted his teeth and turned back.
  So far, there had been no sound of alarm; the confederates of Nally Das had no suspicion of what had happened.  It seemed that they were in the back of the house, to judge by the sound of voices that he had faintly heard.
  Half a dozen doors opened from the wide hall; there was no sound, and no glimmer of light, from any of the rooms.  The hall itself was lighted only by a cheap paraffin lamp standing on a bracket.  Its aspect was very different from that of the prison-room Wibley had left.  It was old, stained, mildewed in places, and utterly uncared-for and unclean.  It came into Wibley’s mind that this was some old, unoccupied country house, which the kidnappers had obtained for their purposes, and of which they occupied only a few rooms.
  With a curious Oriental respect for the rank and caste of their prisoner, they had prepared a magnificent apartment for him, prisoner as he was, and doomed to perpetual confinement when he fell into the hands of the aspirant to the throne of Bhanipur.  But the remainder of the old house was left in its neglected state, untouched.
  Wibley moved silently along, tried the first door he came to.  It opened to his touch.
  He flashed the light of the electric torch into the room.  It was a large room, unfurnished, with old damp paper almost dropping from the walls.  There was a large window, with outside shutters, which were closed.
  Wibley moved silently along, and stepped along to the next apartment.
  It was a smaller room, but still extensive, with dusty book-shelves on the walls.  There were some articles of furniture in the room—two or three cheap Windsor chairs, a table, a desk, and on the desk—Wibley’s eyes gleamed as he saw it—a telephone.
  The Greyfriars junior stepped into the room.
  For a moment, he paused to listen, but there was no sound of alarm.  Nally Das, gagged and bound in the prison-chamber, had been unable to make himself heard.  His confederates, so far, had no suspicion that the prisoner had turned the tables upon him.  At any moment they might make the discovery, but so far, all was safe.  Wibley closed the door, and felt for the key.  It was in the lock.  It turned with great difficulty, being obviously old and rusty and disused.  But, it turned, and the door was locked between the junior and his enemies.  His heart beat fast at the loud, grating noise it made in turning, and he listened intently when it had ceased; but there was no sound of footsteps.
  The big windows of the room were covered by outside shutters, and Wibley could guess that they were locked.  It was certain that all exits from the mysterious house were either secured or guarded.  But he crossed to the window to examine it.  As he expected, the shutters were fastened.
  He turned back to the desk where the telephone stood.
  He was free, so far—free within the limits of the house.  But he was as far as ever, or almost so, from escape.  Even if he could break a way out, the noise would bring his enemies upon him, and in a struggle against odds he had no chance.  But the telephone, which had served the turn of the kidnappers in their plotting, was now to serve the turn of the prisoner.
  Wibley, with a beating heart, lifted the receiver from the hooks.
  In the mysterious house, with deadly foes so close at hand, and danger dogging his steps, it was strange to hear the calm, normal voice that came over the wires from the telephone exchange.
  “Number, please ?”
  For a second Wibley thought of asking for the police.  But, it was possible that there would be misapprehension—delay.  His startling message might be taken for some prank, such as thoughtless practical jokers sometimes play on the telephone exchanges.  It was safer to ring through to Greyfriars.
  In a quiet, steady voice he gave Mr. Quelch’s number.
  “Courtfield, two-four-two !”
  And with thumping heart he waited.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Quelch Hears Startling News !

  “I SAY, you fellows—”
  Billy Bunter blinked into the Rag through his big spectacles.
  It was near bed-time for the Remove, and most of the fellows were there, most of them discussing the missing junior, with endless surmises as to what had become of William Wibley.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !”  Bob Cherry looked round quickly.  “Any news, Bunter ?”
  “Grimey’s come !” said Bunter.
  That was Bunter’s disrespectful way of alluding to Inspector Grimes of Courtfield.
  “Grimes !  That may mean news! ” said Harry Wharton.
  “Trotter’s taking him to the Head’s study,” said Bunter.
  There was a rush of Remove fellows from the Rag.  They were in time to see Inspector Grimes portly form disappear into the Head’s study.  A minute or two later Mr. Quelch came along and vanished into the same room, and the door closed after him.
  An eager crowd of fellows waited it the corridor.
  William Wibley might have felt considerably “bucked” had he known how deep a concern the Remove fellows were feeling for him.  The juniors seemed to have forgotten, as well as forgiven, the trick he had played on the cricket team.
  ‘I say you fellows, we’re entitled to hear the news, you know, said Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five.  Bunter was not perhaps moved so much by concern for the missing junior as by his natural inquisitiveness.  “I’ll tell you what—you keep an eye open for the prefects, and I’ll buzz along to the Head’s door, and—and—”
  “And what ?’ grunted Johnny Ball.
  “And pick up the news,” said Bunter.  See ?”
  “Kick him! ” said Bob.
  “Oh, really, Cherry !”
  “Shut up, Bunter !”
  Eager as the juniors were for news, nobody but Bunter thought of the key hole in the Head’s door as a method.  They waited for their Form master to emerge.
  But no doubt a deep discussion was going on in the Head’s study, for Mr. Quelch seemed in no hurry to come out.
  The juniors waited.
  “I say, you fellows—” urged Bunter.
  “Shut up, Bunter !”
  “Oh, really, Wharton—”
  “Cheese it !” growled the captain of the Remove.
  Billy Bunter grunted and rolled away.  But he came rolling back in a few minutes.
  “I say, you fellows—”
  For goodness’ sake, dry up !” exclaimed Frank Nugent.  “Can’t you understand that you talk too much ?”
  The talkfulness is truly terrific, my esteemed chin-wagging Bunter,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur.
  “But, I say—”
  “Ring off !”
  “I’m going to the Head’s study—”
  “You’re not !” snapped Peter Todd.
  “I tell you—” howled Bunter.
  Shut up !”
  “I’ve just been to Quelchy’s study !” hooted Bunter.  “I know he had a telegram to-day, and I was going to look—I—I mean, of course, I should not have looked at Quelchy’s telegram—”
  “You fat idiot !  Ring off !” roared Johnny Bull.”
  And the telephone bell was ringing like anything ! howled Bunter.  “Somebody’s ringing Quelchy up.  I’m going to tell him !’
  “Oh !” said Wharton.  “Quelchy had better be told.  It may be news from somewhere.
  Bunter rolled on towards the Head’s study, no one now saying him nay.  He knocked at the door and opened it, and linked inquisitively into the room.
  A serious consultation was going on there.  Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch looked very grave, and Inspector Grimes ruddy face was serious and perplexed.
  Three glances were turned at once on Billy Bunter as his fat face and big spectacles glimmered in at the door.  The Head frowned.
  “Bunter, you should not come here now.  Go away at once !”
  “If you please, sir—”
  “Go away at once, Bunter !” said Mr. Quelch in a rumbling voice.
  “The telephone, sir—” gasped Bunter.
  “What ?”
  “It’s ringing in your study, sir !  I—I thought I’d better come and tell you, sir !” stuttered Bunter.
  “Oh !  Very well !  You may go !”
  Bunter was not very willing to go, but Mr. Quelch’s look was enough for him.  He backed hurriedly into the passage.
  The Remove master rose to his feet.
  You had better take the call at once, Mr. Quelch,” said the Head.  “It may possibly be news from some quarter.”
  “I was thinking so, sir.  I will return immediately.”
  Mr. Quelch left the Head’s study, and whisked away, down the passage.  He raised his eyebrows a little at the sight of the crowd of juniors at the corner.
  “We’re waiting for news, sir,” said Harry.
  “There is no news, so far, and you should not crowd in the Head’s corridor,” said Mr. Quelch severely.
  And he whisked out.
  “I say, you fellows, that’s rather thick, isn’t it ?” said Bunter warmly.  “Fat lot he cares about Wibley !”
  “Shurrup, you ass ! breathed Nugent.
  “Rats !  I tell you it’s a fat lot he—”
  “Bunter !”
  “Oh, lor !”
  Mr. Quelch was not yet out of hearing, apparently.  He spun round and came back along the passage, his gimlet-eyes seeming to bore holes into the hapless Owl of the Remove.
  “What did you say, Bunter ?” boomed Mr. Quelch.
  “Nothing, sir !” gasped Bunter.
  “What !  I heard—”
  “I—I mean I—I said we—we all know how much you care about Wibley, sir,” stuttered the Owl of the Remove.
  “Your remark had a very different meaning to my ears, Bunter.”
  “Oh, sir !  Not at all, sir !”
  “I heard you, distinctly, Bunter.  You will take five hundred lines of Virgil, and go to your study immediately and write them out !”
  “Oh crumbs !”
  Mr. Quelch whisked on again, leaving the Owl of the Remove is a state of deep dismay.
  “Oh dear !  What do you fellows think of that ?” he gasped.
  “Serve you jolly well right !” grunted Johnny Bull.
  “Oh, really, Bull—”
  “Buzz off to your study, old fat man !” grinned Peter Todd.  “Jolly thoughtful of Quelchy to give you something to keep you quiet !”
  “Oh, really, Toddy—”
  “Buzz off, Bunter !”
  “I suppose you’re going to help me, Toddy !” groaned Bunter.
  “I’ll help you to start !” said Toddy, drawing back his right foot.
  “Beast !”
  Bunter decided to start without assistance, and he rolled away dismally.
  Meanwhile, Mr. Quelch had reached his study.  The telephone bell was going strong as he arrived there.
  Mr. Quelch crossed to the instrument and jerked the receiver off.  He clapped it to his ear and rapped into the transmitter:
  “Well ?”
  “Is that Mr. Quelch ?” came a voice along the wires, which seemed familiar to the ears of the Remove master.
  “Speaking !” rapped Mr. Quelch.
  “Oh, good !  This is Wibley—”
  “Wha-a-at ?”
  Mr. Quelch almost dropped the receiver.
  Wibley ?’ he stuttered.
  “Yes, sir !  Wibley speaking !”
  “Bless my soul !” gasped Mr. Quelch.
  He knew Wibley’s, voice now.  But he was so astonished that he stood fairly blinking.
  “Wibley !” he stuttered.  “Wibley !  That is Wibley speaking ?”
  And two or three juniors, who had followed the Remove master in the hope of hearing whether there was any news, heard that astonished ejaculation through the open doorway of the study, Mr. Quelch having left the door open in his hurry.
  “Wibley speaking !” ejaculated Squiff.


  “Wibley !”
  And the news spread along the passages like wildfire.  Wibley, the missing junior, was on the telephone, speaking to Mr. Quelch in the Remove master’s study !
  “Then he is still living !” said Wharton, with a deep breath.  “Oh, what jolly good news !”
  The goodfulness of the news is terrific !”
  “Hurrah !”
  There had been a crowd in the Head’s corridor.  But it was nothing to the swarm that gathered outside Mr. Quelch’s study when that amazing news spread among the Greyfriars fellows.  The passage was fairly crammed with fellows of all Forms, and a crowd of eyes were turned on the Remove master, standing at the telephone.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Told on the Telephone !

  “WIBLEY !”
  “Yes, sir”
  “Then you are safe ?”
  “I am a prisoner, sir.”
  “‘A—a prisoner ?
  “Yes, sir !  I may be interrupted any minute.  I’ve been kidnapped by a gang of Hindus, who have mistaken me for Hurree Singh.”
  “Where are you now, Wibley ?”
  Mr. Quelch could scarcely believe the car that was glued to the receiver.  His amazement was intense.  But he was a man of prompt decision, and he wasted no time in useless words.  He realised instantly that moments might be precious.  I’m in a house I don’t know, sir; but it is within sight of the North Foreland Lighthouse.”
  “The North Foreland Lighthouse ! repeated Mr. Quelch.
  “I was kept a prisoner in a room; but I have got out, and got into a room where there is a telephone—”
  “I understand !”
  “I’ve locked the door, and have rung you up, sir; they may be on to me any minute—”
  “Speak quickly !” rapped Mr. Quelch.  “Give me what indication you can for finding the house where you are now.”
  “One window looks towards the North Foreland Lighthouse—not more than two miles away, as I judge.”
  “Very good !”
  “The house is very large; a good-sized country house, but looks as if it has not been lived in for a very long time.  It is mostly unfurnished, and neglected and disused.  Estate agents in the district would be able to tell you something about it, sir.”
  “True !”
  “All the windows are covered with shutters, and I cannot get out of the house.  I hope to be able to hide somewhere till help comes.  I have seen only two Hindus, but I have heard others.  One of them was addressed as Nally Das by the other in my hearing.  You’ve got that. Sir ?  One of them named Nally Das.”
  “Yes, yes !”
  “I suppose you have been told about making myself up as a Hindu for a lark, sir—”
  “Yes, yes !”
  “They took me for Hurree Singh, and they still believe that I am Hurree Singh.  They intend to keep him a prisoner, and take him to India by smuggling him on a ship.”
  “Go on !”
  “They have mentioned the name of Baji Rao—a relation of Hurree Singh’s—as the man who gave the order for the kidnapping.”
  “I know the name.  Go on !”
  “If they find out that I am not Hurree Singh, I do not think they will keep me a prisoner, sir; I think my life will be in danger.  You will lose no time in getting the police to search for this house, sir ?”
  “Trust me, Wibley !  Can you tell me anything more ?”
  “I could hear the sea when I was taken from the car on Wednesday night, sir, so this house cannot be far from the coast.”
  “Anything else ?”
  “I am to be smuggled on the ship in three days from the time I was kidnapped, so Nally Das told me.  The ship will be ready then.  That will be Saturday.  If they do not find out that I am not Hurree Singh before then, I shall be safe, I think; but they may find out—”
  “Wibley !”
  “Yes, sir ?”
  “Look on the instrument you are using, and tell me the telephone number.  It will be of great assistance.”
  There was a moment’s pause.  The Remove master’s keen mind had seized upon a detail Wibley had not thought of.  The answer came:
  “Marstairs 584, sir.”
  “Good !  Mr. Quelch’s eyes gleamed over the telephone.  Wibley, my boy, keep up your courage.  Every effort will be made at once to find you and save you.”
  “I’m sure of that, sir !”
  “Inspector Grimes is now here, speaking to the Head, and I shall tell him at once what you have told me.  It is probable that he will find the house this very night, perhaps in a few hours.  From your description, it should not be difficult to find.  I will go to Inspector Grimes at once.  Keep up your courage.”
  “One word more, sir.”
  “Quick !”
  “Warn Hurree Singh to keep close, sir.  If they find me out they will be after him again.  He is in danger.”
  “My dear lad, every care is being taken of Hurree Singh; his danger is already known.  Keep up your courage, and remember that every effort is being made to find you and to save you.
  “Right-ho, sir !”
  Mr. Quelch, unwilling as he was to cut off communication with the missing junior, replaced the receiver on the hooks.  There was no time to be lost.
  Almost miraculously, as it seemed, news had come from the kidnapped junior.  But hours at least must elapse before he was tracked out and found, and every minute was fraught with deadly danger to him.
  Mr. Quelch hurried out of his study, and found himself in the midst of a buzzing, excited crowd.
  “It was Wibley, sir ?” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
  “Yes.  Let me pass at once.”
  The crowd of fellows made room for Mr. Quelch to pass, and he hurried away to the Head’s study.  In his excitement and anxiety, the Remove master quite forgot his usual dignified deportment, and he almost ran, and his gown streamed out behind him as he went.
  Dr. Locke gazed at him in astonishment as he came breathlessly in.
  “Is it news, Mr. Quelch ?”
  “Yes, sir.  The telephone call was from Wibley himself.”
  “What ?”
  “By gad, sir !” said Inspector Grimes.
  Mr. Quelch hurriedly repeated what the kidnapped junior had told him on the telephone.
  “Bless my soul !” exclaimed the Head, when he had finished.  “Bless my soul !  This is excellent news; and the boy seems to have shown excellent courage and resource.
  Inspector Grimes had been busy making notes.
  The Head’s anxious glance turned on him.
  “You will be able to find the house, inspector, from the description Wibley has given ?”
  “There will be no difficulty there, sir,” said Mr. Grimes.  “Any estate agent in the district could put his finger on, it at once.”  Even without that aid I should very easily find it.  In two or three hours, sir, I hope to have my hands on the scoundrels, and to have Master Wibley safe and sound.”
  And the inspector hurried away.
  At bed-time the Remove were in a buzz over the news.  Wingate of the Sixth had some trouble in shepherding them off to their dormitory.  Billy Bunter, inky and tired and discontented, came up from his unfinished imposition, and the talk of the juniors first appraised him of the news of Wibley.  The peeping Tom of Greyfriars, generally first in the field in gathering news, was the last this time.  Wingate put out the lights and left the dormitory, and a buzz of talk immediately followed the prefect’s departure.  The Remove fellows were no likely to go to sleep early that night.
  They may bag old Wib tonight, said Bob Cherry.  I’m jolly well going to stay awake, in case he comes back.”
  “Yes, rather,” said Wharton.
  “The wakefulness will be terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  The gladfulness will be great to see the esteemed Wibley again.”
  “And we jolly well won’t rag him, after all !” chuckled Bob.
  “No fear !  He lost us the Redclyffe match with his fat-headed jape, said Wharton.  “But he may have saved old Inky at the same time, and Inky’s worth more than a cricket match.”
  “Hear, hear !”
  “My esteemed chums, the testimony of your kind and ludicrous opinions is terrifically grateful and comforting.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “I say, you fellows,” said Bunter, “you needn’t stay awake.  I’m going to sit up, and I’ll call you if Wibley comes back !”
  “Oh, do !” said Bob.
  Five minutes later the buzz of talk was still going on in the Remove dormitory, and mingled with it was a sound like the rumble of distant thunder.  It was the snore of the Owl of the Remove.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
At Last !

  WILIAM WIBLEY replaced the receiver on the telephone, and stepped back from the instrument.  He tiptoed to the door of the room and bent his head and listened there.
  There was no sound.
  Wibley’s heart was lighter.  He had got through to Mr. Quelch.  They knew now at Greyfriars that, he was still living, that he was a prisoner in the hands of the rascals will had sought to kidnap Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, and they had a clue at least to the place where he was imprisoned.  Fortune had favoured the kidnapped Removite, aided by his own courage and resource.  But he knew that his danger was still great.  Hours, at least, must pass before he was rescued, if rescue came; but it was likely to be only minutes before the kidnappers discovered that he was no longer in the prison-room.  Sooner or later they would wonder what kept Nally Das there, and discovery of the facts would follow.
  To keep secret the fact that he had telephoned was the most pressing necessity now.  If once the rascals knew that, they were not likely to linger in the lonely house with their prisoner.  Wibley would be taken into the car, and removed from the spot as fast as the car could go.  The kidnappers would take no risks with him; and the police, when they arrived, would find the house deserted and vacant.
  This was clear enough to Wibley; and it was clear to him that when the kidnappers began to search the house for him, they must not find him in the room where the telephone stood.  He had still time, and he made the most of it.
  He unlocked the door of the room as quietly as he could, and stepped out into the dim hall.
  The house was almost eerily silent.
  In all the great building, which in its palmy days had probably had two or three dozen occupants, there were only the three or four Hindus and the kidnapped Greyfriars junior.  The only sound that came to his ears, was that of a rat scuttling behind the mildewy wainscot.
  Wibley closed the door behind him, and crossed the hall on tiptoe to the staircase.  He had some faint hope of finding an upper window unsecured; and, at all events, on the upper floors he was further from the gang of kidnappers, and had more chance of escaping their search, if they began to hunt for him through the old rambling building.
  He reached the oak gallery that ran round the old hall, at a height of about fifteen feet.  All was dark there—the gleam of the oil-lamp below cast only few faint flickers towards the high ceiling.  He leaned on the oaken balustrade, and looked down and listened.
  The silence was broken now.
  There were footsteps, and two or three voices speaking together, and Wibley’s heart beat fast as he listened.  A sound of knocking echoed eerily through the old, empty building.  He could guess that the Hindus were knocking at the door of the prison-room, astonished not to find the key in the outside of the lock.
  In spite of his excitement and anxiety, Wibley grinned.  The Hindus knew that their leader had gone to the prison-room and doubtless supposed him to have remained there with the prisoner, as he had not rejoined them.  He realised how perplexed and alarmed the rascals must be at finding the door locked and the key gone, and Nally Das apparently vanished.  The knocking sounded louder and louder, and he heard voices calling—and, louder that the rest, the harsh voice of Kalouth, the man who had driven the car.
  “Tum sunte ho ?”
  The words were unintelligible to Wibley; but he knew that the man was calling to Nally Das, and the tone showed that he was puzzled and alarmed.
  Knock, knock !
  Footsteps came along to the hall.  Wibley, peering down unseen from the dark gallery above, saw Kalouth come into the radius of the light from the lamp.
  “The man stared round him in search, and called again and again.
  “Nally Das !  Tum saunte ho ?  Tum sunte ho ?”
  Hurree Singh would have known that the words meant, “Do you hear me ?  Wibley could guess from the tone that they meant something of the kind.
  The man was plainly alarmed and perplexed.  Wibley watched him cross the hall, and enter the room where the telephone was.  That room was one of the few used by the gang of kidnappers, and evidently Kalouth was looking there for Nally Das.  But he came out again disappointed and puzzled, and hurried back the way he had come.  Wibley thanked his good fortune that he had got clear in time.
  The knocking was louder now at the door of the prison-room.  The kidnappers were gathered there, and the sound of a crash told the listening junior that they were forcing in a door.  It was a matter of minutes only now before they discovered Nally Das in his bonds, and learned what had happened.
  Wibley hurried up the second stair-case.  As he went he heard a rending crash, which told him that the lock of the prison-room had given.  Immediately afterwards here was an outbreak of excited voices, loud and startled, exclamations in Hindustani echoing through the house.
  Wibley flashed the light of the electric torch before him, hurrying on up the stairs.
  He knew that the Hindus must now be releasing Nally Das from his bonds—that their leader was telling them what had occurred—that a fierce and rigorous search was about to begin.  To gain time was Wibley’s one object—to keep out of the hands of his enemies as long as he could.
  He entered a room—a dismantled, dismal room, which had once been a bed-chamber.  The upper windows were not protected by shutters, and Wibley quickly had a window open, and the fresh air of the night, the breeze from the sea, played upon his feverish face.
  Stars glimmered in the dark, velvety sky.  Far away, the light of the North Foreland glimmered through the night.  Far out to sea there were dancing lights—the lights on gliding vessels.  But Wibley’s gaze was turned below.  It made out the dim shapes of trees, but the tree tops were below the window, а sheer wall was beneath him.  His hope of escape had been slight, and it died away now.  It was death to fall—and there was no hold for the hand or foot of a climber.
  The old house, which had seemed eerily silent only a few minutes before, was now echoing with footsteps and noises of excited shouting.  The search was going on.  But there were many rooms to be searched, and for some time the Hindus remained on the ground floor.  But Wibley heard the footsteps and voices on the stairs at last.  The voice of Nally Das, in savage, excited tones, was louder than the rest.  A hand tried the door behind which Wibley stood with beating heart; it opened, and a light flashed into the room.
  Behind the light was the dusky enraged face of Nally Das, a white bandage bound round his head.  His black eyes flashed round the room like those of a wild animal, and glittered as they rested on Wibley.
  “Idhar ao !” he exclaimed.
  In a moment two pairs of dusky hands were on the Greyfriars junior.



  Wibley’s heart throbbed almost painfully, as the kidnappers seized him.  So savage were their looks, so menacing the glare of Nally Das, that he feared, for the moment, instant death.  But resistance was impossible in the grasp of many sinewy hands.  Nally Das stood with the light in his hand, his savage eyes burning at the prisoner.  He spoke rapidly in his own tongue, heaping abuse und reproach on the junior, in words of which Wibley did not comprehend a syllable.
  “But, savage and revengeful as the Hindu was, it was evident that he was restrained from vengeance on the supposed nabob.  Wibley knew very well that, had his disguise been penetrated at that moment, his life would not have been worth an instant’s purchase.  But to the Hindu he was still Hurree Singh, upon whom he dared not lay murderous hands.
  He broke of the torrent of Hindustani at last, and rapped out an order to his followers.
  Wibley, was dragged from the room, and roughly hustled down the stairs.  In a few minutes he was again in the prison-room from which he had escaped.  The lock on the door was in fragments.
  Nally Das followed him in, with a savage face.
  You dreamed of escape, Huzoor,” he said, speaking in English at last.  “It was only a dream.  Here you will remain till you are taken on the steamer.”
  He tramped out of the room, dragging the door shut after him.  The broken lock was useless; but there was a bolt on the outside of the door, and Wibley heard it grate into its socket.
  He was a prisoner again—in the room in which he had passed so many weary hours.
  But there was hope in his heart now.  Obviously the Hindus did not suspect that he had penetrated into the room where the telephone, stood.  It had not crossed their minds that he had used the instrument.  They had found him hiding in the deserted rooms above, and had taken it for granted that he had fled there in search of some outlet from the house, or to hide himself from their search.  That he had communicated with his friends they did not know and did not suspect.
  He had only to wait.
  How long ?
  He could not guess.  Already, he knew, the police must be in search of the lonely house near the North Foreland.  Mr. Quelch would not have lost a moment.  How long ?
  Wibley listened, hoping every moment to hear the knock of the police at the door.  But all was silent.  And another thought came into his mind as he sat on the divan and waited and waited.  When the police came—if they came—it was possible that the kidnappers, unable to carry off their prisoner, might resort to more murderous methods.
  At that thought Wibley rose, and, as silently as he could, he dragged the heavier articles of furniture in the room towards the door.  The table, and two or three of the long, low divans from the walls, were piled there, barricading the door.  The door opened inwards naturally, and it would not be easy for the kidnappers to open it in a hurry.
  Wibley finished his barricade, and moved restlessly about the room, waiting, with beating heart and strained nerves.  He started as a knock came at the door.  The bolt had been withdrawn; a hand pushed at the door, and it did not open.  There was an impatient knock.
  “Huzoor !” rapped out Nally Das.
  What do you want ?”
  “What play is this ? snarled the Hindu.  “The Huzoor has blocked the door !  Does not the Huzoor decide to eat before he sleeps ?”
  “No.”
  “Hunger, then, if you choose !” snarled Nally Das.  And he shot the bolt again outside the door and went.
  Wibley waited.
  The hour was growing late; it was long past midnight when Wibley was still pacing the room, tired, heavy, but never thinking of sleep.  Was rescue on the way.  Would the police come ?  Would they ever come ?  Would they never come ?  Surely Mr. Quelch had lost no time ?  Surely he was being searched for ?  Surely the indication he had given was sufficient to guide the searchers to the old house ?  And yet, the night was growing old, and the silence was still unbroken.
  Knock !
  Wibley started violently.
  Knock !
  Loud and heavy knocking in the distance—at the door of the house !  Who could be knocking at that hour of the night—who but the police ?  Wibley’s heavy eyes danced.
  It was rescue at last !
  There were sounds now in the silent house—footsteps, voices—voices raised in alarm.  Wibley’s heart thrilled as the door of his room was unbolted—as it was pressed and pushed by someone who strove savagely to enter.  A voice, harsh and husky with rage and terror, came to him:
  “Huzoor !  Huzoor !”
  Wibley ran to the door and added his weight and his strength to the barricade as the Hindu shoved savagely from without.  Nally Das yelled to him in Hindustani—doubtless threats and orders to remove the barricade, which Wibley would not have heeded had he understood them.  He shoved hard on the pile of stacked furniture, exerting all his strength.  At all costs he had to keep the savage Hindu out; it was clear now that rescue was at hand.
  Suddenly the pressure from without ceased.  There was patter of fleeing footsteps, followed by a sound of heavy tramping and a voice calling in English.  Nally Das was gone—the others had already fled, and Nally Das had followed them, fleeing barely in time.  Wibley reeled against the wall, almost faint will relief.  He was saved !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Great Expectations !

  “HALLO, hallo, hallo !”
  The rising-bell had clanged out over Greyfriars in the sunny summer morning.
  Bob Cherry sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes.  He was still drowsy—it was at a late hour that he had slept.  Till almost midnight many of the Removites had remained awake, in the hope of seeing Wibley return; but they had fallen asleep at last.  And their eyes did not open again till the rising-bell clanged.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  Is that Wib ?” roared Bob.
  “Wibley !”
  My hat !”
  A bed that had been vacant when the Remove went to sleep was occupied now.  Bob Cherry jumped out and ran to it.  There lay William Wibley, still with the dusky stain on his face, sleeping like a top !
  “Wibley !” exclaimed Harry Wharton.  “Really Wibley ?”
  The realfulness is terrific.”
  “Hurrah !”
  All the Remove turned to stare at the returned junior.  Even Billy Bunter detached himself from his bed, instead of snatching the last few possible minutes.  Wibley was back, safe and sound, and sleeping.  But the buzz of voices in the dormitory caused Wibley to open his eyes, and he blinked at the crowd round his bed.
  “So you’re back ?” exclaimed Skinner.
  Wibley grinned sleepily.
  “Looks like it,” he answered.
  “And where have you been ?” said Skinner.  “Taken a day off at Margate—what ?—and stuffed Quelchy with a yarn about being kidnapped ?”
  “You silly ass !”
  “Jolly glad to see you back safe, Wibley,” said the captain of the Remove.  We heard about your phoning to Quelchy, and stayed awake to see you if you came.  You must have got in jolly late.”
  “At dawn,” said Wibley, with a deep yawn.  “Oh dear !  I’m sleepy !  I didn’t even stop for a wash.  Do I look as if I wanted one ?”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “The esteemed Wibley has a handsomer complexion than usual,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  For once he is almost good-looking !”
  Wibley rubbed his eyes and chuckled.
  “I say, you fellows, we ought to celebrate this,” said Bunter.  If my postal-order’s come, I shall stand a spread in the Rag after class to celebrate Wibley’s home-coming—what ?  If it hasn’t come—”
  “If !” chortled Wibley.
  “If it hasn’t come, you fellows can lend me—”
  “A thick ear !” said Bob Cherry.  Here you are, Bunter—  What are you dodging away for ?”
  “Beast !”
  “The gladfulness to see you is terrific, my esteemed idiotic Wibley,” said Hurree Singh.  In the excellent circumstances, we shall not rag you for your execrable and ludicrous trickery.  But if you borrow Inky’s beautiful complexion again, old man, we’ll boil you in oil !” said Johnny Bull.
  “No fear !” said Wibley.  I’ve had enough of playing nabob.  I’ve had a jolly narrow escape, I can tell you.  I don’t want to see Mr. Nally Das any more.  No Hindus for me !”
  “Tell us all about it,” said Nugent.
  “Yaw-aw-aw !”  Wibley yawned deeply.  “I’ll tell you later—no classes for me today.  That’s a giddy silver lining to the cloud !  I’m jolly well going to sleep again.  Quelchy told me to sleep as long as I liked.  And I shall jolly well like to sleep till about eleven.
  “But how did you get away ?” demanded Peter Todd, shaking Wibley as he laid his head on the pillow again.
  “Yaw-aw aw !”
  “Did they bagfully capture the esteemed and rascally kidnappers ?” asked Hurree Singh.
  “Yaw-aw !  No.  They bolted like rabbits when the police butted in,” said Wibley.  Inspector Grimes had surrounded the house, but they had some way out of it, and vanished.  I don’t fancy he got one of them—at least he hadn’t made any capture when I saw him last.  But they got me—that was the important point.”
  And the Hindus believed you were Inky all the time ?” asked Nugent.
  Wiley chuckled again.
  “Yes, rather—though I couldn’t speak a word of their nut-cracking language—excuse me, Inky.  It sounds like cracking nuts, you know !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “I believe they’d have finished me if they’d known,” said Wibley.  “And my belief is that that old card, Nally Das, meant to finish me off when he found the police were in the house.  But I barred him off, and he scudded, with Mr. Grimes’ paw almost on his shoulder.  I hope they’ll get him.  If they don’t, you’d better look out, Inky !”
  “The look-out-fulness will be terrific !”
  “They’ll be after you, said Wibley.  “Some delightful relation of yours named Baji Rao was at the bottom of it, and I fancy they had orders to polish you off if they couldn’t get you out to India.  So you’d better sign the Daily Mail insurance coupon before you take your next walk abroad.  Now let a fellow go to sleep !”
  And Wibley was left to repose at last.
  The Remove went down, leaving William Wibley fast asleep in his bed.  Wibley was not seen in the Form-room that morning.  At classes, Mr. Quelch was observed to be in an unusually good-humour; it was evident that he was deeply relieved by Wibley’s safe return—a feeling that was shared by all his pupils.
  After class that day, Wibley had to tell over and over again the story of his strange adventures.  Fellows of all Forms came along to ask Wibley about it.  Even great men of the Sixth looked into his study in the Remove passage to hear the strange tale.  It was agreed on all hands that Wibley had shown immense pluck and resource, and he was the hero of the hour—which was quite an unexpected ending to the jape he had played on the cricketers at Redclyffe.
  Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co. were anxious to hear news of the capture of the kidnappers.
  But no news came that day, or the next.  Nally Das and his gang seemed to have vanished into thin air.
  They had escaped; and it was surmised that they might have fled on board the steamer that was to have taken their prisoner away, and so have escaped overseas.  Harry Wharton & Co. hoped that this was the case; they would have been greatly relieved to know that the rascally gang were out of the country.  But they could not be sure—and the Head could not be sure.  And, for the present, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was strictly “gated”, forbidden to step out of the precincts of Greyfriars upon any pretext whatsoever.
  The old house by the coast was in the hands of the police.  It was learned that it had been bought a few weeks before by a Hindu, calling himself a retired merchant; but after the affair of the kidnapping, the owner did not reappear to claim his property.
  Many of the Greyfriars fellows cycled over to the place on the next half-holiday, to ramble through the old rooms where Wibley had spent such thrilling hours.  Many signs of the occupation of the place by the Hindu kidnappers were still visible; but the rascals themselves were never likely to be seen there again.  Either they had escaped from the country, or they had dived deep into some other hiding-place at a distance and were lying very low.  News of what had happened went out to the East over the wires, and a few days later there came a cable gram for Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  His dusky face was very serious as he showed it to his comrades.
 “My esteemed uncle, the Jam Bahadur, has been terrifically alarmed,” he told them.  He thinkfully opines that I am not safe in the tight little island, and demands that I return to Bhanipur.”
  “What ?” ejaculated the Co.
  “The esteemed Jam believes that Baji Rao’s rascally and worthy followers will make another attempt, said the nabob ruefully.  “He desires that I shall be safe under his esteemed eye.  Perhapsfully he is right; but the grief of leaving my esteemed chums will be terrific.”
  The Co. looked quite blank.
  “What rot !” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “You’re not going, Inky.  Ain’t we all keeping a fatherly eye on you ?”
[bookmark: Here]  The wish of the esteemed uncle, and guardian is law,” said Hurree Singh.  The Head will have to play up.  But I have thought of a wheezy good idea.  It may not be safe for me to travel so far will, those esteemed rascals watching for me—”
  “It jolly well won’t be safe,” said Wharton.
  And for that reason I should like my esteemed comrades to come with me—”
  “My hat !  To India !” exclaimed Johnny Bull.
  “If my worthy chums would care to come—”
  “Wouldn’t we just !” ejaculated Bob Cherry, his eyes dancing.  “My only hat !  If it could be fixed—”
  “A cable to my esteemed uncle, and he would demand it from the Head,” said Hurree Singh.  It is as easy as falling off a form.  But it would be a long and dangerous journey to Bhanipur—”
  “Hurrah !”
  Evidently the length and danger of the journey to Bhanipur did not daunt the chums of the Remove.  Four delighted faces beamed at Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Ripping !”exclaimed Johnny Bull.
  “Tip-top !” chirruped Nugent.
  “I say, you fellows !” Bunter, of course, was at hand.  “I say, I think it’s a topping idea !  No lessons for weeks—perhaps for months !  Think of that !  I’ll come.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Rely on me, Inky.  “I’ll look after you,” said Bunter.  “I shall have to ask you to stand the exes—”
  Run away and play, Bunter,” said Bob Cherry.  “Inky, old man, the sooner that cable goes off to the Marmalade—I mean, the Jam—the better.  We’ll all stand our whack in sending it.”
  “Hear, hear !
  The cablegram went to far-off Bhanipur, and six fellows in the Greyfriars Remove eagerly awaited the response.  Billy Bunter was the sixth.  Bunter had quite settled that he was going.  No lessons for weeks was an attraction that Bunter, could not possibly resist.  As Inky’s oldest chum—Bunter had become Inky’s oldest chum on the spot—he simply could not be left behind.
  And Bunter, taking the matter as settled, told all the Remove fellows of his prospective holiday on India’s coral strand, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s remarks upon the subject he passed by as the idle wind which he regarded not.

THE END.
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