DOWN ON HIS LUCK !

By Frank Richards

The Magnet Library 1256



THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

  ‘ ’Hem !”
  Lord Mauleverer, the elegant ornament of the Greyfriars Remove, coughed.
  “ ’Hem !”
  “He coughed a second time.
  His lordship had ambled along the Remove passage and stopped at the door of Study No. 1.
  The study door was partly open, and he could see Harry Wharton within.
  Wharton was sitting at the table, with a pen in his hand and open books before him, apparently having sat down to work.  But he was not working; he was staring straight before him, with a knitted and thoughtful brow.  He seemed to be buried in thought, and, to judge by his expression, his reflections were not pleasant ones.
  Mauly, looking in, seemed to hesitate to enter.  Wharton did not observe him, and his lordship coughed twice without drawing the attention of the captain of the Remove.
  “ ’Hem !”
  Mauleverer coughed a third time, a little more emphatically.  Third time was lucky, so to speak.  Harry Wharton came out of his deep meditations with a jerk and looked up.  He glanced at Mauleverer, and a momentary gleam of irritation passed over his face.
  But it was only for a second; then he nodded and smiled.
  “Hallo, Mauly !  Trot in, old bean !”
  Lord Mauleverer trotted in.
  Wharton looked at him inquiringly.  Mauly, apparently, had come to the study for something, but he did not seem in a hurry to state what it was; he stood with his hands in the pockets of his elegant trousers, hesitating.  His lordship seemed a little ill-at-ease which was rather a new thing for Mauleverer.
  “Well ?” asked Harry at last, puzzled.
  “ ’Hem !”
  “Got a cold, old chap ?”
  “Yaas. I mean, no !” said Lord Mauleverer hastily.
  “You seem to have a cough.”
  “Yaas.  That is, no !”
  Wharton glanced at his books—perhaps as a hint to his visitor either to get on or get out.  Lord Mauleverer followed his glance.  One of the books, propped open against the inkstand, was “Titus Livius”—a book not used in the Remove, being miles if not leagues beyond the Lower Fourth.  Mauly gave a slight shudder as he saw it.  Virgil was tough enough for Mauly—in fact, generally a little too tough.  As a matter of taste, Mauly would have preferred Eutropius; though his private opinion was that Latin, being a dead language, ought to be buried also.
  “Swottin’. old chap ?” he ejaculated.
  Wharton coloured a little.
  Thinking of it,” he answered briefly.
  “What on ‘earth for ?”
  “Well, we come to Greyfriars to learn things, you know,” said Harry.
  “Not if we can jolly well help it !” said Mauleverer.
  Harry Wharton laughed.
  “Well, that isn’t what you came to speak about, Mauly.  What have you got on your chest ?”
  “ ’Hem !”
  Lord Mauleverer coughed once more.  He seemed to find an uncommon difficulty in approaching the subject, whatever it was.
  “Go it, old bean !” said the captain of the Remove, more and more surprised.
  “Well, look here,” said Mauleverer, “you won’t think me an impertinent ass, will you ?”
  “Hardly.”
  “You won’t think I’m buttin’ in ?”
  “No.”
  “After all, we’re friends, ain’t we ?” said Mauleverer.
  “I hope so.”
  “Well then— said Mauly.
  “Yes ?”
  “ ’Hem !”
  It was another cough.
  Whatever it was Lord Mauleverer had to say, seemed as difficult to get out as a tooth.
  Harry Wharton .laid down his pen and sat back in his chair.
  “I’ll wait !” he said a trifle sarcastically.
  “Well, I was goin’ to ask you—”
  “Fire away !”
  “ ’Hem !”
  “Well, my hat !” exclaimed the captain of the Remove.
  “You—you see—” stammered Mauleverer.
  “I don’t—quite !  If you want to ask me something, ask away !  I’m not likely to say no to anything you ask, unless—”
  “Unless what ?” asked his lordship with evident anxiety.
  “Unless you ask me for a place in the eleven that’s going over to Redclyffe,” said Harry, laughing.  “I should have to say no to that, old bean.  But; you’re too jolly lazy to play football, anyhow.  I suppose it isn’t that.”
   “No fear !” said Lord Mauleverer fervently.  A place in the Remove Eleven was about the last thing for which his lazy lordship was likely to ask.
  “Well, if it’s anything else you can call it a go,” said the captain of the Remove encouragingly.  “But give it a name.”
  “Well, if you’re sure you won’t think me a meddlin’ ass—”
  “Oh quite !”
  “Well, you—you know, I—I’ve got lots of tin, old bean—”
  Wharton’s face changed quite suddenly.  The smile died off it, and it hardened, and his eyes seemed to become cold steel.
  Lord Mauleverer broke off sharply, dismayed.  The colour flushed into his cheeks, and he shifted uneasily from one leg the other.  There was a moment of silence, and than Harry Wharton spoke in a low, clear voice.
  “What the dickens do you mean, Mauly ?  I know you’ve got lots of tin—tons of it.  You haven’t come here to me any of it, I suppose ?”
  “Oh !  No !  Not at all !” gasped his lordship.  “For goodness’ sake, old chap, don’t get your back up and go at the deep end before a fellow can get a word out of his mouth.”
  “Well, what do you mean ?”
  “I mean this.”  Mauly got it out in a rush.  “Last ‘week you borrowed Skinner’s bike and got it smashed up somehow.  Skinner’s sticking you for five pounds to pay for the repairs.  He’s been sayin’ in the Rag that the people are dunnin’ him because the bill hasn’t been paid yet.  I’m not tellin’ you anythin’ you don’t know—you’ve heard him.  Well, if you’re temporarily short of tin, let me lend you a fiver to see you through.  Just a loan, old chap.  I suppose you’re not ass. enough to suspect that I’m offerin” to give you money !  A loan—”
  “Oh ! said Harry.
  ‘‘That’s all,” said Lord Mauleverer, evidently relieved to have got it off his noble chest.  “Nothin’ to be offended about.  Only a fellow never really knows how you are goin’ to take things—No, I don’t mean that exactly, but—I mean—”  His lordship floundered.
  “You mean I’m a touchy ass, and likely to go off at the deep end for nothing ?”
  “No !  Oh, no !  Not at all ! But—”
  “Perhaps I am,” said Wharton calmly.  Plenty of fellows in the Remove think so, anyhow.”
  “I’m not one of them,” said Mauly.  “But—well, look here, there aren’t a lot of fivers knockin’ about in junior studies at Greyfriars.  Any fellow might find it a bit of a pinch.  You’ll get it along sooner or later, but you don’t want that dashed bill hangin’ over your head all the time.  You can borrow it of a friend, and settle later in the term.  That’s what I came here to say—same as I’d say to any other fellow I knew.  I shouldn’t be offended if you made me the same offer in the same circs.  So don’t be an ass—and don’t glare at a fellow as if you wanted to glare right through him.  See ?”
  The grim look on Harry Wharton’s face relaxed.  A smile took its place, much to the relief of his noble lordship
  “Sorry, old chap !” said Harry.  “I didn’t mean to glare, but I believe I’ve been rather touchy the last few days.  I—I’ve had a bit of a worry on my mind.
  “Skinner’s little bill—what ?”
  “That—and other things,” said Harry.  “You’re a good chap, Mauly, and I’d accept your offer like a shot, if—if—”
  “Cut out the ‘ifs’ !” suggested his lordship.
  Wharton shook his head.
  “Let me finish.  I’d accept the loan from you with pleasure if I could pay it back this term.  But I couldn’t.”
  “Next term, then—”
  “Nor next term, either,” said the captain of the Remove quietly.  I couldn’t pay it back at all, Mauly.  So I can’t take it.  Thanks all the same !”
  Lord Mauleverer blinked at him.
  “But I don’t see—” he stammered.
  “There’s been a change—at home,” said Harry, in the same quiet tone.  “I can tell you, old bean, because you’re not the man to shout it out all over the Remove, though I dare say the fellows will be guessing before long.  I couldn’t pay five pounds any more than I could pay five hundred.  So that’s that !”
  “Oh gad ?” ejaculated Lord Mauleverer blankly.
  “Much obliged, all the same, but there’s nothing doing, you see.”
  Lord Mauleverer turned to the door.  But; at the door he turned back again.  Wharton looked at him.
  “Is it really so bad as that, old bean ?” asked Mauly.
  “Quite.”
  “But—but you’ve got Skinner’s bill to pay, all the same.”
  “I know.”
  “Isn’t that a bit of a scrape ?”
  “A bit—rather.  I shall manage”, though.”
  “Look here, if you’d let me lend a hand—we’re friends, old chap—I’d wait as long as you like—any old time !”
  Harry Wharton rose to his feet.  His eyes were like steel again, his lips hard.
  “I haven’t quite come down to Billy Bunter’s level yet, Mauly,” he said, very distinctly.  “I can’t let a fellow give me money and call it loan.  I think you’re rather forgetting yourself !”
  “I—I never meant—”
  “Shut the door after you !”
  Wharton picked up his pen and turned his eyes on his books again.  Lord Mauleverer gave him a rather long look, went out of the study quietly, and shut the door after him.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Smithy Asks for Trouble !

  HERBERT VERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of Greyfriars, winked at the other fellows in the brake.  Some of them grinned and some of them frowned.  It was the following day, and the Remove footballers were about to start for Redclyffe.  Most of the fellows had packed themselves in; but Harry Wharton had stopped to speak to his Form master, Mr. Quelch—or, rather, he had stopped for Mr. Quelch to speak to him.
  The Remove master had a few words to say to his head boy, and the footballers waited.  Having finished with Mr. Quelch, the captain of the Remove came along, with a slightly irritated expression on his face.
  Possibly Mr. Quelch, who was a very particular and punctilious gentleman’, had had some slight fault to find.  And Wharton of late had been in a mood to be irritated by trifles.
  It was Billy Bunter’s misfortune to roll on the scene just then, and catch Wharton by the sleeve as he was hurrying to the brake.  What Bunter wanted to say did not transpire; probably it was a request for a lift in the brake, on the chance of scrounging a tea at Redclyffe.
  Wharton had listened to Mr. Quelch with suppressed impatience.  In dealing with William George Bunter he did not suppress his impatience.  Without waiting for the fat Owl of the Remove to unburden himself, he shook off the fat hand, and as Bunter made another grab, he took the fat junior by the collar and sat him down.
  There was a surprised and indignant roar from Bunter:
  “Ow !  Beast !  Wow !”
  He sat and blinked after the captain of the Remove with an infuriated blink.  He was strongly tempted to rush after Wharton and punch him.  Only one consideration restrained the indignant Owl; the fact that if he did, his last state would be worse than his first.
 Wharton, unheeding the fat Owl further, strode on to the brake with knitted brows.  And Smithy winked at the other fellows.
  All the Co. were in the brake-—Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, Hurree Singh, and Frank Nugent—and they all frowned; but the other fellows grinned.
  “Mind your eye murmured the Bounder.  “His Nibs is cross !  We shall get smacked all round if we don’t jolly well take care !”
  “Oh, don’t be a silly ass, Smithy !” growled Bob Cherry.
  “Only puttin’ you fellows on your guard !” said the Bounder blandly.  “His Tremendous Magnificence has got his jolly old back up.  Isn’t it a time for all of us to sit up and take notice ?”
  “Shut up !” grunted Johnny Bull.
  “The shut-upfulness, my esteemed Smithy, is the proper caper !” remarked Hurree Jamset Rain Singh.  “The idiotic jawfulness is too much of a good thing !”
  “What’s the matter with the chap ?” asked Squiff, with a curious look at Wharton’s frowning face as he approached.  “He doesn’t seem to have been in his usual good temper for the last few days.  You fellows been rowing ?” he added, with a glance -at the Co.
  “No, ass !” answered Nugent.  “There is never any rowfulness in our esteemed and absurd circle !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, shaking his dusky head.
  “Well, his jolly old temper doesn’t matter a whole lot to me !” drawled the Bounder.  “Hallo, there’s Skinner !  Watch Skinner askin’ for it !”
[bookmark: Here]  Skinner of the Remove cut across to intercept Wharton before he reached the brake.  Wharton’s brow was already dark; it grew almost black as the cad of the Remove butted in.  The fellows in the brake looked on with interest, some of them with uneasiness.  For some reason—best known to himself—Harry Wharton’s temper had been tart and rather uncertain the last, few days; every man in the Remove had observed that.
  His friends were patient with it; but fellows like the Bounder rather liked to make it clear that they didn’t care two straws for his temper.
  “Hold on a minute, Wharton !” called out Skinner.
  And as Wharton did not hold on, Harold Skinner planted himself directly in his path.
  “Let me pass, you ass !” snapped Wharton.
  “You can spare a minute,” sneered Skinner.  “I want to know about that bill for repairing my bike !  The cycle-shop people are dunning me for it—”
  “I’ve told you it will be paid !”
  “That’s all very well; but it’s not paid yet !  And I want to know—”
  “Stand aside !”
  “I tell you I want to know— Whoooop !” roared Skinner.
  The captain of the Remove grasped him by shoulder, and twirled him aside, with such vigour that the weedy Skinner staggered two or three yards before he stumbled over and sat down.
  Harry Wharton came on, and took his place in the brake.  The other fellows were exchanging glances and grinning.
  Skinner scrambled up as the brake rolled away, and shook his list after it.  Wharton did not give him a glance.
  The Bounder winked again.  Skinner certainly had asked for it; whether he was anxious about that little bill or not, it was no time to tackle Wharton on the subject when the footballers were starting for Redclyffe.  All the same, Wharton’s methods had been a little drastic, and his friends wished that he had been more circumspect.
  “What did Quelchy want, old bean ?” asked Frank, as the brake rolled away from Greyfriars.
  Wharton grunted.
  “Oh, only some of the old idiot’s rot !” he answered.
  Nugent’s face became very grave.  Really, that was not the way for a Remove man to speak of his Form master—especially a Remove man who held the rather responsible position of head of the Form !
  “I had to mark some papers for the Form,” added Wharton.  “I’d forgotten !  A fellow has plenty of other things to think of !”
  “The plentifulness is terrific !” assented Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, but he looked very curiously at his chum.
  Probably he was thinking that if a fellow was not keen on a head boy’s duties, there was nothing to prevent him from leaving the job to someone else.  But the Nabob of Bhanipur was far too tactful to utter his thoughts.  Other fellows were not quite so tactful; indeed, the Bounder’s sardonic humour made him find amusement in “drawing” the captain of the Remove.
  “Bit of a bore, bein’ head boy drawled Smithy.  “Still, it keeps a man on the right side of the beaks !”
  Wharton gave him a look.
 Who wants to keep on the right side of the beaks ?” he snapped.  “Don’t talk rot, Smithy !”
  Don’t talk—what ?”
  “Rot !” said Wharton tersely.
  “My dear man, haven’t you left something behind ?” asked Vernon-Smith.
  “Not that I know of !  What do you mean ?”
  “I was alludin’ to your manners !”
  “There was a chuckle in the brake; and Wharton coloured angrily.
  “Don’t be a silly as !” he grunted.
  “I won’t say the same to you—I know you can’t help it !” said the Bounder imperturbably.  “Asses, like poets, are born, not made.  But you may as well keep a civil tongue in your head, Wharton.  We’re not all Bunters and Skinners, you, know—and there’s no room in this brake for a fellow to throw his weight about.”
  Wharton opened his lips, evidently for an angry reply; but he closed them again.  He sat in silence, staring at the woodlands bordering the road, already showing the green of spring, the brake rolled on.  He was not in a pleasant mood, that was clear; but certainly he did not want to be drawn into a wrangle with a member of his team.
  “We’re going to beat Redclyffe, you men !” remarked Bob Cherry, by way of starting a more congenial topic.
  “The beatfulness will be terrific !” observed the Nabob of Bhanipur.
  But the Bounder was not to be stalled off.  When Smithy was bent on mischief, it was not easy to stop him.  He cheerfully took up she new subject and pursued it in his own way.
  “What-ho !” he said.  “We’re a jolly good team—”
  “Hear, hear !”
  “And there’s nothin’ like a really jolly, good-tempered, bright an’ merry skipper to put heart into a team !” continued the Bounder.
  There was another chuckle.  The contrast between Wharton’s ‘moody look and the Bounder’s playful description of him struck some of the fellows as comic.  Wharton’s eyes turned on Smithy with a gleam in them.
  “That’s enough from you, Vernon Smith !” he said curtly.
  “Dear me!” said the Bounder, with exaggerated concern.  “Don’t you like my cheery an’ genial conversation, old bean ?”
  “No, I don’t !”
  “May I suggest that you should lump it, then ?”
  “Shut up, Smithy, you ass !” muttered Frank Nugent.
  “I’ll shut up when I please, and not before,” retorted the Bounder coolly. 
  “You may get shut up !” growled Wharton.
  Vernon-Smith laughed.
  “If there’s a man in this brake who can shut me up, I can only ask him to get on with it !” he retorted.
  Wharton half-rose to his feet.  Bob Cherry promptly pushed him back again.  Wharton gave him an angry look; then he nodded, shrugged his shoulders, and gave the Bounder no further heed.  But his brow remained dark as the brake rolled on, and he spoke hardly a word before the Remove footballers arrived at Redclyffe.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Way !

  HARRY WHARTON’S clouded brow cleared when the whistle went and the ball was kicked on the Redclyffe ground.  Whatever was on the mind of the captain of the Remove, clouding his usually cheerful temper, he threw it aside when the game started.
  As a matter of fact, a game of football in wintry air was no bad cure for the “blues” or an irritable temper.  Wharton had quite his old look as he “urged the flying ball” with his comrades; and the Co. were glad to see it.
  What it was that had troubled him of late, has chums did not know, though Frank Nugent had an inkling of it.  Whatever it was, it had told on his temper; though he was scarcely conscious of that.  There were fellows in the Remove, especially Skinner and Co., who considered that the captain of the Form carried his head rather too high, at the best of times.  Of late, even his best chums had to admit that there was some grain of reason in Skinner & Co.’s view.
  Wharton had always been proud and rather sensitive; but of late he seemed to have become touchy, irritable, and even morose at times.  Skinner & Co. asked one another whether fellows were going to have their heads snapped off and say nothing; and agreed that fellows weren’t !
  Fellows who liked Wharton exercised tact.  The Bounder, in point of fact, rather liked Wharton; but he was not disposed to exercise tact.  He was more disposed to show, as plainly as possible, that he did not care two straws for his temper.  He did not exactly want a row with the captain of the Remove; but he was ready to enjoy the excitement of it if it came along.  The Bounder was a fellow who liked things to happen; and did not; care much what they were, so long as they happened.
  He was quite prepared for “ragging” on the field of play, in Wharton’s present mood; and more than prepared to give as good as he got.  Perhaps he was a little disappointed when it did not come off.  Wharton’s face was bright and cheery now, and he had thrown himself into the game and dismissed less agreeable matters from his mind.
  Fane and his merry men were in great form, and at was a hard tussle.  Squiff, in the Greyfriars goal, had plenty of work to do, while for some time the; home custodian stamped his feet and waved his arms to keep himself warm.  Again and again the home forwards swept down on goal and the Australian junior was kept busy—but he saved every time.  And, at length, Bob Cherry cleared with a mighty kick that sent the ball far up the field, and the struggle was transferred to the home half.  And from the Greyfriars fellows who had come over so watch the game there was a cheer as the Bounder got away with the ball.
  “Good old Smithy !”
  “On the ball !”
  “Play up, Greyfriars !”
  “Bravo, the Bounder !”
  It was like wine to the Bounder; he dearly loved making the fellows shout.
  It was for that reason that Smithy, though in the main a good sportsman, sometimes erred on the side of keeping the ball too long.  More than once his skipper had had to give him a strong hint that the ball was not his own peculiar possession, and that Soccer was not a one-man game; hints that Smithy never quite took in good part.  On she present occasion, Smithy made that little error over again—though this time his motive was partly a mischievous desire to get Wharton’s “rag” out.
  The Bounder fairly raced up the field with the ball at his feet, beating man after man who strove to deal with him.  The Redclyffe backs had him marked, however, and the Bounder, with the corner of his eye, looked for a man to take a pass in time.  Only Harry Wharton was keeping up, and he was watching for Smithy to centre to him—which the Bounder assuredly should have done, for the backs were fairly rushing him down and he had not a chance in a thousand of getting through.
  “To me !” shouted Wharton, as the Bounder failed to pass.
  It was just like Smithy—Smithy all over, as the other fellows put it—to take chance of shooting, when all the chances were against him, rather than part with the ball and let another man bag the goal.  It was Smithy’s “one-man” game again, quite out of place on the Soccer field.  It was like the Bounder, too, to bring off a shot that looked next door to impossible—his luck was phenomenal.
  He kicked for goal.
  “You dummy !” panted Wharton.
  How the Bounder got that shot through looked like a miracle.  The Redclyffe goalkeeper certainly was not expecting it, and perhaps that was why it landed.  The leather seemed scarcely to have left; the Bounder’s foot, when the backs rushed him over and he went sprawling.  But the ball sailed true as a die; the man in goal jumped at it too late, and it landed in the net, amid a roar from the Greyfriars fellows round the field.
  “Goal !”
  “Bravo, Smithy !”
  “Hurrah !”
  Nothing succeeds like success !  Bad play that came off was more likely to evoke a cheer than good play that didn’t !  The leather was in the net, and Smithy had put it there.  It was first blood to Greyfriars; and the onlookers roared applause.
  Smithy picked himself up, gasping.”
  “Goal !”
  Hurrah !”
  “Good old Bounder !”
  The whistle was sounding.  Harry Wharton stared at the Redclyffe custodian fishing out the ball, as if he could hardly believe his eyes.  He turned on the Bounder with a grim look.
  “You howling ass !”
  “Eh, what ?  What’s bitin’ you, old bean ?” asked the Bounder, with an air of mild surprise.
  “Do you call that football ?” snapped Wharton.
  “I don’t quite get you !  Didn’t we come here to take goals ?” asked the Bounder innocently.
  Wharton compressed his lips.  Ragging a man on the field of play was not his way; moreover, a goal was a goal; the Bounder had the advantage there.  Had that reckless shot failed, every man in the team would have wanted to kick the Bounder; and it ought to have failed, while, had the winger centred, as he ought to have done, the goal would have been practically a certainty.  But Smithy had the advantage of a lucky success, and he was the man to make the most of it.  As the shot had come off, it was at least arguable that the Bounder had acted with prompt and accurate judgment.
  His eyes gleamed mockingly at the captain of the Remove.
  “Sorry, skipper, if I’ve done wrong !” he said meekly.  “But if a man’s not to take goals—”
  “That will do !” snapped Wharton.
  The Bounder grinned as the players walked back to the centre of the field.  He was enjoying this—enjoying the game, enjoying his lucky fluke, enjoying getting his skipper’s rag out, enjoying putting Wharton in the wrong when he knew that he was in the right.
  As it happened, it was the only goal taken in the first half.  Squiff, at the Remove end, was too good for Fane & Co., hard as they attacked.  When the whistle went for half-time the score was one to nil, and that one was the Bounder’s.
  In the interval Smithy fully expected a ragging, which he was only too well aware that he deserved; but to which he was prepared to reply in his best tone of irony.  Wharton, however, said nothing, and did not even look at him, rather to Smithy’s disappointment.  If he had anything to say to the Bounder, he was keeping it till after the game.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
High Words !

  WHARTON !”
  “Bravo !”
  “On the ball !”
  “Kick, you beggar, kick !”
  There were a score of Greyfriars fellows round the field, and they were all shouting.
  The second half had gone on, ding-dong, right up to the finish.  Fane of Redclyffe, scored once, and the tally was even.  But, with all their efforts, Redclyffe could not beat Sampson Quincy Field a second time, and the game looked like ending in a draw, when fortune smiled on Greyfriars in the last minute.  The ball was at Wharton’s feet, and he seemed to go through the defence like a knife through cheese.  All eyes were upon him, and the Greyfriars crowd roared encouragement.  It was the last chance of making a win of it, and it looked a healthy chance.
  Wharton kicked.
  “Goal !” the fellows were already beginning to shout; when the shout died away in a gasp.  The ball struck the crossbar and rebounded.



  “Oh crumbs !”
  “Rotten !”
  A Redclyffe back was on the ball like a shot, sending, it away to midfield.  Then the whistle went.
  Harry Wharton breathed hard and deep.  It had been as close a thing as it could have been without materialising; but a miss was as good—or as bad—as a mile.
  “Oh, my hat !”  Wharton heard the Bounder’s voice.  “Who’s left his shooting boots at home ?”
  “He bit his lip hard.
  It was a deep disappointment, but Wharton was too good a sportsman to let it worry him, so far as that went.  But the Bounder’s jeer was hard to bear.  His eyes gleamed at Herbert Vernon-Smith.
  “Hard luck, old chap !” gasped Bob Cherry.
  “Rotten luck !” said Peter Todd.
  “The rottenfulness is terrific.”
  “Rotten kick. you mean, don’t you ?” drawled the Bounder.
  “No, I don’t, Smithy !” said Bob Cherry sharply.  “And you don’t, either !  Don’t be a silly, swanking lass, if you can help it.  We can’t all fluke goals by rotten play.”  Bob, at least, was under no delusion as to the quality of the Bounder’s success in the first half.
  Smithy shrugged his shoulders.
  “Our jolly old skipper can’t, anyhow,” he remarked.
  “Oh, cheese it !”
  “The cheesefulness is the proper caper, my esteemed idiotic Smithy.
  “Harry Wharton said nothing.  He had nothing to say till the fellows had changed and clambered into the brake for the homeward journey.  Even then he was not in a hurry; and it was the Bounder who started the ball rolling.
  “We ought to have beaten them !” remarked Vernon-Smith, with a shake the head.  “We’re better men than Redclyffe, and we ought to have brought off somethin’ better than a draw !”
  “Can’t always win matches,” said Johnny Bull philosophically, “and they were a jolly good crowd.”
  “We lost a lot of chances,” persisted the Bounder, “and Wharton really ought to have bagged that goal.  You kicked too high, Wharton.”
  “Are you going to teach me how to play Soccer, Vernon-Smith ?” asked the captain of the Remove quietly.
  The Bounder laughed
  “Not at all; I know you’re too high and mighty to think of taking a tip.  But that goal would have come off if I’d had the ball.”
  “Blessed is he that bloweth his own trumpet !” said Squiff.
  “The blowfulness of the esteemed Smithy’s ridiculous trumpet is truly preposterous.
  “You played a rotten game, Vernon-Smith !” said the captain of the Remove.  “You’re a selfish player, and you’d rather take the wildest chance than let another man have the ball.  You’d risk any match to keep the crowd’s eyes on you.”
  “You didn’t like my goal ?” asked the Bounder blandly.
  “No.”
  “My mistake !  If I’d kicked a little higher I might have hit the crossbar, too !” said the Bounder regretfully.  “I’ll remember that next time.”
  Some of the footballers laughed, and Wharton’s brow darkened.
  “You know perfectly well that you ought to have passed, Vernon-Smith.  It was a chance in a thousand that the ball got home.  You know the game well enough, though you don’t choose to play it.”
  “You think I ought to have centred ?”
  “I know it, and you know it, too.”
  “Then you’d have had the ball—and could have banged the crossbar with it !” remarked the Bounder.  “Is that what we came over to Redclyffe for ?”
  “Shut up. Smithy, you fathead,” said Bob Cherry, half laughing.
  “My dear man, I’m only askin’ for information.  I’ve heard of men bein’ ragged for missin’ chances—but this is the first time I’ve heard of a -man being called over the coals for takin’ goals.  In my simple innocence I thought that that was what we were after.”
  “After all, it came off,” said Mark Linley.  “I thought you were taking a fool’s chance, Smithy—still, it came off, so perhaps—”
  “The game’s the game !” said Harry Wharton gruffly.
  “Hear, hear !” said the Bounder.  “There was a jolly old physician once who would rather kill his patients accordin’ to rule than cure them by irregular methods.  Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows, I apologise all round—for savin’ the match, when, accordin’ to rule, we ought to have bagged a beatin’.”
   “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Wharton set his lips.
  “Fluking a goal doesn’t make any difference,” he said.  “That sort of game won’t do for the Remove, Vernon-Smith, and I shall have to think twice before putting your name in the next football list.”
  The Bounder’s jaw squared.  But he kept up his Bantering manner as he answered.
  “I’ve apologised for takin’ the goal !  Now I know what you want, of course I shall play up.  Give me another chance and I’ll promise, honest Injun, not to bag any goals.  Every time the ball comes my way I’ll trundle it along to you for your crossbar stunts.  Is that good enough ?”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the footballers.
  “That’s enough !” said Wharton.  “You’d better chuck it now, Vernon-Smith.”
  “Why, if I don’t choose ?” said the Bounder coolly and contemptuously.  “Do you think your black looks make twopennyworth of difference to me ?  If you fancy you can handle me like Bunter or Skinner, the sooner you cut: it out the better.”
  “You’re asking for a thick ear said the captain of the Remove quietly.
  “Hand it over !” said the Bounder.  “I fancy I could give you one to match.”
  “Look here, chuck it !” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “That’s enough, and a little over.  Shut up, Smithy !”
  “Rats !” retorted the Bounder.
  Wharton rose to his feet, his eyes flashing.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who was nearest to him, promptly interposed.
  “My esteemed and ridiculous chum,” said the nabob gently.  “Let the restraining influence of absurd commonsense mitigate the ludicrous infuriation.  It is not the proper caper for the lion to roar in reply to the braying of the ass.”
  “Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Wharton.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  Wharton sat down again, laughing.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s way of putting it had the effect of oil on the troubled waters.  Only the Bounder gave the dusky nabob a dark look.
  “You dashed cheeky nigger—” he began.
  “That’s enough !” interrupted Bob Cherry.  “Shut up, Smithy !  We don’t want a row going home from a football match; and if you don’t jolly well shut up, we’ll drop you out to walk home.”
  “Go and eat coke !” growled the Bounder.
  But he decided to shut up, all the same, and he was an silent as Wharton, as the footballers rolled homeward—not in their usual cheery mood.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Generous !

  “I SAY, you fellows !”
  “Get out !”
  “Oh, really, Wharton.”
  “Buzz off, you fat ass !” snapped Wharton
  “Billy Bunter, in the doorway of No. 1 Study, stared at the captain of the Remove through his big spectacles in wrath and indignation.
  “If that’s what you call civil, you beast—” snorted Bunter.
  Shut the door !”
  Bunter blinked round the study.  It was not yet time for prep, and Nugent was not there.  Wharton was alone in the study, and he had taken out his books, apparently to work.
  “Lines ?” asked Bunter.
  “No, ass !”
  “Well, it’s not prep yet,” said Bunter.  “You’re not going to work for the fun of the thing, I suppose ?”
  “Fathead !”
  “I came up here to speak to you,” said Bunter, with dignity.  “It’s rather an important matter—more important than mugging filthy Latin.”
  “What the thump do you want, then ?” asked Wharton impatiently.
  “First of all, I want civility,” answered Bunter.  “That costs nothing, you know.  What the thump’s the matter with you ?  You’ve been like a bear with a sore head for days now—ever since your uncle came to see you on Saturday.  I know that Colonel Wharton didn’t out a tip—and I can understand a fellow being annoyed.  Still, there’s a limit.”
  “You fat idiot !”
  “I dare say he would have shelled out, if you’d given him a hint.” said Bunter.  “A fellow’s relations need a gentle hint, you know.  Did you give your uncle a hint ?”
  “Ass !”
  “Well, if you didn’t, what do you expect ?  I dare say the old bean thought you were glad to see him on his own—old jossers are like that !  They never understand that a fellow would rather they kept away.  But never mind your uncle—”
  “Never mind him, certainly,” said Wharton.  “Are you going ?”
  “Not till I’ve finished, old chap.  After all, I don’t expect good manners in this study,” said Bunter agreeably.  “You were jolly uncivil to me yesterday, Wharton, when I was going to speak to you before you started for Redclyffe.  I know what’s on your mind—”
  Harry Wharton jumped.
  His look at the fat Owl was quite startled.
  “What ?” he exclaimed.
  Bunter winked.  “I know all about it, old bean,” he said.
  Harry Wharton’s hand went to his pocket, as if to make sure that something was safe there.  Billy Bunter, the Peeping Tom of the Remove had a deep interest in other fellows’ affairs, and he had his own peculiar ways of acquiring information concerning them.  As Skinner had remarked, Bunter would never lack information so long as key-holes were made to doors.  And the fat Owl did not even understand that there was anything wrong in reading another fellow’s letters.
  Wharton seemed relieved after he had felt in his pocket.  Whatever it was he had there, it was still safe from Bunter.  But his look at the fat and fatuous Owl was far from pleasant.
  You know all about—what ?” he asked quietly.
  “The whole thing, old chap,” answered Bunter.  I’m frightfully sympathetic, and all that. And I’m going to help you.”
  “Help me !” repeated Wharton, blankly.
  “That’s it, old fellow !  Rely on me, said Bunter, with a wave of a fat hand.
  “You benighted idiot !”
  Wharton had been startled for a moment.  The bare idea that the tattling Owl had discovered his secret trouble was disconcerting.  There was trouble—deep trouble—on the mind of the captain of the Remove; but it was a solace that he had it to himself, and that it was not likely to become the talk of the Form and the school.  If it came to Bunter’s knowledge, that meant that it would come to the knowledge of all Greyfriars.  And really, no fellow’s private affairs were quite safe from the inquisitive Owl.
  “I know how the matter stands, and as I’ve said, I’m going to help,” said Bunter.  “You re in a scrape—”
  “You know nothing about it, if I am, you howling ass !” growled Wharton.  “Tell me what you mean you footling fathead.”
  “My dear chap, you can be frank, with a pal,” said Bunter.  “You’re landed with Skinner’s bill and you can’t pay it.  If you tried to stick your uncle for it, it never came off—but you’re such an ass, old chap, if you don’t mind my mentioning it, that I shouldn’t be surprised if you let Colonel Wharton go without even trying it on.  I—I say, what are you going to do with that cushion, old chap ?”
  “I’m going to buzz it at your silly head, if you don’t clear.”
  “Oh, really, Wharton !”  Bunter kept .a wary eye open for the cushion.  “I’ve told you I came here to help.  You owe five pounds.  You can’t pay it.  That’s what’s made you such an ill-tempered beast—”
  “Wha-a-t ?”
  “Such an ill-tempered beast.  Well, I’m going to lend you the five pounds, old bean.
  “What ?” gasped Wharton.
  “I mean it, old chap !” said Bunter reassuringly.  “You’re my pal, and I can trust you.  Rely on me for the fiver.”
  “And where are you going to get a fiver from, you benighted bandersnatch ?” inquired the captain of the Remove.
  ‘‘That’s all right !  I’m expecting a postal order—”
  What ?” yelled Wharton.
  “In fact, several postal orders,” said Bunter, “from some of my titled relations, you know.”
  Wharton stared at him and burst into a laugh.  Apparently it was Billy Bunter’s postal order—that celebrated postal order which was always expected, but never came—which was to supply the necessary funds.  Certainly Skinner’s account would have become a very very old account, if its payment had depended on the arrival of Billy Bunter’s postal order.
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at,” said Bunter, blinking at him.  “I mean it, old fellow—every word !  I’m going to lend you the fiver, when—when my postal order comes.  But one good turn deserves another.  You see that ?”
  “Oh; now we’re coming to the milk in the coconut !” remarked Wharton.
  “Well, it’s quid pro quo, you know. You can’t expect a fellow to lend you large sums of money if you’re mean.  At the present moment,” explained Bunter, “I’m short of tin.  It’s not a thing that often happens, as you know.  But there it is.  The tuckshop’s not closed yet, and if you lend me five bob—”
  “If !” agreed Wharton.
  “You can rely on me for a loan of five quids, in—a—a day or two.  Say Saturday.  What- about it, old chap ?”
  Billy Bunter blinked inquiringly, and a little anxiously at the captain of the Remove.  It was a generous offer—such an as a fellow might be expected to jump at.  Wharton, however, did not jump.  He poised the cushion in the air.
  I give you one second !” he said.
  “Eh ?”
  “Hook it !”
  “If you’re going to be mean about five bob, Wharton, you can’t; expect me to lend you five quids—”
  Whiz !
  Bump !
  “Whoooop !” roared Bunter.
  He sat down in the doorway.  The cushion had landed on his podgy chest, and Bunter was clean bowled.
  “Shut the door after you !” said Harry.
  “Yarooooh !”
  Billy scrambled up.  His fat face was red with wrath.  He glared at the captain of the Remove with a devastating glare.
  “You cheeky rotter !” he roared.  “I’ve a jolly good mind to mop up the study with you.”
  I’ve got another cushion here—”
  “If you think I’m going to lend you a fiver now—”
  Whiz !  Bump !  Again Billy Bunter’s flow of eloquence was suddenly stemmed, as the second cushion flew.  This time he rolled out into the Remove passage, and landed there—hard.
  “Oh ! Ow !  Beast !” Bunter sat up and roared.  “Yaroooh !  Come out of that study, you rotter, and I’ll—dust the passage with you !”
  “Coming !”
  Harry Wharton appeared in the doorway.  He picked up the cushions, and took aim with one of them.  Billy Bunter gave him one blink, and changed his fat mind on the spot about dusting the passage with his Form captain.  He started for the stairs as if he were on the cinder path.
  On the landing he paused to blink back at the junior in the doorway of No. 1, and deliver a Parthian shot.
  “Yah !  I jolly well won’t lend you anything now !  No good trying to stick me for a loan, Wharton !  Yah !”
  And Bunter departed down the Remove staircase before a cushion could catch him.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Up Against It !

  FRANK NUGENT came into his study, and, glanced rather curiously at his chum.  Harry Wharton had a sheaf of paper before him, “Titus Livius” propped against; the inkstand, a dictionary to his right, a grammar to his left, and a wrinkle on his boyish brow.  In the Remove there were “swots” and “saps” and “smugs,” as they were variously called, but their number was few.  Certainly the captain of the Form. though a reasonably steady worker, had never been one of them.  Wharton had a good place in class.  His “con” generally satisfied Mr. Quelch, and he did not regard the classical languages as a nightmare, as many Fourth Lower fellows did.  But he was not the fellow to dig into the “Carthaginian War” as a matter of taste, as Mark Linley was, for instance.  Yet of late Livy had been rather prominent in Study No. 1—a difficult author for a Lower Fourth follow, and one that no Removite was obliged to tackle.
  Frank had asked no questions, but he was puzzled, and as his chum vouchsafed no explanation, he continued puzzled.  Now, as he came in, he glanced at Titus Livius against the inkstand, and at Wharton’s wrinkled brow, and wondered still more.  Prep was not yet due, and it was unusual for any Remove man to put in the hour before prep as work he was under no obligation to do.  Chatting in the Rag, or in the changing-room, or larking in the passages, was many more in the line of the average Remove man.
  Wharton laid down his pen, and looked at Frank with a faint smile.  Possibly he was not sorry to be interrupted.
  “Prep ?” he asked.
  “ Not yet,” answered Frank.  “Half an hour yet, old bean-unless a man’s frightfully keen to get on with it.  I’m not.”
  Harry Wharton laughed.
  “I came up to give you a look-in,” said Frank.  He shut the study door.  “I passed Bunter on the stairs.”
  “I hope you kicked him.”
  Frank did not reply to that.  Wharton’s glance wandered to his books, though certainly not with yearning.  Nugent hesitated a little.
  Am I interrupting you, old fellow ?”
  “Yes.”
  “Like me to get. Out ?”
  “No.”
  Wharton laughed again.
  “I’m glad to be interrupted.  This stuff makes my head ache a little.  Old Linley goes through Livy like a knife through cheese.  Blessed if I know how he does it !  I’m no dunce, I hope; but I can’t.”
  “Why tackle it at all, then ?”  Frank had been on the point of asking that question a dozen times; now it came out.
  Well, I’m not doing it for fun !” said Harry slowly.  “I—I’ve got a reason, Frank.  I don’t mind you knowing, of course; but-—but I don’t want it talked about.  Nothing may come of it, and a fellow doesn’t want to look a fool.”
  “I don t quite follow.  If you’re going in for a prize, nothing to mind the fellows knowing about that, is there ?”
  “Bother the prizes !  Catch me bagging a headache for a prize !” grunted Wharton.  It’s more serious than that.  Suppose told you I was thinking of putting in for one of the Founder’s Scholarships, next term ?”
  Nugent fairly jumped.
  “What utter rot !  You’re not !” he exclaimed.
  “Well, I am.”
  “It means frightfully hard work—fairly swotting !  I dare say you can pull it off all right; but the game’s not worth the candle to you.  And—and besides—”
  “Go it !”
“Well. old chap, I don’t think you ought, if you ask me,” said Frank honestly.  “The Founder’s Scholarships are meant for poor scholars—to help a chap whose people can’t; stand his full fees here.  I know they’re sometimes bagged by men who don’t need them, but that doesn’t alter the principle of the thing.  Linley’s got one, Penfold’s got one; they both need them.  Same with Wilkinson of the Fourth.  But you don’t.
  Harry Wharton smiled—a bitter smile that made his chum stare at him harder.
  “And suppose I told you than I needed it more than even Linley or Penfold ?” he asked.
  “I should say you were pulling my leg,” said Frank uneasily.
  “Well, I do tell you so, and I’m not pulling your leg,” answered the captain of the Remove quietly.
  There was silence in the study for a moment or two.  Nugent seemed to trying to assimilate that startling piece of information with some difficulty.
  Wharton rose from his chair and stood leaning back against the mantelpiece, his hands. in his pockets, his brow clouded.
  “You can’t mean it, Harry,” Nugent spoke at last.  “I know, from what you’ve told me, that your people have had money troubles—-your uncle couldn’t stand you that fiver you wanted, and—and—but dash it all, that’s only a temporary trouble, you’ve told me !”  Everybody’s feeling the pinch these days.  And there’s a good time coming.”
  “I’m done with my uncle.”
  “Harry !”
  The dark, bitter smile flickered over Wharton’s face again.
  “That surprises you, I suppose ?”
  “Yes, it does.  And, look here, Harry, What are you driving at ?  I know there’s been something on your mind ever since your uncle came down to the school last Saturday.  The other fellows know it, too, though they can’t guess what it is.  You can’t be ass enough, ungrateful enough, to have turned against a man who’s been as good as a father to you because of some miserable little disagreement.”
  Nugent spoke almost hotly.
  “You remember, perhaps,” said Harry, slowly and quietly, “that when my—my—when Colonel Wharton was here on Saturday I was out of gates and he waited in the study for me.  That idiot Bunter barged into him in this study; he seems to have filling in the time, while he waited me, by going through the papers in his pocket-book.
  “I remember,” said Nugent, puzzled.  “The papers were scattered about the study and Bob picked them up for him; he told us.”
  “One had fallen under the armchair, and was overlooked.  Bunter rooted it out afterwards, looking for paper to light the fire for tea.  The fat idiot put it on the fire, and I grabbed it off; there was only a fragment left unburnt.  I looked at it to see if it was one of my—of Colonel Wharton’s papers, and—and—”
  Wharton’s face was pale now.
  “I couldn’t help seeing what was written on it, of course—only a sentence or so left unburnt.  It was in my uncle’s hand—a letter written, but not posted; written to me, or someone else—I don’t know—or why it was not posted.  But—but—”
  Nugent waited.
  “It referred to his nephew as selfish, ungrateful, and a burden !” said Harry in an almost inaudible voice.
  “Harry !”
  “I’ve told you now,” said Wharton.  “I—I was going to keep it to myself, but—but I’d rather tell you, Frank.  I don’t want anybody else to know—not even old Bob and the others.  But we’ve been pals ever since I came, and—and we’ve never had secrets from one another.  And—and I want you to back me up.  I’ve got a hard row to hoe now.”.
  “1t’s impossible !” said Nugent.  It’s supply impossible ! Colonel Wharton isn’t that kind of a man !  He’s a gentleman and a soldier—as decent a man as any in the wide world !  I tell you he wouldn’t—he couldn’t—”
  “He did !”
  Nugent shook his head.
  “There’s’ some mistake,” he said—“some ghastly mistake !  Harry, old chap, for goodness’ sake, don’t let your touchy temper make a fool of you.  Don’t throw away your best friend for nothing.  I tell you it isn’t so.
  Harry Wharton smiled—a hard, bitter smile, grim and sardonic, that made his handsome face look much less handsome.
  “I’d give my right hand to believe that there was some mistake in it !” he said.  ”Do you think I want to believe that the man I’ve trusted has let me down—that man I’ve looked on as filling my dead father’s place regards me as a burden ?  But I’ve got the proof here !  Look at that.


  From his pocket Wharton drew a fragment of a burnt letter and handed it to Frank.  Nugent looked at it with starting eyes.  What remained legible was in the well-known handwriting of Colonel Wharton, and it ran:

       “. . . certainly no man can be expected to bear for ever the burden of a thoughtless, selfish, and utterly ungrateful nephew—”

  That was all; the flames had consumed the rest.  Frank stared at the fragment with almost unbelieving eyes.  He caught his breath.
  There was a tense silence Study No. 1.  In that deep silence there was a faint sound at the door, but neither of the juniors noticed it.  Frank spoke at last.
  “Good heavens !” he said.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bitter Blood !

  HARRY WHARTON replaced the charred, crumpled fragment in his pocket.  Nugent had a dazed look.  He had suspected and feared that his chum’s haughty temper was threatening to be his undoing, as it had been his undoing before.  But he rea1ised now that it was not that.  What was written there, in his uncle’s hand, had wounded Wharton to the very soul.  It accounted—more than accounted—for his black mood ever since that Saturday afternoon when Colonel had come down to Greyfriars.  In those moments Frank’s heart ached for his chum.
  “Good heavens !” he repeated.  “Harry, old chap—”
  He broke off.  What was there to be said ?
  Now you understand, Frank.  After that I’m done for, so far as my father’s brother is concerned.  I’ve been a burden—I know that—a burden.  I always believed he was willing and glad to bear for his dead brother’s sake and for my own sake.  But now I know !”
  Wharton choked.
  “It’s rotten !” said Nugent, between his teeth. “The man’s no right—”
  “I suppose he has a right !  He’s hard hit now, like everybody else, and I dare that’s made him feel this more.  He’s fed-up !  Perhaps it’s not surprising.  He’s had to sell his car and sack his chauffeur; it’s as bad as that at Wharton Lodge !  No wonder he kicks at a nephew at a Public school—an expensive school like Greyfriars !  What he pays for my fees here would have kept on the car !” said Wharton bitterly.
  “But you’ve your own money—”
  “Not till I’m of age—and it’s not much.  My father was the younger brother, and our jolly old laws give everything to the elder.  There was a lot of money once to come to me—a distant relation in India; he left an awful lot of money, but it went in a Bombay bank smash.   I never thought much about it—it seemed so jolly far off—and it’s not much use thinking about it now.  That may have made a difference to the colonel, for all I know !”
  Nugent shook his head.
  “Don’t let your feelings run away with you, old chap.  If—if this is as it looks, your uncle is a weak-kneed sort of blighter who can’t stand by his actions !  But—”
  Wharton winced.
  “I hate to think that of him, even after—this !” he said.  “ But I suppose you’re right.”
  Nugent was thinking now—hard !  He could fully understand the bitter wound to his chum’s pride—the humiliation, the deep resentment, that might have clouded any fellow’s judgement.  But Nugent was unprejudiced in the matter, and after the first shock he looked at it more clearly.  Let’s see that paper again,” he said.
  Wharton drew it from his pocket.
  “It’s your uncle’s hand, right enough,” said Frank.
  “No doubt about that.
  “But he has no other nephew ?”
  “Think I didn’t think of that at once ?  No; he has no other nephew—no other near relation at all, except Aunt Amy and my other aunts.”
  “But it’s queer !  It’s right out of keeping with your uncle’s character, Harry.  It’s not like what you know of him.”
  “Not like what I thought I knew of him, you mean !”
  “It’s queer !” repeated  Nugent.  “Why wasn’t the letter posted ?  If It was written to you, why didn’t your uncle post it instead of coming down here last Saturday ?”
  “I don’t know.  Might have relented at the last minute or something.  Might have felt jolly well ashamed of himself !”  Wharton shrugged his shoulders.  “Might have written it to somebody else—Major Cherry, perhaps; they’re old pals.  Might have been confiding to a friend what a burden his ungrateful nephew was !”
  Wharton gritted his teeth at the thought.
  “I don’t get it,” said Nugent.  “If Colonel Wharton wrote and then kept it in his pocket-book instead of posting it, it looks as if he’d changed his mind, or at least thought he had pitched it too strong.  Might have been upset or frightfully worried about something just when he put pen to paper or—something—Income Tax, perhaps  My pater was raising Cane over the Income-Tax when I was home last.
  ”Wharton smiled.
  “You’re a good chap, Frank.  But there’s nothing in it.  I know he’s pushed for money; it’s a common complaint nowadays.  But he wrote what he thought and felt; he couldn’t have written anything else.”
  He shoved the paper out of sight again.
  “You know I stand now.  My fees are paid here for this term—I can’t alter that.  Nothing’s been said to me about leaving school, so I suppose Colonel Wharton intends to keep me here, burden as I am.”  Harry’s lips quivered.  “I don’t know.  He may mean to take me away.  But, in any case, I shall not stay here at his charges.  That—that’s why been mugging up Livy.  I don’t want to leave Greyfriars, Frank.  But if I stay here, got to stay on my own—like old Linley, like Redwing used to before he got his tin.  I—I suppose I can do what other fellows have done.  If swotting will do it, I’m going to swot !”
  Nugent was miserably silent.
  “You’ll see me mugging up Latin, with a wet towel round my head, old bean.”  Wharton tried to laugh.  “I’d rather do something with a little more sense in it—something that would come in useful later in life.  But the terms of the scholarships were laid down ages ago. when classical knowledge was the jolly old latest thing.  If I get through this, I shall know all about the Punic Wars, anyhow; and ever I’m looking for a job, I shall be able to tell them just how Hannibal got across the Alps.”  He laughed again.  “I can see a business man in an office jumping to engage me, when I tell him that.  What ?”
  “You’ve told me this, old chap, and I think you were right to tell me.” said Nugent, unheeding.  “I wish you’d told me before.  I want you to take my advice, Harry.”
  “There never was a chap more in need of good advice,” said Harry.  “Get. it off your chest, and I’ll be glad of it.”
  “Get leave from the Head, and go to your uncle—”
  “What ?”
  “Show him that bit of paper—”
  “Frank !”
  “And have it out !” said Nugent.  “Harry, I know how it looks; but—but I can’t get it, somehow !  There’s some ghastly mistake somewhere—and Colonel Wharton could explain it.  Go to him, and—”
  “Are you mad ?” said Wharton.
  “No, old chap; but I’m cool, and you’re not !” said Frank earnestly.  “I know how you feel—and when a fellow feels like you do now. what he wants to do is to listen to a cool-headed friend and follow his advice.  I’m sure—I’m absolutely convinced—that Colonel Wharton is the man you’ve always believed him to be—and not the man you believe him to be now.  I’d be willing to stake anything on it.”
  Wharton gave a scoffing laugh.
  “Go to him—to the man who calls me a burden—the man who’s fed-up with me, and sick of me !  Go to ask favours !  I’m not a beggar, Frank !”
  “That’s not what I meant.  An explanation—”
  “What is there to explain ?  Even if he’s ashamed of what he wrote, he’s not the man to deny his own hand.  Is he going to explain that he’s got another nephew—that I’ve got a cousin I’ve never heard of !  Don’t be an ass !”
  “No, no !  But—”
  “But what ?” snapped Wharton savagely.
  “I feel sure there’s something in this you don’t understand—something I don’t understand !  I can’t believe—”  Nugent hesitated.  “I’m sure of it, Harry.  And a few words to your uncle—  Go and see him !”
  “I shall never see him again, if I can help it !” said Wharton deliberately.  “I shall not go home—I mean, to Wharton Lodge; I don’t. call it home now—for the Easter holidays.  I shall have sponge on somebody for the hols, like Bunter—or stay at Greyfriars, as Fishy generally does.  I shall never set foot in Wharton Lodge again.”
  “I think you’re wrong, Harry—”
  “Go to him, ask him what he means by calling me a burden, and an ungrateful nephew !” said Wharton, with savage mockery.  “What’s the good ?  Don’t I know what he means ?  We don’t learn; much here that’s of any use; but we learn the plain meaning of plain English, I suppose !”
  “Yes, but—”
  “Yarooooooh !”
  A resounding yell in the passage outside interrupted Nugent.  It was followed by a heavy bump, and another yell.  Then the door of Study No. 1 opened, and Vernon Smith looked in, with a grin on his face.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter’s Little Way !

  HARRY WHARTON turned on the Bounder, with a blaze in his eyes.  Anger and bitterness had been rising in his breast, added to by Nugent’s advice, which, whether good or bad, was unwelcome and unpalatable.  The sight of the Bounder staring into the study, with that grin On his rather sardonic face, fanned his anger to flame.  He made a step towards Herbert Vernon-Smith, his hands clenched.
  “What do you want here, you rotter ?  If you’ve come to give me any more of your impudence, put your hands up at the same time !”
  The Bounder eyed him, with perfect coolness.
  A taunting answer was on his lips, but he restrained it.  The Bounders eyes were keen—very keen.  The passionate anger he could read in Wharton’s face was not all that he could read there.
  “Hold on, Harry !” exclaimed Nugent.  “I think Smithy—”
  “Hang Smithy !  I’m fed-up with Smithy !”  Wharton’s eyes glittered at the cool face of the Bounder.  “If you want what you’ve been asking for, Vernon-Smith, get on with it !  If not, get out of this study !”
  “My dear man—” drawled the Bounder.
  “That’s enough !  Get out !”
  “Harry !”
  “Oh, ring off Nugent !  I tell you I’m fed-up with the cheeky rotter !  What does he want here ?”
  “Nothin’, old bean,” said the Bounder, his eyes curiously on Harry Wharton’s face.  “Only givin’ you a tip—”
  “Bunter—”
  “Hang Bunter, and hang you !”
  “Yow-ow-ow !” came from the passage.  You beast, Smithy !  You know jolly well that I wasn’t listening !  I never heard a word in the study !  I was just stooping to tie my shoelace, you beast !  Wow !”
  Harry Wharton started, and the Bounder laughed.
  “Sorry to butt in where I’m not wanted,” he said, with ironical politeness.  “But if you fellows were discussin’ anythin’ private, you might be glad to know that Bunter had his ear to the keyhole.”
  “I hadn’t !” yelled Bunter from the passage.  “It’s a whopper !  I—I was stooping to pick up a half-a-crown I’d dropped—”
  “Oh !”” breathed Wharton.
  “I found him there when I came up, and shifted him with my boot drawled the Bounder.  “I looked in to tell you—that’s all !”
  He turned and walked away up the Remove passage to his own study.
  “Oh !” repeated Wharton.  He stood as if rooted to the floor.  Outside in the passage Burner was still yelping.  The Bounder had kicked him, and apparently he had kicked hard.  Bunter was feeling hurt.
  “That spying rotter—he’s heard !”  Wharton muttered the words.  “It will be all over the Remove now !  Oh !”
  Nugent, with a grim face, stepped to the door.  Billy Bunter, rubbing the place where the Bounder’s hoof had landed, blinked at him through his big spectacles.
  “I say, old chap, don’t you believe that beast Smithy !” he gasped.
  “You know I’m not the fellow to listen at a door—”
  “You fat rascal !” said Nugent.
  “Oh, really, Franky, old chap !  I never heard a word !  I—I wasn’t anywhere near your door !  I can tell you, I’m awfully sorry for poor old Wharton—frightfully sorry that his uncle’s turned him down, you know !”  Billy Bunter blinked past Nugent at the still figure of the captain of the Remove.  “I—I say, Harry, old chap—nothing to be waxy about !  “I’m jolly sympathetic, I can tell you.  Awfully sorry, and all that !”
  Wharton pushed past Nugent.
  Bunter gave him one startled blink.  The expression on Wharton’s face fairly frightened the fat Owl.  One blink was enough.  With a yelp of terror, Bunter ran for the stairs.
  Wharton made a stride in pursuit, stopped, and turned back.  Kicking the fat Owl was not of much use now.  Bunter, evidently, had been curious, and he had indulged his curiosity in his usual way.  Evidently he had heard all that had been said in Study No. 1.  The Bounder’s arrival on the spot had been too late to prevent that.
  “I’m sorry, old fellow !” muttered Nugent.  “I—I suppose that prying fool heard—”
  “It’s my own fault !” said Wharton bitterly.  “I was a fool to speak about the thing at all.  Well, it will be all over the Remove now—a jolly topic for Skinner and his friends.  Let’s hope they will enjoy it !  My hat !  I don’t know that I shall be sorry, altogether, if I have to get out of Greyfriars at the end of the term.”
  “I—I wish—”
  “You wish I’d take your advice and eat humble-pie to the man who’s turned me down !” exclaimed Wharton savagely.  “Well, I won’t, and that’s that !  I was a fool to tell you !  I might have expected something like that from you !”
  Nugent breathed rather hard.
  “That’s hardly fair,” he said.  “Let it drop.  We can speak of it again some other time.”
  “No need to speak of it again at all.  We’ve talked too much as it is,” growled Wharton.
  There was a tramp of feet on the Remove staircase.  The fellows were coming up to the studies to prep now.  Harold Skinner stopped at the open doorway of Study No. 1, and looked in, with a sour face.
  “Look here, Wharton—” he began.
  “That’s enough !  Get out !”
  “The bill’s not paid yet !”
  “I’ve told you that’s enough !” exclaimed Wharton.  “Another word, and I’ll bang your cheeky head on the door !”
  “If you think—” began Skinner savagely.
   He got no farther.  Wharton’s temper had been sorely tried; and now it boiled over.  He grasped Skinner by the collar, and there was a loud crack as the cad of the Remove’s head came in contact with the door.  And there was a fiendish yell from Skinner.
  “Oh !  Ow !  Yaroooh !  Oooop !”
  “Now leave a fellow alone, unless you want a scrap on your hands !” rapped Wharton.  “If you do, I’m more than ready !”
  Wharton’s hands were up, and his eyes blazing over them.  Several fellows stopped in the passage to stare.  Skinner backed promptly away from the door, rubbing his head, his eyes burning malevolently at the captain of the Remove.
  “You rotten bully !” he panted.
  Wharton shut the door with a bang.
  Frank Nugent sat down quietly to prep.  Wharton followed his example, with a flushed face.  There was silence in the study for some time.  It was not easy for the captain of the Remove to put his mind into work.  And he stirred restlessly, and at last spoke.
  “Frank, old man !”
  Nugent looked up.
  “Don’t mind me, old fellow,” said Wharton.  “I—I’m afraid my temper’s a bit out of hand.  I—I suppose I ought not to have banged that rotter’s napper like that.  But—but I’m worried, old chap.  I’m going to take my bike down to Courtfield to-morrow and sell it for what it will fetch, and settle that confounded bill !  That’s the only way.  And—and—and be as patient as you can, old bean.  I know I’m putting rather a strain on your temper.”
  Nugent smiled.
  “That-’s all right, fathead !  But I wish—”
  “I can’t do as you advised me—I can’t !  I don’t think it would be any good if I did.  Anyhow, I can’t do it.  And—and I’m going to try not to be like a bear with a sore head in the study.
  Prep went on in silence after that.
  When it was finished Frank Nugent rose, and looked inquiringly at his study-mate.
  “Coming down to the Rag ?”
  Wharton shook his head.
  “I think I’ll give jolly old Livy another run,” he said.
  “‘Don’t overdo it, old bean.  Starting a race at top speed isn’t the way to stay the distance.”
  Harry Wharton laughed.
  “I know.  But I’ll pile in, all the same.  You leave me to it.”
  “Rot !  I’ll help.”
  “My dear chap—”
  “Two heads are thicker than one,” said Nugent, with a grin.  “Let’s dig into the jolly old bosh together.  I’ll chuck it as soon as it makes my head ache.”
  There was a heavy tramp of feet outside, and the door was hurled open, and Bob Cherry’s ruddy face looked m.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  You men coming down ?”
  “Not yet.  We’re doing some Livy,” said Frank.
  “Some what ?” roared Bob.
  “Livy.”
  “Oh, help !”
  And Bob tramped on and left them to it.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
News for the Remove !

  HERBERT VERNON-SMITH strolled into the Rag with his hands in his pockets, and lounged across to the fire.
  There were a good many Remove men in the Rag after prep.  Three members of the famous Co. were there in a group with Peter Todd, Squiff, Tom Brown, Mark Linley, and others of the footballing fraternity, talking about the Redclyffe match of the day before.  That football match was a very live topic in the Remove.  Skinner and his friends, who took very little interest in games, as a rule, were keenly interested in that particular match.  They even regretted that they had not taken the trouble to go over to Redclyffe to see it played, as they certainly would have done had they foreseen that trouble would occur.
  Smithy’s goal was the subject of hot discussion in the Remove.  The dispute in the brake coming home, which had nearly led to “scrapping,” was also a matter of great interest.
  It looked like serious trouble between the captain of the Form and the Bounder, and that prospect was quite a delightful one to the amiable Skinner.  Skinner Co. were always up against the captain of the Remove.  But they were negligible members of the Form, and Wharton regarded them with a contempt he was hardly at the pains to conceal.
  The Bounder was a fellow of a very different order—a great man at games, an almost indispensable member of the Form Eleven, and the only fellow in the Remove who, if he had thought of “giving Wharton a fall,” as Skinner expressed it, had a chance of success.  And at the merest hint of trouble, Skinner & Co. were ready to back up the Bounder, or anybody else who was likely to serve their turn.  Skinner had made many sarcastic remarks about fellows being threatened with the “sack” from the team for taking goals.  He was whole-heartedly on the Bounder’s side, though probably Smithy was not very proud of such support.
  Vernon-Smith listened for a few moments to the remarks of the footballers, without making any remark himself, which was rather surprising, for Bob Cherry and the rest were discussing his play in far from complimentary terms.  It would have been like the Bounder to weigh in with some sardonic sneer, instead of which he lounged over to the fire, and dropped into a vacant chair with a thoughtful expression on his rather hard face.  Tom Redwing joined him, glad and relieved to see his chum in an unusually peaceable mood.
  “Wharton’s not come down, Reddy,” remarked the Bounder.
  Redwing glanced round the room.
  “No, he assented.”
  “I hear that he’s started swottin’.”
  “I’ve heard so, too,” said Redwing, with a smile.
  “What’s the matter with the chap, Reddy ?” asked the Bounder, in a low voice.
  Redwing stared.
  “Is anything the matter with him ?” he asked.
  “You haven’t noticed it asked Smithy, with a touch of sarcasm.
  “He seems to be a bit out of temper lately,” said Redwing.  “I dare say that affair of Skinner’s bike is worrying him.  Skinner makes himself as unpleasant as he can about it.”
  “That isn’t all.”  The Bounder pursed his lips thoughtfully.  “I was rather keen on makin’ it clear to him that his jolly old tantrums wouldn’t go down in the Remove.  But if a man’s in real trouble, a fellow doesn’t want to take it out of him.”
  “What trouble could Wharton be in ?” asked Redwing, in astonishment.
  “Ask me another.  Something’s up.  I saw it in his face when I looked into his study before prep.  It’s not only his silly temper.  If it was only that, I’d find it rather amusin’ to draw him, and see him make a fool of himself.  But what the dooce can have hit him, Reddy ?”
  “Goodness knows—if anything has !”
  The Bounder said no more on the subject, but he remained in a very thoughtful mood.  Billy Bunter rolled into the Rag, and blinked round him through his big spectacles.
  “I say, you fellows, is Wharton here ?” asked Bunter.
  “Wharton’s swotting in his study,” said Skinner, with a laugh.  “Settin’ us all a good example, old fat bean !  I hear he’s taken up Livy.  That will give him a leg-up with Quelch.”
  “Greasing up to the beaks,” said Snoop, with a sniff.
  “Prize-hunting, I suppose,” said Bolsover major.  “Catch me mugging up Livy for a rotten prize.”
  “He, he, he !” chuckled Bunter.  “ ’Tain’t prize-hunting, or greasing up to Quelch, you fellows.  He’s up against it.”
  “What do you mean, you fat owl ?” asked Bolsover major, with a stare.
  “I’m awfully sorry for the chap,” said Banter commiseratingly.  “He’s rather a bad-tempered beast, and a bit of a rotter, and all that, but when a man’s down on his luck, you know—”
  “Is Wharton down on his luck ?” asked Skinner.
  “Well, when a fellow’s dependent on a relation, and the relation turns him down, you know—”
  “What is the fat idiot burbling about now ?” asked Stott.
  “And when he’s got to leave at the end of the term—” continued Bunter.
  “What ?”
  That is, unless he can bag a scholarship, like Linley, and stay on—”
  “Wharton bag a scholarship !” ejaculated Bolsover major.
  “He, he, he ! That’s what he’s taken up swotting for.  Fancy Wharton sapping like Linley !” chuckled Bunter.  “There’s one of the Founder’s scholarships going next term, and Wharton’s after it.  He, he, he !”
  Not only Skinner & Co., but a good many other fellows were interested in Bunter’s remarks now.  This was news for the Remove.  Bunter rather prided himself on getting news before the other fellows; and there was no doubt, that owing to his peculiar methods of acquiring information, he was often first in the field.
  “The fact is, Wharton’s told me all about it,” explained Bunter.  “He confided in me, you know, and—and asked my advice.  He’s frightfully cut up at his uncle calling him a burden, and all that.  Got his back up to an awful extent—”
  “You fat piffler !” exclaimed Bob Cherry, striding over to the Owl of the Remove, his face red with wrath.  “What the thump do you mean ?”
  “Oh. really. Cherry—”
  “Here. you let him get on with it !” exclaimed Skinner, deeply interested now.  “Tell us all about it, Bunter.”
  “Wharton told me all about it; at least, I was present when he told Nugent—”
  “With a door and a keyhole between—what ?” asked the Bounder.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Oh, really. Smithy—”
  “Get on with it. Bunter !” exclaimed Snoop.
  “You see, it’s like this,” explained Bunter.  “Old Wharton seems to have told young Wharton that he was fed-up with him, and wasn’t going to stand him any longer, and told him that he could jolly well shift for himself.  Told him he was an ungrateful nephew, and that he was done with him, and—and that he could go and eat coke.”
  “Yes; I fancy I can hear Colonel Wharton putting it like that !” remarked Peter Todd.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Well, perhaps they weren’t the exact words, but that’s what it comes to,” said Bunter; “and Wharton said that the old blighter could do as he jolly well liked and be blowed to him, and—Yarooooooh !”
  Billy Bunter’s interesting tale was interrupted by a grip on the back of his collar.  He blinked in alarm at Bob Cherry’s red, excited face.
  Ow !  Leggo !” he roared.
  “You fat fibber—”
  “Ow !  Wow !  Make him leggo, you fellows !” howled Bunter.
   “Look here, leave Bunter alone !” exclaimed Skinner.
  Bob Cherry did not heed Skinner.  With a grasp of iron on Bunter’s collar he yanked him to the door of the Rag.  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh opened the door.
  Thud !
  “Whoop !” roared Bunter, as Bob’s heavy foot landed and he fairly flew out of the Rag.
  There was a bump and a yell outside.  Hurree Singh, with a dusky grin, closed the door on Bunter.
  “You cheeky ass !” exclaimed Skinner.  “What the thump right have you to turn a fellow out of the Rag, I’d like to know.”
  “Do you want to go after Bunter the same way ?” demanded Bob.
  “Look here—”
  “If you don’t you’d better shut up !”
  The door of the Rag re-opened, and a fat face and a large pair of spectacles glimmered in.
  “I say, you fellows—”
  The Bounder’s hand jerked up with a hassock in it.  The hassock flew with deadly aim.
  “Yooooop !”
  Bunter disappeared again.  This time he stayed disappeared
 !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Taking The Plunge !

  HARRY WHARTON noticed—he could hardly have helped noticing—that Remove fellows regarded him with unusual interest the following day.  He had quite expected it, after learning that Billy Bunter had overheard his talk with Nugent in the study.
  Bunter was not the fellow to keep such an item of news to himself.  Rather was he the fellow to shout it from the house-tops.
  Wharton, as captain of the Remove, filled a prominent place in the eyes of the Form.  Fellows had been keenly interested in his little trouble with the Bounder, and speculated whether it would go any further; some of them hoping that it would.  But they were still more keenly interested to hear that the captain of the Form was “up against it” to so serious an extent that he might have to leave the school.
  Skinner remarked that there would be plenty of dry eyes if he went.  But Skinner spoke only for himself and a very few others.  All the fellows were interested in the revelation, but most hoped that it was only some more of Bunter’s “rot”; Bunter being well known as a purveyor of startling news that was generally unfounded.  And if it turned out to be true, most of the Remove were ready to sympathise.  Even some fellows who generally followed Skinner’s lead had no desire to score over a fellow who was down.
  “If it’s true, I’m jolly sorry !” Bolsover major declared.  “Wharton’s a bit uppish, in my opinion, and he never gives a man a chance in the matches—or hardly ever.  But if he’s got it in the neck I’m sorry, and I shall jolly well tell him so, too.”
  “Guard with your left when you tell him suggested Skinner.
  “Eh, what ?” Bolsover stared.  “What do you mean, you ass ?”
  Skinner grinned.
  “I mean what I say, old bean !  Guard with your left when you tell his Magnificent Mightiness that you’re sorry for him.  His thanks for your jolly old sympathy may take the form of a biff on the boko.
  When the Remove gathered at their Form-room door for first school Harry Wharton was only too conscious of what was in the thoughts of most of the fellows.
  His own face was impassive.
  Wharton had been hard hit, as the keen-eyed Bounder had discerned, but he was not the man to wear his heart on his sleeve for daws to peck at.
  It was bitterly irritating to him for his personal affairs to be the talk of the Form; but no topic lasted long in the Lower School. and he could only hope that something else would turn up soon to take the attention of the Remove from him.
  Certainly he was not the follow to ask for sympathy, or to want it; or even, perhaps, to accept it very civilly if offered.
  His own friends had not spoken to him about the matter yet, though .they were feeling troubled and uneasy.  If they expected him to speak first, they were disappointed.  Only Nugent knew how matters stood; the rest of the Co. only knew what Bunter was tattling up and down the Form.  But all the Co. remembered that Wharton had had some sort of a shock the day his uncle had visited him at Greyfriars, and they were worried.  And it was no secret that he had failed to get the five pounds he needed from his uncle, and that Skinner’s little bill was still hanging about unpaid.
  The captain of the Remove did not seem to see the curious glances that were cast at him, or to hear two or three rather audible whispers among the juniors.  But he was glad when Mr. Quelch came along and opened the Form-room door and they went in to class.
  Mr. Quelch was very pleased with his head boy that morning.  It was usual to hand out a pretty good construe; he was no slacker, either in class or out.  But on this particular morning, his “con” was absolutely faultless, and showed that he must have worked hard in prep.  Which was sufficiently uncommon in the Remove to please the Remove master, and Mr. Quelch gave Wharton some very warm words of commendation.
  “Smug !” murmured Skinner to Snoop.
  “Beastly sap !” agreed Snoop.
  “Looks as if Bunter’s right, and he’s after that schol !” grinned Skinner.  “Fancy our high-and-mighty Form captain sapping for a schol !  Thus are the mighty fallen !”
  And Sidney James Snoop giggled.
  When the Remove were dismissed for break, Harry Wharton stayed behind to speak to his Form master.  That was not uncommon, as head boy often had some matter of duty to discuss with his Form master; but on this occasion it was quite another matter.  Mr. Quelch, with that excellent “con” in his memory, gave him a very kind glance as he stopped at the high desk.
  “What is it, Wharton ?” he asked.
  “May I have my name put down for the vacant Founders’ Scholarship next; term, sir ?” asked Harry.
  Mr. Quelch started a little.
  “You desire to enter for it, Wharton ?”
  “Yes, sir.”
  “The examination will take place during the Easter vacation.  You have not left yourself a great deal of time to prepare for it—and it is a very difficult examination.”
  “I know, sir !  But with your permission—”
  “I am very glad to see one of my boys desirous of gaining such a distinction,” said Mr. ‘Quelch graciously.  “But—”  He paused and coughed, “you are aware, Wharton, that the object of these Founders’ Scholarships is chiefly to assist poor scholars—though the rule is not strictly adhered to.”
  “Yes. sir.”
  “If, therefore, you are merely seeking a distinction. which I am very glad to see, I should rather recommend you to enter for something else—such as the headmaster’s Latin prize—as you are in no need—”
  “I am in need, sir,” said Harry quietly, but with a spot of colour in his cheeks.
  Mr. Quelch started a little.
  “I do not quite understand, Wharton !”
  “There’s been a change, sir-a—a—a change at—at home.”  Wharton’s tongue jibbed at the word; he no longer looked on Colonel Wharton’s house as his home.  “I shall not be able to remain at Greyfriars, sir, if it depends on Colonel Wharton to keep me here.”
  “Bless my soul !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, shocked and distressed.  “Is that really the case, Wharton ?”
  “Yes, sir !”
  Mr. Quelch looked at him hard.
  “I saw Colonel Wharton last Saturday, he said.  I spoke to him for a few minutes.  He gave me no hint of this.”
  Wharton breathed a little hard.
  “He has not told me his intentions, sir !  But—there has been a change, as I said—and even if he wishes to continue to pay my fees here, I could not possibly go on being a—a burden to him.”
  “I am very sorry to hear this,” said Mr. Quelch, gravely.  “In these circumstances, my boy, I approve heartily of your entering for the Founders’ Scholarship.  I should be extremely sorry to lose you—very sorry indeed.  I will give in your name to-day; and any assistance in my power, I shall be only too pleased to render.”
  Thank you, sir.  You’re very kind,” said Harry.  And he left the Form room, feeling rather lighter at heart now that the die was cast.  Mr. Quelch was left looking very thoughtful.
  “I say, you fellows !”  Wharton heard Billy Bunter’s fat voice as he came down the corridor.  “I tell you it’s jolly well true !  Only yesterday, he was after my postal order—”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at !  I can jolly well tell you it’s true !  I told him there was nothing doing !  The fact is, he’s ungrateful—his own uncle said so—”
  “Look out. you ass !” muttered Skinner, catching sight of the captain of the Remove coming away from the Form room.  “Here he comes ?”
  Oh crikey Billy Bunter spun round in alarm.  I—I say, Wharton, old chap, I—I wasn’t saying—”
  Harry Wharton passed on, apparently blind and deaf.  And Billy Bunter, already squirming in anticipation of the kick he so richly deserved, gasped with relief.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Smithy !

  “ROT !”
  “My dear chap—”
  “Rot !” repeated Harry Wharton.
  He was frowning.
  The Famous Five were gathered in Study No. 1 to tea.  Bob Cherry was not, perhaps, wholly pleased and gratified to hear his remarks characterised as “rot.”  But the cheery smile remained unchanged on his ruddy face.  Now that the Co. knew that their chum and leader was in deep waters, they were prepared to bear with him with exemplary patience.
  Even Johnny Bull, who was not famous for tact, was very tactful now.  If Wharton wanted to blow off steam, as Bob had said privately to his friends, why not let the old fellow blow it off ?  If a fellow who was up against it couldn’t slang his own pals as a relief to his feelings, whom could he slang ?  That was Bob’s cheery view, and his comrades agreed.
  “Not at all, old nut,” said Bob.  “Leave this to your Uncle Robert.”
  “Rot !”
  “The rotfulness is not terrific, my esteemed and absurd Wharton,” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur.  “I am in full agreement with the esteemed Bob’s ludicrous suggestion.”
  “Same here !” said Johnny Bull.  “Why not ?”
  “I think it’s a good idea Harry,” said Frank.  “If you take your bike down to a dealer in Courtfield, it will go for next to nothing.”
  “So long as there’s enough to pay Skinner’s bill, that’s all right,” answered Harry.
  “There mayn’t be !” said Bob.  “It’s quite easy to give fifteen pounds for a bike; but it’s not so easy to sell it second-hand for five.”
  “That’s so agreed Johnny Bull.  “Besides, a study auction is one of our jolly old customs here.  Fellows who are leaving always hold a leaving sale.”
  “I’m not leaving—yet, at all events,” said Harry, curtly.
  “I don’t mean that, ass !  Don’t be touchy,” said Johnny, with a momentary forgetfulness of his new acquirement of tact.”
  Wharton’ s lips set.
  Three fellows gave Johnny Bull warning glares.  Johnny remembered.
  “I—I didn’t mean -that, old chap !” he said hastily.  “Did I say touchy ?  I never meant touchy !  I—I meant—”  He stammered a little.
  “Oh, don’t worry !” said Wharton, forcing a laugh.  “I dare say I’m touchy.  I’ve been told so pretty often, and once more won’t hurt.”
  “Well, I mean, when a fellow’s hard up, it’s not uncommon to sell things in the studies,” said Johnny Bull.  “Smithy had a sale once when he was in his pater’s black books and the tips didn’t come in.  Why, I’ve heard that old Mauly once called in old Lazarus from Courtfield to buy things when he was hard up.  Not that I mean you’re hard up, old bean !” added Johnny hurriedly, fearing that he had put his foot in it again.
  “I am hard up,” said Harry calmly, “as hard up as a fellow could be, I think.  It’s no secret now that Bunter has babbled it all over the Remove.  But—”
  “Well, then, take my tip and let’s hold an auction in the Rag,” said Bob.  “We could put a reserve price on the bike, so that it won’t go for less than you could get from a dealer.  With the summer coming on, lots of fellow will be keen on bagging a good bike cheap.  I’ve heard Smithy saying that he was getting a new bike for next term—”
  “Bother Smithy !”
  “Mauly wants a new bike, since he lent his jigger to Bunter,” went on Bob.  “Any man who lends a jigger to Bunter wants a new bike.  There’ll be lots of offers.  Leave it to me.  I rather fancy myself as a jolly old auctioneer.”
  “It’s a rotten idea” said Wharton, frowning.  “A fellow doesn’t want to advertise to the whole school that he’s up against it.”
  Well, if you sell your bike in Courtfield, it comes to the same thing,” said Johnny Bull.  “Fellows won’t think you’ve sold it because you’ve got lots of money.”
  Wharton stared at Johnny Bull for a moment, and then burst into a laugh.
  “Well, that’s so,” he said.  ” I suppose I may as well own up that I’d be glad to get more for it than a dealer would be likely to give.  I’m not getting any allowance now—”  He broke off sharply.  “Have it your own way, if you like, Bob—  I leave it you.”
  “Right-ho !” said Bob.  “I’ll jolly well bag nine or ten quid for that jigger—a good many fellows might go to that.”
  “No such luck, I’m afraid—but we’ll hope for the best,” said Harry.  “Anyhow, it’s in your hands now.”
  After tea three of the juniors went down; but Frank Nugent lingered.  Wharton was getting out his books.  “Swotting” was now the order of the day in Study No. 1.  Now that Wharton was definitely down for a difficult examination, due in a few weeks, he had no time to waste and he did not mean to waste any.
  Harry, old chap—did you mean that about your allowance asked Frank.  “Isn’t your uncle—”
  “I’ve written to him that I shan’t need it any more,” said Harry.
  “But—you do need it.”
  “Not from him !”
  “A fellow doesn’t need to spend a lot of money here,” said Frank.  “But-a fellow must have some, Harry !”
  “I can manage—especially if old Bob gets a good price for that jigger—as thinks.  I can make it last.  If I get that schol. for next term, I shall pull through all right.  A cash allowance goes along with it—same as Linley has.”
  “I—I can’t help thinking that there’s some wretched mistake somewhere, Harry, and that your uncle never meant—”
  Wharton’s face hardened.
  “Chuck it, Frank,” he said.
  He turned to his books, and Frank Nugent followed his friends from the study.  Bob Cherry had gone down to the Rag, where he was already busy with pen and paper.  Having drawn up a notice to his satisfaction, Bob pinned it on the door of the Rag, for all the Remove, and other Lower School fellows to read at their leisure.  A little later a crowd of juniors were reading it.
“NOTICE !
AUCTION SALE IN THE RAG !
FIRST-RATE BIKE, GOOD AS NEW !

The above sale will be held in the Rag after prep,
and all Greyfriars is invited to roll up and bid.

AUCTIONEER: R. CHERRY.
N.B. The bike can be seen in the shed at any time before lock-up.
P.S.—It is Wharton’s bike.”

  “I say, you fellows, Wharton’s selling his jigger !” chortled Billy Bunter.  “What did I tell you fellows ?”
  “If you have tears, prepare to shed them now, my beloved ’earers,” said Skinner.  “Sic transit gloria mundi—thus does a potent panjandrum come a jolly old cropper !”
  “Must be up against it, if he’s selling his jigger,” said Bolsover major.  “Sorry for the chap.”
  “I jolly well shan’t buy it,” said Bunter positively.  “I’d have seen him through, you know, if he’d been civil.  But chucking cushions at a chap—”
  “He won’t be frightfully keen on a bid from you, old fat bean,” said Peter Todd.  “He would hardly let it go for twopence.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Oh, really, Toddy—”
  “And if he would, who’d lend Bunter the tuppence ?” asked Skinner.
  “Beast !”
  “It’s a jolly good bike,” remarked Hazeldene.  “I’m jolly well going to bid.  If it goes for two or three pounds—  Hallo, Smithy !  Looking to bag a jigger cheap ?”
  The Bounder strolled into the rag.  He joined the little crowd staring at Bob Cherry’s notice.  He whistled softly.
  “Well, I want a new bike,” he said.  Might go to a fiver, perhaps.”
  Herbert Vernon-Smith strolled out of the Rag again.  His face was very thoughtful as he went up to the Remove passage.  Tom Redwing met him on the Remove landing.
  “Aren’t you coming out, Smithy ?” he asked.
  I’ve got to speak to Wharton first.”
  Redwing frowned.
  “Look here, Smithy, let him alone !  It’s pretty clear now that the chap’s down on his luck.  Let’s get out.”
  The Bounder gave his chum a rather, curious look.
  “I’ve got to speak to his nibs.  I’ve heard that he’s thinking of chucking me out of the Rookwood match when it comes along as he was not satisfied with my game at Redclyffe the other day.”
  “Serve you jolly well right if he does,” said Redwing, more sharply than it was his wont to speak to his chum.  “Let him alone, anyhow.”
  “Rats !” said the Bounder, and he went on to Study No. 1.
  Redwing, with a very uneasy face, followed him up the passage.
  The Bounder stopped at No. 1 and looked in.  Harry Wharton was hard at work.  He looked up for a moment, and then went on with Titus Livius, ignoring the junior in the doorway.
  “Busy ?” asked Smithy blandly.
  “ Yes !” answered Harry, without looking up again.
  “Don’t want to be interrupted ?”
  “No !”
  “Especially by me ! grinned Smithy.
  “Exactly !”
  “Well, I haven’t much to say—”
  “Go and say it to somebody else, whatever it is.”
  “Somebody else wouldn’t do !  Somebody else isn’t captain of the Remove.”
  Wharton gave him an impatient stare.
  “About that goal I kicked at Redclyffe—” resumed Vernon-Smith.
  “For goodness’ sake, let’s hear the end of that !” exclaimed Wharton.  I’m fed-up with it, and with you.  Cut !”
  “I hear that you’re thinking of chucking me out of the Rookwood fixture—”
  That’s no secret !”
  “Oh, quite !  Well, if you do—”  The Bounder paused.
  “Well, if I do ?” said Wharton, with an unaccustomed sneer.  “If I do, what are you going to do about it, confound your impudence ?”
  “Nothin’ !” said the Bounder lightly.  “If you do, old bean, you’ll be doin” exactly what I should do in your place, if I were football captain, and a man played the goat as I did at Redclyffe.”
  “Eh !”  Wharton stared.  “What ?”
  Tom Redwing, in the passage, stared, too.  This was not what he had expected from the Bounder of Greyfriars.  Certainly Wharton had not expected it.  He could only stare at the Bounder.
  “I was rather an ass,” said Smithy calmly.  “I played the goat and might have lost the match for the side.  It was no thanks to me that we drew with Redclyffe—that goal was the rottenest fluke I ever saw.  But I needn’t tell you that—you know it !  I’m sorry I played the
fool.”
  “Oh !” said Wharton blankly.
  “If you chuck me out. of the Rookwood game, I shan’t kick !  But if you like to put me down to play, I’ll give you my word not to play the goat again.  That’s all !” said the Bounder.
  He turned and walked away with Redwing. before the astonished captain of the Remove could make any rejoinder.  Tom’s face was bright as he went down the Remove staircase with his chum.  He was as astonished as Wharton; though he realised, on reflection, that it was just like Smithy !

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
“Sale Now On !”

  “BANG !
  “What the thump—”
  “Only that ass Cherry—”
  Bang !
  The poker in the vigorous hand of Robert Cherry represented, apparently, the auctioneer’s hammer.  It came down on the table in the Rag with a resounding bang.
  There was a crowd in the Rag after prep.  The Remove had rolled up, almost, to the last man; for the auction.  Harry Wharton was not present; the auction was left in the capable hands of Bob Cherry, and Harry had no desire to witness the proceedings.
  The auction of the bike confirmed—if confirmation was needed—the tale told by Billy Bunter.  All the Remove knew that the Form captain was up against it.  It was known now than his name was down for the Founders’ Scholarship next term—an explanation of his new and surprising stunt of “swotting.”  In most of the fellows’ homes, money was “tight” in these days; there were arguments—even heated arguments—from parents, about the many items that came under the head of “extras” in the school bills.  But if Wharton was so severely “up against it” that he could only stay on by getting a “schol,” it was something more than a pinch at home—it was something like disaster.  There was plenty of sympathy—though fellows were rather wary of expressing it.  Skinner’s warning to Bolsover major to “guard with his left” if he sympathised with Wharton was not wholly unnecessary.
  Certainly the captain of the Remove did not want compassion, and preferred not to be given even sympathy.  His pride, which had always been high, was higher now than ever—and though he was not exactly looking for offences, he was undoubtedly in a touchy temper.  A hint of patronage was enough to make his temper flame; and the dividing line between sympathy and patronage was not always clearly marked.  Most fellows realised that was better to mind their own business and to leave Wharton to mind his.
  Several fellows, however, had determined to bid for the bike, not so much because they wanted a bike, as to help on the sale; with the idea of helping a lame dog over a stile.
  Other fellows, as well as Remove men, were in the Rag; Temple, Dabney and Co; of the Fourth, and Hobson and some of his friends of the Shell.  “Auctions” were not uncommon; every fellow who left held a leaving sale, at which uncommonly good prices were often given for articles of which the value was a little dubious.  Billy Bunter had held a sale, once, in Study No. 7; though as most of the articles he disposed of did not belong to him, there had been a lot of trouble afterwards.  A sale in the Rag was sufficient to draw a crowd; and the room was unusually well filled when Bob Cherry banged the poker on the table as a signal that proceedings were about to proceed.
  Bang, bang, bang !
  “Chuck that fearful row, you ass !” howled Temple of the Fourth.
  “Yaas, for goodness’ sake, draw it mild, old bean !” exclaimed Lord Mauleverer, stopping his noble ears.
  Bang, bang !


  “Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen !” roared Bob Cherry.  He stood on a chair, by way of a rostrum.  “Gentlemen—”
  “Cut it short !” suggested Skinner.
  “Gentlemen, sportsmen, and Skinner—” recommenced Bob.
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Why, you cheeky rotter—” howled Skinner.
  “Gentlemen, most of you have read the notice on the door,” said the auctioneer.  “The sale is now about to take place.  I am offering a bike—gent’s bike—in splendid condition, completely renovated since last being lent to Billy Bunter—”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Oh, really, Cherry—”
  “Gent’s bike, two speeds, free wheel, check action.  A1 at Lloyd’s—”
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “What offers for this splendid bike, gentlemen, chaps, and fellows ?  I can recommend this bike.  I would buy it myself if I had any money.  Did you say forty pounds. Temple ?”
  Great pip !  No, I jolly well didn’t !” gasped Temple of the Fourth.  “Forty bob if you like.”
  “I am waiting for offers for this splendid, magnificent, splendacious jigger, gentlemen.  Don ‘t all speak at once.”
  “Five bob,” said Skinner.
  “Kick Skinner, somebody—”
  “Yarooh !  You rotten, cheeky beast, Bull—”
  “Quid !” said Bolsover major.
  “Gentlemen, I am offered one quid for this munificent—I mean magnificent—bicycle.  What do you say, Fry ?”
  “Nothing, old bean, answered Fry.
  “Thirty bob,” said Hazeldene.
  “Thirty bob I am offered.”  Bang, bang !  Bob Cherry was warming to the work, and the poker was considerably in evidence.  What advance on thirty bob, gents ?”
  “Thirty-five !” said Dabney of the Fourth.
  “Bang, bang !”
  “Good !  I’ll be glad to have it at thirty-five bob,” said Dabney.
  “Eh ?  It’s not sold yet, ass !” answered the auctioneer.
  “It jolly well is !  You’ve knocked it down to me !” exclaimed Dabney warmly.
  “I haven’t, you fathead !  Next offer—”
  “You silly ass, what are you banging for if you haven’t knocked it down ?  Auctioneers bang when the sale’s over.”
  Bang, bang, bang !
  Bob Cherry’s idea seemed to be that the auctioneer’s hammer furnished an accompaniment to his remarks.
  “Shut up, Dabney !  What advance on thirty-five bob ?”
  “Two quid !” said Hobson of the Shell.
  “Two quid I am offered !  Going at two quid—going—going—  What did you say, Ogilvy ?”
  “I said you were kicking up a fearful row, old bean.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Order !  Members of the public are not allowed to interrupt the auction with frivolous remarks !  Gentlemen, roll up and bid !  This is not a common or garden bike that I am offering for sale; it’s a jigger that’s worth any fellow’s while—two speeds, batteries complete, tunes in to any station by a mere flick of the dial—”
  “Oh, great pip !  Does the fathead think he’s selling a wireless set ?” ejaculated Temple.
  Ha, ha, ha !”
  “I say, you fellows, I’m having that bike !  Not that I really want a bike, you know; but I’m going to help poor old Wharton now he’s down on his luck.”
  “Shut up, Bunter !”
  Five pounds !” squeaked Bunter.
  “Where’s the five pounds, you fat idiot ?” roared the auctioneer, with a devastating glare at the Owl of the Remove.
  “Oh, really Cherry !  I’m expecting a postal order—”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Kick Bunter, one of you fellows !”
  Whoooop !”
  “Gentlemen, I am offered two pounds for this magnificacious bike !  What advance on two miserable pounds for a bike worth fifteen ?  Did you say two pound-ten, Russell ?”
  “I jolly well didn’t !”
  “Then shut up !  Gentlemen—”
  “Three quids !” said Hoskins of the Shell.
  “Good !  We’re getting on,” said the auctioneer.  “Three quids I am offered for this unequalled, first-class, splendacious jigger !”
  Bang. bang, bang !
  What did you say, Manly ?”
  “Oh dear !  I said I’d scrag you if you didn’t ease off with that poker.”
  “You silly chump !  Next offer—”
  “Three-ten !” said Stewart of the Shell.
  Three-ten—three-ten !  Going at three-ten !  Is that Fishy there ?  Fishy, what offer are you making for this splendid bike ?  You’re a business man and an American, so you naturally want to get in on the ground floor.  What are you offering for this bike ?”
  “Nix, I guess !” answered Fisher T. Fish.
  “Kick, Fishy, one of you chaps !”
  “Yoop !  Jerusalem crickets !  I guess— Yarooooop !”
  Bang, bang !
  “Gentlemen, we’re losing time !  What advance on three pounds ten shillings for this muniferous bike ?” roared the auctioneer.
  There was a pause in the proceedings.  Three pounds ten shillings was not a large sum for the article offered, but it was a large sum for most Remove fellows.  Lower Fourth financial resources were limited.
  The Bounder was leaning on the mantelpiece, his hands in his pockets, and he had not spoken yet.  Lord Mauleverer was sitting on the end of the table, with a thoughtful expression on his face.
  Now, as there was a pause—fi1led in by vigorous bangs of the poker—the Bounder chipped in.
  Four pounds !
  “Five !” said Lord Mauleverer
  “Six !” said Vernon-Smith.
  “Seven !” said Mauly.
  “Thank goodness, we’re going at last chuckled the auctioneer.  “Gentlemen, I am offered seven pounds for this magnificent, munificent, marvelious jigger !  Who’s going over seven pounds ?”  Going—going—”
  “Eight !” said Smithy.
  “Nine !” said Lord Mauleverer.
  “Ten !”
  “Twelve !”
  There was a buzz of keen interest in the crowded Rag.  Bids were getting far beyond the resources of the juniors now.  Only Smithy and Lord Mauleverer were able to go into these figures.
  Bob Cherry was grinning with glee.  He had hoped that the price would run up as far as ten pounds—which would have been a pretty good price for a bike, which, although well cared for by its owner, was, after all, a second-hand jigger.  But the ten pound mark was passed now, and the bids were approaching the original cost of the machine.
  “Twelve quids I am offered by a jolly old Peer of the Realm,” said the auctioneer.
  Bang, bang, bang !
  What advance on twelve quids ?”
  “Thirteen said Vernon-Smith.
  Tom Redwing gave his chum a curious look.  The Bounder’s face was expressionless.
  “Thirteen’s an unlucky number for you, Mauly, if Smithy gets this splendacious jigger !” roared the auctioneer.  Going—going—”
  “Fourteen !” said Lord Mauleverer.  “I’m not goin’ to be beaten, dash it !  Fourteen quids, old bean !”
  “Fifteen !” said Vernon-Smith.
  “Bravo, Smithy !  Go it, Mauly !”
  “Play up, Manly !” roared the juniors, keenly interested in the contest between his lordship and the Bounder.  “Don’t let Smithy beat you, Mauly !”
  “No fear !” said Lord Mauleverer, “I’m frightfully keen on baggin’ that bike !  My jigger’s never been the same since I lent it to Bunter—”
  “Oh, really, Mauly—”
  “Going—going—”  Bang, bang, bang !
  “Sixteen !” said Lord Mauleverer.
  “Seventeen !” said Herbert Vernon-Smith.
  “Eighteen !” said Lord Mauleverer.  “No—hold on a minute !  I forget whether I’ve got enough tin.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Buck up, fathead !”
  Lord Mauleverer extracted his Russia-leather note-case from his pocket, and examined the contents.  It was well filled with currency notes.  Except for the Bounder, Lord Mauleverer was the only fellow in the Remove who carried a note-case wadded with those useful slips of paper.  Still, even in Mauly’s case there was a limit.
  Oh gad !” said Mauleverer, “I shall have to make it seventeen pounds ten !  That’s my limit.”
  “Eighteen said the Bounder coolly.
  “Gentlemen eighteen pounds I am offered for this splendacious jigger !  What advance on eighteen pounds ?  Going—going at eighteen pounds—”
  The auctioneer paused.  But there was no further bid.  Any fellow who offered more than eighteen pounds for a jigger that had originally cost fifteen, had, in the general opinion, more money than sense.  A fellow like Smithy, who had heaps of money, and who hated to be beaten in any contest into which he entered, might do it—but nobody else was likely to follow his example.
  “Going—going at eighteen pounds—going—going—GONE !”  The poker banged on the table.  “Gentlemen, this magnificent bike is knocked down to Smithy for the sum of eighteen pounds.”
  “Fools and their money are soon parted !” remarked Skinner.
  “Shut up, Skinner !”
  Bang !  Bob Cherry gave a final bang with the poker in sheer exuberance of spirits, and jumped down.
  “Smithy, old bean, the bike’s yours !  Squeeze out the quids, old nut.”
  Many eyes were on the Bounder as he extracted three five-pound notes and three pound notes from a case that still contained some of both, and handed them over to the auctioneer.  The sale was over—the most surprising and successful sale that ever had been held in the Rag.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

  TRAMP !
  Harry Wharton laid down his pen, pushed Livy away, and rose from the study table as there was a heavy tramp of feet outside Study No 1.
  He had been swotting hard, and had almost forgotten the sale that was to take place in the Rag after prep.  But the tramp of feet outside the study reminded him.
  The door burst open, as if a battering ram had struck it.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !” roared Bob Cherry.
  Bob tramped in with a tramp reminiscent of the “huge, earth-shaking beast” in Macaulay.  Nugent and Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh followed him in with smiling faces.  The Co. had good news for the fellow who was down on his luck, and they were glad to be the bearers of it.
  Wharton smiled faintly.  He was tired, and a little dispirited, and it did him good to see the cheery faces of his friends.  Wharton had never been a slacker in class, but swotting for an examination was a different matter, and there was no doubt that it did not agree with him.
  “You can chuck jolly old Livy now, old bean,” boomed Bob.  “It’s dorm in a quarter of an hour, anyhow !  We’ve had the sale.”
  “The salefulness was terrific !” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  “The esteemed Bob is a terrific and preposterous auctioneer.”
  “Well, I fancy I can push a sale all right !” said Bob. rather complacently.  “I can tell you I made the men buck up !  We’ve sold the jolly old jigger, Wharton.”
  “Good !” said Harry.
  “You’ll never guess what I’ve bagged for it !” grinned Bob.
  “If you’ve bagged five quids, old chap, I shall be satisfied,” said Harry.  “That’s all I really want.”
Bob Cherry chuckled.
“Guess a-gain he said.
“Well. if it’s more than that-, the more _the merrier.” said Wharton.  “The fact is, the jigger was practically as good as new, and a fellow who really wanted one. would not lose by going up to ten quids.  Not that you’ve got ten, of course.”
  “Ha, ha, ha !  Guess again !”
  Wharton stared.
  “Not more than ten, surely ?” he asked.  “The jigger only cost fifteen, and that was some terms ago.”
  “Auctions are auctions,” chuckled Bob.  “Fellows bid against one another, and don’t choose to be beaten, see ?  That’s where we come in.  Manly kept the bidding on to seventeen pounds ten—”
  “What ?” exclaimed Wharton.
  But Smithy beat him to it—”
  “What do you think of that ?” chortled Bob, laying out three five-pound notes and three pound notes on the study table.  “Eighteen quids, old bean !  Eighteen jolly old quids.  What !”
  Harry Wharton stared blankly at the notes.  His chums looked at him, with smiling faces, expecting a responsive smile.  But the captain of the Remove did not smile.  After the first stare of astonishment, his brow darkened.
  The cheery grin faded from Bob’s face.  He realised that something was wrong, though he could not yet guess what it was.
  Wharton’s lips set hard.
  “Let’s have this clear,” he said.  “Are you telling me that Vernon-Smith has paid eighteen pounds for a jigger that he jolly well knows only cost fifteen ?”
  “You see, in an auction—”
  “Smithy and Mauly got excited over the bidding, and started out to beat one another !” explained Johnny Bull.  “If Manly hadn’t run out of tin, I believe he would have gone over twenty.”
  Frank Nugent eyed his chum anxiously.  He had a glimmering of what was in Wharton’s mind, which the other fellows had not yet guessed.  Harry Wharton’s face was hardening.
  “I’m much obliged to Mauleverer !” said the captain of the Remove quietly.  “But I should have expected a little more tact from him.”
  “Tact !” repeated Bob blankly.
  “Yes—Manly isn’t a bounder like Smithy, as a rule.”
  Bob Cherry stared.
  “Blessed if I know what you’re getting at,” he said rather testily.  “And I don’t see why you want to call Smithy names.  He’s bought the bike and paid up—”
  “Why ?”
  “Why ?” repeated Bob.  “Because he wanted the bike, I suppose.  I knew he was getting a new jigger next term; he said so.”
  “He can afford to buy a new one if he likes—or a dozen new ones, as the fellow’s reeking with money,” said Wharton, with a curl of the lip.  “He doesn’t want a second-hand jigger.”
  Bob looked rather grim.
  “Don’t be an ass, old chap !  Smithy had as much right to bid as any other fellow, I suppose, even if you did have a row with him over a football match the other day.”
  “It’s you that’s the ass !” said Harry coldly.  He made a gesture towards the notes on the table.  “You can take that money back where it belongs.”
  “What !” gasped Bob
  “My esteemed chum—” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
  “Look here,” growled Johnny Bull.  “What the dickens are you driving at, Wharton ?  What the thump do you mean, I’d like to know ?”
  Wharton’s eyes were smouldering.
  “I’ll tell you what I mean, if you’re too dense to understand.  All the Remove knows that I’m hard up—but they ought to know, too. that I’m not an object of charity—”
  “Charity !” repeated Bob.
  “What do you call it ?” exclaimed Wharton fiercely.  “Do you think I’m going to take Vernon-Smith’s money, confound him ?  Hang the fellow and his cheek !”
  There was silence in Study No. 1 after that outburst.  Bob Cherry was breathing rather hard.
  “I suppose you mean that Smithy ran up the bidding like that to help a lame dog over a stile ?” said Bob at last.
  “What else, you fathead ?”
  “Well, if he did, I think it was jolly good-natured of him, especially as you were ragging him the other day.”
  “You can call it good-natured if you like.  I call it rotten impudence !  Does he think I’m a fellow to be patronised because he’s putrid with money ?” exclaimed Wharton savagely.
  “I don’t see that it’s patronising.”
  “Rot !” said Johnny Bull.  “Fellows often give more than a thing’s worth at a study sale.  Utter rot !”
  “Not to this tune, anyhow,” said Harry.
  “Well, perhaps Smithy spread himself a little.  But I think it was jolly generous of him if he did.
  “He can keep his generosity !  Take that money back to him and tell him that the sale’s off, and he can go and eat coke !”
  Not one of the juniors moved to touch the notes on the table.  Johnny Bull’s look was one of grim disapproval.  Nugent and the nabob were distressed, and Bob Cherry did not conceal his annoyance.  After the trouble he had taken with the auction, and the unexpected success he had had, this reception from the captain of the Remove was neither grateful nor comforting.
  “If that’s what you want, you can handle the matter yourself, Wharton,” said Bob gruffly.  “I’m certainly not going to insult a chap because you’ve got your back up about nothing.”
  “The sale’s over now, Harry,” said Nugent.  “I—I don’t think you can call it off without Smithy’s consent, anyhow.”
  Wharton’s eyes glinted.
  “He will call it off fast enough if I tell him what I think of him,” he said.  “Where’s Smithy now ?”
  “He went to his study—”
  “Will you take his money back to him, Bob ?”
  “No,” said Bob curtly, “I won’t !”
  “Then I will.”
  And Wharton, gathering up the notes in a crumpled handful, strode out of the study, leaving his chums gazing at one another in dismay.”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Blow for the Bounder !

  HERBERT VERNON-SMITH, leaning back in the armchair in his study, selected a cigarette and lighted it.  Redwing had not come up to the study.  Had he been there the Bounder would not have smoked.  His bad habits were seldom displayed under the eyes of his chum.  With the cigarette in his mouth, Smithy leaned back, his hands clasped behind his head, a rather thoughtful wrinkle in his brow.
  Good and evil were strangely mixed in the Bounder, and at present the good had decidedly the upper hand.  A few days ago he had been deliberately provoking trouble with the captain of the Remove, on no ground except a suspicion that Wharton was seeking to “throw his weight about,” as ‘the Bounder expressed it.  Smithy had wished to make it clear—very clear that he at least was not to be hectored.  Now he was rather ashamed of that wish.  Wharton, really, had not hectored; and if he had been a little impatient, even a little disagreeable, there was ample explanation in the disaster which, as Smithy now knew, had fallen on him.
  Smithy knew the facts of the matter no more than any other Remove man; but it was plain all that Wharton, like Lucifer, Son of the Morning, had fallen from his high estate, and great was the fall thereof.
  Wharton had never been wealthy, like Mauly, or Newland, or the Bounder himself, but be had been well off in this world’s goods—the nephew and heir of a man in good circumstances, with something of his own to come when he was of age.  Obviously , the change had been far-reaching when it was now known that he could only stay on at Greyfriars if he bagged a “schol,” like Linley, or Penfold, or Wilkinson of the Fourth.
  The Bounder was not a follow to sympathise deeply with a “lame duck.”  But he was not by any means the fellow to hit a man who was down.  Wharton was down now, and Smithy was sorry that he had added to his trouble by ragging him.  He had made what amends he could, so far as that went, and he had weighed in at the “auction” in the Rag with the idea of doing the chap a good turn.  The same idea had obviously been in Lord Mau1everer’s mind.  His lordship had bid over the value of the jigger, and it was not because he did not know its value.
  Eighteen pounds was a large sum, even for the wealthy Bounder.  He was not sorry by any means that he had spent it as he had done, but it meant that he would have to “draw in his horns” in some other directions.  That was what he was thinking of now, as he cigarette in his study, and he smiled rather sarcastically as he thought it over.  The fellows mostly took the new that he had bid so recklessly at the auction because another fellow had bid against him, and he hated to be beaten.  And that, indeed, was quite in keeping with Smithy’s character.
  That had not, however, been his motive.  H1s motive had been to help a lame dog over a stile in a way that would spare his pride and not place him under any obligation.  It was a motive that came naturally to a fellow like Mauly, but not so naturally to the Bounder, and he was rather inclined to mock himself for having been what he would have called “soppy.”  Still, it was done now, and he did not regret it.
  Helping “lame ducks” was not much in his line, and the sum he had parted with was large; but on the whole he was satisfied.  And the Bounder was thinking, too, that for the rest of that term he would be a bit tactful with Wharton, and give him no trouble if he could help it.  The chap had enough to stand, without ragging in the Remove.
  A sharp knock at the study door interrupted Smithy’s unusually amiable reflections.
  He sat up as the door opened, and Harry Wharton came in.  He took the cigarette from his mouth, and stared at the captain of the Remove.  His face flushed a little.  He disliked to be caught smoking, like a silly fag, and he did not miss the expression of contempt that flashed over Wharton’s face as he saw the cigarette.
  He threw the half-smoked cigarette into the study fire, and sat with his eyes fixed on Wharton’s face.  He did not like the look on that face the least little bit, but his good resolutions were still fresh in his mind.
  “Hallo, old bean !” he said casually.  “Take a pew !  How’s jolly old Livy goin’ on ?”
  Wharton did not take a “pew.”  It was quite clear that he had not come to Study No. 4 with any pleasant intentions.  But the Bounder, for once, was determined not to quarrel if he could help it.  If the fel1ow’s worries and troubles made him nervy, Smithy was going to be tolerant.
  “Never mind that,” said Harry.  “I’ve just heard from Bob that you bought my bike at the sale in the Rag.”
  Yes, that’s so,” assented the Bounder, wondering what on earth was the cause of the pale, concentrated anger in the face of the captain of the Remove.  “I was going to get a new jigger this summer—”
  “You can wash all that out !” said Wharton curtly.  “The sale’s off.”
  “Eh ?”
  “There’s your money.”

  Vernon-Smith stared blankly as Wharton laid, or, rather, threw, the crumpled banknotes and currency notes on the study table.
  “His eyes glinted.
  “I don’t quite catch on,” he said.  His voice was cool.  But the Bounder was getting angry now.  “The sale’s not off.  I’ve bought the jigger.”
  “You don’t want the jigger, and you know it !”
  “That’s my bizney, I suppose ?”
  “Mine, too,” said Wharton. “  You know that the bike cost only fifteen pounds new, and you’ve given eighteen for it.  Do you think I’m a fool ?”
  “Well, yes.  As you ask me, I do,” said Smithy coolly.  “I bought the bike fair and square, after a lot of bidding.  If you think -it went too cheap—”
  “You know I don’t think so.”
  “Blessed if I know what you think !” drawled the Bounder.  “Blessed if I care much, either !”  Smithy’s good resolutions were fading away.  “If you’ve come here to rag—”
  “I’ve come here to tell you the sale’s off and to hand you back your money.  There it is !”
  “It isn’t my money, it’s yours.  The jigger’s mine.”
  Wharton trembled with anger.
  “I tell you the sale’s off.  Do you think I’m taking your money ?  You’ve heard Bunter’s tattle—”
  “Has Bunter been sayin’ anythin’ ?” yawned the Bounder.
  “There’s no need to jaw.”  Wharton controlled his anger.  “I dare say you meant well—in your own way.  I don’t know.  Whether you meant well or not, it comes to the same thing.  Do you fancy that I’m a fellow like Bunter, or Skinner, to be patronised ?”
  “Who’s patronisin’ you, old bean ?”
  “You’re trying to, at least.  I was rather an ass to let Bob have his way, but I never _thought of anyth1ng like this.  I’m taking that jigger down to Courtfield to-morrow to sell it to the dealer for what he will give.  That’s that !”
  Wharton turned to the door.
  “Hold on !” said the Bounder.  “You seem to forget that it’s my jigger now, bought and paid for.”
  Wharton turned back again, his eyes flashing.
  “I’ve told you the sale’s off.”
  “That’s for me to say,” answered the Bounder coolly.
  “You mean to say that you want to put a fellow under an obligation, whether he likes it or not ?  You rotten outsider !”
  Herbert Vernon-Smith rose to his feet.  His face was grim, and his eyes gleaming.  This was the outcome of his departing from his usual manners and customs, and helping a “lame duck.”  The Bounder was quite as angry as Wharton now.
  “Better language, please !” he said, setting his lips.
  “1 shan’t mince my words with you.  Who the dickens asked you to butt your money ?  There’s your money !  Keep it !”
  “I’ll keep it !” said Vernon-Smith.  “I shan’t be sorry to, as a matter of fact.  You can call off the sale if you like.  If your beggarly pride is all you’ve got left, make the most of it.  And get out of my study before I throw you out.”
  Wharton gave him a fierce look.  The Bounder’s lip curled tauntingly.  But with an effort, the captain of the Remove controlled his anger, and strode out of the study.  The door closed after him with a bang.
  Vernon-Smith drew a deep breath.
  “So that’s that !” he muttered.
  Slowly, he gathered up the notes from the table, and thrust them into his note-case.  His lips were set, and his eyes gleaming.  For once, he had followed a generous impulse, and his generosity had been thrown back in his teeth.  The Bounder was not likely to err in the same manner again, in a hurry.
  His good resolutions were thrown to the four winds now.  Generally, when the Bounder was mixed up in a row, he was. in the wrong; as he coolly and cynically admitted to himself.  This time, he was not in the wrong.  If he had erred, he had erred in good company, for Lord Mauleverer had certainly had the same intentions.  Smithy gave a harsh laugh.  He had meant to do the fellow a good turn—certainly not to patronise him—he had meant to go easy, to make things as easy as he could for the fellow who was down on his luck—and this was his reward.  If it pleased. the captain of the Remove to ask for trouble, Herbert Vernon-Smith was not the fellow to say him nay.  The Bounder was implacable now.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Short, But Not Sweet !

  HARRY WHARTON wheeled out his bicycle the following afternoon, and rode away to Courtfield.  It was Saturday, a half-holiday, and as a rule the Famous Five of the Remove were together on a half-holiday.  Wharton went off, on this occasion, without a word to his chums, and Bob Cherry, who saw him go, looked a little grim.
  Bob was feeling rather sore.  He had made an unhoped-for success of the auction in the Rag, and instead of being pleased thereby, Wharton had cut up rusty, “rowed” with Smithy, and called the sale off.  It looked as if Wharton, in his present mood, was prepared to scent patronage in anything; at this rate, a fellow would have to be wary even about asking him to tea.  It was quite at variance with Bob’s own cheery and unsuspicious nature, and he did not like it.
  When the captain of the Remove returned to Greyfriars, he was on foot.  The bike, evidently, had been disposed of at last.  He went directly to Skinner’s study in the Remove.
  Most of the fellows were out of the House, on a bright spring afternoon; but Skinner & Co. were in No. 11—being very much given to frowsting.  Wharton rapped at the door, threw it open, and walked in—into a haze of cigarette smoke.
  Skinner and Snoop and Stott glared at him.  His sudden entrance had startled the frowsters of the Remove.
  “Oh !  Only you !” said Snoop, replacing in his mouth the cigarette he had hastily withdrawn as the door opened.
  “What the dickens do you want ?” demanded Skinner surlily.
  Wharton threw a paper on the study table.  It was a receipted bill.
  “That account’s settled,” he said curtly.  “There’s the receipt.  That’s all.”
  Without waiting for a reply, he left the study.  Skinner picked up the receipt, stared at it, put it in his pocket, and shrugged his shoulders.
  “So he’s paid up—at last !”, said Snoop
  “Looks like it !  Time he did, I think,” grunted Skinner.  “It was up to him, after getting my bike smashed up.  They’ve been dunning me to pay.  Like his cheek to let it hang about so long.”
  “The dear man’s hard up !” giggled Snoop.  “I can’t make him out, though.  I hear that he called off that sale, and chucked Smithy’s money back at him.  I’ll bet he didn’t get half so much from a dealer.”
  “Must be an ass !” said Stott.  “Smithy’s money is as good as anybody else’s I suppose.”
  “He’s rowed with Smithy over it,” said Skinner.  “Goodness knows why.  He doesn’t seem so pally with his own friends as usual, either.  I dare say they’re getting fed-up with his rotten temper.  I know I should.”
  Quite indifferent to the opinion of ,Skinner & Co., Harry Wharton went along to his own study.
  Skinner’s little bill was off his mind now, which was a relief.  That bothering affair was over and done with.
  But his face was clouded, as he stood at the study window, looking out into the bright sunshine of the quad.
  A Form match was due that afternoon, with the Fourth, the captain of the Remove was standing out of it.  The game was already starting, and he could see the footballers in the distance.
  Certainly, his help was not needed, to beat Temple & Co., of the Fourth.  Vernon-Smith, as vice-captain, was taking the command.  Wharton would have been glad enough to join the footballers, however, a game in the keen air would have done him good.  But his books lay in a pile ready on the study table; that afternoon was to be devoted to “swotting.”
  It was necessary; but it was irksome enough.  He was not in a hurry to begin swotting.  He took a letter from his pocket and read it over, for the fifth or sixth time.  It was from Colonel Wharton.

    “Dear Harry,—Your letter surprised me very much.  You seem to have taken an unduly
   serious view of what I told you.  Circumstances are not so bad that I cannot afford your
   usual allowance.  That is an absurd idea  You will, of course, receive it as usual.
                 “Your affectionate uncle,
                         “ JAMES WHARTON”

  It was a perplexing letter.  It was such a letter as Harry would have expected from his uncle, had Colonel Wharton been the kind and affectionate guardian he had always believed him to be.  But it was not what he expected from the man who had referred to his nephew as selfish, ungrateful, and a burden.
  A twinge of painful doubt came into his mind, in spite of himself.  Was it possible that, as Nugent supposed, there was some ghastly mistake in the matter—that his angry pride was up in arms without cause ?  Nugent-, after all, was unprejudiced, and Wharton realised that his own passionate temper was likely to lead him astray.
  But his face hardened again.
  There was no room for a mistake.  How could there be a mistake ?  How could he doubt what he had seen written in the man’s own hand ?
  To go to his uncle, as Frank counse1led—to go as a poor relation anxious and alarmed at finding himself out of favour—his cheeks burned at the thought.
  He crumpled the letter in his hand and tossed it into the study fire.  That was that.
  He was sitting at the table, pen. in hand, when Frank Nugent came into the study.
  “Jolly old Livy ?” asked Frank.
  I’m writing a letter.  Aren’t you playing footer ?”
  Nugent shook his head.  He did not add that the Bounder had told him to stand out.
  Wharton finished the letter.  It was brief.

      “Dear Uncle James,—I do not need my allowance any further, and have made up my
     mind not to take it.
                    Your nephew, “H. WHARTON.”

  He addressed the envelope with a glum face, Nugent watching him rather uneasily.
  “That’s to your uncle, Harry ?” he asked.
  “It’s to Colonel Wharton.”
  “I—I hope you haven’t—”  Nugent paused.
  Wharton tossed the letter across the table.  “Read it,” he said.
  Frank’s ‘face was very grave as he looked at it.
  “I wouldn’t send that, old chap !” he said.  “You know what I think—and the more I think about it, the more I’m convinced that you’ve got it all wrong somehow.  That letter will hurt your uncle.”
  “I hardly think so,” said Wharton, with a curl of the lip.  “Anyhow, I’ve got to make it clear that I’m taking nothing more from him.”
  “I wish you’d see him instead—”
  “What rot !”
  Wharton sealed the letter, and went to the door.  Nugent, in great uneasiness, caught him by the arm.
  “Look here, Harry,” he said earnestly, “you know I’m your friend, and you know I’ve got a level head.  Take my advice and don’t post that letter—”
  “I’m going to catch the collection with it.”
  “It will offend your uncle.”
  Wharton shrugged his shoulders.
  “Let it !” he answered.
  “I tell you, I believe you’ve got it all wrong somehow !  I can’t explain how—but I’m certain of it.  You’re acting like a hot-headed ass !” exclaimed Nugent.
  “Thanks for your opinion !”
  “Oh, rats !”
  Wharton shook his arm free and left the study.  A few minutes later the letter was dropped in the post.
  When he came back to the study; Frank was no longer there.  The captain of the Remove sat down to Livy and that ancient war, “Quod Hannibale duce Carthaginienses cum popolo Romano gessere.”  It was not a happy afternoon.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Asking for It !

  “WHARTON !”
  “Yes, sir !”
  It was Monday afternoon, and the Remove had come into class.  Mr. Quelch had something to say to his head boy before the lesson began, and his expression was very kindly as he addressed him.
  “I have received a telephone call from your uncle, Colonel Wharton,” he said.  “The colonel is coming to the school this afternoon to see you, and will be here soon after class.”
  Wharton started a little and compressed his lips.
  “You had better, therefore, remain within gates after class to-day, Wharton !” said Mr. Quelch.
  “Very well, sir !”
  After which the lesson commenced.  Wharton, however—though of late a model pupil—did not give much attention to the lesson.
  No doubt Nugent was right, and the colonel had been offended by that curt reply to his letter.  Perhaps he had been perplexed also.  Anyhow, it was clear that that was why he was coming down to Greyfriars again so soon.  His nephew—that selfish, ungrateful nephew, as Wharton reflected bitterly—was to be called over the coals apparently.
  Frank Nugent glanced at his chum several times in class that afternoon.  He could see that Wharton was thinking—not about his lessons—and he was uneasy.
  Immediately the Remove were dismissed Wharton took his cap and went out into the quad.  Nugent and the rest of the Co. joined him at once.
  “One of you fellows lend me a bike ?” asked Harry casually.
  “The lendfulness will be a terrific pleasure, my absurd chum !” said the Nabob of Bhanipur cheerily.
  “Thanks, Inky; I’ll borrow yours, then.  I’ll try not to get it crooked like Skinner’s !” added Wharton, with a smile.
  “The crockfulness would not disturb my ridiculous equanimity, my esteemed Wharton.”
  “You’re going out, Harry ?” asked Nugent.
  Wharton was already making for the bikeshed, and his comrades walked with him.
  “Yes,” said Harry.
  “But you haven’t forgotten what Quelch told you—”
  “Not at all !”
  “Well, your uncle may be along any time now—”
  “I know !”
  “But you’ll miss him, at this rate !” said Bob Cherry.
  “Quite !”
  “But look here, old chap—” said Johnny Bull.
  “I’m afraid I can’t stop to talk now, old bean,” said Wharton’p01ite1y.  “I want to get clear.”
  “Before ‘your uncle comes, do you mean ?”
  “Before Colonel Wharton comes—yes.”
  Harry Wharton went into the bikeshed, and his friends stopped in the doorway, worried and disturbed.
  “This won’t do, you men,” said Bob in a low voice.  “Blessed if I can make the chap out these days—but he can’t treat his uncle like that, a governor of the school, too.”
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh shook his dusky head.
  Wharton lifted the nabob’s bicycle from the stand and drew it to the door.  The four juniors there did not move.
  “Let a fellow pass, you chaps,” said Harry.
  “My esteemed and idiotic chum,” said Hurree Singh earnestly, “the boot is on the other absurd leg.  Your absurd and excellent uncle—”
  “You can’t do it, Harry !” said Nugent.
  Wharton looked at him with steely eyes.
  “I’m the best judge of that !” he answered.  “I can’t keep him away from Greyfriars if he chooses to come, but I can keep from seeing him when he comes—and I’m going to.”
  “He will wait—”
  “He will not see me if he does !”
  “Quelch told you to stay within gates—”
  “He said I’d better—but I’m the judge of that, too.  I don’t think it would be better !” said Wharton coolly.
  “The esteemed Quelch will be infuriated,” said Hurree Singh in distress, “and your absurd uncle will have his ridiculous back up.”
  “That needn’t worry you.  Will you let me pass ?”
  “Look here !” exclaimed Johnny Bull gruffly.  “Don’t be a fool !  You can’t carry on like a goat, and you know you can’t !  Chuck it !  I jolly well wouldn’t lend you my bike to dodge your uncle !”
  “I haven’t asked for it.  But if Inky says the same—”
  “My esteemed Wharton—”
  “Are you lending me this jigger Inky ?”
  “It is not the proper caper to go for a ridiculous spin at the present absurd moment,” said the nabob, shaking his head.
  “As you like !”
  Wharton replaced the bicycle on the stand.  He came back to the doorway where his worried chums were still grouped.
  “Let me pass !” he snapped.
  “Look here, Harry—” began Nugent.
  Wharton’s eyes glittered.
  “This is my affair,” he said.  “I haven’t asked any of you fellows to butt in, that I know of.  When I ask you, it will be time enough.  Now let me pass.”
  And, as the Co still did not stir, the captain of the Remove shoved un ceremoniously through them and left the bikeshed.  They stared after him as he went down to the gate.  The nabob ran after him.
  “My esteemed Wharton, if you have made up your absurd mind to play the giddy ox, the lendfulness of the jigger would—”
  “Keep it !”
  Wharton turned out of the gate and disappeared  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh rejoined his friends with distress on his dusky face.
  “The absurd fat will be in the ridiculous fire now !” he said.
  Johnny Bull grunted.
  “I’m getting fed-up with this !” he growled.’
  The Co. walked back to the House in silence.  It was a quarter of an hour later that a taxi drove in, and Colonel Wharton alighted and went into the House.  The Co. had a glimpse of him, and noted that his bronzed old face was unusually grave in expression.  A few minutes more, and Trotter, the page, was seeking Harry Wharton—who was not to be found.
  “I say, you fellows !” Billy Bunter came grinning into the Rag after tea.  “I say, old Wharton’s here, and young Wharton’s gone out; and old Quelch is looking as fierce as a tiger.  He, he, he !”
  “The young Obadiah doesn’t want to see the old Obadiah!” remarked Skinner.  “But what a neck !”
  Colonel Wharton was rather an object of interest to the Remove fellows for some time afterwards.  He spent some time in Mr. Quelch’s study, and called on the Head; and after that he was heard pacing the visitors’ room.  Later Billy Bunter announced that he was walking up and down in the quad.  Evidently he was waiting for his nephew to come in, and it looked as if his nephew intended to stay out till calling-over.
  But when call-over came round, one fellow an the Remove failed to answer to his name.  Wharton was absent !
  “My hat !” murmured Skinner.  He’s keeping it up !  Look at Quelchy’s face !  Looks as if he’s going to bite, doesn’t he ?”
  “Wharton’s the man to ask for it, and no mistake !” said the Bounder, with a grin.  “Quelch looks as if he will give him what he’s askin’ for.”
  When the Remove went to their studies to prep, Frank Nugent found himself alone in Study No. 1.  Wharton, who had cut call-over, seemed to be going to cut prep also.  No doubt he was making sure that Colonel Wharton would be gone before he returned.  It was obviously impossible for the colonel to remain longer, and some of the Remove fellows grinned when they heard a taxi drive away.  Colonel Wharton had gone without seeing his nephew.
  When prep was over, however, Wharton had not put in an appearance.  Apparently he was making assurance doubly sure.  All the Remove were keenly interested now.  A fellow who cut call-over and prep was booked for serious trouble, whatever his motive might be.  And there could be no doubt about Wharton’s motive.  He was dodging a meeting with a relative who was also a governor of the school.
  “I say, you fellows, he’s come in !”  Billy Bunter howled into the doorway of the Rag at a quarter-past nine.
  “Blessed if  I didn’t think he was going to cut dorm, too !” grinned Skinner.
  The fellows crowded out of the Rag to see Wharton.  He looked tired, but his face was calm and cool.  He raised his eyebrows as the crowd of juniors stared at him.
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo !  Here you are, said Bob Cherry.
  “Here I am assented Wharton.
  “It’s all right, old bean—the jolly old fossil’s gone !” chuckled Skinner.
  Wharton did not seem to hear that.
  Wingate of the Sixth bore down on him with frowning brow.
  “So you’ve come in, you young sweep !  You’re to report yourself in your Form master’s study at once !”
  “Yes, Wingate,” said the junior calmly.
  He walked away to Mr. Quelch’s study, many curious eyes following him.
  “Plenty of nerve, anyhow,” remarked the Bounder.
  “Quelch will give him something to cure all that !” grinned Skinner.  “If you have tears, beloved ’earers, prepare to shed them now.”
  “Oh, shut up growled Johnny Bull.
  Harry Wharton tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door, and entered.  The Remove master rose from his table, and looked across at his head boy.  Never had Mr. Quelch’s face looked so grim.  The fabled basilisk of old might have looked as Henry Samuel Quelch looked at that moment.
  “Wharton, you have absented yourself from calling-over, from preparation, and returned almost at bed-time !”  Mr. Quelch’s voice was very deep.  “Your uncle has had to leave without seeing you, though he came specially for the purpose.  You were aware of it—I told you to expect him.  Wharton, I require to know what this means.”
  “I did not wish to see Colonel Wharton, sir !” answered the captain of the Remove evenly.
  “What your reason be, Wharton, I cannot pretend to guess; but you are well aware that that is not a matter for you to decide.”
  “I think it is, sir.”
  Mr. Quelch almost jumped.
  “What ?  What ?  What; did you say, Wharton ?”
  “I think it is, sir !”
  Mr. Quelch drew a long, long breath.
  “You—you think—  Upon my word !” he gasped 
  “I am sorry to have cut call-over and prep, sir.  But I wanted to keep out of Colonel Wharton’s way, so I had no choice.”
  Quelch set his lips.
  “You had no choice ?  You assume the right to break the rules of the school with utter recklessness, for no purpose but to display disrespect towards your relative and guardian !  I can scarcely believe my ears, Wharton.  Are you out of your senses ?”
  “I hope not, sir.”
  “You do not imagine, I presume, that this—this unexampled insolence will pass unpunished ?” rumbled Mr. Quelch.
  No, Sir !”
  Mr. Quelch picked up the cane from his table.
  “I have been considering,,” he said, “whether to take you to your headmaster for a flogging.  I shall certainly do so, Wharton, if you should ever repeat such conduct.  I will, however, deal with you myself.  Bend over that chair !”
  Remove fellows, venturing as near as they dared to the Form master’s door, heard the heavy swishing of the cane.  But they heard no sound from Harry Wharton.  It was as severe a caning as Mr. Quelch had ever handed out to any member of his Form, but the captain of the Remove went through it with Spartan stoicism.
  “I say, you fellows, here he comes squeaked Billy Bunter.
  Mr. Quelch’s door opened, and Harry Wharton came out.  ‘His face was an little pale, but still impassive, and he walked steadily up the passage.
  “I say, old chap, did it hurt ?”  Bunter wanted to know.
  Wharton did not answer the question.  Neither did he glance at the troubled faces of his chums.  He passed on without a word, and went to his own study alone, leaving the Remove fellows in a buzz behind him.

THE END.
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With the ball at his feet, Wharton cut
through the Redclyffe defence and then
shot hard. *“Goall” The shout died
away, however, as the leather struck the
crosshar and rebounded into play.
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““ Gentlemen,” cried Boh Cherty, “1 am offered thirty bob for this munificent—I mean magnificent—bicycle.” Bang!
“Any further offers ? ** Bang ! The auctioneer was warming to his work, and the poker was considerably in evidence.
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“ P've just heard that you bought my bike at the sale,” said Wharton curtly. * Wel h all that out ! The
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