  

                              THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                        Asking for It ! 
“SMITHY!” 
  “Go and eat coke!” 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, did not trouble to turn his head as he answered. He was seated in the armchair in Study No. 4, in the Remove passage at Greyfriars, when Harry Wharton appeared in the doorway. The Bounder’s feet rested on another chair, his hands were behind his head, and there was a cigarette in his mouth. 
  Harry Wharton looked at him. The study door was half-open and anyone might have come along the passage and seen the Bounder, with the cigarette sending a curl of smoke towards the study ceiling. It was only a few days since Smithy had had a dozen the best from the head for having smokes in his possession. Masters and prefects had a suspicious eye on him. If ever a fellow asked for trouble, the Bounder of Greyfriars seemed to be doing so that term. 
  “Look here, Smithy—” 
  “I said go and eat coke!  Without stirring, the Bounder flung the answer over his shoulder.  I don’t remember askin’ you to this study.” 
  “It’s about the football!” 
  “Hang the football!” 
  “If you mean that— “ 
  “I generally mean what I say!” 
Harry Wharton stood silent, looking at him. He was strongly tempted to take the Bounder at his word and away, and leave him to his own devices. But he hesitated.  Smithy was one of the best men in the Remove eleven. and he was wanted in the match on Wednesday at Highcliffe school. But that was not all. The captain of the Remove was really concerned for the wayward, obstinate fellow, who had had so many marrow escapes of being “turfed” out of the school, and who seemed bent on coming a “mucker” at last. 
  Vernon-Smith blew out a little cloud of smoke, took the cigarette from his lip and looked round at his Form captain. There was a sneering smile on his face, and his eyes were hard as flint. 
  “May a well put it plain.” he said “We’ve never been friends, Wharton— and now we’re the other thing.  I’m fed up with you—and all your crew! You’d be glad enough to drop me out of the eleven, only you want me to get goals for you.  Well, find another man.” 
  “I can find another man easily enough—but not so good a man as you, Smithy!” said the captain of the Remove mildly. 
 The Bounder grinned sourly. 
 “Soft sawder cuts no ice in this study.” he answered. “You’ve got the whole Form down on me. I’m a dog with a bad name. Well, leave me alone. That’s all I want.” 
  “You got the Form down on you by a rotten jape on the head!” answered Wharton. “You got a ragging, and you deserved it. You’ve had time to get over that.” 
  “Well, I haven’t got over it! And I’ll make some of you sit up for it yet.” said the Bounder, with a scowl. 
  “Then you won’t play for Greyfriars on Wednesday?“ 
  “No, I won’t!”
  “Isn’t that rather cutting off your nose to spite your face?” asked the captain of the Remove. “You’re keen on footer—you’re not a loafing slacker like Skinner or Snoop. You don’t really want to stand out of Soccer—the last big fixture of the season too!” 
  “Whether I want to or not, I’m goin’ to.” sneered the Bounder. “And if you want to know, I’ve already fixed up somethin’ else for Wednesday, and I wouldn’t cut it out if you asked me on your bended knees.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “I shouldn’t be likely to do that.” he said. “Well, if you won’t play, you won’t, and I’ll find another man. You’re rather a fool, Smithy.” 
  “Same to you without the ‘rather’.” answered the Bounder. 
  He threw himself back in the armchair again and replaced the cigarette in his mouth and smoked sullenly. Harry Wharton made a movement to go, but again he hesitated. 
  “Look here, Smithy,” he said quietly. “if you can’t be decent, you might at least have a little sense! If you’re caught smoking in your study—“ 
  “No bizney of yours!” 
  “Perhaps not! But I should hate to see you sacked.” 
  “The Head’s got a down on me, and he’d like to see me turfed out,” sneered the Bounder. “But he could hardly sack a man for smokin’.  He gave me a dozen last time. That’s about the limit. ” 
  “I’m not so sure.”  said Harry.  Press “You’re been piling it on pretty thick. You were sacked, but the beak let you come back, to give you another chance. After that, he’s not likely to go easy with you if he catches you out!”
  “And you’d weep briny tears if I went?” jeered the Bounder. “Cut out the pijaw, and give a fellow a rest. I’ve told you that you’re not wanted here.” 
  The captain of the Remove compressed his lips.  His own temper was not a
very patient one, and he was strongly inclined to stride into the study, grab the insolent fellow sprawling in the armchair and thump some of the cheek out of him. 
  He restrained that impulse, however, and turned away from the door. As he did so, he sighted a Sixth Form man coming along the passage from the stairs. It was Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of Greyfriars. Wharton stopped where he was. The Greyfriars captain called to him, still at a little distance. 
  “Is Vernon Smith in his study Wharton?” 
  “Oh!” gasped Wharton. “Yes!” 
  From where he stood, outside the open doorway, Wharton had a full view of the Bounder sprawling and smoking! And the head prefect of Greyfriars was coming to the study! It was, as the Bounder had himself said, no business of Wharton’s—the scapegrace was asking for trouble, and the trouble was coming! But Wharton did not stop to think of that. All hostility vanished on the spot; he was thinking only of getting Smithy out of another scrape! And he had little time to think! 
  He turned again into the doorway, made a jump across the study and snatched the cigarette from the Bounder’s mouth. With the same movement of his hand, he tossed it out of the window. 
  There was a yell of rage from the Bounder. 
  Unaware that a Sixth Form prefect was coming up the passage, he was also quite unaware of Wharton’s motive.  He fairly bounded out of the chair, his eyes flashing. 
  “You cheeky cad!” he shouted. 
  He hurled himself at the captain of the Remove, hitting out savagely. Wharton put up his hands, backing towards the door under the furious attack. 
  “You fool, Smithy!” he breathed. “Chuck it! You—” 
  “By gad! You meddlin’ hound,” shouted the Bounder, and he came on fiercely, his eyes blazing over his lashing fists. 
  Harry Wharton backed into the passage.  He backed into Wingate of the Sixth, as the prefect arrived on the spot.  Vernon-Smith following him up fiercely, gave a start at the sight of the Greyfriars captain. He dropped his hands, staring at Wingate. 
  “Hallo! What’s this? Scrapping?” grunted Wingate. “Stop it at once!  Can’t you young ruffians keep the peace in this passage for five minutes together!” 
  The Bounder stood silent.  He knew now why Wharton had disposed of the cigarette so unceremoniously, and he could guess, too, why the captain of the Remove had backed out into the passage before his attack—to keep Wingate from entering No. 4. Had the Grcyfriars captain gone in, he could scarcely have failed to detect the scent of cigarette smoke. The Bounder stood as if confounded. 
  “You can cut off, Wharton!” snapped Wingate. “And don’t let there be any more of this!” 
  “Yes, Wingate!” said Harry, with great meekness, and he went down the passage to his own study. 
  Wingate fixed his eyes on the Bounder. 
  “You’ve got a detention class with the French master, he snapped. “why haven’t you turned up?” 
  “Forgot!” said the Bounder nonchalantly. 
  “You’d better remember next time!  Cut off to Classroom No 10, and be thankful that I don’t give you six for giving me the trouble to come up after you!” said Wingate. 
  “Oh, all right!” 
  The Bounder walked down the passage. Wingate following more slowly. As he passed the open doorway of Study No. 1, Smithy looked in. Wharton was there, with Frank Nugent. The Bounder gave him a grin. 
  “Thanks!” he said. 
  And he went down the Remove stair-case. 
                                  THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
                                       The Detention Class! 
BOB CHERRY groaned. 
  “It’s rotten!” he remarked. 
  “The rottenfulness,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “is terrific!” 
  “Well, you asked for it!” observed Johnny Bull. 
  “You silly ass!” said Bob witheringly. “A fellow can ask for what he doesn’t want! F’rinstance you’re asking me now to jam your silly head on the banisters, but I don’t suppose you want that.” 
  “Well, you did ask for it!” said Johnny stolidly, “and——” 
  “Oh, come on, Inky!” growled Bob. “We’re late already. It’s in No. 10. Come on!” 
  Bob Cherry, for once, was not in his usual exuberant spirits. But any fellow’s spirits might have been dashed by the prospect of an hour in a detention class. 
  If Johnny Bull fancied that it was any comfort to Bob to know that he had asked for it, Johnny was mistaken! It wasn’t! 
  Besides, Bob hadn’t really meant to ask for it. 
  Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was absent from his duties, and though it was understood that a temporary master was coming to take his place, that temporary master had not yet put in an appearance. The consequence was, that the Lower Fourth were a little out of hand. It was, to some extent, rather like that position in ancient times, when there was no king in Israel, and every man did that which was right in his own eyes. 
  Few of the fellows meant any harm. But a Form taken by a prefect in the place of a master, was liable to kick a little It depended largely on the prefect! A resolute fellow like Wingate handled the Remove easily—a slacker like Walker let them do as they liked— and in either case there was peace. A bully like Loder of the Sixth “threw his weight about,” and there was trouble. 
  But it was while Walker was in charge of the Remove, unfortunately, that the Head had looked in to see how things were going. James Walker had been sitting at Quelch’s desk reading a novel—the Removites chatting in their places—and six or seven of them out of their places. Those six or seven were sentenced to a detention class. 
  Bob as one of them— Hurree Singh another—the Bounder another. Bob had simply been demonstrating a certain kick, using a Latin Grammar for a football—quite a harmless proceeding, really, but, in the Head’s opinion, inappropriate in lesson-time. 
  Now there was going to be an extra hour of French as a reward! French is a great language, and a knowledge of it is extremely useful. But nobody was very keen on acquiring additional knowledge of it after class. 
  Neither, perhaps, did Monsieur Charpentier expect to enjoy that hour. A detention master’s life, like that of the and policeman in the song, is not a happy one. Even in the regular French set Mossoo was rather ragged; in detention classes, it was worse. 
  Mossoo’s detention class dribbled in. Billy Bunter was there—not with the object of acquiring knowledge of French, if Bunter could help it. Bob Cherry came in with the Nabob of Bhanipur. Herbert Vernon-Smith followed them in, with his hands in his pockets, lounging—conduct which would have earned him six from Mr. Quelch, but which Mossoo pretended not to notice. Skinner, Bolsover major, Hazeldene, and Snoop drifted in, a little late—Mossoo affecting not to notice that they were late. Peace at any price was Mosoo’s motto—which naturally led to his getting very little peace. 
  All these were Remove men. But there were others to come—Temple, Dabney, and Fry, of the Fourth, were booked for detention French for their sins. They came into the class-room arm-in-arm, five minutes late. They lounged to the desks, making it clear from their manner that they did not care a straw for Adolphe Henri Charpentier. 
 Three or four other fellows dropped in, one by one, and Monsieur Charpentier, consulting his list of  “detenus,” found that he had his whole class. So the last comer, who happened to be Hobson of the Shell was requested to “fermez la porte “—which Hobby did, closing the door with a bang that awoke most of the echoes of Greyfriars School, and caused Monsieur Charpentier to jump clear of the floor. 
  “Allons! Zat you make not so mooch noise viz zat door!” ejaculated Monsieur Charpentier. 
  “But you asked mc to shut it, sir!” said Hobson, with an air of injured innocence. 
  “I ask you not to slam him viz vun big bang!” snapped Mossoo. “You are stupid, Hobson! Take your place!” 
  Bang, bang! went a couple of desk lids. 
  Monsieur Charpentier sighed. The usual rag was beginning! 
  “Sherry! Skinnair! Make not so mooch noise viz zose desks!” 
  “Sorry, sir!” said Bob sincerely enough. Bob was a good-natured fellow, though he rather liked noise, and he kindly remembered that the detention master was, after all, only performing his duties. 
  “It slipped, sir!" said Skinner—which was quite untruthful. “I couldn’t help it banging sir! It was like this, sir!” 
  Skinner lifted the desk-lid again, to show how it had slipped. 
  Bang! 
  “It went just like that, sir!” said Skinner innocently. 
  “Mon Dieu! If you do zat vunce more Skinnair, I report you to ze Head!” 
  “Oh, sir! I was only showing you how—“ 
  “Taisez-vous!  Silence in ze class! Smeet, take down ze feet!” The Bounder, sprawling on a form, had his feet resting on a desk. 
  He did not answer or move. His name, certainly, was not “Smeet.” and it pleased him not to understand Mossoo’s pronunciation. 
  “Alors! You hear me, Smeet?” squeaked Monsieur Charpentier. 
  The Bounder stared straight at him without answering.  There was a grin through the detention class.  Smithy, evidently, was bent on a rag—and detained fellows enjoyed a rag much more than French. 
  “Stick it, Smithy!” whispered Bolsover major. 
  “Smeet,” shouted Monsieur Charpentier, “vill you answer me?” 
  No reply. 
  Monsieur Charpentier caught up a pointer from Quelch’s desk, and came towards the class. He reached over, and gave a sudden swipe at the Bounder’s sprawling legs. 
  Vernon-Smith moved his feet then— quite suddenly. 
  “Yaroooh! he roared. And his legs disappeared under the desk. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Silence! It is not for to laff!” exclaimed Monsieur Charpentier. “1 will not have zis impudence, Smeet!” 
  “If you’re talking to me, my name’s not Smeet!”  snarled the Bounder. 
  “Taises-vous! You are ze baddest boy in ze class!” said Monsieur Charpentier. Ze ozzers are bad, and some are badder zan ozzers, but of all ze class, you are ze baddest!” 
  “Is that a French word, sir?” asked Temple of the Fourth. 
  “Vat? Is vat a French word, Temple?” 
  “Baddest, sir! What does it mean in English?” 
  “Zat is one English word, Temple! You are cheeky also, like Smeet! I will not have sheek! After zis class, you will write one hundred lines of ze  Henriade !” 
  Temple grinned cheerfully. Seldom or never did Mossoo ask to see the lines which he handed out so generously in class. Nobody minded getting lines from Mossoo. 
  Bang bang! 
  “Bolsover—’Azeldene—vat you do?” 
  

   “Accident, sir—the lid slipped—” 
  “Take one hundred lines of ze Henriade, bofe of you bad boys!” 
  Bang!  Came a desk lid from another direction. Monsieur Carpentier spun round. His eyes fixed on Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. As a matter of fact it was Snoop who had banged the desk: but monseiur was excited, and when he was excited he was hasty, and liable to make mistakes. 
  “Hurree Singh! You bang zat desk, after all zat I say—“ 
  “Not at allfully, esteemed monsieur!” answered the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “You take one hundred lines of ze Henriade.” 
  “The thankfulness is terrific” 
  “ Now we will proceed.” said Monsieur Charpentier. “I vill keep ze ordair in ze class, or I vill know ze reason vy not!” 
  ‘‘I say. you fellows, go it!” whispered Billy Bunter “Don’t 1et that little beast begin on French.” 
  “You speak in ze class, Buntair!” 
  “Oh, no, sir! I never opened my mouth.” answered Billy Bunter promptly. “I only said—”   
  “Take one hundred lines!” 
  “Oh really, sir—” 
  “Take two hundred lines:” 
  “But really, sir—” 
  “Take three hundred lines!” 
  “Oh crikey !” 
  French began—as usual. Every now and then a desk-lid went, like a pistol-shot. Then there would be a thud of a falling book. Then Temple of the Fourth asked if he might have the window open, and Hobson of the Shell immediately raised an objection, other fellows joined warmly in the argument, and for a good five minutes there was babel in Classroom No 10. and French was not even an “also ran” 
  Order having been restored, more or less, French was resumed; only to be interrupted once more when an ink ball landed on Billy Bunter’s big spectacles, and elicited a loud yell from the Owl of the Remove. It was Skinner who had projected the ink-ball, unseen by Mossoo, but Mossoo caught a grin on Vernon-Smith’s face, and that was enough for him. The pointer came down on Smithy’s shoulders.

 


“Take zat vit you, Smeet!” snapped Monsieur Charpentier. 
  “What the thump do you mean?” roared the Bounder. “You silly little ass—” 
  The door of Class-room No. 10 opened as the Bounder was speaking. The Head stepped in. 
  And there was an awful silence. 
                                  THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
                                                   For It! 
DR. LOCKE looked at the detention class. 
  The detention class looked at Dr. Locke. 
  A pin might have been heard to drop in Class-room No. 10 
  The Bounder breathed hard. 
  He knew that the Head had heard him: heard him calling the French master a silly ass! The expression on Dr. Locke’s face showed what he thought of it. 
  “Oh crikey!” murmured Billy Bunter “Smithy’s done it now 
  “The donefulness is terrific!” murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  Smithy realised very clearly that he had “done it.” An expression of dogged defiance grew on his hard face. 
  Dr. Locke advanced into the room. 
  “I feared, Monsieur Charpentier, that this class might be giving you trouble.” said the Head courteously. “I am sorry to see that my fears were well-founded. Vernon-Smith!” 
  “Yes, sir!” 
  “Stand out before the class!” 
  The Bounder stood out. 
  “I heard you.” said the Head, “apply a disrespectful expression to Monsieur Charpentier” 
  “Did you, sir?” 
  “I did!  I have warned you, more than once, to be careful, Vernon-Smith. I sent you away from Greyfriars!  You were allowed to return, in the hope that you would amend your conduct. You have not done so. You have been the most troublesome boy in Mr. Quelch’s Form; you have gone from bad to worse. Now I hear you addressing an insult to a member of my staff.” 
  “Oh, sir!” murmured Monsieur Charpentier, in distress.  The look on the Head’s face alarmed Mossoo, as much as it alarmed the juniors. He had a kind and tender heart, and shrank from the thought of severe punishment for anybody. Which was probably the reason why he was the worse-ragged master at Greyfriars School. 
  “I heard what the boy said, Monsieur Charpentier “ 
  “I zink zat he speak vizout to zink, sair!” stammered Mossoo, fervently wishing that the head had not stepped in at that unfortunate moment. Also I whack him viz a pointer, sair.” 
  “If you please, sir, it was I who threw the ink-ball.” said Skinner meekly. “Mossoo thought it was Vernon-Smith, sir, but it was I.” 
   “Helas! Zen I whack Smeet for nozzings!” said Monsieur Charpentier. “I hope, sir, zat you forgive Smeet.” 
  Dr. Locke compressed his lips. 
  “If it is true that you were punished under a mistake, Vernon-Smith— “ 
  “I never did anything!” said the Bounder sullenly. 
  “Je me trompe—” mumbled Monsieur Charpentier. “I deceive myself and—” 
  “Very well!” said the Head, it was my intention, Vernon-Smith, to administer a severe flogging for the expression you used. In the circumstances, I shall punish you less severely. You will be detained for the two half- holidays this week, and I shall cane you. Kindly hand me a cane, monsieur.” 
  Mosoo handed the headmaster a cane. Dr. Locke pointed with it to a form. 
  “Bend over that form, Vernon-Smith!” 
  In silence, gritting his teeth, the Bounder bent over. The detention class looked on in silence while the Head administered six. Not a sound came from the Bounder. Every one of the six was a “swipe”; but the hardy Bounder shut his teeth hard and endured in silence. 
  The Head laid down the cane. 
  “You may go to your place, Vernon-Smith!” He glanced over the class as the Bounder went.  “Let there be no more disorder here!” 
  And Dr. Locke walked out. 
  There was no more disorder in the French detention class. Not a desk-lid banged, not a book was dropped! Even Billy Bunter gave a little attention to French! The Bounder’s punishment, and the possibility that the Head might look in again, were enough for the detained juniors. Only the Bounder sat sullenly scowling, ready for more trouble; but Monsieur Charpentier judiciously passed him over, leaving him entirely alone till the class was dismissed. 
  “Hard luck, Smithy,” said Bob Cherry, when the juniors went down the corridor. “Did it hurt?” 
  “Oh, no!” answered the Bounder sarcastically. “I enjoyed it!” 
  “Well, you’ll get over it, old bean! Gating for two half-holidays is worse than a licking!” 
  “The worsefulness is terrific, as the esteemed and ridiculous crew at Highcliffe match takes place on Wednesday!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Oh that’s all right— I’ve heard that Smithy’s standing out,” said Bob.      
  “You’re not in the team, are you, Smithy?” 
  “No!” 
  “That’s all right, then.” 
  “Is it?” said the Bounder, with a sneer. “I happen to have an engagement on Wednesday afternoon, though I’m not playing football” 
   Bob looked at him. 
  “I dare say you’ll be all the better for having your engagement washed out, whatever it is,” he said dryly. “ I’ve heard that you’ve been making friends again with Ponsonby and his crew at Highcliffe.  If your engagement was in that direction, all the better for you.” 
  “I’ve had enough pi-jaw from Wharton, thanks!” said the Bounder. “Don’t give me his sermons at second-hand.” 
 “I’ve a jolly good mind to give you a dot in the eye at first-hand!” grunted Bob. 
  “Get on with it!” sneered Smithy. 
  “Oh, go and eat coke!” 
  Bob Cherry walked away with the nabob, rather regretting that he had stopped to speak to the sullen scapegrace of the Remove. Vernon-Smith, with a black brow, went up to the Remove passage, where he found his chum, Tom Redwing. in Study No. 4.  There was a bright fire burning in study No. 4, and tea was ready on the table, and Tom gave him a cheery smile as he came in. But the smile faded from his face as he caught Smithy’s expression. 
  “Anything up?” he asked. He was not surprised: there always seemed to be something “up” with the Bounder of Greyfriars. 
  Vernon-Smith grunted as he threw himself into a chair. 
  “I’ve been in detention,” he growled “ You know that.” 
  “A rag, I suppose?” said Ton. 
  “As it happened, I was an injured innocent,” sneered the Bounder. Skinner buzzed an ink-ball at Bunter, and Mossoo cracked me with a pointer, thinking it was me.” 
  Redwing laughed. 
  “Just like Mosoo; he’s no end of a little ass!” he said. “I suppose you’d really got his rag out, though, or he wouldn’t have jumped on you.”
  “Oh, I’m always to blame, of course.” said the Bounder, “It’s my fault I’ve got and if a Head’s licking and detention all the week.” 
  “Did the beak come in—” 
  “Yes; Just in time to hear me calI Mossoo a silly little ass!” 
  “Smithy!” 
  “You’ve just called him that yourself!” sneered Smithy. 
  “Not in his presence.” said Redwing quietly. “He is a little ass, and there is harm in a fellow saying so; but to insult the man—” 
   “Oh, can it!” said the Bounder rudely. “I seem to be getting nothing but pi-jaw this term! Detention on Wednesday and Saturday—under the beak’s own eye!” He gritted his teeth.  “Well, fellows have broken out of detention before now, and may again.” 
  “It would be mad to try it on, Smithy! The Head’s got his back up with you already.” 
  “I’m not stayin’ in gates on Wednesday!” 
  “Let’s have some tea!” said Tom abruptly. 
  They sat down to tea. The Bounder’s face remained sullen and morose; Tom’s was very thoughtful. Many a time Redwing had played the part of guardian angel to his wayward chum, and he was thinking now how to save Smithy from his own recklessness. 
 “I’ve got an idea, Smithy!” he said, after a long silence.  “You’ve refused to play football for the Remove—” 
  “Chance for you to bag my place!” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass! Wharton’s keen to have you in the team—all the fellows are keen. If you chucked up playing the goat, and told Wharton you’d changed your mind, he’d make room for you like a shot!” 
  “Rats!”  
  “What I mean is, the Head isn’t the man to keep a fellow in detention if he’s wanted to play in a match. If Wharton put it to him that you were wanted at Highcliffe, ten to one he’d let you off on Wednesday. You might get lines instead—” 
  The Bounder started a little.  His eyes gleamed. 
  “Reddy; old man, you’re a giddy genius “ he exclaimed. “I’ll hike along and speak to Wharton now.” 
  “Good man,” said Tom. 
  And his face was brighter, as the Bounder left the study. In his sullen resentment against the whole Form, the Bounder had cut games, which was a bad thing for him or any fellow. Getting him back into Remove football was the best thing his chum could possibly have done for him. It bucked Redwing to think that he had succeeded so far. He little guessed the thoughts that were working in the Bounder’s mind.                                                                                                                                                                                                             
                                 THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
                                            Whose Coat? 
 “I SAY, you fellows—”
   “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “Wherefore this thusness?” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “The thusfullness is terrific!” grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Fan me!” said Johnny Bull, grinning. 
  “Whose coat?” chuckled Harry Wharton
  The Famous Five of the Remove gazed at Billy Bunter as he rolled up to them in the quad in admiration and wonder. 
  Billy Bunter for once in his fat career, looked well dressed! 
  Certainly, his trousers were a baggy as ever, his elbows shiny, his cuffs frayed, his collar soiled; but these little trifles were hidden by a handsome overcoat. It was a new overcoat, an expensive overcoat; it was a well-cut overcoat; and though rather tight on Bunter’s ample form, it made him look very unusually neat and natty. Seeing Bunter well-dressed was seeing an uncommon sight; so the chums of the Remove naturally wanted to know the reason of this “thusness.” 
  As Wharton asked “whose coat?” the other fellows chuckled. Wharton had hit the nail on the head. That coat was new, handsome. clean, expensive— four reasons why it could not belong to William George Bunter. Evidently Bunter had borrowed that coat—very probably without mentioning the fact to the owner. 
  “I’ve seen that coat before!” grinned Bob. “It’s a Remove coat! Whose?” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry!  I suppose a fellow can have a new coat! said Bunter.  “The fact is, it came down specially from my tailor’s today.” 
  “Gammon!” 
  “If you think it’s Smithy’s coat—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
 “I’m not the fellow to bag another fellow’s coat, I hope! Besides, I’m going down to Courtfield, and it looks like rain. And I haven’t got that toffee off my coat yet. And it’s split, too. Not that I’ve borrowed this co8t, you know. It’s not Smithy’s.” 
  “I don’t think I’d lark with Smithy’s clobber, Bunter,” said the captain of the Remove shaking his head. “Better find a better-tempered chap when you want to bag a coat,” 
  “Well, Mauly’s gone out in his coat, and—” 
  “Ha, ha, he!” yelled the Famous Five. Apparently Bunter had had felonious designs on Lord Mauleverer’s coat, in the first place. 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!” said Bunter crossly. “it’s rather rotten, if you ask me, making out that I’m a fellow to borrow another fellow’s coat!  Still, you needn’t mention it to Smithy, if you see him. He’s a suspicious beast, and might make out that this was his coat, if he happened to want it, you know, and missed it from the lobby. I say, you fellows, I’m going down to Courtflield—can you lend me five bob?” 
  “The canfulness is not terrific.” 
  “I’ll tell you how the matter stands,” said Bunter, blinking seriously at the Removites through his big spectacles .“I was expecting a postal order this morning—” 
  “Oh. my hat!” 
  “It hasn’t come!” 
  “You don’t say so?” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  “I do. old chap—there’s been some delay in the post, and I’ve been disappointed about that postal order.” 
  “Too bad!” said Frank Nugent sympathetically. “I remember you were disappointed about it last term,” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “That wasn’t the same postal-order, fathead!” said Bunter peevishly. “This one is from one of my titled relations.  It will come tomorrow morning. Will one of you fellows let me have the five bob, and take the postal order when it comes?”
 “Don’t all speak at once!  ” chuckled Bob. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes Smithy!” 
  “Oh crikey!” ejaculated Bunter, blinking round in alarm. 
  Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing cane in sight, strolling from under the old elms. They came quite suddenly on the group of juniors in the quad. and the Bounder’s eyes fastened at once on Bunter’s handsome new coat. 
  “By gad!” he exclaimed. “What the—” 
  The fat Owl of the Remove backed away.  He rather wished now that he had started for Courtfield without stopping to try to raise the wind from the Famous Five. But it was too late to wish that now. 
  “I—I say, Smithy—” he stammered. 
  “What are you doing in my coat?” demanded Vernon-Smith. 
  “It—it isn’t your coat, old chap? It’s like it—very much like it—but it—it isn’t your coat! Look in the lobby, and you’ll find your coat there, hanging on the peg I took it from—“ 
  “What? gasped the Bounder. 
  “I mean, on the peg I didn’t take it from!” stuttered Bunter. “It’s there, all right, old fellow—I saw it, not five minutes ago. I haven’t taken it—in fact, I haven’t been anywhere near the lobby —“ 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Take it off, you fat chump!” said Tom Redwing, laying a hand on his chum’s arm. “No harm done, Smithy!” 
  “Do you think I’m going to have that fat slug wearing my clothes?” growled the Bounder. “Mauly can put up with it if he likes—he’s soft. I’ll kick him back to the House—” 
  “‘Tain’t your coat!” squeaked Bunter, “And it’s not damaged, anyhow—only one of the buttons came off —here, I say—keep off, you beast—hold him, you fellows—yaroooh!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  The Bounder made a jump for Bunter. Bunter made a jump to escape. He ran for the House, with Vernon-Smith close behind him. Smithy gained fast, and grabbed at a fat shoulder. Bunter spun desperately away, slipped, and
stumbled over.

 

  Splash! 
  “Oooogh!” gasped Bunter, as he landed in an extensive puddle left by recent rain. 
  He rolled in the puddle and sat up in it. Vernon-Smith halted, just in time to save himself from falling over him. He stared at his handsome new coat—still new, but by no means handsome. Rolling in a muddy puddle had inevitable results. That beautiful overcoat was smothered with mud from neck to tail. 
  “Why, I—I—I’ll—” gasped the Bounder. 
  He hurled himself at the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Whoop!” roared Bunter. “Keep off! Stoppit! Beast! I say, you fellows—Rescue! Yarooooooop!” 
  Smack, smack. smack? Thump, thump, thump! 
  It was then that Coker of the Fifth happened. Coker, strolling in the quad with Potter and Greene, beheld this startling scene, and came up at once. Coker, as usual, felt an urge to mind anybody’s business but his own. 
  “ Here, what’s this!” rapped out Coker. “Stop that! Let that kid alone! Stop this bullying!” 
  He grabbed Vernon-Smith by the collar. 
  “Mind your own business, you fool!” snarled the Bounder. 
   “I say, help!” roared Bunter.  “I say, Coker, keep him off! Look what he’s done to my coat. I say, stop him!” 
  “I’ll stop him fast enough,” said Coker, and he jerked the angry Bounder away. “Now, then, you young hooligan— Why—that--ow—wow 
My hat !” 
 Smithy was not the fellow to be handled with impunity by a Fifth Form man. He punched fiercely, and Coker yelled and staggered. But he kept his grasp on the Bounder and tightened it. They struggled. 
  Bunter scrambled up. 
 He gave Smithy and Coker one blink and bolted for the House, like a scared rabbit for a burrow. 
  Coker was not likely to hold the Bounder long.  Bunter had no time to lose, He tore into the house. 
  A blink back from the doorway showed him Vernon-Smith breaking away from Coker and starting in pursuit again. 
  “Oh lor’ !” gasped Bunter. 
  He headed for the stairs—and stopped! The Bounder would run him the down fast enough in the Remove passage. In this pressing moment of peril Billy Bunter’s brain worked swiftly. He remembered that Mr. Quelch’s study, in Master’s passage, was vacant. He ran for Masters’ passage and disappeared. It was a case of any port in a storm—and Vernon-Smith was not likely to root among the masters’ studies in search of him. 
  A minute after the door of Quelch’s study closed on Bunter, Herbert Vernon-Smith was rooting through the Remove passage for a fat junior in a muddy over coat. But he found him not. 

                                  THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                 A Talk on the Telephone! 

BILLY BUNTER gasped. 
  He was breathless after that hot chase. 
  He plumped into the armchair in Quelch’s study and gasped for wind. 
  “Beast!” gurgled Bunter. 
  His walk to Courtfield was off now! Being in the unusual possession of half-a-crown, Bunter had intended to tea at the bun-shop in Courtfield, where there was a young lady in attendance who, Bunter firmly believed, regarded him with admiring eyes. It was true that that young lady had sometimes glanced at Bunter.  The fact was that she did not often see a fellow who was nearly as broad as he was long. 
  Bunter, unaware of the cause of the young lady’s interest in him, had no doubt that it was due to his uncommon good looks! He was willing to give encouragement, and at such a time, of course, a fellow liked to be decently dressed. Hence the borrowing of Smithy’s handsome overcoat, which had ended so disastrously for the fat Owl. 
  But if the young lady at the bunshop hoped to see Bunter’s good looks that afternoon, she was going to be disappointed. Not for his fat life did Bunter dare to leave his refuge yet awhile. He had to give the angry Bounder time to cool down, at least. 
  So he sat in Quelch’s armchair in Quelch’s study, gasped for breath, and reflected how jolly lucky it was that Quelch happened to be ill just then! 
Certainly, he, was likely to land in trouble if he was discovered taking possession of a master’s study!  But nobody was likely to come there and discover him! That was all right!
  His reflections were interrupted by the buzz of the telephone bell.  
  “Oh lor’!” ejaculated Bunter. 
    He had just been feeling a comfortable certainty that no one was likely to come there!  But it was certain that somebody would come there if the telephone bell went on ringing.
  Bunter heaved his weight out of the armchair, jumped to the instrument, and grabbed the receiver off the hooks.  Bunter, being there, had to take the call; had he not taken it someone would have come to the study and discovered him there! 
  “Hallo!  Is that Mr. Quelch?” came a deep, rather sharp voice. “Mr. 
Vernon-Smith speaking !” 
  “Oh crikey!” murmured Bunter. It was the Bounder’s father on the wire. 
  “Eh? What! What did you may, Mr. Quelch?” 
  “Oh! Nothing!” gasped Bunter. “All right! Go on!” 
  Evidently Smithy’s father was unaware that Smithy’s Form-master was away from Greyfriars. 
  “Please excuse my interrupting you, Mr. Quelch! No doubt you are busy “ 
  “Oh, yes! Very!” 
  “I am sorry— but I shall not keep you a moment! It is my intention to visit Greyfriars to-morrow afternoon to see my son. I understand that it is a half-
holiday on Wednesday?”
  “Oh, yes!” 
  “Perhaps, sir, you will kindly tell Herbert to expect me” 
  “Oh! yes!” 
  “If convenient to you, sir, I should like to talk with you at the same time. I have been considerably perturbed by your report at the half-term. It seems that you are not satisfied with Herbert.” 
  “No fear!” said Bunter. 
  “What? What did you say, Mr. Quelch?” 
  “I—I mean—” 
  “I understand! Herbert has been giving you trouble!” 
    “Yes, rather! Chasing a fellow—” 
  “I—I mean, he—he—he is—is—is a beast—I mean, a most ill-tempered and —and disrespectful fellow—” 
  “I am sorry to hear it! I have not forgotten, sir, your kindness and the Head’s kindness in allowing my son to return to Greyfriars this term after what happened. I am grateful! Your report at the half-term was a shock to me. I had hoped that Herbert had learned his lesson and was doing better. Apparently he is not.” 
  “Catch him!” 
  “Eh?” 
  “I mean, certainly not! He’s worse and worse—the worst fellow at the school—a regular rotter and beast—” 
  “Is that Mr. Quelch speaking?”
  “Oh, yes? Exactly!” 
  “I do not seem to recognise your voice.” 
  “Oh, that’s the telephone, you know! These rotten telephones! I hardly recognise yours—sounds more like a pig grunting  !” 
  “Mr. Quelch! Really———” 
  “Yes, really!” said Bunter cheerfully. 
  “I gather that you are angry with my son, Mr. Quelch?  Perhaps I am not surprised!  I must discuss the matter with you when I come tomorrow—but I must say, here and now, that I am as dissatisfied with Herbert’s reckless conduct as you can be, and that if he does not amend it is my intention to take extremely severe measures.”
  “Jolly glad to hear it” said Bunter.  “what he wants is a thundering good hiding!”
  “What?  What?”
  “I—I mean, he requires adequate correction—” amended Bunter, putting it more in Quelch’s style.
  “Surely, sir, that is in your province.  However, we shall discuss the matter.  You will speak to Herbert and tell him to remain in the school tomorrow afternoon.  I am exceedingly sorry, sir, that my son should have given you so much trouble.  Goodbye, sir!”
  “Good-bye!” grinned Bunter.
  He replaced the receiver and rolled back to the armchair, grinning. Having shut off Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith on the phone, he was safe in the study, unless some other beast rang up Quelch!  Fortunately, no other beast did! 
  The Owl of the Remove was feeling more at ease in his fat mind now.  Anyone else who had taken that call would, of course, have told Vernon-Smith that his father was coming to the school on the morrow, Bunter could tell him or not as he liked!  That was going to depend on how the Bounder acted in the matter of the overcoat!  One good turn deserves another. If Smithy was decent, Bunter could tell him the news—if he wasn’t, Smithy could go and eat coke and be blowed to him! That was how the fat Owl decided the point. 
  If the Bounder remained in detention that he would, of course, be in the school when his father came. But Bunter had heard that Smithy was, after all, included in the Remove eleven that was going over to Highcliffe to play Courtenay’s team there, and that the captain of the Remove hoped to get him leave from the Head. So it was rather important for the Bounder to learn that his father was coming to Greyfriars to see him—  especially as the millionaire seemed to be in a very annoyed and irritated mood with his son. Mr. Vernon Smith was an extremely indulgent parent, but it seemed that he was getting fed-up at last with the Bounder’s incessant scrapes.  Smithy’s narrow escape from expulsion had certainly been a shock to him. 
  It was not till nearly tea-time that Billy Bunter ventured out of Mr. Quelch’s  study. By that time, he hoped, the Bounder had cooled down—and, anyhow, he could not wait in cover any longer, without risk of missing a meal—which was unthinkable. 
  Taking Smithy’s muddy overcoat over his arm, Bunter blinked into the passage, saw that the coast was clear, and rolled away. Smithy’s coat was hung up on its peg again, and Bunter was done with it. The mud on it was dry by that time: but it did not occur to Bunter to take a brush and brush it off.  Exertion of any kind never had any appeal for Bunter. 
  Leaving the muddy coat hanging, the fat Owl rolled away to the Remove passage in search of tea. 
  Ten minutes later, Herbert Vernon-Smith was looking at that coat—lately a new coat, now crumpled and muddy and forlorn. Having looked at it, the Bounder, with a glitter in his eyes, went to look for Billy Bunter! 

                                     THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Chucked Out! 

“I SAY, you fellows—” 
“Scat!” 
  “I’ve looked in—” began Billy Bunter, with dignity, as he blinked into Study No. 1 through his big spectacles. 
  “Look out again—” suggested Frank Nugent. 
  “Better look out, Bunter!” chuckled Bob Cherry “Last time I saw Smithy he was hunting you! He’s wrathy.” 
  “Blow Smithy! I’ve looked in to ask you fellows—”
  “Ask next door!” 
 “If you’d like me to cook the sosses!” concluded Bunter. 
  Harry Wharton laughed. There were sausages to grace the tea-table in Study No. 1 in the Remove, and Bunter was a great man at cooking sausages He was still a greater man at disposing of them when cooked. 
  “Roll in, fatty!” said the captain of the Remove. 
 Bunter rolled in, in great relief. He was keen on bagging a tea in the study; but he was almost as keen on the company of the Famous Five as on the sosses.  He felt safer in company when the Bounder was hunting for him!  Any other fellow, Bunter reflected, would have got over his temper by this time; but the Bounder had a beastly temper, and with him you never could tell! Study No. 1. was a happy refuge to the hunted Owl. 
  The fat junior sorted out the frying-pan from the bottom of the study cupboard, and there was soon an appetising and agreeable scent of cooking sausages—very grateful and comforting to fellows who had been at football practice in a keen March wind!
  Having cooked the sosses, Bunter, of course, could not be denied a share in them—the lion’s share—and he sat down to tea with the chums of the Remove. He sat as far from the door as possible, with the table and the five juniors between him and the doorway. For once his fat attention was not wholly concentrated on the foodstuffs. He listened to footsteps in the Remove passage with quite a painful intentness. 
  “I—I say, you fellows!” he gasped in alarm, as the study door opened. 
  But it was Skinner who looked in. 
“Oh, you’re here!” said Skinner, with a grin at the alarmed, fat face across the tea-table. Smithy’s looking for you.” 
  “I—I say, tell him I’ve gone to tea with the Head, will you, Skinner?” gasped Bunter 
 “He’s coming up the stairs now!” chuckled Skinner. 
  “D-d-does he look waxy?” 
  “Simply ferocious !“ 
 “Oh crikey! I say, old chap, tell him Lascelles has asked me to tea, will you, and I’ve gone? Or—or tell him I’ve gone home to a funeral.” 
  “Judging by Smithy’s looks, you’ll be staying here for your own funeral!” answered Skinner heartlessly.  And he walked away, laughing. 
Billy Bunter blinked round at the five faces in the study. 
“I say, you fellows, you’ll stand by me, won’t you?” he asked anxiously. “I never had Smithy’s coat, you know—” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “I mean, it was his fault it got muddy! He can tip Trotter a bob, to brush it. I’ll stand the bob, when— when my postal order comes. I say, Wharton, you’re not going to let a fellow kick up a row in your study, are you? 
  “I’d rather not,’ assented Wharton. “Perhaps you’d better stop out into the passage to see Smithy.” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton “ 
  “Look here, you fat chump, you jolly well deserve to be kicked for bagging a fellow’s coat!” said Johnny Bull. “Get it over!” 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “Smithy’s entitled to a free kick!” agreed Bob Cherry, “What are you grousing about, Bunter, when you asked for it?” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “The askfulness was terrific, my esteemed Bunter. The bagfulness of a fellow’s coat was not the proper caper.” 
  “Beast!” 
  “Hallo hallo, hallo! Here comes his wrathy nibs!” said Bob, as there was a crash at the study door, and it flew wide open. 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith tramped in, with a scowling brow. 
“Is that the way you usually enter a study, Smithy?” asked Nugent. “They don’t do it like that in the best circles. 
  “So he’s here,” said the Bounder, unheeding. “Bunter, you fat scoundrel—” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy —” 
  “Chuck it, Smithy, old man.” said Bob amicably. “We all put up with Bunter’s weird ways, more or less. Why shouldn’t you, like any other fellow? I haven’t kicked him for bagging my socks the other day—and I can’t afford new things like you can.” 
  “You’re a soft-headed fool, and I’m not!” answered the Bounder. 
  “Thanks! What sort of polish do you use for your manners?” inquired Bob. “It must be worth a guinea a box!” 
  “I—I say, Smithy, old chap!” gasped Bunter. “I say, I never had your coat! 
I mean, I should have had Mauly’s coat, only the beast went out in it—he was always selfish, and it wasn’t much of a coat, you know—your coat ain’t much good—you don’t know how to give an order to a tailor—you new rich fellows never do!” 
  If Bunter hoped to placate the wrathful Bounder by those remarks, it showed that he had a very hopeful nature! 
  Vernon-Smith strode round the table, grasped him by the collar, and jerked him backward, over his chair. The chair went to the floor with a crash and Bunter roared in the Bounder’s grasp. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were all on their feet now, far from pleased. It was true that, as Bob had observed, that Bounder was entitled to a free kick. But he was not entitled to kick up a shindy in another fellow’s study. 
  “Look here. Smithy, draw it mild!” 
  “Mind your own business!” 
  “Look here———” 
  “Oh, shut up!” 
  Wharton breathed hard. Now that the Bounder had offered his services for the Highcliffe match, and was in the Remove eleven again, Wharton was very anxious to avoid a renewal of the trouble with him. But there was a limit, and Smithy was getting perilously near it. 
  “I say, you fellows, make him leggo!” howled Bunter, shaking like a sack of coke in the Bounder’s muscular grasp. “1 say, Smithy. old chap—” 
  “Look here, Smithy, chuck it!” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Rats to you!” 
  “I say, chuck it, old chap, and I’ll tell you something—something that you’d like to know!” gasped Bunter. 
  “You fat fool!” 
  “I mean it old man! I was in Quelch’s study, and—Yaroooh!” roared Bunter, as the Bounder swung him round and kicked 
  “That will do, Smithy!” said Harry Wharton setting his lips. 
  “It won’t!” 
  “I tell you---” 
 “You can gabble till you’re black in the face, but I’m going to kick the fat scoundrel to the end of the passage and back again!” 
  “Yarooooh!” 
  “You’re not!” said Wharton decisively. “Let him go!” 
  “Rats!” 
  The Bounder kicked again, and Bunter, with a yell, spun to the door. Vernon-Smith followed him up, with another kick coming. But that kick did not land. Harry Wharton grasped him by the shoulder, and spun him away from the Owl of the Remove. 
  “That’s enough, Smithy!”  he said tersely. 
  “Let go my shoulder!”
  “Not unless you leave Bunter alone!” 
  Bunter raced round the table.  The Bounder wrenched himself free from Wharton, by main force, and rushed after him 
  “I say, you fellows, keep him off?” yelled Bunter. 
  “Look here, that’s the jolly old limit!” exclaimed Frank Nugent. “Get out of this study, Smithy!” 
  He caught at the Bounder and dragged him back. Smithy’s left shot out Frank staggered back with a gasp.
  That was more than enough for the other fellows.  They collared Herbert Vernon-Smith on all sides, whirled him to the doorway, and pitched him headlong into the passage.
  The Bounder landed there with a bump and a yell. 
  “Now, hook it, unless you want some more!” snapped Bob Cherry. “By gum if you don’t clear we’ll give you the frog’s march up the passage!” 
  And Bob slammed the study door. 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith picked himself up, panting for breath, and red with fury.  He limped up the passage to his own study.  The trouble, for the present, was over though nobody who knew the Bounder expected that to be the end of it.	Comment by Daniel Raeside: , And, and
                                   THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                               Highcliffe Day! 
HARRY WHARTON was in rather a worried mood the following morning.
  The position of football captain in the Remove was not quite a sinecure. The weather was fine, which was a comfort to the fellows looking forward to the game at Highcliffe that afternoon. But the morose and unreliable Bounder was a thorn in the side of the captain of the Remove. 
  Courtenay, the junior captain of Highcliffe had a good team, and the Remove had to put their best men in the field for that fixture. Smithy was one of the very best. It had not been without an effort that Wharton had swallowed the Bounder’s cheek and put his name in the list again. But he had done it, and hoped for the best. Then the “row” in the study had followed, and he could not have been surprised if the angry and resentful Bounder had stepped out again. 
  Indeed, he had a lurking suspicion that that row had been partly intended as an excuse for letting the team down. Certainly. Bunter’s fatuous proceedings had been very irritating, and the Bounder’s temper was not good. Still, it seemed to Wharton that Vernon-Smith had rather jumped at the chance of row. 
  Smithy, however, had said nothing on the subject since, and his name was still in the list posted up in the Rag. Whether Smithy intended to stand out, almost at the last moment, was a problem—an intensely irritating one—to the football skipper. 
  That was not the only difficulty, either. The Head had to be asked to let Vernon-Smith off detention for the afternoon, to play at Highcliffe: and that was a doubtful proposition.  The headmaster was kind and considerate: it was very likely that he would stretch a point for the sake of the junior team. On the other hand, Smithy’s detention was so thoroughly well deserved that Wharton had a natural hesitation about making the request.  Certainly. he could not make it unless it was absolutely certain that the Bounder was going to play in the match—and that was quite uncertain now. 
  The Remove had a turn with Wingate of the Sixth that morning, and then extra maths with Mr. Lascelles. It was rumoured in the Remove that Mr. Quelch was away for weeks, in which case, it was certain that a new master would take his place. Nothing, however, was settled yet. and the Lower Fourth were still in a state of inter-regnum. A fellow in the Bounder’s position might have been expected to be very careful that morning in the hope of being let off in the afternoon. But Smithy was far from careful.  He cheeked Wingate in first class and was caned. He yawned openly in the face of Mr. Lascelles at maths and Larry fixed a very grim eye on hin. 
  “If you were not already detained this afternoon, Vernon-Smith, I should give you a detention,” he said. “As it is, I shall give you an imposition.  I shall prepare some problems for you.” 
  “You’re awfully good, sir!” said the Bounder. 
  “Do you desire me to report you to your headmaster for insolence, Vernon-Smith. 
  “I don’t mind, sir.” 
  “Indeed .“ said Mr. Lascelles grimly. “Well, I shall not trouble Dr Locke with you, Vernon-Smith, I shall cane you.  Bend over that form!” 
  And, for the second time that morning, Vernon-Smith had to bend over. He was scowling savagely when the Remove came out in break.  In third school Walker of the Sixth took the Remove, and they had an easy time while Walker sat at Quelch’s desk and perused the thrilling adventures of Hangdog Chummond.  Even the Bounder behaved himself when he was left alone.  When the Remove were finally dismissed for the day Harry Wharton joined the Bounder in the 
  “I’m speaking to the Head before he goes to lunch,” he said abruptly. 
  “It’s settled that you’re coming over to Highcliffe with us?” 
  “I’m coming.” 
  “All serene, then,” said the captain of the Remove, relieved. “I wanted to know for certain, that’s all.  ” 
  “You couldn’t take my word ?” sneered the Bounder. 
  “I’m taking it,” answered Wharton, determined not to be drawn into a 
quarrel.  “I’ll go and catch the beak in his study now.” 
  The Bounder cast a sneering glance after him as he went. Then, sighting Billy Bunter coming down the passage, he landed a kick on that fat youth’s tight trousers, sending off with a howl. 
  It was with some hesitation that Wharton tapped at the Head’s door and entered. Fortunately, Dr. Locke was likely to know nothing of the Bounder’s conduct in the form room that morning.  Had he been aware of it, it would not have been much use asking favours for Smithy. The head of Greyfriars received the captain of the Remove with his usual benignity, but his kind face became very grave when he heard what Wharton had to say. 
  He remained silent for some moments, considering the matter. 
  “I wouldn’t ask you, sir,” said Harry, colouring, “only this is rather a big fixture for us, and we want to beat Highcliffe, if we can.” 
  “Quite so!” assented the Head kindly. “I quite understand that. And you tell me that Vernon-Smith is essential to the team?” 
  “Our best winger, sir. I’d as soon stand out myself as leave him out.” 
  Dr. Locke smiled 
  “I should be very sorry to deprive you of a man you need in a match,” he said. “On the understanding that Vernon-Smith goes with the junior footballers, to play in the match at Highcliffe, I will rescind his detention, Wharton. You may tell him, from me, that he may write an imposition of two hundred lines of Virgil, in the place of his detention this afternoon, the lines to be handed to me by Saturday.” 
  “Thank you, sir!” said Harry, gratefully. 
  And he left the study, feeling, as Greyfriars fellows had often thought before, that the Head was a brick! 
  A fat junior was waiting for him at the corner of the passage.  Billy Bunter grinned at him as he came along. 
  “Seen the Head, old chap?” asked Bunter.
  “Yes, fatty.” 
  “Smithy let off detention?” 
  “Yes,” answered Harry, rather surprised by Bunter’s interest in the matter. 
  Football did not loom very large on Billy Bunter’s horizon and. 
   “He, he, he! “ 
  “What are you cackling at, you fat duffer?” 
  “Smithy will be out of gates this afternoon, then!”  grinned Bunter. 
  “Of course!”
  “He, he, he! Serve him jolly well right!” said Bunter. “I’d have told him only I wasn’t going to tell him while he was kicking a chap. Why should I?” 
  Wharton stared. 
  “You’d have told him what?” 
  “That’s telling!” chuckled Bunter. 
  “Fathead!” 
  Wharton went on his way, leaving the Owl of the Remove still chuckling. Billy Bunter seemed to be entertained about something: but Wharton was not curious to know what it was.  He went out into the quadrangle to look for the Bounder, and found him with Redwing. 
  “All serene!” he said brightly. “The Head’s a jolly old brick!  You’re to do two hundred lines of Virgil by Saturday, Smithy, and you’re let off this afternoon to play at Highcliffe.” 
  “Oh, good!” exclaimed Redwing. “That’s ripping!” 
  The Bounder smiled sarcastically. 
  “Ripping, is it?” he said. “I fancy Wharton would have given you my place if I had to stand out.” 
   “Rot!” said Tom. “I’d play, like a shot, but we want to beat Highcliffe.” 
  “Modesty, thy name is Redwing?” grinned the Bounder. 
  “ Oh, don’t be an ass, Smithy.” said Wharton. “Redwing would have had the place, but he’s not in the same street with you, and he knows it, as well as you and I do. We can’t beat Highcliffe without you.” 
   The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.
   “That’s rot!” he said. “A man can’t always be at the top of his form. As likely as not, I shall be no good.” 
  “Bosh! You’re going to score goals,” said the captain of the Remove cheerfully, and he left the Bounder with Redwing. There was a slightly uneasy expression on Vernon-Smith’s face. 
  “You’ll be coming over with the team, Reddy!” he said. 
  “Yes, rather. I’m down as a reserve, anyhow.” said Tom, with a smile. “And I shouldn’t be likely to miss the game.” 
  “You might be wanted, after all.”
  “Not likely!” 
  “Accidents might happen.” 
 “Well, if any fellow tumbles off the brake and breaks a leg I shall be on the spot!”  said Redwing, with a laugh. 
  The Bounder said no More.  He walked away by himself, his hands driven deep into his pockets, thinking. The expression on his face indicated that his thoughts were not wholly pleasant. 

                                        THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                                       Let Down! 

“JOLLY day!” remarked Bob Cherry, when the brake came round for the footballers. 
  Most days were jolly to the cheerful Bob. But it really was a jolly day; clear and cold and fine.  There had been rains, and there had been fogs, but they seemed to have cleared off specially in time for the football match at Highcliffe. It was a cheery crowd that packed into the brake 
  If there was one face a little clouded, it was Vernon-Smith’s. Which was unexpected, for a fellow let off detention to play in a football match on an ideal day for the game might have been expected to look very merry and bright. But the Bounder, these days, seldom looked either merry or bright. So far as football went he held his old place in the Form, and every fellow was glad to have him in the eleven. But in all this his popularity was at its lowest ebb. 
  Billy Bunter watched the footballers start, with a fat grin on his face. Billy Bunter knew, what nobody else knew, that Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith was, coming to Greyfriars that afternoon to see his son, expecting to find Herbert waiting for him there. He was coming, Bunter knew, in a far from pleasant temper with Herbert. Indulgent parent as he was, his temper was hasty and headstrong like his son’s. Billy Bunter considered that there would very probably be an explosion of wrath when the millionaire found that his son was gone.  And he also considered that it would serve Smithy jolly well right! 
  Bunter, to do him justice, would have told the Dounder about that message on the telephone.  But he could not go near Smithy without being kicked. In the peculiar circumstances Bunter felt justified in leaving Vernon-Smith in the dark—and be expected, and, indeed, hoped, that “old Smith” would make matters jolly warm for “young Smith.” 
  The brake rolled away, leaving Bunter grinning 
  There was a cheery chatter in the brake as it ran by Courtfield to Highcliffe School. The Bounder did not join in it.  All through the journey he did not utter a single word.  The cloud on his face had deepened, and Tom Redwing, who knew his chum well, gave him more than one uneasy glance. There was something on Smithy’s mind, he knew, although he could not imagine what it was. So far as he and the other fellows could see, Smithy ought to have  been congratulating himself on his good luck. 
  Knowing Smithy as he did, it seemed to him that the Bounder  had resolved upon some course of action, with his usual  stubborn obstinacy, but was not quite satisfied in his conscience about it. But he had no doubt that the exertion and excitement of the  football match would banish that cloud from his chum’s face. 
  Three Highcliffe fellows—Ponsonby and Gadsby and Monson—were sauntering near the gates when the brake arrived with the Greyfriars fellows They looked at the Remove crowd, not with friendly eyes; but Ponsonby waved a hand to the Bounder, who acknowledged the salute. It was not long since Smithy had been on fighting terms with Pon & Co., but they had made it up since then—for a time! When the shady side of Smithy’s character was uppermost, he had much in common with the black sheep of Highcliffe. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. carefully avoided taking note of the three. They did not want a row with Highcliffians on the day of the Highcliffe match. Pon winked at his friends as the brake rolled on. 
  “Smithy’s come!” he remarked. “” the
    “ What’s he with that crew for, though?” asked Monson. 
  “I believe he was in detention, and he’s made use of them to get away.” answered Ponsonby. 
    “Dirty trick!” said Gadsby. 
   Pon laughed. 
   “Smithy’s pretty deep!” he remarked. “He seems to be breakin’ out in quite his old style this term. Hang on here till he blows along.” 
  “We shall be late at the Three Fishers at this rate!” grunted Gadsby. “I’m not keen on the company.” 
  “Oh, rot! Let’s wait!” 
  And the three waited. Pon probably was no keener on Smithy’s company than Gaddy was. But when he was going to improve the shining hour by playing billiards at a disreputable resort he was glad to have the company of a fellow who could put a fiver on the game without missing it.
  Courteney, the captain of the Highcliffe Fourth, greeted the Greyfriars visitors cheerily when they arrived. His chum, the Caterpillar, gave Vernon- Smith a rather curious glance, noting the one clouded face among so many bright and cheery ones. 
  “That’s a chap that doesn’t seem to be enjoyin’ life, old bean!” drawled De Courcy when the Greyfriars fellows went in to change.  Misses dear old Pon perhaps! Is he lookin’ for him?” 
  The Bounder had not gone in with the rest. 
  With his hands in his pockets he was sauntering away.  Courtenay glanced
after him. 
  “Is he friendly with Pon?” he asked carelessly. 
  “I’ve heard that this term they’re rather thick again—havin’, I suppose, come to understand one another’s sterlin’ qualities.” said the Caterpillar gravely. 
  Courtenay laughed. 
 “He’s a good footballer.” he said. “One of the best men they’ve got, I believe. If he wants to speak to Pon it’s too late—Ponsonby s gone out of gates.” 
  “Bad boys!” said the Caterpillar. “Lookin’ on the wine when it is red an’ the billiards table when it is green! Much better be playin’ Soccer with good boys like us, old bean. Poor old Pon can’t understand what it’s like to be thrillin’ with keenness for a game!” And the Caterpillar gave a deep yawn, perhaps to show how keen he was! 
  Vernon-Smith had disappeared from the football ground. Why he had wandered away while the other fellows were changing for the match was rather a puzzle. But he was gone. 
  “Seen Smithy?” Tom Redwing came up to the two Highcliffe fellows a couple of minutes later. 
  “Yes.” answered the Caterpillar.  “He’s gone for a walk, I think.” 
  Redwing stared. ‘ 
  “Gone for a walk?” he repeated. “The whistle goes in a few minutes. What do you mean, De Courcy?” 
  “Only what I say, old tulip! Last I saw of him he was doin’ the vanishin’ trick behind those jolly old oaks! Perhaps you’ll find him there, meditatin’.” 
  Redwing, rather puzzled and very uneasy, ran in the direction of the oak- trees, a little distance off the football ground. The Caterpillar gave his chum a whimsical look. 
  “Is that man cuttin’ the game?” he asked. 
  “How could he, when he’s come over to play?” said Courtenay, with a stare. 
  “How indeed!” drawled the Caterpillar. I seem to remember some chat of Pon & Co. ‘s—I gathered that they were expecting to see Smithy today.” 
  “To see him play football, then.” 
 “Well, they’re not what you’d call frightfully keen on Soccer! My belief is that wild horses wouldn’t drag Pon & Co. into watchin’ a game, unless they had a big bet on it.” 
  “Oh, rot!” said Courtenay. 
  “Rot or not, that man Redwing’s comin’ back empty-handcd.” 
  Tom Redwing came back alone, his face clouded and troubled. By that time the Greyfriars men were changed and in the field. Harry Wharton called out to 
Redwing: 
  “Where’s Smithy? He’s not changed yet” 
  “I—I can’t see him about!” Redwing came up rather breathlessly. “He seems to have left the ground.”
  “Left the ground!” repeated the captain of the Remove, staring, 
  “I—I can’t make it out!” 
  “Is the man mad?” exclaimed Squiff. “We’re all ready for the whistle, and he’s gone wandering off. What is he up to?” 
  “We can’t keep Highcliffe waiting,” said Bob. “For goodness’ sake find that silly ass and tell him to get changed!” 
  There were six or seven Remove fellows present, as well as the members . of the team. Harry Wharton, with a knitted brow, called to them to hunt for 
Smithy and send him along, and some of the Highcliffe fellows joined them in looking for the Bounder. 
   Wharton was breathing hard. 
  Vernon Smith’s action was absolutely unaccountable, unless— But the captain of the Remove could not believe that. He remembered well  enough that the Bounder had stated that he had an “engagement” for that afternoon, though he had forgotten it till that moment. Likely enough that engagement had been with the blackguards of Highcliffe. Was it possible— could it be possible— that the unscrupulous Bounder had made use of the footballers to get off detention, with no intention whatever of playing football at Highcliffe. 
  But Wharton could not believe it. It was time for the kick-off now, and a Highcliffe Fifth Form man, who was referee, was ready, and looking impatient. Wharton had to ask Courtenay for a few minutes’ grace. But it was useless, for the fellows who had gone to look for Vernon-Smith came back without him. And one of them brought the news that he had asked the school porter if he had seen Smithy, and received the answer that the Bounder had been seen going down the road with Ponsonby & Co. That settled the matter. 
  “He’s let us down!” said Harry Wharton, in a low voice. “It was a rotten trick, all the time. He never meant to play, and he was making use of us to get off the Head’s detention.” 
  “He wouldn’t!” muttered Redwing. “He couldn’t!” 
  “He has!” said Wharton savagely. “Where is he, then?” 
  Redwing could not answer that. 
  “The rotten rascal!” said Bob Cherry, with a deep breath, “if that’s right, ho’s a bigger rotter than anybody ever imagined!” 
  “We’ve got to play without him! Get into your things, Reddy!” 
  Whatever was the cause of the Bounder’s absence, it was clear that he was not going to play in that match, and that Highcliffe could be kept waiting no longer. Tom Redwing changed, and lined up with the Remove in the Bounder’s place, and the game started. 	Comment by Daniel Raeside: , Bunter, Bunter	Comment by Daniel Raeside: 
                               THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
                                       Smithy’s Pater! 
“HE, he, he!” 
  That unmusical cachinnation escaped from Billy Bunter at the sight of a magnificent car turning in at the gates of stout gentleman in a silk hat who sat in it. 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith had arrived.
  There was a somewhat set and severe expression on Mr. Vernon-Smith’s plump face. Probably he was looking forward, in rather a grim mood, to the interview with his scapegrace son. 
  Bunter grinned as the car passed him, and chuckled again. Two or three fellows “capped” the millionaire as he passed. 
  “That’s old Smith.” remarked Skinner to Snoop. “Tremendous old swell—what? Why can’t all our paters be moneylenders, Snoopy?”
  Whereat Sydney James Snoop chuckled. 
  “What are you cackling at, Bunter?  Thinking that that car is nearly ns 
good as your Ford at home?” asked Skinner. 
  “Oh, really, Skinner! I say, the old bean’s come to see the young bean,
and Smithy’s gone over to Highcliffe.” grinned Bunter.“I fancy he will get his hair off —what? He, he, he!” 
  “Well, he couldn’t expect Smithy to stay in gates, unless he told him he was coming, and he can’t have.” said Skinner. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “Suddenly found that he had an hour to spare, from skinning the poor old public on the Stock Exchange.” remarked Skinner satirically.  “His time’s frightfully valuable, Snoopy— worth about a hundred pounds an hour —or is it a thousand. We must ask Smithy. He toils not, neither does he spin, but Solomon in all his glory was never arrayed in a fur-collared coat like that.” 
  And Snoop chortled again. 
  Many eyes were turned on that magnificent Rolls, and on the millionaire when he alighted from it. Wealth seemed to exude all over Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith. If there were other things in the universe of more importance than wealth, Mr. Vernon-Smith was probably unconscious of their existence. 
  Dr. Locke, from his study window, beheld the arrival of the millionaire, and sighed.  He had been unaware that Mr. Vernon-Smith was calling that day, and he dreaded an interview with the rather overpowering gentleman. No Headmaster enjoys interviewing parents, and Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith was a very formidable parent. Also, the Head’s last interview with him, on the occasion when Smithy had been “sacked,” had been somewhat disagreeable. 
  Certainty, the Head had had good reason to rescind that sentence at the time; but he was left with a sort of feeling that Mr. Vernon-Smith had rather bullied him. Mr. Vernon-Smith was one of those overpowering personalities who seem to breathe in all the air in a room, and leave everybody else gasping. Dr. Locke wondered rather dismally what had brought the millionaire to Greyfriars that day, and hoped that he had only called to see his son, and not to see his son’s head master. 
  As a matter of fact, he had; but, nevertheless, in a few minutes there came a tap at the Head’s door, and Trotter showed the millionaire in: and Dr. Locke rose to meet him with courtesy. 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith seemed annoyed. He gave a kind of grunt in reply to the headmaster’s courteous greeting. Dr. Locke, remembering his interview with Wharton, guessed the cause of the frown on the plump face. 
  “I regret that your son is not within gates, Mr. Vernon-Smith.” he said. “Had he been aware of your intention to visit the school, no doubt—” 
  “I presume that he was aware of it, sir”
  “I think not,” said the Head. “If you had written—” 
  “I telephoned, sir.  I am quite surprised and puzzled.” said Mr. Vernon-Smith, with another grunt. “ I telephoned yesterday to Mr. Quelch, my son’s Form-master, stating my intention to call today. I understood that he would inform my son, also that he would be available for a discussion with you.  I am informed, however, that my son is absent, engaged upon a football match or something, and that Mr. Quelch has gone. I do not understand, sir.” 
  The Head blinked. 
  “There must be some misunderstanding;” he said mildly. “You could scarcely have spoken to Mr. Quelch on the telephone.” 
  “I was given his number.” 
  “No doubt; but Mr. Quelch is now away from Greyfriars——” 
  “My call was taken.” 
  “Someone must have taken it, on hearing the bell ring,” said the Head, very much puzzled. “But I fail to see why he did not explain to you.” 
  “So do I, sir—so do I. I was most undoubtedly led to suppose that it was Mr. Quelch who was speaking to me.” 
  “I am quite perplexed. sir. 1 shall certainly inquire—” 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith made a gesture. 
  “As the matter stands, I am here, and I cannot see my son’s Form-master, anb my son is away.” he said. “  Whoever took my call certainly cannot have told Herbert that I was coming to see him to-day.” 
  “Apparently not,” said the Head. “I shall make the most rigid inquiry—” 
  “My time, sir, is of value !” grunted Mr. Vernon-Smith. “It is improbable that I shall have another free afternoon for weeks to come, and it is urgent for me to see my son. I have gathered that his Form-master is far from satisfied with him.” 
  “I regret to say that that is the case, sir.” 
  “A feeling that you share, 1 have no doubt.” 
  “I am sorry to say—yes.” 
  “I share it, also.” said Mr. Vernon-Smith. “It is my intention to speak very plainly to Herbert.  If the lesson he had was lost on him, it is time that he had another, and a more severe one. Yet, owing to some inexplicable trickery on the telephone, here is not here when 1 call.  Where is he?” 
  “1 understand that he is playing football with boys of his Form at Highcliffe School,” said the Head. “The boys will return before calling-over—” 
  Grunt! 
  “Or if you cared to do so, you could run over to Highcliffe in your car.” suggested the Head. “It is only a few miles from here.” 
  Dr. Locke hoped that his visitor would adopt that suggestion. The prospect of Mr. Vernon-Smith remaining till the juniors came back from Highcliffe was quite dismaying to the old gentleman. 
  To his satisfaction Mr. Vernon-Smith gave a nod. 
  “Probably you would be interested to see your son playing for his school, ” said the Head. “ Although Vernon-Smith has been far from giving satisfaction in class, and in his general ways, I am glad to say that in games, at all events, he has won a great deal of credit. In fact, I specially excused him from detention to-day, in order that he might play in this football match.” 
  “ So he was under detention to-day!” grunted Mr. Vernon-Smith. “May I ask for what offence?” 
  “ For insolence to a master,” said the Head. “That, I am sorry to say, is nothing new.” 
  “He will learn better, sir,” said Mr. Vernon-Smith. “By Jove, he shall learn better, or repent it. I am glad to hear however, that he is good at games —and that his occupation this afternoon is an honourable one.  I trust, sir, that you have had no reason to suspect him of his former offences—breaking school bounds, mixing with low associates—” 
  The Head was silent. 
  “Come, sir,” grunted Mr. Vernon- Smith.  “Be frank with me. You told me, and I am far from blaming you, that if my son repeated such offences you would expel him from the school.  I cannot expect anything else; and I am naturally anxious on the point.” 
  “I will be frank,” said the Head. “It is suspected—indeed, more than suspected—that Vernon-Smith has not departed from his former ways; but if he persists in them, he is very wary, and so far there has been no proof on the subject.” 
  “It is only fair to give the boy the benefit of the doubt, sir.” 
  “That is what I have done!” said the Head. “And I still hope that my distrust of him is without foundation.” 
 “Very well, sir, I shall see him, and talk to him.” said Mr. Vernon-Smith, rising. “1 will proceed to Highcliffe at once, and shall bc glad to see him playing football there. I will bring him back to Greyfriars in my car, and that will give me an opportunity for a serious talk with the boy.” 
  Which the Head was very pleased to hear. 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith took his leave, and the magnificent Rolls rolled away with him. His brow cleared as he shot away to Highcliffe. Angry and annoyed as he was with the reckless Bounder, the millionaire was proud of his son, and he was glad of an opportunity to see him playing for his school—a man so important to the team that he had been specially let off detention to play. He was in quite a good humour by the time he reached Highcliffe school—though his good humour was destined to disappear very soon after his arrival there. 
                                  THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
                                               Not a Win! 
 “GOAL!” 
  “Bravo, Wharton!  ” 
  “Well kicked, sir!” 
  The Highcliffe match was going strong when Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith, leaving his car at the gate, walked down to the ground. 
  It was uphill work for the Remove men. 
  The first half was drawing to a finish, and this goal that had just been taken by the captain of the Remove was the first for Greyfriars— while Highcliffe already had two to their credit. 
  The Bounder was sorely missed. 
  Tom Redwing was a good, steady, reliable man, but he was not, as Wharton had said, in the same street with the Bounder. 
  Smithy was wanted, and wanted badly. 
  Highcliffe were in great form; Courtenay had his team in splendid shape. Even with the Remove at the top of their strength, victory would have been on the knees of the gods.  The loss of the best man on the wing was a heavy handicap to Greyfriars. 
  Had Smithy kept to his original intention, and sulkily stood out of Remove football, it would have been bad enough; but that the captain of the Remove would have had to make the best of. But it was bitter to be let down at the last moment by miserable trickery.  Take Wharton knew, and all the fellows knew that Smithy had never intended to play— he had made use of the football captain to get him leave for the afternoon, and that was all 
  Coolly leaving them in the lurch, he had gone off with Pon & Co. on some disreputable excursion—making them, to a great extent, parties in his own wretched deception of the headmaster. Certainly they could not give him away to the Head—which placed them in the undesirable position of screening his wrong-doing. Equally certainly they were going to deal with him themselves later on, and make him sorry for his trickery. But that was no present help. 
  Feelings of anger and resentment did not conduce to the best play. The Bounder’s desertion had a rotten effect on the whole team. Most of all it affected Redwing badly. He was keen enough to play, and he did his best; but his best was not so good as usual. With his chum’s conduct weighing on his mind, shame for him mingling with apprehension of what was to follow, Tom could not put up a good game, and it did not take Wharton long to realise that he had made a mistake in playing the Bounder’s chum. But it was too late to think of that—it was another trouble that he had to make the best of. 
  With a first-class man gone, and an average player in his place who was at 
the lowest point of his form, and a general feeling of anger and irritation, the Remove footballers were really lucky in keeping the margin down, against a team like Courtenay’s. 
  It was a relief to them when Wharton got through at last, and landed the ball in the net. They lined up again for Highcliffe to kick off. with rather more hopeful feelings. 
  “After all I’d like to show the rotter that we can win matches without him.” said Squiff who was keeping goal for the Remove. 
  “And we jolly well can!” declared Bob Cherry. 
  “The canfulness is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “We must go all outfully, and mop up the ridiculous ground with the absurd Highcliffians.” 
  And the side lined up with that intention. It was then that a stout gentleman in a fur collared coat and a silk hat was seen making his way down to the field. Bob Cherry spotted him, and gave a low whistle. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! That’s old Smithy!” he ejaculated. 
 “Smithy!” repeated Wharton. 
 “Old Smithy —Smithy’s pater.” 
 “Oh, my hat!”   
  The captain of the Remove looked round at Mr. Vernon-Smith. 
  “Smithy can’t have known his pater was going to blow in!” he remarked. “I wonder what’s brought him here?” 
  But there was no time for the footballers to bother about that. They lined up, and the whistle went, and play was resumed.  It was going strong when Mr  Vernon-Smith arrived—regarded rather curiously by the Greyfriars sc who had come over to watch the game.  They did not need telling that the millionaire expected to see his son there—he could hardly have come for any other reason, 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith stood looking on at the game for a few minutes, the Greyfriars spectators glancing at him, and exchanging curious glances.  Apparently he was trying to pick out his son among the men in blue-and-white. He turned his head at last, and spoke to Hazeldene of the Remove— who was watching the watch not in the best of tempers. Hazel had an idea that he ought to have been in goal instead of Squiff—an idea that Hazel had entirely to himself. He had another idea that Wharton ought to have picked him instead of Redwing to take the Bounder’s place—another idea that was entirely his own! 
  “Where is my son?” asked Mr. Vernon-Smith. 
  “Nobody knows, sir!” answered Hazel, with a wink at his friends.  
 “Eh, what? Is he not here playing football?” 
 “No, sir” 
 “I don’t understand this.” barked Mr Vernon-Smith. “I have been to Greyfriars to see him, and learned from the Head that he was here playing football. Has he been injured, and gone off the field?”
  “He hasn’t played, sir.” 
  Snort, from the millionaire. 
 “Some schoolboy dispute, what? Nonsense!  Well, if he is not playing, where is he? What?” 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith was intensely annoyed. It had been a comfort to him to  anticipate seeing his son playing for Greyfriars,  cheered by his schoolfellows for his play. Apparently, however, he had come over to Highcliffe for nothing.  
  “Sorry I don’t know where he is, sir!” answered Hazel. “He seems to have cleared off on his own, so far as I can make out” 
  “Do you mean that he ís not here at Highcliffe?” snapped Mr. Vernon-Smith. 
  “If he is, he’s not in sight, sir.” 
  “I must speak to Wharton! Where is Wharton?” 
  “Playing, sir!” said several voices. 
  “Well I must speak to him.” 
  Some of the juniors grinned. In his office in the City, Mr. Vernon-Smith was a tremendously big gun. On a football ground he was nobody. But it was clear that he did not understand that. 
  Whether the irate millionaire would have barged in and interrupted the game cannot be said; fortunately, at that moment the whistle went for halftime. Harry Wharton, hearing his name called ran across towards Mr. Vernon-Smith. The millionaire almost glared  at him. 
  “You are Wharton?” he snapped. “I seem to remember that you are captain of my son’s Form. Where is Herbert? ‘
  “I don’t know, Mr. Vernon-Smith” answered Harry. Angry as he was with the  Bounder himself, he had no desire to add to his father’s anger against him, and he intended to  say nothing of the desertion if he could help it. 
  “Dr. Locke informed me that he had given my son special leave this afternoon to play football here!” hooted the millionaire. “After that, have you the impudence  to tell me that you have turned him out of the team?” 
  Wharton coloured. 
 “I shouldn’t call it impudence, if there was a reason for turning a man out of the team.” he answered.  
  “Is that how the matter stands?” snorted Mr. Vernon-Smith. 
  “Well, no!” 
  “Then why is not my son playing football here, as I expected?” 
  “He can tell you that himself, sir.” said Harry quietly. “He stood out for 
some reason.” 
  “What reason?”
  “He did not tell me.” 
  “You were entitled to know, as captain. Do you mean that there has been some silly schoolboy quarrel?” 
  “No!” 
  “ Do you mean to say that he left you without giving you a reason?” 
  ‘ Yes.” 
  “And why?” 
  “I can’t answer that question, sir!  I suppose Smithy can.’’ 
  “Where is he, then?” 
  “I haven’t the least idea.” 
   Some of the fellows, as they listened, could have guessed pretty accurately where the Bounder was. But certainly they had no intention of telling Mr. Vernon-Smith that most probably his son had gone to the Three Fishers, on the river, to play billiards with Ponsonby & Co.! 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith breathed wrath.  Nobody was likely to tell him, but it was likely that the suspicion was in his own mind.  Frank Nugent, always anxious to pour oil on troubled waters: had a suggestion to make. 
  “If Smithy knew you were coming down this afternoon, sir, he may have gone back to Greyfriars to meet you.” he said.  
  “If he knew, he would not have been likely to leave Greyfriars before I arrived,” grunted Mr. Vernon-Smith. “Still, what you suggest is possible, I suppose—I had better go back.” 
  And the millionaire stalked away. 
  “Trouble to come for Smithy !” murmured Bob. “The old bean won’t find him in Greyfriars—we jolly well know he’s gone on the razzle-dazzle.” 
  “The knowfulness is terrific.” I hope he hasn’t, for his own sake.”said Harry. “He’s got something coming from the Remove, for letting us down like this, but we don’t want him to get in a row with his father.” 
  “He’s the fellow to ask for it and no mistake!” said Bob. “Well, it’s his own look-out, and be blowed to him!”
 The whistle went for the second half, and Mr. Vernon-Smith, rolling off once more in his Rolls, was forgotten. 
  In the second half, the Removites played a great game. Squiff, in goal, was a tower of strength, and the best men of Highcliffe found him hard to beat. But there was no doubt that, good as the Remove men were, the Highcliffe team were a little better and a little counted for a lot in a hard-contested game. Another goal came to the Caterpillar, making the score three one. Peter Todd succeeded in putting in the ball for Greyfriars and it was three two. But that was the last shot in the locker. The score was still three two when the final whistle went, end when the Remove footballers started for home it was agreed on all hands that the Bounder’s desertion had cost them the match, and that hanging was too good for him. 
                                THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                          Playing the Goat! 
“BRACE up, Smithy!” smiled Pon. 
  The Bounder scowled. 
  Poun & Co. were in high feather that afternoon. The bright spring sunshine, the keen March wind, did not tempt them out of doors. The atmosphere of stale tobacco in the billiards-room at the Three Fishers did not worry them.  The young rascals of Highcliffe were enjoying themselves in their own way, but it was plain that the Bounder of Greyfriars was not enjoying himself. 
  He had been playing billiards with Pon and Gaddy and Monson, in turn, and there had been “ quids’’ on the game, and Smithy had lost all the time. He did not care for that! Money was little to him. He had more than he wanted, and more than was good for him. Usually the Bounder was good at that game, as at most others. But he played “ rottenly” now, much to the satisfaction of Pon & Co., who had no objection whatever to collecting Smithy’s superfluous funds. 
  Smithy was not the first fellow to discover that he was by no means so ruthless and unscrupulous as he fancied himself.
  He had planned coolly enough, to make the football as a pretest for getting out of the detention. He had laughed in his sleeve at being taken on trust by the captain of the Remove. 
  But all the time, there was a twinge of uneasiness in his mind, though it had not deterred him from following his own wilful way. 
  Now he had brought it off he was free to carry out his original plans for that afternoon, at the cost of leaving the footballers in the lurch. And—a little to his own surprise—it worried him deeply. 
  There was a blackguardly kink in the Bounder, but in sober fact, he liked a healthy outdoor game ever so much better than “rotting” about with fellows like Ponsonby & Co. 
  While he was making clumsy unthinking shots on the stained billiards table at the Three Fishers, his thoughts were with the Remove team. 
  They wanted him—he was unpopular enough in the Remove, but they wanted him in the game. Even the fellow who liked him least, would have been glad to see him in the ranks. And a good game for Greyfriars would have helped to wash out the unpopularity that his late conduct had earned him. 
  And he wanted to play! He did not in the least want to play billiards, and he did want to play football! It was the last big fixture of the season, too— and the Remove set much store by it. He would not have another chance  Not that the fellows would be likely to trust him again, after  he had let them down like  this. Thcy would be angry and indignant, very likely there  would be a ragging—worse than last week’s ragging, which had put his back up with the Form! 
  He was not worrying about that, however. He gave little thought, if any, to the consequences of his actions. He was realising that his passionate, headstrong temper had betrayed him again— that he had in sheer reckless bravado done the worst thing possible for himself and everybody else. And— to add to his irritation—those Highcliffe rotters were amused by his sulky temper and his rotten play. 
  Of his father, the Bounder was not thinking. The previous week he had expected his father at the school from day to day; but Mr. Vernon-Smith had not come. 
  As Smithy had bitterly described it to his chum, he believed that his father was playing “cat and mouse” with him—keeping him in expectation of a visit that might never materialise, to keep him on his good behaviour. Three or four times Mr. Vernon-Smith had said that he was coming, and had not come. Now the Bounder had dismissed that matter from his mind, taking it for granted that he would not see his father till the Easter holidays. 
  He gave Ponsonby a scowl in reply to his remark. Pon winked at his friends. It was worth Pon’s while to keep on friendly terms with the scapegrace of Greyfriars, and his comrades backed him up, but among themselves they agreed that the fellow was a rank outsider.  Smithy’s manners, perhaps, were not quite so polished as Pon’s.  Neither was he such a young blackguard as that festive youth. 
  “No end of a stunt of yours, Smithy, gettin’ out of detention by makin’ use of that pi crowd!” said Ponsonby amiably. “ Not worryin’ about what they’ll do to you when you go home, what?” 
  “ Hardly!” grunted the Bounder. 
  He dropped the butt of his cue to the floor. He was sick of the place—of the stained, damaged cloth, the smoky atmosphere, the beery face of the marker, the greedy faces of Pon & Co., the whole rotten business.  Had it been possible, he would have cut the whole thing, and got back to Highcliffe for the football match. But it was too late to think of that. The match was over by that time. 
  “Another?” asked Gadsby. 
  “Oh, let’s get out of this!”, grunted the Bounder, “Look here, we can get a boat here, and pull up the river.” 
   Pon & Co. exchanged glances. A pull up the river, in the keen wind of a March afternoon appealed to the Bounder, sick of his present dingy surroundings. It was far from appealing to the slackers of Highcliffe.
  “Well, you’re rather off your form, old bean, and I suppose you don’t want to go on losin’,” remarked Ponsonby. The Bounder gave him an evil look.  The suggestion that he wanted to “chuck” the game because he was losing irritated him intensely, as Pon knew that it would. He gave up the idea at once. 
  “I’m game if you want to keep on!” he grunted. 
  “Well, we’ve got the place to ourselves. and we can’t always have the table.” said Pon. “But what’s the good of rottin’ about with quids? Put a fiver on and make it interestin’.” 
  The Bounder looked at him for a second and nodded. He was off his form, and had played carelessly, and he knew what was in Pon’s mind as well as if Pon had explained it in words. Pon was “on the make.” Smithy had lost several pound notes, and now he was going to lose a fiver—at least, Pononby thought so. But there were other thoughts in the Bounder’s mind. 
  He was “sick “ with himself, sick with his associates, and rather unreaonably he blamed them as much as he blamed himself: at all events, he was as irritated with them as with himself. He did not like them, and they did not like him, yet here he was with them after letting down a crowd of decent fellows, who had trusted him—and at the risk of being “sacked” if his headmaster learned of what he was doing. And Pon wanted to increase the stakes simply because he had played rottenly and looked like going on playing rottenly. It afforded the Bounder a sardonic amusement to give Pon a surprise and a lesson. 
  He chalked his cue, making up his mind to give attention to his play and put up his best game. He could beat the Highcliffe nuts at that game, as at any other, if he chose to exert himself.  Now, casting troublesome reflections from his mind, he did choose. 
  He watched Ponsonby run up a break of forty.  Then, he played—not as he had played before, but with a cool head, a steady, keen eye, and a hand of steel. Concentrating on the game, he played as Pon could not have played to save his life.  He potted the red as often as he liked; he collected all the cannons he wanted, leaving the balls where he wanted to leave them. And Gadsby and Monson watched him with interest, and the beery marker ceased yawning and watched, and Ponsonby, too, watched, with a face growing longer and longer. 
  He had told the sulky, dispirited Bounder to “brace up,” and now the Bounder had braced up with a vengeance. 
  He was still going strong when he doubled Pon’s score: and it was pretty he was cynically amused by the varying in a single break, it was evidence of misspent hours, not much to the Bounder’s credit, but there it was!  And he was cynically amused by the varying expressions on Pon’s face—Pon, by that time deeply repenting that he had laid a fiver on the game in the hope of annexing larger chunks of the Bounder’s superfluous cash. 
  Intent on the game now as if he lived for nothing else, the Bounder had eyes only for the billiards table, and the three Highcliffians and the marker had eyes only for the play. None of them noticed a footstep outside the open French windows of the room which looked on the weedy, ill-kept garden of the Three Fishers. None of them was aware of a stalwart, athletic figure that stopped into the French window and stood looking at the group round the shabby table. 
  Vernon-Smith had not missed a bet so far. But he missed one suddenIy, and his cue clattered down on the cloth, as his name was suddenly called from the french windows in a voice he knew only too well. 
  “Vernon-Smith!” 
  The Bounder, dropping his cue, spun round with a gasp. One word fell from his lips at he stared at the familiar figure. “Caught!” 
	Comment by Daniel Raeside: 
                                    THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                            Where ls Smithy? 

“MR. VERNON-SMITH!” 
  Dr. Locke suppressed a sigh. 
  Really he did not want to see Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith again that afternoon. But there was no help, for it, and he had to rise courteously with as agreeable a smile as he could muster. as Trotter announced the City gentleman once more. 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith bustled into the study. 
  There was a slight flush in his plump face, and his brows were slightly knitted. Mr. Vernon-Smith, it was easy to see, was in a state of irritation. 
He had put aside many affairs. and taken off that afternoon to pay his long promised visit to his son. And his son was not there to see him, and could not apparently, be found. Mr. Vernon-Smith’s time was of value—immense value!  West African gold-mines were booming in the City, and the millionaire was “up to the neck” in Jungle gold-mines. Perhaps it did not occur to him that the Greyfriars headmaster’s time was also of some value. Like his son, the millionaire was rather given to thinking chiefly of himself.
  “Dr Locke!” His manner was abrupt. “I regret troubling you again, sir! 
  “Not at all!” murmured the Head. 
  “But really, sir, I must see my son! I have postponed several appointments. and put off some urgent affairs to come here this afternoon. I was unable to come, as I had intended, last week: but now I have found an opportunity, sir— which I may not find again before the end of the term. It is necessary for me to have a discussion with my son.” 
  “As I have said, sir, he is at Highcliffe School today—” 
  “I have been to Highcliffe.” 
  “Then surely you have seen your son.” said Dr. Locke. raising his eyebrows. 
  “I have not, sir.” 
  “But I fail to see—”  The Head blinked at him over his glasses. “Your son certainly is at Highcliffe, sir. Wharton, the captain of the Form, specially asked me to excuse him from detention so that he could play in the football match there. Undoubtedly he is there, sir.” 
  “He is not there, sir.” 
  “Really, Mr. Vernon-Smith—” 
  “I have been to Highcliffe, sir, and requested some Greyfriars boys there. 
It appears that my son went there with the footballers, but, for some reason I cannot learn, he did not play in the match.” 
  “Bless my soul!” said the Head blankly. 
  “It was suggested that he might have come back here, and I have, therefore. come back. I really must see him, sir. Is he now in Greyfriars?” 
  “Pray be seated, Mr. Vernon-Smith.  If the boy has returned to the school the fact will very soon be ascertained.” 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith crashed into a chair. 
  His valuable time had been wasted, and looked like being wasted further. He was growing more and more intensely irritated. 
  The head rang for Trotter, and requested him to find Vernon-Smith of the Remove, if he was within the precincts of the school, and send him to the study at once. 
  Trotter departed on that rather hopeless quest 
  “It is really extraordinary!” grunted Mr. Vernon-Smith. “From the fact that my son did not remain at Highcliffe to play football, it looks as if he may have learned that I was coming here. I should like to know, sir, who took the telephone-call from me yesterday. I had no doubt at the time that it was Mr. Quelch: though, whoever he was, he used some expressions that surprised me a little in a Form-master.” 
  “Certainly it was not Mr. Quelch” said the Head. “Mr. Quelch has not been in his usual health this term, and he has gone away for a rest and a change. He left on Saturday, sir.” 
  “Someone certainly took the call, and did not, apparently. mention the matter to my son. I cannot, therefore, blame Herbert for not being here when I came. But I expected to see him at Highcliffe after what you told me, sir. But if he learned later that I was calling and returned here, where is he? I asked several boys as I came in, but no one appears to have seen him since he left in the brake.” 
  Dr. Locke’s face set. 
  A suspicion was dawning in his mind. 
  But for Mr. Vernon-Smith’s visit the Head probably would never have learned that Smithy had not played football that afternoon at Highcliffe. Angry and indignant as Harry Wharton & Co. were, they would not, of course, have dreamed of giving him away to his headmaster. But he knew now! And knowing that, and knowing the Bounder, the Head was not long in putting two and two together. His face hardened and hardened. 
  Trotter came back to the study at last. He came back to report that he could not find Vernon-Smith of the Remove, that nobody had seen anything of him since he started for Highcliffe, and that the fellows he had asked had told him that Vernon-Smith was at Highcliffe playing in the match there. 
  “Then my son is not in the school!” exclaimed Mr. Vernon-Smith, with an angry stare that made Trotter jump. 
  “No, sir!” gasped Trotter. 
  “This is really extraordinary, sir!” snorted Mr. Vernon-Smith “I do not understand this at all, sir!” 
  “Neither do I, sir, at the present moment.” said the Head, very dryly. 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith rose and looked at his watch. 
  “I have some business, sir, at Lantham, which I intended to see after meeting my son here. As the matter stands I will drive over to Lantham now, and will, with your permission, return here later to see Herbert.” 
  “Very well, sir!” said Dr. Locke. 
  Mr.  Vernon-Smith hurried away to his car. Trotter, at a sign from the Head, had lingered at the doorway. Now Dr. Locke told him to ascertain whether Wingate of the Sixth was in the house, and request him to come to the study. 
  Trotter departed once more, and this time he was successful. In a few minutes the captain of Greyfriars was in the presence of his headmaster. 
  “Wingate,” said Dr. Locke quietly, “you have , I believe, kept some observation of Vernon-Smith, of the Remove, according to my request, since the time I cancelled his  sentence of expulsion from the school” 
  “ Certainly, sir!” answered Wingate . 
  “What is your impression  of the boy now, Wingate?”  
  The Sixth-Form prefect seemed to be in no hurry to answer. 
  “He was given an opportunity,” said the Head, to mend  his ways, and do better. Is it your impression that he has made any serious and earnest attempt to do so?” 
  “I can hardly say so, sir!” answered Wingate  slowly. “But at the same time  I’m bound to say that he  has not been found out in any breaking of the rules.”  
  “I am afraid, Wingate, that he is more wary than well conducted.” said Dr. Locke. “I have little doubt—I may say, no doubt—that he was the author of the wretched trick that was played on me a few days ago, when ink was—hem —introduced into my hat. I felt compelled to let the matter pass, as there was  insufficient proof, but there was little or no doubt in my  own mind, till only yesterday I had to punish him for an actual insult to a member of my staff, Monsieur Charpentier. On the occasion when he was caught out of bounds after lights out, Wingate, it transpired that he had visited a disreputable resort in this neighbourhood—called the Three Fishers—a place on the river.” 
  “Yes, sir!” said Wingate. 
  “You have no reason to suppose that he continues to frequent such a place, Wingate?” 
  “I can’t say I have, sir!” Wingate hardly knew what to say.  He had no doubt that the Bounder of Greyfriars was the same old Bounder—but if that was the case, as he suspected, Smithy had covered up his tracks very carefully, and there was nothing like proof against him.  He did not want to state vague suspicions against any fellow. 
Dr. Locke gave him a rather searching look 
  “I think I understand you, Wingate! Now, it seems that Vernon-Smith, who was given special leave to go to Highcliffe this afternoon, on Wharton’s representation that he was needed in the match, has not, after all, played football there, and cannot be found there at all.” 
  Wingate opened his eyes. 
  “He certainly left with the Remove team, sir! I myself saw him go in the brake with Wharton and the rest.” 
  “No doubt!” said the Head. “But it appears that he quitted them on their arrival at Highcliffe. Wharton, I am sure, would not be a party to a deception—but I have no faith in Vernon-Smith whatever. I cannot help surmising, Wingate, that this unscrupulous boy had no intention whatever of playing in the match at Highcliffe, but had quite other intentions for the afternoon.” 
 Wingate suppressed a smile. What the Head “surmised” was already a certainty in his own mind, and he had little doubt where the Bounder could be found, while the Remove men were playing football at Highcliffe. 
  “I place this matter in your hands, Wingate, as head prefect.” said Dr. Locke, “It must be ascertained, beyond doubt, where and how Vernon-Smith has spent his time since he left Greyfriars in the brake.” 
  “I understand, sir.” 
  Five minutes later George Wingate wheeled out his push-bike and mounted it. His way lay up the towpath on the Sark towards the Three Fishers. 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith, deep in business affairs at Lantham, had for the time, dismissed his scapegrace son from his mind. Probably, however, the City gentleman would not have given such undivided attention to those business affairs had he been aware of what was going on at Greyfriars. 
                            THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                             Caught! 

 “CAUGHT!” 
  That single word fell from the Bounder’s lip. He stood by the shabby billiards-table, staring across at the athletic figure in the French windows—the figure of Wingate, of the Greyfriars Sixth. 
  “ Great gad!” murmured Ponsonby. 
  The beery marker stared. 
  Pon & Co. looked at the  Greyfriars prefect. As Highcliffe fellows, they had nothing to fear from him. Greyfriars prefects had no concern with them. Pon, indeed, was hardly sorry to see Wingate there. It meant a fearful row for the Bounder, but it meant also that  Pon was not going to lose the fiver he had  so recklessly put on the game. That hundred up was not going to be finished now! 
  The  Bounder, heedless of the  staring Highcliffians, looked at Wingate, the colour wavering in his cheeks, deep bitterness in his breast. 
  This was the finish for him!! 
  What on earth could have brought the head prefect of Greyfriars to such a den as the Three Fishers was an absolute mystery to him. So long as he was careful not to be spotted entering or leaving the place, he had supposed that he was safe enough there. On the present occasion he had believed himself doubly safe, as everybody at Greyfriars supposed that he was playing football at Highcliffe. But here was Wingate of the Sixth—glaring at him grimly across the dingy room—and he was fairly caught! 
  It was for this that he had let down his football captain, let down the team 
—betrayed his trust! To be spotted and marched back to school by a prefect—to be sacked! 
  He drew a deep, deep breath. 
  The game was up! 
  The luck on which he prided himself. the luck that was a proverb in the Remove, had failed him, at long last. He had tempted Fate once too often. 
  “Vernon-Smith!” repeated Wingate quietly. “I’ve come for you! Come!” 
  The Bounder’s lip curled. 
  “Who gave me away?” he asked bitterly. 
  “Come!” 
  “You knew I was here?” 
  “I guessed. Come with me!” 
  It was the finish for the Bounder of Greyfriars, and he knew it. But he was game! Above all, he was not going to show any sign of weakness before the 
Highcliffe fellows. 
  “In a hurry?” he drawled. “Can’t you let us finish the game, Wingate?” 
  The Greyfriars captain’s brow darkened. 
  “Cheek’s no use to you now, Vernon-Smith” he said. “Are you coming, or do you want me to take you by the collar?” 
“1 should hate to give you so much trouble, old bean.” drawled the Bounder. “I’ll come, as you’re so pressing. Sorry I can’t finish the game. Poor old me! I may not see you again this term, but look me up in town in the hols. Cheerio, old beans.” 
  The Bounder lounged away from the table. 
  “Your coat, sir!” said the marker. 
  “Thanks!” “ 
  The Bounder slipped into the coat the marker held for him, took the hat, and tipped the man a half-crown. Then he lounged over to Wingate. 
 “That’s a cool young gent. sir!” said the beery marker to Ponsonby, as the Bounder lounged away after Wingate and disappeared. 
  “Game bird, and no mistake!” remarked Gadsby. “What rotten luck to be snaffled like that!” 
  “Well, he’s a kid for it, often enough.” yawned Pon. “What about a hundred up, Gaddy? I’ll give you twenty-five.” 
  “Which was all the concern the nuts of Highcliffe wasted on their Greyfriars  friend who had  come a “mucker.” They devoted their attention to the noble game of billiards, and forgot all about the Bounder. 
  Vernon-Smith’s look was cool and collected as he walked down the weedy path with Wingate and out on to the towpath by the river. But inwardly there was a chill at his heart. 
  This meant the “sack.” There was no doubt about that. He had offended too often to be pardoned now that he was caught fairly in the act. He was going before  the Head to be expelled. But he was  not thinking of the Head now, but of his father! What would his father say—what would he do—when he heard the news? He remembered his last interview with his father—when Dr. Locke had rescinded his sentence of expulsion. He remembered only too well the deep wrath and bitter words of the millionaire. Every word that Mr. Vernon-Smith had uttered he had meant, and the Bounder knew that what awaited him at Greyfriars was as nothing compared with what awaited at home, when he saw his father! 
  Prefect and junior walked on in silence till Greyfriars was in sight. Then the Bounder spoke, at last, quietly. 
  This means the long jump for me, Wingate.” 
  “I suppose so,” said Wingate shortly. 
  “I’ve played the fool! But—I know it’s no good askin’ you, Wingate, but this means more to me than even the sack. My father—” 
  Wingate looked at him. 
  “It’s rather late to think about that, Vernon-Smith!”  
  “I know! But—you’re bound to report me to the Head?”  Perhaps a glimmer  of hope remained in the Bounder’s heart. “1 did your minor a good turn once, Wingate! I hate to remind you of it; but—this means the finish for me, not only  at the School, but at home.” 
  “I should be bound to report you, in any case, Vernon-Smith! But, as it happens,  I’ve no choice in the matter. The Head sent me to look for you.” 
  “The Head did!”  Smithy stared at him. The  Head belicves that l’m playing football at Highcliffe, Wingate.” 
 “It came out that you weren’t!” said the Greyfriars captain dryly 
  The Bounder gritted his teeth. 
  “I let them down! I know that! It was a dirty trick! I know that, too! 
But the cur who’s given me away 
  “Nobody’s given you away! Your father came to Greyfriars this afternoon, and went over to Highcliffe to see you there—” 
  “Wha-a-at?“ 
  “That’s how it came out!” 
  “My father! At Greyfriars—now?”  stammered the Bounder. 
  “He’s left—but I understand he’s coming back later in the afternoon. If you knew he was coming—” 
  “I never knew!” 
  The Bounder stared at Wingate for a moment or two. He understood now that it was useless to make any appeal to the prefect. It was not Wingate’s power to help him, if he would! The Head knew! Knew that he had deceived him, that he had not gone to Highcliffe to play football—knew the whole thing! 
  And his father was there! That threatened visit which had been put off and put off again and again, till he had believed that it was not coming at all—had taken place on this day of all days, the unluckiest day that it could have happened! It was his father who had landed him in the soup! 
  The Bounder burst into a bitter laugh. He drove his hands deep into his pockets, and followed Wingate in at the gates of Greyfriars without another word. 

                            THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.                   
                                         Landed at Last! 
 “I SAY, you fellows!” 
  Billy Bunter’s fat face was pink with excitement when he met the returning footballer coming in. 
  Bunter liked to be first with the news. He liked to have thrilling tidings to impart. Now he had startling news— there was no doubt about that. 
  His little, round eyes were almost popping through his big, round spectacles. Bunter’s news was known up and down the school—but the fellows who had just come back from Highcliffe had not heard  it yet—and the fat Owl was first in the field with it. A crowd of fellows who hadn’t heard really came as a windfall to the loquacious Owl. 
  “I say—Smithy———” 
  “Smithy!”  repeated Harry Wharton, knitting his brows. All the fellows were thinking of Smithy. 
  It was a disgruntled team that had come back after the Highcliffe match. The Remove men were sportsmen, and could take a beating.  But a beating caused by a man letting them down, was quite another matter. They had come back to Greyfriars feeling like lynching Smithy. 
  “Is he back?”  asked Bob Cherry. 
  “He, He, he!  Yes, rather!”  
  “Oh! I fancied the rotter had gone on the razzle!” growled Johnny Bull. Well, if he’s back, we want to see him!” 
  “The wantfulness is terrific!” 
  “We’ll jolly well make him sorry for himself!” said Peter Todd. “We’ll make the measly worm understand that he can’t play tricks like that.” 
  Bunter grinned. Evidently the footballers had no idea, so far, of what had happened. 
  “You can’t see him!” he grinned. 
  “Why not, fathead?” growled Squiff. 
  “He’s in punny!” grinned Bunter. 
  “Punny!” That was the juniors’ name for the punishment-room. Only on very serious occasions were fellows locked up in “punny.” Indeed, it was to be taken as a preliminary to “bunking.” 
  “Smithy in punny!” exclaimed  Redwing. “Is that the truth, you fat ass?” 
  “Oh, really, Redwing—” 
  “You fellows heard!”  Temple of the Fourth came up. “That man Smithy, in your Form, is lagged!” 
  “But what—why———” stammered Redwing.  Tom had come back to Greyfriars with troublesome apprehensions of what was going to happen his chum at the hands of the fellows he had let down.  But he had not apprehended this. 
 “Goodness knows!” said Temple. “Lots of fellows saw come in with Wingate of the Sixth—did Wingate pick him up at Highcliffe?” 
  “No; Smithy never played?” answered Wharton. “He cleared off before the match started—his pater came there to see him, and missed him.”
  “Well, he came in with Wingate a little while ago. He’s lagged.” said 
Temple. “ Wingate took him to the Head’s study.  And now he’s in punny. 
Looks as if it’s the sack!” 
  “But what has he done?” asked Nugent. 
  “Blessed if I know!  But he’s always doing something.” said Temple. “He nearly got it at the beginning of the term, you know. Now he’s got it right in the neck, I fancy. Wingate must have rooted him out of some place out of bounds. The Beak isn’t likely to let him off a second time, if that’s it!  Looks like the long jump for Smithy.” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “ Do you know anything about it, Bunter?” demanded the captain of the Remove.  
 “Yes, rather!  More than Temple!” answered Bunter promptly. “I heard Wingate mention to Gwynne of the Sixth that he found him at the Three Fishers.” 
  “The awful ass!” muttered Redwing, overcome with dismay. 
  “Well, we guessed that he’d cleared off for something of the sort.” said Harry. That was the precious engagement he had for this afternoon, I 
suppose.” 
  “That’s what he let us down for!” said Johnny Bull grimly. “Well, I wish him joy of it!” 
 “Poor old Smithy!” murmured Bob. A few minutes ago Bob had been feeling inclined to knock Smithy’s features through the back of Smithy’s head. But the news of his utter disaster was disarming, 
  Wrath faded away when the fellows learned that the deserter was up for the sack. 
  “I say, you fellows, it’s fearfully exciting, ain’t it!” said Billy Bunter cheerfully. “We don’t often have en expulsion. I say, I wonder whether it will be in Hall, with all the school there. That would be rather thrilling, what? If his pater had stayed a little longer he could have taken Smithy home in the car with him! He, he, he!” 
 “Oh, don’t cackle!” growled Bob Cherry. 
  It was a breathless topic in the Remove studies over tea. 
 Tom Redwing was not thinking of tea. He made his way quietly to the long corridor which led to the punishment-room, in the hope of getting a word with his chum. It was strictly against the rules, of course, for any fellow to communicate with an occupant of the punishment-room, and Redwing was generally a careful observer of rules and regulations. On his occasion he did not give them a thought. The door of the corridor was not locked, and he was able to reach the door of the punishment room. That door, of course, was locked, and the key taken away. 
  Within, Redwing could hear a sound of hurriedly pacing feet. He could imagine with what feelings the Bounder was tramping restlessly about the narrow confines of his prison. 
  He tapped quietly on the door. 
  The tramping footsteps stopped suddenly.  Redwing bent to the keyhole. 
  “You’re there, Smithy ?” he whispered. 
  “That you, Reddy?  
  “You’ll get six if you’re caught there!  Quotes
  “Oh, rot!” 
  He heard the Bounder laugh. 
  “Smithy, is the game up?“ 
  “Quite!” answered the Bounder coolly. “How did the game go at Highcliffe, Reddy?” 
  “Eh? Oh! We lost!” Redwing had almost forgotten that. 
 “I suppose the fellows are rather wild with me? 
  “Yes—no—what does that matter? Smithy, isn’t there any hope?
muttered Redwing huskily. 
  “Not a glimmer! Wingate rooted me out at the Three Fishers, playing billiards there with Pon & Co. The Head sent him.” 
  “Oh, Smithy! But— but how did they know?”
  The Bounder laughed again—a bitter, sardonic laugh. 
 “Oh, it’s quite amusin’ !” he answered. “The pater’s been on the warpath all this term, because I was nearly sacked. Now he’s brought it about himself. I expected him all last week, and he never came, and I fancied he wasn’t  comin’.  He barged in to-day—just in time to dish me to the wide.” 
  “Your father——” 
  “But for him the Head would never have known!  Never a word! Queer, ain’t it?” said  the Bounder in a tone of bitter mockery. “The pater’s brought it off himself—the last thing he would have wanted!   He has no idea, so  far— he’s over at Lantham, but he’s coming back, the Head told me! Comin’ back for  a heart-to-heart talk—ha, ha! He will have the pleasure of takin’ me home in the car instead.  It’s his own doings! If I’d known he was coming it wouldn’t have happened, of course.”   
  “Oh, Smithy!” 
  The Bounder laughed again—a laugh that was not pleasant to hear. 
  “Then—you’re sacked, Smithy?”  
  “Just that! The beak was glad of the chance! He’s never forgotten the ink in his hat—he knew that it was I, of course, though it could never be proved. There’s only one really sad circumstance—Quelch isn’t here to see me sacked! If the old bean had known that it was coming so soon, I’m sure he would have stayed on to enjoy it.” And again the Bounder gave that hard and mirthless laugh. 
  “Isn’t there a chance?” 
  “None! Last time there were a sort of extenuating circumstances—the beak stretched a point! This time there aren’t any! I’m done to the wide, Reddy!  Can’t say I haven’t asked for it! I’m lagged here till the pater comes back—to take me away with him.  State of happy anticipation, what?” 
  The Bounder’s reckless, mocking tone could not conceal the misery and despair in his heart. He was done for at the school, and reckless as he was, he was dreading the interview with his father. Any minute now Mr. Vernon-Smith might arrive—to learn on his arrival that his son was expelled from Greyfriars and was to leave with him when he went.  With all his nerve the Bounder dreaded what was to come. 
  “Landed at last, Reddy!” he said. “Landed at last, old man!  I always fancied that my luck would pull me through—but it’s let me down at the finish with a bump!” 
  “Then—you’re going home with your father?” 
  “I suppose so—if he’ll take me! I suppose he can’t kick me out on my own into the wide, weary world!  He’d like to, I fancy—he’s utterly sick with me, Reddy—and he will be sicker when he hears! But there’s certain legal responsibilities on a parent— he can’t turn me off—not quite! But I’m done for at home—worse than I’m done for here! What a giddy idiot I’ve been, Reddy!” 
  There was a step in the corridor. 
 “Cut off, Redwing! It was Wingate’ voice. “You know you’re not allowed here! Cut!” 
 Tom Redwing went slowly away.  Wingate followed him from the corridor. In the punishment room the Bounder resumed his restless pacing—waiting for the inevitable—“landed” at last! 
                              THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                         Beastly for Bunter! 
BILLY BUNTER grinned. 
  Study No. 4 in the Remove was deserted—till William George Bunter introduced his fat person into it. 
  That study belonged to the Bounder and his chum, Tom Redwing. The Bounder was in “punny”—and Redwing was in the quad, mouching about miserably under the elms after his talk with Smithy. He was not thinking of tea—though it was past tea-time; which was a thing that Bunter could not understand. Bunter certainly had never been so deeply concerned for the fate of another fellow that it caused him to forget a meal. 
  But the present state of affairs suited the Owl of the Remove admirably. There had been a “thin” tea in Study No. 7, the study, that Billy Bunter honoured with his presence. Bunter was still in a state of disappointment about a postal order. 
  The Bounder’s study, on the other hand, was a land flowing with milk and honey! And the fat Owl was after the milk and honey! 
  He shut the door and rolled across to the study cupboard! Insatiable grub raider as Bunter was, he would have hesitated to raid the Bounder’s study cupboard in other circumstances. He had collected innumerable kicks from Smithy merely for borrowing his coat! Borrowing his tuck meant still more and severer kickings—but for the present happy circumstances! Now Bunter had a free field! 
  “ Oh good!” gasped Bunter, as he blinked into the study cupboard through his big spectacles. 
  Smithy, as usual, was well supplied. There was a large cake, there was a bag of tarts, there was a dish of ham, there were pots of jam and preserves , there were all sorts of good things. 
  Billy Bunter gloated over them. 
  But he did not waste much time gloating! Bunter was hungry! He had had only one tea so far! 
  Swiftly the fat Owl transferred the excellent things to the table, He sat down to tea. 
  Smithy, it was certain, could not come in and interrupt him. Redwing probably would not, but if he did, Redwing wasn’t a savage-tempered beast like Smithy! Moreover, the things were Smithy’s, not Redwing’s. Bunter felt himself fairly safe. 
  He guzzled—and guzzled—and guzzled! 
  There was quite a stack of provender on the table! But it diminished fast! Billy Bunter’s fat face grow sticky and shiny. Hs breath came in gasps. Seldom did the fat Owl of the Remove get a chance to spread himself like this! He was making the most of it. 
  In the other studies fellows were talking of the Bounder, and of the cropper he had come! Bunter was not wasting any thought on the Bounder—the Bounder’s tuck claimed all his attention. 
  The fat junior was helping himself to the contents of a jar of strawberry jam, ladling it out with a tablespoon, when footsteps approached the door. 
They were heavy footsteps, certainly not those of a Remove fellow. It was not Redwing coming in. 
  Bunter heard those footsteps without heeding them. He supposed that some beak was coming  along the passage. 
  The door opened. 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Bunter. 
  A portly gentleman stood in the doorway . 
  Billy Bunter blinked at Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith! 
  The tablespoon, full of jam, was arrested on its way to Billy Bunter’s 
capacious mouth. He blinked at the portly City gentleman.  
  Bunter was unaware that Mr. Vernon-Smith was booked to come back to Greyfriars that afternoon after his call at Lantham. He had not given Smithy’s pater any thought at all. 
  Now, as the millionaire looked in, he could see that Mr. Vernon-Smith had not yet heard. Evidently he had walked up to the study, expecting to find his son there. 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith walked in and glanced round the  room. Then he frowned, and his eyes fixed on Bunter. 
  “Where is Herbert?” he snapped. 
  “Eh?” gasped. Bunter. 
  “Has he not returned to the school yet?” demanded Mr. Vernon-Smith angrily. “Good gad! Who are you? You are not Redwing. I think I remember you—Punter-—your name is Punter—” 
  “Bub-Bub-Bunter, sir!” gasped the Owl of the Remove. 
  “Yes, yes, Bunter! Where is my son?” snapped Mr. Vernon-Smith. “Good gad! Is he still out of gates? What! I understood from the porter that it was now past lock-up! Is Herbert in the school now?” 
 “Oh, yes!” gasped Bunter. 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith’s brow cleared a little. 
  “Very good!” He stepped into the study. Go and tell him that I am here, Bunter! Tell him to come at once!” 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. 
  It was clear that Mr. Vernon-Smith had not seen the Head, and knew nothing of what had transpired in his absence. Having returned from Lantham, he had come up to Smithy’s study to see his son, nothing doubting that by that time he had returned to the school—little dreaming in what circumstances he had returned. Bunter, gammy and sticky, with the tablespoonful of jam still in a fat hand, blinked at him. Certainly he could not do as he was bidden—as Smithy was locked up in “punny.” Mr. Vernon-Smith dropped his portly weight into Smithy’s armchair. He gave the Owl of the Remove a stare. 
  “Will you go and call my son?” he rapped. 
  “I—I—I can’t!” gasped Bunter. 
  “You have said that he is in the school!” snorted Mr. Vernon-Smith. 
  “Oh, yes! But—“ 
  “I find you in his study—making yourelf at home here, apparently. Go and call him at once.” 
  “Eh-but—” stuttered Bunter. “You—you see—” “He—he—he’s bunked!” gasped Bunter. 
  “What? What do you mean?” 
  “I—I mean, he’s sacked” 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith hooked himself out of the armchair again. He glared at the stammering Owl. 
  “Sacked! What do you mean by sacked?” 
  “I—I  mean, expelled! Yaroooh!” roared Bunter. He dropped the tablespoon as the angry gentleman caught him by the collar and shook him vigorously. “Groooogh! Oooooogh! Leggo !” 
  “You young rascal!” roared Mr. Vernon-Smith. 
  “Urrrggh! Leave off shook-shook-shaking me!” gurgled Bunter. 
  “How dare you?” 
  “I—I—I say— Grurgggh!  Ooogh! I say— Urrrggh!” 
  “How dare you make such a statement!” roared Mr. Vernon-Smith. 
  “How dare you, I say! Am I a proper subject for foolish jests? What?  Take that! ” 
  Smack! 
  “Yarooooh!” roared Bunter, as he took it! Mr Samuel Vernon-Smith had a heavy hand. 
  That smack made Bunter’s bullet head ring!” He staggered. 
  Smack! 
  Another hefty swipe on the other side of the bullet head righted him again! 
 Bunter yelled. 
  “Now!” snorted Mr. Vernon-Smith, “Go and call my son immediately!” 
  “Oh, crikey!”
  Bunter: with his head singing, bolted from the study. Certainly he had no intention of calling Smithy! But he was very anxious to escape from 



Smithy’s pater! He even forgot that there were foodstuffs on the table still unconsumed! He jumped into the passage like an active kangaroo. 
  “Ow! Ow! Wow!” he roared, as he went. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! What’s the row, old fat bean?” called out Bob Cherry from the doorway of Study No. 1. 
  “Ow! Wow! It’s old Smith!” gasped Bunter. “Smacking a fellow’s head, you know, just because I told him that young Smith was sacked. Wow!” 
  “Oh, my hat! Is Smithy’s pater there?” exclaimed Bob. 
  “Ow! Yes! Wow!” 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith’s angry face looked out of Study No. 4. Billy Bunter promptly scuttled away. The City gentleman called to Bob. 
 “Cherry! You are Cherry, I think? Where is my son?” 
  “Oh!” gasped Bob. He was unwilling to be the fellow to hand on the news, but he had to answer. “I—I think— Smithy’s in—in punny, sir!” 
  “Punny!” hooted Mr. Vernon-Smith. “What do you mean? Do you talk English at this school or some other language?” 
  “I—I mean the punishment-room, sir!” stuttered Bob, 
  “Oh!” 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith came out of Study No. 4, striding down the passage. His brow was like a thundercloud. Bob backed into Study No. 1 where he had “tea’d” with the Co. Smithy’s pater was looking quite dangerous. The millionaire halted and glared into the study at the Famous Five. 
  “Did you say that my son is in the punishment-room?” he hooted. 
  “Yes!” gasped Bob. 
  “For what reason?” It was dawning on Mr. Vernon-Smith that he had smacked Bunter’s head not for an ill-timed jest, but in return for accurate information! His eyes glinted under his knitted brows “Wharton!” 
  “Yes, sir!” said Harry. 
  “That boy Punter—Bunter—stated that my son was expelled! Do you know anything about it?” 
  “I only know what the fellows are saying, sir!” answered the captain of the Remove, “Smithy’s in punny now, and they say—”  
  “Pah!” 
  With a snort of wrath, Mr. Vernon-Smith turned away and tramped off to the stairs. Evidently he was going to see the Head! 
 The chums of the Remove exchanged glances. 
  “My hat! The old bean’s in a bait!” murmured Johnny Bull. 
  “Poor old Smithy!” said Bob. 
  Only a short time ago the Famous Five had been yearning to give Smithy the ragging of his life! They had almost forgotten that now. His game was up, and he had to go--and Mr. Vernon-Smith’s look told plainly enough what he was going to do, and they were sorry! But their sympathy could not help the Bounder. His long run of luck had failed him at last, and he was “for it.” 
                       THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                             Disowned! 
RAP! 
  Dr. Locke quite jumped. 
  He was expecting Mr. Vernon-Smith! He had heard the car arrive; he had, from his window, seen it halt in the gathering dusk, and he knew that the millionaire had come back from Lantham. Mr. Vernon-Smith, however, did not come directly to see him, and the head, in a very troubled and uneasy frame of mind, waited for him. It was a painful interview that was before him, and he was anxious for it to be over. Minute after minute passed, and Mr. Vernon-Smith was not shown in. Then all of a sudden came that forceful rap on the door, which was swung open. The millionaire had arrived—and shown himself in! 
  He strode into the study, a good deal like a whirlwind. Dr. Locke rose to his feet with a courteous bow. Obviously the interview was going to be unpleasant.  The millionaires face was almost purple, and it was easy for the headmaster to see that he had wind of how matters stood. 
  “My dear sir—” murmured the Head. 
  “Where is my son?” rapped Mr. Vernon-Smith. 
  “At the present moment he is confined to the punishment-room” answered Dr. Locke. “He—” 
  “Why?” The question came like a bullet from a rifle. 
  “Pray be seated, sir, and I will explain—” 
  “Unnecessary!” said Mr. Vernon-Smith. “I found a boy in my son’s
Study, who stated that my son was expelled. I smacked his head—”
  “Bless my soul! But the statement was correct!” gasped the Head. 
  “My son is expelled r 
  “Yes! I—” 
  “I heard nothing of this when I was here a few hours since. Nothing whatever was said on the subject, sir.” 
  “Quite so!  Because—” 
  “What has the boy done?” 
  “If you will allow me to speak, sir,” said the Head, with a touch of asperity, “I will explain. You informed me yourself  that your son was not at Highcliffe, and had not played football there.’ 
  “What of that?  Is that a serious offence?”  snorted Mr. Vernon-Smith. “Is my son expelled for not playing football?” 
  “Certainly not! Please let me speak! The boy, sir, has long been under the  most serious suspicion —I have greatly doubted whether he had changed in the slightest  degree after his recent sentence of expulsion was rescinded. I could not doubt, sir, that he had deceived me, sir, getting leave from detention on the pretence of playing football at Highcliffe—”
   “Even so, sir, a matter for a caning. But—” 
   “If you will allow ne to complete my remarks, sir—” 
  “I am waiting for you to do so, sir!” 
  “I sent a Sixth Form prefect to find your son! I had little doubt that he would be found in a disreputable resort he has been known to frequent.  He was found there, sir!”  
  “Oh!” said Mr. Vernon-Smith, taken aback. 
  “He was found, sir, in a disreputable public-house up the river, a place strictly out of bounds, which he has been flogged for visiting before.” said the Head. “It is obvious that he has not changed in the least, but has only added cunning deception to his bad conduct. 1 warned him, sir, that if he was allowed to remain here his next serious transgression would be his last. You will hardly expect me to exercise further leniency, sir, in such a case.”  
  “Oh!” repeated Mr. Vernon-Smith. 
  He sat, or, rather, slumped, into a chair . 
  I am sorry, sir!” said the Head of Greyfriars. “I am more sorry than 1 can say. But I feel that there is nothing else to be done, and Vernon-Smith must leave. There will be no public expulsion—he may leave with you, sir, as quietly as may be; but—” 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith was breathing hard and deep. It was clear that he had received a blow—a heavy blow! It was also clear that his chief feeling was one of intense and bitter anger. 
  “Then I myself have been the cause of this in a way!”  he said slowly. “If I had not come here you would never have known—” 
  “Possibly not on this occasion; though I have no doubt that your son’s conduct would have come to my knowledge sooner or later,” said the Headmaster. “1 regret very much—” 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith waved a plump hand, waving the headmaster’s regret aside, as it were. 
  “Understand, sir,” he said, “I am not blaming you!  You have been very patient with my son! You have been very lenient. I am quite well aware of that. He has been given more chances than he, or I, had any right to expect. Now the crash has come!  You have finally decided to expel him?” 
   “Reluctantly, sir—yes!”  
  “That is settled then!” said the millionaire grimly. “I have talked to Herbert seriously, and given him serious warning! He knows what to expect if he is expelled from school. Possibly he may have fancied that I did not mean  what I said. He will find that I meant every word.” 
  Dr. Locke looked at the hard, angry, ruthless face, and felt an inward twinge. From his previous eperiences of Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith, he had expected an outbreak of anger: a half-bullying appeal to give the scapegrace of the school yet one more chance. That, it seemed, was not in the millionaire’s thoughts now. His anger was directed, not against his son’s headmaster, but against his son. And it was implacable. 
  “At another school, sir—” the Head ventured to suggest. 
  “I shall not send Herbert to another school, Dr Locke.” 
  “After such a lesson, sir, he might make an effort—” 
  “He has had his chance here, sir— and this is what he has made of it. I am a man of my word, sir! As he has made his bed, he will lie on it. I must see him before I go. Will you send for him?” 
  Dr. Locke started a little. He was taking it for granted that the expelled junior was leaving with his father. In point of fact, it would have been a relief to the Head to see both of them depart. But that, apparently, was not Mr. Vernon- Smith’s intention. 
  “I will send for him, sir!” said the Head. 
  He rang for Trotter. 
  “Trotter, kindly take this key to Wingate, of the Sixth Form, and request him to bring Master Vernon-Smith here.” 
  “Yessir!” 
  Trotter departed with the key. 
  Mr. Vernon-Smith sat in silence, his face grim and growing grimmer and grimmer while he waited. 
  The Head, in a far from comfortable mood, glanced at him from moment to moment. 
  His own anger towards the Bounder was deep enough. But he felt it dip away at the sight of the implacable wrath in the face of Smithy’s father. Expulsion was a severe punishment; but he realised that the transgressor had even worse to expect at home. 
  Wingate of the Sixth arrived at last with the Bounder. 
  “Vernon-Smith, sir” said the prefect. 
  And, after a glance at the millionaire, Wingate felt sorry for the scapegrace  who had given him more trouble than any other fellow at the school. 
  “Thank you, Wingate! Come in, Vernon-Smith!” 
  The Head’s voice was unexpectedly kind to the Bounder. 
  Wingate drew the door shut, and went, with a clouded face. Smithy was a young sweep and a young rascal; but the Greyfriars captain, after that one look at his father, pitied him. 
  The Bounder came quietly into the study. His face was a little pale, but he was calm and collected. 
  “Your father is here, Vernon-Smith.,” said the Head. “I have explained  to him that you—that you must leave.” 
  “Yes, sir.” 
  Smithy looked at his father. His face became a little paler as he looked. The hard, sharp eyes were fixed  on him, from under the knitted brows, but there was no word of greeting, or even of recognition. He might have been a stranger to the man who sat squarely, staring at him 
  The Bounder’s lip trembled a little. 
  “Father!” he said, in a faltering voice. 
  The grim stare did not relax. “You need not call me that! said Mr. Vernon-Smith, slowly and deliberately. “I warned you that 1 should disown you, and disinherit you if you left this school in disgrace! You are leaving it in disgrace! You are no son of mine!”  	Comment by Daniel Raeside: 
                           THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                                     Taking the Knock! 
THERE was a long moment of silence in the room. 
  Dr. Locke shifted uncomfortably in his chair. He took off his glasses, wiped them, and replaced them on his nose. Seldom, or never, had the Headmaster of Greyfriars felt such utter discomfort. Deeply as the Bounder had offended, deeply as his headmaster resented his deception, his insolence, his shady rascality, he pitied the boy now. 
  Smithy stood silent. There was little trace of his usual audacity about him now his face had grown very pale.
  Dr. Locke broke the painful silence “You may go and pack your box, Vernon-Smith! You will leave with your father—” 
  The millionaire raised a plump hand. 
  “You mistake, sir!” he cut in incisively. “the boy does not leave with me!” 
  “Really, sir—as you are here—” 
  “I mean what I say, sir!” 
  “I—I suppose I’m going home, father!” muttered the Bounder. 
  “You have neither a father nor a home!” answered Mr. Vernon-Smith, coldly and grimly, “You had both, and you have chosen to throw them away. I have said that you are no son of mine. I am accustomed to mean what I say! Last term Dr. Locke decided to send you away—I prevailed upon him to give you another chance. This term you were again sentenced to expulsion—again you were given a chance to make good. You have exhausted your Headmaster’s patience— and mine! You have not forgotten what I said to you. That, if you were expelled from Greyfriars, I should disown and disinherit you! Yon are expelled—and I am done with you!” 
  “Mr. Vernon-Smith— “ murmured the Head. 
  “You, sir, I can only thank for your sorely tried patience with this boy.” 
said the millionaire.  He fixed his eyes on the Bounder again. “I have said that you are no longer my son—and I mean it! I am obliged by the law to provide for you—and that I shall do. But my home will not be your home—and the fortune I have amassed will never be yours to fling to the winds! I shall make arrangements for your reception elsewhere—I shall make arrangements for you to enter an office, where you will have an opportunity of making your own way in the world. But I shall not see you again—and tomorrow my will shall be altered.” 
  “Mr. Vernon-Smith—”
    “ Kindly allow me to speak to this boy, sir, whom I am not likely to see again!” said Mr. Vernon-Smith icily. 
  “I beg you to reconsider—” 
  “I have considered, sir, and am not a man to change my views. I have 
already decided what to do, in the event of your defeating all the hopes I had of you.” went on Mr. Vernon-Smith, his eyes on his son again “ I have  selected a relative, whom I shall adopt in your place, and in whose hands I shall be able to trust my affairs when the time comes. I have put this matter in abeyance, while you had your chance here. Now it is decided—you have decided it. I have no more to say you!”  
  Mr. Vernon-Smith rose. 
  “But, sir—” The Head also rose, in some  agitation. 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith stood as if turned to stone. 
  “I have done, sir. Tomorrow, at an early hour, I will inform you of the address to which this boy is to be sent. I regret having to leave him on your hands, even for a few hours; but there is no alternative. I definitely refuse to take him with me. Once more, sir, I thank you for the patience you have shown, useless as it has proved.” 
  With that, and a stiff  bow to the Head, Mr. Samuel Vernon-Smith turned to the door, opened it, and walked out. 
  He shut the door behind him firmly, and his heavy footsteps were heard receding down the passage. 
  Dr. Locke sank back into his seat. 
  “Bless my soul!” he muttered faintly. 
  The Bounder did not speak or move.  His eyes were fixed on the door that 
had closed on his father, and he seemed rooted to the floor. In the silence the hum of an engine was heard without. 
  Mr. Vernon Smith was going. 
  The Bounder licked his dry lips.  His father was going—after casting him off! He had been warned; he could not deny that.  He had known that the warning was seriously meant. Yet now that the blow had fallen, it overwhelmed him. 
  The buzz of the car died away in the distant. The millionaire was gone from Greyfriars.  His son remained. 
  “Bless my soul!” repeated the Head. 
  He coughed. 
  “You—you may go, Vernon-Smith.” he said, at length. 
  “Very well, sir.” The Bounder’s tone was strangely quiet.  “Am I to go back to the punishment-room, sir?” 
  The Head coughed again. 
  “No.  That is—is unnecessary. You may go to your study, Vernon-Smith.  You must remain here the night, until—until I hear from your father in the morning. But in the—the circumstances, you need not return to the punishment-room.” 
  “Very well, sir.” 
  “Quickly the Bounder of Greyfriars left his Headmaster’s study.  His face was white, but it was quite calm. Dr. Locke’s eyes followed him till he was gone.  Then for a long time the Headmaster sat at his table, deep in painful thought. At the corner of the corridor Smithy found Redwing waiting for him. Tom gave his chum’s white, set face a glance, and passed a hand through his arm. 
  “Your father’s gone, Smithy.” 
  The Bounder nodded. 
  “Does that mean—” Redwing scanned his face. “He’s gone without you, Smithy. You’re not sacked, after all?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “ But your father’s gone !” 
  “Yes.”
  “Smithy ”—Redwing felt a vague alarm—What’s happened?” 
  The Bounder’s lip quivered. 
  “I’m done for! Kicked out of school, and kicked out of home! Don’t talk to 
me now, old chap! I can’t stand any more!” 
  He shook his arm free from Redwing and walked away, leaving his chum gazing after him in alarm and dismay. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were on the Remove landing when the Bounder came up. They looked at him and a sudden silence fell on them. He stopped. 
  “Sorry I played you that rotten trick today, Wharton.” he said, in an even tone. “I’ve got it in the neck, if that’s any consolation to you.” 
  “It isn’t.” said  the captain of the Remove quietly. “ You’re going?” 
  “Yes.” 
  “I’m sorry.” 
  “Thanks!” 
  The Bounder walked on to his study, and the door closed on him. The chums of the Remove looked at one another uneasily. 
  “What happened?” muttered Bob. “The sack, of course; but there’s something else. He looks as if he’s taken the knock.” muttered Johnny Bull. And—and—and a jolly hard one.” 
  “Nothing a fellow can do.” said Harry uncomfortably.  
  “Nothing.” 
  The Bounder was not seen in the Rag that evening. He was the one topic there. The “bunking” of the Bounder was a matter of breathless interest in the Remove, and indeed through all Greyfriars. It was very seldom that a Greyfriars man was bunked, though all the fellows agreed that it was only by phenomenal luck that Smithy had escaped it so long! Why his father had gone without him, why he was remaining till the morrow was a puzzle to all, but Redwing, who said nothing on the subject. Skinner averred that the Bounder could somehow “wangle”  it yet—that he would pull through somehow. But of that, so far as anyone could see, there was no chance. Certainly the Bounder himself had no hope of it. 
  He was not seen again till dorm, when he joined the Remove going up. Every eye was on him ; but little was to be read in his face. He was rather pale, and very quiet—that was all. 
  Wingate of the Sixth, who saw lights out for the Remove, gave him a very curious look. He, like others, was puzzled to see the expelled junior still there. But he made no remark. 
  The Remove turned in; the light was put out. Billy Bunter’s snore was heard, and one by one the fellows dropped off to sleep. 
  But there was one who did not sleep. 
  The midnight stars, glimmering in at the high windows of the Remove dormitory, glimmered on one wakeful face—the Bounder’s. He was not sleeping; he was thinking bitter thoughts. 
  Sacked! If that had been all! Disowned, and disinherited. Even yet Herbert Vernon-Smith could not wholly realise it. When he left Greyfriars on the morrow, it would not be to go home. His father’s home was no longer his. If he had had a mother—” 
  His eyes closed at last, and he slept, till the rising-bell in the windy March morning awakened him—to his last day at Greyfriars School 
THE END. 
	Comment by Daniel Raeside: es
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