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. BUNTER





BY FRANK RICHARDS.
THE FIRST CHAPTER. 
The Busy Bee !

IT was hot! 
Even Hurree Jamset Ram Singh admitted that it was hot. Other fellows in the Greyfriars Remove described it as “scorching,” “melting,” and “baking.” 
Every Greyfriars man admitted that it was a glorious thing to be a Greyfriars man! But that afternoon most of them envied the tramps who loafed along shady lanes, or rested under dusky trees, by cool waters. 
Billy Bunter, perhaps, felt it the most. The fattest fellow at Greyfriars streamed with perspiration. There was more of Bunter than of any other fellow, to feel the heat. 
Last lesson for the Remove that day was French, with Monsieur Charpentier. Often and often, in the French class, there was ragging. On such a baking afternoon, when every fellow was fed-up to the back teeth a record “rag” might really have been looked for. But—wonderful to relate—the Greyfriars Remove were quiet orderly—meek as a class of lambs. Which was a tremendous relief to Monsieur Charpentier. 
Harry Wharton & Co. set an example. Even the Bounder, the most reckless ragster in the Form, played up. Nobody dropped a book! Nobody banged a desk-lid! Nobody whizzed an ink-ball! Anybody looking into that class-room might have supposed that the Remove were a model Form—which they weren’t, by any means! 
But the explanation was simple. Next day was not only a half-holiday, but it was Rookwood day. Detentions had to be avoided at any cost. Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove, had warned the Form that there were to be no rags. All the cricketers backed him up. And the rest toed the line, under warning of what would happen to them later if they didn’t. 
So matters progressed smoothly in the French class. Mossoo might almost have fancied that the juniors wanted to learn French! 
Good as they were that afternoon—so good that they were feeling the strain severely—the Removites were glad when a big bumble-bee sailed in at the open window. 
It made a diversion. 
With a loud, prolonged buzz, that bee sailed across the class-room and settled down for a little rest on Monsieur Charpentier’s head. 
“Ciel!” ejaculated Mossoo. 
He swept his book round his head, and the bee, disturbed, rose and sailed away again, buzzing noisily. 
Buzzz-zzz! 
“Bozzer zat bee!” exclaimed Monsieur Charpentier. “Va-t-en, alors ! Go away viz you !” 
“Shall we drive him out of the window, sir ?” exclaimed Vernon-Smith, jumping to his feet, book in hand. 
“Chuck it, Smithy !” breathed Harry Wharton. 
“Oh! I forgot!” 
The Bounder sat down again. It was a glorious opportunity for a rag. Gladly would the whole Form have risen to the occasion and turned the class-room into pandemonium, under pretence of driving away that buzzing bee. But the Bounder remembered in time that it was Rookwood day to-morrow, and “chucked” it. 
“Non, non! Sit you down viz you !” said Mossoo hastily. “Zat bee, he go away viz himself.” 
To Mossoo’s relief, and the disappointment of the Remove, the bumble-bee sailed away from the open window. It had interrupted class for hardly two or three minutes, which, all the Remove felt, was rather hard lines. 
Billy Bunter gave a fat little cough. 
Bob Cherry glanced round at the fat Junior suspiciously. He knew that fat cough, which was Bunter’s usual preliminary to playing his weird ventriloquial tricks. 
Bunter grinned. 
Bunter was feeling the heat more than any other follow, being the fattest. He was feeling the French more than any other fellow, being the laziest. Mossoo was getting on to irregular verbs, and Bunter loathed irregular verbs. That buzzing bee had put an idea into Bunter’s head. There was room for it. 
Buzzz-zzz! 
Monsieur Charpentier cut short the flow of irregular verbs and stared round him, waving his book. He was sure that that wandering bee had buzzed out of the window. But here was the buzz again, if not the bee! 
Buzzz-zzz! 
Nobody, looking at Billy Bunter, would have supposed that the buzz came from him. Bunter, who could do nothing else, could do ventriloquism. It was, of course, a gift. If it had required brains, Bunter could not have done it. Niggardly nature had been very mean with him in the matter of brains. But Bunter could ventriloquise, and often and often had he been kicked, in the Remove, for his strange and weird tricks in that line. Now Bunter was at it again! 
Bob Cherry, who was near him, suspected, and whispered fiercely: 
“Shut up you fat image!” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“No rags to-day, fatty! Chuck it !” hissed Bob. 
“Sherry, you talk in class!” rapped out Mossoo. “I vill not have ze talk in ze class! Taisez-vous ! Be silent !” 
Bunter chuckled. 
“I zink zat bee he go vunce more, and—” 
Buzzzzz! 
“Mon Dieu !” Monsieur Charpentier jumped, as the buzz sounded—or seemed to sound—close by his ear. He brandished his book frantically. “Allons ! Va-t-en! Go avay viz you !” 
Buzzz-zzz 
“Blessed If I can see that bee !” murmured Frank Nugent. “I can hear him all right, but—” 
“The buzzfulness is terrific !” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “But the seefulness is a boot on the other leg.” 
Buzzzzz ! 
The invisible bee buzzed and buzzed. Irregular verbs, in the midst of that loud and incessant buzzing, were a sheer impossibility. Also Mossoo was in fear of the bee settling on him every moment, and he did not want to be stung. The buzz came behind him, and he whirled round. It was behind him again, and he whirled again. It sounded in his left ear, then in his right. And the sight of the French master turning on his axis, brandishing his book, made the Remove chortle. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Silence !“ shouted Mossoo. “It is not for to laff ! There is nozzings for to laff ! Taisez-vous! It is one strange zing zat I do not see zat bee ! Wharton, do you see zat bee?” 
“No, sir !” gasped Harry Wharton. 
“You see zat bee, Bull ?” 
“No, sir !” answered Bull. 
All the Remove were aware, by this time, that the Greyfriars ventriloquist was at work. But Mossoo was not so well acquainted with Billy Bunter as the Remove fellows were. Ho did not suspect. 
Buzzz-zzz! 
“Mon Dieu! I zink zat I sall be stung !” exclaimed Mossoo. “Zat bee, he stick to me—he buzz me round ze head. Vere is zat bee?” 
Buzzzzz! 
“I say, sir, it’s on your back !” squeaked Billy Bunter. “On the back of your neck, 
sir !” 
Shriek, from Monsieur Charpentier. 
“Zat you knock him off! Quick !” 
“Yes, sir ! I’ll get him !” gasped Bunter, and he jumped up, seized a book, and started rolling out of the Form towards the French master. “I’ll smash him, sir !” 
There was no bee on Mossoo’s neck. But there was going to he a bang there shortly, from the book in Bunter’s fat hand. In other circumstances, the Remove would have considered this quite a good rag, and would have enjoyed it. But they were aware that their Form master, Mr. Quelch, was not far away, and if Quelch bad stepped in and discovered a rag going on, goodness only knew what might happen to the Rookwood match on Wednesday. Quelch had a way of coming down heavily on raggers. 
Bunter had to be stopped! Already the members of the Form who were not keen on cricket were getting restive, eager to join in the rag. Skinner and Snoop were on their feet, and Bolsover major grasped an inkpot. The usual orderliness of the Remove was in danger of falling to pieces. 
“Shut up, you fat idiot !” hissed Bob Cherry, and he grasped Billy Bunter by the collar and bumped him back into his seat—hard. 
“Yarooooh !” roared Bunter. 
“Zat you knock off zat bee !” shrieked Monsieur Charpentier. “Sherry ! Vat you do? Vy for you stop Buntair? Mauleverer, knock off zat bee !” 
“There’s no bee on your neck, sir !” gasped Lord Mauleverer. 
“Bon! He is gone vunce again off viz himself, zen !’’ 
“Yow-ow-ow ! Wow !” roared Bunter. “Sherry, you are one mauvais garcon, one verree bad boy! Vunce more you offend, and I give you one detention. Now ve vill resume—” 
Buzzzzzz ! 
“Mon Dieu! Toujours cela ! Zat bee—” exclaimed the exasperated French master. “But zis is of ze most intolerable! Vere is zat bee?” 
“Whoop !” roared Bunter, the buzzing changing suddenly into a fiendish yell, as Bob gave him a warning hack under the desk. “Ow ! Wow ! Beast !” 
“Sherry !” thundered Monsieur Charpentier. “Vun and two time I yarn you, and now you take one detention ! I speak to your Form master! You are detain ze next half-holiday ! I vill keep ordair in zis class ! Mais oui !” 
“Oh, my hat !” murmured Bob in dismay. 
As a matter of fact, it was in the cause of law and order that Bob had hacked Bunter. But Mossoo was not aware of that; and when Mossoo handed out punishments he handed them out rather wildly. Bunter was in fault, but Bob Cherry got it “in the neck”—not an uncommon happening in the French class. 
And when the buzzing of the invisible bee was heard again Bob made no further effort to keep Bunter quiet, and the “Buzz-buzz-buzz !” put Mossoo into such a frantic state that he was, as Skinner expressed it, like a hen on hot bricks. And if a stranger had looked into the class-room then he would not have supposed by any means that the Remove was a model Form. Judging by their chuckling and chortling, they might have been watching a comic film. But French irregular verbs were interrupted—and that, from Billy Bunter’s point of view, at least, was all that mattered. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Where Is Bunter?

“CERTAINLY not !” snapped Mr. Quelch. 
“But, sir—” said Bob. 
“You need say no more, Cherry ! Monsieur Charpentier has reported you to me for creating a disturbance in the French class—a ‘rag,’ as I suppose you would call it.” 
“I never meant—” 
“I am resolved,” said Mr. Quelch, “to put clown the disorder in the French class, so far as my Form is concerned. That is my duty to my colleague— Monsieur Charpentier. You are under detention for Wednesday afternoon, Cherry.” 
“But—but Mossoo was mistaken, sir !” said Bob desperately. “I never meant to—” 
“I cannot discuss that with you, Cherry. You may go.” 
“But to-morrow we go over to Rookwood to play cricket, sir—” 
“You certainly will not be going, Cherry !” 
“But I’m in the team, sir—” 
“You should have thought of that earlier. You may leave my study.” 
“But, sir—” 
“Leave my study ! thundered Mr. Quelch in a voice that made the junior jump. And Bob left the study. Evidently there was nothing doing. 
His comrades were waiting for him at the end of the passage in an anxious mood. Bob Cherry was a mighty batsman, and he was wanted when the Greyfriars men went over to Rookwood on Wednesday. 
“What does Quelch say ?” asked Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Johnny Bull all together. 
“Detention Wednesday; no cricket for me !” growled Bob. 
“Rotten !’’ 
“The rottenfulness is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“I’ll burst that fat frump all over the House !” growled Bob. “I was trying to stop him ragging, when that little idiot Mossoo jumped on me. Lot of good trying to keep out of detention ! Might as well have ragged the little ass !” 
“Let’s jolly well kick Bunter !” suggested Johnny Bull. 
“Let’s !” agreed all the Co., and they repaired to the Remove passage to look in Study No. 7 for Bunter and kick him. Kicking Bunter would not set the matter right—still, there was solace in it. 
Bunter’s fat voice was heard from Study No. 7 as they came up the Remove passage. 
“I say, Toddy—” 
“Oh, go and cat coke, you fat chump !” grunted Peter Todd. “You’ve got one of the team detained with your ventriloquial foolery in the French class—and you ought to be jolly well kicked !” 
“Oh, really, Toddy—” 
“And you jolly well will be if Quelchy doesn’t let Bob off ! You can get ready for the kicking of your life !” 
“Beast! I say, Toddy, if those beasts come up here asking for me I’ll get out of sight. Don’t tell them I’m here. Not that I’m afraid of them, you know! I’d lick the whole gang for two pins! But in this hot weather—” 
The tramp of feet in the passage reached Bunter’s ears, and his fat voice broke off suddenly. Harry Wharton & Co. arrived in the doorway of Study No. 7 and looked in. Peter Todd was standing at the table slicing a loaf for tea; no one else was to be seen. But from behind the armchair in the corner came the gasping grunt of a fellow who had been moving quickly. The Famous Five grinned. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Bunter here ?” roared Bob Cherry. 
Peter Todd chuckled. 
“We’re going to scrag him,” said Harry Wharton. “Quelchy won’t let Bob off 
to-morrow! We’re going to scrag Bunter for getting him detention.” 
“The scragfulness will be terrific.” 
“Can’t see him here,” said Bob. “Mind if I sit in that armchair for a minute or two, Toddy?” 
“Not at all,” answered Toddy. 
Bob walked across to the armchair and sat in it. A terrified gasp was suppressed behind the chair—but not wholly suppressed. It was quite audible to all the fellows in the study. Bunter, squeezed between the high back of the chair and the study wall, hardly dared to breathe. 
Bob, with his feet planted on the carpet, pushed the chair back closer to the wall as he sat in it. The heavy armchair glided on its castors, and the fat junior behind it was flattened against the wall. The rest of the Co. watched the performance with interest. 
“Now, the question is,” said Bob— “where’s Bunter? I fancy he’s hiding somewhere.” 
“Ooooogh !” came a breathless gasp from the Owl of he Remove, squashed between the chair-back and the wall. 
“We’ve got to find him and scrag him ! My idea is to give him about three dozen with a fives bat.” 
“Hard !” said Frank Nugent. 
“Let the hardfulness be terrific, my esteemed chums. Also the pourfulness of the esteemed ink down his ridiculous neck is the proper caper.” 
“And then a jolly good kicking !” said Harry Wharton. 
“Yes, rather ! But where is he ?” 
“Echo answers that the wherefulness is preposterous,” chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
Bob was still propelling the armchair backwards to the wall, with his feet planted on the floor. The chair, felt as if it was in contact with something soft and resilient. So it was ! Bunter’s fat form was acting as a buffer between the chair and the wall. The hapless Owl of the Remove could hardly breathe. But after hearing the list of the things that were to happen to him he dared not reveal his presence. It did not occur to his powerful intellect that that was already known. 
Bob got a firmer grip with his feet on the wall of the alcove and gave a tremendous shove backwards. 
It was too much for Bunter. He felt like a pancake, and the wind escaped from him in a prolonged gasp, like the air of a punctured tyre. 
“Oooooooooogh !” 
“Hello, hallo, hello! That sounds like Bunter !” said Bob. “Did you fellows hear something like a grampus gurgling?” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“I fancy he’s in the study all the time! But where can he be ?” 
“Can’t see him,” said Nugent. 
“The seefulness is not terrific.” 
“Urrrrggh !” came from Bunter, as the armchair-back squeezed harder. “Oooh ! Gooooooogh !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Ow! Stoppit !” gasped Bunter, unable to stand the strain any longer. “Oggh ! You’re squish-squish-squishing—squashing me, you beast! Ooooogh !” 
“Hello, hello, hello! He’s in the corner !” roared Bob. “Behind this chair all the time ! Now, who’d have thought it?” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Have him out !” roared Johnny Bull. Scrag him !”
“I say, you fellows! I’m not here! I mean—Ooooooooogh !”
Billy Bunter shoved desperately at the chair, and it rolled off. The fat Junior’s crimson face rose into view behind the chair-back. He blinked at the Famous Five through his big spectacles. 
“I—I say, you fellows— Ow !” gasped Bunter. “I say, it’s all right! You needn’t worry about the Rookwood match. I’ve got an idea ! It doesn’t really matter about Bob being detained tomorrow—” 
“Doesn’t it?” roared Bob. 
“No, old chap! After all, you’re rather a dud, you know—” 
“Wha-a-t?” 
“Rather a dud,” explained Bunter. “You needn’t grouse, Wharton, so long as you get a better man !” 
“And who’s the better man?” demanded the captain of the Remove. 
“Me !” explained Bunter.
“Oh crumbs !” 
“I’ll play!” said Bunter. “I can’t say I’m keen on cricket in this hot weather; but—dash it all, I’ll play? I’ll come over to Rookwood with you tomorrow. The fact is I was thinking of it—you see, the fellows who go over to Rookwood get out of morning classes. That’s something ! I’ll take Cherry’s place, so that will be all right.” 
“That—that—that will be all right, will it?” gasped Wharton. 
“Yes. After all, you want to win the game,” said Bunter. “For once I suggest that you entirely set aside your jealousy of a better man, and give me a chance to show what I can do. Really good cricket, you know—” 
“Where’s that fives bat?” 
“Here you are !” 
“I—I say, you fellows—” 
“Now, Bunter—” 
Billy Bunter jumped out of the corner. He made another jump for the door. There was a sound of flying footsteps in the Remove passage. 
“Come back !” roared Bob Cherry. “Come back and be scragged, you fat foozler ! Come back and be batted !” 
But answer there was none! Billy Bunter had disappeared. 
Peter Todd and Tom Dutton tea’d without Bunter in No. 7 that afternoon. Kicking, scragging, and batting did not seem to appeal to Bunter somehow, and he was keeping out of sight. But he did not miss his just punishment—he missed his tea ! And that, to William George Bunter, was a punishment as severe as any amount of kicking, batting, and scragging. 

THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
Bunter’s Programme !

“I SAY, you fellows !” 
It was prep in the Remove, and Wharton and Nugent were at work in Study No. 1. They were, in point of fact, giving less attention to prep than to thoughts of the 
morrow. 
Bob Cherry’s detention was a disaster to the team. The fact that he was to play, if Bob stood out, was not a great solace to Frank Nugent. He was keen enough to play, but he did not suppose that he could put up such a game as Bob’s; and the Greyfriars Remove needed all their best men in the field to beat such a team as Jimmy Silver & Co. of Rookwood. 
Prep was rather desultory in Study No. 1 that evening; it was interrupted by a good many discussions of the prospects at Rookwood on Wednesday. It was interrupted once more, as a fat face and a pair of glimmering spectacles looked in at the door. Billy Bunter, apparently, was giving prep a miss. 
Harry Wharton gave him rather a grim look. It was Bunter’s fatuous proceedings that had caused Bob’s trouble, Wharton glanced round the study. 
“Where’s that stump?” 
“Oh, really, Wharton! If you’re going to be a beast—” 
“Oh, cut off, you fat chump! Prep !” snapped the captain of the Remove. 
“Never mind prep ! There’s only one class to-morrow for the fellows going to Rookwood, so prep doesn’t matter much,” said Bunter. 
“If you’re caught out of your study in prep—” 
“That’s all right! Walker’s taking prep—and he’s gone off to read a novel; you know Walker ! Now, look here, Wharton, I’ve offered you my services in that dud Cherry’s place—” 
“If you insist on being kicked——” said Harry, rising from the table. 
“You’ve refused !” said Bunter, blinking at him. “Well, I can’t make you understand what you’re losing—you’re too dense. But look here, I want to come over to Rookwood with the team. I’m frightfully keen on teaing with Jimmy Silver—I mean, on cricket—’ 
“Buzz off before you’re kicked !” 
“Besides, there’s second and third lesson to be cut—so, you see, I really must come !” explained Bunter. “Suppose I get Cherry off detention—” 
“How ?” demanded Wharton. 
“Well, that little idiot Mossoo detained him for ragging in class,” said Bunter. “Quelch backed him up, of course. But suppose a fellow went to Quelch, and owned up, in a frank and manly way—” 
“Oh, my hat?” 
“I’m the man to do it, as you know,” said Bunter. “Frank and manly and straightforward—that’s me all over! Did I ever let a pal down?” 
“Oh, ye gods !” 
“If I went to Quelch and told him that Bob wasn’t ragging, but only trying to stop me ragging, wouldn’t he be let off ?” said Bunter. 
“Yes, ass; but you’re too funky, and too fatheaded, and too much of a rotter generally—” 
“Oh, really, Wharton—” 
“Give him a chance, though,” said Frank Nugent, looking very curiously at the fat Owl “No reason why even Bunter shouldn’t do the decent thing for once. If Quelch knew the facts, he would let Bob off. Bob can’t tell him, but Bunter could—and ought to.” 
“Well, will you, you fat Owl, or are you trying to pull my leg?” demanded the captain of the Remove. 
“One good turn deserves another, you know,” said Bunter. “Suppose, in a manly and generous way, I take the blame on myself, and get Bob off. Well, will that fix it for me to go over to Rookwood ?” 
“You can’t get leave for the day.” 
“Leave that to me.” 
“Well, if you get leave, you can come if you like. No law against any man taking the train to Sussex if he wants to.” 
“I’ve been disappointed about a postal order—” 
“Oh, my hat !” 
“It’s only temporary, of course,” said Bunter. “Purely temporary. The postal order is from one of my titled relations, and will be here the day after to-morrow at the latest. But, in the meantime, I’m stony ! I know it sounds ridiculous, but there it is. Somebody will have to stand me a return ticket. That’s the difficulty.” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
“If that’s it, fathead, it’s a go ! Get Bob off detention, and we’ll raise the wind to pay your fare over to Rookwood.” 
“Good !” said Bunter. “Of course, I shall hand back the small sum as soon as my postal order comes—” 
“Never mind that !” 
“But I do mind !” said Bunter firmly. “I’m not a spongers I hope ! I shall insist upon settling up as—as soon as the postal order comes.”

“Oh, all right. If I don’t remember it—people get forgetful at eighty or ninety, you know—you can remind me !”
“Beast ! If it’s clearly understood that I settle this trifling sum as soon as my postal order comes, I will accept your offer !” said Bunter, with dignity. I’ll go to Quelch after prep.” 
“Good !” said Wharton and Nugent together. And Billy Bunter rolled away, leaving them in a very relieved frame of mind. Bunter, as a rule, was not the fellow for owning up; he did not care very much upon whom punishment fell, so long as it did not fall upon his fat and important self. But in this case there was a “quid pro quo”— Bunter was not doing it for nothing. He was going to get his return ticket to Rookwood. How he was going to get leave for the day was another matter, but Bunter seemed satisfied about that. The fat junior returned to his study, where Toddy and Dutton were at prep. Peter gave him a look as he rolled in. “No prep?” he asked. “Quelch will scrag you in the morning.” 
“I’m chancing that,” said Bunter cheerfully. “There’s only one class, you know, for the fellows going over to Rookwood—” 
“You’re not going, you ass !” 
“I fancy I am !” grinned Bunter. “I’m going to Quelch to own up about that rag in the French class, and he will let Cherry off.” 
“You are !” ejaculated Toddy in astonishment. 
“Naturally !” answered Bunter. “Am I the fellow to let another chap take my gruel? I ask you !” 
Peter could only gaze at him. His opinion was that Bunter was exactly that kind of fellow ! However, he did not say so. In this new mood Bunter was entitled to encouragement. 
“Those chaps paying my fare to Rookwood to-morrow, of course, has nothing to do with it,” added Bunter. 
“Oh! That accounts for the milk in the coconut, does it ?” grinned Toddy. “But how the thump are you going to get a day’s leave from school ?” 
“I fancy that’s all right. Quelch is a beast, of course,” said Bunter. “All schoolmasters are beasts, naturally. They can’t help it. Still, Quelch can appreciate a follow acting in a manly, straightforward, plucky way. When I go to him and say ‘Sir, I was to blame’ —just like that, you know—what do you think Quelch will do ?” 
Peter did not answer. His own impression was that Quelch would reach for his cane. But he was not going to discourage Bunter. A whopping for Billy Bunter was a trifle light as air, compared with getting Bob Cherry off to play in the Rookwood match. 
“He will be moved,” said Bunter. “He will say: ‘Had this come to my knowledge by any other means, Bunter, I should have punished you severely! But in the circumstances, you may go.’ ” 
“Oh !” said Peter. 
“Very likely he will lay his hand on my shoulder, and say: ‘That is very frank, very manly, Bunter. It is what I should have expected of you, knowing you as I do.’ Think so, Toddy?” 
“Oh crikey !” said Toddy. 
“And then, while he’s feeling so jolly good-tempered, I shall ask him for leave to go over to Rookwood for the day,” went on Bunter. “And he will say, ‘Yes, my boy, you deserve it ! Go, by all means!’ What ?” 
“Oh crumbs !”
“That’s how I figure it out,” said Bunter. “Play the game—that’s the idea! You never lose by being frank and manly and straightforward like me, Toddy. You should try it, old chap.” 
“Oh, help !” gasped Toddy. 
“That’s the programme,” said Bunter, with a satisfied smirk. “I fancy it will work. What do you think, Toddy ?” 
“I think I’ll get on with my prep !” gasped Toddy. 
And he did. 
THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Not as Per Programme !


MR. QUELCH was frowning a little as he sat in his study, busy with papers for the Remove. 
To the Remove fellows Mr. Quelch seemed rather a grim and unbending gentleman. Indeed, they often compared him to a gargoyle. But under his crusty exterior Quelch had quite a kind heart. And he was thinking of Bob Cherry, and that unfortunate youth’s detention on Rookwood day. He had had no choice but to confirm Monsieur Charpentier’s sentence; he was bound to support a colleague. And he was determined to put down the ragging in the French class, so far as his own boys were concerned. 
Nevertheless, he was sorry that a keen cricketer had to be detained on the day of a match that was immensely important to the juniors, and it weighed a little on his mind. His thoughts on the subject were interrupted by a tap at his door, and it opened to reveal the fat face and spectacles of William George Bunter. A pair of gimlet eyes fixed on Bunter as he rolled in. 
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Bob Cherry firmly planted his feet on the wall of the alcove and gave a tremendous shove backwards. It was too much for Bunter. He felt like a pancake, and the wind escaped from him in a prolonged gasp like the air of a punctured tyre. “Ooooooooooogh !”  “Hallo, hallo, hallo ! That sounds like Bunter !” said Bob. “Did you fellows hear something like a grampus gurgling ?”  

“You have not brought your lines, Bunter.” 
“Oh, no!” gasped Bunter. 
He had forgotten that he had lines to do for Quelch. Quelch had a rather better memory in such matters. 
“And why not?” rapped Mr. Quelch. 
“Oh, really, sir—I—I mean, I—I came to speak about something else, sir !” gasped Bunter. 
This was not a good beginning. 
“Very well be brief.” 
“The fact is, sir—” 
“Well ?” 
“The—the fact—” stammered Bunter. 
He had worked out his programme to his own fat satisfaction in his own study. But he did not feel quite so confident in Quelch’s study. There was something rather disconcerting in the steady stare at a pair of gimlet eyes. 
“Have you anything to say to me, Bunter ?”
“Oh, yes, sir !” 
“Then say it at once, and leave my study.” 
“The—the fact is, sir, it—it was me, sir,” gurgled Bunter. 
“What?” barked Mr. Quelch. 
“I—I mean it wasn’t me !” gasped Bunter, his nerve shaken by that bark. 
“Bunter !” 
“I—I—I mean—” Bunter backed to the doors but there he rallied, and tried again. “The fact is, sir—I did it !” 
“You did what?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, both surprised and impatient, “Make your meaning clear.” 
“I mean, about old Froggy—” 
“Who?” almost roared Mr. Quelch. 
“I—I mean, Monsieur Charpentier, sir,” stuttered Bunter. “I—I didn’t mean to say old Froggy, sir. I—I never call him old Froggy, sir-never !” 
“How dare you, Bunter ?” 
“I—I was going to say, Monsieur Froggy—I mean old Charpentier—that is to say, Mossoo—Mossoo was mistaken, sir, in—in thinking that Bob was ragging in the French class—” 
Are you referring to Cherry ?” 
“Yes, sir. I—I—I was to blame !” gasped Bunter, getting it out at last, though not in the impressive way he had intended. 
Mr. Quelch stared at him. 
“You were to blame, Bunter?” he repeated. 
“Oh lor’ I mean, yes, sir! The fact is—” 
“Explain yourself at once !”
“I—I—I was ragging, sir, and—and Bob was stopping sue. And—and old Froggy—I mean old Mossoo—he fancied that it was Bob ragging, and came down on him, sir,” gurgled Bunter, 
“Upon my word ! And why have you come to tell me this, Bunter?” asked Mr. Quelch, staring very hard at the crimson, perspiring Owl. 
It was the first time that Bunter had “owned up” in this way. 
“Because it’s the frank and manly thing to do, sir.” 
“What?” 
“Being a frank and manly and straightforward fellow, sir, I—I felt that it was up to me !” gasped Bunter. 
“Upon my word !” 
Mr. Quelch gazed at Bunter. Now, according to Bunter’s programme, it was time for him to say: “Had this come to my knowledge by any other means I should have punished you severely. In the circumstances, however, you may go.” It was time for him to lay his hand on Bunter’s fat shoulder, and say: “That is very frank, very manly, Bunter. It is what I should have expected of you, knowing you as I do.” 
But Quelch did none of these things. 
There was a hitch in the programme. 
Quelch, of course, did not know that Bunter had assigned him a part to play. Anyhow, he did not play up. 
“Very well, Bunter, I will accept your assurance that an error was made,’ he said. “You may give Cherry a message from me, that his detention is cancelled. I will explain to Monsieur Charpentier. You will be detained to-morrow afternoon—.” 
“Eh?” 
“Instead of Cherry—.” 
“Wha-a-t !” 
“As you have confessed that you are the person to blame in the matter, you may leave my study.” 
Bunter blinked at his Form master. Quelch showed no sign whatever of laying his hand on a fat shoulder. He turned to his paper again, as if the matter was at an end. Bunter blinked at him in dismay. 
“You may go, Bunter.” 
“I—I say, sir,” gasped Bunter, “I—I—I was going to—Oh crikey ! I—I was going to ask you for leave tomorrow—” 
“What?” 
“To—to gig-gig-gig—” 
“To what?” 
“To gig-gig-gig-go over to Rookwood with—” 
“You are under detention tomorrow, Bunter. You will go into the Form-room at two o’clock. Now leave my study.” 
“Oh crikey ! 
“Do not utter ridiculous ejaculations in my presence, Bunter. Leave my study at once 
“Oh lor’ !” Bunter blinked at him. Evidently his programme was wide of the mark. “I—I say, sir, it—it wasn’t me—” 
“What do you mean, Bunter “ 
“I mean, it wasn’t me, sir. I—I had nothing to do with it, sir. I—I wasn’t ragging in the French class. I—I—” 
Mr. Quelch rose to his feet. 
“It is too late to make that statement, Bunter,” 
“But—but I thought—I—I mean— I—I—I never thought— Oh, crikey ! I—I thought that—that this was what you would have expected of me, sir, knowing me as you do,” stammered Bunter. “What I really meant to say, sir, was—was I wasn’t to blame—” 
Mr. Quelch picked up his cane. 
“If you do not leave my study instantly, Bunter—” 
“Oh lor’ !” 
Bunter left the study quite hurriedly. It was clear that the cane was going to be featured in the next scene if he didn’t. The fat junior vanished like a ghost at cockcrow. 
“Oh crikey !” groaned Bunter, as he rolled down the passage. ‘Oh lor’! Oh scissors ! Beast ! Catch me owning up again! Lot of good being frank and manly and straightforward in a school like this! Oh jiminy !” 

And Billy Bunter rolled away in a state of dismal dismay. He had mapped out quite a good programme, if Quelch had only played up. But Quelch hadn’t—and that was that !


THE FIFTH CHAPTER, 
Not on the Warpath !


“ BUNTAIR! Vere is Buntair ?” 
The voice of Henri Adolphe Charpentier, French master of Greyfriars, was heard in the Remove passage. Billy Bunter heard it, and frowned ferociously. 
Bunter was in Study No. 1 with the Famous Five. 
A study supper was on, so, of course, Bunter was on. For once, Billy Bunter was a man whom the chums of the Remove delighted to honour. That study supper was stood especially for Bunter ! It was a sort of consolation prize. Bob Cherry was free to go over to Rookwood on the morrow—that was the result of Bunter owning up.  Bunter was detained for the half-holiday instead of Bob—that was another result !
It was a good thing for Bob—and a good thing for the cricket—but it was rough on Bunter. Hence the solace of a study supper. As his fare to Rookwood would not be wanted after all, it was possible to “ spread ” a little—and the chums of the Remove “ spread ” accordingly. And Bunter was considerably consoled as he devoured the good things provided for him. 
Then came the high-pitched voice of Monsieur Charpentier in the passage, inquiring for Billy Bunter, The Owl of the Remove shook a fat fist in the direction of the door—fortunately closed. 
“Beast !” he murmured. 
“Smeet ! Have you seen zat Buntair !” came Mossoo’s voice again, in the passage. 
“No, sir !” answered Vernon-Smith. 
“Better tell him you’re here, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton. 
“No fear!” answered Bunter promptly. “I don’t know what the beast wants, but he may have brought up a pointer. Quelch said he was going to explain to him—so he knows I was ragging in the French class. Keep it dark that I’m here, fathead !” 
“But—” said Nugent. 
“Shut up, ass! Look here, if he comes into the study, I’ll step behind the door. You fellows tell him you haven’t seen me, see ?” 
“You fat villain !” growled Johnny Bull. 
“Oh, really, Bull—” 
“Todd !” came the high-pitched voice in the passage. “Have you see zat Buntair ?” 
“Bunter, sir ! I think he’s in Study No. 1.” 
“Zank you, Todd !” 
“Oh! Beast !” gasped Bunter. He jumped up from the festive board and backed behind the door, so that it would conceal him when it opened. “I say, you fellows, not a word ! Keep it dark.” 
“You fat idiot——” began Bob Cherry. 
“Shut up, you beast !” 
There was a tap at the door, and it opened. The dapper little figure of Monsieur Charpentier stepped in. He gave the chums of the Remove a polite little bow, and they rose respectfully to their feet. Mossoo glanced round the study in expectation of seeing a sixth person there. But only five were to be seen—the open door concealed the sixth. 
“Allons ! Is zat Buntair here?” asked the French master. “Todd, he say zat he zink sat Buntair is here, chez vous.” 
“He—he was here a minute ago, sir !” stammered Nugent. It was a rather awkward situation for the Famous Five. Certainly they were not going to tell any untruths; having quite different ideas from Bunter on that subject. At the same time, they could not give Bunter away. So they were rather red and uncomfortable. 
“Mai foi ! I vish to see Buntair,” said Monsieur Charpentier. “Monsieur Quelch have explained to me zat it vas not you zat rag in ze class, Sherry, but zat Buntair.” 
“Oh, yes, sir !” stammered Bob. 
“Savez vous—you shall know where is Buntair” asked Mossoo 
The Famous Five were silent. The open door was all that was between Mossoo and Bunter. Had he stepped farther into the study and glanced round, he must have seen the fat junior—who was fully visible to the five fellows standing round the table. 
“I—I don’t think he’s far away, sir,” stammered Nugent. 
“Have you looked in his esteemed study, sir ?” inquired Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Mais non ! I go to see !” said Mossoo; and with another polite bow, he quitted the study. 
“Thank goodness he’s gone !” gasped Bunter, slamming the door when the French gentlemen had departed. “Beast ! Did he have a pointer with him ?” 
“No! I don’t think he’s on the warpath,” answered Harry. “Most likely he only wants to tell you what you’re to do in detention to-morrow.” 
“I’m not risking it! I say, you fellows, pass that cake !” Billy Bunter re-started after the interval. 
A few minutes later, steps were heard outside once more. Once more the high-pitched voice of Mossoo floated into the study. 
“Mon Dieu! Zat Buntair, he seem to disappear viz himself ! Allons, Kipps, you shall know where to see Buntair ?” 
“No, sir !” came Kipp’s answer. 
Monsieur Charpentier’s footsteps receded in the direction of the stairs. Evidently he had given Bunter up and gone. 
“Beast !” said Bunter. 
And he settled down to finish supper. Billy Bunter was not finished supper till the last crumb was finished. Then he rose from the table, fat and satisfied. When he rolled out of Study No. 1, Fisher T. Fish called to him in the passage. 
“Say, bo! Mossoo’s hunting for you !”
“Blow Mossoo !” answered Bunter. 
“He’s told a dozen fellows to send you to his study if they see you. I guess you better hit that study !” said Fishy. 
“Guess again !” grunted Bunter. 
And he rolled down to the Rag, keeping a wary eye open for Monsieur Charpentier. In the lower passage he had a sudden glimpse of a dapper little figure in a tight frock-coat. 
“Oh lor’ !” gasped Bunter. 
“Alors! C’est le garçon que je cherche !” exclaimed Mossoo. “Buntair—Mon Dieu ! Buntair !” 
Bunter vanished round the nearest corner, leaving Mossoo staring. The fat junior threaded half a dozen passages to arrive in the Rag by a different route. He gasped with relief when he reached the shelter of that apartment. There were a good many fellows in the Rag—Remove and Fourth—and Temple of the Fourth called out to Bunter as he rolled in. 
“Mossoo wants you, Bunter !” 
“Bless Mossoo !” snorted Bunter. “Let him want.” 
“You’re to go to his study.” 
“Rats !” 
Billy Bunter rolled to an armchair and sat down. A few minutes later, Monsieur Charpentier looked in. 
“Buntair ! Is Buntair here ?” he asked. 
“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. 
He sat tight ! The high back of the chair hid him from the French master in the doorway. A dozen fellows stared at him, and at Mossoo ! 
“Has zat Buntair been here, mes garçons ?” asked Monsieur Charpentier. “I vish to see Buntair verree mooch “” 
“I can’t see him here, sir !” said Dabney of the Fourth, standing with his back to Bunter. 
“Mon Dieu ! It is verree strange sat I cannot find Buntair anyvere,” said Mossoo. “If you shall see him, you will tell him to come to my study !” 
“Oh, certainly, sir.” 
Monsieur Charpentier left the Rag— leaving the crowd of juniors there grinning. Billy Bunter shook a fat fist at the door when it had closed. 
“What on earth does he want the fat frump for?” asked Fry of the Fourth. 
“I’ve been ragging in class !” explained Bunter. “I was the only fellow who had the nerve to do it. The little beast is on my track. I’ve jolly well dodged him now, anyhow.” 
It looked as if the Owl had dodged Mossoo successfully; for nothing more was seen of she French master before dorm. Wingate of the Sixth marched the Remove off to their dormitory; Bunter keeping a wary eye open for the French master. Mossoo, as a rule, was a good-tempered little gentleman; and his persistent tracking of Bunter that evening seemed to indicate that he was in an unusually deadly mood. Bunter was quite glad to get to the dormitory, and be done with him until the morrow. 
But he was not quite done with him ! The Removites were turning in, Wingate standing in the doorway, when a high-pitched voice was heard addressing the captain of Greyfriars. 
“Je cherche Buntair—I vish to speak to Buntair, Vingate !” 
“He’s in the dormitory, sir !” answered Wingate. 
“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. He bolted into bed like a fat rabbit into a burrow, and pulled the bedclothes over his head. It was his last refuge.
Monsieur Charpentier stepped in. The Juniors eyed him curiously. It was extremely unusual for a master to turn up in a dormitory inquiring after a fellow, and it looked as if Mossoo was extraordinarily keen to find the Owl of the Remove. Yet he did not look angry; and there was neither cane nor pointer in his hand. It was really quite surprising, 
Monsieur Charpentier glanced up and down the dormitory. Some of the fellows were already in bed, and they sat up and looked at him. But he could not see Billy Bunter. 
“Mon Dieu ! But where is Buntair !” he exclaimed. 
“O where, and O where can he be?” sang Skinner softly; and there was a chuckle from the Removites. 
“Vingate ! I do not see Buntair !” 
“Eh, what ?” The prefect stepped in. “He’s here, sir !” Wingate stared at Bunter’s bed. Bunter was not visible there. But the bedclothes were piled up in a hillock over the fat figure of the hidden Owl. 
Wingate walked across to the bed. He slipped his official ashplant from under his arm into his hand. 
“Bunter !” he rapped. 
No reply. 
Whack ! 
“Yaroooh !” came a muffled roar from under the piled bedclothes, as the ash-plant whacked on the fattest legs at Greyfriars. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Yow-ow-ow-woooop !” 
The bedclothes were hurled aside, and Bunter squirmed into view, yelling. Monsieur Charpentier stared at him in amazement. 
“Mon Dieu ! Buntair is zere !” he ejaculated. “Buntair—” 
“Yew-ow-ow ! It wasn’t me !” howled Bunter. 
“Mon cher garçon—” 
“I—I didn’t—” 
“Monsieur Quelch has told me—” 
“Oh dear ! It was all a mistake !” gasped Bunter. 
“Zat you own up sat you make a rag, and sat you are to blame, and not Sherry—” 
“I—I—I never—” 
“And for zat reason, Buntair, I vish to speak to you—” 
“I wasn’t—” 
“And to tell you zat I excuse you ze detention—” 
“Wha-a-at ?” 
“And zat he is all vash out,” said Monsieur Charpentier. 
“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. His fat brain began to understand. Mossoo was not, after all, on the warpath. 
“I zink zat it vas verree good, verree honourable, Buntair, to own up to ze fault for ze sake of ze vun zat is innocent,” said Monsieur Charpentier. “For zat reason I excuse you, tout a fait !” 
“Oh !” gasped Bunter. He sat on the bed and blinked at the French master. “Oh I—I—I thought—” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Zat is vat I vish to say to you, mon bon Buntair ! Demain—to-morrow—zere 
is no detention !” said Monsieur Charpentier. “He is vash out ! You shall be free as ze little bird in ze air N’est-ce-pas !”
“Oh! Good !” gasped Bunter. 
“Bon soir mes enfants !” said Mossoo. 
“Good-night, sir !” 
And Monsieur Charpentier departed. Wingate put out the lights, and followed him. Then there was a fat chuckle from Bunter’s bed. 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Gratters, old bean !! said Bob Cherry. “I’m glad you’ve got off! Mossoo is a good little ass !”
“It’s worked better with him than with Quelch !” chuckled Peter ‘Todd. “Quelch knows you better than Mossoo, old fat bean.” 
“Oh, really, Toddy! I say, you fellows, you can take a tip from this,” said Billy Bunter. “Manliness and straightforwardness always pay, in the long run. I’ve always found it so.” 
“Oh, my hat !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! My advice to you fellows is, follow my example, and always play the game. Don’t forget that you’re lending me my fare to Rookwood to-morrow, Wharton !” 
And Billy Bunter settled down to snore, in a happy and contented frame of mind. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 
Rough on Jimmy Silver !


“LIKE this !” said Jimmy Silver. 
It was morning break at Rookwood School.
It was Wednesday. and a glorious morning in July, and Jimmy Silver & Co. were as merry and bright as the cricketers now on their way from Greyfriars for the great game at Rookwood. 
Jimmy had a ball in his hand, and his chums, Lovell, and Raby and Newcome of the Fourth, were watching him. Other members of the Rookwood junior team, Mornington and Erroll and Conroy, were standing round. Jimmy Silver, the captain of the Rookwood junior side, was a great bowler—a tremendous bowler—and he was looking forward to making hay of the Greyfriars wickets that day. In the batting line, Mornington and Erroll were greater men, and Arthur Edward Lovell was as good; but as a bowler, Jimmy stood in a class by himself. He had a gift for that branch of the great game, and he had cultivated it sedulously. Great things were expected of Jimmy that day. 
Tubby Muffin, of the Fourth, came out of the House and looked round. 
“I say, Jimmy !” he called out. 
Nobody heeded Muffin. 
He came across to the group, quite unheeded. Muffin was nobody. Jimmy Silver was a great man. All eyes were on Jimmy. 
“Like this !” repeated Jimmy, grasping the ball and swinging his arm. 
Jimmy Silver had lately seen Larwood bowl. Naturally, he had kept a very keen eye on Larwood. Now he was demonstrating to his comrades just hew Larwood did it !
As he was standing only a few yards from the window of the headmaster’s study, and facing it, Jimmy had, of course, no intention of bowling. Dr. Chisholm was in his study. Had the ball left Jimmy’s hand it would have landed on that study window and undoubtedly startled the headmaster of Rookwood very considerably—with dire results to Jimmy. But the captain of the Fourth was simply demonstrating how Larwood had done it, without any intention of letting the ball go. 
It was rather unfortunate, in the circumstances, that the Rookwood fellows took no heed whatever of Muffin. 
Muffin, unregarded, arrived on the spot. 
“I say, Jimmy—” 
“And then—like this !” said Jimmy Silver; and he swung over his arm. At that moment Muffin poked him in the ribs to draw his attention.
That did it ! 
Quite unintentionally the ball left Jimmy Silver’s hand. It flew ! 
“Oooogh !” gasped Jimmy. “What are—” 
Crash ! 
Smash ! 
“Oh gad !” yelled Mornington. 
“Oh crikey !” gasped Muffin. 
“Oh thump !” 
“Muffin, you mad ass !” 
The juniors gazed in horror at the Head’s window. One pane had a fearful gash in it. Fragments of glass shot all over the study within. At the gap, appeared the severe and startled face of Dr. Chisholm. The juniors gazed at that face, as if it fascinated them. Only Arthur Edward Lovell had the presence of mind to kick Muffin. Muffin departed, yelling. 
The Head’s window flew open. 
“Who did this ?” 
Dr. Chisholm’s voice was not loud, but deep. It had a tone in it that made cold chills run down the backs of the Rookwood juniors. 
“Oh !” gasped Jimmy Silver. “It was an accident, sir !” 
“You have broken my study window, Silver ?” 
“Oh ! Yes, sir ! But I never meant the ball to go. A fellow pushed me—” 
“You have broken my study window with a cricket-ball ?” said the Head of Rookwood, in a terrifying voice. 
“Yes, sir,” groaned Jimmy. 
“Come to my study !”
“Oh dear !”
Dr. Chisholm disappeared from the window. Jimmy Silver looked at his friends. They looked at him. 
“Rotten luck !” said Mornington. 
“Well, it was rather fatheaded to be handling a ball so near the beak’s window,” remarked Lovell, apparently in the role of Job’s comforter. “You’ve done it now, Jimmy !” 
“Think I don’t know that, fathead ?” 
Jimmy started for the House. He passed his Form master, Mr. Dalton, as he went in. The master of the Fourth glanced at him. 
“What is the matter, Silver ?” he asked. “I heard a sound of breaking glass. An accident ?” 
“Yes, sir; the Head’s window,” said Jimmy dismally. “I—I was showing the fellows how Larwood does it.” 
“I don’t think Larwood would have done that,” said Mr. Dalton, with a smile. “You should be more careful, Silver.” 
Jimmy had already realised that. He went on dismally to the headmaster’s study. In that dreaded apartment he found Dr. Chisholm looking grimmer than he had ever seen him look before, which is saying a great deal, for the Head of Rookwood was always rather a grim gentleman. 
Fragments of glass were scattered over the Head’s carpet, and the summer breeze blew cheerfully in at the jagged gap in the window. A cane lay before the Head on his table. Jimmy Silver did not need to ask why it had been placed in readiness, he only hoped that the licking would not be severe enough to put him off his form at cricket. 
“It—it was quite an accident sir,” stammered Jimmy, faltering under his headmaster’s icy stare. “I—I was only—” 
“Such accidents must not occur, Silver,” said Dr. Chisholm, in his rather shrill voice, which disrespectful Rookwooders sometimes compared to the blowing of a tin whistle. “You have given me a sudden and very startling shock. If your act was one of intentional disrespect—” 
“Oh, no, sir !” gasped Jimmy. 
“I accept your assurance on that point, Silver. Otherwise, I should cane you, as well as giving you detention, said Dr. Chisholm grimly. 
The beginning of that sentence caused Jimmy Silver’s face to brighten. Its conclusion caused his face to become deeply overcast. 
“As a warning to you,” said Dr. Chisholm, “you will be detained for three half-holidays, Silver. I shall mention this to your Form master. You may go.” 
Jimmy stood rooted to the floor. 
“If—if you please, sir——” he stammered.
“I have said that you may go,” said Dr. Chisholm, his hand straying to the cane, which evidently it had been his first intention to use. 
“Yes, sir; but—but—but I hope that—that my detentions will begin on Saturday, sir.” 
“What ! Today is a half-holiday Silver ! Your detention, naturally, will commence today !” 
“But, sir——”
“Go !” 
Jimmy Silver went. When Dr. Chisholm said “Go !” in that tone of voice, it was dangerous to linger. 
In utter dismay the hapless junior captain of Rookwood went down the passage. He spotted Mr. Dalton again, and hurried up to him. The consternation in the junior’s face made Mr. Dalton stare at him. 
“What—” he began. 
“It’s detention, sir,” groaned Jimmy; “and the Greyfriars men will be here in half an hour. If—if you’d be so kind as to speak to the Head, sir—” 
Mr. Dalton compressed his lips. He greatly respected Dr. Chisholm, but he was well aware that the Head was an extremely obstinate gentleman, unlikely to change a decision once decided upon. A majestic raising of the eyebrows was all Dicky Dalton had to expect. 
“I will speak to Dr. Chisholm, Silver, he said, after a pause. “But I can hold out little hope that anything will come of it.” 
“Thank you, sir !” mumbled Jimmy. 
Mr. Dalton proceeded to the Read’s study. He tapped and entered, and found the Head grimly surveying the scattered broken glass on his carpet. 
Dr. Chisholm glanced at him. 
“A boy in your Form has done this, Mr. Dalton,” said the Head icily. “However, as I believe his statement that it was not an intentional act, I have not punished him severely.” 
“Silver has told me, sir,” said the Fourth Form master. “Possibly you are aware sir, that the Rookwood junior team is playing Greyfriars to-day, and the members of the eleven are excused third school for the game. Silver—” 
“Silver, of course, will attend third school, as he is detained for three half-holidays, beginning to-day.” 
“Possibly, sir, you might be willing to defer the detention till Saturday, in view of the match to be played to-day.” 
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“Vingate!” said Monsieur Charpentier. “I do not see Buntair” Vhere is he?” “Under here, sir!” said the prefect., swiping with his ashplant at the bedclothes piled up in a hillock over the fat figure of the hidden Owl.  Whack !  “Yarooh !” came a muffled roar. “Yow-ow-ow-wooooop !”


“Not at all, Mr. Dalton.” 
“Silver is captain of the junior eleven, sir.” 
“I am aware of it, Mr. Dalton.” 
“If you could possibly see your way to make a concession—” 
“I can only remark, Mr. Dalton, that I am surprised that you should make such a suggestion.” 
Richard Dalton bit his lip. It was a snub—a distinct snub—and Mr. Dalton did not like being snubbed. 
“Very well, sir,” he said quietly. And he left the study. 
Jimmy Silver was waiting for him in the passage, with a worried and clouded brow. He gave his Form master a hopeful look. 
I am afraid that nothing can be done, Silver,” said Mr. Dalton. 
“Oh !” 
“You must attend third school, and this afternoon you will go in to detention.” 
“Oh !” repeated Jimmy. 
“I am sorry; but—” 
“I don’t care about the detention, sir, only—only the game’s up if I don’t play !” groaned Jimmy. “We’ve got plenty of batsmen, but we’re not strong in bowlers—and I’m wanted. But you know that, sir.” 
Mr. Dalton, who was games master at Rookwood as well as Form master, nodded. He knew exactly how the matter stood. And being only half Dr. Chisholm’s age, he was more in touch and sympathy with schoolboys. He pursed his lips. 
“I am sorry,” he repeated. “Perhaps”—he paused—“perhaps I might speak to Mr. Chisholm again—after lunch. He is very angry now, as is natural in the circumstances. Later he may take a more lenient view. That is all I can say, Silver.” 
“Thank you, sir!” said Jimmy dismally. 
And he went out of the House to tell his friends. 
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
Nothing Doing!
“HARRY, old chap——” 
“Bow-wow !” 
“After all I’ve done for you—” 
“Scat !” 
“Look here,” roared Billy Bunter. “I don’t want to go in to second school—see? It’s maths with Lascelles.” 
“Buzz !”
“You’re taking Nugent,” went on Bunter. “Well, leave Nugent behind, and take me. If a man should be wanted, you’ll want a good man, not a dud.” 
“Thanks !” said Frank, laughing. 
“If you went to Quelch, Wharton, and told him that I couldn’t possibly be spared from the cricket—” 
“Oh, my hat! That’s a bigger one than I could possibly tell, old fat bean. There’s a limit.” 
“I say, Bob, old chap, I got you off detention, you know, by going to Quelch in a frank and manly way—” 
“He’s wound up,” said Bob Cherry. 
“Well, there’s such a thing as gratitude,” said Billy Bunter. “You know what Spokeshave says: ‘How sharper than a toothless child it is, to have a thankless serpent.’ ” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Billy Bunter blinked wrathfully at the party for Rookwood. Quite bright and early in the sunny July morning Harry Wharton & Co. wore preparing to start.
It was rather a long way to Rookwood School, which was in Sussex. There had been only one class that morning for the cricketers, which added to the enjoyment of Rookwood day. Less lucky fellows had to go in to second and third school. Neither second nor third school had any special appeal for Billy Bunter. Owing to the kindness of Mossoo, he was getting his half-holiday, after all. But he wanted the morning, too. 
If that beast Wharton would only have played him in the Remove eleven, it would have been all right. What did a game of cricket matter, in comparison with getting Bunter off classes? Practically nothing at all. But Wharton did not seem to see it. Nobody could see it, excepting Bunter. 
“Come over this afternoon if you want to see us beat Rookwood, old fat bean,” said Squiff. 
“Well, you’re not likely to beat Rookwood without my help, you know,” said Bunter. “I’ll come over and see you licked. I say, Wharton—” 
“Oh, dry up old fat man !” 
“You’re lending me my fare to Rookwood, you beast !” 
“Oh, all right !” 
As a matter of fact, that little sum had been expended on the study supper the previous evening. But the chums of the Remove were not the fellows to argue about that. They had had a whip round, and the cash was available. Harry Wharton passed it over to the Owl of the Remove, who blinked at the silver in his fat hand with a scornful blink. 
“That won’t pay my fare first-class,” be said. 
“We’re going third !” roared Johnny Bull. 
“Yes, that’s all right for you fellows,” agreed Bunter, “But I’m accustomed to doing things rather decently. I’d rather travel first,” 
“Oh, kick him !” 
“I call this mean,” said Bunter. “I say, you fellows— Yaroooh ! If you kick me again, Smithy, you beast, I’ll—Whooooop !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Billy Bunter sheered off; the fat Owl ceased from troubling, and the weary were at rest. He rolled away with a discontented frown on his fat brow. It was time for second school—and Mr. Lascelles did not like his class to come in late. 
As Mr. Lascelles was taking the Remove in maths in second school, Mr. Quelch was at liberty, and he was enjoying the sunshine in the quad, sitting in a deckchair under his study window. Billy Bunter gave him an inimical blink from a distance. Had Quelch played up according to Bunter’s programme, Bunter would have had leave that morning. 
Bunter rolled into the House, with a glimmer in his little round eyes behind his big round spectacles. An idea was working in the fat brain of the Greyfriars ventriloquist. 
Instead of heading for Lascelles’ class room and mathematics, Billy Bunter headed for Masters’ Studies. 
He entered Quelch’s study. 
His fat heart was beating rather fast. It was no light or safe matter to attempt to pull the leg of Henry Samuel Quelch. As an amusement it was rather like twisting a tiger’s tail. But Billy Bunter had made up his podgy mind; he was not going to be left in class that morning while the other fellows cleared off, if he could help it. And he had great confidence in his weird powers as a ventriloquist. Bunter could imitate anybody’s voice, and the squeaky voice of Monsieur Charpentier was particularly easy for him. Often he had played such tricks in the Remove; now he was going to “try it on” with Quelch. 
“Mon bon Monsieur Quelch !” 
Mr. Quelch, sitting outside his study window, glanced round as he heard—or, at least, believed that he heard—the voice of Monsieur Charpentier float from that window. Bunter kept back out of sight. If Quelch saw him, of course, the game was up. But Quelch—so far, at least— had no suspicion.  He supposed that Monsieur Charpentier had stepped into his study to speak to him, and was speaking from the window as he was not within; only he was rather surprised that Mossoo did not appear at the window as he spoke.
“Yes, Monsieur Charpentier?” answered the Remove master.
“I should take it as a great favour, Monsieur Quelch, if you would give leave to zat good boy Buntair zis morning.”
“What?” ejaculated Mr Quelch.
“I zink verree mooch of zat boy Buntair. Ze ozzers want him verree mooch to travel viz zem to Rookwood zis morning. I should be verree obliged if you vould give me permission to tell him zat he is free zis morning, sair.”
Mr. Quelch grunted.
He had been by no means pleased when he heard that Mossoo had let Bunter off detention. But that was a matter for Mossoo to decide. This was a matter for Mr Quelch to decide—and he was quite decided about it.

“I regret that I cannot do as you request, Monsieur Charpentier,” he answered. “Bunter is a very backward and lazy boy, and certainly cannot be excused lessons without a very good reason.”
“Mais, monsieur, I zink——”
Mr Quelch rose from the deckchair. He stepped to the window to look in at Mossoo while he answered him. Billy Bunter dropped promptly out of sight behind the study table.
“Really, Monsieur Charpentier——Why, where are you sir !” Quelch stared blankly into the study. “What—what— Bless my soul ! He is gone !”
There was no sign of Mossoo in the study; there was no sign of anybody, as Bunter was crouching behind the table. 
Considerably puzzled, Mr. Quelch sat down in his chair again, wondering why the French master had departed so suddenly. 
“Beast !” breathed Bunter. 
Evidently there was nothing doing. The Greyfriars ventriloquist had ventriloquised in vain. Be shook a fat fist at the window and rolled out of the study. From the passage window he had a view of the cricketers going down to the gates in a merry crowd. 
“Beasts !” grunted Bunter. 
And he rolled away dismally to Mr. Lascelles’ class-room. He arrived there ten minutes late. 
Where have you been, Bunter ?” rapped the maths master. 
“I—I’ve been speaking to Mr. Quelch, sir,” stammered Bunter. That—that’s what kept me late, sir.” 
Mr. Lascelles stared at Bunter. Quelch was the last man in the world to keep a fellow late for a class. And Bunter certainly could not explain the extraordinary way in which he had, indeed, been speaking to Quelch. The maths master picked up a cane. 
“Bend over that form, Bunter.” 
“Oh lor’ !” 
Whack ! 
“Wow !” 
“Now go to your place, Bunter.” 
“Ow ! Wow !” 
Bunter went to his place. He had maths with Lascelles, and after maths with Lascelles came English literature with Quelch; while Harry Wharton & Co. were speeding away in the booming express for Rookwood. It was a beastly morning ! 
But there was still balm in Gilead. After English literature with Quelch came dinner. Life, after all, was worth living !


THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 
The Rookwood Match!
HARRY WHARTON & CO. arrived bright and cheery at Rookwood. They were rather surprised not to see Jimmy Silver among the Rookwood men who greeted them. 
Third school was going on, and the hapless Jimmy had had to go in with the Fourth. Valentine Mornington was to skipper the team in Jimmy’s absence, but Jimmy’s place had not been filled. The Rookwood cricketers were clinging to the hope that something might yet be done. It was easy for the visitors to see that something untoward had happened, and they were net long in learning what it was. 
“Jimmy’s out of it.” Arthur Edward Lovell explained. “He was rather an ass—” 
“It wasn’t Jimmy’s fault, fathead !” said Raby. 
“That idiot Muffin—” said Newcome. 
“But what’s happened ?” asked Harry Wharton. “Not ill, I hope?” 
“Oh, no; detention !” said Lovell. 
“What rotten luck !” 
“It’s raining detentions !” said Bob Cherry. “I got detention for to-day, but I got off.” 
“I hope Jimmy will,” said Mornington. “But our beak is a bit of a Tartar. Jimmy wrecked his study window with a cricket ball in break. It was a pure accident, of course—” 
“Accidents will happen !” grinned Bob. 
“Dalton’s going to speak to the Head after lunch—the beak is always a bit better-tempered after lunch,” explained Morny. “Dicky Dalton will get him off if he can. If he can’t, Jimmy’s out of it for the day. Anyhow, he can’t show up in the first innings.” 
“That’s rather rotten !” said Harry. 
“The rottenfulness is terrific,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sympathetically. 
“Well, if we bat first we’ll try to keep you busy, and give Jimmy a chance to take his knock before the end,” said Mornington. “And if we field we’ll put in a sub for Jimmy—what ?” 
“Right as rain!” said Harry. 
“Only we want his bowling,” said Tommy Dodd. “Still it can’t be helped, and we’d better get going.” 
And as it evidently could not be helped, the cricketers got going. Harry Wharton won the toss, and elected to bat on a perfect pitch. The Rookwooders went into the field, a substitute taking the place of the missing man. 
In the Fourth Form Room, Jimmy Silver was not feeling happy, and there was no doubt that be gave more thought to the game beginning on Little Side than to the instructions of Mr. Dalton. But Dicky Dalton was a sportsman, and he left Jimmy alone during that class, quite in sympathy with the feelings of the junior skipper. 
Harry Wharton opened the innings for Greyfriars, with the Bounder at the other end. The Greyfriars men were well aware of Jimmy Silver’s wonderful powers in the bowling line, and some of them had rather wondered how they would stand up to it. It was, in a way, a relief not to have that deadly bowler to face. Nevertheless, they felt keenly for the Rookwooders, and certainly they would, as good sportsmen, rather have seen “Uncle James” of Rookwood in his place on the cricket field. And how sorely the Rookwooders missed Jimmy was soon very clear. 
Mornington and Tommy Dodd were good men with the leather, Conroy and Erroll were good, but none of them was a patch on Jimmy Si1ver. And the Greyfriars batting was excellent—and needed the best man at Rookwood to handle it. The Bounder, who had been in great form all through the season was in tremendous form to-day—and Wharton was at his best. The two of them proceeded to knock up runs in great style. 
The score stood at fifty when Morny got the Greyfriars skipper’s wicket. Bob Cherry took Wharton’s place, and proceeded to put up some mighty hitting. 
It was Smithy who went down next, to a catch in the field by Erroll. The Bounder did not look pleased as he came off. Johnny Bull took his place, and put in some steady batting, backing up Bob’s more brilliant game with cheerful stolidity. 
Bob was hitting far and wide. His comrades watched him from the pavilion with cheery faces. There was no doubt that Billy Bunter had done the side a service in getting Bob off his detention that day. 
The Rookwooders were getting heaps of leather-chasing. Bob seemed impervious to every kind of ball; but the Rookwooders, at least, were of opinion that Jimmy Silver could have put “paid” to him. But Jimmy Silver was grinding Latin in the Fourth Form Room, and was not where he was so badly wanted. The score went up by jumps. 
But the fielding was good, though the bowling was not strong. Wickets went down—though not Bob Cherry’s. The score stood at 110 for six wickets when the bell rang for the dismissal of morning school, and a swarm of Rookwooders came down to the ground. 
Ahead of them came Jimmy Silver, sprinting, in flannels. He had changed very quickly. He joined the Greyfriars fellows at the pavilion—warmly and sympathetically greeted by them. 
“Hundred and ten for six !” said Jimmy, with his eye on the board. Oh, my only summer hat !” 
“Well, you’re here now,” said Harry Wharton. “Call that man off and pile in, old 
bean ! I hope you’ll get off this afternoon; but, anyhow, you’re free to play till we knock off for lunch.” 
“Half an hour to play yet,” said Johnny Bull encouragingly. 
“And the playfulness of the esteemed and ridiculous Silver will be terrific !” declared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Jimmy Silver grinned. 
“You fellows are sportsmen,” he said. And the substitute gave up his place to the junior captain, and the faces of the Rookwood field brightened to see Uncle James in the ranks. It meant losing a wicket in their innings if Jimmy did not get off detention—and there was little hope of that, if any. But it was worth it to get Jimmy’s bowling while it was available. 
Bob Cherry was very carefully on his guard as Jimmy started to send the leather down. He stopped the first ball dead, and the second gave him a single, bringing Peter Todd to the batting end. And there was a cheer from Rookwood when the next ball spread-eagled Peter’s wicket. Uncle James was not long in showing his value. 
“Man in !” said Harry Wharton. 
“Man in” was “man out” at the next ball. And the next man in was out to the next ! A roar from a hundred Rookwood throats greeted the hat-trick by Uncle James. 
Harry Wharton whistled. 
“Good bowling !” be remarked. 
“Bit of luck for us that that man’s under detention this afternoon,” remarked the Bounder. “We’d better hope that he won’t get off, as Cherry did.”
“I hope he will, all the same,” answered Harry. 
Hazeldene survived the last ball of the over, and then Bob Cherry got the bowling again from Mornington, In that over Bob added 12 to the score, bringing the total to 123. What was going to happen next was no secret, when Hazel had to face Jimmy Silver’s bowling. Hazel went down at the second ball, and Bob Cherry was not out.” 
“All down for 123,” said the captain of the Remove, as the field came off. Jolly good; but if that man Silver had been on the field—h’m !” 
“Let’s all go to the Rookwood beak in a body and ask him to let the man off to beat us after lunch !” suggested the Bounder sarcastically. 
“Oh, he wouldn’t beat us !” saki Harry cheerfully. “But I’d jolly well get him off if I could. It’s rotten for Rookwood.” 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” Bob Cherry clumped down his bat. “That man Silver’s a coughdrop, isn’t he? He’s as good a bowler as you are, Inky.” 
“The goodfulness is preposterous !” agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
“Rotten luck for him to be detained this afternoon ! Nobody to get him off, as Bunter did for me !” said Bob. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! I suppose you couldn’t cut detention this afternoon, Silver ?” 
“We want to see you performing hat-tricks at our expense, you know,” said the Bounder, still sarcastic. 
Jimmy Silver laughed. 
“I’d thought of it,” he said. “The Head’s going to Latcham this afternoon, and won’t be on the spot. But—” 
“Dicky Dalton will !” said Lovell. 
“Yes—there’ no chance ! Rotten luck !” said Jimmy. “Still, Dicky may talk the Head over after lunch. There’s just a chance.” 
It was a slim chance, but all the Rookwooders hoped that it would materialise. And the Grey-friars men, like the good sportsmen they were, hoped so, too. 
THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
Billy Bunter Blows In!
“I SAY, you fellows !” 
The Fistical Four of Rookwood, glanced round. It was after dinner, and Jimmy Silver & Co. were strolling near the gates, rather anxiously discussing the possibilities. Mr. Dalton had gone to speak to the Head once more. It was close on time for the cricket match to be resumed, and it was still uncertain whether Jimmy Silver would be able to bat for his side. Most of the cricketers were already gathering on the ground; but the Fistical Four were waiting to hear the verdict from Dicky Dalton. And then that fat voice hailed them, and they looked round to see a plump youth in a pair of big spectacles, who was a familiar if not a fascinating sight. It was Billy Bunter, of Greyfriars. 
A taxi was standing at the gates. Billy Bunter had alighted therefrom. The taxi belonged to Latcham—and the Latcham driver had a rather grim expression on his face. 
“That fat ass !” grunted Arthur Edward Lovell. “Come on !” Arthur Edward was too worried about the prospects of the cricket match to have any inclination to bother with Billy Bunter. 
“I say, you fellows !” squeaked Bunter. 
“Oh, let’s see what be wants!” said Jimmy Silver good-naturedly. And be walked over to Bunter. 
His comrades followed him. 
“That’ll be six shillings !” the Latcham driver was saying. 
“I say, Silver, old chap,” said Bunter, blinking at the captain of the Rookwood Fourth. “My friends are here, I suppose !” 
“The Grey-friars men are here,” answered Jimmy. 
“I want to see one of them. You see,” said Bunter confidentially, “coming away in rather a hurry, I left my money in my study.” 
“Oh !” said Jimmy. Raby bestowed a wink on Newcome, who grinned. The Rookwooders had seen Bunter before, and were not unacquainted with his manners and customs. 
“Had just enough to take my railway ticket,” said Bunter airily; “and as I had to take a taxi from Latcham, I’m rather stumped. One of the fellows will lend me six shillings, if you call him.” 
“Oh !” said Jimmy again. 
“Or I dare say you could,” said Bunter. “No need to keep the man waiting. I dare say he’d rather get off.” 
“I ain’t going without my fare !” remarked the Latcham driver. Apparently there had been some little argument already. It was one of Billy Bunter’s happy ways to take chances like this. 
“The fact is, Silver, old chap, I’d be obliged if you’d lend me the few shillings,” said Bunter. “I’ll send along a postal order to-morrow, of course.” 
“Oh, wait a bit,” said Arthur Edward Lovell sarcastically. “I’ll cut down to the ground and tell your friends—and there’ll be a rush. I can see them falling over one another to get here first !” 
Raby and Newcome chuckled. 
“Oh, cheese it, you men !” said Jimmy hurriedly, and he dived his hand into his pocket. Jimmy was good-nature itself, and he had a very strong doubt whether there would be a “rush” of the Greyfriars men to lend Billy Bunter the required sum. Billy Bunter was rather doubtful too, and he was greatly relieved when Jimmy Silver handed over the six shillings. 
The Latcham man, duly paid, grunted and drove away. Billy Bunter rolled in with the Rookwooders. 
“How’s the game gone?” he asked. 
“Greyfriars batted before lunch,’ answered Jimmy—” 123 for the innings. Our knock’s just going to begin.” 
“Well, look here, come and have a ginger-pop before you begin,” said Billy Bunter, blinking round at the school shop. “My treat!” 
As Billy Bunter had not been able to pay for the taxi from Latcham, it was a little difficult to see how be was going to pay for the ginger-pop. 
“Time you saw Dalton, Jimmy,” said Lovell. 
“Yes, I’d better cut off.” 
The four juniors walked towards the House. Bunter blinked after them, and then rolled after them. Bunter was rather keen on ginger-pop, after the railway journey to Rookwood. He was dry. 
“I say, you fellows—” he squeaked. Jimmy Silver & Co. went into the House. Billy Bunter rolled in after them. But though the Rookwooders were quite polite fellows, they were not giving Bunter any further heed. Mr. Dalton was coming away from the Head’s study, and they met him at the corner of the passage. 
Dicky Dalton’s face was grave. 
The Rookwood juniors, eying him, read that there was no hope. Dr. Chisholm had not relented. 
Billy Bunter blinked at him impatiently. He did not see any reason for wasting time talking to a beak. He wanted to get to the subject—the important subject—of ginger-pop ! However, even Bunter realised that he had to shut up while a beak was speaking. 
“I am sorry, Silver,’ said Mr. Dalton. “I have spoken to Dr. 
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Quite unintentionally the ball left Jimmy Silver’s hand as Tubby Muffin poked him in the ribs. !”Ooooogh !” gasped Jimmy. What——” Crash ! Smash ! The juniors gazed in horror at the Head’s window. One pane had a fearful gash in it, and at the gap appeared the severe and startled face of Dr. Chisholm.
Chisholm, and he declines to alter his decision. You must go into the Form-room.” 
Jimmy drew a deep breath. 
“I—I believe that Dr. Chisholm is going out this afternoon, sir !” he faltered. 
“Yes—he is going to Latcham,” answered Mr. Dalton, raising his eyebrows, as if surprised by the remark. 
“I—I mean, sir, as—as my Form master, you could let me off detention—” 
Jimmy Silver did not finish that suggestion. Mr. Dalton’s frown out him short. 
“I am afraid you are speaking without reflection, Silver,” said the Fourth Form master severely “Kindly say no more.” 
“Sorry, sir !” stammered Jimmy. “But—” 
“I quite understand your feelings,” said Mr. Dalton, more kindly. “But without direct instructions from your headmaster, I could not, of course, cancel your detention. There is nothing to be done, Silver.” 
With that, Mr. Dalton walked away so his study, where he had a pile of papers to correct for his Form that afternoon. The Rookwooders stood in a dismayed group, and Billy Bunter blinked at them curiously. The trouble in their clouded faces was so deep that even the fat Owl forbore to come to the important subject of ginger-pop. 
“Keep smiling !” said Jimmy Silver at last, though he was far from smiling himself. “What can’t be helped, can’t be helped, and that’s that.” 
“It’s rotten !” groaned Lovell. “The game’s a goner !’ 
“It’s not lost till it’s won !” said Jimmy. 
“You got detention. Silver?” asked Bunter. 
“Yes,” said Jimmy briefly. 
“Rotten luck ! Bob Cherry got a detention to-day and I got him off,” said Bunter. “Wish I could do the same for you, old chap.” 
“I wish you could, Bunter,” said Jimmy, with a faint smile. 
“Why not cut, if your beak’s going out?” suggested Bunter brightly. 
“You heard what Dalton said !  He will be in his study this afternoon—and he can see the cricket ground from his window.” 
“Nothing doing,” said Lovell. “Let’s go down and tell the fellows.” 
“I say, you fellows—” squeaked Bunter. 
He was sympathetic—really sympathetic. Jimmy had saved him from quite a painful argument with the Latcham taxi-driver. And he rather liked Jimmy! Still, he was dry, after his journey, and ginger-pop was gingerpop ! 
“Oh, don’t bother !” said Lovell crossly. 
“Oh, really, Lovell—” 
“What is it, Bunter?” asked Jimmy patiently. 
“Well, the fact is, fellow’s thirsty, and if there’s any ginger-pop going——” said Bunter. 
Jimmy smiled. 
“You know your way to my study,” he said. “Trot along and help yourself.” 
“Oh, good !” gasped Bunter. 
Not sorry to be relieved of William George Bunter’s company, Jimmy went down to the cricket ground with his friends. The rest of the team were there, with the Greyfriars men. 
“Any luck ?” asked Mornington. 
“None !” 
“Oh, rotten !” 
“Hard cheese !” said Harry Wharton. “It’s really rotten, Silver! Then you’re out of 
it ?” 
“Right out !” said Jimmy, as cheerfully as he could. “I’ll see you started before I cut in; I’ve got time for that.” 
Mornington and Erroll went to the wickets to open for Rookwood; and Harry Wharton & Co. went into the field. 
Jimmy Silver stood watching them for a few minutes, with his friends at the pavilion, Then, slowly and rather heavily, he walked back to the House. It was time for his detention; in fact, he was already a few minutes late for it. 
Billy Bunter met him in the doorway, cheery and refreshed. A tall, severe-featured gentleman was in the offing; but the short-sighted Owl of the Remove did not observe the headmaster of Rookwood. 
“Hard luck, Silver, old man,” he said. “I say, your beak must be rather a beast not to let you off—” 
“Shut up !” breathed Jimmy hastily. 
“Eh !” 
“Silver !” 
It was Dr. Chisholm’s shrill voice, and Bunter blinked round at him through his big spectacles. The Head of Rookwood took no notice whatever of the fat Owl of Greyfriars, though he had certainly heard his remark. 
“Silver ! Why are you not in the Form-room ?” 
“I—I’m just going, sir !” 
“Indeed !” said Dr. Chisholm dryly. “I will take you there myself, Silver!” 
“Very well, sir !” Jimmy hesitated, and then tried a last shot. “If—if you could—could let me off this afternoon, sir—”
“I am surprised that you should make such a request, Silver! I certainly have no intention of doing anything of the kind !” 
“It’s a cricket match, sir—” 
“You need say no more, Silver ! Follow me !” 
Jimmy Silver followed his headmaster. Billy Bunter blinked after them through his big spectacles. 
“Beast !” he murmured. 
And Bunter rolled down to the cricket ground, thoughtfully munching toffee that he had found in Jimmy Silver’s study. 

THE TENTH CHAPTER. 
Brilliant Bunter!

HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH was bowling to Mornington. 
Harry Wharton & Co., in the field, were watchful for chances. 
But the Rookwood betting was good; and runs were going up. Plenty of Rookwood fellows had gathered round the field, now that classes were over for the day, and the chief topic among them, at present, was Jimmy Silver’s hard luck—and the consequent hard luck of the Rookwood side. 
Arthur Edward Lovell watched the innings with a gloomy brow. He had a distant view of Dr. Chisholm, going out, after placing Jimmy in detention; the Head was safe off the scene. 
He had thought of the possibility of Jimmy “cutting !” But there was nothing in it. Obviously, Mr. Dalton would spot him—and though Dicky Dalton had a deep sympathy with the cricketers, he was the man to do his duty. There was no chance of escaping observation: he could see the game from his study windows. 
And he was too keen a cricketer not to give it a glance now and then, how-soever busy he was with his papers. 
Morny end Erroll were making a splendid stand; but Jimmy’s wicket was wanted; and still more was Uncle James wanted to bowl in the Greyfriars second knock. 
The situation was absolutely “rotten,” and Lovell was feeling gloomy and grumpy; and the sight of Billy Bunter’s fat face, with a fat grin on it, had an irritating effect on him. 
He glared at Bunter. What there was to grin at, was known only to Bunter. All the Greyfriars men were quite concerned about the Rookwood disaster—except, apparently, Bunter! Bunter was grinning from ear to ear. Had Bunter been a Rookwooder, Arthur Edward would have kicked him. As it was, he glared. 
“I say, you fellows !” 
Bunter favoured Lovell and Raby and Newcome with his fat grin. “I say, the old josser’s gone out !” 
“Who ?” ejaculated Raby. 
“Your beak, you know.’ 
The three Rookwooders looked expressively at Bunter. They were deeply wrathy with their beak, who, in their opinion, was exercising undue severity at the wrong moment. But they did not like hearing him referred to as an “old josser,” especially by a fellow who did not belong to Rookwood. Arthur Edward Lovell considered whether, after all, he might kick Bunter. 
“Chance for Jimmy !” went on Bunter, happily unaware of Lovell’s reflections. 
“What do you mean ?” grunted Newcome. 
“I’ve got a wheeze.” 
“What the thump do you mean?” growled Lovell. There was no possible way, so far as he could see, of getting Uncle James off detention. And certainly the fat Owl of Greyfriars did not look like the fellow to solve a problem that beat everyone else. 
“I mean what I say,” answered Bunter. “I’ve got a wheeze’ I rather fancy I could work the oracle !” 
“Rot!” grunted Newcome. 
“Don’t be an ass !” said Lovell. Bunter sniffed. 
“Oh, all right! If you don’t want him here—” 
“Look here, what are you driving at ?” exclaimed Lovell impatiently. “Jimmy can’t cut, if that’s what you mean—Dicky Dalton would spot him at once, and come along and hook him away !” 
“I’ve thought it out,” said Bunter calmly, “and if you fellows like to back me up, I can wangle it. But suit yourselves.” 
Lovell & Co. stared at him. So far as they could see, the situation was hopeless. But they were rather in the position of drowning men ready to catch at straws. Anyhow, it did no harm to hear what Bunter had to suggest. 
Well, what’s the big idea ?” grunted Lovell. ‘If there’s any way of Jimmy cutting, without Dalton spotting him, I’d be jolly glad to hear it, for one.” 
“Can’t talk here,” said Bunter. 
“Come round the pav.” 
Lovell hesitated; but be nodded. The three were not likely to be wanted for some time. Morny and Erroll seemed set at the wickets; and Dodd and Cook and Doyle were next on the batting list. The three followed the grinning Owl of Greyfriars. 
Out of hearing of the crowd of fellows, they stopped. 
“Well ?” barked Lovell. 
Bunter’s fat grin still irritated him— even if the Owl of Greyfriars had a wheeze,” which he strongly doubted. His opinion of Bunter was that the fat fellow from Greyfriars was an absolutely fatuous ass. If he knew enough to go in when it rained, that was about all he did know, in Arthur Edward Lovell’s opinion. 
“What’s the stunt ?” asked Raby. 
“I’ll tell you” grinned Bunter cheerily. “I tried it on at Greyfriars this morning to get off with the team— but it didn’t work—old Quelch was too tough, blow him ! You see, I’m a ventriloquist—” 
“A which ?” ejaculated Lovell. 
“Ventriloquist !” 
“What the thump! Do you think we want to hear ventriloquist tricks now ?” snorted Lovell. “Let’s get back, you men.” 
“Oh, don’t be an ass,” said Bunter. “What I mean is, I can imitate any man’s voice, so that you would think it was the chap speaking. Well, the old josser’s gone off for the afternoon, see? He won’t know! Suppose Dalton thought that old Chisholm had changed his mind, and told him to let Jimmy off, what ?“ 
“Suppose—suppose Dalton thought—” repeated Lovell blankly. “Are you wandering in your mind? How could Dalton think anything of the kind ?” 
“He’s in his study, ain’t he ?” 
“Eh ?   Yes.” 
“Well, suppose you manage to sneak the key—” 
“The—the key—” 
“Yes—and lock him in—” 
“Lock Dicky Dalton in his study !” gasped Lovell. 
“Yes. Then if old Chisholm came along to speak to him, be would have to speak through the door if the door was locked and the key gone !” 
“Eh ?” 
“So he wouldn’t see who spoke—” 
“He—he—he wouldn’t see who spoke—” repeated Lovell like a fellow in a dream. 
“And I’m outside the door, imitating that squeak that your old josser of a beak calls a voice—” 
“Great pip !” 
“And I pull Dalton’s leg, see ?” 
“You—you—pip-pip-pull his leg—” said Lovell dazedly. 
“He thinks it’s old Chisholm speaking—” 
“Oh crikey !” 
“And thinks the old josser has told him to let Jimmy off—” 
“Oh crumbs !” 
“And—and there you are !” said Bunter brightly. 
The three gazed at him. Bunter, blinking at them, seemed to expect an outburst of enthusiasm at that brilliant wheeze ! But there was no outburst of enthusiasm. They just gazed at him—as if they wondered whether he was out of his senses—as perhaps they did! 
“Well, what do you think of the idea ?” demanded Bunter. 
“Think of it !” gasped Lovell, finding his voice. “I think it’s time your people put you in a home for idiots !” 
“Or a lunatic asylum !” suggested Raby. 
“Think I couldn’t do it ?” sneered Bunter. 
“Think? I know you couldn’t, fathead !” 
“I’ve heard the old josser cackle. I could do his cackle so that you would think he was cackling—” 
“Rats !” 
“Lovell !” came a sharp, shrill voice. “What is this ? How dare you use such an expression, Lovell !” 
It was the sharp, shrill voice of the headmaster of Rookwood. Lovell spun round in amazement. He expected to see Dr. Chisholm just behind him. To his intensified amazement, there was nothing behind him but the pavilion. 
“Why—what——” gasped Lovell. 
“It’s the Head,” stammered Raby. “But where—” 
“Hw, he, he !” cachinnated Billy Bunter. 
“Where on earth—” stuttered Newcome, staring round blankly. They had heard their headmaster’s voice, but there was no sign of their headmaster. 
“He, he, he!” 
“What are you cackling at, you fat duffer?” hooted Lovell. “Look here, did you see Dr. Chisholm—” 
“I saw him go out half an hour ago,” chuckled Bunter. 
“He’s come back !” 
“He hasn’t !” 
“I heard him, you ass !” 
“You heard me, you fathead!” 
“What ?” yelled the three together. “You ?” 
“Little me !” grinned Bunter. “That’s my wonderful ventriloquism. He, he, he !” 
The three gazed at him. “You—you—you did that !” gurgled Lovell. “Rot! I’d swear it was the Head’s toot—think I don’t know the Head’s toot ?” 
“He, he, he !” 
“Do it again, then !” said Raby. 
“Raby ! What do you mean, sir ? Why are you not in the Form-room, Raby ?” 
It was Dr. Chisholm’s sharp shrill voice but this time it proceeded unmistakably from William George Bunter. They gazed at him spellbound. The Greyfriars ventriloquist had convinced them !
“Well, my only summer hat !” gasped Lovell. 
“How’s that !” came a shout from the field. 
“Out !” 
Erroll’s wicket was down. Tommy Dodd, of the Modern Fourth at Rookwood went on in his place. But Lovell and Raby and, Newcome hardly noticed. They were fairly buzzing with excitement now. All their attention was given to Bunter. Bunter had convinced them. Bunter’s brilliant wheeze filled their thoughts. The question was, would it work? And that question was going to be put to the test. 

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
The Leg-Pullers!

“YOU rotter !” 
“You sweep !” 
“Take that !” 
“And you take that !” 
“Wow !” 
“Oh, you rotter ! I’ll smash you !” 
Mr. Richard Dalton, master of the Rookwood Fourth, frowned darkly. He was sitting in his study, busy at a pile of papers. That sudden altercation under his study window had a disturbing effect on him. 
The window was wide open. Sitting facing it, Mr. Dalton had a view of the crowded cricket ground, and his eyes frequently wandered in that direction. His thoughts, too, wandered to the junior who was sitting in the lonely Form-room at a dreary task. He was sorry for Jimmy Silver—sorry for Jimmy’s comrades. 
That, however, made no difference to his duty. Had he spotted Jimmy cutting detention, certainly he would have marched him into the House again at once. He had his chief’s instructions to carry out, whatever his own personal views and feelings on the subject. 
But he forgot the junior under detention and the cricket match as that outburst of wrath and excitement came under his window. 
He heard both the voices clearly—one was Rabys and the other was Newcome’s. The two fellows were chums, but now they were engaged in a fierce and desperate scrap under their Form master’s window. It was surprising, especially as both of them should have been on Little Side, waiting their turn to bat for Rookwood. 
“Take that, you rotter !” 
“Ow ! My eye !” 
Thump ! Thump ! Punch ! Scuffle ! 
Frowning, Mr. Richard Dalton rose from his table and stepped to the window. He put his head out, and looked down on the two juniors below. 
“Raby ! Newcome !” he rapped out. 
Raby and Newcome, locked in a fierce grapple, were struggling wildly, and seemed too excited to heed him. Why two close chums had fallen out to such an extent was rather a mystery. But they seemed to be desperately in earnest. 
“Raby !” shouted Mr. Dalton. Newcome ! Cease this at once ! How dare you fight in the quadrangle !” 
Mr. Dalton, as he stood at the window addressing the juniors outside, naturally had his back to the door of his study. 
He was quite unconscious of the fact that that door silently opened, and that the excited face of Arthur Edward Lovell looked in. 
Lovell gave one glance at Mr. Dalton’s back. Then his hand shot round the door, and extracted the key from the inside of the lock. 
The door closed again without a sound. 
Lovell slipped the key silently into the outside of the lock, and turned it softly. Then he drew it out, put it into his pocket, and walked away, grinning. 
Meanwhile, Raby and Newcome, apparently hearing at last the angry voice from the study window, separated. 
They stood panting, and glaring at one another. 
Mr. Dalton stared down at them, with a knitted brow. 
“How dare you fight,” he rapped out, “under my very window !” 
“Oh, sorry, sir !” gasped Raby. “I—I—I——”
“I— I—I——” stammered Newcome. 
“What is the cause of this quarrel?” demanded Mr. Dalton. “What are you disputing about? Why are you not on the cricket ground !” 
He was puzzled as well as angry. But the two juniors had no intention of enlightening him. Certainly they could not explain to Mr. Dalton that the fight under his window had been staged to draw his attention while Lovell abstracted the key of his study and locked him in ! 
“Oh, it’s really nothing, sir !” stammered Newcome. “I—I hope I didn’t hurt you, Raby?” 
“Oh, that’s all right !” said Raby. “I—I got a bit excited ! I—I’m sorry if—if we disturbed you, sir !” 
“Certainly you disturbed me,” snapped Mr. Dalton, “and you will take a hundred lines each for fighting in the quadrangle !” 
“Oh ! Yes, sir !” 
“Let there be no more of this !” said Mr. Dalton. “If this quarrel is renewed, I shall give you both a detention !” 
“Oh, certainly, sir !” 
“Go back to the cricket ground, and behave yourselves !” said the master of the Fourth sternly. 
“Yes, sir !” said the two juniors meekly. 
And they departed. 
Richard Dalton returned to his table and sat down to his papers again, certainly without the remotest suspicion that he was now locked in his study and that the key was gone. That was a discovery that he was to make later. 
At a safe distance from the study window, Raby and Newcome exchanged a joyful grin. Round a corner, which hid them from that window, they met Arthur Edward Lovell. Lovell’s face was irradiated with grins. He tapped his pocket, where a study doorkey jingled. 
“All right ?” breathed Raby. 
“Right as rain !” chuckled Lovell. 
“And Dicky ?” said Newcome. 
“Locked in, though he doesn’t know it yet !” chortled Lovell. 
“Oh, good egg ! Now for that fat bounder Bunter !” 
“Lovell !” Towle of the Rookwood Modern Fourth came panting up. “Lovell   !   
You here, you ass? You’re wanted !” 
“Oh, my hat !” exclaimed Lovell. 
“Don’t say there’s four men down !” 
“Buck up, fathead ! What have you wandered off for ?  Four down for 40—and you’re keeping the field waiting !” yelled Towle. “That blessed nigger’s mopped up Doddy and Cook and Doyle !’ 
“Carry on, you men !” gasped Lovell to Raby and Newcome. 
And he raced away for the cricket field. In his keenness to carry out that remarkable scheme for getting Jimmy Silver into the game, Arthur Edward had almost forgotten the game itself. Instead of being on the spot for his innings, he had had to be fetched. Harry Wharton & Co., in the field, were wondering why on earth next man did not come in. 
Lovell arrived, breathless, at the pavilion. He jumped into his pads, grabbed his bat, and gasped down to the waiting wicket. Vernon-Smith went on to bowl to him; but Lovell breathless as he was, contrived to hold the Bounder’s bowling. Mornington was still going strong, and seemed set for the innings. 
Meanwhile, Raby and Newcome carried on. They joined Billy Bunter in the House. He was waiting for them in the junior day-room, deserted on a half-holiday. Sitting on the table, Bunter was slowly and methodically travelling through a bag of bullseyes. 
“Ready, old bean ?” said Raby, very amicably. 
Really, the chums of Rookwood did not think a great deal of Billy Bunter. But if that fat fellow could “work the oracle” and wangle Jimmy Silver out of detention, he was a man whom they delighted to honour—for the time, at least. And they had great hopes now. Indeed, now that they had succeeded in locking Mr. Dalton in his study, it seemed something like a “cert” 
“Get on with it, old chap !” said Newcome. 
Billy Bunter nodded. 
“Wait till I’ve finished these bullseyes !” he said. 
“Look here, we’re wanted on the cricket ground—we’re next in,” said Raby. “We ought to be there now !    Buck up, old man !” 
“I say, you fellows, I think—” 
“Look here, you’re not losing your nerve !” exclaimed Newcome, in alarm. 
“No fear ! But I think—” 
“Well, what, then ?” asked Raby impatiently. 
I think I’d like a ginger-pop. I’m rather dry, you know, after eating those bullseyes !
I fancy I should ventriloquise better after a ginger-pop !” 
Raby and Newcome exchanged a glance, and breathed hard. All their hopes were bound up in Billy Bunter, but they were strongly tempted to collar him, and jam the bag of bullseyes down his podgy back. 
“Look here, there’s no time to lose !” 
“That’s all right !   You get me a ginger-pop !   Lots of time while I finish those bullseyes !” 
“You silly owl—“ 
“What !” 
“I—I mean, all right !” gasped Raby. 
The ginger-pop was duly forthcoming. Billy Bunter washed down the bullseyes with it. Then he announced that he was ready. From the window Raby had an anxious eye on the cricket ground. He was next on the list after Lovell. 
“I’d better cut !” he said. “You carry on, Newcome !” 
“Right-ho !” 
Raby hurried down to the cricket. It was just as well, for Arthur Edward Lovell was caught in the slips by Peter Todd as he arrived there. Raby was wanted. But Billy Bunter, having disposed of both bullseyes and ginger-pop, was ready for action at last, and Arthur Newcome led him away to the door of Mr. Dalton’s study. 
THE TWELFFH CHAPTER. 
His Master’s Voice !
TAP !
Mr. Dalton, resting from his pile of papers, was looking from his open window at the cricket match going on in the distance when that tap came at the door of his study. He had seen Lovell caught out by Toddy of Greyfriars, and Raby take his place at the wicket. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was sending the ball down to Raby, and Mr. Dalton, who had already noticed the class of the nabob at bowling, was wondering what was going to happen to Raby. But he turned and looked at the door instead as the tap came. 
The door-handle turned, as if the newcomer, outside, desired to enter after tapping. But the door did not open. 
“Come in !” called out Mr. Dalton, rather surprised. 
“Mr. Dalton, please open the door !” came a sharp, shrill voice that Mr. Dalton knew well—or, at all events, fancied that he knew. 
If it was not the voice of Dr. Chisholm, headmaster of Rookwood School, it was twin-brother to Dr. Chisholm’s voice. 
Richard Dalton started. He knew that the Head had gone to Latcham that afternoon, and he was not aware that the great man had returned to the school unexpectedly early. As a matter of fact, the great man hadn’t. 
He jumped up from his table in a hurry. 
“Is that you, sir ?” he exclaimed. 
“Why is your door looked ?” came the sharp voice, in snapping tones. “Really, Mr. Dalton—” 
“But it is not locked, sir !” exclaimed Mr. Dalton, in astonishment. 
“What ? What ? It does not open !” Mr. Dalton jumped to the study door, He turned the handle and pulled. But the door remained fast. 
He gazed at it in amazement. 
“Please open your door, Mr. Dalton.” came the sharp voice. “I desire to speak to you—really, I do not desire to speak through a closed door !   Why do you not open this door, sir ?” 
“Really, sir—I am sorry. It appears to be jammed—indeed, it seems to be locked,’ stammered Mr. Dalton. “I cannot understand—” 
“Well, well, unlock it at once !” 
“The key is not inside, sir ! Someone must have removed the key !” 
“What ? What ? Was not the key inside the lock ?” 
“I really did not notice when I entered the study, sir; but doubtless some thoughtless boy must have removed it for a foolish jest !” 
“Absurd !” 
“I am really very sorry, sir ! But is not the key outside ?” stammered the worried end confused young Form master. 
“If the key were outside, Mr. Dalton, I could unlock the door myself !” snapped the sharp voice. 
“Oh, certainly, sir—of course ! But—but——” 
“Absurd !” 
Mr. Dalton, inside the study, stood, crimson and confused. Evidently, some unthinking junior had played a trick—locking him in his study without his 
knowledge ! It was most unfortunate that such a trick should have been played, when the spirit moved the headmaster to come to his study to speak to him. 
Had Mr. Dalton been able to see through solid oak—which, of course, he could not do—he would hardly have been able to believe his eyes. For, although Dr. Chisholm’s unmistakable voice was speaking to him through the door, Dr. Chisholm was not in the passage outside.
[image: image5.png]



“Raby !” shouted Mr. Dalton. “Newcome ! Cease this at once !   How dare you fight In the quadrangle ?” Standing at the window addressing the juniors outside, Mr. Dalton was unconscious of the fact that the study door silently opened and 
that Lovell’s hand shot round and extracted the key from the inside of the lock.

A fat Greyfriars junior in big spectacles was there, grinning. And Newcome was watching Billy Bunter in amazement, almost in awe If his own eyes had not been fixed on Bunter he would have believed that it was the Rookwood headmaster speaking ! 
Obviously this little game was going to be a success !   Billy Bunter, an egregious ass in everything else, was undoubtedly a great man in this peculiar line. 
“Absurd !” repeated Bunter, in Dr. Chisholm’s sharp, shrill tones, which seemed to come from him as naturally as his own fat voice was wont to do. This is absurd, Mr. Dalton !”
“I am really sorry, sir !” stammered Mr. Dalton. “I had not the faintest idea that the door was locked !   If you will kindly wait a few minutes, sir, I will drop from the window and enter the House—” 
“Kindly do nothing of the sort ! I have only a few words to say, and can say them 
here !” rapped the sharp voice. “After all, it is immaterial. I presume you can hear me ?” 
“Perfectly, sir !” 
I came to speak to you with reference to the boy Silver, Mr. Dalton. I have considered your observations on that subject.” 
“Yes, sir !” 
“In the circumstances, I have decided that the boy’s detention may be—er—remitted for this afternoon, in view of the fact that a cricket match is in progress. 
“Very good, sir !” said Mr. Dalton, his face brightening. He was exceedingly glad to hear those words from the headmaster of Rookwood. 
“You will—er—inform Silver that he may go, Mr. Dalton ?” 
“I shall be very glad to do so, sir.” 
“Very good! That is all that I had to say to you, Mr. Dalton. I leave the matter in your hands.” 
There was a sound of receding footsteps in the passage. Mr. Dalton, with a very pleased expression on his face, crossed the study to the window. With the door locked, that was his only way out—easy enough to an active young man like Richard Dalton. There was not the faintest suspicion in his mind. He had orders, in the Head’s own voice, to release Jimmy Silver from detention, and that he was going to do. 
As he entered the House by the doorway, he passed two juniors—one a fat Greyfriars fellow in spectacles, the other a Rookwood junior in flannels—coming out. He hardly glanced at them. Certainly he was not likely to suspect that they had had anything to do with the instructions he had received through his locked study door. 
“He, he, he !” gurgled Billy Bunter, as Mr. Dalton disappeared into the House. 
Newcome grinned. 
“It’s worked !” he said. 
Arthur Edward Lovell came up at a run. 
“Man in, Newcome !   Cut off ! Has it worked ?” 
“Like a jolly old charm !” chuckled Newcome, and he ran off to the cricket. 
Billy Bunter chortled. 
“It’s all right,” he said. “Dalton got out of his window, and he’s just gone into the House !   He, he, he !” 
“My only hat !” said Lovell. “You’re a fat old prize-packet, Bunter, and no mistake !” 
“I say, what about ginger-pop?” 
“Wait a tick !” 
Lovell scudded to Mr. Dalton’s study window, and looked in. The room was empty. Mr. Dalton was in the Form-room by that time. Lovell teased the key into the study—rather glad to be rid of it. Then he rejoined Bunter. 
“Come on !” he said, slipping his arm through Bunter’s. And he led him away to the school shop. 
Billy Bunter grinned expansively. There was ginger-pop for Bunter—lots of it !  There was tuck for Bunter—stacks of it! Arthur Edward Lovell, just then, was feeling as if he could not do enough for Bunter. Willingly he would have rewarded Bunter with the total contents of the Rookwood School shop, had it been possible. 
If the match was saved that day, it would be due to this fat man from Greyfriars—evidently a genuine sportsman, as he was helping to put the best cricketer at Rookwood against his own school !   It did not occur to Lovell that Billy Bunter had not bestowed a single thought on the cricket match, or the winning thereof !   It filled Lovell’s mind, and he supposed that it filled Bunter’s. 
Bunter certainly had wanted to do Jimmy Silver a good turn !   Still more, he had wanted to show what an awfully clever fellow he was  !     And, much more, he had wanted the gratitude of the Rookwooders to take exactly the form that it was taking—ginger-pop and jam tarts !
“Come on!” said Lovell. “We’d better get back to the cricket—Jimmy will be there now—” 
“I think I’ll have some more gingerpop !” 
“Well, I’d better cut—” 
“I think I’ll have some of those doughnuts !” 
Lovell laughed. 
“I’ll leave you to it, if you don mind,” he said. “Put this down to me, Mrs. Kettle.” 
And Lovell cut off, leaving Billy Bunter happy and sticky and busy. 
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Last Man In!
JIMMY SILVER groaned. 
Sitting alone in the dusky Rookwood Form-room, Uncle James of Rookwood was feeling rottener than he had ever felt before in his young life. 
He could hear the shouts from the cricket field, and every now and then he went to the Form-room window to take a “squint” at the game. 
He was taking a squint now. 
He had not given a lot of attention to the Latin task that lay on his desk. He couldn’t ! He had given a lot of attention to the cricket, however, he had counted the men who had gone to the wickets. Morny’s game was a pleasure to him to watch. But the other men had fallen fast. The Greyfriars bowling was good—their fielding was first class. 
Mornington looked like being not out; but the “tail” of the Rookwood side was being mown down like hay. Catches in the field seemed as thick as leaves in Vallombrosa. Ninth man had joined Morny, and it was Towle of the Fourth—and Jimmy expected to see his wicket go at any moment. And he groaned. 
“H’m !”
A cough from the doorway answered his groan. 
He spun round from the window, and coloured deeply, as he saw Mr. Dalton standing in the doorway of the Form-room. 
“Oh !” gasped Jimmy. 
Mr. Dalton smiled. Probably he had not expected to find the detained junior deeply and keenly engaged in his Latin task. 
“I have good news for you Silver,” he said. “Dr. Chisholm has decided to cancel your detention for this afternoon.” 
Jimmy Silver jumped. 
“Has he, sir ?” he gasped. 
“He has told me so,” answered Mr. Dalton. 
“I—I thought the Head had gone out, sir,” stammered Jimmy. 
“he has returned, Silver; and he has told me to cancel your detention. And I need not say that I am very pleased to do so,” said Mr. Dalton, with a smile. “If your place in the team has been kept open—” 
“Oh, yes, sir. I bowled a few overs this morning after third school,” said Jimmy eagerly. “I’m in time for last wicket, sir, if I can go.” 
Jimmy could hardly believe his good luck. 
“You may go at once, Silver.” 
“Oh ! Thank you, sir !” 
Mr. Dalton, smiling, stood aside from the doorway, and Jimmy passed him like a streak of light. The Fourth Form master went in search of another key to his study. Jimmy Silver, little dreaming of the secret history of his release from detention, fairly flew down to the cricket ground. 
His anticipations, with regard to Towle, wore realised. That youth was already carrying an unused bat back to the pavilion. Jimmy arrived at the pavilion from the House as Lovell arrived from the tuckshop. 
“Oh, here you are !” chuckled Lovell. 
“I’m let off !” gasped Jimmy. “Where’s my bat ?  You’ve got it here ?  Where’s my pads ? I say, this is luck, isn’t it ?” 
“Yes, rather! Worth Bunter’s taxi fare from Latcham !” grinned Lovell. The strange remark mystified Jimmy Silver. But he had no time then to elucidate the mystery. He ran out to the wickets. 
Mornington stared at him as he came. Morny, equally ignorant of the “secret history” of that eventful afternoon, had supposed that there was to be a wicket to the bad. His eyes almost popped as Jimmy Silver ran up. 
“You !” he yelled. 
“I’m let off !” 
“Oh, what a bit of luck ! Just in time !” 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” roared Bob Cherry from the field. “You turning up, after all, Silver, old bean ?”
“Yes; the beak’s let me off  !”
“Good man !”
“Gratters !” exclaimed Harry Wharton heartily. 
“The gratterfulness is terrific !” 
“Bravo !” 
Jimmy Silver grinned cheerily. There was no doubt that the Greyfriars men were sportsmen. They were heartily glad to see him there, though his presence undoubtedly meant that what had been as good as a certain victory was going to be turned into a hard fight to a finish. 
The Rookwood score was not a happy one, so far. They were nine down for 
60. The tail of the innings had been simply mowed down. But there was a sting in the tail now that Jimmy Silver was there to back up Morny’s brilliant batting. Jimmy was a bowler, but he was a steady and reliable bat, though he could not put up fireworks, like Morny. He was a good man to have at the other end while a man like Morny put on the runs. 
The innings took on a new lease of life. 
A few minutes ago the Bounder had remarked that it was all over, bar shouting. Now the Greyfriars men needed their breath, not for shouting, but for leather-hunting. 
Steady as a rock, Jimmy Silver kept his sticks up, keeping the innings alive while Morny sent the ball all over the field. 
Lovell and Raby and Newcome, at the pavilion, grinned with glee. Jimmy’s wicket was worth something—it was worth a good deal—but they were looking forward to his bowling in the Greyfriars second knock. There was going to be some more “mowing” then. And the visitors were going to be mown ! 
“This is real luck I” Erroll remarked to Lovell. “I never believed for a moment that the Beak would let Jimmy off.” 
“I fancy he didn’t himself,” chuckled Lovell. 
“Eh, what? But he has !” said Erroll, staring. “You don’t mean to say that Silvers cut? Dalton—” 
“No; that’s all right. Dicky Dalton went and let him out,” grinned Lovell, “It’s all right with Dicky Dalton. Hallo, that’s a four !   Hurrah !” 
“Bravo, Morny !” 
“I say, you fellows !” Happy and sticky, and loaded far beyond the Plimsoll line, Billy Bunter rolled up. “I say, is Silver here?” 
“Can’t you see him batting ?” 
Bunter turned his big spectacles on the pitch. 
“Oh, good !   He, he, he !   I say, you fellows, if Dalton knew—” 
“Shut up!” whispered Lovell “No need to tell the world !” 
“Oh, really, Lovell !   It’s all right.” said Bunter, blinking at him. “They can’t whop a Greyfriars man here.” That important consideration, evidently, had not escaped Billy Bunter’s attention. “I say, jolly lucky for you men that I came over—what? You couldn’t have pulled Dalton’s leg without me.” 
“Who’s been pulling Dalton’s leg ?” asked Tommy Dodd of the Rookwood Modern Fourth, staring at Bunter. 
Bunter chuckled. 
“Oh, nobody !” he answered. “Better keep it dark, Lovell—what? He, he, he !” 
“For goodness’ sake, dry up !” murmured Raby. 
“I’m not going to say anything,”. grinned Bunter. “Least said, soonest mended, you know! If Dalton got on to it—” 
“Got on to what ?” asked Tommy Dodd. 
“Oh, nothing. He, he, he !” 
“Hallo, they’ve got Morny !” exclaimed Erroll. 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh held up the ball in a dusky hand. Mornington had given a chance at last, and the Nabob of Bhanipur had not missed it. 
“All down for eighty-five !” said Lovell. “Nothing to write home about. But wait till Jimmy goes for them with the ball !   Hat-tricks are going to be cheap !” 
And the field came off. 

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Rough Luck !


HERBERT VERNON-SMITH scowled. 
His face, for a moment, was like a thundercloud. 
It was really rough on the Bounder, though that was no excuse for the black scowl. 
The Greyfriars fellows were taking their second knock. Smithy took the first over, with Harry Wharton at the other end. Jimmy Silver went on to bowl. The Rookwooders in the field and the crowd round the ground watched Jimmy, with bated breath. Great things were expected of Uncle James by his friends, and he did not disappoint them. 
There was no doubt that Jimmy was an uncommonly deadly bowler, and on this particular day he was at the top notch of his form. The Bounder was as good a bat as any man in the Remove eleven. He was watchful as a cat. Nevertheless, his leg stump went out of the ground, and there was a joyous gasp from Rookwood—and the blackest of scowls from Smithy. No batsman likes to be bowled first ball— and the Bounder had been going to do a lot of execution in that innings. But there it was—he was indubitably out, and he scowled at his wrecked wicket, regardless, for the moment, of the many eyes on him. His feelings were deep. 
Slowly, as if he could hardly tear himself away, Vernon-Smith left the pitch. 
“Rough luck, Smithy !” said Bob Cherry, passing him coming out. 
Smithy did not answer; his feelings were too deep for speech. He contrived to clear the scowl from his face, but he was silent and morose as he joined the waiting men at the pavilion. Bob Cherry had a wary eye open as he faced the next ball. And he told the fellows afterwards that how it happened was a jolly mystery; but he did not scowl like Smithy when his middle stump rocketed. Johnny Bull, who took his place, stopped three balls dead. But the last beat him to the wide, and Johnny took his bat out. And there was a roar from Rookwood. 
“What did I tell you men ?” chuckled Arthur Edward Lovell. “Hat-tricks are going to be cheap.” 
“Hurrah !’ 
“Good old Jimmy !” 
Mark Linley came out to the wickets. Harry Wharton got the batting now from Mornington, and he handled it well. But three wickets down for nil had a dismaying effect on the Greyfriars men, while the Rookwooders, on the other hand, chirruped with glee. 
“That man Silver can bowl,” said Bob Cherry, with his eyes on the captain of the Remove from the pavilion. “He’s frightfully hot stuff. I fancy Wharton will handle him, though. He’s handling Morny all right.” 
“The hotfulness of the stuff is terrific !” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
“Likely !” grunted the Bounder. 
Smithy was not disposed to believe that any man in the team could handle the bowling that had knocked him out first ball. 
“Four, and four, and two, and two,” said Bob cheerily. “That’s twelve, my Sons, according to the simple rules of arithmetic. And—hallo, hallo, hall ! My only summer bonnet !” 
“How’s that ?” came a yell from the field. 
Jimmy Silver held up the ball. 
“Out !” 
“Caught Silver, bowled Mornington !” groaned Bob. “This looks as if it’s going to be a jolly old procession !” 
Harry Wharton had made twelve when he came out, with a rather rueful face, and Hurree Jamset Ham Singh went in. 
“That man Silver is a coughdrop,” he remarked, when he reached the pavilion. “That was a good catch.” 
“Rotten luck the fellow getting off detention,” grunted the Bounder. 
Smithy, at least, could not help wishing that the deadly bowler of Rookwood was still safe in the Form-room. 
“Oh, rot!” said Harry Wharton, rather sharply. “If the man can get our wickets, let him get them !   We don’t want the headmaster of Rookwood to win a cricket match for us, I suppose.” 
“From what I hear, there was some trick about it,” growled Smithy. He had heard some talk among the Rookwood fellows between the innings. “They seem to have pulled a beak’s leg somehow, and got him off.” 
“More power to their elbow, if they did,” said Bob Cherry. 
“He, he, he !” came from Billy Bunter. 
“What are you cackling at, you fat owl ?” growled the Bounder, staring round at Bunter. 
“It was me, you know,” explained Bunter cheerily. 
“You !” said Harry Wharton. 
“My wonderful ventriloquism, you know,” grinned Bunter. “You see, the old josser’s gone out, and I pulled Dalton’s leg, making him think the old bean was telling him to let Silver off. He, he, he !” 
And Billy Bunter proceeded to describe the peculiar trick that had been played on the master of the Rookwood Fourth. Harry Wharton & Co. simply stared at him. The Bounder scowled. 
“And you think that’s jolly clever !” he asked. 
“Well, rather !” said Bunter cheerfully. “Sorry it’s cost you your wicket. He, he, he ! But Silver’s a good chap. He paid the taximan from Latcham—” 
“You fat freak !” 
“Oh, really, Smithy—Yarooh !” roared Bunter, as the Bounder swung round his bat, which was still in his hand, and it came into violent contact with a pair of very tight trousers. “Yoop !  Why, you beast—” 
“Chuck that, Smithy !” exclaimed Wharton. 
“Ow ! Wow !” roared Bunter. 
“You fat frump ! Your rotten trickery means that we’re going to be licked !” snapped the Bounder, with a glare at the Owl of the Remove. “I’ve a jolly good mind—” 
“Ow ! Keep that beast off! I say, you fellows—” 
Billy Bunter dodged round the captain of the Remove. 
“If it means that, Smithy, all the better !” said Harry Wharton quietly. “We don’t want to beat Rookwood because their best man was kept out of the game. If we can’t beat them playing cricket, we can lose like sportsmen.” 
“Hear, hear !” said Johnny Bull. 
The Bounder gave an angry snort. He was rather a bad loser; and the loss of his wicket at the first ball of the first over, had left him feeling very sore. If Jimmy Silver had been still in the Fourth Form Room, Smithy would have been still at his wicket—there was no doubt about that. And for the present, at least, Smithy was unable to look at it from the purely sporting point of view. 
“It’s like Bunter’s cheek to play tricks at Rookwood; but I’m jolly glad he did it, all the same,” went on Wharton. 
“Oh, rats !” growled Smithy. ‘There goes Linley’s wicket ! Are you jolly glad to see that, too ?” 
“Four down for fifteen !” said Hazeldene. “This is going to be as merry and bright as a funeral.” 
“Man in !” said Harry. 
The tide of fortune had evidently turned. The best bats in the Greyfriars team were out, and there seemed no man in the eleven who could play Jimmy Silver. But it was the luck of cricket, and nobody, except the Bounder, was disposed to grouse. Penfold went in and came back with two runs to his credit. The Bounder gave a grunt, and pitched down his bat with a clatter. 
“I’m fed-up with this !” he remarked and he walked away, with his hands driven deep in the pockets of his flannel bags. 
“He, he, he !” squeaked Billy Bunter as he went. “I say, you fellows, Smithy don’t like making ducks’ eggs. The fact, is, Wharton, you ought to have played me. I fancy I could stand up to Silver.” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle at !” snorted Bunter. 
But if Bunter could see nothing to cackle at, the other fellows could. In fact, the idea of Bunter standing up to Jimmy Silver’s bowling seemed to have quite an enlivening effect on the cricketers. 
And really they needed enlivening a little. It was rather a ghastly innings to watch. Runs went up, but wickets went down, and it was evidently going to b a “procession.” And Harry Wharton & Co., as a matter of fact, needed all their sportsmanship, to enable them to feel glad that Uncle James of Rookwood had got out to play cricket, after all. 

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Smithy Takes A Hand !


“OH gad !” ejaculated the Bounder. 
He grinned. 
Smithy was, for the moment, at least, sick of cricket. He was sore over the fall of his wicket, and he did not want to see the tail of the innings going down like ninepins. At the present rate he did not give the Greyfriars knock an hour; but he had to get rid of the hour, and he strolled about Rookwood, gradually regaining his equanimity as he did so. Although he had “batted” Bunter for letting loose a bowler like Jimmy Silver on him, at the bottom of his heart he was a sportsman, and would probably not have had it otherwise. Greyfriars wanted to win, but, as their skipper had said, they did not want the Rookwood beak to win the match for them. But Smithy grinned at the sight of a tall, slim, severe-featured gentleman coming in, with stately steps, at the gate. 
It was Dr. Chisholm ! 
Smithy was strolling along by the windows of the masters’ studies. Mr. Dalton was standing at his open window, speaking to old Mack, the porter, who was spraying water from the garden hose over the flower-beds opposite the windows. Old Mack shut off the water, while the Form master was speaking to him, standing below the window, the nozzle in his hand. Smithy saw Mr. Dalton glance towards the gates, followed his glance, and saw Dr. Chisholm coming in, and grinned. 
The Head of Rookwood had returned. It was because he had been absent that afternoon that Lovell & Co., in conjunction with the fat Owl of Greyfriars, had been able to get away with that remarkable stunt. Probably they did not know what time he was scheduled to return—probably had not given it a thought. And here he was ! Jimmy Silver, on the cricket ground, was taking Greyfriars wickets, when his head- master had the impression and belief that he was grinding Latin in the Form-room. 
Certainly Dr. Chisholm was not likely to dream, for a single instant, that his lordly behests had been disregarded. It would never occur to him that Jimmy had been let out of detention. Neither was Mr. Dalton likely to mention it, as he supposed that he had acted on the Head’s instructions, and that the matter was done with. But if he happened to notice what. was going on—     As he came with his slow and stately stride towards the house the cricket ground was in his full view, if he had looked in that direction. If his eyes were at all keen, he could hardly fail to pick out Jimmy Silver. 
Vernon-Smith capped the Head of Rookwood as he passed, and Dr. Chisholm gave him a slight nod. He turned into the path by the study windows to speak to Mr. Dalton. There was a slightly surprised expression on Richard Dalton’s face—which was natural enough, seeing the Head come in, when he supposed that he was in long ago. 
Old Mack laid down the hose to touch his hat to Dr. Chisholm as he passed, and the Bounder lounged casually after the stately old gentleman. Evidently he was going to speak to Dalton, and Smithy wondered whether it was all going to come out. He grinned at the thought of what would happen, if the beak discovered that Silver of the Fourth was playing cricket. Probably it would be something in the nature of an earthquake. 
Dr. Chisholm was speaking to the Form roaster at the window as the Bounder lounged within hearing. Standing by the window, the headmaster was looking towards the cricket ground. But his elderly eyes were not keen enough to detect one white-clad figure from another—that was clear—for the stately calm of his face was not disturbed by any expression of wrath. Smithy caught the tail of his sentence as he lounged nearer. 
“Going on, I see, Mr. Dalton ?” 
Apparently he was alluding to the cricket in the distance. 
“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Dalton, to whose younger and keener eyes the figure of Jimmy Silver, just then bowling to Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, was perfectly clear and distinct. 
“I hope the boys are getting a good game,” said the Head graciously. 
“I believe so, sir !” assented Mr. Dalton. 
His chief had evidently come back in a good temper. 
“I regret that Silver should have been disappointed,” said the Head. 
The Bounder, standing at a little distance, apparently interested in Mack and his hose, started a little. This was coming very close to the subject; and Smithy wondered what was coming next. 
“But discipline must be maintained, Mr. Dalton,” said Dr. Chisholm, without waiting for a reply. 
“Oh, certainly, sir !” said Mr. Dalton, considerably puzzled by that remark—odd enough if the Head had, as he supposed, directed him to release Jimmy from the Form-room. 
The fact was that the Head, severe old gentleman as he was, was feeling a little compunction. He had not changed his mind in the very least; he supposed that the offender was under detention, and intended to leave him there. 
But he had been rather short and sharp with Richard Dalton, when that young man had intervened in the matter, and he was now giving him a few gracious words to set that matter right. 
“If you are not busy at the present moment, Mr. Dalton—”
“Not at all, sir !   I have finished my papers—” 
“Then perhaps you may care to walk down to the cricket ground with me,” said the Head graciously. “A few minutes—” 
“With great pleasure, sir,” said Mr. Dalton. “I will join you immediately.” 
Mr. Dalton left his window, and crossed to his door. He had found the key that Lovell had tossed into his study, and the door no longer presented difficulties. 
Dr. Chisholm with slow and stately pace, moved along the path, to meet the young master when be came out of the House. 
The Bounder whistled softly. 
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“Bunter! Open this door at once !”      “Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. “It’s Quelch !” With a trembling fat hand, Bunter unlocked the door. The game was up! The door flew open, and Mr. Quelch almost flew out? His grasp closed on the fat junior’s collar. “Come !” said the Remove master, in a voice that was like the filing of a saw.

So far, the Beak knew nothing !   Dalton, supposing that be knew, had not thought of saying anything about Silver. But they were going down to the cricket ground together—Dalton supposing that the Head knew that Jimmy Silver was there, and the Head booked for the surprise of his life when he found him there ! 
Vernon-Smith stared at the old gentleman’s back as he moved, slowly away, his thoughts working rapidly. 
At this thrilling moment Smithy forgot all about his soreness at the loss of his wicket. lie remembered only that he was a cricketer, and that another cricketer, who was playing a great game for his side, was in peril of being marched off the field in the middle of a match. The Bounder’s first thought was to cut off at top speed, and warn Jimmy that the beak was coming. 
Second thoughts supervened. If he could stop Dr. Chisholm’s intended walk down to the field——  
Old Mack, spotting a weed in the flower-beds, had shut off the hose and laid it down, while he extracted the weed with tender care. The Bounder’s eyes, gleaming with reckless mischief, were on the hose. 
He hesitated a moment, but only one moment !  He stepped quickly across and picked up the nozzle of the hose. 
Probably no man at Rookwood, and no Greyfriars man, but the Bounder, would have thought or dreamed of such a wheeze. But the Bounder was a reckless scapegrace to his finger-tips. He did not think it over—there was, indeed, no time for thinking. Very soon the headmaster of Rookwood, slow and stately as he was, would have been out of range. 
“’Ere, you let that alone !” came old Mack’s voice. 
The Bounder did not heed him. He turned on the water at full power. At that identical moment Dr. Chisholm wheeled round, having heard old Mack’s voice, and retraced his steps. A stream shot from the hose, and smote the headmaster of Rookwood full in the face. 
Splash ! 
“Oooooogh !” 
A sudden, startled gasp burst from Dr. Chisholm! Never, in all his career as a schoolmaster, had he been so surprised. 
In utter amazement, hardly knowing what was happening, he gazed at the Bounder—and the hose ! The stream of water played full on his stately and majestic features ! 
“Urrrrrggh !”. 
Bump ! 
Dr. Chisholm sat down ! 
“Wurrrrgggh !” he gurgled dizzily. “Urrrgh ! Oooooch ! Woooooooh ! Gug-gug-gug ! Oooooh !” 
There was a frantic yell from old Mack, and he hurled himself at the Bounder and grabbed at the hose. 
“You young idjit !” he gasped. “Look what you’re doing—drenching the ’Ead— Oh, my eye !” 
He wrenched away the hose, getting a stream of water in his own ancient face as he did so. 
“Wurrrggh !” came from Dr. Chisholm. “Urrrgh ! What—what—what—  Upon my word— Wurrrrggh !” The Bounder ran towards him. 
“Oh, sorry, sir !” he gasped. 
Mr. Dalton emerged from the House doorway, and came running towards the Head from the opposite direction. He glared at the Bounder as he ran up. He had been almost petrified by Vernon-Smith’s action. 
“You stupid boy !” he exclaimed. “You utterly stupid boy, how dare you meddle with the hose ! Could you not see Dr. Chisholm. you—you——” 
It did not occur to Richard Dalton that the Bounder’s action had been intentional. 
“Urrragh !” said Dr. Chisholm, fairly swimming in water. “I—I—I am drenched! I—I am soaked with water ! I—I—I— Urrrrggh !” 
“Please let me assist you, sir !” gasped Mr. Dalton. 
He gave his chief a hand, and Dr Chisholm staggered to his feet. He held on dizzily to Mr Dalton with one hand, and with the other dashed water from his eyes. He looked at Vernon-Smith as if he could have bitten him. 
“Boy !” he gasped. “You—you—— Upon my word! I shall flog you with the utmost severity! I—I—I——” 
“It is a Greyfriars boy, sir !” said Mr. Dalton hastily. 
The Head, dizzy with the stream from the hose, had not noted that circumstance for the moment. 
“Eh — what ? A — a Greyfriars boy—” 
“One of the cricketers, sir !” 
“Upon my word !” Dr. Chisholm realised that he could not flog a junior from another school who had come over to play cricket at Rookwood. “1—I—I You senseless boy, why did you meddle with the hose ?” 
“Sorry, sir! I just picked it up, and—and——” 
The Bounder’s look of contrition was well worthy of the best traditions of the Remove Dramatic Society at Greyfriars. 
“Pah ! Utterly stupid — reckless — senseless !  Mr. Dalton, pray assist me into the House—Grooogh—ooogh— urrggh !” 
Leaning on the Form master’s arm, Dr. Chisholm tottered into the House, leaving a wet and watery trail behind him. 
“Well,” gasped old Mack, “if I was the ’Ead I’d flog’ you and chance it, you young rip !” 
“Lucky you’re not the Head, then, old bargee !” drawled the Bounder, and he walked away whistling, and strolled down to the cricket field. 

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 
A Fight To A Finish !


“LAST man in !” 
“Harry Wharton was speaking as the Bounder arrived at the pavilion, with a cheery grin on his face. 
“How’s it gone ?” asked Smithy. 
“Jolly old procession !” groaned Bob Cherry. “That man Silver is pure mustard—Coleman’s very best !   Nine down for 32 !” 
“We shan’t be doing a song and a dance over this !” remarked Peter Todd. 
The songfulness and the dancefulness will not be terrific !” agreed the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
“Hazel won’t last long,” said Squiff. The Australian Junior was right. Jimmy Silver was bowling again, and last man in stayed at the wickets for only one ball, and then he came lugubriously back again. 
“I say, you fellows, what price duck’s eggs ?” chuckled Billy Bunter. “I say — Yaroooh !   Keep that bat away, Hazel, you beast—Wow !” 
Jimmy Silver & Co. came cheerfully off the field. They were in great spirits. The Greyfriars second knock had been practically a collapse; the total of 32 was a very different tale from the 123 in their first innings. The Rookwooders would not have been human had they not been very considerably bucked. 
“Cricket’s said to be an uncertain game,” said Bob Cherry, with a cheery grin. “But it’s more like a jolly old dead cert when you’re bowling, Silver !” 
Jimmy Silver laughed. 
“I’ve had some luck,” he said, “and luckiest of all was Bunter coming over here this afternoon.” 
Jimmy had learned, by this, of the peculiar manner in which be had escaped detention. 
“Yes, the jolly old porpoise has been useful for once,” said Bob. “A chap can be useful, if he can’t be ornamental !” 
“Oh, really, Cherry—” 
“But, I say, the Head’s come in !” said Lovell, rather anxiously. “One of the fellows told me. I thought he was coming in later. What the thump did he want to come in 
for ?” 
“If he looks into the Form-room—” murmured Raby. 
“He won’t !” said the Bounder coolly. 
“Eh ? How do you know he won’t ?” demanded Lovell; and all the Rookwood fellows glanced at Vernon-Smith. 
“He’s had a little accident,” explained the Bounder. “He was going to walk down to the cricket with your beak, Dalton—” 
“Oh, help !” gasped Lovell. 
“But there was a little accident, and it stopped him !” drawled the Bounder. “A fellow got monkeying about with a garden-hose, and somehow or other the beak got drenched—” 
“Great pip !” 
“He looked rather wet when Dalton walked in,” said Vernon-Smith. “In fact, he looked frightfully wet ! I fancy he will be kept busy for some time.” 
“Oh, what luck !” gasped Lovell.
“He, he, he !” from Bunter. 
“I’m sorry for the chap that drenched him, though,” said Newcome. “The beak will jolly nearly take his skin off.” 
“Hardly !” grinned the Bounder. “He can’t whop a Greyfriars man !” 
“A Greyfriars man !” exclaimed Harry Wharton. “You ! Oh, Smithy !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“I told him I was sorry—and I was,” said the Bounder. “I really hated to do it! But I couldn’t let him come down here and catch Silver—I owed you something for my duck’s egg, Silver.” 
Jimmy Silver chuckled. 
“You’re a sportsman, and no mistake !” he said. “It’s a real pleasure to play you Greyfriars men.  Now what about tea ?” 
“Now you’re talking !” said Billy Bunter, 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
It was with an eye to the loaves and fishes that William George Bunter had come over to Rookwood that day. Jimmy Silver & Co. always “did” their visitors well, But Bunter, though he had expected to wedge in, had not expected to be treated as a distinguished guest. 
That, however, was how the fat Owl of the Remove was treated on this historic occasion. Jimmy Silver & Co. really did not seem to be able to do enough for the Owl of the Remove. Fortunately it was easy to testify gratitude in dealing with Bunter. 
Bunter preferred it to take a practical and substantial form. It was quite a handsome tea, and all the cricketers did it justice. Bunter did it more than justice. Good things galore were pressed on Bunter—though, as a matter of fact, he did not require much in the way of pressing ! 
Where he parked them all was a mystery to the Rookwooders—and even to the Greyfriars fellows, who knew his gastronomic powers. 
After tea, Billy Bunter’s movements were somewhat slow and laborious. He rolled down to the cricket field, with a bag of cherries under a fat arm. He found a shady tree, and sat under it, and ate cherries—slowly ! 
The Rookwood second innings started, and an excited crowd surged round the field, with all eyes on the game. But Billy Bunter’s eyes were not on it. He finished the cherries—it was against Billy Bunter’s principles to leave anything eatable unfinished. 
Then he tilted his straw hat over his fat face, leaned back on the tree-trunk, and closed his little round eyes behind his big, round spectacles—and from under the straw hat came a rumbling, whirring sound, the deep and resonant snore which had often awakened the echoes of the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars, and now awakened those of the playing fields at Rookwood. And, like the gentleman in the poem, the subsequent proceedings interested him no more ! 
But those proceedings were extremely interesting to the rest. Rookwood wanted seventy-one to win, and, having taken eighty-five in their first innings, they had no doubt of getting them. 
But the glorious uncertainty of the great game of cricket was exemplified once more. 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and the Bounder whacked out most of the bowling for Greyfriars; and they were both exceedingly good, And the Remove had always been a good fielding side. 
After an hour’s play, Rookwood were sixty for eight wickets—and the excitement was growing quite intense. Then it was sixty-seven for nine wickets, and last man in was called. 
And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh went on to bowl to Mornington, with Towle at the other end. And Morny sent the ball whizzing for one, two, three—and rather wished that he hadn’t bagged the third run, as Towle faced the bowling of the dusky Nabob of Bhanipur. 
“One to tie; two to win !” murmured Arthur Edward Lovell, all eyes at the pavilion. “Oh, stick it—stick it !” 
“Keep smiling !” said Jimmy Silver cheerily. 
It seemed an age to the fellows at the pavilion, and to the fellows in the field, before the ball came down. It came; and the batsmen snicked it away, and ran.  A white-clad figure moved swiftly—the Bounder of Greyfriars— backing, watching, with wary eye and ready hand. And fairly into the palm of that hand dropped the round, red ball ! 
Smack !
Smithy held up the ball. 
“How’s that?” 
There was a yell from the Greyfriars fellows that awakened Billy Bunter ! 
“How’s that !” 
“Out !” 
The great game was over; and Greyfriars, after all, had won that thrilling match—by a single run !


THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Once Too Often !


“I SAY, you fellows !” 
It was the following day, at Greyfriars. 
In morning break, Harry Wharton & Co. were sauntering in the quad, discussing some of the more thrilling episodes of the great game at Rookwood the day before, when Billy Bunter rolled up, with a fat grin on his face. 
“That catch of Smithy’s,” said Bob Cherry. 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Roll away, old fat been !” said Bob. “That catch—” 
“For goodness’ sake chuck that rot !” said Bunter peevishly. “I say, you fellows, I’ve got a wheeze ! Third school’s French, with Mossoo. Now, how’d you fellows like to get off ?” 
The Famous Five gave Bunter their attention. On a sunny morning in July there was no doubt that they would have preferred cricket, or the river, to French irregular verbs, with Monsieur Charpentier. Only they did not quite see how it was to be done. 
“How—” began Frank Nugent. 
“My wonderful ventriloquism—” 
“Bow-wow !” said Bob Cherry. 
“Oh, really, Cherry !   I suppose you haven’t forgotten how I wangled it for Jimmy Silver yesterday at Rookwood !” said Bunter. “Didn’t it work like a charm ? Well, why shouldn’t we play the same game again ?   Mossoo’s in his study now !   One of you fellows nip along and lock him in, like Lovell did Dalton—see ?   I’ve got his key—I bagged it this morning before class.” 
“Oh, my hat !” 
Then I’ll talk to him through the door—same as I did to Dalton. I can bark like Quelch—you know that. I needn’t tell you follows how clever I am at it—” 
“You needn’t !” agreed Johnny Bull. “We’ve heard it often enough. Give it a miss, fathead !” 
“Suppose Mossoo heard Quelch tell him—through his door, you know—same as happened at Rookwood—that he had decided to give the Remove third school off, and cut out the French class ?   What ?” 
“Oh crumbs !” 
“Quelch can do it if he likes, being Form master,” said Bunter, “and Mossoo would have to play up, of course. We get out of French—get out of a whole class ? Mossoo can’t see through a door, any more than Dalton can—and he would think it was Quelch—” 
Harry Wharton laughed; but he shook his head. 
“Chuck it, Bunter !” he said. “It worked at Rookwood; but that was to get a chap off detention to play cricket. Its rather different, pulling a beak’s leg to slack at classes ! Nothing doing !” 
“Beast !” 
The Famous Five smiled and sauntered on. Billy Bunter blinked after them wrathfully, and rolled into the House. 
Having scored such a success at Rookwood, Billy Bunter, rather like Alexander of old, was looking for new worlds to conquer. 
Getting off a class seemed, to the laziest fellow at Greyfriars, quite as important as getting off to play cricket—indeed, much more important. 
Bunter, encouraged by success, rather forgot the proverb that one swallow does not make a summer—he saw no reason why a “wangle” that had succeeded once should not succeed again. And as the Famous Five, for reasons unknown to Bunter, did not care to pull a beak’s leg for the sake of slacking, Bunter resolved to try it on, on his own. 
After all, it was easy enough ! Blinking into Masters’ Passage, he saw that the coast was clear. He tiptoed along to Monsieur Charpentier’s study door. Having, with great forethought, already bagged the key of the study it was only necessary to be careful ! 
Swiftly, silently, cautiously, the Owl of the Remove slipped the key into the outside of the lock, and with equal softness, silence, and caution, turned it ! Now all was 
safe ! 
Bunter tapped on the door. 
“Entrez !” came Monsieur Charpentier’s voice from within. 
Bunter turned the handle—and shook it. Then he spoke—in his remarkable imitation of Mr. Quelch’s voice—or bark, as he described it. There was no doubt that, in this line, Bunter was the “goods,” so to speak—his imitation of Mr. Quelch’s “bark” was amazingly lifelike. 
“Dear me ?” he said. “Your door appears to be locked, Monsieur Charpentier?  However, I have only a few words to say—” 
“Mon Dieu !” came a startled exclamation from within. Mr. Quelch’s voice outside his door seemed to have astounded the French master. Bunter heard Mossoo jump to the door and turn the handle. “Ma foi ! It is lock ! Mais, but—who is it zat speak ?” 
“Surely you know my voice, Monsieur Charpentier—it is Mr. Quelch speaking,” said the Greyfriars ventriloquist. “I have decided to give the Remove leave from third school this morning  !” 
“Vat ?’’ 
“There will, therefore, be no French class this morning, Monsieur Charpentier. That is all !” 
“Mon Dieu !   I am amaze ! Vat is zis ?” came a howl of astonishment from the study. “Mon cher Quelch, who is it sat speak outside zis door, viz a voice zat is like your own, and who say zat he is you ?” 
“I cannot imagine !” came a deep voice in the study. “It is some extraordinary trickery—” 
Bunter jumped. 
His blood ran cold ! 
The second voice in the study was Mr. Quelch’s ! 
It had not occurred to the happy Bunter that Mr. Quelch might have dropped into the French master’s study for a chat ! A fellow couldn’t think of everything. 
But that, as it happened, was exactly what Mr. Quelch had done. Quelch was there ! 
There was an angry wrench at the door-handle. 
“Who is there ?” roared Mr. Quelch from within. “Who has dared to use my name ? What does this nonsense mean ? Ah—I think I understand—I remember some such trickery on a previous occasion—Bunter—is it Bunter ?” 
“Ow !   Oh ? No, sir  !” gasped Bunter. “Not at all, sir! I—I’m not here—I mean. I’m in the quad—I—I mean— Oh lor’ !” 
“Buntair !” gasped Monsieur Charpentier. “It is zat Buntair zat play one trick ! Mon Dieu ! He speak viz your voice, mon cher Quelch !” 
“Absurd !” snapped Mr. Quelch. “That very disagreeable voice, assumed by that foolish and impudent boy, was, I am sure, nothing like mine.” 
“Mais, je vous en assure—” 
“Bunter ! Open this door at once !” 
“Oh crikey !” 
With a trembling fat hand, Bunter unlocked the door. The game was up—owing to the unforeseen and unfortunate presence of Mr. Quelch in the study. The door flew open, and Mr. Quelch almost flew out. His grasp closed on Billy Bunter’s collar. 
“Come !” said Mr. Quelch, in a voice that was like the filing of a saw. And he marched Bunter away to his own study. 
*
*
*
*
*
*

“Hallo, hallo, hello ! What’s that awful row? ” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
The “row” was really rather awful ! It proceeded from the open window of Mr. Quelch’s study. It rang and echoed across the Greyfriars quadrangle. It was the anguished roaring of Billy Bunter, as the fat Owl of the Remove, bending over a chair, wriggled under the whipping of his Form master’s cane. 
“Bunter !” said Harry Wharton. 
“My hat ! Quelch’s laying it on !” murmured Nugent. 
“Yooop ! Whooop ! Yarooooooop !” The sounds of woe ceased at last. A few minutes more, and Billy Bunter emerged from the House. He came almost doubled up, wriggling. He blinked at the Famous Five dolorously through his big spectacles. 
“I say, you fellows—wow ! I say, I’ve had six—yow-ow ! Wow !” 
“But what—” 
“Oh dear ! I tried it on Mossoo” groaned Bunter, “and—and it would have been all right, only—wow—only— yow-ow—only Quelch happened to be in the study with him and so—yow-ow-o-wow !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the Famous Five. 
“I say, you fellows—” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle at !   Wow ! I say, I shan’t be able to sit down in the French class—wow ! Ow ! Wow !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Billy Bunter was wriggling painfully in the French class in third school that morning. And he was not thinking of any more ventriloquial stunts ! For the present. Billy Bunter was fed-up with ventriloquism !  

THE END. 


