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                           THE FIRST CHAPTER. 


                                Nothing Doing! 


“WAIT for me!”
  “Eh?” 
  “I shan’t keep you waiting more than an hour !”said Billy Bunter reassuringly. 
  Whereat the Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove grinned. 
  They really did not need Billy Bunter to reassure them on that point. 
  They were quite sure that Bunter was not going to keep them waiting more than an hour. They were, indeed, sure that he was not going to keep them waiting more than a minute.  In fact he was not going to keep them waiting at all. 
  On that sunny, breezy, March afternoon, Harry Wharton & Co. were booked for a bike spin. They came out of the House in a cheery crowd, to head for the bike-shed, when Bunter happened. The Owl of the Remove, perhaps, had been keeping an eye open for them.  Anyhow, his fat figure and fatuous countenance blocked their path. 
  “I’d be ready now,” explained Bunter, “but I’ve got lines for Quelch. I can’t get out till I’ve handed them in . Sorry, and all that; but there it is.”
  The Famous Five stopped. They could feel sympathy for a fellow who had lines on a pail particularly bright half-holiday. So instead of barging the fat Owl of the Remove out of the way, they kindly stopped, and wasted a few moments of their valuable time. 
  “You can mend a puncture for me while you’re waiting !” suggested Bunter. “I’ve asked you more than once to mend that puncture for me, Bob Cherry. You’ve never done it !”
  “Never !” agreed Bob. “Shift, old barrel !”
  “ And you other chaps can help me with my lines.” went on Bunter.
He seemed full of bright suggestions that afternoon. “That will save time.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “Any fellow here keen on mending punctures, and writing lines, instead of getting out on the jiggers?” he inquired. 
  “The keenfulness is not terrific !” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Well, look here, if I’m coming over to Highcliffe with you this afternoon, you’ll have to wait !” said Bunter. 
  “That’s all right!” said Johnny Bull “You’re not.” 
  “Look here, you beast—” 
  “Fathead !” said Frank Nugent. “It’s not in your line at all. We’re picking up Courtenay and the Caterpillar at Highcliffe, and going on a spin ! Miles and miles !” 
  “And miles,” said Bob Cheery, “and miles—and miles ! And then more miles!”
  “You’d perish on the way, fatty !” said Harry Wharton, 
  “Can’t leave a dead porpoise lying about on the roads !” said Johnny Bul. 
  To the surprise of the Famous Five Billy Bunter favoured them with a fat wink. Apparently he did not believe their statement. Billy Bunter told so many fibs himself, that he had quite lost his faith in statements from other fellows. 
  “You can’t pull my leg.” He remarked. “I jolly well know you’re going over to Highcliffe to tea, The fact is, I heard you mention that you’re going to tea with Couttenay.” 
  “Yes, you fat ass, but—”
  “No good trying to gammon me !” interrupted Bunter. “Wash it out, old chap! Now, look here, if Bob mends my puncture, while you fellows help with my lines, we shall get off quite soon enough. Of course, it wouldn’t do to be late for tea. I know that’s important. But — ”
  “But we’re not’——” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “What’s the good of trying to stuff a fellow when a fellow knows?” demanded Bunter. “Look here, if you’re too jolly lazy to mend my puncture, I’ll borrow Toddy’s bike. That will be all right; I think he’s gone out. But you’ll have to wait till I’ve done my lines for Quelch. Much better all go together. Courtenay forgot to ask me—that chap’s got a rotten memory—so I’d rather go in with my pals.” 
  “But we’re not —” shrieked Wliarton. 
  “Oh, really, old chap —” 
  “Shift, fathead !” said Bob Cherry. “Can’t walk round you. We don’t want to tire ourselves out before we start !” 
  “Ha, ha ha !” 
  “You silly ass !” roared Bunter. 
  It was true that Bunter was fat— almost as broad as he was long, in fact. But really it would not have tired a fellow out to walk round Bunter.  That was an exaggeration. 
  “Oh, come on!” said Johnny Bull. 
  “I say, you fellows, hold on ! Look here, I’ll cut in and ask Quelch to let my lines stand over till after tea.  He might!  He’s a beast, but he might be in a good temper for once.  Wait for me here.” 
  Billy Bunter made a movement towards the doorway of the House.  Harry Wharton & Co. made a movement at the same time, in the opposite direction.  They walked round Bunter and walked on. 
Immediately Billy Bunter revolved on his axis.  He glared after the chums of the Remove through his big spectacles. 
  “I say, you fellows !” he roared. Five fellows walked on regardless. 
They had been willing to waste a few moments on Bunter .  They had wasted more than a few; and it was time to get off. As the ride that afternoon lay on the other side of Highcliffe school, they had arranged for their Highcliffe friends to join up there; and they all not want to keep Courtenay and De Courcy waiting—not even on account of so important a personage as William George Bunter. 
There was a patter of feed behind them. Bunter was in pursuit! But Billy Bunter’s run was not much faster than another fellow’s walk.  The five Removites walked quickly and reached the bike-shed, while Bunter was still panting in the rear. 
  In that building, they hooked their jiggers off the stand. Bob Cherry was the first to whirl his machine round to the door. As he did so the doorway was blocked by a fat figure. 
  Bunter had arrived. 
  “I say, you fellows!” he gasped. 
  “Buzz off, Bunter !” 
  “Beast !” roared Bunter. “If you think you’re going to leave me out, after all I’ve done for you —”
  “Shift, you fat ass !” roared Bob. “Can’t you get it into your fat head that we’re not tea-ing at Highcliffe? If we were we wouldn’t land you on the fellows there!  But we’re not! Now buzz !” 
  Bunter did not buzz. 
  His ample form blocked the doorway, and Bob Cherry had to halt his bicycle or run into him. 
  Had Billy Bunter believed that it was a long, long spin on the bikes that had been planned for that afternoon, with tea at a remote spot miles and miles away, wild horses would not have dragged him out for that spin. But the penalty of a fibber is not that nobody believes him, but that he believes nobody ! 
  Bunter did not believe a word of it. It was, he was convinced, tea at Highcliffe— and he well knew what ripping spreads the Caterpillar stood in his study. And as the Highcliffe men had forgotten to include Bunter in the invitation, obviously it was better for Bunter to trot in with the Famous Five than to happen in on his own. Even if they did not want him—as very probably they didn’t—they could hardly say anything if he came in with the Co. So that was that ! 
  “Now, look here,” said Bunter, “it won’t take me long to cut in and ask old Quelch to let me off —”
  “Will you get out of the doorway ?”
  “If he does, I can come at once, and—” 
  “Shift !” roared Bob. 
  “And if he doesn’t, you can wait, see? But very likely he will, if I go to his study and say — Beast !” 
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 The front wheel of a bicycle collided with the fat figure in the doorway. As Bunter refused to shift, he had to be shifted. And he was! 
  The fat Owl roared and rolled. 
  Five bicycles were wheeled out, one after another. One or two of them passed over fat, sprawling legs. Five cheery juniors wheeled down to the gate, and mounted there.  Billy Bunter sat up. 
  “Beasts !” he roared. 
  Five cyclists disappeared from his view. 
  “Ow !” gasped Bunter, “Rotters ! Ow !”
  The fat junior picked himself up. They were gone—and Bunter was tempted to run out a bike—any bike but his own—and follow on. 
  But the grim face of Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, seemed to rise, before his mental vision.  Quelch had directed him. Explicitly and emphatically, to bring his lines before he went out that afternoon.  Quelch was not a man to be trifled with.  He had too heavy a hand with a cane. 
  Billy Bunter resisted that temptation. 
  He turned and rolled back to the house, and headed for his Form master’s study.  Quelch, after all, might let him off— there was a sporting chance. Certainly, the Remove master was not likely to let him off, for the noble purpose of butting in at a spread, uninvited, at another school.  But Bunter was not going to tell him that. Bunter was no dealer in facts. Quelch would have to be given a good reason—and the fat Owl, as he rolled off to the House, cudgelled his fat brains to invent the good reason. 
                                                  — 

                         THE SECOND CHAPTER. 


                               Bunter Tries it On! 
MR QUELCH sat in his study with a slight frown upon his brow. 
  He was not, as was often the case on a half-holiday, engaged in correcting a pile of papers for his Form.  Neither was he deep in literary work, to which he often devoted his scanty leisure hours. 
  There was a pile of Latin papers on a corner of the table. On another corner was a heap of manuscript pertaining to Mr. Quelch’s celebrated “History of Greyfriars.” But he was giving attention to neither. 
  His attention was fixed on two articles that he held in either hand—two halves of a broken watch-chain. 
  Hence his frown of annoyance. 
  Quelch did not sport a wrist-watch.  He was rather old-fashioned in has ways.  Quelch had a massive gold ticker that had belonged to his father. To that gold ticker was—or had been—attached an equally massive gold chain. 
  That gold chain had been valuable from its start in life. Since the huge rise in the price of gold, it had, of course, become much more valuable. But Quelch gave hardly a thought to its value, and cared nothing for the fact that Mr. Lazarus, at Courtfield, would have given twenty or thirty pounds for it. 
  To Quelch, it was his watch-chain, and it had broken, which was very annoying. No doubt it had seen a lot of service, and lasted well. But watches were made to go: and so, in the long run, were watch-chains, A link had snapped, and that was that ! 
  Quelch had taken it off his watch, and was now examining it with a frowning brow, But if he had hoped that he would be able to secure the snapped link, he was disappointed.  The repair required a skilled hand. 
  That meant taking it down to the jeweller at Courtfield. That meant a rather long walk for Mr. Quelch, which was impossible at the moment, as he had Latin papers to work through, and then an appointment in the Head’s study to keep. 
  However, on Saturday there would be another half holiday, when he would be free to take a walk abroad. It would have to be left till then. 
  Still, it was annoying—and Henry Samuel Quelch did not look in his bonniest mood, when a tap came at his study door, and it opened to reveal a fat face and a large pair of spectacles. 
  Quelch’s frown was transferred to Billy Bunter. 
  Bunter had strict injunctions to hand in his lines that afternoon before he ventured out of gates. But there was nothing in the nature of lines in the fat hands of the Owl of the Remove. 
  He had had plenty of time, since dinner, to write a hundred lines. But laziness, as was usual with Bunter, has supervened. Billy Bunter never did any work till the latest possible moment — and not then, if he could help it. 
  The expression on his fat face, and the absence of the lines, told Quelch all. The laziest and slackest member of his Form was coming there with an excuse instead of an impot . 
  Quelch had been frowning at the broken gold chain.  The frown intensified as he gave Bunter the benefit of it. 
  “Well ?” he rapped. The monosyllable came like a bullet. 
  “If—if you please, sir—” stammered Bunter. 
  “What is it? Be brief !” 
  “I—I—I haven’t done my lines, sir —”
  “I can see that !” said Mr. Quelch grimly. “Go and do them at once, Bunter!” 
  “I—I mean, I’ve done them, sir—” 
  “What?” 
  “Only—only I—I spilled some ink on them, and they—they were spoiled, sir,” explained Bunter. “I—I didn’t like to bring you a lot of inky lines, sir. But— but as I did them, sir, may I go out —” 
  “You may go out, Bunter, when you have brought a hundred lines to me, in this study !” said Mr. Quelch in a grinding voice. “But if you have actually written them, and inked them by accident —” 
   “Oh? Yes, sir’ “ said Bunter hopefully. 
  “Then you may bring me the lines as they are!” 
  “Oh !” gasped Bunter. “I— I threw them away, sir ! I—I couldn’t bring them to you with a lot of gum spilt over them —”
  “Gum? ”
  “I—I mean ink !” gasped Bunter. 
  “You mean ink !”exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in a terrifying voice. 
  “Yes, sir—smothered all over with— with ink—so I—I threw them away, and —and I was going to write the lot again, sir, but my father’s coming down to Lantham this afternoon, sir, on business, and he wanted me to go over and see him while he was there—” 
  Billy Bunter paused. 
  He had a hopeful nature, but he did not draw much encouragement from the expression on Mr. Quelch’s face. 
  It looked, to Bunter, as if Quelch doubted. 
  Bunter could not see why he should doubt.  Smithy’s father sometimes came clown to Lantham and if it was on a half holiday Smithy would cut across and tea at the Pagoda with his respected pater. That, indeed, was what had put the idea into Bunter’s head. If Mr. Vernon-Smith could come down to Lantham on business, why not Mr. Bunter? 
  It seemed reasonable enough to Bunter. It wasn’t true, certainly, but that was a mere detail with which Bunter had neither time nor inclination to bother. 
  Quelch, unfortunately, had! 
  His gimlet-eyes fixed on Bunter with so penetrating a stare that they seemed to he boring holes in the fat junior. 
  “If it is a fact that your father is at Lantham this afternoon, Bunter, and desires to see you— ”
  “Oh, yes, sir; It’s a fuf-fuf-fact —”
  “And how,” asked Mr. Quelch, with Gorgon-like, “did Mr. Bunter convey this information to you?” 
  “Eh? He mentioned it in his letter, sir— That seemed an easy one, to Bunter. “ His letter this morning, sir—“ 
  “You received no letter this morning, Bunter.” 
  “I—I mean yesterday, SIR — 
  “You received no letter yesterday, Bunter —” 
  “I—I meant to say Monday—”  
  “Neither did you receive a letter on Monday, Bunter.” 
  Billy Bunter blinked at his Form-master through his big spectacles.  He would have liked, at that moment, to shy something at him! 
  Correspondence of Remove fellows passed under the inspection of their Form-master. Bunter had rather overlooked the fact that Quelch knew whether a fellow had had a letter or not—if he remembered! 
  But who would have expected a busy beak to remember such trifles? Not Bunter, at all events! 
Bunter hadn’t had a letter that week at all, so far. Bunter knew it only too well, for he haunted the letter-rack, in the hope that his celebrated postal order might at long last, meet his longing eye. But he really had not expected Quelch to leave such a fearfully good memory. 
  He was quite at a loss, for a moment. Fibs came easily to Bunter; but even Bunter required a moment or two to think of a fresh one. 
“Well,” said Mr. Quelch, with intensified grimness. “have you any further reckless and absurd untruths to utter, Bunter ?” 
  Bunter would have liked to call him an insulting beast. This was the sort of thing he had had from Quelch before. Quelch never talked to Wharton,or Nugpnt, or Lord Mauleverer, or Mark Linley, like this—only Bunter!  This,Bunter reflected, was the sort of justice a fellow got at school! 
  “Oh, really, sir !” gasped Bunter. “What I mean is —” 
  “Well, what do you mean?” Mr. Quelch looked more like a Gorgon than ever. 
  “I—I mean, it—it wasn’t exactly a letter for me, sir !” gasped Bunter. “I mean, my brother Sammy had the letter, sir, and he told me.  It—it was Sammy’s turn to have the letter from home, sir, so— so—”
  “Indeed !”said Mr. Quelch. 
“Ye-es, indeed, sir.” 
  Bunter was hopeful again. If Bunter minor, of the Second Form, had a letter from home—or hadn’t—no doubt his Form-master, Twigg, would know; but the Remove master could not possibly know anything about letters for fags in Twigg’s Form. 
  “Very well,” said Mr. Quelch, “If Bunter minor bears out your statement, Bunter, I shall accept it.  I will send for Bunter minor—” 
  The Ananias of the Remove quaked. 
  “Shall—shall I go and—and fetch him, sir? ” he gasped, 
  “Certainly not !” said Mr. Quelch. “ I will ring for Trotter. You may remain here. Bunter.” 
  “ Oh lor’ !” 
  “What did you say, Bunter ?  ” 
  “ Oh ! Nothing, sir ?” groaned Bunter. 
  With a chance of giving Sammy the tip in advance, there was a possibility that Sammy might have backed him up. But called in and questioned, unaware of what was coming, obviously Sammy wouldn’t and couldn’t! 
  “I—I think my minor’s gone out, sir!” gasped Bunter. 
  “Trotter will ascertain.” said Mr. Quelch. 
  “I—I—I mean, it— it wasn’t a letter to Sammy, sir.” stammered Bunter. “What I really meant was, that—that my father mentioned it in a letter last week, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch rose to his feet. 
  The most trusting Form-master would hardly have believed that.          And Quelch hadn’t a trusting nature, so far as that particular member of his form was concerned, 
  He did not answer Bunter.  He opened a drawer in his writing table, and dropped the broken watch-chain into it, and closed the drawer. Then, he picked up his cane. 
  Bunter watched that proceeding with anguished apprehension. 
  “In all my career as a schoolmaster,” said Mr Quelch impressively, “I have never come upon a boy so utterly and recklessly untruthful, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, really, sir —”
  “You will not leave the House again, Bunter, until you have written your lines, and brought them to this study. And I shall now cane you severely for untruthfulness.” 
  “I-I-I say, sir —”
  “Bend over that chair, Bunter !”
  Billy Bunter gave him a blink. Then, in the lowest spirits, he bent over the chair. 
  Quelch’s cane went up, and came down. 
  Whop ! 
  “Ow !” gasped Bunter. 
  Whop ! 
  “Wow !” 
  Whop! 
  “Yow-ow-ow-wow !”
  Whopt 
  “Yaroooh !”
  Whop! 
  “Oh crikey! Yoo-hoop!” roared Bunter. 
  Whop! 
  It was a full six. 
  Whooop!  Yooop!  Oh! Wow !” 
  “You may leave my study, Bunter.” 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  “And if you do not leave it in silence, Bunter, I shall cane you again !” 
  “Oh lor’!” 
  Bunter suppressed the sounds of woe. He wriggled out of the study, and did not yelp again till he reached the end of the passage. 
Mr. Quelch sat down to a pile of Latin papers, which kept him busy til the time came to keep his appointment with the Head, and forgot the matter. 
Billy Bunter did not forget it so soon. Bunter had six good reasons for remembering. 


                                   THE THIRD CHAPTER. 


                                      Trouble at Highcliffe 


“HALLO, hallo, hallo!  We’re early !” 
  “Fathead!“ remarked Johnny Bull. 
  Five cheery cyclists pedalled up to the gates of Highcliffe School. 
At three o’clock the two Fourth Formers of Highcliffe were to be standing outside those gates with their bikes, ready to join up with the Greyfriars party.  But a quarter to three was chiming as they arrived — early. 
  Harry Wharton had timed the run to be on time. But Bob Cherry had put paid to that.  Coming through Courtfield the Removites had sighted Solly Lazarus and WilIy Wickers, of Courtfield County School, also on bikes. Bob naturally had raced them. That spring afternoon—as on most other afternoons and mornings—Bob Cherry was bursting with energy. 
  As Bob raced, of course, his comrades raced, and in a couple of miles they dropped Wickers and Solly and behind. Which was satisfactory, but landed them at Highcliffe a quarter of an hour before their friends expected them. 
  So as they dismounted they saw no sign of Courtenay or Rupert de Courcy anywhere near the gates. 
  Better early than late, anyhow.” said Bob cheerfully as he jumped down. 
  “The early bird saves stitch in time from going’ longest to the well.” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Bob Cherry chuckled. 
  “That jolly old moonshee at Bhanipur, who taught you English. was a whale on proverbs, Inky,” he remarked. 
  “‘The whalefulness was terrific,” assented the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
“There is preposterous and absurd wisdom in idiotic proverbs, my esteemed Bob.” 
  The Famous Five turned in at the gates. Three fellows were loafng there, with their hands in their pockets, and they turned supercilious glances on the Greyfriars fellows. 
  Bob bestowed a warlike look at once on Ponsonby, Gadsby and Monson. Pon, especially. Bob could never see Pon without wanting to punch his nose. In point of fact, he had punched it more than once. 
  But Wharton gave him a warning look. They were there to see Highcliffe friends— not for a row with Highcliffe enemies. 
  Bob suppressed his desire to punch Pon’s handsome Greek nose.  He limited himself to a glare, in return for Ponsonby ‘s supercilious stare. 
  The chums of Greyfriars intended to leave their machines at the porter’s lodge, and walk up to the House. Pon & Co. moved to get in the way, and the Famous Five carefully wheeled round them.  It
was like Pon to make himself as unpleasant as he could when the Co. had arrived on a friendly visit. He honoured all five of them with his deep dislike— though he disliked them, perhaps, a little less bitterly than he did Courtenay, the captain of the Highcliffe Fourth. Cecil Ponnby was rather free and liberal with his dislikes.  He disliked many people, and liked none—not even his own knutty pals. 
  “What do those bargees want here ?” asked Ponsonby, addressing Gadsby and Monson, but loud enough for the five to hear. 
  “Goodness knows !” said Gadsby. “They’re the sort of bounders that will butt in anywhere.” 
  “They can’t know anybody here,” said Monson, shakiug his head. “A Highcliffe man would get into a row rather, if it came out that he knew outsiders like that.” 
  Bob Cherry’s blue eyes began to blaze; and Johnny Bull set his teeth, with a look on his face rather like that of the “tyke “of his native county. 
  “Come on !” muttered Harry. “No rags, you fellows! What do those silly asses matter, anyhow ?” 
  Ponsonby & Co., of course, were well aware that the five were friends of his Form captain. and guessed easily enough why they were there.  His remarks were not due to ignorance, but to a desire to irritate. On his native heath, so to speak, Pon was not averse to a row, even with such hard hitters as the Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remove.  There were a crowd of Highcliffians at hand, and his Form-master, Mr. Mobbs, could be seen walking in the quad. A row would be awkward for Courtenay—and the amiable Pon liked to make matters as awkward as possible for Courtenay. So he smiled to his friends, and they followed the fellows wheeling the bikes. 
  Bob had remarked that it was better to be early than late, which was no doubt true; but it was unfortunate, all the same. Their friends were not to be seen, and their enemies were on the spot. 
  It is said that it takes two to make a quarrel, but it also takes two to keep the peace. With one party resolved on trouble it was not easy for the othr party to steer clear. 
  “Oh, I know who they are now !”  said the cheery Pon. “They belong to Greyfriars. Guess how I know that?” 
  “How?” asked Gadsby, while Monson grinned. 
  “They don’t wash.” explained Pon. “Nobody washes at Greyfriars. You can always tell a Greyfriars man that way.” 
  Gadsby and Monson chuckled as five faces reddened. 
  “You cheeky fathead !”  roared Johnny Bull. 
  “Shut up, old man !”  said Harry hastily.
  “I’ve a jolly good mind—”  
  “Chuck it !”  said Frank Nugent. “Can’t you see that cad’s trying to draw us? Give it a miss !”  
  Johnny Bull expressed his feelings by a snort, but consented to “chuck it.” The juniors parked the machines at the porters lodge, with red faces, and turned to walk away, and found Pon & Co. in their path. 
  “Excuse me.” Said Pon politely “Are you goin’ up to the House?” 
  “Yes,” said Harry curtly. 
  “Well, look here !”  said Pon, in an engaging tone. “The porter will fix you up with hot water an’ soap and things. Why not have a wash before you show yourself at the House?” 
  Harry Wharton breathed hard and deep. 
  “I mean to say,” explained Pon airily, “that we’re rather particular about such things at Highcliffe. You’d hardly understand, of course, belongin’ to Greyfriars, but take it from me. I’m speakin’ wholly on your own account. The fellows will stare, you know, at a lot of dirty kids” 
  “Ha, ha, ha I” yelled Gadsby and Monson. 
  They were quite proud of their Pon. His badinage, if not elegant, at least had the desired effect of “drawing” the Greyfriars fellows. 
  “Will you let us pass, you cheeky fool?” asked the captain of the Greyfriars Remove, with gleaming eyes.  He had counselled peace, but peace was departing from his thoughts, to judge by the look on his face. 
  “Won’t you take a friendly tip ?”’ urged Pon. “There’s Mobby, our beak,yonder—you’ll have to pass him. What’s he goin’ to think of fellows who look ai if they haven’t washed their necks for weeks ?”  
  “Months “ said Gadsby. 
  “Years !”  said Nonson. 
  Johnny Bull pushed back his cuffs. Johnny, like most Yorkshiremen. was patient, up to a certain point; but beyond that point he was not to be argued with. 
  “Hold on !”  Wharton made a last effort. 
  “Rot !”  said Johnny. “Those cheeky cads are after a row, and they won’t chuck it unless we nake them. You fellows needn’t handle them if you don’t want to—if I can’t handle three nincompoops like that on my own, I’d be ashamed to show my face in Yorkshire again.” 
  With which remark Johnny Bull, sturdy and stocky, advanced on the three elegant knuts of Highcliffc rather like a bulldog on three poms. 
  “Get out of the way !”  he rapped. Pon & Co., in point of fact, felt their courage fail them a little, now that it hooked like punching. But the attention of twenty fellows in the quad had now been drawn to the scene, and some of them were coming up—among them Drury, Merton, and Vavasour, members of Pon’s own select circle. And Mr. Mobbs was glancing in their direction. So Pon & Co., not without misgivings, stood their ground. 
  Johnny Bull did not repeat his words, neither did he stop.  He marched right on—right into Pon & Co. 
  They shoved him back—and the next moment wished they hadn’t.  Johnny’s right toppled Pon over on one side—his left toppled Monson over on the other.  Gadsby jumped back in time. 
  “Oh !”  gasped Pon, as he sat. 
  “Ooogh !”  gurgled Monson, as he sprawled 
  “Come on !”  said Johnny Bull calmly. ‘You dashed ruffian!” gasped Gadsbv. 
  “Hallo ! You want one?”  asked Johnny, stepping towards him. Gadsby made a backward jump, as actively as a kangaroo. 
Ponsonby staggered to his feet. His face was red with rage. So long as it was tongue-warfare Pon had had the best of it; but at the first punch that happy state of affairs came to a sudden end. Superb superciliousness was rather dashed by being knocked over headlong on the earth. Pon was now neither superb nor supercilious; he was spluttering with rage .
  “Collar those cads!” he yelled. 
  “Barge those bargees out!” shouted Drury, coming up at a run. 
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  “Absolutely !” exclaimed Vavasour. 
  “Oh, my hat !” murmured Bob. “ This looks like a shindy!  Stand together !” 
  For a moment or two it looked like a terrific shindy—all Pon’s friends gathering round him, other fellows looking on without interfering.  But a bony figure in cap and gown came whisking up, and the shrill voice of Mr. Mobbs, master of the Highcliffe Fourth, was heard. 
  “What is this?  What is this disturbance?  Cease this disturbance instantly!  Do you hear me?  Instantly !” 

                             THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                   Pleasant for Pon! 

FRANK COURTENAY, captain of the Highcliffe Fourth, came out of the House, with his pal De Courcy, otherwise the Caterpillar. 
  Courtenay looked very cheerful—looking forward to a long spin over hill and dale.  The Caterpillar looked as cheerful as he could.  The slacker of Highcliffe never said no to his more energetic chum, which was a good thing for him: but his natural taste ran rather to a well padded armchair than to the saddle of a whizzing bike. 
  They were about to head for the bicycle house, when the row at the school gates drew their attention, 
  “Somethin’s on, old bean !” drawled the Caterpillar. “There goes Mobby— whiskin’.  The little man seems full of beans !”
  Courtenay looked across the quad. 
  “Not our friends. ” he said “They’re not due yet—”
  “I fancy I spot a Greyfriars tile, all the same.” 
  “Oh !” exclaimed Courtenay. He started for the gates at a run, followed at a more leisurely pace by the Caterpillar. 
  Courtenay covered the ground quickly.  He could see now that a bunch of Greyfriars fellows stood in the midst of the Highcliffe crowd. Evidently they had arrived early; and a glimpse of Ponsonby’s furious face was enough to tell him how matters lay.  He arrived on the scene only a moment or two after Mr. Mobbs. 
  Mobbs was squeaking emphatically: 
  “Ponsonby!  Gadsby!  Stand back at once!  I forbid you—do you hear, I forbid you—to enter into a disgraceful scuffle with these—these persons it
  “Oh, don’t worry, sir !” said Johnuy Bull sarcastically. “ Pon isn’t. in a hurry for the punching to begin !”
  “What—what ? Si1ence it exclaimed Mr. Mobbs.  Ponsonby, stand back—I will not allow you to enter into conflict with that young ruffian !” 
  No earthly inducement would have caused Pon to enter into conflict with Johnny Bull if he could possibly have helped it. Really, he did not need restraining Even with a crowd to help, he was not fearfully keen on it. Now that Mr. Mobbs was on the scene, he preferred to leave it in that gentleman’s bony hands.  Mr. Mobbs was not likely to fail to give support to the relative of a marquis and an earl. 
  “I’ve been knocked over, sir—” said Pon. 
  “I quite understand your feelings, Pononby— quite—— but you must restrain them!” said Mr. Mobbs.  “ I cannot permit you to chastise this boy yourself !” 
  “ Oh, let him get on with it, Mr. Mobbs !” said Johnny Bull. “His face would be worth a guinea a box afterwards!” 
  “Silence! I repeat—Silence!” 
  “Cheese it, Johnny, old man !” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  Grunt fron Johnny. But be “cheesed” it. 
  “What are you boys doing here?” demanded Mr. Mobbs. “You are, I think, Greyfriars boys.  Your own headmaster, as well as Dr. Voysey, would be very much annoyed by your coming here to cause a disturbance. You —”
  “It was nothing of the sort, sir !” said Harry Wharton, speaking as respectfully as he could. “We came to call on some friends here —” 
  “Nonsense ! The moment you enter these gates there is a disgraceful disturbance!” exclaimed Mr. Mobbs. “I myself saw one of you strike Ponsonby, and —”
  “These fellows are friends of mine, Mr. Mobbs !” said Courtenay, coming up a little breathless. “We’re going out on the bikes this afternoon. They have called for me.” 
  Mr. Mobbs gave him a sharp look. 
  “Your friends, if friends they are, should not come here unless they can behave themselves!” he snapped. 
  “I’ve not the slightest doubt that Ponsonby started the trouble, sir.” answered Courtenay.
  “What—what? You cannot possibly know anything about the matter, Courtenay, as you were nowhere near the spot L’ exclaimed Mr. Mobbs. “These Greyfriars boys will go away at once !  If there is any further disturbance, I shall lay a complaint before Dr. Locke, at Greyfrrars.” 
  “We never wanted any trouble, sir !”  said Ponsonby. “But if fellows come bargin’ in, pushin’ a fellow over —”
  “Quite, Ponsonby ! I shall see that they leave the school premises at once !” 
  “Please stand back—I will not permit any violence! I understand your indignation, Ponsonby, but I can permit nothing of the kind. Wharton—I think your name is Wharton—go away at once and take your friends with you !”
  It was scarcely possible to up-end a Form-master, and sit him down in the quad, or Mr. Mobbs would have been in danger all the same at that moment. 
  The Famous Five were crimson with anger and annoyance.    Ponsonby had infuriated them into a shindy, asking for it and refusing to take no for an answer ; but Mr. Mobbs, without the slightest inquiry, backed up his dear favourite Pon, and assumed that they were to blame. 
  Courtenay, still more discomfited and annoyed than the Greyfriars fellows, gave them an apologetic glance. 
  “I’m awfully sorry for you men.” He said. “Of course, I know how it is.  We’ll get the bikes and join you in the road.” 
  “Right-ho !” assented Harry Wharton. 
  “What—what?” shrilled Mr. Mobbs. “What do I hear you say, Courtenay? ”
  “Can it really be your intention to join those Greyfriars boys outside the school, after they have created this disturbance, and even assaulted one of your Form-fellows ! You will do nothing of the kind, Courtenay Neither will de Courcy—I forbid it!”
  The Famous Five, exchanging grim glances, collected their bikes had killed them out.
  They could not intervene between Courtenay and his Form- master. Up-ending Mr. Mobbs would have been satisfactory, but would certainly not have poured oil on the troubled waters.  Ponsonby—his face turned away from Mr. Mobbs— gave them a mocking grin as they went—and Gadsby laughed, 
Johnny Bull paused for a   moment—but Bob grabbed his arm, and the five went out of the gateway together. 
  Courtenay stood looking at Mr. Mobbs. His face was almost pale with anger. The Caterpillar, coming up, gave him a whimsical grin. 
  “Floored, old man!” he murmured “Keep it parked !” 
  He touched Courtenay on the arm.  He could see the burst of auger and indignation coming; and he was a little anxious for his chum. 
  Mr. Mobbs raised his bony hand. 
  “Courtenay !  Go back to the House!  You will keep within gates-—you hear me!”
  “You have no right —” broke out the captain of the Highcliffe Fourth, his eyes flashing. 
  Pon & Co. exchanged almost blissful looks.  This was really more than they could have hoped or expected.  If the captain of the Fourth was exasperated into defiance of his Form-master, it meant serious trouble for him—to the extent of going to the Head!  And Courtenay, generally quiet, reserved, self controlled, was in a blaze of indignation now. They watched him eagerly. 
  “No right !” Nr. Mobbs almost stuttered.  “Courtenay, how dare you— I repeat, how dare you use such words to your Form-master? What do you mean, Courtenay ?” 
  “Old bean— ! ” breathed the Caterpillar, pressing his chum’s arm. 
Courtenay did not heed. His cye flashed contempt at Mr. Mobbs. 
“You know what I mean, sir !”, he exclaimed.  “You know as well as I do that the Greyfriars fellows were not to blame, and that Ponsonby forced a row on them, like the cad and cur he is—” 
  “Oh gad !” breathed the Caterpillar. The thickening Highcliffe crowd stared, and some of them grinned. This was unaccustomed language for a Form-master’s ears. Nobody respected Mr. Mobbs, who was called Snobby Mobby even by the fellows to whom he toadied. Still, he was a beak. 
  His thin, meagre face reddened with anger. Mobbs, perhaps, did not quite realise that Courtenay’s words were true.  He was so accustomed to backing up his favourite, Ponsonby, that he did so as a matter of course; and, like many others, he had a way of not seeing what he did not want to see. 
  “Silence !” gasped Mr. Mobbs. “Courtenay, another word of insolence, and I will report you to Dr. Voysey. Go back to the House!  Go into the Form- room, and write five hundred lines of Virgil! Not a word!  Go !” 
  Courtenay did not move. But, his chum, wiser than he at that moment, dragged him away almost by main force. And Courtenay, after resisting that pull for a moment ot two, realised that the Caterpillar was right, and went quietly. 
  Mr. Mobbs, puffing with angry annoyance, stood in the gateway, perhaps to ensure that his commands were obeyed.  Courtenay and De Courcy disappeared into the house. 
  Pon & Co., grinning, strolled in the quad. 
  “I rather think,” remarked Pon, “that we score this time!  What?”
And his knutty pals agreed, with many chuckles, that they did! 


                           THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 


                           Billy Bunter Knows How! 

BILLY BUNTER yelped. 
  “Wow !  Ow-ow! Wow !” 
  The Fat Owl had gone to his study, Study No. 7 in the 
Remove. He had his hundred lines to write before he could get out, lest worse should befall him. He sat down at the study table— yelped, and jumped up again. “Six ” from Quelch made him unwilling to sit down. 
  “Ow!  Beast !” moaned Bunter. 
  He did not sit down to do the lines.  He roamed about the study, yelping, hi fat brow corrugated by a ferocious frown. 
  Like most plump people, Bunter was generally good tempered.  He had his faults— indeed, their name was legion! —but irate temper was not one of them. 
  Now, however, Bunter was in an extremely bad temper—the worst ever. 
  Quelch was not only a beast, but. an awful, fearful beast—the very last word in frightful, unjust beasts 
  In the first place, Bunter had had his lines for nothing—in his own opinion, at least! His “con”that morning in the Form-room had been bad—but no worse, so far as Bunter could see, than usual.  Quelch had been unreasonably annoyed when he translated “arna virumquc cano” into “the armed man and the dog.” The Removites had grinned; but Quelch had not grinned— he had given Bunter a hundred lines. 
  And now Quelch had not only refused to take his word— a most ungentlemanly thing—but had whopped him for untruthfulness. 
  And he was kept in, and those beasts, Harry Wharton & Co., were only too glad to leave him behind, after all he had done for them! 
He had one comfort. They had started unaccountably early for tea at Highcliffe. Bunter had lots of time to get there by tea-time, even if he stayed in to write his lines. 
  That was  the only ray of lght on a gloomy horizon. 
  “Beast !” groaned Bunter. Beast!  Ow ! Wow ! Beast !” 
  He set to work at last. 
  Lines travelled slowly from his pen with an accompaniment of blots and smears.  His feelings were bitter. Lines for nothing, a whopping for nothing, sticking in the study while everybody was out of doors—it was enough to make any fellow feel bitter. And a 
fellow couldn’t get his own back on a beak.  That was the worst of it! 
  Bunter would have liked to make Quelch sit up.  He would have liked to fill his inkpoi with gun, to swamp a bottle of ink into his armchair, to stick his manuscripts into the wastepaper- basket in small sections.  But those things, delightful to contemplate, were dangerous— much too dangerous for Bunter!
  Revenge is said to be sweet; but Billy Bunter did not want another whopping.  That unspeakable beast Quelch, could not be punished— it was altogether too risky. 
  Slowly, slowly the lines reeled off, Bunter grunting and groaning as they crawled and sprawled over the paper. 
  Eager as he was to get finished and get away, the fat Owl could not quite overcome his habitual laziness.  Moreover, he was feeling painful twinges from Quelch’s cane. 
  It was past four o’clock when Bunter roared the last line, and the dismal impot was done. Only the dread of being late for tea at Highcliffe caused him to get finished, even by then. 
  But it was done at last, and Billy Bunter gathered up his lines and rolled out of Study No. 1. 
  He rolled down to Masters’ Studies and tapped at Mr. Quelch’s door. 
  There was no answer from within, and he opened the door. 
  Quelch was not there. 
  Mr. Quelch had long since gone to the head. But his absence made no difference to Bunter. If a master was absent when a fellow brought his lines, the lines had to be left on his table to meet his eyes when he returned. 
  Bunter gave a grunt and rolled into the study. 
  He deposited his lines on Mr. Quelch’s table. Now he was free to go—but he did not go immediately. 
  He shut the door and blinked round the study. His little round eyes gleamed through his big round spectacles. 
  This was a chance to make Quelch “sit up ”  if his fat nerve was equal to the occasion. 
  A heap of manuscript lay on the table. Suppose the inkpot was knocked over them?  That would make Quelch sit up—he was known to be very particular about his manuscripts, for what reason, Bunter did not know. 
  He stretched a fat hand out to the inkpot. But he withdrew it again.   A sharp twinge reminded him of the whopping. 
  “Beast !” murmured Bunter. 
  The chance, really, was too good to be lost. Only, the prospect of another vhopping stood like a lion in the path. 
  Suddenly Bunter grinned. 
  An idea had flashed into his fat brain —an idea that was worthy of that podgy intellect. 
  He remembered having seen Quelch drop the broken watch-chain into a drawer of his writing table. No doubt he was going to take it to be mended some time or other.  Suppose it was missing when he went for it? 
  That would make him sit up ! 
  Billy Bunter chuckled—a fat chuckle.  Inking the papers or gumming the armchair would not do; Quelch would guess at once who had done that, for he would discover it immediately. 
  But it might be days before he looked for the watch-chain. 
He could not use it, in its present disconnected state.  He would not look for it until he was going to take it to the jeweller’s. 
  That certainly would not be today. The lapse of twenty four hours would be enough to see Bunter clear. In that space of time, a dozen fellows would have been in and out of the study. And it night be longer than that—and the longer the interval, the safer for Bunter, 
  “He, he, he!” chuckled the fat Owl. 
  Quelch would miss that chain—he would hunt for it—he would kick up a row, knowing that some fellow had been larking in his study.  But he would not know that that fellow was Bunter, so that was all right. 
  Bunter was going to hide it somewhere—where it would turn up, after a long search— after Quelch had been made thoroughly wild. 
He might stick it in Quelch’s desk, in the Form room—or inside a newspaper, in Common room— or in a prefect’s hat, in the Sixth Form lobby ! 
  He chuckled at the idea. 
  Having decided on that remarkable scheme for handing out to Quelch that which he so richly deserved, Billy Bunter pulled open the drawer into which Quelch had dropped the watch chain. 
  He blinked into that drawer. The gold chain was not to be seen. Several papers met his blink.  He realized that Quelch hind dropped papers in that drawer, and that they hid the watch-hain from sight. 
This was all the better for Bunter’s little scheme, for it meant that if thu drawer happened to be opened, the chain would not be missed at a casual glance. It would not be missed till Quelch sorted through the drawer for it. Really, things seemed to be going Bunter’s way 
  He turned over the papers, and a gleam of gold rewarded him. There lay the broken chain, in two pieces. 
  One piece was very short—it had broken near the end.  The other piece was long —nearly the whole of the chain. 
  Bunter grabbed the long section. The small section he left where it was.  He did not want both for his purpose. 
  He shut the drawer again, and slipped the chain into his pocket.      Grinning, he rolled out of Mr. Quolch’s study. 
  That that gold chain was very valuable hardly occurred to Bunter’s fat brain.  If he had thought about it, he would have supposed that it was worth a few pounds. But he did not think about that at all. 
Neither did it occur to him that a fellow who took possession of an article of value was in danger of being suspected of theft. 
  Bunter, of course, had not the remotest idea of keeping the gold chain.  He would have been horrified at the idea. 
  He was going to hide it for a jape on Quelch. That was all. It did not occur to him for a moment what would have been thought of his action, had he been caught leaving the study with the gold chain in his pocket.  Billy Bunter was not the only fathead at Greyfriars but, undoubtedly, he was the only fellow there fatheaded enough to play practical jokes with valuables. 
  Quite satisfied with himself and his proceedings, the Owl of the Remove rolled away, grinning. 
  Quelch was going to sit up ! Serve him jolly well right ! 
  He was going to hide that chain somewhere about the House, to reward Quelch after a long search. But there was no hurry for that—the hurry was to get over to Highcliffe in time for tea. Parking that chain somewhere could wait till he got back. 
  Grinning, he rolled out of the House.  Vernon-Smith and Redwing were coming in as he went out, and they both glanced at him. 
  “What’s the jolly old joke, old fat man?” asked the Bounder. 
  Billy Bunter chortled. 
  “Oh, nothing ut he answered. “He, he, he ! Don’t you ask any questions, Smithy, and I won’t tell you any lies. I may be going to make old Quelch sit up—and I may not! He, he, he ut 
  “You howling ass ut said Redwing. “Have you been playing tricks on Quelch?” 
  “Oh, no; nothing of the kind !” said Bunter hastily. “I haven’t been to his study at all. Besides, I had to go there to take my lines!” 
  “Oh, my hat !” 
  “I just popped in and popped out again.” explained Bunter astutely. “I wasn’t there long enough to do anything. If Quelch misses anything, I don’t know anything about it. How could I?” 
  And Bunter rolled on, happily satisfied that he had pulled the woo over the eyes of those two juniors— leaving Redwing staring and the Bounder grinning.


                        THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

 A Punching in Prospect! 

PONSONBY threw a half smoked cigarette into the study grate, 
yawned, and rose to his feet. Let’s get out!” he said. 
  There were four of them in Pon’s handsome and elegantly furnished study at Highcliffe— Pon and Gadsby, Monson and Vavasour. For an hour or more they had been playing bridge—without even taking the precaution to lock the study door. 
  Highcliffe was a slack school—and the prefects of the Sixth were as slack as the rest. And Mr. Mobbs never paid Pon’s quarters a surprise visit. Perhaps he trusted the excellent Pon—or perhaps he was afraid that he might make some discovery there, of which he would be forced to take notice. 
  But Pon had tired of bridge now— perhaps because he had had rather bad luck. Monson, who had had better luck, was not so tired of it, and he grunted. 
  Certainly any fellow might have been glad to get out, on a fine spring afternoon, from an atmosphere heavy with cigarette smoke. Anyhow, Pon was going out. 
  “Trot before tea—what ?” he suggested. “Might squint into the Form- room and see how the dear old Courtenay is gettin’ on.  He’s got enough to keep him busy for quite a long time. I believe the Caterpillar’s stickin’ in with him.” 
  “Silly ass !” commented Gadsby. 
  “Well, comin’ out?” asked Pon, going to the door. 
  “Too much fag, absolutely!” yawned Vavasour. 
  He moved away from the table, and dropped into an armchair. 
  “I’m not comin’ I” grunted Monson sulkily. 
  “All right—come on, Gaddy !” 
  Ponsonby and Gaddy walked out, and went down into the quad.     They strolled past the Form-room windows. 
  The window of the Fourth Form Room was wide open, and the elegant figure of the Caterpillar could be seen there. 
  De Courcy, as Pon said, was “sticking in” with his chum. Possibly lounging about idly appealed more to the Caterpillar than covering long miles on a bike, and he was not wholly sorry to cut out the spin, so far as that went. 
  Pon and Gaddy stopped at the windows and looked in, with smiling faces. 
  The Caterpillar glanced at them tolerantly. The fact that he despised the knuts of the Highcliffe Fourth did not make De Courcy any the less tolerant. But the junior seated at his desk in the Form room gave them a grim look. 
  Courtenay’s face was very dark. 
  He had a pacific nature; and, though he had in Ponsonby a bitter and unrelenting enemy, and both despised and disliked him, he generally contrived to avoid trouble with him. 
  But what had happened that afternoon had been too much for him to bear with patience. Mr. Mobbs’ bitter tongue did not worry him very much; neither did the undeserved detention and a heavy
imposition. But Pon’s line of action towards the Greyfriars visitors roused his deepest anger. 
  It was so unusual to see a black look on his face that Ponsonby started a little as he saw it, and stared. Then he grinned. 
  “Gettin’ on with the jolly old impot, old bean?” ho asked, through the open window. 
  Courtenay did not answer him, or give him a second glance.  He dropped his eyes to his work again. Five hundred lines was a heavy task, and he had plenty to do to get through before tea. 
  “Rather rough Mobby comin’ down on you like that—what?” smiled Pon. “But, dash it all, you cheeked the little man !” 
  “Travel, old bird !” murmured the Caterpillar. “You’re worryin’ us !” 
  “Come out, for a stroll, Caterpillar !” said Gadsby. 
  “Thanks no end, but I’m rather particular about the company I keep, if you don’t mind my mentionin’ it, Gaddy !” answered the Caterpillar urbanely 
  “Oh, go an’ eat coke !“ yapped Gaddy. 
  “Any message for the Greyfriars cads, if we happen to drop on them?” grinned Ponsonby. “They’ll hardly be conin’ here again.’ 
  Receiving no reply, Ponsonby sauntered away with Gadsby. 
  Courtenay’s bent brow grew darker, and the Caterpillar gave him a half- comical look. 
  “Like mc to cut after those sportsman and knock their nappers together, old thing ?“ he asked. “ Fearful fag; but I’d take the trouble to restore the smile to that frownin’ countenance !”
  “Oh, don’t be an ass !” muttered Courtenay. 
  De Courcy raised his eyebrows.  Then he grinned.  Seldom or never did his chum make a tart answer, 
  “Go it !” said the Caterpillar. “If it relieves your feelin’s to slang an old pal, don’t mind me ! I offer myself as a giddy victim on the altar of friendship.” 
  Courtenay coloured. 
  “Sorry, old man !” he said. “I say, it’s rotten for you to stick in here! You’re throwing away your half-  holiday !” 
  “Want me to go and punch Pon ?” 
  “No !” Courtenay’s eyes gleamed under his knitted brows. “I’ll look after that myself a little later.” 
  “Oh !” Ihe Caterpillar whistled. “You haven’t punched Pon this term, old man, though he’s begged for it a dozen times at least.  Goin’ to begin?” 
  “You know what he’s done ! I don’t care about the cad getting me into a row with Mobbs— he’s done that before, and I despise the pair of them too much to care a straw. I hope —” 
  “Nice hearin’ for Mobby, it he heard that !” murmured the Caterpillar. 
  “But kicking up that row with the Greyfriars fellows—getting them practically turned out of the place, when they came here on a friendly visit —” The captain of the Highcliffe Fourth breathed hard. “Mopby doesn’t like them, and he was glad of the chance; but it was all Ponsonby’s doing!  Ever since I’ve known Wharton and his friends, he’s tried to butt in and make trouble, and he would be glad to bar them off from ever dropping in at Highcliffe at all, if he could!” 
  “I know, old chap. But he’s tried that game before —”
  “This time he’s got away with it ! They can hardly come again, for a time, at least, after what happened today —even if they care to—and I can’t expect them to face that kind of thing.” Courtenay set his lips  “Do you think I’m going to let the cur get away with it, and leave it at that !”
  The Caterpillar grinned 
  “You’re such a good tempered old horse, dear boy, that I did think so— and I fancy Pon thinks the same.” He remarked. 
  “He will find out his mistake, then !”
   Courtenay resumed Latin lines. The Caterpillar, lounging at the window, grinned cheerily, as he watched Ponsonbv and Gadsby go out at the gate.  Then he winked at the pigeons in the quad. His chum’s peaceful and placable temper had failed, for once; and there was trouble in store for the cad of Highcliffe. It was rather an entertaining prospect to the Caterpillar. 
  Probably it would not have entertained Pon if he had known.  But Ponsonby was enjoying his triumph just now, and he walked out at the gates with Gaddy in cheery spirits. He had spoken at the Form-room window, of dropping on the Greyfriars fellows; but had there been any likelihood of falling in with the Famous Five, Pon would not have been taking that walk at all.  He had given Harry Wharton & Co. ample time to clear off. 
  He was far from expecting to see any Greyfriars fellow on the Highcliffe side of the town of Courtfield. 
  But it was the unexpected that happened. 
  As the two Highcliffians walked down the road towards the town, a fat figure came rolling up from the direction of Courtfield. 
  The spring sunshine was reflected on a big pair of spectacles as he came. 
  Ponsonby glanced at him, and grinned.
  “Seen that animal before, Gaddy!” he asked. 
  “It’s Bunter.”said Gaddy. 
  “Looks as if he’s comin’ to Highcliffe !”
  “ Oh gad!  Did Courtenay ask that fat bounder, as well as the other crew ” grunted Gadby. 
  “If he did, it would have been a bit safer før Bunter to come with the other cads !” remarked Ponsonby. “I shouldn’t wonder if something’ happens to that fat animal before he sees Greyfriars again.” 
  Gadsby grinned. 
  “Come on !” he said.
  And they bore down on Billy Bunter. 

                            THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 


                                  A Highcliffe Rag! 


BILLY BUNTER was tired. 
  He was cross. 
  It was not Bunter’s lucky day. Free, at long last, to start for 
Highcliffe, the fat junior rolled down to the bike-shed for Peter Todd/s bike. His own was not a going concern—but Toddy’s was; Peter always looked after his bike carefully. 
  But it transpired that Toddy’s bike was not only a going concern—it was a gone concern!  Peter had gone out that afternoon— Bunter knew that. But Peter had gone on his bike, which Bunter had not known. 
  “Beast !” Bunter remarked to the empty stand. 
  A fellow who went out on his bike, when Bunter might happen to want to borrow it, was, of course, a beast. 
  There were other bikes available— but Bunter hesitated. As Toddy was his study mate in Study No. 7, he considered that he had a claim on Toddy’s jigger. Even Bunter could not suppose that he had a claim on the others. 
  It was useless to ask a fellow to lend him one.  His treatment of a borrowed bike was a little too well known in the Remove. Bunter had even been known to leave a borrowed bike out of gates ! 
  Still, he had to have a bike. Smithys expensive jigger he dared not touch, though he would have preferred it.  He decided on Ogilvys.  Ogilvy of the Remove was a good tempered chap, and Bunter hoped that his good temper would stand the test. 
  But it was not to be!  Wheeling Ogilvys bike out, he almost ran into Ogilvy and Russell coming for their machines. 
  It proved that Robert Donald Ogilvy’s good temper did not stand the test.  He developed a sudden attack of bad temper! 
  Not only did he jerk that jigger away from Bunter, but he kicked Bunter once, twice, thrice, and would have gone on kicking him, had not the fat Owl fled and escaped the avenging boot. 
  The vicinity of the bike-shed lost its attraction for Bunter. He started on foot. Catching the motor-bus for Redclyffe, at the corner of Courtfield Common, he expended four pence on a lift past the town and was only a quarter of a mile short of Highcliffe when he left the bus. 
  Even Bunter could walk a quarter of a mile— with the prospect of a spread at the end.  He plugged on—tired, cross, and feeling that it was pretty rotten for a decent chap to have to live almost entirely among beasts. 
 However, the ancient red roofs of Highcliffe School were in sight; and he had, as yet, no doubt that the Famous Five were there, and that at tea time there was going to be a gorgeous spread in the Caterpillar’s study. 
  Bunter’s vision was limited, even with the aid of his big spectacles, and he did not recognise the two elegant saunterers who came down the road towards him as he neared Highcliffe. 
  And when they quickened their pace, and bore down on him, the fat Owl recognised Ponsonby and Gadsby and blinked at them uneasily. 
  Courtenay and the Caterpillar and their friends were friendly with Harry Wharton & Co. ; but Pon and his set were on the worst of terms with them, and with most Greyfriars fellows. Pon was rather pally with Skinner of the Remove, and sometimes with the bounder; but Greyfriars generally he honoured with his dislike and lofty scorn. A fellow like Bunter, who could not protect himself, was in danger of a ragging if he fell in with Pon & Co. with no one else at hand. 
  “I—I say, you fellows -  “ stammered Bunter, as the two came up, grinning. 
  “Fancy meetin’ you.” said Ponsonby 
affably “Goin’ to Highcliffe?” 
  “Yes, old chap !” gasped Bunter. My—my friends are there, you know.”
  “We’ll walk with you, then—if you like our company, of course.” added Ponsonby. 
  “Oh!  Yes! Rather !” gasped Bunter. 
  He would have preferred to see Pon and Gaddy walk on. Still, he was glad to see Pon so friendly. 
  As for Gadsby, he stared at his great leader. He had supposed that Pon intended a rag, as it was perfectly safe to rag a fat and helpless fellow like Bunter. So he was surprised and annoyed, 
  “Look here, Pon, don’t be a goat !” grunted Gadsby. “I’m not walkin’ with that fat freak, if you are.” 
  “Oh, really, Gadsby—” 
  “Shut up, Gaddy !” said Pon. “Where are your manners?  We’re takin’ Bunter into the school— some of the fellows might rag him if they they spotted him— we’re goin’ to see him safe.” 
  “Eh!” ejaculated the astonished Gaddy 
  “Como on, Bunter, old top,” said Ponsonby. ‘We’ll take him a short cut across the paddock and get in by the old courts.” 
  “Oh !” said Gadsby. “All right !” He understood now. 
  The playful Pon was going to rag Bunter, but he preferred to get him off the high road for that playful purpose. In the paddock there were no eyes to see, and no ears to hear. 
  “Come on, old fellow.” said Ponsonhy in his politest and most gracious tone.  Trickery came as easily as breathing to Pon. 
  Much relieved, the fat Owl rolled on between the two smiling Highcliffians. They passed through a gap in a fence and entered the paddock, shaded by trees, that adjoined the part of Highcliffe Sehool called the “old courts.” The fence was high, and once away from the gap Pon could not have desired a more unnoticed spot for his amiable purpose. 
  He slowed down, grinning at Gadsby over Bunter’s fat head. 
  “Did you say you expected to your friends at Highcliffe, Bunter!” asked Ponsonby. 
  “Yes. old chap—Wharton and his lot !” said Bunter. “They’ve gone over to tea with Courtenay. I’m rather late, owing to lines from Quelch. Of course, they’re expecting me.” 
  “I’m afraid you won’t see them, old bean.” said Ponsonby. “You see, they kicked up a row—the sort of thing one might expect from Greyfriars cads— and Mobby turned them out.” 
  “Oh !” gasped Bunter. 
  “Courtenay’s got into rather a row with Mobby, for knowin’ such rank outsiders.” went on Pon. “He objects to hooligans of that sort comin’ over to Highcliffe. So do we, don’t we, Gaddy?” 
  “We do—rather !”  agreed Gaddy. “And we object still more to a 
frwsy freak like you, old fat barrel. ”  went on Pon, in the same agreeable tone. “Don’t we, Gaddy?”
  “Ha, ha!  Yes!”  
  “Oh, really, Pon——”  
  Billy Bunter came to a halt.  He blinked at Pon on one side, and at 
Gaddy on the other. They were grinning, but their grins were not reassuring. The Owl of the Remove was alarmed— with cause. 
  “I—I say, you fellows — ”  he stammered.  It dawned on his fat brain now that he had been led into that quiet spot to be ragged. 
  Ponsonby jerked the cap off his head. 
  “Want this?” he asked. 
  “Eh? My cap! Yes, I say —”
  “Climb for it, then.” suggested Ponsonby.  He tossed the cap into the high branches of an oak, where it lodged—far beyond any climbing powers possessed by William George Bunter. 
  “Oh !”  gasped Bunter, blinking after it in dismay. “Oh, you beast !”  
   As he glared at Pon, Gadsby kicked. He gave a yelp, and spun round towards Gadsby, and Pon kicked.  Bunter yelled, and the two Highcliffians chortled. 
  “Ow ! You rotters!” howled Bunter. “Oh, you cads! Ow!  Ow !
You wouldn’t dare touch a chap if Bob Cherry was here! Ow !”  
  That remark was too true to be agreeable. It brought a bitter and malicious look to Ponsonby’s grinning face. 
  “You cheeky little fat freak !” he said. “ Akin’ for it—what ? ”
  And he made a sudden snatch at Bunter’s fat little nose; gripped it between finger and thumb, and pulled. 
  There was a spluttering yell of agony from Bunter. 
  “Ooooogh !”
  “Ha, ha, ha !”  yelled Gadsby. 
  “Ooogh!  Led go by dose !”  spluttered Bunter. “Ooogh!  Led go! Wooogh !”  
“”Ha, ha, ha !”  
Billy Bunter wriggled with pain.  The grip on his fat nose was like the grasp of a steel vice. In sheer desperation the fat Owl clenched a fat list, and hit out at Ponsonby. 
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  Pon had not expected resistance from the hapless Owl. That sudden jolt took him by surprise, landing on his handsome Greek nose from which it drew a spurt of red. 
  Ponsonby gave a yell of rage and pain, and released Bunter. The ins tant he was released Billy Bunter took In hii heels. 
  He fairly flew, to get back to the road. 
  “After him !”  raved Ponsonby. 
  They rushed in pursuit. Terror lent Bunter wings as he heard the rush of footsteps behind him. But he had no chance in the race. And he was still a dozen yards from the gap in the fence, when two pairs of hands grasped him. and rolled him over on the ground. 



                                          THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 


                                 Whose Property? 



PONSONBY dabbed his damaged nose with his handkerchief, which came away spotted with crimson. 
That punch, with Bunter’s weight behind it, had done damage.  Pon’s nose was handsome in its natural state, Now red and swelling, it did not look handsome, and felt extremely painful. Pon, who was very particular about his looks, gritted his teeth with rage as he felt over his damaged nose. 
  Bunter sprawled in the grass and roared. 
  He made an effort to scramble up, only to receive a kick from Gadsby and roll over again. 
  “I’ll slaughter that fat freak !” gasped Ponsonby. “Look at my nose!” 
  Gadsby looked at it, and grinned. 
  “ Looks rather a peach.” He remarked . 
  “Fancy that fat worm havin’ the cheek to punch a Highcliffe man LIULt
  “ I’ll make him sorry for it !” hissed Ponsonby. 
  “Ow !  Keep off, you beasts!” roared Bunter, “Ow ! Help I Rescue, Greyfriars !” he yelled frantically, in the hope of being heard on the road. 
  But there was no help or rescue for the hapless Owl of the Remove. The two Highcliffians grasped him, bumped 
him on the earth, rolled him in a puddle, smacked his head. and pulled his ears. 
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  Bunter struggled desperately in the hands of the Philistines. But his struggles were of no use. He was no match for one of them; and the two of them handled him together. 
  In a flustered, fluttered, confused and breathless state, hardly knowing whether he was on his head or his heels, the fat Owl rolled and roared. 
  All sorts of articles tumbled out of his pockets, 
  A handkerchief, long in need of washing, a chunk of toffee, sticking to a stump of pencil, a penknife with broken blades, with an ancient bullseye adhering to it, were strewn in the grass. along with half a dozen coppers that represented all Bunter’s worldly wealth. And among the other things, a length of gold chain clinked out. 
  The gleam of gold in the sunshine caught the eyes of Pon and Gaddy, though Bunter was too breathlessly confused to see anything. 
  “What the deuce—” exclaimed Ponsonby. 
  He let go the fat Owl, and picked up the gold chain.  Gadsby, in his turn, let go the spluttering Owl, and stared at it. 
  “That’s gold !” said Gadsby, in astonishment. 
  “Great pip!  That fat ass must have pinched it !” said Ponsonby, in sheer wonder 
  Obviously, it was not a schoolboy’s watch-chain.  Moreover. it was broken off at the end, and could not have been attached to a watch. 
  And Ponsonby could see at a glance what Bunter had not thought of—that it was worth a considerable sum. 
Bunter, left to himself, sat up and roared. 
  “Ow ! Beast ! Wow !  Lemme alone! Ow !” but 
  Then, as he set his spectacles straight on his fat little nose, he spotted the gold chain in Ponsonby’s hand. 
  “Here, gimme that. !” gasped Bunter.  He scrambled to his feet. 
Up to that moment he had forgotten Quelch’s gold chain in his pocket, having much more urgent matters on his mind. Now, seeing it in Ponsonby’s hands, he remembered it, and jumped up in alarm. 
Ponsonby held it high in the air, out of reach. 
  “Where did you pinch that, Bunter !” he grinned. 
  “You beast!  I never pinched it !” gasped Bunter. “Give it to me, you rotter !”
  “ Make out that it’s yours?” sneered Ponsonby. 
  “ Dirty little thief !” said Gadsby contemptuously. 
  Both the Highcliffians knew, as a matter of course, that the gold chaincould not belong to Bunter.  Even in the unlikely event of a schoolboy being the owner of the massive, old-fashioned gold watch-chain, he was not likely to carry such an article about loose in his jacket pocket. 
  As it could not possibly be Bunter’s. neither Pon nor Gadsbv doubted for a moment that he had “pinched” it.  They were not the kind of fellows to judge charitably. And, really, it was difficult to see how, otherwise, Bunter had come into possession of it. 
  The fat Owl crimsoned with rage. 
  “You — you — you beast !” gasped Bunter. “ It’s— It’s mine!” 
  “Is it ?” jeered Ponsonby. He rubbed his damaged nose and grinned— not a pleasant grin. “Well, if it’s yours, you’ll be able to prove ownership. I’ll take it to the police station.” 
  “Oh crikey ! I—I mean, it’s my Form master’s !” gasped Bunter. 
  “Not much difference.” chuckled Gadsby.
  “That sounds more like it.” agreed Ponsonby. “The sort of thing that old goat might have. You stole it from Quelch!” 
  “No !” shrieked Bunter. 
  “Did he give it to you for a birthday present?” chortled Gadsby. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “I—I—I—— It’s no business of yours !” gasped Bunter. Gimne that chain! I—I—I took it for a lark !”
  “Some lark !” chuckled Gadsby. “Fellows get six months’ hard for that sort of lark” 
  “You—you beast !” gasped Bunter. 
  He blinked at the two Highcliffians in horror. What they believed was perfectly clear. It dawned on Bunter what it looked like. 
  He realised, with terror, that Quelch might think the very same thing, if he found that the fat Owl had taken that gold chain from his study. 
  “I never pinched it !” howled Bunter. “I took it for a lark! I say, give it to me, and I’ll put It back the moment I get back to the school.” 
  “ You won’t have the chance, you fat pickpocket !” 
  “I took it for a jape on Quelch, I tell you!” stuttered Bunter. “I was going to hide it, and make him hunt for it, that’s all.” 
  Ponsonby laughed. 
  In desperation, Billy Bunter made a frantic clutch at the chain. 
Ponsonhy held it over his head, and with his left hand pushed the fat Owl back, toppling him over. 
  Bunter sat down with bump. 
  “Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. “I—I —1 say, give me that chain! Oh lor’! I wish I’d never touched it now ! Oh dear !” 
  Thieves often wish they hadn’t, when they get copped !” grinned Gadsby. 
  “You—you rotter !” panted Bunter. “I dare say you’re the sort to pinch things, but I ain’t!” 
  “What?” howled Cadsby. 
  “You may have thieves at Highcliffe—1 dare say you have!” howled Bunter. “We’re not that sort at Greyfriars, you beast !” 
  Pon and Gaddy stared at him, The fat Owl was crimson und spluttering with indignation and rage. Bunter was ruthless where tuck was concerned— nobody’s tarts or cakes were safe near Bunter. But even the fat Owl of the Remove was not obtuse enough to forget the difference between “meum” and “tuum” when it came to articles of value.
  “I say, you fellows, lemme have it back!” gasped Bunter.  Press “I tell you I was only going to hide it.  But if Quelch doesn’t find it, when he misses it, he will think it’s pinched very likely, same as you fellows did. I—I never thought of that, of course. Oh dear !”     Ponsonby, grinning, slipped the gold chain into his pocket.  Whether Bunter actually had stolen it, or whether he could possibly be so incredibly stupid as to have taken it for a practical joke, Pon could hardly make up his mind. In either case ,Pon was not going to give it back to him.  Billy Bunter watched its disappearance in utter dismay 
  “ You—you awful rotter,” he gasped, “You’re not going to keep it !”
  “Keep it !” repeated Ponsonby blankly. Certainly Pon had no idea of keeping it.
   Pon’s limit was a wide one but stealing was certainly far outside even Pon’s limit.  He glared at the fat Owl has if he could have bitten him, The expression on his face made Gadsby chuckle.
   “You fat scoundrel !” hissed Ponsonby. “I’m going to return this chain to its owner. I’m not leaving it in a thief’s hands!” 
  “1 ain’t a thief, you beast !” groaned Bunter. “I keep on telling you I took it for a lark.”
  “You can tell your Form-master that !” jeered Ponsonby. “All I know that I’ve found you with a gold chain that doesn’t belong to you. Come on Gaddy !” 
  “I say —“ shrieked Bunter. 
  The two Highcliffians walked out of the paddock. Billy Bunter blinked after them in terrified dismay. He was breathless and dishevelled from the ragging, but he hardly thought of that now. The loss of Quelch’s gold chain overwhelmed him. 
  “Oh lor’ !” groaned Bunter.
  He tottered out of the paddock.  He blinked up and down the road, but Ponsonby and Gadsby were already out of sight. The hapless fat Owl stood in the road, overwhelmed with dismay, and utterly at a loss what to do. 


                              THE NINTH CHAPTER


                                       Very Mysterious!

“HALLO, hallo, hallo !” 
   Jolly old Bunter !” 
  “ Ha, ha, ha !”
  Five cheery cyclists coming down the road in a bunch, burst into a chuckle at the sight of a fat figure sitting by the roadside near the paddock fence.
  Billy Bunter was, apparently, taking a rest
  Harry Wharton & Co.  slowed down with grinning faces.  They were coming back from the spin, when they spotted the fat Owl.
  After their abrupt departure from Highcliffe—without the friends they had called for—the Famous Five had no choice in the matter.
  Exasperated as they were by the happenings at Highcliffe, they did allow those happenings to cloud their cheery spirits for long. 
  They enjoyed an extended spin and tea at a country inn, and now they were on their homeward way. 
  They had passed Highcliffe, and were speeding on towards Courtfield, when they spotted Bunter. 
  Up to that moment they had forgotten the existence of the fat Owl. They were rather entertained to see him there. 
  Evidently, he had followed on, for the imaginary spread at Highcliffe: but he seemed to have left it rather late, as it was now long past teatime. As he was now sitting by the roadside, it looked as if the trip had tired him out, and he had stopped for a rest within sight of his goal. 
  “The fat chump!” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “ He’s not got a bike— and if he walked it, I wonder he got as far as this alive.  He will have to get a move on to get back in time for calling over.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  The cyclists jumped down. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at them through his big spectacles. He had not noticed them coming— he was sitting on the grassy bank by the paddock fence, and he’d been sitting there for more than an hour —lost in dismal dubitation. 
  He not thinking of a spread at Highcliffe now! He was not thinking 
of tea at all, though it was past tea time. For once, Billy Bunter had forgotten a meal. 
  He hardly dared return to Greyfriars without the gold chain.  He hardly dared hope that Ponsonby would give it back to him. He was scared almost out of his fat wits. 
  But his fat, dismal face brightened a little at the sight of theFamous Five. 
  He tottered off the grassy bank. 
  “I say, you fellows—” he gasped. 
  “Tired ?” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “Eh? Oh!  Yes ! No !” said Bunter vaguely. 
  “You howling ass !“ said Bob. “We told you there was no spread at Highcliffe and that we were going for a spin .” 
  “I—I say—” gasped Bunter. 
   “I you’ve got as far as this, why didn’t you keep on?” asked Frank Nugent. 
  “Been there, and found that there was nothing on ?” asked Johnny Bull, with a chuckle. 
  “Eh? Oh no!” 
  “Well, you’d better turn back now.”said Wharton “Time you startcd back for Greyfriars, old fat man.”
  “ I—I can’t!” 
  “Eh? Why not?” 
  “I —I—I say, you fellows. ” stammered Bunter. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. looket at the fat Removite a little more attentively. He looked ruffled and untidy, and his cap seemed to have disappeared.  It dawned on them that Bunter had met with an adventure —or a misadventure— on his way to Highcliffe.
  “Been in a row?” asked Bob. 
  “Eh ! Yes Never mind that!  I—I say, you fellows, will—will you come on to Highcliffe with me?” 
  “Hardly!” said the captain of the Remove. “ But what the thump do you want there? Do you still think there’s a spread going?” 
  “Oh, no! But—I—I want to see Ponsonby.” 
  “You want to see Ponsonby !” repeated Wharton. 
  “Yes ! 1—I want to—to speak to him.” groaned Bunter. “I—I’m rather afraid the beast might rag me again. If—if I went in—but—but if you fellows come in with me, it will be all right.” 
  “Oh !” said Harry. He understood Bunter’s dishevelled state now. “You’ve dropped on that cad, have you, and bagged a ragging ? ”
  “Oh dear! Yes !“ groaned Bunter. 
  “Wish we’d been around.” Said Bob. “‘But if Pon’s been ragging you, what the thump do you want to see him again for? Want some more?” 
  “No! I—I want—I—I want to—to speak to him !” groaned Bunter,      “He can’t be such a beast—even Pon.” 
  “What do you mean, if you mean anything ? ” inquired Johnny Bull. 
  “I—I mean —”
  “Well, what?” asked Harry in wonder. 
  “Oh, nothing !” 
  The Famous Five gazed at the fat junior. They understood now that Bunter had fallen in with the cad of Highcliffe and bagged a ragging. But the dismal dismay in his fat face indicated that something more than that had happened, though they had not the faintest idea what it was. And his desire to see Ponsonby again was really mysterious, 
  Billy Burner blinked at them dispiritedly. Not for his fat life did he dare to mention the missing chain. 
  Now that he understood how it looked —how it must look—he dared not. Somehow or other he had to get that wretched chain back to the drawer in Quelch’s table, unseen and unknown. If Pon would relent and let him have it back, it would be all right. That was his only chance. 
  “Look here, what’s the matter with you, Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton kindly enough “Get it off your chest !”
  “Oh, nothing ! I—I—I’m all right !” groaned Bunter. “I’m not afraid of what Quelch would think —”
  “Quelch ?” 
  “Oh, no? Not Quelch !” gasped Bunter “I—I wasn’t thinking about Quelch ! Nothing of the kind, you know! I—I say, you fellows, I—I just want to-to speak to Ponsonby. Just— just a friendly word, you know.” 
  “A friendly word—after he’s just ragged you !”said Bob. 
  “No! Yes! I mean, no ! That is—Oh lor’ !” 
  “We can’t go to Highcliffe with you, Bunter.” said Harry. “There was a row there this afternoon, and Mobby practically ordered us off. But what, for the love of Mike, do you want to go there for?” 
  “Oh, nothing !”
  “ Nothing !” yelled Bob. 
  “The meanfulness does not seem terrific, my esteemed Bunter !” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. with a look of wonder at Bunter’s fat, dismal face. 
  “I—I mean, I—I must see Pon!” gasped Bunter desperately.  “The brute won’t dare to rag if you fellows come. I told the beast he wouldn’t have dared to rag me if Bob had been there, and it made him wild —”
  “ I wish I’d been there!” said Bob savagely. “By gum, I’ll let him have it, next time I see the cad !”
  “But what do you want to see Ponsonby for?” demanded Nugent. 
  “Oh, nothing !”
  “You blithering owl —”
  “I mean, he—he might give it back to me — ” groaned Bunter. 
  “Give what back to you? Has Ponsonby taken something ?” 
  “Oh, no !” gasped Bunter. 
  “If you mean your cap— ”.
  “You silly idiot!  I don’t mean my cap!  Blow my cap! I mean— —” 
  “Well, what?”
   “N-n-nothing!  I— I—I mean — that is n-n-n-nothing — !” 
  “Is he off his rocker?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast !” 
  “Do you mean that Ponsonby’s taken something from you or not ? ” hooted Wharton. 
  “Yes! No ! I mean, yes ! That is, no !”
  “Rot !” said Johnny Bull. “Pon’s a cur, and a coward, and a rotter, but he’s not a pickpocket.  He’s not taken anything of Bunter’s.” 
  “Well, I suppose he can’t have ! But what does the fat idiot mean!” 
  “I—I—I mean—  !” stammered Bunter. 
  “Well, what ? ” 
  “N-nothing !”
  “Look here, you fat chump, stop talking rot, and come along.” said Harry.  “You can have my bike as far as Courtfield, and pick up the motor-bus there.  Come on !”
  “I—I can`t, without — ” 
  “Without what ?” yelled the captain of the Remove. 
  “Oh, nothing !” 
  “Well, if this doesn’t beat Banagher !” said Bob Cherry. “Is he wandering in his mind, or trying to pull our leg?” 
  “Beast !”
  “Are you coming, Bunter?”
  “No, you beast !”
  “You’ll be late for calling over, at this rate !” 
  “Blow calling over !” 
  “Quelch will be taking roll —!” 
  “Blow Quelch! It’s all Quelch’s fault. If the beast hadn’t whopped me, I shouldn’t have thought of it !” 
  “Of what? ” 
  “ N-n— nothing !”
  “Look here, you’d better come back to Greyfriars with us,” said the captain of the Remove. He was really concerned about the fat Owl by this time. I’ll stick you on my bike, and wheel you as far as Courtfield, if you like. Come on !  Hold the jigger, Bob, while I heave him on !” 
“Beast!  I won’t come !” hbowled Bunter. 
  The fat Owl jumped away in evident alarm.  He backed through the gap in the fence, and blinked angrily at the astonished five. 
  “Look here, Bunter —”  bawled Bob. 
  “Beast — !” hooted Bunter “Mind your own busines! Leave a fellow alone !”
  “Well if you won’t come, you won’t !” said Harry; and he remounted his bike, and the Famous Five rode on their way—leaving Billy Bunter blinking after them with a dismal and doleful blink.
                                                   — — 


                            THE TENTH CHAPTER. 


                              A Visitor at Greyfriars 

“OH, you’re back !” 
  Herbert Vernon-Smith grinned as he met the Famous Five in the quad .
  They had put up their bicycles, and were coming up to the House when Smithy cut across to intercept them. 
  His grin rather puzzled the chums of the Remove. They did not see for the moment, anything at which to grin 
  “Yes, we’re back,” said Harry. “What — !”
  “You didn’t expect a visitor?” asked the Bounder. 
  “Eh? No! Anybody dropped in?  ”
  “Highcliffe man.” said Vernon-Smith.  “He’s been here about an hour, cooling his heels in the visitors’ room. Chap named Courtenay.” 
  “Courtenay here !” exclaimed Bob. “Oh, my hat ! We’d have got in earlier if we’d known.” 
  “I’ve lent him a Holiday Annual,’” grinned Smithy. “That was an hour ago. I believe he’s still waiting.” 
  “Oh, blow !” said Bob. 
  The Famous Five hurried into the House. 
  They had felt it very awkward at Highcliffe to clear off without a word wth Courtenay, and had no doubt that Courtenay had felt the same. But there had been no help for it. 
  Evidently, the captain of the Highcliffe Fourth had come over to speak to them when they returned—and, in the circumstances, the Greyfriars fellows could hardly go into Highcliffe. That, however, had not occurred to the chums of the Remove, or they certainly would have hastened their return to the school. 
  They ran to the visitors’ room — a room on the ground floor at the end of Masters’ passage. 
  Wharton threw open the door, and a handsome junior seated near the window, with a volume open on his knee, looked round and jumped up. 
  “Courtenay, old bean — exclaimed Bob. 
  The Highcliffe junior nodded and smiled, and laid the “Holiday Annual” on the table. 
  “We had no idea—” said Harry. 
  “Of course you hadn’t” said Courtenay, smiling. “But when I got through my lines I thought I’d cut across and tell you how sorry I was for what happened this afternoon at Highcliffe.” 
  “The sorrowfulness of our esteemed selves was also terrific !” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh solemnly. 
  “Terrific and preposterous !” assented Bob Cherry; and the Highcliffe fellow laughed. 
  “I’m sure you know, Courtenay, that we never wanted a row with Ponsonby,” said Harry Wharton. “We tried our hardest to steer clear —”
  “I know that, of course. !”” said Courtenay, with a nod. “ I told Mobbs so, and got five hundred lines for my pains. Look here, you fellows, I’m awfully sorry you should have been treated so rottenly by fellows at my school. I—I thought I’d come and tell you so. I hope it’s not going to make any difference.” 
  The Co. easily understood that he was a little worried and troubled on that point. 
  Fellows who dropped into a shindy when they were paying a friendly call, and were ordered off by a Form-master, were rather liable to feel sore about it. 
  The Famous Five had, in fact, decided to steer clear of Highelillo for the rest of that term. 
  Courteney probably guessed as much. 
  They coloured a little under his inquiring glance. 
  “No difference at all, of course, old fellow!” said Harry Wharton.  “This isn’t the first time Ponsonby has barged in to make trouble, and it won’t be the last, I suppose. But — ”  
  “I was afraid there’d be a ‘but’ ” said Courtenay quietly.  “That’s really why I came over—to wash out the buts, if possible.” 
  Harry Wharton laughed. 
  “What I mean is, we’re jolly glad to see you at any time, but it might be better to meet this end.” he explained. “Pon’s scored this time, and he won’t lose another chance, and we don’t want to get you into rows with your beak.” 
  Courtenay nodded, his lips compressed a little. 
  “I quite understand.” He said. “But I’m not prepared to let Ponsonby decide whether my friends visit me at my school or not.” 
  “Um !” said Bob. “I suppose that’s what it comes to—and it’s rotten. But another row won’t help nuch.” 
  “I’m going to take measures to stop another happening of the same kind. ”said Courtenay “Mobbs, of course, can’t interfere, unless there’s trouble when you fellows come along.” 
  “But won’t there be?” asked Nugent. 
  “No !” said the Highcliffe junior quietly. “I’m going to see that there isn’t!  I’m going to have the gloves on with Ponsonby when I go back.  He seems to fancy that he’s going to get by with this, and nothing said. He is going to find out his mistake.” 
  “Oh !” said Bob. 
  “I’m going to make Pon so sorry for stirring up trouble to-day, that he won’t be in a hurry to stir up any more !” said Courienay, with a gleam in his eyes. “I think I can do it—anyhow, I’m going to try hard. If Pon knows what to expect next time, I fancy there won’t be any next time.” 
  “I—I see !” said Harry. 
  “Jolly good idea!” grinned Bob Cherry. “You won’t have a lot of trouble with Pon, except in making him come up to the scratch.” 
  On that point, the Famous Five had no doubts. And they could not help thinking Courtenay’s idea a good one. What Pon needed, in their unanimous opinion, was a jolly good hiding.  They knew that Courtenay could gave him one. And they knew, too, that Pon would not be in a hurry to ask for another. 
  “I think,” went on the Highcliffe junior, “ that you can rely on it, that next time you call Ponsontiy will keep clear of you. I think I can answer for that. So—if you can overlook what happened today— !”
  “My dear chap, that’s all right.” said Harry. “We were only thinking of keeping clear of a row at your school— but if Ponsonby keeps his distance, that’s that.” 
  “He will keep his distance next time.” said Courtenay. “I can answer for it that if you come over on Saturday, you won’t even see Ponsonby, most likely. Anyhow, he won’t barge in !” 
  “Right-as rain !”said the captain of the Remove. 
  “ We’ll fix up another spin, if you like, and tea in my study at Highcliffe, what?” said Courtenay, 
  “Done !” said the Famous Five, with one voice. 
“I’m glad!” said Courtenay.  “I know it was rotten for you fellows; but if there’s nothing more of the same kind, you can wash it all out. And you can take my word that there will be no more of it. Now I’d better be getting back—it’s not far from lock-up at Highcliffe.” 
  “Sorry yon have had to wait for us.” said Harry, as the half-dozen juniors left the visitors’ room together. “Smithy says you’ve been here an hour or more —”
  “If we’d known — ”  said Nugent. 
  “Of course you didn’t.” said Courtenay, with a smile. “It’s all right— Vernon-Smith lent me his ‘Holiday Annual,’ and the time passed all right. No harm done.” 
  The Famous Five walked down to the gates with the Highcliffe junior.  He had left his bicycle at Gosling’s lodge.  He wheeled it out, waved his hand to the Greyfriars fellows, and rode away. 
Harry Wharton & Co walked back to the house with smiling faces. They were glad to have seen Courtenay again, and to have relieved him of any doubts he might have had about their feelings on the subject of the unpleasantness at Highcliffe. And they were still more glad to know that Pon as going to get that for which he had asked. 
  “That chap has jolly good ideas.” grinned Bob Cherry. “He could wallop two Pons, one with each hand, if he put his beef into it.  A jolly good hiding is the only thing that will make Pon behave himself—and I jolly well wish I could get over to Highcliffe this evening to see it.” 
  “The seefulness would be terrifically entertaining!” agreed Hurree  Jamset Ram Singh. 
  That Ponsonby was booked for a thrashing, the chums of the Remove had no doubt; neither did they doubt that it would be a warning to him to walk more warily on future occasions.  But of what else was to follow, they certainly did not dream. 

                                                   — 


                          THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 


                                  Called to Account ! 


PONSONBY grinned. 
  He was standing at his study window, looking out into the Highcliffe quad. 
  He had a view of the distant gateway; and what he saw there seemed to entertain the cheery Pon. 
  In the gateway a fat figure appeared. 
  Its unusual circumference and the big spectacles that flashed back the spring sunset, revealed that it was William George Bunter the fat ornament of the Greyfriars Remove. 
  He seemed to be hesitating to enter. 
  Billy Bunter, at long last had made up his fat mind to roll over to Highcliffe and try his powers of persuasion on Pon. 
  But now that he had arrived at his destination, he hesitated. He was feeling rather like Daniel at the door of the lions’ den. 
  Ponsonby passed his hand over his nose—red, and a little swollen— and grinned maliciously. 
  He knew, of course, what the fat junior wanted, and he hadn’t slightest intention of giving him what he wanted, 
  The gold chain was still in Ponsonby’s pocket, and for the present it was going to remain there. 
  What he was going to do with it, +Pon had not yet decided. 
  On reflection, neither Pon nor Gaddy doubted that the fat and fatuous Owl had, as he stated, taken the article to hide for a “rag” on his Form master. 
  Pon had no objection to a rag on Mr. Quelch. He had no liking for the Remove master at Greyfriars, who had, on one occasion, boxed his ears for impertinence. 
  It was probable that Pon’s final decision would be to hand the article back to Bunter, and let him get on with his rag. 
  In the meantime, it was a pleasure to his peculiar nature to keep the hapless fat Owl on tenterhooks. 
  Bunter had punched his nose—Pon’s lofty and lordly nose ! In return, Pon was going to play with him like a cat with a mouse. 
  He grinned as he watched the distant hesitating figure in the gateway. 
  The Owl of Greyfriars hesitated to roll in, and he had cause. As he stood blinking there, Monson and Drury spotted him, and sauntered down to the gates. 
  Pon chuckled. 
  It looked to him as if Bunter was going to be sorry that he had called.  Evidently it looked the same to Bunter, for, after one uneasy blink at the two Highcliffians coming towards him, the fat junior backed out of the gateway, and disappeared from Pon’s view.  Monson and Drury, grinning, went out of the gates, and disappeared in their turn. 
  Pon chuckled.  He had no doubt that the fat Owl was being chased down the road by the playful Highcliffians. 
  “What’s the jolly old jest, dear man?” drawled a quiet voice. 
  Ponsonby spun round from the window. 
  His study door stood open, and in the doorway appeared the elegant, slim figure of the Caterpillar.  Rupert De Courcy smiled genially at him, and Pon scowled in return.
  “I don’t remember askin’ you to this study!”| he snapped. \ Does your dear leader allow you to come here?  ” he added, with a sneer. 
  “While the cat’s away the mice will play, old bean.” answered the Caterpillar gravely. \I was as bad a hat as you are Pon, before Franky came to Highcliffe, and snatched me like a jolly old brand from the burnin. ‘Member? Well, now the old sobersides has gone out and left me on my own, I’m naturally fallin into bad company. 
  “ You silly ass !” growled Ponsonby. 
  The Caternillar, still lazily smiling, leaned on the door, his hands in the pockets of his elegant bags. 
  “ Want anythin’?  ” yapped Ponsonby. 
  “Oh, quite !” 
  “ Well, what, you drawlin’ ass?  ” asked Ponsonby. 
  “Name of your second.” 
  “My what?” 
  “Second !” 
  “What the thump do you mean?” exclaimed Ponsonby irritably, 
  “Aren’t you goin’ to have a second?” inquired the Caterpillar.     “Man generally does, in a scrap.” 
  “You silly ass, I’m not scrappin’ with anybody.” 
  The Caterpillar raised his eyebrows. 
  “Then I’ve been misinformed.” He remarked, \or else you’re makin’ a mistake, old thing.  I fancy you’re makin’ a mistake.  Aren’t you scrappin with Franky?” 
  “If you mean Courtenay, no, you blitherin’ idiot !” 
  “Then there’s a misapprehension somewhere,” said the Caterpillar, with like gravity. “Franky thinks you are.” 
  Ponsonby gave him a dark look. 
  “Franky’s certainly got that impression.” declared the Caterpillar, “for he’s asked me to be his second, and to fix it up with your second. That’s why I’ve staggered in, old bean—partly because of my natural predilection for low company, and partly to ask you who’s goin’ to throw up the sponge for you when you’re licked” 
  “I’m not going to fight Conrtenay, you fool !” said Ponsonby, between his teeth. 
  “You may be right.” Assented the Caterpillar. “But as jolly old  Shakespeare remarks 
“Don’t be a fool !” 
  “As jolly old Shakespeare remarks ” continued the Caterpillar, unmoved. “‘ It may be so, and yet my inward soul persuades me it is otherwise.’ 
  “Get out !” 
  “You haven’t told me your second yet. Gaddy ?  asked the Caterpillar. Shall I fix it up with Gaddy?  Might I ask you, old man, merely as a matter of curiosity, whether you expected to get away with your dirty work to-day, and nothin’ said? ” 
  Ponsonby gritted his teeth. As a matter of fact, that was exactly what he had expected. 
  He began to!” realise that he had expected too much. 
  “You picked a row with our strenuous pa1 from Croytrsrs1” pursued the Caterpillar. “ You got them ordered off by Mobby— dear old Snobby Mobby ! You flattered yourself that you put a spoke in Franky’s wheel— quite a big nasty spoke ! Next time they call, you’ll be up to the same game, what—havin’ got away with it so nicely this time? Old Frankys such an easy goin’ fellow that you fancied it was simply pie. And, to tell you the truth,” went on the Caterpillar confidentially, “ so did I ! I was mistaken—as you are, Pon. Franky’s in a boilin’ bad temper about it !”
  “ Do you want me to barge you out of that doorway ? ”
  “Yes, if yon like.” 
  Ponsonby made a step towards the smiling Caterpillar. But he made only one step, and stopped. 
  “That’s right” said the Caterpillar, with a nod of approval. “ I can see the fightin’ blood of Ponsonbys gettin’ on the boil—but keep it for Franky, old fruit, You’ll need it when he gets back from Greyfriars !” 
  “Greyfriars !” repeated Ponsonby.  “If Courtenay went out with those cads, after what Mobbs said, he’s booked for a row !”
  His eyes gleamed. 
  “Dear man !” said the Caterpillar. “ Wash it out ! He didn’t !  He went over to their school on his jigger, to speak to them when they came in.  He’s had to wait for them, judgin’ by the 
time he’s been gone. Sorry to disappoint you, old tulip, but it’s absolutely no use droppin’ Mobby a hint ! Even Mobby can’t rag a man for ridin’ over to Greyfriars on a half-holiday, and waitin’ for fellows to come in from a spin !” 
  “If that’s all —”
  “That’s all, old bean ! Merely that and nothin’ more !” smiled De Courcy. 
  “Sorry, an’ all that, but there’s nothin’ to sneak to Mobby about. Franky may blow in any minute, and I want to have 
the matter fixed up by then, Who’s your second. Pon?  ” 
  “I’ve told you I’m not going to fight anybody !” said Ponsonby, between his teeth. 
  The Caterpillar sighed. 
  “You won t name your second ?”
  “No, you fool !” 
  “That’s that, then !” The Caterpillar detached himself from the door. “See you again, old thing, when Franky blows in !” 
  De Courcy strolled away down the passage, humming a tune. 
Ponsonby, with a black brow, slammed the door after him. 
  He walked back to the window and stared out, but he was not grinning now. He scowled blackly into the quad. 
  A few minutes later he saw De Courcy sauntering down to the gates— where he remained, evidently waiting for his chum to return from Greyfrlars. 
  Ponsonby watched him with bitter eyes. Fellows were coming in at the gates; it was getting towards lock-up. But Frank Courtenay did not appear among them. Apparently he had been delayed at Greyfriars. 
  It was not till the school porter had come to close the gate that the captain appeared, wheeling in his bicycle. 
  Ponsonby gave him his blackest scowl. 
  He had asked for it—and what he had asked for was coming to him. Judging by Pon’s look, he did not find the prospect grateful or comforting. 
                              THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 


                                                      Late! 

“BUNTER!” 
  No answer. 
  “Bunter!” repeated Mr. Quelch, looking up from his list. No fat voice answered “Adsum!  ” from the ranks of the Remove. 
  Bunter was not present. 
  Mr. Quelch compressed his lips slightly as he marked W.  G. Bunter absent.  He had had trouble enough with that fat member of his Form for one day.  Bunter, it seemed, was asking for more. 
  “Where’s that fat chump ?” muttered Peter Todd. “Anybody seen a fat rabbit about ?”
  “Then he hasn’t come in.” said Harry Wharton. “We passed him near Highcliffe, coming back, and he wouldn’t come along.” 
  “Can’t be still sticking there !” murmured Bob Cherry. 
  “Silence!” called out Wingate of the Sixth, and the Remove fellows ceased to discuss Bunter till calling-over came to an end 
  It was not uncommon for a fellow to be late for roll on a half-holiday— especially a lazy and unpunctual slacker like Billy Bunter. 
  But the Famous Five, remembering how they had left him on the Highcliffe road, could not help wondering what was “up” with the fat Owl. 
  He had had plenty of time to get in, if he had followed on when they left him. But he had not got in: which looked as if he had lingered in the vicinity of Highcliffe School—why, they had no idea. 
  It was not till the juniors were gomg up to prep that a ring was heard at the gate—followed by the arrival of William George Bunter. 
Bob Cherry turned back, on the staircase as he rolled in. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s the jolly old porpoise!” he remarked. 
  Bunter looked tired. He looked breathless.  He looked untidy —especially about the hair. He had had to come back without his cap.  and his hair had blown about in the wind. 
  “I say, you fellows, ” gasped Bunter, “did Quelch miss me at roll ? ”
  It was rather a superfluous question. The master taking roll was not likely to fail to miss an absent fellow. 
  “Yes, ass !” said Bob 
  “Oh dear ! That means going in to Quelch !” groaned Bunter. 
  “Cut in, and don’t waste any time !” suggested Bob. 
  “Look here, old chap, I—I don’t want to see Quelch!  Suppose you go in and tell him I’ve come?  ” 
  “Fathead !” 
  “Beast !”
  Billy Bunter rolled dismally away to his Form master’s study.  He did not want to see Quelch.  Apart from the penalty for cutting roll, he did not want to see him.  He dreaded that Quelch might have missed that watch-chain already. 
  It was not likely that he had missed it yet, as he could have had no occasion, so far, to look for it. Still, it was possible. 
  Had Bunter carried out his fatuous intention, and hidden the article somewhere about the House, to be found after a troublesome search, he would not have minded .
  But, in the altered circumstances, he minded very much. 
  That wretched chain had passed out of his possession.  No search within the walls of Greyfriars School could unearth an article that was over at Highcliffe. 
  Unless, and until, Ponsonby gave it up, it was gone for good!
  Quelch would think—as Pon and Gaddy had thought—that it had been “pinched ”.  That was really awful!
  Bunter’s only hope was to get it back from Pon in time. He clung to that hope—if only Quelch hadn’t missed it yet !”  
  He was quaking as he presented himself before his Form master. 
  Mr. Quelch gave him a very severe glance. The fat junior gave him an uneasy blink, but he was relieved.  Quelch only looked the same old Gorgon.  Had he missed an article of value from his study he would certainly have looked, so to speak, much more Gorgonian. He hadn’t missed it! 
  “You are late, Bunter !” said Mr. Quelch, severely. “For what reason— ” 
  “It—it wasn’t my fault, sir !” gasped Bunter. “I—I lost the motor-bus, and —and had to walk !” 
  Bunter hadn’t lost the motor-bus. He had lingered near Highchffe, till Monson and Drury, chasing him down the road, started him on the homeward path. But truth and Bunter had long been strangers. 
  “Have you been out of bounds, Bunter ? ” 
  “Oh, no, sir !  Highcliffe ain’t out of bounds on a half-holiday.” 
  “If you indeed lost the motor-bus, Bunter—” 
  “Oh, yes, sir !” 
  “—you should not have done so—”
  “I — I— I ran after it like anything, sir — !”
  “ — and you will take fifty lines, Bunter.” 
  “Oh lor’ ! I—I mean, Yes, sir.” 
  Mr. Quelch waved him away and the fat Owl left the study. 
  “Beast — he murmured as he went down the passage. 
  This, Bunter bitterly reflected, was the sort of justice a fellow got. Fifty lines for losing a motor-bus. True, he hadn’t lost the bus. But he had told Quelch he had, which came to the same thing—to Bunter ! 
  As likely as not, Quelch didn’t believe him. He was the sort of beast to doubt a fellow’s word! 
  Billy Bunter rolled away to the Remove studies.  He was in no mood for prep—with the worry of that beastly chain on his fat mind. Still, prep had to be done. 
  Some of the Removites had not yet gone into the studies—and the Bounder, in the passage, grinned as Bunter rolled up. 
  “ Had it hot !” — he inquired. 
  Bunter blinked at him. 
  “Eh? No!  It’s only lines for missing roll.” he answered. 
  “Quelch hasn’t spotted you, then?” 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Wha-a.at?” he ejaculated.  He blinked at Vernon-Smith in horror Did the Bounder know anything about that beastly chain? “Wharrer’ you mean, Smithy, you beast?” 
  The Bounder chuckled. 
  “You’ve been up to something in Quelch’s study,” he answered. “ 
you remember telling me this afternoon that you hadn’t?” 
  Bunter had forgotten ! Smithy hadn’t, and he had been wondering what the fat Owl had done in Quelch’s study. So far, there had been no news of anything from that quarter 
  “Why, you—you—you beast !” gasped Bunter “ I told you I hadn’t, as you say yourself— ”
  “Yes, that’s how 1 knew you had.”
  “Yah !” snorted Bunter. 
  He rolled on to his own study, leaving the fellows in the passage grinning. 
  Peter Todd and Tom Dutton had started in Study No. 7 when the 
fat junior came in. Bunter dropped into an armchair.  He was tired.  He had put in an uncommon amount of exertion that eventful afternoon. 
  “Quelch scalp you ? ” asked Peter, looking up. 
  “Fifty lines !” said Bunter. “ And I’ve done a hundred to-day already.  I told him I missed the motor bus, too. Lucky I caught it; though, or I should have been an hour later. I don’t believe Quelch half believed me, That’s the sort of man we’ve got for a Form- master, Toddy !” 
  “Oh, my hat !” said Toddy. 
  He resumed prep. 
  Bunter sat and took a much-needed rest, regardless of prep, for a good half hour. But he dragged his weary, fat limbs to the table at last. 
  “I suppose I shall have to give this tripe a squint !” he grunted. 
  “Better !” agreed Toddy. “Quetch sort of expects it. He gets cross when you spring an armed man and a dog on him in construe.” 
  “Rotten tripe !” growled Bunter. “What’s the good Of It, to me? I’m going into politics when I leave, and I shan’t have to talk Latin when I’m in the Cabinet.” 
  “In the Kik-kik- Cabinet !” gasped Toddy. “Oh ! Make me Solicitor General when you’re Prime Minister, old chap, will you ?” 
  “Yah !” 
  Bunter toyed with his prep. It did not look as if his “con ” would satisfy Mr. Quelch in the morning: Weightier matters were on Bunter’s mind. 
  “I—I say, Toddy —” he said at last. 
  “Don’t jaw in prep, old Fat man.” 
  “But I—I say, will you come over to Highcliffe with me, after class to-morrow ? ” asked Bunter. “I want to see Ponsonby — !”
  “I don’t!” 
  “Well, I do !” said Bunter. “You ain’t much to look at, Toddy, and you’re a bit of a fool, but you can scrap. They wouldn’t rag tf you came with me.” 
  Peter Todd looked at the fat junior across the table. Bunter had his Owu immimitablo way of asking favours. 
  “You blithering ass—” said Toddy. 
  “Oh, really, Peter ! I say, I simply must see Ponsonby—it’s awfully important. 1 may get into a fearful row otherwise. Mind, I’m not going to ask him for anything.” added Bunter cautiously. “Nothing of the kind ! He hasn’t got anything I want, and if he had, I wouldn’t ask him for it—a cad like Pon ! I—I just want to see, him, you know.” 
  “What for?” 
  “Oh, nothing !“ 
  “It’s awfully important to see Pon, for nothing?” asked Peter, staring at him.
  “Yes, old chap ! I—I mean—it’s something—that is, nothing ! Nothing at all ! You’ll come, won’t you, old fellow !” 
  “No!” said Peter. “I won’t!  And if you talk any more piffle before we’ve finished prep, I’ll biff you with the dic !” 
  “ Beast!” 
  And prep went on in Study No. 7 without any more piffle from Bunter. 

                            THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 


                                   The Coward’s Blow! 


GADSBY winked at Monson, who grinned. 
  Cecil Ponsonby, catching the wink and the grin, scowled. 
  Pon was not feeling like grinning. 
  It was after prep at Highcliffe; and there was a crowd of fellows in Ponsonby’s study. 
  After prep in that study there was sometimes bridge, and generally cigarettes. But on this particular evening, Pon had not gathered his friends about him for either card-playing or smoking. 
  He was expecting trouble. 
  The delay at Greyfriars while he waited for the Famous Five to come back from their spin had caused Frank Courtenay to return to Highcliffe only in time for calling-over. That was a respite for Pon--but only a respite. After roll, he expected to see the captain of the Fourth—but Courtenay, apparently, was leaving it till after prep. Pon nourished a faint hope that the playful Caterpillar had been pulling his leg, but that hope was very faint. 
  Many of the Fourth went down after prep; and Pon felt only too sure that the time had come, now, and that Courteney was looking for him downstairs. 
  For which reason, Pon had stayed in his study, and gathered his friends there. Gadsby and Monson, Drury and Vavasour were with him: to back him up,as he hoped, when the tussle came. Single combat had no appeal for Pon. He was the fellow to hunt for trouble, from sheer malice, and to use every trick and dodge to elude it when it cane home to him. 
  Footsteps in the passage warned him that It was coming—hence the wink of Gaddy. the grin of Monson, and Pon’s savage scowl. 
  By that time all the Highcliffe Fourth knew that a row was on. Pon’s friends had no doubt why he had gathered them in the study. But they doubted whether they were going to take any hand in the proceedings.  They doubted that very much. 
  There was a knock at the door, and it opened, to reveal the captain of the Fourth, with De Courcy standing at his elbow. 
  “Oh ! You’re here, Ponsonby !” said Courtenay quietly. 
  He stepped in. 
  Ponsonby gave him a bitter look. 
  “You’re not wanted here, Courtenay !” he said. “The same applies to you, De Courcy !”
  “Dear man !” murmured the Caterpillar. 
  He followed his chum in, carrying two pairs of boxing-gloves.  He dropped them on the table.
  Ponsonby set his lips. 
  “If you’ve come here for a row, you cads, you’re goin# to be kicked out of the study !” he said. “Get out !” 
  “Yes, get out, you know !” murmured Vavasour “A man’s study is his study,. you know. Absolutely.” 
  The captain of the Fourth did not even look at Vavasour. He fixed his eyes, coolly and contemptuously, on Ponsonby. 
  “Are you ready É” he asked quietly. “I’m ready to boot you out of my study !” snarled Ponsonby. “And every man here will lend a boot, too, if that’s what you want.” 
  “You’ve refused to name a second— ”
  “Oh, shut up !” 
  “We can scrap without seconds,if you prefer it that way .”    Courtenay threw off his jacket, and picked up a pair of gloves. “Shift the table out of the way, Caterpillar.  We shall want room.” 
  “Leave that table alone, you swab!” shouted Ponsonby fiercely, 
  “Dear man, you’ll want room !” urged the Caterpillar gently;  “You’ro goin’ to put up the scrap of your life, ain’t you?” 
  “Will you get out of my study, Courtenay É” 
  “After I’ve thrashed you, yes. Not before.” 
  Ponsonby breathed hard, and looked round at the uncertain faces of his friends. 
  “Those bargees have come here to kick up a shindy !” he said. “Lend me a hand bootin’ them out, you men !” 
  Gadsby & Co. exchanged looks. It was Pon’s desire to turn the affair into a general row between two on onc side and five on the other. But the five were much less keen than the two. 
  Frank Courtenay glanced round at the knutty circle. They were looking extremely dubious. Pon was their leader, and they were his friends and followers, but—there was a “but.” 
  “You fellows need not barge in,” said the captain of the Fourth quietly. “ I think you know that I’m not the man to kick up a shindy—rather the reverse. If you don’t know what Ponsonby has done, I’ll tell you. He picked a quarrel with my friends from Greyfriars at the gate, landed them in a row with Mobbs, and got them ordcred away. Some fellows would have got their backs up at such treatment, and turned me down for it. I’ve no doubt Ponsonby hoped they would. But I’ve been over to Greyfriars and set that right. I’ve asked the same fellows over here on Saturday, and they’re coming. I’ve got to see that Ponsonby doesn’t play the same game over again when they come on Saturday.” 
  Courtenay paused for a moment. 
  “All this term I’ve tried to steer clear of trouble with Ponsonby, and you fellows know it.” he went on. “I’ve had cause enough, and I’ve let it pass. I can’t let this pass If such a thing happens again. It means that my friends at Greyfriars will never come to see me at all—they can’t ! Well, I’m not letting Ponsonby decide that for me.” 
  “A set of rotten outsiders—” said Monson. 
  Courtenay looked at him. 
  “If you want to come first on the list, Monson, you’ve only to say that again!” he said.  “Ill be ready for you when I’m through with Ponsonby,” 
  Monson was silent. 
  “I left it with De Courcy to fix it while I went over to Greyfriars this afternoon.” Said Courtenay “Ponsonby refused. Now I’m here to deal with him, and I am not taking no for an answer. Are you ready, Ponsonby? ” 
  “I’m not goin’ to fight you,” said Ponsonby sullenly. 
  “You are!  ” 
  “Step over so the fire, Pon, old bean !” suggested the Caterpillar. 
  Ponsonby glared at him. 
  |What do you mean, you fool !” 
  “I mean to say, the fightin’ blood of the Ponsonbys seems to have gone off the boil !  Warm it up !” 
  Gadsby & Co. grinned at that suggestion. 
  “Weil, look here, this is Pon’s study !” said Drury. “You fellows get out of it, or we’ll jolly well barge you out, 
  “I don’t think you could, the whole crew of you !” said Courtenay, with cool contempt. “But we haven’t come here for a shindy. Keep clear ! There’s plenty of fellows in the Fourth to see fair play.” 
  That was clear enough to Pon & Co., for a mob of the Highcliffe Fourth were gathering in the passage round the doorway. 
  The captain of the Form had a good many more friends in the Highcliffe Fourth than Pon had. Smithson, of that Form, looked in, grinning. 
  “We’ll see fair play, all right !” he said. “You swabs barge in, and we’ll barge in fast enough!” 
  If Pon’s knutty pals had been doubtful before, they were decided now. They moved back in a group towards the study window. 
Ponsonby was left standing alone, by the table.
  The Caterpillar pulled the table aside to the wall, to leave ample space. 
  Pon turned a bitter look on his retreating friends. 
  “Are you backin’ me up? ” he snarled. 
  “Oh, draw it mild !” said Drury. “A scrap’s a scrap ! It’s man to man and you can fight, I suppose.” 
  “Absolutely !” mumbled Vavasour. 
  Gadsby and Monson looked uneasy, and stood silent. They had been with Pon in the rag at the gates. Pon, as leader, was called to account; and Monson and Gaddy were glad not to be called to account alond with him. And their opinion was that if Pon asked for this sort of thing, he had to expect it. 
  “I’m waiting, Ponsonby !” said Courtenay. 
  Ponsonby gave him a look of hate. 
  “You rotten outsider, I won’t scrap with you!  I’m not goin’ in for a hooligan row to please you. I’ll call a prefect if you don’t get out of my study .”
  He made a step towards the door.  Courtenay stepped in front of him. Smithson and his grinning friends crammed the doorway. Pon had little chance of getting out to call a prefect. 
  “Wil you put the gloves on, Ponsonby?” asked Courtenay quietly. 
  “No.” hissed Ponsonby.  “I will not!” 
  “Oh, go it, Pon !“ muttered Drury, in disgust. “Don’t funk the man!  ” 
  Ponsonby’s ears burned, but he made no reply. He backed a step or two, and the captain of the Fourth followed him up, 
  The crowd in the passage were laughing, and even has own friends, in the study, exchanged looks of contempt. 
  “Dash it all, Pon, stand up to him !” muttered Gadsby. 
  “Shut up, you fool !” 
  Ponsonby backed and backed, till he almost barged into the group at the window.  Then he stopped, panting. 
  “Will you put the gloves on ?” repeated Courtenay 
  “No !” hissed Pon.
  “Perhaps that will make you !” 
  Smack! 
  Courtenay’s hand came across Ponsonby’s face with a ringing smack that sounded through the study like a pistol shot. It was the coward's blow—and the’ dandy of Highcliffe reeled under it, his face deathly white, save where the smack left a red and burning mark. 


                      THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER 


                                         Licked ! 
PONSONBY stumbled, and Gadsby gave him a push to steady him. 
He stood panting, his eyes flaming, the red mark burning on his white cheek—all eyes on him. 
  Even then, there was a pause—and it was not till a contemptuous laugh came from the crowded juniors at the doorway, and the Caterpillar shrugged his shoulders with disdainful scorn, that Ponsonby stirred. 
  Pon was a bully, when he dared—and in every bully there is a yellow streak. In Pon it was highly developed, But though, even then, he would have dodged the penalty of this own actions if he could, he knew that it was not possible. He could not take thc coward’s blow tamely and hold up his head at Highcliffe afterwards. The fags in the Third and the Second would have jeered at him—if, indeed, they had not booted him, too.  He knew that he had to fight. 
  A dozen times that term, or more, he had displayed his bitter animosity towards his form captain, unpunished. This time he had gone a step too far, and punishment was coming to him. As he looked round, with almost haggard eyes, at the mocking faces in the doorway, and the averted faces of his own friends, he knew that he had to stand up for what what he had done, and he screwed his courage, such as it was, to the sticking point. And bitter rage and 
hatred helped him on. 
  He made a sudden spring at Courtenay, lashing out with his fist, without waiting for the gloves. A ready hand went up, and his blows were knocked aside. 
  The captain of the Fourth stepped back.
  “If you choose bare knuckles, come on !” he said quietly .
  But Pon did not choose bare knuckles!  He paused, turned to the table, and picked up the gloves. 
  “Who’s keeping time?” drawled the Caterpillar. “Gaddy, old man, trot out that big gold watch of yours.’ 
  Gadsby took out his watch to keep time. 
  Pon put on the gloves slowly.  But even Pon could not take too long, and they were on at last. 
   “Ready?” asked Gadsby. 
  “Quite !” said Courtenay, and Ponsonby snarled. 
  “Time!”
  Ponsonby hardly waited for the word to be uttered before he came on with a savage and desperate rush. 
  He knew, only too well, that be could not last. He knew that he could not stand up to punishment, and he knew that Courtenay could, and would. He had to win quickly if he was going to win at all. 
  And it happened that luck favoured him. So fierce was his sudden rush, that the captain of the Fourth gave ground a foot or two—and caught his foot in the rug, and stumbled. 
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 Pon was not the man to give him a chance to recover.  He fairly hurled himself at Courtenay hitting out furiously. his right came home, and then his left, on the captain of the Fourth, and Courtenay went to the floor with a heavy crash. 
  Ponsonby stood panting, scarcely believing in his luck. From his friends came a chirrup of glee. 
  They had not expected this—any more than Pon had! The captain of the Fourth was on his back, hard hit, panting. 
The Caterpillar, for a moment, looked serious. 
  “Man down “ gasped Monson. 
  “Absolutely !” chirruped Vavasour. 
  “Good old Pon !” exclaimed Brury. Good man !”
  Gadsby was counting. 
  Pon stood ready with a ruthless glitter in his eyes, to hit, with all his strength, if Courtenay came up to the scratch. 
  Gadsby counted quickly—perhaps too quickly. 
  “One, two, three, four, five, six, seven —”
  Pon’s eyes blazed. He was glad, for a moment, that he had been forced to fight. If Courtenay was counted out, he could not claim to go on.  He might be good for a dozen rounds more, but it he was counted out he was licked, and there was an end. 
  But Courtenay was not counted out, 
  He had had hard knocks, and a heavy crash, and he was a little dazed. But at “seven ” he struggled up. 
  Ponsonby was on him like a tiger. 
  Crash, crash, came his driving fists, as the captain of the Fourth gained his feet —crash, crash, again !” 
  But Courtenay, facing hard punishment with grim endurance, got on his feet and stalled him off.  More he could not do; but he held Pon at bay till time was called. 
  “ Time !” 
  Ponsonby dropped into a chair, and Monson fanned him with a sheet of impot paper. He had had the best of that round—far and away the best— but his exertions had almost winded him. He would not have smoked cigarettes after tea if he could have foreseen this. But he had, and the smokes were taking their revenge now.  He panted and panted. 
  “Keep that up, old man!” grinned Monson. “One more dose like that and you’ve got him beat ! By gum, you’ve got him beat !”
  Ponsonby did not speak—he wanted all his breath. But he nodded.  He had a chance anyhow. 
  “Rough luck, Franky, old man !” murmured the Caterpillar, who was also fanning his man. But one swallow don’t make a summer !”
  “Time !”called Ondiby. 
  Ponsonby stepped up quite briskly.  He tried over again his tactics in the first round. But this time his rush was stopped. 
That little accident was not likely to happen twice.  Courtenay met him with left and right, and Pon’s rush was stopped by hard punching. 
  Then Ponsonby backed off. Courtenay in the first round had taken hard knocks without flinching—but Pon, when his turn came flinched and flinched, and backed and backed. He dodged, and wound and twisted and went backwards round the study, followed up by hard punching that he could not escape. 
  “Is that a fight?” called out Smithson from the passage. 
  “No—hikin’.’ answered the Caterpillar. “Walkin’ match, dear man.” 
  “Buck up, Pon !” breathed Monson. “Stand up to him !” 
  That advice was easier to give than act upon. Monson would have flinched at the deadly rain of blows that battered on Pon’s handsome face—not very handsome now 
  Hard and fast, fast as hail, came that rain—crash, crash after crash! 
Pon was trying only to defend—forgetting attack —backing and dodging. panting and gasping. And still the rain came. 
  “Time !” 
  Ponsonby reeled to his corner and slumped into the chair. He sprawled there, streaming with perspiration, gurgling for breath. 
Courtenay stood and waited grimly. 
  Gadsby gave his pal all the time he decently could and a little more. But he could not hang it out for ever.  He had to call at last: 
  “Time !”
  Ponsonby did not stir. 
  “Time !” repeated Gadsby anxiously. Ponsonby, with an oath that startled even his friends, hurled off the gloves. 
  “I’m not goin’ on !” he panted. 
  “Pon, old man—” muttered Monson. 
  “Somebody get a hot water bottle!” yelled Smithson. “Bad case of cold feet !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Look here, Pon —!” murmured Drury. 
  “I’m done, hang you! Let mc alone !”
  “The fightin’ blood of the Ponsonbys has gone off the boil again.” said the Caterpillar gravely. “Pon, old man, don’t you think there ought to be some sort of a limit? Even you. old bean, oughtn’t to funk to this extent !” 
  Courtenay stood looking at the panting Ponsonby. 
  Pon had had some hard usuge, but less than Courtenay in the first round. But he dared not go on. The mere thought of facing those hammering fists in another round gave him panic. The captain of the Fourth curled his lip with a scorn that cut even Ponsonby to the quick. 
  “You’re not licked, you cur !” he said. 
  “But if you funk going on, let it go at that! But understand this, Ponsonby— I’m letting you off the rest, if you choose to show up as a coward. But if there’s any more of the dirty game you played to-day, you won’t be let off next time. Next time I shall thrash you till you can’t crawl, whether you funk or not. Take that as a tip, and steer clear.”   Ponsonby made no reply—save by a look of hatred and malevolence, 
  Frank Courtenay turned away without saying more and left the study. 
  The Caterpillar collected the boxing gloves, with a whimsical grin on his face. 
  “This, ” he remarked, “is a sell.  We came here for a scrap.  I am bound to remark that Pon has let us down. But perhaps one of you men would like to show that this is a fightin’ study.” He glanced inquiringly at Gadsby, Monson, Drury, and Vavasour. “ Say the word, and I’ll have the gloves on with pleasure rather than disappoint the distinguished audience in the passage.” 
  “Oh, don’t be an ass !” said Gadsby. 
  “Get out !” said Monson. 
  “I suppose I’m to take that as an answer in the negative !” sighed the Caterpillar.  He glanced round at the grinning swarm at the doorway. “Gentlemen, the show is over. Sorry you’ve come here for nothin’. This study keeps its fighting blood in a refrigerator, I believe.” 
And the Caterpillar strolled out. 
Gadsby kicked the door shut. 

                      THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 


                            Bunter on Tenterhooks! 

BILLY BUNTER, the following morning, broke a record. 
  At the breakfast table he did not concentrate his attention 
wholly and solely upon brekker. 
  Every other minute, almost, the fat junior blinked along the table through his big spectacles at the face of his Form-master. 
  Mr. Quelch breakfasted with his Form in Hall. Early in the morning Mr. Quelch was never at his bonniest.  Quelch was not old—but he was old enough to feel certain twinges when there was an east wind on a March morning. On such occasions the habitual severity of Quelch’s countenance was a little accentuated. 
Skinner declared that it was enough to take a fellow’s appetite away. It certainly did not have that effect on Bunter. 
  With all the woes and worries that he had on his fat mind. Bunter’s appetite did not fail him. In spite of all, it played up nobly. 
Nevertheless, for once the fat junior did not concentrate on grub. Grub disappeared down his capacious gullet in as large quantities as usual but at a slower rate. 
  That grim took on Quelch’s face alarmed him. 
  Of course, Quelch often looked like a Gorgon. He often looked like a gargoyle. It might mean only a twinge of rheumatism. It might mean only that Mr. Prout had been giving him some kind advice as a senior master. 
  But it might mean that Quelch had missed a certain article from the drawer of that writing table in his study. 
  If it was only rheumatism, that did not matter—to Bunter, at least. If it was only some annoyance from “Old Pompous,” that did not matter either. But if it concerned Bunter, it mattered a lot. 
  Bunter was anxious and alarmed.  He was likely to remain in a state of alarm and anxiety till he got that chain back from the cad of Highcliffe. 
  Bunter was no longer thinking of a “rag ” on Quelch. Far from that! All Bunter wanted was to get hold of that chain and put it back whence he bad taken it, and have done with the whole matter. After school he was going to see Ponsonby and try his luck. In the meantime, he could only hope fervently that the beastly thing hadn’t been missed. 
  “I say you fellows.” Bunter whispered, with his mouth full, and nearly choked. “I say, is Quelch shirty about something? ”
  “Isn’t he always?  ” murmured Skinner. 
  “I mean, have you heard of anything happening— anything missing from his study, or —or anything ?” breathed Bunter. 
  Skinner stared at him. 
  “ What have you been bagging from Quelch’s study, you fat Owl?  ” he inquired. 
  “Oh, nothing!  I haven’t even been near his study.” 
  Skinner chuckled.  His chuckle was echoed by the Bounder.  Smithy was much interested in Bunter’s anxious blinks along the Remove table. 
That the fat junior had played some trick in his Form master’s study the day before, Smithy was quite assured. Now he was able to guess what it was. The fat and fatuous Owl had bagged something ! 
Mr. Quelch glanced along the table, frowning. Remove fellows were not exactly expected to take their meals in silence.  But whispering and chuckling did not please Quelch, at least when he had a spot of rheumatism. 
  “ Bunter !” 
  “Oh !” gasped Bunter. He almost swallowed his eggspoon. “Yes, sir! I wasn’t talking to Skinner, sir. I only said —” 
“That will do, Bunter “ 
  “Oh!  Yes, sir !”
  Mr. Quelch gave him a suspicious look. His gimlet eyes seldom failed to spot anything; and certainly they had not failed to spot Bunter’s anxious blinks up the table during the day brekker. 
  That the fat Owl had something on his mind, and probably on his conscience, was quite obvious to the Remove master. 
  Bunter was silent for two or three minutes. In that space of time he blinked along at Quelch. 
  Amazing to relate, Bunter gave only half his attention to his food. 
Every fellow at the table, of course, could see that Bunter was worried and troubled.  Quelch could see it as plainly as any Remove fellow.  Grins were reflected on the faces up and down the table, though they found no reflection whatever on the face of the Remove master. That face grew more severe —more like a Gorgon’s than ever— much to Bunter’s alarm. 
  “ I say, Cherry, old chap!” whispered Bunter. 
  “Shurrup !” murmured Bob. “Quelch has his eye on you !”
  “Oh crikey !” 
  Bunter was silent again, He consumed on egg before he ventured 
on another whisper. 
  “ Wharton, old chap, know what’s up with Quelchy? ” he asked, under his breath.  “I haven’t done anything, of course. But—but—some other fellow may have, you know.  Think old Quelch knows?”         “ Quiet, fathead !” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton— ” 
  “Bunter ”— Mr. Quelch’s voice was not loud, but deep— “if you persist in chattering at the breakfast table — ”
  “It wasn’t me, sir !” gasped Bunter. “I never spoke, sir !” 
  “How dare you tell me such untruths, Bunter ! I saw you speaking to Wharton !” 
  “I mean, I—I was only asking him to pass the salt, sir,” stammered Bunter. 
  “The salt is standing beside your plate, Bunter.” 
  “Is—is it, sir? I—I mean, the pepper.” 
  “You mean the pepper?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir. I—I—I like pi-pip-pepper.” 
  There was a chortle along the Remove table.  Some of the fellows at other tables glanced round. But that chortle died away, under the freezing eye of Mr. Quelch.  He had no use for chortles. 
  “Yesterday, Bunter I caned you for untruthfulness !” said Mr. Quelch sternly. I advise you to let it be a warning to you .”
  “Oh, yes, sir!  Thank you, sir !” gasped Bunter.
  “Now be silent !” 
  “Oh, yes, sir, certainly!“ 
  Billy Bunter tried to devote his attention to his fourth egg. But he could not help stealing a blink at the stern face at the head of the table. He found a pair of gimlet eyes fixed on him, and quaked. 
  Had Quelch missed that putrid Chain?  Did he suspect Bunter? The fat junior helped himself to marmalade with a trembling fat hand. But he was too anxious to let the matter rest.
  “I say, you fellows, have you heard anything? ” he whispered at last. “Think think Quelch thinks that somebody has been larking in his study? I—I suppose you’d know, Wharton, as head boy? He Iooks awfully bad tempered.” 
  Harry Wharton had no time to answer. Mr. Quelch’s voice came down the table on its deepest note. 
  “Bunter !” 
  “Oh crikey!  I mean, yes, sir !” 
  “What did you say to Wharton, Bunter?” 
  Quelch, apparently, suspected that there was some sort of  “rag “ on. 
Incessant whispering from Bunter, and incessant grinning from the rest of the Remove, looked like it. Quelch was the last man in the world to allow anything in the nature of a rag at a table over which he presided. 
  At the Fourth Form table Temple, Dabney & Co. did almost anything they liked, under the mild eye of Mr. Capper. The Third chattered and buzzed bread pellets, and even gobbled their food under the absent minded gaze of Mr. Wiggins. But at the Remove table, under the gimlet eye of Henry Samuel Quelch, there was seldom or never anything but orderly table.
  “I —I didn’t say anything to Wharton, sir.” stammered Bunter. 
  “How dare you make an untruthful answer, Bunter?” 
  “I—I never said a word, sir !“ gasped Bunter. “You can ask Wharton, sir. He heard me.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Silence !” rapped Mr. Quelch. “I intend to know what is going on at this table!  Bunter, I shall cane you if you do not immediately repeat to me what you said a moment ago to Wharton.” 
“Oh lor’! I—I—I asked him to pass the salt, sir—I—I mean, the pepper—that is the—the mustard.” 
  “You did nothing of the kind, Bunter !”
  “Oh, yes, sir!  I—I like a little mustard with my egg—I—I mean—” Bunter stammered. Few fellows liked mustard with an egg but, in any case, Bunter had reached the marmalade stage. “I—I—I mean — ”
   “What do you mean, Bunter ?” 
  “I—I—I mean with—with my marmalade, sir,” stuttered the unhappy Owl.
  There was an irrepressible chuckle up and down the Remove table.
  Again Mr. Quelch froze it with a glare. 
  “Bunter, if you do not instantly tell me what you said — ”
  “I—I—I only said it was a fine morning, sir” groaned Bunter. “I—I never said you looked bad tempered, sir !”
  “What !”
   “Nothing of the kind, sir. I—I never thought of such a thing. I—I just said it was a beastly cold morning—I—I mean, a fine morning. I—I don’t think you look bad tempered, sir.” groaned Bunter. 
  “Boy !” 
  “I—I—I don’t really, sir !” gasped the fat Owl. “I—I think you look fearfully good tempered, sir—nice and —and—and sweet— — ”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Silence, Bunter, you will take a hundred lines for impertinence! If you speak again at the table, I shall cane you !”
  Luckily, brekker was near its end, and Billy Bunter contrived to remain silent til the finish. But he blinked very uneasily at Mr. Quelch when the Remove went out.  Catching the gimlet eye, he jumped, and bolted after the other fellows.  The gimlet eye followed him grimly—very grimly indeed. 
                                            — — - 

                          THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                   A Chance for Pon! 


CECIL PONSONBY, that morning, sat in the Fourth Form at Highcliffe School, with a sullen face, glinting, eyes, and black bitterness in his heart. 
  He gave little attention to Mr. Mobbs, his Form-master.  That
was nothing unusual. Pon was allowed to slack almost as much as he liked by “Snobby Mobby 
  Other fellows in the Highcliffe Fourth grinned when they glanced at Pon, or looked derisive or scornful. 
  Even his own knutty friend8 were not proud of Pon that day. In fact, Gadsby & Co. made little secret of the fact that they were ashamed of him. 
  Courtenay ignored him. The Caterpillar seemed to have forgotten his existence. If Pon glanced at them  — as he did several times with evil eye— they disregarded his glance. 
  The superb Pon was, in point of fact, an object of contempt. And it was likely to be a long time before the scene in his study was forgotten. 
  A fellow was entitled to steer clear of scrapping if he liked. But to hunt for trouble—to beg for it—and show the white feather when it came, was really not the thing. 
  Everybody knew that Ponsonby had deliberately engineered the shindy with the greyfriars fellows the previous day partly because he detested them but chiefly as a shrewd knock at the captain of the Fourth. He had banked on Courtenay’s patience, though he had not quite realised that, to let him get by with it. 
  Next time they came he would have played the same game over again—if allowed to do so—which meant, in effect, that he was going to break off the friendship between Courtenay and Harry Wharton & Co. Obviously they could not visit Highcliffe if a shindy happened every time they came.  It might have led to the canceling of games fixtures, which, undoubtedly, was one of Pon’s objects. 
Now Ponsonby had to throw up that game. That was bad enough, but worse than that was the fact that every fellow in the form knew why. 
  He was going to throw it up because he was afraid to carry it on. He had no other reason, and nobody supposed that he had. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. were coming over the next half-holiday to tea with Courtenay in his study. All the Fourth knew that Ponsonby would steer clear of them when they came, not because he wanted to, but because he feared to be called to account if he did not. 
  It was a humiliating and ridiculous position for Pon—especially as he was accustomed to carrying his head very high. 
  Every time he thought of the scene in the study his cheeks burned. He had deliberately provoked trouble that he could not face.  He could have kept out of it quite easily, but he had not chosen to do that. He had asked for it, begged for it, and crumpled up under it. 
His own friends were ashamed of him. And his lofty and arrogant manners and customs had made him more enemies than friends. 
When the Highcliffe Fourth went out after class Monson and Vavasour did not seem to see Pon. Drury and Monson walked out with him, but strolled away. Even Gadsby, who stuck to him, looked uncomfortable. 
  Smithson of the Fourth, passing Pon, dropped a cheery word into his ear. 
  “Funk
  Then he walked on, laughing. 
  Ponsonby affected not to hear.  Gadsby looked at him with a curling lip. Gaddy was no hero; but he would not have stood that 
  Pon tramped across the quad, his hands driven deep into his pocket, his brows knitted.  Gadsby loitered by his side. No doubt the thing would blow over, but, just at present, Pon’s friends were not proud of being seen with him. 
  “I’ll make him sorry for it!” Ponsonby muttered, at last, his voice almost choking with rage, shame, and humiliation. 
  “Who—Smithson?  ” asked Gadsby. “Let’s go after the cad now—you can lick that swab, Pon, if you can’t lick Courtenay ciin’t 
  “Hang Smithson! I’m speaking of that cad—that rotter—that—that ” Pon choked. 
  “If you mean Courtenay, you’d better let him alone !” said Gadsby dryly. “Everybody knows now that you funk the fellow—you’ve left no doubt on that subject. Why the dooce couldn’t you leave him alone if you couldn’t face him when he got his rag out? You know as well as I do that he’s steered clear of trouble with you all this term, though you’ve asked for a lot 1” 
  Ponsonby gave his friend an evil look. “He picked on me —  you and Monson were in it, too — ” 
  “We backed you up.” said Gadsbv. “and we’d do the same again, too. If he’d picked on me, I should have been booked for a Lickin, I know; but I’d have put up a scrap. So would Monson. 
  “Didn’t I put up a scrap?” said Ponsonby. 
  “Oh, yes, when he smacked your face.” Answered Gadsby, “and you pitched into him when his foot slipped, and cried off when he got going. He had harder knocks than you had, as far as it went, and you backed out! Why couldn’t you leave him alone, in the first place ? ” 
  “I can’t handle him with my hands.  ” muttered Ponsonby. “But there are lotsof other ways. I’ll make him sorry for it !” 
  “You could handle him with your hands, if you tried. It would be even chances if you stood up to him.” 
  “Oh, shut up !” 
  Gadsby shrugged his shoulders, and left his disgruntled friend.  He had had enough of Pon’s savage, sulky temper, and he was far from keen on the company of a fellow at whom the finger of scorn was pointed in his Form. 
  Ponsonby slouched away by himself. It was not like the superb Pon to want to avoid the public eye. But he wanted to avoid it now. Contempt is said to pierce even the shell of the tortoise; and Pon was by no means so thick skinned as a tortoise. 
Courtenay and the Caterpillar appeared in his view, walking and chatting together. Pon’s eyes burned at the captain of the Fourth. 
Somehow—anyhow— he was going to avenge his defeat and humiliation. Any means were good enough. But how? 
He slouched on, his hands driven deep into his pockets. In one pocket his fingers came into contact with an article he had quite forgotten. It was the gold chain he had taken from Billy Bunter. 
In the stress of what had happened since, Pon had forgotten Bunter and his “cat-and-mouse!” game with that fat youth. 
  He remembered now. It was a satisfaction to him, in his present mood, to think of the worried, terrified state of mind that Bunter must be in. 
  But the fat Owl of Greyfriars was nothing to him—Bunter was beneath his dislike. It amused him to torment the fat fool, that was all. If he could have held a similar advantage over the fellow he hated and loathed —
  Ponsonby hardly knew, himself, how the idea germinated in his mind—born of hatred and malice, and longing for revenge. But it came— and his brow grew darker, blacker, and sheer evil gleamed in his eyes. 
  Would it work ?  Pacing under the old trees, his hands in his pockets, he thought it over in all it bearings, under all its aspects. 
  That gold chain had been taken from a master’s study at Greyfriars.  Only he and Gaddy knew that Bunter had taken it. He need say nothing, he could be sure that Gaddy would say nothing, and Bunter, for his own sake, would say nothing. If the chain was not found, it would be a case of theft.
  Courtenay had been at Greyfriars School about the same time. From what Pon had heard, he had had to wait there till his friends came in.
  Where had he waited—and how long?  Had he had time and opportunity for such an act ? 
  If he had, it was only necessary for that chain to be transferred from Ponsonby’s pocket to some hiding place in Courtenay’s study ! 
  At that dreadful thought, even Pon paled a little.  Rascal has he was, unscrupulous as he was, he would have driven it from his mind— in other circumstances.  Now he did not. 
  He welcomed it; he was soon gloating over it! 
  The fellow who had humiliated him under the eyes of everyone he knew— what a retaliation on him!   The coward’s blow, the white feather, the shame that clothed him like a garment — that would be forgotten, in the tremendous sensation of a fellow expelled from Highcliffe for theft! 
  Sacked—sacked in disgrace ! Pon’s eyes gleamed and glinted. 
  When the fellow was gone, he could regain all he had lost—he had been captain of the Fourth before Courtenay came.  The fellow had been his rival, and enemy, in everything; and this was a chance to get rid of him for ever. Sacked — sacked from Highcliffe!  Courtenay sacked—in disgrace!  His eyes danced. 
  Yet even Pon, wicked as he was, had not made up his mind when the dinner-bell rang, and he went back to the house. There were grinning faces at the Fourth Farm table. 
  Pon knew why when he sat down in his accustomed place. 
  There was something under his feet— something warm!  He glanced down in surprise. It was a hot-water bottle! 
He stared at it, not catching on for a moment. Then a snigger from Smithson enlightened him. 
  “Cure for cold feet! Ha, ha !” 
  The chuckle ran up and down the table. This was a jape on Pon ! 
Savagely he kicked the hot-water bottle away. The Caterpillar was smiling—even Courtenay’s face broke into a grin. He had known nothing of Smithson’s little joke—certainly he would have had no hand in such a jest. But Ponsonbys eyes burned at  him across the table. 
  It was a settled matter now. That trifle had settled it; and Ponsonby’s mind was made up. 

                      THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                               A Blow for Bunter! 
“I SAY, you know!” 
  “Bow-wow !” 
  After class at Greyfriars that day, one urgent and important 
matter weighed on the fat mind of William George Bunter. 
He had to go over to Highcliffe, see Ponsonby, and get that miserable chain back. And he had, if he could, to dodge a ragging when he got to Highcliffe. 
  Less important matters were on the mind of Harry Wharton & Co. Merely games practice; but it seemed important enough to the chums of the Remove. So, unheeding Bunter, they went down to games practice. 
  “Beasts !” groaned Bunter. 
  He had to go. His misgivings that morning had proved to be unfounded— nothing, so far, had been missed by Quelch. Nothing, at all events, had been heard of it—and there was no doubt that everybody would hear when the discovery was made.  There was still time, if that unspeakable beast ponsonby let him have the chain. 
Games practice claiming most of the Remove, Billy Bunter had, at least, a chance to borrow a bike. He selected Frank Nugent’s— chiefly because Nugent was the best-tempered fellow in the Remove, and least likely to boot him. 
  Having wheeled Nugent’s bike out, the fat Owl mounted, and rode away for Highcliffe on his own. 
  His misgivings were deep. Pon might, or might not, hand over the chain; but whether he got the chain or not, it was very probable that he would get another ragging. But the hapless fat Owl had to take his chance. 
  He rode past Courtfield, and followed the Highcliffe road; but when Highcliffe School caine in sight, his podgy heart almost failed him. 
  He slowed down.  His eyes, and his spectacles, fell on a well dressed figure strolling on the road, between the school gates and the fence of the paddock where Bunter had had his misadventure. 
  “That beast !” breathed Bunter. 
  It was Cecil Ponsonby—anal he was alone ! 
  That was so much to the good, at all events. Bunter was able to see the beast and speak to him without going into Highcliffe at all, and without running into a gang of the young rascals. The fat Owl brightened considerably. 
  Nothing could have been better for Bunter, in fact. He even wondered whether Pon had guessed that he might come over, and walked out to meet him on the road after class— really, it looked like it. 
  As a matter of fact, it meant exactly that! 
  Pon was strolling to and fro, evidently waiting for somebody to to appear.  Bunter hoped that he was the expected person. 
  Clearly, he was—for as soon as Ponsonby spotted Bunter on the bike, he came quickly towards the fat junior. 
  Billy Bunter jumped down.  The farther from Highcliffe that the interview took place, the safer for Bunter.  He waited for Pon to come up. 
   He.  blinked uneasily at the dandy of Highcliffe as he came. If the brute was going to rag, Bunter could not stop him. 
  To his immense relief, Pon did not look like ragging. He gave the Owl of Greyfriars a nod. 
“I was rather expectin’ to see you.” He remarked. “I’ve been waitin’ since class.” 
  “I—I thought I’d come !” stammered Bunter. “I—I say, let me have it— ”
  “Step in here ” said Ponsonby, movmg towards the gap in the paddock fcnce. 
  “I—I say—I—I’d rather stay here, old chap !” mumbled Bunter.  He hadn’t forgotten stepping into that paddock the previous afternoon. 
  “ Please yourself,” answered Ponsonby carelessly. “But if the other fellows come along and spot you——” 
  “I—I—I’ll come.” 
  Bunter leaned the bike on the fence and stepped through the gap after  Ponsonby. 
  Within the fence he was out of sight from the road—and there he stopped. He was  not going farther, if that was Pon’s game . 
  But that was not Pon’s game. Bunter was not likely to guess what Pon’s scheme was now. 
  The dandy of Highcliffe  leaned on the fence, his hands in his pockets, regarding the fat Owl with a smiling face. Bunter did not trust Pon’s smiles  —and he  watched him warily. 
  “I—I say, you’re going to let me have it back, Pon? ” he pleaded. “I say, old Quelch hasn’t missed it yet.  I only want to put it back.” 
  “If that’s so, it’s all right.” drawled Ponsonby. 
  “I—I give you my word !” gasped Bunter. 
  “That’s worth a lot, isn’t it !” said Ponsonby. “Don’t be an ass ! Look here, you said that that chain belonged to your Form-master Quelch !  If it does, how did you get hold of it ? ” 
  “Thc beast whopped me !” explained Bunter. “I—I thought I’d get even with him, by hiding that chain— and— and — ”
  “How did you get at it, then?” 
  “You see, it’s broken—that’s why he wasn’t using it, I suppose.  He had it in his hand when I went to his study t speak about my lines.  He chucked it into a drawer of his table when he was going to whop me. So—so that’ s how I knew. And—and when I took in my lines, he wasn’t there, so—so — ” 
  “So , you pinched it?” 
  “Beast—I mean, no, old chap! I took it for a lark !” groaned Bunter. “ I wish I hadn’t now ! Don’t I just !” 
  Ponsonby was scanning the fat junior’s face as he spoke. 
He could see that this was the truth, and he knew how the gold chain had fallen into Bunter’s hands. Mr. Quelch had left it in an unlocked drawer in his study, and left the study. Anybody might have taken it. No one could know, except Bunter, at what precise time it had been taken. 
  “If I get it back before Quelch looks for it, it’s all right, you see?” pursued Bunter. “I—I say, be a good chap and let me have it !” 
  “You’ve kept it dark?” asked Ponsonby. 
  “ Eh! Of course !” Bunter blinked at him. “Think I‘d tell anybody?” 
  Ponsonby laughed 
  “Hardly ! Well, that’s all right, then. You’ve only got to put it back, and no harm’s done. 
  “That’s it !” gasped Bunter, in immense relief. “That’s all, Pon !”                “Oh, there was somethin’ I wanted to ask you, Bunter,” said Ponsonby casually “I dare say you knew there was a row at Highcliffe yesterday, when Wharton and his gang came over — ”
  “Eh? Yes!  But I say, about that chain —” 
  “I’ve heard that Courtenay went over to see them afterwards, and that there was rather a row at Greyfriars! Is that so?” 
  It did not occur to Bunter that Pon had heard nothing of the kind but was fishing for information. 
  “ Oh, no !” he answered. “ I wasn’t there, but I heard that Courtenay came over, and had to wait till they came in. I never heard of any row.” 
  “He just waited for Wharton in his study ?” 
  “Oh, no, he wouldn’t go up to a study if a fellow wasn’t there,” answered Bunter. “He waited in the visitors’ room, of course.” 
  Ponsonby’s eyes gleamed.  He had visited Skinner of the Remove more than once, and knew a good deal about the interior topography of Greyfriars. He knew that the visitors’ room, where he had sometimes waited himself, was at the end of the corridor on which the Masters’ studies opened. 
  He knew enough now—and he did not desire to excite Bunter’s suspicions by pursuing the subject.  He let it drop it that. 
  “I say, old chap, I’ve got to get back !” mumbled Bunter. “I say, hand it over, like a good chap!  I say — ” 
  Ponsonby’s face hardened. The look that came over it made him seem for the moment twenty years older. Even the hard-hearted, unscrupulous rascal of Highcliffe, did not like what he was doing.      But he did it! 
  “Hand over what?” he asked. 
  Bunter stared at him. 
  “Eh? The chain, of course pt 
  “What chain ?” 
  “You silly idiot, Quelch’s chain ! Wharrer you mean? ” 
  “I want to know what you mean !” 
  Billy Bunter’s little round eyes almost popped through his big round spectacles as he stared at Ponsonby. 
  “G-g-gone mad?” he stammered, “You’ve got Quelch’s chain! You know you took it from me in this paddock yesterday !”
  “I think you’d find it rather hard to prove that !” 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “Don’t you ? ”
  “Why, Gadsby knows— he was there !” shrieked Bunter. 
  “You’d find it hard to prove that, either.” 
  Billy Bunter leaned weakly against the paddock fence. 
  He stared at Ponsonby in horror and utter dismay. That awful rotter meant to keep the chain and make out that he had never had it. Bunter’s fat brain swam. 
  “Oh !” he gasped. “You—you awful tick!  You jolly well know—” He gurgled.  “Look here, I’ll tell Quelch that !”
   “You can tell your beak anythin’ you like, if he finds out that you’ve pinched his chain ! For your own sake, I’d advise you to keep it dark. Please yourself, of course .”
  Ponsonby stepped out of the gap into the road and walked back to Highcliffe. He left Billy Bunter in a state of collapse. 
  It was ten minutes or more before the hapless Owl of the Remove dragged himself back to the bicycle. He hardly knew how he got back to Greyfriars. Billy Bunter’s fatuous fat headedness had landed him in many a scrape; but never into so disastrous a scrape as this. 


                        THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER. 


                        What’s The Matter With Bunter? 

“SEEN Bunter? ”
  “Lots of times !” 
  “Fathead!  Know where he is ?” 
  “Quite !” 
  “Will you tell me, then, fathead?” 
  “That,” said Peter Todd, “depends.” He eyed Nugent of the Remove. He had last seen Frank Nugent at games practice when he had looked as cheery and good-tempered as usual. Now it was after tea; and Nugent’s mood seemed to have changed. So far from looking good-tempered, he looked quite bad-tempered and rather excited. 
  The fact that he had a cricket stump gripped in his hand looked as much us he wanted to see Bunter, it would be to Bunter’s benefit to avoid an interview 
  “You howling ass !” said Nugent, glaring at Peter. “What do you mean,  if you’ve got sense enough to mean anything?” 
  “Exactly what I say cia answered Toddy. “It depends If you’re going to whop Bunter with that stump, I feel sure that Bunter would rather I didn’t mention where he was. What do you think?” 
  Peter, in the doorway of Study No. 7, smiled genially at Nugent as he inquired. Remove fellows, in the passage, grinned. Nugent glared. 
“I’m going to whop him till he bursts !” he roared. “He’s had my bike out, and brought it back smothered with mud with a bent pedal and a puncture. I’m going to give him a tip about borrowing a fellow’s jigger, see? Is he in the study? ”
  Looking past Peter, Nugent could see nothing of the fat Owl in Study No. 7. Still Bunter might have taken cover. 
  “Sure Bunter had it ? ” asked Peter.  “Mustn’t whop even Bunter on suspicion !”
  “Of course it was Bunter, fathead! Think anybody else would treat a jigger like that? If it wasn’t, he can tell me so .” 
  “Give him a chance before you start in with the stump, what? ” suggested Peter amicably. 
  “I say, I never had it, Nugent,” came a fat squeak from the study. 
  “Oh ! You’re there !” roared Nugent, and he shoved Peter to one side and tramped into Study No. 7.  “Where are you, you fat freak ?” 
“Beast !” 
  The voice came from the armchair, the high back of which turned towards the door.  Nugent stepped round it. 
  In the armchair reposed the fat figure of William George Bunter. He was slumped there in a dismal heap, with an attitude and look of such utter dejection that Nugent was rather disarmed. 
  Something seemed to be amiss with Billy Bunter. Instead of hooking him out of the armchair, and laying on the cricket stump, Nugent stared at him. 
  Bunter did not move.  He blinked back dismally at Nugent. 
  “Leave a fellow alone, you beast !” he mumbled. “I never had your bike! I’d have asked you, too, only you were at games practice. I haven’t punctured it, either.” 
  “Who did, then ?” hooted Nugent. 
  “How should I know? I know there weren’t any puncture in it when I put it back in the shed. Besides, it was punctured before I had it. I noticed that at ouc when I took it off the stand. Not that I had it, you know. I—I havn’t been out on a bike since class at all ” 
  “Isn’t he a cough-drop?” said Peter Todd admiringly. “How does he do it?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha! ” 
  “You fat villain !” said Nugent, “You’ve mucked it up with mud, bent the pedal, and punctured it !” 
  “I haven’t! ” howled Bunter. “I think it was Smithy had it. I—I saw him hanging about the bike-shed.” 
  “Why, you fat villain !” exclaimed the Bounder, in the doorway. 
  “Oh. I—I didn’t see you there, Smithy! I—I mean, it was Newland had it ; I saw him hanging about the bike-shed. I think he had it, Nugent. —in fact. I know he had. I saw him wheeling it out, and said —  Keep off, you !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “And I had a tumble, too !” said Bunter, pathetically. “Skidded over, and came down wallop! Oh dear I Don’t you pitch into me, you beast, because Smithy had your bike—I mean, Newland ! I’ve got it coming from Quelch, too! Oh crikey !” 
  Frank Nugent eyed him.  He was naturally rather in a state of excitement over the state of the borrowed bike.  But he could see that the fat Owl was in trouble of some kind.  The good temper on which Bunter had relied came to the rescue, and Nugent lowered the stump. 
  “What’s the matter with you, old fat man ? ” he asked. “I knew you’d had a tumble, when I saw the bike. Hurt?” 
  “Yes! No!  I mean, yes! Fearfully hurt !  I’ve broken my leg, I think 
—at least, I’ve got an awful pain in it !” 
  “Which leg?” 
  “I—I forget—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” came a yell. 
  A dozen fellows had gathered round Study No. 7 at the sight of Nugent with the cricket stump. They seemed rather entertained. 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at “ groaned Bunter. “You might be sympathetic when a fellow’s in an awful scrape ! Oh dear !”
  “You howhing ass !” said Nugent. “What scrape are you in?” 
  “Oh, nothing !” said Bunter hastily. “Nothing at all! I’m not afraid of Quelch getting after me, or anything like that !” 
  “Oh crumbs !” 
  “Ha, ha. ha I” roared the Bounder. “He was larking in Quelch’s study yesterday, I know. He bagged something, but Quelch can’t have missed it yet.  ” 
  “I didn’t !“ howled Bunter.  He glared round from the armchair at Vernon-Smith. “I never went near Quelch’s study yesterday. Don’t you get making out that I went there, you beast !” 
  “You jolly well did !” chuckled the Bounder. “If you’ve been playing tricks on his jolly old manuscripts, I’m sorry for you !” 
  “I haven’t! I never touched them ! I was jolly careful not to touch them ! Besides, I wasn’t there !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Well, if you’ve got it coming from Quelch—” said Nugent. 
  He paused, put the stump under his arm, and went out of the study. 
  Billy Bunter hardly heeded him.  Slumped in the armchair, he blinked dismally before him, with the expression of a fellow who failed to find life worth living. 
  Peter Todd gave him a penetrating look. It was only too clear that something was wrong with Bunter, and there could be little doubt that it was the Form-master’s wrath that he dreaded. 
  “What’s the matter, Bunter?” asked Peter quietly. “ What have you been up to in Quelch’s study?” 
  “ Nothing !” groaned Bunter. 
  “Smithy thinks you’ve bagged something.” 
  “I—I—haven’t !” 
  “Well, I don’t see how you can have—but it looks like it !” said Peter, perplexed. “If you have, Quelch can’t have missed it, or there would have one been a row. You can shove it back, whatever it was.” 
  “I— I can’t !”
  “Why not, ass? If it was a book or something, or a bundle of his dashed manuscripts, or —!”
  “It wasn’t !” groaned Bunter. 
  “Then what was it?” 
  “ N— nothing !” 
  “You precious idiot !” said Peter. Quelch’s not the man to lark with.  It’s quite plain that you’ve shifted something out of his study.  That’s as plain as your face —which is saying a lot.  Whatever it is, you can put it back.  Look here, I’ll go and spot whether he’s in his study, and give you a chance. ”
  Billy Bunter groaned. That would have been a good offer, if the missing article had been in his possession. But it was not in his possession, or likely to be again. 
  “Well, what about it É” asked Peter. “I tell you, I’ll help. It’s up to me, as your keeper.” 
  Bunter blinked at him, with a gleam of hope. 
  “I—I say, Peter, you stand by me, old chap ! I—I say, you were out on your bike yesterday afternoon. Suppose—suppose I was with you —”
  “You weren’t.” 
  “Well, suppose I was,” argued Bunter. “You could stretch a point ! If—if Quelch begins asking fellows where I was on Wednesday afternoon, you — you just mention that—that I was out of gates with you—see? Then —then he won’t fancy that I——I might have gone to his study and taken it” 
  “Taken what?” 
  “Oh, nothing — 
  Peter regarded his fat studymate fixedly. 
  “You could—could stretch a point, old chap,” urged Bunter. ‘I—I’ll do as much for you another time.” 
  “I won’t whop you. ” said Peter thoughtfully. “I imagine you’ve got enough coining from Quelch ! But if you ask me to tell lies for you again, old fat man, pack some exercise books in your bags first !”
  “Beast !” groaned Bunter. 
  Peter Todd left the study, very thoughtful and rather worried. 
Billy Bunter groaned again as he went. Only groans could express the hapless fat Owl’s feelings—and he groaned, and groaned again, and yet again. 


                       THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER. 


                                No Luck for Bunter! 
“ I SAY, you fellows !” 
  The Famous Five did not reply: “Buzz off, Bunter !” 
  They did not accelerate. 
  They were discussing the approaching Easter holidays—a subject on which they did not desire to hear any thing from Bunter.  Nevertheless, they came to a stop, and gave the fat Owl his head. The only too obvious fact that Bunter was in a scrape of some kind was the reason. 
  It was break on Friday morning. By that time all the Remove knew that Bunter was in some sort of a mysterious scrape. 
  The general opinion was that he had played some idiotic prank in Quelch’s study which the Remove master had not yet discovered, but which he might discover at any moment.  That, indeed, was the case, though nobody dreamed of guessing how awfully serious it was. 
  “Go it, old fat man !” said Bob Cherry encouragingly. “Tell your Uncle Robert all about it !” 
  “Open confession ss good for the soul !” said Johnny Bull, with a grin. “Cough it up !” 
  “What have you bone to Quelch?” asked Harry Wharton. 
  “Oh, nothing !  Don’t you fellows fancy that I did anything in Quelch’s study on Wednesday !” said Bunter anxiously. “If anything happened, my mind ,s a perfect blank on the subject. But—but 1 never get justice here, as you know.  Quelch might think I went to his study, because I took in my lines, you know.” 
  “The mightfulness is terrific !” gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “But lots of fellows have been to his study since.” argued Bunter. “How’s Quelch going to know it happened on Wednesday? I thought of that at the time, you know. I’m no fool !” 
  “My mistake!  I thought you were !” said Bob Cherry. “You sort of give that impression, old fat man !  What happened on Wednesday?” 
  “Nothing that I know of !” answered Bunter, shaking his head, while the Famous Five grinned. “It’s Friday now, and Quelch hasn’t missed it yet, and —”
  “Missed what?” chortled Bob. 
  “Oh, nothing ! There’s nothing to miss, as far as I know.” said Bunter hastily, “And if he does miss anything, it might have happened yesterday, or today—not on Wednesday at all, You were in his study yesterday, Wharton, so it might have been you. ”
  “What might have?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
  “Oh, nothing ! But I don’t see that I come into it at all.” said Bunter. “I don’t see why Quelch should pick on me, when it comes out. So long as I don’t say anything, it’s all right, Still, I’d rather be—be off the scene, you know, when—when it comes out. I don’t mean that there’s anything to come out, you know. So far as I know, there isn’t!  Still, I’d rather be away when it does. I—I say, you fellows think there’s a chance of getting weekend leave from Quelch? ” 
  “Not a lot.” said Harry Wharton.  “Do you mean that you expect Quelch to bowl you out to-morrow, you fat frump ? ”
  “There isn’t anything to bowl out, as I haven’t done anything, you beast. Still, he might miss it tomorrow, being a half-holiday. I know he’s going down to Courtfield with Capper, because I heard them talking about it. He will have to take it another time, so most likely he will take it then—I mean, he would, if it was there !” 
  The Famous Five gazed at Bunter. It was clear that something was missing from Quelch’s study, which the Remove master might be expected to take with him when he walked down to Courtfield on Saturday afternoon. That it was on article of jewellery that required repair, they did not think of guessing. 
  “Have you bagged Quelch’s walking-stick, you fat ass ? ” asked Bob. 
  “No, you ass !” 
  “Or his umbrella ? ” asked Nugent. 
  “No, you fathead !” 
  “Not his silk hat ? ” asked Johnny Bull. 
  “No, you idiot !” 
  “Blessed if I see what else he would want to take for a walk on a half- holiday.” said Harry. 
  “Well, I mean, he’s got to get it mended —”
  “Something he wants mended? What the dickens is it, then ?” 
  “I—I don’t know ! I—Iknow nothing about it, of course.” said Bunter. “Still, if there was something busted that he wanted to get mended, ha would have to take it sooner or later, and as he’s going down to Courtfield to-morrow afternoon, ten to one he will think of it—see? Well, if I get weekend leave, I shall be miles away, and he can’t pick on me.” 
  “Oh crumbs ? 
  “What do you fellows think?” asked Bunter anxiously. “Johnny got leave one week-end, when his Aunt Bull was ill. Why shouldn’t I ?” 
  “Phone to one of your aunts to get ill by to-morrow !” suggested Johnny Bull sarcastically. 
  “I—I don’t suppose she would, just to oblige me —”
  “Ha. ha, ha !” 
  “Still, a fellow could say so,” said Bunter brightly. “After all, Quelch took Bull’s word that his aunt was ill, and I dare say it was only spoof —”
  “What?” roared Johnny Bull. 
  “I wish you wouldn’t yell at a chap when he’s worried !” said Bunter peevishly. “I can tell you fellows this is serious. As likely as not, Quelch would pick on me. Look at the way he picked on me when Mrs. Kebble complained about that pie. I do get picked on, as you jolly well know. Look at the way they made out that I snooped Hacker’s railway ticket first day of term, just because Hacker saw me give it up at the station. I told Quelch that I never saw it and that I left it just where Hacker dropped it—but at was no good. I got picked on and you fellows jolly well know it.” 
  “There couldn’t have been a vacancy in any home for idiots when they sent Bunter here !” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  “You blithering, blethering bander-snatch !” said the captain of the Remove. “If you’ve bagged something out of Quelch’s study that he’s not likely to miss till to-morrow, you’ve bags of time to shove it back. And if you’ve got the brain of a bunny rabbit, don’t start telling Quelch lies !” 
  “Oh, really, Wharton —”
  “Try the truth, for a change !” suggested Bob. “A complete change is good for any fellow !” 
  “If you fellows were as truthful as me, you’d do !” yapped Bunter. “I say, I dare say my aunt is ilk—just as much as Bull’s aunt was, anyhow. But perhaps it might be better for my pater to be ill. Quelch couldn’t possibly refuse a fellow leave if his father was ill. Now could he?” 
  “But your father isn’t !” yelled Bob. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry!  I wish you’d stick to the point!  Suppose I_say that he’s got galloping plumbago —”
  “Ha ha ha !” shrieked the Famous Five. 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at?  Quelch would be sympathetic, I fancy ! I mean to say, he must have a heart of sorts ! Even schoolmasters are human, more or less !” argued Bunter. 
“If my poor father’s fearfully ill — ” 
  “He might phone him up, and ask him how he is !” chortled Bob. 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Oh crikey! It—it will have to be somebody not on the phone ! I—I think I’ll make it my Uncle George !” 
  “Good old Ananias !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Or Uncle William !” said Bunter thoughtfully. “That might be better, because I know he’s not on the phone. What do you fellows think?” 
  Harry Wharton & Co. did not tell Bunter what they thought. They 
roared. 
  “I say, you fellows, do stop cackling !” snapped Bunter. “It doesn’t really matter who’s ill, so long as I got weekend leave. I call it rotten favouritism, if Quelch let Bull go home to see his aunt, and won’t let me go to see my poor father—I mean, my poor Uncle George—that is, my poor Uncle William I think it had better be Uncle William.” 
  “Bull’s aunt really was ill that time, you blithering ass !” gasped Bob. 
  “I know Bull said so. Well, I’m going to say so ! I don’t see why I shouldn’t get by with it, if Bull did !”
Johnny Bull lifted his boot.  But he put it down again.  Billy Bunter was likely to get all he needed, if he essayed the extremely difficult task of pulling the leg of Henry Samuel Quelch. 
  “For goodness’ sake, Bunter, don’t be such a howling ass !” said the captain of the Remove, quite anxiously. “Quelch will spot you first shot —”
  “He never spotted Bull, did he ? ”
  “But that was true, you born idiot !” 
  “Well, so’s this !” said Bunter. “I had a letter yesterday, and it might have been in it.  Quelch always seems to remember whether a fellow has a letter or not, so he will remember that I had a letter yesterday. I say, though, do you fellows think an accident might go down better? There’s lots of motor bus accidents —”
  “Fathead !” 
  “Or flu!” said Bunter. “Everybody’s got flu now—that sounds better, perhaps.  It doesn’t really matter much, so long as I get week-end leave.  Quelch is pretty certain to miss it tomorrow and if I’m out of sight he won’t pick on me, as usual. Out of sight, out of mind, you know !” 
  The bell rang for third school. 
  Billy Bunter rolled off to the House in much better spirits. 
  His fat mind was relieved. 
  Ten to one, Quelch would miss that beastly watch-chain on Saturday.  Bunter was sorry, of . course, for Quetch to lose it. But that wasn’t Bunter’s fault—that was Ponsonby’s fault. 
  Pon had it—not Bunter!  Bunter had done his best—even at the risk of raggings—to get it back for Quelch.  He could do no more. There was one urgent and important consideration in his fat mind—to save his own fat skin! 
  Only too well he knew he would quake under Quelch’s gimlet-eye when Quelch started inquiring after that rotten çhain.  Quelch couldn’t fix him with that giinlet-eye if he wasn’t present. 
  Week-end leave was the thing.  When he came back on Monday the brunt of it would be over. He might even contrive to prolong that weekend halfway through the following week somehow.  Out of sight was out of mind.  Bunter felt that he was backing a winner this time. 
  Mr. Quelch let his Form in for third school. An anxious blink from Bunter showed that he was in his usual mood— nothing had happened yet.  Nothing was going to happen till the morrow, when, Bunter would be at a safe distance. 
  The juniors took their places. 
  Bunter stood up. 
  If you please, sir—” he squeaked. 
  “Shut up, you fat ass!” whispered Bob Cherry. 
  It was a last effort to save the egregious Owl from himself. 
  Bunter did not heed. 
  Mr. Quelch glanced at him—not encouragingly. 
  “What is it, Bunter?” 
  “If—if you please, sir, may—may I have leave to go home for the weekend?” asked Bunter. “It’s a serious illness, sir —”
  “Indeed!  If that is the case, Bunter, “you may certainly have leave,” said Mr. Quelch. “If it is a near relative —”
  “Oh, yea, sir. My poor father, sir, is —”
  “Is your father ill, Bunter ?” 
  “Oh ! I—I mean, my uncle, sir—” 
  “You mean your uncle?” repeated Mr. Quelch. 
  “Yes, sir; my poor Uncle George,” said Bunter. “It—it was in my letter yesterday, sir. He’s asking for me, sir.” 
  “If your Uncle George is seriously ill, Bunter, and asking for you, you may certainty go !” said Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice. You may show me the letter.” 
  “I—I left it in my study, sir!”
  “You may go and fetch it, Bunter.” 
  “I—I mean, I—I burned it, sir !” stammered Bunter. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. sat with expressionless faces; but on other faces grins were dawning. The Remove fellows wondered whether even that ass Bunter fancied that he would get by with this. 
  Apparently Bunter did.  He blinked hopefully at his Form-master. 
Mr. Quelch’s expression did not indicate that there was much ground for hope.  He fixed the Owl of the Remove with a basilisk eye. 
  “If this is a foolish, fatuous excuse to obtain an extra holiday, Bunter—” said Mr. Quelch, in a deep voice.. 
  “Oh, no, sir !” gasped Bunter. “My poor uncle’s fearfully ill, sir ! It’s flu, sir—and—and he said in his letter that —that if he could only see me, sir, it— it would make him feel ever so much better. I—I’m his favourite nephew,sir. 
 “In his letter !” repeated Mr. Quelch.
 “Yes, sir; that letter yesterday — ”  
 “Your letter yesterday was addressed to you in your father’s hand, Bunter, with which I am well acquainted.” 
  “Oh !I—I mean, my—my father wrote it for him, because he was so ill, sir !” stammered Bunter. “He—he sat by the bedside and—and wrote it out for Uncle William , sir—” 
  “Uncle what?” shrieked Mr. Quelch. 
  “I mean George, sir—Uncle George — gasped Bunter. “My pip-pip-poor Uncle George, sir ! I—I meant to say George, sir, not William. It’s my Uncle.  George, not my Father William —I mean, my Uncle William——”
  “How dare you utter these reckless prevarications, Bunter ?” thundered Mr. Quelch. “I do not believe, for one moment, that you have a sick relative at all.” 
  “Oh,yes, sir !” gasped Bunter. “Just —just like Bull’s aunt, you know, sir. She’s awfully ill—I mean hp’s awfully ill, and—and asking to see me, sir ! He’s so terribly ill, sir, that he hasn’t spoken a word since they put him to bed!” 
  “ Upon my word !” articulated Mr. Quelch. 
  “He—he’s fearfully ill, sir, and lying there speechless, and—and asking to see me—”
  “Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the Removites. They really could not help it! Billy Bunter was too much for them.
  “Silence !” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in a formidable voice. “Silence !     Bunter, stand out from the class.” 
  “Yes, sir. Thank you, sir !” gasped Bunter. 
  He rolled out from the Form, apparently under the impression that he was obtaining the desired leave. On that point he was quickly undeceived. 
Mr. Quelch grabbed up a cane from his desk. 
  “Bend over that form, Bunter !” 
  “Oh crikey ! Wha-a-t for, sir?  ” stuttered Bunter. 
  “I am going to cane you severely for your reckless and unscrupulous untruthfulness !” thundered Mr. Quelch. 
“Oh, lor !  But—but my father— I mean, my uncle is—is really awfully ill, sir !” stammered Bunter “He-he caught the flu when he was knocked over by a motor-bus. I—I—I mean —”
  Bunter was getting a little mixed. “I —I mean my Father George—that is, my Uncle Father—I mean—— ”
  “Bend over that form !” hooted Mr. Quelch. “At once !” 
  “Oh crikey !” 
  Billy Bunter bent over the form. It looked as if he was not going to get that week-end leave!  He was going to get something much loss agreeable! 
  Whack, whack, whack! 
  “Yow-ow-ow ! Wow !  Wooogh !” roared Bunter. 
  “Now go to your place, Bunter !” Billy Bunter crawled back to his place. Evidently, he was not going to get any week-end leave.  Quelch had not believed him—Bunter did not know why, but it was plain that Quelch hadn’t ! It was Bunter’s last hope and it had failed him— and now he had to face the music when the inevitable discovery was made on the morrow ! 
THE END. 








