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PONSONBY'S PLOT!

A New, Long, Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.
at Greyfiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“ The esteemed fat bounder has taken my bike!"” ex- |
claimed Hurree Singh, recognising his machine. * Collar
him! ' shouted Bob Cherry. (See Chapter 1,)

1
i

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Starts!
" UELCHY wante you, Wharton !"
Billy Bunter grinned cheerfully as he made
that announcement.
The fact that Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, wanted Wharton seemed to afford Billy Bunter
considerable pleasure.
But Harry Wharton did not look pleased.
Harry Wharton & Co. were about to quit the School
House. They were going over to Higheliffe to tea with
their chums there. The Famous Five were all ready to
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start, when Billy Bunter rolled up with the information
that Mr. Quelch wanted Wharton,

“Oh, blow!” eaid Bob Cherry crossly.
now?"

“Wharton’s in for it!"” said Bunter, with a
“Quelchy was looking rather waxy.
his study at once, Wharton !"

Wharton frowned.

The Co. had only left cricket practice in time to
change and start for Highecliffe. At Highcliffe, Cour-
tenay and De Courcy wmﬁﬂ be expecting them. And it
was a very jmportant visit they were about to make,
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more important tham a “common or garden” study
fea-party. It concerned a cricket-match which was being
arranged between the Greyfriare Remove and the High-
cliffe juniore. For a long time the fixture had been
dropped, owing to the extremely unsportsmanlike
manners and customs of Pounsonby & Co. of Higheliffe.
It was Frank Courtenay’s idea to revive it, and the
Greyfriars fellowe had been willing to meet him half-
way. The match was now as good as arranged, much
to the exasperation of Ponsonby & Co., who would have
done much to break off the friendly relations existing
. between Courtenay of Highcliffe and the chums of
Greyfriars.

Wharton fixed hie eyes on Billy Dunter angrily,.
Bunter chuckled.

“Serve you jolly well right!” he remarked, with
undiminished cheerfulness. * Quelchy had his cane ready
on the table, by the way. You're in for it! I dare say
you'll be detained, too. He, he, he!”

“What the deuce is the matter?’ said Johnny Bull.
" What is Quelchy down on you for this time, Wharton ?”
“Blessed if 1 know!” growled Wharton. * Unlese
there's been a complaint about my punching Ponsonby’s
head yesterday.”

“ Well, he asked for that !” said Nugent.

"“"Buzz off, and we'll wait for you!” said Bob Cherry.
“Speak nicely to Quelchy, and stroke him down the
right way. e've simply got to go over to Highcliffe
thie afternoon.”

Wharton nodded and walked away:

“1 say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter confidentially,
"Wharton's in for it, you know, I'll tell you what,
It’s mo good waiting for him. I'll come over to High-
cliffe instead of him.” :

“Oh, cheeee it!"”

“1 dare say Courtenay would rather see me, you know.
I'm rather pally with him,” eaid Bunter. “T think he
must have mentioned me in the invitation, only
Wharton's keéping it dark.

“Go and eat coke!”

“Iet's get off before he comes back,” urged Billy
Burter. “The beast won't let me come! 1 asked the
beast, and the beast said no! He actually eaid that
those chaps couldn’t stand me, you know'! I know De
Courcy will expeet to see me. I can take Wharton's
bike g

“You’'ll take my boot if you don’t shut up!” growled
Bob Cherry. ! ;

“Oh, really, Bob—"

“What the dickens does Quelchy want?” grunted
Johnny Bull. “Why couldn’t he leave it till we got
back? These Form-masters are a bother!”

“They are, they is!” said Bob Cherry. “The worst
of it is, that if that cad Ponsonby makes trouble, we
mayn’t be able to fix up the match with Courtenay.
Pon would stop it if he could!” _

The chums of the Remove waited anxiously for
Wharton’s return. They knew the unscrupulous Pon-
sonby only teo well, and they knew he would leave no
etone unturned to “ muck-up ” the renewed fixture. Since
Courtenay had come to Highcliffe Ponsonby’s star had
been on the wane; and the fact that Courtenay had
taken the lead in jumior cricket there was another blow
to Poneonby’s prestige. The fixture with Greviriars
was to be renewed, but Ponsonby & Co. were to be left
out of it, and they were not likely to take that “lying
down,” if they could help it. Only the day before there
had been a “scrap” with the nuts of Highcliffe, in which
the nuts had been considerably worsted.

This eudden call of the captain of the Remove into
Mr. Quelch’s study looked ae if tromble was brewlng,
and the Co. were uneasy. More than once they had
had to confess that Ponsonby was too deep for them.
They could not use the same weapons as the unscrupunlous
cad of Higheliffe. It would be bitterly exasperating if
the match should be “ mucked up " after all.

“1 say, you fellows,” urged Billy Bunter, “it’s no good
waiting, you know. Tea’'ll be spoiled. You know what
ripping feeds that chap De Courcy stands! Let's get
off: and if Wharton isn’t detained, he can borrow a
bike and come after us!’ .

*“Dry up, you oyster ! roared Bob Cherry.
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“Oh, really, you know! [ ippi
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ob Cherry was not thinking of the feed in Courtenav’
study at Higheliffe, but of m%rﬂ important thinga.e :Eu;
he was not in a mood to be hothered by the Owl of the
Remove. He brought one of his large boots inte play,
D'nf.i iﬂl”?" Bunter scuttled down the passage and roared.
Bea:t:};’]”' Beast! I jolly well hope you'll all be detained !

And Bunter shook a fat fist at the Co. and disappeared,

He rolled out into the Close with a discontented frown
upon his fat face. Billy Bunter was in a state not unusual
to him—stony. And the thought of the handsome spread,
which certainly awaited the Famous Five at Highclifte,
haunted his mind. Bunter could see mo reason what-
ever why he shouldn't be one of the tea-party. It was
true that he hadn’t been asked, but, as he had explained
to Wharton several times that day, Wharton coul easily
take him along as a friend. Wharton did not seem to
see it somehow. '

“ Beasts !” murmured Billy Bunter morosely. *“There’ll
be ham and eggs, and pie, and cake, and jam, and
Jellies! And those beasts want to leave me out of it!
Actually want to leave me out of it, the ungrateful
rotters, after all I've done for 'em! Well, I know I'm
jolly well not going to be left out !”

Billy Bunter thought it out, and a fat grin overspread
his face.

He started for the bike-shed.

A few minutes later he reappeared, wheeling Hurree
Singh’s machine along towards the gates. e four
juniors, waiting in the doorway of the School House,
EP“““"EE ]111:]1; ]i.n] there was a shout.

“ Whose bike have you got there - P

B}mter-lhlinked ot Liam it

“It’s all right, Bob. I'm going to tell Courtenay that
Wharton's been detained, an he’% come over Iateri?;

“ What !I”

"It’s omly the civil thing, you know. They’ll be
waiting for you, and you're late already.”

“Why you—you—-"

“It’s all right. You wait for Wharton, and I'll
explain to Courtenay,” said Billy Bunter, “I don’t mind
taking the trouble. That's all right !”

“The ésteemed fat bounder has taken my bike!”
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, recognising his
machine,

“Collar him !"” shouted Bob Cherry.

The four juniors rushed down the steps. :

But Billy Bunter did not wait to be collared.

He clambered on the bike and pedalled down to the
gates, and whirled out into the road before the sprinting
Juniore could get near him.

“Btop, you fat villain!" roared Bob Cherry, dashing
cut panting into the road.

Bunter did not stop. He was pedalling away for
Higheliffe as if for his life. He had an excuse now
for presenting himself there, and that was enough for
him. The four Removites stared after him wrathfully
as he vanished in a cloud of dust,

“The cheeky beast!” ejaculated Johnny Bull. “ Why,
we'll—we’ll—we’ll—" Words failed Johnny Bull. He
could think of nothing quite eevere emough to be
inflicted upon Billy BHEEEI‘. :

“You'll have to borrow a bike now, Inky,” said Bob

Cherry.

“The borrowfulness will be mnecessary, but the
slaughterfulness of the disgusting Bunter will lLe
terrific " growled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

And the four juniors returned to the School House to
wait for Harry Wharton, who had not yet come out of

the Form-master’s study.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Told on the Telephone !
HARRY WHARTON entered Mr. Quelch’s study with
an uneasy brow,
It generally meant trouble of some sort when a
Junior was called into the Form-master’'s study, and
Bunter’s statement that Quelchy looked “ waxy,” and had
his cane on the table, added to the junior’s uneasiness,

A Grand, Long, Comnlete Btory of Ha
Wharton & Co By FRANK RIOHARDS.























































































