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                    THE FIRST CHAPTER.  

 
                                                       Bunter, Too!

“No!”
  “Oh. really, Wharton—”    
  “No!”
   Beast!”
  “No!” said the captain of the Remove, for the third time. Billy Bunter blinked at him through his big spectacles, with a reproachful blink.
   “Now look here, old chap,” he said persuasively. “You know you can’t leave me out.”
   “Bow-wow !“ 
  “It’s a half-holiday,” said Bunter, “and I’ve kept it specially for my old pals !”
   “Then buzz off and find your old pals, and let ‘em know !” suggested Harry Wharton. 
  “I’ve turned Mauleverer down.” said Bunter. “Mauly wanted me to go on a joy ride with him, and I’ve turned him down.”
   “Turn him up again,” suggested Frank Nugent. 
  “Oh, really, Nugent! Smithy was awfully keen on my going out with him this afternoon; but I can’t stand Smithy !“ 
  “Not, to mention that Smithy can’t stand you,” remarked Nugent. 
  “Beast! Toddy’s gone to the pictures, but I wouldn’t go with Toddy, because—” 
  “Becauso he wouldn’t stand the ticket ?“ 
  “No!” roared Bunter. “Because I was going out to tea with you chaps.” 
  “What put that idea into your head ?” 
  “Oh, really, you know! Look here, you can tell me where you are going, I suppose. I know you’re going to tea. Is it Cliff House?” 
  “Guess.” 
  “Is it Highcliffe?” 
  “Guess again.” 
  “Is it the bunshop in Courtfield?” 
  “Keep on guessing.” 
  “Beast!”
  Billy Bunter, standing in the doorway of Study No. 1 in the Remove, and almost filling it from side to side with his ample proportions, blinked at the two juniors in the study with great 
exasperation. 
  He knew that the Famous Five were going to tea somewhere that afternoon. He had happened to overhear enough to tell hin that. The things that Billy Bunter happened to hear—that did not 
concern him—were as numberless as the sands on the seashore. 
  But he did not know where. That was the unfortunate part. 
  Had he known where the tea-party was to foregather, Bunter would have rolled in at, tea-time, and trusted to fortune not to be kicked out. If it was at Cliff House, a girls’ school, fellows 
could hardly kick him out. If it was in Courtenay’s study, at Highcliffe School, kicking-out was more probable, but still unlikely. Even at the bun shop in Courtfield the fellows might hesitate to apply the boot. Anyhow, Bunter was ready to take the chance, if he could only get on the spot. But how was he to get on the spot, when he didn’t know where the fellows were going? 
  “If my company is unwelcome,” said Bunter, with a great deal of dignity, “of course, I should not think of coming —although I’ve kept the afternoon specially open for you. But you might tell a pal where you’re going.”
  “That’s all right—we’ve told our pals,” said Nugent, heartlessly disregardful of the fact that Bunter claimed to be one of them. 
  “If it’s Cliff House.” said Bunter, unheeding. “It’s rather unfeeling to think of leaving me out.” 
 “Fathead !“ said Harry. 
  But there was some sign of relenting in his face. 
  The Famous Five were going over to tea at Cliff House, as a matter of fact; and on the way they were to be joined by Courtenay and the Caterpillar, their friends at Highcliffe. 
  Bunter was not required 
  The chums of the Remove were good-natured enough to stand Bunter, on their own account. But inflicting the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove on Marjorie & Co. was quite another proposition. 
  Still, it was certain to be a ripping tea at Cliff House, so exactly the thing that Bunter would enjoy, that the captain of the Remove began to ponder whether, after all, Bunter might go. 
  While he was in that softening frame of mind it was just like Bunter to butt in and spoil it all. 
  “Unfeeling’s the word.” said Bunter, “I’m not thinking of the tea. You fellows know I don’t care much about tuck.” 
  “Oh, my hat !” ejaculated Nugent. 
  “I’m thinking of Marjorie !” said Bunter, with dignity. 
  “Marjorie!” repeated Wharton. 
  “Yes. Marjorie! Do you think she’ll enjoy a tea-party ii I’m not there?” 
  “You fat idiot!” 
  “Jealousy apart, you know perfectly well that Marjorie is—well, spoons in my direction,” said Bunter firmly. “If she’s asked you fellows over to tea, you can take it for granted that she’s only done so expecting that you’ll bring me. You can bet on that.” 
  Harry Wharton looked at him. 
  He had been in a melting mood: but now, like Pharaoh of old, he hardened his heart 
  “Think of her!” urged Bunter.  “Leaning out of a window, perhaps, watching for me. Think of her feelings when she sees only you fellows.” 
  “Oh crumbs!” said Nugent. 
  “You fat, flabby, frabjous fathead!” said Harry Wharton, in measured tones. 
   “I’m accustomed to jealousy.” said Bunter. “Good-looking fellows have to get used to that sort of thing.” 
  “Oh crikey !” 
  “But there’s a limit.” said Bunter warmly. “When it comes to spoiling a girl’s half-holiday, it’s the limit. What about chivalry?” 
  “You frabjous ass—”
  “If you’re not going to Cliff House,” went on Bunter, “I suppose you’re going to Highcliffe.” 
  “You can suppose anything you like, you fat chump! But go and do your supposing in some other study.” 
  “De Courcy would be jolly glad to see me.” said Bunter. “We’ve got a lot of things in common, the old Caterpillar and me. Both of us belonging to ancient and aristocratic families, you know—” 
  “Ha, he, ha!” 
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at. If you’re going to the bunshop it’s all right, of course, I suppose you can rely on me to stand my whack?” 
  “Good-bye, Bunter!” 
  “Look here, you beasts—” 
  “ Buzz off !” 
  “If you can’t be civil, Wharton, I shall refuse to come with you, in any case—” 
  “That’s putting a premium on incivility! Fathead ! Ass ! Burbler! Jabberwock! Chump! Freak! Foozling fathead!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Now I won’t come!” roared Bunter. 
  “Good !” 
  “Still, you might tell a chap what you’re going to do!”
  “All right!” saidl Wharton resignedly, coining towards the Owl of the Remove as he spoke. “I’ll do that,” 
  “Good! What—” 
  “I’m going to take a fat burbler by the collar—like that——” 
  “Ow! Leggo!” yelled Bunter. 
  “ And tap his silly head on the door —like that—” 
  “Yarooooh!” 
  “And sit him down in the passage— like that!” 
  Bump! 
  “Whooop!” 
  “And shut the door on him—like that !” 
  Slam ! 
 “Beast!” roared Bunter. 
  The fat junior sat in the Remove passage, and blinked at the closed door— fron the other side of which came a sound of laughter. 
  “Yah! Rotter!” roared Bunter, He scrambled to his feet, his very spectacles gleaming with wrath. “Rotter! Beast !”
  But those furious epithets only elicited a fresh burst of laughter from the occupants of Study No.  1. 
  “Come out here, you rotter!” bawled Bunter. “I’ll mop up the passage with you !” !”  
  Still no hand flung open the door of the study. 
 “Yah! Funks!” 
  There was a sound of footsteps crossing to the door of the study. 
  Bunter did not wait for them to reach it. 
  On second thoughts—proverbially the best—he decided not to mop up the passage with the Captain of the Remove. 
  Only a few seconds had elapsed before the door opened again. But they were enough for the Owl of the Remove, by the time those few seconds had elapsed.  Bunter had elapsed, too. 

                                        THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                                      At Last! 

“BOB, old fellow!” 
  Bob Cherry grinned as he looked round at Bunter. 
  Bob was in his study, carefully adjusting a necktie to a nice clean collar. 
  Evidently Bob was going somewhere. As a rule, Bob’s necktie was not carefully adjusted. Fellows in the Remove had remarked that it usually looked as if Bob had been trying to hang himself. 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was sitting on the study table, watching Bob’s operations with the necktie, with friendly interest. Half a dozen times Bob had asked his dusky chum if it was straight, and a regard for truth had compelled the Nabob of Bhanipur to answer in the negative. 




Bob was going on with it till he got it straight. Hope springs eternal in the human breast. 
  “I say, Bob, that’s a beautiful necktie.” said Bunter. 
  “Think so?” said Bob, 
  “Yes, old chap; and suits you splendidly.” 
  “Thanks!”
  “You don’t often get a tie to suit a complexion like brick-dust.” remarked Bunter. “You’ve been lucky with that tie.” 
  “Thanks again,” said Bob cheerfully. 
  “Not at all, old fellow. I like to see you careful with your dress.” said Bunter. “If you can’t be good-looking, you know, you can be well dressed.” 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh emitted a chuckle. Bunter, apparently, meant to be ingratiating. But Bunter had his own ways of doing things. 
  “You’ve been pressing your bags, too.” Remarked Bunter “They look quite nice—not as if they’d been in a dog-fight, as usual.” 
  “Fathead !” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry! By the way, I hear that you fellows are going out to tea somewhere.” remarked Bunter casually, 
  “The hearfulness of the esteemed Bunter is frequent and terrific!” observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Sorry I can’t come with you.” added Bunter. “No good pressing me. I can’t come! That’s one drawback of being a popular fellow—one’s time is hardly one’s own on a half-holiday. By the way, where are you going to tea, old fellow?” 
  “Echo answers where!”
  “The wherefulness is terrific, my preposterous Bunter.” 
  “What I mean is this.” explained Bunter, “Something might happen while you’re gone, and you’d like a pal to let you know at once. Your father might die suddenly—” 
  “Wha-a-at?” 
  “If that happened, you’d like to know as soon as possible, I suppose?” 
  “You burbling idiot!”
  “I’m only thinking of obliging you, Cherry! Your mater might be run over by a motor-bus—” 
  “Kick him, Inky!”
  “Oh, really, Cherry! I think you might be civil when a fellow’s trying his hardest to be obliging. Leave word with me where you’re going, and I’ll see that you’re informed at once if there’s any shocking news from home, or—” 
  “Get out !” roared Bob Cherry. 
  “You needn’t roar at me, Cherry! As a matter of fact, I came here to speak to Inky. I say, Inky, old chap.” 
  Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grinned.  He was quite aware of Bunter’s object in making these inquiries. 
  “My esteemed fatheaded Bunter—” 
  “There’s been a lot of upsetting news from India lately.” said Bunter. “I dare say you’re seen it in the papers. You might get a telegram any minute from the India Office to say that there’s a revolution in Bhanipur, or something like that. That old uncle of yours, Jampot Barker, or something—” 
  “The Jam Bahadur, my esteemed idiotic Bunter !”
  “Yes, I knew it was something jammy,” said Bunter, “Well, if he was suddenly shot, or beheaded, or torn to pieces by a raging mob, I’m sure you’d like to know immediately. Leave word with me where you’re going—” 
  Whiz ! 
  So far from feeling grateful for Bunter’s concern for his welfare, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh picked up a Latin grammar from the table, and hurled it at the Owl of the Remove with deadly aim. 
  Possibly the suggestion that his uncle, the Jam Bahadur, at Bhanipur, might be shot, or beheaded, or torn to pieces, had not bad a soothing effect on him. 
  The Latin grammar landed on Bunter, just outside the place where he had recently tucked away a large dinner. 
  Bunter gave a spluttering gasp. 
  “Gerrrooooogh !” 
  Bunter sat down in the doorway of Study No. 13. 
  He did not sit there long, however, as Hurree Jamset Rami Singh proceeded to slam the door. 
  Bunter squirmed out of the way just in time. 
  “Beast !” he bawled through the keyhole. “Yah! Beast! Nigger !” 
  Having delivered that Parthian shot through the keyhole Billy Bunter hastily retired. 
  He rolled down the Remove staircase with a frowning fat brow, 
  Really, it was hard lines on Bunter. 
  Some fellows would have felt it difficult to join the projected tea-party, because they hadn’t been asked. But that did not trouble Bunter in the least. A more serious difficulty was in his way. He was ready to roll in at tea-time, if only he knew where to roll. Four members of the famous Co. had failed him, and he was now looking for Johnny Bull, the fifth member of the Co., though, with faint hope of eliciting the required information from him. 
  If he failed there, his last resource was to follow the party when they started. But that was a desperate resource, for the beasts were certain to walk fast and drop him behind, and if they spotted him, as they were sure to do they mightn’t head direct for their destination: in fact, they we’re beasts enough to lead him a dance for miles across country. Such things had happened in Bunter’s experience. 
  Johnny Bull was sitting in time window-seat on the staircase reading the “Popular Book of Boys’ Stories” when Bunter came down. Bunter stopped on the landing, and blinked at him. 
 “I say, old fellow!” he began. 
  “Don t!” said Johnny Bull, without looking up. 
  “Eh? Don’t what ?” 
  “Don’t say! Don’t say anything! Just buzz off !”
  Bunter breathed hard. His temper had been severely tried that afternoon, and he was strongly tempted to tell Johnny Bull what he thought of him, 
  But he refrained. Johnny was his last hope. Toddy had gone out for the afternoon, so there as many times before, he had been disappointed about a postal-order. Obviously, it was not a time for telling Bull what he thought of him. 
  “I hear you’re going out to tea this afternoon, old chap.” he remarked gently. 
  “You hear a lot of things.” said Johnny. 
  “I suppose it’s at Clift House?” 
  “You can suppose any thing you like, old fat man.”  
  “If it’s Highcliffe, I’d like you to give a message for me to my friend Courtenay.” 
  “Br-r-r-r-r !” 
  “When are you starting, old fellow press question ” 
  “When we go out.” 
  “Well, when are you going out?” 
  “When we start.” 
  “Look here, you beast! I—I mean, I say, old fellow—” 
  “For goodness’ sake, Bunter, shut up, and let a fellow read.” said Johnny Bull. “I’ve promised to lend this book to Courtenay this afternoon.” 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Bunter. “Then you’re going to Highcliffe.” 
  “Find out!” 
  “Yah!” 
  Billy Bunter rolled away grinning. 
  It was success at last! 
  If Johnny Bul was going to lend that book to Frank Courtenay, the captain of the Highcliffe Fourth, that afternoon, that settled it—to Bunter’s mind, at least. 
  Johnny Bull glanced after him, as he rolled down the lower staircase, with a grin. 
  Johnny was going to take that book under his arm to Cliff House, to hand it over to Courtenay there, as the two Highcliffe fellows were coming to the tea.party in the school-room. But he did not mention that to Bunter. Bunter was weloimo to draw any conclusion he liked from what Johnny Bull had said. 
  Having drawn his own conclusion, Bunter was happy and satisfied. When, half-an-hour later, the Famous Five walked down to the gates in a cheery party, Billy Bunter blinked after them as they went, grinning. It was not necessary to follow their trail like an amateur Chingachgook, now that he knew their destination. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. disappeared, walking at a good rate. At the bridge over the Sark, they met Courtenay and De Courcy, and walked on with them to Cliff House School 
  They saw nothing of William George Bunter 
  Bunter started a little later, and at a much more leisurely pace, and his footsteps led him in quite a different direction. 


                                               THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                                    Beastly for Bunter! 

CECIL PONSONBY, of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe, raised his eyebrows. 
  Pon was gracing the doorway with his elegant presence when Billy Bunter appeared in the offing.  Gadsby and Vavasour were loafing there with him. The three knuts of Highcliffe were discussing what they were going to do that half-holiday, when the fat figure and fatuous face of William George Bunter dawned on them. 
  “Greyfriars cad!” remarked Gadsby. 
  “Absolutely !” said Vavasour. 
  “It’s Bunter!”, said Ponsonby. “I wonder what he wants.” 
  Ponsonby glanced round him. Bunter was heading for the House, and he had evidently come over from Greyfriars alone. It was an opportunity to rag a Greyfriars man—and Pon never lost such an opportunity. 
  The good feeling established between Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars and Frank Courtenay and his friends at Highcliffe, was gall and wormwood to Pon. Anything that Pon could do to trouble the waters, was certain to be done. Pon & Co. sedulousIy kept up the old feud with Greyfriars. Moreover, Pon liked a rag, when it involved no peril to his handsome features and elegant clothes, and certainly nobody was in peril from William George Bunter. 
  But as Pon looked round, he observed Dr. Voysey, the Head of Highcliffe, walking at a distance with a Form master in conversation. Langley, the captain of Highcliffe, was in sight, one of a group of Sixth Form men, all prefects. Under such observation, Pon realised that he could not deal with William George Bunter as he would have liked to deal with any Greyfriars man at any time. Especially was he afraid of Langley, the captain of the school, who at that very moment was discussing with his friends a football fixture with the Greyfriars first eleven. Langley was down on the endless rows between the Juniors of the two schools. 
  Billy Bunter came on, in the full expectation of finding Harry Wharton & Co. at Highcliffe tea-ing in Courtenay’s study. Otherwise, he would probably not have ventured into the enemy’s camp. He had had many and painful experiences of Pon’s ragging propensities
  “Can’t handle the fat cad here, Pon.” said Gadsby, reading his comrade’s thoughts.  “Too many senior men about.”
  “Absolutely!” said Vavasour. 
  “It’s rather a chance, too.” said Gadsby regretfully. “Those rotters, Courtenay and De Courcy, are out of gates, and couldn’t chip in.  They would if they were here.” 
  Ponsonby nodded. 
  “More ways than one of killin a cat.” he remarked “Give Bunter the glad hand, and get him out of sight somewhere.” 
  His friends chuckled. 
  “Why, it’s old Bunter!” exclaimed Ponsonby, as the fat junior came within hearing. “Trot in, old bean! This is a pleasure. Isn’t it, Gaddy?” 
  “Oh, quite!” said Gadsby 
  “Absolutely!” yawned Vavasour. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at the three. 
  At first sight of them he had felt a little uneasy. But Pon’s cheery welcome reassured him. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “We haven’t seen you for such a long time.” said Pon, shaking his head. “You neglect your friends, Bunter.” 
  “Too bad,” said Gadsby. 
  “Absolutely!” 
  Bunter smiled genially. 
  “Well, the fact is, I get precious little time to myself,” he explained. “A fellow’s time’s not his own, when he’s popular in his Form. I say, you fellows, where’s Wharton?” 
  “Wharton?” repeated Pon. 
  “Yes, is he in Courtenay’s study?” 
  The three stared at Bunter. Apparently he had come over to Highcliffe supposing that Wharton was there. 
  Ponsonby was quick to catch on 
  “You’ve come over for Wharton?” he asked, 
  “Yes, old chap! You see, the fellows wanted me to come over to tea here with then, but they started first—some friends kept me back, and I couldn’t very well get away, so I followed on. Where are they?” 
  “Lome with me, old bean.” said Ponsonby. “I’ll take you up to Courtenay’s study.” 
  “Thanks, old chap.” 
  Bunter rolled to the staircase after Ponsonby.  Gadsby and Vavasour brought up the rear. 
  Once the fat junior was safe in the Fourth Form quarters, the cheery Highcliffians were safe to deal with him as they liked. Bunter was not likely to find a tea-party there, but he was certain to have an exciting time, when they had him to themselves. 
  But Ponsonby’s luck was out. From the foot of the staircase he spotted Roper and Beauchamp of the Sixth on the landing above. 
  He stopped. He could not deal with Bunter with two Sixth Form prefects in the offing. 
It really looked as if Pon would have to lose this golden opportunity, and let the Greyfriars junior off without a ragging at all. 
  But Pon was a resourceful fellow. There were, as he had said, more ways than one of killing a cat. 
  He slipped his arm through Bunter’s. 
  “This way, old bean,” he said, leading him away from the stairs “I forgot. They’re not up there. This way.” 
  “Where—?” 
  “This way, old fellow.” said Pon, Affectionately. 
  And with his arm in Bunter’s, he led him away along the corridor on which Dr. Voysey’s study opened. The coast was clear in that direction, at least, as Pon had seen the headmaster in the quadrangle only a few minutes ago. 
  Billy Bunter blinked round him. He had been at Highcliffe a good many times and knew his way about. 
  “I say, where are you taking me?” he asked 
  “This way.” 
  “But—but I say—” Bunter grew dubious, and tugged at the arm that Pon was affectionately holding. “This is the masters’ quarters———” 
  “That’s all right, come on.” 
  “But I say, leggo, you know.” exclaimed Bunter. 
  Instead of letting go Pon held on tight, and fairly dragged the Owl of the Remove along the passage. 
  “Here I say, lcggo! Oh, my hat! Wharrer’ you up to? Yoop!” howled Bunter, as Gadsby behind helped him forward with an application of an elegant but emphatic boot. 
  Ponsonby threw open the door of the Head’s study 
  “There you are!” he said. 
  “But—but I say, that’s the headmaster’s study— a fellow ain’t allowed in there!” gasped Bunter, in alarm. 
  Crash !
  Three pairs of hands were laid on Bunter, and he went spinning headlong into the sacred precincts of Dr. Voysey’s study. 

  

  He landed on the carpet with a heavy concussion and roar. 
  Ponsonby, quickly changing the key to the outside of the lock, drew the door shut and locked it. 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Gadsby. 
  Pon slipped the key into his pocket, 
  “Beat it—quick!” he breathed. 
  The three young rascals “beat” it fast enough, heedless of the roar of dismay and indignation that followed them from the study. What they had done was enough to earn them a flogging from their headmaster if it came to his knowledge. They vanished from the spot like ghosts at cockcrow. 
  “Oh, crumbs!” said Gadsby, when they were at a safe distance. “There’ll be a fearful row, Pon. The Old Man will be as wild as anythin’ when he finds that freak in his room.” 
  “Naturally.” agreed Pon, “That’s what I want.” 
  “Bunter will tell him we shoved him in.” said Vavasour, with a scared look. 
  “Well, we can tell him we didn’t, and it’s three to one—and that one a Greyfriars cad and a well-known liar!” said Pon coolly. 
  “Oh, my aunt!”
  “I say. Pon, isn’t that rather thick?” murmured Gadsby uneasily. 
  “My dear man, if you want a floggin’ you can ask for it.” said Pon cheerfully. “Leave me out, though. Let’s get out!” 
  “But you’ve got the Head’s key!”
  “I dare say he can find another. He will naturally suppose, not finding the key, that that Greyfriars cad has locked himself in the study.” 
  “Oh crikey!” 
  “Of course, be will think it’s a Greyfriars rag—if he doesn’t think the fat freak is there to steal somethin’—” 
  “Pon!”
  “This may put a spoke in Courtenay’s wheel.” said Pon brightly “A row with Greyfriars is what he doesn’t want —and as he doesn’t want it we do want it—bad! Let’s get out! I’ll drop this key into the Sark.” 
  “Pon!  It’s too risky—” 
  “Shut up, you ass, and come on!”
  Ponsonby had his way, as he generally did in his own select circle in the Highcliffe Fourth. The three young rascals walked out, and the key of the headmaster’s study was duly dropped into the river. How the rag was going to end Pon did not know, but he could guess that it would end unpleasantly for Bunter, and if it led to trouble with Greyfriars, that was all the more grist to Ponsonby’s mill. Trouble with Greyfriars was what he wanted. 
  There was quite a cheery smile on Pon’s face as he sauntered on the towpath with his friends. 

                                   THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Tit for Tat! 

BILLY BUNTER scrambled to his feet. 
  He gasped for breath and set his big spectacles straight on his fat little nose, and roared.    
  “Beasts!”
  He rolled to the door and grabbed at it. The knob turned, but the door did not move. 
  “Ow! The beast’s locked me in!” gasped Bunter. 
  He thumped furiously on the door and yelled. 
  “Beast! Lemme out! Do you hear? Lemme out of this, you beast !” 
  But answer there came none, Ponsonby & Co. were gone. 
  Thump! Thump! Thump” 
  “Come back and lemme out!” yelled Bunter. 
  He ceased to thump and yell, however, as he realised that the Highcliffe fellows were gone. 
  “Oh crumbs!” gasped Bunter. 
  He blinked round him in terror and dismay. 
  He was locked in Dr. Voysey’s study. 
  What was going to happen to him when the Highcliffe headmaster came in? No Highcliffe fellow was allowed to enter that apartment without special permission, still less a fellow from
another school. Bunter, of course, could explain that it was a rag, but would the headmaster give him time to explain? Dr Voysey was not a genial gentleman, and he was sure to be annoyed. Moreover, in sprawling into the study, Bunter had knocked over a little table on which had stood a vase of flowers. The vase was smashed, the flowers scattered, and the water was drenching an expensive Persian rug. 
  Billy Bunter felt a deep and well founded apprehension at the thought of being found there by Dr. Voysey. 
  He rolled across to the window. 
  There was nobody near the window outside, but quite a number of people were in sight. Among them was Dr Voysey, coming towards the House, talking as he came to Mr. Mobbs, the master of the Fourth. Bunter popped back from the window. A few minuses later there were footsteps in the corridor. A hand turned the knob of the door. 
  Bunter quaked. 
  “What is the matter with the door?” 
  It was the rather high-pitched, voice of the old headmaster. “What? What?” 
  “It appears to be locked, sir,” came the suave, deferential tones of Mr. Mobbs. 
  “What—what? How can it be locked, Mr. Mobbs?” 
  “Pray allow me, sir—”The handle was turned again, and the door shook. But it did not open.   
  “It is certainly locked on the inside, sir,” said Mr Mobbs. 
  Bunter quaked still more. That utter beast, Pon, had taken away the key! Of course, he was going to make out that Bunter had locked himself in the study. The fat junior could guess that easily enough. 
  “What—what? Some boy has had the impudence—the extraordinary impudence—to lock himself in my study!” exclaimed Dr. Voysey, aghast. 
  “It would appear so, sir.” 
  Mr. Mobbs rapped sharply on the door. 
  “Open this door at once! Do you hear me? How dare you enter your headmaster’s study and lock the door? Answer me!”
  Bunter made no reply. From Mr Mobbs’ words it was evident that he supposed that it was a Highcliffe fellow in the study.  Bunter felt that it was judicious to let him go on supposing so.
  Rap, rap, rap!
  “Open this door at once!” shouted Mr. Mobbs.
  No reply. 
 “Upon my word!” exclaimed the headmaster. “This—this is unheard of! The boy shall be flogged— expelled !” 
  “I cannot understand it, sir.” said Mr. Mobbs. “Such disrespect—such insolence I” 
  “Boy! Open this door!” boomed the headmaster. 
  “Disrespectful young rascal, admit your headmaster at once!” squeaked Mr. Mobbs. 
  There was no answer from the locked study. 
  “The boy must be out of his senses!” exclaimed Mr. Mobbs. 
  “Is it a boy?” came the headmaster’s rejoinder. “It may be some intruder— some thief.” 
  “Surely, sir, in broad daylight—” 
  “No Highcliffe boy would dare do this !”exclaimed the headmaster, in agitated tones. “It is impossible! I should expel him instantly. No Highcliffe boy would dare to defy me in this way! Some extraneous person is in the room!” 
  “It—it is possible—” stammered Mr. Mobbs. 
  “What—what? I am sure of it! And his object can only be theft! There have been many robberies in this neighborhood of late! There have been burglaries—many of them! Only last week my friend, Sir Hilton Popper, was robbed! Upon my word! And my snuffbox is in that room—my Louis Quinze snuffbox! Of incalculable value, Mr. Mobbs—incalculable! Watch the door, Mr. Mobbs, while I obtain another key.” 
  “Certainly, sir.” 
  Bunter heard the Highcliffe headmaster rustling away. 
 “Oh crikey!” murmured Bunter. 
  Alarmed as he was, Bunter could not help grinning at the old gentleman’s idea that there might be a burglar in the study in the broad daylight. 
  The Courtfield cracksman, the mysterious marauder whose exploits had alarmed the whole neighborhood for months past, was a daring rascal; but he was not likely to walk into a crowded school in the daytlme, even to steal a Louis Quinze snuffbox of incalculable value. 
  Still, from Dr. Voysey’s point of view, his alarm was not groundless; for it was quite certain that no Highcliffe boy would have dared to lock himself in the headmaster’s study and refuse to open the door. And the old gentleman was, of course, quite unaware of Bunter’s presence there. 
  Bunter blinked round the study. 
  Under a glass case, on a cabinet, was an object which he guessed to be the snuffbox to which the headmaster alluded. 
  Bunter did not know much about curios; and he was blissfully ignorant of Louis Quinze, and did not even know that that individual had been Louis XV, King of France. But even Bunter could see that the snuffbox was of great value. 
  It was covered with diamonds, and each of the diamonds must have been worth a few pounds, at least. It gleamed and glowed from a green velvet pad under the glass case, scintillating in the wintry rays that came in at the window.  That mass of precious stones could scarcely be worth less than a thousand pounds; and as a curio, the thing was worth much more than that. It was, as a matter of fact, the apple of Dr. Voysey’s eye. 
  Bunter rolled to that window. 
  He had to get back before Dr. Voysey came back with the key—that was certain.  
  He blinked out. 
  Fortunately, the people who had been in sight seemed to have cleared off. Figures could be seen at a distance, but there was no one near at hand. 
  Bunter opened a casement softly. He did not want Mr. Mobbs to hear him. Then, as he was about to clamber out, he paused. 
  The way was open to escape. Bunter was no longer thinking of the tea-party in Courtenay’s study; indeed, Ponsonby’s actions had been a pretty clear proof that the Greyfriars fellows were not at Highcliffe. Bunter was only thinking now of getting clear. 
  But another thought worked in Bunter’s fat mind. 
  He had been disappointed. He had been ragged! He had been bumped over! He had been scared out of his fat wits. The worm will turn! Bunter, having been made to “sit up,” had a natural desire to make somebody else sit up, too. The alarmed ejaculations of Dr. Voysey had put the idea into his head. He stepped to the cabinet where the Louis Quinse snuffbox reposed: 
  The glass case that covered it was locked. But the case was small, and Bunter lifted it bodily from where it stood. 
  Under Dr. Voysey’s writing-table was a waste-paper basket half full of torn and crumpled papers. 
  Bunter hooked them out, dropped the glass case containing the snuffbox into the bottom of the basket, and covered it with the papers. 
  Then he turned to the window again. 
  A moment more and he had dropped out and was scudding away. By the time Dr. Voysey returned to the study door with the key in his hand Billy Bunter was outside the gates of Highcliffe. 

                                             THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                           Luck! 

MR. RICHARD STEELE, the new master of the Greyfriars Remove, came out of the House and walked round to the garage with his springy step, and a cheerful expression on his square-jawed countenance. 
  Remove fellows who saw him glanced after him, and some of them exchanged nods and winks and whispers. 
  The strange suspicion that had been whispered about Mr Steele since the first week of the term was still whispered. Harry Wharton & Co., the leaders of the Form, had nothing to do with it, and lately the Bounder had joined their party on this subject; but there were plenty of fellows to keep the topic alive, especially Skinner & Co. 
  “That’s the latest!” Skinner remarked to Snoop, as the athletic figure of the new master disappeared in the direction of the garage. 
  “What?” asked Snoop. 
  The dear man’s bought a car. You can guess what he wants a car for!” smiled Skinner. “The up-to-date cracksman always has a car!”
  “A jolly old motor-bandit, what?” sniggered Sidney James Snoop. 
  “Well, not exactly that, I think.” said Skinner. “He has to be jolly careful. But, of course, he’s going to use the car to help him cracking ribs. What else does he want it for?” 
  “But, I say, he can’t take the car out of the garage at night without Barnes knowing, anyhow.” said Snoop. “Barnes lives in rooms over the garage.” 
  “I dare say Barnes would keep his mouth shut for a tip.”
  “Jolly risky, I think!” 
  “My dear man.” said Skinner, “that’s what he’s got a car for—and you can bet on it! Where’d he get a car from, if you come to that, if he was just a Form master? Form masters don’t have a lot of money to throw away on cars, it costs money to buy a car, even a little one.” 
  “That’s so,” assented Snoop. 
  “He isn’t like old Quelch, grown old at his job,” said Skinner. “He’s a young man, beginning; and he can’t have saved a lot of money school-mastering. Yet he can go out and buy a car when he takes a fancy to. Where did he get the money?” 
  And Skinner nodded his head emphatically, quite convinced that Mr. Richard Steele had raised the money to buy that car by means that would not bear investigatin—and that ought to have been very carefully investigated. 
  Unconscious of Skinner, Mr. Steele walked on his way. Probably he was not unaware of the nods and whispers among the fellows of his Form. 
  Certainly he knew all about the strange story that was told of him, and it could not have pleased him. But it did not seem to disturb his serene equanimity. 
  There were so many strange circumstances in connection with Steele that it was not surprising that that story had gained ground. But if he could have explained those strange circumstances, he never troubled to do so.  He went on his way and made no sign, leaving the Remove fellows to think what they pleased—and every fellow formed his opinion according to his lights. 
Barnes, the Head’s chauffeur, was in the garage yard and he touched his cap respectfully to the Form master. 
  Steele gave him a pleasant nod and a smile. 
  His glance lingered for a moment on the trace of a bruise on Barnes’ left cheek. 
  “Taking the car out, sir?” asked Barnes, 
  “Yes, I was thinking of giving her a little trial run this afternoon.” answered Steele. “It is a half-holiday for me as well as for my boys, Barnes, 
  Barnes smiled dutifully at that remark. 
  But as Mr. Steele went into the garage and handled the car the Head’s chauffeur watched him, and the smile quite died off his face, and the look in his eyes was strangely penetrating. 
Mr. Steele had bought that car only a couple of days ago. Naturally, he kept it in the garage; and, naturally, the Head had given him a key of the garage. Possibly Barnes, who had hitherto been monarch of all he surveyed in that quarter, was not pleased to have a Form master rooting about the place. 
  Mr. Steele displayed quite a youthful enthusiasm about his car, and had fallen into a way of tinkering with it that brought him to the garage at many odd moments. Still, Barnes need not have objected to that; for his garage was a, spotless, as spick and span, as a garage possibly could be, and everything about it showed what a model chauffeur Arthur Barnes was. 
  Mr. Steele’s car gave Barnes no extra work or trouble. Barnes, in his obliging way, had offered to be of service: he had a fairly easy place, and a good deal of time on his own. But the Remove master declined to give him any trouble; he looked after the car himself entirely. That, perhaps, brought him about the garage more than Barnes liked. 
  Not that Barnes ever betrayed any feeling of that kind. Barnes’ respectful manner was irreproachable. 
  Several times Steele had entered into a chat with the chauffeur; but Barnes, though very respectful, showed no desire to chat. He would answer with the greatest civility; but nothing more. That, however, was nothing new, for Barnes had always been uncommunicative. 
  It was said that he was an ex-officer, and had once been something much more prosperous than a chauffeur; but if that was so Barnes never talked about it. Among the persons employed at Greyfriars Barnes was considered a very superior young man, but rather standoffish. 
After that penetrating look at Mr. Steele’s back Barnes moved away, and he had gone into his rooms when Mr. Steele brought his car out. If Steele had intended to chat he was disappointed; the chauffeur was not to be seen. 
  Before going in at his door Barnes had thrown away a half-smoked cigarette. If that excellent young man and first-class chauffeur had a vice, it was smoking; he was always smoking cigarettes when off duty. 
 . Mr. Steele stopped his little car in the yard, and got off, to bend down and examine one of the tyres. He may or may not have observed the face of Barnes at his window over the garage. 
But the car being between him and that window, Barnes certainly did not see Mr. Steele pick up the half-smoked cigarette, and was not aware that it was in his hand when he stepped into the car again and drove out of the gates. 
  Mr. Steele drove up the lane to the main road, turned the car in the direction of Courtfield, and drove through the town. 
  Beyond the town, on the Highcliffe road, he halted at the roadside, and not till then did he examine that stump of a cigarette that had been in the palm of his hand all the time. 
It was the remnant of a fat Turkish cigarette, with part of the gold lettering still discernible. 
Mr. Steele looked at the remnant thoughtfully. 
  “Turkish Glory!” he murmured. “Six a shilling, I believe! A rather expensive smoke for a chauffeur!”
  He tossed the stump of the cigarette away, and sat back in his seat, a thoughtful pucker in his brows, as if ruminating. 
  Had any Remove fellow been a witness to his action, certainly that fellow would have thought the new Form master “queerer“ than ever Why he should take any interest in the brand of cigarettes smoked by the Head’s chauffeur would certainly have mystified any Removite. 
  As Mr. Steele sat in his car a fat figure came rolling along the road from Highcliffe School. 
  Steele glanced at it and smiled faintly. 
  Billy Bunter was not looking happy or contented. 
  Having escaped successfully from the Head’s study at Highcliffe Bunter had lost no time in putting a safe distance between himself and that locality. Now he had slowed down to his usual pace, which was that of a very old and very tired tortoise. 
  His fat brow was frowning. 
  He knew that Harry Wharton & Co. had not gone to Highcliffe that afternoon.  He had no doubt about that. So by that time he had guessed that Johnny Bull’s remark, which had put him on a false scent, had not been unintentional. That beast, Bull, had pulled his leg: and Bunter had no doubt that the Co. were at Cliff House all the time. 
  But that knowledge came too late to be of any use to Bunter. It was close on tea-time now, and 
Highcliffe was more than a mile farther from Cliff House than was Greyfriars. The fellows would be long gone by the time Bunter’s fat legs could cover the distance. 
  Bunter realised that he had been “done,” and his wrath was deep. Ho grunted and snorted as he rolled along. 
  As he caught sight of his Form-master sitting in the little car Billy Bunter came to a halt and raised his cap. 
  He blinked hopefully at Steele. 
  The beast seemed to be hanging about doing nothing, and Bunter wondered whether there was a chance of a lift. 
  “You look tired, my boy.” said Mr. Steele good-naturedly. 
  Bunter gasped and groaned, to show Mr. Steele how tired he was. 
  “Awfully, sir! Fagged out !“ 
  “Waking is a healthy exercise,” remarked Steele. “But perhaps you have overdone it a little, 
Bunter.” 
  “I’m blessed if I know how I shall get even to Cliff house, sir But I’ve got to get there somehow— they’re expeting me. A fellow can’t fail to turn up when he’s asked to tea, can he, sir?” 
  “It is a very long walk from here.” 
  “Yes, sir. I—I thought if— if you were going that way, sir, you—you might be kind enough to give me a lift part of the way, sir.” 
  Mr. Steele reflected for a moment or two. Apparently he had come out in his little car that afternoon without any intention of going anywhere in particular. He gave Bunter a nod and a 
smile. 
  “Jump in!” he said. 
  Billy Bunter’s fat face brightened up. 
  “Oh, thank you sir ! You’re very good, sir!”
  “Not at all!” said Steele good-naturedly. “It will not take me long to run across to the l’egg road. Jump in.” 
  Billy Bunter gladly clambered into the car. Steele started up again, backed and turned, and the car raced away. 
  Bunter sank back in his scat with a satisfied grin on his fat face. This was real luck! 
  Not only was he saved a long, weary walk, but he would be in time for tea now. The beasts who had spoofed him, and left him out, were going to see him at Cliff House, after all.  They were going to suffer all the pangs of envy and jealousy, while Bunter monopolised the attention of the girls.  They were going to be hopelessly caught out by a good looking, fascinating fellow, and serve them jolly well right! 
  Bunter’s reflections, as he sat in Steele’s car, rapidly eating up the miles, were quite pleasant. 
  Three elegant schoolboys were lounging on the Redclyffe road, which the car followed for a short distance after leaving Courtfield behind. Billy Bunter blinked at Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Vavasour. They stared at him as they stepped aside out of the way of the car. 

  


Bunter, safe in the car and the presence of Mr. Steele, grinned at them derisively from the open window, and put a tat thumb to his nose, extending all the fingers of his fat hand. 
  Steele glanced round. 
  “Bunter!” 
  “Oh! Yes, sir!” 
  Bunter’s extended fingers came away from his fat little nose as if that nose had suddenly become red-hot. 
  “What are you doing?” 
  “N-n-nothing, sir !“ stuttered Bunter.  “Only—only scratching mum-mum-my nose, sir.” 
  “Then please scratch your nose in a rather more circumspect manner.” said the Remove master severely. 
  “Oh ! Yes, sir ! Certainly, sir!” gasped Bunter. “Beast!” he added under his breath.  But he was careful not to let Mr. Steele hear that. 
  The car ran on and turned into the Pegg road, and stopped at a little distance from Cliff House. 
  There Bunter alighted, and Mr. Steele drove away. 
  The Owl of the Remove rolled on to Cliff House, with a fat grin on his face. He was going to give the Cliff House girls, and Harry Wharton & Co., a joyful surprise. The surprise, perhaps, might not he joyful for them, but it was going to be joyful for Bunter; and that, of course, was all that mattered.  Bunter’s fat grin extended from one fat ear to the other as he rolled on to Cliff House. 
“I’ll be little late,” mumbled the fat junior. “But better late than never.” 


                                           THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Tea at Cliff House! 

“I SAY, you fellows!”
  “My hat !“ 
  “Bunter!” 
  Billy Bunter entered, grinning cheerfully. 
  The tea-party in the school-room at Cliff House did not grin. They stared blankly at William George Bunter. 
  The Famous Five did not seem pleased to see him. Frank Courtenay’s face was expressionless. Only Rupert de Courcy, otherwise the Caterpillar, smiled faintly. Marjorie and Clara, and the other Cliff house girls looked surprised. 
  Bunter rolled in cheerily. 
  “Sorry Il’m late !“ he remarked. 
  “Too bad of you, Bunter.” said the Caterpillar solemnly. “We’ve been missing you frightfully.’’ 
  “You fat villain!” breathed Johnny Bull. 
  “My esteemed fat Bunter—” 
  “Sorry, old chaps.” said Bunter, “The fact is, I was rather delayed. But better late than never. I take three lumps, Marjorie, old thing.” 
  “Find Bunter a chair, somebody,” said Marjorie. 
  Miss Clara found Bunter a chair. 
  Bunter sat down. 
  A cheery buzz of conversation had been going on when Bunter arrived. It ceased now. 
  But Bunter did not mind that.  He was prepared to do all the talking that was required. 
  “I say, you fellows I’ve been over to Highcliffe” he remarked. 
  “Why didn’t you stay there?” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Oh, really, Bull——” 
  “How the thump did you get here, if you’ve been to Highcliffe?” asked Harry Wharton. “It’s a jolly long way.” 
  Bunter chuckled.  
  “You see, from something Bull said, I fancied you fellows were going to Highcliffe. You didn’t make it quite clear where you were going. You fellows always muddle things. Thanks, I’ll try the cake!” 
  Johnny Bull glared at Bunter. The Owl of the Remove, had, apparently, fallen into the trap, and a visit to Highcliffe ought to have filled up his afternoon nicely. It really was a mystery how he had covered the distance to Cliff House in time for tea. 
  “I got a lift.” explained Bunter. “I didn’t stay long at Highcliffe. Ponsonby was cheeky.” He blinked at Courtenay. “That cousin of yours is rather a beast, Courtenay.” 
  Courtenay made no reply. 
 “Playing tricks on a fellow.” said Bunter. “Still, I fancy I gave as good as I got! I rather think there’s a row going on at Highcliffe by this time. He, he, he !” 
  “What have you been up to?” asked the Caterpillar. 
  “That’s telling, old bean! But I fancy you fellows will find a row going on when you get back! he, he, he! Your headmaster’s rather au old donkey, isn’t he?” 
  “Think so?” asked the Caterpillar urbanely. 
  “Yes, rather—regular old fossil.” said Bunter. “I fancy he’s hopping about now, in a regular bate, he, he, he! As for that cad Ponsonby, I’m going to thrash him next tine I see him. You don’t mind my thrashing your cousin, do you, Courtenay?” 
  “Not at all.” said Courtenay, with a smile, “But you may find it a rather painful process, Bunter.” 
  “Oh, that’s nothing!” said Bunter, “Any Greyfriars fellow could lick any Highcliffe fellow with one hand. Couldn’t he, Bob?” 
  “ Dry up, ass!” 
  “Why, I’ve heard you say so yourself !” said Bunter, plinking at him across the table. “Don’t you remember? ” 
  Bob Cherry crimsoned. If he had made that remark, he did not want it to be recalled in the presence of Highcliffe fellows with whom he was friendly. 
  “Will you have some more cake, Bunter?” asked Marjorie Hazeldene hastily. 
  “Yes, thanks! This is a jolly good cake!” said Bunter. “Not like the cakes I get at home, at Bunter Court, of course. But good !”
  Bunter showed his appreciation of the cake by filling his extensive mouth, before he proceeded. 
  “You needn’t worry about me, Courtenay I’m going to thrash that cad Ponsonby! It’s time that rotter was licked, and I’m the man to do it. In fact, I’d undertake to lick any two of them.  Highcliffe men can’t scrap!” 
  “Do you mind if I pitch Bunter out of the window, Marjorie?” asked Johnny Bull. 
  Marjorie smiled. 
  “Oh really. Bull! Don’t forget your manners!” said Bunter severely. “You’re in the presence of ladies now, not in the Remove passage, you know. Your manners ain’t much to speak of: 
but don’t forget ‘em, such as they are.”
  “You got a lift, did you?” asked Miss Clara, by way of changing the subject. 
  “Yes, wasn’t it lucky?” asked Bunter. 
  “Oh, frightfully!” said Miss Clara, with a sarcasm that was a sheer waste on WiIliam George Bunter. 
  “The luckfulness was preposterous.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Smgh. 
  “The luck was ours.” said the Caterpillar gravely. “But for that lift, we mightn’t have seen you, Bunter. It hardly bears thinkin’ of.”
  “I’m jolly glad to see you, too, old chap.” said Bunter affably. “These fellows never mentioned that you’d be here—in fact, they never made it clear that the party was at Cliff House at all.” 
  “I wonder why?” murmured the Caterpillar. 
  “Oh, their usual muddling!” said Bunter. “I knew they weren’t at Highcliffe from the way Pon carried on. Highcliffe chaps wouldn’t dare to rag a Greyfriar. man, if thes were other Greyfriars men about They’re a mingy, funky lot.” 
  “Speaking of the senior match at Highcliffe—” said Nugent. 
Don’t interrupt a fellow when he’s talking, Nugent,” said Bunter. “it’s bad manners! I say who do you think gave me a lift?” 
  Bunter paused for eager inquiry. But none came, and he resumed: “it was Steele! Our Form master, you know! Did you fellows know that he’d got a car? One of those little two seaters, you know. He keeps it in the garage at Greyfriars. I told him I was late for a tea-party here, and he ran me across.” 
  “That was awf’ly kind of him,” remarked the Caterpillar “I dare say he guessed that everybody would be pinin’ for your company’ 
  “Yes, very likely.  He was only running about in the car—not going anywhere special, you know.,” said Bunter, “I say, you Highcliffe fellows haven’t seen Steele, have you? He came at the beginning of this term, in old Quelch’s place, he’s really a burglar, you know.” 
  “What?” ejaculated Courtenay, and even the Caterpillar seemed a little startled out of his urbane calm. 
  Bunter grinned. He liked to make a sensation by imparting startling news. 
  “You’ve heard of the Courtfield cracksman, that’s been in all the papers lately?” he asked.   
  “Well, Steele’s the man!”
  “Shut up, you ass!” hissed Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Cheese it!” 
  “Shan’t! You see,we found him out.” explained Bunter. “Every man in the Remove knows that Steele is really a burglar, but somehow or other the police don’t seem to nail him.” 
  The two Highcliffe fellows gazed at Bunter. Harry Wharton & Co. were red and uncomfortable. The strange story that was told about Richard Steele, the new master of the Remove, was not a matter to be talked of outside Greyfriars—in the opinion of anyone but William George Bunter. 
  “It’s all rot, you men.” said Harry, “Some of the fellows tell an idiotic yarn about Steele, but it’s only bunkum.” 
  “I imagine so,” said Courtenay, with a smile. 
  “Oh, really, Wharton! You jolly well know— Yaroooh!” roared Bunter. “What beast stamped on my foot! Wow-ow.w-ow !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “If this is what you call manners,” roared Bunter. “I can jolly well tell you—” 
  “Another cup of tea, Bunter?” asked Marjorie hurriedly. 
  “Yes. Three lumps, please! Pass the tarts this way, Bob if you don’t want them all. You might give a fellow a chance with the tarts!” 
  Fortunately, the tea party at Cliff House had been almost over when Bunter arrived. It might have lasted longer; but now there seemed a general disinclination to prolong it. It ended rather abruptly. Bunter however, had not allowed his bright and interesting conversation to interrupt his gastronomic performances and he was looking fat and sticky and shiny when he rose from the table, and moved with a little difficulty. 
  “I’ll come again soon, Marjorie.” he promised, when the Cliff House girls said good-bye to their visitors at the gate—a remark that Miss Hazeldene did not, somehow, seem to hear. 
  The juniors walked down the road in a bunch, with a stern suppression of their feelings till they were out of sight of the Cliff house girls. 
  Then they stopped, and gathered round Bunter, 
  The Owl of the Remove blinked at them. 
  “I say, you fellows, what about having a taxi home?” he asked “I’ll pay for it, if one of you will cut down to the Anchor and telephone for it. I’ve been rather disappointed about some remittances I was expecting but one of you fellows can lend me a pound— Here, I say, wharrer you up to? Oh, crikey! Yooop! Yaroooogh! Help! Murder ! Fire !” 
  Hands grasped William George Bunter on all sides. 
  “Collar him!” roared Johnny Bull.
  “Bump him!” panted Bob Cherry.
  “Roll him over!” 
  “Burst him!” 
  “Squash him!” 
  “Ow, ow, ow! I say, you fellows— ”
  “Yaroooogh! Help! Whooop!” roared Bunter as he rolled.
  Courtenay and the Caterpillar stood looking on at the exciting scene with smiling faces.  They did not take part in it but the Famous Five were enough for Bunter—in fact, too much. 
  When they had finished with him William George Bunter lay in a breathless heap, spluttering. 
  “Ow, ow, ow, ow, ow, ow!”
  “There!” gasped Bob Cherry. “I feel better now!”
  “The betterfulness is terrific!” chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “Give him some more !” growled Johnny Bull. 
  “Yaroooh!” 
  “Come on!” said Bob; and the Greyfriars fellows walked on with the two Highcliffians and left Bunter to splutter. 
  Bunter sat up. 
  “Ow!  Beasts!  Rotters!  Yooop!  Ow!  Wow!  Beasts!  Oh crikey !” 
  The juniors were out of sight before Bunter got his second wind.  Then he crawled to his feet still gasping and gurgling—and, like the ploughman in the poem, wearily plodded his homeward way. 

                                           THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                               Pinched!

“SOMETHIN’S up !” drawled the Caterpillar. 
  “Looks like it!” agreed Courtenay. “I wonder what!” 
  The Caterpillar was mildly interested; Courtenay was surprised. The moment the two chums entered the House at Highcliffe they could see that something was “up.” 
  Something, apparently, had happened while they were at Cliff House that afternoon with their friends from Greyfriars. 
  Smithson of the Fourth rushed up to them excitedly. 
  “You fellows heard?” he gasped. 
  “ Haven’t had a chance yet, old thing.” drawled the Caterpillar. 
What’s the excitin’ news?” 
  “Robbery!” gasped Smithson. 
  “Oh, gad!” 
  “The Head’s snuffbox—” 
  “Never knew the Head took snuff!”
  “Fathead!  I mean that old snuffbox he keeps under a glass case in his study.  Worth no end of money!” said Smithson impressively. “ It’s a Looey Cans—” 
  “A which?” 
  “Looey Cans!” said Smithson rather vaguely. “1 don’t know what it means; but anything that’s Looey Cans is worth a lot of money.” 
  The Caterpillar grinned cheerily. 
  “Louis Quinze, my benighted Smithson, was King of France in the days when gentlemen took snuff.” He said solemnly. “Listen to the voice of the man who knows! Quinze being French for fifteen, they call him Louis Quinze, it being their old custom to number their kings with cardinal numbers, instead of ordinal numbers— which is the English way, and, therefore, the right way. Perpend! Louis Quinze took snuff to tickle his royal nose— though in many respects he was not up to snuff. But I’m interruptin’ you, dear man! Continuez !” 
  “It’s been pinched—” 
  “The snuffbox?” asked Courtenay. 
  “Yes, the Looey Cans snuffbox--- pinched !”
  “A very odd proceedin’ on the part of some person or persons unknown.” remarked the Caterpillar. “ I suppose a lot of sportsmen must have taken pinch ease of snuff from that box but pinchin’ the box itself is rather an original idea. 
  “The Head’s raging!” said Smithson breathlessly. “I say, the whole place is upside down!” They think the Courtfield cracksman’s been here.” 
  “Oh crumbs!” 
  “You fellows heard?” Monson of tho Fourth came up. 
  “We’re just hearin’.” said the Caterpillar. “Frightful bad luck to be off the scene when these excitin’ events are takin’ place!  Have they caught the bold bad burglar?” 
  “No fear! But the fellows say that Grimes is coming—the police inspector from Courtfield, you know, The Head’s in a frightful wax.” 
  “But it’s rot!” sraid Courtenay. “How could a burglar get into the school in the daytime?” 
  “Some naughty boy pinched it for a lark and shoved it somewhere to make the Head sit up.,” said the Caterpillar sagely. “Was it you, Monson?” 
  “You silly ass!” gasped Monson. 
  “Only askin’, dear boy. It was somebody, you know—and you’re somebody.” argued the Caterpillar. 
  “Look here, you fathead—” 
  “My dear man, you wouldn’t like to be called a nobody, would you? Well, it looks to me as if you did this, Monson.” said the Caterpillar, with great gravity, while Monson glared at him. “I can prove it by means of a syllogism —which was the ancient philosophical method of proving things that weren’t true. The snuffbox was pinched by somebody.  Monson is somebody. Therefore, the snuffbox was pinched by Monson,” 
  “You silly owl!” snorted Monson. “If you say I had anythin’ to do with it I’ll jolly well punch your nose! But, I say,” added Monson, “do you think it’s been hidden for a lark?” 
  The Caterpillar’s clear head and cool judgment were much respected in the Fourth, and his opinion carried great weight. He nodded. 
  “Yes, that’s what I think.” he assented. “Everybody knows how the beak prizes that giddy old relic; and some fellow has shoved it out of sight to make him sit up.  It’s a rather a shame 
—it’8 like takin’ a rattle away from a baby!” added the Caterpillar, shaking his head seriously. “These old gents are touchy about their curios and things. A fellow ought to be kind to his headmaster. I don’t approve of this. Go and put it back, Monson!” 
  “You silly idiot!” shrieked Monson. I don’t know anythin’ about it.” 
  “But I’ve proved syllogistically——” 
  “Go and cat coke!” snorted Monson, and he stamped away, leaving the Caterpillar smiling gently. 
  “1 say, you know, they’re making a frightful fuss about it!” said Smithson. “From what I hear, the Head found his study door locked and the key gone. The pincher locked himself in the study, and seems to have bunked by the window while the old man was getting another key.  When they got into the study they found a table knocked over, a vase, broken, and the snuffbox gone.” 
  The Caterpillar whistled. 
  “That wasn’t a Highcliffe chap, Rupert,” said Courtenay. “I can’t imagine there’s a fellow in the school would dare to play such a lark on the head.” 
  The fellows say that the old man’s telephone for the police.” said Smithson.  He’s had all the prefects up, and raised Cain generally. I say, it’s jolly exciting, isn’t it?” 
  “Frightfully!” yawned the Caterpillar. “Franky, old bean, shall we retire to the study and get out of the excitement?” 
  The chums of the Fourth went up the staircase to the Fourth Form passage.  On the landing were a group of three---Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Vavasour. 
  They were talking in low tones and looking startled and very serious.  The three knuts glanced round at the newcomers. 
  “Heard’—” began Gadsby.  
  “Just heard,” said the Caterpillar. 
  “Ponsonby, my dear but erring youth, has it come to this?” 
  Ponsonby stared at him. 
  “What do you mean, you ass?” he snapped, 
  “How often have I warned you, my young friend, that the primrose path of dalliance leads to trouble in the long run?” said the Caterpillar, shaking his head, “Bettin’ on geegees, and urgin’ the flyin’ ball on the billiard table at the Three Fishers— Oh, Pon!  Am I mistaken in supposin’ that you pinched the old man’s snuffbox to raise the wind to settle with Banks, the bookie?” 
  Ponsonby’s face was a study for a moment.  Gadsby and Vavasour grinned. 
  “You—you burbling idiot!” gasped Ponsonby at last. 
  “Not guilty?” asked the Caterpillar. 
  “You frabjous cuckoo—” 
  “Glad to hear it, old bean.” said the Caterpillar amiably. “You’ll come to it in the long run, of course; but I’m really glad to hear that you haven’t come to it yet. Take warnin’ in time  “Shut up, you ass!” said Courtenay, laughing. 
  “I’m only warnin’ Pon for his own good.” said the Caterpillar. “But if is wasn’t Pon, which of you fellows was it?” 
  “You silly chump!” said Gadsby. 
  “Really, old chap—.—’” said Vavasour, 
   “I can tell you who it was.” said Ponsonby viciously. “It was a Greyfriars man, and I was just discussin’ with these men whether I ought to go and tell the Head.” 
  Courtenay’s face grew stern; and the Caterpillar eyed Ponsooby very curiously. 
  “How dare you make a suggestion like that, Ponsonby ?” exclaimed the captain of the Fourth angrily. 
  “I’m not makin’ a suggestion; I’m statin’ a fact,” answered Ponsonby coolly. “It was a Remove man of Greyfriars who stole the head’s snuffbox.” 
  “You’re improvin’, Pon !” said the Caterpillar admiringly. “You spend a lot of your valuable time stirrin’ up a little harmless and necessary trouble with the Greyfriars blokes. Generally you don’t get away with it. Do you think you’ll get away with this? Hardly !” 
  “It’s a fact!” said Pon. 
  “Your facts, old bean, have a strikin’ resemblance to other people’s fictions.” remarked the Caterpillar. 
  “It’s true!” said Gadsby. 
  “Absolutely!” said Vavasour. 
  “There’s not a word of truth in it,” said Courtenay savagely; “and if there was, you’d have been to the Head about it before this.” 
  “Yaas, why the delay?” asked the Caterpillar. “If you can accuse a Greyfriars man of stealin’, Pon, and get home with it, you can feel that you haven’t lived in vain. What are you lettin’ him off for?” 
  Pon’s lip curled in a sneer, - 
  “I’m not lettin’ him off,” he said. “But it means a lickin’ for me, that’s all. Of course I never dreamed that that fat idiot was a thief—it never crossed my mind that he would pinch anythin’! I suppose he saw the thing, and the temptation was too strong for him,” 
  “You don’t mean Bunter!” exclaimed Courtenay, remembering that the Owl of Greyfriars had mentioned that he had been at Highcliffe that afternoon.
  “I do mean Bunter.” 
  “The bold, bad Bunter!” said the Caterpillar. “My sainted aunt!  Bunter’s rather an ass, and he’s as blind as an owl; but you don’t think he took an old snuifbox for somethin’ to eat, do you? Even if he did, he couldn’t have eaten it—not without bein’ an ostrich.” 
  “He pinched the snuffbox.” said Ponsonby. 
  De Courcy shook his head. 
 “He didn’t, old bean. I wouldn’t trust Bunter within thirty million miles of anythin’ he could put into his inside. But he couldn’t put a snuffbox into his inside! Even Bunter couldn’t! Bunter has his limit!” 
  “But how?” asked Courtenay, eyeing Ponsonby very dubiously and with unconcealed hostility. 
That Pon would stop at little to break up the friendly relations with Greyfriars he was well aware; and an accusation of this sort would be “pie” to Ponsonby, if he could, as the Caterpillar expressed it, get home with it. But it was too terribly serious an accusation for the most reckless fellow to make without something to “go upon”; and Courtenay was beginning to wonder, with dismay, whether there was possibly something in it, 
  The fat idiot butted in here this afternoon, thinkin’ some other Greyfriars cads were here.” said Ponsonby. “I took him along to the Old Man’s study, and butted him in, an’ locked the door on him.” 
  “A rotten trick!” snapped Courtenay. 
  Ponsonhy sneered, 
  “Thanks for your opinion! I took the key away, and I supposed that the Old Man would find him there, and there would be a row. I never dreamed that he would pinch somethin’ valuable and hook it by the window. But that’s what he did.” 
  “Absolutely!” said Vavasour.
  “I’m bound to tell the Head where to look for his snuffbox,” said Ponsonby, “But—he made a grimace— “it meaus a lickin’ for lockin’ Bunter in the study! I’ve been waitin’ to see whether they tumble to it that it was Bunter, without my buttin’ into the matter at all. Somebody may have seen him boltin’ from the window; and if that conies out, there’s no need for me to speak,” 
  “Better wait a bit.” advised Gadsby. “The Old Man’s in a frightful wax; he’s hardly safe to speak to now.” 
  “Still, it would relieve his mind to know where he could get his snuffbox back—absolutely.” remarked Vavasour. 
  “Yes ; but it wouldn’t have been missed at all if Pon hadn’t larked with Bunter! It means a lickin’ !” 
  Ponsonby nodded. 
  “I’ll wait a bit longer! It may turn out that somebody saw Bunter scootin’ from the window. It’s likely enough! I’ll wait.” 
  Courtenay and the Caterpillar walked on to their study—not in the least interested in that debate. Between his keen desire to level a disgraceful charge at a Greyfriars man and his dread of incurring the wrath of his headmaster for “larking” in the sacred precincts of that gentleman’s tudy, Pon was in a very uncertain frame of mind, The chums of the Fourth left him to it. 

                                             THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Bunter Thinks It Funny! 

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH came up the Remove staircase at Greyfriara, rubbing his nose as he came. Smithy’s nose was a little swollen, and looked as if Smithy had been in the wars.  He knocked at the door of Study No. 1, and threw it open. Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent were there, and they looked round at the Bounder. 
  “Seen anything of Bunter?” asked Smithy. 
  “Yes—too much.” answered Harry. 
  “Has he been at Highcliffe this afternoon?  ” 
  “Yes, he told us so.” The captain of the Remove eyed Smithy curiously. “W hat’s up, Smithy? Where did you get that nose?” 
  “I got it in Courtfield, from Drury, of the Highcliffe Fourth,” said Smithy grimly. “Drury’s gone home with a nose to match, and an eye that will be in mourning for a long time, I fancy!  What has that idiot Bunter been up to? Is he in the house now?” 
  “He must have got in before this. But what’s the matter? What have you been ragging with Highcliffe about ?” 
  “I hit Drury in the eye, and he didn’t seem to like it.” said Smithy. “So there was a bit of a scrap.” 
  Wharton frowned. 
  “I wish you’d keep clear of ragging with them, Smithy! We want to go over there to see the First Eleven match when it comes off. I know Drury is one of Ponsonby’s pals; and that gang arc always looking for trouble. All the same—” 
  “You’d have let him tell you that there are thieves at Greyfriars?” asked the Bounder sarcastically. 
  “What the thump—” 
  “According to what he said.  Highcliffe’s buzzing with it.” said Smithy. They make out that a Greyfriars man has been there this afternoon, and stolen something belonging to their headmaster.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “What utter rot!” said Nugent. 
  “Well, yon never know what Bunter may be up to.” said the Bounder. “I hit Drury in the eye, on principle; but you never know what that fat idiot may have done.” 
  “Rubbish! Bunter’s not a thief !”said Wharton warmly. “I suppose he may have bagged a cake if he saw one. But—” 
  “Their old donkey of a Beak had some idiotic snuffbox that’s supposed to be valuable. They say that Bunter got into his study and pinched it.” 
  “Then they’re lying,” said Harry; “and if I’d been there I’d have given Drury another eye to match!” 
  “Better look into it, all the same.” said the Bounder. “The sooner a thing like this is knocked on the head the better.” 
  “I say, you follows———” 
  “Here he is,” said Nugent, as a fat face and a large pair of spectacles blinked in at the doorway. 
  “Come in, Bunter.” said Wharton quietly. 
  “Certainly, old chap.” Bunter rolled into the study. “I say, you fellows, that beast Steele’s asked me for my lines.” 
  “Never mind that now—” 
  “Eh? But I do mind.” said Bunter, “You see, they’ve been doubled, and if they’re not done this evening, I shall get licked. See? I want to know who’s going to help me with those lines.” 
  “Bother the lines, you ass!” 
  “That’s all very well, but, you see, they’ve got to be done.” explained Bunter. “There’s two hundred. My idea is to begin them in case the brute looks at the fist, you know, and you fellows take it in turns to finish them. What about it?” 
  “You were at Highcliffe this afternoon?” snapped the Bounder. 
  “Oh, yes.” Bunter blinked at him and grinned. “I say, Smithy, have you had a collision with a lorry?  What’s happened to your nose? He, he, he !”
  “Did you go into the headmaster’s study at Highcliffe?” asked Wharton. 
  “That beast Pon shoved me into it.” answered Bunter. “He locked the door and took away the key. I had to get out of the winnow. But I fancy I left ‘em something to think about. He, he, he!” 
  The juniors exchanged startled glances. 
  “Look here, Bunter, this is serious.” Said the captain of the Remove. “A Highcliffe man has told Smithy that something is missing. 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “A diamond-studded snuffbox.” said the Bounder. “Do you know anything about it, Bunter?” 
  “He, he, he !”
  “Did you see it while you were there?” asked Nugent. 
  “Yes, rather! He, he, he!”
  “WelI, did you touch it?” 
  “Yes, rather!” chuckled Bunter. “I fancy old Voysey will be sitting up about it! He, he, he!” I fancy there’s a fearful row going on at Highcliffe about this!” He, he, he!” 
  The juniors looked aghast. 
  “You frabjous idiot!” gasped Wharton. “Mean to say that you took it away 
  “He, he, he!”
  “Then there’s something in it.” said the Bounder “I could see that Drury believed what he was saying. Did you steal snuffbox, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, really, Smithy—” 
  “For goodness’ sake, Bunter, tell us what you’ve done!” exclaimed Wharton. “You’re accused of stealing the thing. 
  Bunter jumped. 
  “Me!” he ejaculated. 
  “Yes, you ass! What did you do with it?” 
  “Only a lark.” explained Bunter. “I wanted to pay them out for ragging me, see? I heard old Voysey talking to Mobby outside the door, and he was fancying that somebody was in the study after his silly snuffbox. So I hid it in the waste2-paper basket.” 
  “Oh, my hat !”
  “You see, it will be found in the morning, when the waste-paper basket’s emptied.” explained Bunter. “It will be all right. But until then, I fancy old Voysey will be sitting up and howling! He, he, he!” 
  “You frightful idiot!” gasped Wharton. “You hid a thing that may be worth hundreds of pounds in a waste paper basket?” 
  “Well, Pon shouldn’t have locked me in the study.” said Bunter. “Old Voysey would have made it hot for me if he’d found me there. The old boy will be on the warpath. He will raise Cain all over Highcliffe. Serve ‘em right! Think I’m going to be pitched head first into a study and locked in, without making them sit up? No fear! I thought it a jolly good wheeze !” 
  “My only hat!” said the Bounder. “If the maid pitches the waste-paper away without looking at it, the dustman may collect that jolly old snuffbox, and it may never be heard of again.” 
  “He, he, he !” chortled Bunter; apparently that possibility appealed to Bunter’s remarkable sense of humour. 
  “It’s all right, you fellows.” continued Bunter. “Nobody knows I was there, except Pon. If Pon talks about it, he will get a licking for bunging a fellow in his head master’s study. That’s what I want—see? I’m not going to lick the fellow myself—he’s hardly worth soiling my hands on. But if he gets a licking from old Voysey—” 
  “You fat chump!” said Wharton. “Haven’t you sense enough not to play tricks with valuables?” 
  “If you had as much sense in your head as I have in my little finger, you’d do.” answered Bunter disdainfully. “It’s all right! Old Voysey will sit up, and he’ll make everybody else sit up; and there’ll be be a frightful row, and I shall be safe all the time, as I’m not at Highcliffe. Rather a clever idea, I think. You’d hardly have had the gumption to think of it, I fancy. Presence of mind, you know. That’s me all over !” 
  “You fat idiot! They think the thing’s stolen!” 
  “He, he, he!” 
  “They’re already saying that you pinched it, and saying that there are thieves at Greyfriars!” snapped the captain of the Remove 
  “Well, that’s all right—they’ll find it in the morning.” said Bunter, cheerfully. “If Pon thinks that he’ll very likely go to the old fossil and tell him I was in the study. Then he’ll get licked! That’s what I want.” 
  “Drury said they’ve got the police in.” said Vernon-Smith. 
  “He, he, he !” 
  Bunter roared.  This seemed to him, apparently, the cream of the joke. The three juniors gazed at him. They already knew that Bunter was every known kind of an ass. But the Owl of the Remove was still able to surprise them. 
 “It’s a scream, ain’t it?” gasped Bunter. “Fancy the old donkey having the police in when the snuff box is in his waste-paper basket all the time! He, he, he!” 
  “The only thing is to let them know at once,” said Harry “From what Smithy says, it’s already the talk of the Lower School there.  This will be simply pie to Pon and his set. It’s sure to get to Dr. Voysey, and he will come over here about it, or ring up Dr. Locke. Before that happens you’d better let them know, Bunter.” 
  “Catch me !” said Bunter. 
  “You frabjous ass! They’ll tell Dr. Locke—” 
  “Let ‘em “ said Bunter, “I shall deny it, of course, if my own headmaster speaksto me about it. My own headmaster can lick me— the Highchiffe headmaster can’t! See?” 
  “Deny it!” repeated Wharton. 
  “Well, not exactly deny it, being a truthful chap.” said Bunter. “But I shall be—well, diplomatic. I’m not going to own up to a man who can lick me for it—that’s not sense!” 
  “Look here, you born idiot—” 
  “And you fellows have got to keep it dark, of course.” said Bunter. “I’ve told you in confidence. You can’t give a man away.” 
  “Can’t you see—” 
  Harry Wharton broke off, as there was a well-known tread in the Remove passage outside. 
Mr. Steele tapped at the door, ana looked in. 
  “Is Bunter here?” 
  “Yes, sir.” said Bunter, blinking uneasily at his Form master. “I—I’m just going to do the lines, sir. I—I didn’t come here to ask these fellows to help me, sir—I wouldn’t !” 
  “Follow me, Bunter.” said Mr. Steele quietly “Your headmaster desires to see you!”
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  Billy Bunter followed the Form master in a state of considerable trepidation. Wharton and Nugent and the Bounder looked after him, and then looked at one another 
  “Well, the fat’s in the fire now.” said Harry. “The Head’s been told. If Bunter has sense enough to tell him the truth—” 
  He paused. Bunter was not gifted with much in then way of sense, and it was said in the Remove that he couldn’t tell the truth if he tried—not that be had ever tried. 
  But there was nothing that the juniors could do. It was up to Bunter now, and the Owl of the Remove had to be left to follow the strange and mysterious workings of his own remarkable intellect. 

                                                 THE NINTH CHAPTER 

                                                            Diplomatic! 

DR. LOCKE did not look his usual calm and serene self when Billy Bunter arrived in his presence, under the wing of the Remove master.  He looked extremely disturbed, troubled, worried, and ill at ease—and angry! Even Bunter could see that his headmaster was in a mood that boded trouble and realised that all his diplomacy would be needed. Still, Bunter rather prided himself on being a diplomatic fellow.  He was very wary, and prepared to assert, or to deny, anything that seemed judicious in the difficult circumstances. A regard for thin truth had never been one of Bunter’s weaknesses. 
  “Here is Bunter, sir,” said Mr. Steele. 
  “Yes—yes!” said Dr Locke. “Thank you, Mr. Steele! I have had an extraordinary—a most extraordinary— message from Dr. Voysey at Highcliffe School—a very disturbing and extraordinary message, Mr Steele. Obviously, some absurd mistake has been made. That any boy at Greyfriars is capable of theft I cannot believe for a moment. Bunter?” 
  “Yes, sir!” gasped Bunter. “It wasn’t me, sir.” 
  “What? What? Listen to me, Bunter! Dr. Voysey has telephoned to me that— that a Greyfriars boy—yourself— was at his school this afternoon, and purloined an object of great value from his study. He makes this statement, as a matter of fact. Explain yourself! Have you given Dr. Voysey any grounds for this strange suspicion?” 
  “Oh, no, sir! Not at all! I— I’m as —as innocent as—as a baby, sir.” said Bunter. 
  “Have you been to Highcliffe at all this afternoon?” 
  “No, sir. Nowhere near the place.” 
  “One moment.” said Mr. Steele. “I picked you up in my car this afternoon, Bunter, within a short distance of Highcliffe School. You were coming from that direction when I saw you.” 
  “Oh lor’ !”
  Bunter had a bad memory: though he belonged to the class of persons who, according to the proverb, should have good memories! 
  “Thank you, Mr. Steele! Bunter, tell me the truth!”  boomed the Head. 
  Butntr’s fat knees knocked together. If he had thought of owning up--which he hadn’t—that awful voice would have driven the idea from his fat brain. 
  “Yes, sir——certainly, sir! I—I always tell the truth, sir. Ask any fellow iii the Remove, sir! I—I went over to Highcliffe to—to see a friend, sir. he wasn’t there, so I came away again.” 
  “You have just stated that you went nowhere near Highcliffe at all!”
  “D-d-d-did I, sir?” 
  “You did!” boomed the head. “What do you mean by it, Bunter? What did you mean, by that statement?” 
  “I—I—it was a—a figure of speech, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I—I really meant to say that— that I had been there, sir.” 
  “Bless my soul!  What an extraordinary boy!” ejaculated the head. “What a very extraordinary boy indeed!” 
  “Bunter is uncommonly stupid, sir.” said Steele. “At the present moment he appears a little nervous—” 
  “Quite so, quite so!  Bunter, you have nothing to fear if you tell me the truth! Calm yourself ! Did you enter the headmaster’s study at Highcliffe?” 
  “Oh, no! No, sir !” 
  If this was diplomacy, the distinction between diplomacy and lying was not very strongly marked in Bunter’s fat mind. 
  “You are sure of that, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, quite, sir! I wouldn’t. I don’t even know where the headmaster’s study is at Highcliffe, sir. I couldn’t find it if I tried.” 
  “Dit you take anything away with you when you left?” 
  “Certainly not, sir.” 
  “Did you see any thing of a—a snuff-box?” 
  “I never even heard of it, sir.” 
  “Dr. Voysey believes, for some reason that you were in his study this afternoon, Bunter. How do you account for that?  ”
  “Well, sir, Dr. Voysey’s well known to be a silly old ass—” 
  “What? What?” 
  “Doddering, sir, in fact,’ said Bunter. “I’ve heard Highcliffe fellows wonder why the governors don’t sack him, sir, he’s so old and doddering.”
  “Bless my soul!” gasped the Head, while Mr. Steele turned his face away, perhaps to hide his emotions.  “Bunter!  Bunter!  How dare you make such remarks about Dr. Voysey!”
  “But you asked me, sir.” said Bunter.  “You see, sir—”
  “You know nothing of a—a snuff box that appears to have been abstracted from Dr. Voysey’s study at Highcliffe?”
  “Nothing at all, sir!  Perhaps Ponsonby took it.” suggested Bunter “He’s that sort of fellow, I fancy.”
  “Nonsense, nonsense!  I must go over to Highcliffe, and take you with me, Bunter.  Dr. Voysey has the extraordinary impression that the –the snuffbox is now in your possession. He demands to see you; in fact, he has stated that the police are in charge of the matter.  Go and get your coat and hat at once.”   
  Bunter quaked.
  “If –if you please, sir---” he babbled.
  “What?  What?”
  “I—I—I’d rather not go over to Highcliffe, sir!” gasped Bunter.  “I -- I’ve got some lines to do for Mr. Steele, sir----”
  “Silence!”
  “ And---and there’s prep, sir---”
  “Leave my study!” snapped the Head, in a voice that made Bunter jump. And the Owl of the Remove left.
  “Mr. Steele, I am sure there is nothing to in this, but I must look into it at once.”  said the Head.  “A most extraordinary and disturbing occurrence---very disturbing indeed! Perhaps you will kindly tell Barnes to bring the car round.”
  Ten minutes later Dr. Locke and William George Bunter stepped into the car, and Barnes drove away from Greyfriars.
  Bunter sat in his corner, in the car, in a state of quaking trepidation.  He had not foreseen that he would be taken over to Highcliffe --it was not Bunter’s way to forsee anything.
  What was going to happen when he got there he did not know; but he had an apprehension that it was going to be something unpleasant.
  He even wondered whether he would not have done better to speak the truth for once, and leave diplomacy alone.
   But it was too late for that now.
  He blinked several times uneasily at the Head.  Dr. Locke sat bolt upright, with a grim face.  Obviously, there was a licking for Bunter if he told the facts now!  And Bunter had a constitutional disinclination for telling the truth, anyhow.  So he still nourished a faint old that diplomacy would pull him through.
  The run was a swift one.  In quite a short time---much shorter than Bunter liked---the car reached Highcliffe. 
  Many eyes were turned on the Greyfriars headmaster and Billy Bunter, as they were shown in to Dr. Voysey.
  Barnes, while he waited, strolled away to the porter’s lodge, and had a chat with the porter.  That official gave him a graphic account of what was going on at Highcliffe; to which Barnes listened with interest.  And his interest in the Louis Quinze snuffbox was so keen that the Highcliffe porter enlarged on the subject, giving a full and detailed description of that valuable article; which passed the time very pleasantly for Barnes while he was waiting for his master.

                                       THE TENTH CHAPTER, 

                                         A Starting Discovery! 

THE meeting of the two headmasters, in Dr. Voysey’s study, was formally polite They 
seldom met, except on account of some trouble cropping up between the boys of the two schools: and there was, perhaps, little love lost between them.  Dr. Voysey had a fixed conviction that Highcliffe was, in every way, an establishment of a higher tone than that prevailing at Greyfriars; and Dr. Locke, at the bottom of his heart, had an opinion of the Highcliffe headmaster that tallied with Billy Bunter’s disrespectful description of him.  But the manners of the two old gentlemen, of course, were irreproachably courteous, though somewhat frosty.
  I regret—I regret extremely this unfortunate occurrence, and the trouble it has given you, sir!” remarked Dr. Voysey, when the Head of Greyfriars was seated.  “but in the circumstances—”
  “Quite so!” assented Dr. Locke.  “But—”
  “My first impression was that there had been a burglary here, in broad daylight.  I sent for Inspector Grimes.  Finding, however, that a Greyfriars boy had committed the theft—”
  “Sir!”
  “I dismissed Mr. Grimes.” said the Head of Highcliffe.  “I have no desire to place the matter in the hands of the police if my property can be recovered by less drastic methods.  The thief is here!” he added, turning his spectacles on Billy Bunter.  “If he has brought the article back with him, I see no occasion to make a public scandal.  I am prepared to leave it in your hands, sir, to deal with the young rascal as you think fit.”
  “I am much obliged to you, sir.” said Dr. Locke, with grim dignity.  “but this boy denies all knowledge off your property; and I do not admit for one moment that any Greyfriars boy is capable of dishonesty.”
  “Dear me!” said Dr. Voysey, blinking at him.  “I thought I had explained the matter fully on the telephone—quite fully!”
  “You have explained to me, sir, that a certain article is missing, and that you suspect Bunter.  You must allow me to decline to permit you to act as judge and jury combined in this matter.”
  “My dear sir, if you take that tone, I—”
  “Most emphatically, sir!”
  “I am prepared, of course, to less the matter go before a magistrate.” said Dr. Voysey.  “from consideration for your feelings, sir, I thought of avoiding a scandal.”
  “You need not consider my feelings in the matter at all, sir.  I am of the opinion that you are taking too much—altogether too much, for granted.  I do not believe for one moment that this boy purloined anything here.  Not for one moment, sir!”
  “Dear me!  Dear me!” said Dr. Voysey.  “This makes the matter more difficult!  Perhaps I should not have dismissed Mr. Grimes as soon.  The boy has not, then, confessed?”
  “Certainly he has not!”
  “A hardened young reprobate.” said Dr. Voysey, blinking at Bunter.  “Evidently a very hardened young reprobate.  The facts admit of no discussion, sir.  The boy was in this study; he escaped by the window; and the article was missed immediately the room was centered.  A valuable article, sir—a Louis Quinze snuffbox, once the property of the Regent Orleans——” 
  “On what evidence, sir, do you state that Bunter was in this study?” 
  “On the evidence of a Highcliffe boy, Ponsonby of the Fourth lorm here.” said Dr. Voysey “It appears that Bunter came here this afternoon, for what purpose I do not know and Ponsonby, in a spirit of foolish practical joking, pushed him into this study and locked the door on him. This, of course, would never have come to my knowledge; but, learning of my loss, Ponsonby felt it his duty to acquaint me with the fact that Bunter had been here—very properly.” 
  “The charge then, rests on Ponsonby’s statement?” 
  “Bunter will scarcely deny it, I think.” 
  “Bunter does deny it r’ 
  “Dear me! Dear me! Then 1 will send for Ponsonby, and you shall hear his statement with your own ears, sir.” 
  Dr. Voysey rang, and Ponsonby was sent for. 
  He arrived very quickly— perhaps having been not far away. The dandy of Highciffe came into the study with a properly serious expression upon his face. Dr. Voysey blinked at him 
  “This is Dr Locke, Ponsonby! He desires to hear the statement you made to me regarding the boy Bunter.” 
  “Yes, sir.” said Ponsonby “I’m very sorry, sir, that I played a practical joke in your study, sir. I know it was very thoughtless—” 
  “Yes, yes; that is taken for granted, my boy.” said Dr. Voysey “In other circumstances, I should certainly have punished you very severely for such a prank—such a disrespectful and unthinking prank But in the present circumstances that is trifling: indeed. I thank you for having come forward and enlightened me as to the facts of the matter. Tell Dr. Locke what you know, Ponsonby. 
  “Very well, sir!” Ponsonby turned to the Greyfriars headmaster “Bunter came here this afternoon, sir and for a lark I pushed him into this study, and shut him in. I’m sorry, sir That’s all I can say. But, of course. I had no idea that he would steal anything.” 
  “You left him in this study?” 
  “I did, sir” 
  “Locked in?’ 
  “Yes, sir. I took away the key, and —and lost it by accident. Dr. Vovsey opened the door with another key, and that, I suppose, gave Bunter time to escape with the snuff box.” Ponsonbv looked very penitent. “I feel I’m very much to blame, sir. If I’d only known that there were thieves at Greyfriars. of course, I wouldn’t—” 
  “That is not a proper remark, ponsonby.” said Dr Voysey. “Be silent!” 
  “Very well, sir.” 
  “I decline to accept any statement made by this boy Ponsonby.” said Dr Locke. “On other occasions I have known him to speak with deliberate and malicious falsehood.” 
  Ponsonby coloured 
  “Two other boys, sir, saw the incident,” said Dr Voysoy, stiffly.  “Tw boys named Gadsby and Vavasour. I have questioned them, and they bear out Ponsonby’s statement ” 
  “Surely, sir, Bunter doesn’t deny having been in the study?” said Ponsonby in astonishment. Like many untruthful persons Pon was surprised and shocked by untruthfulness in others. 
  “I jolly well do!” said Bunter eord 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Ponsonby involuntarily. “Why, you frightful fibber—”
  “Oh, really, Ponsonby—” 
  “Silence!” exclaimed Dr. Voysey. “Silence, both of you! Dr. Locke, this places me in a very awkward and difficult position. Three Highcliffe boys declare that Bunter was in the study this—” 
  “They never tell the truth at Highcliffe, sir.” said Bunter. “They can’t! Pon’s an awful liar, sir! Ain’t you, Pon?” 
  “You fat freak—” 
  “Silence! Dr. Locke, I leave it to you to have this boy Bunter searched, and any receptacle he may possess at Greyfriars searched, when I have no doubt that the snuff box will be found. If it be restored, the matter ends, as far as I am concerned. I desire no scandal—” 
  Dr. Locke turned a troubled glance on Hunter. 
  BAs a matter of fact, low as his opinion of Ponsonby was, he had an impression that Pon was stating the facts this time. 
  Bunter’s eyes were fixed on the waste paper basket under Dr Voysey’s writing-table. It was three parts full of waste paper, and it was no doubt that the famous snuffbox still reposed beneath those torn and crumpled papers. 
  “Bunter,” said Dr. Locke. “give me your attention I” 
  “Oh! Yes sir !” said Bunter, detaching his eyes fron the wastepaper basket. 
  “Before this matter goes further, Bunter, and takes a very serious turn, have you anything to tell we, or to tell Dr. Voysey?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!  Only that I’m innocent, sir!” said Bunter. “I don’t know anything about the snuffbox, sir. I don’t believe it’s been taken away at all, sir,” 
  “What?” gasped the Head of Highcliffe. 
  “Bunter, do you dare to controvert Dr. Voysey’s statement? Are you out of your senses?” 
   “Nunno, sir! But—” 
  “What do you mean then?” 
  “Well, sir, suppose some fellow hid it for a lark?” argued Bunter. “A fellow might have done it, to pull the Beak’s leg, sir—just to see him raising Cain, sir!” 
  Dr. Voysey bestowed a glance of strong disfavour on Bunter. 
  “If the wretched boy means, by this extraordinary language, that some Highcliffe boy may have extracted the snuffbox for a practical joke, the statement is ridiculous!” he snapped. 
  “I think it’s very likely, sir.” said Bunter. “Very likely indeed, sir. I shouldn’t wonder if it’s hidden in this very room at this very minute, sir.” 
  “Nonsense !”
  “It is at least possible!” said Dr Locke thoughtfully. 
  “I regard the suggestion as utterly absurd, sir !” 
  “Bunter, have you any reason to suppose that some such trick may have been played, or are you speaking at random ?” 
  “I—I think it’s very likely, sir.” argued hunter “I— 1 think some— some fellow might have shaved it, glass case and all, into the wastepaper basket, sir! I—I think it’s very likely !”
  “Absurd !” snapped Dr. Voysey. 
  Dr Locke gave Bunter a very penetrating look. He had already observed the fat junior’s eyes wandering incessantly to that waste-paper basket. 
  “The suggestion is worthy, at least, of investigation, sir.’ said Dr. Locke.  “Has a search been made in the school?” 
  “Certainly not, when it is obvious that the article has been taken out of the school.” 
  “I—I’m sure it hasn’t, sir.” stammered Bunter. “I—I feel sure it’s hidden about the place somewhere. I—I shouldn’t wonder if—if it’s in that very waste-paper basket under your table, sir.” 
 “I decline to listen to such nonsense !“ said Dr. Voysey stiffly “Dr. Locke, if we cannot come to agreement on this matter, I can only place it in official hands.” 
  Bunter quaked, 
  “I—I say, sir, I—I feel sure that— that it’s about the place somewhere!” he gasped. “Shall I—shall I turn that waste-paper basket out, sir, and—and see?” 
  “Silence!” 
  “But I really think, sir—”
  “I will telephone to the police station,” said Dr. Voysey. “I will request Mr. Grimes to send a constable here—” 
  “Oh crikey !” 
  Dr. Voysey stretched out his hand to the telephone receiver. 
  Billy Bunter stretched out his foot to the wastepaper basket. 
  Crash !
  The waste-paper basket rolled over under Bunter’s kick. Crumpled papers tumbled out on to the floor, to an accompaniment of the sound of breaking glass. 
  Ponsonby jumped. Dr. Locke stared. Dr Voysey leaped to his feet in amazement. 
  On the floor, under all their eyes, amid crumpled papers and broken fragments of the glass case, lay the Louis Quinze snuffbox. 

  

                                        THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                        Sympathetic ! 

“BYRON—” said the Caterpillar thoughtfully. 
  “Eh, what?” 
  Frank Courtenay glanced at his chum absently. 
  The captain of the Highcliffe Fourth was looking worried and troubled.  The Caterpillar’s remark interrupted his thoughts—which, to judge by his looks, were not pleasant. 
  “Byron—” repeated the Caterpillar imperturbably.
  He was lounging gracefully in an armchair, with his feet on another chair, and his hands behind his head—a picture of careless laziness. Courtenay looked at him rather reproachfully. 
  “What about Byron, you ass? I’m feeling worried !” 
  “Same here I” answered the Caterpillar. “I share your feelin’s to the full, owin’ to my sympathetic nature. But I was goin’ to remark that Byron, in—” 
  “Bother Byron!” 
  “My dear man,” remonstrated the Caterpillar gently, “you’re generally nuch more willin’ to discuss the jolly old poets and other such brainy products than I am. Now I bring up the subject of my own accord, and you shoo me off ruthlessly. You: don’t want to hear what I was goin’ to say about George?” 
  “George?” repeated Courtenay, 
  “Wasn’t his name George?” yawned the Caterpillar. “Anyhow, I was goin’ to say that Byron, is one of the remarkable productions that our innocent ancestors took for poetry, because he told them it was, made the remark, ‘There was a sound of revelry by night.’” 
  “Well?” 
  “Well, history is said to repeat itself,” said the Caterpillar. “ History is repeatin’ itself at the present moment.  There is a sound of revelry by night. And if you weren’t plunged so deep in the throes of glum and gloomy meditation you’d have noticed it.” 
  Courtenay started a little and listened. There certainly was a sound from the passage outside, though it could hardly be said to be of revelry. 
  It was the voice of Cecil Ponsonby of the Highcliffe Fourth, raised in woe and lamentation and wrath. 
  Pon. apparently, had been suffering for his sins; and he was groaning, complaining, and—not to put too fine a point on it—fuming. That was one of the elegant Pon’s little ways when he was annoyed. It was only necessary to scratch Pon’s elegance to discover the hooligan underneath. 
  “What on earth’s the matter with the fellow?” asked Courtenay. “Sounds as if he’s been through it.” 
  “Let’s go and see.” said the Caterpillar, detaching himself from the armchair “I’ve been sympathising with you, Franky, for a long time—” 
  “You’ve been asleep, I believe.” 
  “I sympathise better with my eyes shut.” exclaimed the Caterpillar urbanely.  “Silent sympathy is my long suit.  Having sympathised with you silently, I’m going to sympathise with Pon audibly; my sympathetic nature is far from bein’ exhausted. Let’s go an’ see what’s the matter with Pon.” 
  “I’m not curious!” grunted Courtenay. 
  “But I am, old bean. My besetting sin.” said the Caterpillar gently. “ I’m simply burnin’ with curiosity at the present moment. Besides, I think that dear old Pon may have come a mucker in his latest stunt, to judge by the delightful sounds that he’s uterrin’, and the sad fact that he’s talkin’ like a bargee. And if that’s the case, it may lift that cloud of disconsolate disquietude from your baby brow. What?” 
  “Oh !” said Courtenay. 
  He opened the door of the study and stepped into the passage. The Caterpillar smiled and followed him if out. 
  Farther along the passage was a group of the nuts of the Highcliffe Fourth. Ponsonby was the centre of toe group; and his friends Gadsby, Vavasour, Monson, Drury, Merton, and the rest, were listening to him—some of them trying to soothe him. 
  But Pon did not seem easy to soothe. His face was crimson, his eyes bright with anger, and he wriggled in a way that hinted of a recent application of a cane in a vigorous hand. 
  Obviously Pots had been through it. 
  Courtenay looked at him from the study doorway. But the Caterpillar lounged gracefully along the passage to the group, assuming an expression of the deepest sympathy as he approached Ponsonby. In return for which Pon gave him a savage scowl. 
  “May a man ask what’s been happenin’?” inquired the Caterpillar. “Am I right, in supposin’ that you’ve had a lickin’, old bean?” 
  “Find out!” snarled Ponsonby. 
  “That’s why I’m askin’. Vho’s the wicked perpetrator?” asked the Caterpillar. “Not Mobby? Our dear old Form master wouldn’t lick his Pon; he’d never get asked to Ponsonby Place again if he did! Has the head so far forgotten himself as to wallop our Pon? Tell me, you men; I’m cager to join the indignation meetin’.” 
  “It’s the head.” said Gadsby. “Poor old Pon put his foot in it bad!”
  “Absolutely!” said Vavasour. 
  Ponsonby snarled out a word or two which would have caused even Mr. Mobbs to cane him, had that gentleman been within hearing. 
  “Dear man,” said the Caterpillar gently, “I understand your feelin’s; I’ve been there myself. But swearin’ won’t catch you any fish—and it’s doocid ungentlemanly. Give it a miss, Pon, for the sake of my innocent young ears.” 
  “Yes, it’s no good cursin’, old man,” said Gadsby, shaking his bead. “You put your foot in it—” 
  “In what?” asked the Caterpillar. 
  “The heads snuffbox—” 
  “Pon put his foot in the head’s snuffbox?” 
  “No, you ass!” said Gadsby, laughing. “The Head’s snuffbox has been found, I was going to say. That fat bhighter Bunter never pinched it, after all. Pon told the old man he had—” 
  “You silly dummy!”snarled Pon. “Wasn’t it as clear as daylight? You fellows agreed that it was, and agreed that I’d better go and tell the Head that Bunter was in his study.” 
  “Yes, that’s so; but, of course, we believed that Bunter had had it. Who’d have thought that the fat idiot hid it in the Old Man’s own waste-paper basket for a fatheaded lark?” 
  “Oh, my hat! Did he” ejaculated the Caterpillar. 
  “Well, that’s is hat it looka like,” said Monson. “Pon told the Head about Bunter bein’ there, and was let off, you know, because the Old Man was so pleased to get on the track of his jolly old snuffbox. Then the Greyfriars Beak brought Bunter over here, and the old man man was goin’ to call in a bobby for him, when Bunter kicked over the wastepaper basket—and there was the blinking’ snuffbox.” 
  The Caterpillar chuckled.  
  “Of course, Bunter must base put it there before he skedaddled out of the window this afternoon.” said Drury. “He didn’t own up, did he, Pon?’ 
  “No !” snarled Pon. “ I fancy his headmaster saw how it was, though;  and Bunter will hear of it at Greyfriars.” 
  “And the old Man looked quite sick, Pon says,” went on Gadsby. “After all the frightful fuss he’d made, to find the thing in his own study you know!  Of course, he was glad to get it back; but he looked sick about it—and no wonder!  Apologised no end to old Locke; took back all he’d said about Bunter, and—” 
  “And took it out on Pon?” asked the Caterpillar. 
  “Just that!” 
  “The blighted old fossil!” said Ponsonby. “He’d let me off once for ragging Bunter in the study; but after they were gone he wanted somebody to lick!  He was feelin’ like that, an’ I got it. Gave me ten solid minutes’ jaw about it—pushin’ a fellow into my headmaster’s study, an’ al that, and takin’ away the key and losin’ it. I wouldn’t have minded the jaw, but—” 
  Ponsonby wriggled painfully. 
  “Thus bad begins, but worse remains behind, as jolly old Shakespeare remarks,” said the Caterpillat gravely. 
  “The old ruffian gave me a dozen,” said Ponsonby. “Tough, too. I never knew the old fossil had so much muscle. It fairly made me squirm. Just for shoving Bunter into his study, and lockin’ him in—and he’d never have known if I hadn’t told him, Of course, he was really lickin’ me because he’d made a fool of himself to the Greyfriars Beak. Ow, ow! Oh crumbs! I shan’t he able to s+it down till to-morrow!” 
  “My deepest sympathy, old bean!” said the Caterpillar “You might have done better to hold your tongue, after all. But that’s rather a weakness of yours, Pon; you never can hold your tongue when you think there’s a chance of doin’ mischief by waggin’ it, can you ?” 
  Pon gave him an evil look, 
  “I thought Bunter had had it—so did these fellows!” he snarled, 
  “A suspicious mind, Pon!” said the Caterpillar, shaking his head. “If you hadn’t been blinded by the charitable desire to have somethin’ nasty to chuck at Greyfriars, you wouldn’t have thought so! Let this be a warnin’ to you, my young friend.” 
  “Oh, shut up, you idiot!” 
  “I’m speakin for your good, dear man. Didn’t I tall you that Bunter wouldn’t take anythin’ he couldn’t eat? And, not bein’ an ostrich, he couldn’t eat a snuffbox !” 
  “The Caterpillar said from the first that some chap had hidden it for a lark.” said Monson, with a nod. “He was right, as it turns out.” 
  “Dear men, you’ll find I am always right.” said the Caterpillar. “This is what comes of bein’ the only brainy man in the Form.  But I think Pon would have guessed it if he hadn’t been so jolly keen to score off Greyfriars. I think the Old Man made a mistake in givin’ you a dozen, Pon.” The Caterpillar shook his head. “He should have made it two dozen!”
  Some of the juniors grinned; and Ponsonby gave the Caterpillar a deadly scowl. 
  “You cacklin’ rotter!” he snarled. “I’ve a jolly good mind to mop up the passage with you!” 
  “Don’t, old bean!” said the Caterpillar, in alarm. “In your present wild an’ whirlin’ mood, you terrify me !”
  The Caterpillar backed away hastily. That was enough for Pon. In his present state of temper he wanted to wreak his rage on somebody. As the Caterpillar retreated, the dandy of the Fourth made a rush at him. 
  “Here, Pon, chuck it!” exclaimed Gadsby. 
  “Mind your own bizney!” snarled Ponsonby. “Get out of the way, hang you!” 
  De Courcy dodged behind Gadsby. Taking that youth by the arms, from behind, he held him out as a shield against Pn. 
  “Here, hold on!” gasped Gadsby, as he narrowly escaped Pout’s first furious drive. 
  “I’m holdin’ on.” said the Caterpillar. “Keep between us, old bean; I’m scared! Trembhin’, in fact! You don’t mind lettin’ a pal tremble behind you, do you, while Pon’s in this ragin’ state?” 
  “Yarooh!” roared Gadsby, as Pon’s next punch, intended for the Caterpillar, caught him on the chin. “Ow! Leggo. you ass!” 
  “That’s all right—you’re keepin’ him off fine!” said the Caterpillar. “Stand to it, old bean! You see, your features can’t be altered for the worse, and mine can.” 
  “You cheeky ass—” 
  Gadsby wrenched himself away, and Ponsonby jumped at the Caterpillar. The next moment he was locked in De Courcy’s arms; and suddenly, Pon hardly knew how, hisheels flew into the air, and he was lying out the floor, gasping for breath, ander staring dizzily up at De Courcy’s smiling face. 
  “A simple wrestlin’ trick, my beloved ‘earers!” said the Caterpillar. “It’s all right, Pon—you haven’t damaged the floor; it’s harder than your head, though of similar material. Did you see how that was done, Gaddy? I’ll show you if you like.” 
  “You jolly well won’t!” said Gaddy, jumping away. 
  “Shall I show you, Monson?” 
  Monson backed away without answering. 
  “No takers?” asked the Caterpillar. “What about you, Pon? Jump up and have another go?” 
  Ponsonby, instead of jumping up, poured out a stream of savage words from where he lay. Evidently he did not want another “go.” 
  The Caterpillar ambled gently back to his study. 
  “All serene, Franky.” he remarked. “Pon hasn’t brought it off; and you can unknit your brows, an’ smile again! That’s right; you’re almost goodlookin’, old bean, when you smile. Pon’s got it—not where the chicken got the chopper, but—as they say in the house oF Chin-wag—in another place. And he’s not even grateful for sympathy. He’s not grateful to me for showin’ him clever wrestlin’ stunts. It’s an ungrateful world, Franky.” The Caterpillar yawned. “Are you goin’ to do any prep?” 
  “Yes, of course; and you—” 
  “Not little me. I’m goin’ to tell Mobby in the mornin’ that my uncle the marquis asked after his health. It’s easier.” 
  Courtenay laughed, and sat down to work, with a face quite cheerful now. The Caterpillar sat in the armchair and watched him—which was very frequently the way prep was done in that study. And in the Head’s study, the “Old Man” was regarding his Louis Quinze snuffbox with relief and satisfaction in its old place on the cabinet —and little dreaming for how short a space of time it was destined to remain there! 

                                           THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                                                Bunter Is Not Believed! 


BILLY BUNTER grinned as Barnes drove the Head’s car back to Greyfriars, 
  He could not help grinning. 
  He would have chuckled aloud but for the majestic presence of his headmaster. 
  The matter had turned out in a perfectly satisfactory manner, so far as William George Bunter was concerned. 
  Really, it had been a brain-wave on Bunter’s part, to kick over the wastepaper basket and reveal the hidden snuffbox. 
  Bunter was conscious at all times of being a very clever fellow, but he had never been so pleased with his cleverness as he was now. 
  It had been demonstrated that the missing snuffbox had been in the study all the time. Old Dr. Voysey had been made to look an absolute, complete ass! That served him right, in Bunter’s opinion. Perhaps he guessed that Bunter had hidden the snuffbox. 
  Bunter did not care about that. So long as his own headmaster did not guess, it was all right. When the visitors took their leave, Dr. Voysey had told Ponsonby to renain.  Bunter could guess what he was to remain for. So, from all points of view, the matter had ended satisfactorily. 
  So Bunter grinned. 
  Dr. Locke did not speak a single word during the drive back to Greyfriars.  Bunter, stealing a blink every now and then at his face, could read nothing there. No doubt the Beak supposed that some Highcliffe fellow had hidden that snuffbox. Anyhow, Bunter was prepared to resort to diplomacy to any extent if the Beak questioned him. He was feeling that all was calm and bright by the time they arrived at Greyfriars. 
  “You will follow me to my study, Bunter.” said the Head quietly, as Barnes drove the car away to the garage. 
  “Oh!” ejaculated Bunter. 
  He followed the Head with some diminution of his satisfaction. 
  In the study, Dr. Locke fixed his eyes searchingly on Bunter. 
  “Bunter!”
  “Oh!” Yes, sir! It wasn’t me!” 
  “This painful affair is, fortunately, at an end, and the charge of theft with drawn,” said the Head. “A charge that certainly ought never to have been brought; but Dr. Voysey’s apology closes that matter. But—” 
  “Yes, sir, mum-mum-may I go now, sir?  ”
  “You may not, Bunter! It appears to me very singular, Bunter, that you knew where the snuffbox was hidden.” 
  “D-d-does it, sir?” 
  “It does, Bunter. How did you know?” 
  “You—you see, sir, I—I—I—” 
  “Did you place it there, Bunter?” asked the Head, in a deep voice. 
  “Certainly not, sir! I—I never touched it, sir! I never knew there was a snuffbox in the study at all, sir! I never saw it standing on the cabinet, sir!” 
  “How did you know that it was kept standing on a cabinet, Bunter, if you had never been in the study, as you informed me?” 
  “I—I—I didn’t know, sir!” gasped Bunter, in alarm. “I—I hadn’t the faintest idea, sir! Mum-may I go now. sir?” 
,  “From your discovery of the hiding-place of the snuffbox, Bunter, it appears to me that you must have placed it where it was found. If not, how did you guess that it was there?” 
  “I—I—I’m rather clever, sir—” 
  “Bless my soul! Bunter, I command you to tell me the truth at once.” exclaimed Dr Locke. 
“I—I think very likely Pon put it there, sir!” said Bunter cautiously. Ponsonby’s always playing tricks. Just like a monkey! I certainly never saw it before, never even heard it mentioned. I never heard what Dr. Voysey said to Mr. Mobbs when they came to the door. I couldn’t, through the door, sir. Impossible !” 
  Dr. Locke gazed at Bunter. 
  “Then you were in that study, Bunter, when Dr. Voysey and Mr. Mobbs came to the door?” 
  “Oh, no, sir!” Not at all!” 
  “Then how could you have heard what they said through the door?” 
  “I—I’ve just said I didn’t, sir! Not a word! Old Voysey—I moan Dr. Voysey—just mumbles, sir! Nobody could have heard what he said, through that door. I never heard him mention the snuffbox, or say that he thought the Courtfield cracksman had been after it. I—I hope you can take my word, sir !” !” 
  “Take your word!” said the Head, almost dazedly. 
  “Yes, sir. Mr. Steele will tell you that I’m the most truthful fellow in the Remove. He has often praised me for it, sir, just like old Quelch—I mean Mr. Quelch, used to. I wasn’t there, sir, when they came to the door, and never heard them talking about the snuffbox. Not a word. Besides it was all Ponsonby’s fault. I think his headmaster ought to cane him sir, for—” 
  “For what?” 
  “Oh! Nothing, sir!” 
  “It is clear to me now, Bunter, that you were in Dr. Voysey’s study, and that Ponsonby’s statement that he locked you in was correct,” 
  “Oh! No, sir! Not at all! I wasn’t there! Besides, what could a fellow do when that beast took the key away, sir?” 
  “It is also clear to me, Bunter, that you hid Dr. Voysey’s snuffbox in the waste-paper basket.” 
  “Oh dear I I—I assure you, sir—” 
  “Why did you net admit this, Bunter, when I questioned you before going to Highcliffe?” 
  “I--- I you’d be waxy, sir—” 
  “What?” 
  “I—I mean, I never did it, sir! I—I couldn’t admit it when I never did it, sir. That wouldn’t have been truthful.” 
  “Bless my soul!” said the Head. “I really hardly know how to deal with this boy!” 
  “Yes, sir! Mum-mum-may I go now?” asked Bunter anxiously. ‘I—I m afraid I’m wasting your valuable time, sir!”
  “There is a cane on my desk, Bunter,” 
  “Is—is—is there, sir?  ” gasped Bunter. “You may hand it to me, Bunter!”
  “Wha-a at for, s  ir?” stuttered Bunter. 
  “What! To punish you, Bunter, for causing so much trouble and unpleasantnesa by your reckless disregard for the truth.” said Dr. Locke sternly. “Hand me that cane at once !” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  Bunter unwillingly fetched the cane. Dr. Locke swished it in the air with a sound that was distinctly disagreeable to Bunter’s ears. Then he pointed with it to a chair, 
  “You will bend over that chair, Bunter!” 
  “Oh crikey!  I—I assure you, sir, I—I never did it, sir! I shouldn’t have been in the study at all if that beast Ponsonby hadn’t pitched me in head first! And I was going to tell you all about it, sir, only I thought you’d be waxy! And—and I wasn’t there, sir! I—I hope you believe me, sir !” 
  The Head gasped. 
  “Bunter! Bend over that chair at once !” 
  “Oh lor’ !” 
  Bunter bent over the chair. Six times the Head’s cane rose and fell. Six times the voice of William George Bunter was raised on its top note. It lasted only a few moments, but for those few moments the Bull of Bashan, celebrated for his roaring, had nothing on Bunter. 
  “Bless my soul I Cease that ridiculous noise at once, Bunter!” gasped the Head.
  “Yaroooh! Ow! Ow! Ow!”
  “Bunter—” 
  “Whoooop! Yoooop! Moooooooh!” 
  “Bunter, I shall cane you again, if you utter another sound.” exclaimed the exasperated Head. “Leave my study at once.” 
  Bunter contrived not to make another sound before he left the Head’s study. 
  He indemnified himself when he reached the Remove passage, however. 
  “Ow-ow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” was the sound that announced Bunter’s arrival there.  “Ow-ow-ow! Wow-wow !” 
  “Hallo, hallo, hello! Licked?” asked Bob Cherry, 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” 
  “Was the lickfulness terrific, my esteemed Bunter?” 
  “Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow !” 
  Evidently the lickfulness had been terrific. Bunter tottered into Study No. 7, and collapsed into the armchair. He reposed there for about a millionth part of a second, and then jumped up with a howl. Bunter stood up to the table for prep. that evening. Bunter, as a rule could stand sitting, any amount of it. Now he prefered to sit! 

                                   THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER 

                                             Two In the Dark!

 “PAUSE in time, my dear, but errin’ friend.” 
  The Caterpillar’s voice was quite soft but it had a startling effect on the silence of the Fourth Form dormitory at Highcliffe. 
  Ponsonby jumped. 
  He was half dressed and sitting on his bed, putting on a pair of rubber shoes in the dark. He stared across in the shadowy gloom towards the Caterpillar. 
  “You awake, you rotter?” he said. 
  De Courcy sat up in bed. 
  “Wide awake, Pon! Sleepy, but wide-awake enough to utter a word of warnin’! Pause in time, my young friend, reflect on the error of your ways, and go back to bed and sleep the sleep of the just.” 
  “You silly ass !”
  A sleepy voice caine from Gadsby’s bed. 
  “That you, Pon? Goin’ out?” 
  “No!” growled Pon. “Shut your eyes and your head and go to sleep.” 
  “You’re jolly civil!” yawned Gadsby. 
  “Dry up!” 
  “But if you’re not goin’ out, what are you gettin’ up for? ” asked Gadsby. “If it’s a run down to the Three Fishers, I’m game.” 
  “It isn’t! You silly owl, it’s past midnight, too late for the Three Fishers, or anywhere else.” 
  “Then what’s the game?” 
 “ Nothin’ !”
  “Oh, keep it to yourself, if you like.” grunted Gadsby. And he turned over sulkily, to go to sleep again. 
  “You still awake, De Courcy?” sneered Ponsonby. “I suppose you can mind your own bizney?” 
  “My dear man! I can not only mind my own, but yours, too!” said the Caterpillar. “Give it a miss, Pon! Seriously, old bean, it’s not good enough. I know you’re not goin’ out on the tiles at this time ol night, or rather mornin’, or I wouldn’t interfere, Pluckin’ a brand from the burnin’ is not my long suit. But—” 
  “Well, shut up!”
  “You don’t want sage advice from an elder?” sighed the Caterpillar. 
  “I don’t want anythin’ from you.” 
  “Go it, then!” said the Caterpillar. “A wilful man must have his way; and the same applies to asses.  But—” 
  “I’m simply goin’ to stroll about a bit, because I can’t sleep,” said Ponsonby savagely. 
  “Oh, quite!” murmured the Caterpillar. “That lickin’ has made you rather restive, naturally. But you’re rather an ass, Pon! After all, you deserved the lickin’! And Beaks are rather dangerous animals to play tricks on!” 
  “Who’s goin’ to play a trick on a Beak, you fool?” 
  “Aren’t you?” yawned the Caterpillar. 
  “No, you idiot!” 
  “My mistake! I really thought that you were feelin’ so sore an’ savage about that lickin’ that you were thinkin’ of takin’ it out of the Old Man.” 
  “You burblin’ chump, how could I take it out of the Old Man?” muttered Ponsonby, uneasily. “You can’t get back on a Beak.” 
  “Oh, there are ways and means.” said the Caterpillar airily. “A fellow might get on the roof and drop a bundle of squibs down his chimney—” 
  “You howlin’ ass !” 
  “Or he might sit under his window and yowl like a cat—” 
  “You blithering fathead !” 
  “Or he might sneak into his study and bung his Louis Quinze snuffbox into some place where he couldn’t find it—” 
  Ponsonby started. 
  “You—you rotter! What’s put that into your head? Of course, I’m not thinkin’ of doin’ anythin’ of the kind.” 
  The Caterpillar chuckled sleepily. 
  “You crass ass!” he said. “Don’t you know you’re as transparent as a sheet of glass? You’ve been cursin’ and muttering revenge all the evenin’, and if I’d been a bettin’ man—which I’m not since I’ve enjoyed Franky’s improvin’ friendship—I’d have betted ten to one in ponies that you had a scheme up your sleeve for makin’ the Old Man writhe. And havin’ seen him writhin’ to-day over the loss of his Louis Quince nosebag, there was a stunt for you all ready made—savin’ you the trouble of thinkin’—which is a fearful trouble for a fellow with an intellect like yours, Pon, old bean, own up.” 
  “Go and eat coke!” 
  “What I mean is that the Old Man will probably tumble.” explained the Caterpillar. “ Where will you be then?” 
  “As I’m not thinkin’ of anythin’ of the kind, of course that doesn’t concern me.” 
  The Caterpillar sighed. 
  “Well, I’ve said my piece.” he remarked. “when you’re ratty, Pon, you lose your usual caution. I thought I’d warn you.” 
  “Thank you for nothin’.” 
  “Right.” Murmured the Caterpillar, and he laid his head on the pillow again and closed his eyes indifferently. 
  Ponsonby scowled in the darkness and crept away to the dormitory door, His face was white and set and savage. 
  The Caterpillar had defined his intentions easily enough, but Ponsonby was not to be warned. 
All the bitterness and evil in his nature—and there was a good deal of both—had been roused by the punishment Dr. Voysey had handed out. It was very seldom that Pon was punished
— his Form master would never have dreamed of caning his dear Ponsonby, and he seldom came in contact with the Head— and even the Head was not insensible to the influence of Pon’s aristocratic connections.  Punishment— especially a severe punishment— came as a surprise to Pon, and stirred him to bitterness and revenge. 
  He had been thrashed—by a dashed schoolmaster!  The lofty and supercilious Pon, in his disdain for the world in general, regarded a schoolmaster as a sort of upper servant; indeed, he almost openly treated Mr. Mobbs as one. Pon was not to be thrashed by a dashed schoolmaster, with impunity. 
  He crept away silently from the dormitory in his rubber shoes. 
  There was an easy way of “getting hack” on the Old Man: what had happened that day, showed how deeply the old gentleman took to heart anything affecting that priceless possession. the Louis Quinze snuffboxThe 
  The Caterpillar guessed that Pon intended to conceal the article, as Bunter had done—which certainly would have had the effect of “getting back” on the “dashed schoolmaster.” But the Caterpillar, keen as he was, did not guess Pon’s whole intention. Well as he knew the blackguard of Highcliffe, he had not plumbed the depths of Ponsonby’s blackguardism. It was Pon’s intention not to hide the snuffbox, but to stamp on it. With all his elegant manners and customs, Pon was a hooligan at heart, and very little was required to bring hishooliganism to the surface.
  Pon’s eyes glinted, as he crept silently down the stairs in the darkness. 
  That he was going to do irreparable damage to an article of not only intrinsic, but of historical value, did not matter a straw to Pon, All he was thinking of was his revenge on the master who had punished him. 
  The Caterpillar knew—and Gadsby would guess—but they would not betray him. He felt safe enough—but he was not giving much thought to that. As the Caterpillar had remarked, when he was ratty, he was liable to lose his caution.  And he was ratty now with a vengeance—burning with resentment for his punishment and humiliation. 
  Silently, with set face, Ponsonby threaded his way by dark stairs and shadoway passages, 
he reached the headmaster’s study at last. 
  He knew that the famous snuffbox had been left standing on the cabinet without a glass case for the present. He had only to enter the room, carry out his rascally project, and steal back to the dormitory afterwards. In the morning there would be a fearful row which he looked forward to with relish. 
  In the darkness he groped over the door. Study doors were often locked at night but the “Old Man” never locked his—if he ever intended to do so, he forgot, But Pon was rather surprised to fund the door standing open. Even the “doddering” headmaster of Highcliffe was not accustomed to leaving it open. 
  Pon stepped silently into the study. 
  The blinds were drawn, and the room was in dense darkness. But—to Pon’s intense amazement—a gleam of light showed in the blackness, in the direction of the cabinet where the snuffbox stood. 
  Ponsonby stopped, with a gasp of amazement and affright, It was of a man torch, in a tiny electric torch, in an unseen hand. —
  Someone was in the study. 
  At the sound of Ponsonby’s startled gasp, the little gleam of light was shut off instantly. 
  There was a footstep!
  Like a lightning flash, it came into Ponsonby’s mind what it meant. It was not a Highcliffe man in the study— it could not be. A cry of terror broke from Ponsonby, as he understood what it was what it must be. 
  Somethin’ brushed against him in the black darkness. Shrieking, Ponsonby leaped away. 
Then something struck him, and a thousand lights danced before his dazzled eyes, as he went with a crash to the floor. 

                                       THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                                     Startling News! 

“I SAY, you fellows.”
  Billy Bunter fairly yelled with excitement. 
  It was the following day, and Harry Wharton & Co. were punting a footer about in the quad, while they waited for the bell for afternoon class, when the Owl of the Remove came rolling up, his fat face excited, his little round eyes almost bursting through his spectacles, 
  “I say, you fellows.” yelled Bunter. 
  “Hallo, hallo, hallo!” 	
  “Burglar Ponsonby — Highchiffe — snuffbox—” articulated Bunter incoherently. 
  “Eh, what?” 
  “I say, you fellows, I’ve just heard!” gasped Bunter. “That blessed old snuffbox—the Courtfield cracksman’s got it!”
  “What?” 
  “Anything happened at Highchiffe?” asked Harry Wharton. 
  “Yes, rather!” trilled Bunter. “It’s frightfully exciting. Burglary there last night.” 
  “Oh, my hat!” 
  “I’ve just heard it from Smithson—you know, Smithson of the Highcliffe Fourth. He was going by on his bike, and he stopped to tell me I say, you fellows, it’s rather a pity that snuffbox wasn’t left in the waste-paper basket, after all. He, he, he! The burglar’s got it, and Pon’s had his brains blown out—” 
  “What?” yelled the Famous Five. 
  “I mean knocked out—strewn all over the place. He was found dying— practically dying—in old Voysey’s study. He said this morning that a burglar had knocked him over—” 
  “He said that, with his brains knocked out and strewn all over the place?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Oh, really, Cherry! I mean, he was stunned. Somebody banged him on the napper in the Head’s study at two in the morning—” 
 “What on earth was Pon doing in the Head’s study at two in the morning?” asked Harry Wharton. 
  “Smithson thinks he heard the burglar and went down—” 
  “I can see him doing it!” 
  “Well, I’ve done it myself, you know.” said Bunter, “1 did it the night the burglar came to Greyfriars last term—you remember—” 
  “I remember you went down after Coker’s cake.” 
  “Beast! Still, Pon hasn’t the pluck I have.” Said Bunter thoughtfully. “He wouldn’t go down after a burglar. No, I fancy not.” 
  “The notfulness is terrific!” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Anyhow, he was there, and the burglar coshed him on the crumpet.  Smithson says he’s got a big bruise and is in a frightful temper— like a tiger, Smithson says—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  And the snuffbox is gone.” concluded Bunter. “I say, you fellows, the burglar’s got the snuffbox! Smithson told me it’s worth millions of pounds.” 
  “ Make it billions!” suggested Bob Cherry. 
  “Well, I know it’s worth a lot.” said Bunter. “It’s plastered with diamonds and things. It’s a Looey Cans snuffbox—— Looey Cans, you know. I suppose that’s the trade-mark——” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at. If it isn’t the trade-mark, I suppose it’s the name of the maker. The cracksman was there after it, when Pon butted in. He got the Looey Cans snuffbox, and left Pon with a bump on his onion. Smithson says that old Voysey is in a frightful bate. They’ve got the police in. I say, you fellows, do you know where Steele was last night ?” added Bunter, with a fat wink. 
  “In bed, most likely.” 
  “You fellows know jolly well that he goes out prowling at nights. If he was out last night I can jolly well guess who had the Looey Cans snuff box!” grinned Bunter. 
  “You benighted idiot—” 
  “Well, my belief is that Steele’s got it!” said Bunter positively. “You know as well as I do that he’s the Courtfield cracksman.” 
  “Fathead!” 
  “I say, you fellows, where do you think he stores his plunder?” asked Bunter. “If it’s bidden away here at Greyfriars—” 
  “You burbling chump—” 
  “I dare say he doesn’t keep it here— it would be risky. Still, this proves it was Steele, you know.” said Bunter sagely. 
   “How do you make that out, you unspeakable ass?” 
  Bunter winked. 
  “You see, he heard all about the jolly old snuffbox when all that fuss was made yesterday. That was what put him on to it. It’s been in old Voysey’s study for donkeys’ years without being burgled! Then Steele hears about it, and it’s burgled the same night! What does it look like?” 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob Cherry involuntarily. 
  The chums of the Remove exchanged a rather startled glance. It was at least a strange coincidence. 
  “It was Steele all right.” grinned Bunter. “I say, you fellows, he’s a regular Raffles, you know. He hears about a thing one day, and bags it the same night. And I’d jolly well let on, that I know all about it, too, only I shouid get a licking.” 
  And Bunter rolled away to spread the news farther. 
  In a very short time it was all over Greyfriars. 
  This latest exploit, which showed that the mysterious, unknown cracksman was still at work in the neighbourhood, caused considerable excitement; all the more because of the fuss that had been made about Dr. Voysey’s Louis Quinze snuffbox the previous day. 
  Skinner and his friends indulged in many hints and sly remarks on the subject of Mr. Steele, and many a fellow in the Remove wondered whether there was anything in it. 
  In class that afternoon many of the Remove regarded Mr. Steele with unusual interest. If the Form master was aware of it he gave no sign. 
  There was no doubt that the strange suspicion that had gathered about Richard Steele would cling to him till the Courtfield cracksman was taken by the police. But of that happening there seemed little hope. After classes that day several fellows cycled down to Courtfleld for the early editions of the evening papers, which were eagerly devoured in the Rag when they arrived. 
There was a report of the burglary at Highcliffe School, with an account of a gallant but reckless schoolboy who, hearing a noise in the night, had gone down to investigate and had been knocked down and stunned by the unseen marauder. 
  It appeared that that schoolboy had lain unconscious for some time, and that when he came to his senses and was able to give the alarm the burglar and the snuffbox were both gone. 
  Fellows who knew Ponsonby well took the liberty of doubting the accuracy of that report, and wondered what Pon really had been up to. 
  But for whatever reason Pon had gone down in the night, there was no doubt that he had fallen in with the cracksman and had fared hard at his hands. 
  “Jolly plucky of Pon if it’s true.” said Bob Cherry. “I suppose it’s true.” 
  “Is it?” said Johnny Hull. 
  “Well, the paper says so. Pon must have told them.” 
  “What Pon says isn’t evidence.” remarked the Bounder. “Pon was up to somethin’, but—” 
  “Comin’ back from the Cross Keys,” suggested Skinner; and there was a laugh. 
  “That wouldn’t take him to the Head’s study.” said Harry Wharton. 
  “I say, you fellows, perhaps he was going there to pinch the snuffbox himself.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  “Well, if Pon’s done a plucky thing, he deserves the credit for it.” said Harry Wharton. “I dare say we shall hear the facts, as we’re going over to tea with Courtenay.” 
  And the Famous Five wheeled out their bicycles to ride to Highcliffe, very curious to hear the true story of that plucky conduct of Ponsonby’s. 

                                 THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

                                        The Hero of Highcliffe! 

“WALK up, gents!”  said the Caterpillar gravely. 
  “Eh?” 
  “There’s a show on.”  explained the Caterpillar. “You fellows mustn’t miss it. It’s worth seein’.” 
  “I suppose you’ve heard?” said Courtenay. 
  “Yes. We’ve seen the papers.” said Harry Wharton. “Ponsonby seems to have done a very plucky thing.” 
  “The pluckfulncss was terrific!”  remarked Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh, When shall his esteemed glory fade, my absurd friends?” 
  “Like to see him?” asked the Caterpillar “Pon’s holdin’ a sort of reception in his study—quite a levee! As a rule, he has the bad taste not to like the company of you men; but on the present occasion l’m sure he’ll be glad to see you. He’s baskin’ in the limelight; and the more the merrier, you know.” 
  The Famous Five went up to the the Fourth Form passage with Courtenay and the Caterpillar.  They had arrived at Highcliffe rather curious for news; quite prepared to give Pon the credit that was his due—if any was his due— but was lingering doubts.  And the droll look in the Caterpillar’s eyes rather strengthened their doubts. 
  Ponsonby’s study door was open.  The study seemed rather full. The squeaky voice of Mr. Mobbs, the master of the Fourth, was audible as the juniors came up the passage.
  “My dear Ponsonby!”  How is your head now?”
  “A little better, sir. ” came Pon’s reply, in a rather faint voice.  “It aches, sir.  But I’m not complainin’.”
  “Well done, my dear boy!  I am proud of you—proud that you belong to my Form!  This is a proud day in my life!” said Mr. Mobbs.
  “Mobby’s no end bucked about it!” murmured the Caterpillar.  “Pon’s his favourite—he likes Pon even better than he likes me—Pon’s got more titled relations.”
  The Caterpillar led the Greyfriars men into the study.
  Ponsonby was sitting in a heap of cushions in a big chair, with his head bandaged, and resting against another cushion.
  He gave the Greyfriars juniors a supercilious stare; then, changing his mind, smiled and nodded
  “Come in, you men.” he said.  “You’ll excuse me if I don’t get up.  I’m feeling a bit knocked over.”
  “Pray, do not move, my dear Ponsonby—please do not move!” said Mr. Mobs anxiously.
  He had no cause for anxiety; Pon had no intention of moving. 
 “We’ve seen it in the papers.” said Harry.  “I hope you weren’t hurt much, Ponsonby?  We—we thought it awfully plucky!”
  “Oh, it was nothin’!” said Ponsonby airily.  “a fellow could scarcely do anythin’ else.”
  “Well, going down in the night to bag a burglar isn’t a safe game, you know!” said Nugent,  eyeing Pon curiously.
  “It was reckless.” said Mr. Mobbs — “very reckless!  You must never do such a thing again, my dear Ponsonby.  We are all proud of your courage, but he must never run so terrible a risk again!”
  “Feel equal to telling a fellow how it happened, Ponsonby? asked Bob Cherry.
  “I don’t mind!” You see, I woke up in the night, hearing a noise!” explained Ponsonby.  “I can’t say exactly what noise it was.  It may have even been only the wind.  Anyhow, it came into my mind about the Head’s snuff box, and what I’d read in the papers about the burglaries that have been going on such a lot in this neighborhood lately!”
  “So you went down?”
  “Well, you see, the Head sets such store by that snuffbox.” said Ponsonby gravely.  “It’s really a priceless sort of thing!”
  “Of inestimable value!” said Mr. Mobbs.  “Museums have made Dr. Voysey munificent offers for it!”
  “I knew how it would grieve the Head, sir, if anything happened to it,” said Ponsonby, “so—so I went down.” 
  “Alone?” asked Wharton. 
  “WeIl, yes. You see, I wasn’t certain there was a burglar. But when I got to the Head’s study I found the door open, and then I was pretty sure.” 
  “You should have hurried away at once, Ponsonby.” said Mr. Mobbs, shaking his head, “ Attemptin’ to seize the burglar was a wildly reckless action!”
  “Well, sir, there he was, at the cabinet, with his paw on the snuffbox,” said Ponsonby, “ I thought I ought to try to stop him. Only he gave mc a crack on the Head, and that settled it.” 
  Ponsonby rubbed his bandaged head. 
  “I must have been unconscious for a quarter of an hour or more.” he went on. “When I came to, I gave the alarm. But it was too late. That’s all. My going down didn’t do much good. Still, a fellow likes to think that he’s done his best!” 
  “No one can do more, my dear Ponsonby.” said Mr. Mobbs. “Grieved as he is by his irreparable loss, Dr. Voysey has expressed himself in the highest terms regarding your action— the very highest terms!” 
  “Oh, it was nothing, sir!” said Ponsonby. “I—I think I’d like to rest a little now. My head’s rather bad.” 
  The Greyfriars fellows retired; and Mr. Mobbs having followed them, leaving his dear Ponsonby to rest, his dear Ponsonby was at liberty to light another cigarette, which he promptly did. 
  In Courteney’s study, Harry Wharton & Co. sat down to tea.  They had complemented on, but they were still feeling some lingering dubiety. Courtenay’s face expressed nothing.  The Caterpillar’s expressed a good deal, though they could not quite make it out. 
  Pon’s getting’ a lot of limelight!” remarked the Caterpillar, thoughtfully. 
  “That’s only fair, after displayin’ such boundless pluck.  I hope I’m not a funk; but I should hate to butt into a burglar in the middle of the night!  Pon thinks nothing of these things!”
  “Oh, chuck it, Caterpillar!” said Courtenay, with a grimace.
  “My dear man, I’m not saying a word outside this study!” protested the Caterpillar.  “But surely a fellow’s free to express his admiration of Pon’s presence of mind!”
  “Presence of mind?” repeated Wharton.
  “Yes.  It struck me as remarkable.”
  “When he went down for the burglar, do you mean
  “Nunno! When he told the Head that he’d gone down for a burglar.”
  “Oh!”
  “Think of it!” said the Caterpillar.  “Pon goes down from the dorm to play a rotten trick on the Beak—”
  “Oh!”
  “Butts unexpectedly into a burglar—never having dreamed that there was such an animal any work in the offing; and—
  “Oh!” 
  “Gets a crack on the crumpet before he can bolt——’’ 
  “Oh!” 
  “Cones to later on, and on the spur of the moment, hands out a fabrication that ought make George Washington green with envy——” 
  “Oh !“ 
  “That’s what I call presence of mind,’’ said the Caterpillar enthusiastically.  “What do you call it, Franky?” 
  “I call it a rotten lie !” said Courtenay. 
  “Hear, hear!” said Bob Cherry.
  “You express yourself, Franky, with your usual uncompromisin’ vigour, said the Caterpillar. “But let’s give Pon all the credit we can.  Presence of mind is a jolly useful thing, sometimes.  All Highcliffe is admiring him for his great an’ glorious pluck.  I’m admirin’ him for his presence of mind! So we’re all admirin’ him one way or another. An admirable character, whichever way you take him!” said the Caterpillar gravely. “Only I shouldn’t recommend takin’ him for an example .” 
  “And now—” said Courtenay. 
  “Quite!” agreed the Caterpillar urbanely. “Now we’ll talk football, for which Franky has been yearnin’ all this time—and give the hero of Highcliffe a rest.” And if an
And it was so. 
THE END. 
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