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THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

Bunter Knows Best ! 

“BUNTER! 
“Rats !“ 
“Look here, Bunter—” 
“Bosh!” 
“You fat duffer—” roared Bob Cherry. 
“Chuck it!” said Bunter. 
William George Bunter, of the Greyfriars Remove, seemed to be in an independent mood. 
It was morning break at Greyfriars; and in the quadrangle, Harry Wharton & Co. were gathered round Billy Bunter. 
It was but seldom that the Famous Five, of the Remove, sought the company of Billy Bunter; generally, they rather avoided it if they could. 
Now they all seemed to want to speak to him; and they were all speaking at once, and with emphasis. 
“You silly owl !” said Harry Wharton, in great exasperation. “You’ve got to listen! I tell you—” 
Bunter held up a fat hand. 
“I’ve said chuck it, and I mean chuck it,” he said. “I’m dealing with this matter, Wharton—that is, the Head and I are dealing with it together. I don’t want any advice from you fellows. When I want any, I’ll ask for it, see?” 
“But—” began Frank Nugent. 
“You needn’t butt in, Nugent. Chuck it !”
“My esteemed fatheaded Bunter—” began Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Chuck it, Inky!” 
“Look here—” roared Johnny Bull. 
“Rats!” 
And Billy Bunter, independent and lofty, turned to walk away, with his fat little nose elevated in the air. For once, owing to peculiar circumstances, Billy Bunter was a person of some importance; and it was like Bunter to make the most of his unusual and temporary importance. 
He turned his back on the Famous Five, to walk away; but he had taken only one step when a grip of iron fastened on his collar, and he was swung back. 
“Ow !” howled Bunter. 
With Bob Cherry’s powerful grip on his collar, Bunter spun round like a very fat humming-top. He faced the Famous Five again, gasping for breath.
 “Now, you cheeky fat duffer——” growled Bob. 
“Ow! Wow! Leggo!” roared Bunter. 
“Oh, kick him!” exclaimed Johnny Bull impatiently. “What he wants is kicking, and kicking hard !”
“Oh, really, Bull—” 
“Listen to me, Bunter.” said Harry Wharton. “You’re going over to Highcliffe with the Head when we go in to third lesson—” 
“Yes!  Leggo my collar, Bob Cherry, you beast.” 
“The Head’s going to complain to Dr. Voysey about that cad Ponsonby and—” 
“Leggo !” 
“And you’re going as a witness,” said Harry. “As it happens, you were the only fellow that saw Ponsonby playing that rotten trick yesterday at the old Priory. We all know that he did it, butt you were the only fellow that saw him.” 
Billy Bunter jerked his collar away from Bob Cherry’s grasp, and blinked wrathfully at the chums of the Remove through hs big spectacles. But he did not venture to roll away again. 
“Now,” went ois the captain of the Remove, “Ponsonby’s a rotter, and a rank outsider; and he played a dirty trick on us in shutting us up in the priory vaults. But we wanted to deal with him ourselves about it, and we should not have mentioned him to the Head--we didn’t see him close down the stone after us, and we needn’t have given him away. But, of course, you had to blurt it out.” 
‘‘I considered it my duty to state the facts,” said Bunter loftily. “I don’t call it a joke, to shut fellows up in those dashed vaults, where we might have starved for days before we were found. I was jolly late for tea, as it was.  And that’s serious.” 
“Anyhow, you’ve told the Head, and he’s going to see the Headmaster of Highcliffe about it,” said Harry. “That can’t be helped now.  He’s taking you with him as a witness. Ponsonby doesn’t know that he was seen, and very likely he will deny the whole thing. 
“Most likely,” said Bob. “A whopper or two don’t cost that Highchiffe cad very much.” 
“Think I don’t know that?” said Bunter scornfully. “Of course Pon will tell lies—it means a flogging for him. But I shall jolly well fix him. You leave it to me.” 
“Whether you fix him or not doesn’t matter much—if he gets off the flogging, we shall handle him for what he did,” said Harry. “What I want to warn you about is, stick to the truth when Dr. Voysey asks you questions about it. None of your confounded fibbing.” 
“Oh, really, Wharton—” 
“State what you know, and nothing that you don’t know,” said the captain of the Remove. “Do you understand?” 
“Rats?” 
Wharton compressed his lips. 
“You fat duffer,” he said. “It was rotten giving Ponsonby away to the Head, anyway—we shouldn’t have done it.  Some of the Highcliffe cads will make out that it’s not playing the game.” 
“Let ‘em!” said Bunter. 
“If Ponsonby denies it, the other fellows there will believe him, or at least take his side. And if you tell any of your usual lies—” 
“Look here—” 
“Can’t you understand?” exclaimed Wharton angrily. “If you exaggerate or tell any lies, you will be bowled out, and it will look as if we’re bringing a false accusation against a fellow we dislike. “That’s what we’re afraid of !” 
“Bosh !” 
“Keep to the exact truth—” 
“And let that cad get off a flogging, after he shut us up in those beastly vaults!” exclaimed Bunter warmly. “I can jolly well tell you that I’m not letting Ponsonby off. I was late for tea—” 
“You silly ass !” roared Bob. 
“We might have spent a night in the vaults,” exclaimed Bunter indignantly. “Might have pitched into some pit or other, in the dark, and all sorts of things. I’m not letting Ponsontby off, I can tell you. He’s not going to get off by telling whoppers about it. That’s a game two can play at, see?” 
The Famous Five glared at Bunter, in deep exasperation. 
It was sheer ill-luck, from their point of view, that Bunter had been the witness, and the only witness, of Ponsonby’s dastardly action the previous day. 
The matter was serious—so serious, that Bunter was not perhaps much to blame for having told Dr. Locke what he knew. So long as he kept to the exact truth in the matter, there was no harm done. But the Co. knew their Bunter. It was almost a physical impossibility for Bunter to keep to the truth. 
The Head of Highcliffe would not be willing to find a Highcliffe fellow guilty of such an action. He was certain to question Bunter closely. 
Bunter was deeply incensed by his fright in the priory vaults. He was determined to make Ponsonby “sit up” for it. And if he added his usual fanciful details to the story, it was quite likely that the whole thing might be dismissed as a false accusation. 
Ponsonby’s escape from punishment did not matter much—the Famous Five were prepared to deal with that detail themselves at a favourable opportunity. But, it mattered very much indeed if their old enemies at Highcliffe had a chance of’ declaring that a false accusation had been brought.  Bunter did not seem to see it; but Harry Wharton & Co. saw it very clearly. 
Clang! 
It was the bell for third lesson. 
Bunter grinned. 
“You leave it to me,” he said. “ I’ll fix Ponsonby. I’ll see that he doesn’t get off a flogging. That’s all right. I don’t want any advice from you fellows. Leave it to me.” 
“Stick to the exact truth, Bunter—” 
“Don’t I keep on telling you that I don’t want any advice ?” said Bunter, “Chuck it, you know !”
Wharton drew a deep breath. 
“Will you try to understand, fat idiot?” he said. “We’ve got friends at Highcliffe as well as enemies. Nobody cares what Ponsonby thinks, or Gadsby, or Monson, or any of that set. But we don’t want Courtenay or the Caterpillar to believe that we’ve descended to such a thing as telling lies about a fellow we dislike.” 
“You can’t teach me anything, Wharton,” said Billy Bunter disdainfully. “Save your breath, old man.” 
“I tell you——” 
“Time you got in to class,” said Bunter. “You’ll have Quelchy after you, if you’re late.” 
The bell had ceased. Harry Wharton & Co. had to start for the Form-room, leaving Bunter to his own devices; and they went in in a deeply uneasy mood. 
Billy Bunter grinned after them as they departed. 
‘‘Silly chumps!” he murmured. ‘‘ I’m jolly well not going to let them dictate to me, I know that. And I’m jolly well going to see that Ponsonby doesn’t get off a flogging. What-ho !” 
And Bunter rolled away to the Head’s house, greatly pleased at the prospect of booking Ponsonby for a flogging at Highciffe, and still more pleased to escape third lesson with Mr. Quelch. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

In Suspense! 

“WHAT’S Pon been up to, Franky ?”
It was De Courcy of the Highcliffe fourth, otherwise known as the “Caterpillar” who asked that question in the quad at Highcliffe. Frank Courtenay, the junior captain of Highcliffe, glanced at him. 
“Pon ?” he repeated. 
“Pon !” said the Caterpillar. “You’re not interested in Pon, are you, Franky?” 
“Very little,” said Courteney dryly. 
“That’s where we differ,” said De Courcy. “I’ve told you lots of times that I regard Pon—dear old Pon—as an interestin’ study. Pon’s been up to somethin’, and he’s afraid of the chopper comin’ down.” 
Courtenay shrugged his shoulders. 
He was Ponsonby’s cousin, but there was no love lost between hin and the blackguard of the Highcliffe Fourth. They had never been friends, and they saw little of one another. Out of the Form-room Courtenay’s thoughts just how were given chiefly to cricket—a matter which did not interest Pon and his select nutty circle. 
“Well, I suppose the chopper will come down on Pon sooner or later,” said Courtenay. “He keeps on asking for it.” 
‘And he won’t be happy till he gets it,” smiled the Caterpillar.  “But I really believe it’s serious this time, Franky. Bid you notice Pon at all yesterday afternoon?” 
“Not in the least. I was at cricket, where you ought to have been, Caterpillar,” added Courtenay. 
“Mea culpa !” sighed the Caterpillar. “What a lot of things we ought to do that we don’t do.  As that Inky bloke at Greyfriars would put it in his jolly variety of the English language, the oughtfulness is more terrific than the performfulness !“ 
Courtenay laughed, 
“Well, loafin’ about and wastin’ my precious time, you know,” went on the Caterpillar lazily, “1 noticed that Pon went out with Gaddy and Monson. Gaddy and Monson came in without him.” 
“Did they?” said Courtenay indifferently. 
“Pon came in later,” said De Courcy. “I shouldn’t perhaps have noticed him, but I heard Drury askin’ him what was the matter. Pon was lookin’ quite white an’ upset. I asked him whether he had seen a giddy ghost, and he answered quite rudely.” 
The Caterpillar broke off, with a grin. 
“I’m borin’ you, Franky” he said. 
“Oh, no; go on,” said Courtenay. “I’m sorry if Ponsonby has landed himself into real trouble at last. But a fellow who meets bookmakers and racing-touts outside the school is asking for trouble. The wonder is that he hasn’t landed himself before.” 
“1 don’t think it’s anythin’ in the racin’ line this time,” said the Caterpillar thoughtfully. “ Pon’s been up to somethin’, and he’s afraid—goodness knows of what. Look at him now.” 
The Caterpillar nodded in the direction of a group of juniors near the House steps — Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson. Courtenay glanced at them, 
Undoubtedly Ponsonby of the fourth did not look his usual cheery and nutty self. 
Gadsby and Monson were talking. Pon was quite silent. There was a cloud on his brow, and he seemed buried in thought. Occasionally he started to attention, as it were, to answer some remark from his companions, only to plunge again into gloomy meditation.  His glum abstraction was observed by Gadsby and Monson, who exchanged significant glances. 
“Looks bright and chippy, doesn’t he, Franky ?” 
“He looks as if his horse had come in eleventh,” said Courtenay. “I’ve seen him looking like that before.” 
“Somethin’ more serious this time, old bean.” said the Caterpillar. “Gaddy and Monson don’t know what it is, and they’d know if it was a racin’ disaster.  Let’s go and speak a cheery word of comfort to him, Franky. There’s time before third lesson.” 
“Oh, rot !” said Courtenay. 
“Dear man, are you losin’ your tender-hearted consideration for the unhappy an’ afflicted ?” asked the Caterpillar reproachfully. “Pon’s down on his luck, and a little bright an’ genial conversation might buck him. Come an’ help me buck up poor old Pon.” 
The Caterpillar strolled towards the Knutty group at the steps, with his hands in his pockets and a lazy smile on his face. Frank Courtenay did not follow him, however. The Caterpillar had once been a member of Ponsonby’s nutty circle, and he still regarded them with a good-natured tolerance; but his graver and more serious chum did not find it so easy to tolerate idleness and slacking and shady blackguardism. 
De Courcy nodded cheerily to the three nuts. 
“Anythin’ I can do?” he asked. 
Ponsonby came out of his gloomy abstraction again, and looked at him with rather hostile inquiry. 
“What are you drivin’ at ?” he asked gruffly. 
“Seein’ a man in trouble, my natural impulse is to lend a helpin’ hand,” explained the Caterpillar. 
“Who’s in trouble?  ” 
“You are, old bean!” 
“What utter rot!” said Ponsonby, flushing. “ What’s put that silly idea into your silly head ?” 
“Your bright an’ cheery looks, old bean,” said De Courcy. “I don’t know what you were doin’ yesterday afternoon, though by that swellin’ on your nose, I gather that you went out lookin’ for trouble an’ found some. But you’re not mournin’ over your lost beauty— what?” 
Gadsby and Monson grinned, and Ponsonby scowled, and passed his hand over his swollen nose, 
“I had a row with a Greyfriars cad!” he muttered. 
“Licked him, I hope?” 
“It was a friend of yours—at least, of Courtenay’s,” said Gadsby. “That blighter with the hoofs—Bob Cherry!” 
“Is he a friend of miner” asked the Caterpillar thoughtfully. “Yaas, I believe so. I believe in keepin’ on friendly terms with a man with a four-point-seven punch. You woke up the wrong passenger, Pon.” 
“Mind your own bisney !” snapped Ponsonby. 
“At the present moment, dear man, I’m mindin’ yours,” said the Caterpillar imperturbably. ‘‘ Don’t mind me, it’s only my way—pretty Fanny’s way, you know. I see you in a sad and moultin’ state, an’ I’ve trickled along to comfort you.” 
“Oh, don't be an ass!’’ 
“So - it’s something to do with the Greyfriars chaps,” went on the Caterpillar. ‘‘ Scrappin with Bob Cherry. I needn’t ask us who was licked. An’ I needn’t ask who was to blame—Cherry’s a chap who never quarrels, if he can help it. An’ he must have let you off rather lightly, or you wood have a bigger nose than that. What did you do to him afterwards, Pon ?”
“Nothin’, you silly ass !” 
“Then what are you frightened about?” 
“Who’s frightened ?” exclaimed Ponsonby savagely. 
“You are, old bean,” said the Caterpillar placidly. “You’re afraid of somethin’—simply twitterin’ with nerves. Have you been doin’ somethin’ horrid blackguardly, Pon—playin’ some trick a little thicker than usual? Is it goin’ to be the long jump for you this time when it comes out?” 
Gadsby and Monson exchanged a quick glance. Ponsonby bit his lip hard, with a look of hatred at the Caterpillar. It seemed as if the Caterpillar, with all his lazy nonchalance, was able to read the dandy of Highcliffe like an open book. 
“Look here, Pon, what did you do after we left you?’ asked Gadsby uneasily. “We jolly well know there was somethin’. You went after the Greyfriars picnic party—” 
“And you looked frightfully out of sorts when you came in later,” said Monson. “Have you put your foot in it somehow, Pon?” 
“Oh, dry up!” said Ponsonby. “f never saw the Greyfriars fellows again yesterday afternoon. I went for a ramble along the cliffs.” 
“Admirin’ the scenery, an’ all that?’ asked De Courcy with a grin. “Yes, I know your poetical nature, Pon—I can believe that. Did you heave a stone at Cherry’s head from a behind a tree, and leave him for dead ?“ 
“You silly chump !” snarled Ponsonby. 
“Somethin’ of the sort, what?” grinned the Caterpillar. “An’ you did more damage than you intended, bein’ a bit wrathy at the time. How lucky I came along to comfort you, dear man. It can’t be quite so serious as you suppose, or Wharton would have mentioned it when I saw him.” 
Ponsonby started violently. 
“You’ve seen Wharton of the Remove at Greyfriars?” 
“Yes.” 
“When?” exclaimed Ponsonby eagerly. “You’ve seen hin since yesterday afternoon?” 
“Last evenin’, dear man,’’ said the Caterpillar with a curious look at Ponsonby. “Yesterday evenin’, as I was ramblin’ homeward from a stroll, late for callin’ over, my wayward footsteps look me past the gates of Greyfriars. Wharton and Bob Cherry happened to be there, an’ I paused to exchange a word with them—an idle word in passin’. An’ they never said that anything had happened.” 
“Then they got out last night ?” exclaimed Ponsonby involuntarily, 
“Out of what?” 
“Oh, nothin’,” said Ponsonby hastily. “ Nothin’ at all.’’ 
“You perplex ne more than ever, dear man,” drawled the Caterpillar, eyeing Pon very curiously. “What on earth have you been doin’ ?” 
Ponsonby laughed. 
For whatever reason, it was clear that the informattois De Courcy had given him had lifted a weight from his mind. The harassed look of care was gone from his brow now. 
As a matter of fact, Ponsonby. hardened young rascal as he was, had been deeply troubled, and indeed stared, by the trick he had played on the Greyfriars party at the old priory, Two of the Cliff House girls had been with Harry Wharton & Co., and had been shut up in the vaults when Pon had closed the stone on the explorers. To tell what he had done was to ask for severe punishment, but to leave the party still in the vaults for a long time was impossible, Ponsonby had acted in anger and malice, without reflection—reflection had come afterwards. 
And the thought that the juniors might have been shut up in the vaults all night—that some catastrophe might have happened to them there—had scared Ponsonby, and given him a sleepless night. He had not dared to make any inquiry, lest by doing so he should reveal his own guilt. And yet he knew that if the juniors, and the Cliff House girls, had not returned to school—if they had not escaped from the vaults, and if their whereabouts were unknown—he had to speak. In the circumstances, it was no wonder that Ponsonby had been harassed by care since his reckless act of revenge. But he was relieved now.  
If Wharton and Bob Cherry had escaped, all the party had escaped, and there was nothing for him to fear. And Ponsonby still believed that his act was known to no one but himself. Harry Wharton & Co. might suspect him, but they could prove nothing. 
The Caterpillar, keen as he was, was puzzled. Ponsonby’s relief was more than visible in his face—the cloud of care was quite gone. With that weight of dread lifted from his mind, he was again the cool and insolent dandy of the Fourth. 
“Well, I’m glad I’ve brought comfort to the unhappy, and solace to the giddy afflicted,” drawled the Caterpillar. “But—” 
“What rot!” yawned Ponsonby. “I know nothing about the Greyfriars cads, an’ want to know nothin’.” 
“You haven’t been playin’ a scurvy trick on them?” 
“Not at all.” 
“And you’re not feelin’ bucked all of a sudden at hearin’ that they are safe ?“ 
“Not in the least.” 
“George Washington was a fool to you, Pon,’’ said the Caterpillar admiringly. “You could give him fifty in a hundred an’ beat him easily.” 
And the Caterpillar strolled away with his hands in his pockets, Gadsby and Ponsonby looked keenly at their comrade. 
“Now that ass is gone, Pon, you can tell us what you did,” said Gadsby in a low voice. 
Ponsonby laughed. 
“I gave those rotters a scare, that’s all,” he said.  “They went down into the priory vaults, and I closed the stone after them. They seem to have got out all right.” 
“Oh, gad “ said Monson. “I—I say, that was awfully thick, Pon. Anythin’ might have happened to them.” 
“No wonder you’ve been lookin’ ghastly,” said Gadsby, “Did you suppose they’d been there all night? Oh, Pon!” 
Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders. 
‘‘There’s the bell,” he said, 
Ponsonby was looking quite his usual self as he strolled into the Fourth Form room with his friends. Mr. Mobbs, the master of the Highcliffe Fourth, came in to take his class. Third lesson with the Highcliffe Fourth Form was interrupted, however, a little later. There was a knock on the Form-room door, and Mr. Mobbs opened it. 
“What’s up now, Franky?” murmured the Caterpillar, as Mr. Mobbs came back to his class with a very grave face. 
‘Ponsonby!” said Mr. Mobbs. 
The dandy of Highcliffe started. 
“Yes, sir!” 
“Your presence is required in Dr. Voysey’s study,” said Mr. Mobbs, “Dr. Locke, the headmaster of Greyfriars, has called.” 
Ponsonby’s heart beat faster. But he remained cool. Something was known, or suspected, he knew that at once. And he knew that he needed all his coolness. He was Mr. Mobbs’ favourite, and he was regarded with indulgence by the Head; but he knew that matters would be very serious for him, if the truth became known. 
“Indeed, sir!” said Ponsonby. “I suppose that the headmaster of Greyfriars has not called on my account?” 
“It would seem so, Ponsonby,” said Mr. Mobbs, eyeing him. “Has there been some fresh dispute between you and the Greyfriars boys ?” 
“I had rather a row with a Remove fellow yesterday afternoon, sir,” said Ponsonby. “He struck me. I had to defend myself.” 
“Quite so, Ponsonby; but such a trifling matter as that would not cause Dr. Locke to call here. Was there nothing else?” 
“Nothin’ that I am aware of, sir !” 
“Well, you had better go to the Head’s study at once,” said Mr. Mobbs. 
Certainly, sir !“ 
And Cecil Ponsonby, with a careless and negligent air, walked out of the Form-room, 

THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

Accused! 

BILLY BUNTER sat silent in the Head’s car as it glided swiftly 
along the Courtfield road to Highcliffe School. 
Bunter was fully conscious of his importance in making that journey in the august conspany of his headmaster. He was only sorry that the other fellows were in class, and could not watch him depart. He was consoled, however, by the knowledge that he had left Harry Wharton & Co. in a disturbed and uneasy frame of mind. They had wanted to dictate to him, and Bunter considered that he had jolly well put them in their place and shown them who was who and what was what—which was satisfactory to the Owl of the Remove. 
The fat junior had intended to venture upon a little cheery conversation with Isis headmaster during the run to Highcliffe. The expression on Dr. Locke’s grave face, however; discouraged him. In Bunter’s charming character obtuseness was delightfully combined with impudence. But one glance from the Head was enough to take the impudence out of Bunter, and he sagely decided not to waste his conversational gifts upon so very discouraging a hearer. 
So the jour
ney was made in silence, and they arrived at Highcliffe School without Bunter having opened his capacious mouth at all. Dr. Locke was shown at once to the Highcliffe headmaster’s study, and Billy Bunter followed him in. 
The Head of Highcliffe and the Head of Greyfriars met with cold and formal courtesy. 
Dr. Voysey had been apprised by telephone that the Greyfriars master had a serious complaint to make, and he was not particularly desirous of hearing it. However, he was courteous, and he begged Dr. Locke to be seated taking no notice whatever of the Owl of the Remove. Indeed, he did not seem to see Bunter. Whatever importance the fat junior had was evidently lost upon the old gentleman. 
After a few words of civility, Dr. Locke came to business. He was a busy man himself, with little time to waste. Dr. Voysey, as a matter of fact, was not a busy man, though he should have been as headmaster of a public school. He was old and he was negligent, and most of his duties were left to his staff, with little supervision; which accounted a good deal for the state into which Highcliffe had fallen—a state which the Caterpillar described as “dry rot.” 
Dr. Voysey’s face became serious enough as he listened to what Dr. Locke had to say. And his expression was incredulous. He did not want to believe anything of the kind about a Highcliffe fellow, and he did not intend to believe it if he could help it. At all events, he wanted proof, as was natural enough. 
“This is a grave matter, Dr. Locke !” he said, in his old, wheezy voice. “You say that a boy belonging to this school—” 
“Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form.” 
“Quite so. Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form. You say that he deliberately shut up certain Greyfriars boys in the vaults under the ruined priory — at great danger to them ?“ 
“The danger was considerable, and the most serious circumstance is that two girls belonging to Cliff House were in the party,” said Dr. Locke. “I imagine that they were very much frightened.” 
“No doubt. If Ponsonby was guilty of such an act, I need not say that his punishment will be very severe “ said Dr. Voysey. “He will be flogged with the greatest severity; but you will appreciate, of course, that the case must be made absolutely clear. I will send for Ponsonby and question him in your presence !” 
Dr. Voysey rang, and sent the page to call Ponsonby to his study. 
Then he seemed to become aware of Bunter’s existence for the first time. 
“This boy—” he said. 
“This boy—Bunter—was one of the party shut up in the vaults,” said Dr. Locke. “He actually saw Ponsonby, and I have therefore brought him with me.” 
“I saw—” began Bunter. 
Dr. Voysey stopped him with a gesture. 
“Kindly wait until Ponsonby is here.” he said. 
I think—” recommenced Bunter warmly. 
“Be silent, Bunter!” said Dr. Locke. 
“Oh, yes, sir !” said Bunter ; and he relapsed into wrathful and indignant silence. 
Not a word of sympathy or concern from Dr. Voysey to a fellow who had been shut up in earthy vaults for hours and kept late for his tea! Dr. Voysey did not seem to think that it mattered; indeed, did not seem to think of it at all. 
There was a tap at the door, and Cecil Ponsonby entered, 
He took no notice of the Head of Greyfriars or of Bunter, but fixed his eyes on his own headmaster. His manner was cool and unconcerned, his look expressing only a faint surprise, as if he wondered why he had been sent for. 
“You sent for me, sir ?” 
“Quite so, Ponsonby,” said Dr. Voysey. “Dr. Locke has called here to make a very serious complaint concerning you !” 
“Indeed, sir,” said Ponsonby airily. “ I am quite unconscious, sir, of having offended Dr. Locke in any way.” 
“You jolly well know—” began Bunter hotly. 
“Be silent, Bunter, until you are told to speak !”said the head of Greyfriars. 
“Oh, yes, sir!” 
Bunter relapsed again into indignant silence. 
“You arc accused, Ponsonby, of having—er—of having shut up certain Greyfriars boys in—er—certain vaults,” said Dr. Voysey. “It seems that some boys belonging to Greyfriars School went yesterday afternoon to—er—explore some vaults which appear to exist under an old ruin in Friardale. Either by accident or design, a—er— certain stone was closed after they had entered, and they appear to have been —in fact—shut up in the vaults. You are accused of this.” 
“I, sir !” ejaculated Ponsonby. 
“You deny it?” 
“Certainly, sir !” 
“Were you at the ruins yesterday, Ponsonby ?“ asked Dr. Voysey. 
“He jolly well was—” Bunter restarted. 
“Silence, Bunter!” 
“Oh, yes, sir!” 
It seemed to Bunter that he never would be able to get going at this rate. He felt bitterly that his own headmaster was not backing hin up as he should have done. 
Ponsonby reflected rapidly. He realised that there were too many witnesses of his presence at the ruins for that circumstance to be denied with safety. 
“I did stroll to the ruins, sir.” he said. “I was goin’ to do some sketching. Mr. Mobbs has been kind enough to praise my sketches rather, sir, and 1 thought I would sketch the ruins. No harm its that, I hope, sir!” 
“None whatever,” said Dr. Voysey. “A very creditable and harmless way of spending a half-holiday, in fact.” 
“Oh, crumbs !” ejaculated Bunter, quite overcome at the idea of Pon spending a half-holiday in a harmless and creditable manner, 
Dr. Voysey turned his glasses severely on Bunter. 
“Perhaps you will request this boy Bunter not to interrupt, Dr. Locke ?” he suggested. 
“Bunter, do not interrupt”
“Oh, yes, sir !” 
“Kindly tell ne what you did at the ruins yesterday afternoon,” resumed the Head of Highcliffe. 
“I found some Greyfriars fellows there, sir,” said Ponsonby. “As I wished to avoid a quarrel, I decided to go. They treated me rather roughly, bein’ a crowd against one fellow; but I have not thought of makin’ any complaint, sir. I hope I am not of the complainin’ kind. I should not like tn waste your time over such a trifle, sir!” 
“Quite so, Ponsonby,” said Dr. Voysey approvingly. “I regret very much that disputes seem to occur continually between boys of the two schools; but certainly I do not think a complaint should be made about every trifling occurrence.” 
Dr. Locke compressed his lips. 
“This is not a trifling occurrence, sir.” he remarked rather tartly. “Great harm might have resulted from the outrage committed by Ponsonby—for it was nothing short of an outrage.” 
“It was a rotten trick—” Bunter began. 
“If this boy. Punter, or Bunter, does not keep silent I do not see how we kre to get to the bottom of this affair,” sail Dr. Voysey, peevishly. 
“Be silent, Bunter 
“Oh, yes, sir !” 
“You left the ruins, Ponsonby. Where were the Greyfriars boys then?” 
“They were in the old priory, sir, rooting about,” said Ponsonby. I did not notice especially what they were doin’.” 
“ Did you see them go down into the vaults?’’ 
“No, sir.” 
“Did you know that they had decided to explore the vaults?” 
“Not in the least, sir.’’ said Ponsonby, with cool hardihood. 
“Why, you—” gasped Bunter. 
‘‘Be silent, Bunter !” snapped Dr. Locke. “How dare you speak?” 
“Oh, sir—yes, sir !” stuttered Bunter. “Really. this boy’s interruptions are intolerable !” said Dr Voysey, with a glare at Bunter. “Did you, Ponsonby, return to the ruins after the Greyfriars boys had gone down into the vaults and close the slab of stone after them?” 
“Certainly not, sir!”
“Very well!  Dr. Locke. if you desire to question Ponsonby———said the head of Highcliffe. 
“I am ready, and sir,” said Ponsonby, with an air of respect and frankness, “I can only hope that Dr. Locke does not believe me guilty of such a rotten trick. Certainly, I am quite innocent of it !”
“I should be sorry to believe any boy guilty of such a dastardly action,” said the head of Greyfriars sternly. “ But the — case appears to me to be clear. The stone could not have closed of itself; it was closed by some malicious hand. You have denied that you returned to the ruins after my boys had gone clown to the vaults, Ponsonby.” 
“Certainly, sir!” 
“You were seen to do so, and to creep in a surreptitious manner towards the archway where the vaults open,’’ said Dr. Locke. Ponsonby’s glib look faded a little. For a terrifying moment he wondered who had seen him. If it were some witness whose statement could not be doubted, some master or prefect of Greyfriars—— Ponsonby turned quite cold at the thought, but he kept his coolness. 
“May I ask who saw me—or was supposed to see me, sir?” he inquired. 
“Bunter,” said the Head. 
“Yes, rather !” said Bunter, able to speak at last. “You cad, I saw you— watched you coming, and saw you sneaking in. I wasn’t going down with the other fellows, and I only followed them because I saw you sneaking up, and 1 knew you’d pitch into me if you found me alone, you rotter. The fellows thrashed you for letting off a catapult and hitting Marjorie Hazeldene with a stone, and that’s why you shut them up in the vaults, and me, too, you awful blackguard !”
And Bunter blinked savagely at the dandy of Highcliffe, expecting to see him crumple up, as it were, under this burst of indignant I accusation. He was surprised and disappointed. 
Pornsonby looked at him coolly, shrugged his shoulders, and burst into a slight laugh. 
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 

Bunter—as Usual 

“WHY, you cheeky rotter !” exclaimed Bunter. 
“Silence, Bunter !” 
“But, sir—” 
“Do not use such expressions,” said Dr. Locke. “I can understand your indignation, Bunter. But you must not express it in such a way.” 
Dr. Voysey pursed his lips. 
“The matter seems to me far from clear,” he said. “Bunter declares that he saw Ponsonby returning to the ruins and—” 
“In a syrupstitious manner,” said Bunter. 
“In—in what?” 
“A syrupstitioua manner.” 
“The foolish boy means surreptitious, I think,” said Dr. Locke. 
“Oh! Quite so! But even if Ponsonby returned to the ruins he might have done so without malicious intent. Bunter did not see him close the stone.” 
“I was watching him all the time, sir !”. exclaimed Bunter. 
Ponsouby’s eyes gleamed. 
“You say you saw me close the stone?” he exclaimed. 
“Yes; I jolly well did!” 
The cautions Harry Wharton & Co. had impressed on Bunter had been of no avail. 
Possibly Bunter felt that, as Pononby was lying, he was entitled to lie as well as Ponsonby. Or possibly Bunter would have slipped into exaggeration in any case. Bunter, indeed, hardly realised that he was lying. He knew that Ponsonby had closed the stone after the explorers of the vaults, and he knew that Pon knew that he knew. And verbal accuracy never had appealed to Billy Bunter. 
“That, alters the case a little,” said Dr. Voysey. “Bunter positively declares that he saw Ponsonby closing the stone?” 
“Positively and absolutely,” said Bunter. “He jolly well knows 1 did, too.” 
“May I speak, sir?” asked Ponsonby in a silky voice 
“Certainly !” 
“I think I’m entitled to say, sir, that Bunter is well known to be untruthful,” said Ponsonby. “Any Greyfniars fellow will admit that.” 
“Oh, really, you know—” 
“And he is speaking falsely now, sir, as I can prove,” went on Ponsonby. “He says he saw me close down the stone, But he has already said that he had followed the other fellows into the vaults. Nobody who was in the vaults could possibly have seen who closed the stone.” 
Bunter started. 
Dr. Locke started, too, a little; and Dr. Voysey looked very grim. 
“I must question this boy, Bunter,” he said. “With your permission, Dr. Locke—” 
“certainly, sir !“ 
“You followed your companions into the vaults, Bunter?” 
“Ye-es, sir,” gasped Bunter. 
“You were with them when the stone was closed?” 
“No—yes—yes!” 
“How far were you from the entrance to the vaults?” 
“I—I think—” 
“Kindly answer me at once !“ 
“Only—only a short distance, sir,” stammered Bunter. “A dozen yards—I mean a dozen feet—that is, a few feet, sir.” 
“Bunter !” said Dr Locke, in a deep, warning voice. 
“lt’s immaterial, sir,” said Ponsonby airily. “If he was in the vaults at all he could not sce who closed the stone. There’s a narrow, winding stone stair goes down to the vaults.” 
“I—I was on the stair,” gasped Bunter, realising that he had put his foot in it—as he generally did when he departed from the truth. 
“You were on the stair?” exclaimed Dr. Voysey. 
“Yes,” gasped Bunter. 
“You have already said that you followed your companions into the vaults.” 
“I—I meant—” 
“Well, what did you mean!” 
“I—I—I meant that I—I was going to follow them into the vaults,” stammered Bunter. “That’s what I really meant to say, sir. It—it comes to the same thing.” 
“It does not come to the same thing.” said Dr. Voysey grimly. “Dr. Locke, this boy is speaking untruthfully.” 
Dr. Locke’s face was red. 
“I am afraid so,” he admitted. “I have no doubt whatever that Bunter saw Ponsonby creeping back to close the stone, as he first stated; but obviously it was impossible for him to have actually seen Ponsonby in the act of closing it.” 
“You do not ask me sir, to accept the evidence of a boy who mixes what is possibly true, with what is obviously false ?“ asked Dr. Voysey dryly. “f should be very much to blame, I think, if I found a Highcliffe boy guilty on such evidence. I am bound to say that I do not believe a single stord of Bunter’s statements, and that I regard him as an utterly unscrupulous and untrustworthy boy.” 
“All the fellows know that Ponsonby did it!” gasped Bunter. 
“They can know nothing of the kind, and what they may suspect is beside the point. You have lied, sir !” exclaimed Dr. Voysey. “If I were your Headmaster, I should punish you severely for having brought a false accusation.” 
“Oh, crumbs “ gasped Bunter. 
Dr. Locke rose to his feet. His opinion was unaltered; but it was clear that the matter was at an end now. He could hardly expect the Head of Highcliffe to convict on Billy Bunter’s extraordinary evidence. 
“Ponsonby, you are quite cleared in my eyes,” said Dr. Voysey. “I trust that you are cleared in Dr. Locke’s also.” 
“Nothint of the kind,” said Dr. Locke. “But I quite realise that I can say no more, in the circumstances, and I will take my leave, sir.” 
And with a sign to Bunter to follow him, the Head of Greyfriars quitted the study. 
“You may return to your Form-room, Ponsonby,” said Dr. Voysey. “You are quite cleared, and I can only hope that that unscrupulous boy will be adequately punished by his headmaster.” 
“Thank you, sir !“ said Ponsonby. 
The dandy of Highchiffc walked cheerily back to the Fourth Forn room. Gaddy and Monson grinned at him as he came in; Pon’s manner showed that he had come through the ordeal with flying colours. The Caterpillar grinned, too. His opinion was that Pon had succeeded in lying himself out of a scrape—and that opinion was well-founded. 
 Pen was in high feather that morning. He had a narrow escape, and he knew it; but all was safe now, and he rejoiced accordingly. Billy Bunter, as he rolled back to Greyfriars in the Head’s car, did not rejoice. The Head did not speak a word during the return; but his expression was terrifying to Bunter. The Owl of the Remove quaked when, on arriving at Greyfriars, Dr. Locke bade him follow him to his study. 
There, the Head gave Bunter a lecture on truthfulness, which he sorely needed. Bunter did not mind the lecture very much, but he had a deep apprehension that there was something worse to follow. 
He was right. 
Having talked to Bunter steadily for ten minutes, Dr. Locke introduced his cane into the affair, to impress his words more weightily upon Bunter’s fat mind. When Billy Bunter left the Head’s study, he was wriggling painfully, and groaning dismally—quite a contrast to Ponsonby of Highcliffe, whose interview with his headmaster had ended so satisfactorily. 
THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

Bumps for Bunter! 

HARRY WHARTON & CO. looked for Bunter, when 
morning classes ended in the Remove Form-room. 
They were feeling deeply uneasy. 
Bunter had not returned to the Form-room; and they did not find him in the corridors or the quad when they came out from class. It was not till they looked into Study No. 7 in the Remove passage that they sighted Bunter. 
They did not discover him in a happy mood. 
The fat junior was in the study armchair in a state of collapse, groaning dismally, and rubbing his fat hands. 
He blinked mournfully at the chums of the Remove through his spectacles, as they appeared in the doorway. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here you are!” said Bob. 
Groan press!
“What’s the matter with you, Bunter?” asked Wharton. 
Groan! 
“The matterfulness seens to be terrific,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Groan! 
‘You’ve been over to Highcliffe with the Head?” demanded Johnny Bull. 
“Ow! Yes!” 
“What happened?” inquired Nugent. 
“Ow! Wow! Wow!” 
Bunter groaned dismally. 
“I say, you fellows, it’s rotten !” he mumbled. “A fellow expects his own headmaster to back him up!  Oh ! Wow! That cad Ponsonby has got off, after all and the head has licked me. Ow! Wow ! That old donkey, Dr. Voysey, didn’t believe me –ow!  or made out that he didn’t! Wow! And the Head has given me six on each hand—ow!” 
“You fat idiot—” 
“Oh, really, Wharton—” 
“I suppose that means that you told crammers at Highcliffe, just as we thought,” exclaimed the captain of the Remove angrily. 
“I may have put in a few details,” said Bunter cautiously. “I wasn’t going to let Ponsonby off if I could help it. He had the cheek to deny that he shut us up in the vaults.” 
“He would!” said Bob Cherry contemptuously. 
“And when 1 said I saw him—” 
“You didn’t see him,” snapped Wharton. “Nobody saw him shutting up the stone. We knew he had done it, but you didn’t see him do it any more than we did.” 
“Practically saw him, you know,” urged Bunter. “1 saw him sneaking up, and knew what he was sneaking up for. Wasn’t that near enough?” 
“No; you fat rotter, it wasn’t! Why couldn’t you stick to the exact truth, as we warned you?” hooted Johnny Bull. 
“Oh, really, Bull—” 
“So you told lies, after all, and made the Head of Highcliffe believe that it was a put-up story !” exclaimed Wharton. 
“We knew he would !” said Nugent. “Bunter couldn’t stick to the truth if he tried—not that he’s ever tried.” 
“Oh, really, Nugent—” 
“It’s rotten,” said Harry. “It puts us into a rotten position all round—as well as getting Ponsonby off. Courtenay and De Courcy may believe that we’ve put up this story against Pon—Pon and his friends will make the most of it. All because that fat rascal couldn’t stick to the truth for once.” 
Groan! 
“Bump him !” said Bob Cherry. 
“I say, you fellows—” roared Bunter. 
But it was useless for Bunter to protest. The chums of the Remove were too intensely exasperated. In the first place, Bunter had brought the Head into the matter; in the second place, he had lied and made the accusation look doubtful, if not actually false. The juniors collared William George Bunter and jerked him out of the arm-chair. 
Bump! 
“Yaroooh !”roared Bunter. 
Bump! 
“Whooooooop !”
Bunter was left roaring in Study No. 7, as the Famous Five walked away with clouded brows. 
“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow!” 
“What on earth’s the row?” asked Peter Todd, coming into his study and staring at the fat junior as he sat on the floor. “What’s this game, Bunter?” 
“I say, Toddy,” gasped Bunter. “Look here, I’ve been licked by the Head, an ragged by those rotters. You go after Wharton and give him

 a jolly good hiding, Toddy. I’ll hold your jacket.” 
Peter Todd chuckled. 
“What did they do?” he asked. 
“Bumped me!” gasped Bunter. “Twice !”
“Did they kick you?” 
“Eh! No!” 
“That was a mistake,” said Peter Todd gravely. “But if they didn’t, I will, old fat man. Where will you have it?” 
“Oh, really. Toddy—” 
“Say where !”
Bunter squirmed away and scrambled to his feet. 
“Look here, you beast “ he roared. “You’re a worse beast than the other beasts! Keep off !”Yarooh!” 
Bunter dodged out of Study No. 7, leaving Peter Todd laughing. 
Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co. were holding a consultation in Study No. 1.  That Ponsonby should escape with impunity, after what he had done was not In he thought of—from the point of view of the Famous Five. It was, as Bob Cherry said, the limit ; and his chums agreed. 
“The terrific thrashfulness is the proper caper” suggested Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Harry Wharton nodded. 
“Pon’s got off a flogging by some hard lying,” he said.  “We don’t care about that—so long as he answers to us for what he did. He can pick whichever one of us he likes—with or without gloves. Even Ponsonby can’t refuse that.” 
“Good!“ said Bob. 
“One of us can bike over to Highcliffe aftcr classes, and give him a message—leaving him to fix time and place,” said Harry. “If he doesn’t come up to the scratch we’ll think of something else. One thing’s jolly certain—he’s not going to get off scot-free after shutting up Marjorie and Clara in the vaults—he’s got to learn that there’s a limit.” 
“Yes, rather.” 
“The ratherfulness is terrific.” 
And after classes that day Bob Cherry wheeled out his bicycle and pedalled away on the Courtfield road, heading for Highcliffe. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

Ponsonby’s Way ! 

“GREYFRIARS rotter !” said Gadsby. 
Ponsonby glanced up. 
Pon and Gaddy and Monson were in their study at Highcliffe, at tea, when Gadsby glanced from the window, and discerned the stalwart figure of Bob Cherry crossing from the gates. 
“Where ?” asked Ponsonby, “Here ?”
“Just comin’ in.” 
Ponsonby stepped to the window. His brows contracted at the sight of Bob Cherry, and he watched the Greyfriars junior, till Bob disappeared into the big doorway of the House. 
Cecil Ponsonby returned to his seat with a thoughtful brow. He was not unconscious of the fact that Gaddy and Monson were grinning at one another, 
“After you, Pon, what?” asked Gaddy. 
“I suppose you expected trouble, old bean !” remarked Monson. 
Ponsonby gave his friends an unpleasant look. He had, as a matter of fact, expected trouble. He had been giving the matter a good deal of thought that day. But he answered airily; 
“I dare say that cad has come over to see Courtenay about the cricket. Courtenay’s lot are playing Greyfriars in a week or two, you know, No bizney of mine.” 
The study door opened, and Vavasour of the Fourth came in. Vavasour gave Pon a rather curious look. 
“There’s a Greyfriars cad askin’ for you downstairs.” he said. 
“Let him ask,” said Ponsonby. 
“You’re not goin’ to see him?” 
“Why should I? I don’t know any of those outsiders, and I’ve nothin’ to do with them.” 
“He’s talking to Courtenay and the Caterpillar—” 
“Let him talk.” 
“I fancy it’s a challenge or somethin’—” 
“Oh, rot!” said Ponsonby. “There’s been too much raggin’ with those Greyfriars cads lately, an’ I’m fed-up with it. Mobby is down on it, too. I’m keepin’ clear of them.” 
Ponsonby’s friends looked at one another. 
“The Head’s warned me to avoid trouble with them,” said Ponsonby, with a faint flush in his cheeks. “I’m not goin’ to get into a row with the Head because a Greyfriars ruffian is lookin’ for trouble. Let him go and eat coke!” 
“Oh, absolutely !” said Vavasour. 
There was a tap at the door and it opened again. This time it was Rupert de Courcy who looked in, with an urbane smile on his face. 
“Pon here?” he asked. “Oh, here you are, Pon! Am I interruptin’ you ?” 
“You can come in,” said Ponsonby. 
“Thanks! I will.” 
“Take a pew, Caterpillar, old man,” said Gadsby. “We’re havin’ a game at nap alter tea. You’ll join up?” 
De Courcy shook his head. 
“Franky would be shocked,” he said gravely. “Besides, there’s other business on hand. I’ve come to offer to be Pon’s second.” 
“I’m not lookin’ for a second,” said Ponsonby 
“But you’ll want one, dear man. There’s a Greyfriars man come over, and he’s waitin’ downstairs. I undertook to be a messenger as Bob Cherry isn’t exactly persona grata in this study. Everythin’ is to be arranged pleasantly and amicably. You choose time and place, and pick out your giddy opponent.” 
Ponsonby set his lips. 
“I’m not scrappin’ with those cads,” he said. “The Head’s spoken to me specially on the subject of raggin’ with Greyfriars.” 
“Shouldn’t you have thought of that before you shut them up in the vaults yesterday ?“ suggested the Caterpillar gently, “It’s a bit late in the day to think of it now, Pon.” 
“Mind your own bisney.” 
“Of course, we all know what a peaceable chap you are, Pon, and how strong you are on law an’ order, an’ all that” said the Caterpillkr, with a bland smile at the grinning knuts. “But may I point out that it you refuse this challenge, alter what you’ve done. you’re rather lettin’ Highcliffe down? They’ll say over at Jreyfriars that we’re showin’ the white feather on this side.” 
“They can say what they like,” said Ponsonby sullenly. 
“They’ll be saying it here, too, Pon, if you don’t play up,” urged the Caterpillar, with gentle insistence. “ I’ve heard the whole story now, and it was thick, Pon—very thick. You ought to have remembered that there were girls in the party, when you shut them up in the vaults—you ought really to have remembered that, Pon. If you’re hard up for a second, I don’t mind actin’ for you.” 
“There’s the door !” said Ponsonby. 
“You won’t see Cherry, then?  ” 
“No.” 
The Caterpillar sighed. 
“The fightin’ spirit of Highcliffe seems to be dyin’ out,” he remarked. “But perhaps you’ll think it over, Pon. We’re goin’ to give Cherry tea in our study—and if you like to drop in and fix matters up in a friendly way, you’ll be welcome. Think it over, dear man.” 
And the Caterpillar ambled away. 
Ponsonby looked round at his friends. He did not fail to read the expressions on the faces of Gadsby, Monson, and Vavasour. 
“You fellows think I ought to accept?” he exclaimed. 
“Well, how the thump can you refuse?” asked Gadsby testily. “All very well to spin a yarn to old Voysey, but the Greyfriars men know what you did, and you’re bound to answer for it You could have let them alone if you’d liked, couldn’t you? If you back down now it lets us all down.” 
“Absolutely.” said Vavasour.  
“If you think I funk a scrap with them—” began Ponsonby savagely. 
“Well, if you don’t, now’s your time to play up,” said Nonson. “I know what the fellows will say if you don’t take it on.” 
Ponsonby drew a deep breath. 
“If you fellows think I ought to take it on, I’ll do it,” he said. “You can get on with your game. I’ll trot along and see that Greyfriars cad.” 
“Good man !” said Monson. 
Ponsonby left the study. 
He closed the door after him, and glanced along the passage towards Courtenay’s study. The door of that room was open, and he could hear the voices of three juniors within—among them the powerful voice of Bob Cherry of Greyfriars. 
But Ponsonby’s footsteps did not stray in the direction of that apartment. He went quietly downstairs, and tapped at the door of Mr. Mobbs’ study, 
The master of Highcliffe Fourth greeted him with a nod and ass agreeable smile. Mr. Mobbs was always pleased to see his dear Ponsonby. Once Mr. Mobbs had been asked to Ponsonby’s home in a vacation, and had basked in the sunshine of Ponsonby’s 
noble pater and Ponsonby’s lofty connections. He lived in hopes of being asked again—and that depended on Pon. 
“Come in, my dear Ponsonby !” he said. 
Dear Ponsonby came in. 
“You’ll excuse my botherin’ you, sir,” he said. “I’m in a rather difficult position, and you’ve been kind enough to tell me sir, that you’re always willin’ to give a fellow advice. My father has 
told me never to hesitate to ask your advice, sir—he respects your judgment very much. 
Mr. Nobbs beamed. 
“My dear boy,” he exclaimed, enormously bucked by the information that a peer of the realm respected his judgment, “I am, of course, entirely at your service. I regard myself as being in loco parentis, Ponsonby, while you are at Highcliffe and in my Form. What is the difficulty?” 
“ You are aware, sir, that there’s been a lot of trouble with the Greyfriars fellows,” said Ponsonby. “Dr. Voysey has warned me to keep clear of them and avoid further disputes.” 
“I trust, Ponsonby, that you will carry out the head’s wishes.  I quite understand that your own high spirit might lead you in a different way,” said Mr. Mobbs. “ You must remember, however, that disputes with these – these persons are beneath you. They are not entitled to your notice.” 
“A fellow doesn’t like to refuse a challenge, sir,” said Ponsonby. 
“No doubt But you must not allow a quarrel to be forced upon you, Ponsonby,” said Mr. Mobbs. “Indeed, as your Form master, I must forbid you to do anything of the sort.” 
‘‘If you put it like that, sir—” 
“I do, Ponsonby—most decidedly. I am answerable for you to your noble parent, and I cannot allow anything of the kind.’’ 
Well, sir, I thought I’d ask your advice,” said Ponsonby. “You advise me to refuse to see the Greyfriars fellow who has come over here to pick a row with me?” 
“Here?” exclaimed Mr. Mobbs. “Here —at Higheliffe? What impudence! Certainly you must not see him, Ponsonby ! Where is this impudent boy now ?” 
“He’s a friend of Courtenay’s, sir, and is in Courtenay’s study now. Perhaps, sir, if you spoke a word to him, he would clear off and let the matter drop.” 
Mr. Mobbs jumped up. 
“Certainly I will speak to him—and emphatically, too. I have never beard of such impudence ! I am aware, Ponsonby, that you have been molested by these—these persons outside the school gates. But to come here to Highcliffe, to force a quarrel, it really is un- heard of! I will see this impudent boy at once !”
 And Mr. Mobbe, in a great state of indignation and anger, whisked out of the study and started for the Fourth Form passage. 
Ponsonby strolled away with a smile on his face. 

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Wrathy! 

BOB CHERRY sat down cheerily to tea in Courtenay’s study. In spite of the troubles with Ponsonby & Co,, the friendship 
between the Famous Five, of Greyfriars, and Courtenay and his set at Highcliffe remained unbroken. Frank Courteney sometimes felt his position difficult, between the two parties; but he had little to do with Ponsonby & Co., who were slackers in class and slackers at games, and had nothing in common with the captain of the Fourth. Courtenay would willingly have backed up fellows belonging to his own school if Ponsonby & Co. had played the game—which Pon & Co. never did. The story of what had happened at the old priory incensed him deeply; while it had only made the Caterpillar smile cynically, and remark that “dear old Pon was excellin’ himself.” 
Courtenay was conscious, too, that Pon’s refusal of the Greyfriars challenge “let down” Highcliffe; and he was glad to keep Bob to tea, in the hope that Ponsonby would think it over, and decide to play up before the Remove fellow left. 
So when there were footsteps in the passage, approaching the study doorway, his rather clouded face cleared a little.  He supposed that it was Ponsonby coming, after all.  The Caterpillar grinned, 
“Dear old Pen’s thought it over;” he said. “His pals have bucked him up, I fancy. Trot in, old bean ! Oh gad!” added the Caterpillar, as the thin form and meagre face of Mr. Mobbs appeared in the study doorway. 
The three juniors rose to their feet at once. 
“What? What did you say, De Courcy?” exclaimed Mr. Mobbs. 
“Excuse me, sir—I thought it was Ponsonby comin’ in,” said the Caterpillar. “I wouldn’t have addressed you as ‘old bean,’ sir, if I’d known. So kind of you to come to tea with us, sir !”
“I have not come to tea, De Courcy. I understand that there is a Greyfriars boy here?” 
“A friend of ours, sir,” said Courtenay. 
“I am sorry, Courtenay, to find that you have such a friend,” said Mr. Mobbs severely. “This boy—what is his name?” 
“My name’s Cherry, sir,” said Bob, rather grimly. “And I don’t see why you should be sorry to find that Courtenay has such a friend, Mr. Mobbs.” 
“No impudence, boy !” snapped Mr. Mobbs. “If you have come here to spe8k to Courtenay on matters connected with games, I have no objection, of course. I hardly approve of cricket matches between this school and Greyfriars, but I have no desire to interfere in such matters. But I have reason to believe that you have come here to pick a quarrel with a boy in my Form.” 
Bob’s lip curled. 
“Has Ponsonby told you that, sir?” 
“I decline to be questioned, Cherry I regard your question as impudent !”
“Mr. Mobbs !” exclaimed Courtenay, will, a flushed face. “Please remember that Cherry is a guest in this study.” 
“You should not treat a boy as a guest, Courtenay, when he comes here with such intentions!” snapped Mr. Mobbs. “Cherry. I demand a truthful answer from you !” 
“You’ll get a truthful answer or none, sir !” said Bob disdainfully. 
“Have you come here to pick a quarrel with Ponsonby, of my Form ?” demanded Mr. Mobbs. 
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 “I’ve come here to bring him a challenge,” said Bob sturdily. “If Ponsonby has told you about it, perhaps he’s told you the reason—” 
“I am aware that a false accusation has been brought against Ponsouby,” snapped Mr. Mobbs. 
“The accusation was true.” 
“Do not bandy words with me, Cherry ! Ponsouby has been forbidden by his headmaster to enter into any quarrels with Greyfriars boys, and nothing of the kind will be allowed. You will leave this school at once—at once, sir, and without seeing Ponsonby !”
“Oh gad !” murmured the Caterpillar. 
Courtenay’s face was crimson. 
“Very well, sir,” said Bob Cherry quietly; and he picked up his cap. “I’m ready to go. But you can tell Ponsonby that he will not get off, all the same, and that he’s got to answer for the dirty trick he played on us and the Cliff House girls.” 
“Do you think that I shall carry an impudent mesaage for you?” hooted Mr Mobbs, “I ahall complain to your headmaster of this outrageous proceeding on your part, Cherry ! Now, leave this school. I shall myself conduct you to the gates, and see that you cause no disturbance here before leaving.” 
“I’m sorry for this, Cherry,” said Courtenay, in a low voice. 
“Oh, all serene !” said Bob. “If Ponsonby’s cad enough to bring the masters into it, it can’t be helped. Ta-ta !”
“Follow me!” thundered Mr. Mobbs. 
“Waiting for you, sir !“ said Bob cheerily. 
Mr. Mobbs, with an angry snort, strode out of the study, and Bob followed him. They went downstairs, and a good many Highcliffe fellows stared at them curiously as they left the House. 
Mr. Mobbs strode away towards the gates with his hurried, jerky step, his face red with anger. Bob Cherry walked after him cheerily. At the porter’s lodge be took his bicycle. 
“Now go !” snapped Mr. Mobbs. 
“I’m off, sir !” said Bob. “Keep your wool on !”
“What—what’?” 
“Keep your wool on !” said Bob, as he put a leg over his machine. “Nothing to get excited about. Take it calmly.” 
Two or three Highcliffe fellows, lounging about the gateway, grinned. Mr. Mobbs became crimson with rage. 
“Cherry!  You impertinent young rascal—” 
“Ta-ta, old bean!” said Bob. 
“Upon my word—” gasped Mr. Mobbs. 
He made a rush at the junior, with the intention of boxing Bob’s ears as he went. 
At the same moment the pedals revolved, and the bicycle shot forward, carrying Bob out of Mr. Mobbs’ reach. Mr. Mobbs’ uplifted hand swept downward with terrific force, and, meeting with no resistance, had the effect of overbalancing Mr. Mobbs. He pitched forward and dropped on his knees. 
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“Oh!” gasped, Mr. Mobbs. 
Bob glanced over his shoulder, and burst into a roar. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Oh !” Ow!  You—you young rascal !”
Mr. Mobbs scrambled up in a fury. 
“Boy! Stop at once ! I—I—I—” 
Mr. Mobbs rushed after Bob Cherry. Bob drove at his pedals, and raced away, laughing, with the angry Highcliffe master rushing on his track. In a few moments, however, Mr. Mobbs realised that the chase was hopeless, and he halted, gasping for breath, and red as a turkey-cock. Bob Cherry waved a cheery hand to him from the distance, as he vanished along the Courtfield road. 
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

The White Feather 

“WHARTON!” 
“Yes, Wingate!” 
“Mr. Quelch’s study,” said the captain of Greyfriars. “Take the other young rascals with you.” 
“Which?” asked Harry. 
Wingate grinned. 
“Cherry, Bull; Nugent, and Hurree Singh,” he said, 
“Oh,! Anything wrong, Wissgate?” inquired the captain of the Remove. 
“Looks like it!” 
Wingate of the Sixth walked away down the Remove passage. ‘Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent looked at one another rather blankly. They had been about to begin prep in Study No. 1 when the prefect looked in with his message from their Form master. 
“What is it this time, I wonder?” asked Nugent.. 
“Goodness knows !”
The three other members of the Co were called, and the Famous Five proceeded downstairs together. 
“For it, you chaps?” called out Skinner of the Remove. “Put some exercise books in your bags, dear men. You’ll need them.”
Harry Wharton & Co. went down the Remove staircase unheeding Skinner. Whether they were “for it “ or not, they did not know, but the summons to their Form master’s study was ominous. 
“I ratherfully think it is the esteemed Ponsonby again,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“We haven’t touched him—so far,” said Harry. 
“We’re going to,” said Johnny Bull. “But I suppose even Pon isn’t howling before he’s hurt.” 
“But the excellent and ludicrous Cherry has been over to Highcliffe to see him, and was turnoutfully excluded by the ridiculous Mobby,” said the dusky junior: “There has been an esteemed complaint from Highcliffe, in my estimable opinion.” 
“Shouldn’t wonder,” said Bob. “Just like that little cad Mobby to ring up on the telephone, and make out that I cheeked him, or something.” 
“And you didn’t?” asked Nugent. 
“Well, I told him to keep his wool on,” argued Bob. “And he fell over trying to punch my head. I never asked him to punch my head.” 
“Depend on it, it’s Mobby,” said Wharton. “Inky’s right. Well, it can’t be helped.” 
The Famous Five presented themselves in Mr. Quelch’s study. They found the Remove master with a frowning brow. 
“Come in !” said ‘Mr. Quelch. “I have to speak to you boys very seriously.” 
“Oh, sir !” murmured Wharton, while his comrades looked as innocent as they could. 
“I have received a telephone message from Highcliffe School, from Mr. Mobbs, the master of the Fourth Form there.” 
“Oh !”
“It appears that you visited Highchiffe this afternoon, Cherry?” 
“Yes, sir.” 
“Mr. Mobbs informs me that you went there to seek a quarrel with a boy named Ponsonby.” 
“Hem !” 
“And that he ordered you to leave, and that you treated him with personal disrespect, Cherry.” 
“I left at once, sir.” 
“I am aware that you boys have friends at Highcliffe School, with whom you have games fixtures,” said the Remove master, “ This undoubtedly necessitates visits and meetings occasionally. At the same time, it is the Head’s wish, and my wish, that the incessant disputes with other of the Highcliffe boys should cease. Mr. Mobbs has requested me to order boys in my Form to keep away from Highcliffe, and I cannot refuse.” 
“Oh, sir!”
“If this causes inconvenience, you have only yourselves to thank,” said Mr. Quelch. “ You will understand that from now until further notice, Highcliffe School is placed out of bounds for you.” 
The Famous Five looked grim. 
“I am aware that you feel a deep resentment towards Ponsonby,” went on Mr. Quelch. “He acted in a dastardly manner towards you, I believe, and he has contrived to escape punishment from his headmaster. But I trust that you boys have not thought of taking the law into your own hands on this subject.” 
Mr. Quelch scanned five faces very keenly. The juniors did not reply, but it was not difficult for him to read their thoughts. 
Undoubtedly the Famous Five had thought of taking the law into their own hands with regard to the dandy of Highcliffe, and were still thinking of it. 
“I am afraid that you had some such idea,” said the Remove master severely. 
“Hem !” 
“You must dismiss such an idea from your minds at once. Ponsonby has acted very badly, — but, fortunately, no harm came of his action; and there is, after all, no definite proof against him. You five boys are not to go to Highcliffe, or near Highcliffe, until I give you permission.” 
The chums of the Remove were grimly silent. 
“Highcliffe School is, for the present, out of bounds for you,” said the Remove master. “You understand me?” 
“Yes, sir !” said Harry. 
“I trust that this matter will close here,” said Mr. Quelch. “But I am bound to warn you, that if you break bounds in the direction of Highcliffe, you will be very severely punished. That is all.  You may go.” 
And the Famous Five went. 
They did not speak till they were back in the Remove passage.  Then Bob Cherry said laconically 
“Done !”
 
“The donefulness is terrific” remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
Harry Wharton set his lips. 
“Pon put Mobby on to me, of course,” said Bob Cherry. “Now Mobby’s put Quelchy on to us. No good blaming Quelchy, he’s bound to keep the peace, if he can. But—” 
“But Ponsonby isn’t getting off so easily as all that,” said the captain of the Remove. 
“No fear !” 
“We’re bound to keep clear of Highcliffe now,” said Harry Wharton. “This will blow over—it’s got to, in fact— before the cricket match comes along. But Pon won’t keep all that time. The rotter! Playing a dirty trick on us, and then cringing behind that little beast Mobby. Pon’s got to be brought up to the scratch.” 
“But how !” asked Nugent. 
“We’ll jolly well send him the white feather,” exclaimed Bob Cherry.  “That may make hint get a move on.” 
“Fat lot Pon will care for that !” grunted Johnny Bull. 
“Well, even Pon will care, if all Highcliffe calls him a funk,” said Bob. 
“Blessed if I thought even Pon was such a worm as this.  We’ll hand him the white feather. Even Pon won’t be able to stand that !” 
“We can’t go over to Highcliffe “ said Nugent. 
‘We can send a letter with the giddy white feather in it.” 
“And Pon will chuck it into the study fire without saying a word.” 
“There’s more ways than one of killing a cat, old scout. We can send it to another chap, with a special request to hand it on to Pon in company.” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
“Good egg ! What price the Caterpillar? He would do it !” 
“That’s the wheeze,” 
And that evening, after prep, a letter was written in Study No. 1, and posted— with an enclosure—addressed to R. de Courcy, at Highcliffe School.


                      THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                    A Present from Greyfrlars ! 

“FRANKY!” 
“Hallo?’ 
“I had a letter this mornin’.” 
“You have lots of letters, old chap,” said Courtenay, with a smile. “Anything special about this one?” 
“Yes,” smiled the Caterpillar, “A fellow’s sendin’ a giddy present to Ponsonby of our Form, and he’s asked me to be the giddy go-between.” 
Courtenay stared. 
“That’s jolly odd,” he said. 
“Yes, isn’t it? But as I’m asked, it wouldn’t be civil to refuse, would it ? asked the Caterpillar. “I’m bound to hand over to Ponsonby the little present that’s sent for him. I suppose I’m not entitled to keep it?” 
“Eh? Of course not !” 
“Besides, it’s not a thing I should care to keep,” smiled the Caterpillar. “It’s a suitable thing for Pon—dear old Pon — but really not my style at all,” 
“Well, you can hand it to Ponsonby, I suppose, whatever it is, said the captain of the Highcliffe Fourth, rather perplexed. 
“Exactly. I want you to come along as a witness to the handin’ over,” said De Courcy. “ Pon’s a modest sort of chap, he would very likely want to keep dark a testimonial of this sort.  There’s a little party goin’ on in Pon’s study now—and it’s a good opportunity. Will you trot along with me?”
“I was going down to the cricket—” 
Dear man, you can go down to the cricket afterwards, and I’ll come with you. Lets get rid of this testimonial first,” 
“I don’t quite catch on !”
“What’s the need?” yawned the Caterpillar. “Let’s go and see Pon, and hand him his jolly old present. I’ve been waitin’ for a chance to catch Pon with his friends about him, so that there would he plenty of witnesses. By the way, what do you think of Pon refusin’ the Greyfriars challenge knd gettin’ Mobbv to shoo them off ?” 
“I think he’s acted like a coward, as well as a rotten ruffian,’’ said Courtenay, with a frown. “It’s a disgrace to Highcliffe. But that’s nothing new for Ponsonby. Still, it’s no business of ours.” 
“Isn’t it?” said the Caterpillar. “A man doesn’t like to see his school let down—and doesn’t like fellows sendin‘ white feathers along. My idea is that Pon ought to be bucked up. After all, the fellow can scrap, if he chooses. If he’s afraid of gettin’ his handsome features spoiled, he should keep out of mischief  move —what ?” 
“Yes. But——” 
“Come on, then, and let’s get it over. Hallo, Smithson !” called out the Caterpillar. “Come along to Pon’s study !” 
Smithson of the Fourth stared, 
“Bother Pon !” he answered. “I’ve got nothing to do with Pon !” 
“It’s a presentation,” said the Caterpillar gravely. “It’s a complimentary letter, an’ a presentation from admirin’ 
friends of Pon at another school. It will be worth seein’. Come, asu’ bring your friends.” 
“Is it a lark?” asked Smithson, perplexed. 
“You’ve caught on at once ! It’s somethin’ in the nature of a lark,’’ assented the Caterpillar. 
‘‘I’ll come, then.” 
“Bring some more fellows. We don’t want to keep it to ourselves,” said De Courcy. “Mustn’t be selfish, you know.’’ 
Smithson grinned. 
“All serene, if it’s up against Pon !” he answered.  The superb Ponsonby was not popular with any but his own select circle at Highcliffe— perhaps not very popular even with them. 
Courtenay looked puzzled and a little troubled, as he walked with the Caterpillar to Ponsonby’s study. But the Caterpillar was airy and cheerful and good humoured, as usual.  He seemed to be enjoying the prospect of the visit to the dandy of Highcliffe. 
There was a buzz of voices in Ponsonby’s study as the two juniors approached the door. Pon had gathered a little party of his friends to tea—with banker and cigarettes to follow, as was the custom in Pon’s study. De Courcy tapped at the door, and turned the handle, but the door did not open. It was locked on the inside. Ponsonby could depend on Mr. Mobbs not to “catch him out,” but he generally locked his study door on these occasions, to make assurance doubly sure.  Even the superb Ponsonby had to keep up something like appearances. 
De Courcy knocked again. 
“Who’s there ?“ called out Ponsonby
“Little me.” 
De Courcy? Go and eat coke !”
‘‘Oh, let the old Caterpillar in !” said the voice of Vavasour, “He will take a hand in the game, if that cad Courtenay 
Isn’t with him !”
The Caterpillar laughed. 
“Rats ! I don’t want him !”said Ponsonby. 
“But I’m bound to see you, my dear man,” drawled the Caterpillar. “It’s important business, and it won’t wait.” 
“They won’t let you in,” said Smithson, coming up the passage with Yates and Benson and several more of the Fourth. “They’ve got a game on, and they won’t open the door.” 
“Needs must,” said the Caterpillar. “If they don’t open it, I shall burgle the study.  Will you let me in, Pon ?” 
“ No !” shouted Ponsonby.
“Smithson, old bean, hand me that stool from the window.” said De Courcy, ‘‘I shall have to break the lock.” 
“You cheeky fool !”shouted Ponsoby. 
“Dash it all, Pon. let him in !” exclaimed Gadsby, “We don’t want a shindy, if Mobby came up——” 
“He sha’n’t come in!” said Ponsonby furiously. 
Crash !
“Rupert!” exclaimed Frank Courtenay, as De Courcy crashed the heavy stool on the lock of the door. 
“Dear man, I’m not the chap to take no for an answer.” said the Caterpillar. “I’m goin’ in. Haven’t I told Pon it’s important business ?” 
“I’ll complain to Mr. Mobbs about this !” yelled Ponsonby. 
“I’m sure I don’t mind, dear man.” 
Crash! 
There was a stir in the study at the second crash on the door. The knuts of Highcliffe understood that the Caterpillar was in deadly earnest. 
“Hold on, Caterpillar !” called out Gadsby. “I’ll open the door! Look here, Pon! We’re not goin’ to have the prefects up here to please you ! Hold on a minute, Caterpillar!” 
“Buck up, dear man. I’m waitin’. 
The door was unlocked and thrown open. De Courcy stepped smilingly into the study and nodded urbanely to the enraged Ponsonby. Courtenay remained its the doorway, and behind him were Smithson and a crowd of the Fourth— more than a dozen fellows by this time, all curious and interested. 
There were six fellows in the study— Pon and Gaddy and Monson, to whom the study belonged, and Vavasour, Drury, and Merton. Cecii Ponsonby turned a stare of rage and hatred upon the cool face of the Caterpillar. 
Now, what do you want ?” he said between his teeth. “You’ve forced yourself into this study, where you’re not welcome. What do you want ?”
“ Nothin’.” 
“Take it and go!” suggested Gadsby. 
“Sorry to interrupt a gentleman at a little game,’’ said the Caterpillar, with au amused glance at the cards and cigarettes on the table, “but I won’t keep you long. I’ve received a letter, Pon—” 
“What does that matter to me, you fool?” 
“Pon, old man, your manners are deterioratin’,’’ said the Caterpillar, with a pained look. 
“Oh, cheese it!” 
“I’ve got a letter from Greyfriars, and –“
“Hang Greyfriars !” 
“Enclosing a little present for you, and——” 
“A present for me?” exclaimed Ponsonby. 
“Just that ! I’m requested to read out the letter in the presence of your distinguished friends, and to hand you the present before witnesses—sort of testimonial from your admirers,” said the Caterpillar. “I’ve taken on the job with pleasure, being one of your humble admirers myself, old bean.’’ 
Ponsonby stared at him in sheer astonishment. 
“I ilois’t kiiow what you’re drivin’ at,” he snapped. ‘‘ I’ve told you that you are not welcome in this study, and I’m waitin’ to see your back.” 
“Wait as patiently as you can, old bean,” said the Caterpillar urbanely. 
“I‘m quite aware that fellows don’t have to wait long to see your back, of course—fellows who are able to put up anythin’ like a scrap———’’ 
“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell from Smithson & Co.  in the passage. 
Ponsonby gritted his teeth. 
“You cheeky cad ! I——” 
The Caterpillar was fumbling in his pocket. He drew out a letter, and a white feather. 
“There it is, Pon — a present from Greyfriars.” 
And he tossed the white feather upon the table. 
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THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

Up to the Scratch!

CECIL PONSONBY stared at the white feather. 
His face was as white as the “present” from Greyfriars. 
The other fellows in the study exchanged glances—some of them grinning. For a moment or two there was silence. 
It was the Caterpillar who broke it. 
“Gentlemen.” he said, “lend me your ears, as the johnny says in the play. I’ve got a letter to read out.” 
Ponsonby did not speak. Even the cad of Highcliffe was not insensible to shame. He sat with his eyes fixed on the white feather, and the crimson was creeping into his pale cheeks.  Smithson & Co., in the passage, were chuckling; even Pon’s friends were grinning. Courtenay’s face was dark. De Courcy, in his cool. drawling voice, proceeded lo read out the letter from Greyfriars. 
“Dear Caterpillar,’— Highcliffe has been placed out of bounds for us, for the present, Mr. Mobbs having put it to our Form master. We can’t come over and see Ponsonby, and we rather think that, in the circumstances, Pon won’t accept an invitation to come over and see us.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Smithson. 
Ponsonby drew a deep breath. 
“Laughter in court, which was immediately suppressed,” said the Caterpillar. “I’ll go on. 
If you agree —as I think you do— that Ponsonby ought to answer for what he has done, will you stick this letter up where the fellows in your Form can see it, or else read it out to Ponsonby and hand him the white feather, if that doesn’t screw up his courage to the sticking point I suppose nothing will.— Yours sincerely, H.  Wharton.” 
“That’s the lot,” said the Caterpillar. “I felt called upon to oblige Wharton in this matter, as Pon has put Mobby up to interferin’. The question now arises, is Pon’s courage screwed up to the sticking point?” 
“Ha, ha, ha !”
“I never said a word to Mobbs !” said Ponsonby huskily. 
The Caterpillar coughed. 
“If you didn’t, Pon, the way he butted into the affair was a remarkable coincidence. But, of course, we’re all bound to accept your word.” 
“I don’t think!” chuckled Smithson.
“Leavin’ Mobby out of it,” resumed the Caterpillar, “ the question still remains, is your jolly old courage screwed to the stickin’ point, or have the Greyfriars men wasted their white feather on you for nothin’?” 
“Ha, ha, ha !”
“Dash it all, you can’t stand that !” muttered Gadsby. 
Pon gave him a savage look, 
“You can’t, Pon, absolutely,’’ murmured Vavasour. 
‘‘Oh, Pon can stand a lot of things,” said the Caterpillar. “Pon’s got a great gift of endurance. But the question is, can we stand it? Are fellows goin’ to send white feathers to Highcliffe and nothin’ done? I’m not particularly thin skinned myself, but I object to white feathers—I object very strongly ! My idea is that Pon’s fightin’ blood ought to be stirred up somehow.” 
“You rotter!” muttered Ponsonby. “Do you think I’m afraid of those Greyfriars cads?” 
“I think it looks like it, dear man. But I hope that’s only what it looks like. After all, appearances are deceptive “ said the Caterpillar. “I hope you are burstin’ with bravery and the yearnin’ for battle. You don’t look like it, but I hope you are.” 
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Chuck this, Caterpillar !” said Courtenay abruptly. 
The Caterpillar shook his head. 
“It’s got to be settled,” he said obstinately. “Pon’s lettin’ down Highcliffe, and I object to it. Greyfriars have sent a challenge, and the challenge has got to be taken up. If Pon’s a coward we’re not all cowards here, I hope. Perhaps one of Pon’s friends would like to take up the cudgels for him?” 
De Courcy glanced round at the knutty circle. 
There was a unanimous silence. Apparently nobody in Pon’s select circle was keen to take up the cudgels. 
“No offers?” asked De Courcy. 
Silence. 
Then it’s up to Pon,” said the Caterpillar, “and if Pon turns it down we shall have to find another man. They’re not goin’ to say at Greyfriars that Highcliffe haven’t a man to meet them. What’s your answer, Pon ?” 
“Mind your own business, confound you !” 
“I’m makin’ this my business,” said the Caterpillar. “I like those Greyfriars chaps; they’re friends of mine—at least, friends of Franky’s. But they can’t send a challenge like this without gettin’ a suitable answer. If you don’t answer this letter, Pon, I shall answer it.” 
“You eass’t exclaimed Courtensay. 
“Little me !“ exclaimed the Caterpillar, with a nod. “Highcliffe have got to produce a champion to show that we don’t all suffer from cold feet at this end.’’ 
“You’re got no quarrel with them, you ass !”
“None at all, except that I object to white feathers being sent to Highcliffe.  I don’t blame them; they’re actin’ within their rights. But a Highcliffe man has got to meet their man, and pluck seems to be rather at a discount in this study.  Unless I’m mistaken, and Ponsonby really burnin’ for battle an’ slaughter !” added the Caterpillar. 
“Funk !” roared Smithson. 
Ponsonby bit his lip hard. 
He glanced at the fellows in the passage—at Courtenay’s dark, contemptuous face; and then he looked at his friends. It was borne in upon Ponsonby’s mind that he had no choice left in the matter. Therc was a limit; and this was the limit. 
“Don’t be a goat, Pon !” whispered Gadsby anxiously. “Do you want to be cut by every fellow in the school?  You’ll never be able to hold up your head at Highcliffe again if you let this pass.’ 
Ponsonby was only too clearly aware of that. Nothing would have pleased him better than to see the Caterpillar engaged in combat with the Greyfriars champion for the honour of Highcliffe. But he realised very clearly that it would not do. 
He drew a deep, deep breath. 
“Well, what’s the verdict?” asked the Caterpillar at length. “I’m waitin’ for your answer, Pon.” 
“You might have guessed my answer,” said Ponsonby, as calmly as he could “I want to keep clear of those Greyfriars ruffians—and it means trouble with the Head it I let myself be drawn into a row! But if they want trouble; let them have it. 1’IOy can pick out their man, and I’ll give him a jolly good hidin’! That’s all !” 
“Good man !“ 
“Hear, hear !“ said Gadsby. 
“Good old Pon !“ chorused the knuts, much relieved. 
Pon’s lip curled. 
“Make it Saturday afternoon; that’s the next half-holiday” be sar4. “One of my friends will call at Greyfriars before then to make the arrangements. Now get out of my study, De Courcy.” 
“Pleasure, dear man,” said the Caterpillar urbanely. “Best wishes for good luck, old man! You’re in the wrong, of course; but I should like to see Highcliffe win. Like little me to be your second?” 
“No, hang you!” 
“Offer refused without thanks,” said the Caterpillar. “No objection to my comin’ along to’ see you knock the Greyfriara man into a cocked hat, I suppose ?” 
“You’ll have nothin’ to do with it !“ said Ponsonby savagely. “All I want you to do is to mind your own bizney.” 
The Caterpillar smiled. 
“And you won’t mention the matter to Mobby ?” he asked. 
“Hang you, you know I won’t!” snarled Ponsonby. 
“Well, I thought you might in an absent minded moment, you know,” murmured the Caterpillar. “You see, if I answer this letter acceptin’ the giddy challenge, you’re bound to stand by it. And if you don’t walk up to the jolly old field of battle, you’ll be carried 
there —see?” 
“What-ho!” chuckled Smithson. 
And the Caterpillar strolled out of the study, leaving Ponsonby to enjoy his game of banker with his knutty comrades as well as be might. Probably Ponsonby did not enjoy it very much. 
“I’m glad that’s settled,” said Courtenay, as he walked down to the cricket-field with his chum e little later. 
The Caterpillar gave him a whimsical smile. 
“Settled? ” he said. 
“Yes, it’s settled now. After all, Pon isn’t a coward. He’s got a sense of shame at least. It’s settled.” 
“1 wonder,” said the Caterpillar. 
Which seemed to indicate that the Caterpillar had a lingering doubt still as to whether the dandy of Highcliffe had been brought up to the scratch. 

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 

Bunter Wants to Know! 

“I SAY, you fellows !
“Cut!” 
“But, I say!” 
Bob Cherry made a motion with his boot, and Billy Bunter “cut.” But he did not cut very far. 
Bunter wanted to know. 
Monson, of the Highcliffe Fourth, had come the House at Greyfriars and was speaking to Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry in the hall. Naturally, Bunter wanted to hear. 
Bunter was keenly interested in the Highcliffe affair. Ponsonby’s escape from punishment, so far, had deeply incensed Bunter. True, Bunter had not been the only victim of Ponsonhy’s dastardly trick at the old Priory; but he was the only one that mattered, so to speak. What the fellows were going to do about Pon was an interesting question to the Owl of the Remove. Indeed, he had told Peter Todd that if the fellows didn’t do something, he would himself call personally at Highcliffe and give Ponsonby a thrashing—a statement which made Peter chuckle. So when came along that afternoon: after class, Bunter was convinced that he ought to join in the discussion. Which was a point upon which the other fellows did not seem to agree with Bunter. 
But Bob Cherry’s boot was not to be argued with. It was a heavy and hefty boot, and Bunter knew its weight— front experience. So he scudded sway in great indignation. From the banisters he blinked down at the juniors in the hail. 
Then his little round eyes gleamed cunningly behind his spectacles. If the fellows were going to arrange a fight, they couldn’t arrange it there. It would have to be kept from Mr. Quelch’s knowledge, at least, and it was pretty certain that Wharton would take the Highcliffe envoy to his study to talk the matter over. Bunter cut away to Study No. 1 in the Remove, and rolled into that celebrated apartment. A few minutes later he knew that he had judged correctly, as he heard the voices of the juniors on the &emove staircase. Bunter, listening inside the study door, heard them approaching Study No. I. That was enough for Bunter. 
He dived under the study table and lay low. 
The door opened again, and Monson of Highcliffe came in,  Wharton standing politely aside for him to enter. The captain of the Remove followed him in. Under the table, crouching very quietly, Bunter grinned to himself. The captain of the Remove had doubtless forgotten his unimportant existence. But Bunter was there, and he was going to know! 
“Take a pew, Monson.” said Harry. 
“Thanks, I’ll stand !” said Monson. 
His manner was barely civil; he had not come to Greyfriars to be polite. 
“Just as you like,” said Wharton indifferently. “The fellows will be here in a minute or two.” 
“I’ve come over to speak to you, as I’ve said, not to interview all your Form.” 
“You’ve told me that it’s a message from Ponsonby, and five of us are concerned in it.” said Harry. “We won’t keep you waiting.” 
Monson shrugged his shoulders and waited. Bob Cherry had gone to gather the other nsembers of the Co., and he soon came into the study, followed by Nugent, and Johnny Bull and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Monson’s come over from Ponsonby,” Harry Wharton explained. “He’s got a message. He’s acting as Pon’s second.” 
“Oh, good !” said Johnny Bull: “Then the white feather worked the oracle after all,” 
“The excellent and ludicrous Pon has come up to the esteemed scratch ?“ asked Hurree Singh. 
“That’s good news !“ said Nugent. 
Monson sneered. 
“If you’re all here I’ll get on.” he said. “I’ve got to get back to Highcliffe, you know !” 
“Go ahead !” said Harry. 
“In the first place, the matter has got to be kept dark,” said Monson. “If that isn’t agreed to, the whole thing is off. Dr. Voysey and Mr. Mobbs would both be down on Pon it they knew. And if you fellows can’t undertake to keep it dark, call it off here and now.” 
“Oh, cut that out !” exclaimed Johnny Bull angrily. “We shall keep it dark enough, and you know it. It was Ponsonby brought Mr. Mobbs into the bizney.” 
“I’m not here to argue !“ said Monson, “I want your word that it will be kept dark to tell Pon. You can’t expect Pon to land himself into trouble with his headmaster to please you.” 
“We shall not say a word about it,” said Harry. 
“Very well, that’s settled, then, Pon’s prepared to meet any man you put forward, and I’m here to arrange time and place,” said Monson. “The scrap can’t take place either here or at Highcliffe, of course; it will have to be somewhere quiet. You’ve already said that you’re willing to leave time and place to us.” 
“Quite willing,” said Harry. 
“The willingfulness is terrific.” 
“Pon fixes it for to-morrow—Saturday—afternoon; that’s a half-holiday at both schools,” said Monson. “The place is the old Army hut behind Courtfield Common. You know the place.” 
“We know it, and it will do as well as any other place,” said Harry. “It’s a good step from the both schools. 
“Four o’clock to-morrow afternoon,” said Monson. 
“Agreed.” 
“Ponsonby will be there with his second—me,” said Monson, “Your man will be there with his second. You’ve given Pon his choice, and he picks out Bob Cherry,” 
“Oh, good !“ exclaimed Bob. 
“Very good !“ said Wharton, both surprised and pleased. He had rather expected Nugent or Hurree Singh to be selected as less formidable members of the Co. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gave Monson a rather scrutinizing look. 
“My esteemed Monson. I hope that this is not ludicrous gammon,” he said. “We do not want to walk across the common to find that the esteemed funky Ponsonby is not there.” 
‘You’ll find I’m there, on time,” said Monson, with a sneer. “if your man comes up to the scratch, he won’t be disappointed.” 
“Rely on us!” grinned Bob Cherry. “I’d give a week’s pocket- money to get my hands on the cad.” 
“That’s settled, then.” said Monson.  “Two fellows on either side—and nobody else.” 
“I suppose we can come as witnesses !” exclaimed Johnny Bull. 
“We jolly well shall,” said Nugent. “We know your Highcliffe trickery - it would be like Pon to have a crowd of his friends there and turn it into a ragging.” 
That’s immaterial.” said Monson. “The idea is to avoid a crowd, so that the matter won’t get out. Pon’s agreeable to all five of you coming, if you limit it to that. If Cherry’s afraid to come with only his second let him bring four of you.” 
“Why, you cheeky cad—” began Bob hotly. 
“Easy, Bob.” said Harry. “Five of us will be ample. It would be very like Ponsonby to have a mob there to handle you alone, but we can deal with all of them if they turn up. The five of us could mop up Pon and all his friends.” 
“What-ho !” grinned Johnny Bull. 
“It’s settled, then,” said Monson. “We rely on you to keep it dark—if we find a crowd there we shall simply clear off and let you rip. Pon’s not goin’ to risk a floggin’ from Dr. Voysey.” 
“Five of us, and nobody else,” said Wharton. “That will be enough to see fair play. You can bring the same number.” 
Monson shook his bead. 
“Pon and I will be alone,” he said. “We don’t want it to be talked all over Highcliffe, The Head’s down on these rows, and so is Mobby. We’re willin’ to trust you men to see fair play, if you’re not willin’ to trust us.” 
“The Caterpillar would be willing to come, and he wouldn’t babble about it,” said Nugent. 
“We don’t want him—he’s no friend of ours.” 
“Well, that’s your business,” said Harry. “Four o’clock to-morrow afternoon; Bob Cherry against Ponsonby. We’ll bring gloves. Nothing more to be said.” 
“Nothin’,” said Monson. 
And the Highcliffe junior left the study, and left the school. Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged glances. 
“All serene now,” said Bob.. “I rather fancied the white feather would do it. Even Pon couldn’t stand that.” 
Harry Wharton nodded. 
“It looks all right,” he said, “and we’ll keep our part of the bargain—not a word outside this study, till after it’s over at all events. I can’t understand Pon being so keen on keeping it dark— I should rather have thought he would like an interruption—” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“But it seems straight enough,” said Harry 
“It does,” agreed Bob. 
“Not a word to the other fellows, at present, then,” 
“Not a word,” 
And Harry Wharton & Co. left the study. 
After they were gone, a fat junior rolled out from his hiding-place under the table, grinning. Unsuspected by all parties, Billy Bunter was in possession of the secret—a circumstance that was to have consequences unlooked for by Harry Wharton & Co., and especially by Ponsonby. 

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER, 

Ponsonby’s Plot ! 

THE  Caterpillar wrinkled his brows, with a look of whimsical perplexity.  It was Saturday afternoon; and there was a junior cricket match on at Highcliffe— Fourth against Shell. Frank Courtenay was thinking chiefly of cricket; and the Caterpillar, who was in the eleven, was booked for the afternoon— rather against his will. Courtenay was looking at the pitch after dinner, De Courcy strolling with him, with his hands in his pockets. He was not thinking of cricket. 
“It beats me, Franky !” he said at last. 
“What does, Caterpillar?” 
“About Pon.” 
“Oh, bother Pon !” said Courtenay, with a smile. “I hope we shall be beating the Shell this afternoon, while he’s getting his beating.” 
“He will get a beatin’, I fancy, if it comes off,” said the Caterpillar. “But I’m beaten already, old bean—it beats me hollow. It seems to de all straight. Monson went over to Greyfriars and fixed it up—Pon’s meetin’ Bob Cherry somewhere this afternoon, girdin’ himself up for battle—he’s been punchin’ the ball this mornin’ with great energy.  The nuts are in high feather—they re proud of their Pon.” 
“Well, he was bound to play up,” said Courtenay. 
“You couldn’t spare me this afternoon, Franky ? ” 
“No fear!” said the captain of the Fourth decidedly. “Dash it all, Caterpillar, you don’t want to cut the cricket?” 
“N-no,” said the Caterpillar hesitatingly. “But I really would like to see Pon play up—for once.” 
“Oh, rot !” said Courtenay. “Besides, I hear that he’s taking only one man with him—his second. He wants the thing kept dark—and there’s no doubt it would be stopped if the Head or Mobby got on to it.” 
“And he doesn’t want it stopped ?” 
“I suppose not.” 
“They say that a leopard can’t change his spots, or an Ethiopian his skin,” murmured the Caterpillar. “But I shall begin to believe that they can, at this rate. Is l’on really goiP+n’ to stand up to a hefty fellow like Cherry in a fair fight?” 
“He’s left himself no choice about that, that I can see.  He hadn’t any choice from the beginning, really.” 
“But he was so jolly keen on puttin’ it off. He dragged Mobby into it, you know. A word to Mobby now would put a stop to it—and Pon’s takin’ all sorts of precautions for that word not to be uttered.” 
Courtenay laughed. 
“If Mobby got to know the fellows would all know who had given him the tip.” he said. “Pon’s in his last ditch, really—he’s either got to fight, or be hooted as a funk. Even his own set would be ashamed of him if he swallowed the white feather. Now, about this match this afternoon, I shall open the innings with you, Caterpillar—” 
The Caterpillar suppressed a groan. 
He was keenly interested, in a whimsical way, in the problem of Ponsonby; cricket did not appeal to him nearly so much. But cricket was the order of the day now, 
At two o’clock the stumps were pitched, and the Caterpillar turned up on Little Side with the cricketers. Courtenay had forgotten Ponsonby by that time; and the Caterpillar had to dismiss him from his mind when the game began.  The problem of Pon’s proceedings that afternoon had to remain unsolved—by the Caterpillar. 
The cricket snatch was going strong, when Ponsonby & Co.  came out of the House and walked down to the gates. The nuts of the Fourth were not interested in the great summer game; they did not even cast a glance towards Little Side. The whole knutty party 
walked as far as the gates with Ponsonby and Monson, and wished them luck when they started for Courtfield Conmon. 
“Look here, why can’t you let us come an’ see the circus?” asked Gadsby. “We’d like to come, Pon.”
“Absolutely,” said Vavasour. 
Pousonby shook his head. 
“A bargains a bargain,” he answered. “I’ve agreed to go with only one man, and I’m not goin’ to let the Greyfriars cads think I’n nervous.” 
“Well, that’s all right,” said Drury. “But they wouldn’t mind your bringin’ your friends to look on. We want to see the scrap.” 
“Nothin’ doin’,” said Ponsonby. 
And he walked away with Monson, leaving the knutty party at the gates, discontented and puzzled. 
Monson, too, was puzzled as he walked along with the dandy of Highcliffc. It seemed to Monson that Pon was keeping something back—he quite failed to understand the new attitude of the superb Pon. If Pon was so keen to meet the Greyfriars champion, so keen not to run risk of interruption, it was peculiar, to say the least, that he had not accepted the Greyfriars challenge earlier. Monson felt that there was something behind it all—though he could not guess what. 
“Look here, Pon, why can’t you let the follows come?” he exclaimed at last, as they struck across the common. 
“No witnesses wanted,” said Ponsonby, with a sour grin. “I can trust you, Monson. You can keep your mouth shut.”
Monson looked very uneasy. 
“Then, it’s not straight?” he asked. 
Cecil Ponsonby laughed sarcastically. ‘Do you think I’m goin’ to be hammered by that ruffian Cherry?” he said, with a sneer. “I know a trick worth two of that.” 
“But you’ve agreed—” 
“The five of them will be there,” said Ponsonby. “Let them come!   They will meet with a bit of a surprise, you’ll see !” 
“But—“ began Monson. 
“Oh, wait an’ see” said Ponsonby irritably. 
Monson relapsed into silence, but his look was extremely uneasy as he walked on. The expression on Pon’s face, and the evil gleam in his eye, might have made any fellow uneasy. 
The two Highcliffians arrived at the old Army hut—a disused building in a solitary spot. 
“We’re jolly early,” said Monson. “It’s only half-past three.” 
Ponsonby smiled, and led the way into the hut. 
From the outside, it looked solitary and deserted. But Monson started as he saw that it was tenanted. Four rough-looking fellows were sitting on a bench there, smoking pipes and playing cards. Monson stared at them. He knew them by sight; they were loafers from the Feathers Inn, up the river—a place much frequented by Ponsonby and his friends on half-holidays. At sight of Ponsonby, the quartette grinned and touched their hats. 
“All ready—what?” said Ponsonby. 
“What-ho, sir! You leave it to us.” said one of the four, a man with a black patch over one eye and two of his front teeth missing. 
“You know what you’re to do, Hookey. You’re not to hurt them— only a jolly good hiding all round.” 
“Leave it to us, sir !” grinned Hookey. And his comrades grinned and nodded. 
Monson caught Ponsonby by the arm and drew him out of the hut. He was looking greatly alarmed now, 
“Pon,” he breathed—”Pon! Are you out of your senses? You’ve got that gang here to pitch into the Greyfriars chaps?” 
“Exactly ! A quid each—and cheap at the price !“ said Ponsonby coolly. “It’s a little surprise for those cads— what?” 
“You can’t do it I” gasped Monson.
 “Can’t I !“ sneered Ponsonby. 
“You can’t !“ Mouson looked quite scared. “There’s a limit!  You can’t do such a rotten, cowardly, blackguardly thing—” 
“Oh, can’t I” interrupted Ponsonby savagely. “I went over to the Feathers last evenin’ and fixed it up. You might have guessed somethin’ of the sort, you fool.” 
“I might have guessed that you’d go in for foul play, I know panted Monson, “But it’s too thick—it’s too rotten. I won’t have a hand in it !”
“Don’t, then. You won’t be wanted !” 
“Pon, old man,” pleaded Monson, “call it off before it’s too late. Think 
Delete backspace of the disgrace You’ll be cut by all Highcliffe—” 
“Oh, don’t be an ass!  Who’s to know?” sneered Ponsonby. “body goin’ to believe those Greyfriars cads +if they complain? They’re gom’ to get a hefty thrashin’ all round, which will stop them from lookin’ for trouble for some time to come., Who’s to know I set these rotters on? If they suspect, they can’t prove it. They’ve already made one false accusation against me—” 
“Pon !” 
“All Highcliffe knows that Bunter gave false evidence in accusin’ me before the Head. That helps. They can say what they like, and be hanged to them ! My story will be that I came along. accordin’ to arrangement, and found them rowin’ with a gang of hooligans, and left them at it.” 
Monson stared at him. Ponsonby’s plans were cut and dried—he could see that. And it was likely enough that his story would hold water. At all events, he was prepared to brazen it out. 
Monson drew a deep breath. 
“ Pon, it’s too thick—it—it’s infamous! I’m not goin’ to have a hand in it. Send those roughs away, or I’m goin’.” 
“Do as you dashed well choose— only hold your tongue “ said Ponsonby, in a tone of menace. “You and I know a little too much about one another, Monson, to give one another away,” 
“I’ll hold my tongue,” muttered Monson. “But I’m goin’ !” 
And he went. 
Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders. He lighted a cigarette, and loafed about the hut with his hands in his pockets till he sighted five figures on the common in the distance. 
His eyes gleamed at the sight, of Harry Wharton & Co. It was just four o’clock as the Famous Five of Greyfriars came up. 
“Here we are again !” said Bob Cheery cheerily. 
“Just in time !” sneered Ponsonby. “I began thinkin’ that you weren’t comin’ up to the scratch after all !” 
“Oh, cut that out!” said Bob contemptuously. “No need to chatter. Let s get goin’.” 
“I’m ready.” 
“If you’re ready, there’s no need to waste time,” said Harry Wharton. 
“The soonerfulness is the betterfulness,” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“I’m waitin’,” said Ponsonby.
 “Come into the hut—there’s plenty of room there, and we shall be out of sight.” 
“Right-ho !” 
Ponsonby strolled into the hut. 
“Blessed if I more than half-expected to see him here!” said Nugent, “He doesn’t seem to have his second, either.” 
“But, it’s all serene now,” said Bob. “Come on!” 
Harry Wharton & Co.  followed Ponsonby into the hut.  The next moment there was a rush of feet. 
“Look out !” yelled Bob, 
But it was too late !  Ponsonby of Highcliffe, with an evil grin on his face, stood back and watched—out of harm’s way—while thp five schoolboys, resisting desperately, went down under the rush of the gang of roughs. 

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER, 

Brought to Book 

“PETER, old man—” 
“Bow-wow !”
“I could jolly well tell you something if I liked !” said Bunter.
“that I want to hear, old bean,” yawned Peter Todd. “Give your lower jaw a rest,” 
“Oh, really, Peter—” 
“And give me a rest !” 
Billy Bunter blinked at Peter reproachfully. He had news—he was full of news; but Toddy’s manner was not encouraging. Bunter almost resolved not to tell Toddy at all, 
But not quite! It was difficult for Bunter to keep news in.  Bunter liked to be the fellow who knew. He liked to be primed with the “very latest.” Bunter was an indefatigable collector of news; and when he had collected it, it burst forth from him, as it Were. 
Peter had missed the Famous Five that afternoon, wondering why they were not on the cricket ground. He had wondered whether their absence had anything to do with Ponsonby of Highcliffe.  Little as Peter it guessed it, Bunter knew. 
“I suppose you’ve noticed that Wharton and his mob are gone out, Peter?” 
“Yes,’’ yawned Peter. 
“Guess where they’re gone.” 
Peter took notice at last. 
“Not to Highcliffe,” he said. “That’s out of bounds now.” 
“What price the old Army hut on Courtfield Common ? grinned Bunter. 
“Bosh !” said Peter. No place for a Picnic.’’ 
“He, he, he! It isn’t a picnic,” chuckled Bunter. “It’s a scrap!”
“A scrap?” repeated Peter. 
“Keep it dark,” said Bunter. “They’re not telling anybody—Ponsonby made a point of that. Wharton told me in toe iii confidence—” 
“Gammon !”
“Oh, really, Peter——” 
“Piffle !” 
“Well, that’s what’s on,” said Bunter, “I jolly well know it.  I’m not telling anybody, of course! I just mentioned it to Smithy, and Russell, and Ogilvy, and Squiff, and--!”
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Peter. “And to everybody who would listen.” 
“I am telling you because you’re my pal,” said Bunter. “I kuow you’d like to see the scrap, and there’s plenty of time to get across to the hut, if you go on your bike. They don’t know that anybody knows about it—they never I was under he study table—” 
“What?” 
“I—I mean—Wharton told me in confidence —” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“If you like to give me a lift on the back of your bike,  Peter, I’ll come.” said Bunter, “I want to see Pon licked, but, of course, I can’t walk all that way,” 
“Blessed if I see any sense in keeping it dark,” said Peter, “Lot of good trying to with you around. If there’s a scrap with Pon, I’m jolly well going tn see it, I know that.” 
“Smithy said the same, but the beast refused to give me a lift on his bike,” said Bunter, “ You’re going to give me a lift, Peter?” 
“I’m not a derrick or a steam engine!” growled Toddy. 
“Look here, you beast, you wouldn’t know anything about it if I hadn’t told you,” exclaimed Bunter warmly. “It’s up to you.” 
Peter Todd hesitated.  Giving Bunter a lift behind a bike on a hilly road was no joke, 
But he felt that it was, indeed, up to him, since it was owing to Bunter’s information that he was going to see Ponsonby of Highcliffe licked. And that was a sight Peter was not willing to miss, if he could help it, 
“Well, come on, Fatty!”  he said. 
And Bunter rolled after his study-mate to the bike-shed. Peter grinned as he saw half a dozen of the Remove there, getting out their jiggers. Billy Bunter had evidently been talking with considerable freedom already. Peter was not the first Removite let into the secret. 
“You coming, Toddy?  ” asked Squiff. 
“What-ho! I’m giving Bunter a lift.’ said Peter, “You fellows can take it in turns with me, if you like.”
“No jolly fear !” 
Smithy and Redwing have started already,” said Hazeldene, “I think Wharton might have told us what ws on. I wan to see that cad Ponsonby thrashed.  I had a rotten time down in the vaults,” 
“They’re walking,” said Bunter. “Lots of time to catch them up. Time for a snack at the tuck shop, if you like, before we start.” 
“You can go and have a snack while I get off,” suggested Peter. 
“Will you wait for me?’’ 
“No fear !” 
“Beast !”
And when Peter Todd started, Billy Bunter was standing on his foot rests behind, holding on to Peter’s shoulders, a method of transport that was not easy for the fat junior, and was decidedly cumbersome to Peter Todd. 
Six cyclists started in a bunch on the Courtfield road, and as they turned into the path across the common, they sighted Vernon-Smith and Tom Redwing riding ahead, Peter Todd and his companions followed on behind the Bounder and Redwing, all of them keen to be in at the death, so to speak. Had Bunter had time to spread his news farther, probably all the Remove would have been on the same trail that afternoon. They would all have been keen enough to see Ponsonby licked, for no one had any doubt as to the result of the combat. It was a licking for Pon, if he came up to the scratch. The only doubt was, whether he would come up to the scratch.  Bunter had told fellow after fellow, until he found one willing to give him a lift to the seat of war. Walking did not appeal to Bunter, and his bike, as usual, was out of repair. 
The old army hut came in sight at last, lonely on the farther verge of the common, with the brown woods behind it.  Vernon-Smith looked at his watch.
“Just turned four,” he said. ‘‘You said it was to be at four o’clock, Bunter ?“ 
“Yes, old chap.” 
“Put it on, you fellows, or we shall be too late,” grinned the Bounder. 
Pon won’t last many minutes, if he’s really taking on Bob Cherry.” 
“He won’t be in a hurry to begin, though,” said Peter Todd with a chuckle. “1 dare say they’re not starting yet.” 
“They must be in the hut !”said the Bounder, staring ahead. “Can’t see anything of them.  If that fat villain has been pulling our legs—” but 
“Oh, really, Smithy—” 
“Hark!” exclaimed Hazeldene. 
As the cyclists drew nearer to the old hat, riding swiftly over the grassy footpath, sounds came to their ears— sounds of a wild and whirling conflict going on inside the old wooden building. 
“They’re going it !” exclaimed Squiff.  
“What the thump ?” ejaculated the Bounder in amazement. “That sounds more like a dog fight than a round with gloves on. There’s more than one fellow scrapping there.” 
“I say, you fellows, I shouldn’t wonder if Pon had a mob of Highcliffe cads there ready for !” exclaimed Bunter. “You know his sort.” 
“Jolly likely, I think,” grinned the Bounder. “If that’s so, we’ve come along at the right time. Put it on,” 
What-ho !” 
The cyclists fairly flew now. The sounds from the old hut seemed to indicate that a terrific affray was going on there, obviously something much more extensive and serious than a fight with the gloves on between two fellows. 
Vernon-Smith, riding like the wind, was the first to reach the hut, and he jumped down, letting his machine spin whither it would, and rushed in at the open doorway. 
“Great Scott!” he yelled. 
For a moment the Bounder stood transfixed at what he saw—Harry Wharton & Co., penned up in a corner of the hut, defending themselves desperately against four hulking roughs. 
Every member of the Famous Five showed serious signs of damage. The struggle had not gone on long, but the weight against them was overwhelming. 
But they were fighting gamely, and Hookey and his gang were by no means having things all their own way, as they had expected, 
The Bounder stared for a second, and then, with a shout to his comrades, he rushed into the fray. 
Peter Todd was the next, leaving his bike and Bunter strewn on the ground. Then came Squiff and the others, each, as he saw what was gong on, rushing in to the rescue of the Famous Five. 
Ponsonby’s face was white with rage. 
The sudden and unexpected arrival of eight Remove fellows changed the aspect of affairs at once. Burly and bulky as they were, Hookey and his gang had no chance against such odds 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !” roared Bob Cherry, as Smith rushed in. “It’s the old Bounder!  Come on, Smithy!  Toddy, too! Squiff! Pile in, you chaps!” 
“Hurrah !” gasped Johnny Bull, 
The Remove fellows did not need telling to pile in—they were piling in with terrific vim, hitting right and left. And Ponsonby, white with rage, and with fear in his heart now, cut across to the doorway to escape before it was too late. And Ogilvy of the Remove, as he saw him cut, cut across, too, and collared him by the neck. 
“No, you don’t !” said the Scottish junior grimly. 
Ponsonby struggled furiously. 
“Let go!” he yelled. 
“I don’t think !” grinned Ogilvy. And Ponsonby of Highcliffe went to the ground with a crash, 
“Bunter!” yelled Ogilvy. 
“Ow! Wow!” 
“Sit on that cad and keep him safe!” 
“Oh! All right!” 
Bunter had sprawled when Peter Todd dismounted in a hurry, but he picked himself up now, and promptly planted himself on Ponsonby. Under Bunter’s weight the cad of Highcliffe had no chance. He gasped and collapsed. 
Ogilvy rushed into the fray; but it was almost over now. With eight sturdy fellows to help them, the Famous Five were more than able to deal with the gang of racing roughs. Hookey and his gang had expected to earn their “quid a time” quite easily, They found now that it was very hardly earned indeed. 
“Give ‘em beans !” roared Bob Cherry. And Hookey & 
Co., knocked right and left and with hardly breath left to run, struggled for the doorway at last, and fled. They were glad to get out of the reach of the Removites, and they started for the horizon at the best speed they could put on.  Ponsonby yelled to them desperately as they fled, but the roughs did not heed him. They could not have, helped him if they had stayed and they did not think of staying. In a couple of minutes they were out of sight. 
And then the Remove fellows gathered round Ponsonby as he lay sprawling under the grinning Owl of the Remove. 
He stared up furiously at Harry Wharton’s scornful face. 
“So that’s why you wanted it kept dark, you cad !” panted Wharton. “Because you had that gang waiting for us here !” 
“And you walked into the trap, you silly asses !” said Vernon-Smith. 
“Well, who’d have thought—” began Bob Cherry. - 
“I should have—dealing with Ponsonby,” said the Bounder, shrugging his shoulders. “Jolly lucky for you, as it turns out, that Bunter was spying on you yesterday when you were talking to Monson.” 
“Oh, really, Smithy——” 
Why, you fat rascal !” exclaimed Wharton. 
“Well. I like that “ exclaimed Bunter indignantly. “Here I’ve come to the rescue, and saved you, and—and—” 
“Never mind Bunter,” said Johnny Bull. ‘ Let that cad Ponsonby get up! Hs precious friends are gone now, and it’s time for Pon to face the music.” 
“Yes, rather !” 
“The ratherfulness is terrific!”
“Feeling up to a scrap, Bob?” asked Vernon—Smith. “You 1ook a bit knocked out. You can leave him to me if you like.” 
“No jolly fear! I can handle him!” 
Ponsonby struggled to his feet. 
He cast a hunted look round him. The Greyfriars fellows made a circle from which there was no escape. 
“Ready !” asked Wharton grimly. 
Ponsonby panted. 
His plot had failed—it had come near to success, but it had failed. And now— now he was there at the appointed place, with no choice but to face his opponent. He was alone in a hostile crowd. He knew that he could depend on the Greyfriars fellows for fair play. But fair play was not what the dandy of Highcliffe wanted. 
Wharton unpacked the gloves, and threw a pair to Ponsonby. 
“Waiting !”said Bob grimly. 
Ponsonby drew a deep, deep breath. There was no help for it now.  He was in his last ditch.  Even a rat will fight in a corner——and Ponsonby was in a corner. 
He donned the gloves sullenly, and toed the line. 
And what followed was watched with grim satisfaction by the Greyfriars crowd—though there was little satisfaction in it for the cad of Highcliffe. The hour of punishment had come—and Ponsonby’s punishment was not light. 

 . . . . . .
 
“Franky, old scout !“ 
The Caterpillar strolled in to Courtenay’s study at Highcliffe, with a grin on his face. Cricket was over, and Courtenay had gone in to tea; but the Caterpillar had been round for news. 
“Well?” said Courtenay, with a smile 
“I’ve seen Pon.” 
“Oh, he’s come back, then ?” 
“What’s left of him,” said the Caterpillar. “I think Mobby will be shocked when he sets him. Pon’s lost his beauty. He seems to be in a ragin’, tearin temper, too; he said some quite rude things when I looked into his study to sympathise.” 
Courtenay laughed. 
“Looks as if it wasn’t a Highcliffe win,” said the Caterpillar. “But to judge by dear old Pon’s looks, he’s been through a terrific scrap—quite terrific. I never thought he would, but he has: 
his fightin’ blood must have been fairly boilin’, judgin’ by his looks. He must have stood up to it like a Trojan—or perhaps they made him. He seems very cross—he’s quarrelled with Gaddy, and chucked a flower-pot at Monson—and he was quite rude to me when I offered my respectful sympathy. Mobby will be quite shocked when he sees Pon’s features, and I suppose there will be another row with Greyfriars about it. What a life !” 
But the Caterpillar was wrong for once. Ponsonby, though it was a long time before he recovered from the effects of his thrashing, was careful to say nothing, and to make no complaint. He did not want to make public the full story of what had happened on Courtfield Common. And the Greyfriars fellows, on their side, said nothing, and so the matter ended with the Punishment of Ponsonby THE END. 

