But
[image: image1.png]The Greyfriars Holiday Annual is Now On Sale "5/
BETTER

i

gBlLLY,__Bu RN E HO Py

L ~

No. 1,338. Vol XLIV. EVERY SATURDAY, Week Ending October 71




ANOTHER TIP-TOP STORY OF HARRY WHARTON & CO’.S ADVENTURES— 
[image: image2]
                                                                      BY FRANK RICHARDS. 
                                     THE FIRST CHAPTER. 

                                            Quite A Surprise! 

  “WHERE’S that blithering idiot?” 
   Bob Cherry wanted to know. 
  So did the other Greyfriars hikers. 
  “Where’s that howling ass?” asked Harry Wharton. 
  “Where’s that fat, frabjous, footling, foosling frump?” demanded Johnny Bull./
  “Where’s that benighted bander-snatch?” said Frank Nugent. 
  “The wherefulness is terrific!”  “ remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  Lord Mauleverer, seated on a log in the grass by the wayside, grinned.   Mauly was hungry, like the other hikers; and there was no supper till Billy Bunter came back with the supplies. But Mauly had a wonderful gift of patient toleration. 
  The Famous Five, of the Greyfriars Remove, stared along the white, sunny, dusty Berkshire road, and inquired—of space—what had become of the fat Owl of the Remove. 
  The Remove fellows had had a long hike that day. Holidays, and hiking, were drawing to an end, and they were homeward bound. Nobody was tired of hiking; but everybody seemed tired of Bunter. From the spot where the juniors had camped it was a short walk into a Berkshire village—and Billy Bunter had been dispatched to renew the supplies, which had quite run out, at the village shop. As Bunter seldom or never lent a hand in the work of the camp, he was not missed while it went on—in fact, his absence was rather a rebeL The hikers fully expected him to linger and sample the supplies before he brought them in. They fully expected him to take twice as long as any other fellow to cover the quarter of a mile. But, making all allowances, Bunter should have been back long ago. And he had not come back. 
  Like five Sister Annes, Harry Wharton & Co. watched the road, but, again like Sister Anne, they saw no one coming! 
  “The fat villain !” exclaimed Bob Cherry wrathfully. “Of course, he would stop to stuff before he started back. Has he wolfed more than he can carry, or what? ” 
  “Taking a rest, perhaps!” snorted Johnny Bull. “If he’s had his supper at the shop, he wouldn’t bother about ours.” 
  “I’ll jolly well scalp him when he does come!” said Nugent. “My hat ! l’m hungry !”
  “Hallo, hallo, hello!” ejaculated Bob Cherry suddenly. “What’s that?” 
From the turning which led off the road to the village behind the wood a surprising figure emerged. 
  It was Billy Bunter. There was no doubt about that? William George Bunter was not to be mistaken, even at a distance. His podgy face, his big spectacles, his unusual circumference, distinguished Bunter from the common herd. There was only one W. G. B., and this was W. G. B.!  It was Bunter —but what was the matter with Bunter was an extraordinary and surprising mystery. 
  He was hopping on one leg, to begin with! His right leg was curled up, and he hopped on the left! Exertion never was in Billy Bunter’s line; and it needed considerable exertion to hop along on one leg, instead of walking on two in the customary manner. But that was what Bunter was doing! Also, his straw hat was upside down on his head—evidently fixed in some manner to his hair, or it would have fallen off. His hands were held behind him, as if clasped behind his back—why, nobody could guess. His necktie was tied, by one end, to one of his fat ears, and blew out in the wind as Bunter hopped! 
  Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at him. The amazing sight seemed to fascinate them! 
  Bunter hopped towards them slowly. His face was crimson with exertion as he hopped, and the perspiration rolled down it in streams. Evidently his efforts were telling on him. But why was he doing it? 
  “Is he potty?” gasped Bob Cherry, in utter wonder. 
  “Mad as a hatter?” said Johnny Bull blankly. 
  “The esteemed Banter must be preposterously insane,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singb. 
h  “Look at him?” said Nugent. “Just look at him! We d better hike on to the nearest lunatic asylum and land Bunter there.” 
  Lord Mauleverer rose from the log and joined the Famous Five in the road. Even his calm and sedate lordship was startled. 
  “Oh gad “ said Manly. “This is the jolly old limit! This takes the jolly old cake? What’s the matter with Bunter?” 
  They gazed, and gazed. 
  Meanwhile, Bunter hopped on. 
  His progress was about as rapid as that of a tired tortoise. But slowly, by degrees, he approached. And his voice was heard at last, squeaking from the distance. 
  “I say, you fellows!” 
  “You potty chump!” roared Bob Cherry. ‘What are you up to? Do you want to be run in for a lunatic!” 
  “Beast? Help” I say, you fellows! Yow—ow-—ow! Come here, you beasts!” yelled Bunter. “Can’t you come and let a fellow loose?” 
  “Oh, begad I” gasped Lord Mauleverer. “He’s tied ! He isn’t doin’ this for fun—he’s tied up?”
  “Tied up?” ejaculated Wharton. 
  “I say, you fellows—” shrieked Bunter. 
  “Oh, my hat! 
  The six hikers dashed towards the approaching Owl at a run. Closer to him, they could see that a cord was wound round his right leg, and knotted. The leg was turned up at the knee, and secured in that position. Bunter was hopping, not because he liked hopping, but because he couldn’t help hopping ! 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Who on earth’s done this?” gasped Nugent. 
  “Some jolly old practical joker, I suppose.” said Bob Cherry. “We’ll jolly well look for him and give him sonic practical joking! Poor old Bunter!” 
  Bunter came to a halt, still at a distance from the camp. He leaned against a wayside tree, gasping and gurgling for breath. Harry Wharton & Co. came running up. 
  “G—g—g——get me loose!” stuttered Bunter. “I say, you fellows, I’ve hopped all the w—w—way from Kennet End. Oh dear! Wow!” 
  Harry Wharton opened his penknife and cut the cord. Bunter’s curled-up leg dropped. Then it was discovered that his fat wrists were tied together behind him, and they also were released. Getting his inverted hat off was a tougher task. The crown of the hat had been daubed with gum, and it had been stuck upside down to his hair. The gum had dried, and the hat was fastened tight. Loud yells came from Bunter, as Bob Cherry kindly jerked at it to get it off. 
  “Yow-ow! Beast! Ow! You’re pulling my hair out by the roots!” yelled Bunter. “Yaroooooh !” 
  “There you are !” said Bob, as the hat came off. 
  “Beast !” gasped Bunter, by way of thanks. 
  He jerked off the necktie that was knotted on his left ear. The hikers stared at him, grinning now. 
  “They got me in the village.” gasped Bunter. “They made me walk out of the village, and then they did this! Ow !”
  “What did you let them do it for?” snorted Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast!” 
  “But who were they?” exclaimed Wharton. “What the thump should anybody play a trick like that for?” 
 “That beast Ponsonby—” gasped Bunter. 
  “Pon! “ yelled the hikers. 
  “Pon and Gadsby and Monson!” groaned Bunter. “I ran right into them in the village street, and they bagged me on the spot! Oh dear! I wouldn’t have gone for the grub if I’d known those Highcliffe beasts were anywhere about. Oh lor’ ! And I haven’t got the grub—and I haven’t had anything to eat—ow! And Pon told me to tell you that if you’d the pluck to go in the village, the lot of you, he’d serve you the same, all round ! Wow !”
  And Bunter sat down in the grass and spluttered. 

                              THE SECOND CHAPTER. 

                                        A Hot Chase! 
“PON !” repeated Harry Wharton, and his eyes gleamed. 
It was more than a week since the Greyfriars hikers had seen their old enemy, Cecil Ponsonby, of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe School. That had been far off in Yorkshire. They would have been glad to see him again in order to give him what he had asked for. But after the adventure with the gipsies, whom the black sheep of Highcliffe had “tipped “ to kidnap Bob Cherry on Grimslade Moor, they had seen nothing of him. And as they had covered the long distance from Yorkshire to the south by a trip on a motor-bus, the hikers had not in the least expected to see Pon & Co. again at least before the next term started at school.  But here he was again, evidently, turning up once more like a bad penny! 
  “Pon !” said Harry again. “The fellow seems determined to haunt us!  Is he in the village now, Bunter ?  Delete backspace ” 
  “Ow! Yes! I left the beasts there !” groaned Bunter. “Wow !”
  “Ten to one they’ve cleared off in their car.” said Bob. “They’ve been chasing us in an Austin. They won’t wait to see us, after what they’ve done to Bunter !”
  “Pon said he’d serve you the same.” 
  “Gas!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “1 say, you fellows, I’ve had nothing to eat—” 
  “Look here,” said Harry Wharton, “we may catch those Highcliffe cads in the village if we lose no time. Anyhow, we’ve got to go there for supplies, some of us. Let’s all go and get hold of Pon if we can.” 
  “Let’s!  ” agreed Bob at once. 
  “Good!  ” grunted Johnny Bull. “Pon says he’ll serve us the same as Bunter if we go after him. We’ll give him a chance!  ”
  “Yes, rather!  ” 
  “The ratherfullness is terrific—”  
  “Cut along to the camp, Bunter, and look after it while we’re gone.” said Harry, and he started for the turning that led to Kennet End. 
  “Hold on, though—”  began Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Oh, rats!  Come on, Mauly!  ” 
  “But— 
  “Get a move on, lazybones!” 
  The Famous Five were already sprinting up the road. Lord Mauleverer shook his head doubtfully, but he followed them. Something seemed to have occurred to his lordship’s mind which had not occurred to the other fellows, but they did not stay to hear what it was. They were too keen on the slightest chance of getting hold of Ponsonby of Highcliffe and handing out to him that for which he had asked. 
  Billy Bunter was left alone, grunting and gaspmg. It was some minutes before the fat junior heaved himself out of the grass and rolled wearily back to the deserted camp. 
  There, tired as he was, Billy Bunter made a meticulous search of every bag and rucsack in the camp, in the hope of finding some forgotten morsel to eat. But alas for Billy Bunter! The supplies of the Greyfriars hikers had absolutely run out. Bunter, in fact, had finished the last of them that afternoon on the road. There was nothing for Bunter! He found Bob Cherry’s Holiday Annual in Bob’s rucsack in the tent; and that, though interesting, was not eatable. The fat Owl propped himself against a tree trunk in the grass and opened the Annual on his fat knees, hoping thus to distract his thoughts from the awful sinking and gnawing of the inner Bunter. 
  Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co. had arrived at Kennet End. It was a tiny village, with only one shop, which was the post office, the village stores, a cycle-repairing establishment, and several other things.  Two or three rural inhabitants were to be seen in the village street, gazing with calm interest at a green Austin car whichseemed to be in some difficulties. The chauffeur was bending over the open bonnet, and two fellows were sitting in the car— Gadsby and Monson of the Highcliffe Fourth. Ponsonby was not to be seen, but the hikers knew the car, the chauffeur, and the two Highcliffians us the car. 
  “There they are !" gasped Bob Cherry. “Come on !"
  “Hold on, you men,” said Lord Mauleverer. “I was goin’ to say—” 
  “Buck up—they’re starting!” yelled Johnny Bull. 
  “Yaas, but—” 
  “Come on !" shouted Nugent. 
  At sight of the Greyfriars fellows. Gadsby called hurriedly to Jervis, the chauffeur. Jervis jumped to his seat and started the car. But it started slowly—very slowly. Harry Wharton & Co. ran up the street, drawing nearer to the green Austin as it crawled out of the other side of the village. 
  “We’ve got ‘em !" panted Bob. “Something’s gone wrong with the jolly old works; they’re just crawling ! Put it on !"
  It looked as if there was engine trouble of some sort. The car jerked oat of Kennet End, barely keeping ahead of the running five. All the five were good sprinters, and they put it on hard and fast, eager to get at the enemy. Lord Mauleverer, however, was not following them now. He stood in front of the village shop, gazing after them meditatively. There was an extremely thoughtful expression on the face of Mauly as he watched the car getting out of the village just ahead of the pursuing hikers. Instead of following them, the schoolboy earl turned and walked into the shop. A white-haired old dame, who looked as if she had never been flurried by a rush of custom, rose slowly from a chair behind the counter, laid down her knitting, and gazed at him. Lord Mauleverer raised his straw hat with great politeness. 
  “I believe you have cycles here, madam.” said Manly. “Is there one for hire? " 
  “George !" called out the old lady, sitting down again and taking up her knitting. 
  Her needles were clicking again when a shock-headed youth put his head through a doorway at the back of the slhop. 
  “Marm !" said George. 
  The dame pointed to Lord Mauleverer with a knitting-needle. Apparently she was a lady of few words. 
  “If you have a bike for hire—” said Lord Mauleverer, addressing himself this time to the shock-headed youth. 
  “This way, sir !" said George. 
  Five minutes later Lord Mauleverer wheeled into the street a bicycle which had probably been new once, but now looked about as old as the white-haired lady in the shop. It clinked more or less musically as he wheeled it. Mauly regarded it rather doubtfully. It was the only one to be hired in Kennet End, so it was a case of any port in a storm. George had assured him that it was a good bike; George’s father having done hundreds and hundreds of miles on it In his time—probably in the previous century. 
  “Oh gad!” said Lord Mauleverer, gazing at the ancient bike and listening to it. 
  He glanced in the direction taken by tthe green Austin and the pursuing hikers. They had all disappeared out of the village. Mauleverer, in a rather gingerly manner, mounted the bike; not without a secret fear that it might fall to pieces under his weight. 
However, it held together. He pedalled, and the musical effects intensified. But he did not follow the hikers and the car. He rode back the way he had come, heading for the camp. People glanced round as he passed, perhaps wondering if it was a jazz band going by. Mauly was rather glad to get out of the village, on the road, and then he let the bike out as fast as he could push it along, only hoping that it would stick together till he got back to camp. 
  Harry Wharton & Co., in the meantime, were hot behind the green Austin. It seemed that there was something amiss with the car, for it kept only just ahead of the sprinting hikers. Every now and then it nearly stopped and jerked on again. Every moment they hoped to run it down. They were half a mile out of Kennet End when suddenly the green Austin had a complete recovery. It shot away like lightning Gadsby and Monson grinning over the back at the panting hikers. 
  They halted. 
  The car vanished. 
  “Spoofed!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  The hikers looked at one another. Their feelings were almost too deep for words. There was nothing wrong with the car; the Highcliffians had been fooling them, leading them on a wild-goose chase for nothing ! Having tired of the amusement, they had put on speed and left their pursuers standing. No doubt it seemed a great joke to Gadsby and Monson in the car. To the hikers, who had had a hard run after a long hike, at did not seem funny at all. 
  “Well,” said Harry, at last, “we were rather fools to be taken in like that ! Just pulling our leg—” 
  “Let’s get back !” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  And the dusty, breathless hikers walked back to the village, where they stopped for shopping at the village stores and then started back to camp. 

                           THE THIRD CHAPTER. 

                                Pon’s Triumph I 

CECIL PONSONBY, of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe, grinned. It 
was a grin of malicious amusement and triumph. He was looking over a field-gate, from a footpath in the meadows, at the Greyfriars camp; tenanted at the moment only by Billy Bunter, who sat against a tree with the Holiday Annual open on his fat knees. 
  Bunter was not reading the Annual, well worth reading as that entrancing volume was. He was turning page after page, blinking through his big spectacles at every page as he turned it. Pen, watching him with a derisive grin, knew what he was looking fort. The fat Owl was making one more attempt to solve the mystery of that celebrated Annual; and the fact that he was doing so was a proof to Pon that the Greyfriars fellows had not yet discovered the secret. 
  Ponsonby swung himself over the gate and walked to the camp. He glanced up and down the road; nobody was hin sight. Harry Wharton & Co. were far away, in vain pursuit of the green Austin; Lord Mauleverer was in the village shop at Kennet End. The coast was clear, and the young rascal of Highcliffe had the coast to himself—except for Billy Bunter, who was not likely to give him any trouble. The astute Pon had laid his plans very carefully this time! 
Billy Bunter blinked up as a shadow fell across him. His little round eyes almost popped through hig big round spectacles at the sight of the dandy of Highcliffe. Pon grinned down at him. 
  “Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter in alarm. “I—I say, you—you’d better clear off, Ponsonby. Bob Cherry’s in the tent.” 
 “Is he?” grinned Pen. “They don’t seem to teach you to tell the truth at Greyfriars, Bunter.” 
  “I—I mean, he—he’s just behind the hedge—all of them—they’ll be here in a minute—” 
  “Can it !” said Ponsonby. “They won’t be back for a good while, old fat man. You see, I’ve got this all cut and dried, Bunter. When they come back, you can tell them that I’ve fooled them all along the line. I dare say it will amuse them.” Pon chuckled. “I was stalkin’ you, behind the hedge, as you hopped home, you fat freak !” 
  “Oh !” gasped Bunter. 
  “And I saw the whole crew of them scud off to the village.” grinned Pon. “I fancied they would, when you gave them my message. And they did !”
  “Oh !” gasped Bunter again. 
  “And Gaddy and Monson are waitin’ for them there in the car, to lead them a dance along the Berkshire roads.” went on Pon. “I rather fancy that you won’t see them for some time, Bunter.” 
  “Oh crikey !” 
  Bunter blinked at the Highcliffe fellow in utter dismay. Undoubtedly Pon had laid his plans well that afternoon ! 
  “I fancy you can guess what I’ve dropped in for,” said Pon. “Mind handing me that Holiday Annual, Bunter? ” 
  “Oh, really, Ponsonvy—” 
  “Would you rather I kicked you first?” asked Pon politely. 
“I—I say—” gasped Bunter. “Bob Cherry will kick up a row if his Annual’s gone when he comes back.” 
  “You mean he will kick you?” asked Pon. “Well, if he does, more power to him!  You can do with a lot of kickin’.” 
“Beast I I mean—look hero, old chap,” gasped Bunter. “There’s nothins in this Annual. I’ve looked a lot of times. All the fellows have been through it. I know you think that that smash-and-grab man, Micky the Sprat, put a message in it for his pal.” 
  “I know he did,” said Ponsonby coolly. “I was watching him with you, and heard him stuflin’ you, and pullin’ your silly leg, getting you to show that book to his confederate, to let him know where he had parked the stuff he grabbed from Lazarus’ shop at Courtfield. You never knew the message was in it—but I did. I’ve been after that book all through the bolt; and now I’ve got it. Hand it over!”
  Bunter did not hand it over. 
“Look here.” he gasped, “I tell you there’s nothing in the book; we’ve all been through it lots of times. But if you like to sit down, we’ll go through it together.” 
“While your scrubby pals come back and catch me on the hop, what?” 
grinned Ponsonby. “Hand it over, you fat freak !” 
  “You’ve no right to Bob Cherry’s book. If there’s really a message in it, it’s no bizney of yours. You’ve no right to collar it, and put in for the £50 reward for finding the loot. You know jolly well—” 
  “No right?” repeated Pon. 
  “None at all !” said Bunter warmly.
  “Ever heard that might is right?  ” grinned Ponsonby. “Whether I’ve the right or not, I fancy I’ve the might. If you don’t hand that book over at once, I’m going to kick you, like that !”
  “Yarooooh !” roared Bunter. 
  “And like that!” 
  “Whoooooop !”
  “Ha, ha, ha!” roared Pon, as Billy Bunter rolled over in the grass, yelling.
  “Have a few more?” 
  “Ow ! Beast I Keep off!” yelled Bunter. “ Wow!  Stop kicking me, you rotter ! You wouldn’t dare if Bob was here, you rotten funk! Yaroooop !” 
  Ponsonby’s eyes glittered. It was true; but he did not like the reminder that, had Bob Cherry appeared in the offing, his heels would not have been seen for dust. He stooped over the fat Owl of the Remove, grasped him by the collar, and banged his head against Berkshire. 
  A terrific roar came from Billy Bunter. Berkshire was hard! 
  “Yow—ow—ow—wooop !” 
  In sheer desperation, Billy Bunter jumped up and turned on his asiailant. Grasping the Holiday Annual with both fat hands, he smote. 
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But  Pon had not expected that. He had forgotten that even the worm will turn. Taken by surprise by Bunter’s attack, Pon received the Holiday Annual with a crash on his features, and, with a yell, he sat down in the grass quite suddenly. 
  Bunter had knocked Pon down, and he was fairly scared at what he bad done. His only idea was to bolt before Pon got up again ! He bolted, still clutching the Holiday Annual. 
  But Pon was up in a twinkling. He leaped after Bunter, a good deal like a tiger, and drove out his foot. Billy Bunter went over as if a cannon ball had struck him, and crashed. 
  Pon pounced on the Holiday Annual as it fell from the fat junior’s grasp, and grubbed it. Twice, thrice, he raised it, and brought it down, heavy and hard, on Bunter’s tight trousers.  Then ho put it under his arm and walked away down the road. 
  Bunter rolled in the grass and roared. 
  “Ow! Wow!  Beast!  Gerraway!  Oh crikey! I say, you fellows, rescue!  Help!  Fire! Yaroooop !”
  It was some minutes before Bunter realised that Pon had gone.  He set his spectacles straight on his fat little nose, and blinked after the elegant figure of the dandy of Highcliffe, disappearing down the road in the opposite direction from Kennet End. 
  “Oh crikeyl” gasped Bunter, as Pon vanished from sight in the distance. “Oh lor’! Oh crumbs ! He’s got it now, and those beasts will make out that it was my fault. Oh lor’ !”
  Bunter sat in the grass, blinking and gasping. There was nothing that he could do, but blink and gasp. He could not have overtaken Pon, if he had followed him; and, had he overtaken him, he could not have handled him. So he sat and blinked. 
  Clink, clink, jingle, clank, growl, grunt, grind ! It was a strange sound on the road, from the direction of the village, as if an American jazz band had got loose and was wandering about the county of Berks. Billy Bunter stared round in surprise. 
  “Mauly !” he gasped. 
  Lord Mauleverer, mounted on a prehistoric bicycle, was coming on towards the camp, at quite a rapid speed, considering the nature of his mount. He clinked and clanked up, and jumped off. 
  “Pon been here?” he rapped. Generally Mauly drawled, as if at was almost too much trouble to speak at all. Now he was short and sharp. Mauly could be amazingly energetic at times. This was one of the times! 
  “Eh! Yes.” gasped Bunter. “How did you know, Mauly?” 
  “Sort of guessed.” Mauly grinned. “Has he bagged Bob’s Annual?”
 “Yes. You see, I—I fought like a lion—” 
  “Which way did he go?” 
  “Down the road.” 
  Mauly put a leg over the ancient bike again. 
  “I say, Mauly; got anything to eat?” bawled Bunter. 
  Mauleverer did not stay to answer that question, urgent and important as it was. He drove at the clinking, clanking pedals, and the musical bike vanished down the road at a speed that would have done it credit in its far-off young days. 


                      THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 


                                     Run Down ! 


PONSONBY walked away down the road, with the Holiday Annual under his arm, and a cheery grin on his face. He had won all along the line, this time!  Those silly asses—the Greyfriars hikers—had been tricked into chasing Jaddy and Monson in the car; and Pon, having seen them off, as it were, had had to do nothing but walk into the hikers’ camp, snaffle the article he wanted, and walk off with it! No wonder Pon grinned as he walked off. 
  He fancied that he was clear of the hikers now. He was not going anywhere near Kennet End again. He was walking in the opposite direction—and gaddy and Monson were going to circle round, after shaking off the hikers, and join him at a pre-arranged spot a couple of miles away. It was the K.O. for the Greyfriars hikers at last! 
   All through the summer holidays Pon had hunted the hikers, after that Holiday Annual, which he believed to contain a hidden clue to the plunder of 
the smash-and-grab raider at Courtfield. Pon had plenty of money, but he spent it fast enough and he was very keen to bag the reward of £50 offered by the insurance company for the finding of that hidden stack of jewellery from Mr. Lazarus’ shop. Still keener was Pon to inflict a defeat on his old enemies of Greyfriars. Now he had inflicted that defeat and he was feeling immensely bucked. 
  He was about half a mile from the hikers’ camp when he noticed, without specially heeding, a sound of clinking and clanking on the road behind him. 
  He glanced round at last casually, thinking that whoever was riding that bike must have found it where it had been landed from the Ark. 
  But his expression changed as he saw the rider. 
It was Lord Mauleverer who was pedalling the ancient machine, and he was pedalling hard and fast, the the and at a glance it was obvious that he ss-ns in pursuit of the HihcIiffo fellow. 
  Pon stared at him blankly.
   He had seen with his own eyes the whole party of hikers rush off to Kennet End after meeting Bunter. They had all been on foot. Now here was one of them on a bike—hot on his track! It was a startling surprise for the dandy of Highchffe. 
  “Oh gad!” ejaculated Pon. 
  Mauly came on with a clink, a clank, and a rush, Pon glared at him savagely. He was still more than a mile from the spot appointed to meet Gadsby and Monson in the car. Had it been Bob Cherry, or Harry Wharton on the bike, Pon would have taken to the meadows in a desperate attempt to escape by a foot race where the bike could not follow. Not that he would have been likely to win that foot race But the dandy of Highcliffe fancied that he could handle Manly. He knew little of Manly, except that he looked like a fellow too lazy to live, and like anything but a fighting man. As a matter of fact, Pon did not expect to have much more trouble with him than with Billy Bunter. 
  So he stood his ground and waited for the bike to clank up. 
  It clanked up, and Lord Mauleverer dismounted and leaned it against a fence. Then he came up to Pon. 
  “Drop that book !”said Mauleverer tersely. 
Pon laughed. 
  “You’ll scrap better with your hand, empty !”suggested Mauleverer. 
  “Are we goin’ to scrap, you weak-kneed, yawnin’, lackadaisical nincompoop?” jeered Pon. Hadn’t you better clear off while you’re safe ? ”
  “Yaas! But I’m not goin’ to !” Lord Mauleverer came a step nearer, with an unaccustomed gleam in his placid eyes. “I’m goin’ to thrash you, Pon !” 
  “Ha, ha; ha!”  roared Pon. 
  “You’re an awful rotter.” said Mauleverer calmly.   “You’ve been sneakrn’ after us all through the hols, tryin’ to pinch that book that belongs to Bob Cherry You’re goin’ to have a lesson to keep your hands from piekin’ and stealin, dear man!”
  “Go it!”  grinned Pon. 
  “Up in Yorkshire,” went on Mauleverer, “you got some gipsies to kidnap Bob. That was the limit.  We’ve all agreed that you’ve got to have a lesson. I’m takin’ you back to camp with me.” 
  “You are !”  gasped Pon. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “And how are you goin’ to do it?”  inquired Pon. 
  “Well, if you’ll walk, I’ll walk you there. If you won’t, I suppose I shall have to yank you along by your ears.” 
  “And I’m goin’ to let you do it?’ said Pon banteringly. 
  “Yaas!  I shall have to thrash you first, of course. Will you put down that hook an’ put up your hands?” 
  Ponsonby scanned the schoolboy earl keenly. Mauleverer was in deadly earnest, that was plain. He was going to do as he had stated, if he could. Pon did not believe that he could. But he was going to try, and it was not Pon’s way to engage in a fair fight if he could help it. 
  “Oh, all right !”  drawled Pen. “If you will have it, you will. I suppose it will take me about two niinutea to knock you into a cocked hat.” 
  “Yaas, perhaps a little longer than that !”  said Mauleverer amiably. “Ready to begin?”  
  “Oh, quite !” I’ll stick the book here, and the fellow who wins gets it!”  said Ponsonby, 
“To the victor the jolly old spoils !”  assented Mauleverer, “Right as rain, and— Oh, you cur!”   Yooop !”  
  Pon made a motion to stoop and place the Holiday Annual on the ground. Instead of which he suddenly swung it round and crashed it with all his force on Mauleverer’s head. Mauly gave a yell and went down in a heap. 
  Ponsonby made a jump for the hike. 
  He wanted hardly a minute to get hold of the bike and flee. But he did not get half a minute. 
  Mauleverer sprawled in the grass, dazed by the treacherous blow. But he was on his feet again very quickly. 
  He reached Pon as that young rascal dragged the bicycle into the road and put a leg over it. 
  He grasped the Highcliffe fellow by the shoulder and dragged him over, and it was Pon’s turn to sprawl, and the bike sprawled over his legs. 
  “Oh gad !”  gasped Ponsonby. 
  Mauleverer, with glinting eyes. dragged him to his feet. The bike and the Holiday Annual lay in the road together. 
  “Now, you tricky rotter, put up your bands !”  said Mauleverer, between his teeth. “You’re almost too rotten to touch, but I’m goin’ to touch you—hard !” Put up your paws, you cur!”  
  And as there was no help for it, Ponsonby put up his “paws” and made a fierce attack. 
  But Lord Mauleverer did not crumple up under that attack, as the dandy of Highcliffe hoped and expected. 
  He stood up to it coolly and calmly, hitting out and hitting hard. Twice Pon’s fierce blows came home on his lordship’s race and made him blink. But he did not give an inch. And he handed back twice what he received; and Pon, to his surprise and rage, found himself lying on his back in the grass by the road. 
He lay there and blinked up at Mauleverer. Mauly waited for him to rise, but he did not rise. Hard hitting was not in Pon’s line, and he had already had enough! 
  “Gettin’ up?”  inquired Mauleverer politely. 
  “You Greyfriars rotter !”  hissed Pon. “Get out an’ leave me alone !  You’ve got that rotten book back—clear off with it, and be hanged to you !”  
  “Yaas, I’ve got the book back.” assented Mauleverer, picking up the holiday Annual. “But I want you, too, dear man.” 
  “You fool !”  snarled Pon. 
  “If you consider yourself sufficiently thrashed, old bean, I’m willin’ to let it go at that, ”  said Mauleverer gently. “ I hate exertin’ myself. But you’re comin’ back to camp with me !”  
  “I’m not !”  yelled Ponsonby. 
“Your mistake—you are !”  You’re goin’ to wheel that bike back, and I’m goin’ to see you do it.” said Mauleverer placidly. “Get tip and get goin’.” 
  “I won’t !”  
  “I shall whop you with this jolly old Annual till you do !”  
  “Look here— Yaroooooh !“ roared Pon, as Maulevercr suited the action to the word and whopped. 
  It was quite a hard whop I 
  He sprang to his feet to bolt. But Mauleverer’s grasp was on his collar at once. 
  Pon turned on him desperately hit that ting out. The bare idea of being marched back to the hikers’ camp to face the Famous Five filled Pon with alarm and apprehension. Scrapping was better than that. 
  Mauleverer dropped the book and piled in again. For a wild and whirling minute they fought fiercely. Then Pon was down again. 
  He lay panting and glaring. 
  “Any more?” asked Mauly. 
  “No !“ gasped Pon. “Keep off, you rotter !”  
  “Get up an’ get hold of that bike.” This time Ponsonby obeyed. In dealing with Lord Nauleverer his experience was rather like that of the hunter in the story, who went out to shoot a rabbit and woke up a tiger. Pon was fed-up with scrapping. Obediently he lifted the fallen bike from the road. His idea now was to seize the first opportunity of jumping on it and making his escape. 
  But Mauleverer was too wary for that. He took hold of Ponsonby’s arm and held it as Pon held the bike, and they walked up the road together. Once Pon made a fierce effort to drag his arm loose. The Holiday Annual, in Mauly’s other hand, swung round and clumped on Pon’s head with a heavy clump. Pon roared and gave it up. 
  “Better go quietly, as the bobbies say to the burglars !” remarked Lord Mauleverer. 
  And Pon at last went quietly. He had to go, and he went; and Gadsby and Monson were destined to wait a long time at the appointed place for Pon. 

                      THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 

                     Mauly’s Astonishing Stunt ! 

“WHERE’S that ass?” 
  “Where’s that sleepy duffer?  ”  
  Harry Wharton & Co., as they walked back from the village to the camp, laden with parcels from the shop, were inquiring again for a missing man. But this time it was not Bunter —it was Mauly! 
  What had become of Mauly was a mystery to the Famous Five. They knew that he had gone with them into the village; they had last seen him outside the shop there. Since then he had disappeared, as if into space. He had not joined in the chase of the car; they had not seen him again in the village street, and they did not spot him on the road back to the camp. Lord Mauleverer really scented to have dissolved into thin air !
  “ Where on earths can the fathead have got to?” asked Johnny Bull. “Ho wouldn’t go back to camp and leave us to it. Mauly’s not a funk.” 
  “He must have cleared off somewhere,” said Harry Wharton, puzzled.  Goodness knows why, and where.” 
  “The whyfulness and the wherefulness are both terrific,” reniarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
  “Too jolly lazy to run after the car, as we did !” grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “I wonder if he spotted that they were spoofing us, making out that the car wouldn’t go,” said Bob. “We were rather asses to be taken in. They were leading us a dance, to pull our leg! Queer that Pon wasn’t in the car, too.” 
  “Skulking somewhere !”  grunted Johnny Bull. 
  “Or up to something.” said Nugent, shrewdly. “I wonder if Pon’s spotted where our camp is ? If so, he may have left Gadsby and Monson to lead us a dance, while he dropped in—” 
  “Oh, my hat!” roared Bob Cherry. “That’s it!  And we’ve left all our packs in camp—my Holiday Annual’s there, and Pon—’ Without stopping to finish, Bob broke into a run, and went along time road to the camp as if he were on the cinder-path. 
The other fellows followed him fast. It dawned on all of them now that Pon had been tricking them. 
  They arrived breathless at time camp. Billy Bunter was sitting in the grass, still in a gasping state. He blinked at them through his big spectacles. 
  “I say, you fellows—” gasped Bunter. 
  “Has Pon been here?” roared Bob. “Yes; and he’s got your Holiday Annual I I fought like a tiger—” 
  “You flabby funk !”” gasped Bob. “You let him get away with it !  I’ve a jolly good mind to kick you all round the canp, you fat foozler.” 
  “Beast! Keep off! “ roared Bunter, squirming out of reach. “It’s all right. Mauly will get him, as he’s on a bike.” 
  “Mauly ! Has Mauly been back here?” 
  “Yes; on a bike.” 
  “Where the jolly old dickens did Mauly dig up a bike?” exclaimed Harry Wharton, in wonder. 
  “Blessed if I know!  But he went after Pon on it.” 
  “Hallo, hallo. hallo !”  yelled Bob. “Look !”  
  “Great pip!”
  “Mauly!  And Pon! Oh, my hat !”  
  The hikers gazed in amazement at the two fellows coming up the road, to a musical accompaniment from the ancient bike. Ponsonby, scowling like a demon in a pantomime, was wheeling the machine, Lord Mauleverer walking beside him, holding Pon’s arm in one hand, the Holiday Annual in the other. 
  “Well, my only chapeau !” “ejaculated Nugent.   “Mauly takes the cake!  He takes the whole jolly old biscuit !”  
  “I say, you fellows, that beast Pon kicked me!”  exclaimed Billy Buuter. “I say, let’s rag him now Mauly’s got him! Let’s wallop him!  I say, you fellows, you hold him, while I give him about a couple of hundred swipes!  I’ve got a stick here.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Lord Maulererer arrived at the camp with his scowling, infuriated prisoner. The Famous Five gave Ponsonby grim looks. Mauleverer tossed the Holiday Annual to Bob. 
  “That’s yours, old bean,” he said cheerily. 
  “And you got it back for me,” said Bob. 
  “Yaas.” 
  “And you’ve got Pon, too!” said Harry Wharton, laughing. “What are you going to do with Pon? You seem to have damaged his nose already.” 
  “I’m keeping him for a bit, if you fellows don’t object,” said Lord Mauleverer. “I know he’s rotten company, rather unfit for nice fellows like us. Still. I’d like to keep him.” 
  “Keep him!” repeated Wharton blankly. 
  “Will you let me go?” hissed Pon. “You know you can’t keep me here, you Greyfriars rotters! It’s kidnappin’.” 
  “You know all about kidnapping, don’t you?” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  “You could be sent to chokey for that rotten trick you played on me.  with the gipsies, on Grimslade Moor, up in Yorkshire.” 
  Ponsonby sneered. 
  “How are you goin’ to prove that I had anythin’ to do with it ?” lie said. “You’re talkin’ rot, and you know it. Are you goin’ to let go my arm, Mauleverer?” 
  “Yaas, I hate touchin’ you you’re rather poisonous.” said Lord Mauleverer. ‘Will you fellows see that he doesn’t bolt?” 
  “He won’t bolt till you give the word. Mauly.” said Bob. “I’ll jolly well make him sorry, if he does.” 
  Ponsonby was released. He would have given a great deal to cut and run, but he did not dare to make the attempt.. Any of the Famous Five could have run him down in a dozen yards. He stood scowling and gritting his teeth. 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Shut up, Bunter!” 
  “But I say, what about the grub?” yelled Bunter. “I’m hungry! Starving !”  Famished ! Ravenous !”
  “Shut up !” roared Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast!” 
  “You’re not keepin’ me here,” said Ponsonby between his teeth. “You know you can’t do it! What do you want me for, anyhow?” 
  “Yes, what’s the game, Mauly?” asked Harry Wharton. “And where the thump did you pick up that old crock?” 
  “Yaas it’s rather an old crock.” agreed Mauleverer. “Somebody will have to take it back to the Kennet End post office and general stores, where I borrowed it. I fancy that chap George would rather keep the quid I left on it; still, it ought to be taken back. Let Bunter take it.” 
  “Oh, really, Manly—” 
  “Mauly seems to have spotted Pon’s game all along.” said Nugent. in wonder. 
   Mauleverer grinned. 
  “Yaas. I had a bit of a suspicion.” he assented. “It sort of seemed to me that it was a game to get the camp deserted— especially when I saw that Pon wasn’t with his pals. So I bagged that fearful contraption and got back. I’d rather not ride it again. Bunter can take it back.” 
  “Beast!”
  “It’s only a shilling an hour for the hire. There will be change out of the quid I left on it. They sell rather good tarts at that shop, Bunter.” 
  “My dear old fellow, I’ll take the bike back with pleasure—after supper,” said Bunter affectionately.     “I’d do more than that for a pal I really like! But we’d better have supper first. I’m not thinking about myself, of course; but the other fellows are hungry—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !”
  “Blessed if I see anything to cackle at ! Look here, let’s get those parcels open!” snorted Bunter, and he started on the parcels that the Famous Five had brought in. 
  Ponsonby made a movement. But he caught a glint in Bob Cherry’s eye, and stood still again. 
  “You haven’t explained what Pon’s here for, Mauly,” said Harry Wharton. “You seem to have licked him, to judge by the look of his chivvy; and I suppose he wouldn’t have walked back with you if you hadn’t. One licking is enough, even for that rotter.” 
  “Yaas. But I’m going to keep him, if you fellows agree. Pon’s coming hikin’ with us.” 
  “What? “ yelled the hikers, 
  Ponsonby started, and stared blankly at Mauleverer. He had rather expected a ragging at the hikers’ camp; but he had not expected this! 
  “Like the idea?” asked Mauleverer. 
  “You silly ass!” roared Johnny Bull. “Think we’d hike with that rotter? He’s not fit to touch.” 
  “Hardly !” agreed Mauleverer. 
  “The rottenfulness of the esteemed Ponsonby is terrific.” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “We do not want his ludicrous company.” 
  “Do you think I want yours?” hissed Ponsonby.     “Think I’d be found dead hiking with such a crew?” 
  “Yaas,” said Lord Mauleverer. “You’re dead in this act, Pon—you’re goin’ to do as you’re told.” 
  “You eilly rotter—” 
  “That’s enough,” said Lord Mauleverer gently “You talk too much, Pon, and your language isn’t choice. Mind shuttin’ up? Now, you men, I’ll explain. I know that Pon’s rotten company, and his society would probably have a deterioratin’ effect on a tramp. He’s an out-and-out, thorough-goin’ rotter—the last word—the jolly old linit—the outside edge!  But think what a good thing it would be for him to keep in decent company among decent fellows, for once Improvin’, an’ all that !” 
  “Fathead !” said Johnny Bull. “What about us?” 
  “Nothin’ about you, old bean.” said Manly affably. “I’m thinkin’ of improvin’ Pon ! I’m also thinkin’ of teachin’ him a lesson about settin’ tramps on to hikers, and bribin’ gipsies to kidnap them, an’ all that! Pon’s in need of a lesson ! He’s goin’ to get it! We can make him useful in the camp for a few days.” 
  “Oh, my hat !” said Bob. 
  “Washin’-up, for instance !” said Mauleverer.    “Nobody really likes washin’-up ! Pon can do it !” 
  “Great pip !” 
  “Fetchin’ and carryin’, and all that !” went on Mauly. “Lots of things a fellow can do when he really wants to make himself useful ! Pon will do everythin’ we want !” 
  “Are you mad?” yelled the enraged Ponsonby. “You can’t keep me here, you cheeky rotters !”
  “I think we can !” smiled Mauleverer. “And I think it’s goin’ to do you a lot of good ! You’re a slackin’, sneakin’, lyin’, pilferin’ rotter—and a little honest hard work will do you heaps of good ! What do you fellows say? We can do with a hired man to work—” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the hikers. 
  The expression on Ponsonby’s face was quite entertaining. 
  “We’ll pay him for his services, of course,” svent on Lord Mauleverer calmly. “A pound a week, and all found ! That’s fair, for casual labour.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “If he’s satisfactory, and likes to keep the job, we’ll give him a rise later— “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “I see you’ve got potatoes there! Pon can begin by peelin’ the potatoes. You fellows agree?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha ! Yes, rather !” 
  “The ratherfulness is terrific !” 
  “Passed nem. con. !” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
  “Hear, hear!” 
  “You rotters !” shrieked Pon. “You cheeky rotters! I—I—I—” Words failed the exasperated dandy of Highcliff e. “I—I—I—” 
  “Null from you !”said Lord Mauleverer. “Hired men are not expected to talk too much ! Get on with the spuds, my man I” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “You—you—you—” gasped Pon. “Gaddy and Nonson are waitin’ for me—” 
  “Let ‘em wait !” said Lord Mauleverer. “I’m an accommodatin’ chap ! I’ve no objection to Gaddy and Monson waitin’ as long as they jolly well like.” 
  “Do you think you can keep me here against my will ?” shrieked Ponsonby., 
  “Yaas!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !“ 
  Pon, quite desperate, made a bound to escape. Bob Cherry’s grasp was on his collar in a twinkling. 
  “No, you don’t, old bean !” said Bob Cherry.   “You’ve barged into our camp of your own accord, Ponsonby; and you came to steal my Holiday Annual. You ought to be given in charge to the police. You’re getting off cheaply with a job in the camp.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  “He, he, he !” squeaked Billy Bunter, with his mouth full of ham and beef. “I say, you fellows, it’s a ripping idea! Make him work ! He, he, he !” 
  “Get on with the spuds, Pon !” 
  “I won’t !” shrieked Ponsonby wildly.
   “Bunter, do you mind kickm’ Pon ?” asked Mauleverer. “I believe you mentioned that he kicked you? Kick him till he peels the potatoes.” 
  “What-ho !” chuckled Bunter. 
  Ponsonby glared round at the hikers. He glared at Bunter. He glared at Lord Mauleverer, whose face was smiling, serene—but implacable! He was in the hands of the Philistines, and there was no help for him. He did not want to be kicked!  With feelings too deep for words, Cecil Ponsonby, the dandy of the Highcliffe Fourth, sat down and peeled potatoes! 

                              THE SIXTH CHAPTER. 

                                    The Hired Man! 

THERE was a handsome and ample supper in the hikers’ camp that evening. It was rather later than usual, but all the more welcome on that account. There were two courses—first, a cold collation, as Bob Cherry loftily described it, consisting of bread-and-butter and ham and beef. The hikers had that course, because they were too fearfully hungry to wait for cookery. While they had it, their new hired man, Cecil Ponsonby of Highcliffe, prepared the second course. 
  He peeled potatoes and sliced them in a pan, he added a sufficiency of fat, and he fried them on the oil-stove—and he did not dare to burn them. Then he cooked the sosses. And sausages and fried potatoes formed the second course of that excellent supper—and any hikes that ever hiked will admit freely that fried sausages and potatoes go down remarkably wel after a hard day’s march. 
  Billy Bunter simply beamed. 
  Bunter had got uncommonly hungry— even for Bunter! With an extra-special hunger on him, Bunter naturally enjoyed life when the grub was good and ample. 
  And Bunter, though he liked Pon’s company no more than anyone else, was glad to see him there. Bunter hated being bothered to wash up, or tidy up, or lend a hand at anything in the shape of work. He declared that it was because at Bunter Court he was accustomed to the services of innumerable menials. The other fellows thought it was because he was accustomed to being fat and lazy ! But whatever the cause, there was no doubt about the fact—Bunter hated work!  Now nobody was going to ask him to do any! Nobody was going to kick him for not doing any ! Pon was going to do the work! And—blissful thought—Bunter was at liberty to kick Pon if he didn’t! 
  Almost for the first time since that hike had started, William George Bunter was in a state of satisfaction. 
  He ate and ate and ate, and was happy ! After packing away several suppers one after another, Bunter really was in no state to work !This time he merely had to loll luxuriously while Pon did it ! And—for the first time on that hike—the Famous Five of Greyfriars watched another fellow work without doing any themselves! They did not enjoy it like Bunter ! In point of fact, they would rather have taken their “whack.” But it was settled that Cecil Ponsonby was going to have the lesson of his life ! And that was that ! Harry Wharton & Co. had no objcction, personally, to a little wholesome work ! But Pon loathed soiling his lordly fingers with it. Pon rather regarded himself as a choice flower, which it was the duty of lesser mortals to cultivate with care! 
  Now Pon worked! He peeled potatoes, he cooked potatoes, he cooked sosses, he dished them up—and he did it all with the face of a demon longing to dash the warm frying-pan in the faces of the hikers! 
  But as he did not dare so to do, his longing made no difference. They sat round the camp, with an eye on Pon, ready to catch him if he bolted, and Pon was “for it,” and he went through it. 
  On the principle that one should not muzzle the ox that treadeth out the corn, the hikers offered him a share of the supper. He refused it with fierce disdain.  Nothing would induce him to break bread with the fellows he hated and loathed and fancied that he despised. 
  His reFusal did not worry the hikers! It distinctly pleased Billy Bunter! Bunter found room for Pon’s portion, and packed it away, and after that it was too late for Pon to change his mmd. 
  His refusal of his rations did not get him off work! He had the frying-pan to clean and scour, the stove to clean and trim and fill, and the washing-up to do! His face was white and desperate as he did it ! He might as well have been a cook’s boy in a kitchen—and it did not even occur to Pon’s lofty mind that better fellows than he had been cook’s boys in kitchens! To his miserably snobbish mind there was something degrading, as well as disagreeable, in work! Bunter, to do him justice, was only lazy ! Pon was snobbish as well as slack! So a job of work was really twice as unpleasant to him as to Bunter. 
 Lord Mauleverer picked up the frying-pan when Pon had scoured it. A cook’s boy would certainly have been sacked for such scouring! Lord Mauleverer was not satisfied. 
  “Cherry, old man, are you tired?” he asked. 
  “A bit, old chap !” answered Bob. “Not too tired to do anything for you, though, you old slacker! What is it?” 
  “Mind takin’ Pon by the neck and holdin’ him ever that log ?” 
  Bob chuckled. 
  “Not at all, Mauly ! Pleased !”
  Bob jumped up. He grasped Ponsonby by the neck and bent him over the log. Ponsonby gave a wriggle and a snarl; but he did not resist. Resistance was futile in Bob’s powerful grasp. 
  “Bunter !”
  “Yes, Mauly !” mumbled the fat Owl. 
  “Would you mind—” 
  “I’m tired.” 
  “Takin’ this fryin’ pan—”
   “I’d rather not move.” 
  “And givin’ Pon six with it ?” 
  “Oh !” Bunter heaved himself out of the grass.
   “Certainly, old fellow !” Anything to oblige a pal! Hand it over! He, he he !” 
  Bunter, evidently, was not too tired to “whop” the Highcliffe fellow who had kicked him. He whirled the frying-pan in the air and brought it down with a terrific swipe on Pon’s trousers. The yell that came from Pon rang far over the county of Berks. 
  He wriggled frantically. But he was held pinned to the log, and the frying- pan rose and fell six times in succession, with all Billy Bunter’s beef in the swipes. 
  “That will do, old fat top !” drawled Mauleverer. “That’s six. !” 
  “What about sixteen?” asked Bunter. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Or sixty,” suggested Bunter brightly. 
  “Yarooh! Lcggo !” howled Pon. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Let it go at six.” said Mauleverer, shaking his head. “I don’t believe in 
over-doin’ it—and I’m sure Pon doesn’t !” 
Now, Pon ——”
  “You rotter !” shrieked Ponsonby. “Oh. I’ll pay you out for this !” 
  “Thanks ! Take that fryin’-pan and scour it clean. It’s got to be be clean that you can use it for a lookin’.glass. Get on with it L’ 
  Pon took the frying-pan. 
  He gripped it by the handle and looked for a moment as if he was going to brain Lord Mauleverer with it. 
  But he didn’t. He sat down to the frying-pan and scoured, and scoured, and scoured till it was almost as bright as a new pin. 
  “Let’s look at it.” drawled Mauly, when Pon put it down. “Good! You see, my man, you can work if you like. You’re lazy an’ slack, and that’s all that’s the matter, really. You’re goin’ to be useful here.” 
  “The usefulness is going to be terrific !” chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur. 
  “Now wash up.” said Maulerorer. “If you break anythin’, you’ll get six! If you don’t wash clean you get six! I’m sure Bunter will oblige.” 
  “What-ho !“ chortled Bunter. 
  Ponsonby washed up. He did not break anything—as he had longed to do. He washed up clean. He put the things away tidily. 
  By that time the last glimmer of the sunset was in the sky, and the hikers were ready to turn in, the energetic Bob having run the borrowed bike home. 
  Several times cars had passed on the road, and Pon had been tempted to call for help. But the camp was well back from the road, and cars passed rather fast. And the penalty for giving trouble was “six.” And Pon did not want any more of the frying-pan. He was now longing for night, when he counted on getting away as a certainty. Lord Mauleverer had stated that he was to hike with the hikers; but that, of course, was rot—in Pon’s opinion, at least! He could get away after dark. 
  “Well, what about bed ?” asked Harry Wharton, yawning. 
  “The bedfulness is the proper caper.” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Let our esteemed and ridiculous hired man light the lantern in the tent.” 
  “What aro you going to do with our jolly old hired man now, Mauly?” asked Bob, with a chuckle. “He will bolt to-night safe as houses.” 
  “Not at all,” said Mauleverer cheerfully. “I hope you fellows haven’t any snobbish objections to a hired man sleepin’ in the same tent?” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “We’ll make room for him.” chuckled Nugent. 
  “Find a blanket for him—what! And give him a corner of the ground sheet.” said Mauleverer. “Might tie his leg to a tent peg, to make sure he doesn’t bolt. I’m keepin’ him in my employment for a week— 
  “He, ha, ha !”
  “You silly idiot !” shrieked Pon, his hopo of escape after dark fading away. You blithering, burbling dummy—” 
  “Don’t cheek your employer, my man.” said Lord Mauleverer. “Turn in, and be quiet! If he says any more, Bunter, give him six with the frym’. pan!” 
  “You bet !” said Bunter. 
  Pon did not say any more. And he did not bolt that night. When morning rose over the green hills and fertile valleys of Berkshire, Pon was still with the hikers. And how he was to get away from them was a problem to which the dandy of Highcliffe, as yet, could find no answer. 

                             THE SEVENTH CHAPTER. 
                                       Ponsonby Hikes 1 
“HALLO, hallo, hallo !” 
  “What —”
  “Pon’s pals!” grinned Bob Cherry. 
  It was a bright morning. Breakfast was over, and the hired man had washed up and packed up. The hikers were preparing to take the road when a green Austin car came along and stopped opposite the camp. 
Jervis, at the wleel, stared at the camp curiously. Gadsby and Monson in the car, eyed the hikers uneasily. After the affair of the previous day they were not keen to get near the hikers. But evidently they were worried about Ponsonby, and were in search of him. What had become of Pon was a mystery to Gadsby and Monson—till they saw him standing among the hikers. And then they could not imagine what he was doing there. That he had failed once more in his efforts to snaffle that celebrated Holiday Annual was clear; but that was no surprise to them, for they did not expect him to get away with it. They had no faith whatever in Pon’s ability to beat the cheery chums of Greyfriars. But it was a surprise to see him in the hikers’ camp! They had come along hoping to pick up some news of him, but certainly not expecting to see him there. 
  “Why, there hd is ! ”  exclaimed Gadsby. “Pon!  What the thump are you up to, Pon?  We’ve been wonderin’ what the dooce had happened to you.” 
  Pon made a step towards the road. 
  Bob Cherry hooked his arm in his. 
  “Hold on!  ” he said affably. 
   “You rotter, let go!” hissed Pon. “I’ll yell to them to fetch the police if you don’t let me go at once!  ” 
  “You won’t give more than one yell.” answered Bob coolly. “You will be in that ditch the next second, with me standing on you !” 
  Pon glanced at the ditch. There was a foot of water in it, and plenty of mud! He glanced at Bob, and read in his face that he meant every word he said. His friends were only twenty feet away, but Pon did not venture to call to them. He gritted his teeth, and was silent. 
  “Are you comin’, Pon ? ”  shouted Monson. 
  Lord Mauleverer strolled over to Pon and took his other arm. Pon gave him a fierce glare of hate. 
“Answer your pals, old boon,” said Maul amiably. “Tell them you’re hikin’with us for a few days.” 
  “I won’t !” hissed Pon. 
  “Mind pitchin’ him into the ditch Bob?” 
  “In he goes ! ”  answered Bob. 
  “Hold on!  ” gasped Ponsonby, white with rage, ‘ I—I—I’ll tell them !” 
  “Buck up, then ! ”  
  “Pon ! ”  shouted Gadsby. “Look here, we’ve been lookin’ for you! What are you doin’ with those fellows?” 
  “I—I—I’m hiking with them for a few days.” gasped Ponsonby, hardly able to speak in his rage. 
  “Hiking with those Greyfriars cads !” yelled Gadsby and Monson together, in astonishment. 
  “Greyfriars what?” asked Johnny Bull, picking up a stick and walking across to the car. “Whet did you call us? ”
  “Sorry !” said Gadsby hastily. He did not like the look on Johnny’s face, and still less did be like the look of the stick in his hand. “I—I—I meant Greyfriars fellows.” 
  “Better say what you mean next time.” said Johnny grimly. “You might get thrashed for your dashed impudence, you know.” 
  “But look here—what does this mean?” exclaimed Gadsby. “You’re not really goin’ with those—er—fellows,?  ” 
  A vicelike grip on Pon’s arms warned him how to answer. 
  “Yes,” he gasped. 
  “But what about us?” exclaimed Gadaby. “What about goin’ on to my  place in Bucks, as we arranged ? ”  
  “Ain’t you comin’?” demanded Monson. “And what about the car? It’s your pater’s car, not ours!  ” 
  “I—I—I’ll join you later!  ” gasped Ponsonby. “I—I—I’m staying with these fellows for a bit. Oh gad !” 
  “Well, you’re your own master, I suppose” said Gadsby. “Are we to keep the car or what?” 
  “Yes,’ gasped Ponsonby. 
  “Oh, all right.” 
  “Are you goin’ to turn up at Gadsby Croft ?”  asked Monson. 
  “Yes.” answered Ponsonby again. 
  “Well, when? ”  asked Gadsby. 
  “To-morrow, I—I think !“ gasped Ponsonby. 
  “Blessed if I understand you. Pon!  ” said Gadsby irntably. “Why ain’t you comin’ in the car with us?” 
  “Pon’s stickin’ to us for a bit!  ” said Lord Mauleverer blandly. “We bad a talk yesterday, an’ arranged it! And we’re stickin’ to Pon!” 
  “Like glue!  ” grinned Bob. 
  “I say, I believe those two fellows are holdin’ Pan’s arms.” whispered Gadsby. “I believe they’re keepin’ him there by force !”
  “What rot!” said Monson. 
  “Well, it looks like it to 1110.” 
  “What the thump would they want him for, you ass?” 
  “Blessed if I know But it looks—” 
  “Rot ! If he chooses to chum up with those outsiders, let him ! I shan’t miss his company for a day or two, I know that.” 
  Gadsby grinned. 
  “Same here,” he said.  “But all the same-”
  “Look here, Pon, are you comin’ in the car, or not?” called out Monson. 
  “No !” gasped Ponsonby. 
  “Then, good-bye-—see you later. Get on, Jervis.” 
  Jervis drove on. 
  The green Austin and Gadsby and Monson disappeared along the road. Ponsonby gazed after them.  His face was white with fury as they vanished in the dusty distance. 
  “Good riddance to bad rubbish.” said Johnny Bull. “Now let’s get on! See that that fellow carries his share of the baggage.” 
  “And that he doesn’t bolt with it!” grinned Nugent. 
  “There’s your lot, Pon !” said Harry Wharton. “Sling it on, and get a move on.” 
  Ponsonby choked with rage. 
  “Do you rotters really think that you can make me hike with you? ” he hissed, between his teeth. 
  “Looks like it!” said the captain of the Greyfriars Remove cheerfully. “You shouldn t ask for things you don’t want, you Highcliffe cad! You’re being treated better than Bob was in that gipsy van in Yorkshire! It’s tit for tat, and you can make the best of it.” 
  “The tit for tatfulness is the proper caper, any esteemed rotten Pon.” said Hurree Janset Ram Singh. “As the proverb remarkably observes, whoever is saucy to the goose, must be saucy to the gander.” 
  “Good old proverb !” chuckled Bob Cherry. “Come on !” 
  The hikers started. 
  Pon had breakfasted with the hikers that morning. During the night he had rather regretted refusing supper—and in the morning he was too hungry to refuso breakfast. Now he shouldered his pack, just as if he was a regular member of the hiking party, and marched. But he did not swing off cheerily like the other hikers. He went with rage in his face, and fury in his heart—bitter rancour and hatred running riot in his breast. He had hunted the hikers—he had played many a scurvy trick on them—but it had never occurred to him for a moment that it might lead to anything like this! He had carried on with reckless lawlessness —yet he had never imagined that the hikers, also, might take the law into their own hands! Now he was learning that what was sauce for the goose was sauce for the gander! It was quite a valuable lesson for Pon—but he did not like it a little bit! 
  Leaving the road, the hikers took a shady lane. With Pon in their company it was agreed that they had better follow solitary routes as far as possible. Bunter, carrying nothing, as usual, rolled on behind. Quite a bright idea occurred to Bunter, when he got tired— which was five minutes after the morning’s march started. 
  ‘I say, you fellows!” squeaked Bunter. 
  “Put it on, fatty !” said Bob Cherry encouragingly. “Like me to help you with my boot?” 
  “Beast! I say, now we’ve got Pon, why not make him work?” said Bunter. “He can carry me—” 
  “What?” gasped the hikers. 
  “Pick-a-back, you know.” said Bunter. “I can stick on him somehow ! And I’m not much of a weight.” 
  “N-n-not much of a weight !” gasped Bob Cherry. 
  “No—rather light in fact! What about it?” 
  “Oh gad !” gasped Lord Mauleverer. “1 think it’s a jolly good idea!” said Bunter. 
  “What does Pon think?” asked Nugent. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” 
  Pon did not speak; he only looked at Billy Bunter as if he could have bitten him. Bunter blinked round at the hikers through his big spectacles inquiringly. It seemed a good idea to Bunter! Anything that saved him the trouble of walking seemed a good idea to Bunter. 
  Fortunately for Pon, the other hikers did not think that it was a good idea! They chortled and shook their heads. Pon deserved punishment; but he did not quite deserve that! 
  “Well, what about it?” demanded Bunter. 
  “Nothing about it, old ten-tonner,” said Bob. “March !”
  “Beast!” 
  And the hikers marched, and Bunter marched. They did a mile along the lane without meeting a soul. Then, as they were about to cross a stile, to take a footpath through a meadow, a stout, red-faced, jovial-looking farmer met them face to face. And before any fellow could think of intervening, Pon shouted desperately. 
“Help! I’m being kidnapped! Help! Help!” 

                          THE EIGHTH CHAPTER. 

                          Looking After Ponsonby! 

“OH, my hat !” ejaculated Bob Cherry. 
  The stout farmer, coming across the meadow, reached the stile from one side as the hikers reached it from the other. He stared at them in astonishment as Ponsonby yelled. Pon made a bound to leap over the stile and got on the farmer’s side of it. But Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent had him by the arms in a moment. 
  Pon was held! But he struggled and shouted. 
  “Help ! Help! Help !” 
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The farmer gazed. 
  “Help!” he repeated. “What be the trouble, young master?” 
  Lord Mauleverer made a sign to his comrades. He stepped forward. 
  “Don’t take any notice of the poor fellow, sir !” he said. “He can’t help it! It comes on every now and then.” And Mauly, with a significant gesture, tapped his forehead. 
  “Let me go, you rotters!” yelled Pon. “Help me, my man—help me get out of the hands of these rotters ! They’re kidnapping me.” 
  “Mad?” whispered the farmer to Mauly. 
  “Nor exactly—that’s too strong a word, sir! A bit excitable, if you know what I mean. Sometimes he’s perfectly calm for days.” 
  “Will you help me?” yelled Pon. 
  “We’re lookin’ after him.” went on Mauleverer calmly. “Hikin’, you know, sir. The open air is good for him. Of course, we’re takin’ every care of the poor chap, though it’s a bit of a worry when he begins yellin’ at strangers. Only yesterday he snatched a book from a fellow and ran off with it.” 
  “Gosh !” said the farmer. 
  “I tell you they’re kidnapping me,” shouted Ponsonby. “Will you get a constable here?” 
  The farmer gave him a pitying look. He could see that it was a hiking party, and he was not likely to believe that a party of schoolboy hikers were kidnapping anybody !”
  “Your friends are Iooking after you, young master.” he said. “Better keep calm, my poor lad.” 
  “I tell you they’re dragging me along with them by force.” yelled Pon. “Make them let me go.” 
  “Quiet, old top.” said Bob Cherry soothingly. “What would you do, wandering about the country by yourself?” 
  “You rotter !” panted Ponsonby. “Look here, sir—” Pon could hardly bring himself to address the farmer as “sir ”—he much preferred to address him as “my man !” But the case was desperate. “Look here, sir, you can see that I don’t want to stay with these brutes! They’ve collared me and taken me away from my friends.” 
  “That’s all right,” said Harry Wharton gently, playing up to Mauly’s game. “You’ll feel better presently.” 
  “Try not to get excited, old fellow,” said Frank Nugent solemnly. “That’s the chief thing—don’t get excited.” 
  “Let me go !” yelled Pon. “Won’t you help me, sir? You can see that they’re holding me.” 
  “Well, your friends wouldn’t be likely to let you go when you might do yourself some mischief!” said the farmer shaking his head. “There’s a deep pond quite near here. Better keep hold of him, if he’s a little out of his mind.” 
  “We’ve got him safe.” said Nugent. “Be calm, old chap 
  Ponsonby fairly gurgled with rage. 
  “Will you help me?” he roared. “They’re only pulling your leg—can’t you see that they’re stuffing you! I belong to Highchiffe School—” 
  “Highchiffe Asylum.” said Bob Cherry, explaining to the farmer. “He thinks it’s a school.” 
  The farmer nodded. 
  “You rotter !” shrieked Ponsonby, mad with rage, if not mad in any other sense. “I tell you they’re kidnapping me, sir. My name’s Ponsonby. My father’s Sir Cecil Ponsonby, of Ponsonby Hall.’! 
  “Sometimes he thinks he’s the King of England,” said Bob gravely, “and sometimes Shah of Persia !” 
  “Poor lad !” said the farmer pityingly, 
  “I tell you—” raved Ponsonby. 
  “Be quiet, Jones, old chap.” said Bob Cherry; a remark that made it hard for his comrades to maintain their gravity. “Don’t talk stuff like that, Jones !” 
  “Poor old Jones!” said Nugent. “What on earth put it into his head that his name’s Ponsonby ? ” 
  “May know somebody of that name, ” said Johnny Bull, with owl-like gravity “Do you know anybody of that name, Jones?” 
  Ponsonby was almost raving by this time. Indeed he looked so crimson and furious that his looks rather bore out the suspicion that he was not quite in his senses. 
  “Will you help me get away from these scoundrels?’ he yelled. 
  “Poor boy—poor boy!” said the farmer. “Thinks he’s the Shah of Persia, does he?  Bless my heart! Poor boy !” 
  “You silly old fool !” shrieked Ponsonby. 
  “You dunderheaded old chump—” 
  “Don’t mind him, sir !” said Lord Mauleverer hastily. “He’s like that at times. He calls us all sorts of names. But when he’s calm there’s not a politer chap anywhere.” 
  The farmer nodded. He looked at Ponsonby compassionately, but rather uneasily. Instead of getting over the style he stepped back. 
  “Poor boy !” he repeated. “Poor boy !” 
  And the farmer walked along the hedge to a gap and proceeded on his way, evidently not desiring to pass too close to the lunatic the hikers were taking care of. 
  His burly form disappeared up the lane. The hikers contrived not to laugh till he was out of hearing. Then they roared. 
  Ponsonby stuttered with fury. 
  “Oh, you rotters !”he gasped. “Oh, you rascals! Oh, you sweeps! Oh, won’t I pay you out for this !”
 
  “Be quiet, Jones !” said Bob. 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” roared the hikers.  
  “He, he, he !” cackled Billy Bunter. “I say, you fellows, that farmer was quite alarmed. He didn’t want to get near Pon. He, he, he!” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Well, let’s get on.” said Lord Mauleverer cheerfully. “Better not talk too much to strangers, Ponsonby. You seem to have rather an alarmin’ effect on them.” 
  The chuckling hikers crossed the stile and went on their way. Pon went with them, simmering with fury. He had fully expected to get help from the farmer, but Lord Mauleverer had been equal to the occasion. There was no escape for the dandy of Highcliffe, any more than there had been for Bob Cherry when the gipsies had kidnapped him. Bob had remained a prisoner till his friends rescued him. Pon’s friends were welcome to do the same if they liked, and could. Probably they were not keen on making the attempt. Gadsby and Monson could hardly have believed that Pon was going willingly with the Greyfriars party, when they reflected on the matter. But certainly they were not in pursuit of the hikers. 
  By unfrequented paths, keeping carefully away from the roads, the hikers hiked on in the sunny morning. Once Pen yelled to some haymakers, who stared at him in wonder as the other fellows walked him quickly on. Once he shouted to a car in a lane but before the car could stop—if it did stop—the bikers were getting across a field, Pon in their midst. To the Greyfriars fellows it was no end of a joke, and they were immensely entertained by the looks that Pon gave them. But the joke was quite lost on Ponsonby. By the time the party halted for rest and lunch at midday, Pon was in the state of an active volcano on the verge of an eruption. 
  They halted by a path across a wide stretch of pasture-land, where there was no inhabitant in sight save a meditative cow. Ponsonby gazed round over a landscape of waving grass and green hedges and gritted his teeth. 
  “How long do you rotters fancy that you’re goin’ to keep this up?” he hissed. 
  “Eh?  I’ve taken you on for a week, my good fellow.” answered Lord Mauleverer. “If you give satisfaction we may keep you on longer. But I’d better tell you plainly that I’m not satisfied so far. You talk too much.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Oh, you rotter !” gasped Ponsonby. 
  “The too-muchfulness is terrific!” chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Speech is silvery, my esteemed Pon, but silence is the cracked pitcher that saves a bird in the bush from a stitch in time, as the English proverb remarks!”
  “Look here—” roared Ponsonby. 
  “Nuff said !” interrupted Lord Mauleverer. “You talk a lot too much, and you’re neglectin’ your work!  Get on with it; we want some lunch !” 
  “Do you think I’m goin’ to cook for you?” shrieked Ponsonby. 
  “Yaas!” 
   “I—I—I—I’ll———” Pon gurgled. 
  “Are you tired, Bunter?” 
  “Oh, yes! Fearfully !”answered Bunter promptly. 
  “Too tired to whop Pon with the fryin’-pan?”
  “Oh, no! Not at all” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!”
  Pon cooked the lunch! 

                               THE NINTH CHAPTER. 

                                  Bunter Gets Wet! 

“I SAY, you fellows, there’s the Thames !”
  The hikers chuckled. 
  They were on the march again in the golden afternoon. Between two big stretches of poplar and willow, a silvery sheen of water caught their eyes ahead. But that beautifui little river certainly was not Father Thames. It was the Kennet, rippling on it’s way to join the Thames at Reading. 
  “Where?” asked Bob Cherry. 
  “Can’t you see it?” demanded Bunter. 
  “Blessed if I can! Point it out.” 
  Billy Bunter pointed to the Kennet with a fat forefinger. 
  “See it now?  ” he demanded. 
  “No,” answered Bob gravely. “Can any of you fellows see the Thames from here?” 
  “I can’t, for one.” said Nugent. 
  “Nor I!” said Harry Wharton. 
  “The seefulness is not terrific!”
  “Well, my hat !” said Billy Bunter. “You fellows make out that I’m short-ighted. Well, I can see the Thames if you can’t! Just ahead of us!”
  “I suppose we’re eight or ten miles from the Thames.” remarked Johnny Bull.  “Bunter’s eyesight is improving!”
  “We’re not a hundred yards, you ass !” said Bunter, “If you’re as blind as a set of boiled owls, come on and get a bit nearer.” 
  The hikers marched on towards the Kennet. They came out on the bank, clothed with poplars and willows, with great fir-woods sweeping up the sand-hills in the distance. It was beautiful scenery, and they looked about them with keen appreciation; only Ponsonby scowling savagely as usual. Beautiful scenery was wasted on Pon. 
  “See the Thames now ?” demanded Bunter scornfully. 
  “No !” answered the hikers cheerfully. 
  Bunter blinked at them. 
  “Blind?” he hooted. 
  “The blindfulness is not terrific.” 
  “Well, then, what do you mean by saying that you can’t see a river ten feet off ?” demanded Bunter. 
  “Oh, we can see the Kennet all right.” answered Bob Cherry. “But we should want a jolly big telescope to see the Thames from here, old fat bean.” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “Oh! Is it the Kennet?” asked Bunter. “Never heard of it! I say, you fellows, this scenery is glorious, ain’t it ?” 
  “Topping !” said Nugent. 
  “Lovely woods of beeches and oaks!” said Bunter, 
  “Willows and poplars.” said Johnny Bull. 
  “Well, willows and poplars, if you’re so jolly particular. What I mean is, it’s glorious scenery, and—and I think we ought to stay here a bit and—and admire it !” 
  And Billy Bunter sat down in the grass. 
  The hikers grinned. They had rather wondered why Bunter was showing such an unusual appreciation of scenery. Now they knew. Bunter wanted a rest. 
  “Get up, old fat man!” said Bob. “We’re going to admire the scenery as we go along.” 
  “Oh, really, Cherry—” 
  “Let’s leave Bunter admiring the scenery and get on !” suggested Johnny Bull. 
  “Beast !”
  Bunter reluctantly heaved his weight out of the grass and followed the hiker, by a path that ran along the stream for some distance; he grunted with dissatisfaction as he went. 
  “I say, you fellows, I’m tired !” growled Bunter. 
  “We’ve heard that one before.” remarked Bob Cherry. 
  “I’m getting hungry.” 
  “I believe we’ve heard that one, too.” 
  “Beast !” 
  Bunter grunted and plugged on. The hikers strolled on at a leisurely pace— the pace had to be leisurely when Billy Bunter was in the party. 
Ponsonby tramped in savage silence, with, his pack on his back. There was a glitter in Pon’s eyes, and be glanced every now and then furtively, at the hikers. They were not giving him much attention, though had he attempted to bolt they would have attended to him promptly enough. But they did not guess what was passing in Pon’s cunning mind. 
  The Highcliffe man unslung his pack, as if to shift it for easier carriage. Ho swung it in his hands, and suddenly hurled it point blank at Billy Bunter, who was plugging along by the edge of the bank, at that point several feet above the water. 
  Crash! 
  “Yaroooooh !” roared Bunter. 
  He went over like a skittle, flung headlong by the crash. There was a splash in the Kennet. 
  “Urrrrgh!” gurgled Bunter, and he went under. 
  Instantly Pon was running. 
  The bikers halted. Pon darted away at top speed, and the hikers ran to the water’s edge to see what had become of Bunter. 
  A fat hand was flung up, a fat face and a pair of wet spectacles glimmered in the sunshine. Bunter was three yards out, struggling feebly. 
  “Oh, the rotter !” panted Wharton. 
  Ponsonby, running like a deer, vanished up the bank, unpursued. 
  Bunter was in danger. Pon cared nothing for that; but the hikers had no attention for Pon, with a fellow in danger of drowning. 
  Bob Cherry went into the water with a bound and grasped the fat junior. Up came Bunter, spluttering. 
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 He flung a frantic, fat arm round Bob’s neck, dragging him under. 
  It was fortunate for both Bunter and Bob that the other fellows were swift to come to their help. 
  Harry Wharton and Johnny Bull, only pausing to threw down their packs, plunged in and got hold of them. 
  Three pairs of hands on Billy Bunter dragged him, struggling and gurgling and spluttering, to the bank, where he was fished out. 
  He lay gurgling in the grass, with the hikers gathered round him. 
  “Urrggh? Oooogh! I’m drowned !” spluttered Bunter. “I mean nearly drowned ! Wurrrgh! That beast knocked me into the river on purpose ” Urrrggh! I’m all wet ! Yurrggh!” 
  “All right now—” said Harry. 
  “Gurrg! I’m not all right !” yelled l3iinter, with a lung-power that showed that there was not much wrong with him. “I’ve swallowed a lot of water! Pints of it—gallons of it! Yurrrrggh !” 
  “If he’s swallowed gallons of water we’d better pour it out.” said Bob. “Take hold of his feet and stand him on his head. Open your mouth, Bunter.” 
  “Urrgh ! Beast! Leggo I” roared Bunter. “If you stand me on my head I’ll jolly well kick you! Yurrggh !”
  “But if you’re full of Kennet water, Bunter—” 
  “Beast !” 
  “Begad !” said Lord Mauleverer. “Pon’s done us this time! Pon’s a deep card—what 7” 
  Wharton knitted his brows, 
  “The rotten-hooligan! He didn’t care what happened to that fat, clumsy duffer—”
“Well, he knew we should stop and get him out.” said Lord Mauleverer. “That was his game !” 
  “I say, you fellows—” 
  “Better camp here, I think,” said Harry. “We’ve got to get ourselves dry. ” 
  “I’m going after Pon !” said Bob Cherry. “You fellows camp and leave him to me. He doesn’t need more than one fellow to handle him, and I’ll bring him back by his neck.” 
  “Good egg!” 
  Bob Cherry started after Ponsonby, who was already out of sight. But the hefty Bob was twice the man at running that Ponsonby was, and, unless the Highcliffiarn dodged him in the woods along the river, he had no doubt of running Pon down. In a few minutes he also was out of sight of the hikers, going strong. 
  The other fellows camped. Billy Bunter, as a matter of fact, was little the worse for his ducking. But Billy Bunter was the fellow to make the most of it. He explained that he was too exhausted by his struggle for life in the Kennet to lend a hand in camping. But he was not too exhausted to change his clothes; he did not want to catch a cold. Having done so, he sat down to rest, and blinked at the other fellows through his big spectacles while they did the work of the camp. 
  “I say, you fellows, what about supper?” he inquired. 
  “Waitin’ for our hired man to come back and get supper.” said Lord Mauleverer. 
  “Oh, really, Mauly! The fact is, I think Pon’s had enough,” said Bunter. “I think we’d better’ let him off. You fellows get supper.” 
  Johnny Bull looked at him, 
  “You think Pon’s had enough, do you ?” he asked. 
  “Yes. There’s a limit, you know.” 
  “You think one of us ought to get supper ?”
  “Yes, rather—and at once!” 
  “Oh all right I” said Johnny. “Get on with it, then.” 
  “Eh ?” 
  “You’re one of us, aren’t you ?” 
  “Oh, really, Bull—” 
  “One of us is going to get supper— and you’re the one.” said Johnny Bull. “And I’m going to kick you till you do !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha !” 
  “I—I—I say, you fellows, I—I think we’d better wait !” gasped Bunter. I— !”I don’t think Pon’s had enough. Better wait till Bob brings him back !” 
  Johnny Bull stopped towards Bunter and lifted his right foot. The Owl of the Remove hastily detached himself from the grass. 
  “Look here, you beast—” he howled.
   “I’m looking—to see you get the supper! I advise you to get on with it. ” said Johnny Bull stolidly. 
  Billy Bunter blinked at Johnny Bull and at the uplifted boot—then he got on with it. 

                                  THE TENTH CHAPTER. 

                                      Any Port In a Storm! 

HERBBRT VERNON-SMITH, the Bounder of Greyfriars, yawned. Tom Redwing, his chum, glanced round at him with a smile. Redwing was unpacking a lunch-basket in the boat that was tied up by the bank of the Kennet. Smithy, sitting on the gunwale, was idly watching the river ripple past, while the boat awayed gently to the current. Redwing’s face was cheerful; Smithy’s more than a little discontented. 
  “Fed-up, Smithy ?” asked Tom. 
  “Oh, no !” said the Bounder. “It’s ripping here, old chap. It was a jolly good idea to have a few days on the river. Yaw-aw-aw !” He yawned again involuntarily. 
  Redwing laughed. 
  “But too quiet for you, old fellow !” he said. “But it’s the last day. Keep your pecker up !” 
  The Bounder coloured a little shamefacedly. Redwing was his chum at Greyfriars School, and there was no doubt that Smithy was deeply and sincerely attached to his chum—the only fellow he had ever really made friends with at Greyfriars. He had been very glad to have Redwing with him for a few days towards the end of the school holidays. There was glorious weather as a fine summer merged into a fine autumn. Smithy had really enjoyed a couple of days pottering up and down the river. But his restless nature demanded something more exciting; he was accustomed, in the vac, to all sort of amusements that Redwing had no desire to share, and would have refused to share. Smithy was a good fellow in his way, but there was no doubt that he deserved the nickname of the Bounder that had been given to him at Greyfriars. 
  “You’re going home to Hawkscliff when we part, old fellow ?” he asked. 
“Yes; my father’s home from sea this week.” answered Tom. “You haven’t told me where you’re going, Smithy.” 
  “Afraid of shockin’ you.” said the Bounder, with a mocking glimmer in his eyes. “I’m goin’ with some Highcliffe men, if you want to know.” 
  “Oh !” said Redwing. 
  “You know Gadsby of the Highcliffe Fourth—he’s gone on some motorin’ tour with his friends, but he’s due home now. You see,” explained the Bounder, with a sardonic grin, “Gadsby’a people are away abroad, and Gadsby Croft is shut up; left to the butler an’ a few servants. Gaddy and his friends are goin’ to have a high old time there, and Gaddy’s been kind enough to ask me.” 
  “You’re not friends.” said Redwing quietly. 
  “What does that matter when a fellow’s father is a millionaire!” sneered the Bounder. “Pon & Co. will be frightfully glad to get me there, though they can’t stand me personally.” 
  “What the dickens are you going for, then? You’ve got a hundred places to choose from—you’re welcome anywhere. ” 
  Vernon-Smith laughed. 
  “Thanks; but I’m goin’ for a high old time—like Pon & Co. We’re goin’ to make the fur fly!  I’d like you to come—” 
  “No fear!” 
  “Well, I dare say you’d get bored, you queer old fish,”said Smithy, “but there will be quite an entertainin’ set— a bit rowdy, perhaps! Pon and Monson and Drury and Vavasour and Jaddy himself, from Highcliffe, an’ I think one or two other fellows! They’re to hear the chimes at midnight, and fancy themselves no end doggish.” 
  “I wish you’d cut it, Smithy! Ponsonby’s a thorough rotter.” said Redwing. “He was rowing with Wharton and his friends, too, just at the end of last term—” 
  “I believe they’ve been rowin’ since.,” gtinncd Smithy. “I’ve heard from Gaddy ! It seems that Wharton and his gang have been hikin’, and Pon & Co. have dropped on them more than once, and there’s been trouble. No bisney of mine.” 
  “Well, let’s have tea.” said, Tom. “We’ve got to pull back to Reading before dark. Hallo, that sounds like somebody in a hurry!”
  There was a rapid patter of running feet on the bank. 
  Tom Redwing stood up in the boat, and glanced round. Vernon-Smith did not take the trouble to move from his seat on the gunwale. 
  Redwing stared at the hurried, breathless figure that came racing along the bank of the Kennet. 
  “Ponsonby !” he exclaimed. 
  “Oh, my hat!” ejaculated the Bounder, and he jumped up and stared, too. “Fancy meetin’ Pon here !” 
  They watched the running figure curiously. Ponsonby was evidently in hot haste. His face was crimson, and wet with perspiration, and he breathed in panting gulps. They saw him glance swiftly over his shoulder, as if in fear of pursuit; but there was no one else in sight along the green, wooded bank. 
  Suddenly he caught sight of the boat, and turning, ran down to it. He stopped on the margin of the water, gasping. 
  “Look hero, give me a lift across the river, will you?” he panted. “There’s some tramps after me— Oh! That you, Smithy?” He stared blankly at Herbert Vernon-Smith. “You, old bean! I say, you might give me a lift across.” 
  He jumped into the boat making it rock with his impact. Panting, he fumbled with the painter to untie it. 
  Redwing laid a hand on his arm and stopped him. 
  Hold on.” he said quietly. “Leave that alone, please.” 
  Ponsonby gave him a fierce look. 
“Mind your own bisney ! I suppose it’s Smithy’s boat! Stand back, hang you !” 
  “If there’s tramps after you they can’t hurt you here.” said Redwing contemptuously. “You’ll be safe in the boat.” 
  “Yes, chuck it, Pon.” said the Bounder, “Three of us will be able to handle the jolly old tramps, if they turn up! Can’t see anythin’ of them. ” 
  “It’s not a case of tramps.” said Redwing quietly. “Ponsonby’s been up to something—as usual. It’s his way to hunt for trouble, and then cut and run when he gets it.” 
  “Will you give me a lift across the river?” hissed Ponsonby. 
  “Not till we know why you want it !” answered Redwing coolly. 
  Ponsonby clenched his hands. He had escaped from the Greyfriars hikers, but he was in terror every moment of seeing pursuing figures in sight on the riverbank. The boat was a windfall for him —if lie could make use of it. He was tempted to knock Redwing spinning into the river; but the sailorman s son clenched his hands, also—and they were a good deal heftier than Pon’s. Pon realised that if there was a scrap, it was not Tom Redwing who was likely to be knocked into the Kennet. 
  He turned to Vernon-Smith again. 
  “Smithy, old man! You’re comin’ to Gaddy’s place in a day or two—Gaddy’s told me so! Stand by me now !” 
  “What’s the trouble?” drawled the Bounder. “Don’t spin a yarn about tramps—hand out the facts, old bean.”
  Pon gave him an evil look. 
  But it was not necessary for him to answer. By the trees along the winding bank another figure came into sight running hard; and the Bounder and Redwing recognised Bob Cherry. 
  “Tramps !” grinned Smithy. “Remove men of Greyfriars—they’d be flattered by your description, Pon.” 
  “I said tramps, and I meant tramps!” snarled Ponsonby. “They call it hikin’, an’ I call them tramps! An’ they’re after me—we—we’ve had a row  ! Will you give me a lift?” 
  “Only one of them.” said Redwing. “Nobody’s in sight but Bob Cherry.” 
  Vernon-Smith, laughing, untied the painter, but held on to the branch with his hand. Pon was anxious and eager for the boat to shove off; but it was for the Bounder to decide that. No doubt, the fact that he was going to stay at Gadsby Croft, where Pon was to be one of the party, influenced the Bounder. On tho other hand he was a Greyfriars man, and his feelings were rather naturally with his own school; and certainly, he rather despised the dandy of Highcliffe for running away from a single enemy; neither did he doubt that whatever the trouble was, Pon had started it. So perhaps it amused him to keep the Highcliffe fellow in suspense; perhaps he had not yet decided whether to help him or not. Anyhow, he held on to the branch, and watched Bob Cherry coming on breathlessly. 
  Sighting the boat and two Greyfriars fellows in it, Bob paused and looked— and spotted Pon! He ran down the bank. 
  “Got you, you rotter !”roared Bob. “Chuck that cur out, Smithy! Glad to see you men here—never knew you were in Berkshire ! Pitch that Highcliffe cad out on his neck, will you? I want him.” 
  The boat was about six feet off the bank—nothing for Bob to jump. The Bounder’s hand slid along the branch, and it floated out two or three feet more, Smithy still holding on. Bob stared at him, and the Bounder smiled. 
“What do you want him for ?“ asked Smithy. 
  “Well, I do want him,” said Bob; “and I suppose you’re not standing by a rotter like Ponsonby, Smithy? You don’t need me to tell you that he’s acted like a worm and a cad and a cur and a mean polecat! You know him as well as I do, so you can take the speech as read.” 
  Redwing laughed, and the Bounder chuckled. 
  “Still, you needn’t chuck him out, if you don’t want to touch him,” added Bob. “I’ll jump in for him!”
  Bob retreated a few paces, made a little run, and jumped. 
  As he jumped, the Bounder pushed off with a sudden thrust of his arm, and the boat shot out into the Kennet. Naturally, the leaping junior dropped short. 
  Splash! 
  Bob Cherry disappeared in the water and came up again drenched, and spluttering. 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Ponsonby.
 
[image: image6.jpg]



                            THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER. 
 
                                          Warm Work! 

“URRRRRGGH !” Bob Cherry gurgled. “Wurrrggh !” 
  “Ha, ha, ha!” yellcd Pon. 
  The Bounder grinned, and, taking an oar, kept the boat steady. Redwing’s face was dark and serious. Whatever the Bounder thought, Tom Redwing was in sympathy with Pon’s pursuer, and certainly not with Pon. 
  “Urrgh! You rotter!” gasped Bob, swimming, and glaring after the boat with a crimson and angry face. “What the thump—by gum, I’ve a jolly good mind to mop you up as well as Ponsonby, Smithy !”
  He swam after the boat with powerful strokes. The Bounder tooled it easily out of reach. 
  “Keep cool, old bean !” he suggested. “I dare say the Kennet will cool him !” chuckled Ponsonby. “You’re a sportsman, Smithy, old man ! Let’s get across.” 
  “Look here, Smithy—” began Redwing hotly, 
  “Oh, leave this to me, Reddy !” interrupted the Bounder. He grinned at the swimmer in the water.  I’ve asked you what you want Pon for, Cherry! Can’t you tell a fellow? I’m not handin’ him over without knowin’.” 
  Bob made an effort, reached the boat and grasped the gunwale. It rocked as he grasped hold. 
  “You cheeky rotter !” he gasped. “I’ll jolly well —” 
  “Let go this boat I” said the Bounder. 
  “I’ll see you hanged first!” I’m after Ponsonby, and I’m going to bag him and take him back; and if you don’t like it, you can lump it!” gasped Bob. 
  “That’s for me to say.” said Smithy coolly. “You silly ass, do you think you can bully me as if I were a Highcliffe funk? For two pins I’d knock you on the head with this oar !” 
  “You’ll be sorry if you do, you rotter !”panted Bob, 
  “Let go!” exclaimed the Bounder, threateningly. He had been quite undecided, at first, which side he was going to take in this peculiar dispute. But he had decided now. His arrogant temper was roused, at the mere idea of being overborne, 
  “Well, I won’t!” 
  “Look here, Smithy, chuck it.” exclaimed Redwing, sharply. “You know as well as I do that Ponsonby’s to blame, whatever the trouble is.’ 
  “How should I know?” sneered the Bounder. “I know that nobody’s going to bully me, or barge into my boat without my leave.” 
  “Put that Highcliffe cad on the bank, and let them settle it between them, then.” 
  “That’s what I want!” exclaimed Bob. 
  “Is it what you want, Pon?” asked the Bounder, with his sardenic grin. He was backing up Pon now; but he could not resist the temptation to taunt him, 
  Ponsonby scowled savegely. 
  “No, it isn’t !” he snarled. “The rest of the gang aren’t far away. They’ve been keepin’ me away from my friends, by force. All I want is to get away from the dingy crew.” 
  “And what did you do?” asked Redwing, contemptuously, 
  “Find out !” snarled Ponsonby. 
  “I’ll tell you what he did,” hooted Bob, “he hired a couple of gipsies to kidnap me and stick me in a van, tied up like a turkey. And we’re giving him a lesson about barging in, and we’re going on giving it to him, just as long as we jolly well choose.” 
  “As long as I choose, you mean.” suggested the Bounder. “It seems to me that I’m rather boss of this show.” 
  “Does it?” hooted Bob. “Well, you’ll find out that you’re jolly well mistaken, Smithy! I’m after Pon.” 
  He dragged himself up the gunwale. Ponsonby snatched up a boathook, with a savage gleam in his eyes. It was a dangerous weapon, with its sharp barbed end; but quite reckless of that, the Highcliffe fellow lifted it to lunge at Bob. 
  Redwing’s grasp was on him instantly. The boathook clattered down, and Pon sprawled across it, hurled headlong into the bottom of the boat by Tom’s strong arm. 
  “None of that!” said Redwing, tersely. 
  “Good man, Reddy !” gasped Bob. 
  “You rotter !”  shrieked Ponsonby, scrambling up. “You Greyfriars cad !”  
  Bob flung himself over the gunwale into the rocking boat. The next moment his grasp was on Ponsonby. The Highcliffian struggled. Vernon-Smith moved forward, with glinting eyes. 
  “Let that fellow go!”  he snapped. 
  “I won’t!” 
  “Then I’ll jolly well make you !”
  And the Bounder grasped at Bob, and dragged him over. The boat danced, almost capsizing, and shipping water. Bob, still grasping his enemy, sprawled, in the grasp of Herbert Vernon.Smitb. All of them were drenched by the wash of the Kennet that came over the gunwale. It did not matter much to Bob, who could hardly have got wetter. But Pon yelped, and the Bounder snarled with anger. 
  “Pitch him out !”  he panted. “Here, Reddy, lend a hand, and heave this dashed hooligan into the river I” 
  “I’ll do nothing of the kind.” snapped Redwing. 
  “Well, I can do it without your help.” growled Smithy. “Back up, Pon!” 
Right or wrong—the Bounder cared little which—he was on Pon’s side now, tooth and nail. The two of them grasped Bob Cherry hard, and they struggled in the bottom of the boat. Redwing, with a frowning brow, dipped an oar, and tooled the boat towards the bank again. He would not take a hand against his chum; but certainly he was going to take no hand against Bob.
  “Let go, Smithy !”  roared Bob, furiously. 
  “Out you go, you cheeky tick!” answered the Bounder. 
  The three were on their feet now, Smithy and Pon heaving at Bob to hurl him into the water. But it was not so easy to handle the champion fighting-man of the Greyfriars Remove. Bob’s blood was up now, and he was fighting hard. 
  He released one hand, clenched his fist, and hit out. His knuckles caught Vernon-Smith on the point of the chin, and Smithy went over backwards. His legs caught on the gunwale, and he pitched on his back into the Kennet. “Now for you, you rotter !”  panted Bob.
  Ponsonby simply crumpled up in Bob Cherry’s grasp. Redwing had brought the boat to the bank, and with a powerful heave, Bob sent the Highcliffe fellow spinning into the rushes. He jumped after him to the bank. 
  Vernon-Smith came up a few yards from the boat, swam to it, and caught hold. Redwing gave him a hand in, at the same time giving the boat a push away from the bank. It slid out into the Kennet again, leaving Bob on shore, dragging Pon up the bank. 
  The Bounder panted with rage. 
  “Pull in, Reddy, you rotter!” he yelled. 
  “Rats !”  
  “I’ll smash that rotter—” 
  “You won’t!” 
  With a dip of the oars, Tom Redwing sent the boat shooting out into the current. Almost in a moment, it was twenty yards away from the two fellows on the bank. Herbert Vernon-Smith turned on him, with clenched fists and flaming eyes. For a moment it looked as if the infuriated Bounder would hurl himself at his chum, hitting out right and left. Fortunately, he restrained his fury in time. Scowling, he turned to stare at the bank. 
  Pon, drenched and dripping, was on the path above the bank now, with Bob Cherry’s grip on his collar. He was going back the way he had come ! With a grasp of iron on his collar, and a foot ready to help him, Pon had no choice in the matter—unless he chose a fight to a finish—which he evidently had no idea of doing! White with rage, Ponsonby marched off, a prisoner !  And the Bounder, staring after him, burst into a laugh. 

                       THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 

                   Out of the Frying-Pan Into the Fire ! 

DARKNESS lay on the valley of the Kennet, and the pleasant vales of Berkshire. A crescent of moon glimmered from fleecy clouds, reflected in the stream as it rippled and flowed between shadowy banks. In the hikers’ tent, all but one were sleeping—and for a considerable distance any passer-by might have heard the deep and steady snore of Billy Bunter, and wondered whether it was the growl of thunder. But in that lonely spot there were no passers-by.  The hikers slept the sleep of youth, but Ponsonby was not asleep. Pon’s experiences had not made him sleepy! 
  He was wide awake, his eyes glinting in the darkness, planning escape. At the “witching hour” of night, Pon had not closed his eyes, while all the other fellows were deep in slumber, and assuredly not dreaming of Pon!” 
The hikers’ “hired man,” as Mauly playfully called him, stirred at last. He rose silently to his feet. He moved with the stealthy caution of a Red Indian. If one of the hikers awakened, Pon would be collared again—and he was taking no risks that he could help. His clothes had been dried round the stove, since his drenching in the Kennet; they were rather crumpled and shrunken, but they were dry. Pon had put them on again to sleep in, disdainfully and savagely refusing a share of the hikers’ blankets. He was fully dressed, even to his boots. All he had to do was to get out of the tent, if he could! 
  He moved inch by inch. 
  It was a fairly roomy tent; but with eight fellows in it, it was rather closely packed. It was not easy for the most cautious fellow to move without dis delete delete. turbing some of the other fellows. 
  Somehow, Pon managed it. 
  He reached the tent flap, and paused. 
  Bob Cherry was near him, his head resting on the rucsack that contained the Holiday Annual—the book with a secret, which was the cause of Pon’s long and obstinate pursuit of the Greyfriars hikers. Ponsonby debated whether to make a snatch at it. before he fled into the night. 
But he dared not !  Keen as he was to get hold of the book in which he believed that “Micky the Sprat” had placed a secret message, he was still more keen to get clear of the hikers while he had the chance. 
  He crept out of the tent. 
  Harry Wharton & Co. slept on. Packed among so many fellows, they had not supposed that the “hired man” would be able to steal out of the tent without giving an alarm. But Pon had succeeded. 
  He drew a deep breath of the cool night air, and looked round him. On one side was the Kennet, glimmering in the moonlight. On the other were deep, dark woods covering the slopes up from the river. Exactly where he was, and where was the nearest human habitation, Pon did not know. But a path led up through the woods, that by which the hikers had come, and he started to follow it. It would lead him to somewhere; and he cared little where, so long as it was a safe distance from the Greyfriars fellows. 
  Not that Pon had any intention of abandoning his feud, or giving up his quest of the Holiday Annual. But for the present, he was only anxious to escape. 
  The camp, and the glimmering river, disappeared behind. Deep woods, 
gloomy with shadows, were on either side of him; and from the shadows came the faint, strange sounds of the night. Pon glanced to right and left, uneasily, as he tramped on. It was past midnight, and the country was utterly lonely; and vague thoughts of rough tramps, and desperate poachers came into his mind. It was not the walk he would have chosen, had he had any choice in the matter. 
  On one side of the path were high palings, enclosing some large estate. Over the palings showed thick branches of trees. The palings were high, and strong, and pointed at the top, evidently to keep out trespassers. Whoever owned that wood did not want unauthorised persons barging into it. The path was deeply gloomy under overhanging branches, and . Pon could not see two yards before his nose. He came to a sudden stop, as he heard a sharp crack, that sounded to his startled ears like the report of a rifle. 
  His heart beat unpleasantly, 
  The sound was repeated again, and yet again. Then Ponsonby realized that it was not a gunshot. It was the cracking of wood. And he spotted the direction of the sound. 
  Someone—unseen by Pon—was breaking an opening into the park palings. Straining his eyes in the gloom, directed at the spot from which the sound came he dimly made out a dusky figure, and then another. The two men were not ten feet from him—but for that warning sound he would have walked fairly into them. 
  Pon stood quite still. 
  He did not need telling that men who were breaking a way through palings, at midnight, were breaking the law, as well as the palings. A fellow who wandered about wooded country in the middle of the night was likely to meet with strange characters—and Pon had met some! 
Another crack, and another!  Then a whispering voice in the gloom. 
  “That’s done it, Mike!” 
  “If anybody’s heard—” came a whisper back. 
  “Who’d hear, Mike? There’s no keepers on this side.” 
  “I dunno ! I know Sir Gilbert’s been making a row about his birds missing. I know that, Charle.” 
  “It’s all right, I tell you ! Gimme the bag. You foller me through.” 
  Ponsonby could have gasped with relief. They were going! 
  He could glimpse only moving shadows. But he heard a faint, brushing sound. Mike and Charley were squeezing through the gap they had made in the palings. The brushing sound continued from within the fence for a few moments, and then all was silent. 
  Mike and Charley—whoever Mike and Charley were—had gone into Sir Gilbert’s preserves—whoever Sir Gilbert was ! They had neither seen nor heard Pon, and the coast was clear again. Ponsonby waited till the last rustle had died away, and then tramped on again. 
  He passed the gap in the palings, and glanced at it as he passed. It was in a shady spot, under thick, overhanging branches; not likely to catch anyone’s eye in passing, before daylight, if a keeper happened to come that way. Pon gave it a glance, and passed on—and only a few moments later he gave a startled yell, as a hand fell on his collar, and he was suddenly grasped in the darkness. 
Over him towered a burly form. In the belief that it was one of the poacher gang who had seized him, Pon struggled wildly. 
  “Let go !” he ranted. 
  “Not so fast!” came a cool voice. “You’re one of them, I fancy” The grasp on Pon’s collar tightened as he struggled, and a light glimmered out. In the glimmer, Pon made out a burly figure in velveteens, and realised that it was not a poacher, but a keeper, who had seized him. A head was bent, and he saw a hard, weather-beaten face, with two keen eyes scanning him. “What are you doing here?” the voice went 
on. 
  “Oh! You’re a keeper!” gasped Pon, greatly relieved by the discovery. 
  “Guessed that?” said the keeper dryly. “Yes, I’m Sir Gilbert’s keeper, my lad, as I fancy you knpw.” He peered more closely at Ponsonby. “You’re young for this game; and you don’t look like a country lad, either.” 
  “You fool !” snapped Pon. “Do you think I’m a poacher?” 
  “I may be a fool,” said the burly man calmly, “but that’s just what I do think, my lad. I heard you breaking the fence.” 
  Evidently the path by that side of Sir Gilbert’s estate was not so clear of keepers as Charley had supposed. 
  “It was not I broke the fence,” snarled Pon, “and, if you had the sense of a rabbit, you’d see that I’m not a poacher. Let go my collar, confound you!” 
  “Where are the others?” asked the keeper. 
  “I saw two men go through the fence. Get after them, and leave me alone, you fool !” snarled Pon savagely. 
  “I fancy I’ll make sure of you, young man ! A bird in hand is worth two in the bush !” grinned the keeper.  He shut off the light, and gave a long, low, clear whistle—obviously a signal to other keepers. 
  “You idiot!” gasped Pon. “How dare you lay hands on me? This is a public path; you’ve no right to stop anybody here.” 
  “It’s a public path,” agreed the keeper, “but it’s very close to Sir Gilbert’s fence, my boy, and I’ve just heard the fence break. And I’ve never knowed anybody use this path at midnight before, unless he was a poacher. What are you doing here?” 
  “No business of yours.” 
“Well, you needn’t tell me—you can tell Sir Gilbert, when I send you up to the house.” The keeper whistled again. 
  Ponsonby trembled. Evidently the keeper was waiting for another man to come, to take his prisoner “up to the house.” Pon realised that the circumstances were suspicious enough. He had no fancy for being sent up to the house, with a hand on his collar, to explain himself to some stiff, suspicious, angry preserver of game. It was fairly certain that he would be kept in custody till he was able to give an account of himself. 
  “Will you listen to me, you fool?” Pon was too angry and alarmed to choose his expressions carefully. “I’m not a poacher, you dolt !” 
  “Fool and dolt, eh!” said the keeper grimly. “Go on! P’r’apa you’ll call Sir Gilbert a fool and a dolt!” He chuckled. 
  “I don’t know who Sir Gilbert is, you dummy; I’ve never even heard of him before.” 
  “You’ve heard of his birds, I fancy!” 
  “1 tell you, I was just passing along this path. I’m a Public-school man, you idiot!”
  “Keep it up!” said the keeper. ‘Larkin will be here in a minute, to take you in hand.” 
  “I tell you—” hissed Pon. He heard a sound of footsteps in the distance; Larkin was not far away. Pon was getting desperate. 
  “That will do!” said the keeper. “Larkin.” he called. 
  “That you, Mr. Churrock?” came a voice from the night. 
  Another keeper loomed up. 
  “Yes. They’re at it on this side— broke through the fence—and I’ve got a boy they was leaving on the watch. Here he is.” 
  Ponsonby set his teeth. 
  So far, he had stood unresisting in the keeper’s grasp, after the first momentary struggle. Struggling was useless! But in that extremity Post’s brain worked swiftly.  Suddenly he lowered his head, and, with all his strength, butted Mr. Churrock on his ample waistcoat. 
  “Ooooogh !” gasped Sir Gilbert’s head-keeper. 
  He staggered, his grasp on Pon’s collar relaxing. Instantly the Highcliffe fellow tore himself loose and darted away, down the path towards the river. Mr. Churrock, winded, staggered against the fence, pressing his hands to his circumference, and gurgling. 
  “Urrrgh!  Oooogh! After him, Larkin!  After him, quick! Oooogh !” 
Larkin dashed down the path after Pon. 

                   THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                    A Wild Night for Ponsonby! 

PONSONBY panted desperately. He ran hard; but behind him 
he heard the tramping feet of the keeper in pursuit, gaining 
at every stride. 
  He could not escape by running. Long before he got back to the bank of the Kennel he would be grasped from behind. He realised that as he ran—and he realised, too, that the matter was a good deal more serious now, since he had knocked out a keeper to make his escape. An awful vision danced before his eyes of a bench of dunderheaded country justices, all keen game preservers and fiercely down on poaching, sentencing him to three months’ hard labour! 
  Hiking with Harry Wharton & Co. was better than that! 
  But hp had no chance of getting back to the hikers’ camp ! Pursuit was too close behind! 
  As he ran, he remembered the gap in the palings. It was a way of escape from immediate capture, at least. 
  Leaving the path, he plunged into that deeply shadowed spot, and went headlong through the gap. 
  Within the fence he fell, and lay panting. 
  Had Larkin followed him, he would certainly, have captured the dandy of Highchiffe on the spot, without difficulty. 
  But Larkin could not see that gap in the dark, and he went tramping and thundering past it. 
  Ponsonby lay gasping for a few moments, and then he picked himself up and peered through the gap in the fence. 
  A gasping, gurgltng sound approached. Mr. Churrock, still rather winded, was following the underkeeper slowly. 
  Ponsonby waited breathlessly for him to pass on, when the coast would be clear, and he could dodge out again and escape. 
  But Mr. Churrock did not pass on. The sound of the under-keeper’s footsteps were heard returning, and Mr. Churrock waited for him to come, stopping only a couple of yards from the gap where Ponsonby stood peering. 
  “Got him, Larkin?  ” gasped the head-keeper. 
  “No, sir—” 
  “You let him get away from you?” 
  “He ain’t got away, sir.” answered Larkin. “He’s stopped somewhere along the path. I know that. I’d have had him if he’d kept on.” 
  “Gone into Sir Gilbert’s woods, then,” said Churrock. “There’s a gap in the fence along here somewhere—I heard them breakin’ it. He’s gone to warn the gang that we’re after them. Find the place, Larkin. My word1 I’m fair winded ! They’ll give him six mouths for this!”
  “Yes, Mr. Churrock.’ 
  The under-keeper turned on a light, and groped along the palings. Pon, breathing hard with rage, stepped back from the gap, In another moment he would have been seen. 
  There was no escape now by way of the path outside the fence.     Ponsonby darted back among the trees. 
  He heard the voice of the under-keeper. 
  Here’s the place, Mr. Churrock ! Three of the palings out, and lying here ! This is the way they went !” 
  “You get after them, Larkin. I’ll stay here and stop the hole.” said the head-keeper. “I’ll get George and Harris here in a few minutes, and send them after you.” 
  Larkin squeezed through the gap in the fence. 
  Ponsonby did not linger. 
  He ran on through the wood, bumping into trees in the dark, stumbling, falling, picking himself up, and running on again. 
By the sounds behind him, he knew that the keeper heard him and was in pursuit.. 
  By this time, the dandy of Highcliffe would have given a great deal to be safe back in the hikers camp!  He had got out of the frying-pan into the fire, with a vengeance!He was on enclosed land now—a trespasser, if not a poacher —and close at hand there were poachers at work ! If they captured him, how was he to prove that he had nothing to do with it? 
He stumbled over a sprawling root, and fell. The next moment a figure was bending over him. 
  Pon was utterly desperate now. 
  He jabbed up with a clenched fist, catching Larkin suddenly in the eye, and the keeper started back, lost Isis footing, and sat down. 
  Pon was up in a second, running again. Larkin, muttering expressive words, caressed his damaged eye for a few moments before taking up the pursuit once more. 
  Breathless, panting, Pon ran, and wound and dodged among the bewildering trees, hoping and praying that he would find some other way out of Sir Gilbert’s estate. He could no longer hear Larkin behind him; That jab in the eye had slowed down the pursuit! 
  Suddenly, as he plunged among the trees, he heard a husky voice. It was so close that it made him jump. 
  “Look out. Charley) They’re arter us.” 
  “You got the bag, Mike?” 
  “Yes. Look out—” 
  Ponsonby would have backed off; he knew that he had run into the poachers. But he had no chance. Hands grasped him in the darkness, and he was flung to the around. 
  “‘Old him !” hissed Mike.  “If it’s Churrock, I’ll give him one with this here stick !”
  “Easy—it’s a boy !” panted Charley. 
  “A boy! What’s a boy doin’ ‘ere?” 
  “Quiet !” 
  “Let me go 1” panted Ponsonby. “Oh, let me go!  I—” 
  “Quiet you young fool, if you don’t want to be knocked on the ‘ead !” said the unseen Charley, in a fierce whisper. 
  Pon was silent! The two poachers, bending over him and holding him, were listening breathlessly. But there was no sound in the dark wood save the echo of a far away faint whistle. If Larkin was still hunting Pon, he had lost the track. 
  “All quiet !” said Charley, at last. “I reckoned they ‘ad us, Mike! But, my eye, what’s a kid like this doin’ at this game?” 
  “Young raskil !” said Mike. 
  “I believe you!” said Charley. “Startin’ early, anyhow. Here you— speak in a whisper! If you bring the keepers down on us, you won’t know what ‘appens next! Who are you?” 
  “I—I m a schoolboy ! I—I got into the wood by accident. Let me go !” groaned Ponsonby. 
  Charley chuckled hoarsely. 
“Nice time o’ night for scboolboys to be takin’ walks!” he remarked. “Don’t you try telling lies to me, young ‘un! Was somebody arter you?” 
  “Yes — the keepers !” gasped Ponsonby. “They’re following me—they may come this way any minute.” 
  “Oh, my eye I” 
  Ponsonby hoped that that statement would alarm the poachers into flight and cause them to release him.  Instead of which, they dragged him deeper into the thickets, and crouched there with him. Pon resisted, but only for a moment, as Mike twisted his arm savagely. 
  “Quiet, you!” snarled Mike. “If they catches us they’ll find you with your ‘ead cracked, whoever you are, Mister Schoolboy !”
  Pon lay quiet in the thicket, between the crouching poachers. Close by him lay a bag, which was full of something —poached birds, evidently. The two rogues had not been wasting their time in the wood. Pon could have groaned aloud as he lay there—but he dared make no sound!  What was to happen to him if the keepers caught him in the actual presence of the poachers und the stolen birds? He thought of the hikers’ camp by the Kennet with deep longing! But it was too late to think of that! 
  For a good half-hour the poachers waited and listened. Then there was a sound of rustling and a glimmering light among the trees. 
  “They’re coming !” breathed Mike. 
  “We got to chance it now, Mike! ‘Ook it! Stick to the bag !” whispered Charley. 
  Ponsonby suddenly found himself alone. The two wary rascals were creeping away stealthily. Pon sat up dizzily. There was a sudden shout, a sound of running feet, and a fall. Stealthy as they were the poachers had been sighted—and Mike’s stick had landed on somebody’s head. There was a crashing and rustling that died away in the distance. Then Ponsonby suddenly felt himself seized by the arm from behind. 
  “Here’s one of them !” shouted a voice. 
  Ponsonby was dragged out of the thicket, 
  Three keepers surrounded him, and a light glimmered on his face. 
  “That’s the boy !” exclaimed the burly Churrock. “Hold him—he’s a dangerous customer! He butted me over and got away, an hour ago.” 
  “Let me go !” screamed Ponsonby, almost in hysterics. “I tell you I’m not a poacher, you dashed fool !” 
  “That’s enough! Here are some of the birds they’ve dropped.” said Churrock. “The young rascal warned them in time, and they’ve got clear! Get after them, and I’ll take this young scoundrel to my cottage and lock him in till morning. Slr Gilbert wouldn’t like to be disturbed this time of night.” 
  “You fool !” yelled Ponsonby. “You dare to lock me in !” 
  “He’s got a lot of cheek for a young ‘un at the game !” said Larkin.  “Look at my eye! Jabbed me in the eye he did, when I nearly had him! Mind he don’t dodge you, Mr. Churrock, sir.” 
  “I’ll take care of that !” said Mr. Churrock grimly. 
  And Ponsonby was led away, with a grip on his arm that was like a steel vice. All the way to Mr. Churrock’s cottage, Ponsonby expostulatcd and protested, raved and threatened, but Mr. Churrock turned a deaf ear. When the gamekeeper’s cottage was reached at last, Pon was slung into a shed, and the door shut and locked on him. 
  There hp was left to wait till morning —when it would please Sir Gilbert to see him—Sir Gilbert, evidently, being too important a person to be awakened on account of a young poacher! And Pon’s feelings, as he waited, could not have been expressed in words. 

                     THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
                          
                             An Old Acquaintance! 

“HERE, wake up, you!” 
  A rough shake awakened Ponsonby. 
  The dandy of Highcliffe had thrown himself, at last, on a heap of straw in the corner of the shed and slept. He was utterly weary; and he slept soundly enough; indeed, it seemed to him that he had only just closed his eyes when the rough shake dragged him back from dreamland to dismal reality. He started up, staring. Churrock’s weather-beaten, grim face was bending over him. Bright sunshine streamed in at the doorway—it was well on in the morning. 
  “Up with you I” grunted Sir Gilbert’s head-keeper. “You’re wanted.” 
He jerked Ponsonby to his feet. 
  “Oh, you rotter! You fool I” panted Ponsonby. “I’ll have you prosecuted for this, you scoundrel !” 
  Churrock stared at him blankly for a moment, and then gave a grufflaugh. 
  “Well, that’s a good one !” ho said. “You’re going to see Sir Gilbert now— and then you’ll go before the justice. And if you’re too young to be sent to ‘ard labour, you’ll go to a reformatory. Prosecute me, will you? Well, that’s a good one!” 
  Chuckling gruffly, the keeper led Ponsonby from the shed. From the cottage door, a buxom dame, apparently Mrs Churrock, gave the wretched Pon a compassionate glance. 
  “Is that the young poacher, Albert ?“ she asked. 
  “That’s the young raskil.” answered Churrock. 
  “He looks very young !” said the good dame. “I hope Sir Gilbert won’t be hard on him, Albert.” 
  “Hard as nails as you ask me, Emily. Look at the birds he’s had pinched by this boy and his gang.” 
  “You silly fool !” yelled Ponsonby. “I’m not a poacher, you blithering idiot! I’m a Public-school man, and my father’s a baronet !”
  Churrock blinked at him. Mn. Churrock stared. It was true enough, but appearances were against Pon. His wild night had told on him. His clothes were muddy, dirty, torn, and untidy, his face grubby, his hands unclean—his hat was gone, and his hair wildly tousled. He looked as disreputable a ragamuffin as could have been found within the limits of the county of Berks. His knutty friends at Highcliffe would have had to look at him twice or thrice, to recognise their knutty Pon ” 
“  Well, my word!” said Churrock. “Ark at him, Emily !”
  “Is the poor boy in his right mind, Albert ? ” asked the pitying Mrs. Churrock, 
  “Danged if I think he is!” said the gamekeeper. “Anyhow, balmy or not, he’s got to see Sir Gilbert. ‘Bring him along after breakfast’ Sir Gilbert says to me. ‘I’ll see him then.’ he says. Come on, young cracked-pate !” 
  And Pon, furious and fuming, was led away. Se arrived in a wide and handsome drive, lined with beeches, which led away up to a rather stately house in the distance. Standing on the drive was an elderly gentleman in shooting clothes, with a red nose and white whiskers. He had two large and watery eyes, in one of which a gold-rimmed eyeglass was stuck. 
  This was Sir Gilbert Frump, lord of the manor, owner of vast acres, chiefly occupied in the important business of preserving unhappy birds for the pleasure of shooting them afterwards! That occupation, in Sir Gilbert’s watery eyes, was one of immense importance, and anyone who interfered with it was an unmitigated rascal. 
  He was talking to a stout red-faced man, evidently a farmer, on the drive near the gates, The farmer seemed vaguely familiar to Pon’s eyes as Churrock led him up to the spot. As he came nearer, he recognised the man —it was the farmer the hikers had met at the stile the previous day, and who had been a little alarmed by Pon’s alleged insanity. But the stout man did not recognise this dishevelled scarecrow as the elegant fellow he had seen with the Greyfriars hikers. 
  Sir Gilbert’s eyeglass gleamed round at Churrock and Pon. His brow darkened grimly. 
  “Wait a minute, Codgers !” he rapped. 
  “Certainly, Sir Gilbert.” answered Codgers, stepping back. The farmer’s manner to Sir Gilbert was intensely respectful— perhaps because Sir Gilbert was so great a man, or perhaps because he wanted his lease renewed. 
  “So this is the young scoundrel, hey?” jerked out Sir Gilbert, fixing his eye, and his eyeglass, on Cecil Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe. “Caught in the act, hey? The others got away, hey? Caught with the dead birds beside him, hey? By Jove! The Bench will make an example of the young scoundrel ! Hey !By Jove !” 
  “You can’t charge me.” howled Ponsonby. “I haven’t done a thing! I was running away from this fool of a keeper, when I got into your rotten 
wood. My name’s Ponsonby—” 
  Mr. Codgers, the farmer, gave a start. He had been scanning Pon very curiously, as if half-recognising him. That name struck him at once, and he recognised the fellow he had seen with the hikers. His honest red face was quite pitying, as he stepped nearer to the irate Sir Gilbert. 
  “I’ve seen this lad before, Sir Gilbert.” said the farmer. 
  “What? What! You’ve seen him, Codgcrs! An old offender, no doubt!” barked Sir Gilbert. “What was ho doing! Stealing your chickens, hey? Stealing apples from your orchard, hey? What?” 
  “Oh! No !” gasped Mr. Codgers. “I don’t think there’s any harm in him, sir !” He tapped his forehead significantly, and Sir Gilbert started and stared. “Not quite right in the head !”said Mr. Codgers in a low voice.     Ponsonby trembled with rage. 
  “What What?” stuttered Sir Gilbert. “What? By Jove ! You don’t say so, Codgcrs? Where did you see him? In some lunatic asylum, what, what? Keep hold of his arm, Churrock! Keep an eye on him!” 
  “I’ve got him safe, Sir Gilbert. My wife thought he was a little queer in the head.” said Churrock. “He says he’s a baronet’s son—” 
  “What? What? Impudence! Impertinence! The young rascal!  Is he mad, Codgers? How do you know he’s mad? Vshat?” 
  “I’m not mad !” shrieked Ponsonby frantically. “My name’s Ponsonby, and I belong to Highcliffe School—” 
  “Don t argue with Sir Gilbert, my poor boy.” said Mr. Codgers kindly. “Keep calm—keep quiet ! I saw this boy yesterday, sir ! His name is Jones, but he thinks sometimes that he’s named Ponsonby, and sometimes that he’s the King of England, or the Shah of Persia.” 
  “By Jove!” gasped Sir Gilbert. “Hold him tight, Churrock!” 
  “He must have escaped from the persons in charge of him.” said the farmer. “A party of very nice boys— very kind boys, indeed—who were taking him about, because the open air is good for him. They told me so! He must have run away from them !” 
  “Did you run away from the persons in charge of you, boy?” boomed Sir Gilbert. “What? What? Answer me.” 
  “Yes!” gasped Ponsonby. Little as he desired to be taken for a lunatic, wandering away from his keepers, it occurred to Pon that this meeting with the farmer was rather fortunate for him. It was better to be let off as a lunatic than charged as an accomplice of poachers before a Bench of wooden-headed country justices. No doubt he could, in the long run, have prove who and what he was; but he certainly could not have proved that he was not “in” with Oharley and Mike! The circumstantial evidence against him was altogether too strong. At the very best, he would have been detained in custody for a good many days while inquiries were made. That was an awful prospect. 
  “You’re sure it’s the same boy, Mr. Codgers ?” demanded Sir Gilbert, eyeing Ponsonby very suspiciously. He seemed unwilling to lose his poacher. 
  “Oh, quite, Sir Gilbert.” said the farmer. ‘If the boys could be found, they’d identify him at once, I’ve no doubt, though he’s got himself into such a state I didn’t know him at first.” 
  “He must be detained.” said Sir Gilbert. “He was found by my keepers in my woods, with dead birds beside him—it looks too suspicious! The boys in charge of him are not here—” 
  “I can tell you where they are !” gasped Ponsonby. “They’re hiking, and they’re camped on the Kennet, at the end of the path, where I met this keeper.” 
  “What do you think, Churrock?” asked Sir Gilbert. “If the boy’s out of his senses, ho may have placed himself in suspicious circumstances. What? What?” 
  “If the boys are to be found where he says, Sir Gilbert, they can be sent for.” said the head-keeper doubtfully. “I could lock him in the shed again till they’re fetched !” 
  At that moment, from the road that passed the gates that opened on the drive, came the sound of a voice singing—not a tuneful voice, perhaps, but a very merry and cheery one. 
 
                       “Who cares for a bike, 
                        Or a car, or a trike? 
                        What I like 
                        Is to hike, hike, hike !“ 

  Ponsonby had never supposed that he would be glad to hear the voice of Robert Cherry of the Greyfriars Remove. But at this critical moment it came like divine music to his ears. And as the cheery hikers swung into sight by the open gateway, Ponsonby yelled to them frantically. 

                           THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 

                                 Hikers to the Rescue! 

“G ONE!” 
  “The gonefulness is terrific “ 
  “Gone from our gaze like a beautiful dream !”
  “Good riddance to bad rubbish !“ 
  “Oh gad! We’ve lost our hired aian I” 
  Such were the remarks of the Greyfriars hikers, when they woke in the morning and found that Ponsonby was gone. 
  But it did not worry them very much. They had intended to give Pon a longer lesson, and to make him thoroughly tired of barging in; but certainly they had not enjoyed his company.  He was gone, and he had, as Bob remarked, taken his bad temper and his scowling face with him. So that was that—and the hikers let it go at that, 
  After a dip in the Kennet, and brekker, the hikers took the road. They did not expect to see Ponsonby again— he had had ample time to get far away; and they had no idea of the wild and weird adventures that had happened to Pon in the night. From the banks of the Kennet a lane led them to a high road, and they followed the road—noticing, without any particular interest, that it led past the gates of a large country establishment. 
  Those gates stood open, revealing a drive within, shaded by beech-trees. Bob Cherry was singing in the exuberance of spirits that fine morning, and Johnny Bull was politely requesting him to hiut the brake on, when the whole party were startled by a yell from the drive within the gateway. 
“Wharton! Cherry! You Greyfriars fellows I Coma here l Help I” 
“What the jolly dickens t” exclaimed Bob, suddenly ceasing to carol, and staring round blankly. “That’s Pon’s toot I” 
Pon !“ gasped Wharton. 
The hikers faced round to the gateway in utter amazement. Having as they had supposed, seen the last of I’on. sonhy, they were surprised to hear his voice—and utterly amazed to hear him calling to them. Pen, however, was not particular; he was as willing to make use of foes as of friends. All he wanted was to get away from Sir Gilbert, and the grip of Churrock’s horny hand—even if,it landed him again with the Grey- friars hikers. 
“The esteemed Pon 1” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singli. “But what has—” 
“He, he, lie I I say, you fellows, Pon looks as if he’s had a high old time I” chuckled Billy Bunter. 
i’on did, undoubtedly I Dirty and grubby and torn and scratched and woebegone, Pea looked anything but his usual natty self. Harry Wharton & Co. hardly knew him, except by his voice. 
They stared at the group on the drive. They recognised the jovial red.faeed farmer at once. 
“That’s the joliy old farmer we met yesterday,” said Bob. “But who’s the old johnny with the white whiskers? And what the thump are they doing to Pon ?“ 
“They’ve got him !“ said Nugent. “Goodness knows why I” 
“Will you come here I” yelled Pon frantically. 
Sir Gilbert and Churrook and Mr. Codgers all looked towards the gateway and the hikers ,outside. Mr. Codgers gave them a smile, and waved his hand. 
“These are the boys, Sir Gilbert,” lie said. “I’ve no doubt they’re looking for this poor young fellow.” 
“Huh I” grunted Sir Gilbert. “By Jove! Well, I’ll hear what they have to say., If this boy’s mad, he seems to know his keepers I Call them here.” 
Mr. Codgers trotted down to the gates. 
“Will you lads step in 1” he asked. “That poor boy has been getting into trouble. He’s taken up as a ,poacher.” 
“Oh, my hat! A—a pip-pip-poacher I” atutterod Bob Cherry. 
lie wandered last night into 
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Sir Gilbert Frump’s woods, where poach sag was going on, and the gamekeepers took him,” said the farmer. “Ho’B been locked in a shed all night—” 
“Oh, my hat !“ 
“Sir Gilbert is going to charge him with poaching—but you can identify him. Please come this way.” 
The good-natured farmer led the hikers up the drive. Sir Gilbert scanned them frowningly through his eyeglass. If Pon was a wandering lunatic, Sir Gilbert certainly did not want to, detain him, in cus,tody and charge him with poaching. Still, he was rather reluctant to lose his victim. Sir Gilbert had lost a good many birds and his view was, that somebody ought to be made to tmart for it. 
“Who are you?” he barked. 
“Us!” aned Bob Cherry pleasantly. A Remove fellow of Greyfriars was not to be browbeaten, even by so big a gun as Sir Gilbert Frump, of Fruipp Park, Berkshire. 
“What? What? By Jove! What does the boy mean 1” fumed Sir Gilbert. Here, you, what’s your name ?“ 
“Wharton, sir I” answered Harry. 
“Oh! Vell, Wharton, if that’s your name, do you know this boy? What? What? Answer me directly! What? By Jove I” 
Yes, I certainly know him,” answered Harry. “He was with us yesterday, and he ran away from our tent last night.” 
“You’re in charge of him—what, what?” 
“We were till he got away, certainly,” answered harry, smiling. “He bolted while we were asleep. Hasn’t he told you who he is 
“Has be told you he’s the Shah of Persia, sir?” asked Bob Cherry solemnly. 
“Hey! What P No! He’s told my keeper some nonsense about being a baronet’s son, I believe. If - you’re taking care of a boy out of his wits, you should take more care of hun I What do you mean by letting him wandr about the, country?” demanded Sir Gilbert testily. “What, what I Re was found in my woods, mixed up with poachers, by Jove I” 
“He’s always in some trouble, sir,” said Frank Nugent politely. “There never was such a fellow for hunting for trouble. He’s really given us no rest since we took him in hand.” 
“It’s not easy to look after a fellow like that, sir !“ said Johnny Bull. “But we’ll take care he doesn’t cut again, if you hand him over to us.” 
“Yaas, certainly,” said Lord Maul.’ 
Verer. 
Sir Gilbert grunted. 
“Take him out of my gates, Ohurrock, and let him go with his keepers,” he said. “See them off my land.” 
“Yes, Sir Gilbert.” 
Churrock led Pon down the, drive to the gate. The hikers went with them, with smiling faces. In the road, Churrock r9leased Pen, touched his hat to the hikers, and went in again. The hikers surrounded Pon in a smiling crowd., 
“Found our lost sheep again I” chuckled Bob Cherry. 
“You rotters!” breathed Ponsonby. 
“Is that how you thank us for getting you out of tiat scrape?” asked Johnny null. “Fellows can be sent to prison for poaching.” 
“I haven’t been poaching, you silty idiot!” 
“Looks as if you hovel I can tell you that that old bean with the ornamental whiskers would have had you run in: if ho hadn’t fancied jou were a lunatic,” said Johnny. “If you haven’t been poaching on his estate, what did you get mixed up with poachers fort’! 
