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SENTENCED TO
THE STEWPOT!

e “cwdiy g ”:ELfﬁE;:fﬂ
BTy

ly & Co.of St Sam's and thel
Jolly h&d&‘mﬁuﬂ Dr. B;r:;emuﬂ.r '

" By DICKY NUGENT

Ratter-tat-bang-bang |

“Trot in, fathead "
Eirchemall sle-afiiy.

And Jack Jolly & Ca. chuckled.

mermered Dr.

The chums of the 8t -Bam’s Fourth |

wera finding preshus litile to chuckle
n;_:rnut nn:a they were the prisovers
of a tribe of savages on a tropp
island. But the Head's little mistake
struck them ms commical.

“He fansics he's back at 3t Sam's,”
g:inmad Frenk Fesriess. * Wonldn't

ive something to be back there in

reality T

“Ha, ha! Yes, rather!”

The juniors’ larfter woke up Dr.
Birchemall with s etart.
“ Blesas sole |7 he gaspad. “For

& moment I thought I was in my study
again, snd thet somebody had jusi
nocked on the door! But all the time
[ find I am Eiﬂg—"

© “You usually are, sir, aren’t youi"

*Ha, ha, ha17?

.“ﬁing on the beach of this beestly
island [ finished the Head, with =
glare at the yewmorous Fearless,
“What's that drumming sound, boys—
the sound I mistook for someone nock-
iﬂg on my study door?® '
¥ It's the cannibals over there, sir,
doing their war-dance,” replied Jolly,

frowning, as he dg:.w’i at the natives
it T e

round a s on L

sandy beach. “What
Fou can he’r is the beat-
ing of their tom-toms.™

The Head shuddered.

“This bests the
hand 1™ htﬁh groaned. “1I
supposc they are going
to perform some weerd,
barbarick rites to selly-
brate our capture ™

Hymer Kerr, whose
flight from England
with Mr. Fearless” etolen
plans had led them all
to their present plite,
larfed grimly.

“We shall soen know
sll about if,” he said.
*Here they come!™

A crowd of natives came prancing
towards them, headed by a grinning
savage who wore a -:‘:h_efn hat and a
white apron, and carried & bi H'IMF
Jadle in his hand. Dr. Birchemall
Lbrightened up at the site of him, and
of the big black pot which the natives
were carrying in their midst,

“Perhaps they're not such a bad lot
of fellows, after all,” he said hoapfully.
“It certsinly looks as if they are
‘bringing ud sorae soup. If they are, I,
for one, can do justiss to it 1"

“Bame hersa!"

The procession stopped before the
prisoners, and the nonotonous beeting

=5 A . =& ﬂ&
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of the tom-toms ceased. Dr, Birchem-
all put on & nervuss and ingratisting
smile as the island chef paused in
front of him.

“G-g-good | afternoon!”

he stam-
ntered. " Mice weather we're having
Iately, sren’t we? Er—isn't it getiing

1 rather nedr dinnér-timeat™

The islander showed his teeth in &

broad grio, :

- “foon ot um dinner,” he chuckled,

in pigeon iigh. *“Muchee. soup,

plenty good 17 :
“Ripping 1" said the Head, his

aE

mouth fairly wetering, soOner
1 E‘ct mine, the better. I'm famished 1"
he savage, looked serprized.

“No can do,” be said. “Plepty Bi:wd
au%ga for us fellers, what you tinki”

- Dr. Birchemall frowned.

“Look here, don't be v &and
skoff the lot yourselves, you Eknow.
SBurely you can ré.some for mel
I'm starving, I tell you ¥

“No savvry. You makee moup.”

“Me muke the sonp?” It was the

4 Hlead's turh Yo look mepprized mow.

“But I'm o completa dud at cooking.
1 can't make soup for toffy 1"

The chef grinmed more hroadly than
aver.

“No savvy., Us fellers boil um pot,
E&m; fmkﬁ soup plenty
n .I‘J

*He duzzent mean he wanis vou to

meke the soup, sir,” eggsplained Fear-
less, as the stared blankly at the
white-cappad save “HE MEANB
HE WANTS TO KE XYOU INTOD
00P 1" i lor a

A gars a spread over the
Hu.dgs &il.l?-ltpﬂl-ﬂﬂ words. He gave a
yell of protest :

alona,
black rottera! I refuse to be made into
Eﬂupﬂt HEIPIEE i 2 4

o B & u r lip, sir,” eai
Ep LTS waﬂﬁa P

“¥arocoo! Lemme Fou

Jack JﬂH;r.I el IEI{:- nurkfmﬁt to
save 2 eeve I'm working m
b-r:-ndirﬁu now, " A e

" Good old Joliy I breethed Fearless.
o Trﬁ' not to gek inte soch -a stew, sir
We' et you out of it somechow or
other, depend on it! Keep cool 1™

“A fat lot of good it in telling me
to keep cool when I'm going to be
stewed |”* hooted. the Head, as the
islanders seezad him pod lifted him into
the pot. “Help!”

“Don't worrit, sic.” grinned Pete

good. What you

domitable kaptin of the

August 185th, 1939,

Leary, the leader of the mutineers from
the Mary Ann. “It'l] be hours afore
they start cookin’ yer; an’ a lot can
’i.;r]?en in that time. Did you say
vou're breakin' young Felles 1™

*“¥Yes, rather! I've got my hends
free ndw,” panted Jolly. “In & few
minnits I can, release the rest of you,
and we can put up & fight for it.”

Pete Leary's cunning, .crafty .eves
traveiled mcross the bay to "the Mary
Ann and tbe Baucy Bal, which were
both at anchor off the shore.

“I know s much better: plan nor
that,” he grinned. “Now we're in thid
pickle there’s no "arm in a-tellin’ yer

that all the blokes as disd red from
the Mary Ann are ~ap in the
"old 1

“ My hat 1"

“If you can sneak down to the water
unseen an' swim across to the Ihi-pi;ﬂu'
can release - 'em’ all,” ‘wemt on Pete
Leary. “Theré’s arms an’ ammunition
on hoard, an’ ¥ they make up & rescus
party -an’ arm: theirselves proper -ihey
;:j:mm here natives eady "

“It's a risky biziness, old chap,™
nieimered Frank Feapless  “The s
is siimply swarming with sharke"

Jolly’s eves fla

' 8o much the better I” -he said. ™ A
scrap or two with sharks will releeve

-the monotony of the jong swim 1

“Good Jolly 1"

Twub.mi?nitu Ia.él_er, whimhzuntﬁ:he:
were bizzily parading up wn -
beach, d::m.rl-;j.rr-’:llall Dr. Birchemall in the
stewpot on  their brawny shoulders,
gda.f:k Jolly dipped down to-the water's-

£e. ;

He gave a last lock back before
plunging mto the sea, - prisomers
were ali i uﬁ, 50 IO ds - were
waved in fareweli; bat to mdke op for
that tli:hl? wera plenty of waving palms.

Without making the slitest sound,
Jolly entered the water. Boon he was
swimming--out inio the bay with the
speed .of a torpado!

Shark  after shark attacked the in-
i Bt. Sam’s
Fourth in the course of that fateful
swim. But Jack Jolly was ss slippery
as an eel, and each time one of the
monsters opened its grate jaws it was
only to | that 148 intended pray had
eluded it! Twice he had to stop to
drive back too attentive attackers. A
vicious kick on the snout sent one spin-
ning back mto the ocean depths, and a
terrifick punch on the head
another horse de combat.

It was the first time ‘on record, Jolly
refleckted wimsically, that a 5t -Sem's
fellow had administered the nock-out to
a mau-eating shark { -

The neat hull of the Mary Ann
loomred up before him at last, and Jollyv
headed for the repe-lsdder that still
dangled in water where the
islanders had left it. .

'.‘duanﬁghﬂai t}ﬂafhﬂ island, the IHiﬁd
was yelling for help ever more lou
as he felt himself. jolted about in ﬂ-:i
stewpot and beard the tom-toms beat
ing more and more furiously.

(Continued on page 37.)
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THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS FLOAT INTO MYSTERY, FUN AND
EXCITEMENT ON OLD FATHER THAMES!
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Morping On The River !
BILLY BUNTER stirred in his

sleep.
He did not wake,

Rolled uwn blankets and rugs, on
the boat Water-Lily, moored to a
bunch of willows on th-: banks of the
Thames, the Owl of the Bemove was
&Ieepm# as soundly as if he had heen
in bed in the dermitory at Greylriars
School,

It was a bright August merning.

Five fellows had turncd out of the
tent ashore. They had not dressed
yet—and they had towels over their
arms. Harry Wharton & Co. werc
going to begin the day by a dip in
the river.

First, however, they called Bunter,
Bunter was not likely to want a dip
in the viver. Had it been suggested
that Billy Bunter should take a bath,
he would have replicd rﬂprﬂdnhmlly
that he thought it was a holida

But therc was no reason why unter
should not begin getiing breakfast
while the other fellows had their dip.

That would save time and enable
the Greyfriars party to make an
earlier start up the river. So they
ealled Bunter! They ealled him
gingly, and they called him all
together ! They called him long, angd
they called him loud. DBut answer
there eame none, Bunter slept on!

“ Bunter I shouted Harry Wharton,
" Wake up !”

*Turn out, you fat slacker ! hooted
Johnny Bull.

Ihu:nons on tlw llmzn'

Bob Cherry opened fire with the soda syphon—and Ponsonby got
the benefit of it !

“Show a howled
Frank Nugent.

“Eallm hallo, hallo!” roarcd Bolr
Cherry, in 8 voice that might have
awakened all late slecpors between
Kingston and Sunbury., *Get a move

on, Bunter! Bunter! Buut:,T Bunt 1#

“The snoezefulness is terrific !” re-
marked Furree Jamset Ram Singh,
with a dusky griu.

“Bunter ! roaved all
torether,

Snore !

“T'I7wake him!" said Bob.
jumped into the boat,

The Water-Lily rocked at ber moor-
ings as he landed, and the fab figure
in “the blankets rolled a little. But
Bunter: «did not wake. He gave a
erunt, and scttled dewun again to
suore.

Bob leaned over him with a cheery
grin on his face. He put his mouth
abont an inch from a fat ear, collected
all his cnergy, and bawled,

Stentor, of ancient times, mizht
lave cuvied that bawl! It might
have awakcned the Seven Sleepers of
Ipheaus all at once. It even awakened
Billy Bunter!

“ Bunter 1” bhawled Bob in that fat
€ar.

Bunter's snore changed into a
startled gasp! His eyes opened and
lie atarted up in alarm.

leg, Bunter!™-

the five

He

C'rack !

A bullet hicad established contact
with a nose!

I'evhaps Bob had not cxﬁmt{:d
Bunker to awaken so suddenly! At
all cvents, he did not withdraw his
head in time! That bullet, head
gmote his nose like a mallet; and
Bob gave another roar—this time ¢x-
pressive of anguish. He stumbled
and sat down in the Water-Lily,
clusping both hands to his nose,

SOh ' roared Bob, “Ow! Oooh!
My Loke! Ow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from the bank,
Four members of ‘the Co. scemed
amused.

Billy Bunter, with his head emery-
ine from the blankets, like that {if
a toiteise from its shell, Dblinked
round him and rubbed a fat head
with-a fat hand.

“Owi” he gasped. “I say, you
fellows, wharrer marrer? I've banged
my head on something !”

“Ha, ha, ha!'!”

“You blithering owl, it was my
nosc 1 howled Bob Cherry. " You've
knoeked it right through to the back
of my head!”

“Eh!” Bunter ]gmp{:d for lis
spectacles, jammed them on his little
fat nose, and blinked at Bob. " Serve
Wharrer you waking o
1,’&44.

you nghtf
Tne Macner LiseiRy.—NO.

(Copyright in the United Btates of Amerioa. Al sights ressrved, and repraduction without permission strictly forhlddon
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fellow up for? Think I'm
zet up early in the hols?”

“It’s seven o'clock, Bunter ! called
out Harry Wharton.

Bunter pave him a withering
rlare,

*Seven o'clock I he howled. “ Think
I'm going to get up at seven o'clock?
You can call me again at half-past
uine, if you like.”

Bob Cherry scrambled to his feet.

He had a pain in his nose, He felt
as if it had been drivem in, like a
natl,

Billy Bunter settled down again to
sleep. Bunter was good for at least
two hours more. If Harry Wharton
& Co. fancied that Billy Buuter had

‘joined the river party with any idea
of getting up early in the morning,
the soomer they realised that that
was a mistake, the better. Billy
Bunter settled down for another two
hours of repose.

He remained in ha repose not
for two hours, but EGI;F{WG E::unds!
At the end of that bricf space of
time he was aroused again—by Bob'a
gras]_{be n:lru%giug the blankets away.

“Beast!” roared Bunter, sitting
up., “ Gimme those blnokets !

“Turn out " hooted Boh.

“Shan't!* howled Bunter.

“We're starting under an hour,
Bunter!” said Harry Wharton.
“Don’t you want any brekker before
we gof

“You can start in {we hours !” said
Bunter warmly. "1 don’t mind
having my breakfast in the boat, if
you fellowe get it all ready before
you start. never was o fellow to
give trouble. I ean sit in the boat
and eat my brekker. That will be all
right 1 -

hi(}h‘ my hat 1*

“Mind how you cook the bacon and
susses, though ! said Bunter, “ Don't
burn them fto cinders—and  don’t
leave them underdone, either! You
know how I like them—no need for
me to k on telling you all over
again. And mind you cook enoungh!”

“Qh! Is that all? pasped the
captain of the Greyiriars Hemove.

“Say, six rashers and a dozen
sausazes,” said Buuter, “I like
toast, too—make plenty of toast.”

“Anything else?” orinped Frank
Nugent,

“Well, put the buntfer on thick!™
said Bunter. “I like it thick—and 1
don’t want any of your stinginess
with the prubi”

“Get onm with it!” said Johnny
Bull, *Yeuwve only oot to zive your
orders, yon know !*

“Well, open a fresh jar of jam,”
said Bunter. “I finished the one that
was in the beat last nicht. I suppose
you've got o tablespoon? I hke a
tablespoen for jam.”

“Can’t you think of anything

else P

“Well, if I do, I'll meution it
later ! said Bunter. “1 want to %ﬁ
to sleep now! Gimme those blankets,
Cherry I*

“Here they come ! answered Bob.

He gathered blankets and rugs into
a bundle, swung that bundle high
into the air, and landed it on the

Tee Maicxzer LiErirr.~No. 1,644,
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Owl of the Bemove' with a terrifie

whc?a.
There was a loud yell under tho
bundle.

* ¥Yaroooh 1¥

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you silly chump, wharrer
you up to?” shricked Bunter. *1
anﬁ Owi Ow "

b gathered the bundle again.

“Still want the blankets?” he
asked.

“Eh? Yes, you fathead !™

Whop !

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Ow! FBeust! Will

ou stoppil #*
howled Billy Bunter, “{Vill jﬂ!il.PEtl:]l}

playing the goat, you Dblithering

chump? How’s a fellow 1o get to
sleep r”
“*he howinlnesa iz tervifie !

chortled Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

“ Are you turning out now.?” roared
Bob.

“Nao!” roarcd back Bunter.

“ Where'zs the boathook?” gasped
Bob, “I'll puneture him!® Bob
Cherry sorted oubt the bouthook.
“Now, you fat fraud, tarn out and

et breklker while we're having a dip!

ump for it!”

“Shan’t ! yelled Bunter. "1f you
think that I'm zoing to slave at cook-
iﬂ.%' for a lot of lazy slackers, I can
;ﬂ ly well say plainly to begin with

—— Yoo-hoo-hoooooop! Keep that
boathook away, you beast!”

One poke from the boathook caused
William George Bunter to bound up!
Another cansed him to bound ount of
the boat., A third semt hiw scuttling
up the bank, yelling on his top note.

Bob threw down the boatlook and
jumped out of the boat,

“Come on!” he said. “Uet busy,
Bunter! Tf you haven’t zot brekker
ready when we come back, we'll make
you wash I

“Ha, ha, hat”

And the Famous Five went off for
their . dip, leaving Billy Bunter
glaring after them with a glare that
almost cvacked his speetacles.

e

Bunier Gefs Breakfast !

i ?ER E, you!”

Billy Buunter
round peevishly.

Left alome in the camp of the
Greyfriars boating party, Bunter was
nut%msy at getting breakfast.

He was too deeply indignant even
to think of such a proceeding.

Bunter had joined the TFamous
Five for that trip on the Thames
with some misgivings. He had had
a sort of premonition that they might
want to make him work!

Mr. Queleh, the Remove wmaster,
found it hard enovugh to make Nunier
work at school. Any fellow whae
fancied that he was going {o make
Bunter work in the bholidays was
likely to find that he had a still
harder job in hand.

It was said of old {hat it is wize
to resist the beginoings! Bunler was
going to resist the beginnings!

If he got breakfast omee, le might
be expected to get it again! If Le
started washing up, he might be ex-
peeted to go on washing up! If he
pulled an oav in the boat, (hey would

Llinked

banana, when a voice

always be wanting him to pull! If
he took a turn with the towrope,
there would be more and more turng
to follow.

Obvigusly, this sort of thing had te
be squashed at the start, if Bunter
wiﬁ going to enjoy the viver trip at
all !

So Bunter, {ar from getting break-
fast, sat on a cam ﬂtﬂﬂ%, and, having
found a bunch of bananas among the
stores, proceeded fo demolish the
same—as a snack fo last him till the
breakfast was prepared by other
hands.

The Famous Five were out of sizht
along the winding bank,

Bunter did not return to the boat
and the Llankets., He did net want
to be rooted out again with first-aid
from a boathook. But bhe wasn’t

ing to cook the breakfast!, Xot

unter! At the very start of the
Thames trip, he was going to put his
foot down onm that sort of thingl
Then they would know where they
stood !

He was -hiz seventh
Il on his cars,
and he blinked rouwnd at.a man, who
came slouchinz along the bank, and
stﬂlpped when he saw the camp.

The man addressed Bunter, not in
agrecable tones!

Bunter blinked at him
agrecably, too! Bunter was nof in a
g{ruﬂ temper! A fellow rooted out of
ed at seven in the morning, and ex-
pected to work, could hardfy ke iu a.
wrond temper,

Bunter gave that man
temptuous blink.

e did not like his looks.

The man was not elegant o look
at. Ile wore an old j:m?tet that had
been made for a much bigger man,
and that #Happed about his thigha.
To get that right, however, he had a
pair of trousers that had been mada
for a smaller man, and that hardly
reached his boots. :

Hiz boots eaught the eye—cue of
them being a tan boot in faitly good
condition, the other an old black
leather boot that had seen itz best
days long ago. A grecu-spotied
muffier was wrapped under an uu-
shaven chin; and a tousled head was
surmounted by an old fur cap that
looked like an execedingly wmangy
cat,

Altogether, the mam was not o

leasure to the eye; he was rather a

lot on the lundscape.

He stood avd looked over the camp,
rlanced at the moored boat. plaunced
round as if to ascertain whether auy-
vne else was about, and then Hxed a
nair of fishy cves on the fut Uwl of
Greyfriars.

negotiatin

far from

it CQkls=

“Ere, vou!” he said. “YAll con
your own, what?"
“Yea ! rapped Dunfer.  “dnd I

ED

don't waut company

It was nuet a polite reply,
Bunter was unot feeling polile. e
was peeved. He had tuwrwed oud
carly ; he was, of eourse, bungvy, and
there seemed to be nothing to cxt,
exeept bananas, unless he cooked
something., Buunter had no politeuess
to waste on that dilapidated trawmp.

Having wade that avswer, Bunter
‘urped Lis back te the man in the

but



and  resumed chewing

fur ecap,
bananas,

He supposed that the man wonld
slouch on his way. But that suppo-
sition proved unfounded. The man
stepped beliind him as he sat on the

eamp-stool, and shot out a boot !

Billy Bunter gave a startled howl,
and pitched forward, rolling over,
camp-stool and all.

“Oh " he gasped, as he relled.
“Gurrgh !

He sat up, gurgling. A scetion ol
banana seemed to have slipped down
the wrong way, as Bunter received
that sudden jolt.

The man in the fur cop stared down
ab him and grinned.

**Ave another?” he inguired.

““Goooorroogh

The man in the fur eap picked up
the camp-stool, set it up, and sat
down on i1t !

Bunter, still gurgling, watched
that cool procesding in indirnation
and surprise. He staggered to his
feet.,

“Urrgh! Look here, that's my-—
rurrgh—ecamp-stoel ! he  gasped.
“*Look here, you jolly well—gurrggh !
—gcrmff my camp-stool, sec#”

‘Push me off of it!"” invited the
man in the fur cap.

Billy Buanter would gladly have
pushed him off the camp-stool and
rolled him in the Thames afterwards.
But he decided not to atfempt te do
&b,

It dawned on Bunter that the man
in the fur eap was one of the rafiansz
who haunt the river in the summer.
rather like lions seeking what ther
may dcveur. It was an early hour—-
nobody was likely to be about yet;
and coming on a solitary schoollioy
in a camp, all on his own, was pic
te the maw in the fur cap. He
grinned at the dismayed Owl of the
Remove.

“Can't gay a civil good-morning to
a bloke, hay #” he asked.

“OL!  pasped Bunter.
Certainly ! Good-morning "

“1 been wondering,” went on the
man in the fur eap, “where I was
roing to oot a bite of breakfast. This
ere i3 luck! You goinz to give a
bloke breakfastr”

“ I—I—no—you sec * stammered
Bunter.

“*You'd rather I chucked you inte
the water " asked thie man in the fur
cap. “‘I'd do it as scon as look at
Fou!”

“Oh! No! I—I mean *

“You can 'and me them bananas!
I'll go on with them bananas, whiie
vou et o man a spot of Loeakfast!

got a good appetite ! said the man
in the fur eap agreeably, “T'm a
cood-tempeved. cove when I get
enough ! When 1 don't, I get vorty !
And if Alf "Opking gets vorty, vou'il
know it!"

“Oh lox’ I pasped Bunter. “Youn—
you sce, there—there's nothing
eooked —"

“T'H wait while yowu cook some-
thine ! said Mr. Hopkins. “I'm a
reazonable bloke, I ‘ope! I don't ex-
pect yom to ‘ave it all ready, sceingz
28 you never knowed I was dropping

in to breakfast! But dou’t waste

“Yos!
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time! I get rorty if I sce a lazy
;'::r}‘lgg _.*[slm':]sﬁr wasting time !

“You getting down to it?” asked
M. an'i(ins. with such a threaten-
ing glare that Bunter decided to pet
down to it at once,

“Oh! Yes!™ he gasped.

And he got down to it. The kick
that had nifted him from the camp-
stosl was enough. for Bunter! [
digdl not want te sample it a second
time.

* Better "urry up ! advised the man
in the fur eap. “I shall want some-
thing as soen as I've finished thesc
bananas. And if it ain't ready, I'll
tell yom, in a friendly way, that I'm
sorry for you.”

Billy Bunter breathed hard with
indignation and fury! DBut he did
not waste time.

He had declined, as a matter of
principle, to get breakfast ready for
the river party! But he had no
choiee about getting breakfast ready
for the mentleman in the fur cap.

The hapless fat Owl cast o longing
hlinlkt alomg the river. He wonld
lairve heen glad to see the Famous
Five coming back,

But they had hardly started their
dip vet; they were not likely to re-
appear very soon.  Bunter wondered
whether they were within hearing of
a yell for help. But, after another
blink at Mr., Hopking' stubbly face,
ite decided not to make the experi-
ment.

With deep feelings, he sorted out
the methylated stove and eooking
utensils,  He sorted out the provi-
siong he had been so determined not
o cook. An s:lpputiﬂing odour of fry-
ing bacon and sausages spread over
the bank of the Thames, and over the
meadow  where the Greviriars fent
wis pitched.

Mr. Hopkins smacked his lips in
appreciation,

He had spent the night, probably,
ninder a hedee or a havstack. Break-
fast had been a doubtinl prepesition.
There was no doubt that this was o
Iicky encounter for Mr, Hopkins.

“Prime!” asaid Mr. Hopkins, as
Bunter placed a large plate on his
kuees, fairly loaded with rashers and
sausages.  Get on with another lot,
while I scoff this "ere, fatty

It was clear that Mr. Hopkins had
turned out that morning with a sood
appetite. Indeed, he scemed almost
able to rival Billy Bunter.

“I—[—1 say——"
Bunter.

“Thon't you jaw=-you jest gct on!”
said the man in the fur cap.  “If yon
waszte time jawing, 1 shall feteh Fou
a elip ¥

With decper feelings still, Billy
Bunter set to work apgain.

While Alf Hopkins demolished the
first consignment, the fat Owl pre-
pared a sceond extensive lot, which
was fortunately ready by the time
Mr. Hopkins was ready for it.

Harry Wharton & Co. had laid in
storcs on a fairly good scale. But
Mr. Hopking' breakfast disposed of
the greater part of the supply of
bhacon and sausapes, and made a deep
inread into the bread and the butter.

stammerod
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“Trime ! said the man.in the fur
cap again. “Anything to foller®”

"Oh! No!" gasped Buuter,

“Iraps you could find something,”
sigrested  Mr, Hopkins  genially,
“rocing as I'm going to bang them
specs throngh yomr fat 'ead if vou
don't ™

Billy  Bunter promptly  found
something ! He found a pot of jam,
and a cake, and a bag of biscuits.

My, Hopkins gave him a cheery
nod, and disposed of the pot of jam,
the ecake, and the hisﬂuiﬁl.

f‘]I’vtr =till mot a bit of room " he
sand,

Billy Bunter found a pineapple.
Mr. Hopkins disposed of the pine-
apple. By  that .time even the
bungry Mr. Hopkins seemed to be
satisticd.

He rose from the eamp-stool.

He scemed to e prepared to go on
hi= way after that excellent break-
fast. But Iie was net quite finished
vet.  He sorted over the eamp, and
nacked into his pockets all that he
eontld  find remaining of the pro-
visions—i  proceeding  that  Billy
Bunter watched in  utter dismay.
There was hardly enough left for
Bunter's Dbreakfast—without count-
ing 1he other fellows. The other
fellows., of course, did not matter;
Bunler mattered a whole lot.

“I—1 " stammered Bunter,

“You ‘old your jaw! said Mr.
Hopkins,

'[l}u- pockets of his ancient jacket
bulged out, almeost like pannicrs,
witen he had finished stowing away
his plunder. Then he fixed a fishy
eve on Bunter,

“Aore I 'ook it,” he said, " mehbe
vou conld “elp an honest man on his
way with a spot of cash?”

“0Oh, no!” gasped Bunter., “You
aec, Ta=I left all—all my banknotes
at home when I started on  thias
frip !

“Muke it "arf-a-crown !” suggested
Myr. Hopkins. ;

“1—TI left all my -:-Jmngn

“IT'm sov for that!”
Hopkins regretfully, “You're going
to et “urt, you ave!”

“I—I s=ay, you—you Lkecp off!”
pasped Bunter, * [—F'll give you all
the money I've got!”

“I ain't asking yon to give me
more’'nn that!” said Mr. Hopkins.
“I'm a rensonable bloke, I 'ope!
Shell omt !

He lteld out a liand mueh in necd
of n wash.

Billy Bunter, in the lowest of
spirits, sorted out his stock of wealth.
IHe placed two pennies and a half-
penny in that horny hand.

The wan in the fur cap stared at

at home."
gaid Mr.

LL.

“Wol's that?” hd¢  asked up-
pleassmtly,

“That's all I've got!” cxplained
Buutcr.

“My eye!” said Mr, Hoepkins.
“¥You got a boat, and you pot a

tent, nnd vou got blankets and such
—and wou onlty pot t!lpgmrmc-
wpenny ! Yon can tell that to the
marines [
“ You—you sce
“I'm poing to see, and you can lay
te that!” said Mr. Hopkins.
Tue Magrer Tasrsnv.-—No,

A4,



6

And he did—promptly.

But Bunter’s pockets, to his utter
disgust, yielded up nothing more in
the way of coin of the realm. Other

kets in the Greyfriars party were
etter provided, but the Famous Five
had taken their clothes with them,
and no other pockets were available.

“Well, my cye ! snid the man in

the fur cap,
He was disappeinted. He was
evidently not the kind of man to bear

disappointment with patient philo-
gsophy. He was very bad-tempered
about it. He revealed the same hy
smacking Bunter's head with a
mighty smack, and as the fat Owl
velled and tottered, he shot cut a
foot which thudded on tight trousers
and landed Bunter on his hands and
knees in the grass.

“QOw 1 roared Bunter.

Mr. Hopkins slouched away down
the river.

Billy Bunter picked himself up,
blinked at the man in the fur cap as
be disappearcd, and sat down on ihe
camp-stool again.

“Oh crikey !” gasped Buunter.

Bunter was not enjoying his first
morning on the river

Short Commons 1

i ALLO, halle, hallo!” roared
H Bob Cherry.

Fresh and bright, the
Famous Five came back from their
dip. They trooped back into eamp,
Bob’a powerful veice hailing Bunter
a3 they came,

Bunter blinked at them,

Alfred Hopkins had been gone tep
minutes, For ften minutes, Billy
Bunter hiad been sitting on the camp-
stool, wondering what he was going
to have for breakfast.

Except for o reserve supply of
canned goods, packed in the stern
locker of the Water-Lily, there waa
hardly a spot of food-left—the whole
supply bad departed with Mr. Hop-
kins-—inside that fruws;ly centleman
or in his baggy pockets!

“Well, where’'a brekkor?” asked
Bobh.

Snort from Johnny Bull.

“Did you think that fat, lazy
frowster would really stir a stump?”
he asked,

“The stirfulness of the esteemed
stump was not terrvifically probahble ™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton launglasd,

“All serene ! he said.  “'We'll
get the brekker-—and Bunter can
wash up! TLet's get pgoing—I'm
jolly hungry I

“Samoe here ! arvecd Dob, * You
get B ‘19]1_? cood appctite on the
river. W hat yri{m gosses and bacon 77

* What-ho !

Probably no member of {he Famous
Five had really expected Bunter to
turn to and do a spot of work. They
knew him too well. Eo the fact that
breakfast sliowed no sign of getting
ready did not worry them very muel,
but they were keen to get poing; an
early morning dip bad improved
appetites already rood.

“Haullo, hallo, hallo! The fat
porker has coocked his own brekker,

Tae A.aexer Liprapy —No. 1,644,
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it sccms !" said Bob, picking up the
frying-pan. “Couldn’t you cock the

lot while you were about it, lazy-
bonea p”

“I did, or mearly all the lot!*
groaned Bunter,

“ Where is it, then ?

“Look here, where’'s the grub?"
exclaimed Johnny Bull festily.
“This hamper's empty ! Not a single
rasher left—not & soss, that I can
see!  That fat cormorant hasn’t
parked the lot, I suppose?”

“0Oh, my hat! ven Bunter
couldn’t I exclaimed Bob,
“Where's the grub,
demanded Hnrrgir Wharton.
The Famous Five eyed Bunter with
deep suspicion. Obviously, he had
been cooking. The frying-pan reeked
with grease—the provisions were
gone; there waz an ocean of crumhs
p-stool on which he

Bunter #*

all round the cam
sat, and there was crockery lying
round that had evidently heen used.

That Bunter had cooked hia owh
breakfast and wolfed the same was
probable. If he had used up the
total supply of foodstuffs for that
purpese, there was likely to be
stormy weather,

"A tramp came along and wolfed
the lot ! said Bunter bitterly, “I'm
hungry—starring! I don't expect
you fellows to carc—I know you too
well! If I faint, or anything, a fat
lot you'll care ™

“A  Llramp?”  repeated  Harry
Wharton. “'What tram? M

“ A frowsy beast in a fur cap! He
said his name was Hopkins! He

made me cook a lot of grub for him,
and parked the rest in his pockets
groaned Bunter, *“Then he robbed
me of all my money !”

“The three farthings?”
Johuny Bull sarcastically.

“Beast ! It was twopence-ha'penn
—I—1I mean, it was twenty-seven-and-
six—that is, about three pounda!”
yapped Bunter. *I only had about
thiree pounda with me, having left

asked

my money at home !”

“Where's the pgrub?” roared
Johnny,

“I've told you!” howled Bunter.

“That beast wolfed it!”

“Yes, I can pguess that a beast
wolfed it ! hooled Johnny. * But his
name wasn't Hopkins—his name was
Bunter !”

“0h, really, Bull—"

“Chuck 1it, Bunter! said Bobh
“1f this is a joke, you've pushed it
far enough! Trot out the grub—
we've all sharp set 1™

“There isn’t any left!” howled
Bunter. “If you fellowa hadu’t
cleared off—"

“Hand over the grub, fathead ™
said Frank Nugent.

“Has that p-l:ldg];.r pirate reall
seoffed the whole lot?” asked Ho
Cherry. “Hasn't he even left us a
crust of bread, er a spot of butter?”

*“1 tell you a tramp—" shrieked
Bunter.

“Gammon ! hooted Johnny Ball.
“If you tell us any more whoppers
about a tramp, LIl beot you!?

“That tramp—>=""

“Was there really a tramp ™ asked
Harry Wharton doubtfully, *“I--1
suppose a tramp might have twned
up-—lots along the river in August.”

“There wasn't a tramp!” raid
Julinuy Bull decidedly. * Buuter
says there was—that's proof !

“ Beast I roared Bunter.

“Well, if a tramp scoffed the
tuck, why dide’t you stop himi
demanded Johuny. “Mean to say

you let a tramp clear the place cut,
and never lifted a finger ?"

“He—he was too stromzr for mel
I--1 fought like a Hon ! said Bunter,
"I—1 steod up to him—Ii've pot
31111:1{. I hope! I—1 knocked him

own twice, which was morc than
you fellows could have done—a-hulk-
g ruflian six feet high !*

“Yes, 1 can see you Enocking down
8 tramp six feet high!™ growled
Johnny Ball.

“You'd have seen it if you'd been
Lhere!  But—but he had a stick—a
tremendous big cudgel! I'm covered
with bruiscs '* hooted Bunter.

“Let's see some of the bruises !

“Oh! I—I mesn, I'm not exaectl
covered with bruises, but—but I—
feel as if T was! I—I put up no end
of a scrap! But—but he got the
upper hand with— with that
bludgeon ! 1 did my best! No fellow
can do more fthan hiﬂh best! 1'd tt"ijﬁa
to see apy of you chaps put u 2
flizrht 1 diﬂ s / ne ¥ £

“1 suppuosg Bunter couldn’t tackle
o tramp,” said Bob. “But he could
have called to us—we weren't far
away! Why didn’t you call, Bupter ?”

“He would have sto me fash
enough if I had, you silly fathead.
T hin% 1 was going to have the brute
pitching into me?"

" You've just told us you were piteh-

ingir into him !¥
“0Oh! 1—1 mepn—->"
“Where's that rub?"  roared

Johnny Bull, “If you've scoffed the
lot, you caunibal, I'm going to hoot
you "

The Famous Five were pgetting
eansperated.  They were all hungry,
and they wanted their breakfast, And
they did not believe in that tramp.
That tramp seemed to them nothin
more than camouflage for a fat an
rreedy -Owl who had scoffed the whaole
supply of foodstuffs. Though, rcally,
where even Billy Bunter had parked
such a cargo was rather a mystery.

Had Bunter contented himself with
a plain, unvarnished tale he might
have been believed—suspicious as the
circumstances were. But his deserip-
tion of his battle with the tramp cast
doubt on the whole sthry.

“"He's seoffed it,” said Bob--"that's
plain  enough. We might have
ruessed what would happen wheo we
eft Bunter alone with the grub. We
ghall bave fo open a can of beef and
make that do till we can do some
shopping. Better boot him or he'll
be at it again when we take our cyes
off him pext time.”

“ Beast ! roared Bunter.
rou——"

* Boot him !™

“1 say, you fellowsg——"

“0Oh, pive him the benefit of the
doubt "' said Harry Wharton, “ Aiter
all, there might bave been o tramp!
I'l} get a 2an of beef out of the
locker—look the
Bunter."”

Harry Wharton stepped iuto the

1 tell
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Johnny Bull brought the chopper down on the edge of the tin Instead of the centre, and the tin flew
up and landed on Hurree Singh’s ¢hin !

Water-Lily, Bob Cherry sorted out
knives and forks, Nugent sorted out
plates, Hurree Jamset RBam  Singh
washed the tea in the river,
Johnny Bull liunted for the tea cud&g.

Billy Bunter remained on the
camp-stool, and was still on the camp-
stool when everything was ready but
the can-opener.

Bunter did naot sce why he should
look for ean-openers. Everybody else
was (oing something else, but, so far
as Bunter could see, there was no
reasan why somebody shouldn’t. fimd
the ecan-opener after he had dome
something else.

“Here we are,” said Harry cheer-
fully. “We can make a brekker of
sorts on this. Wheres the can-
epency, Bunterp”

Bunter blinked at him.

“How should I know ?” he asked.

“Haven'ts you looked for it, fat-
head #'°

“If you think I'm going to lock for
everything, you may as well under-
stand, to pegin with, that I'm not,”
said Bunter, quictly but firmly. “If
you fellows fancy Fﬂu*\re got me on
this trip to do all the work, and
be a sort of slave, your had better
forget. it.”™

¢ Famous Five gazed at Bunter.
He sat tight on the camp-stool, and

gazed back. Ther Jolnny Bull
tateptl:ned behind him' and drew back
his foot.

“"Yaroooh!” roared Bunter,

For the second time that mornin
Billty Bunter flew off- the camp-stool;
wiider the propulsion of a boot.

e rolled in the grass and roared.

*Good egg!” said Bob Cherry

heartily., “That's the stufl to give
the troops! Come on—all boot him
together.”

“Hear, hear!"

“Heep there, Bunter. Now, when
I say three, all of you land out !” gaid
Bob. “(One—two—— Where are you
geing, Bunter?”

Bunter did not explain where he
was going—he just went. He flew
across the meadow, and the Famous
Five, grinning, procecded to look for
the can-opener.

Tough !

HERE’S that can-opener?”
“Where the fthump is
that can-opencr ?”

“ Didn’t you put it in the hamper?”
L1 Bidnrt j’ﬁﬂ E]
“Oh erumbs ! Blow it 1"
Five hungry fellows scarched for
the can-opener—in vain. They hunted
here, they rooted there, they turned
everything out, and turned it out
again, gil sorts and conditions of
things came to light—except a can-
opener.

On the grass lay a tin of corned
beef, ready to be opened. It was not
the sort of breakfast that the Grey-
friars fellows would have chosen, but
it was a case of any port in a storm,
Loy were all hungry, and there was
nathing else.

Whether Bunter had scoffied the
foodstuffs, or whether a tramp had
seoffed them, the Famous Five were
reduced to canned food—and canned
food, in addition to its many other
disadvantages, required o can-opener,

Thuere was a roomy locker 1n the

L1 ]

stern of the Water-Lily, and all the
juniors had agreed that it was a jolly

idea to pack it-with a rescrve
of canned foods, not for consumption
when they could get anything better,
but az a stand-by for an cmergency
when better things might be un-
obtainable.

The emergency had arisen socner
than expected—on the first morning
of the voyage up the Thames! “There
wag plenty of canned stufi to meet tho
emergency—canned beef, camned snr-
dines, canned salmon. ﬁt‘i.t there was
no éan-opeper! That small but im-
pertant article seemed to have becn
overlooked! Fellows could not think
of everythin nd it seemed that no
fellow had thought of the ean-opency.

“1 thought Frank had put it in the
hamper,” said Harry Wharton.

“1 thought somchody had put it in
the bag,"” eaid Nugent.

“I'm sure we had one—almost
pure—" said Bob.

“Might have shoved it in  the
locker, along with the tins! Good
lace for it, really ! Better look.”

“I'll look,” said Harry.

He jumped into the boat again and
opened the locker under the stern
seat. He dragged out tin after tin,
all shapes a_ng sizes, till the locker
was empty. He groped in every coraer
of that locker! ,

Then he hurled the tins back, shut
the locker, and stepped on shore.

Five hungry schoolboys gazed at
tlie .unopened tin, and .gazed at one
another,

They. really were fearfully hungry
by this time. The kettle was singing

Teg Macxer Lisaary,—No. 1,644,
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on the stove, and Frank Nugent made
the tea, But, really, it was some-
thing more solid than tea that they
wanted.

E“i‘]i"-i'here‘a Bunter?” growled Johuny

11l

“We can't cat Bunter,” said Bob.
“YWe haven’t come down to that, old
bean I

“1 want to boot him ™

Jolmny Bull glared round. Far
across the meadow a fat figure was
sitting on a fence, the sunlight re-
flected on a big pair of spectacles,
Bunter was out of reach of a boot!

“Look here, we can get that can
open somebow,” eaid Bob. " Where
there's a will, there’s a way, I've
rot a pocket-knife.”

“Mind your fingers !

Bob opened his pocket-kmife and
jabhed at the beef tin, He jabbed and
jablbed and jabbed. He made gquite
ag intricate pattern of seratches on
the tin, but he did not penctrate it.

Suddernly a yell rang alomg the
banka of the Tgame& such as might
liave been heard in the ancient days,
when Juliue Cesar and his Romans
arrived there and were met by the
Ancient Britons,

“Anything the matter?” asked
Harry,

" .{ﬂjﬂling u)y, Bob?" _

“0h, no!” howled Bob. *“Only the
blessed knife closed on my beastly
hand and jelly niearly éut off nine or
ten  fingers—that’s all!  Nothing
much'! Yarooh! Ow! Yow!”

Bob hiurled the knife into the grass
and sucked his hand framtically, He

rabbed out a handkerchief and

abbed it, and the handkerchief was

spotted with red. His friends waited
as patiently as they could for that
performance to be over. But Bob
seemed tired of trying to open that
tin with a pecket-kmife.

“ Getting on with it?" asked Johnny
at last.

“Idiot I was Bob's reply.

“Eh?  What are you calling a
fellow names for?” asked Johony, in
surprise.

“Fathead 1®

“ Look here—2>"

“Chump "

“1'll try the boathook,” gaid Harrv,
aitd he lifted the boathoock out of the
beat, "“Too jolly dangerous using a
pocket-knife on a can.”

For several minutes the Co. watched
the captain of the Remove as he
jabbed and hewed at that beef tin
with the boatheok. The boathook was

nite a useful implement in its own
line of business, but it did net prove
very useful as a can-opener,

After five minutes of it Harr
Wharton hurled the boathook hac
into the boat with a erash. A dented
and scratched tin lay at the feet of
the. exasperated five—still unopened.

“What about the axe?” asked
Nugent hopefully. “We've got an
axe.”

“Try it, if you like,” said Harry.
“Fm fed-up with that tin! I've a
%ﬂﬂ good mind to walk across that

eld with it, and bang it on Bunter's
head. That's what T want to do with
it !

“Well, that won't get us
brekker,” said Johuny Bull. “I fancy

Tue Maewrer Liprsky.—No. 1,644
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I can split the heastly

chopper—1°11 try "
Johnny Bull took the chopper. Hea

placed the tin in Jmai tion for a good

thing with the

swipe and wielded the chopper with
bhoth hands.
Hiz friends stood round and

watched hopefully.

Johnony Bull brought the chopper
down with a smite that might have
divided that obstinate tin in two had
it struck in the centre, as Johnny
intended.

Unfortunately, the swipe landed
near the edge of the tin. Instead of
splitting the tin it fipped jt. That

tin flew off the earth like o tipecat., It
shot away like a bullet—Johony did
not know where, till a frantic yell
from Hurree Jamset Ram Singh ap-
rised him that it had landed on a
usky chin.

“ Y oo-hoo-hoo-hoop roarcd the
Nabob of Bhanipur, jumping clear of
Middlesex, and clasping two dusky

[*?
k

hands to a dusky chin. * Whoo-hoo-
hoooh ! Ow ! ow [?
The tin dropped to the earth.

Hurres Jamset Kam Singh roared.
Johnny Bull blinked at him,

“Did it hit you?"” he acked.

“Hounds as if it Jdid,” grinned
Nugent. “If you're going to play
tipeat with that tin, old man, I'll
take a back seat.”

“I’ll have another go."

Four fellows hastily backed out of
range—Bob Cherry sucking his

fingers, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh rubbing his chin.
Johuny had a clear field and no

favour when he swiped again.

Down came the chopper, again
aimed at the centre of the tin—and
again misging the centre. Agnin the
tin flew like a tipcat.

This time there were no casualties
among the Greyfrinrs fellows. The
tin flew in the other direction.

Splash !

“©Oh, my hat ¥

Still unopened, the beef-tin dropped
into the Thames and disappeared

under the surface of that river.
Johuny Bull gazed at the widening

circles on the viver where it had dis-

appeared, and breathed hard.

He threw down the chopper.
Johnny's determined attempt to open
that tin was the last. There was no
getting at that tin again, unless the
river part;lr dived for it.

“Blow I” said Johuny, in a deep
voice.

“Plenty more in the locker if you'd
like to- try again,” said Harry.

“You can leave them in the locker
so far as I'm concerned,” said Johnny,
breathing hard. “There's a kind of
beef-tin that has an opencr stuck on
it. We ought to have pot that kind.”

“Whe got those tins?” asked
Nugent.

“Johnny did,” answered Harry,
with a chuckle.

111 Dh !ill

“Well, if T got the tins I didu't get
the can-opener, and I didr’t forget to
pack it 1" roared Johnny Bull, * One
of you silly owls did that |

“I'm pretty sure we had one!” said
Harry.

“Fat lot of good being protty snure
we had one when we baven't one and

can’t zet a tin open for brekker!”
roared Johnny Bull.

“I believe there was onc in thoe
hhamper M

“Lot of g;;rd believing there was
one in the hamper when there isn't
ofe in the hamper now.”

“Don’t pet s irtg, old chap !"

“Who's getting shirty ?"

“Oh, ﬂugcdj"— ut anybody coming
along might fancy that you were, old
bean,” said Harry. “Look here, we
had to sert out the hamper when the
tomatoes got upset after we started—
the can-opemer may have dropped
somewhere in the boat——"

“I've looked through the boat from
end to eind,” said Nugent.

“Well, 80 have I — but I
thought—"

“You thought!” exclaimed Jolinny
Bull. “Gammon! Don’t pile it on

like that !
“My dear ‘“chap, don't get

Et'ﬂ%%——
“Whoe's getting stuffy ®”

“Well, keep your temper !”

" Who's not keeping his temper ¢

“Look here, you ass—"

“Oh rats 1

Johnny Bull drove hiz hand deep
into his kets, and stalked away.
For a fellow who was not gettine
shirty, or stuffy, or losing his temper,
he looked rather excited.

But he came to a sudden halt. He
turned back towards his friends, with
quite an extraordinary expression on
his face. His hand ecame out of his
pocket—with something in it. It
was a folding can-epener.

The Co. gazed st it.

“I remember now, I picked it up in
the hoat vesterday, and put it in my
pocket so that it shouldn’t get lost,”
stammered Johnny.

His friends gazed at him. They
gaz_eﬂ at the can-opener and gazed at

ohnny again. Their gaze was quite
expressive. Then Beb Cherry burst
into a chuckle.

“Johnny’s the careful man in this
party,” he said.  “We shan't lose
anything with Jehnny about. Trof
out another tin, Wharton.”

And another tin was trotted out,
and—with the aid of the can-opener—
opened in a jifly. And five famished
schoolboys, at long last, hiad a break-
fast—of sorts.

Bunter Knows How |

ghd HAT'S the odds, so lonz as
W you're ‘appy?” said BHob
Cherry.

Johnny Bull and Harry Wharton
were fowing. Bob Cherry was stecr-
ing the Water-Lily ¢lear of the bank.

%ri]liant sunshine poured down on
the Thames. Boats and skiffs seemed
inmnumerable. Launches and punts
were  pnumerous. White  Hannels
shimmered in the sunshine; blazers of
all hues gave many touches of colour;
the Thames scemed to be guite thickly
populated. Molesey Lock lhad Dbeen
packed, and the Water-Lily had
taken some time getting through:
Shining river and green woods and
meadows and blue skiez made an at-
tractive picture.

Little mishaps were hound to
happen on a camping and hoating



trip. But, as BEob remarked, what
was the odds?

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh rubbed
a dusky chin, where he had a twinge
renliniscent of a whizzing beef-tin,
and nodded.

“The oddfalness is not terrific, so
long as the happiness is preposter-
ous.” he agreed.
 “This trip on the Thames was o
ripping stunt,” said Frank Nugent,
“We're going to have a jolly good

fime.”

“What-ho" said Bob. “Hallo,
hallo,  halle! Enjoying life,
Bunter?"

Bunter, to judge by his expression,
wos not enjoying life. Bunter was
seatoed in the stern, with a frown on
his fat brow, and an expression of
deep, suppressed indignation om his
fat face.

Before brekker all the party had
felt like booting Bunter. After
brekker, scrappy as it was, they no
longer desired to hoot Bunter—such
was the magic effect of breakfast.
Bunter had taken his place in the
boat, when the crew pushed off—and
stated that he was hungry. And the
juniors recally began %o believe in
that tramp, when Bunter started on
the canned goods. If Bunter had
varked all the provisions inside

unter, it seemed hardly possible
that he could have room léft for a
can of beef and a can of sardines. It
wag o rather greasy Owl that sat and
frowned.

This sort of thing did not suit
Buuter.

With calm dignity Bunter bad sup-
ested stopping at Molesey for break-
ast. That suggestion had been dis-

regarded. He had further supgested
stopping at Sunbury for breakfast.
That snggestion also had been dis-
rezarded. Even if Buntfer’s tale of a
tramp was true, the Famous Five did
not ece why Bunter eould not carry
ot like themselves, with o brekker of

sorta, Billy DBunter esaw lots of
rensons.,

“Beast!” was Bunter's reply fo
Bob's clieery question.

B‘LLike to steer Yor a bit?" asked
01,

“That's like wyou, ismn't it?¥ said
Bunter bitterly. *Make another
fellow do all the work,”

“Like to take a turn abt fowing?"

“If you think I'm going to lug this
boat along while you leat about and
do nothing—"

“Ain't he nice?” said Bob. * Ain't
he. the jolly company that would
make any trip a success? Cheer up,
old fat man, we're going to get a new
supply of grub at Staines! You can
do the shopping if you like.”

“I shan't be able to Erajr for any-
thing,"” said Bunter. * You left me
i the lurch, and that tramp robbed
me of every penny I had—"

“Both of them?” asgked Bob sym-
pathetieally.

“Ha, ba, ha!*

“He cleared me out of five pounds,”
aaid Bunter. “1I hadn’t much with
me—hbut Le bagged the lot. Five
pounds isn't mueh to me, though it
myay be to you féllows; but it was all
I had nbout me.”

Bob Cherry winked at Nugent and
the nabob,
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“Five pounds is too much to lose,”
bhe said. “Bunter won't miss it like
we should ; still, I don't eee letting a
tramp get off with it. We'll step in
at the police station in Staines, and
put them on the track. They'll get

our five pounds back all right,
unter."”

“0Oh1” gaid Bunter.
I—I—-I——"

“You'll have to state the exact
amount he pinched, of course,” said
Bob. “The police have to be given
aceurate information. FExactly five
pounds, was it?”

“I—I—1 forget! I'm not always
counting my money ! said Bunter.
"It might have been only four—*

“Well, we'll say four, to kecp on
the safe eide,” said Bob gravely.
“Sure it was four? It was fthree
when you told us this morning, you
know,”

“Ha, ha, ha

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Better make it thrée, old fat
man!” eaid Bob. “You can't be too
careful in making statements to the
police.  But you'll have tfo state
whether it was three gquids or three
farthings. Are you sure which?”

“Ha, ha, hal!? yelled Nugont and
the nabob.

“Yah!” énorted Bunter. "As a
matter of fact, it was really about six
or seven pounds—but I'm mnot poing
to make a fuss about it! 1 don’t
want to waste a4 loliday bothering
about such trifies. I shall let it go!
I shan't miss the sevem or eight

unds as much as you would! I

ecline to go anywhere near the
police station at Staines, so yah!”

Billy Bunter blinked shoreward,
where buildings appeared in sight.

“Ia that Windsor?” he asked.

“Ha, ha! Not quite! Nowhgre
near Staincs yet.”

“1 didn't ask you if we were near
Staineg—I asked you whether that
was Windsor!” yapped Bunter.

] —nm—

*“ Windsor's Ip:mt Staines, up the
river, fathead!”
“Oh! Is it? 1 suppose that's

Chertsey ! Look here, let's land at
Chertsey and get some grub—"

“You ecuan't land at Chertsey
here——"

“Why not?" bhootcd Bunter. “If

oun think you're going to starve me,
and feed me on putrid stuff in
ting-—"

“Well, it‘gnu think you could jump
ashora at Chertsey here, you must be
some jumper!™ said Bob. “That
placé happens to be Walton !”

“I don’t eare whether it's Walton
or Chertsey, g0 long as I pet some-
thing decent to cat! B&teer for the
bank I said Bunter.

“ Bow-wow I”

“Will you steer this beastl
in, &0 tgat I can jump ashorefr”
rosred Bunter. “I'm willing to take
all ‘the trouble doing the shopping !
I expect everything to be put on me."”

“We're not stopping at Walton !”
snid Bob cheerily. I dare say it
may surprise you to hear it, old fat
man, but we baven't started up the
Thimes wholly and solely to stop for
menls ! 1f meals were all we wanted,
we could have got them at home, and

bont

)

saved the cost of hiving this boat
from old Baker at Friardale.”

“The mealfuliess is not the begin-
fulness and endfulncss of esteemed
existence, my absurd Bunter!" re-
marked Hurree Jomset Bam Singh.

Snort, from Bunter!

That statement appeared to Lim
utter rot. If meals were not the
beginning and end of existence,
Bunter would have liked to know
what the bepinning and end of exist-
Ence Were.

He stood up in the boat and welled
to the two juniors pulling on the tow-
rope.

I say, you fellows! Wharton, you
idiot! Bull, you fathead! I say!”

The towers looked round.

“Btop here ! roared Bunter.

“Eh? Whky?" called back Wharton.

"“"We're getting into Walton! I
dore say you fancied it was Chertsey
or Windsor—fat lot you kuow of your
way about! But it's Walton—and
we ¢an get some grob there for lunch.
8o hold on with that rope!”

“Fathead !” answered Harry.

“8hut up!” eaid Johnuy Bull.

And they towed on, regardicss.

Billy Bunter breathed hard and
deep.

Harry Wharton and Jolnuy Ball
marched on with the rope, just as if
Bunter did not matter. Boh Cherry
continued to steer clear of the bank,
just as if Bunter did not matter.

ugent and the nabob grinned at Lis
fat and wrathy face, just as if Bunter
did not matter. It wis clear that ne
member of the Famous Five realised
in the very least how much William

George Bunter actunlly did matter.
Bunter sat down again.
But there was o sly gleam ir his

little round eyes behind his big rolnd
spectacles. at boat was going to
stop—if Bunter could contrive it!
And Bunter fancied that Le could!

Bob Cherry was reclining on the
stern seat with the tiller lines over
his shoulders, keeping the boat elear.

Billy Bunter shifted alopg the seat
a little within reach.

Suddenly he made a grab and
pulled the wrong line—that is, the
wrong line from Bob’s point of vicw.
From Bunter'zs, it was the right line,

Takenr by surprise by that sudden
manceuvre on the part of the astute
fat Owl, Bob had no chance. Before
he knew what was happening, the
Water-Lily swung in to the bank,
which was rather steep at that spot.

Wharton and Johuny Bull,
naturally, went on pulling, unaware
of anything happening astern. The
result was that, an instant after
Bunter's masterly move, the nose of
the Water-Lily was trying to elimb
up the bank.

“Look out!” gasped.Nugent.

“0h, my esteemed hat ! gasped the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

There was a strong. pull on the
towrope! The bows crashed into the
bank and tilted into the air! Nugent
and the nabob were in the bows. They
did not remain there as the nose of
the Water-Lily scared skyward!
Both of them hurtled headlong along
the slanting boat.

“Oh erikey!” gasped Bob Cherry.
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He rolled backwards in the stern
soat,

Billy Bunter rolled across his legs.

The next instant, Frank Nugent
and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
hurtling dewn the boat, crashed on
Bunter.

- “Yaroooh!” came 3 fiendish howl
from the Owl of the Remove.

Bunter had not ¢xpected that.

Really, he might have, when He
suddenly turned the hoat's nose into
a steep bank, with two fellows tug-

ing on the towrope. But he badn’t.
%uuter’a idea had been to stop the
boat. He had stopped it—there was
no mistake about that. Jammed on
theé banlk, tilted almost on end, and
trying to reach the towpath with jta
nese, the Water-Lily was effectually
stopped. But it was rather a
catastrophic stoppage!

In the atern, there was & wild mix-
up !

PFuur juniors were heaped there,
spluttering ond yelling, with a kind
n¥ catherine-wheel display of tossing
arms and legn,

The towers, still unaware, towed
on, dragging the boat up the bank,
till the resistance om the towrope
apprised them that something was
amiss. _Then, forfunately, they
glacked down before the boat-stood
completely on its tail and pitched its
crew and contents imto the river:

“0h, my bat!? exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“Clumsy ass!” ejaculated Johuny
Bull. “Call that steering?¥

They ran back.

“Owl -Wow! @erroff!” came an
anguished howl from the bottom of
the heap in the stern of the Water-
Lily. “You're squish-squish-squash.
iﬂs-mel Wooogh ™

Oh! Ow! Ooogh!” epluttered

Nugent.

"ﬁh&hm-hmuh I pgurgled Bob
Cherry.

“Well, of all. the clumsy asses!™
exclaimed Jobhuny Bull. “Lay hold!
They'll be pitehing into the Thames
next !”

Johnny ahd Wharton grasped the
Water-Lily and shoved her down the
bank.

She righted, and the heap in the
stern rolled asunder,

Frank Nugent tottered to his feet;
Hurrce Jameet Ram Singh sat and
gasped, with a hand to his nose,
which geemed to have had a kneck.
Bob Cherry staggered up, splutter-
ing. Billy Bunter remained where he
was. All the wind hed been knocked
out of Bunter, and he lay in the
bottom of the beat and pgurgled
feebly,

“Is that what you call steering 7
howled Johnny Bull, from the bank.

“YWhich silly ass——" began
Wharton.

“That fat chump!” shrieked Bob
Cherry. “He grabbed the line and
steered in! T hadn’t any time to stop
him! Bunter—="=

“ Urrggh !

“1n
reared Bob.

“Warrrrggh 12

“Get np, you fat villain!” roared
Bob, “I'm ﬁ:ﬁng te alaughter you !
"o h 1" moaned Bunter.
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He did not get up. He did nok
stir, Ha lay on his podgy back, with
both fat hands pressed to his waist-
coat, moaning feebly, with an ex-
pression of anguish on his fat face
that might have touched a heart of
stona.

There was no wind left in Bunter.
He could nobt speak. He could cnly
moan and gurgle feebly. :

Bab looked at him—and decided not
to slaughter him. Heally, Buntér
looked eufficiently slaughtered
already !

“Get on I” he prunted.

The towers, grinning, resumed with
the towrope. 'The Water-Lily rolled
on her way, with Bob steering again,

In temn minutes or so the crew dis-
miszed that little accident from mind
—with the exception of Billy Bunter.
Bunter lay in the bottom of the boat
still gurgling and moaning., He did
not even think of landing again at
Walton-on-Thames for that much-
needed supply of grub. He was etill
moantng and gurgling when the
Water-Lily was rolling on far past
Walton.

A Present From Higholife |

L IKE a ‘and; =ir?”
It was+a hot afternoon.

That August was a fine

Angust, and a hot Augunst., Which,

of course, was exgctly what fellows
wanted who were on a holiday up the
river. Still, it was ible to have
too much of a good thing; and it was
an undoubted fact that that after-
noon was very hot—indeed, almost
tropicsal.

ank Nugent and the nabob were
taking a turn with the towrope, and
Béb was. steering.

Harry - Wharton and Johnny Buli
were taking a well-earned rest after
their exertions in the morning,
Billy Bunter was asle as a sound
like the roll of distant thunder
apprised all the passing craft on the
'i%nmq.&:. The resonant snore that
was wonb to wake the echoes in the
Remove dormitory at Greyfriate now
woke them along the Thames valltey.

To Bunter's relief and satisfaction,
there kad been a stop at Chertsey to
renew the atores.

Bunter had considerably reduced
tha new supply at lunch.

Life once more seemed worth
living to William Geerge Bunter,
Having surrounded vast quantities of
foodstuffa, Bunter had ined an
offer of o turn with the towrope and
gone to sleep,

A bundle of blankets and the

folded sail made him a fairly com-
fortable bed. A hat over his fat face
kept off the sun and the fliea, The

crew had been warned not o tread
on him, or to drop an;rthing on him,
or to make a row. And Bunter
siumbered and snored—rather te the
satisfaction of the crew of the Water-
Lily. His snore was not musical, and
did not bear the remotest resem-
blance to the music of the apheres;
but it was rather better than his
conversation, and DBunter was wel-
come to spnore all round the clock,
if disposed so to do.

Nugent and the naboh tawed—and

Em*apirﬁd. and rather wished that it
ad ‘mot heen such a r:glendi-:l August,

‘Even Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

admitted ‘that it was hot, :

S0 when a man on the fowpath
asked them if they would like a hand,
they gave ear.

Cyertuinly,- the Greyfriars fellows
‘had not started uwp the Thames to
be towed hy hired towers; they were
too strenuous for that, But every
rule has an exception—and this
seemed to' the twe tired towers ono
of the exceptional apots.

The man was not a mice-looking
man—but he secmed hefty enough.
Looks did not matter, so far as pull-
in% went,

e was rather ﬂtu‘hth', and rather
imply; he wore an old jacket too
arge for him and a pair of trousers

too short for him, ene black and one
tan boot, and a fur cap like a mangy

cat,

H_% Billy Buuter been awake and
on - the look-out, ke might have
recognised the framp-who had robhed
him of all his morey:

But Buanter waﬁast .asleep and
hidden from sight by the hat over
his face, 80 he remajned blissfully
unaware of Me. Hopkins: and Alfred
Hopking, en his side, naturally did
not recognise Bunter by his suore.

The other fellows were strangers to
him ; he had never seen them before,
and they had never seen him,

“'Ot work, sir, in this ‘ere ‘ot
weather I said man in the fur
cap, touching the same as he ad-
drossed Frank Nupent. “Arf-a-crown
will see you through, sir! Take yon
up to Staines, air|

Nugent pauted s -moment. He did
not want to slack, On the wgther
hand, when a fellow was 6n heliday,
he was on holiday! And the boat
g’ﬁdin% glfntlf through the rippling

00

water ed very tempting,
“What about it, Inky?” he asked.
* Terrificall idea ! paid the

nabob. “If this esteemed persom is
locking for. hard and honourable
work, why notfully ?*

Mr. Hopkins bligked at the nabob
as he made “that reply. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh's variety of hLis
lan mg& seorhed to entertain him a
little.

“Cor’ I said Mr. Hopkins,

“All right,” said Nugesnt; and he
handed the towrope to the man in
the fur cap. Amnd the boat pullcd
closer for him to jump in with the
nabob.

Mr. Hopking took the rope muder
his arm and towed,

The Water-Lily floated on with a
full crew.

Sitting in the beat with the other
fellows, Hu%eut and the nabob en-
joyed that tropical afternoon much
more than they had been emjoying it
heretofore.

But the pace was not quite so good,

The Greyiriars towers had not bheen
hurrying ; they were not on the river
to hurry. But they had been going
at & good average rate.

Average ratez did not scem 1o
appeal the man in the fur cap.
I? he was looking for work, it was
clear that he was not looking for
kard work.



A well-laden boat with six inside
reqiived a certain amount of pulling.
Tulling scemed to be a thing that
Mr. Hopking disliked.

He started off with quite a swing,
vovering the ground at a fairly good
rate. But he soon slowed down to
the pace of n very old, very tired,
and very relnetant snail.

The Famous Five had rather
woitdered at what rate the Water-
Lily wonld progress if Billy Bunter
took a turn at the rope. They could
guess now ! _

“*What arc you giving that totter-
Ing wreck for this tow, Franky?”
axked Bob Cherry. after Lalf an hour.

“Hulf-a-crown 1" said Nugent,

“He's doinr you out of two-and-
fivepence | said Bob,

“There's one thing that worries

I Farr
it -
. d
JI[ /

Yow !

me,” said Johuny Bull thoughtfully.
“"Think we may get fined for speed-
ing #”

C"Well, after all, what's the
ey 77 argwed Nugent, “We've

got the whole vae before us to do
the Thames-—and wc don't want to
spot. Osford in the morning !

“Bat we want to spot BStaines
befure the end of the holidays !
siggested Johnuy, * Bit rotten if we
have to zcnd this boaf back to old
Baker -at Friardale without haviap
secn Staines

“We're still moving I remarked
Bob, glancing at the water. “Yon
don’t notice—but if you look at the

ripples, yvou'll =zee!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, give him a chance!” aaid
Frank. *After all, if a man's look-

ing for work while we're loafing
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around on a holiday, he ought te be
cncouraged
“If that chap ever lopks for work,”
runted Jolinny Bull, “ there’ll be a
atality if he finds it! He would die
of shock !

Tlhiree or four towed boats overtook
the Water-Lily and passed on—the
Greyfriars crew beinz kept rather
busy in aveiding tangling towropes.
They were, 10 fact, & pood deal busier
than the man who was earning an
honest hal{-cvown by pulling them
along.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ejaculated
Bob suddenly. “EKnow that lot?"

A boal much lighter than the
Water-Lily came wup - the river,
farther out, nnder twe pairs of oars.

There were three  fellows in it—

Stoppit ! *’ roared Bunter, as the Famous Five hauled o¢n the rope.

You're pulling my legs off ! ¥’

Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of
Hirheliffe Sclicol,

Harry Whavton & Co. sat up and
tuok notice at once,

They had enconntered the High-
cliffe fellows the previous day, and
there had been an exchange of com-
pliments—a whizzine turf from Pon,
and whizzing tomatoes from the
Greviriars boat,

Pon & Co., it scemed, were also
spending the holiday on the Thames,
though they were not towing and
camping like the Greyiriars crew.
Longhing it did not appeal to the
kuuts of Higheliffe. They put up at
inns and hotels along the river—
which was quite a pleasant way of
spending a holiday—but rather more
cxpensive and less strenuous than
the Grevfriars fellows wanted.

I'lie Higheliffe boat was not epeed-
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ing by any means. Gadsby and
Monson rowed, ns Bob expressed it,
like a pair of stuffed dummies. But
compared with the anail-like erawl of
the Greyfrinra boat, it was quite o
rusi,

Pousonby, in the stern, half rose
and stored neress at the Water-
Lily. The Higheliffe Dboat, as it
happened, was also named the Water-
Lily, but it did not resemble the
Greyfriars ‘boat in other respects,
being little more than half the size.

“That crew acain!” The Remove
fellows heard Ponsonby's sncering
voice. “There's sgeven of them now,
They've picked np a pal—another
Greyfriars cad

Harry Wharton & Co, gnve Pon
grim looks. It was gnite impossible
for Pon really to have supposed that

“ Yarooh !

the dingy. frowsy figure in the fur
cap was really a Greyiriars fellow
who had joined the party,

Gadaby and Monseou looked round.

“Oh gad !” said Munson, "I told
vou wmen that they never wash at
Greyfriars. That chap on the tow-
path is the Iimit!”

"Genuine Groyfriars style!”
erinned Gadshy., “Old Boy, I sup-
pose—or perhaps they've Eﬂl‘- a Grey-
friars beak in the party.”

Tive faces in the Greyiriars Water-
Lily grew pink, Gaddy was tnt‘m%
his cue from Pon—and certainly dic
net really suppose that Alfred Hop-
kins waa riltn:r an Old Boy of
Grevfriavs School or a beak on the
staff of that scholastic establishment.

Ponsonby groped in a suitecase in
his boeat as the crafts drew level
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Hia hand came out with a cake of

soap in ik,
"li’restnt from Higheliffie!” e
called out. “I hope you fellows will

have washed by the time I see you

again ¥

Whiz |

Bang !

The cake of soap flew across the
space between the bhoats, It landed

on Johnny Bull’'s nose with a bang.

“Qw " roared Jnhngg.

“Ha, ha, ha ! velled Gadsby and
Monson,

In an instant, Harry Wharton &
Co. wera on their feet, groping for
anything in the nature of a missile
to veturn the fire. But the Highclific
Imaiti E]&{lt aw;.jr HE E_th:_xraaw‘ E—:ﬂm
apple T chind as -Pon
&:p Gy rﬂpﬁp.:g g?th langhter, shot on
towards Staines,

Johuny Bull rubbed his nose and
breathed fury. The other fellows
glared after the Higheliffe boat as it
vanished among e innumerable
eraft on the river.

Billy Bunter gnored on under his
hat, On the towpath, Alfred Hop-
kina continued his understudy of a
tired old snail! And the Famous
Five, with faces red with wrath, were
left with the cake of soap—a present
from Higheliffe t

—
£i. !

A Spot of Trouble !
ND the rest!” said Mr. Hop-

kina. .
“Whatr*
“Deaf?” asked Mr. Hopkins. *“I

says and the rest " _

idernbly on the hither side of
Staines, Harry Wharton & Co.
decided to diepense with the valuable
servicea of Mr. Hopkins.

Theg did not want to be exacting;
and it was hot weather, and it was
abundantly clear that the man in the
fur cap was ane of those ona who
are born tired. But they did want to

&8 Stainea before mightfall; and at

r. Hopking’ rate of progress it
seemed 1mprobable that they were
going to see Staines for gome days to
come !

So they called o halt; and Frank
Nugent jumped ashore, and tendered
a lhalf-crown in payment for those
valuable gervices, The man in the
cap certainly had not earned that
half-crewn, or half of it; but nobody
was disposed to haggle on that point;
indeed, it was worth the half-crown
te see the last of him. He made
them all fee] tired to look at him.

Mr. Haopkins took the half-crown,
bit it to make sure that it was a
rood one, and slipped it out of sight
1. his tattered garments. Then, like
Oliver Twist, he asked for more!

“What the dickens do you mean "
exclaimed Nugent. “You asked for
half-a-crown fo tow us up to Staincs
—and we're not near Staines yot !

The man in the fur cap looked un-
pleagant. His stubbly jaw jutted
aggressively.

“Stow it!* he said disagrceably.
“ Arf-acrown will sce you through,
was what I says—arf-a-crown each, of
course! There's five of you 'ecre—and
one what's snoring like a 'og in the
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boat—that's six!
fifteen shillings ™
h_Harr‘f Wharton & Co. stared at

im,

Frank Nugent colouwred with vexa-
tion. It dawned on him, rather late,
that it was injudicious to have deal-
ings of any kind with a man of Mr.
Hcﬂakins‘ looks !

ut the Famous Five of Greyfriars
were not the fellows to be Tﬂhgﬂﬂ by
a bullying rascal. The man in the
fur cqp supposed that they weére—but
that was a little mistake of hia.

Probably. it was the umpteenth
time he had bullied mdrey out of
river parties, unwilling to engzapé in
a shindy with a disrcputable rufian.
But in trying that game on the
Famous Five of the Greyfriars
Remove, ho had, so to sapeak, woke up
the wrong passengers.

Harry Wharton glanced at Nugent.

“There’s no mistake about it, of
course ?” he asked,

“0f course there isn’t!” angwered
Frank tartly, “He epid half-a-
crown—and he Iiasn't earned it!  Heo
won't have a farthivg more from
ma 1*

“Or from any fellew here!” said
Johnany Bull, in a deéep voice that waa
rather like that of the Great Flugre
Bear,

“8ez you!” jecved the mon in the
fur cap. "Twelve-and-six you got teo
‘and me, if ou don’t waut a covey to
get rorty I

“You can get as rorty as yon like,
you rascal!” said Harry Wlarton
coptemptuously. “You wen't get
anything more, so clear off 17

“Clear off, says you! I ain't,clear-
ing off till T been paid!” deelared
Mr. Hopkina. “ Now, then. dub up
sharp, afore I set about yer!”

Harry Wharton langhed. Obvionsl
the river yuflian fancied that he eoul
scare a party of schoolboys! It was
rather amusing to the eaptsin of the
Remove. The Famous Five were not
casily scared.

“Leave him

Six arf-crowns is

to me!” said Bob
Cherry. “If T can't handle g sweep
like that, I'll chuck away my boxing-
gloves and swop my punch-ball for a
set of marbles. Get going, you un-
washed slug I

“Better duck him in the river,”
said Johnny Bull, “A wash will do
him good !*

“You ‘andine it out?” roaved My,
Hopkins, brandishing a cleunched fist.

*Yes—I'm hundinﬁ it out!” maid
Bob cheerfully, and he handed it out
—in the shépe of a tap on Mr. Hop-
kins' nose.

It waz rather a hard tap! It was
meant to indicate to Mr. Hopkins
that lis room was preferred to his
company. It made the man in the
fur cap stagger.

The next moment He was jumping
at Bob.

But the champion fighting-man of
the Greyiriars Remove did not recede
an inch, He stood up te Mr. Hop-
lti.u]s, and met him with left and
right,

he yell that Mr. Hopkins uttered
the pext moment might almost have
been heard from Hampton Court to
Staines.

There was o heavy bump as hic went
down on his back on the towpath.

He sprawled there, blinking.

A spurt of red came from his nase.
One of his eyes winked. Bob had zot
in two—both good ones. It was quita
a surprise for Alfred Hopkins, It
was not at all what Alfred expected. -

“Cor !* he gasped.

“Jump up, old bean, and have a
few more!” suggested Bob. “IL've
aot some if you're really keen on it !*

“The morefulness ia terrifie, m
esteemed and  cheating raseal!™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Cor ¥ repeated Mr, Hopking,

He sat up and blinked at Bob.
But he did net get on his feet. He
secmed to have a misgiving that he
wight be knocked off them again if
be did!

“Taking a rest?” asked Bob,

“Cor!” gurgled Alfred.

B seemed that Alfred had bad
enongh. Leaving him, therefore,
fully satisfied em that point, the
Famous Five turned back to the bhoat.
Three fellows sicpped aboard, and
Nugent and the habob took the tow-
live again, : ]

Then, aa the Water-Lily surged oi-
ward, Mr. Hopkins rose to his fect.
Ho dabbed his nose with a tattered,
greasy sleeve, and fingered his eye
tenderly with a grubby hand. Then
he glouched after the boat. :

"Hi!" he called out. “Nigger!”

Hurree Jamset Ram Ein%‘h glanced
round, colouring under his dusky
complexion.

“Nigger|” bawled Mr. Hopkina,

“Come on, old chap ! eaid Nugont
hastily.

But Mr. Hopkins was not done with.
them yet. He had not succeeded in
extorting money; and he had cap-
tired two lLefty punches. It seemed
to be his idea to e it out in abuse.

He tramped along the towpath,
keeping paco with the hoat,

“'Ere, you in the boat ! he bawled.
“Ain't you got the change of a quid
about you? ‘Ard uwp lot, what?
Spent it all on the coponut shies?”

The hoat's erew took vo liced. It
was distinctly unpleasant—with other
Loats’ crews within hearing, It drow
n lot of wawelcome attention to the
(Greyirinrs boat. But they hoped
that the man in the fur cap weunld
vot tired of this form of amusement.

Mr. Hepking, however, tired as he
had scemed when pulling on the tow-
rope, did not tire of making himself
objeetionable and obnoxicus,

He had to put on quite a speedy
walk to keep up with the hoat. But
he did it—keeping abreast of the
Water-Lily as it rolled on at the end
of the towrope, and shouting from
the bank.

A hoat passed, with a numercus
company of young men and girls.
Mr. Hopkins shouted to them, at the
same time pointing to the Greyfriars
boat.

“Look at that lot!” he bawled.
“Ain't gpot a brown between them!
They've pinched that boat, and the
coppers are looking aleng the river
for them! Jest out of the workns,
that lotI”

There was a giggle from the other
boat as it passcd.



Bob Cherry rose to his feet with a
crimson face.

“That's peing to stop !” he said.

He made a jump from the boat fo
the ghore,

But Alfred Hopkins did not wait
for him. Alfred develved on his axis,
and went down the towpath like a
rabbit.

Bob jumped back inte the boat,

“Thank goodoess we're done with
bim ! he sadd. *This is a tip to keep
clear of that sort of blighter!™

“ Well, he's gone, thank goodness [
said Harry.

But Mr. Hopkinsg was not pone,
He was not done with yet, As soon
as Bob had sat down in the boat
again, e come cutting up the tow-
path.

“Hi'!” he roared. *You in. the
boat! . You poor workus lot? You
going to pay up! If you don’t pay
up, I'm follering you right into
Staines, and you can lay to that I
- “This is getting .pice!” murmured
Bob.

Harry Wharton set his lips. It
was unpleasant emough already; but
the idea of the man in the fur cap
earrying on in that style, right into
Htaines, was pot to be tolerated.

The captain of the Remove sorted
A good-sized potato out of a bag—
oue . of the recent purchases at
Chertsey.

Hc took aim at the frowsy man on
the bank, and landed that potato
ﬁ}irj;r in the middle of Alfred Hop-
kins’. unprepossessing features!

“Oooh !” roared Alfred.

He stogmrered and roared. The boat
rolled on, and for some minutes My,
Hﬂtml:ins stood rubbing his features;
antl the Greyfriars party hoped that
they were doue with him at last.
ut Alfred was a sticker. Having
Tubhed his features, he stooped and
pickéd up the potato and cut after
the boat.

That potato came back with a whiz.

But Alfred’s aim was not so good
a8 Wharton's.. The potato missed the
captain of the Bemove by a foot. or
more and crashed on a straw hat that
lay over the face of a gleeping beauty.

Crash !

“Yarooop!” came a startled yell
from Billy Bunter,

The straw hat rolled in the boat
as the startled Owl sat up.

“Ow! Beasts! Who baneed me?”
yelled Bunter.  “Can’t you let a
fellow snooze for a few minutes? If
that was you, Bob Cherry, vou silly
tdiot i

Bunter broke off as his eyes, and
his spectacles, fell on the frowsy man
on the bank. Bunter bounded.

“Oh erikey !" he gasped. “That's
him I

“h, who?” prunted Bob. " Ever
seen hiim before

“It's tim ! howled Bunter. *That

tramp who made me cook hiz break.
fast, and walked off with all the food,
and robbed me of all my money !

Alfred Gets Wet !

4 HAT?™
W Thivce juniors in
Water-Lily  jumped
their feet excitedly.

the
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They hali-believed in the cxistence
of Buuter's trﬂmg. Now, as the fat
{'uuin}r idlentiicd him, they quite be-
icved in that tramp.

Aund if they had doubted. they
would have been convinced by the
stare that the man in the fur cap
fixed on-Bunter, as the fat junior sat
up, revealing his face for the first
time, and his surprised ejaculation.

"Cor!” ejaculated Alfred. “That
fat covey! Cor!*

“That footpad!” hooted Bunter
He pointed a fat, denouncing finger
at the man on the bank., “That—that
highwayman ! That bandit !*

“Go casy with that rope, Frank!”
shouted Harry.

The towera looked back and slacked

ace, The boat slid to the bank. Mr.

opkins was speaking again,

“Same blooming boat what I see
this merning ! Cor! ‘Phat fut covey!
Cor!” TFat Jack of the Bone-'ouse!
Tuppencesha’penny all he'd got ! And
the.rest of you ain’t got that much!
Workus lot!"

Harry Wharten, Bob Cherry, and
Johnny Bull leapéd ashore.

Alfred Hopkins repeated his former
tactics—prompt retreat,

But this time he did not get away
with those tacties. This time the
juniors were prepared to put in all
the time that wnas necessary to rum
Mr. Hopkins down! They were not
only fed-up to the chin with Alfred
and his tiradea from the bank, but if
he was the ruflian who had plundered
their camp that morning they were
going to call him to account.

So they cut after Alfréd at a
racing speed.

Nugent and theé nabob stood with
the towrope, the boat at a halt.

The man in the fur cap covered
hweﬂtg yavds, and then stopped for
breath and looked back.,

He¢ had ne doubt that that- was
cnough—fellows going up the river
did unot want to put in time raeing
down the river. But Mr. Hopkins
was out in his caleulations.  His
bagkward glance showed him three
jnuiors coming down the towpath like
the wind—and he gave a gasp and cut
on arain.

But a further twenty yards did for
Alfred. Beer, tobacco, and the hot
weather combined agninst Alfred in
a foot race! Beer and bacey were the
delights of Alfred’s frowsy existence
—but they were vot useful as train-
ing for a runniner match.

Alfred had bellows to mend, and he
puffed, he blew, he paunted, he gur-
gled, and he slowed down—and thyee
pairs of hands fell upon him.

“'Ere, vou leggo!” panted Alfred.
“I'll. go—on my duvypfl I'm fed-up
with yer! Tl beat it, and you ean
lay to that!™

“You won't!” said Harry Wharton,
taking a %rip on the green-spotted
muffler. “You should have gooe while
the going was good, my man! Now
you're comimer EIGH% with us, to be
given into custody !

“Wot!” gasped Afred.

“ Haok him along ! said Bob.

"“'Ere, wou leggo!" hLowled Mr
Hopking, 1 alavm, “ Waotcher mean.
I'd like to know?® Can't & man walk
on this "ore bank if he likes. and can’t
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‘e say what he blaoming well pleases !
You ain’t got nothing on me!”

“ZBhoye bhim along!" said Johnny
Buil.

The man in the fur cap objeected
strongly.  But his objections were
not heeded. He was forcibly walked
back to the point where the boat had
stopped.

“Got in!"” gaid Harrey.

“What for?” roared Mr. Hopkins.

“We're taking won to the police
statton ot Biaines”

“Cor!” gasped Mr. Hopkins.

“You -rohbed our enwp this morn-
ing,” said Harry. “You'll be charged
at the police station. Get in!”

“1 ain't going in that there boat !
I ain'fe—a”

* Piteh bhim-in!”

" Whunm? " roaved the man in the
fur cap, as he went headlong inte the
Water-Lily from the bank.

He erashed -in the boat.

Three juniors jumped in after-him,
and Harry Wharton wared his hand
to the fellows with the towline.

“CGret on "% he ealled ont.

“Takiny a passenger?” ealled ont
Numrent,

“Yes; we've giving (his mad in
charge for robhing Buunter ™

“Good egr!” grinned Nugent,

They marched on with the rope, and
the Water-Lily =ot inte motion
agahi.  The crew pushed well ont
from the bank to give Mr. Hopkins
no chance of jineping nshove.

Alfred Hopkins sat and panted, aml
alared at them.

Obviously, he would have heen gl
te leap at them, instead of gharing,
and bit out right and leit. Bnt
Alfred realiscd that - that wny g
chicken that wonld not fight. As Bol
was able to handle him single-handed
he Liad not much prospect in a tussle
with the three. Alfred realised that
e was in a bad box! No doubt he
reavetted by- that time that he had
not departed while the going was
o,

Not thut Harry Whartou & Co. had
an actual intention of axpending time
and trouble by handing over the
raseal to the law. They were piving
him a fright by way of punishment—
and there was no doubt that Alfyed
wig searcd.  Apart from his proceed-
ings in the ecamp that morning, le
had all sorts of reasons for dia_l?kiuﬁ:
the society of policemen, He had
never pulled well with the police
force—they kuew altogether too much
abont Alfred.

“That's the villain ! said Bunter,
with @ stern blink at the panting

rascal. “That’s him! He's got all
my money !

“Bloated millionaire!” said Boh
Cherry.

“All your hlinking money ! hooted
Mr. Hopkina. “Tuppence-ha'penny
was all you 'ad, and you give it to
me!"

“You'll go to chokey for it.” said
Bunter. “Tramps ain’t allowed to
steal, and the amount don’t make any
difference 1V

“True, O king ! snid Beb Cherry.
“There's a jolly old verse you ought
to remember, my man—' He that
takes what isn't hia'n, is pretty sure

to o to prison !’ Keep that in mind
Tig Magxer Lisravy.—No. 1,644,
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as a Lip for the future—when you
come out!™

“I'll have him up for assault and
battery, ftoo!” said Buntex. ' He
kicked me and smacked my head. He
can reb six months for that 1™

Mr. Hopkins gave Bunter a look.
That look indicated plainly what
would have happened to the fat Owl
had ke becn alone with Alfred.

Bunter gave him a blink of lofty
contempt. He was not afraid of
Alfred Hopking—now !

*You rotten rascal !” he said. "For
two pins I'd smack your head! Don’t
look 8o cheeky or I jolly well will!l
I know how to deal with your sort,
I can jolly well tell you!"

“Cor!"” breathed Mr. Hopkins, “If
I 'ad you to yourself for “arf a mo’,
you {at young ‘o "

“Shut up!”  ordered Bunter.
“Another word, and I'll smack your
head !

“"You bladder of blooming lard-—"

Smack !

“Ow ! roared Mr. Hopkins, as a fat
hand smote, * Why, I'll—"

He half-rose as Bunter amacked hia
head.

“I say, you fellows, keep him off I
yelled Bumter.

“T¥a, ha, hat”

Bob Cherry gave Alfred a shove,
and Alfred sat down again, with a
Lump.

Alfred gave
alare.

“Think I'm going to ave my ’ecad
smacked !” he yelled.

“Why not?” asked Bob cheerily.
“One good turn deserves another. If
you emacked Bunter's head, why
shouldn’t he smack yours?” _

“I'll jolly well smack it again if
vou're eheeky, my man !” said the fat
ﬂvﬂhvi:tuﬁnusjf. “¥You'd better shut
up !

lME‘red Hopkins sat breathing fury
as the boat rolled on,

Scveral {fimes he cast plances
towards the bank. But Bob Cherry
stecred well out. There was no chance
of a jump ashore. If Alfred cared to

him an infuriated

take his chance in the water, no one
was going to stop him. But he
shrank from that idea, Neither in-

gide nor outside did Mr, Hopkins like
water.

“Took "ere,” he said at last. “I'11
give the young bloke hia money back,
aud you young gents go easy with a

bloke 1™

The juniora grinned. Alfred waa
getting much more civil.

“YTou can lgim him his money back
if you like,” said Harry. "It may
make things better for you when
you're charged.”

Mr. Hopkins eyed him, and finall
sorted out two pennies and a half-

my.

pF}Hiljiry Bunter had stated the amouunt
of his financial less variously from
three pounds to seven or eight. How-
ever, lie retook possession of the
twopence-halfpenny with satisfaction,
He was glad to get all his money
back !

“Now vou let a bloke pit out of
thiz "ere boat!"” said Mr. Hopkins.
“I don't want to sce po blooming
coppers, I dom't!™

“They may like to sce you,” sug-
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gested Bolb Cherve.  “You may he

© the very man they want to see, if

there's anything missing along the
Thames between Richmound and Crick-
lade. ™

Alfred Hopkins breathed hard, He
had a misgiving himself that the
wlice at Staines might be glad to see
vim. Gvub from the Greyiriars camp
that morning was not all that he had
stowed in Dis bagey pockets that
August. As a habitual snapper-up of
unconsidered trifles, Alfred preferred
to keep gentlemen in Live tunics at
n safe distaunce.

Staines was in sight now—and
Alfred was getting more and more
uneasy. But the boat kept well out
and there was no jump ashore for
him. He had to swim for it, if he
ot away at all—and, at
long last, he made up his
mind to it.

He shuddered at the
prospect of establishing con-
tact with clean cold water.
But even that was better
than the coppers.

He jumped up suddenly.

“Collar  him!"™  roared
Bob, though without
making any move to do so.

The juniors wanted tfo
Five %uir, Hopkins 2
legsson; but they did not
want to carry such a pas-
senger into Staines.

Splash !

Alfred went over the side,
headlong.

“After Dhim!”  roared
Jnhnni Bull, sitting still.
“RFet him with that boat-
hook 1

Alfred could swim. He
swam! He plunged ashore
pufling and spluttering, and
dragged himself wup the
banl.

He crawled on the tow-

ath, scaked to the skin and
ooking like a drowned
rat.

Bob Cherry gave a rvoar:

“Stop him! Hold him till
I get at him! Stop him ¥
; ..&Il;re}:ld did m:IEl wait.

quelehing water, drippin
from head to foot, gurlﬁing
for breath, Alfred wen
down the towpath at his
beat speed.

The Grevfriars
chuckled as he went. They had got
rid of Alfred at last—so far from
following the boat into Staines, as
he had threatened, Alfred’s onc
object now was to aveld getting into
Staines along with that boat !

Alred puffed, and blew, and
gurgled, and squelched out of the
picture—and the Water-Lily rolled
on to Staines, leaving Alfred to dis-
appear over the horizon.

fellows

Startling Disappearance of Bunier !
i I SAY, vou fellows 1M

s [:11?”
“"I'm tired ™
“What
“YWhat about a
Bunter.
The Water-Lily had passed throurh

camp??  asked

THE MAGNET-

Bell Weir Lock, a mile above Staines,
and was gliding on towards that spot
a0 famous in English history—TRunny-
mede—when Buntey announced that
e was tired.

How Bunter had got tired was
rather a mystery.

Even if he had got tived gelting
brezkfast for MMr. Hopkins in the
carly worn, he had had time to
recover from the fatipue. Since then
he had, so to speak, used no other.

Having spert the day sitting, or
lying, in the boat, sleeping half the
time, and cating most of the other
half, even Bunter might have been

expected to hear up against the
fatigues of that river trip.
Possibly, however, Buuter was

——

Whop! The stick landed on Mr. Spooner’s tro
splitting yell froi

thinkipg more oI sSUupper tnan ¢f rest.

The golden sun was sinking in a
blaze of colour in a porgeous sky.
The scencry om the viver, as tl{u
voyagers appreached Magna Charta
[sland, wes a perfect picture. But
Billy Bunter had Iittle use for sunscts

and other beauties of nature. Sunsect
only reminded him of supper.
“"Poor old Bunter!™ said Bob

Cherry.  “ Must be almost worn out!
Tiring work, sitting on a eushion !

“ Well, I'm bungry!” said Bunter.
“There’s some jolly nice spots along
here for a camp! Better pick a place,
I think. I shall have to wait while
you fellowa get the tent up, and all
that.”

“Couldn’t lend o hand at pettivg
the tent up, or anything of that
kind ?" inguired Bob.
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“That's vight—leave everything to
me !” said Bunter, “It's the sort of
thing I expeet from you fetlows I

“We made rather a mistake coming
through the last leck.” said Bob
Cherry regretfully. * We ought te
have dropped Bunter in the I::n:i: g

“Ob, really, Chervy-—0-"

“Don’t you want to see Magna
Charta Esland 7" asked Nuoent.

“"Eh? What's that#”

The jupiovs chuckled. Ilven Billy
Bunter, at school, had to learn a spot
of history—juat. as mueh as Mr.
Queleh was able to drive ivto an un-
receptive head. But Bunter knew

how to deal with sclinolmasters.

It waz true that the beasts made
him learn things. Oun the other hand,

isers, to be followed immediately by an ear- 1
n Mr. Spooner!

gunter cowld retalinte by promptiy
forgettinge thew.

“Blessed if T ean sce anything to
cackle at!” said Banter. “I don't
care much for islands, apd if there’s
a carfer on the island, I don't want
to have anything to do with him.”

“0h, my lhat!™

“That island ts where King John
signed Magna Charta, fathead ! said
Harry Wharton, “That's where the
harons corpered him, and made him
git up and take notice.”

“0Oh, T know.all about it!" said
Bunter. " You fellows can't teach me
history. I could pass am exam in
history wilhk my eyes shut! Think I
don’t kuow that King John was
Ireaten at the battle of Blenheim,
when Wellingtou said : * Up, guards,
and at ‘em! ey

“Oh, erikey !

“1t was Cromwell, T think, who
gave him the kyhosh |” said Bunter.
"Or—or was it AMarlbovough? 1
forget which, at the moment! But
I remember he said: "A hovse, a
horse, my kingdom for a horse!’
And he never smiled again. | I lorget
why.”

“Oh erumbs !” gasped Bob Cliervy.
“He would have smiled again if he
had heard you spouting listory,
ﬂ‘}’;‘tﬂ“ He couldn’t have helped
itl?

“The smilefulness would have been
terrific ! chuckled Hurvee Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" You can cackle ! said Bunter dis-
dainfully. “You fellows den't know
much. It was Kine Johu
wha lost his liwen in the
wash—think T don’t know ?”

“Ha, ha, ha1®

“He lost his baggage in
flie Wash!” masped Harry
Wharton, “That was at
another time! He signed
the Great Chavter at Runny-
mede. They oot him on the
island so that he couldn't
Ell:j{:i’ge them, and he signed
i g

“They got him, that’s a
cort,” said Nugent., " But
1 jolly well think it wasn't
on the island. It must have
been on the bank at Runny-
mede, accordine te what
I've read of the Charter

itself, It says: 'Tn prato
quad  vecatur  Runing-
maele.” ™

“Construe!” grinmed Bob
Cherry,

“In the ficld which is
called Runoymede!” gaid
Nugent. “That's on the

hank, wot on the island.”

“ Look here,” roaved Billy
Bunter indignantly, "avc
we going fto lhave putnid
[.atin in the heols, same as

‘ol S rC:'?_t st school?  You jolly well
: i Wl g g shut up, Nungent! We might
RO | | Y f}f" AOBT as well be listening to
i ; # b : Quelel in the Form-room !

f 7l fﬁf/ » “And simee old John
A b it signed the Gueat Charter

we've  been  blessed with
jolly old liberty ™ said Bob.
“Kings can't lay taxzes ov
us new—only the House of
Commons! I's true that the House
of Commons lay three times as much
taxes omn us s iI‘I]Fr killg ever dreamed
of! But what’s the odds, so long
as you're 'appy?"

“Look here, blow Rine John, and
blow Runnymede, and blow Magna
Charta Island, and blow the whole
!iut of ‘em I aaiddﬂu?mr, “Let's look
or & camp—and if you spout an
more Latin[j_Frunk Huﬁg{-nt,pl'li juilg
well buzz something at vou !

Johnny Bull, who was lowing,
looked round into the boat.

“Say when ! he ealled ont,

“When '™ said Bunter promptly.

" We'll do Runnymede in the morn-
ing ! said Harvy Wharton. laughing,
“This iz as jolly a pavt of the rivey
az a follow conld want. Took at the

L]

scomery, Bunter—->"~
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“ Blow the scenery !” said Bunter.

The river party looked for a camp,
towing on gently while they looked.
A tiny islet attvacted their eyes, and
the Loat was promptly punted into
it. There was—for a wonder—uo
notice-board to be seen, warning tress
passers that they wounld be prose-
cuted.

A shelving preen bank, backed b
shady trees, locked quite do]ig‘hti'u]}:
Phere was a wood beyoud, decp awd

shady, Whether this was public
land, or 'Fru'ate land, the Greyiriars
fellows did not know—they “hoped

that it was the former, ov alterna-
fively, as the lawyers say, that the
owner, if any, Imd"' 1o objection to a
really nice party of fellows campin
there for t]?a night. Anyhow, they
wite going to chance it.

Owuera along {he river are not,
generally, enthusiastic about camp-
ing parties. But, reslly, cven a very
good-naturad 1;1-4:%&&34}“'13&: could
net be cxpected to like his turl huint
up by a camp-five, and cmpty bottles,
paper bags, and other rubbish loft
about for him to clear up.

Harry Wharton & Co. were carcinl
campers, There was no real aced for
a camper to be a worry and a nuis-
ance—it only required a small extra
spell of work when breaking camp (o
leave a place as tidy ae they found it,
And a fellow who is afraid of work s
e trae camper,

Billy Bunter sat in the boat, while
the juniors ran up the tent, Perhaps
ke was too tired to help. More prob-
ably, he was too lazy.

“1 say, you fellows, aren't yon
cooking anything for supper # na]\lml
out Bunter, as he saw no sign of conk-
myg utensils being wnpacked.

¥ Cold supper " anawered Bolb,

“Well, I think that’s the limit!®
said Bunter, in utter disgust, “ Yon're
asking me to eat a cold supper, after
a da y on the viver, breause yon're atl
too jolly lazy fo uynpack a ifrying.
pan and cook a soss oF two!”

i £ oaLl T 5

Mobody azked you, =ir,"” =
=aidd ' " sane Boh,

“"Ha, ha, ha "

Really, it wos gnite o nice cold
supper, There were hard-boiled oo s,
sliced, with watereress: there was
ham, there was  bread-and-buiier;
there wore radishes, there woaa o 1in
of salmon for any who liked it, and
ihere was a wedge of cake., There
would alse have beenm a buneh of
bananas and a bag of chervies; but
these did oot appenr &n be in cxist-
ence when the party landed. Posszibly
Bunter knew what had become of
them.,

Gruntivg, Billy Bunter rolled
ashore, to join in the supper--such as
it was, ns he saveastically remarked.

The Famous Five sat round on
cushions of macintosh squares, in the
thick, rich grass.

Bupfer brousht a cuszhion and a
e aslore with him. He dropped
ithem in the proass and blinked round
through his apectacles, The nearest
tree was some distance up the bank;
and Bunter did not want to go so far
from the food—but, ou the other
hand, there was nothing for Lim to
lean on when he sat down.

Tue Magker Ligmapy.——No. 1631
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He wianced at the tent, but it was
clear that if he leaned on the tent, it
would not sustain the burden. There
was nothing clse,

“%it down, old fat man!” said
Hurry, rather surprised to see Bunter
still standing. Bunter seldom stood
when he could sit.

“What am I geing
against?” asked Bunter.

“Oh! TIs that a riddie?”

“Lovk berc, get som¢ bags and
things from the boat,” sugpgested
Bunter. “Two or three bags and the
hamper would be oll right, if you
stack them up carefullly. Dou't be
careless mases and let them fall over
when 1 sit down !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you
roarted Bunter.

“Your little joke, old porpoise !

“Same old tale—laziness and selfish-
ness all round !” said Bunter bitterly.
He could see that he was pot going

to  lean

cackling at?”

to get the stack of baggage to lean

his fat back om., “All right! TYou
azk a fellow on a boating trip, and a
fat lot you care whether e has any-
thing to lcan on or unot! I might
have expected it!”

Billy Bunter spread the rue out
over the long grass, and deposited the
cushion 1o the middle of it, Then he

lnmped down on the cushien with a

eavy plump.

The next instant n wild vell raug
over the Thames valiey, And the
Famous Five gasped with astonish-
ment.

‘Bunter had disappeared,

Yor the fraction of a sccond they
had an astounding glimpse of a paiv
of little fat legs sticking up in the
aiv—then Bunter was gone!

[n blank amazement, they gazed at
the apot where be bad vanished—
swallowed up beforc their eyes by
the seemingly solid earth!

e —

Bunter's Come-Back [

b CNTER ™
B “What the thump—"
“Great pip!”

The Famous Five bounded to their
toet.

They were utterly amazed.

Billy Bueter was completely lost to
aizht. What had become of him was,
for o moment, an amazing mystery.
He seemed to have vanished like a
spectre before their startled eyes.

But lic was not, it secmed, gone
for good! His voice was very soon
heard—on ita top note! ¢

“Yarooeooh ! Oh crikey!
out of this!”

It was really astonishing to hear
Bunter's voice proceeding, as it
seomed, from the dim and mysterions
jnterior of the plobe into which
Bunter had vanished.

But as they pgathcred round the
spot where the fat Owl had aunk from
aight, the amazing mystery waa ex-

lained.

There was a narrow but deep
chiapnel in the bank, runnine down to
the water—n “feeder” of the river.
It was completely hidden by the lone
grasag—and Bunter lLad hidden it
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slill move effectnally by spreading his
rug over it before lie sat down!

The grass sustained the g and
the cushion; but when Bunter sat
down it did not sustain Bunter.

Bunter had, in fact, sat down on
empty space, screrned by grass and
rug.

Naturally, ke had gome through,
taking rug and cushion with him,

“Oh!” gasped Harry Wharton, as
he starved down,

“VWow! I'm drowning! Help!
Brasts ! Yavooh!” came a roar from
the intevior of the earth.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob.

That echannel was-gix feet deep.
Looking down into -it, the juniors
could sec Bunter on his back, on the
gz, with his feet sticking up. The
expression on his face was expres-
Bively expressive,

Luckily, there was litkle water in
that feeder in Anpust. In November,
probably, it wonld have beem full. In
a hot and dyy August it had only a
trickle at the bottom.

Bunter was not, as he announced,
drowning, But be was getting damp.

“Lug him out !” said Bob,

“Why mnet lcave him there?”
snggested Johnny Bull, “Lug him
ont after saupper, if he's too lazy to

crawl ont I

“Why, you beast!” came a poar
from below. “You rotier! I'm
drowning ! I've broken -my neck!
My head’s eracked !™

_ ::It. was cracked before you weat
11 R

* Beast 1™

“Come on!” said Harry Wharton,
langhinzg. “ All hauds on deck [”

“Will you gemme out of this!”
shrieked Bunter., "1 ean’t move! I'm
jammed  in!  Beasts!  Rotters!

cmme out !

Heally, it was mnot easy to pget
Bunter out. Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry lay on their chests, on the
cdee of the channel, and grasped a fat
ankle cach, They ]}'ﬂlleg. But they
pulled in vain, Safc on the surface
of the earth, they could have lifted
Bunter, by a combined effort. But
nmilling him out of that depth by his
cgs was quite another propesition.

“Ow! You're pip-pip-pulling my
legs off 1 yelled Huuter.P‘" E-tﬁpﬂpull-
iu;z my lers off, you beasts !

‘I'll. get the boathook!™ said
Johnny Bull. “I can help you by
hooking him up—wait till I get the
boathook

Yell from Bunter!

“Yon beast, don't you bring that
boathook near me !

“Do you want to be pot out or
not ¥ ronved Johuny.

“ Beast 1*

“Pull devil, pull baker!” gasped
Bob Cherry. “Go it!”

“Yavoook! You're pulling my lega
off I ronred Bunter. " Leggo my legs,
you silly dummies! I won't have my
legs pulled off 1

The fat ankles were released.
Plainly, Bunter was not to be ex-
tracted that way,

Wharton .zlm‘lY Bob Cherry gasped
for breath after their exertions.

“Well, what's going to be dome?”
oasped Bob.

“All of you get down here and Tifk

‘me up!” howled Bunter.

“Are you
Ening to leave me here all night, you
casts "

Five fellows eyed him. Nobody
seemed fearfully keen on sguelching
down into two inches of water and
several inches of thick, smelly mud,
Neither was there mueh roum for

movement in that mnarrow, deep
channel, with ecrumbling earthy
walls. It did not seem to occur to

Bunter to help himself. e remained
on his back, glaring up in indignant
wrath.

“I'll get the rope ! said Nugent.

e G'ﬂﬂ egg !u

“'That’s the big idea!”

The towrope was unhooked from
the Water-Lily and brought ashore,

Eob Cherry made a loop at the cnd
and leaned down over the edge of the
channel,

" Catch hold, Bunter I he said.

“I can't possibly hiold on while you

nll me out, you beast, unless some-

dy comes down and givea me a
bunk !” howled Bunter.

“You jolly well can,
chump "

“I jolly well won't, so yah ' roared
Bunter.

“0Oh, all right!™

Bob dropped . the loop of the rope
aver-the two fut legs that were stick-
ing up. He jerked it tight.

“ Now, then, pull, you chaps!” he
said. “All hands!™

* Yaroooooh !"

Five sturdy fellows threw their
weight on the repe.

Bunter had to be got out. If he
couldn’t, or wouldn’t hold on the ropé
with his hands, obviously he had to
come out by his legs.

He came out by his legs; but to

you fat

udge by his rcmarks during the

auling process, he disliked the
operation intensely.

“Ow! Yow! Stoppit! Beasts!
Rotters | Yarooh ! h crikr:;r !
You're pulling me to bits! You're

lugging my degs off | I'm all muddy !
Y-::ru'm.bnuging ray head ! Yarooop ™

But the othera took no notice. -They
lay back on that rope like a tug-of-
war team, and heaved for all they
were worth,

“A long pull, and a strong pull,
and a puil all together!” gasped
Bob Cherry. "“Here lhe uumes%r"

Buuter's legs came up.  After the
lees came the rest of Bunter—
yelling ! He was landed at last, like
a fat fish.

For the next five minntes Billy
Bunter forgot even supper. Johnny
Bull hooked ont the rug and the
c¢ushion with the boathook. The
Famonus Five sat down to continue
their interrupted mcal. Bunter sat
in the grass—at o safe distance from
that channel—and told them what Lie
thought of them. He told thom at

rent length, and with almost in-
Enim iteration and reiteratiom, till
he had no breath left with which to
tell them any more.

The Famous Five, sad to relate,
did not seem to care a boiled bean
what Bunter thourht of them. Lhey
ate their supper with smiling faces,
Billy Bunter's cloquence passing
them by like the idle wind which
they regarded not.



Caught' Bending |

LINK!
I—Iﬁrrg Wharton awoke.
€link !
The captain of the Remove grinued,
in the dark interior of the tent, as he
beard that metallie clink.

Six fellows had been fast asleep in
the tent, Billy Bunter was snoring,
decn in the land of dreams. The
otbers had been sleeping soundly
enough. But that mctallie clinking
close at haad cauwsed Wharton to open
his eyes.

Quictly he rosze to his feet without
awakeniny the other fellows, and
drew aside the flap of the tent.

Outside, there was o bright glim-
mering of summer starlight. The
trees rosc black agaimst a deep blue
sky spangrled with stars. The little
inlet in. which the Water-Lily was
moored shimmered in the starhight—
and, twenty yards distant, the broad
Thames rolled like a sheet of asilver.

Wharton's eyes fixed on the hoat
—and on a dark figure bending avev

1.

Clink, clink !

The previous might the chumsg of
Greyiriara had had a narrow cscape
of losing that boat.

That boat had once belonged to a
man named Spoones, and bhad been
sold while Mr. Sggnner was enjoying
-—more ot less—the hospitality of the
Qovernment for a space of two years!

Shifty Spooner had finigked sexrving
his sentenee just before Qreyfriars
School broke up for the snmmer holi-
days. And for some yeason Dest
kvown to himself, Mr. Spooner’s first
thought, when be. left. Dars and
walders behind, was te get-back his
old beat.

'Fhe boat-builder at Friardale lLad
refused to trust it in Mr. Spooner's
hands. But it. was clear that Shifty
Spooner wanted that boat badly, for
he had watehed the Greyfrairs river
party and attempted to get away
with it under cover of darkness.

For which reason the Famous Five
did not trust it to the mooring-rope.

Why Mr. Spoorer was 50 keen on
that boat, they did not know; but he
was - fearfully keen on it, and it
sermed probable that he might drop
in another nicht with the same
objcet in view.

during that. day’s shoppine in
Chertsey they had purchased a chain
with a strong padlock.

One cod of the chain was securely
stapled in the bows of the Walew-
Lily. The eother end, taken ashore,
wa cgassed round a stump and pad-
locked,

Thus eecured, the Water-Lily
scemed fairly safe in the poszsession
of its presemt hirers. If Mr. Shifty
Eﬁnunr drﬂcrped i again, he was
likely to find zome difficulty in deal-
ing with that ehain and padlock.

link, eclink!

Harry Wharton grinned as he
looked from the tent. He conld only
make out & dark fgure by the hoat,
but he could guess that it was Mr.
Spooner—after his old boat again.

¢ was having trouble with that
chain,

Probably it bad taken Lim by suu-
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gii . As he strove to push off the
t, it clinked and clinked.

“Suffering snakes !” Harry Whar-
ton caught a suppressed ejaculation
1 tones of iotense exasperation.
“Blﬂw }Em !u

The clinking ceased,

The man in the dark had made no
sound himself, Shifty Spooner was a
man of stealthy ways. But the chain
had made some wucise as it -was
dragged, and that noise had awak-
ened one fellow in the tent,

Looking out, Wharton saw the dark
figure turn, and caught the gleam of
two narrow sharp eyes fixed on the
tent. Evidently Shifty was uneasy
lest someone had awnkened.

Wharton made no sound. He just
watched.

A long minute of silence followed.
Then Mr. Hpooner, ntplﬁarcntl]' reas-
sared, ceased to watch and listen,
and gave his attention to the boat
again.

The chain did not clink any more.
Shifty, now that he .realised liow
matters stood, was very careful.

He groped cautiously at the chain,
aroped along its length. and stopped
at thae tree-stump where it was pad-
locked,

Harry Wharton prinved again, as
he watched him,

He¢ could not deal with the padleck,

He was trying to drag the circling

chain up over the top of the stump,

But thot stump was of irregular
shape, and there were juts and knobs
in the way, and the chain was tight.
Wharton was well aware that the
boat-thief would not suceced in that
cudeavonr—and he did not.

Shifty rose to his feet at last,
breathing harvd.

He groped in his pocket and pro-
duced | something  therefrom—pro-
hably a pocket-knife. Then he bent
by the stomp arain, and there_ was a
seraping sound. He was tryinp—
perhaps not very hopefully—to foree
open the padlock with the pocket-
knife.

Harry Wharten still made no
sound. He picked up a thick atick
that had been left handw, in cage it
was wanted. It was wanted now.

With the stick in his hand he
stepped silently from thesdeut.

The dark figure, bending over the
padlock, had its hack to the tent.
Harry Wharton made no sound on
the grass as he approached on tiptoe,
the stick lifted ready for a swipe.

Mr. Spooner was going to oot a sur-
prise.

He was excellently placed for a
swipe. Bending over the padlock,
te could not really have been better
placed, if he had been himself try-
ig to assume a position specially
favourable for the purpose.

Step by step, without a souwnd,
Wharton drew unearer, with stick np-
lifted.

*Blow it !” he lieard in suppressed
tones. " Sufferine snakea! Blow it
camd blow them ! Blow !

There was a scraping seund.

Whether Mr, Spooner might have
succeeded, if given time. in auagpiﬂg
open that padleck cannot be said, He
was mot given time,

Harry Wharton reached Lim,
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SE&ndinF just behind the stoopla
Shifty, he swept the stick down wit
all the beef he could put into the
swipe.

Whop !

The stick landed on Mr. Spooner’s
trowsera with a report like a rifle-
gshot., That report rang and echoed
among the trees round the Greyiriars
camp.

flt was fallowed by an ecar-splitting
FETha stooping man bounded clear of
the earth in bis surprise, " He yelled
wildly as he bounded. Never had a
boat-thief heen taken so completely
by surprise!

shifty Spoomer bounded,
and spun round, still yelling.

Thera was a hubbub of voices from

yoelled,

the tent. Five felloweg therc had
awakened—that terrific yell Tad
awakened even Billy Bunter.

The etarlight glimmered on A
Spooner’s sharp, foxy face for a
moment as he gptin round. Buf it was
Ghl{tfﬂr a momexnt. The next moment
Shifty Spooner made another houni,
and was gone.

One ewipe seemed to be enongh for
him. He did not stay for another.
He vanished into the shadows of the
night--a howl floating back from the
shadows as he vanished.

““Hallo, -hallo, hallo ™ came a shout
from the tent. “What’s up?”

Harry Wharton, laughing, wullked
back Ethe tént, FoR

“0.K. " he said. “Only Spooucr
after the boat! I caught ?ﬁm bownd-
il}gmnd he left without saying good-
night 1"

“Oh crumbe! It sounded like a
shot ¥ exelaimed Nugent.,

“Only a swipe on his bags !”

“Some swipe!" said Beb Chenvy,
with a chuckle.

*The swipcfuloess must have Deen
terrifie B

0w Eﬂ_, ].IE:-, ]“1 =

“1 say, you fellows, I wish vyou
wouldn't wake a fellow up in the
middle of the m%‘llt. i" come a vigh
corunt. “T can jolly well tell you that
if you don’t let me sleep at night, T
shan't turn ont in the morning. V
can't expect. it. Ow! Who's ¢
treading on me?”

“Ha, ha, La

“If you tread on me again, '
jolly well—  Yaroooop !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“All vight I said Billy Bunfer, in
tones  of concentrated indipnation.
“You won't let a fellow sleep! Don't
call me in the morning. I was going
to get up at eight, to please you
fellows —new T won’t! Yaraooh!
Somebody’s treading on me again!®

“I faney somebody's ing on
treading on you till you shut up!¥
remarked Bob Cherry,

“1Ia, ha, hal”
Rilly Bunter decided to shut up.

Left Behind !

i OVELY morning!" zaid Bob
Cherry.
*Gorgeous I
“And that fat nss wasting
spoving ! grunted Johnoy Bull,
THe Mscrer LiBRARY.~—No. 1,644,
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Five fellows had turned out early
on & glorions August morning, They
had called Bunter, and had a dip in
the Thames. They had catled Bunter,
and cooked breakfast over the stove.
They had called Bunter, and eaten
their breakfast, They had called
Bunter, and packed for departure—
with the cxception of the tent, in
which Bunter was still snoring.

Bright sunshine, shining river,
greem woods and green meadows,
blue skies and a gentle breeze, ealled
them forth. But they did mnot call
Bunter forth. Bunter slept and
shored.

Each time he was called, he
grunted—thoat was all. Now the
Famous Five were ready to go,

“Roll him out and dip his head
in the water,” suggested Johnny
Bull; “that will wake him up!”

“Or get the teat down with
Bunter in it!” said Bob. "“He will
shift when it comes down wallopi”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“What about leaving him to it?”
he asked. “We want to do Magna
Charta Island, and Bunter doesn't!
Let's push off, and come Dback for

him 1"
“Good egg!” Bob Cherry chuckled

and walked over to the tent. “Here,
Bunter! Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Waking
up yetg”

Snore !

“We're going!” roared Bob.

Snore !

“Do you want to be left behaiand P
roared Bob Cherry.

Snore !

_ ““8till asleep!” esnid Bob. *That
chap can ElnePE I'll heave some-
thing at himt”

. £!" came a sudden howl. It
seemed that Bunter was mot wvery
fast axlecp, after all. " Lemme alone |
You kept me awnke nearly all

night !
“Holl out !
“Shan't! Yonu can call me at ten,

and if brekker's ready, I'll pet up!”
“ Want to be left behind ¢
“Yah I
“We're just starting——"=
(1] Yﬂh !:u
“Qh, nll right! Good-hye,
Bunter!" !

Bob Cherry walked away and re.
joined his comrades at the boat.

Billy Bunter prunted contemptn-
ously as he turned over to go to
eleep again,

Those beasta were, perhaps, capable
of going on and leaving him behind
—after all he had dowe for them!
Bu: they were not likely to go on
and lenve the tent behind, So long
as the tent was there, Bunter felt
gnfe. And he closed his eyea and
went to aleep again contentedly.

It was about am hour and a half
later that the fat Owl'e eyes opened
once move. He sat up, and pitched

off blankets. 2

At half-past nine, even Billy
Bunter was willing to make a move.
He was not keen or eager—but he
was willing. At half-past nine the
urge to breakfast rather outweighed
the urpe to slumber. So Bunter was
ready to get ap.

He got up.
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“I &ay, you fellows,” he squeaked,
“I shall be ready for brekker in two
minutes

There was no answer.

Bunter rolled ont of the tent and
blinked round him through his
epectacles.

Neobody was in sight.

“YI say, you fellows !” he yelled.

Echo answered. There was no
other answer.

Billp Bunter's eyes gleamed behind
his spectacles. e had no doubt
that the beasts were keeping out of
gight just to pull his fat leg. Then,
suddenly, he saw that the boat was
g‘}ﬂ{"p

He jumped.

“OL crikey!” gasped Bunter,

Ho blinked at the vacant mooring-
place in consternation. Had they,

after all, gone on and left him
belhind ?
But they conldn’t have left the

tont. The tent was useful, if Bunter
wasn't — it was wanted, though
Bunter might not he!

But an awful thought struck
Bunter. Did fhey think it was worth
the tent to sec the last of him?

“Beasts ! hissed Bunter,

He rolled along the bank of the
little inlet to the river. He blinked
out over the shining Thames,

Plenity of craft were in sight, Five
or gix boats, at least, met Bunier's
view, n conoe and a punt, and farther
off, a puffing steam-launch, Whether
one of the ta was the Greyiriars
boat, Bunter did not know. None
was coming in his direction, at all
eventa.

For a good ten minutes the fat
junior stoed there, watching the
river., Then he turned back to the
camp with deep feelings.

They were gone! They had left
him behind—even at the cost of
leaving the tent! Everything but
the tent was gome! Not a single
utensil lay sbout—not a spot of
foodd! They had taken their own
things out of the tent—only Bunter’s
ground-sheet and blankets remained,
Even Bunter could not eat blankets,
and had mo desire to attempt to
masticate o ground-sheet ! There was
no brekker for Bunter !

“Oh erumbs !” proaned Bunter.

The fat Owl rather wished he had
turned out a litile earlier now. He
realised that he might have gucssed
that thesc fellows, with their usunal

gelfishiness, would not he willing to
hang about doing nothing till he
turned out at half-past nine. But

who could have puessed that they
wonld leave the tent behind, for the
gake of leaving Bunter im it?

“Qh, the rotters !” moaned Bunter,

He Ublinked at his wateh., Tt
indicated a quarter to  twelve—
though whether by day or by night,
Bunter did not know, as it bad
gtopped. Bunter wished that he had
taken the trouble to wind it. Still,
why should a fellow take the trouble
to wind a watch when there were five
other watches, as well as a travelling
clock, available? Bunter was not
the man to take unnecessary trouble.

“Qh lotr' " moaned Bunter.

What he was going to do was
rather a puzzle,

They were gpone—had very likel
been gome hours. Miles away by th
time-—even if he could get after them
on land, And how could lie—with-
out any breakfast to start on?

Really, it was awinl!

He turned back to the river again
and leaned on a tree near the tow-

ath, watching,. He had a faint
EU-]]E that some boat towing up the
river might give him a lift.

It was about half-past ten when a
voung man came along close by the
ghore, paddliner in a cauoe,

Bunter hailed him,

“Isay! You! I say!

The young man in the canee looked
round.

"I say, will you give me a lift#”

squeaked Bunter. * My fricads have
O1E din their boat and left me
hiud "

The youne man looked at him
fixedly. He was paddling a light
canoe, which was nearly filled by
himself.

“@ive you o lift P2 hie repeated.

" Yes, plenge !

“In this canoe?”

“Yes. You see—

“1 don't!” said the young man in

the canoe, shaking his head, “Take
—or an ocean liner ! You’'ll have to
do some slimming before you ‘tﬁu
e
new Mauretania up the river!”
And he paddled on, grinning.
derisive young man. :
The checky beast was making out

a tip from me, and wait for a barge

canoeing! Wait till they bring
“Beast !” roared Bunter after that

that Bunter was too bulky for bis

cance, Ferhaps he was. But reslly,
even Bunter did not need p Maure-
tania !

However, Bunter decided to hail
10 more canoes. He watched for a
boat. _

A boat came by at last, towing.
There was an ol entleman and o
dog in the boat, and it was towed hy
a8 man in a jersey, evidently hired
for the purpose. It was no usc ask-
ing the man in the jersey, so Bunter
hailed the hoat.

*I eay !”

An old gentleman and a dog locked

at him.

“T say, I've Dbeen left bebind!
Will you give me a lift up the
river " called out Bunter

The old gentleman put his hand to
his ear.

“Hay?" he called out. Apparently
he was a little deaf.

“Will you give me a lift ?” howled
Bunter.

“Who are vou, felling me to
ghift #" demanded the old gentleman
testily. “What right have you to
tell anyone to shift”

“ Not shift—lift ! slirieked Bunter.
“I've been left behind by my friends.
They've gone off without me !

[ ﬂF. ?H

“I want n lift the river!”
roared Bunter,

“What do yon mean? My man'a
towing me up the river—as fast as [
want to go, or intend to go. Upon my
word ! lio are you to tell a man to
ghift up the river? I repeat, who are
you? Impudent young rascal !

“Will you give me a lift in that
boat [ bellowed Bunter,

up



“If I step on shore, young man, I
will teach sou to call a man old
-wen-“:nu%{h to be your pgrandfather a
-goat! Upon my word, I never heard
of such a thing! The manners "on
this river are shocking, outrageous!”

The boat rolled on, the old gentle-
mwan fuming and glaring back at
Bunter with an expression that made
the fat Owl rather glad that that old
gentleman was not on shore.

Billy Bunter, breathing bard,
waited for another craft, Presently a
man came by in a light skiff, sculling,
Bunter gave him a yell.

“1 say, stog and zive me a lift up
the river!” -

‘I'he man in the skiff gave him a
orlance,

“Ask me again next August!” he
gaitl genially; and be sculled on
witheut stopping. :

It began to look very deubtful
whether Buuter would get that lift
itp the river, on the track of the
beasts wlo bad so basely deserted
him. But at length a boat appeared,
pulling direct for the little inlet, as
if intending to onter it.

There were three fellows in that
bont. They looked, at the distance,
like schoelboyz; and Bunter’s hopes
rage again,

He waited for them to draw nearver
to hdil them,

. But as they drew necaver, he did not
hail-them.' Enstead of hailing them,
the fat Owl backed out of sizht
behind a tree.

" ‘Che three fellows in that boat were
Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of
Righeliffe !

. Billy Bunter did not wanf a jift
in that boat, Very much indeed he
didn’t. "A lift in the Highcliffe boat
wotld have made his last state worse
than his first. Billy Bunter hunted
¢over as that Dboat pulled into the
inlef and came to a stop only a few
{QII&H from the spot where the Grey-
friars party had camped the previous
night

—————

Keck or Nothing |

1] ALLO, somebod here
- already !” said Gadsby,

He stared at the tent as
the three Highclifians landed.
“Zome cheeky cad of o tripper!™
grunted Ponsouby,

He frowned.

“Oh, awfullf- elhecky of anybody to
come up the Thames, when we want
all the river!” remarked Gadsby.

“Oh, shut up !

Gadshy was beiug sarcastic, Pon
difd not like Gaddy’a sarcasm.
"Well, we're sticking here, any-

how,” said Monson. “This is a jolly
lace for lumch. If they don't like
it they can lump it!"
“I shan’t stand any cheek from
trippers 1 growled Pon,
on & Co., of course, were not
trippers! They were lofty and lordly
Highecliffians, wlho vather honoured
the Thames. Other people who used
the river were trippers.
7. It was cheeky—indeed, scandalous—
fbr any of them to barge in where
Pon wanted to barce in. Pon was
naturally anvoyed by such check. It
frritated Pon for commeon persons to
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come betweenn fhe wind and  las
nobility.

He walked over to tie® tent. If
there was a fellow about who looked
like serapping, Pon was going to be
civil, in spite of his anuoyance, If
there was some timid sort of chap,
Pon was voing to be distinctly un-
pleasant,

As it happened, tliere was nobody
at all! The tent was empty, and
1o was to be seen in the ulgn :

“Nobody here ™ sajd Pon, “Bome
camping gang, I expeet, and they've
gone and cleared off for the day, and
they’ll be coming back again to
camp, as they've leit their tent here.”

“ Needn't bother ns!"” said Monson.
“ We're only stoppin® here to lunch.”

“Rather a lavk to ship their tent
while they're gone!” remarked Pon-
sonby.

Any kind of malirions mischief had
an almost irresistible appeal for Pon|

He had not the faimtest idea to
whom that fent belonged. But he was
quite prepared to dismantle it and
give the unknown owners the task of
settiug it up again when they came
back to their camp. That was the
sort of playful nature he had,

“What larks!” aprced Monson.
“They won’t be back till after we're
one—whoever they are! Mxst have
eft it standinge for a camp to-night.”

“Qh, for gooduness’ sake, let the tent
alone " exclaimed Gadsby, “ What's
the good of playing a rotten trick on
people we don’t know ¥

“Think we'd better leave it alone ?”
gneered Pon.

“Yes, I do.”

“Ther you can think again,
Gaddy !” said Ponsonby; and he
started pulling out fent-pegs. “Lend
s hand, Monson ¥

Monszon chuckled and lent o hand.

Gadsby gave a grunt, and walked
along the 'E:mk with his hands in his

kets. Gaddy was not going to
1ave a hand in that hooligan {rick;
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but, as usual, he gave hiz cowrades
their heads. _

“Oh erikey ™ - murmured  Billy
Bupter,

_From his cover in the trecs, the fat
Owl  watched the -~ Higheliffians
through his big spectacles,

Clearly, Pon did not know that that
tent belonged’ to old. foes of Grey-
friaval He was simply indulging in
reckless hooliganism n pitching it
over—quite amused. by the idea of
gome party coming back, tired after a
day on the river, cxpecting to find
their tent standing, and discovering it
in a tangled heap! That was the
good FPon's idea of amusement!

Billy Bunter did not care a bean
what - aﬁpeui:d to the tent. But he
cared whole bushels of beans what

might haﬁpmm to his fat self.

e quaked at the thuught of Pon &
Co. finding him ‘there! He could
imagine how Poii would delight in
ragging a Greyiriars man who counld
not put up & scrap.

The tent came down with a crash!

FPon was not merely taking it down.
He was rumpling it up, tangling the
tent-ropes, and chheking the tent-pegs
right and left: It was not going to
be an easy task for the unkmown,
owners to stick that tent up again at
night, Mohson was lending him
hearty nssistance, while Gadshy, from
a distance, locked on disapprovingly.

Billy Bunter’as gaze shifted from the
Hiﬁm iffiang to their boat.

ey had tied the .painter to the
stump to whichk the Greyfriars boat
bad been padlocked the night before.

On the stern geat of the bhoat was a
hanmrper.

From that hamper Bunter conld
have guessed why the Highclifians
had landed at the shady spot, even if
he had not overheard what they said,
They had landed for lunch; and the
lunch, evidently, was in the hamper.

Billy Bunter's eyes and spectacles
fixed longingly on that hamper.:

A N A A A A N A N A N N A N N A N A A N R AR N R N RN N N N

BiIG-THRILL
ADVENTURE
IN THE WILDS
OF BRAZIL!

Join up with the Chums of” St. Jjim's and share
their adventures and perils as *The Bt. Jim'
Explorers | ™ It is the schoolboy-adventure st
of a lifetime, and you'll enjoy every word of the
nerve-tingling experiences of Tom Merry & Co. in
South America, Make a
today by asking for the current oumber of the GEM.

"date"™ with them

Other Star Attractions in The GEM inclade :

"STOLEN GOLD!"

A oripping yarn of the school-
boy gold-seckers of Cedar Creck
—Frank Richaids & Co.—
telling how they find themselves
_the wvictims of a2  mysterious

The

"The TREASURE
CLUE!"

Starring 1he chums of the
gchool-ship % Benbow'-—bound
for hidden treasure in
Venezuela.

GEM

Of all Newsagents, Every Wednssday 29

e e o e e e e T O T e T T e T e e T T e T e T T T T T T T T T )



20

It was noon mow—and Bunter was
not mercly hungry—he was ravenous!

Guite unaware that the Famous
Five intended to return after explor-
ing Runnymede and Magna Charta
Iafand, Bunter had not the faintest
idea where his next meal was to come
fiom. Even if he walked to n place
witere foodstuffs were sold, it was
clear that no extensive meal counld be
purchased for the moderate sum of
twopence-halfpenny! Bunter had re-
covered the wealth of which Mr.
Hopkins had deprived him; but he
vealised that it would not go very far
at o riversido inn!

Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his
spectacles, A

Pon and Monson, ragging that tent,
were a dozen yards from their boat.
Gaddy was farther off, strolling on
the bank. Nome of them had the
remotest wdea that & fat Owl was
watching them from behind the trees.

Bunter’s fat heart beat fast,

He calenlated the chances of n
sidden rush ! i

Serve the beasts rith for ragging
the Greyfriams tent! That was o
justification, if Bunter wanted one!

ut, truth to tell, Bunter was think-
ing morc of the hamper than the
justification !

He made up his fat mind.

Pon and Monson would not be much
longer tanﬁiing up the tent and tent-
ropes. Gadsby might walk back any
minute! It was now or never!

Taking his cournge in both hands,
as it were, Bunter emerged from
behind his tree and rushed for the
boat.

So sudden was his appearance that
none of the Hiphelitians observed
him till he had reached the boat.
Then there was a shout.

“0h, look "

*@Greyfriars cad [”

““That fat asg!” .

Billy Bunter bounded into the boat!

He landed in that boat rather like
a ton of bricks! It dipped deep, the
gunwale touching the water under
the impact,

And 1t shot away! He did not need
to untie the painter. That terrific
shock, driving the boat off the bank,

snapped the cord like a thread,

El:'en as the fat Owl -sprawled in
the boat, the boat left the bank and
shot away towards-the Thames,

Roclking wildly, it went; and Pon-
sonby and Monson, rushing back to
the water's cdge, stared after it in
raoe ond dismay.

Gadsby came running baeck to joio
them,

They all yelled to Bunter.

Buuter sat up.

The boat rocked and dipped and
Jdunged. floating out inte the river,

rondzide on.

Ponsonby waved a furious fist.

“Bring back that boat!” he yelled.

“You fat cad, bring back- that
boat ! roared  Monson.

Rilly Bunter did not answer. He
wriggled to a seat and groped for
the oars!

Buuter was not likely to bring back
that Loat! Ewven if he had not wanted
the hamper, the look on Ponsonby's
face would have discouraged him.
That look indicated, only too plainly,
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what the fat junior had to cxpeef if
he fell into Pon's elutehes.

“0Oh erumhbs!” pgasped Gadshy.
“ He's got our boat !™

“And our Lamper!™
Monson.

“I'll smash him !” raved Ponsonby.

They eut down the inlet to the tow-
wath. There was a little wooden

idge over the mouth of the inlet,
where it entered the Thames. But
Bunter and the boat had already
floated under it and were out on the
river. Bunter and the boat were far
out of rcach.

“Will you bring back that beat?”
shricked Ponsanby.

“Yah! Highelifie cads!” came a
defiant howl from the boat.

That waaz Bunter's last word!

Bonter counld row, after a fashion.
Catching innumerable crabs, Bunter

hoewled

rowed. The boat zigzagged wildly.

It moved in most directions at once.
But it moved! And Pon & Co.,
raving, were left stranded—with feel-
ings that could not be expressed in
words, though they tried to express
them—as Hilﬁjr Bunter, and the boat,
and the hamper, all vanished from
gight tozether!

Not Pleasant For Pon !

iL ALIAL), hallo, hallo!™

H “ Highcliffe cads !”

The Greyfriara Water-
Lily was returning.

Harry Wharton & Co. had explored
the historic field of Runnymede and
Magna Charta Island, where King
Jolin lhad—or hadn’t—signed the
Great Charter. They had viewed the
spot where a blow had been struck
in the great canse of taking power out
of the hands of kings, and putting it
in those of elected persons—which, no
doubt, was a great change for the
better.

Now they were coming back for
Bunter—and lunch! And as Bunter
had had to wait for his breakfast till
they came back for lunch, they
thonght it probable that, on another
occasion, Bunter -would turn out of
bed when the party was ready to
start. If not, they were grepared to
repeat the lesson, as often as re-
guired !

They expeeted to see a fat figure
in full view.. They expected to sec
Billy Bunter equally relieved by their
reappearance, and exasperated by
their hoving leit him brekker-less.

But they did not sce Bunter at all!

Instead of ome fizure on the bank
of the iulet, they saw three—mnone of
them Bunter's!

They stared at the nnexpected sight
of the Higheliffe trio.

“Look at the tent!” said Johinny
Bull. “They've yanked that tent
down '™

“But where the dickens is Bunter ?”

“Seuttled!” grunted Johnny,
“Catch him sticking it out, if those
Highecliffe cads turned up ¥

The boat pulled in to the bank:
Pon & Co. stood watching it with un-
certain looks. It was a quarter of
o hour since Bunter had vanmished—
with their eraft. Pon & Co. were at
a loss,

The sizht of Bunter aglpriaec'l them
that the tent was probably the Grey-
friars party’s property. And—us
Bunter had been 1here—they supposed
that the rest of the party would be
somewhere i the offing, They were
not anxious for a meeting-—capecially
after the way they had handied the
tent,

But they wore gquite at a loss. They
had to have their boat. At least, they
were extremcly unwilling to depart
without it. ﬂl'hnj were in angry
debate on the subject, gquite un-
decided what on earth to do, when
the Greyfriars boat puiled in.

The Famous Five jumped ashore.

Pon & Co. eyed them, and backed
away.

“Fancy meeting you fellows ! said
Bob Cherry agreeably. “ What have
you done with our porpoise?”

Ponsonby gritied his teeth.

“Look here, that fat cad's stolem
our boat!” he said savagely. “If we
don’t get it back, and sharp, we shall
put the police on him ¥

“Did you come hére by boat?”

“Do you think we swam lhere, you
fool 27

*“Well, you might have walked!
said Bob. “So you found Buuter
here, and he got off in your boat! 1
expect you were going to rag him—
he’s the sort of helpless ass you would
rag "

% We never saw bim ti]] he suddenly
cut out of the trees and bagged our
boat ! growled Mouson. “He went
off in it, a quarter of an lour ago!
There was a hamper in it!”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“You'll get your boat back and the
hamper—but gl] bet you two to one
in doughnuts that there won't be
anything in the hamper!” he said.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Look here——" hissed Ponsonby.

“We'll look for Bunter when we
get off 1" eaid Harry. “But what's
happened to our tent??

The Greyfriars fellows looked at
the tent.

It lay in a dismantled heap,
rumpled and tangled, and the number
of Lknots that had been tied in the
ropes ¢could hardly have becn couuted.
Tent-pegs lay everywhere in the
£Tass.

Ponsonby and Monson excharged
dismaved glances. Gadsby shrugoed
his shoulders. That lark with the
tent looked like coming LbLome to
roost, as it werc! _

Harry Wharton's face grew grim
as he surveyed the wrecked tent.
There was a good hour's work abead
of somebody, at lvast, before that
tent was put in order again.

The captain of the ‘Greyfriars Re-
Move magc up hiz mind at once who
that somebody was going to be.

*Is that your idea of a jape, Pou?”
he asked quictly.

“We never knew the tent was
yonrs !” snarled Pousouby uneasily.
“YWe never konew you'd been here at
all till we saw that fat rotter! Leok
here, if you dom't want trouble,
you'd better get our boat backfor
na !

“1'm not bothering about your beat
at present--I'm bothering about that
tent! If you didn't know it was ours,

F1F
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w're a worse lovligan than I
thought ! snid Wharton centemptu-
ously. “Anyhow, you're going to sct
it right! (et down teo it, and lock
gharp !”

Ponsonby breathed hard, hacking
away. He had quite enjoyed ragging
that tent. He did not feel as if he
would enjoy setting it right again.

The thrvee Highcliffians exchanged a

uwick look, turned, and cnt towards
the trees.

Five active fellows were after them
like five arrxows.

r Ea:r{; Wharton's grasp was on
Ponsonby before he had taken eix
ﬁtﬂ?ki

The dandy of Higheliffie turned on
him with a swarl, hitting out
gavagely,

But that was a game at which two
conld play; and a game at which the
captain of the Greyiviars Remove was
rather a better man than the dandy
of Higheliffe.

They punclied,- and punched, and
punched, Pousonby getting at least
twe to one of the punches.

Meanwhile, Gadsby and Monson
were keeping on.  Nobody wanted
them—and tlicy were assisted in their
flicht by lunging boots from behind.
Yelling, they disappeared through
the trees.

Ponsonby would have been glad to
follow! But there was no escape for
Pon.

Pon had & job of work ahead of
him, before lie was te be allowed to
escape !

“Btop it!" he gasped. Six or seven
punches were enough for Pon. “Stop
it, I say [
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Wharton dropped his hawds,

“Any old thing !” he said. " Get to
work on that tent!™”

“I won't!™ yelled onzemly.

“Collar him, you mwen, ahd dip him
in the water ! I dare say he'll get to
work after that "

“You—you—you rotters!” Pon-
sonby ecast a hunted leok round him.
¢ I—I—I"11 set the tent right, if you
like ™

“The likefulnesa
casteemed dizgusting Ponsonby !

“Get to it [ said Harvry., “You're
not going till it's in apple-pie order!
We'll have our lunch while he's busy,
vou fellowa I

“Good egg !” agreed Bob Cherry.

“You keep an eve on that Higheliffe
cad, Johnny! Boot him if he slacks
down I”

“Leave him to me!” said Jobhnny
Bull.

Lunch was brought ashore, and the
Famous Five sat down to it.

Gadsby and Monson bad  dis-
appeared, and showed no sign of we-
appearing, Ponsonby worked at the
tent.

He worked with a face pale with
rage, his eyes glittering, his lips sef,
and an expression of sheer evil in his
looks, But he worked. Five fellows
woere ready fo step him if le
attempted to bolt; anud Yon did not
want to be dipped in the water.

Laboriougly, in intemse exaspera-
tion, Pon worked at nutying knots
and untaugling tangles,

From the bottom of his heart, he
wished that he bad uwot beenm quite
go industrious in kpotting thosze knots
and tangling those tangles,

jg terrifie, my

;o
o g
3 -n..'_‘;._'-."‘

Ponsonby leaped into the boat—leaving a patch from the seat of his trousers in the bulldog’s jaws !
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He had thken it for granfed that
a river party who had lcft a tent
standing in that sequestered nook had
left it for their return at the cnd of
the day. *Certainly he had not calen-
latedd on being caught on the spot.
‘This was quite a useful lesson for Pon
—it was probable that next time he
came on a tent left by its owners he
waonld think twice—if not three times
—before larking with it. But the
lesson, though useful, was not enjoy-
able. Pon, as he worked, locked as
if he was understudying a dewon in
a pantomime.

‘he Famous Five had finished theix
lunch before Pon had finished um-
doing the work of his own mis-
chicvous hands.

They packed up dud were ready to

o; but they had to wait for the teut.
They stood round Pon, -cucouraszing
Lhim with -I:hl'!-!'.‘l‘?’ waorils,

“GRe it, Pon!”

“Pile inl"

“Don’'t you ever work at Hiash-
cliffe F*

“{}¢t a move on!”

“TL.ook heére, we can’t wail here for
ever! ‘Let’s boot hum 1™

Pon gritted his teeth and lalwoured
o,
It was done at last—the ecanvas
smoothed and neatly folded, the ropea
completely unknotted and disen-
tangled, the tent-pegs collected.

Ponsonby: tiréd oud, boiling with
rage, stood locking at the cheery five
as-if he could have-bitten them.

“That's all right!” said Harry
Wharton. “Shove it inte the Loat,
you chaps! We're done with you,

on-—yon can cubl"
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*{What about giving him tuppence
for what he's dene?” suggested Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal™

- Pon did not look as if twopence
would have consaoled him: Ifealij, he
leoked as if he could have been con-
soled by nothing-short of the hang-
ing, drawing, and quartering of the
whole Greyfriara party.

" “ Where shall we send vour boat, if
we find 167" azked Harry.

Ponsonby’s eyes glittered.

“Don’t you worry,” he spid, be.
tween his teeth. “I'm going straight
back to Staines, to send a policeman
to look for it and arrest the pincher.”

“Arc  you?” Harry  Wharton
lavghed. “I don’t know exactly how
that would work out, old bean, but 1
Enow you're not trying it em! I
think you'd better come with us to
lock for it!”

“T shall do nothing of the sort!”

“You won't step into cur boat P

“No!” snarled Ponronhy.

H“Please yourself ! Youw've got the
biggest feet, Bob—boot him into the
boat 1"

Ponsonby decided to step in!

Beastly For Bunter !

i e

H “look out!™

“Clear the

you, you fat fool?”

“You in that beat—you fat young
donkey !

ﬂHi'!u

Harry Wharton & Co. were pulling
in the Water-Lily. Towing had to be
left till they had found Bunter.

Not that they were fearfully
anxionz to find Bunter. Buf,
cvidently, he had to be found. The
liad taken on Fon as a passenger til
hiz boat was recovered, nnd clearly
Bunter could not he allowed to play
the part of a bolid, bad buccanneer,
sailing off with a captured craft!

But they had rather wondered how,
when, and where they were poing to
find Bunter, The Thames was wide,
and it was lonp—and Bunter really
might have been almoat anywhere on
the  Thames. Having a captured
hamper on board the captu boat,
liowever, it was probable that Bunter
would have tied up eomewhere and
started on the hamper. But where?
No doubt he was somewhere between
Stoines and Windsor—but looking for
him over that space looked like a
larze order!

But, as it happened, there was no
need to look very far.

Pulling on the Thames, their eara
were grected by oa regular chorus.
"That chorus centred on a boat well
ont iu the river, which seemed to be
eausing a spot of excitement,

Voices from all sorte of eraft
nddressed the erew of that boat—the
crew consisting .of a fat Owl who
blinked round him in. bewilderment
throngl a big pair of apectacles.

Buntcr was rowing., ‘When.:Bunter
wag nt his very best as an oarsman
he caught a crab with only one oar.
Gencrally he caught two—one with
each oar. Sometimes-his oars missed
the water altogether, and Bunter
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rglled backward. Sometimes he put
in guité a good stroke with ene oar,
and spun the boat round like a
hamming-top. Occasionally — for
accidents wi{! happen—Dbeth cars pave
a prood pull, and the boat shot in
whiclever direction its nose happened
io be looking at at the moment.
This sort of oarsmanship was liable
to cause confusion on a crowded river.

From a steam-launch people velled,
shricked, and waved at Bunter—un-
willing to run him down and face the
bother of an inquest. From a punt,
whichh had nearly tipped over when
Bunter, with one of lhis sudden, un-
expected rushes, rammed it, came a
stream of language which was abso-
lutely trupicalﬂ in its warmth. From
1 canoe, round which Bunter spun
with one of his encircling stunts,
came another stream of fearfully ex-
pressive expressions. In oo light skiff,
with which Bunter had collided
broadside on, two youngr men were
ghaking infuriated fists. ¥From six
or seven other craft, voices addressed

Bunter in cvery tone of rage and
fury.

(1] i !‘U‘

“Get out of the way

“Do you want all the river?”

“Hi, hi! You fat donkey! Hi!”

Bunter, in a state of helpless con-
fision, blinked round dizzily,

He was making no progress.
Buster's idea had been to pull across
te Magna Charta JIsland—mnet from
au{ intercat in that historical spot,
but because it was safe from  the
owners of the hamper, left on the
Lank. He had about as much chance
of reaching Magna Charta. Island as
of rcaching the island of Newfonnd.
land, or the Solomon Islands.

Indecd, hie had forgotten even tho
bamper now, Every other minute he
was in danger of capsizing, or collid-
ing with another boat, or getting run
down by a launcli. . The more he tried
to row clear the more he spun about

ot thie river, to the general rage and
confusion.

That roar of enraged voices puided
the Greyfriars fnlﬁ:-wa te Bunter.
They had no nced to seek for him—
to hunt for him on the Thames.
Bunter leaped to the eye,

“There he is!” chuckled Bob
Cherry,  “Row, brothers, row! We
shall lose our porpoise if we don't
rescue him pretty guick !

The steam - launch  rolled by
Buater's boat with about a foot to
sparc. Faces glared down at him,
voiees addressed him. Bunter did not
heed them. His boat rolled and
rocked on the wash, his oars sawed
the air, and Bunter went backwarda
once more.

This time he did not recover his
hulanee. He landed on his fat back,
with 8 roar.

‘Two little fat legs stuck up in the
air. That, at present, was all that
could be scen of Bunter.

The legs sank down out of view, and
Bunter was invisible, at the bottom
of the_Hi]gh-::liﬁ'-:; boat.

With the boat rocking so wildly
that the rowlocks on either sido
alternately dipped to the water,
Bunter dared not make any attempt

to gel up.
roarad. _

Harry Wharton & Co. were laugh-
ing almost too much to rvow. Jlow-
ever, they pulled out to the rescue
of the hapless castaway.

Four oars drove the Water-Lily
along rapidly. Hurree Jamset Rlam
Singh captured the rocking boat with
a boathook and pulled it alongside.

Bob Cherry laid in his oar. and
grasped the punwale. :

“Ow! Oh! Wow! Help!” Bunter
was roaring. “Xeep off! Yarooh b
Don’t you run me down, you beasts !
He]ﬁ!a' Yarooop !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ reared Bob
Cherry.  “Enjoving life, Buater?”

“Ha, La, ha!”

“Ow!” Hunter sat np as the Loat
steadied. “Oh! I say, yvou fellows!
Oh crikevy! Beasts! I say, hold on
to this beastly boat! It's a rotten
heat—it won't vow, somechow ! 1 say,
hold on !

“Come out of it, you fat ass!” said
Harry Wharton, laughing., - “You'd
better chuck up piratical stunts,
Bunter, if that's the way you make
off with the craft you capturve!”

“Ha, lia, ha!” .

Bunter struggled up.

“ 1 say, you fellows, .hold ler
steady ! hie gasped. 1 say, mind
you hold her steady! What did you
clear off for, you benstz? I say, one
of you take the bamper! I've got a
hamper here.” _

Now that the peril was past, Bunter
remembered the hamper!

“Leave it there, fathead !” answered
Harry.

- "Eh?
hamper 1™

“Your hamper !” gasped Bob.

“Eh? Yes! Whose did you.think
it was in nry boat?” yapped Bunter.
“I—I gave a pound for that hamper I

“ Wha-a-t?” gasped Wharton.

He lay on his back and

Ko fear! 1 want my

The fat Owl did not observe
Pnnsnui[:?' scowling in the Greyiriara
hoat. He mitumle' did mot. cxpeet

to see a. Highcliffie man in such com-
pany, and now that he was safe, his
attention was concentrated om the
hamper. Bunfer did not eare a bean
what became of the boat; but he
cared a great deal what became of the
Lhamper.

“You fat Lrigzand I howled Johnuy
Bull. **That hamper belongs to the
chiaps the boat belongs to!”

“0Oh, really, Bull o

“Yon bloated. bloater!” cxclaimed
Naugent. “That's the Higheliffe hoat,
and it's their hamper 1"

“0Oh " gasped Bunter. “How did

on know it was the Higheliffc boat?
ides, it isu't! I—I mean, they
lent me their boat—"

“They lent you the boat?"

“Yes, and—and pgave me the
hamper ! Ponsonby asked me epeci-
ally if I would like it, and I—I said
I would ! Lift it in, will you?”

“ Ponsonby asked you if you'd like
that hamper #” shrieked Bob Cherry.

“Yes! He said © Like this hamper,
Bunter, old chap? Those were hia

words! So, you see, it's all right.
Lift it in, Bob—it's too heavy fon
me "

“Oh, my hat!”

“¥Will you lift this hamper in?”
hooted Bunter.



“T think we'll ask Ponsonby first if
he really wants you te lave (it l”
%aaped arry Wharton. “Do you,

on ¢”

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“Oh!" Billy Bunter became sud-
denly aware of a scowling face in the
Greyfriara boat. “Oh crikey! Is—
ie—is that Ponsopby? What have
you got that Highcliffe cad there for?
Oh erumbs 17

“Ha, ha, ha!*

"I say, you fellows, yow're not
§ning toe let Ponsonby bhave my

amper! I say, if he says it's his
hamper, don't you believe him! He'a
untruthful ! I bought it at Egham—
I mean Staines—and gave two pounds
for it—-="

Bob Cherry reached over inte the
Highcliﬂ?e boat, gripped a fat neck,
and hooked Bunter, roaring, inte the
Greyfriara boat.

Bunter rolled there, and continued
to roar.

“There you are, Pon—hoat and
bhamper, and all!*” said Harry
Wharton. “ Get going!”

Without a word, Pon climbed into
the Higheliffe hoat.

Bob Cherry pushed it off, and Pon,
still looking like a demon in a
pantomime, pulled away down the
river to look for Gadsby and Monson,

Billy Bunter sat up.

“I say, you fellows, where's that
hamper?” he roared. “Have yvoun let
that Highclifie cad asnafle my
hamper? 1 hadn't even opened it!
Beasta! I say, I'm hungry! I
haven’t had any brekker! { 8aY,
what Lave you got to eat?”

Fortunately there was plenty to eat
of the Greyfriars beat.

Billy Bunter procecded to have
breakfast and Iunch in one—or,
rather, several breakfasts and lunchea
in one—as the Famoua Five palled
up to Old Windsor Loek.

Ordered Off !

U HIS is all right!”
Bob Cherry made that re-
mark, and his fricods agreed
that it was all right. Indeed, Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh declared that the
all-rightfulness was terrifie,

Even Billy Bunter was
erousing.

A glorious day bad ended in a
beautiful evening. The Water-Lily
wag tied up; the crew had camped in
a pretty little glade that opened from
a wood on the river. Supper had been
dis d of, the washing-up was doune,
and the chums of Greyfriars sat. in
rich grass, leaning on tree-trunks, as
the moon came up over the Thames
valley.

It was a gorgeous moon, full and
bright, and it sailed in the deep blue
sky like a silver bowl, streamin
down light on the volling river an
the dusky woods.

In the dusky silence and solitude,
the juniors might bhave supposed
themselves in some distant untrodden
lapd, far from the banks of the busy
‘Thames.

“Reminds me of something in
Shakespeare ! said Bob, apparently

not
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in a poctic mood, *"How swect the
moonlight sleeps on yonder bank !

Billy Bunter blinked round.

“What rot!” le said. * Datchet
ain’t far away, but we ain't near
enougrh for you to sce a bank, I can’t
sce any bank.”

“You unpoetical frog!” said Bol.
“There are banks and, banks! 'This
isn’t tlhie best part of the river, but
weg've hit on a jolly nice spot. I be-
lieve there’s a house on thé other side
of that wood—I think I saw &
chimney when we landed. Chap who
livea here is very likely a poet.”

“The tfulness is probably
terrific I agreed Hurree Jameet Ram
Singh. ‘““The communefulneas with
beautiful Nature softens the heart,
and inspires the esteemed mind with

cetic imagefulness.”

“You Fuung rascals

It was a sudden sharp voice, and it
quite startled the campers. They all
looked round at once.

From a dusky path in the wood a
atranger appeared,

He was a stout gentleman, with a
purple complexion, and a waistcont
compared with which Billy Bunter’s
was almost slim. He came into the
glade, glaring at the campers, and
making threatening motions with a
large stick he held in a plump hand.
He did not seem pleased to sec tliem
there.

Harry Wharton & Co. rose to their
feet and politely raised their hats.

. Billy Bunter, too lazy to move, just
blinked,.

The etout gentleman’s mode of
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address was not pelite,  8till, polite-
ness  waz never wasted, 8o they
canped him politely.

*(ood-evening,  sir!” said Bob

Cherry cheerfully. “ Nice evening!”

“You trespassing young scoun-
drel I™

Bob looked at him.

“I don't want to jump te hasly
conelusions, you fellows,” he re-
marked, “but I gzet a sort of impres-
sion that this party isn't pleased to
meet us. What do you think ?”

“Sort of 1" grinned Johnny Bull.

“How darec you land and camp
here?"” bawled the stout gentleman,
shaking his stick at the campers.

“That's an easy one!” answered
Bob. “As Shakespeare says, [ dare
do all that may become a man! Ever
read Shakespeare?”

*Go away this instant ! The stout

entleman did not seem disposed fo
gisc‘nﬁm Shakespeare. " This is private
land. You know it iz private land!
You wmust have szeen the notice-
board !

“We've seen lote of -notice-hoards
since we started up the Thames,”
angwored Bob affably, " Every pig in
the Thames vnllc;r seems to lave
stuck up o board !

“Shut up, you ass!” murmured
Harry Wharton. “My dear gir, if
you are the owner if this place—"

“I am the ownet of this place! I
am Colonel Bullock!' hooted the
stout man. “This is Bullock Court,
as I dare say you know very well.”

“How should we knowi argued
Bob Cherry, who*seemed to be 1h a
humorous mood. “We've only landed
here an hour or so ago, 50 We never
saw the bullock caught—"
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“What?”

“1id you cateh him ?* asked Bob.

Colonel Bullock stared at him,
His complexion, which was purple to
begin with, grew more and more
purple,
, “You impudent young rascal I” he

gasped. "1 tell you that this is
Bullock Court——*
“And 1 tell you that it's all right

if the bullock’s eaught!” answered
Bob, “If he was still loose, it would
make a diffexence, of course '

Colonel Bullock® pgureled,
pointed to the boat with

“@Go ! he roared.

The juniors looked at him. Bob's
surmise that the dweller in that
pretty apot must be a t was cvi-
den!{ wide of the mark,  There wan
absolutely’ nothing poetical in
Colonel Bulloek’s aspect,

“I say, you fellows, we can't go,"
said Billy Bunter., “We'ra just
zoing to bed ! I certainly shan’t go!
'Fell that old donkey to clear off I

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“T'm not going!” roared Bunter.
“Who's that old ass to order people
off 7 I don’t auppose it’s his land at
all, really. Ho doesn't look to me
like a colonel—I should take him for
a pork butcher!™

VI=—I.—I * gurgled the
prietor of Bulloek Court.

“You buzz off I said Bunter, “ Tou
enn’'t pull our leg, making out you're
the owner of this place! You can
come again in the morning, if you
like, and bring us some mutton
chops from your shop iz Datchet !

“You Sfat ass, shut up!” gasped
Harry Wharton.

“Shan't! Think I'm pgoing to
shift 7" hooted Bunter., *““Suppose it
is his land, what harm are we doing,
sitting om .it? We're not poing fo
cak it, or carry it off in the t, are
we? Chuck a saucepan at him if he
doean't buzz off 1

Colonel Bulloek concentrated 1
attention on Bunter, He seemed ;¢
losa for words, and he went i .
action.

He made a sudden rush at the fat
junior, with his stick in the air,

Bunter, who had atated that he was
not going to eshift, shifted quite
Hrum&rﬂy at that. He made a wild

ound.

“I say, you fellows, keep Lim off !
lie roared.

Swipe !

"“Tooo-hoop ! roared Bunter, as the
colonel’s stick landed on the tightest
trousers between London Bridge and
Oxford.

“Qk, my hat!” gasped Nugent.
“Here, stop that, old bean !

Swipe, swipe, awipe !

“Yarooh! Help! Reseue!” yelled
Bunter.

Swipe, swipe!

How many the stout gentleman
would have given Bunter cannot be
said. WBut he was interrupted at that
point.

The Famous Five really could pot
stand by and see Bunter swiped aml
swiped and swiped. Neither could
they very well punch a man old
cuough to be their father, ferocious

as he was.
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They rathered round the caraged
proprietor of Bullock Court, and
prasped him-—ag gently as the eir-
eumstances  permitted.  They re-
strained his enthusiasm, in the
matter of swiping Bunter, by holding
on to his arms.

“Scoundrels I roared Colonel Bul-
lock. “Trespassing ruffians! I will
have you all given into custody! I
will 1¢t the bulldog loose! I will—
Gurrggh! Will you release my
arms? 1 will lay my stick round all
of you, onc after another, immedi-
ately vou release my arms !”

“What au inducement ! murmured
Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Colonel Bullock struggled frantie-
ally in  restraining nds. He
dragged his right arm loose suddenly
and the stick swept round.

There was a frantie yell from
Jehuny Bull, as he caught 1t with his
DAY

The next moment Bob Cherry
jerked it away, and spun it into the
tree-tops.  Then, the ferocious stout
gentleman  bemg disarmed, the
jitaiors released him.

“1 say, you fellows, boot him!”
roared Billy Bunter. “Jump on him!
Titch lhim into the river! Duck
him! Drown him! Ow! Wow!”

“ You—you—you—you——" splat-
tered Colonel Bullock. e glared
round for hiz stick, but it had van-
ished in the foliage. " Yom—you—
trespassing young rascals—poaching
voung scoundrels—wait—wait till I
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et back to the honse—I will let the
bulldog loose, and then——"

Spluttering wrath, Colonel Bnl-
lock rolled away by the dusky path
from which he Em‘l cmerged.

That path evidently led to the
distant house. At the house, ik
seemed, there was a bulldeg—pro-
bably even more disagreenble at elose
guarters than his master.

The Greyfrairs campers looked at

one another.

“Better ghift!” remarked Bob
Clerry. “I was quite mistaken
about the chap who lives here being
a Puﬂ 1]

“Hn, ha, ha ¥

“I don’t know whether he could
legally shift wus,” remarked Johnny
Bull, “but it's not much use arguing
legal points with a bulldeg. Bull-
dogs don't know anything about the
law.”

#Get moving 1 said Harry. “Can’t
be helped!™

“I'm not guin%!” roared Bunter.
“I wunt to go to bed. T'm jolly well
not going !

“ Like to stay here and see the bull-
dog #” psked Nugent.

“Yah! I'm not afraid of a bull-
dog if you fellows are! T jolly well
ain’'t going !” howled the indignant

Owl.
“Gurrrrerggh!” came  suddenly
from Lob Cherr . behind Bunfer—

wite a lifelike imitation of a bull-
oz's growl.

*Yaroooh !

Billy Bunter forgoet on the epot
that lie was not afraid of bulidogs,
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He bounded clear of Bullock Court.

“Eee{; it off I he yelled. "1 say,
vou fellows, keep that dog off! I
s0Y i

“Ha, ha, hal”

Billy . Bunter headed. for the boat.
He headed guick. It was left to the
other fellows to get the impedimenta
aboard—in so great a hurry was
Bunter fo get afloat!

There wag no help for it—the Grey-
friars campers had to lock for
another camp on a less inhospitable
shore.

They lost mo time in packing on
board—it was obviously wise to go
while the going was good.

Hardly five minutes after Colonel
Bullock had stamped off towards lis
mansion, the Water-Lily was pulling
up the Thames.

Pon On The Spot !
it EEFP guiet, Gaddy,
“(Oh, shut up, Pon !

“Don’t rag, you twel!”
muttercd Moenson. *If they wake up,
we're more likely to get the trouble
than they are!™ |

The Hipgheliffe boat was pulling
under shadowy branches that over-
hunge the water.

Ponsonby peered into the shadows,
able to see hittle.

Where a little glade opencd to the
river the moonlizht fell clear; but on
either side of that open glade thick
trees overhung the water, and the
shadows were dark.

Gadsby's oar had bumped on a
trailing root in the water. Hence
Pon's suap. It was necessary to be
very guiet,

Pon’s face was dark and bitter.
Pon was on the trail of vengeance.
His comrades were not very keem on
the euierprise; but they followed
Pon's lead. But eantion, it was
clear, was much needed—when three
fellows raided five—or six, counting
Billy Bunter, strategy was indicated.

“Sure this is the place?” muttered
Gadsby sulkily.

“Of course 1 am, you fool! T
watched them land at sunset, I
I know this place—Bullock Court,
We're right on them now.”

“Can’t see anything of their boat

“NWeither ean T, as I'm not a cat.
and can’t see in the dark,” snapped
Ponsenby., “It's tied up under these
frees  somewhere—poodoess  knows
where fhey've shoved it.  No good
looking for it in a place as black as
a hat. Awnyhow, it's their camp we
want.”

'The boat glided from the shadows
into the brizht moonlisht again.

Ponsonby stood up and scanned the
open elade. That, he knew, was where
the Greyfriars party had landed.

By thiz time he had little doubt
that they had turned in. There was
no glimmer of a light, and no sign
of 2 movement; we sound of a veiec.

“CUan’t see their tent,” muttered
Gadsby.

“ 1t must be somewhere about—this
1= the place!” said Ponsonby posi-
tively. “We shall spot it all right,
once we geb ashore.  Pull in without

13%

making a thundering row'

ou fool 1™



The Higheliffe boat rocked softly
to the rusies.

Monsen jumped ashore with the
E}inter, and tied it om fo a bush.

is comrades followed him, -aud
stood staring into the glade that
opened in the wood,

Bright as it was in the moonlight
there were plenty of palehes of dark
shadow from the trees. The tent, if
it was there, must have been hidden
in one of those dark patches, for it
could not be scen.

“They're not there, you bet ™ mut-
tered Gaddy,

“Don't be -a fool! They camped
heve-—think  they would clear off
arain after dark, after campine for
the night?”

Gadsby erunted. TReally, it did
not seem TﬂtElj‘—ﬂE the Higheliffions
knew nothing about Coloncl Bulleck
and his spot of trouble with the
Greyfrinrs campers.

“Tt won’t take us long to spot
their temnt,” muttered 1’unsunL3;.
“Dou't trouble to pull out tent-pegs—
cut the ropes. That will be quicker,
and the more damage we ‘do the
better. Get the tent down om top of
that crew and I shall have a chance
with this stick.”

“Look here, Fon——*"

“Shut up, Gaddy, you uninny !

Gaddy grunted again, and the
three crept up from the bank iuto
the moonlit glade, staring round
them for the Greyfriavs camp.

Pon had a stick uander his arm.
When the enemy had been thrown
into confusion by the tent erashing
down om them as they lay in slumber,
Por hoped to get in a good few with
that- stick before he had to scuttle.
That was Pon’s happy idea of re-
taliation for what he had had that

day,

I};ut that programme, whichk Pon
had mapped out so carefully, scemed
difficult to carry out. The Grey-
friara camp was not to be scem—the
tent was inwvizsible.

That, if Pon had only known it,
was accounted for by 1he fact that it
was packed up on board the Watcr-
Lily, now out on the Thames., But
Pon did not know that.

Teerving on all sides in the shadows
tie three moved farthcr up the olade
irom the river.

Ponsonby stopped suddeniy at the
sound of a rustling in the bushes
clese at hand,

“¥What's that?” he muttered un-
easily, “ Are the cads up after all?”

The three stood listening,

The rustle was repeated; Dbut it
scemed more like an animal than a
human being, from the sound. A
few moments more, and Pon & Co.
knew that it was an animal—as a
fearsome quadruped scattled out
from the shadows inte ihe bLright
moonlight, and a low, horrid, nerve-
racking erowl was heard.

For a single instant Pon & Co.
starved in blank horror at the hualldosg.

But it was a brief instant.

Then they were runmning.

“Gurrrrggh ! came from the bull-
iloe,

He looked too heavy and clumsy an
animal to put on much “speed. In
spite of his looks he did, howoever, He
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charged after the three, amd a back-
ward olance showed glisting little
eyes and terrifying jaws,

“Oh'! Run!” gasped Gadshy,

He flew ! Monson flew ! Pon flew !
What would happen, if those jaws
got within snappine distance, they
did not dare to think., They raced !

From somewhere in the dark woo:l
came a puffing voice:

“Seize them, Brutus! Seize them !

Colonel Bullock was somewhere in
the offing.

The stout colonel was coming back
to clear off those cheeky trespnsscrs
with the help of his bulldog. He was
not aware that the party had already
cleared off, and that another party
Lad arrived in their place.

Brutus was chasing the new party
—and the new party were giving him
a yun for his money!

(zadsby was the first to reach the
boat and bound in. Monson followed
him, and stumbled over Gadsby. Pon
was not zo lucky. His foot caught in
a root, and he stumbled and went
down, with a bump, on hands and
knees. He was yvards behind when his
comradeg gained the boat.

Hg howled with terror at the patier
behind bim as he scrambled wildly
up. He gave a wild glare round—
Brutus was not & yard behind him.

Ponzonby tore on madly.

Snap!

A fine get of teeth barely missed
Poen—and fastened on the seat of his
trousers.

Ponsouby gave a frantic ycll.

“Yaroop! He's got mc! Oh,
help 1
He staggered on, yelling, A heavy

weight was hanging behind him. It
was Brutus! rutuz, having got a
hold, was keeping it, after the manner
of bulldogs. Pon did the last few
yvards with Brutus as a passenger!

Then there was a fearing, rending
sound. Brutus' teeth did not give
way—Dbut a section of trouscring did !

Ponsonby leaped into the Dent,
leaving a patch of trousers in the
bulldog’s jaws !

He was only just in time.

Monson and Gadsby were alveady
shoving off.

Pon landed in the Tboat and
sprawled as it rocked away from the
bank. A spluttering voeice came from
shoreward.

“Good dog! TYoung rascals—ives-
passing young scoundrels!  Good
u.!n% ' Huh!”

he

Higheliffe boat rocked out on
{lic Thames, Pon & Co. digging at the
water anyhow ivith the oars.

Colonel Bullock brandished a stick
after it—Brutus watched it, with Lis
share of Pousonby's trouscrs still in
his jaws.

Pon & Co. were quite glad fo float
clear of Bullock Court!

Very Wet !
“ ALLO, hallo, halloi” mur-
mured Bob ﬂ]l{:rr;;. “Look ™
“And listen!” orinned

Johuny Bull.
The Greyfriars crew chuckled as
they reste on their oars.
The Water-Lily was nosing along

&3

the bauk, the c¢rew locking for =
landing place beyond the confines of
Bullock Court. At that epot, the tow-
path being on the other side of the
river, frecs came down to the cdge of
the water and great branches jutted
over the Thames, wrapping the boat
in deep shadow.

Beyond that bar of shadow the
unoonbight lay on the river in a slicet
of glistening silver. Into that sheet
of silver surged a boat, with one
fellow pulling and two fellows argu-
mg, Familinr voices floated to the
ears of the Greyfriars crew.

“Heold vour silly, cheeky foneue,
Gaddy  ° ¥ : g

“Hold vours, Pon, ;.u:r‘u silly chump !
I tell you I'm fed up! Let's get back
te Datehet and go to bed!”

“I'm not going to bed, and you're
not, till I've run down those Groy-
friars cads! I know they're wet far
away %

Harry Wharton & Co. suppresscd
their  chuekles.  They were  nof,
indeed, far away—being much nearer
than Ton wucssed.

“Took here, Pon,” said Monszon,

“I've had enough of bulldegs! The
brute nearly got the lot of us! He
gol you t”

“I'l make them pay for -it!"®

snarled Pon. “I jolly well know what
must have hn.ppr:ncg now, and why
we dide't find them., They were
turncd off, and wepnt farther up. I
belicve that old fosl and iz dogp
were affer them-—-"

The Greyfriars fellows gurgled.
They had Leard sounds floating from
astern on the night wind. It dawned
on them now that Por & Co. had been
ou their trail, and bhad butted in on
Colone] Bullock and his bulldog !

“They couldn't have been gone
Joug when we got there,” went on
Popsonby. "I know they were there
—and they must bave been there
when that old fool got going with
lis dog! T can feel the brute’s jaws
yvet—he's got a mouthful of my
trousers—— What was that? Ihid
vou fellows hear anything?

“Zounded like somebody giggling 1™
said Monson, staring round. * Nobody
on the river.”

*“Get hold of an oar, Gaddy! I tell
yvou we're going on!™ snarled Pouv-
sonby. *“ We shall spot their camp
all vight—it standa to reason they
won't go very fur, as late as this!"

“Oh, I'm fed up with your stunts”
orowled Gadsby., A precious night
we're having of it !

“Will you shut up? I'ull an oar,
vou lazy slacker, and don't leave it
a1l to Monson ! I expect we shall apot
them when we get past these trees.”

In the darkucss under the branches,
{lie Greyfriars fellows grinned at onc
another., Billy Bunter was nodding
off to slecp on {he. folded tent, but the
Famous Five were very wide awake.

Bub Chervy put his finger to his
fips.

g Not a sound!? ke whispered.
* They're after us—but we won't keep
them waiting i1l we camp! Hold on,
atid keep mum 17

Bob groped in the hamper. He
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drew therefrom a siphon of anda-
water. His comrades suppressed their
chuckles as they saw it.

The Hicheliffe boat was now float-
ing almost abreast of the Water-Lily,
but farther out on the river, and
cicarly seem in the bright moenlight
—=the Greyiriars boat still invisible
in the shadow of the branches over-
head.

“Pull out!” Lreathed Beb,

Four fcllows dipped their oavs into
the water again.

Boly Cherry stood up in the bows,
with the soda siphon 1n his hands.

There was a startled cexclamation
from the Highelifie boat.

“What's that?"

“Sounds like & boat ™

“That Greyfriars lot, perhaps!”

“The perhapsfulness iz terrific !"
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Lovk!” yelled Gadsby, as the
Greyfriars boat. under four cars, shot
out of the shadows of the bank into
the bright moonlight

“0Ob gad ! ejaculated Monsonby.

Souish !

The two boats were hardly a yard
apart as the Greyfriars crew rested
on their oars,

Bol  Cherry opencd fire with the
soda siphon.

“Gnrrrggh '™ came a purgling yell

Fleetway

T[—[E first letter that I opcned

thia morning contains three

gueries. John Compton, of
Liverpool, wants me to tell him some-
thingz about fiying-fishes, Bying-foxes,
and flying-squirrels,

The fivinp-fish, John, is sometimes
a kind of gurnard—seca fish with
larce heads and mailed cheeks—and
somctimes o kind of herring,
flight the fing of the flying-fish do not
flap up and down likc & bird's, but
remain still. They can travel much
faster than a ship, but usually not
farther tham 500 fect at & time.
They have been said to leap om to
the decks of ships, but this only
bappens when they are carried up by
a rourh wind.

The fiying-fox, as it is called. is
readly & bat. In the day-time this
enrious creature hangs head down-
wards in the treea, and leoks like a
buoeh of withered leaves or frait. At
night they wake.up and get busy,
cating any fruit they can find. In
some parts of the East the natives
eatell them while they're asleep in the
trevs, trke them home, and cook them
im butter and spices. I've never

tastod these bats when cooked, It I,

am told they taste like hare,

In’
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from Ponsonby, as the first jet of
ﬁ{]}darwatﬂ caught him under the
ciin.

“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the Greyfriars
CTW,

Sepiisie

Monson - got the sceond jet in Lis
.

Hguish ! went the siplhon again, and
Gadsby uttered a loud howl as he got
it in the neck.

“"Looking for us, you men ' roared
Rob., * Here we are, if you want us:
Keep alengside, you fellows!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Ol Oh pad!
that !  welled Tonsonby.
vareoolh!  Oooch ™

“Grrrrogh I spluttered Monson.

"0l erikey—oooooch ! howled
Gadsby.

“Ha, ha, ha!” shvicked the Grey
friars erew asx BHob, swinging the
siphon to and fro, fairly raked the
cnemy fore and aft.

Soda-water rained into the High-
cliffe boat! Ton got most of it—hat
hiz fricmds had a fair share.

Drenched and dripping, they
grabbed at the cars to pot away.

The siphon gave a last gpurgle—it
was empty ! Bob swung it in the air
by the neck.

“Coming ! be shouted.

Keep  off—-stop
1] 'ﬁ?':}_

Your Editor Is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him: Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,

House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.CA.

In appearance, flying-squirrels arc
very much like ordinary squirrcls,
except that they have a parachute-
like arrangement stretehing between
their fore-claws and their bedies.
This conableg them to make fiying
leaps from the top of trees to the

rronnd.
Jolin Massey, of Wolver-

N hampton, who asks:

WHAT IS THE “ 5SWORD OF
DAMOCLES *

mentioned by  Frank

OW wc come to a guery from

s0 often
Riclhards ¥

Four hundred yecara beforc Christ,
Sicily was govermed by a crucl
monarch, Dionysius, whom the people
preatly  fearcd.  Though hated,
Dionysins, was clever, rich, learucd,
and pewerful, and he had many
fiatterers around him. One of them,
named Damoeles, said to him onc day
thiat he must be the happiest man in
the world. "Do you teve ite”
acked the tyrant, and then he added:

“Take my place for a time and enjoy
the happiness of a menarch.” Bo
saying, he left the threme to

Damocles, who scated himsclf cheer-

Bol certainly did not intend to
iyl the siphon after the soda-water.
But' it looked as if he did—and Pon
& Co. did not wait to sce whether he
was in jest or carnest. ‘The High-
cliffc boat rocked away as fast a= Pon
and Monson and Gaddy could dig up
the Thames with the oars.

A roar of laughter from the Grey-
friars boat followed them,

Bob Clerry dropped the cmply
giphon back into the hamper.

“1 shouldn't wonder if 1'on’s fod
up with tracking us like a giddy
Chingachgonk ! he remarked. * They
scemed in rvather a hurry to po!”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

The Greviriays erew, gurgling with
merriment, pulled on  They %-:ml:-:d
for a landing-place, and found one-—-
and camped; but they did not see
anything more of I'om & Co. Ton, for
the present at least, was tired of the
trail of vengeance, and the crew of
the Water-Laly camped in peace—un-
trenbled by any more ructions on the
river.

THE END.

(The. chums of Greyfriars are in
the thiek of fun and adventure again
wext  weel., Look out for “SIX
BOYS IN A BOAT"—on sale Salur-
day. RBook your Macner in adrance.)

R A N N AR R N,

fully in his sovercign's place. The
courticr thought he would now have
iﬂcuty of time to cnjoy his rich state.
{e began admiring the splendour of
cverything around. He examined the
rich details of the throne, but then
there came a ‘sudden terror in his
eyes, for he saw that a sword hung
over his Lieadd, tied with a horsehair.
Poor Damorles was so terrified that
all his bLlcssings vanished; he has.
tened down to Dionysius and implored
the monarch to deliver him from s
position cxposcd to such comstant
danger, The cxpression “a bword of
Damecles ™ is uscd to describe an
ever-threatening danger, or any situa-
tion rvecalling that of the shallow-
minded courticr who did not realise
the uneertainty of power.

“SIX BOYSIN A BOAT!"

That is the title of Frank Richards'
ntxt sparkling, extra-long ato of
Harry Wharton & Co.’s holiday adven-
tures on Old Father Thames. The
chums of Greyfriars are finding that
a hifc on the river is full of fun and
excitement—oespecially with Ponsonby
& Co. in the offing and Mr. Bhilty
Speoncy  trailing the Water-Lily.
Loder & Co. of the Bixth alse appear
on the secne in next Saturday’s yarn,
adding to the fun and adventure of
Harry Wharten & Co., but not o the
pleasure of Loder & Co.

The pood old “Herald ¥ will again
be well up to its usual high standard,
with another amazing instalment of
Dicky Nugont's wcrial of the chums of
&8, Sam’s on s cannibal island, and
there will be many other Greyfriars
items of amusement and interest.
Don't forget to sec that your Macyey
is reserved for youw, chums !

THE EDITOL.
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{Continued from page 2.}

Would Jack Jolly be in time?
Unlesa rescue came soon the Head
would be in the soup with a vengenz |

(Look out next week for the rib-

- tickling sequel fo this yarn—*The
Head Turns Up Trumps!™)

HE'LL NEVER REST TILL
HE CLIMBS EVEREST!

By TOM BROWN

Hazeldene likes mountaineering.

That’'s putting it far too mildly.
According to what he told me when
I stayed with him last week,
mountsineering with him is 8 con-
BUMINgG paszsion,

In faet, I gather that he will never
rest till he has ¢limbed to the top of
Everest | :

It wae in the garden of his house,
wwinging gently in a hemmock, that
Hazel confided his lofty ambitions to
me.

“Anything flat bores me stiff,” he
eaid.  “But give me a hill to climb,
end I'm your man |

“There's no thrill to compare with
thet of coming up from the ordinary
warld into the great vastnesses of the
With
every step upwards you feel more free
—more. vital |

“Mountaineering will be my hobby
E;_hen I'm & little older, I can tell you'!

shall start in a small way with the
hame products—Bnowdon and Ben
Nevis, and so on, you know, Then I
hall proceed to the Pyrenees and the
Alps.  After that I hope to get =
chatce to scale some of the hugger
mwpiintains in the Rockies: and, finally,
I a_:j;g-ct I shall make my assault on
the Himalayas—and Everest!”

“My -batl ¥ou certainly do aim
sugh, Hazell” 1 said sdmiringly. “1
suppose you're getting your hand in
as much ss you can already "

;Yﬂu' htﬁtjt; nn} I r"i'a'}‘;:f, f never miss
an opportunity of elimbimg—'

Mrs. Hu&ﬁiena appeared: on the
lawn from: the house at that moment
end interrupted the budding moun-
taineer's -disconrse. . Hazeldene, 1
should mention, is rather a spoilt pet
with Mrs. Hazeldene. Bhe trotted up
ind said : '

“Peter dear, how would you like to
take & message for me up to the
rectory I

Hazel's jaw dropped.

“The—the rectory, mater? That's
;ﬁlhwm at the top of the hill, isn't
I ¥

“Yes, but it's pot much to climb;
vou'll get to the top in ten minuies.”

“Borry, mater.” Hazel shook his
head firmly, “I wouldn’t mind in the
-prdinary way, but it's much too hot to-
day for hill-climbing.”

“let me go instead, Mrs, Hazel-
dene,” I grinned. " Don’t mind, Hazel,
_dn‘iuui' When I get back, you can
fini what you were saying about
being so fond of climbin

And I duly climbed up
kill leading to the rectory—Ileaving
Hazel to bottle up his enthusiasm for
HWill-climbing till 1 returned.

moral of this 19—

hilltops and mountain heights.

mountains,”
e very small

But I'll leave you to work it out for

Tourselves |

GREYFRIARS HUNTER
USED BOW AND ARROWS!

Says G. BLUNDELL

A stroll through a Surrey wood in
mid-August is not an occupation you
would normally expeet to fraught
with dire peril. It was with surprise
and consternation, therefore, while I
was enjoying such a sirell last week
that I heard something whistle past my
ear and saw an arrow bury itself in a
tree-trunk before me.

“What the thump-—-—" 1 cried indig-
nantly.

I turned round to see who was re-
sponsible. 1 had another surprise when
my eyea fell on my own Form-master
serenely strg::'ﬂmg acroes the glade with
& bow in his hand and & quiverful of

srrows &t his side!
Mr. Prout jumped when he spotted

me. He registered embarrassment.

areé you

“ Blundell,
here 1"

what doing

“1 think I might ask the same of
you,. sir,” I remarked warmly. .

interest you tu know that you very
nearly scored a bull 1™

Mr., Prout coughed. :

“1 am extremely sorry, Blundell; I
had no ides there would be anybody in
the vicimity. I suppose you are—or—
wondering what I am doing with a
bow and arrows?"

“Well, it is rather unususl, sir,” I
grioned. “Isn't a Winchester repeater
more . your linei"

“Yery much more, Blundell, T can
assure vou,'” said Mr. Prout, with a
sigh., “Unlortunately, I had perforce
te leave that useful weapon at Grey-
friars. I happen to be staying, you
see, with a naturalist who 13 & ver
strong opponent of blood sports  He is
a great outdoor man, but he loathes
hunting snd fishing and simply abomi-
nates shooting." '

HM&. hﬂt- i

“Bo it would have been impossible to
bring my gun with me,” explained Mr.
Prout. “But the old Imtﬂ;eﬁng
remains, you see, Blundell. My host's
small son left the bow and arrows in
the grounds this morming, and 1
thought I would try them out.™ -

“Jolly good idea, sirl"™ I chuckled.
“Had any luck 1"

liIf‘
my ear was the target, sir, 1t may-
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“Not yet; but this primitive liitle
weapon lias distinet ﬁ:ﬂss:ha]ttms," said
Y-

It:'l;r. g'mut judicia “I nearly
gged & wood pigeon with 1t & few
An uﬁnhmd like myself

minutes &go.
makes the most of such opportunities
as offer, Blundell. Quiet!” :

The old sportsman pointed excitedly-
across the g'ade. I locked and saw =
rabbit frisk:ng under the trees,

"Don't move, Blundell, please,”™ Mr.
Prout breathed, “From this distance 1
may easily pou the little beggar. Just
watch ! 7
“ But suppose your host comes slong,
sir!” I breathed back, *Won't he
object ¥" -
In actual faet, I had just caught
sight of a Ggure with its back turned
to s through the trees; but Mr.
Prout wes ton deeply angrossed in the
movements of the rabbit to see any-
thing else. He drew hack his bow-
string and let fy. Ping!

Alasl 8hooting with & bow and
arrow was not the seme proposition as
shooting with & Winchester repeater.
My, Prout missed the rabbit—mussed it
by vards! But he did hit something—
something very muck larger.

What he hit was the figure through .
the trees—his arrow piercing the un-
fortunate stranger’s plus fours!|

Mr. Prout's victim gave a yell. Mr.
Prout and I dived for cover, then fled.

“Thank goodness he had no time to
see me [ panted our sporting Form-
master, az we emerged from the woods,
“That was the gentleman I told you
about, Blundell—my host "

I parted from Mr. Prout s few
minutes later, and what heappened
afterwards is unknown fo me. But
there is one thing certain—he will nbt
venture egain this vac to go shooting
rabbits with a bow and arrows!

m—

SNAPPY HOLIDAY TOUR
OF GREYFRIARS!

By BEOB CHERRY

Well, here we are at -Greyfriars,
folks, and that's the porter's lodge over
there. Are the railings: in the gate
thin with age? Not reslly: they're
ouly what Gosling has worn thrm:ﬁh by

ipping them every evening ready to
shut the gate the moment the clock
chimes the hour|

Yen, sir, that's the tuckshop, What's
the carpenter doing in the doorway!?
Just re-making it. Bunter had a soack
at the counter on breaking-up day and
got jammed half-way through, coming
out, ’

This is the School House. Yes,
sonny, the flowers in front are rather
withered, aren't they? Loder logked
at them just before he went for his
holiday. And here we are in Big Hall.
Tha well-worn track at the sides has
been made by murmurs of excitemont
runpoing round when fhe Heesd makes
mmportant announcements, '

hose tables are where we sit when
we have tea in Hall. . Quite true,
madam, it is & nasty dent in the floor,
't it? It's where I dropped a slica
of bread-and-butter two terms ago.

We are now in Masters' Passage, amd
this is Mr. Quelch’s senctum. No, ha
isn't setting up as a wholesale waste-
paper merchant. There are the last
Gfty chapters of his celebrated “His-

tory of Grevfriars.” -
Btendy on the stairs, folks, or you'll
slip. oker usually slides down them,

you see, afier tiaitiniua—rcu, without
the optien! True, O King, Study No. 7
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is DBunter's.  That  woarsteosl? Ol
that’s what they found buricd in Bunter
when they gave him ' s compulsory
bail! R

Quite correet, voung man. This is
where Bmithy lives—8tudy No. 4. Yes,
and there is rather a lot of scot in the
gr:m:-_. as you say. Eh? Well, it

idn’t occur to me, but perhaps 1t is
what Smithy uses when e gives people
black looks!

No, that's enly a duster left Ly one
of the honsemaids; it’s net the Rag!
The Rag iz the Junior Commen-room
to which we are now descending, The
marks round the door have been made
by things thrown at the prefect who
pokes his head round ench night to
say ' Bed-tirne, you kidst” -

Buck inio the quad, for your chara,
folks—sorry ihere's no time for more!
Conw again when the fellows are all
here!  Aun revoir!

—-

SHARED BIKE—
ONE WHEEL EACH!

By TOM BROWN

ﬁ}l:ﬂﬂ tnﬁm,thh Thir&h Fnrn;}q?ﬁu,
r aod- Paget, bought a -bike
betwoen them. E.'g-t,qltar used it whon
Paget didn't want it, and Paget waed
it ‘when Bolter didn’t want it And,
altogether,” they managed very well—
in-fact, it was quite & striking argu-
meut ‘i favour of co-operative ownel-
ship: to see liow harmoniously they
shaved it ! s .
Bﬂi:qg;d would ‘stroll inte the bike:

X “F-l-
“Using my bike this afternoon?”
“Whote bike?” Puaget would ssk

shiirply.

< ﬁ}' bike .

“¥on fiean MF¥ bike, don't you?”

Apd. then they would: smile politely
aud zay " OUR bike, then!” together.
It was ‘quite ing to see theéui!
0f eoyrse, differences did ariso
ocoprionally; but they were mere
ripples on the surface of the water, so
to apeak,. One time, Paget wanted to

to 8 cricket match st Lantham on

¢ saine afternoon ax Bolter wanted
to visit a friend at Redclyffe, end
theje wes ndmittedly a cortain amount
of warmth on both eides in the conrse
of the argument. DPaget acquired & cik!
lip and .a swollen nose during tho.

WO
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debate, and Dolter had the use of the
waclhine. :

Own anpiher oceasion, both wanted it
to ride in the Courtficld Fancy Dress
Cyele Camival, Paget won it ou this
oreasion - by  leaving lus  co-partner
locked up in & box-room while he used
the wachine;  and the pavtnership was
slightly strained for several davs after,

But these ineidents weve exceplions.
Own the whole, the arrangement worked
very smoothly—rtill breaking-up day
arrived.

Then it was awkward., Bolier was
going to spemsl most of the vae with
att sunt in Wales. Puaget was going
home te his people i Hampshirve
Each wanted the bike, and each was
fully determined to get il

Friends interceded to end ihe dead-
fock in vain, Tubb even offered to lend
ane of them his own bike to scttle it
bt they wanted their own bike, not
Tubl's, and the Third Form In:*:}&::l'*ﬁ
reterons offcr was declined—without
thanks!

Cars avrived for Boiter and Paget
simuJtanconzly  on  breaking-up day,
and the co-operative bike-owners ad-
journed to the bike-shed at -the same
mioment to get theiv muwinal * jigger.™
Al ruen the fun began!

Bolier said “Xline, 1 think ! Paget
said " Your  mistake—mine ! Then
bothh  said  “Leok  here—"  aud
cralibed. ;

For the next fve minttes, the bike-
shod was the scone of a thrilling aud
heetic tug-of-war.  Dolier had a firm
grip on one wheel, angd Paget had an
cyually firm grip on the other, and
they togged for all they were worth,
while the erowd yelled *1llcave ! and
Yo nt"t

Thut "mutunl bhike had had a lot of
paigh Treatment during the termn, and
it had o lot of =till rougher treatment
pew. It eveaked and  groanetd and
jingled alavmingly as its owners tngged
and lheaved, and then suddenly there
was a sharp report.

The wext instant ithe frame of 1he
bike was lving several feel away, and
Bolier and Paget were bving on their
backs, holding onc winwel cach.

Mutual ownership nd ended and the
vo-operative owners had pone back io
individoal holdings.

a

Nolier aud Pager gave it up as a bad
jubb afier that.
teewrns and

They parvted on good
went on thety vespective

And a= each found

holidayvs bikeless,

a presont of » brand now bike swait-
ing him ot the other end. everything
turned out for the best after all,

The remains of the Dolter-Paget
jigger are still in the bike-shed,

I snggeat they should be hung up
outside the uln:-d;’ as a hortible exampla
to evelisis of the evils of joul awner-

ship !

HARRY WHARTON CALLING!

“Why vot change your summer gane
from' cricket to baschall?” acks n
Canadian c¢lnm, “1l's snappier ad
heap: more exciting. You'd love it 1"

Quite possibly I would, old bean! 1
have sect it plaved and like the look of
it immensely. There must be a raye
thrill in wiclding one of thoso clubs
and knoeking the ball sky-bigh. It
would bo a pleasant change from the
sedate bowling used in ericket o in-
dulge in a spot-of that frénzied throw-
ing that bascball pitcheis affeet!

A game of baschball on Lil.jlﬂ Bide
now and aguin would certainly not
coine aamiss, and if ever (here is & miove
in favour of i, T shall support it.
But a permaneni  change-over from
erickel to baschell i=' a différept propa-
sition. T could never agree to that!

Cricket il&l}uln?na Cto be (he maost
Euglish of all Mnghish games, and the
fucr that baseball is suappier and viore
extiting will never lessen our affection
for our own nalive game. The atirac-
tions of cricket ave not to be found 1u
ile book of yules. Whey lie rather in
the appearanco of the fleld and the
peenliarly fricndly and enjoyable stmo.
sphere surrounding the gatoe,

Imagine the Greyfrines playing fields
on a One summer’s afiernoon laid out
in the forin of bascball pitcles, with
win-chewing speetators howlmg “ Atla-
ov 1 And how sirange the -Gueerdy-
garbed and padded players would. look
against the {uar.:lr. vound of our. rnelend
sehool 1 , It would be & welancholy
sight for any true-blue Grexfriavs man,
and even my Canadian corvespondent
would probably not allogetlier appreei-
ate the change! S

Taschall i & ripping
doubtedly, and 1 Liope to play it one
of these dayas, Dot L shall never fvel
tike swapping it for cricket!

All the best, s,

IARRY WHARTON.

Al !II'_'", Tulz=

—made by MARS

to make your
mouth water
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CHRISTMAS CLUB AGENTS

wanted for the oldest, largest, and best club,
Over 1,000 articles.
Nu outlay, Excellent commission.

to every applicant for particulars.

SAMUEL DRIVER LTD., MARSHALL ST., LEEDS

New catalogue now ready.

Iree gift
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