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Pon sfooped In the car, and rose again, with a soda siphon in hh-hnnds. Belore Bob Cherry even saw it, he let fly.
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Squisssssh!

““Ha, ha, ha ! ** yelled Gadsby and Monson, as the soda flew out in a whizzing stream, and landed full in Bob’s face.

“ Urrrrrrgh | ** gurgled Bob, staggering back, choked and blinded

“0Oh erumbs !”

Mr. Bunter rolled away, and the door
slammed behind him,

“Oh lor' !I” said Bunter,

Home, sweet home had been the only
alternative to hiking! Now that alter-
pative was taken away. It was hiking
or nothing ! Billy Bunter sorted through
his pockets for cash. If he was going
hiking, he had to get to Cowgate be-
fore the fellows started. His available
cash consisted of & French penny and a
bad halfpenny. These financial re-
sources, it was clear, would not pay his
way twenty miles.

But Bunter was a fellow with many
resources, On the railway you had to
take a ticket before you started; and
railways, therefore, were mno use to
Bunter on the present occasion. In a
taxicab, on the other hand, you paid at
the end of the journey—or somebody
else did! Anyhow, you arrived at your
journey's end before the trouble
started | That, at least, was so much
to the good !

Billy Bunter rang up the cab-rank for
g taxi. And when he was sitting in
that taxi, rolling away to Cowgate, he
could only hope that he would be in
time to catch the fellows before the
started on the hike, and that they woul
have enough loose eash about them to
sottle with the taximan,

e

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Pleased |

g BAY, you fellows!"
I Harry Wharton jumped.
Bo did Hurree Jamset Ram
. Bingh.
Bwinging along cheerily, in light
hiking attire, rucsack on back, the two

juniors were within s mile of the village
of Cowgate, when & car buzzed on the
road behind them, and they stepped to
the roadside to let it pass.

Instead of passing, it slowed and
stopped.

And as it stopped a fat face looked
out, a large pair of spectacles caught
the gleam of the August sun, and a fat
and familiar voice hailed them.

“Bunter |”" exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“The esteemed and ridiculous
Bunter |"" ejaculated Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

Billy Bunter grinned at them from
the taxi,

He was pleased by this meeting,

Evidently ha was in time to join up
before the hikers started, as arton
and Hurree Singh had not yet reached
the rendezvous.

Hiking attracted Bunter no more than
before. But it was not s matter of
choice now; he had to hike. And as he
had to hike, he was glad that he was
in time o join the hikers.

“Jolly glad to see you fellows!"” said
Bunter heartily. “I say, I've missed

ou 8 lot since we broke up at Grey-

riars.”

“Have you?!” asked Wharton, rather
surprised to hear it.

He had not missed Bunter.
“ Fearfully I said Bunter.
you're such a nice chap, Wharton—

L) Eh t'

“"Such & good temper,
pleasant manners—"’

“What "

“That a fellow misses you terribly,"
said Bunter, blinking at him.

Wharton gazed at the fat Owl. Why
Bunter was laying it on with a trowel
like this was past his comprehension.

“¥You sre,

and such

by the sudden siream.

It had not oceurred to him, so far, that
Bunter wanted somebody to pay the
taximan at Cowgate,

“Same with you, Inoky,” said Bunter.
“I hardly know how I've %nt thrﬂugh
the time since I left you, old chap.'

"“The esteermmed Bunter is a terrifio
fatterer,” said the nabob solemnly.

“Not at all, old fellow! I say, hop
in|" said Bunter. “Lots of room!
You're going to Cowgate, of course—
it's right ahead. I'll give you a lift."”

“We're poing to hike—"

“You're not ikin‘f yet. May as well
start fresh,” wurged Bunter. “We
want to be fresh, you know, when we
start the hike."

“Wei” repeated Wharton. * Ars you
coming, after all, then?”

“¥You didn't think I'd let vou down,
did you?" said Bunter reproachfully.
“Hardly! I've had s pressing invita-
tion from Bmithy—he wanted me to go
on his father’s yacht with him, but I
said it couldn’t be done.”

“You mean Smithy couldn't be dona 1™
queried Wharton.,

“No,” roared Bunter,
“Look here, you beast

Harry Wharton laughed.

“All serene, old fat bean! Roll on,
and tell them at the Wheatsheaf that
we're coming on."

“Oh, rot!" said Bunter. "“Hop in, [
say| Dash it all, T haven't seen you
for a long time, old chap. TI've turned
down a lot of things to join in this
hilte. Oaly this morning the pater
asked me if I'd care for a run to Nor-
way in his—his steam-yacht. ‘No,” I
eaid, ‘ Mauly expects me, and I'm stick-
ing to Mauly—and my other pals.' My
very words |V
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“ My dear old fat bean, turn that tam
ronwnd and rush back,” advised Wharton.
" Hiking is all right; but a yachting
trip to Norway—"

“1 don't care much for it!” said
Bunter earelessly. “A fellow gets fed-
up on cspensive things, grandeur, and
nll that! We've been l-:ee?ing it up ab
Bunter Court—throngs of people, no
end of mobs, you know—one of the
princes yesterday. Of course, it's all
vight, but a fellow gets fired of it—it
makes a fellow sort of long for the
simple life—simple pleasures and all
rhat, Hop in—I'm taking you as far as
Cowgate. 1 simply won't take no for
an answer. ~Now get in "

{ Bunter threw open the door of the
axl.

Harry Wharton and the nabob ex-
changed a glance and o grin, and
stepped in, The taxicab ran on again
towards Cowgate,

“TFine to be together again, what?”
gnid Bunter, beaming.

He felt that the taxi fare was safe
now,

“(Oh, fine!” said Wharton gravely.

“The finefulness is terrifie !

“J guppose we shall lunch at Cow-
gate before we start?” asked Bunter,
with a touch of anxiety.

“I think that's the arrangement.”

“(iood | Might do a mile after lunch,
bofore we camp,” said Bupter.

A whatter "

“A mile. XNo good slacking, you
lnow,” said Bunter. "If we hike, we
hike! Let's do a mile & day.”

“We shall_be doing a good many
miles & day, I hope,” said Harry, laugh-
ing. “If you think you'll get [fed
up_!l-

“Oh, not at all! After all, I'm the
best wallter in the Remove, you know.
I expect I shall walk your legs off,” said
Bunter calmly., "I say, you fellows,
I've seen in the paper that those two
chaps have gone to chokey.”

“What two chapst”

" Those emash-and-grab men at Court-
field. You remember the smash-and-
grab raid a few days before the vac.
They bagged & bagful of jewellery from
old Lazarus® shop.”

“Oh, I remember !" said Harry, with

a nod. “Micky the Sprat an Skid
Smith—I remember secing it in the
paper.”

“They never got the stuff back,” said

Bunter. “I say, there’s a stack of
jewellery and stuff parked somewhere
near Courtficld. The smash-and-grab
man sticks to it that he lost it swimming
in the river when he was trying to get
away. That’s all gammon, you know.
He's stuck it somewhere to bag again
when he comes out of chokey. Hae
looked jolly ely, I remember. Awiully
I']'Eﬂé‘lp rotter | Why, he took me m!”
added Bunter, as a convincing proof of
the deep slyness of Micky the Sprat.
i“'Psld me he was & hiker, you know,
and I thought he was. Got me to take
n message to the other beast—only the
bobbies nabbed him before I got to
Iﬁnbha,m, and I never spoke to him after
all.
“And all the time he was a smash-
and-grab man, and the police were after
him. 1f I'd known it at the time, when
lie spoke to me in the wood, I‘ch have
collared him and marehed him to the
police station—— What are you cackling
at? Blessed if I see anything to cackle
-ﬂli !!l

The two juniors chuckled. They could
not quite see Billy Bunter collaring the
smash-and-grab man of Courtfield, and
marching him to the police station!

A green car came whizzing from the
village ahead, passing the taxi ai a
great rate.

Harry Wharton glanced at it as it
passed, and started a little at the sight
of the three well-dressed fellows inside.

“Pon & Co.,” he remarked. " They've
come through Cowgate. They're on the
spot to see us start, Inky.”

The nebob nodded, staring curiously
after the green Austin as it disappeared
along the country road,

“J say, you fellows, was that Pon?”
nsked Bunter, blinking round through
his spectacles, “ Cheeky rotter—you
yemember he grabbed Bob's Holidey
Annual away from me on Courtfield
Common. I'd have given him a jolly
good hiding, only—only—"

Rats For Gussy!

BUT not only rats
“ depart "' from the desk
of Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy. A five-pound

note disappears, too |

Who's taken it? Sus-

picion falls on Jack
Blake, Gussy's best
chum 1 Read what hap-

pens in the ripping, long
complete varn of Tom

Merry & Co., of 5t
Jim’s, entitled—
“ UNDER
SUSPICION! "

Cet yourself a copy of
The CEM to-day|

THE MAGNET

“Only he mightn't have let yout?”
suggested Wharton gravely.

Oh, really, Wharton| I eay, have
vou heard that there's a reward out for
that stuff 1"

“ What stuff 1

“That stuff the smash-and-grab man
got away with at Courtfield. They don'f
believe that he lost it in the river. It
says in the paper that the insurance
company are offering fifty pounds
reward for anyone who finds it. Old
Lazarus had his stock insured, it seems,
and it’s the insurance company that
loses the money. I've got an idea.”

Bunter paused impressively. .

“We're going hiking,” he said,
“ Wh¥ not hike round Courtfield and
look for that stuff? Fifty pounds ain't
to be sneezed atl Jolly good ides,
what 1" ;

“Qh, ripping!” said Harry. “Bub
we're going west when we start, and
Courtfield is about & hundred miles the
other way.” "

“] think we'd better go that way,
said Bunter. “In faet, 1 think I shall
insizt on it, Wharton”

ir BUW‘“"]W 1!] Y

“Took here, you cheeky ass——"

“Hallo ! Here we are in Cowgate,
and there's the Wheatsheaf! And
there's old Bob, and the other fellows.”

The taxi stopped outside the Wheat-
sheaf. Bob gﬁerry and Nugent and
Johnny Bull, newly washed affer their
encounter with Pon & Co., came up.

Billy Bunter rolled out of the taxi

“Mauly here yet?" he asked.

“Not yet."” _ .

“We shall have to wait for him,” said
Bunter. “Can’t stort without Mauly.
I'll hop in and phone home.”

“There's no telephone here,”
Bob.

Bunter did not seem to henr thet. He
rolled into the Wheatsheaf, and dis-
geppeared from sight.

gnid

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

ARRY WHARTOXN Co. etoed in
H a cheery group under the bi

onk in front of the Wheatsheal.
There was no sign of Mauly
et, but there was plenty of time for his
fnrdship to arrive before Iunch. The
juniors had plenty to tell one anothcr,
and they chatted under the wide-
spreading branches of the oak, and re-
freshed themselves with ginger-pop.
Billy Bunter had not been seecn since
he had rolled into the inn; but his com-
pany was not sorely missed—by the
juniors, at all events, The taxmiman
seemed to be getting a little anxious
about him.
He came over to the Famous Five at
last, touching Lis cap.
“If the car's wanted again, gentle-
men—" he said,
know of,”

“Not thay 1
Harr;ir.

“Well, I'd better be getting back,
then. The clock’s ticking all this time.
Where's the young gentlemani”

“PBunter 1 roared Bob. “Hallo,
hallo, hallo! Bunter [”

But answer thersa came none.

“Tt's twenty-four and nine,” re-
marked the taximan., “P'raps the
waiter would en’l} the young gentleman,
if he's forgotten.™

The ruddy waiter was coming out with
fresh supplies of ginger-beer. DBob
asked him to speak to Bunter when he
went back into the inn.

“YWhere has the. blithering owl gob
to 7 asked Bob, “He's generally well
to the fore when there’s ginger-pop
going.”

enswered



EVERY SATURDAY

“Not when there’s cab fares to be
paid,” remarked Johnny Bull dryly.

“0Oh, my hat!”

The waiter came back.

“The young gentleman’s taking a rest,
sir,” h?w I_E:ﬁp amer}. “He's sent a mes-
sage. 11l ong of you youn ents pa
the taxi fare?" SIRASERE i

“Take a message back,” grinned Baob.
“Tell him that nobody 1s going to pay
the taxi fare, and that if he doesn't hop
out the taximan will come in after him.”

The ruddy waiter grinned, and dis-
appeared again. A tg w minutes later
Billy Bunter rolled into view, Hae
looked cross,

™I say, you fellows, it’s a bit thick,
disturbing a chap when he’s taking a
rest,” he grunted., “Haven't you paid

the taxi fare, Wharton1"

“No, you fat brigand !"

“Haven't you, Inkyi”

“The answer is in the ridiculous
negative.”

The taxi-driver began to assume a
grim expression. The Famous Five
glered at Bunter.

“Pay the man and let him go!”
growled Johnny Bull.

“Oh, all right! How much?” asked
Bunter.

“Twenty-four and nine."

11

“You needn’t have bbthered me about
buch a trifling amount, But perhaps
you haven't s quid or so about you,”
gaid Bunter, with a sneer. He ran his
hands through his pockets. *“Can you
change & fiver, my man?"”

“No,” gaid the man; “J can't!”

His look indicated that he was going
to believe in that fiver when he saw it,
and not before,

. “Well, look here,” said Bunter.
One of you fellows pay the man, will
ou, and I'll settle when I change a
anknote. Give him half-a-crown

over.”

(Continued on néxt page.)
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Our crickst
mnaver happler th

HousTHAY
Umpire

specialist

solving knotty cricket prob-
lems for " Magnelites.” Writa

\ '

is
an whean he's

tc " UMPIRE,” gfo The MAGNET, The Fieetway House, Farringdon Street, Londom,
E.C.4, Than watch out for his reply in thls paper.

LL classea of ericketers—from

A the man who has played for hia

country in Test matchea to the

bhoy 11;{1.0 has just maona to

serape into the second elsven at hisschool—

will soon be looking back on a completed

seasoni, How have I fared ! That 18 &

natural question, and it is one which every

crloketer ought to ask himself at the
conclusion of every eesson.

Has your bowling improved as much as
it should have done—aa much sa you
expected it to do? If mot, what is the
reason ! Have you been trying to bowl
too faat, or have you been bowling too
slowly? And in the batting line how
have you fared * I dom’t suppose for a
moment you are satisfied with your
average figures. There were certamn
innings which ended when they should not
have ended—when you got fewer runs
than you should have done.

I know several firat-class batemen who
keep a chart, and from time to time they
oxamine this chart, They will be casting
eager eyes over it just now in order to
find what lessons the geason has for them.
The chart shows how they got out in each
inninge, and, believe me, such a chart
g onally tells some very atraight tales,
Possibly, my playing readers may not have
kept a chart, but at the same time each

la can, if he sits down and does a
Ett thinking, make a list of how he has
been out during the seasbn. The other
day I talked to & mon who hsa been
playing for England this season. He
showed me his chart,

There were Lell-lole figures on
. Sevemn #times, so the chari
revealed, he had been caught in the
slips this seozon becouse he would
nibble at thot fast ball on the off
side before his eye was properily in.

“ I am not going fo do that next
season,”’ he said {0 me, very firmly.
THE WAY TO SUCCEED |
OSSIBLY you have been out many
P times the same way—nibblin
at balls from the bowler whi
you ought to have left alone.
Probably you have been out on eeveral
oocssions, oo, because you made up your
mind to * have a dip " before the ball was
delivered. Anyway, the point 1 want to
make is this—a self-examination when the |

more than a whole day.

end of the season comes round cannot do
any harm. Buch an examination ought to
be of service for the future, Be far aas the
batemen are concerned, it's the way the

player gete out which matters.

Poasibly yvou may have heard the
perfectly true story of Bobby Abel, but
even if the story is nmot new to you, it ia
worth while recalling it. Abel was one
of the greatest of batsmen. In a certain
match he made a wonderful score—
three hundred and sixty odd—batting for
When the huge
inninga had ended and Abel had gone off
the field, & friend went round %o the
pavilion to congratulate the bafsman on
his wonderful Imock.

The fine batsman, however, could not
be found for quite a time. Eventually
he waa located in an obecure part of the
{J:."."i]iﬂﬂ premises, in front of a full-

ngth mirror, flourishing his bat this
way and that.

“ What in the world are you ﬂﬂingb il
asked his friend. To this question Bobb
Abel replied, with real seriousness:
* I am trying to discover how I got out.”

Fanecy o man teho had just made
over threc hundred ond sixly runs
standing in front of a mirror with
his bat lo try to discover howe he
hod monaged fo gei out. Yet
obriously that is the way to pucceed.

GOOD FIELDING SHOULD BE
ENCOURAGED I

N these days there are many moro
facilities for winfer gricket than there
usad to be, and I would advise all
my young oricket readers who can

possibly do so to visit one or other of the
erinket schools during the winter, Thers,
under the watchful eye of the experts
who run these schools, you cen improve
your Iim during the non-playing season
and thus prepars to start next season &
better player.

Very econ now, with many clubs, the
business of handing out the prizes for
the spason will be carried through. The
bateman with the best average and &
bowler with the best analysia will be
duly rewarded. In eonmnection with this

rizes business, the captain of a school’s

pends me an interesting query.

d the |F

““ We give batting and bowling
prizes,’”’ he tells me, ‘' bui having
ntoted whol you have said during
the season about the imporfance of
fielding, I feel that the club ought fo
give o prive to the best fielder of
the side. But how can {f be done 7
How can we decide 7 '

I am very glad to have such a letter, and
va? P indeed to know that one
club is ready to give a prize to the fellow
who has fielded best during the season.
I am very pleased to hand out an idea,
too. I should do it by vote. Give every
regular member of the team a elip of paper,
and ask him to write on that slip of paper
—segrotly—the name of the member of
the side who, in his opinion, has been the
most oonsistently good fielder. And when
the voting papers have sll been collected,
I should give the fielding prize to the
player who received the most votes. Let
me add the sincere hope that next season
more cricket clubs composed of young
players will give a prize to the best felder,
as well as to the best bowler and the best
batsman, Good felding should bae
encouraged,

WAS THE UMPIRE RIGHT ?

READER in Dublin is worried
over & question which puzzlea
many young playera: Can &
bateman be oubt leg before
wicket off & ball which turns—ithat is, a
break ball 1 This reader friend, who bowls

break balls, recently mede an appeal for
leg before againat a batsman, but the
umpire replied: *“"Not out!l"™ and

furthor explained that the ball turned
when it pitched. Bo my friend is worried
as to whether he ought to have appealed.

This is & point which should be made
vary clear. A batetmnan can be out off a
ball which breaks cne way or the other.
Eugpuﬂﬂ the ball pitches on the off stump
an

ia breaking just so much that it
would go on to hit the leg stump. The
bateman's intervens. He c¢an be
given out leg before wicket.

But the batsman connoi properiy
be given out leg before if the ball
does not pitch in a sivaight line woith
the wickel. If the ball pilichcs o
couple of inches ouiside the of]
stump and then breaks in; the bats-
man should nol be given out lcg
before wichet if that ball hits his

pﬂdﬂi

There are o lot of people who think thie
leg before rule is wrong, and that the law
gehould be amended so that the bataman
can be given out leg before if he stops
with his any ball which would have
hit the wicket, no matter where it pitches.
But we are dealing with facts, not with
ideas of reform, and according to the
resent law the ball must be pitched
straight—that is, on the wicket—before
& batsman can be given n?.bll'a Iieﬂi'ir?;

Tag Migser Loaniry.—No, 1,552,
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% That's all right,” said Johnny Bull
grimly. “I can change a five-pound
note F{!I you, Bunter.”

“If you got five quids about you,
Bull, you needn't have disturbed me
for this trifle, For goodness’ sake, pay
the man and let him go!” .

Billy Bunter turned away as if that

was the finish. )

But it was not the fAnish, Johnny
Bull grabbed him by the collar, and
jerked him back. .

“The man's waiting to be paid,” re-
marked Johnny.

“Ow! Beast! Lepgo——"
“Look here, Bunter—" began
Wharton,

“Oh, shut up !” snapped Bunter. "“Deo
you think I'm going to bilk the man?
Give a fellow a chanca to get & bank-
pote out of his pocket.”

Bunter was given o chance to get a
banknote out of his pocket. He went
through pocket after pocket; but no
banknote came to light. :

The fat Ow! gove a sudden, dramatie

start.

"Oh, my hat!” he exclaimed. "I've
left my notecase at home,”

“ Anvthing in it 7" asked Johnny Bull
lm'castica]lﬂ.

'"All my banknotes,” answered Bunter.

“0Oh crikey 1"

“All my currency notes, too. And I
hardly think T've got any change about
me,” said Bunter thoughtfully, He ran
his hands through his pockets again,
“Let's see—] have six or seven half-
erowns. No. I remember I tipped them
to & beggar. Of course, 1 shouldn’t
have miszed them; but as I've left m
notecase at home, it's a bit awkward.
What's going to be done?”

Billy Bunter blinked seriously at the
Famous Five as he propounded that
problem.

“Looks to me as il the taximan is
going to be done,” remarked Bob.
“But I judge by his expression that it
will canse something in the nature of
trouble.”

Bob judged correctly. A truly
ferocious expression was growing, and
intensifying, on the countenance of the
taxi-driver. Perhaps he had met bilks
before, and was not pleased to meet one
niora, i

“ Twenty-four-and-nine !” the
taximan. “I'm waiting !

“You will be paid!” said Bunter
haughtily.

“You can lay to that!” said the taxi-
man, with emphasis.

“In the circumstances, one of you fel-
lows had better lend me the money,”
said Bunter., *If not——"

“No if about it |” said Johnny Bull.

“If not, the man will have to wait till
Mauly gets here,” said Bunter. “ Mauly
will lend me the money like a shot, Of
course, it will come a bit more expen-
sive if he hos to wait, Mauly may be
late, You know Mauly.”

“I'm wniting-tn be psaid,” said the
taxi-driver, “P'r'aps one of you could
tell ma whether there's a police station
in the village #*

"1 say, you fellows——"

“You fat scoundre]l—"

“Oh, really, Wharten! I'm not the
fellow to make a fuss sbout sordid
trifles, but I must say it's rather thick

to ask me to pay for your taxi,” said
Bunter warmly.

“What?” roared Wharton.

“XNot that I'd mind, if I hadn't left
my notecase at home. Nothing mean
nbout me, I hope. But as I happen to
have left my money behind, I simply
2an’t do it—and that’s that! It's up
to you and Inky. Dash it all, you came

Toe Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,332

gaid

here in the taxi, didn't you!” demanded
Bunter.

“Oh, my esteemed hat!” ejaculated
the nabob,

Harry Wharton locked fixedly at the
Owl of the Remove. Then he slid his
hand into his pocket.

“Don't be an ess !” said Johnny Bull
“That fat villain’s taken s taxi with
no money to pay the fare. Let him get
run in.”

“ Beast [”

Harry Wherton turned to the taxi-
nian,

“I'll pay,” he said, “And I'll make
it thirty bob if you'll take that fat slug,
and drop it on the road five miles from
Cowgate.

The taximan grinned,.

“1 say, you fellows, wharrer youn
mean!” roared Bunter, “Think I can
walk five miles back here?”

“1 j-al!h well know you can’tl”
answered Harry. "That’s why you're
going to be dropped five miles away.”

"“"Why, you—you—you beast——"

"Goo eg 1” szaid Johnny Bull
heartily, gn those conditions, we'll
all stand our whack! Pleased![”

WANTED—
CREYFRIARS LIMERICKS |

A splendid leather pocket-wallet
is awarded for every Greyfriars
limerick published in the MAGNET.

One of this week's handsome
prizes goes to : Julie Ra% 8, High-
view, Sutton Waldron, Blandford,
Dorset, whose winning effort
appears herewith :

Sald Inky to Qualchy one day t
"} markfully head all you say.
I'm wantfully ysarning
For ludicrous learning,
Then wondered why huuluh
swooned away.

A pen and paper—a few moments

thought—and YOUR limerick may
catch the judge's eyel

“The pleasefulness will be terrific !

“Hear, hear!*

7] Gﬂﬂd eER In-

“You silly esses!” howled Bunter, in
alarm. "I'm not going in the taxi] I
should miss you altogether——"

“That's what we want!”

" Beast ]” roared Bunter,

“Hop in|”

*Shan't 1”

“You can pleaze voursell about that,
of course,” said Hn.u;é. “But if you
don't go in the taxi, Bunter, we don't
pay. In fact, you'll have to ]fo in the
taxi, anyhow, &s the man will want to
drive you to a police station to give
you in charge for bilking.” .

“You can lay to that!” said the taxi-
man,

“I—1] eay, you fellows—"

“Hop in "

“If you mean that you don't want my
company on this hike—"

“You've got it 1”

“But think of Mauly 1” ur%e:.i Bunter.
“Think what Mauly will fee] like, if he
turns up and finds that I'm not here!
Think of that1”

“We're thinking of it,” assured Whar-
ton. “Quite glads to give Mauly such a
pleasant surprise.”

“ Beast 1"

Billy Bunter blinked at face after
face. All were adamantine. The taxi-
man made a movement towards the un~
happy Owl of the Remove,

“Getting in?” he asked,

“Nol” pasped Bunter.
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“Then I'm going to chuck you iml”
said the taximan grimly. “You're
gmr:ﬁ' to the nearest police station, you

are

“Oh, lor'! I-I-T'll
you fellows will pay
groaned Bunter, “1 say—

“Hop in !” :

Billy Bunter erawled into the taxicab,
He had chanced it once too often,
h_Hnrrr Wharton closed the deoor on

im.

“Five miles from the village before
you drop him,"” he said. .

Y Leave it to me, sir!"” said the taxi-
TRAn,

“"Good-bye, Bunter!”

“ Beast | .

A pound note and a ten shilling note
were handed to the taximan. It was,
perhaps, worth it, to lose the fascinating
society of William George Bunter. The
driver took his seat. Bunter's fat face
and spectacles blinked from the window.

¥

“1 say, you fellows——

"Goog-b}‘e!"

“Lend me half-a-erown, you beasts!”
shrieked Bunter, “I shall have to get
a traln home from somewhere”

Harry Wharton smiled, and tossed a
half-erown into the taxi. Billy Bunter
shook a fat fist by way of thanks, and
the taxi rolled out of Cowgate with him.
Spmebody had paid for the taxi, as
Bunter had hoped and expected. But
the taxi was bearing him away again,
88 he had neither expected nor hoped.
And as the taxi bore him whizzing
away, Billy Bunter realised, as he had
often sadly realised before, that it was &
beastly world, chiefly populated by
beasts, and himself almost the only
really decent fellow in it!

et 1mn, if—il
at beast!™

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Happy Meeting I

id I
H Bunter did not heed that
Ehﬂ'lilt._ I“

The fat junior did not even turn his
head.

Bunter was sitting on a lgra.su;r bank,
under a tree, by the zide of a lane, five
good miles from the village of Cowgate.

There the taximan, carefully follow-
ing instructions, had dropped iim. and
driven off, with 8 grin on hia face—a
grin that Billy Bunter could only con-
sider unfeeling, in fact, absolutely
heartless,

The taxi and its driver had long since
disappeared, Bunter was left on his
lonely own, in a solitary countryside,
which seemed to have no population bui
himself, a cow in an adjacent field, and
a wandering dog.

Bunter had been sitting on that grassy
bank for half an hour, in the lowest of
spirits. To rejoin the hikers, he had to
cover five miles—which, of course, was
out of the question. Even if he sur-
vived, they would be gone before he
could get back to Cowgate. And he was
quite, quite sure that the beasts would
leave no clue by which he might follow
th-Eil' tl‘ail-

Thers wes no railway station any-
where near Cowgate, as, of course,
Wharton jolly well knew when he tipped
him the parting half-crown. There was
no rallway station anywhere near
Bunter, for that matter; he had a long,
long walk before he could get a train
home! Really, it was hard luck—and
all because he had landed & taxi-fare of
twenty-four shillings and ninepence on
the beasts |

Sitting on the grassy bank, Bunter
heard a car coming along without heed-
ing it, He heard the car halt, and
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my pal,” said Bunter, * There's been a
bit of an argument, Wharton wanted
me to pay for his taxi. You know how
fellows land things on me because I'm
casv-going in money matters.”

“No ™ i

“(Oh, really, Mauly! I'd have paid,
but it was the principle of the thing,
vou know,” explained Buntor. “I said.
“ No, there’s a limit, and that's the
limit! Pay for your taxi yourself!’
My very words 1*

Lord Mauleverer looked at him.

“Have you been tryin’ to diddle the
follows over a taxi fare?" he asked.

“ Beast ! roared Bunter. .

Lord Mauleverer chuckled. Bally
Bunter snorted. And the car ran into
Cowgate and stopped ut the Wheat-
sheaf.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Hiking !

6 UNTER I” |
B Five voicea pronounces that
name in a sort of chorus

Lord Mauleverer stepped
from the car. Billy Bunter stepped
after him, with a defiant blink through
his spectacles at the Famous Five.

“The esteemed and ridiculous Bun-
ter!” exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Turned up like & bhad
growled Johnny Bull. “Kick
again!”

““Where on earth did vou pick up that
fat oyster, Mauly?”

“What rotten luck!™

“Sorry, you men,” said Lord Maule-
verer politely. " Have you been kickin'
Dunter out? He seems to be keen on
the hike, an’ I belisve it was arranged
that he should hike if he wanted to hike.
I mean, Bunter arranged it. Think you
cap manage to stand him

“0Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Oh, let him rip!” said Harry
Wharton. “1I expect he will crock up
at the first mile, anyhow.”

“We'll leave him for dead on the
rond 1" agreed Bob,

“I say, you fellows—"

“ Shut op, Bunter 1™

“Do let o fellow epeak!™ roared
Bunter., " You fellows are like a sheep’s
head, all jaw! My pal Mauly is
hungry after his journey, and it's time
for lunch! You can jaw after lunch, if
you want to jaw, see®™ Bunter slipped
a fat arm through Mauly's. “Come on,
old chap "

Mauly gently detached his arm.

“Go in an' begin, Bunter 1™ he sug-
gested,

“Qh, all right!”

Bunter rolled into the inn,

Lord Mauleverer gazed at the hikers
with a thoughtful expression on his
noble face.

"What about keepin' the car?” he
murmured.

The juniors grinned.
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enny 1"
im outk

“ Nothing about keeping the o¢ar,”
answercd Baob.

" Might be useful—"

e Fnﬁmad |

“Well, how am I goin' fo carry my
bags an' things?”

“That's an easy one |” chuckled Bob.
“You're not going to have any bags
and things.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You're going to get into hiking out-
fit, and carry what you can pack into a
rucsack—and that's the lot! Seet”

“Yaas, But—"

‘I see you've got a hatbox in the car.

Were you going to hike in a silk
topper ¥7

“Well, a fellow might want & topper.
You see——"

"Wa'll take the topper,” szaid Bob.
“It will do to carry potatoes in.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“I—I—I'll send the hatbox back in
the car,” said Lord Mauleverer hastily.
* Jackson, there's a hikin' outfit in one
of those bags. Would you mind sortin’
it out?”

The chauffeur sorted 1t out.

There was a lurking grin on Jackson's
face, well trained chauffeur as he was.
Perhaps he szaw something comic in
the idea of Lord Mauleverer hiking.

“I suppose I ean change in the inn”

said Lord Mauleverer, “If vou fellows
liked, we'd let Jackson follow in the

car, in—in case anybody got tired.
Bunter might!” added his lordship
thoughtfully.

'I'I'AHE!*?

“Well, I'll go in an' change,” eaid
Mauly, and he picked ug: his bag and
went into the Wheatsheaf.

There was a grave and thoughtful
expression on, Mauly's noble face. The
other fellows were grinning,

Having changed, Mauly turnad out in
hiking garb, and certainly looked very
fit and good-looking in it. The bag
containing the elegant attire he had dis-
carded was placed in the car,

Harry Wharton & Co. went into the
inn, leaving Mauleverer to give his in-
structions to the chauffeur about return-
ing to Mauleverer Towers.

Mauly was rathor s long time giving
those instructions. He scemed to be
very carcful indeed sbout them. Bob

erry came to the inn doorway and
bawled to him,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Don't you want
anv lunch, Mauly?”

“Fh! Yaas! You understand, Jock-

son T
“Perfectly, my lord!” said the
chauffeur, with the lurking grin more

pronounced on his clean-shaven face.

Mauleverer came into the Wheatsheaf,
and joined the other fellows at lunch,
Jackson sat in the driving-seat, nnd
the car buzzed out of Cowgate and was
gona.

“YI say, vou follows, this isn"t bad
prog [ remarked Billy Bunter. ** Plain
hut good ! After all, a fellow gots fad-
up on twelve-course dinners and a lot
of footmen hanging sbout! What?”

“Fathead 1"

“0Of course, you fellows aren’t accus-
temed to such things,” said Bunter.
“It's rather different with Mauly and
me. Our social standing is a bit higher,
isn't it. Mauly "

(14 Nﬂ Il'.l‘

“0Oh, really, Mauly——"

#Shut up, old bean,” said Manlaverer_

pently, “I've landed you on these
chaps, but you can’t expect them to
stand it if you jaw! Be reasonable.”
“Why. yvou cheeky beast—""
*Specchfulness is silvery, but silence
is the cracked pitcher that saves a
stitch in time, my esteemed Bunter.™
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“Yah”

Bunter grunted, and devoted himself
to the foodstuffs. He had started hia
innings long before the rest, but he was
“not out ” at the finish. He was still
going strong when the other fellows left
the inn and discussed the route for the
afternoon’s march, Only a sudden sus-
picion that they might leave him eat-
ing, and start without him, prevented &
famine from occurrihg in Cowgate that
day. Bunter tore himself away from the
table while the inn's supply of foodstuffs
was still unexhaused, though seriously
depleted. He looked very fat and
shiny whes he rolled out, and seemed to
move with difficulty. '

“1 say, vou fellows——"

“March 1" said Bob Cherry. *“All
ready !"
“I say, what about starting to-

morrow ! suggested Bunter. “This is
a jolly comfortable inn, and the grub's
good—distinctly good!  Nothing lLike
starting on a hike early in the morn-
ing.”

“Good idea !™ agreed Wharton, *Yonu
start early in the morning, old fat bean!
We're starting now! Good-bye!”

And the hikers started. -

“Beast !” snorted Bunter.

And he rolled after them.

Lord Mauleverer also had a sugpges-
tion to make.

“Tt's a good idea,” he rewmarked
casuzlly, “to take it easy the first day.
I belicve hikers salways do.  You

radually warm up to the work, you

:I'IDW,”

“Quite o good idea.” agreed Bob. “1If
:I;ruuqfengws agree, we'll do only twenty
miles this afternoon——"

“0Oh gad 1"

“And thirty to-morrow——"

“Help 1"

 And settle down to & regular fifty a
day later on.” concluded Bob gravely.

“Ha, ha, ha” y

Lord Mauleverer grinned faintly. As
a matter of fact, his slim and graceful
lordship was az good a walker as any 1n
the party. Lazy as he undonbtedly was,
he had taken his full share of the
haggage—a little trifle that Billy
Bunter neglected. Bunter, however,
had his lunch to earrv, so there was no
doubt that he was the heaviest-loaded of
the hikera.

Bunter was soon in a state of
perspiration, not to say a stats of stew.
The August eun was warm, and passing
cars left a good deal of dust on the
road. Bunter had not looked forward to
a hike as a means of enjoyment. Now
that he wae fairly landed in 1it, it
seemned less enjoyable than ever.

% What abf-uut a ]:HH" he asked, after

uarter of an hour.
* '?Tum off here,” smnid Bob, at the
corner of a shady Surrey lane. “We
don't want to stick to the high-roads.”

“1 gay, you fellows—"

“Roll on, thmI; fat u.:llld_ﬂah]’ia:iy Bunter
—roll 1” said Bob, parondying bvron.

“ Wouldn't you lIlea a rest, Mauly 1"

“Yaas." . _ oz

“Stop, then,” esaid Bunter. We'll
stop together, old chap, and those silly
idiots can sweat on 1f they like. Bit
down here, You'd rather rest here with
me than tramp on with those fatheads,
Mauly.”

“Not quite,” grinned Mauly; and he
tramped on.

Ha glanced back, rather keenly, when
the corner was turned. From some-
where in the distance behind came the
sound of a car. Going at an easy pace
the juniors sauntered slonmg the lhl.drv
lane, under wide, green branches. 1t
was a winding lane, with hawthorn
hedges and trees, and a stile here and
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there, Beb Cherry looked beck
presently,

“Rotten road for a car," he remarked,

“There’'s a car behind us, some-
where,” said Nugent. He grinned,
“1 wonder whether it's Pon 1"

“Ponl” repeated Lord Mauleverer.
“Is Pon about?” .

“Mauly doesn't know the jolly old
story,” said Bob,

And as they walked onward, his lord-
ship was entertained by the narrative
of Ponsonby's mysterious pursuit of
Bob's Holiday Annual.

"Must be potty!” said Mauleverer.
“Do you fellows really think there's &
car behind us 7

"Sure of it,” answered Bob. “Must
be Pon. It must be simply crawling,
not to have passed us long ago.”

" Kecping out of sight,” said Nugent,
with 8 nod. “Rather a lark to halt,
and let Pon come up. I've got an apple
to shy at him.”

“Oh, don’t let's do that!” exclaimed
Lord Mauleverer hastily. “Let's keep
on: I'm enjoyin' this fearfully.”

“1 say, you fellows, let's stop and sce
if it’s Pon,” said Bunter, as the hikers
reached the foot of a steep hill,

“8hut up, Bunter [

“Beast |” snorted the fat junior, wip-
ing the perspiration from his fat fore-
head, and dreading the climb ahead.

The pace weas easy, but not easy
enough for Billy Bunter. A couple of
yards per hour, with the going lovel,
would have suited Bunter, the hiker,
He rolled on, perspiring. That steep
hill seemed endless to Bunter, As they
strolled on their leisurely way, there
came, every now and then, the sound
of & pursuing car to the ears of the
hikers. The Famous Five could not
doubt that it was Pon’s car. There
was no imaginable reason for a ecar to
crawl behind them at a snail's pace,
keeping carefully out of sight, unless
it was in pursuit of the hiking parly.

3till, Pon was fres to follow them if
he liked. If he overtook them and
asked for trouble, they were prepared
to hand out ell he wanted, and then
some ! So they hiked on regardless,

A couple of hours, which scemed like
a couple of centuries to Billy Bunter,
elapsed, before the party halted for tea.
They halted under shady trees by the
sido of a shady lane, where they sat
in' thick, rich grass, and rucsacks were
unpacked. And as they disposed of
their tea they watched the lane by
which they had come, to sea the car
appear. But it did not appear, and no
sound was heard from it,

Evidently the pursuer was leeping out
of sight, following them when they lpru-
gressed, and halting when they halted
And after tea when they hiked on again,
in the delicious cool of a summer's even-
ing, the sound of a car, still out of
sight, floated to their ears on the breeze.

e pursucr was still on the track.

e —— T

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Camping Out |

SAY, you fellows—*
" Chense it, Bunter ™
“I'm tired !”

(1 I
* Seventy-nine,* Bob
Cherry.

“What do you mean, you silly nss—
seventy-nine 1

"1 mean that's the seventy-ninth time
you've told us you're tired.”

caid

“Ha, ha, ha ™
“Deast !” groaned Bunter.
“"Wo're looking for m camp, old

bean,"” said Nugent soothingly, “We're
all ready for & rest now. You tired,
Mauly 7

Ir Y.“-ll :

“ Well, we can't camp liere,” said Bob,
looking round.

The hikers had had a good rest over
tea, and the sun was setting when they
resumed their way. They marched
cheerily under the golden sunset, and
were still marching when the sun was

one, and the moon came up over the

urrey downs, Bright and clear, the
moon sailed overhead, shedding silvery
light, They were looking now for a
suttable spot to camp for the night.

Bunter, of course, proposed to make
for the nearest inn. They had passed
quite & number of inviting-looking inns,
and Bunter blinked at every one with a
longing, yearning blink.” But Beb
Cherry declared that it would be a sin
and a shame to pass such a glorious
night under a roof. Besides, putting
up at inns wasn't really hiking. Inns
were kept in reserve for rough and
rainy nights,

At the present moment they had

TELL A TALE
AND
WIN A USEFUL PRIZE
like P. Murp]B'. of 7, Kiln Street,

Newry, own, Ireland, who

sent in the following winning
effort :

Foreman (testing wall in new
house): " I'm epeaking qlu}-l.ly.
Bill. Can you hear me 7'

Bill (from other sids of wall):

* "Ear you ! Why, | can see you In
three plages 1

struck rather a bad ‘?ntﬁh so far as
n‘n,mping WaS concerned. Tf:er were in
8 lane bordered on one side by the high
park walls of some extensive estato: on

the other by a wide ditch and a high &9

hedge. So t}u}y had to keep on,
1 say, you fellows "™
" Bow-wow ™

I'I'I!m t.il'ﬂd. IJ!

" Kighty [ said Bob.

;;Batnﬂtl“l :

unter plugged on, '

“BIEﬂamf if I shan't be glad to see
a spot to camp!"” remarked Harry
Wharton, _ _

“The gladfulness will be terrific.”

"“What about & lift in a car?” asked
Lord Mauleverer.

“Is that what you call Liking, fat-
head 1*

“And where are we going to dig up
a carl” asked Jobnny Bull,

" Well, there still seems to ba a car
followin® us,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“I've heard it a lot of times.”

"That's Pon's car, fathead !”

"1 don't really think it's T':za's ear.
What about stoppin’—"

17

“th! Iﬂ' :

“And gettin' a lift—"

“Rot 1

"“Wea could all pack into the car—*

“How do you know, ass? You
haven't seen Pon's car,”

“Oh! 'Hem! T—I think— Well,
let's try it on,” said Mauleverer. “Run
along in the car to & nice place for
campin’—what 7"

“Catch Pon givin' us a lift "

“1 feel sure it's not Pon's car.”

“Who else would be following us up
like this, ass? Anyhow, we're not geis
tmgl lifts,” said Johnny Bull. “Rats["

“I say, you fellows——"

“Dry up, Bunter!"

(Groan !

“Here's a place!”
Cherry suddenly,

*“Oh, good!”

It was a delightful spot. '‘'he high
hawthern hedges along the lane gave
place to a fence, On the other side of
the fence could be seen a small ficld—
green and grassy, glistening in the
moonlight. It was the sort of ficld thas
a hiker dreams of, but does not often
capture. It had a gentle slope t» it,
was surrounded by trees, and there was
& bubbling brook that leaped and
danced. The hikers leaned in & tired
row on tho fence, and gazed at it.

“Ripping ! said Nugent, with n sigh
of rehef.

“Topping !"

“The topfulness is terrific !

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Look at that
though !” said Bob, pointing to a board
nailed on a tree.

_On that board was painted an inseri
tion always familiar, but never wel-
come, to the eyes of hikers:

“TRESPASSERS WILL BE
PROSECUTED.”

“Oh, rotten!” said Harry.
“Chance it!" suggested }ahnn]r Bull,
“That sort of stuff is gammon, mostly,
g‘l;ﬁy can't really prosecute a chap.

t-l ___Jl

Harry Wharton shook his head.

" Property’'s property,” he eaid.
“Wa've no more right to borrow a man's
land than he has to borrow our tent.
If we could find the owner and offer to

pay—>"

‘?Hnlln hallo, hallo! Who's this?”

The hikers discerned a man sitting on
the fence, under one of the trees.
They hod not observed him at first as he
sat i the shadow, But the scent of a
cigarette came to them; he was smok-
ing. He took the cigarette from his
mt':;luth, and gave them a&n agrecable
nod,

“Good-evening, laddies!” he
ially, "Hiking—what 1"

“Just that,” said Bob.

“Lots of them, in this weather, about
here,” said the man, with the cigarctte.
“"Good thing, too, if you ask me.
Brings business to country places. Look
at that field of mine, r instance.
What do you think I get when I let it
for gra;ing e

“Couldn't say,” answered Bob,

“Fifteen ehillings & year,” eaid the
man on the fence, “ Balieve mie or be-
lieve me not, that’s all that field will
fetch for grazing. When I let it to
hikers, I get as much for & single night.
I can tell you this, young gentleincn—
I'm always PImamd. for one, to sce
hikers about.’

That was news to the Greyfriars
hikers, Finding tha owner of the field
on the spot, and finding him glad to
see hikers, was distinctly a relicf.
Fifteen shillings for camping for the
night, howéver, scemed rather steep,
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exclaimed Bob

said
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Bob Cherry grasped his lordship by the nearest ankle and pulled him out ol the tent.

yelled Mauleverer. ** You

“Ow ! You blithering
dangerous maniac ! Yow ! Ow !” As Mauly’s ankle went with Bob, the rest of his lordship

i9

Idiot! Wow!"

had to follow. On one foot and two hands, Lord Mauleverer travelled rapidly out of the tent.

with them they won't be thinking of sur-
prising our camp—they'll have got the
surprise themselves |”

“What-ho [ murmured Johnny Bull,

The Greyfriars fellows crept on in the
shadows of the trees, their footsteps
iunking no sound on the grazs beside the
ane.

It was certain, beyond the shadow of &
doubt, that this car, parked in a dark
corner in & lane ihat led from nowhere
to nowhere, was the car that had trailed
them all the afternoon.

No ordinary motorist would have heen
there at all. That was all the Groy-
friars fellows wanted to be certain of;
and they were certain of it.

Under the thick branches of oaks and
beeclhies at the corner the darkness was
intense., It was difficult to make out
even the outlines of the car. Obviously,
that black spot had been specially chosen
for lieeping out of sight.

Only the glowing red tip of the cigar-
ette guided them to the fellow who was
smoking, They could not see him in
the dark, but they made out that he was
sitting a few feet from the car, appar-
ently on a log. The ecent of tobacco
came to them at last, and they knew
that they were very close.

“Now [ whispered Bob.

And he led a rush.

“Oh ¥ came a startled exclamation.

The next moment the smoker rolled
over, under Bob Cherry's hefty grasp.
I1e pitched headlong into the grass, and
Dob sprawled over him.

“Got him " gasped Bob. “(Get after
the other rotters, you men I”

" You bet!” chuckled Johnny Bull.

And Wharton and Johnny ran to the
door of the car.

“Urrrrrrggh I” came from the half-
scen figure sprawling and wriggling
nnder Baob. “Grooogh ! Qogooh |
Wooooooooooh 12

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Bob, “Your
own fault, old bean! Ha, ha, ha|”

The gigarette had dropped from the
smoker's mouth on to his neck when
Bob whirled him over. Jidging by his
wild shouts, he found the Lot end far
from agreeable.

"“Yarooh! Yow-ooooch 1?2

He struggled. o

“Nothin doing, my ippin I"
chuckled ﬁuh, settling himselF on the
heaving chest benesth him. *"I've got

ou ! alke it calmly!l Hallo, hallo,
allo] = Have you men got the other
rotters "

“Nobody in the car!” called back
Wharton.

"Where the dickens are they, thent”

“Blessed if I know!” said Johnny
Bull, " Seems to be nobody about but
that sportsman you've bagged| Is it
Poni”

“Can't ses him | Strike a match 1
~ Y“Urrrggh! Gerroff | came in gasp-
ing tones from under Bob. “You mad

young idiot, gerroff I”
“That doesn’'t sound like Pon's
volce I said Harry. “My hatl Have

you bagged their chauffeur?*

Johnny Bull struck a match. In the
fliclkering light the three juniors locked
at the upturned face of the man wrig-
g‘hﬁjg under DBob., Then they pave &
yell =

" Jackson !

It was a chauffeur. But it was not
Pon's chauffeur| It was Lord Maul-
everer’s chauffeur |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Only Jackson ]

s ACKSON I gasped Bob Cherry.
“Jackson I” stuttered Harry
Wharton.
“Jig-jig-Jackson 2 stammered
Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry rose to his feet, Jackson
sat up. FHe- gasped for breath, and
fumbled at his neck, where he was feel-
ing the effects of the hot end of the
cigarette. .

‘Urrrrrggh!” was his first remark.

The juniors stared at him blankly in
the shadows, It was Lord Mauleverer's
chaufieur; so evidently it was Lord
Mauleverer's car. Obviously, the pur-
suer that afternoon had not been Pon-
sonby of Higheliffe at all, as they had
rather naturally taken for granted. It
hu,d‘%gen J;ckﬂlunl ’

“What the thump——" gasped Bob.

“Urrrgh! I'm burnt!” gurgled
Jackson, )

“What are you doing here?” yelled
Wharton.

“Urrggh! What did you jump on me
for1” demanded Jackson.

“Weo took you for somebody clse, you
silly ass! What have you followed us
from Cowgate for ! demanded the cap-
tain of the Remove,

“That fathead Mauly!* roared Bab.
"I remember now he said several times
that he didn't think it was Pon fol-
lowing us| He jolly well knew [¥

“Must have told this silly ass to
follow !" said Johnny Bull. “ imt’s why
he suggested stopping for the car to
come up and give us o lift%

“The silly ase!”

“The blithering idiot [

Bob Cherry burst into a chuckle.

“That's Mauly’s idea of hiking ¥ ha
sald. “A car lollowing on to give &
fellow a lift if he gets tired "

“Urrrrggh |” said Jackson. .

He picked himself up, still fumbling
at his neck,

“Poor old Mauly! He never got the
lift, after all [ said Harry Wharton,
laughing, " How long did Mauleverer
tell you to keep this up, JacksoniZ
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“ Lots 1" enswered Bob. ‘
"Well, look here, T"ll have coffee,” said Bunter.
going to make itY’
“Don’t all you fellowe speak at once,” said Bob Cherry.
The hikers did not speu.E at all—they chuckled.

Billy Bunter blinked round a grinning circle through his
hlg @ﬂ-ﬂtﬂ-ﬂlﬂh

“Who's going to make the coffee 7™ he repeated.

“The who-fulpess is terrific!’”’ remarked Hurree Jameet
Ram Singh,

“You don't want tea?"' asked Johnny Bull.

“No |” snorted Bunter. “I don't! At home my special
footman always brings me caffee in the morning.”

"Well, if vou don't want the tea, there it goes!|' said
Johnny cheerfully, and he tipped over Bunter's cup into
the grass,

“Why, you—you—you silly idiot!” gasped Bunter. *Is
there any more in the poti”

“No I"

“Then what am I going to do?'" shricked Bunter.

“Go without |

*Ha, ha, hal”

Billy Bunter glared with a glare that almost cracked his
spectacles, He almost made up his fat mind to make coffee,
but Iu.smeaﬂ supervened and he devoted himself to the selids
instead.

Having packed away es much in the way ef bacon and
Eggs as the rest of the party combined, Bunter felt a little

otter.

‘He rolled over into the grass in the shade of a tree, rested
his Bqﬂg}' back .‘;‘E“iﬂﬂ" the trunk, and gave a satisfied grunt.

“Did you pack your Holiday Annual, Bob?’ he asked.

“Yes; it's m my rucsack.”

“Hand it out, will you!” said Bunter,
know later when I'm ready to start.”

“ What about washing-up "

“Don't be an ass |” said Bunter peevishly. *You fellows
take it in turns to wash-up. Or alruf vou pile in topether.
Many hands make light work | It won’t take you long—six
of youl! Don't be lazy|”

“Anybody frightfuliﬁ keen on washing-up, while Bunter
squats and reads the Holiday Annual 1* asked Bob.

“The answer iz in the ridiculous negative!” grinned
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Kick him ! growled Johnny Bull.

“Hallo, hallo, hallol Jolly old Pon!" exclaimed Bob
GheErg, a8 & green car passed in the lane at the foot of the
meadow,

Attention was diverted from Bunter for the moment. All
eyes were fixed on the green Austin. Ponsonby and Gadsby
and Monson were in it; and they all stared at the campers
in the field.

The car did not stop, however.
from sight in & few moments,

*“Looking for us!'' remarked Nugent.

“Well, they've found us, if they want us,” said Harry

Wharton. "1 suppose they're poing to keep an eye on us,
and watch for a chance of bagging that Eles&ed Holiday
Annual, It's weird.”
“I say, you fellows
“8hut up, Bunter |*
MIf we'd snooped Pon, instead of Mauly's shover, last
15111:, we m:ght have made him ecough it up,” said Bob,
I'm frightfully curious to know what he wants that Annual
for. It beats me hollow ["

“The hollowiulness is terrific ™

“It’s dashed queer !” said Lord Mauleverer thoughtfully,
“I've been thinkin' about that, you men, since you told me.”

: g_uu’vﬁ been thinking "’ ejaculated Bob.

Aas.

“Then you must be fearfully tired, old bean. We'll let
you ﬁ:ﬂ* {GIFI share of the washing-up. Get up, Bunter |1®

east |'?

“But I've really been thinkin’,” said Lord Mauleverer
p]an;dl;,r. “I'd like to look at that jolly old book, if you've
got it.’

L) Whnl'a I

“I'll let you

It ran on and disappeared

o

“ Here you are ™ 4[

Bob sorted the Holidey Annual out of his rucsack, angd
tossed it to the schoolboy earl,

Billy Bunter Fruniged. He had been going to read the

Holiday Annual while the other fellows washed-up and

Bnn]:mi for the march. But nobody seemed to care what
unter wanted. It was a selfish world |

Lord Mauleverer, sitting on a log, turned over the pages
of the volume, The Famous Five watched him, with a
rather amused interezt. The mystery of the Holiday Annual
beat them hollow, as Bob expressed it. They did not expect
much in the way of enlightenment from Mauly,

(Continued on next pape.)
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The bull was coming across the fleld after Harry Wharton & Co. with his head down. It was noi time to stand on dignity !

“Go It 1" gasped Wharton.

whether people are camping in my field
or not? S'pose I turned cattle in, with
a gang of silly hikers about? iﬁa‘hght
have turned a bull in.*”

“Dh erikey |” gasped Bunter,

“Camping in a man's field without
letting him know!” exclaimed the
aggrieved Mr, BStutters. “Why, 1
might have let the field to another lot,
not knowing you was herel”

“But we didn’t know it was your
ficld 1” roared Johnny Bull, “That man
Hooker said it was his field, and he'd let

it to us——"

“More fool you!” said Mr. Btutters.
He peinted with his stick over the tree-
tops,: where, now that it was daylight,
the juniors had s distant limpse of red
chimnoys. “There's the housel Why
couldn’t you walk up to it and find out
who was the owner? What?”

“Well, perhaps we might have been a
bit more ecarciul,” admitted Wharton.
“But as we found the man sitting on the
fence, and he said it was his field—"

Snort from Mr, Stutters !

The juniors locked at one another.
Now that they came to think of it, they
realised that they had taken that
stranger, Mr. Hooker, on trust. Now it
scemed that he was some rogue, who
had po right to let anybody into the
field, and who had coolly and unscrupu-
lously “done® them for ten shillings.

Thwzl.{t hoped that they might meet Mr,
Hooker agnin while on the hike! :
“Well, we’ve been a]iunfed I gaid

Frank Nugent. * But——

“That’s your businezs,” said the big
man; but he calmed down considerably.
"“1f you've been taken in, p'r'aps you
gin’t so0 much to blame. But you can't
wonder at & man being annoyed, finding
pecple camping on his lan wﬁen he's
ready and willing to give leave at a fair

rice if they take the trouble to ask at

is housa,”

The Greyfriars Removites ran like the wind.
Bunter, from the safe side of the fence.

l-iI

“Yes, that's right enough,” admitted
Wharton. “We're sorry——"

“The sorrowfulness is {errifie, my
esteemed Stutters ™ said Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh; a remark that made the big
man jump a little, -

“Well, ou'ra here!” gaid Mr.
Stutters. “ Bwindled or not, you're
here, and I s'pose you ain't denying
that 7"

“Waell, hardly !” agreed Bob, “We'ra
here all right1” L

“Well, then, if you do the fair thing,
we'll say no mdére sbout i, said Mr.
Stutters. “I s'pose you don't expect me
to let strangers camp in my fields for
nothing, because they're fools encugh to

be diddled by esome rogue and
vagabond 1
“"N-n-no ™ said Harry. * But—*

B“liﬁ'a‘vu paid once!” growled Johony
1l

“That doesn't cut any ice, if we've
paid the wrong man,” said Harry, with
a grimace. “1 suppose Mr, Stuiters 1s
entitled to be paid !”

“You never said & truer word!”
assured Mr, Btutters. “And T'll tell
you this much, you ain't going without

aying, because I'll call my men to lﬂ?"
Euld of your traps if you try to bilk me,”

“(Oh, cheese it!” grunted Johnony Bull,

“Look here!” roared Mr. Stutters,
laying hold of his stick, and looking
Fﬁhﬂr }l}lungErnuﬂ. “If I have any lip,

Johnny Bull looked at him.

“1 said cheese it, nond I mean cheese
it,” he said coolly. “You won’t handle
that stick heré, Mr, Stutters!
head-first into the water if you do!”

"“Order, old bean!” murmured Lard
Mauleverer. “The man’s in the right
and we're not payin’ for polishe
manners. Let him have his ten bob !*

“1 say, you fellows, for goodness’ sake
pay the man!" exclaimed Billy Bunter,

You'll go g

say, you fellows, he’ll get you 1 yelled
“*1 say, he’s close behind you, Cherry ! ™

eyeing Mr. Stuitets’ big stick with greak
nneasiness, “1 suppose you ain't going
to diddle him 1"

"Shell out, then
growled Johnny Bull.

“I told you I'd left all my money at
home at Bunter Court—"

“Then shut up "

“* Beast 1

“Yes, shut up, Bunter!” said Harry.
"But Mauly's right, you men. If we've
paid the wrong man, it's up to us to pay
the right man, I suppose. We'll serag
that rascal Hooker, if we come across
him again.”

“Tho scragfulness will be terrific 1™

“The nwﬁﬂ rotter I seid Nugent,
“Taking us in, and pulling our leg! I
suppose we'd better pay ¥

And ten ahilliﬁgs were collected and
handed over to Mr. Stutters,

He looked a little more amiable as he
received the money, and slipped it into
his pocket. )

“Well, fair's fair,” he said. “That's
all right! And, look here! You can
stay the rest of the day if you like, I
ain't wanting the field till this evening.
Stay as long as you like till thepn.”

“That's all right,” said Harry. “We
shall leave before nine. We want to get
on our way., I'm sorry we camped
without leave, as it turns out——"

“Well, noever mind that,” said Mr.
Stutters, * But let me warn you, young
man, not to pay any rogue who asks you
for money, without finding out first
whether he's got any right to ask, See?
Keep that in mind, and you'll find it's a

| tip—useful to remember.”

And Mr. Btutters stalked away to the
gate, turned into the lane, and disap-
peared,

“May as well get moving,” said Bob.
“We'll leave the Holiday Annual over
till we camp again. It will take a jolly
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off-break, Boswell lunged forward to
it, over-reached himself, and was well
beaten by the lightning break. But,
alas| for Bill's hopes, the ball nipped
back s shade too much, and instead of
clipping the batsman’s bails, glanced
acutely off his pad and sped away to
fine leg.

“Come on!” ealled O'Connor,

Down the pitch in a flash, he just
scraped home in time to beat the throw-
in. A round of applause rewarded the
smartly stolen run. ‘

But having poid graceful tribute to
the enemy, the Avonshire sportsmen
shook their heads dubiously. Nine runs
to get now! And O'Connor, well set,
had the bowling.

Bill needed all his fighting spirit then,

The Eszex star, he knew from painful
experience, was no ordinary play-for-
safety plodder.  Last wicket or not,
0'Connor was gquite willing to have &

o at anything in the nature of a loose

all, and with only five left Bill could
not afford to take any risks whatever,

With beautiful accuracy the lad tossed
up & perfect length ball that zipped in
from leg, kicking up mnastily. But
O'Connor, who had been watching Bill's
left hand as a cat watches a mouse,
was prepared. Neat footwork carried
him right back on to his stumps. As
the ball broke he came down on it hard,
playing it straight back along the pitch
with a bat as broad as Balisbury Plain.

To the next, & real beast of an out-
swinger, he stepped across and chopped
the leather smartly between point and
glip. Only Jim Frazer's tigerish pounce
saved an addition to the score, but a
little fiutter of dismay ran through Bill's
heart. His outswinger was the deadliest
weapon in his armoury. From the con-
Rdent way it had been played he knew
then that O'Connor had him taped.

And, just to confirm his suspicions,
the Essex man came dancing clean out
of his crease to meet the fourth ball
with & terrific straight drive.

Crack | _

There followed the flash of a gleaming
willow blade, & erisp plunk, and then
gnother as the ball, bouncing once,
thudded against the bowling screen and
trickled back. A  boundary—four-
penn’'orth, all the way | _

The Avonshire supporters groaned in-
wardly, even while they clapped that
gorgeous hit,

ive runs to get—two balls to go!
Excitement rose to fever-heat. .

Then crack again! Another beautiful
drive, past mid-off this time, that
brought the spectators to their feet. Just
in time Frank Baker raced across from
long-off to save the boundary, but
though he Eickeﬂ up and returned in
his stride, he was too late to prevent
the batsmen crossing twice.

Two runs! Three more to get, and
all on the last ball! :

Worse still from the Avonshire pont
of view, it looked very much as though
their young favourite had definitely shot
his bolt at last.

One could have heard a pin drop on
the Avenshire ground then.

All the fieldsmen were on their toes,
O'Connor slipped his right-hand batting
glove into his pocket and took a firmer
grip on the bat handle. Bill squinted
pcross at him thoughtfully,

What to do now—that was the
problem, Playing with safety with a
good-length ball was useless against such
s dquick-footed, hard-hitting batsman,
Besides, by taking off that glove,
£)'Connor had flung down the gauntlet,
thought Bill, with a ficker of his oll
whimsical humour.

It was win or bust then! O’Connor

meant to have a slam at four or nothing
off tha last ball. The Avonshire
“demon ¥ accepted the challenge, and
made his decision with an alacrity that
stamped him for all time as a truly
great bowler,

21

Without lengthening his run, but with
all his remaining energy and body-
swing, Bill slung down his sixth ball—
a sizzling, utterly unexpected *“snorter =

(Continued on néxt page.)
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COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad to hear from gyou, chums, zo drop me a line fo

the following address: The Editer, The '' M

agmel ' Library,

The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetiooy House, Farringdon

Sireet, London, E.C.4.

A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

AM afraid I must apologise to a
I number of my chums for keeping
them waiting for an snswer to their
letters. As you know, however, The
MacNET has been sg packed with good
things lately, that I have found it difficult
to squeeze in much chat. Aleo, as I have
explained, the Old Psaper goes to press
some considerable time before you receive
it, and that, naturally, delays the answers
to many queries.
Thie week I have received one of the most
interesting letters 1 have had for a long
time. It comes from a real *“ old reader,

Mr. J. Swain, of Greenwich, who 8 now ET

73 years of age! I wonder if he i my
oldest reader 1

You remember the photogravure plate
we gave AWAy some time ago © the
Panama Canal 1  Well, this reader of ours
worked on the Pananma Canal as long ago
aa 1885, when De Lesseps was trying to
build it, In those days, Panama was &
veritable ‘' white man’s grave,”"” and
fevers snd yellow jack carried men off like
flies. I don’t think a single white man
escaped the ravages of the tropical
diseases, and Mr, Swain was fortunate in
recovering from & bout of yellow jack,
which nearly proved fatal. He telle me
he has felt the effects of it all his life.

He finishes hia letter by wishing long
life and prosperity to The MacNET, from
““an old salt of the windjammer days."
And I am gure that all my readera will
join with me in heartily reciprocating those

ind wishes of his,

J. H. Bmart, of Lincoln,

A HOME CINEMATOGRAPHER,

who takea me to task for a recent -
graph of mine desling with the widthe of
* pub-stand " films used in home
cinematographs. He poinis cut that there
are soveral other widths of film in use—
potably a flm of 8 mm. That is correct—
but at the time I wrote my last paragraph,
the 8 mm, film had not been placed on the
British market. Those of you who are
interested in taking your own “ movies ™
will doubtlesa have seen the new machines
and filma at your local dealers.

MT next letter this week comes from

Raymond Thornton, one of my Bradford
readers, evidently believes that it is not
possible to have too much of & good
thing. He wants

MORE “ GREYFRIARS HERALD."

He suggests that I should devote four

gee & week to it instead of two. Well,
?awmﬂd like to do so—but think of the
long story of Harry Wharton & Co.t If
1 increased the gize of the supplement,
something slse would have to “ out
to make room for it, and I don’t think the
majority of my readers would like the

long somplete story to be shortened. You “

have all seen how, in recent issucs, I have
had to sacrifice my weekly chat in order
that your enjoyment of the exploits of the
Famous Five should not be curtailed,

NOTHER suggestion comes from

A Roland Page (no address given).

He thinks it would be a good

idea to publish a leisure cross-

word puzzle each week. I will bear this
guggestion in mind .

eros comes o letter from & very ghy

reader | He is

AN ARDENT HIKER,

Eut- he du]:;m't like tq wleia.r shortss
ecause—whigper it quietly—he haa hai
lega | Well, HWI:hnt. l:?f it tF Why be ﬂ:g
about that 1 It is natural for bhairs to
ow on legs, and 1 am gure no one need
feel solf-conscious about a thing like that.
I certainly don't advise my reader to
shave his legs, as he suggests. Bhaving
makes hair grow—and makes it all the
more bristly and stubborn. And chemicals
are injurious to the skin.

THE SWERDNA SALES €O,

whose eunouncement offering the New
Manx Kite appeared in our last issue, has
aelked us to state that the sizes of these kites

are g follows : 22}inch—2/6; 24in—3/6;
20in.—4/6 ; and 31}in.—5/6.
By the way, don't forget that our

offer of & Righy " Super " Model Aeroplane
for 4}d. definitely closes this week. If
you have not already got yours, you
gshould send in three tokems without
further delay. If necessary, back numbers
of The MacNET can be obtained from our
Back Number Dept., Bear Alley, Farring-
don Street, London, E.C.4.

R. FRANK RICHARDS asks me
to thank I. A.Turnbull {who also
gives no addreas) for the appre-
ciative letter he sent. I can

assure I. A.—and &ll my other readers—
that, much as they have enjoyed the
preévious stories by this fine author, they
will be even more enthusiastic about the
future stories which will a from
Mr. Richarda" facile pen ({or, rather,
typewriter {). For instance, pext week
you will be able to read :

“DOWN ON THE FARM 1"

which s aa full of pood stuff as an egg 13
of meat. Mr. Richards has let himself go,
and the result is one of the most laughable,
and, at the same time, enthralling stories
we have ever published, ¥ou'll find all
your favourite characters well to the fore,
and you won't want to put down E:ur
copy of The MaiaNET until you have
finished line of this fine yarmn.
There will, of course, be further exciting
chapters of our grand sporting story:
“ Allison of Avonshire | !' and a rib-tickling
au&p!ﬂm&ﬂh of the aver - Fopu]a.:l:
* ({reyfriars Herald." The shorter Icatures
will E}ljfem as usual, and I hope to be

in the office ! to deal with more of my
readers’ letters and queriea. 8o if there is
apything you want to ask me—fire away,

chums |
YOUR EDITCR.
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that tricked the fine Essex batsman at
last,

All O'Connor saw was the youngster's
arni whirl over in a sudden dazzling
circle, while the ball that should have
been o slow one came hissing towards
Lhim at balling speed. Taken by sur-
prise, lie altered his siroke at the last
minute and lashed out desperately.

The next he heard, as his bat met
empty nir, was the sickening click of a
shattered wicket behind him.

Swift as a rapierithrust, the swerving
sxpress piereed his defence and slashed
the off-stick out of its socket. Avon-
shire had won, won by two runs with
tho lust ball of the match,

T'he roar of clicering that followed was
heard half-way across the town.

Bowled 1™
Oh, well played

“Bowled! Bowled !

“Well played, Bill!
—uwoell plaved mdeed 1"

There was o rush, a suillden avalanche
of rapturous enthusiasts, bursting out of
the stands and over the ropes on to
the turf. Policemen waving their arms,
and groundsmen carrying iron spikes
and cord, were swept along by a tide
of cheering humanity., The Avonshire
players, who had been staving at Bill
in wide-eyed astonishment and deljght,
pulled themselves together all ot once
and bolted.

Bill bolted with them;
led the stampede.

Past expericnce had already taught
the Avonshire star that being caught
by a jubilant throng meant a sore back
anil shoulders afterwards, so he stood
not upen the order of his going but
made tracks for the pav. as fast as his
long legs could cover the ground.

Though he just escaped the gleeful
rash by inches, he still had to run the
gauntlet of hilarieus and heavy-handed
yiembers in the stand, Henee, by the
timo he managed to thrust his .way
throygh into the players’ room, all he
conld do,was to collapse on a chair and
gasp.

One by one his team-mates straggled
in after him, and one by one they
thumped him on the back, and praised
him. Only liétle. Dick Hayes, the
wicket-keeper, had a grievance. 'The
rest of the side were as cock-a-hoop
over the great vietory as the crowd, still
sliouting and milling outside.

“My stars, Bill, T thought vou were
licked then!™ chortled Ted Forbes.

“So did Jack O0'Connor! You could
have knocked him down with a feather
after that surprise-packet.”

“Yes, s'all wvery well!” snorted
Btumper Hayes. “But where did yon
dig up that cannonball, young Mad-
man? How long has your name been
Larwood ! Talk about Jack being sur-
prized 1 Bost me if that ball hadn't hit
the sticks 1t would have plugged me in
the jaw 1”

“Which was a bit of good luck for
you,” said Bill, as he made hizs weary
way towards the shower-baths.

in  fadét, he

(Whatever you do, chums, dont miss
next week's exeiting chapters of this
popular eporling story.)
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(Continued from puge 24.)

"Dooogh! I—I=I'll—" spluttered
Mr. Brown. He serambled up, landing
out wildly with the cartwhip.

“Oh, my hat! Collar him [

“Bump him "

“Scrag him !

* Yaas, by gad! Mop him up !”

Bix exasperated schoolboys rushed on
the angry Mr. Brown. He wernt down
again with another heavy bump. This
time Bob Cherry grabbed the cartwhip
away and tossed it into the branches of
the nearest tree, where it remained,

Mr. Brown, spluttering with fury,
struggled, In the excitement of the
moment his hat was crushed over his
Cars,

It was a gasping, panting, spluttering,
and frantically exeited Mr. Brpwn that
dragged himself away at last from the

rasp of the equally excited Greyfriars
%'ellml.'s.

“Now travel |”? hooted Johnny Dull.
“Get out, or you'll get somie more !”
“The morefulness will be terrific |”

Mr. Brown gurgled.

“"Tramps! Vagrants! Grooogh!"” he
gasped. “You wait a minute, till I
turn the bull into the field ! He'll shift
you, my black bull will! You jest wait
a tick, that's all !™

Gurgling for breath as hie wont, M.
Brown spluttered away to the hedge-
gante by which he had entercd.

“Oh, gad!” murmured Lord Maul-
everer, "I really fancy we've got to the
right owner of the field at last, old

peans| That sportsman sort of scems
genuine.” _
“Well, we'vre going,” said Harry

Wharton, with a breathless laugh, “If
he's really the owner, the sooner we go
the better. BStick those things together
anyhow, and let's hook it !"

“0Oh, my hat ! Listen I" exclaimed Bob
Cherry, as a deep bellow camo from the
adjoining ficld, into which Mr. Brown
%aﬁ ::lisappeurei Evidently there was a

ull !

Bellow !

“Time we started, I think!” mur-
mured Lord Mauleverer. “ That -doesn't,
sound to me like a good-tempered bull !”

Gathering up their goods and chattels,
without waiting to finish orderly pack-
ing, the hikers started for the gate on
the lane. That gate was shut, anil gver
it, from the safe side, Billy Bunter was
blinking through his big spectacles.

The Greyfriars fellows disdained to
run, but they walked rather fast. Thero
came another beilow from the next field,
and o huge animal appeared in the
hedge gateway—a gigantic black bull,
with red eyes and tossing tail. Thore
was no doubt about the bull mnow—there
he was !

Bob Cherry, glancing back, saw him
come careering into the meadow, and
gave a gasp.

* Put %i:. on!"

“1 say, you follows!" velled Bunter,
from the lane. *' He's nfter you !”

Harry Wharton looked back. Ie did
not want to run. But at the sight of the
careering black bull he ran! So did the
other fellows!

The bull was coming across tha field
after. them with his head down! It was
no time to stand on dignity] Arguing

with that bull at close quarters was a
matter that could only end in favour of
the bull !

“Go 1t ¥ gasped Wharton.

And they ran like the wind.

Bellow |

“I say, you fellows, he'll get you!"
velled Bunter., I say, he's close behind
you, Cherry! I say Yaroooocooh !

Billy . Bunter roured, as the half-
packed tent was hurled over the gate
into the lane. It landed on Bunter,
envieloped him, and d&attennd him down
on the earth. From under the flapping
canvas came muffed roars from the Owl
of the Remaove. ‘

“Whooogh ! QOoooogh! Oh, you silly
a5z | Oh, you beast! Urrrgh!”

The hikers did not heed Bunter!
There was no time to heed DBurmter!
They fairly flew ovér the gate into the
lane.

Jumping and serambling and stum-
bling they landed there, and the bull,
evidently disappointed, paraded the
fiold, bellowing,

“Ol, my hat!” gaspced Bob Cherry, as
he picked himself up. “0Oh erumbs’!
Lucky bulls can't climb gates!”

“Oh dear!”

“Where's Bunter ¥

“Groocogh | I say, vou fellows!” A

suffocated sgqueak told where Bunter
waz. I say, lemme out! Gemine up !
Drag off that putrid tent |- Grooogh—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The tent was dragged off Bunter. Ha
sat up, gasping. On the safe side of the
gate Harry Wharton & Co. proceedod to
finish their packing. It was [inished
very soon, and the burdens adjusted to
the backs, and they were ready to start.

“Come on, Buntor "

"Oooogh! I'm out of breath!"
gasped Bunter, “Chucking things at
a fellow! I'm not starting yet!

Grooogh ™
"If the bull should get through that
fenee " remarked Bob thoughtfully.
iy E}l ??}
“There's rather 8 gap—-:
“Wha-a-t 7"
“8till, if Bunter's not ready——"
“I'm ready ! I say, you fellows, let's
et off ! What are you ]mn’ging about
for?’ For goodness’ sake, let's start [”

And Bunter started—at a run! And
the hikers, grinning, followed him.
Looking back, they had a glimpse of the
red-faced Mre. Brown, trying to get his
whip out of the trce. What he was
thinking of doing with that whip when
he recovered it they did not feel dis-
posed to linger and inquire. They were
tired of Mr. Brown and his bull, and
they went on their way, leaving both
behind,

The first night's camping had been
rather exciting. |, But the Greyfriars
hikers did not allow that to worry them.
I1ill and dale, sunny down and green
meadows opencd before them as they
hiked on with cheerful faces,

2

THE END.

(Vow look out for the next yarn in
this grand. new holiday series in wlhich
the Greyfriars hikers meet with further
exciting adyentures on the great high-
way. Note the title: “DOWN ON
THE FARM/!" and préepare for a reéal
good treatl)

BL“SHIHG‘-—FHEE to all eullerers, particulars of a proved
_ s home treatment that “quickly removes all
embarrasament, and permanently cures blushing and flushing of
the face nnd neck. Enc'ose stamp to pny postage to—

elnlist), Palace House, 128, Shaftesbury
{Establfahed over 25 years.)
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nams g Bunter |

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of
Sir Jimmy Vivian

By James Walker

What the thump are we coming to,
1'd like to know ! Hore's Vivien, an
insignificant Remove fag, writing an
article in a junior rag on the subject of
my character, and how I ought to reform
it 1 It's scandelous |

Bince you esk me to write my opinion
of him in return, I'll first take the oppor-
tunity of saying that his romarks about me
aro abeolute Lloeh—eheer rubbish, by gad |

Btill, nobody’s likely to take much
notice of a fag's opinion of a Bixth Form
man, go 1'l] get on to the subject of Vivian,
What ean 1 say about him ?

The only thimg I know against him is
that he was, by a strange freak of Fate,
jeared in the slums of London, not.
withstandmg that he waa by birth a
member of Lthe Upper Ten. Certainly,
that unpropitious upbringing is a severe
handicap to him, He still drops his H's
ocensionally, and hia accent contains
unmigtakeble tracea of the Cockney

A REGULAR

OLD SALT

Moet Dick Rake, of Greyfriars 1,
But not the Dick Rele we knew
lnet term—thot benighted land-
lubber who had bardly ever
experienced the tang of the salt
sen air—oh dear, no! Dick Rake
has changed—altored beyond re-
cognition ; you'd scarcely know
him now!

We ren into him on the
promenade at Southsea. We were
immediately struek by his rolling
gait. He seemed to be rolling all
over the place.

That wasn't the only setrange

Dick Rake’s Transformation

We stared at Rake in stupe-
faction.

] mE.r._.E M..D.ﬂ...ﬁ
' Meeting your inessmates
we gasped, ‘' Come off it, old
chap ! What's the merry game 17 "'

""Bust me topgallanta! Ti's
good to see you agein | 7’ shouted
Reke, ™ Takes me back to the
daoys whon I wns a lendlubber
meself | Heave-ho, me hearty 1 "

“M-m-mny hat! What does
it all mean !'"” we asked won-
deringly, *You talk like a
comic-ppera eailor, old sport.
How did you get like it ? ™

Rake uttered a full-blooded
laugh that seemed fo echo the
musi¢ of the tempestuous ocenn.

" Bplice my mainbrace and
Rever me mizzen-mast !’ he
laughed. " That’s nething to
wonder at, me hearty | When you
get used to & life on the ccean
wave, ¥you unconsciously slip
into nautical terms.”

" Are you uged fo a life on the
ocean wave, then 1 " we asled,

“ Well, I've been at sea for a
time, this vae,"” Rake admitted
modestly. * How long for 1*' we
asked.: * A fortnight

timberg ' !

u—u.-
]

A Jarge number of Gréifdars
fellows received invitetine to
the charity fete at Esdmvood

Houee recently, feom our
celebrated old friend, fmthut
Augustus D'Arcy, of 8L lim's.

Lord Eastwood, who his &
reputation for doing jhings
really well, excelled 0
this occasion, and them were
amusements to satisfy every
taste in the spacious groupds of
his besutiful old hkoms, For
those who enjoy the jectio
delights of the fairgeund,
there were coconut-shies, houp-
la, a roundabout, a mitisture
gcenic railway, a shooting gal-
lery, and ge-ball, Dl to

Billy Bunier, who comes into
s special category, havin
received, as far as Uﬂr.__..._.nu_. nnnHm
remember, mno invitation +to
turn up !

Incidentally, the only
eriticism of the arrangementa
came from the last-mentioned.
Bunter generously admitted
that the show was well done; but
he ecouldn't refrain from re-
marking thaet in comparison
with the kind of show they had
on opocamions run at DBunter
Court, this was a mere bagatelle.
At Bunter Court, he stated,

hia pater ran charity fetea at
which the latest and most
expensive amusements from

the Chicago Exhibition were
installed, money being simply
no object. Bunter would have
continued to expound on_thia
theme, but Bquiff's bland in-
quiry a8 to whers Bunter
genior parked the family cara.
van when the fair wasn't on,
put him off hia stroke |

In the afternoon D'Arey's
eleven played a team from the

LANGUAGE DIFFICULTY
NEARLY SOLVED

Only One Thing Forgotten

Btott didn’t care to trust to the slender know-
ledge of French he had sequired from Monsieur
Charpentier in the Remove Form.room when he
crossed the Channel. He bought a Tounst's
FPhrase Book and spent & couple of hours learning
phrases by heart.

From what we can hear of it, he made a pretty
thorough job of.it. He knew just what to say
ot the other end. Instead of welling ' Hi,

porter | ' he yelled ' Facteur | Paricil ' Instead
of saying ‘' Fetch me a taxil" he aaid “ Allez
nwmunﬂmu un taxi-autol "

But Stott had forgotten one ___.Eﬂw.‘

He knew how to ask questions all right. When
he wanted to ind out the way to the post-.office,
he said : ** Ou est le bureau de poste 1™

But he didn't know, the meaning of the answer |
His informant went to great trouble to explain
where the post-office was, in accents reminiscent
of cracking nuts and with a wealth of gestures to
go with it )

But Stott hadn'’t the foggiest idea what it all
meant,

Stott never found himself at a logs in the matter
of asking questioms.

It was when he got the answers that Stott
found himself lacking, Ewerybody sanswered
in French : but so far as Btott wes concerned,
it might have been Arabic or Double Dutch. It
|didn’t bear the slightest ressmblance to the
[ language he had learnt in the Romove Form-room,

Trevor and Treluce
have been enjoying high
old times on Trevor's
uncle's farm at Wurzle-

ton-on-the-Mangel, and
the alarm they ex.
perionced one  bnght

morning last week at an
ennouncement of
Trevor'a uncla was
soon alleyed when they
found out the faocta.

It waa after breal-
fast when Unecle James
sgid :

"I want you boys to
come to the station to

meet the  thrashing
machine.
Trevor and Treluce

looked at each other.
“The—the what,

uncle 7 ' asked Trevor,
"The thrashing

machine,”” smiled Unele
James., " Expected by
the first train after
brealkfost."

“Oh, orumbsasl"

ejaculated Treluce.

The f{aces of Trevor
and Treluce were as
long g8 & wet Sunday

Amateur Agriculturists’

Alarm

after the train had
stopped and all the
paesengera had alightod
that they brightened up

again,
“Well, he hasn't ar-
rived, then, uncla!?™

remarked Trevor chcers

.__HEH_W.
nole Jamea regia-
tered mild surprise.

" Hasn't he t Whom
were you expecling,
then 1 "

“ Why, the thrashing
machine |

“The thrashing
meachine 1™ repeatad
Uncle James. ‘' 'That's
arrived all right ; they’re
unloading 1 at the
baolk | ™

Trevor and Treluce
looked=—sBaw—and
beamed.

" Then
real machine,
asked Treluce.

* Of course | What on
carth did you think I
meant 1"

“ Mr. Quelch, of Grey-
friars, gir | "' T'reluco ans-

ou meant a
gir 1 "

dialect, which jars on the ears of sensitive it | mention the old rural plstims 20 ans
follows like mysolf. His outlook on life, i AT ..+ |of climbing the gressy pele. | village at cricket, and Grey- |80Ywey ! . iliad. sl the &H%ﬁnﬁﬁ_ lo H__man E..EEF:. mwu
rather naturally, is coloured by the im- A weekt"” we hazarded, Fishing, swimming, or Mating | friers  distinguished  itself | Stott is now on his way buck to England, & ._w.E Bta E...m___a_. ua_m _H_muuuu___ i :EH Hing
pressiona he received in his early youth somewhat anxiously. wes vailable in the lakewhils | highly, Vernon.Smith making [80dder and wiser men. bk was only | maching we know,
in the insalubrious peighbourhood of jthing ebout him. Anocther| " Not guite that, as a matter of | the tennis courts were top score with a faultless 65, | His firet task on returning will be -
Barker's Renta, or whatever it was. peculiarity almost 8s striking was fact. You see———" open to the publio. Ajmiall | while Nmnr._qwzn took bowling to write a _m”_ﬂ.m.___ to the publishera .-.N\ 9 h o N. N.N .N\ “. M.

Apart from that, I must admit that he’s | the jaunty angle of his yechting| " Ah! You had a long day at uwwumm was made i eso, | honours with 8 wickets for | of that Tourist's Phrase Book. It Qﬂﬁ;ﬂb& S 4 m m m rs

30 runa. After a keenly fought | will be a brief letter and wery

but all the proceeds wermgiven
3 . ! ame D'Arcy's eleven won by

cap. No yachting cep belonging
to charity witheut dedetions

I'rom what gea, then, eh 1"
to a lesser person than the

uite a likeable youngster.

much to the point. Bomethinglike | Dear Editor,—If this communication should adventitiously

* , .. .. .
G foon of Bim when oMeting St | winner of an intoraaticoal wacht| .. ot altogsther.t eaid Rake| S TR T L Ly SGe | 198 to 128, aud speotators |thist onteh the optic member of the individual who inadvertently
and Wﬂunmuﬂa EEEmEE.w . but he shows | race has ever been seen wearing apologetically, To be quite id gladly—in soma cases | were unanimous in deseribing peregrinated with a sum of money appertaining to my personal
romise and a genuine ﬂ.wEm negs to learn, |8 coip &t such an angle. It qaacid, H _.._Em an hour on the mm._n_u_m and EKFE-&.FE_ it aa a tip-top game from begin- “ Dear 8irs,—I suggest ¥you |possessions, to wit, ons pound sterling in ailver nEnmwo_ should
wn_ class ﬁn_..rmu 1 ﬁun_m_..mﬂpnmm_ he'a EEE.. scemed in imminent danger of Solent .mH:prE..ﬂﬁ.rn Jr.p.zu._m F¥ ALk price | ning to end. enlarge thia book and insert the | experience inordinate gratification if he would effectuate the
good, and ot boxing only his slight build slipping off altogether | IDg Cruise, you know Among the guesta fromGry- ireworks concluded one of |answoers to your questions, giving, | necessary reimbursement. The individual will indubitably re-

" Rake, old hbean, how are We shook hends gilently with | frinrs were Hoskins and #iwart | the most enjoysble daya re- |as in ecrosswords, all the possible | collect, upon my penetrating his consciousnessa with the appropriate

ta hi h t Hent : : : ey o i , : :
Mﬁﬁ%ﬁm. Em._ﬂawwmﬁ_“ﬂ_mm H.h_ﬂu_._uruanﬁ m,m_“..n- yout " we cried heartily, Dick Rake. We hardly felt up|of the Shell, Scott and Tom corded this summer, and the |alternatives. Perhaps it will help | reminiscence, that I had just taken loave of a gentleman at Victorin
anvreciatad fix Bis chsery, optimiste ' Shiver me timbers | " roared | t0 trusting ourselves to words | |inson of the Fourth and |Greyfriars visitors departed | me then | Station (my avuncular relative, Benjamin Todd, in point of eir-
CINOANOUE, Roke, much {o our surprise.| The last we saw of Rake he|Squiff, Kipps, Vernoniimith, |late that night with vary heppy # Yours disgustedly, cumstance), and was effecting the transference “..n E..__m %unrn_...
Not & bad little beggar, in his queer “ Fancy meeting my old mess- | was dancing a hornpipe at the|and Redwing of the ove, | memoriea of the lavish hospit- % " of the monetary mﬂwﬂ_u:ﬂ he _mwﬂ_, hﬁ:%ﬂ Emw_.._w ﬂm.u..ﬂ a vale Eﬂqm
way _ﬁm:___. I m_E__.nm:..E:_m..r o Emr_.._mm_._mn mates here | entrance Lo the pier ! Mention should also bemis of | ality of Fastwood House. W. Brort. pregentation when mﬁmw m._ _Hﬂ_.. Ew.n._ ._.__..__.__.nmm _.M_,_“.m...”ﬁ _n_“.m_ %uﬂwﬂuﬂw”mmmn
ears for lampooning me, when the new _ alite, if impeluous requigsition for the changoe
Term begins | WOULD YOU IT? GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU. WAIT! ww 8 amurn%ﬂ of :....um denomination of ong

BELIEVE

i .—.nﬂ.q-ﬂ-_1j T

_L.,a___ - pound. Impressed by the gentleman’s urgency

of demeancur, I conferred on him the requested

{Next rocele we'rve going fo have an ‘

u.dp,_ :

.,_...__....—....._..u_-r..__.....“___“_ L B
article on William Waulter Dabney ftte LS %., | o . : .
1 ; I Y eilver currency and acceded to hia requiroment
_“Ha:-m_.ﬁ-__..u .uﬂn: hu. ﬂ“”u--w.hﬂﬂ- H:__“u.uu..ﬁm T .__.‘ i : : ..1-_1-_...1 % ‘. i to ' wait a minute *' j U:# st the termination
m_.h e 3 -_a ey #\L 4 S of that chronological peried, I was unable to
L gy 7 g e goe him, nor have I since experienced the
— — ] \\* 3 AN visunl phenomenon of his presence.
b .. =W, ey &A\Vﬂ-\. I enjoy EM__ cerfitude that #.m:_ n__u_w_ﬂn,nmm.
KY ; . . \ Vi v R \ = eary to percolate the memory of my unknown
UHD Z.G.ONZ;H« m ﬁmmﬂhdﬂﬂ. k R g e -.u . _____ | _ B \ Wl &N‘. _‘uv..._ =) M\ E gﬂﬁﬂmﬂm__.wﬁ.ﬂﬂ_ﬂ o this matter to eecure thia
WISDOM 5 ot i . o e _ .. . desired pecuniary requital,
Oliver Kipps is a skilled mouth- Mrs, Mimble, the tuckshop dame, In ald of the Cottage Hospital, liy Philip Derwent, of Highelite, and A gymuoastlc display by the A surreptitious cigarette which Optimistically yours,
organ soloist, Good though heis, in terribly mosred of mice—and Removites and the Clif Houl) Phillips Derwent, of Clif House Famous Five was highly com- Bkinner enjoyed behind & hayrick Aronzo Topp
My pater’s so fed up with seeing ink-staynes however, his -__.u._u.E-mE feel when Bunter drove one out of her ﬂz_. arranged m grand osroil Bchool, are Enm_uﬁ: and sistor, mended by governora ol the sohool on Brown’s farm resulied in a .
on my hands that he's thinking of mixing they ¢an Bave too much of 8 good shop, she rewsrded him with Friardale, th a cop -__u__ are konown as ‘' Flip ** and who witnessed if, Cherry and conflagration, The fire was put ('Lonzy gave a total stranger change fot
itching powder with the ink ihing—and  thoy oocasionally farta and ginger-beer | Bunter procession—and a oonocerk alite " Flap ™ respeclively. ey are Bull performed the welghtier ont—and go was Bkinner, when - = oW o aodos ok the pound—and he's
: staff Kipps' mouth-organ down hopes she will ind anoiber mouse wards, Between them iy boik leading lights in their school feals, Wharton and Nugent Mr, Queloh ordered him to ** bond E..m_ = _,.wu_.__a 5t __...__.WE. uumﬂ e SR i

He evvidently belesves in the old mottoe ; eollecied over £50 1 sports elevens, showlng dexterity and balance. over " |

“ Anp itch in time saves grime | ™

the back of his neck | soon |

“GREAT PIP | "—Eb.)



