


CAPTURED BY CANNIBALS!

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

;—.-_'—uglip.-—

Jack Jolly's blud simply boiled ab

the site. He took & step into the
& state-room. .
A " Sensgshumal ™ Story o Sc.kmﬂg “Bir| " he cried. * What do yon
Adoenture, Introducing JACK JOLLY &  think yo're doing  » ‘
Ce., of Si. Sam's, and Their Scream of a Dr. Birchem lued his eyes

Headmaster—DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL.

By DICKY NUGENT

‘t" ??F P wiseled Jeck Jolly., ™ VWhat a
nito !

“ You'ro right, old chap,"” said Frack
Fearlesn, ™ 1 only wish wd had Kaptin
Goodlellow hack on the bridgs inst,eag of
our hoadmaster, Dr. Birchemaeall  **

And Merey and Bright joined in, fram
their seata in the cabin, with a rewfd
** Hear, hear 1 ™

It was & fowl nite, and although
the chuma of 5t Sam's were by no means
chicken-harted, they could not help feeling
that tho storm wae nocking the stuffing
out of the ship Mary Ann,

Mer. ' yacht was the plaything
of the elemants, and the ole-
ments secrned to be plaving
some fine old gemcs wilh
her! Her wag i
sudden ts, and all the
loese cbjecte cn board wers
fAying about like skittles, while
never for a moment did the
vessel cease to pitch and toss,

With Keptin Goodfellow
presont it would have heen
nl! serene, Kaptin Goodfellow
was 8 real brick, and if be
had been in chargo Jack Jolly
& Co. would bave felt ns safc
az houses. But Eaptin Good-
fellow, like AMr. Ferdinand
Fearless and every other -
Lieble man on beard, hed mis.
teriously diappeared, leaving the yacht
to the tender mersics of Pete Leoary and
hig mutineers.

What was oven more disturhing wos the
fact that the mutineers, cn the orders of
Hymer Kerr, Mr. Foarless' raskally rival,
had made Dr. Birchemall kaptin.  Dr.
Birchemall was pmbahlyl":ﬁcud enuff man
in his ar post as maater of St.
Elm‘n. . But tho Fuurt];;ifﬁﬂ?&m thTm%

ardly imagioe a worse choice for jo
of running o yacht.

Bang! Crash! Wallop! Thud!

The storm was raging more furidusly
SE Folly:vom tosing i

ack Jolly ross, frowning grimly.

“I'm gomg on deck to aeali:ﬂw tha
Heed's getting on,” he said., “ You
fecllows coming "

Sferry and Bright and Featless glodl

- an t and Fearless gladly
followed their !ei&e: out of the cabin.
But they halted before they reached the

stepa leading *iﬁ to the deck. Much to
their serprize, they found a light shining
from the kaptin's state-room.

" My hat f Surely.the Head ham't lelt
the bridge 1 " egguclaimed Jolly,

* We can scon find out,"” said Fearloss,
and ho opencd the door—io reveal & site
that made the Co, fairly blink. '

Instead of battling with the storm on
the bri Br, Birchemall was seated in
hia arnchair, with hia foot o the table,

ceading a book !

It wos an eggaciting book by the look
of it, for the Head's eye: were simply
glued to the print, while hizs zeanty hoirs

were standing vp on end,

with an effort and looked ronnd with
a frown.

* Don't interrupt, Jolly, when you
see I'm buay. I'ra reading & spi

atory—all about & storm at sen !t

“ Ttia anfully egsciting, T really i
t's awfully egpseciting. really is
amazing what thesa sailora have to put up

with at times. But run awey now, like &
good chap, and lcave me in

. said
the Head calmly, and be turned once
more bto his epgsiting story of ocean

muadeo

advenchor.

Jack Jolly a sign to - his

followers.

An instant loter the literary kaptin of
the Mary Ann had A shock. Four beft
Ht. Sam’s juniors mude o rush and coll
hint. The book went flving and the Head

felt Limself lifted vp and whirled round
th# state-reom.

% Put hiz otlekin on him and we'll take
him up by foree,” maid Jolly grimly.
* The kaptin's pluce in a storm, sir, is on
the bridge—not in hia state-room, rending
sea stories IV

“ Yarooeo! Legpe! I'l slawter you !
' Epiﬂimta you! [ll—wooop! Ow.ow-
ow il

Dr. Birchemall's dire threats turned into
wild yells as Jack Jolly & Co. foreed him
into his oilekina and frogsmarched him out
of the state-room. The chuma of the
Fourth did net trubble to use kid glove

methods in their present ted
mood, and the Head muffered in conse-
kwence. They rushed hin out of the state-
room, along the passage and up the staps,
then acrosa the storm t deck and up
ltlm Illtf;}dﬂl' t-hf, led t{iﬂ:; idge. Herc at
ant they act him on his feet, gasping.

" Th-E{ﬂ 1" said Jolly., * %’ﬂw get on
with the washing, sir [ T

 Fanny Yeovisg the Bridge with nobod

* i 8 with no
in on a nite like this!" on
Feorleas skornfully. * And you the kap-
tin, 001 You ought to be ashamed of
yourself, sir ! "

** Hear, hoar ! ™

Dy, Birchemall glared at them for some
momants ; but he calmed down o little
when he looked out into the nite and saw
what a fearful storm was raging,

“ Ahom | I didn't realimnl:ia wooather
was 30 bad, boys. Perhaps I wan o trifle
neglectful,” ho admitted. * Btill, that

hook will prove very nseful to me in this !

Jmergency., I picked up a lot of useful
ey £ 2

from it and I've lsarned crowds of
orders in newtical langwidge from it.
Just you watch me}”

He picked up o meggafone and started
bellowing orders into it for &ll hoe was
worth. :

“ Hard n port 1™ he bawled. *“ Brace
your vards and your mizzen ! Man
the forestaysail down-hawl! Btand by
to wear ship! Splice the mainbrace!
How's her head 1

Dr. Birchemall craned his ostrich.like
neck over the bridge to catch the reply.
But the only answor he received was the
shreeking of the elements, .

i Bhiver I'gintlmhﬂ'ﬂ ! It looks as if the
crew have

rted me, at"” he e

marked. * Where can they S
*“ 1 eggapect they're all below, sampling
the ghip's grog, sir,” grinned Fearloas.

“ Not that your ordors would make much
diﬁmnmﬂrh:in You scem Bh:ﬂ hawdh&en
meading né & sailing ship; an ia
hﬂf}ﬁ_ﬂ.‘l to be a steam j.raehtl:; "

4, ha, ha!"

“ Oh ratts!" said the Head crossly.
* Bailing ship or steam yacht, I haven't
the slitest doubt that I shall be able to
gteer the Mary Ann info——"

BANG!

Whet Dr. Birchemall had steerad the
Mary Ann into was not quite clear in the
darkness ; but that he had steered bér
into somothing was wmuleniable. There
was & jolt that nockod the ocoupanta of the
bridge all in a heap in the cornor |

Yells and shrecks that sounded loud'y

¢ | above the storm were heard & moment

later,

“Hi! Mind where you're steering [ "

“ You're bumping into us, bust you!
Got out of the way ! ™

It was that laat voice that brought Jack
Jolly bounding to hia feet. There was o
;}s&m of eggaiternent im the Fourth

orm kaplin's eyea.

“ That voice, you fellows! Don't you
reckemiso it 1" velled. " It's Hymer
Eerr " 3

“The very man ]ﬁ'ﬂ:m |;t;l:1in fﬂﬁr——
m ter's grato rival I*' gas earless,
;?f;:muﬂt- have bashed into the Baucy

a

Fearless was right ! By the stra
coincidence, they had hit the ship they
Wars mkin; broadside on |

“ Ahoy 1" ¢ heard Kerr bawlin
thro o one. * Ts that my o
friend Dr. Birchemsall ¥ What has hap-
pened to your kaptin 1"

i I--ia--it.': ﬁﬂ 1" yelled back ci)hﬂ
Head own meggafone. “ Our

tin and & lot of othara have vannished.”

Then the mutiny has

Hymer Eerr. “ Kap-

Order the crew to fix

w ling-irona ]| We'll take baock our
ore we souttle the Amn |

The of thunder prevenied the
Et. Sam’s fellows from hearing thet order ;
md.ditﬂ:u mhﬁﬁm that mll?r
foun were hocked n .
irons to-thi; Baucy Sal. ko
By that time the storm was over, The
sun ehone brightly on a calm sea and on
& tm;i‘paul and near which they had
drifted. But Hymer Kerr's plans were
not carried out, after all, It wes & cry
from & look-out men thot stopped them,

- Cannibals ahioy! They're attacking
ug in their war-canges !

(Continued on page 21.)



HARRY WHARTON & Co. ARE BREAKING UP FOR THE SUMMER YAC
AND SOMEBODY’S GOT TO HAVE BILLY BUNTER. WHO'S IT TO BE?

SO T

Ly b e

Bunter All Over |
HAT about Bunter?” asked
Bob Cherry.
i '[.Tm !J‘\-l

“Bunter can cook !”
“He's too jolly lazy, though IV
“We can boot him !”
Harry Wharton laughed.
“When you ask a feliow to join up
for the g{riﬂ. you don’'t generall
arrange to boot him ! he remarked.

“Not done in the best eirclea ! said
Frank Nugent.

“Bother Bunter!”
Bull.

“Well, you see——" gaid Bob.

“We have enough of the esteemed
Bunter in the term!” suggesated
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “In the
holidays, the too-muchfnlness would
he terrific.”

“Youn see——" said Bob.

“Well, what?” asked Harry
Wharton. *Bunter can cook, but he
won't if he can i{ll] well he}? it.
He will prouse all the time. If it
raing, he'll grouse about the wet, If
it doesn't, he’'ll grouse about the
heat, And we don't want to over-
load the boat! An extra ton makes
a lo% of dificronce on a boat.”

[

gaid Johnny

By FRANK.
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SCREENED FROM SIGHT, BUNTER
HEARD VOICES CLOSE AT HAND!

“What the dickens de you want
Bunter for, Bob?” asked Nugent.
“Oh, don't be an aszs, Franky!

How could anybedy want Bunter?”
grunted Bob Cherry.
“Wash bim out, then!”
* Y es—but—"
“But—what—" ) _
Bob Cherry did mot immediately

reply. '

E‘eur juniors in Study Ne. 1 in the
Greyfriars Remove looked at him.
Really, they could not guite under-
gtand Bob.

Break-up for the summer holidaye
wag at hand. The Famous Five of
the Remove had settled how nng
where they were going to spen
Auguat. E boating trip up the
Thames, starting at Richmond or
Kingston, camping out on the banks
of the river, was a scheme that
appealed to them all.

Five fellows could pack comfort-
ably into a boat. They could pack
comfortably into a tent. They could
take it in turns to tow. They did not
mind roughing it a little. It wae an
inexpensive sort of holiday for five
fellows together. The prospect was
attractive. They woere disenssing

details, when Bob suggested adding
William George Bunter, the {fat
ornament of the Greyfriars Remove,
to the party.

Upon which there was a gencral
lack of enthusiasm.

“You see—"" said Bob at last,
rather lamely.

“Blessed if I do!” said Johuny
Bull.

“The seefulness is not preposter-
ous !” remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram
Sin%];.

“Congh it

1

up !’ said Harry
Wharton, “If you want Bunter,
wa'll stand Bunter somehow! Wa've
stood him before, and we can stand
him again. But——"

“The faet is—" said Bob.

Grunt from Johnny Ball.

“I think I ecan gueas!” he said.
“That fat Owl has been trying for a
week past to hook on to somcbody
for the hols. Mauly’s dodged him—
Smithy's kicked him—so ho picked
ot the softest ass e could find in
the Remove and got away with it
Is that ite”

Bob Cherry coloured.

Tie Macxer Lisrary.—XNo, 1.043.
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Evidently Johnny bad guessed
right.

“Well, sou see,” said Bob, "1

Lhaven’t asked him—I couldn’t, with-
out consulting you chapsa—but I-—I
said I'd put it to you. After all,
Bunter can cook! ere’ll be lois of
wasling-up—therc always is on such
a trip—it's washing and washing
and washing up all the time, Bunter
can take his furn—" i

“I can see him doing it
Johnny Baull,

“Well, as I eaid, we ¢an boot Lim
if e shirke-—"

“Have you explained that to
Bunter, a8 & condition?” asked Frank
Nugent, with a chuckle.

“And he can mind the boat when
we go hiking round,” went on Bob.
“He's too Jolly lazy to stir hias
stumpa, so that will suit him, and
suit us. And—>"

“And,” said Harry Wharton, “the
long and the short of it is that we're
going to have Bunter. ' We shall need
a larger boat—eay, double the size—
and ten times the provisions we were
going to take—-"

“Ilon’t underestimate, on a trip
like this !” said Frank Nugent. “Say
twenty times."

“QOh, don't be a goat!™ said Bob.
"1 said I'd pat it to you! That's all
I said, but—but I'm afraid Bunter is
rather banking on it. I shoulda’t
like to diaa;}gaint. him,”

“TFathead |” paid Johony Bull.

“Look here—"

"A-BH !n

*All right!” eaid Harry Wharton.
'“Shut up, Johony! Bob can’t kelp
being o fathead, and he can’t help
being an ass—but we like him all the
better for it. It'sa go

“Well, you see——" naid Bob.

“OFf course we sce!” agreed the
eu%\taiu of the Remove. ‘‘Bunter's
pulled wour leg! This Co. always
gticks together, and when onc leg is

grunted

pulled, ail the legs arc pulled! We'll
take Bunter.”
"1 say, you fellows—" squcaked

a fat voice at the door.

“Talk about pigs, and you hear
them grunt !” remarked Johuny Bull,
as a fat face and a big glair of

spectacles looked in at the doorway
of -Study No. 1.
Billy Bunter blinked at the

Famous Five.

“Seen Mauly 7 he asked.
“Mauly? No!” answered Harry
Wharton. “Rell ip, old barrel, and

we'll fix it up about the hols. We're
g'uing to make it six instead of five!
ou’re coming in the boat.”

“Oh!” esid Billy Bunter. He
blinked thoughtfally at the captain
of the Remove, “You want me to
come

Harry Wharton pauscid.

In point of fact, he did not want
Bunter. Neither did any other mem-
ber of the Co. But it was rather
awkward to ask a fellow and at the
same time state that he did not want
him! On the other hand, somcthing
was due to veracity,

“Well, I'm agking you to join up,
old fat man I? said the captain of the
Iltemove. " Suit yourself, of course!”

“1 don’t think much about suiting

Tig MschET LiBRanty.—XNo, 1,643,
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myself, as you fellows know,”
answered Bunter, with digunity. “I
never was selfish, I hope—not like
some fellows! Look here, I'll do my
best for you—"

ri 'Eh FIJ

“You can’t exPect a fellow to
answer first shot! I've got other
-thingse to consider!” explained
Bunter. “Thankas for your invita-
tion, and all that—but you'll have to
give me o little time to consider.
You must expect that!”

“QOh ™ Wharton.

“Mind, I'm not turnming it down!
I don't mean that! AaT gaid, I'll do
the hest I can for youl If I can't
make it the whole vae, I may be able
to give you a week or two—perhaps
two or three weeks. It all depends.”

“Lock bere——" roared Johnuoy
Bull.

“You necdn’t yell at a fellow,
Bull! You can’t c¢xpect to pin a
chap down at a minnte’s notice ™
sald Billy Bunter warmly. “ A fellow
who's run after like T am has to be

ven a bit of time to consider
things. You can’t expect to bag me
for the whole vacation at a minute’s
notice! Don't be selfish I

“0h, my hat!” gas Bob.

“Youn blithering owl!” howled
Harry Wharton.” “ We——"

“I'm afraid I can't nho]; now—I've

t to find Manly! I'll see yom
ater, when I've got time.”

* Look herg—->"

But Billy Bunter was gone.

The Famous Five stared at the
doorway, from which the fattest
figure at Greyiriare BSchool had
vanished. Then four of them stared
at Bob Cherry.

“You asa !” sanid Harry,

“You fathead !” said Nupgent.

“You idiot ¥ gaid Johnny Bull.

“You terrific chump ! said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Bob Cherry gave a snork.

“Waszh it out!” he grunted.
Avud washed out it duly was—and
the Yamous Five settl down to

discuss the details of that boating
trip—minus Buuter!

Nothing Doling !

i =AY, Mauly—->~"
I “Oh dear!”
“Anything the matter,

Mauly ¢ asked Billy Bunter, blink-
ing at Lord Mauleverer in surprise.

i moment ago, Lord Mauleverer
had been looking merry and bright.
Sitting on the sofa in Study No. 13,
with his head leaning back on a
eushion, and his legs stretched out,
Mauly was gazing from the window
at blue summeoer skics, with a cheery
and contented expression on his face,

Probably he was thinking of the
coming holidays, and the cessation of
leszona. A.nfhuw, he was looking
very cheerful.

ut as Billy Buunter rolled into the

study, that cheerfulness departed
from the countenanee of the achool-
hoy earl, It vanished as if wiped off
with o duster. Its placo was faken
hy a laok of sad resignation. It was
ynite o startling change,

Billy Bunter really
undersiand it,

could m-::t-

He had been glad to catch Mawly
so bright and good-tempered. ﬂ
made it easier to- broach the urgent
subject of the holidays. But t
dismal chapge in Mauly's lookas waa
discouraging.

“"What's the matter, Maulyf”
asked the puzzled fat Owl. “A
mimrte ago you were grinning-—now
you're looking as if you were )fo!nﬁ
to a funeral! What's the trouble al
of a sudden?"

“Gucess 1 said Manly.

“Blegsed if I can guess! If thero's
an{t-hing the matter, you can tell a

;7 said Bunter uncuumgingliv.;

Anything I can do for you, old
chapr®

L33 m!ﬂ

“@ive it a name, then ¥

“Hand me that cricket stump out
of the cormer!”

“Eh? Oh, all right!*

More puzzled than cver, Billy
Bunter gorted the cricket etump out
of the corner and handed it to Maunly!

“Thanks, old fat bean|” said
Mauleverer.,
He took a grip on the stump, and

sat up, Bunter blinking at him in
astonishment. What a fellow sprawl-
ing on a sofa could possibly want a
ericket atumE for was a mystery to
the Owl of the Bemove,

old

“Now, what's the trouble,
fellow F” asked Bunter,

*“Youl”

llEhF.l:l

“I should hate to puncture you,
Bunter,” eaid Lord Mauleverer, “I
don’t want to burst you all over the
study! But if you say the word
‘holidays ' I'm going to jab you with
this stump "

Billy Bunter blinked at him—a
devastating blink. He nuderstood
now the cause of that remarkable
change in Lord Mauleverer's expres-
pion—and he understood why Mauly
wanted the cricket atump!

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter.
“You blithering idiot!"

“That's all right!” assented Lord
Mauleverer. “I don’t mind that!
You can keep that up! But don't
say ‘ hols.’ "

“You cheeky idiot I™

“Go it 1M

“You footling fathead!”

*“Carry on ¥

“ You—you—yo " gosped the
indignant Owl. “Why, only a few
minutes ago, five fellows were badger-
ing me, all at once, to go on the
river with them for the holidays.
I've a jolly good mind to go with
Wharton's erowd and give you a miss,
you footling assl”

“8tick to that, old chap!* said
Lord Mauleverer, brightenin up.
“That's a jolly good idea, Bunter|

“I've a jolly pood mind to! Etill,
I don't want fo let you down
entirely,” eaid Bunter. *“I could

manage, a,;y, a week at Mauleverer
Towers! Yaroocooh !

Lord Mauleverer leaned over and
poked with the stump.

The business end of the stump
jabbed on the best-filled waistcoat at
Greyfnars School. _

Billy Bunter nttered a terrific TOar,
and bounded back, He bumped into
the study teble, and gave another



roar, The table rocked, the inkpot
rolled over, and a stream of ink shot
across books and papers.

“Oh! roared Bunter., He clasped
two fat hands to a fat waistcoat.
“Wow! Why, you beast! Wharrer
you up to, poking a fellow with a

stump 2"
“I warned yon——->"
“Beast ¥
“Sorry, old man!” said Lord

Mauleverer gently, * But you had it
comin'. Now, roll away like o good
barrel 1*

Billy Bunter Blinked at him with

a blink that almost cracked his

sncctacles.

For a weck or more the fat Owl
had haunted Mauly, and Mauly was
accustomed to dodge round cornets
when he gpaw him coming. Now he
was run down in his study, and the
fat Owl had him cornered. Desperate
diseases, as Shakespeare haa re-
marked, require desperate remedies.
So Mauly resorted to the stump.

Eren Billy Bunter could under-
stand a stump applied to his fat
waistcont! It left no room for doubt
on the subject.

“¥oun — you— you silly chump!”

asped Bunter. "I wouldn’t be found

ead ‘in the hols with a silly, slack-
ing, yawning, gaping image like you,
Mauly !”

“Wouldn't you really, old fat
man " ;

“ No,” roarcd Bunter, I wouldn't I

“That's fine! Stick to that!”

Billy Bunter gave his lordship a
glare, his very spectacles gleaming
with scorn. Then he rulleﬁ out of
the study; and Lord Mauleverer—
looking cheerful once more—replaced
Lis head on the cushion.

But his lordship enjoyed his repose
only for about a minute. Then a fat
head was put in at the doorway again
aid a fat veice squenked :

“I say, Mauly!"

“O dear! Blow away, Bunter!”
enid Lord Mouleverer plaintively, "1
can’t keep on jabbing you with this
stump in this hot weather!”

“Beagt! I mean, look here, old
chap! 1 was going to say i

“Come a bit nearer!” said Lord
Mouleverer, sitting up on the sofa.
“Don’t talk to a fellow a mile off 17

Billy Buuter did not come & bit
nearer. He preferred to remain ont
of reach of a lunge,

“I say, Mauly, don’t be a silly
as3! I was going to say—"

“ Where will you have it ?” inquired
Mauly, taking aim with the stump,

As the fat Owl declined to come
within reach, there was nothing for
it but to use it as a missile,

“You silly idiot !” howled Bunter,
*1 ain't going to speak about the
hiols”

“Oh, all right, then!
else, old fat tulip *~

“L was going to say,” said Bunter,
with dignity, “that I've been dis-
appeinted about a . postal order,
That’s what I was going to sav,
Mauly !”

“I've heard that one !V

“Oh, really, Mauly! As you had o
tenner this mumin%. I think you
might lend a chap five bob till hia

Anything

EVERY SATURDAY

poztal order comesl” said Bunter re-
proachiully,

“How do yon know I had a tenner
this mornin’, yau fat Peepin® Tom?
And how can 1 lend von five bob out
of a tenner till I change it:”

“That's all right! 1'll change it
for you, old chap! I'd do more than
that for a fellow I really like!" said

5

Bob, stooping and rubbing bis knees.
The stump had landed flat on both of
them, with quite s bang. Mauly had
been on the watch, and i& had got his
man ! It was rather unfortunate that
1t was the wron

“He, he, he!
pa=sage.

Billy Bunter had been about to pay

man |
floated in from the

Eunter, “Hand it over and I'll cut another eall when Bob came up the
down to the shop at ence. I'll bring passage. He was rather glad now

in anything vou'd like for tea at the
game time, What are you grinning
at, you fathead?” hooted Bunter,
“Lock here, do you want me to
change that tenner for von or not?”

“Not 1

** Beast !”

Billy Bunter closed the door of
Study No. 12 with a bang that re.
sounded the length of the Remove
passage.

Lord Maulevercr settled down once
more to repose.

But again hiz repose was brief.
About a minute later the study door
opghed again,

Oh dear!” sighed Lord Maule-
verer. “Who is 1t this time?”

“Yah! Blacking rotter!” hooted
Eilly Bunter.

Up went Mauly's hand, with the
stnmp in it. But the door banged

again before he could hurl the
sthmp.

Lord Mauleverer breathed Llard,
Imperturbable as his lordship's

temper was, he was getting a little

annoyed. However, he gettled down

again, with his head on the énshion.
The door recpencd.
“Yah! Mean beast!” hooted

Bunter; ond agnin he banged the.

door sbut before the exasperated
Mauly had time to go into action,
Mauly eat up oand grasped the
stump, toe late! But this time he
did not settle down again. He re-
mained EittilJ.F up, with the stump
ready to hiarl at Bunter’s fat legs
pnext time lLie opened the door. Nest
time that door opened, the exasper-
ating Owl of the Hemove was going
to got that for which lie wasz so earn-

estly asking,
(31
i He was taken quite by
surprise.

The cheery Bol waszs welcome in
almost every study at Greyfriars—
and invariably so in Lord Maule.
verer's. So, when he tapped at the
door of No. 12, opened it, and walked
in, be was quite surprised by the
welcome he received.

Something whizzed aeross the study
from the sofa under the window, It
crashed on Bob's Enees and le tot-
tered and roared.

“0Oh gad !” gasped Lord Mauleverer

in dismay.

“Ow! Oh! Oh crunmbs! Mad!®
velled Bob, staring at the cricket
stump that hiad dropped at his feet,
and then at the dismayed junior sit-
ting on the zofa.

“0Oh dear ! Aw'fully sorey ! gasped
Mauleverer. “I thought it was
Bunter coming back again! Fright.

fully sorcy !”
“You blithering idiot!” howled

—— . =

Looking Aflter Mauly!
AROOH !” roared Bob Cherry,

that 1t was Bob who had opened the
door,

“You potty chump, Mauly !* roared
Bob., * 11,“ a jolly good mind to boot

ou off that sofa, howling

litherer !

““Boot Bunter instead !” snggested
Lord Manleverer. “It's all his faunlt,
really. Boot him down the passage.”

“Yah! Beast!” floated into Study
No. 12, followed by a sound of patter-
ing footateps. ;

Billy Bunter did not wait to ascer-
tain whether Bob was poing to act on
that suggestion. Bunter departed.

“You fathead!” grunted DBob.
“Ready ?”

“Eh?” asked Mauly. "Readr for
what?"

“Forgotten yoil were going to walk
down to the river with us before
tea?” hooted Bob.

“Oh! Yaas!” .

Bob gave his knees another rub,
and straightened up.

"Well, come on, ass!” he said.
“We're going down to Baker's boat-
house to look at a ecraft he's pot.
What the dickens has Leen happening
here?” added Bob, with a stare at
the study table. “TYou've got ink
over overything.”

“That ass Bunter bumped on the
table.” ILord Mauleverer rose from
the sofa and stretched his elegant
limba. He had forgotten that walk,
and he rather wished that Bob had
not, remembered it. He yawned

dce}%_r.

“You fathead!™ Bob stepped to
the table. “Look at this! There's a

*banknote bere.”

He fished out a Bank of England
note that lay partly submerged in
streaming ink. One corner of it was
black as a hat.

“Oh gad!” eaid Lord Manleverer,
sfaring at if. “It's all right—that's
my tenner. I put it under the inkpot
for safety.”

“Is that what you call safety?”

“Yaas,” assented Lord Mauleverer.
“Can't blow away with an inkpot on
it! Of course, I never knew that
Bunter was g’uil:tiﬁ' to barge in and
upset the ink. ellow can't foresee

ings like that."

Bob Cherry carefully blotted the
inky banknote on a sheaf of blotting-
paper. The ink was still wet, and Le
got a good deal of it off. But the
tenner was left in an extromely
smudgy state,

“Thanke !” said Lord Mauleverer,
taking the note. “Perhaps I'd better
ghove it in my pocket, with fat
chunaps barging about upsetting ink-

ts. !

“Put it in your wallet, fathead !*
hooted Bob, as Mauly began to shove
the banknote into kis trousers pocket,

“I should have done that already,

Tue Macser Lisnary.—No. 1,644,
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old chap, if I'd known where the
wallet was!” said Lord Mauleverer
mildly.

‘L ell, don't yom kpow?” roared
Bob.

“#1 know I laid it down somewhere !
It will turn up sll ri%‘}ttﬁ-things
always do turn up I said Mauleverer
placidly, “I lost & fiver once, for
weeks, but it turmed up in a book,
and I remembered I'd used it to mark
& place.”

‘Have wou takem the number of
that note?”

“Eh? Nol”

“Take it then, fathead!” hooted
Bob. “Suppose you lose it?”

“I'm not likely to lose it, old
fellow; I'm always ecareful with
moucy! Come on, I caon hear the
fellows in the passage.”

Bob Cherry picked up the stump.

“Are you golng to take the number
of that note?” he asked.

“What's the good of faggin® takin’
numbers? Oh —ow |  Keep that
ericket stump away!” yelled Lord
Mauleverer. “You silly ass, what
?raggnu pokin' me with that stump
or #¥

“Take the number of that bank-

note
“Oh dear! Anythin® for a quiet
life ¥ gighed rd Mauleverer.

“What can I take the number on?
I've left my pocket-book somewhere.
Ke¢ep that stump away, you dangerous
maniac ! I'll write it in m
grammar—that won't get lost, or
there wonld be a row with Quelch.”

Lord Mauleverer fished the bank-
note vut of his trouscrs pocket, and
dipped a pen in the poel of ink on
the study table. aboriously he
copied out (0011122 on the fly-leaf of
a Latin gprammar. Then he erumpled
the banknote back into his trousers
pocket.

“You're makin' me tired before we
start that walk ! he eaid plaintively.
*“ You strenuous blokes overdo it, you
know !” Let's get off, for goodness'
saEi" 1 d

- Are you going to leave your stu
table liE{: t};gat?” g J

“Yaas: I can tipla Trotter to clean
that up—Trotter likes tips, and I
don't like cleanin’ up ink! Both
parties pleased. Come on!”

And Lord Mauleverer followed Bob
from the study.

On the Remove landing the other
members of the Co. were waiting.
They left the House in a cheery
hunch, and walked out of gates, and
gﬂw]:i to the towpath by the shining
K,

It was July. and hot weather. Bub
the Famous Five walked briskly along
the towpath. between shady woods on
one side and the gleaming river on
the other. Lord Mauleverer manfully
put hiz best foot foremost fo kee
pace with them; but he glance
longiugly at the shady trees. Exer-
tion did not appeal to his lazy lord-
alip, eapecially when the weather was
almost tropical.

“I'11 tell you what,” said Lord
Mauleverer suddenly, “that’s a lovely
shady spot—lonk! The scomery’s
iprenificent here ! What about sittin’
down and lookin® at the scenery ¥
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"Do you gencvally take a walk
sitting down?” inquired Johanny Bull
sarcasticall

“Yaas |
din’ if. We've done jolly nearly half
a mile, you know ! It's another holf-
mile to Friardale Bridge,” sighed
Lord Mauleverer.

“We're ing to see a boat at
Baker’s, fathead!” sald Harry
Wharton, “He's heard that we're

roing to have a boat on the Thames
this wvae, and he's asked us to look
at it 1" -

“BSupporting local industries ! ex-

lain¢g=BnTn. “No reasom why old

aker shouldn't make the money, if
the boat’s all right.”

“He saya it’'s » specially good one,”
said Nugent.

“How the dooce are you join’ to get
it round to the Thames, then " aagad
Lord Mauleverer. “It will be a bit
of a pull, won't it#"

“The pullfulness would be a little
too terrific P ehuckled Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

“Fathead ! paid Bob. “Baker's
%aing to have the boat delivered at

ingston, all ready for us when we
want it, if we hire it. I e £t wa
shall—he saye it's just the boat we
want, and he's a reliable man. What

about jainingmnp with us for a trip

up the river, Mauly? Do you to
rough it and exert ynurggf a bit.”
Lord Mauleverer shuddered.
“¥aas! Oh! Yaas! Delightful®
he gasped, “Nothin' I'd enjoy more,
if—if my uncle hadn’t fixed up a tri
for me already. I shall envy yon
follows I

The Fameus Five chuckled. They
knew exactly how much his lazy lord-
ship would cavy them roughing it in
a river trip,

“"Buck up, Mauly!” said Bob, as
his lordship lagged behind. “We've
got to get back for lock-mp, you
kﬁﬁw." L

“Yaas! I'll tell you what!” aaid
Mauly, as if struck by a sudden
bright idea. “I'll sit down under one

‘'of these trees, and you fellows can

gather me up again on your way back,
what ?

“Got that tired feeling coming on ?”
asked Boh.

“Yans.”

“Feel as if you really ean’t keep
on ?"

“Yaas, exactly.”

“Well, what's the good of having a
pal with wou if he can’t help you
when  you get tired?” said ggb
cheerily. “I’'ll walk behind yon and
he’lﬁi you. Say when !

il !
“Oh! Yarcoooh!” roared Lord
Mauleverer. He suddenly put on

quite a good speed, " Heep your hoofs
away from my trousers, you howling
ass "

“Ha, ha, ha ”

“Had cnough help already?” asked
Bob. “No trouble, old chap—I'll
help you all the way, if you like !

“You mad ass, keep off ¥

Lord Mauleverer walked on quito
briskly for about a hundred yards.
Then g'rm dropped behind again.

Boh Cherry, plancing round for
hinme, had a glimpse of his lordship
disappearing into the wood,

ji'—I mean, no .good overs

“Mauly, you slacker I reared Bob.

But answer there came none! Lord
Mauleverer had had enough walking,
and he was seeking a shady spot in
the wood to repose his weary limbs,
And the Famousz Five, laughing,
walked on to Baker's boathouse with-
out his lordship.

The Shifty Man !

b ﬁ IN'T I said no?*
“ But- T

“*Qok it I*

“Look here, Mr. Baker—0>"

“1 said ‘ook it! . And if you come
round ‘ere again, Mr. Specner, I'll
set the dorg om youl Your sort ain’t
wanted round an honest man's place.”

Harry Wharton & Co. those
remarks as they walked into Baker's
yard below Friardale Bridge.

Mr. Baker, the boat builder, scemed
a littie excited.

He waa Etﬂﬂﬂiﬂ%ﬁb}' # bost which
lay on a landing-stage by the water,
His gﬁi&;ﬂp face was red, and hie grey
whi bristled with wrath as he
stared, or, rather, glared, acxoss the
boat at a man standing facing him
on the other side of it,

The Greyfriars juniors knew old
Mr. Baker well. friars fellows
often hired boats from him. Gener-
ally, he wae & placable old fellow, as
good-tempered as he was plump, But
the man to whom he was apeaking
seemned to have got Mr, Baker's goat.

The juniors did not want to butt

P into that excited argument, and they

ptood back to wait till Mr., Baker
had finished.

The man to whom he was speaking
was a slightly built man, dressed
rather shabbily, with closecropped
hair on a bullet head. He had
narrow, sharp, shifty eyes that at the
moment were gleaming with anger.
He looked, inﬁm&, as if he could
hardly keep his hands off old Mr.
Baker—but was, perhape, restrained
by the circumstance that the old
boat builder was twice as large and
twiceé as heavy, and counld easily have
pitched him off the landing-stage
mto the river.

He was a stranger to the juniors;
they had never seen him, or heard
his name, hefore. But clearly he was
well known to the boat builder—and
not known favourably. '

“It was my boat once,” he said, in
a sharp, Mf? voice. “'Docsn't that
make any difference?”

*No, it don’t !” retorted Mr. Baker.
“That there boat was =2o0ld by
suction when you was sold up, and old
Coger, up to Courtfield, bought it,
and he sold it to me. And where was
you, Mr. Spooner? Doing time!™

Harry Whartin & Co. backed a
little ?i'nrther. and carefully looked
another way. But Mr. Spooner did
not regpard them at all. He stared
angrily and savagely at the boat
builder.

#“That'as neither here nor there,” he
angwered, “If I was doing time, I've
dbne my time, and the law’s done
with me.”

“Till they ketch you mnext time,”
said Mr, Baker contemptuously, “I
know your sort—knowed you well, I
did ! Wasn't vou always called SBhifty
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*“ Here's luck ! ** said the thiel, annexing a ten-pound note and some loose change.

Spooner? Who was surprised when
vou 1wns copped? Nobedy who knows
ou 1"
“I've come here to talk about the
bﬂﬂt El‘l
“And what's the good of talking
about the boat?” hooted Mr. Baker.
“I nin’t the man to throw it in a
bloke’s face if he's done time, though
I wouldn’t trust you farther'n I could
see you, Mr. Shifty Spooner. Buf you
fancy I'm in the business here for my
health? Ain’t I got to bhe paid?”
“I can pay for the hire of a boat.”

“Yes, nnd walk off with it!™
Looted Mr, Baker. “But I'm n
reasonable man. TLay down ten
pounds deposit, I said to you when
vou come yesterday, and I'll hire you
that boat, I eaid. And that’s taking
a big risk, considering the value of
the boat and what I give for it.,"

“1f I had ten pounds—-—"

*WWell, you come buck and talk
again when you 'ave! You ask a man
to trust you with boats when only two
days ago you comec out of chokey,
where ‘you was juggled for helgiug

ourself to other people’s goods. Now
‘ve wasted enough time on you, Mr,
Bpooner, so you ‘ook it!”

"H“t"‘ —

“1 said 'ook it1 It's too late now,
anyhow—I've let out the boat. Them
youug gentlemen yonder are uin% to
ire it for the summer, and 1 got to
pack it off . by rail to be ready for
them at my nephew’s at Kingston.
Any other boat you ean ‘ave, if you
lay down a deposit—-"

‘I want no other boat—I want the
Water-Lily on this river, like old
times before I hnd my bad luck.™

“Jim ! roared Mr. Baker, address-

ing a boatman on the towpath. “Let
that dorg loose!™

“Yea, Mr. Baker!”
The man with the sghifty eyes gave
the old boat builder s savage glare,

turned, and stalked away, withont
waiting for the dog to be let loose.

Mr. Baker gave an angry snort as
he disappeared up the river.

“ Grood-arternoon, young genta!” he
said, addressing Har harton &
Co. *"Sorry {::;u "eard me blowinp off
steam, but thst man Spooner is the
limit! Two vyenrs he's had for
pinching, and he ain't been out of
the stone jug two days and come alon
and asks o man to trust him with a
boat I gi‘ife forty pounds for!
Wouldn't he run it out and seell it
for a tenner ! Wouldn't he just!”

“Ia that the boat?" asked Harry.

“That's the boat, sir, and a fine
boat ghe is,” said Mr. Baker. " Here,
Jim, eome and shove this boat out for
the young gentlemen to try her. You
look at that boat, Master Wharton,
and you'll find she's a good eraft.”

The Famoua Five were already
looking at the boat with keen interest.
It was really a handsogpe hoat—
roomy, well-bunilt, with a mast, and a
good-sized locker aft. They knew
something about boats, and they
could easily see that in Mr. Baker's
extensive stock it was the pick of the
bunch. It was in first-class condition,
ond, in fact, delightiul to the eye.

“Tike her, gir?” asked Mr. Baker,
as Jim rno that bhandsome craft
into the water,

“Yeg, rather,” answered Harry .at
once. *“We'll ece how she goes on
the water, of ecourse, but she looks
topping. But look here, Mr. Baker,

we heard what that man yon called
Spooner was saying—7

“The rogue!™ interjected Mr,
Baker.

“Well, if the boat belonged to him
once, and he wanted to hire her for
that reason, we ehouldn’t like to butt
in,” said fa : and hLis friends,
much as they liked the look of the
Water-Lily, nodded assent to that,

“That don't make no differcnee,”
answered Mr, Baker, " He could "ave
had the boat if I could 'ave trusted
him to bring her back.” The old
boat builder snorted. “ Repgue he is,

E that man Bpeoner! Asking a man to

believe that he's fond of his old boat!
Looks it, don’'t he?”

The jumiors smiled. Mr, Bpooncr
gertainly had not looked, to them, a
man of a sentimental nature. He had
looked & particularly hard nut te
crack.

“1f I let him 'ave that boat, think
I'd aee it ag'in?” grunted Mr. Baker.
“8he sails well on & wind, and I'll
gay this for Spooner—lie can handle a
boat! He had & place on the river
afore he went to chokey, and was
always up snd down the river and the
eonst in that boat. He'd run her
down to some place he knows nud sell
her for ten quid! Don't T know him !
Think they packed him behind the
bars because he was honest?”

“0h, no, I suppose not!" admitted
Harry.
”:‘ Let him leave tgn quid on ntlf.:}lt'
ilke you young gents are poing o,
and I'11 do bu&ﬁfﬁﬂ with him,” snid
Mr. Baker. “I'd risk it, anyhow !
Mind, I trust you j'mmi genta all
right, but boata iz liable to got
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damaged with Eﬂhﬂﬂ]bﬂg’ﬂ handlin
them, amd damage is damage, an
you don't object {0 a maxn baving a
spot of cash in hand.”

“Not at all! That's all right—
we've got the cash if we settle about
the heat, Mr., Baker,” said Harry,
smiling.

*But that man  Spooner—he
wouldn't damage the boat, larking
and such, as schoolbuoys might. But
he'd pinch her as saon SE'I look at
her,” snid Mr., Baker, *“Dor't you
worry, sir—Shifty Spooner ain't
touching no boat of mine, whether
you lire it or not! He ain't pinch-
mg my property like he pinched
silver spoons from Popper Court, and
rot the stone jug for it—mo !”

He waved a horny band to the boat,

“You jest try her, sir—you'll like
her 1™

The Famous Five jumped into the
boat. Roomy as she was—an advan-
tage for a river party with a pood
deal of camping outfit—she was casy
to handle, and under four oars put
on a good apesd.

The juniors pulled her acress the
river, and a9 there was a wind from
the sca put up the sail to sail her
hack again and ran her home swiftly.
When they landed again their ming
were made up—they were going to
have the Water-Lily for the summer
holidaya.

“Topping boat, Mr. Baker,” said
Bob Cherry, as they jumped ashore.
“If that man Spooner had her built,
he knew Itow to have a beat made.”

“I'll sny that for him,” admitted
Mr. Baker, “If Shifty SBpooner was
as hopest as he iz elever, he'd be a
vich man to-day! Niee little place he
had once, spending money right and
left—though nobody knowed whers it
came from, though they pguessed,
mebbe, when hie was copped in a rob-
bery at Popper Court. But ke knowed
all about boats, Shifty did. That's a
rood boat, and if you young gents
decide on her I'H have bher carted over
to. Kingsten, to my nephew's, all
ready for you on the Thames when
you want her.”

“It's a» go!” said Harry Wharton.

And the terms having been
arranged, and a deposit of ten pounds

paid down as o guarsntec against
possible damage—which Mr. Baker
seemed to think probable, and a

receipt duly %iwm and taken, the
Famous TFive left the boat yard to
walk back to Greyfriars,

The Invisible Fooipad !

ORP MAULEVELRER jumped.
“Oh " he gasped.

Scldom had

een &0 surprised.
Mauly had sclected s mice, shady
:pot in the wood that bordered the
towpath on the Sark. He had seated
himself in thick, rich grass. He
lcaned back against an ancient beech
and he tilted his straw hat over hia
face. In that comfortable attitude
iis lovdship enjoyed the rest he felt
e needed after bavine walked half

1 mile. :
His vyes elosed under the shady rim
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of hia hat. The dro beat and the
buzz of ingecta lulled him to slumber.
But he jumped out of that doze with
a startled bound.

He had not heard s sound in the
wood save thoe drowsy hum of insect
lite. He bad not the remotest sus-
picion that anyone was at hand till
a grﬂﬁp was suddenly laid om him,
and he jumped.

But he jumped too late!

Some person unknown had epotted
him there, and skulked behind the
tree against which he leaned, Some-
thing was auddenly clapped over
Mauly’s face from bebind—some sort
of o thick mufiler. It completely
blindfolded him. Before Mauly quite
knew what was happening, that
muffler was over his eyes, and nose,
and knotted at the back of his
astonizhed head| And, as he clutched
at it dizzily, his wrista wete grasped,
and twisted down again.

“Don't make a fuss I” said a guiet,
unpleasant wveice that had a tone
rather like a file. “I'd rather not
crack yvour head with this stick, be-
cause it's a longer sentence! But
you give me any trouble, and crack
goes your nut 1"

“Oh ! gasped Mauleverer.

-He sat still.

e greatly preferred his poble nut
not to be cracked! And he was
utterly at the merey of the footpad
he could not see.

Hiz wrists were held in a grip of
iron—one larce and einewy hand
holding the two togzether. A stick,
evidently held in the unscen man's
other hund, tapped lightly on his
straw hat, as a hint.

‘That hint was enough! Mauly had
heaps of pluck; but it was useless to
ask for a blow he could not stop.
One crack of the stick would have
stunned him; indeed, he could gucss
that the footpad might have chosen
that method, as less trouble, but for
the cireumstance that robbery with
viclence ecarncd a longer sentence, in
casc of deteetion, than robbery with-
out violence.

“Don't move " gaid the voice.

“Anythin' for a quiet life, dear
man ! murmured Lord Mauleverer,
“Won't you let me have the pleasure
of seein® you? I should like to tell
Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield, just
what you leok like,”

“Iold your tongue, you youmng
fool 1"

“Any old thing, if my conversation
bores you!” murmurcd Mauly.

The igri*; on his wrists was too
atrong for him to deal with. He felt
a cord looped over his hands, and
drawn tight, sccuring his wrists to-
rether.  There was no help for it,
and Mauly had to suhmit to his fate
with what resignation he could
muster.

The muifler completely blindiolded
him—he could pot cateh even a gleam
of daylight, let alone of his assailant,

The man, whoever he was, was tak-
ing no chances of the schoolboy being
able to identify him—with trouble to
follow with the pelice

Faving fastened the echoolboy
earl’s wrists together, rendering him
helpless even to attempt resistance,

the umnsecn man procecded to grope
through his pockets,

Lord Mauleverer grinned under the
mufiler. Fellows often called him o
careless ass, But the fact that he
had mislaid his wallet was rvather
fortunate at the present moment,
That wallet was somewhere in his
study at Greyfriars, with a wad of
currency notes in it. It would have
been rather a rich prize for this
rascal.

He heard a grunt of angry dis-
appointment, as his jacket pockets
were drawn blank of anything in the
nature of plunder.

But quite a diffcrent exclamation
followed when his trousers pockets
were turned out,

“Here's luck I ejaculated the un-
geen mon,

“Ob gad!™ murmured Mauleverer,

remembering the ten-pound mnote.
That temmer was in the hands of the
foot now.

There was a clinking as hia loose
change was abnexed. A supply of®
half-crowns, shillings, and sixpeaccs
changed ownership,

"The thief reahised that that was
i,

Mauleverer suddenly found himsclf
released.

“Heold on!” called out Mauly.
“Let me loose before yom go, dear
man, there's a good chap! This ia
rather a ix to leave a fellow in !

There was no apswer, but a rustle
in the wood, that quickly died away.
His lordship was left on his own.

He struggled to his feet.

It was o moat uncomfortuble posi-
tion in which fo be left—though no
doubt good business for the feotpad,
who desired to get to a safe distance
befure his wvietim counld apread the
neWS.

“Oh  pad!  breathed  Lord
Mauleverer dismally.

He knew that he was not more than
a dozen vards or so from the tow-
Eath, But he had to get rid of the

lindfolding muffler before he could
cover even that short distauce.

With his hands tied together, it
was not easy. But he got his tied
hands up to it, and grabbed at it
with his fingers. Getting at the knot
behind was impossible, All he was
able to do, after many efforts, was to
ull the mufler down, and uncover
ia eyes, leaving it circling the
middle of his face.

However, he could sce at last, and
he looked round him, and started in
the direction of the river.

The footpad was long gone, and
Mauleverer had no expectation of
ever secing his tenner again, But he
was thinking less of the tenner than
of some Good Samaritan to loocsen his
bhonds. He emerged from the wood at
last, and stumbled out on the tow-

path.

Pansonby Is Playlul |

L H gad [#
0 ‘What the dooce—"
“ Greyfriars cad 1™
Three elegant youths were saunter-
ing up the towpath by the silvery
Sark. They stopped, and stared at



Lord Mauleverer as hie emerged from
the shades of Friardale Wood.

Punsonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of If

the Fourth Form at Hirheliffe School,
hatd been chatting, as they sauntered,
ont the subject of the coming holidays,
and their plans for the same. Byut
they forgot all about the holidays

at  the extraordinary sight of
Mauleverer,
Mauly breathed hard through his

nose.

He was warm, perspiring, uncom-
fortable, and fearfully anxious to be
let loose. But he rather wished that
Le had not emerged from the cover
of the wood as those three cheery
youths came along,

There was o maliclons gleam in
Ceril Ponsouby's eyes; and Monson

grinued in » far from renssuring
nANKQT.

I'on & Co., of Highcliffe, were
generally ripe for mischief. And a
fellow with Liis hands tied was not in
a position to put up much of
defenee.

But it was too late for retreat now
that the Highelifians had seen him,
and Mauly hoped that Pon & Co,
would be decent—rather a fragile
reed to lean upon.

“Mind untyin' my hands,
chaps?” he asked pelitely, as they
Lo e l.]Fl

“How on earth did you get fixed up
like that?” asked annﬁ; *Some
of the heoligans at your school been
Inrkin® with you ¥”

“Rough old lot at Greyfriars!”
anid Monson sympathetically.

“Regular ruffians " agreed Endsb;‘.

“A footpad pot me in the wood I
answered Lord Mauleverer quietly.
“I'd be ﬂhliged if you'd untic that
Eﬂl‘l‘._li., FE?E‘D.I"I _}'.” 1

“You let a footpad tic you up like
that P b ’ r

“He didn’t ask my permission!”
explained Lord Mauleverer urbanely.
“1 should have declined if he had.”

Gadslby laughed and stretehed out
a hand to untie the knota. '

Ponsonby knocked it aside at once.

"“What’s the hurry, Gaddy?" he
asked,

“0Oh, let the chap loose!™ said
Gadsby. “This isn't one of the Grey-
frinrs ¢ads we're always rowing
with.”

“Greyfriars cad all the same !” said
Pongonby., “Leave him az he i !”

“Look lLere, Pon .

“And shut up!” said Pon. “Yon
tolk too much, Gaddy! We'll help
him home az he is! Of course, we're
goin' to help him.”

“Don’t bother, thanks!” said Leord
Mauleverer, backing towards the
trecs. "I'Hl wait till somchody else
comes along.”

“No bother at all, my dear chap!”
gaid TPopsonby. “We insist on
helpin' you! We're the men to lend
f::m 8 helpin® hand—or, at the very
cast, a lmlgaiu’ foot ! What do you
fellows say £

“Hear, Liear ! grinned Monson,

“Oh, let him rip ! said Gadsby un-
easily.

“1 enid shuk up, Gaddy! Now,
chove him into the middle of the tow-
path. and we'H help him home.”

“IHands  off,  pleage !

oun

gaid
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Mauleverer. "Xt me loose, and I'll
chuck the pair of you into the water.
you rag me with my hands tied, I
ghall kiek! That's a tip!®

“Do!" gaid Pon. *“ We'll soon give
you semethin’ to cure all that! Get
goin’, you fellows, and bhelp him
along.”

Three pairs of hands jerked Lord
Mauleverer into the middle of the
towpath.

It was impossible fo resist, e
gave a desperate wrench at his hands,
hut the invisible footpad had done
his work too well. The hapless Mauly
could not lift a finger 1n his own
defenee, and he was, in faet, just
where the ezeellent Pon wanted him.

“Take it in turns I grinned Pon,
“My turn first !”

And lie stepped behind Lord Maule-
verer to start with a kick.

Mauly could not unse his arms; but
he could uso his legs. He hiad warned
Fon what to expect—and now he
suited the action to the word. As
Pon kicked, Mauly kicked out bnck-
wards, and his heel met Pon's shin as
the Highcliffian's kick enme,

There was a ycll of anenish on the
banks of the Sark.

“Yooo-hooop ! yelled Ponsonby.

His kick did not reach Mauly’s
elegant trouscra, That backward
kack on the shin eut it short.

_Pon danced on his left leg, with his
right in the air, both hands elasped
to his suffering slun.

“Ow! Oh!" he roaved., “Ow!
Oh, my shin! Oh gad! Ol crikey!
Ow [

Lord Mauleverer spun round.

“I mentioned that I should kiek
out,” be remarked placidly. “Hadn't
you fellows better call it o dav?”

“Ow! Yow! Wow!” roared Pon,
still dancing.

“Chuek it, old bean I urged Maule-
verer. “Some Greyfriars fag micht
come along, you know, sud then
you'd get frightened, and have to run
away. I believe Sammy Bunter of
the &Second TForm is  somewlere
about.”

That remark did not soothe the
wrath of the Higheliflo trio.

“"Yow-ow-ow " bhowled Pon, still
clasping his shin. “You silly owls,

can't you boot that Greyiriads cad?
What are you waiting for®”

“I'm not goin’ to boot a chap with
his hands tied!” prowled Gadsby

sulkily. “Monson can please him-
gclf.”

“I'm going to!” snid Monson.

And he advanced om Lord Maule-
verer—warily, for his lordship was
wabchful, and ready to use his omly
weapon—his boot! Mauly was not
going to be kicked along the towpath
if he could help it! i

“Look here—" muttered Gadsby.

“Shut up, Gaddy!” yelled Pon-
sonby furiously. “By gad, I'll
puneh your head if you say onother
H{I-I'd !F.l‘

“Well, I'm gettine out of this!"
snorted Gaddy, and he marched off
up the towpath, leavine his {wo com-
rades with Maunleverer.

I'on put his damaged leg to the
carth. It wos fearfully painful, and
the look on Pon's face expressed sheer
evil and malice. He joined with

)

Monson, !i:-ldping as Lie moved, and
they assailed Lord Mauwleverer from
two gides at once.

Mauly had had a spot of ‘hope
when the number of his assailants
was reduced from three te two. But
lie had no chance. Twice he lunged
out with his boot, Lut the ememy

dodged it—and then Pom, getting
Lehing him, grabbed him the
back of his neck, and dmggl:'c:i him

L

“Oh gad!” gasped Mauleverer, as
e went down on his back in the grass
with o heavy bump.

“Boot him ! roared Pou.

“Oh gad! Oh erikey!” gasped
Mauleverer, as Pon, with Lis sound
lez,  began npp]‘;;ing baot-leather.
“Oh ecrumbs! rarool ! Ieseue,
Greyfriars !

auly shouted at the top of Lis
voice, 1n the hope that seme Grex-
frinrs fellows “might ULe within
Liearing.

That did not suit Pon. He grasped
hia lordship and rolled him over,
jamming his fenturea inte prass-
roots,

Mauly's shouts died away in a
suffocated gurgle.

“Now sif on hiz liead, Monson!™
eaid Ponsonby. He swished a light
walking-cane in the air. “ Kecp clear,
and I'll let him have it. I'll teach
the Greyfriars cad to hack my ghin!
I'll give him n dozen, and then we'll
boot him lome !

“Go it!" grinned Monson.

And he snt on Maunly's head, grind-
ing his hnpless fentures deep into the
prasa of the towpath, while Yon
wiclded the stick. And it came down
on Maunly's elegant baes, with a re-
port like a rifle-shot !

Sauce For The Gander!

L ALLO, hallo. halle ! oasped
Bob Cherry.

"Oh, my hat! Lock!™

The Famoms Five stared.

They had remembered Mauly, as
they started up the towpath for the
school, and wondered whether they
woild gee anything of his lazy lord-
ship on the way back to Greyfrinrs.

Now they saw him,

They had not, certainly, cxpected
to gec him like this, They eame on
the scene suddenly, ns ther camv
round a bend of the winding bLank,

A fellow lay extended on hiz face
in the grass, with a Higheliffe jumior
sitting on his head and another whop-
ping him with a walking-cane.

“Js that Mauly?” gasped Frank
Nugent.

“Mauly " exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton. "“Come on t”

The captain of the Bemove bLroke
into o rapid run. He fairly flew
along the towpath, his comvades
racing at hia heels.

Neither of the Highelifions was
looking towards them. Gadshy had
disappeared from eight up the river,
and Ponsonby and Monson were too
busy attending to Mauleverer to look
round. The running feet » = e lLittle
sound on Lho grass,

Kot till Harry Wharton woaa with-
in o fow yards did the Hicheliflians
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gee him—and then Monson bounded
of Mauly's head, as if that noble nut
had puddenly become red-hot—and
Pon jumped away with a splutter of
alarm. 3

The next second they were running.
- But they did not run many paces.
Harry Wharton's grasp was on Fon-
sonby in a few eeconds, mnd he was
dragged backwards, aud dumped into
the grass. Bob Cherry had Monson
the next moment.

With a swing of his powerful arm
Bob sent him sprawling over Pon-
sonhy, and he crashed on the dandy of
Higlcliffe, flattening him down as he
was struggling to rise.

Frank Nugent bent over Maule-
Torer. .

“Mauly, old man ! he exclaimed.

“Qooogh1”  gasped Mauleverer,
In-eathlessly, e sat up, with
Nugent's assistance, ond gurgled for
breath. “Oh gad! ‘Thanks, you
chaps! Never so jolly glad to sce
you! Ooooghl” .

“Why, your hands are tied ! cx-
claimed Frank,

“Yaas!" gasped Mauly., “Mind
untyin' them, old bean? Fve gobt o
use for them, when I get them loose!
Don't let those ende get away, you
men "

“1'1l wateh it!* goronted Johnny
Bull.

He sat on Monson. ;

As Monson was sprawling over
Ponsonby’s chest, the state of Fon
was rather like that of n worm under
a wheel, Monson was a good weight
—and Johmmy Bull was eolidly bult.
Ponsonby moaned horribly.

“Gerroff I gasped Monson.

Fon could not speak.

“Wait a hit!” said Johnny cheor-
fully. “Yow're not cutting off just
yet, you beauties [¥ _

“Gurrrggh 1 came moaning from
Ponsonby. : .

“Did these cads tie your hands like
that, Mauly?” asked Haf*rj' "i’?’har-
ton. “By gum, if they did—"

“0Oh, no! Footpad in the wood !
explained Lord Mauleverer. “Got
M l::i; gurprise, you know, and
bagzed all my loose cash. He left me
like this—and I asked those cads to
untic me—might have cxpected what

they did—" ‘
“You've been robbed 1 exelaimed
Nugent.
+i YEEE.IJ‘ .
%3k ¢rumbs! Yow had a tenner in

your trousers’
claimed Bob Cherry.
tenner——"

“It's in somebody else’ trouscra
pocket now ! sighed Lord Maule-
vorer. “Thjs is what comes of
puttin' tenners into a pocket, instead
of leavin® them safe under an ink-
'lﬂ*.-l“

I “You howling ass !* said Bob.

“‘Phanks ! Lord Mauleverer rubhed
his wrists, as Nugent finished unty-
ing the cord, and then disengaged the
muffler from his face. “T’'ve bad a
rotten time—most unpleasant brute,
grabbin’ a chap when he waa half-
asleep A

“Tawok here, if there's a chance of
ecttine after him, never mind these
Hizheliffe cads ! exclaimed Harvy
Whartan,
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ockets, you_ass * px-
“That smudgy

THE MAGNET

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“Nohin® doin’,” bhe gaid. *I1It was
move than balf an hour ago—*

“Dut what was he like?” asked
Bob.

“Not knowin', can’t say! Modest
sort of chap, understudyin® the sh
violet,” explained Mauleverer. “He
toock me by surprise, and clapped that
rather wunplensant rag over my
features—never saw a spobt of him!
Shouldn't know him from Adam-—
unless he pinned that tenmner on his
waisteoat—and ke wounldn't do that ¥

““ Fathead !” said Bob. “ It wouldn’t
have happened if you hadn't slacked,
ingtcad of coming on to Friardale
with ua”

“Well, it wouldn't have bappened
if I hado’t started on the walk at
all " argued Lord Maunleverer. “ This
ia what comes of takin' walks imstead
of sittin’ on a sofa like a senaible
chap ! Jolly lucky I'd lost my wallet,
jan't it—he would have had that, too,
if I hadn't!” _

Lord Mauleverer rose to his feet.
He grinned at the heap on the tow-
iath—DPonsonby sprawling on his
Lm:k in the grass, Monson a;;ra:w]!ng
across Pou, and Johuny Bull sitting
on Monson's waistcoat.

“1 think you can let those cads get
up now !” he remarked. “It's fear-

‘fully hot weather for scrappin’, but

1 vather think I'm goin’ to thrash
them.”

Johnuy Bull rosec from the hea
and picked up the cane Ponsonby ha
dropped. o took a business-like
grip on it, .

“Bauce for the goosc is sauce for
the gapder!” said Johnuy grimly.
“ They were gi!.r'mF ?ﬂu this whem we
came along, Mauly! Tharre going
to have some of the same !’

“Hear, hear 1™

Lord Mauleverer nodded.

*“Yaas, that’s not a bad ideal” he
agreed.
chiffe cads in this hot weather!
sit down and watch.”

And his lordship sat on a log and
watched.

Pon and Monscen were strugglin
ter their feet. But several pairs o
hande grasped them aa they stiuggled
up, and Pon waa flattened out on his
face.

“3it on his head, Monson!” said
Johniy.

*Wha-a-t #* pasped Monazon.

“Yon were sitting on Manlevercr's!
Now you can sit on Pon's.”

“I—I—I won't! I—— Kee
stick away ! yelled Monson, “
['1] sit on his head, if you like.”

One lick from the stick was enough
L thoutht per 1a1”

“I thou ernaps you would!
agreed JﬂhglrmLP N ﬂei;ﬂgoing ]

“Gerroff, Monson!” came a auffo-
cated howl from Ponsonby. “I'll boot
you for this! I—I'll—— Groocooogh !
Oogh 1*

*Ha, ba, hai”

There was no help for it! Manson
had to sit on Pon's head. as he had
gat on Mauly’s, lest worse befell him !
And he sat om it, ﬁﬁﬂding Fon's
fratures into dust and pgrass-roots,

Johuny handled the stick. ;

“How many did he give you,
Mauly #” he asked.

?]]

that

.

“Awful fag thrashin’ High- ¥

“QOaly  two!” rinned Mauly.
“There wounld have been a few more,
I think, if he hadn’t been inter-
rupted ! But I had only twe.”

“Then I'll fet him off with aix "

Whop, whop, whop!

* Johnny Bull put quite o lot of beef
into the whops! There was plenty of
musecle in his good right arm, snd he
used it all!

Buffocated howls came from Pon-
sonby! He struggled sand wriggled
frantically. But with Monson sitting
on his head, and Bob Cherry standin
on his legs, Pon had to take it, Eﬂg
he took it.

Whop, whop. whop!

“Like your own medicine, Ponr"
asked Johnny,

A gurgling yell anawered.

“The likefulnesz doea not secm to
be terrific I remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. “But the esteemed and
disgueting Fon should remember
that whoever is saucy to the goose

must be sancy to the gander, as the
Eunglish proverb remarks,”
“Ha, Iia, ha!”

Monson got off Pon’a head.

Pon sat up with a crimson face,
He glared at his pal as if he could
have bitten him.

“Monson hod better have a few!”
remarked Johuny,

Swipe |

“Here, hold on—that's only the
first 1" eoxclaimed Johnny Bull, as
Monson flew up the towpath., But
there was no anewer from Mougon !
He put on epeed, and disappeared up
the Sark at a great rate,

“Come on!" said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

Lord Mauloverer rose from the log
and yawned.

“Ynas, come on!” he said. " Past
tea-time! If I find my wallet, I°l1
stand tea in my study—if 1 don't,
ou stand it in yours! Whate”
“Yes, asa! Come on!™
And the Famous Five and Lord
Mauleverer went on their way up
the towpath, Johuny Bull delaying a
moment to push the stick down
Ponsonby’s hack before he followed.

Ponsonby was left making frantic
cfforts to extract that stick, as the
Greyfriars fellows went cherfully on
their way.

Turned Down !

ILLY BUNTER was adorning
B the gateway of Greyiriars with
his ample person when Harry
Wharton & Co. and Lord Mauleverer
arrived there.

Bunter was looking rather peeved.

He gave Lord Mauleverer a dis-
dainful hblink thmuih his big
apectacles — whereat his  lordship
gmiled serenely. The ericket atump
in Study No. 12 seemed to have dis-
-::uurageg the fat Owl on the subject
of gracing Mauleverer Towers with
;;isi fascinating prescuce inm  the

olz.

Bunter was not a fellow to take
“no ™ for sn smswer; but it scemed
that the busineaa end of a cricket
stamp was able to comvey an unmis-
takable negative, cven to William
(corge Bunter, Disrezarding Manly,



%1}*: fat Ow] blinked at the Famous
ive,
“I say, you fellows, I've been look-
ing for you!” yapped Bunter.
Now go and look for somebody
else I” suggested Bob Cherry.

“1 wish you wouldn't go stalking
off somewhere when a fellow wants to
speak to you!" ssid Bunter peevishly.
“Look bhere, I've been thinking it
over about that boat trip, and I've
decided to come.”

“What #” howled Bob.

“It's pot much cateh mucking
about on the Thames in the hols, that
I can sce!” went on Bunter. *Still,
I'll come, Buti there’s one thing—"

“There isn't! Buzz off I¥

“There’s one thin a

“ Blow away, bluebottle!”

The Famous Five and Mauly
walked on to the Hounse.

Billy Bunter gave them an indig-
nant blink and rolled after them.

“You fellows don't eeem to under-
stand ! he hooted. “I’'ve decided to
come with you for the hols— I
eay, you fellows, I wish you wouldu't
keep on  walking away when 2
fellow’s talking to you! What I want
to have quite clear is this, there's
one thing that I'm partieular abont.”

Six juniors walked on. Bunter's
fat little legs twinkled as he keopt

pace.

“It's about the grub!” he said.
“I think I'd better make up a list
af the thinga we shall want. You
fellows can get them—I'l1l leave that
te you—but I'd betfer make up the
list. See? I may as well say plainly
that if I'm not satisfied about the
grub, I shan’t come.”

“ Not really " gas Bob.,

“No! You can’t expect it!” said
Bunter.

“Right-ho! We won't!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I sgee an thing to
cacklo at! T mean what I say!™ de-
clared Bunter. *“*Tain't much of a

holiday, anyhow—but if you faney
ou're going to starve me, you can
orget it—you're not! Either you get

the things I'll make a list of, or you

don’t get me in your hoat at all!?
The Famous Five chuckled,

That was one of the happy ways of
W. G. Bunter! If Bunter was given
an ineh, he would take mnot mercly
an ineh but a mile or two!
U" You can eackle!” said the fat

wl,

“But you'll find that I mean
it.”

“That's all right, old fat porker!”
said Bob. “You see, we're fod right
up to the chin with you, and vou're
not coming in the boat. Now go and
cat coke ¥

And the juniors went into the
House, leaving Bunter blinking.

Bunter, while he waited for the
Famous Five to eome in, had been
giving quite a lot of deep thought to
the important matter of provisionine
the boat for the Thames trip! Now
it looked as if all those mental efforts
bhad been a sheer waste!

“Quelch’a atudy, Mauly!™
Bob, when the juniors went in.

“Eh? I don't want to zec Quoleh !
eaid Lord Mauleverer.

“XYou benighted ass, you've ot to

said
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tell him what's happened, go that he
can report it at the police station !
Mind you tell him that the banknoete
wae emudged, and give him the

number.”
“But I've forgotten it, old chap!”
“Youn wrote it in your Latin
grammar.”

“That's up in my study.”

“I don't mind booting you all the
way to your study. In gnct, wa'll all
boot you, all the way! Get going,
yon fellows !

“Oh, dom’t trouble!” said Lord
Mauleverer hastily; and he went up
tho staircase unassisted.

The epispde in Friardale Wood was
duly reported to the Remove master,
who repeated it on the telephone to
Inspector Grimes at Courtfield. Then
Tord Mauleverer joined the famous
Five at tea in Study No. 1,

‘Tea in that study was in progress
when a fat voice and a big pair of
spectacles locked in, and a fat voice
squeaked :

“I say, you fellows—>"

“{xet out, Bunter!™ roared five
voices in unison,

Billy Bunter blinked in at the tea-
party. The fat Owl did not, for the
woment, see Lord Mauleverer, who
was screened from his view by the
kalf-open door,

“Look here,” said Bunter, I want
this scttled! I’ve turned down Mauly
to join up with your party! [ can't
very well go to Mauly now and say
I aceept liis pressing invitation after
turning it down. Yeou see that?”

Lord Mauleverer grinped, The
Famdnz Five ﬂhuckl-:!cllz,

“You've turned down Mauly, have
you?” asked Bob,

“Yes—nnd  eutirely on
account ! said Bunter warmly.
hardly had the heart to do it, he was
go earncst obout it—but I felt that
I ought to stick to you fellows! Poor
old ﬁiauiy was guite cut up!”

“Oh crikey I*

“Of course, he's a slacking ass,
aud a silly idiet, and a footling
chump [* said Bunter. “But it was
rather vough on him! I hated to do
it! But, having decided to stick to
you fellows, I had no choice. And
now—"

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Poor old Maunly looked awfully
down in the mouth when I told him it
couldn't be dome—"

“Oh  gad !  e¢jaculated Lord
Mauleverer.

Bunter jumped.

“Oh! Is Mauly there?" he gasped.

"“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“I didn't see you, you beast! I
say, you fellows——"

Boeb Cherry picked up a loaf from
the table an k aim. .

“Where will you have it, Bunter ?”
he asked,

“Beast !” roarcd Bunter.

He did not seem to want it any-
where. The stndy door slammed.
Then 'a fat voice squeaked through
the kevhole:

“Yah! Who wants to join np with
your Bank Holiday ecrowd? Yah !

Aund having dischar that Tar-
thiian shot, ﬁailljr Bunter departed,

your
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Bright Prospect For Bunter |

ERBERT VERNON - EMITH
H i;rinnei Tom  Redwing
aughed,

It was morning break at Grey(riars,
and the Bounder and his chum, in the
quad, were discunssing the comin
holidays when they sighted Lor
Mauleverer and illiam QGeorge
Buntor.

Mauly had been sauntering in his
usual leisurely way, with his hands
in his trousers pockets, looking, as
usual, too lazy to live, when a fat
figure shot across from the House and
squeaked :

“1 say, Mauly, old clmP iy

Upon which Mauly’s laziness
dropped from him like a cloak! He
started into rapid motion, and passed
Smithy and Redwing almost at a run.
The fat figure rolled in pursuit.

“Mauly ' sguenked Bunter,

sa{, stop a minute, old chap !

ord Mauleverer disappeared past
the elms.

“Beast I pasped Bunter,

The Bounder gave Tom Redwing n
wink. Then he gave Billy Bunter
a cheery nod. Bunter blinked at him
in surprise. The Bounder smiled in
quite a pleasant way. Bunter blinked
in greater surprisc.

Friendly nods and pleasant smilea
did not oftcn come Bunter's wng; just
before break-up! Least of all J Le
rom the millionaire's
gon. Smithy was being unusually
agrecable.  Hope, which eprings
eternal in the human breast, germin-
ated in Bunter's fat heart.

“Fized up for the hols, Bunter?™
asked BSmithy pleasantly.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Well, I haven't scitled things
et,” lhe anewercd  cautiously.
“Mguly wants me to go home with
him, but he’s euch a shilly-shallying
ass, you know. I'd hali-decided to po
with Wharton'’s crowd on the river,
but it’'s not much catch, What are
you doing, Smithy?*

“Cruise I said Smithy.

Bunter's eyes sparkled behind his
big speetneles. He koew all about
Smithy's father's magnificent yacht.
A yachting cruise in the holidays was
o catech—if a fellow could catch it!

“Well, if you're fixed up, Smithy,
it's too late, but T was t ink'm}r of
asking you to Bunier Court! he
remarked.  “There'll be rather a
decent crowd there. You'd like it.”

“Sounds good ! said the Boundoer
oravely. “Throngs of the nobility,
I suppose, and a prince or two apotted
aboyut?”

Bunter blinked at him suspiciously.
But the Bounder's face was quite
grave. Bunter nodded.

“That sort of thing,” he said care-
legsly, “But a fellow gets tired of
it, you know. I dare sny you'd like
it. 8till, perhaps yon'd be a bit out
of your element, among really nobby
people,”

“0h " gasped Smithy.

Tom Redwing locked at liis chum in
enrprise. He would not have been
surprised if Smithy had  kicked
Bunter for that remark. But he was
quite asurprised to sce the Bounder

Tue Migxer Lippany.—No. 1,643,
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take 1% with pleasant equanimity.
From which, howaver, it did not take
him long to deduce that Smithy was
bent on pulling the fat Owl's leg.

“The fg:t is, I'd juet as soon go on
a eruise,” said the Owl of the Remove,
blinking at Vernon-Smith hopefully.
“I'm a pretty good sailor, and if the
company’s & bit mized, I'm the fellow
to make myself at home anywhere.
I know how to treat City people with
tact I

“Tact’s your long suit,” remarked
the Bounder. “Never saw such a tact-
ful chap. Any good nsking you to
join up in the cruise, Bunterr”

“Qh Yes!  Rather !” gkaﬂpeﬂ
Buater. “I—I—I mean, 1 thin per-
haps I could manage it. Yes, I think
I could. I'll come, Smith}r 1

“Look here, Smithy—" said Tom
Rﬂﬂ.'ﬁ"ins restively.

“Don’t you butt in, Redwing ! said
Billy Bunter. “Smithy can ask any
fellow he likes for a cruise on his
pater's yacht, I supposc, without get-
ting leave from you. You mind your
own business.”

“You fat daffer ! said Redwing.
“Look here, Smithy "

“Dry up, ¢ld chap!” said Smithy.

“Yes, you jolly well dry up I said
Bunter warmly. “I'm surprised at
you buttin%;] like ihia! I say,
Smithy, is wing coming?”

“Qh, ycs, Reddy’s coming !

“Well, of course, if you want him,
you can ask amny fellow you like on

r father's yacht,” said Bunter., "1
don't mind! Anyhow, I can stand
him,” .

“Think you the
Bounder.

“ Daah it all, I've stood all sorta in
my time,” said Bunter. “1 must say
I'd rather you left him out, but if
you want him, don't mind me, Of
eourse, I don't want him rmaking out,
before all the people on the yacht,
that he knows me at school”

“Yon hear that, Reddy?” said the
Bounder. “You're not going to
make out on the yacht that yuu%nuw
Bunter at school.”

"~ “Fathead ! said Tom.

“Do you mind if I make out that [
Enow you at school, Bunter?” asked
Vernon-S8mith,

Again the fat Owl gave him a sus-
gieiouﬂ. blink., But the expression on

he Bounder’s face was one of acrions
and earnest inquiry. :

“Qh, that’s al} right !" said the fat
Owl. “S8ay anything you like,
Smithy, and I'll stand for it! Why
shouldn’t I give a fellow a leg-up
socially? I'm no snob, I hope I

“Oh ecrumbs! I—I mean, O.K.I*
gwreul Herbert  Vernon - Smith,
“Well, is it & go? Perhaps I ought
to mention that Redwing’s pater will
be on the cruisc? Think you could
stand him as well as HL‘(Fdj‘ ¢

“Um ! said Bunter. “T say, isu’t
that rather thick, Smithy? Doun't

can " asked

you think ;D'I.l ought to draw the line
somewhere P7

“Then woun won't comer™ asked
smithy sadly.

“Oh, yea, I'll come I” said Bunter
hastily. “That’s all right! But, 1
sy, lsn't Redwing’s father at sea?
Ile's a sailor, or something—Q—1>"
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“Redwing had .a letter from him
last week, to say that he would be
back in time for the school holidays,”
explained Smithy. “So he is coming
on the cruise with us. My father
rather likea Lim.” '

“No accounting for tasfes,” said
Bunter, with a sniff. ' Still, I've
heard that your pater started life as
an office-boy, or something ! It’s all
right, Smithy, I'll come. Count on
me! And, look here,” added Bunter
generously, “tell anybody you like
that I'm your best friend at school |
I'll play up. It will do you a bit of
good among your City friends.”

“Thanke ! gasped Smithy.

“Not at all, old chap! One good
turn deserves another " declared
Bunter. “You're standing me a
cruise, and why shouldn’t 1 do what
I can for you? That's how I look at
it! ['m po snob—icllows of really
good family never are. I'll see you
right through, and if you and your
City crowd get on my nerves a bit,
cvery now and then, you won't sce mo
turn a hair. I've got taeti”

“You have!” pgurgled Smithy.
“You're o whale on it! It's acttled,
then—you come on tho ernise, and
that's that ! If a crowd of fellows get

after you, after this, tell them you're
booked."

And Vernon-Smith walked away
with Redwing, leaving a happy and
satisfied Owl hehind iim.

The Bounder was grinning cheer-
fuII’;_'; Tom Redwing was frowning,

“Look here, Smithy, it's too thick !
said Tom. '

“What is?” asked Smithy.

“Puﬂing that Owl's silly leg !
growled Tom.

Vernon-Smith raised his eyebrows.

“Who's pulling his leg?” be
queried. ;

“Oh, don't be an aas! Bunter
thinks that the cruise is going to be
on your father's yacht!” exclaimed
Tom.

“ Docs he? I certainly ncver said
g0.

“Well, he wouldn’t he likely to
guess that you were joining up with
mwe on a coasting erwise on my father’s
lugger !” said Tom, his face hreaking
inte a smile. “I'm afraid you’ll get
fed-up, Smithy.” -

“I'm not Bunter!” said the
Bounder disdainfully, “Think I can't
live without cars, and theatres, and
evening clothes, and big hotel bills,
and spTaahing mency about?”,

“1t will be rough going—"

*Think I can’t rough 1t#"

“Well, I don't think Bunter ecan,”
eaid Tom. “What on carth are we
to do with him if ke really turns up
on the langger?”

“A ship’s boy will come in useful !
Hard work and bhard tack will do
Bunter a lot of good—if he comea I
chuckled the Bounder, “I've got
ruther & sort of idea that be will turn
it down when he finds that it's a
consting lugger instead of a steam

acht !

“1t's too bad ™ said Tom, langhing.

“Rate ! said Smithy.

The bell tang for third school.

Billy Bunter rolled in with the
Remove, with o cheery gtin on his
fat face. The difficult question of the

hols was settled at last; and really
Bunter could hardly believe in bis
good luck in getting booked for that
cruise! Happily, he did not in the
least guess what sort of a cruise it
was going to bel

m— g

The Purloined Tenner !

“ HARTON I*
“Yea, gir ¥

; “A man has called con-
cerning a boat!™ said Mr. Quelch.
“1 understand that he comes from
Baker's boathouee at Friardale. He
has asked to see the boys who engaged
a boat there for the blolidays! 1
think you bhad some such intention.”

“Oh, yes, sir!” answered Harry.
“We've booked a boat with Mr.
Baker—I expect it's on its way by
this time to Kingston,”

““ Then ;]uu had better see the man,
Wharton! He is waiting now in the
waiting-room,”

“Yes, air ™

It was after class when Harry
Wharton was called in to hear that
communication from his Forms-
mastcr. He weant ot once to call his
friends to see the man who had come
about the boat,

“YWhat does he want?” asked Bob
Cherry. "It's all settled about the
boat—-Baker said it would be packed
off this morning.”

* Blessed if Enow,” said Harry.
g E'E.I.F ose the man will tell us!
It's all fixed, anyhow—we're going to
have the Water-Lily.”

Considerably puzzled, the Famoua
Five made their way. to the roomn
where the man from Baker's was
waiting for them. They ecould ‘see
o Teason why the Friardale boat-
builder should send them a messagea
on a matter that was settled and don
with, '

“Oh!"” ejaculnted Bob, as they
entered, and saw the man who was
waiting. They knew that sharp face
with its shifty eyes,

it was Mr. Spooner, the man who
had been arguing with old Baker at
the boat-yard the day before, and
who, according to what he had said,
had once been the owner of the
Water-Lily.

Harry Wharton frowned a little.

‘The man certainly did not come
from Mr. Baker. hy he had come
at all was rather a puzzle, but it
wae fairly certain that the old boat-
builder had not sent him.

“Well, what do you want, Mr.
Spooner #¥  asked arry, rather
abruptly, "I was told that a man
from Baker's hoat-yvard was here.”

Mr. Bpooner eyed the five juniors
with his keen, shifty eyes. He recog-
nized them as the hparty he had aeen
at the boat-yard the day before.

“Good-afterncon, youn ontle.
men :* he said, very politely. “I
hope you will e¢xzcuse my calling,
but——"

“Mr. Baker never sent you here I™

said Bob.
“Not ezactly, sir!” admitted Mr.

Spocner, ' But it's about the boat!”
“Well, what about the boat?”
asked Harry.

He did not like the man's looks, or
kis ecvuning, shifty eyes; neither did



Le ecare for the company of any man
who had been behind prison bars for

pinching. However, he did not
want to be uncivil.

“It's like this, &ir!” said Mr.
Spooner. * Mayhbe heard what I

was saying to Mr. Baker yesterday—
anyhow, that boat wused to be my
boat! I wasn't always hard-up, sir
—I had a place of my own once, ond
had eome good times in that boat.
I'm sure you younpg gentlemen will
think it's natural for & man to be a
bit nttached to his old boat that waa
bnilt to his specifications, and that
he looked forward to eailing agaiv
while he was having a bad time."

“Well, what about itF” nsked
Harry. *“We've hired the beat for
the summer holidays, and it's ours
wow, 1 told Mr. Daken we'd stond
down if he wanted to let you have it,
but he teld you he would not.”

“Thot was becnuse I wias a bit
short of the ready at the time,” ex-
plained Mr. Bpooner. “If I'd had a
ten-pound note to dub wup, Baker
would have let me have the ‘boat!
As it happens, eir, I've been able to
collect a”debt in Conrtfield, that was
owed to me at the time of my tronble,

nnd I'm in a position now to let Mr..

Baker have his deposit.”

“Oh!" eaid Hacry.

“If I'd had the money before you
gettled with Baker, it would have
been all right!” said Mr, Spooner.
“But I had to hunt out a man in
Courtfield, and get him to pay up,
and when I got back to Baker's boat-
yard, sir, he told me it was fixed and
scttled, and the boat was yours.”

“*Yes: we gettled it before we left,”
enid Harry “I'm sorry, Mr,
Spooner, 1f you wanted the boat so
mucl ; but it's settled now. In fact,
I believe the boat is already put on
the rail to go to Kingston.”

“So I'vo heard, sir!” eaid Mr.
Spooner. “But it ain’t too late, if
you'd do a kind thing, sir! You've
paid Mr. Baker ten pounds deposit
on that beat!™

“Yes," eaid Harry.

“Well, if you'd be willing to let
me have it, seeing that I was the
owner of it once, and sort of attached
to it, I'd hand over the ten pounds,
and you'd give me Baker's receipt.
Baker will let me have the boat all
right then, and I'Hl pick it up at
Kingston.”

“Oh 1* gaid Harry slowly.

Jolinny Bull grunted,

“A bargain’s a bargain ! e said.

Frank Nugent and the Nabob of
Bhanigur sald nothing. They did
not like Shifty Spooner's looks; but
they rather sympathised with his re-
quest.  Baob {!]mr?’ﬂ face expressed
Lis feclings on that point quite
plainly. Shifty Spooner did not look
a nice man, and bhe had been in

rison; still, if he woa attached to

iz old boat, it scemed rather hard
lines that he should not bave it be-
canse he had been temporarily short
of ready eash.

None of the five was willinfiz to part
with the handsome boat they had
secured for their summer holiday.
But keeping it, in the circumstances,

-%Iliigl not scem to them quite the right
ing, ¥

EVERY SATURDAY

Hairy Wharton glanced reund at
his friends.

Giring up the boat meant taking
the trouble to select a crait for the
river trip all over again, and it was
pretty certain that they would not
get so entisfactory a boat. It was
not agreenble, but it seemed to be a
casge of noblesse oblige.

“What do you fei?-:-ws say F” asked
the captain of the Remove.

“0Oh, lct Lim have it !” said Bob, at
onee.

“I agree!” said Nugent.

Johnny Bull gave another grunt.

“Oh, all right!” he said.  “Same
here 1
“The eamefulness is terrifie !

agreed Inrree Jamset Ilam Singh.
“That's that, then!" said Harry.
He turned to Mr. Spooner again.
That pentleman had watched the
brief consultation with cager eyes.
Little as the juniors would bhave
guessed Lhim to be a man of senti-
mental attachments, it was clear
that he was very keen on having his
old boat.
“It’s all right, Mr. Spooner ! said
Harry, as cordially as he could. “If
on can settle the matter with Mr.
aker ”
“That's all
agree !
“Then vou ean have the boat, if
you return ns the money we paid on
deposit  yesterday,” eaid Harry
Wharton. “I have the teceift- hrre,
and I will transfer it to you.

“Done, sir ¥ gald Mr. Spodner, evi-
dently very greatly relieved. ™ You'li
put & line on the back of the receipt,
airF that it’s transferred to me?”

“Certainly, when you've paid over
the ten pounds!"” answered Harry,
rather dryly,

From what he had heard at the
boat-yard, and from Mr. Spooner's
looks, he was by no means sure that
the man lind the money, snd that
this was not an attempt at bluff
Certainly Mr. Bhifty Spooner was not
going to walk off with that receipt
till he had paid over the caslh.

But it scemed that Mr. Spooner
had the cash! He dived his hand
inte an inside pocket, and took out a
cheap imitation-leather wallet,

That wallet, when opened, revealed
a sinzle banknote  inside. Mr.
Spooner seemed to have come into
posseszion of precisely the amount-of
cash that was required.

He laid a ten-pound note on the
table.

“There you are, sir 1" he said.

HBob Cherry almost jumped clear of
the floor. His eyes popped at that
bapknote!

It was smudged with ink. It was
not a amall smundge—it was a large
and prominent smudge, and it was,
in fact, the samc size and shape as
the smudge that Bob had blotted on
a ten-pound mote in Study No. 12 in
the Remove the day before.

Bob could hardly belicve his eves.

He made a jump at the table,
gtaring at the banknote.

Mr. Epocuer starcd at lhim. A
faintly uneasy cxpression came over
his sliifty face.

" Oh crumbs !” pasped Bob,

“What—" began Harry.

right, sir, if you

13

Bob gave a roar. His ¢y¢s were on
the number of the note.

It was barely possible that two
banknotes, both for ten pounds,
might be smudged with ink in the
same way! It was ible, though
not prebable! Bui it was not pos-
gible for two banknotez to have the
same number! And the number on
that banknote was 00011122,

“ Look ’cre——" began Mr. Spooner.
His hand shot out tuwards the note.

Bob Cherry knocked it aside.

“Leave that banknote aloue, you
thief ! he roared.

“Bob!" exclaimed YWharton,

“What the thump!” exclaimed
Nugent.

“That's Mauly's note! roared
Bob. “I know the smudge, and 1
know the number! That’s the tenner
that Mauly was rolibed of yesterday
in Friardale Wood, and that's the
rascal who rolhbed him ™

—, ma,

Quick Work !

IIFTY SPOONER jumpeir.

There was a ?cnum exclama-

— tion of astonishment from the
juniors.

“Mauly’'s note !”
Wharton.

“Yes; and—"
Mr. Spooner lenped at Bob Cher
to shove him back and grasp t?
banknote frem the table. It waa a
swift and sudden leap. But Bob was

quite ready for it.

He kept his left hand clamped on
the ten-pound note on the table. He
swung out his right and jolted
Spooner on the chest.

The shifty man staggered back.

Bob's blue eyes gleamed at him as
he staggered, pauting.

“Try that again!” he roarcd.

Shifty Spooner panted. Beb was n
hefty fellow for a jumior schoeolboy.
but the shifty man might have been
able to handle him. But he certainly
had no chance of handling the whole
bunch of them. Mr. 8pooncr realised
that he wnas in a bad Dbox.

“My only hat!™ exclaimed Frank
Nugent, “I say, DBob, if yon're
sUre——

“Of comrse I'm swre, fathead!™
growled Bob., “T blotted that smudge
myself for Mauly, after that fat ass
Bunter upset the ink over his tenner,
I told you fellows that Mauly's tenner
wasg smudged——"

“Yer, I remember that!”
Harry.”

“And [ made Manly take the
number beeause the silly nss had lost
ia wallet and was shoving it into his
trousers pocket. That's the number.”

“Suficving suakes!™ breathed Mr.
Spooner,

The foopad who had robbed Maule-
verer in Friardale Wood had, of
course. no knowledge of his lordship’-
identity. That e was a schoolfellow
of the boys who had hired Mr. Baker's
boat naturally did not oceur to him.
Naturally, Mr. Spoener, in bringing
that ten-pound note to Greyfriars
School, had never dveamed that lig
was bringing it home,

But he realised now wliat he lad
done.
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‘Oh, my hat!"”

“So Bunter’s turned wus down!

a8 Bob. “Turned us right down !
%Fnul&n’t be found dead om our
boat 1*

“Ha, ha, ha t*

The Famous Five roared.

When Greyfriars Behool broke up
the following day, Lord Mauleverer
cseaped without even a blink from
Bunter.

The Famous Five, as they packed
on the school omnibus, were favoured
with & disdainful blink—merely thal
and nothing more.

“#ood-bye, Bunter!” roared Bob
Clherry. “Have a good time om that
cruise [”

“I'm going to!” retorted Bunfer.
“Have 0 pood time on that cheap
trip of yours—he, he, he!” ;

End the bus rolled away with a
merry crowd, leaving Billy Bunter
still hlinking disdainfully.

Not A Yacht!

i OT a bad car!” snid Billy
N Bunter.

“(#lad you like it !” said
Vernon-Smith.

“Hardly like our Rolle at home—
gtill not a bad car!™ snid Buntcr
«Are we roing all the way by can
Smithy "

111 ﬂ.h E‘$ !H‘

“Look lhere, Elmith]r—-" said Tom
ERedwing uneasily.

b Ehw.ti!j;r up, Rad’:i i .

“Yea, don't you butt in, Redwing ¥
said Bunter, blinking at him. “Yom
talk too much, if you don’t mind my
mentioning it. Where is your pater’s
yacht now, Smithy?” .

The Bounder grinned. The mil-
lionaire's magnificent yacht was at
Seuthampton; but he had ne inten-
tioh of informing Bunter of that
fact. He turned to the chauffeur.

“Zhove the bags on, Powser!”

“Yes, sirl”

“I say, though!" Bunter hooked
at the Bounder’'s sleeve. “I say,
where are we heading for? If it’s a
long trip in the car, we shall waut
some gruh—aaz, a Innch-basket-——"

“Quite a short trip!” answered
Vernon-Smith. *“The ‘iull;ir old craft
has heen brought round to Pegg Bay,
to take us aboard.” )

“Oh, all right ' said Bunter. “ls
your pater on board 7

“0h, no! We shan't gec the pater
to-day.” L

“Well, I don't mind that, Smithy!
Of course, you can depend on me to
be p{rrfmti;r,' civil to your pater!”
eaid Bunter, blinking at him. “I‘ve
knacked about & bit, and I'm used to
all elasses, Any friends of his, too—
Ieave it to me to treat 'em with taet.”

“T will ™ said Vernon-5mith, man-
fully restraining a strong desire to
hoot Billy Bunter across the guad
and back apain—which he would pro-
bably have done, but for the fact that
it would have enlightened the fat
(iwl, Lefore his lep had hbeen suf-
ficiently pulled. “Push in, Bunter!”

Billy Bunter packed his ample
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figure into the car. Bags belonging
to Vernon-Smith and Redwing were
packed on. No baggage belonging
to Billy Bunter was vistble. Bunter
was following his usual evstemn of
travellir - light! Like the Picts and
Y“cota of old, Bunter was accustomed
to live on the country he invaded!
Ag a matter of taste, he would rather
have borrowed Harry Wharbon's
clothes than Smithy’s—but he could
mangxe with Smithy's, at a pinch!

2 The ear rolled away.

Billy Bunter settled back in his
seat with a fat, contented grin.

Imet hols he had hooked on to
Smithy, and Smithy had played a
rotten trick om him! Thia time it
was all right, as he was departin
in company with the Bounder, an
was booked to arrive where the
Bounder arrived !

He was rather glad that the joll
old craft had been brought roun
to Pege Bay for the party to go on
board. He hoped that some of the
Clif Housc girls might be about, to
gee him going on board that maf;-
nificent yacht!* He was still happily
unaware of the nature of that jolly
old ecroft, and certainly did not
dream that old John Redwing had
sailed the little lugger down from
Hawkscliff that morning, to pick up
hi=z son and his son’s chum at Lepgg.

It was only a few miles from Grey-
friars School to Pepg, and the car
covered the distance wwiftly.

Aas it ram into the old cobbled
street of the village, Billy Bunter
turned his spectacles on the wide blue
=1, seeking the yacht.

He did not sueceed in spotting it.

There was o eargo tramp lying at
anchor out in the bay. There wers
fishing-boats to be geen. There was a
lugger lying beside the old stone
guay. But there was ne magnificent
steam yacht.

“I say, Smithy, where is it?" asked

Bunter. “I can't sce your pater's
yacht !”
The Bounder laughed. Bunter's

sight was short; but he would have
necded o remarkably long range of
vision to sce a yacht that was {ifiﬂg
in Sonthampton from the coast of
Kent !
“Have wo
nsked Bunter.
“Well, we shan’t see the yacht just
yet, I fancy!" answered Yernon-
Smith. “Here we are—get ont !”
The car came to a halt.
Vernen-Smith and Redwing took
their baga from the chauffeur.
“Let the ecar wait, Smithy!”
muttered Redwing.
“Why " '
" Well,
bark——"
“ Do you want to go back, Buntoer ?”
“Eh? Of course I don't!™ eaid
Bunter. “I wish you wouldn't keop
on butting in, Redwing! 1 think a
fellow ought to know his place
“You fat nss—>"

“Look here, you shut up!” eaid
Bunter. “I'm crinir to stand you on
this cruise, as Smithy makes & point
of it; Lut I don’t want any of your
cheek ™

“Bunter's the man to

got to wait for ite"

if Bunter wants to pgo

tell you

where you get off, Heddy !” enid the,

Bounder, laughing.
know him*"

* Look hcre, keep the car for a bit ™
said Iic{iwing. “1hat fat chump will
want a lift back to the school—"

“T've asked you to shut up, Red-
wing !” said Billy Bunter. ® Why the
thump can’t you mind your own busi-
ness £

“Hang on here for ten minutes,
Powser, in case the car's wanted!”
gaid © Verpon-8mith, conceding the
point.

" Yes, sir!”

“Come on,
Reddy I

The Bounder crossed -the stone
gquay to the stops, at the foot of
which the lngger lay,

Old John wing, the only man
on board, touched his hat to the
millionaire’s son, and gave Tom a
cheery smile,

Emithy pave the old sailorman a
nod and a grin, and pitched hia bag
on bonrd. :

Tom Redwing stepped on the
lngger, and Smithy turned to Bunter.

“Hop on " he said.

“On what?"” asked Bunter.

“The jolly old crafe!™

Billy Bunter blinked at the lugger.
He blicked at the Bounder. He
blinked at tho lugger again. He
wos rather bewildered.

“What are we L%'oin on that old
tub for " he asked. "%.a it going to
take ue out to the yacht?”

"The wacht?” repeated Vernon-
Smith. “What yvacht?”

“Eh? We're going on the yacht,
ain’t we?”

“Not that I know of.”

Bunter jumped.

“Yhat are we going on, then?” he
gasped.

“That lugger ™

“That lugger!” shricked Buuter,
“"Goune mad? Ain't we going on a
cruise "

“Yes—on that !ugger I

“On that lugger ! repeated Billy
Bunter, like a fellow in a dream, or,
rather, in a nightmare. * You—yon
—you—— I thought we were going
ot the yacht?”

“"What put that idea into your
head £ asked Vernon-Smith.

“Why, you—you—you beast ™
gasped Bunter. Y Did you mean that
putrid old Ingger all the time?”

“My dear chap, it's been fixed up
for a week! I asked you to join' u
beeanuse you're so nice—and so tac
ful! Aren’t you coming om this
eruise to give me a leg up socially P
asked the Bounder.

“Beast 1" shricked Bunter. “Think
I'm ecoming on that filthy old hargn p

“It isn't filthy, and it fsn't &
barge! Quite a jolly old Iugger,”
gaid the Bounder cheerfully. “ You'll
soon get used to sleeping on  the
planks——"

“Wha-a-t £

* And living on hard tack—-"*

“ Beast 7

“And moking yourself wuseful!
Lots of work to do on & coastin
Ingeer, with a crew of only four
You'll eleep like & top at night—on
the planks—after a hard day’s work!
Il’m going to ropc's-cod you if you
slar

“Don't yom

Bunter! Come on,



" Rotter 1¥

“Come on!" said the Bounder
cheerfully, and he jumped on board
the lugger. :

Billy Bunter did not come on!

Magnificent steam yachta were in
Buntet's line—if he could contrive to
wedge on board omel A coastin
lugger, with a hard day's work, ha
tack, and. sleeping eon planks, was
not! Bunter Court was better than

that !
. Billy Bunter did not step on board
that lugger! Wild horses would not
kave drag him on hoard that
lugger ! netead of stepping on
board, he shook a fat fist at the
Bounder! It dawned upon his fat
brain at last that his leg had been
pulled.

“ Beast I he roared.

“Aren’t you coming ¥ grinned the
Bounder. '

“ Beast IV

“May as well push off, sir!” said
Smithy to old John Redwing, who
was staring at Bunter in a very

puzzied way., “My fat friend scoms
to have changed his mind about
coming !”

“Ay, ay, sir!” said old John, and
ho cast off.

* Beast [ roared Dunter.

“Sure yom won't come?"” chuckled
Emithy. “You'd come in useful as
ballast !

“ Beast 1"

The !ugg&r slid away from the quay
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John Redwing etood at the tiller—
Tom HRedwing and the Bounder
hoisted the sail! Billy Bunter
brandished a fat fist,

“ Beast !"” he roared.

That valediction eame down the
wind to the lugger as it rolled out
on the blue waters!

Billy Bunter, with feelings too
deep for words, rolled away from the
quay—glad, after all, that Redwing
had irevmiad on the Bounder to
keep t

o ear waiting! He had, at all
events, a lift back to Greyfriars!
Unexpected [

i SAY, you fellowa!”
I Five fellows jumped almost
clear of the platform at
Kingston Station,
It was & bright August day.
Five faces were as bright as the
Aupust weather.

b Cherry had been the first to

arrive at the rendezvons, Then came
Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, together; then Frank
Nugent; last of all, Johnny Bull.
he Famous Five had parted
hardly a week ago, on break-up day
at Greyfriara; but they were very
glad to see ome another again, and
£V fellow in the famoua Co. was
looking forward to getting the Water-
Lily éut of young Baker's boat-
house and starting on the trip up the
- Thames, ;
And, as they stood talking in a
cheery group on the platform, a fad
and familiar voice fell on their ears—

» fot and familiar voice they had not

expected to hear till they returned to
Greyiviars for the new term,
They spun round,

EVERY SATURDAY
" Bunter [* gasped five voices, in

unison.
They gonzed at Bunter!
The fat Owl of the Bemove gave

them & cheery nod. There was,

E:ﬂga, a rather wuncertain blink
ind his big spectacles., But his
manner was cheery and airy,

*Here we are, old chaps [ he eaid
breezily. "1 spotted you from the
waiting-room ! ot here first,”

“You got here first ! repeated Bob,

“Yes, I wouldn't risk missing yom
—~1 mean, I wouldn’t risk keeping
you waiting! It was such a pleasure
to sec your mice pleasant face when
you got off the train, Bob.”

“Was it?” gas Bob,

“Yes, old chap! Yours, too,
Wharton—I'd never really noticed
before what a good-looking ehap you
were——"

“Eh 2
“Inky, ton,” said Bunter. “Chap
can’t help being black—but for a

black chap, Inky's quite agreeable,
and—and nice !"

“The thankfuluess ia tervific ! said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Even Bull ' said Bunter heartily.
“ Pleasure to see you, Bull |*

Grunt ! -

“And you, Franky,” said Bunter.
“ Same old pleasant smile you always
have at Gregfrim, old fellow.”

“*¥ou burbling Owl }”

“Oh, really, Nugent——"
“Time we were ?etting along 1
said Jﬂhﬂ!‘.:j’ Buil. “ Good-bye,

Bunter !”

*QOh, rcally, Bull—*

* Fancy meeting Bunter here !” said
Botr Cherry. “You doing anything on
th{: {1;11;:&:' Hﬁﬂﬂﬁélﬁl!ﬂ, Bunter g’"

3 , really, Cherry——"

“Well, whatever it is, wé won't
kcep yon away from it!” esaid Bob.
“Come om, you men—we've got to
walk to young Baker'a”

“1 eny, you fellows—"

“Ta-ta, old fat man!
again next term.”

The Famous Five walked out of
the atation,

Billy Bunter blinked after them.
Then he replled after them., Those
fcllows were not, it seemed to Bunter,
very quick on the uptake. They did
not seem to realise that he was one
of the river party,

However, if ﬂﬁe: did mot realise
that, Bunter wos the man to put
them wize, without loss of time, -

Bunter accelerated, and ouvertcck
them ontside the atation,

“1 say, you fellows ! he sgueaked.

“Hallo, bhallo, hallo! Here's
Bunter again!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in surprise. *“You here all
on your own, Bunter

“I'm here with my friends!” said
Buuter, with dignity.

“We won't keep you away from
them ! Don’t waste your time on us 1

* Look herg—>"

“Good-bye, old man ¥

“Beast! I mean, I say, old chape,
don’t walk off while a fellow’s talking
to you!” roared Bunter, He got into
rapid motion. “1 say, ;ycu fellows,

ou didn’t really think that I should
et you down, did you? - Of course, I

See you

meant to come all along! As if I'd.

let my best pals down over the hols [

¥)

said Bunter reproachfully., “Did I
ever? I say, you fellows, don’t walk
so fast |”

The fellows walked faster.

“I've tuwrned Smithy down!” went
on Bunter, accelerating again. “He
was rather sick about it, but I said
plainly that 1'd sa good as promised
my own pals, anid that wmththut !.,-_-j?f
course, it was ripping on the
i - PPing ya

“On the yacht!®
Cherry.

“Yes—ecverything in the most ex-

¢nsive style, of course—you know

mithy, and the wul's' ho splashes
money about! But I didn’t really
care for it!” said Bunter, shaking
hiz head, “Those Vernon-Smiths are
rather a crummy lot! Palatial yachts
are all very well=but, after all, I'm
used to that sort of thing! Some-
thing plain and humble comes as a
welcome change—euch as a boat on
the river—-"

“You fibbing, {frowsey foozler!"
hooted Johnoy Bull. *Think we
didn’t know that Smithy was pulling
your silly leg P*

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Oh ™ g&ﬂi:lsd Bunter. “ Did you?"

“Sort of ! chuckled Bob Cherry.
“But tell us about the magnificent
yacht yon haven't been on /¥

“Beast! I—I mean, I—I— I 58y,
old fellow, I—— Don't walk so fast "
gasped Bunter. “Look here, if you
race along like that I shan't come
with you !

“Put in on !” said Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal®

“I say, you fellows, I—I'm reall
coming, you kmow! I—I thourht
shmﬂf b% jolly useful on the boat,
you see! Look how I can cook!”

“Good-bye I¥,

*“And think of the washing-upl”
urged Buonter. “Tons and tons of
washing-up on a trip like this! Well,
I'm fu ng to do all the washing-up!

¥

gasped Bob

Mind, I shall insiat on that! I—I
want to do all the washing-up |

*Oh crikey I”

“As for the b, I'm not particu-
lar about thatfnl may have made a
little joke about it—enly my lit''-
joke, you know! What do I car
about it? It's pot much X eat, ss
you fellows know !

“Yeo goda]”

“The fact is, what I really want is
the company of my old pala—pleasant
company and—and sprightly couver-
sation, and all that!” said Bunter.
“ And, mind, I shall insist on standin
my share of the excal It's no goo
arguing about that, because I insist
on it. My idea is that every man im
the party should pay his fair whack,
audg can’t agree ﬁanﬁhiug else.”

“It's rather bot weather for o
race |” remarked Bob Cherry thought-
fully. *But there are timez when
the weather has to be disregavded,
You fellows fee! up to o sprint?”

“ Quite !” said Nugent, laughing.

“Go it !” snid Harry Wharton.

“I say, you fellows, hold on!™
roared Billy Bunter. “Think I can
run in this heatf”

“Not at all! Good-bye !

“Beast! I mean, old chap! I sav,
hold on!" shrieked Buuter, as the
TaE Magner LiBRary.—XNo. 1,043,
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Famous Five broke into a trot.
say, I don't know the way to Baker's
—1I don’t want to lose you! Hold on,
you rottera! I mean, wait a minute,
old fellows! I say, old beans!
Beasts !”

Billy Bunter broke into a desper-
ate trot. :

Having waylaid the river party at
Kingston Station, and ecaught them
there, be did not want to lose them
in the streets of Kingaton,

Hc put on speed.

Bob Cherry glanced back over his
shoulder.

What he saw nearly brought the
flight of Bunter to & sudden end, for
Bob almost choked with laughter.

Belind the five came the fat Owl,
pufing and blowing, gasping and
spluttering, as red as a turkey—going
ME gut! i

‘Btamp ov the gas!” gurgled Bob.

“Ha, 123, ha ¥ b &

The Famous Five stamped on the
gas, They almost flew. Behind them
earcered Bunter, spluttering wildly,
and steaming with perspiration—re-
garded with considerable intercst by
many of the inhabitants of Kingston,

But it booted not !

Bunter sprinted his hardest, But
he was too %ﬁﬂ?il}" handicapped for a
foot-rnce! He had much—much too
much—weight to carry!

In spite of bhis frontic efiorta, the
Famous Five—without unduly exert-
ing themselvea—faded out of the
picture. They vanished from view—
and Billy Bunter came to a halt—and
fanned a streaming face with a straw-
hat and purpled for breath.

“Unnugph!  Beasts!
gurgled Bunter,

They were gone—gone from iy
gaze like o beautiful dream! Billv
Bunter was left on his own in Kings.
ton—an interesting old place, where
onee upon o time the 8axon kings had
Lbeen  crowned—if that was any
comfort to him!

Urggh!”

THRILLS!
CASTLE SINISTER
DEAD-LINE

ACTION!

THE MAGNET

Luck !

£ HE Water-Lily !”
Billy Bunter blinked at it.

Bunter’s vision was not keen,
hut he could read the name Water-
Lily neatly painted on the boat. He
blinked at it, and blinked at it agoin,
in surprise and satiafaction. This was
Inek—sheer Iuck!

It was a couple of hours since Billy
Bunter had lost the river party in

the %:mrint and interesting old streets
of HNingston,
That unexpeeted disaster lad

rather floored the Owl of the Remove.

Having hooked on, he had not ex-
pected to be so auddenly unhooked.
Bunter had great faith in his hook-
ing powers.

But there he was—unhooked, and
at a loose end. But he was not beaten
vet. In fact, Bunter could not afford
to retrent. He had, as it were, burned
his ships behind him !

His financial resources had landed
him at Kingston. He had two pennies
and & halfpenny still in his posses-
sion, On that sum, it was clear that
he conld not travel to any consider-
able distance by railway.

He had not even the choice of
Bunter Court now. It was the Water-
Lily or nothing!

#o there was Bunter on the tow-
path, watching the river with his eyes
and his spectacles, in the hope of
picking up the Greyiriars bont as it
passed.

The beasts had to go up the river,
They bad to pass Bunter. He was
going to epot them again as they
did it!

Buunter had a hopeful nature. He
needed onc to hope to be able to spot
a boat among the countless craft fﬁnt
pushed up the river on a fine August
afternoon !

How many dozens, and scorez, and
hundreds of craft.of all sorts and
sizes passed Bunter he did not know.

- .
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I'ihey seemed to him to pass by in
their myriads.

And then—-

Bunter, in taking these chances,
had to trust 6 good deal to luck, And
luck seemed fo be befriending him
in the most remarkable manner,

In watching the river and the in-
numerable eraft that plided upon its
broad and shining bosom, fat
junior did not notice for some time a

at that was tied up to the bank,
within a dozen yards of his fat little
nose.

When at last he did notice it, le
discerned the name *“'Water-Lily ”
painted thercon.,

He was watching in hope of spot-
ting the Water-Lily, with five beasts
on board who still had to be per-
suaded esomehow to incresse the
number of the party to six! And
there was the Water-Lily—tied up to
the bank, with not a soul on board!

“0Oh erikey ! ejaculated Bunter.

e grinned.

Whg they had left the boat there
he did not know, and did not care
much. Probably they Lhad tied it up
while they did some shopping iu
Kingston.

Anyhow, there it was, untenanted,
rocking gently onn the water, under
the bank Aund Bunter rolled down
to it in great relief.

He knew that it was possible that
if he sighted the beoat possing, and
hailed it, they might turn a deaf enr
to his dulcet tones! They were quite
capable of it. But oncc he was safely
aboard, 1t came easier! Fellows who
might turn a deaf cor to his hailing
mirht hesitate to boot him out of the
boat. He hoped so0, at least.

After all, they had nsked Lim to
join in that trip! True, he had
turned it down in the most cou-
temptuous manner. But he was will-
ing to turn it up again. That invita-
tion still stood, in Bunter’s opinion.

The fat Owl had not geen the
Water-Lily at old Baker's yard at
Friardale. But he kEnew the nome.
and remembered it. He hiad supposed
that it would be o rather larger boat
than this : there did not seem a lot of
room for balf o dozen fellowa in this
craft. It looked as if there was poing
to be some close packing. Bunter
made up his mind on the spot that
he was jolly well poing to have room
to move, whatever happened to the
rest, X0 they didn't like it, th
should have got o bigger boat.
Expense was no obhject—to Bunter!

He arabbed the painter, pulled the
boat closer in, and rolled into it.

He sat down in the stern seat with
considerable eatisfaction. He was
elad of a rest, after having been on
hiz fat little legs for a couple of
hours,

But, having taken a rest, he stirred
nrain. He was, of ecourse, hungry,
Even if the*[r were still shopping in
Lingston, there was [iruhuh ¥ some-
thing on the Water-Lily already,

¥le opened the stern locker.

Then lis eyes daneed behind his
sprcctacles.

There was o lunch-bgsket in the
locker.

So far us Buntcer comld sce, it waa
all that the Water-Lily contained in
the way of provisions, so far. But it



‘was enough for Bunter to go on with,
at least,

He sat down again, with that
lunch-basket on his fat knces.

He opened it. He gloated over it!
Sandwiches, little cakes, nica- little
pots of various things, s whole jam-
rall, met his delighted view.

Gobble, gobble, gobble!

That lunch-basket seemed to have
been packed for three or four. Billy
Bunter was quite equal to dealin
with a lumch for three or four, He
had had only ome lunch that day, so
far, and that was three or four
agd. The fat Owl pgobbled, and
pobbled, anignhhleﬂ, and was happy
and comforted,

In twenty minutes, that well-
packed lunch-basket was reduced to
a mero wreck. Thera were a few
crumbs jn it, and it was rather
ﬂtil:ki; otherwise, there was nothin
to indicate that it had ever contai
foodstufls. '

Bunter felt' better!

. There wae still no eign of the
Famous Five. They secemed to be a
fearfully long time about that shop-
piug in Kingston.

Still, Bunter bad only to wait!

They had not afparehtlg packed
their camping outfit on the boat yet.
Bunter could see nothing of a tent,
or cooking utensils, or bage, or any-
thing but a heap of boat ruge piled
up mm the bows. It waa  rather

uzzling why they had not loaded up

e boat before bringing it EE:% from
%muni Bakers" boat-houpe. ently
hey hadn't.

ut, as the fat Owl blinked at the
rugs in the bows, his eyes gleamed
begidnd hia apectnclea. There waa
nothing more to eat, and he had to
wait, and he woanted a rest after his
excrtious on the lunch-Lasket. And
bhe did not want to be hooked out of
the Water-Lily and dumped on the
towpath when they came aboard—
which was quite a possible hnp]f-je.u*
ing as soon as they espotted him.
Obvicusly, it was judicious to keep
out of sight, if he could, till after
they had pushed off!

*He, he, hal” led Bunter.
was quite a bright ides.

On a warm Aupgust afterncon, few
fellows would have cared to enuggle
down under two or threa rugs. But it
waa a case of safety first.

Bunter crawled into the bows and
ArTan those ruge over him to
screen him from sight. It wae warm
—but it was safe! And when, =
quarter of an hour later, there was a
sound of footsteps and voices close at
hand, the fat Owl grinned in hia
cover and remained very silent.

It

An Exchangs Of Shots !

1 ALLO, halle, hallo!” ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry. “High-
cliffe cads!”

A rather roomy and well-laden boat
was pulling np from Kingaton Bridge.
On that boat was painted the name
h Water«Li]g.”

But the Famous Five had no doubt
that their Water-Lily was the pick
of the basket.

The Water-Lily was roomy; but
there was plenty of careo onm board,

EVERY SATURDAY

and the voyagers had not yet had
time to gort it all out, and get it in
a‘qf;!&pia order. That could wait
till they mm?ﬂd. .

Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry were
pulling. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
was steering, Frank Nugent and
Harry Wharton were industricusly
sorting the tow-rope out from among
tent ropes and ﬁ&ggﬁ and blankets that
had come unrelled, and tomatoes that
had tumbled out of a basket.

Farther up, they were goin
Towing was the great stand- BHut
the oars were golng to be umsed some-
times—and, on favourable occasions,
the sail. At the present moment, the
Water-Lily was going along under
oars: and the aaif was rather mixzed
with the tent,

There was a lot of sorting out to
be éilﬂue latgh E}i;ma w]:u ngt. built ilé
a day: and, judgin the presen
a8 { of 'thaj hna.t,gther ﬂnrtiﬁg out
m ﬁh? take about as long as the
bmilding of Rome!

But every face was bright and
cheery; and Bob Cherry only grinned
good-naturedly as he made his remark
concerning three fellows on the bank.

The Water-Lily was rather close in
to the bank, and thoee three fellows
were atarinﬁ at it.

to tow.

Harry Wharton glanced round as
Bob apoke.
“Oh! Pon and his lot!” he said.

The three were Pounsonby, Gadsby,
and Monson, of the Fourth Form at
Highcliffe.

t school, the Famous Five were on
terme of warfare with Pon & Co., of
Higheliffe. But they had no idea of
keeping up rowe in the holidays; and
Bob'a remark was not made loud
enough for Pon & Co. to hear.

In fact, Bob released one hand from
his par and waved it at the three
Highclifiians en the towpath in
greeting.

Bob mever remembered udges ;
and in hia Euteaent cheery spirits quite
forgot that he never saw Cecil Pon-
souby’s nose without wanting to
punch it

Pon's voice reached the five fellows
in the boat:

“The Water-Lily, what? That old
tub I

“Coinecidence [ said Gadsby.

“What a crew |” remarked Monson.

E‘Fideﬂt&g, the nuts of Higheliffe
did not share Bob Cherry's cheery
disposition to forget past rows and
troubles. Probably they remembered
the spot of trouble on the banka of
the Bark.

“Thisa dashed river swarms with
Bank Holiday crowds in August!”
grunted Ponsonby. “Fancy meetin’
that crew here.”

“Nice lad, what?” pgrinned Bob
Cherry.

“Cheeky cad!” grunted Johuny
Bull.

“The dear man seems shirty about
aomething,”  remarked rank
Nugent. "1 noticed they were row-
ing before they saw us.”

It was a fact that Cecil Ponsonls
was not looking hie own bonny self.
He was scowling, and his two friends
were scowling also. It seemed that
aomething must have ocenrred in the
ancient town of Kineston to dis-
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gruﬂtla the Highcliffe frio. Ne
oubt that hel to spur on Fon.
sonby into a quarrelsome mood.

“Tacked any soap, you Greyiriars
menf” ealled out Gadshy.

“Eh? Yea ™  gpawered Bob,
atarmﬁ.

“Why not use some of it?”

“You cheeky aps—>

YOh, they never wash at Grey-
friara ™ soid Monszon.  “Catel 'em
washing iu the holidays!”

Harry Wharton's hand elosed on a
tomato he had sorted out from amon

the tent- - It waa mm a rather
squashed state, and even Billy
Bunter would have disdained it as an
article of diet. But he refrained
from letting the Highclifians have
it, though strongly tempted so to do.

The Highcliffians, on their side,
did not display the samo seli-
restraint. Pon, only too clearly,
was ripe for trouble. Pon had a long
memory for grudges,

Whatever was the cause of the bad
temper from which he suffercd at the
moment, he was prepared to wreak
it on his old cnemiea of Qreyfriars.

The Water-Lily pulled on, but it
was quite easy for the fcllows on the
bavk to keep gace And as Hurree
Jamset Ram uégh steered farther
out, to give the Higheliffinns a wider
berth, Pon went into action.

He kicked loose a chunk of turf,

rabbed it up, and took 2im at the
reyfriara boat.

Bob glared at him,

“Chuck that, you
roared.

“Comin’!" anawered Ponsonby,

Apd it came—with o whiz—and
landed fair and square under Bob
Cherry’'s chin!

There was o yell from Bob as b
went over backwards, very mnen.:
losing his osr, and flinging ! is !
into the air.

The boat lust way and
wildly.

Frank Nugent stumbled over
among tent-ropes and pegs, blankci-,
and tow-rope.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the three.

“Give them  apnother, Donl”
chuckled Monson.

“ What-ho ! grinned Pon.

But Pon did not give them another,
For, even before Bob Cherry collected
his long legs from the air, Harry
Wharton's hand went up, with the
damagcd tomato in it.

Wiz !

uash !
ca Lt‘kmgh 1" apluttercd Ponsonby,

The tomato squashed and spattered
aud splashed in the very middle of
FPon's features.

He staggered back and sat down on
the towpath, his face etreaming
tomate. He gurgled horribly.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” came a roar from
the Greyfriara hoat.

“Urrrgh 17

“0Oh gad ! exclaimed Monsom, in
alarm. He dodged, but he did not
dodge quickly enough to escape the
next tomato. It eaught him in the
veck., It burst inside the open weck
of his shirt,

“Grooogh ! pasped Monson,

“Yarooooorh ! howled Gadsby. o
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a thind tomato came, landing in his
-left ear.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Grey-
friars crew.

Pon & Co. were not laughing now.
‘The hilarity of the proceedings
scemed te have quite departed ao far
ag they were comcerned. Bowling a
fellow over with a turf had seemed
guite funny to Fon, but getting a
squashy tomato in exchange did not
appeal to his sense of humour at all.

Ponsonby eat and clawed tomato.
Gadsby and Monson hacked away,
dabbing with handkerchiefs.

“Have a foew more?” ecalled out
Harry Wharton, “We've got lots!”

"Hit, lia, hal!”

Pon & Co. did not scom to want a
few more. Ome each, it appeared,
was all they wanted. They were lefg
hehind, spluttering and dabbing, as
the Greyfriars boat pulled on up the
river and were lost to sight—still
apluttering and dabbing!

Doggo !

ILLY BUNTER hardly breathed
B under the sercen of rugs in
the bows of the Water-Lily—
which ecraft Billy Bunter ucver
dreamed, so far, to be other than the
Water-Lily hired by the Famous
Five from Baker's boat-yard at
Friardale.

The boat rocked as fellows stepped
into it.

Billy Bunter could hear voices, but
they were muffled by the rugs that
hid his fat face and podgy figure
from the general view, He had no
doubt that they were the voices of
Harry Wharton & Co., for whose clse
E_ﬂlﬂdy they be? ;

He waited anxiously for the hoat
to push off.

very little helped in such a ecase.
Close in ghore o fellow could be slun
off n boat where he was not wanted,
Qut in the river, he conldn't! They
would have to pull back to land him.
And once aBoat, surely even thosc
beasts would realise that Bunter was
one of the party, even if they lacked
the goodl sense and good te to
realise that he was the most impor-
tant onc.

Bunter hoped they would push off
Lefore they shifted those rugs.

That hope was gratificd—they did.

He felt the boat rock away from
the bank. He heard the clatter of
an oar in & rowleek. He heard
several voices—all of them speaking
in tones of annoyance. But thou h
he could not distinguish the m:rrgs,
nor the voiees, one thing was obvious
to the hidden Qwl. The beasts did

not scem to be in good tempers.

Then suddenly a roar of rape
rcached his fat ears—so loud that it
penctrated his cover.

“Look ! That hineh-hasket!
tramp's heen here !

Bunter pave & junop under the
TS,

That voice was familiar 1o his fat
rark.  But it waz not the voice of
any member of the Famous Five! Tt
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was the voice of Cecil Ponsonby of
the Ifourts Form at Higheliffe,

The fat Owl woindered whether he
was dreaming.

This was the Greyiriara boat. At
least, it was named the Water-Lily,
and the Greyfriars boat was named
the Water-Lily. What on earth was
Pon of Higheliffe doing on the Grey-
frinrs boat? And what did it matter
to Pon if a lunch-basket belongin
to his old enemies had been elearec
out by a hungry Owl? It secmed to
matter—Pon was fairly yelling with
rage,

Bunter stivved a little, o shift an
edge of a rug so that he could hear.
e guaked from one cnd to the other
of lis fat persom at the sound of
Higheliffc voices. Only a day or two
before  Dbreaking-up  at  Greyfriars
these cads lad ru%geﬂ. old Mauly.
What were they likely to do to
Bunter if they found him? The fat
Owl could only hope that they
wouldn’t.  Anyhow, so far, they
scemed to be giving no attention to
the heap of rugs in the bows.

Tliere were only three fellowa in
the Doat as well as Bunter. He
knew the three voices. He wondered
tlizzily where the Greyfriars fellowa
were, This looked to Bunter as if
Pon & Co. were pinuching the Grey-
frinrs boat.

“My hat!” It was Monson's voice,
“Somebody’s been in the bhoat and
cgu?ri?ﬂ: out the grub! Not a spot of
it leit !

“Who  the dooce—="  pame
Gadshy's voice.
“Those Greyiriars cads!” roared

Ponsonby. “Bet you they found the
Loat tied up here™

“Couldn't liave been that  lot,
Pon,” said QGadsby. “They were
pulling up from Kingston when we
saw them, and they've gone on up
the river. Half-way to Molesey by
this time.”

Billy Bunter suppressed a squeak
of astonishment,

He gathered from this that the
Famons Five were in o boat, and had
pagaed on up the river. But if the
woere in o boat, what boat was this
If they were in o boat, they must be
in their own hoat. Billy Bunter felt
ag if his fat head was turning reund.

“The boat oughtn’t to have been
left 20 long with nobedy in charge,”
paid Menson., “Might hove had the
boat pinched as well as the lunch, if
you come to that.”

“Yes, that’s s0,” said QGadsby.
“We landed to walk into Eingston
for tem minutes or eo, but Pon—-"

“My fault, of course!” gnarled
Pon.

“Yes, your fault!” enapped
Gadsby. “We were away two hours
instead of ten minutes. ¥ you
wanted to play billiarda you eould
have gone into a pub nearer home,
not come here, making out you were
going boating.”

“Oh, shut up I*

“Yes, cheese it, Gaddy!” eaid
Monzon. “Pon’s lost three quids on
those games, and he's sore.  But look
here, that dishes our pichic! B
radd, I wonder the tramp didn't wal
off with the boat as well as the
rrub.”

“Ten to one it was those Greyiriars
cads!” pgrowled Ponsomby. *Look
here, we could get after them in this
boat and run them down this side of

Molesey. We can go faster thoan
their old tub.” _
“Fat lot of good!” said Gadshy.

“What's the of making out that
you'd tackle them if we did? The
other day——"

“Will you shut up, Gaddy?”
Lissed Ponsonby.

“Well, they're five to three. No
chance for us,” said Monson. “No
good thinkin’ of that, Pon.”

“COh, they'd give ma fair plaz!”
sald Gadsby sarcastically. *“What's
the good of pretendin’ they wouldn't?
They'd let you pick your man, Pon!
Whick one will youn pick—DBob
“Billy B 1.8 gij@l

] unter suppressed a gigole,
uuderjtrl:c- rugs. PEE was !ittlegiﬁ?c!:,r
to pick Boh Cherry aa an adversary.

o fact, Pon was only blowing off
steam, He had not the slightest idea
of hostilities with the strenvous erew
of the Greyiriars boat—not open
hostilitics, at all events.

He answercd Gadsby with a snarl.
and sat down in the stern seat.

Monson and Gadeby went on
pulling.

Billy Bunter, under the rugs, kept
as quiet as & mouse when the cat was
on hand. o far, the three obvicusly
had no -ﬂuﬂﬂiﬂiﬂﬂ that a stowaway was
on board that boat.

With the Famous Five on board,
Bunter would rather have coma to
light when the boat was under way.
But with Pon & Co. on hboard, he
would wvastly have preferred to be
within a jump of the shore.

But it was too late to think of that
now. The fat Owl could only hLope
that he would remain undiscovered
till he had a chance to escape. FPon
& Co., if they found him, conld hardly

itch him overboard. But short of
hat, they were likely to give him a
hectic time.

By this time, the hapless fat Owl
had realised that he was on the wrong
boat. It was, as Gadsby had re-
marked when he saw the Greyfriars
bont, a coincidence. Both boats hap-
pened to be named the Water-Lily, 1t
was Dot al mucommon name for a
boat, and, really, it might have
occurred to Bunter's fat intellect that
the boat he had found tied up by the
bank, with nothing belonging to the
Greyfriars party on beard, was not
the Greyfriars boat.

But that had mnot occurred to
Bunter—till now., Now it vecurred to
him rather too late to be usecful.
There was nothing for Bunter now
but to keep dogpgo.

“Well, what about that picpic?™
asked Monson, after a long, dis-

runtled eilence in the Higheliffe

t.
“Hapg the picnic!” grunted Pon.

“We can get tea ashore at Mole-
scy,” said Gadsby. “What's the
odds? We're not campin’ out like

that Greyfriara pang. The lunch-
basket didn't cost & quarfer of what
Pon chucked away at billiards, Pon
can fave the money at the next pulb™

“Yeou're askin® to have wour head
pranched,  Gaddy '™ gaid  Vonzenhy,
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““* Think I’'m coming on a flithy barge ! ’’ roared Bunter, * Not me!?”

savazely, “Look here, this boat
seema deeper by the head than it was
before. Have you got anythin’

stacked under those rugaf”
Billy Bunter trembled.

“Nothin® that I know of,” answered
Gadaby. “S8he's going all right. It's
not a long pull up to Molesey—but

ou can take your turn if you like,
on."

“1 don’t.”

“Bit there and eslack them, and ba
blowed to youl”

“Look lere,” said FPonsonby, “we
can shift twice as fast as those cads
if we like. We can keep them in
sight, when we overhaul them. I'm
not thinkin’ of gettin’ into a shindy
with that gang; but when they
CA s

“Oh!” said Monson.

“You could see by that stack of
Jumber on their tub that they're
campin’ out,"” said Ponsomby. “Not
much farther than Molesey to-day,
very likely, We can aspot their camp.
They had o tent in the boat. That
means thet they’ll be campin® ashore,
with the boat tied up !

“They’d wake up fast anungh if wa
drop in,” eaid Gadeby. *“Sort of
hornets’ nest—izs that what yon're
looking for?™

“I shall ba punchin® your head
aoon, Gaddy. 1 don't mean drop into
their camp—I mean cut their bhoat
looze. It would be back at Kingston,
or perhaps at Hammeramith by the
time they turm out in the meornin’.
They had our grub—"

i t_!]‘l

*Well, whether they had or not,
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they're a set of checky cads, and one
of them got me with a tomato!”
roared Ponaonby. “We're going to
dish that Greyfriare crew! You two
put your beef into it, and pull as if
youa were olive, and let’s apot them
this side of the lock.”

“Oh, all right!”

The Higheliffe boat moved faster
as Gadsby and Monson bent to the
oars.

Billy Bunter, still happily undia-
covered, lay low.

Pousonby stood up as the boat drew
nearer to Molesey, and scauned the
many boats and punts and other craft
on the sunny river.

“Thers they arel” he exclaimed
suddenly. “I've spotted them!
We're ind that Greyfriara gang

%hair
tub 1"

now. I can sce them towin’
Billy Bunter was glad to hear it!

Bunter Astern !

6 ALLO, hallo, hallo "
“Those Higheliffa cada
again I*

“All right—we've got some more
tomatocs !

“Ha, ha, ha!*

The Greyfriars Water-Lily was
towing now. .

Johnny Bull, with the towrope
under a sinewy arm, was tramping
up the tow ulling. Hurree
Jameet Ram
steered, keeping the Water-Lily's
nose out of the bank. Threa other
fellowa wcere sorting over cargo.

th, p
ingiz, at the tiller-lines,

L

Packing had heen rather carcfully
done—but accidents will happen in
the best-regulated boats. The lid of
& hamper had somechow got luose and
some of the contents of that hamnee
had got astray.

There had been a good supply
ripe red tomatoes in that has
There were still a few in the bampuer,
but more lovse in the bont.

Tomatoes seemed to be mixed up
with eail and ropes, tent and luut
gega. bags and boxes and bundles.

ome had been inadvertently trodden
on, with a squashy and slippery
result. There was a strong flavour
of tomato from estem to stern.
Tomatoes, or segmenta of tomato,
scemed to be nearly everywhere.

But it was a cheery crew, and no-
body groused—not even when FPrank
Nugent slip and sat on a tomato,
and a aqu { ruin had to be scra
off his Hannel bage. Neot even when
Harry Wharton, groping in the
hamper for stray tomatoes, discovered
that the lid had come of a tin of
rolden syrup—making the discovery
g} getting an unex fistful of
treacle. These little thingas did

ha:fﬁen on a camging trép.
‘hey all looked round when Bob
sighted the Highclifie Water-Lily
o ey :
The Greyfriars boat was towing at
a leisurely rate of speed. Towing ia
Ieisurely work—it is not the sort of
thing that is done in a hurry. Indeed,
when a boat came along towed by o
horse at a spapking rate, it cansed
genernl  irritation—tangling  tow.
Tue Maener Lishaky.—No. 1,045
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ropes bothering everybody, and caus-
in?uncivil remarks to be made.
Fellows did not on the river to
be in o huery  This was not, as Bob
Cherry remarked, a boat race.

As thevy had started rather late in
the day, the Famous Five were going
to camp before they had covered any
great distance up the Thames. Mean-
while, they were not preszed for time.
They had the long heoliday before
them, and the Thames, after all, was
not quite so long as the Mississippi or
the Amazon! BSlow and steady did
it! The Water-Lily could put on
specd when required—but it was not
requived at the moment.

!ﬂ was quite easy, therefore, for the
Higheliffe boat to overhaul the Grey-
friars eraft. It would have been

nite easy for the Highclifians to
shoot past and disappear up to
Molesey.

‘That they did not choose to do.

When the Famous Five sighted
them they cxpected Pon & Co. to
pass, :mdy probably to make them-
gelves offensive in passing. Im which
cagse the supply of tomatocs was
available,

But the rival Water-Lily did nob
pasz. It hung sstern, slacking speed
giter sighting the guarry.

“Slackers,” remarked Bob, when he
looked back again and noticed that
the rowing-boat was proceeding no
faster than the towed t.

“Well, we're mot speeding,” re-
marked Harry Wharton.

“We're tawin;{,” pnswered Bob.
“If o fcllow pulls, he should pull.

fat existence.

THE MAGNET

Makea mo tired- to ece fellowe poing
asleep over their oars.™

Hurrce Jamset Eam Singh chuckled.

“The esteemed Highcliffians do not
want to pass us,” he said. " They are
keeping astern purposefully.”

“Oh! Looking for a chance for
more trouble,” gaid Bob., “ Well, if
they want some more, they can have
some more! Oh, great pip! Look!™

Bob, staring back at the Higheliffe
boat, fairly jumped at a remarkable
and unexpected sight on board that
craft. .

There was a heap of rugs in the
hows which he had mnot specially
noticed. But he noticed it now.

For from under the edge of &
a most surpriging and unespect
vision appeared in view. :

It was & fat face, adorned by a big
pair of spectacles !

That fat face and that pair of
apectacles peered over the bows at the
Greyfriars boit ahead.

Rob gazed at the nnexpected vision
blankly.

“Took " he gurgled,

“Oh crikey I

“Bunter !’

Since losing Bunter at Kinpgston
the Famous Five had forgotten his
But if they had ox-
pected to eec him again they cer-
tainly would not have cxpected to
behold him on board FPonsonby's
boat.

But there he was.

“The esteemed nnd idiotic Bunter !"
ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, in amazemcent. “Have those
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ridicnlous rotters given him a lift?”

“What the thump is he parked
under those rugs for?” gasped
Nugent. “Must be o bit warm V'

*“The warmfulness muat be terrifie.”

“0Oh gum !” chuckled Boh. "“They
don't know he's there. We can seo
his chivvy from here—they can't sce
hizpi’ 1 I 1d bz

“A jolly old stewaway!

“Ha, ha, ha !

Amazing ne that view of Billy
Bunter waas, it scemed clear that the
Higheliffians' did not koow that he
was on their beat. Gadsby and
Monason, of course, had their backs to
him as they pulled, and they had no
eyes in the backs of their heads.

Ponsonby, in the stern eeat, faced
the hows as he ateered ; but he was at
the other end of the boat, with the
two rowers between him and Bunter.
All ke saw, if ho noticed anything,
was the rugs over Bunter, Only by
looking direet at the bows from the
front was Bunter visble.

From under cover the fat Owl
blinked at the Greyfriars boat ahead.

Never had his eyea or his spectacles
fallen on a more welcome sight.

Siowed away in that remarkable
manner on the wron Water-LilF.
Bunter sighted the right Water-Lily
at last,

No doubt he was cager to get with--
in jumping distance.

But the Highelifle boat did not
approach anywhere within jumping
distanee. on & Co. did not want
a.nr{ more tomatoes. .

‘hey hung astern, and were going
to hang astern till the Greyiriary
fellowe camped; after which, having
noted the camp, they were going to
clear off —to call later. ‘

There was no chance for Billy
Bunter to.tranship his fat person!
He watched the Greyfriars boat with
eager longing—in wain,

He had, at all events, spotted that
boat. He was on the track of those
beasts who did not realise that he was
a member of the river party. If Pon
& Co. spotted their camp, Bunter wna
oing to spot their camp. That was
all right if he was mot, in the mean-
time, discovered. That awful danger
hung over his fat head like the sword
of Damocles.

He daied not eall!

Even if the Famous Five were kecn
and eager to get him on their Water-
Lily—which  Bunter doubted—one
sound from Bunter would betray him
to Pon & Co.—whose lunch-basket he
had cleared out! He wonld be at
the mercy of the Highcliffe fellows
long before rescue could reach him—
even if it reached him at all.

Bunter could only watch the boat
ahead with hopelesa longing, like a
podgy Peri at the gate of Paradise,

“That Owl!” soid Bob, “What the
thump bas he parked himself there

forf"

Harri Wharton laughed.

& ing for this craft, perhaps,”
he said.

“Well, let him look if he wonta
to ! chuckled Bob. *A eat may lock
at a king. What obout letting him
have a tomate? Bunter's fond of
tomatoes "

“Ha, hn, ha %



“The fat chump’s making facea at
us ! gaid Nugent.

“The facefulness in terrific.”

Billy Bunter was not intentionally
making faces. He was trying to
make signs to the Greyfriare fellows,
now they had observed him, By
twisting his fat features into the
most  extraordinary  expressions,
Bunter was seeking to convey his de-
sire that the boat ahead ghould stop
for him. It waa, or should have been,
en expression of pathetio appeal.

To the fellows looking back, how-
ever, the exitraordinary contortions
of that fat visage only appeared to
be Eal:in facea. 5 " :

“Bomething bitin 1m, perhaps !
said Bob ﬂl:?errj*. g"& wapafp 'u:i:;er
those rugs, haps—-—"

“Poor old Bunter I*

“Better not look, or those High-
cliffe cads will spot something,” sajd
Nugent. “If they epot him on their
boat, they will g?'m im jip ¥

And the Greyfriars fellows kindly
turned their cks to Bunter, in
order not to risk giving the fat Owl
away to the Highcliffe crew. Which
was really not what Bunter wanted
at all—and he cast deadly blinks at
the backa that were turned on him.

Johnny Bull ceased to haul on the
towrope, The golden sunset waa
flooding the Thames. Jobnny waved
his hand from the bank to the crew
of the boat.

“Here's a riEping place 1 he called
out. “'Just what we want |”

Har Wharton stood and
ecanned the ehore. A nice little
meadow, shaded by aseveral mag-
nificent old oaks, looked very invit-
ing. Beyond it was a wood, and far
in the distance o high roof could be
scen over the tree-tope. Really, it
was an ideal spot for {:aml‘:bﬂi_ng.

" Right-ho !” called back Harry.

Jﬂhnni ulled the boat in to the
bank. And the Famous Five, as they
made inst and began to convey their
impedimenta ashore, forgot about
the other Water-Lily that had hung
on their track.

“—

Battling Bunfer !
i H lor'!” breathed Billy

O Bunter,

The Highcliffe boat was
pulling off,

Pon & Co. had effected their pur-
pose now. The Greyiriars Wera
campiig. They had tied up their
m to ngun ] ﬁit.h willows unfueg the

pnk. iously they were stoppin
there for the night. That was aﬁ
that Pon wanted to know. The apot
would bo easy enough to find again—
when Pon wanted to find it.

That would be when the Greyfriara
camp was slesping, and it was safe
for a young rascal to cut the boat
adrift, and send it drifting down the

river.
8o Pon & Co. pulled away satisfied.

Bunter did not share their aatis-

faction.

Bunter wanted to keep an eve on
that camp. After what he had eard
-on board the wrong Water-Lily,
Bunter had, he thought, an open
ecgame to admit him to the Greyiriars

camp. He knew Ponw’s hostile inten-
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tion—and he could convey a warnin

to the fellows who were in danger o

losing their boat. There was such a
thing as %rat-ituda——nt least, Bunter
ho that there was, though he did
not recall having experienced that
emotion himgelf,

Bunter, during his weary voyage
under the rugs, had thought it out.

Those beasts made out that he did
not belong to the river party. Even
when he trailed them down and
barped in, they were as likely as not
to boot him out again. That was the
kind of beasts they were.

Bob, in Bunter's estimation, was
soft—but Jchnay Bull's boot was
like a lion in the path. Johnny was
anything but soit. Even if Bob

roved soft as ueual, and the other
ellows resigned themegelves to their
fate, Johnny waa the man to settle
the problem with a boot,

But that was where Bunter’s trump

cord came 1n.
Pon & Co. were uing to gim}h their
boat. Sup at Owl butted into

the camp just when Pon was petting
busy, and gave the alarm,

Bunter, in that case, would appear
in the role of %unrdiaﬂ angel. Even
that imexpressible beast, Bull, would
hardly boot s gmardian angel,

This secmed to Bunter like backing
a winner,

But to back that winner he had to
get ashore and keep an eye on the
camp till the 'pﬂ&chﬂlﬂgi{ml moment
came. And the Highcliffe crew were

ulling on—and he dared not reveal

ia presence. Yeb that presence would

indubitably be revealed when th
pulled in at Molesey. He was only
{lﬂﬂtpl}ﬂiﬂ the fatal hour—and, in
he meantime, losing track of the
Grevfriars party.

Seldom bhad a fat Owl been placed
in e0 awkward a position. He had to
gat out of that boat—but to get out

@ had to reveal himself—and he
could not venture to reveal himaelf.

The problem was like the knot of
Gordius, of ancient times, which no
one could untie. '

But, just as that ancient Gordian
knot was cut by the sword of Alex-
ander, so Bunter's Gtordian knot was
suddenly cut.

The fat junior moved a little to
cast a blink round over the river, in
the faint ko

erilous craf

e could scramble ont o
Highclifian clutches.

tainly no boating party was
likely to welcome such a sudden and
unexpected invasion; but Bunter was
willing to take chances—with FPon
& Co. it was not a chatce but a cer-
tainty, if they discovered- him and
bagped him,

therto, in keeping daggo under
those rugs, Bunter had not noticed
that a boathook lay under the rugs.

But now when he moved he noticed
it from the circumstance that the
hook poked into his fat ribs.

He noticed it quite suddenly—so
suddenly that he let out a yell before
he realised that he had opemed his
mouth,

“Qw 1" yelled Bunter.

He did not know what was punctur-
ing him; but he knew that something
was—eomething fearfullv sharp.

reach of

that Bunter

of seeing some less P
at hand, upon which P
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He yelled before he realised what
be was doing. His Hyell rang from
stem to atern of the Higheliffe Water-
Li‘?. end far over the River Thames.

hree Highelifians jumped, ps if
moved' by the same spring.

Pousonby etarted up in the stern
geat; Gadsby and Monson ceased to
row, and stared round over their
shoulders. '

That heap of rugs in the bowa
was in wild agitation! Clearly there
was something alive under those
Tugs.

“ What the dooce—" gasped Pon-
ﬂﬂ-ﬂféy.
“Somebody’'a
Mamnﬁt_ e i

" Who the thump—--*

"“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

He was discov now.

He scrambled wildly up, throwing
the rugs aside. The three High-
cliffians stared at him like three
fellows in a dream! Not for a
moment had they Hﬂﬁpﬂﬁﬁﬂ that they
had a passenger on the boat. Bunter
come a8 & atartling surprise to them,

“That fat Greyfriars chump!”

asped Gadeby. *“Oh, my hat!
%th‘, he's been on the hﬂﬂt‘;jall the

time ¥
had the

1 Hﬂ‘
By zad”  Ponsond d
“By gadl” onsonby jumped to
his feet. " Bo it was that fat freak,
was 1t? We'll make an ezample of
hinin! By gum! I'll take his skin
L A, eay, vou fellows, it—it
wasn’t me !” gasped Bunter. “I—I

there ! howled

grub!®  roared

€Y never touched the grub! I—I—J— ¥

' “Steady on, Pon!” exclaimed
(adeby, as the dandy of Higheliffe
came along the boat, his eyes glitter-
ing at Bunter. “Don’t ca ige na !

‘I—I_ say, {au keep off I” gasped
Bunter. “{—- never had the %zub,
snd—and T'll.pay for it, if you like!
I—I'm expecting a postal order very
shortly—" :
hThﬁ boat Tocked as Pon came at

im,

It flashed into Pon's mind at an
on board the Wal-
Lily, must have heard all 1 -
said on the bhoat; and that, i
his game of cutting the Grey.. .
boat adrift was up. Bunter, e sup-
osed, was a member of the river
arty who had got eeparated. "u
snd why be had got on the Higi. 1i4¢
boat, Pon did not know; but there
he was, and he knew Pon's e—
which was as good as putting paid
to it.

S0 Pon, if he wanted vengeance at
all, had to concentrate it eatirely on
{Eliﬂtly Bunter! That he woa going to

0

The expression on his face as he
camo along the boat was really
terrifying !

But just as there is no animal 20
dangerous as an exasperated sheep,
so Billy Bunter, sca out of his fat
wits, became a dangerous character
from sheer funk, i

He dared not let Pon reach him!

Hardly knowing what he did,
Bunter grabbed 1:11]3 one of the Tugs
and pitched it at Pon as he came.

The rug folded itself ronnd Ton's

Tue Macner Lisnary.—No. 1,043
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head as it landed, and Pon went over
backwards, sprawling over Gadsby
and Monson.

The boat rocked wildly with the
ghock, and RBilly Bunter sat down
with a bump that very nearly drove
the bowa under water.

“Qooogh I reared Bunter.

“Oh gadl Lock out!”
Monson.

“Pon, you clumsy ass!” shrieked
Gradsby.

Ponsonby struggled in the envelop-
ing rug. The boat rocked, and
rocked, and shipped water. Fon got
the rug off, and sat up, spluttering,
in three or fuu&: inches of water., Hae
struggled up, dripping.

i ].g—gi—l’ﬁ-_'P gu!. Eé& sped.

If Pon had been ferocious before,
he was doubly ferocious now! Frantie
with rage, he scrambled forward.

Bunter struggled to his fat knees.
His fat hand was on the boathook.
He did not stop to think, There was
1o time for thinking—and thinking
was not Bunter’s long suit, anyhow,
He just grobbed the boathook ond
Tunged.
. Pon was coming on quite quickly.
But he went backwards much more
guickly as the boathook jabbed his
waistcoat.

“Oh!"” he yelled.

He bounded back, and sat down
suddenly in the stern scat.

yelled

Buuter, still on his knees—le
dared not assume the ndicular
in the wildly rocking boat—bran-

digshed the boathook.

“Eeep off I'” he Toared.

“I—I—I—T'll—" gurgled Pon.
sonby.

“Keep off, you beast!” pgasped
Bunter.
v “Collar him ! shrieked Ponsonby.
“Take that boathook away from
him, yon fools, before he does some
damage with it! Will you collar
him 1

“We shall capeize in a minute!”
howled Gadsby,

“Callar him, I tell you!”

Gadsbr beld on to the rocking gun-
wale. But Monson scrambled for.
ward at Bunter,

Bunter was guite dcsperate now.
He lupged recklessly with the boat-
hook, and Monson bhounded back just
in time. Bunter jabbed again before
he gquite got out of reach, and punc-
tured Monson’s knee,

Monson yelled, and joined Pon on
the stern seat, He sat therd, clasp-
ing his knee, and panting.

Gadsby was still within Teach.
Bunter gave him a hefty poke in the
_ carful howl,
let go the punwale, and scrambled
aft. Really, the frantic Owl might
Lave done a lot of damage with that
boothook. He had olready done
conough for Pon & Co.

“Oh crikey ! gasped Bunter,

He blinked along the boat.

They were keeping their distance
now ! Bunter did not neced to tell
them to keep off ! They were keeping
off quite carcfully.

It was in the desperation of sheer
funk that Billy Bunter had put up
that scrap! But it dawned upon his
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mind now that he was master of the
gituation !
The Higheliffians were more fright.

‘ened of the boathook than Bunter

was of the Highelifians! A whirl-
ing, luugintg. jabbing boathook was
altogether foo dongerous a weapon
fné on & Co. to tackle. -

urprisingly and unexzpectedly, the
fat C?wl found himaelf cock of the
wall !

He grinned breathlessly as
realised it.

“Yah!" roared Bunter. “Come
pon! Come on, vou Highclifile cads!
Three to one! Yah! me on !

“You fat scoundrel, put down that
boathoolk ! wyelled Ponsonby

“Come and make me!” invited
Bunter.

Ponsonby half rose.

Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his
spectacles, and he drew back his
deadly weapon for a thrust. Really,
a pluckier {fellow than Ponsonby
might have decided that it waes not
govd enough. It was not merely
good ecnough for Pom—and he sat
down again.

“Yah! Come on!" hooted Bunter.
“Funks! Higheliffe rats! Yah!
Who's afraid of you, YI'd like to
know? Yah! Funka!”

Bnirter was not the man to be
modest in the bour of victory.
Bunter was the man to crow. He

crowed !

“Measly funks!” eaid Bunter.
“For two pins I'd come nlnng there
and thrash the lot of you! 'TThere's

no ﬁ?ht in you IHigheliffe rats!

he

Yah I’
Por almost foamed. DBut he r1e-
mained where he was! Monson sat

riubbing his knee. Gaddy was mak-
ing frantic efforts to get at his back
to rub it. Pon & Uo. wanted mno
albre. :

Billy Bunter blinked round over the
shining river. The Greyiriara camp
was distant, and lost to sight. But
Bunter was bosa of the show now.
Bunter had only to give his orders.

“Now, then, you Higheliffe cads!”
Le said. “I want to zet out of this!
Get the boat to the bank!”

Three Highcﬂfﬁnna eyed him evilly,
and d4id not move or apeak.

Billy Bunter's fot face took om a
bullying expression that was worthy
of Pon at his best !

“Do you hear me?” he rapped,
“Do you want me to come along there
to you? If I do, you'll know it!
Tweo of you take those oars and pull
for Fhﬁ ank! Don't keep mc wait-
1]1 ‘Fi

ETnu cheeky fat slug!”

Pon’s voice choked with rage.

“That's enough from you!” said
Billy Bunter. till on his fat kneces,
lie jerked himself along the beat,
with the boathook ready to jab.
“You've got it coming! I'Il jolly
well ghow you !”

“Stop that!” panted Ponsonby.
*Btop, you fat fool! You'll do some
damage with that boatheok!™

“I'm going to!” retorted Bunter.

“ We—we'l g}ll you ashore, if you
like !” pasped Monson. “Ieep that
boathook away, you mad rhino-
ccros I

“T'll give yom & chance!” gaid

Bunter. “But I'm wpot wailing!
Get down to it, you Higheliffe cads—
and don't cheek your betters!”

Ponsonby and Gadsby moved along
to take the oara.

Pon was watching
chanee of springing, aveiding the
boathook. But the fat Owl was too
wary for him. Bunter retreated inte
the hows, with the boathook held out
before him—and it was so plainly lis
intention to hand out reckless jabs,
if he was approached, that Pon gave
up the ides,

The Higheliffe boat pulled to the
bank.

Pon held on to & stump ashore,
bringing the boat close in; and not
till the bows were mosing into the
rushes, did Billy Bunter clamber out.
Then he clambered raridiy, taking
the bomthook with him |

Pon eyed him from the boat.

“@Give us our boathook, vou fat
freak !” he muttcred.

Billy Bunter chuckled.

“I'll watch it!" he anawered cheer-
fully. “I'll gii:ﬂ you the ebarp end
if you don’t sheer off, and take your
ugPy m‘fﬁ away, you Higheliffe cad "

on Co., with deep feelings,
sheered off. .

Billy Bunter watched them go, till
the Highcliffe boat was lost to aight
among the eraft on the river. Then
he pitched the boathosk into the
Thames and started down the tow-
gat.h in the direction of the Grey-
riars camp.

like a ent for o

————— ——

Bunter On The Spot !

ILLY BUNTER grinned.

B It was rather o sleepy grin.

Bunter was sleepy! ut,
sleepy as he was, he wos not asleep,

Bunter was sitting in a boat—the
Water-Lily ! It was the right Water-
Lily this time!

It had been easy enough for the
fat Owl, after landing from the
Highecliffe craft. He had Mﬂi to go
down the towpath, back to the agzot
where the Greyiriare part ad
landed and camped. Even DBunter
could not miss a camp on one hand
and o boat tied up to willows on the
other. Having spotted that eamp,
Bunter watched it from n distance
till the sunset deepened to dark—and
the Famous Five were packed in the
tent and dreaming.

Then the fat Owl crept cautiously
along the bank, and climbed into the
boat under the willows, Luckily, all
the foodstuffs had not been landed.
The stern locker was packed with
canned things, which were useleas to
Bunter; but there was a bLamper,
with a many things in it—when
Bunter blinked round ﬁr provender.
Ten minutes later there wos an empty
hamper, and a good many things in
Bunter.

After which, le sat down on the
rolled sail o wateh,

And now-—-

There was a etealthy footstep on
the bank aond a stitring of the
willowa. And Bunter grinned.

The enemy was at hand! Buntfer
could fmagine that enmemy’s feelings
when lie suddenly let out a yell of
alarm ! But he waited, to make sure.



He had rather expected that Pon
& Co. would come back by boat. It
had not even occurred to his fot
brain that Pon would realise that he
had overheard the scheme, and would,
in consequence, give up the idea
altogether. Whoever was coming was
coming by land, not by water. But
Bunter had no douht that it was the
Highcliffe party.

TOM NORTH (Sixth) says “YES."

DARE gay it will seem queer to
most of you thet s regular player
in the first eleven, at cricket
and footer, ehould sargus that uliwlort
features too prominently in school life.
ell, I'm sorry to let down my *' fans,”
but I seriously think it does
I look on it like this:

Outdoor games are just & form of
recreation Thu-y-ahnufﬂ never be re-
arded as more thap that. Qur chief

siness at school—though many of us
perhaps do not realise it—is learning
to ba men. Too much concentration on
games is lisble to defest that end. In
some cases it may even result in our
going out into the world mere grown-
up I:uuyla mstead of the men we should
properly become |

Naturally, I am not an op
sport. l?}{fwu‘ldn‘t be in the Firet if I
were | Phyeical exercise in the shape
of organised gl:maa is of vital import-
ance to the healthy development of
boye. But I believe in moderation in
all things. That includes sport. Too
much sport is just as unhealthy for the
brain as too much swolting 8 un-
healthy for the body. It is my oon-
sidered opinion that there ia too m
sport at most schoola to-day. 1 will
risk causing a howl of execration by
ujrinP-_.t.hat there ia too much sport st
Greyiriars | i

Life is real, life iz earnest, and
mere games are not its goal—f
will excuss the slight libert
taken with dear old Longfellow! By
living for games, we grasp the shadow
instead of the substance, In my view,
we should certainly place less emphasis
on eport and direct eome of our super-
Auous energies into more profitable
channels |

GEORGE BLUNDELL (Fifth) says:
GING-JJ

DIBAGREE with Noxth's
clusions entirely. =
North talks of missing the sub-
stance for the shadow. I would remind
him of the words of the poet: *the
shadow proves the substance true™
Hport may be only the shadow of life,
but if leads a man unerringly to the
substance right enough !

I readily grant that we are at school
to learn to become men, But I sub-
mit that there is no sphere of school
activities where we learn that Jeason
more effectively than in the sphere of

sport.
the playing fields, a fellow

nent of

<on-

On

The willows atirred, There was a
faint squelch as a foot nt&sped in
shallow mud by the water’s edge.

A shadow loomed over the boat!

Billy Bunter, sitting on the folded
eail, had a blanket over him, to keep
off the wind from the river. In the
deep gloom he was quite invisible.

Ajl he could see of the enemy was
that leoming shadow! He grioned
at that looming shadow.

1
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The boat rocked at her moorings as
that shadow hoarded her. There was
a_ light washing of water in the
rushes.

Bunter was rather puzzled, There
seemed to be only one of them,
Gadsby and Monson, perhaps, had
backed out, leaving Pon to carry om
alone, But there was one, at all
evente—in the boat, and leaning over

IS THERE TOO MUCH
SPORT AT SCHOOL?

Greyfriars Celebrities Give
Their “*Fors" and * Againsts.”

=

inata his own interesta to thosa of
his side—learns to take hard knocks
without complaint and to control his
feelings, Those lessons surely bave &
practical use in after-life!

It is hardly necessary, I suppose, for

a.cguire: the team spirit—learns to eub-
or

me to point out that wa do our fair
share of mwotting at a school like Grey-
friars, Most of the day ia taken up

with ciass-work. There 1s, in addition,
prep pearly every evening. And we

must not i'ur?et the i1mpots and
detentions that fall to the lot of every
normal chap.

We work hard—nobody can deny it
I maintain that we are entitled to play
Einrd, too. It's B natura! ¢ompensa-

on.

As for the alleged danger that sport
will cause us to develop into grown-
up  boys instead of normal _adult
citizens, I think North must be dream-
mg it! “"The Bsitle of Waterloo,”
sald the Duke of Wellington, * was won
on the playing fields of Groyfriars.”
ar version mentions Eton, bub
this is & mistake I} The Iron Duke, you
see, had no doubts about school rb
turning boys into men; and the leaders
of our country to-day, I feel sure, are
equally convinced of the merits of school
games in this direction, o

Quite frankly, my idea about it is
that there cannot possibly be too much
sport st school! But even assumin

t you can have too much sport,
shail never admit, while class-work and
indoor activitiea take up so much of
our_time, that there is too much sport
at Greyfriara |

BILLY BUNTER (Remove):

HAT'S wrong with skool sport
is mot that there’s too much of
it, but that it’s in the hands

of jellus beests who won't give a chanee
to men of real merrit to distingwish
themeelves, I could tell you of one
such chap who i8 barred from the
Remove team, despite the fact that he
is an abeolute jeemius b at kricket
and footer. is name? Moddesty

to cut her loozse., But for Bunter
thera could be ne doubt that that
boat wounld have becn a goner, Harry
Wharton & Co. were only a few yards
away—but they were fast aaleep in
the tent. The boat was at the mercy
of the pincher—but for Bunter! Bmt

Bunter was there—and his fat paw

closed on an empty jam-jar—which
had beem a full jam-jar when he
found it in the hamper,

Up went Bunter's fat paw !
Whis

Biff |

At guch short range, even Bunter
could not fail to get his man! There
was a fearful yell as the jam-jar
biffled into a waistcont.

*Yoooo - hooa - hooop! Suffering
suakes! Whooop !”

Bunter fairly bounded.

provents me giving it, but Jou can take
my Ewcrrd for it that 1t's absclutely
troa

HARRY WHARTON (Remove):

BLUHDELL,h I fancy, has rather
migsed the point. It's not so
much a gquestion of whether or
not we spond too much time at sport
&3 whether or not we taka sport too
scriously.

There is nobody in the Lower School
who is more keen on sport than I am.
But I can still soe something in North's
ﬂﬂr&emt Perhaps sometimes we do
attach too much mportanca to sport;
nnd i we de, 1 can quita zee that we
may be creat s false standard of
values for ours When all's 2aid
and done, cricket and footer are only
games, aren't they?

I think, however, that the dapger is
not very real in the Remove, We put
our heart and soul into the game whils
wa're playing it; but, win or | we
troat it aftorwards as it should be
treated—eheerfully and light-heartedly !

same applies to our rivals in other
schools,

On the whole, I do not believe that
there is too much sport at echool

WILLIAM GOSLING (Lodgekeeper):

HAT I saye is this here: there's

a lot too much of this hers sport

and larking about snd what not

at schools. If I had my way, I'd put
all boys under military discipline; and
thay’ t 8ll the hexercisa they wanted
on the barrack square—and s bit mora
than they wanted if I was aboutl
What I eays is thia here: less sport and
more hard work and whackings is my
idea for school. That's what 1 sava!

CLAUDE HOSKINS (Shell):

GIVE my bearty support t: s
position. This over-indulgence

i sport is turning many of you
fellows into barbarians, to whom even
the uplifting influence of music is
scarcely * known | Wh;r not  confing
:Liport one ‘“halfer™ a week and
evoto the other {0 music-practice and
singing? I would gladly give lectures
end pranoforte recitals if it could be

erranged.
The motion was put to a represents-

tive number of Greyiriars men and »
card wvota taken,

RESULT
FOR 25
AGAINST 61

vas.

It was not a Higheliffe voice!

“I say, you fellows !” Bunter yelled
even more loudly than the man who
had got the jam-jar. "I sayl Help!
Eﬁke‘ﬂup! say, the boat's going!

“ Halle, hallo, hallo !*

I'F'Wh“.t_lﬁ

" 1"? P

“Help ! raved Bunter, He realised
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that this waa not, after all, one of,

the Higheliffc crew, It was some
boat-pincher—perhaps & dangerous
ruffian! Terror smote the fat Owl!

The man who had got the jam-jar
had rolled over under the impact!
Now lie picked himself up, his hand
to his waisteoat, spluttering, and
glaring about him.,

““Help ! shrieked Bunter. .

There were sounds of rapid activity
ashore ! Five fellows hounded out of
a tent, and there was a glare of light
as an electric torch was turned on.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” roared Bob
Cherry. ‘““Is that Bunter?”

- "Boot him!” howled Johnny Bull.
“Oh, my hat! Look!" shouted
. Harry Wharton.

The man in the boat panted with
rage. Ile had turned on Bunter. But
he had no time to deal with Bunter,
Hea turned back, glaring at the
figures coming down the bank. The
boat was tied safely fore and aft—he
needed time to cut the moorings, and
Le had no time! He had hardly a
moment !

And as le stood glaring the light
streamed on his face, and all the
Famous Five knew that face at once.

* Spooner ! roared Bob Cherry.

“Bhifty Spooner!” yelled Johnny
Bull.

“After our boat!”

“I say, you fellows—
Bunter.

SBhifty Spooner made one Tapid
bound! He had time for it—and no
more ! That bound carried him ashore
—and Bob Cherry’s swift grasp just
missed him as he leaped away into

yelled
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the darkness, Johnny Bull succeeded
in landing one clout, which made
My, Spooner yell, as he bounded nway
—then he was gone!

Night swallowed Mr. Spooner!

“By gum!” gasped Bob. "That
rasﬁa{u that blighter who had
Mauly’s tenner! After our boat!”

" only hat!” Harry Wharton
stared after the vanished man, *“He
ml:glst hu’\'e becn watching for ma here,
and—-"

“He seems to want this boat bad ™
said Frank Nugent. “It was Spooner
all Fﬁght!”th

“Fane at sweep cropping u
again hgm [ exclaiéped ‘.Iiu:l;.'I %Gnﬂ
of us ‘had better sleep in the boat,
after this! Whe'd have thought
that——"

“I say, you fellows!”

The Famous Five starved at the fat
Owl in the boat! His presence was
almost as surprising as Shifty
Spooner’s.

“You fat villain!” roared Johnny
Bull. “What are you doing in that
boat #*

“Q0h really, Bull! I'm taking care
of it for you !" answered Billy Bunter.
“1'd like to know what would have
happened to it if I hadn't been on
the watch !™
+ The Famous Five gazed at him! It
was true cnough—Bunter had saved
the Water-Lily! There was no doubt
that its former owner would have had
it—but for Bunter!

“I thourht it was those Higheliffe
cads !” explnined Bunter. “I heard
Pon sny he'd come and pinch the boat
while yout fellowa weve asleep, so I—I

came to wateh over it for you! I'm
not the chap to let my pals down—
evenn when they dom’t treat a chap
decently, like u chaps. Where
would this boat if I hadn't been
in it?"

“"Echo answers  Where? ' enid
Bob.

“Esteemed eclo answers that the
wherefulness iz terrific!”  agreed
Hurrec Jamset Ram Singh.

Harry Wharton langhed,

“Well, the fnt sweep’s saved the
boat! That raseal Spoomer would
have had it! I suppose we'd better
let him stick in it. Stick, you fat
oyster I

“Well, if wou fellows want me fo
join up, I don't mind overlooking

ur rather rotten conduet!” said
unter.

“"We don't!”

“Beast! I mean, all right, old

chap, I can take a joke. He, he, Le!
I'll stick to gou and geg  you
through ! said Billy Bunter. Ve
turned down Mauly, and I'm done
with that cad Bmithy, and I’ll tell you
what, you fellows—I'll wash out all
my other invitations for the holidays
and atick to you fellows right to the
finish 1* _

. And Billy Bunter—not always a
man of his word—kept that promise
to the very letter.

THE EXD.

{Now ook out for “RUCTIONS
ON THE RIVER!"—next Saturday’s
sparkling, extra-long yarn of Harry
Wharton & Co.'s further holidey
adventures.  Order your Maexer
eariy.)

€18 T+

has been spending a holiday

by the briny, has been learn-
ing to ewim. He informs me that on
several cecasions he has had a mouth-
ful or two of sea-water, which left
him very thirsty. He asks me why
fish never get thirsty, considering the
amonnt of salt water they must drink,

The organs of a fish's body which
are concerned with keeping the com-
gositiun of the blood right are able
0

OHE of my reader chums, who

filter an excess of ealts out of it.

The same is true of our own bedies,
fortunately for us, as we often take
food and drink contuining an excess
of various things which certainly
must not stay long in the blood. On
the otiier hand, we are not adapted to
keep the composition of the blood
right if we drink nothing but eca-
water, ns fishes ean without harm.

The next letter eomes from “ Fond
of Horses,” Cornwall, who azks me
two guestions.  The first is:
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him: Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

E.CA.

Why Do Horses Wear Blinkers ?

The curious flaps of leather known
as blinkera, placed at the side of a
horse's eyes, Testriet ite field of
vision, so that it can see only straight
sliead, and cannot see what 1s happen-
ing to the right and left of it. In
this way the horse ia supposed fo be

rotected from sights which might
righten it. But it is very doubtful
whetber the blinkers really have this
effect. Some people think the? do
more barm than good, and 1t is
certain that in some cases a horse
becomes less frightemed if it is
allowed to sec a noisy object which
has alarmed if.

The sceond guestion is:

Why Does a Horse Need Shoes ?

The loops of iron nailed to a horse's
hoofs scem very unnatural, for in
thieir wild statc horses require mo
slioez, HRut the shoes arc necessary
becanse the hard reads along which
borses are driven would otherwise

wear away the horn of the hoof. It
i3 probable, too, that the hoofs of
horses driven along herd roads be-
vome dry and unhealthy throngh lack
of moisture. On their native pampas,
the wild horses bathe their feet ever
morning in the dew of the grass, an
the moisture soaks into the horn of
the hoofs and keeps it healthy and
tough. All experienced horsemen
know that dew is a splendid ointment
for horses’ hoofa, and it has been
found that horses which are kept at
night in the dewy fielde bave such
healthy hoofs that they can do =

reat deal of work without shoes.

ut the chief reason why horsca must
bo shod lies in the hard roads and
etony etreets, and as long as horses
continue to be driven or ridden along
euch roads they will require irom
shoes.

“ RUCTIONS ON THE RIVER !"

That’s the title to look out for next
Saturday, chums. Frank Richards ia
once again at his very best, and this
latest story of his is one of the finest
it has been my lot to read. I am
certain you fellows and girls will all
gay the same when you've read it.
Follow the further holiday adventures
of Harry Wharton & Co., and enjoy
their fun, excitement, and adventure
on the River Thames.

As usual, there will be plenty to
interest vout arain in the “Greyiriars
Herald,” roundin o off another grand
number.  Sce that you book your
order for the Mioxer carly, chums,
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A lass 1 The warning came teo late
Beorea of hideous islanders were already
boarding the two ships and rushing to the
attack |

was useless. In a few minnita
tho savages had captured both wvessels
and were taking back the white invadera
in trivanf in their canoss |

Even Jack Jolly & Co., brave as they
were, could not help shuddering at the
thought of the fate that awsited them
when they reached the island t

(Looks as if our heroea are “ for 4"
now! But 2 not lost yet, az you wll
Iearn when gyou read ! " Senlenced fo the
Stewpot [ V—next week's mirthquaeks /)

syl

TEMPLE TRIUMPHED ane s
IN SAND.CASTIE ¢/ F
CONTEST ! Saviieaigte
Or Was It Bis Doable? W=7 °
The strange sight of s
Cecil Reginald Temple, ™y
of the Greyiriars Upper

Fourth, building a sand-
castle in an East Coast
beach contest last woek
made Bulstrode, of the
Romove, stop and stare.

Bulstrode sank down
on the sands and fanned
himself! It was true
there were other en-
trants of Temple's
weight—the age limits
were Blix to mxteen—
but for Temple,. of ail
people, to descend to buildn
EII ml:lc-a.atladﬂ even if 1'?!'1115 rules Edi
ollow him to do 8o, waa mmply staggoring !

Bulatrode remembered, as he dizzil
watched tho elegant leader of the Fou
at work, that Temple had had occasional
ertistic spasms in the past and had even
been known in & modest way to attempt
sculpture in the hols. So, perhaps,
despitc that first zhock, it wasn't wery
remarkable aftor all. All the same,
Bubstrode continued to gaze at Temple
with a fascinated gaze !

Tha{ contest ended. Amid cheers,

Temple’s castle was judged to be the
hesT,Pn.nd Templo was ]u.wardcd the prize
of a flip in an aeroplanec.
. He woa led to a waiting car and whirled
off to the local airport for his free flight
before snyone had time to speak to hum,
Bulstrode met him sigain on the followi
‘doy, however, and congratulated him then
instead.

*“ Nice work, your winning that beach
contest yesterday, Temple,” he grinned.
“ You dessrved i, old sport; yours waa
the beat sand-castle I've evor seen."

Now, you would have expected Temple
to be quite delighted at that pally speech
‘-—auyﬂni;lﬁl in t of the saveral other
elegant who hed jeined Temple that
day. But ho showed no delight whatever.
On tho contrary, he seemed quite peeved.
His brows went up, his mouth went down,
and hiz cheeks turned pink.

*One of the dashed from

achool 1 he explained apologetically to

his = ']é‘ryilf to be funny, I fancy ! "
umped,
“ Whi, you blithering idict! You're

the best sand-castle t 1%

Temple’s chosks torned & shade pinker.
He coughed.

not going to demy you won the prize for
building P

L I |
L

I

*“Unless this kid haa been to sleep an’

dreamed it all, it sbun-:h aa if I've

t &
donble, what 7" he Bleated to his pals.

* They say that every man has a double,
Dashed ineconvenient, tlmugh. when &
man'ds doublo atarta winpin® sand-castle
competitions ! Cheerio, kid 1

And Templo hurriedly shepherded his
posh to another part of the prom.
Bulstrode wants to know what we make

of it. Waa it really Templo who won that
beach contest, or wds it his double ?

Having pondered deeply on the problam
for at least one second—noting carefully
that Templs did not actually d%ny it and
that he obviously wonld not want his
friends to kmow of his juvenile lapse—we
have arrived at the conclugion that it was
Ceeil Reginald himazlf, That ** double ™
of Temple's was just
Temple's bmainwave—
and for an " inconven-
ient "* double he made
‘& strikingly convenient
use of him!

-"I-".-H"',‘

OBVIOUSLY!

How can you believe
that Coker dotes on his
Aunt Judy when he
refuses to wear the silk
gcarfl eho gave him to
protect his neck againat
draughts when playing
cricket.

Obvionsly, Coker
do an't onre n “Wrap el

ETIQUETTE FOR

HOLIDAY MAKERS!
By HAROLD SKINNER

When accidentally mecting a Greyfriars |

acguaintance duving the vao, while with
wur?ach,itiaa.ﬂvimhlammrhtha
youthiul heartiness with which vou would
greet him in torm time. The best plan is
to walk with your noss in the air and
ignore him completely till wou have
Faauerl him. You can then start slightly,
look round, and call back : *“ Let's see—
it's—ah —Ogilvy, im't it? Had
dot My patah and mateh, know.
Good-bay | ™ : T

You should then sneer and stalk on.

If you aro by yourself, the gree can
be a little lees formal, Grin hm;tdi_lljjgnnd
trip hirn up from behind. Snateh his

cap off his head and fling it into the ses. |.

h{]ﬁ? uproariously.

ey 30 Sheevs S Sty Sosheci
noecezsary to o strictly respec
attitunde which is right and proper in the
Form-room., There is no need, for
instance, to reiso your cap and make &

sweeping bow. A sufficient acknowledg-

my | ment is to put your cap on the back of

your heed-and wink at him. Nor need
you simper and beg him: * Good-
morning, eir !X Jost nod cheerily and
say : "* Hullo, matey ! =

Regarding general behaviour, it should
be remembered that the rcmoval of the
restrictions to which you are subject at
school does not mean youn should at once
do all the things you are not allowed to do

vimiti

an |
ng | idak I'd seen your face somewhah. How
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during term. In this conneetion, here are
8 fow “ don'ta® —
Don't walk along the

- d promenade
- B & [ipe,
hﬂ too loudly when meaking rudo

Dﬂrl:t bou by
remarks about passors.-by,

Dion't play cards for moncy while lis-
taning to the pierrots,

Dot sling empty lemonade bottles
out of charabancs wgﬂ: you arc driving
through erowded streets.

Don't banana skins on ihe pavo.
ment in the rush hour.

Don't make too much woisc when cating
Iemons near the bandatand.

I think that's about all.

{And guife enough, too /—FEd.)

A ‘CHEERY CHIN-WAG

WITH YOUR EDITOR,
HARRY WHARTON

Talking of holidays, chums, de you over
spare o thought for the chaps who oo
ﬂ{rl'td;!mﬂcﬂ to stay on at school during the
Vac

Most fellows are quite ised to learm
that anybody is left at all on the day after
breaking-up. Bub such exiles certainly
do exist [ T. Fiah and Wun Lunyg,
for instance, have spent soveral holidays
in the School House, Delarey is another
Remove man who has had the expericnco
on one or two occasions,

In many casca, where parents or guar-
dians arée wbroad, the {ellow concerned
is invited to other chapa' houses for part
of the vag, But it is not always conventent
for them to hava him for tho entire holiday,
snd such fallows, therefore, uveuslly find
themselves back at Greyfriavs for at least
o park «:-t_’l the vae, : BB

cial provision ia always made for
ﬂmﬁ]:: out-of-term bﬂnrﬂe:-s.}r When the
Hend is in residence, he gives an aye to
their welfare. TWhile he i3 away, he
leaves somebody clso to look after thein—
ususally ono of the masteras who is willing
to put in a week or two at tho school. Tho
He.ul or his deputy provide cutings for the
fellowse—-trips to pluces of interest, on
occasional thoatre, and a cricket or {ocoter
mateh according to the time of year. They
do their best to gave their charges from
boredomy. Put most of the time, nator-
ally, the exiloa are left to their own devices.

School rules ere almoat non-exislent.
Bedtime is later, thers aré no lessona of any
kind, and meals are ar d to wuib the
chaps’ convenience. FPlaces out of bounds
in term are, however, still ouf of bourids
m the vao. The man who was caught
the Thres Fishors would certainly
find movements studied with some
interest for the rest of the vaa |

Taking it all round, our out.of.term
boarders usually manage to have quite a
good time—that is, providing there are
two or more of them !'ﬂrﬂumpa-lilly; Ifa
chap finds himeelf entirely on o,
then he naturally gets a Lttle bored and
starte to look forward to the beginning
of the new terra.

Still, ss I pointed out last week, this
has also baen];:ﬂwn to happen to fellons
who epend the vac, at homo !

More chin-wag next week, chums.

RY WHARTON.

HAVE A HECTIC VAC.,
DEAR MEN!
Says LORD MAULEVERER
Tn tha.usuel way, I am no believer in
being frightfully energetic.. On the con.

tray, dear men, I am ly of the opinion
that too much rushing ahout, whether it's
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at work or play, resulis in strain and dis-
organisea the system. BMore important
still, it takes away a chappie's re and
leavea him mmpah!a of viewing this cheary
old world with & calm and dispassionate
eye.

Ergo—that means * therefore,” old
beons, I faney—my great eim at Grey-
frinrs is to relax on all occazions and to
snovge at frequent intervals,

Bt the summer vac is different, There
are exceptiona to evory rule, and the
sunmer vao i8 the exception to mine.
In that glad period of the venr, dear men,
1 belicve in being frightfully energetic and
rushing sbout like anything !

You don't find me lying in bed till
lunch-thne in the. holidavs. No fear!
I get up with the joliy old lark at about
cloven o’clogk in tho dewy morn.  Rather !

IT yvou imagine that "after breklker -I
flop inta_an armehair and read the nows.
mporg, you'ro wrong. . I get up and go
l!ﬂa, }Tha chauﬁ‘éﬁr tahﬁ mﬂpm t-hifm
in the Raolls,

Am I exhausted by my hectic day
after I've had tea? Well, yes, dear
men, I ama;  but that doesn’t stop me!
With indomitable - vim, and wvigour, I
drift out of doors vet ogain and expend
more strength and encrgy in o torrifie
bout of sport. 1 mean, I have a round
of eroguet.

Even t}:u_t- doesn™ finigh off mv erowded
programme, for after dinner, instead
of volling. off wearily to hye-hyes, |

usually retain sufficient encrgy to listen |
in io the radio from my {avourite ann- |

chair, :
AConrtinued top of nexd column.)

a

" THRILLS GALORE!

I"il‘.‘}'{}u want to exporience one of the
Liggeat thyills that sport can offer, pet a

Hornby Speed Boat nnel t1v recing it on |

tho pond., Theso wmodels are famous for
theiv mapnificent porformmnes and relin-
I.'-i'!it;.:,' for each one ie built with the same
procision and craftsmunship as the famous
rormby Tmins. Hornby Speed Boats

cost fromy 2{1} and the Horoby Racing |

Boats from 5/6, Ask to see them at your
loeal déalers or write to Meeccano Litd.,
lietpr. b, Binna Roml, Liverpool, 13, for
a freé copy of the Hornby Speed Boat
Folder which gives {full particulars of the
Hornhy Fleet.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

S0 you eee, old .pals, I really do let
myself go on heliday. My tip to jou
is to do the same thing yourselves. Yon

through like I do:
old.-best.

Have a rcally
arid rush about like enything—that's
my. ideal After all, you'll hawve all
next term to ged over it !

CHAMP AT ROWING-MACHINE
—CHUMP AT ROWING!

Coker's Boatrace Hopes Dashed

Coker haa_.a rowibg-machine with o
georing-dinl " in  front of it.

-The scofing.dial registera the strength
of your pull ond the spbid of your strokes.
It'a an infallible test of a chap’s oars
manship—ay Coker says.

Coker's. rowing-machine has been very
popular in senior ecireles this term. Most
of the Filth -have' dropped into Coker's
study at one time or arother to sce how
they- shapo at it ; dmd even the Bixth
have condescenided to give it a trial

Wingate himself was persuaded to
try his hand at it last weok. He liked
it irmvmensely.

* Usefol article to heave about the
house, thiz, Coker,” he remarked. ‘.1t
should improve your rowing."

* Juat what 1 thought m:,rscﬁ', Wingate,"
nodded Coker. ** In faet, on the strength
of the practice I'vo been having on it,
I'm going to ask you for e trial in the
school eight. I've pointed out before
that in loaving me out you're leaving out
' the best carsman in Greyfriars.”
“Ahern!  Yes, I faney you have
(anidd gomething of the kind,” replied
| Wingate. * But stand aside, old chap,
and let’s see how 1 score.”

Coker stood  agide. Wingate plied
| the “oars.” He scored a steady 78
rout of the possible 100,
| There was o gleam in Coker's eye
when Wingate stood up again.

* Now watch me ! " he said.
Wingaie did so. " He reccived guite a
i bit of o jolt when Coker proceeded to
geore o sleacdy 31
“ Nice work, Coker I'" he had to admit
when Coker had linished. * You cer-
| tainly seem to know your inachine!"

but do your jolly

T e

may not have the atamins to see it

hectio vac, deat men;

HIt's an inlallible test,™ Coker smiled.
“ Now what about that trial 1"

Wingate gave in and promised the
great man of the Fifth - trial at the next
practice, What else could he de, after
what had happened ?

"We need hardly say that there was an
unusuelly large ecrowd on the towpath
to watch tho trial.

Perhape wo need _herdly say what
followed ; but we'll say it all the same !

At the word * go,” Coker dipped hia
oar doep into the water, caught s lovely
“ erab,” sprawled back on to the knees
of the man behind him, and finished
up by losing his balance completely
and pitching into the water!

Wingate has promised hirm another
triel after the vac—in a skiff all by
himself. But we can’t see it resulting
in Coker going into the school eight.

We have an idea that & champ on
Coker's rowing-machine ' can still. be a
chump when it comes to rowing !

1 £

WILL “INKY’S” ENGLIS
IMPROVE ?
Asks HARRY WHARTON

The weird amd wonderful braml of
English vsed by our dusky pal, ‘Hurreo
Jamset lam Singh. is & source &f neyer-
onding wonderment o newcomers  and
amusement to old stagers ot CGreylrinds.
“Will it ever improve ! Iy 8 question
that iz often asked

Well, 1, for one, shall pét quite a
lot lesz fun out of life if it docs improve ;
but I think it can boe taken- for granted
that he will improve-—in time !

Even now, I think, Iitky could, with
an cffort, speak more or loss correct
English. But the influenee of the native
tutors who tavght him our langungse
in  Bhanipur retning a powerful hold
on him.

He uapprecintearthat the English - he
learned in Bhanipur offers some startling
eontrasts  with  the lamguage  actunlly
spoken in - England and that the home

raoduct ia !]I:remmmbl}r the genuine drticle.

ut he still prefers the imported varicty 1

Langunge apart, anyway, Inky 1 one
of the best. In fact, the one.of-the.
bestiulness of the esteemed and ludricous
Inky is terrific!

I ] ey
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