


mn BY HA‘ERY WHAHTHH

T!:IE HEAD TUENS
UP TRUMPS!

mcxr H'Fﬁ"“?s rsf”%

Jack - Jolly hawled hm-u;li up - the

fmtr—-
' on @

TopS m& dr iﬁm.'li on

- iuf tbu of ‘the Ann,

htn'h“H " be o

is ig

i, oAt “fv d it o 1 he

muttered. It - was

touch  spd in thli shark-infested
gea.  Now. I must go and touch the |

lhn:ﬁrfthlt sworks the hatclies over the
The heroic kapiin of the Fourth

crossed the  deck, miistire
guickl¥ - drying off him in the hot
tropical Er.t ire. By the time he

reached the hatchés he was as warm
as tmat——thuuqh a. few sm:nnd; before
he bad bpen simply dripp

mg
ritly he. tugged nt #h-a laver that
pm -5 hatehes. Teo well fm knew

ibat if mnm was to erown his

efforty erch moment was preshus!
Over on' the' u!ﬁnp& imm which he

" had, just  escaped hia  chuma * were

1soners. In the-hands of the mvagem

orse  stilk  ‘Dr;  Birchém the
revered and m]tzaﬁt:k headm ﬁr of
L Sam’s, ‘was at this very moment

&t any m::nanl fﬁ“mw

c:nmhnl dors’ mup

- Jack * ‘had. no tmm for - the
Head: ad been a- hrant and a
- baoly tht St.. Bam' :

fellows when ;he

mh—.

ETIE:E lttlndﬂ hlm'
n

had

kaptin: and' he
acted hltq » ‘complete
:dtul in - allowing
bgmer Eerr to nﬂ:&
E 5 Hﬂma plans,
- Bt olly was going:

o ‘do his hﬂt to save |}
ﬂu Head from the fate .
_that threitened him. -
For Dr. Dirchemall to
be served up ss the .
main dich a8t A canni-
bal ferst would be just

too toff}!

With & metailic clang :
the hatches rolled bhack. A shout of
. welcomea came up from the darkiess
below as our hero went down the steps.

“Hip, hip1”
rf‘ " last, hy gad!

. .Hﬂm
lim dim light fr-::m the hatchway

tha Imptm of the Fourth soon severed
the ropes that bound the prisoners.
To a few minnits they were all on their
feet, stretching their Iims, whm'h had
becoms somewhat cr&mp&d in the
course of their long :m;:rimnmmt

“And now for mews!”. cried Mr.
Fearless, “What has hnppamd since
those raskally mutineers put us down
here? Where are the others?”
- "They're in the hands of cannibals
on an island near by,"” answered

at
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Jolly. “Thé Saucy Sal is anchored
[
beside ns, and Hymeér Kerr and his

men CAra 1" prisoners .with our

fellows 1™ _

“My hat!|”

“Let us get 'i} ¥ ganﬂanmu ¥
sodfellow briskly,

nrmd Kapt
mkb up & rescue-party im-

m;ntaim -Did the natives break into
the nlnpu armaury, my ladi™

“No, sir,” grinned Joll i
couldir't batter down. the g;x: A oy
“Eggeellent ! I tilt have .the key

in ay tréwis pocket. Follew me [

Esptin Goodiellow led the wWay u
the steps; and the. freed captiveas fol-
lowed him ebgerly.

~Rifles and ortomattick pistles
cutlassed were awiftly served auk by
the ki.ptm at the ship's armoury, and
in a-very short time-the rescue party
were ' lowering a cupple of - boats to
take ‘them to-the island. -

Kaptin Goodfellow left the chief
cengineer and- several’ of the cTew
hmd to ﬁt up steam -and to fix up.a
towrope between the two shipa,

“Be ready to sail tha moment we
get back” said " We can't afford
to take .chances with those coffy-
nulhrad rlskah

iil I HI.' [ Ead

"The ne:qt moment the two boats were
 cutting - through tlie water as the
brawny seamen from the Mary Ann
bent to their ocars.

Not umtil the boats were grmdmg
on thdé-beach did the natives observe
tha approach of the raiders; but a
wringmg cheer from the rescuera socon

and

made them -loock round. . They fairly

1

blinked at the uneggapected site of.

mnue-purtj* of white men lending
under their very noses!

arrived not & moment too soon, for
the cannibals were in the very act of
earrying Dr; Birchemall to the fire to
be cooked. Another five minnits, ‘and
the Head of 8t Bam's would have
been boiled beef, Bub as it was, the
natives dropped him like & hot cake!
- Bang! Crash! Wallep!

v “Yarcoeoe! Ow-ow-ow | Elfed the
Hem:L Then he rectk&rmaady new-
comers and changed his tupe com-
Fletai? “Hooray! Pi#e in, you fel-
owsl” he roared.. " Teach 'em t-hart
Enumha.ham duzzent pay ! Give ‘em
beans ¥

It was a desprit battle that ensued.

-} furious

| tickled . &

| lesa,

The men from the Mary Ann had |

A“M..ﬂm-. 18395,

| Showers of spedrs demnded en the
 Jaiders; ‘but rnhumtl;r they were all
Sccastomed to do g ‘darts..in  the
g‘nma& com of the Am!, and not

ga:r found, 1t1
Thtt- ldu
their metal, - and

rain .of hot fﬂd
tyuér t-haﬁ

thl raiders on
replied with »
ir aint proved
ho o o B o
whom away hurrmedly, yeling
feﬁnduhlyeand huldmg their punc-
tured anatomies.

The “islanders, huwaver, wera game.
Led by their chiel, they charged, and
hnnﬂ tn-hbnd fighting was
soon in f

Jack Hy- waﬁ in his element in
this epic battle. He was here, there,
and evﬁrswhﬁra—j,wanking A& BAVARE'N
nose  here, ahn"nlg off - another ear-
ring with hig ¢utlass there, giving yet
another “a ]rarl:r ‘elap. -‘.:-n the face
somewhere else. On one’ occasion he
great muscular ‘cannibal in
the ribs with the itt end of his orto-
mattick, and the man feli- IlI:a a. log,

; hﬁﬂﬂ! ‘with: larfter..'. - 1

¢ fight proved too 'imt for the
islanders, Buddeunly they sis to
retreat, and a few seconds later they
turned tail and fled. mmr]ljr from 'the
scéne of the. combat, leaving the .
raiders in undisputed . possession of
the beach.

Cheer after cheér rang out as the
victors released. the® prisoners. Res-
Lcuers and' rescued slike were swiully
bucked. Some, in fact, were in favour

1 of chasing the islanders and tesching

them s much-needed lesson. But Kap-
tin Goodfellew was-at onca up n
arms about this, He put his foot
duwn sternly,
“Why  worry about

savages, gentlemen,” he -cried,
we have enmemies to deal  with
shiould” know better—muiineers
such-like 1" )

“{Oh, my hat! Yeel"”
1 -“We'd forgotten that in all this egg-

mement]. Eaptin " grinved Mr, Fear-
You are quite r:g‘.htq Let's
get back to the Mary Ann,’

Half ‘an hour later, with everybody

agne rant
“when
wha
and

" | aboard Mr. Fearless’ jflcht and Hymer

‘Kerr's boat in tow behind, the Mary
Apnn ssiled away.

It was then that Hynier Kerr and
his hirelings lined up before him.

“Where  are the plans?” was the
questmn he shot at his crestfallen rival,

‘I—1I've lost them,” pbaltered

Hymﬂr Kevr. . “They must have
&rﬂpﬁe out of my pocket on the
islan

, Eroan hunt from Mr. Faaries:
];pa. Then, to everybody's se nze*
there was a chuckle from Dr. Birch-

emall.” .
“Don't worry, Mr. he
said. “I've got them I
(£ ?ﬂu ?‘H‘
“Little me ™

“1 happened t{:-

Fearless,™

gnnned the Head.

them lying on the
beach when I § of that beestly
stewpot. Here t aru‘

He passed over a sheaf of papers to
Mr. Yearless, whe gim:c&& at them,
and then performed. the Hi I% hiand Fling
across the deck in sheer delite.

(Continued on page 21.)
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MYSTERY, FUN, AND ADVENTURE ON THE RIVER THAMES!
ENJOY THEM ALL WITH—
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A Spot of Work for Bunier !
L OT 1* eaid Jﬂlm‘ﬂ}' ‘Bull.
“But——" said Bob
Cherry.
“Rot 1"
“All  very well! gaid Frank
Nugent. “But—*
of ¥
“What's the émﬂ of wasting
tim%:?” linquired arry Wharton.
af ﬂtr iy

" g egteemed Johnny——" mur-
mured Hurrpe Jamset Ham Singh,

[ £ R{.t IIJ

There was & certain sameness about
Johnny Bull's remarks. But what
they lacked in variety, they made up
in emphaeie. FEvery time Johnny
Bull said “rot" he said it more
emphatically than before.

Johnoy Bull came from Yorkshire,
60 when he gaid a thing he meant it.

Four members of the Famous Five
of Greyfriars could argue as much
as they liked. Their arguments had
precisely the same effect on Johunny
as water on a duck,

The Greyiriara boat was at a stop,

The Water-Lily, in which Harry
Wharton & Co. were spending the

summer holidays in a voyage up the,

Thames, rocked gently
path.

In the stern sat Billy Bunter.

Bunter was taking no part in the
argument.

He was bhusy.

Bunter had found a bag of oranges
among the stores, He had the bag
on his knees, and was disposing of the
contents—at about the rat& of an

¥ the tow-

-;u:wﬂ:

_'l'\-
,h""t""-' ==

) #|I =

P -u.__"'*-h ",:-._."'::‘._"\-.""1-"‘\ *ﬁi‘h-._%'-._h _

Y RICHAR.DS

Left on the towpath, Bunter shook his fist after the depariing hoat !

orange 0 minute! This was full-time
oconpation for Bunter’s podgy jaws,
and he had no leisure for conversa-
tion.

He was the subject of the argu-
ment.

Johnny Bull’s view was that it wae
time that Billy Bunter did some
work. The other fellows agreed, in
prineiple. But they pointed out tlh.art
making Bunter work was a harder
task than doing the work themselves.
Which, nndoubtedly, was a fact.

“Tiat fat frump,” said Johnuy,
“hasn’t put a finger to anything eo

far. Now he's going to' tow, for a
change.”
Bunter's mouth being full of

orange, he conld mot utter the con-

temptuous remark that naturally rose

to his lips, as he heard that. -Billy

Buuter conld not see himself towing

the Wntvrai.-!,li He hadn't towed it
[

so far—and was not going 1o
be%-m nOW,
'he Owl of the Remove felt no urge

to make himself useful. His idea
seemod to be that he was there purely
for arnamental purposes.

“But look here 2
Cherry.,
“Rot ! snid Johinny,

urced Bob

M IR R R

Sparkling Long Yarn of the
Holiday Adventures of
Harry Wharton & Co.

“We want to get up to Boveney
Lock before the end of the holg!”
said Harry Wh rton. “"Bunter wonld
do about o yard an hour.”

“An inch, more likel '" gaid Bob
Cherry. “You're w Johnny—
Bunter ought to do iﬂ whack—but
he won't, eo that'a that ¥

“Rot ! snid Johnny.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, look liere, fathead, if yom
can make Bunter -lmﬂ.', try your
hand at it. If you get away with it,
vou can tell Quelch how it's done
next term—he will be glad to learn
how to make Bunter work.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Leave it to me, then!”
Johnny Bull. “Bunter's going to
take fis right round the Home Yark,
a3 far as Windsor. Leave it to me,
and I'll see that he does.”

“Go it [ said the Co.; and they sat
down in the boat, leaving it to Johuny
Bull to ‘gu it.

aaid

The Water-Lily, at the moment,
was going up. from Datchet to
Windsor, round the biz bend of

Home Park., Every fe]lﬂw had taken
a turn at towing—ezeept Bunter.
Four fellows would rather have towed
than npdertaken the task of inducin
Billy Bunter to put in a spot o
work. But Johnny Bull was made
of aterner stuff.

Hisz comrades having left it to him,
Johnny got on with it, They sat
down to wait, fully expecting to re-
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main within a few vards of the same

spot al] the while Johnny was trying

to Bunter work. When Johnny
had tired himeelf out at that im-
possible task, they were ready to go
U AgZRIN.

“Your turn, Bunter !” said Johnny
tergely. . “ Here's the towrope.”

Billy Bunter blinked at
through his big spectacles,

“I'm eating oranges ! le answered
with quiet dignity.

And Bunter started on another
orange. It was only his eleventh, and
Ie was far from finished yet. .

It was obvious—to Bunter—that no
fellow ocounld be expected to tow a
boat while he was eating oranges,

This, however, did not seem to be
40 ohvious to Johnny Bull. He
hrought the end of the towrope along
the beat to Bunter.

“"Here vou are!” he said.

Bunter did not answer thia time,
He counldn’t! He had started on the
orange. Bunter's method of cating
an orange was to push his fat face
into it. Having pushed that fat face
in, speech was out of the question,

“Teaf 7** asked Johnny.

Bunter guegzled orange.

“Take this-line, you fat frump !I*

Guzzls !

_Four fellows looked on, smiling.

They wished Johuny luck—but they
did not expect him to succecd in a
task beyond mortal powers.

Johnny, however, was prepared for
drastle measures. As Bunter carried
on with the orange instcad of reply-
ing or making a move, Johnmy
dropped the towrope and pgrasped
Bunter instead.

He grabbed the back of Bunter's
head with one hand. With the other
he squeezed the orange that the fat
Uwl was elepantly dwnuril‘?.

“Gurrrrrggh ¥ gurgled Bunter.

The orange waa squashed.
ran all over Bunter's fat chin and
down his fat neck. Most of the
orange was squeezed inte hia mouth.
It was & mouth designed by Nature
on pgenerous lines; accustomed to
taking in foodstuffs i bulk; but a
whole orange was rather toa much
ever for Bunter at ona fell swoop,

The fat Owl gurgled and choked.

“Urrgghl urrggh! Beast!
Wurrggh !” - spluttered Bunter.
“Leggo! Stoppit! I'm chook-chack-
chock-choking! Yurrrregh I*

Bunter jcrcimd his fat head away
from Johnny's grasp. He gasped and
gurgled and spluttered. Bunter had
really enjoyed his first ton oranpes,

him

He had not enjoyed the eleventh,
“Beast !” ke howled., “Rotfer!
Grooogh I*

Johnny picked up the end of the
towrope again,:

“Here you are ™ he said.

“If you think 'm gaing 1o Ine this
boat with a lot of Jazy luafers in it,
#p this bLeastly rviver, yvoun're mis-
taken ! roared Bunter, "I o prae-
tically everylhing as it is!  You
iellows have rot me on this {vip fo do
all the work ! I might have cxpeeted
it! Hut if you think I'm zoing to
pull youn alang while you it round
and laze, I can jally well sav, plainly
Ihat—— Lezmo, you hea-t

Bump!
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Billy Bunter sat on the towpath,
tipped over the side. He sprawled in
rushes, and roared.

“Catch I” sard Johnny..

He tossed the rope alter Bunter.
Bunter caught it—with a fat little
nose, and another roar cclioed over
the Home P'ark of Windsor.

Bunter did not pick up the towe
rope! He roaréd, and he claved, and
he sat. Jolwny Bull pici:-d up the
boathook.

“Are you-towing 2" he asked.

*No I roared Bunter,

Jab!

“ Yaroooh I”

Bunter bounded up. He bounded
outb of reach of tho boathook. Johnuy
gathered in the towrope and again
threw the end of it to Bunter. It fell
at the fat Owl’s foet,

" Waiting " he said,

“You can wait!” roared Buater,

“I shall wait exactly half a
minute,” said Johnny Bull calmly,
“Then I'm stepping ashore with this
boathook ! If you wont to be helped
on from behind, I'm your man !”

Billy Bunter looked at him. The
glare he pgave Johnny Bull almost
cndangered his big spectacles.

Then at length he picked up the
towrope. With feelings too deep for
words, he marchied on with the rope!
The Water-Lily rocked into motion
again. Slowly but surely it rolled on
up the Thames.

And Harry Wharton, Frank
Nugent, Bob Cherry, and Hurree
Jamset Ham Singh sat in the boat
and gazed at o lennmennn they had
never dreamed of eecing—Billy

Bunter doing a spot of work!

L e e

A Bit ol a Mix-up!

OHNNY BULL saf at the tiller-
Ines, and smiled.
He had done it !

For the first time since that trip
had started the Famous Five of the
Greyiriars Remove were all sitting at
case, while Billy Bunter tugged at
the towrope. Certainly, the boat was
not making rapid progress. But it
was making some. Really, towing
waa not hard work, The resistance
of the: water was not great; and
sometimes o fellow hardly noticed
that he was towing at all.

But le had, of course, to walk!
Bunter would not have objected to
a turn at fowing so muech if he could

have towed sitting down. Buk
nobody, so0 far, had invented a
methoed of fowing a boat sitting
down. Bunter had to walk.

He walked,

Every now and then lie cast a

bhackwarid blink at the boat, lis very.

speetacles glitteving willt wrath and
indienation,

e would not have {aken a zincle
step—only he did not wanl Jolnny
to step ashorve mud help him oo [rom
Belvind with the hoathool.

He stepped  out—slowly!  He
stepprd more and morve slowly ! The

Water-Lily  moved—not  yapidly !
Amd with m'ﬁrf' passing minute it
mavedd Tess amd less vapidiy,

“IHd auny of yon fellows Lring a
by e 27

“What the thump do you want a
microscope forf” as arry.

“To ges how fast we're pgetling
on.”

“Well, we’re moving [ said Bob
Cherry, [auﬂghing.

“Are we?" asked Nugent doubt-
full&
“We're going faster than this!
eaid Johnny cheerfully. He pickeds
an crange out of the bag.

Whiz !

“Whooooop ! roared Billy Bunter,
as there came a sudden bang on a
fat ear. “ What's that? Something
hit me——"

ﬂ%? ha, hail” ;

¥ . you beast, are you shyin
tlu'nga}' a.g me P rmrei Hugterg,
glaring round at the Water-Lily.

“You've it 1" assented Jolhunny
Bull. "“Get on faster.”

“1f wyou think I'm pgoing to

race—" roared Bunter.

“I think I'm gein% te let you have
a tomato-tin -next!” said Johnuy.
“That orange was only.a hint. The
tomato-tin comes mnext, if you den’t
buck up ! '

Billy Bunter breathed hard and
deep. And he bucked wup! The
orange had given him gquite a strong
hint. He did not want the tomato-
tin. i

“By gum! Johnny's petting T
1:'irit.'.l1jr i% 1 eaid B{- b g'eﬂ h agr r§
udmiriug]% “We're actually
moving | Bunter’s doing somoe work!
What asz was it said that the age

of miracles waa Fust_i_"_f

“Ha, ha, hal’

The Water-Lily rolled on. It still
rolled slowly. But it rolled. It was

not likely to pasa any other craft on
the river. It was likely to be passed,
a godd many times, Still, it was
moving.

“After all, we're not in a hurry!”
remarked Hob Cherry. “We shall
pass Eton, by the time Bunter's an
old man ¥

“Ha, ha, ha !

“Hi!" came a shout from astcrn.

“Hil! Look out! Hil®
Another boat was towing up. It
was not towing rapidly—only about

three times as fast as the Water-
Lily, Three fellows were aitting, or
rather sprawling, in the boat,
smoking cigarettes; and another
fellow was towing.

“Look c¢ub, Bunter!” called out
Bob Cherry. *“Don't get those ropes
tangled, for goodness® gake !

Snort from Bunter.

Bunter did not mind if the tow-
linea pot tangled, alwac{'u a possible
disaster when one towed boat passcd
another, unless a fellow was carcful.
Indeed, Bunter would rather have
proferred it, as it would have meant
a4 halt while the lines were
disentangled.  Bunter was prepared
fo git down for any length of (ime,
while other fellows disentangled tow-
lines.

“Puck!” said Bob, as the secend
Loat overlook the Water-Lily, and
the tow-line passed over the heads of
the juniors.

“gh gad!? came a voice fram the
olher boat. “That's a crew of Grey-
friars faes 1"

The Famous Five looked round us



they heard that remark, in a voice
they koew.

“iminr 1* ejonculated Bob Cherry.

It was Gerald Loder, of the Sixth
Form at Greyfriars School, who sat
at the tiller in the second boat—
gprawling, with a straw hat on the
back of Lis lread, and o cigarette
sticking out of the corner of his
moutlh.

The other two fellows in the boat
were Hilton and Price of the Fifth.

“That gang!” said Price, staring
at the Water-Lily.

Hilton glanced at the juniors,
coloured a little, and dropped his
cigarette over the gunwale. DPrice
gave them an aggressive stare.

Loder honoured them with a
scowl. Little troubles that had
happened during the term seemed to
revive in Gerald Loder's mind at the
sight of the cheery erew of the
Water-Lily.

*Keep that old tub elear ! snapped
Loder.

“"Have yom bought the
Loder ?" inquired Johnny Bull.

Loder of the Sixth was a prefect
at Greyfriars School, invested with
the power of the ashplant! But in
the hols, and on the River Thames,
Loder of the Sixth was nobody in
particular.

The Remove fellows were guite
ready to make it clear to Gerald
Loder that he was nobody
particular!

*What did you give for it, Loder*®”
nsked Bob Cherry affably.

And the jumiors chuckled.

Loder gave them another scowld,
and called to the fellow with the
towline on the bank.

“(zet on, Walker!
fool out of the way 1"

It was Jameas Walker of the Grey-
friars Sixth who was towing.

Billy Bunter blinked round. He
was not disposed to pet out of the
way—even ftor Walker, who was a
prefect at school.

Walker gave him assistance to do
5:_1i,}slmwemr, with a shove in his fat
ribs.

“Qoooh I pgasped Bunter, as he
tottered and cﬁ'nppeﬂ the rope.

Walker, grinming, stepped over it,
as it lay on the towpath. Bunter
grabbed it up again, as Walker had
one ler over it, and the other abont
to follow. James Walker’s second
legr was caught in transit.

The rope caught hia knee., and he
stumbled, and landed suddenly on
Loth knees.

“He, he, he ! eackled Bunter,

That, Bunter thought, served the
cheeky beast right.

Walker did not seem to think so.
He seemed amnoyed. On his knees,
he made a swipe at Bunter.

Bunter promptly dodged, still
holding the rope, and the sudden
drag swept Wa!&rr’a legs from under
him, He measured his lenzth on the
towpath, with a roar.

Bunter did not wait for him fo get
wp again.

The Water-Lily had steered in
close, to give Loder & Co. room to

ass! Bunter made a bound back
iito the boat before Joames Walker
cowld eain his fect,

Tiver,

Push that fat

in’
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Hoa took the end of the towline
with lum., That line was wound
round Walker's legs—and as Walker
staggered up and strove to dises-
tangle himself, he succeeded in
tangling his own line with the
Water-Lily's.

“Get  onm, called out
Price.

“You silly fool!” howled Walker.

Walker!®

“How can I get ap, when I'm tied
up in knots!*

“0Ch, my hat! This is going to be
a mixup!” eiphed Bob Cherry.

“What did you let them overhaul us
for, Bunter, you lazy assp”

“ Beast ! hooted Bunter.

“Get those lines clear!® shouted
Lotler angrily, standing up in his
boat. “You've done this on purpose,
youl young rascals.”

“Oh, don’t be s silly ass, if you
can help it !” retorted Johnny Bull
“Think we want to stay in such
company ¥

“We're a bit particular whom we
mix with on a holiday, Loder!”
explained  Bob  Cherry. “We
shouldn't like people to think we
beleng to your smoky lot.”

Hilton grinped, and Price scowled,
and Loder raved.

“Got those lines clear ! he roared.
“What are you tottering about on
the towpath for, Walker?”

“You silly idiot, I've pgot the
dashed lines all round my dashed
legs 1" howled Walker,

The twoe lines were 'in o regular
tanele now, and seemed to be trying
to tic themselves up into a Gordian
knot.

Walker on the bank, and Harry
Wharton & Co. in the Water-Lily,
set to work disentangling' them—
while Gerald Loder coutributed a
series of exasperated ejaculations.

‘The lines were cleared at last, and
Walker towed on, grunting. The
seniors’ bhoat rolled on past the
Water-Lily; and, as it passed, Loder
of the Sixth reached out, with =2
walking-cane in his hand, and swiped
at the Water-Lily's crew.

At Greyfriars, Loder had whopp-
ing privs, and could order a jumior
to bend over. He assumed that

privilege im the holidays, wum-
expectedly on  the part of the
Removites. The Water-Lily was

stationavry: the other boat plidin
past as Walker pulled on; an
Loder had only a few moments, but
he made the most of them,

Swipe! Swipe! Swipe!

FLoder got 1n  three—one across
Johnny Bull’s shoulder, ene on Bob
Chervy's legs, and one omn Harry
YWharton's back. Then he was
gone, grinning back as he plided up

the 'Thames, and leaving the
juniors® boat in a roor of rage
chind him.

A Brush With the Enemy !
I-'l HEH-
O TI'DW!IJ

“The cheeky rotter!”

Johnny Bull pgroped for the

tomato-tin, which he had kept at
hand in cnse Bunter needed further
urging, He whizzed it after the
seniors’ boat.

5

But that boat was pulling ahead,
and the missile dropped asfern and
was wasted in the Thames.

“The terrific toad!” exciaimed
Hurree Jomset Ram Singh indig-
nantly,

Bob Cherry wriggled. The cane
had lopded on his legs with a
terrific swipe,

“By grum!” said Bob. “If Loder
fancies he can come the prefect in
the hols, he's got another pguess

coming! If we come across him
again——"
“All  Bunter's fault!” prowled

Johnny Bull, “If he hadn’t been
creepine along like a suail that boat
wourldn't have overhauled us! I'we
8 jolly good mind to bang his head

on the gunwale!”

“ Beast IV

“Get going, or I jolly well will!”
roared Johuony.

Billy Bunter bad sat down in the
stern. Mis idea seemed to be that
his spell of towing was over. He
had towed for about fiftecn minutes
—and it had been a long quarter
of an homt to Bunter,

He gmave Johnny an
Blink.

“If you think I'm going to lu
this boat all the way up to Ozxfo
* he roared.

“You're going to take ‘it up to
Windsor! Get going!”

“Ehan't 1™

Johuny Bull made a’step towards
Bunter. The swipe from Loder’s
stick had not sweetened Johnny's
temper, or made him feel any more
patient with the fat slacker of
Greyfriars. The expression on
Johnuy's face as he stepped towards
the fat Owl caused Billy Bunter to

indignant

change his mind suddenly. He rose
and grapped the towrope.
TAlIl Tight!™ he szaid bitterly.

“I'll do all the work! Sit round
and loaf! It makes me tired to
look at such a lazy lot! Leave it all
to me ™

Bunter stepped ashore again, With
deep feelings, he towed the Water-
Lily on,

The Famous Five looked aghead—
rather lhoping to get within range
of Loder’s boat again, ‘That was a
very voain hope. James Walker was
not exerting himself unduly; but
Loder's boat was simply walking
away from the Water-Lily., There
was not a remote chance of letting
Loder have a tomato-tin or an
orange in the back of his neck.

Bunter rolled on, like a tired
snail.

“Look here!” said Bob Cherry, at
last. “This 1z all rot! You can
take a horse to water, but you can't
make him drink’! The same appliea
to donkeys! Nobody's ever been
abhle to make Bunter work! Chuck
it!"

“Reot ! said Johnny Ball.

"Well, let’s camp while Bunter'a

towing !” sugges Bob sarcastic-

ally. “He will still be in aig:‘.llt.

when we break camp to-morrow.™
Johnn

Bull was about to tegly,
when su denif he clapped his hand to
hiz cheek and ejaculated :
£ U“" !rr
“What's up?” asked Bob.
Tag MagxeT LIBRARY.—No. 1,645,
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"Sﬂmethiﬂtliz
bheen a beas
Johnny rub
gruuted,

“Ow!” ejaculated Nugent, clap-
ping a hand to his nose, * What was
that ¢

“You, too?" exclaimed Beb, “1
can’t sec any insects about—— QOw!
Waw 1* He gave a howl, and clapped
a hand to his ear, )

“What the dickens—" exclaimed
Harry Wharton. He stared round,
and his eyes fell on a boat farther out
in the river, overtaking the Water-
Lily. “Oh! These Highelifie cads!
Pea-shooting "

“The esteemed and execrable Pon 1
exclaimed Hurree Jamset  Ram
Singh.

Pensonby, Gadsby, and Menson, of
Higheliffe, glared at the Greyiriars
crew. ‘Their boat, which was also
named the Water-Lily, waa half the
weight of the Greyiriars Water-Lily,
or lees; and it:was not loaded, except
with Pon. & Co.

‘It was coming up under oars,
rowed by Ponsenby and  Gadsby.
Monson had  a pea-shooter to Ius
mouth, and it was from him that the
fusillade was coming,

“Those cads!” hooted Johnny Bull.

“Those Highcliffe rotters!” ex-
claimed Nugent, “Give them some-
thing back—ow! Owl Ow!” A pea
s‘hﬂ: him under the eye and he

¢ .

: “Ha, ha, ha!” came from the High-
cliffe boat.

It shot on bhefore the Greyfriars
crew could retaliate. The Famous
I'ive cast deadly glares after if. The
had had ructions om the river with
Pon & Co. already; but the enemy
had pot had the best of it hitherto.
Now they had the advantage, pulling
a light boat, while the well-laden
Water-Lily rolled at the end of a

tn:-w:gp&,

“Well, they're gone!” pgrunted
Johnuy Bull. “This 1z getting nice—
first Loder and his gang, and then
that lot! 'What shall we run up
sgainat next?”

“ We shall run up against the bank
if you don't keep the tiller steady |”
suggested Bob.

" Oh rats ! Johnny gave attention

to the lines again, however. And he
ave Bunter s roar. “Buck up, you
rowsting frog I”

“Yah!” came hack
shoulder,

Other craft wore coming up. Every-
thing under oars naturally passed a
towed boat; but the Greyiriars crew
did not want to spend the day duek-
ing under towlines from towed craft.
They were not in a hurry—but they
wanted to move on, ut Johnn
Bull’s idea of making Bunter wnr{
did not seem to be turning out very
sueccessfully.

The more Bunter worked, the lcss
he liked it! The more cfforts he
made, the less he felt disposed to
make efforta; He slowed and slowed.

“Do you want me behind you with
that boathook ? roared Johuny.

“Beast 1™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Lhowled Hob
Cherry. “Look out!”

The Hicheliffe boat was not, after
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all, gone! Pon & Co. scemed ount for
fun that afternoon. There were plent
of other craff on the river, and,
among them, the Greyfriars crew had
not mnoticed that Pon & Co, had
dropped back,

Now the Highcliffe boat shot by
again; and as it shet by, Monson
raked the Water-Lily with peas from
his shooter.

Taken by surprise, the Greylriara
crew had not time to return the fire
with anything in the shape of a
missile, The Highclifie Water-Li]g
shot on out of range before they coul
oot into action,

“Ha, ha, ha!* floated back from
Pon & Co.

The Highcliffie frio gecmed to be
enjz:lying'ﬁﬁs! Bob Cherry breathed
hard through his nose,

“By gum! Let them try that on
again ™ he said; mod he sat with a

tato, from the potato-bag in lus

and, ready!

But- Pon & Co. did not try it on
again! They did not expeet to get
away with it a third time! They
pulled on, and’diaa;&:eued among the
numerous craft on the broad, shining
bosom of the Thames.

“Buck up, Bunter!” roared Johuny
Bull.

“ Yah I” |

" Give me that s?ud, Bob !

“Here you are !’

Whiz !

“Yarooooh!" came from Bunter, as
the potato caught him under a fat
¢ar.

He stumbled and sat dewn on the
towpath! He sat and roared! The
Water-Lily slowed to a halt. TFive
exasperated glares were turned on
Bﬂj}j" Bunter.

. Are Byﬁu. getting op?” bLawled
Johnny Bull.

“Y can't 1™

“Why can’t you?”

“I've sprained my ankle, falling
over !* explained Bunter, “ The agony
is fearful. I can’t take a step!”

The Famous Five looked at him.

“Which ankle?” asked Harry
Wharton.

“I forget. I mean the right
ankle ! said Bunter hastily. “From
sorry! I wae just settling down to
it! "I rather like towing! But it'a
impossible for me to get on now. If
guu fellows are too lazy to tow, you'd

etter shove the oars out and pull!
I shal! have to sit down."

Four members of the Co. launghed.
They had not really expected Johnny
Bull to get away with the super-
human task of making Bunter work,
Johnny was & determined fellow; but
it was plain that he had met his
Waterloo,

“All right!" eaid Johuny Bull.
“We'll pull for a bit! You fellows
don't mind a spell of pulling ¥

“Not at all I

“Throw in that rope, Bunter !

Bunter grinned and threw in the
rope. Then he rose to his feet to get
on hoard—untroubled, apparently, by
that sprained ankle! :
. But he did mot get on hoard!
Johnny Bull shoved off the bank
with an oar, and the Watcr-Lily
rocked out into the Thames.

_ Billy Bunter cyed that procceding
in surprisa.

“Here, bold on!” he hooted. "I
can't jump that! How am I fo get
in, you fathead?®™

“You're not gefting in!” answered
Johnny coolly.

“What?” yelled Bunter.

“ Good-bye 1

“Johuny, old man—-" gasped
Boh,

“You cau shut up!" said Johnny.
“You agreed to leaye this to me!
Thig ig bow I'm doing it! FPull!”

“ But—" said Nugent.

“Did you agree to leave it to me
or not?”

“Yes, hub—~"

“Then shut up!™

“I eay, you fellows ! yelled Billy
Bunter, in great dismay, as the space
between the Water-Lily and the Lank
widened and widened, “'I say——"

“Walk on to Boveney!” called ocut
Johnuy Bull,

“What?" welled Bunter. “Why,
it'e miles and miles and miles.”

"About two! Look out for us en
the other side of the lock !”

* Beast 1 :

“Pull!” said Johnny Bull.

Your oars pulled. The crew of the
Water-Lily had agreed to leave it to
Johnny, and they left it. Johuny
steered, with a grim face: his crew,
with' '%rinning faces, pulled; and
Billy. Bunter, left on ti& towpath,
sliook his and blinked after the
ﬂisappe;}-inﬁ boat, with .s blink of
concentrate fury  that almost
cracked his spectacles,

A LIt for Bunter '
i I'i”
H Billy Bunter did not give

ear.

He did not know thdat that “ITi ¥
was addressed to him; deither did lLe
eare. ;

Bunter was rolling dlowly and
sorrowfully up the bamk of the
Thames, The Gréyfriars boat had
lorg héen out of sight,

At fitst Bunter had not quite Lieen
able to believe that those beasts, un-
limited beasts as the{ were, Wwere
really going to leave him to walk—
with a sprained ankle, too!

But he bad to believe it when the
Water-Lily vapished amid the crowd
of craft en the sunlit Thames, and
did not reappear.

Bunter walked—slowly, and with
deep feclings. It was a hot Aungust
afternoon. He pired. as he
walked, and smacked at flies that
took a fancy to his fat little nose.
It was wt least two miles to Boveney
TLock. Each mile contained eight
furlongs; exactly eight too many for
Bunter. Heally, it would have becen
hetter for Bunter to have towed the
Water-Lily on as far as Eton and
Windsor, only a quarter of a mile
from the spot where he had—or
hadn't—sprained his ankle. Hro
would have been let off at that!
Now he had two miles to do on lis
fat little legs !

He pIqued on past Windwor
Bridge, plugging on dolefully to
Clewer. He looked neither to the

right nor the.left—uninterested in
scenery, not wasting a eingle glance
on Eton College, oblivious of green



woods and bilue skies and shinin
river, And when a small boat pulleﬁ
near to the bank, and the man-in it
regarided him with eurious attention,
and finally hailed him, he gave no
heed. )

“Hi!” came again.
eix-LEamps [

Bunter plugged on.  Possibly le
did not realise that his big spectacles
gtruck an observer as bearing some
resemblatce to gig-lamps, The man
in the dinghy, pulling slowly to keep
paee with Eh‘:m'ter, shouted again,

“Hi! Fatty! Bladder of lard!
Hi!"

Billy Bunter blinked round at him
at last. He pave a plare. He
realised at Iast that he was being
addressed.

Then he came te n halt and fized

“You with the

J-.-'.--.- .'-_..
-
- jl { H

As the Highelifte boat shot by, Monson raked the Water-Lily with

liis eyes, and spectacles, on the man
in the boat.

He had scen that man before, He
hatl seen him ecutting acress the
quadvangle at Greyfriars  School,
witlh the Famous Five after him. He
had glimpsed him once since, on a
dark nicht. He knew who he was—
the man named Spooner, who was
ealled *“Shifty " Spooner, who had
once been the owner of the Water-
Lily, and who had twice {iried to
pinch that boat since the Qreyiriars
fellows hiad had it on the Thames.

Bunter gave him a look of dis.
dlainful eontempt. He had heard all
about Mr. Spooner, who had pinched
a tenner from Lord Mauleverer at
Greyfriavrs, Mr. Spooner, who had
only recently come out of the stone
jug, had lost no time in gualifying
fer nuothier spell of residence in that
abude.

“Oh! Yon jeered  Bunter.
“Haven't you gone back to chokey
yet ¥ This was tit for tat, for the
“bladder of lard.”

“You was one of them !” gaid My,

(£
.
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Spooner, eyeing Lim from the beat.
“I faney I know you agnis. You was
one of that lot.”

Bunter's fat lip curled in a sneer.

“Looking for a chance to pinch the
Water-Lily again ! he asked. “ Yah!
If there was a policeman about, I'd
give you in charge.”

“Where's your pals?” asked Mr.
SPOOneT.

“Find ont 1"

Shifty Spooner, from the dinghy,
eyed him, Shifty was not a scrupu-
lous man, and in a gquicter spot he
would probably have proceeded to
find out by stepping ashore and
taking Billy Bunter by his fat neck.
But on an August day up the river,
there were rather too many people
about for that sort of pame.

Shifty, apporently, was on the

.
v AR T
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veack of the Water-Lily again, For
whatever mysterions Teasom  he
wanted the bopt that had once been
his—in the days before he had gone
to chokey—hie was feariully lkcen on
it.

“Where did you
dinghy ?” went on Bunter.
it doesn’t belong to yon.”

That was probably & gafe het. Tt
was very likely that that dinghy only
belonged to My, Spooner by nine
points of the law—possession !

“Pack 1t up, fatty!” snapped Mr.
Spooner. “Look “ere, ain't you alon
with that party now, or what?”

Billy Bunter blinked at him,
Spooncr evidently was anxious to
pick up the Water-Lily again—ocb-
viously with the hope of }:imehing
it. Having sighted Bunter, he hoped
that lic was'on the track. It occurred
to Billy Bunter's fat brain that this
might be 3 rather useful meeting.

“I'm walking this bit,” he said, a
little more civilly. “I got tired of
the boat! I'm joining them again
later at their camp.”

pineh

“I'll bet

that.

1

™ Where's that going to be?” asked
Mr. Spooner. 'To tell you the truth,
gir "—Mr. Spooner's manner was also
growing more eivil—"1 jest want a
word with young Mr. Wharton about
that boat!” Only just a civil word,
gir! There waz a bit of a misunder-
standing that time I &ee him at hia
school—and a civil word will seb it
Tight.”

“"If that's all—-" gaid Buuter,
blinking at him.

“That's all, sir!"

“Well, look here, I'm "i:'ttin'g
of walking it,” said Bunfer, *If you
like to give me a lift in that boat,
I'll take yon there.”

Mr. Spooner did not wait for
Bunter to say that twice! He pushed
the dinghy close in.

“Jump iw, sir!" he said,

tired

! r—
e

peas from his shooter !

Bunter clambered in, and sat down
in the stern seat. He sat down with
the immense relief of o fellow who
had walked half a mile!

Mr, Spooner pulled on.

Billy Bunter settled down comfort-
ably., This was ever g0 much better
than walking up to Boveney.

The Owl of the Remove was mnot
bright—indeced, he was almost every
known kind of an ass. But even
Bunter was not nss enonch to believe
that BShifty Spooner only wanted
to overhaul the Water-Lily for the

g eake of a civil word with young Mr.

Wharton. Mr. Spooner wanted to
spot the Greyfriara eamp, with the
iden of dropping in under cover of
darkness and pinching the Greyfriara
boat—and the fat Owl kinew that,
just as well as if 8hifty had told him
&0

But if Mr. Spooner liked to faney
that he had pulled the woel over his
eyes, Mr. SBpooner was welcome to
indulge that i'unc_'.i. Bunter was
zetting o lift up the river, which
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was all that Bunter cared about,
Once past Boveney Lock, he was
coing to be done with Mr. Spooner!

Shifty could sce, by locking at
Bunter, that he was a fathead. Only
one rlance was needed for that. But
he overlosked the fact thaf obtuse-
ness iz often accompanied by. a vein
of slyncss, Shifty was not, as a
matter of fact, making a feol of
Bunter—Bunter was making a fool
of Ehif:;ﬂl

“T'other ride Bovency, I apose,
sir?” gaid Shifty Spooner, as the
din%l'lj' drew on towards the lock.

“Right -up to Taplow!” answered
Bunter breezily.

Where the ﬂrcifriars party. were
%ﬂing to camp that evening, Bill

unter had not the faintest idea. If
he had known, he wouyld not have
told Mr. Spooncr. But Bunter's iat
brain was working now with great
“astutencss, :

“I've got to ask the man ot the
lock 1" he éxplained. *They're éning
1o leave word for me there! You'il
have to land me for a few minutes
hefore we go throngh.”

“All right!” said Mr. Spooner.

Billy Buuter contrived not fo grin.
He did not want to make Mr. Spooner
shspicious.

Shifty was a good ocarsman. He
had good speed cut of the dinghy. A
little distance short of the lock
‘Buntér signed to him to pull in.
Shifty swerved {o the bank and
held on.

Bunter heaved up his weight.

“I shan't be many minutes!” he
said. ““'Wait till I come back.”

“ Right-bho ! sand Mr, 8pooner,

Bunter stepped out. He rolled
away. There wore a good many
gecrplﬂ on the bank, mear the lock.

unter disappeared among them,

Mr. Spooner waited.

Hea waited paticntly at firet. Then'

he waited impatiently. He was likely
to grow very impatient indeed if he
waited there till Bunter came bhack!

e

Bunter Is Kot Tired !.

i ALLD, hallo, halle!” ejacu-
lated Beb Cherry, in sur-
_ prise,
“0h, my hat [
“ Bunter ¥

“The esteemed Bunter 1™
Abova BHoveney Tock the Water-
Lilw had tied up. It was tea-time,

and the Famous Five had tea on the.

boat while they waited for Bunter.
They did not want to lose Bunter.

Or, to be more exact, they did want

to lose Bunter, but felt that they
oughta't ! Bunter had been given a
two-mile walk az the penalty for his
slacking, and they hoped that the
lesson would do him good. Johuny
Bull felt sure of it. If it failed he
was prepared to carry on the instrue-
tiﬂ'ﬂt

But the chums of the Remove, of
course, expected a long waif, If
Bunter did two miles in two hours—
or even in three—it would be some-
thing like a record for Bunter, They
aid not expect to sec him by tea-
time. They hardly cxpected to sece
him till the shades of night were
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falling fast! And when they did see
him they expected him to be crawling
like & very tired slug, bowed down
almost to ‘earth with the awful exer-
tion of walking two miles.

Instead of which

Here was Bunler, much sooner than
cxpected, and nof looking a worn-
out wreclk at all!  Ile rolled along
cheerily. as if e had sat down during
that trip, instead of walking., He
was- blinking round for the beat!
Beasts as they were, Bunfer had ne
doubt that they would stop fo piek
him up again om the farther side of
Boveney, and he was looking for
them.

‘The. fact was that Mr, Spooner, in
hig. light dinghy, had. covered the
ground, or, rather, the water—very
much faster than the Water-Lily. So
Bunter, after all, was not far behingd,
Indecd, Mr. Spooner had settled down
to wajt for Bunter helow the lock
about the same time that the Famous
Five had tied up for fea above the
lock, Had Mr, Spooner gone through

instead of waitm%' for Bunter, he
would infallibly have spotted the
Water-Lily,

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
waved a fat hand and blinked guite
cheerily at the crew of the Water.
Lily. *“Waited long?™

*“Not so long as we expected,” said
Bob, staring at him. *Arve you still
alive, Bunter, or is it your ghost¢”

“(h, rcally, Cherx f

“Must be his ghost ! said Frank
Nugent, “Bunter counldn’t have
wilked two miles in the time and
lived to tell the tale.”

hHﬂaﬂi dead, T suppose?” asked

Harry Wharton,
. "Eh? Think a couple of miles is
anything to me?" asked Bunter, as he
ctambered in. “T was glad to streteh
my legs a little. I emjoyed that
walk."

“And you're not tired 7’ cjaculated
the captain of the Remove.

Bunter sniffed contemptuously,

“You fellows might be tired after
a spot of walking,” he answered.
“You're rather a soft lot, Tired!”
Bunter laughed., I just strolled it}
Has it reaﬂ)‘ taken you all this time
to pull this little bit? Must be a
alack lot! I say, pgss the ham and
eggs this way! Fm not tired, but
I'm hungry V

The Famous Iive could only gaze
at him. Bunter had, in fact, got
tired over-the half-mile he had done.
But he had rccovered during the
other mile and a half in the dinghy.
Now he was not tired at all, alk-
ing past the lock had not tired even
Billy Bunter.

It was really surprisine. A mile
was more than enough for Bunter.
Two miles were more than enough
to make him conk out. They had
cxpected him to arrive almost erawl-
ing on his hands and knees. And
heve he was fresh as paint! It was
really - mysterious !

Tea over, the tea-thingas were
acked up and the crew of the Water-
Aily prepared fo stavt again.

“So you're mnot tired?? asked

Johnny Bull grimly.

Bunter gave a carcless laugh.
“ My dear chap, ten miles wouldn't

-boat.

tire me! Two is merely a joke!
Tired ! He, he, he! Don't be funny 2
“All right., Then you can take

your 3}:&1; of towing 1"
“Oh! I—I1 mean, I'm fearfully
tired—-"

“Ha, ha, hal”
“Worn out—tired to the bone ¥
said Bunter hastily. “I could hardly

ut one foot before another! Abse-
utely fageged [ .
“Where's the boathook?" asked

Johnny.

“Look here, if you think I'm coing
to tug this rotten boat all the way
to Cricklade——" yelled Bunter, :

“Here’s the boathook!"”

“I—I say, you fellows, I—I'd like
to tow, but—but look here, hadn't
we befter put om a spot of speed?
You don't wapt that man Spooney
drepping in at our damp to-might
urged Bunter.

‘Spooner'!” repeated the Famous
Five.

“Yes. You know he's after this
Well, suppose he nosed ont
eur camp, and got away with it?"

“Have you scen Spooner on the
river #* cxclaimed Harry Wharton,

“0Oh! No. But I—I shouldn't
wonder if he's waiting just below the
lock this very minute!” said Bunier,
“Better get clear off, I.think. Wae
don’'t want him spottinz us and fol-
lawing us to our camp, and all that,
like he did hefore.”

“We.don't, certainly I™ gaid Harry
Wharton, staring at the fat Owl. “If
that rascal is after ua again we'd
rather give him a mise. Buf—"

“Gammon !” said Johnny Bull.
“@Get hold of that line, Bunter.”

“I tell you he’s waiting just Lelow
the lock !” roared Bunter. * He mayn't
wait much longer, and when he comes
through he will spot this boat. e
wiEl guess that I ain’t coming back,
AT —

“What the thump are you hurbling
about? Did you speak to him??

“Dh, no! Not a word! I mever
told him I'd come back affer speak-
ing to the lock-keeper, or—or any-
thing! In fact, I—I haven't seen
him at all! Still, I shouldn't wonder
if—if he's there 1"

M You burbling bloater [* howled
Bob Cherry, “ What have you got to
do with Spooner, and why did yon
tell him you were poing back "

“I—I didn't! Beeides, he might
have cut up rough if I hadn't,” said
Bunter. “He looks a beast, and I
fancy he'd have been.jolly shirty if
he knew.that I'd pulled his leg, yeu
know.”

“You pulled Spooner's leg?”

“Well, he fancied that I was going
to take him to your camp ™ chiuckled
Bunter. *That's why he gave me a
lift in his boat, of course!”

“He %m'e you a lift in his boat !™
roared Bob. “That’s why you're not
tired, iz it?”

“Oh! No. I—I walked all the
way up from Windsor. Every iuch
of it! T’'m not tired because I'm so
jolly fit, you know. not a frowsting
glacker, hike wou fellows! I never
told him I'd take him to your camp,
and he never gave me o lift in lhis
dinghy, and I never left him waiting
bhelow the lock for me to come back!



Nothing of the kind! I walked every
inch——"

*We might have guessed that he’d
pinched o lift from somebody, as he
didn't erawl in on his hands and
knces !” said.Bob Cherry, “Sv the
fat ass diddled Spooner out of a lift 1

Harry Wharton looked down the
river towards the lock. There were
almost innumerable craft on the
water, and Spoomer, in his dinghy,
might have been among them, but
the captain of the Remove could not
pick him out. Probably he was still
waiting below the lock for Bunter.

“I say, you fellows, better buck
up [” said Bunter. “If we tow, that
man Spooner will spot ws, and we
ehall woke up in the night with
the beast coming after the boat, I—
I'd tow you like—like anything, but
I think we'd better keep clear of that
villain Spooner.”

“Kick him !" said Bob.

“Yaroooh ™

“We may as well keep clear of the
man, if we can,” gaid Harry
Wharton. “There’s a bit of a breeze

coming up the river. Stick up the
mast, and let's try the sail. We
haven't sailed the Water-Lily yet

’ &
sinee the day we tried ber at old
Baker's place at Friardale.”

Y Good egg!”

Billy unter settled down on
cushions. He did not care a bean
whether the Water-Lily went by sail
or by oars, or indeed, by towing, so
long as he did not have to tow. The
Famous Five stepped the mast,
spread the sail, and picked up the
breeze. The Water-Lily began to
cover the water at a spanking rate.

“1 eay, you fellows, better keep
on %?rst Taplow !” gaid Billy Bunter.

. Ili‘r past Taplow, fathead ?"

"Well, that man S[ioaner may
have thought from something I said
that we should be camping about
Taplow,” saidl Bunter. *Better cut
on farther—see?"

“How many more lies did you tell
Lhim?" asked Johunay Buil.

“Qh, really, Bull—"

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Well, if Spooner's going to hunt
for ws round Taplow, we'll run on
Enat- Cookham, and leave him to

unt,” lLe said.

And the Water-Lily was still under
eail and aweei:;ing along as gracefully
ag o swan when the Greyiriars crew
ran past Cliveden Woods, and left
Cookham astern. How long Bhifty
Spooner was likely to wait for
Bunter below Boveney Lock nobody
knew; but when he came through at
last and started looking for the
Water-Lily in the region of Taplow,
he was not likely to have much Inck.
Taplow waz &8 pood mile and a half
astern of the Water-Lily when the
breeze drop and the s=sail was
taken in, and the CGreyfriars crew
looked for o camp.

nEL p A mm—

Sauce For The Gander !

“ ALK?" eaid Billy Bunter.
He seemed nnable to be-

lieve his fat ears.
Whatever Billy Bunter was. going
to do those hols, he was not going

to walk, if he could help it.

EVERY SATURDAY

It was the f&llnwin%a day, after
lunch. Having run on to Marlow in
the morning, the Famous Five had
tied up by the bridge, and were
oing for a walk. Round about Mar-
ow and Cookhsm, and the ancient
village of Cookham Dean, was some
of the loveliest acenery of the Thames
valley, and the Famous Five were
not going to.pass it by like the ddle
wind which they regarded not. There
wag going to be an afternoon’s walk
before they towed on up the Thames.

“Walk!™ repeated Bunter.

He rejected the idea with ecorn.

“Like to sit in the boat while we're
gone ?" asked Harry.

*If yow mean that you want to
leave me to mind the boat while
you're amusing yourselves, all right,”
retorted Bunter. “It’'s the sort of
thing I expect of you.”

£F 1‘13t'hEﬂ- !l.l'

“ Beast ¥

“Come on,” said Bob. “If you'd like
to come, Bunter, we'll roll you along
like & barrel, if you're too lazy to
walk."”

“Yah!”

Johany Bull fixed a grim look on
the fat Owl. BSince his rather dubi-
ous success the previous day Johony
had said nothing more about making
Buanter do any work. His chums con-
cluded that he had given it up as a
bad job. _

But Johnny was a sticker. That
morning the boat had been towed—
not by Bunter. Once it had been
rowed—not with an oar in Bunter's
fat bands. Lunch had been prepared
—not by Bunter. Bunter had de-
voured the lion's share—that was all
he had had to do with the lunch.

“Wash up while we're pone,
Bunter,” said Johnny Bull, “and put
the things away tidily.” .

Bunter looked at him witheringly.

“8o that's the game, is it?” he
asked, with deep scorn. “You're
not only going to walk off and leave
me to mind the boat, but you expeet
me to do all the work while you're
one. Yom can expech!”

“1 sghall exzpect!” said Johaony
calmly. *“TYou've done nothing sinee
ten minutes’ towing by the Home
Park at Windsor yesterday. Now
you're going to wash us. Let me
find anything unwashed when we
come back and F'll dip your head in
the Thames I

* Beast "

And the Famous Five walked off,

leaving Billy Bunter to go to sleep in
the boat—and if he dreamed, not to

dream of washing up. 1
“Trot through Marlow first," said

Bob. “I want to do some shopping.

J expect I can buy a pea-shooter im -

Marlow.”

“What the dickens do you want o
pea-shooter for?” asked Nugent.

“Next time we meet Pon & Co. on
the river. -Sauce for the goose is
gauce for the gander,” answered. Bob.

And in Marlow Bob bought his
pea-shooter and a supply of peas—
rendy for the next brush with the
enemy on the river. -
.Then the juniors walked by
country lanes, by hill and dale,
strolled through thie beautiful Quarry
Woods, sauntered  round the Swiss-
like wvillage of Cookham Dean, and

?

then, by devious way, walked back
to Marlow. And, spotting a little
red-tiled, rose-clad inm, with a sign
creaking on the branch of a tree in
front, they agreed wnanimously that
rest under that tree with ginger-beer
by way of refreshment waa the very
best of good ideas.

So they sat down on the bench
under the shady branches, and a
Elm:up waiter brought them ﬁing&r—
eer, and they procceded to dispose
of the samé with cheery ﬂqtiafaﬂtgrﬁ.

At a little distance from where
they sat, was an open window, and
fromi the pound of clicking that
echoed therefrom they were aware
that it opened from a billiards-room.

That did not interest them much,
till suddenly a head appcared at the
window and a hand with a cigarette
in it koocking off the ash.

They stared at the head.

The fellow at the window, havin
knocked off the ash, turned bac
without glancing in their direction.
He had not noticed the fellows sit-
tigg under the tree; but they had
noticed Ceeil Ponsonb -:f? the
Fourth Form at Hi!ghﬂli e. .

“PDear old Pon!” murmured Bob

Cherry.
“Blagging as wusual,” grunted
Johnny Bull. “A quid on the game,

I dare say. I suppose we can't go in
and huntrhimi”’ e .
“Hardly !” eaid Harry Wharton,
lau l:ing. “Pon will keep.”
ob Cherry grioned and drew hias
ea-shooter from his pocket. And
is comrades grinned as he quietly
approached the opem window where
Pon's face had been seen.

Virginia creeper hung in masses
all reund that window, and it was
easy for Bob to look in without re-
vealing himself.

‘In the room were three fellows—
Pon and Gadshy and Monson. A
red-faced marker sat half asleep; but
otherwise the Highceliffe trio had the
room to themaelves,

Ponsouby and Monszon were play-
ing: Ga&sg leaning by the marking-
board smoking. Pon was smoking,
too, while he waited for Monson to
finish a break.

“Rotten cloth!” Pon heard from
Monson, as he stepped back, laid
ii;:rwn his cue, and picked wp a cigar-
ette.

“I find it all right,” grinned Pon.
“You're clumsy, old bean! Get
ready to cough up that quid.=

Grnut, from Monaon.

Pon leaned over the table to take
his shot. As he did so he gave a
sudden jump and a startled howl.

0w

“What on carth’s up?” asked
Gadsby, staring at him, Ponsonby
elapped his hand to his nose.

“Somethin® stung me!” snarled
Pon., “Gad! It felt like a wasp!
Ow! Is my nose marked?”

“Can’t see anything.” _

Pon waved his cue in the air to
drive away that waap, or whatever it
was. 'Then he leaned over to take
aim arain,

“Yoo-hoop ! he howled auddenly,
and his cue clattered on the cloth as
Le clapped hia hand to his ear.

“What the thump—"

Tre Maoner Lisriry.—No. 1,645,
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“Ow! I'm El‘.ul:lgl“f bhowled Pon.
"St-% in my ehr "

“What rot!® asaid Monsom. "I
can't gee any wasp. No ingecls im
the room at all that I can sce. I—
Yarcooeh IV

Mongor jumped almost clear of the
floor az a sudden sting came on his

chin, He elasped his chin  and
rubbed if.

“You got it, too?” jeerced Pom,
“.Berve yow jolly well right !”

“Blessed if ¥ can see——" bepgan
Gadsby, and he broke off with a
howl. “Ow! What’s that? Ow!
My ear !”

“Oh " roared  Pen. “Oooh!” Ha

dabbed his nose and them his neck.
“I'm not standin’ this! They've no
right ta have the place full of in-
gects, Here, marker, get up, and
wave gomethin® about, and clear off
those insects.”

The slecpy marker blinked at him,

“I don't see——" he began.

“Oh crikey !” howled Monson, a8 a
sting came in the middle of Lis
features. “Oh! Ow! That was a

mosguito—"

“ Qooooogh s%:uttered Gadsby.

“Qh gad!” howled Ponsonby.
“There it iz in my ear again!
Oooogh 1*

The  Hirhelife mnuts forgot
billiards. FPonsonby and Monson
waved their cues about o drive off
those troublesome insecte—(Fadsby
braudished a straw hat. There was
a8 sudden yell of laughter from the
open window.

“Ha, ha, ha 2

Pon & Co. spun round. They
stared and glared at Bab Cherry,
with a pea-shooter in his hand, and
bekind him four laughing faces.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Grey-
friars jumiors.

“Thase Geryiriars cads—pra-shoot-
ing ! yelled Ponsonby.

“Sauce for the gander, old bean!”
chortled Bob Cherry.

‘“Ha, ha, ha !

Ponsonby, with a furious face,
gripped his cue and rushed to the
windaw. Five fellows backed, langh-
ing, out of reach as the butt of the
cute lashed out of the window in Pon’s
furious hand.

Bob Gherrf,r clapped the pea-shooter
to his mouth again. As Pon leaned
out, eue in hand, he let him have a
whizzing volley. Peas spattered all
over Pon'z envazed face—and he
popped back from the window with a
howl -of rage.

“Happy mecting!” grinned Bob
Cherry, as he slipped his shooter into
hia pocket. “Dear old Pon locked
quite shirty! It's more amusing to
be the shooter than the shootee, my
beloved ‘oavers.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

-And the FPamous Five, chuckling,
resumed their walk back to Marlow,
quité pleased with that Ilucky
mecting, and with having given Fon
& Co. some of the same.

| S

Not A Winner !

L] ASHED up '
“Yes! eaid  Billy

Bunter, with dignity.
“You've washed up!* ejaculated
Tae Magxer Lisrsny —Na. 1.645,
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Bob Cherry. “Then that's not you
—that’s your ghost! If you've dome
a spot of . work, you're dead—you
conld mever lhave ~survived it!
Avaunt I”

“Ha, lia, ha!” yclled the Co.

“You silly ass!” howled Bunter.

If it was Bunter’s phost, it was a
very substantial spectre, and it had
been cating jam! Un the other hand,
it seemed improbable that, if Billy
Bunter really had done some work,
he lived 'to tell the tale!

“¥Well, if* you've washed up, all
right I gaid Johnny Bull, “But I'll
look——"

“I hope you can fake my word,
Bull ¥

“1 don’t think !*

“It's no good looking for the
things,” said Bunter, as Johnny was
about to open the hamper in which
the cangera parked the crocks, *I—
I washed them up on the bank, and
—and just as I'd finished, a—a
tramp came along and stole hem.”

“Whatt" roared the Famous Five.

*It’s no good yelli:% at me!” said
Bunter peevishiy. “He was too hig
for me to hapdle, or, of course, I’
bave knocked him down! He pinched
the lot.”

“He pinched the crockery ! gasped
Harr harton.

eg—everything we'd used at
lunch—plates, knives, forks—tho
whole lot!” said Bunter. “Just after
I'd washed them up.”

“You bloated bloater!” roared
Johnny Bull, “ What have you done
with them?”

*0Oh, really, Bull—"

" Has he parked them ount of sight,
gp that we shan’t see that they're
not washed 7" asked Nugeant.

“I've told wyom that a tramp
pinched the lot——" roared Bunter.

“All right!* said Johony Bull,
“A tramp pinched the lot, did he?
Then we'll walk straight to the

lice station in Marlow to give a ¥

eseription of that tramp ”

“Oh! TI—I never noticed what he

looked like!"” gasped Bunter. “I—I
mean, it—it wasn't a tram;f at all!
It was that man ngﬂﬂh”
- %pﬂnne_r!"' shrieked Bob Cherry.
“Yes—he found the boat here, and
I—I drove bhim off /" explained
Bunter. “He was going to pinch the
boat, like he tried to do before, but
E—1 drove him off with—with an
car! I—I fought like a lion! And
—and then, he—he bagged all the
erocks, and walked them off, just—
just out of revenge, you know.”

“Where are they?” roaved Johnny
Bull.

“I've told you that a tramp—1

mean, that man Shifty Spooner—
walked them off!” ron back
Bunter. "Not my fault—you

shouldn’t elear off and leave a fellow
in the lurch——u"

“What on earth has he done with
them ?* asked Bob., “Has he chucked
them away, to save the trouble of
washing them up?

“Oh, really, Cherry! That man
Spooner—"

“"Why, there they are!” yelled
Johnny Ball, ¥e pointed to the

shallow water between the boat and
the bank.

Glimmering under two feet of
water, plates and dishes and cutlery
counld be scen! The Pamous Five

athered to stare at them. Bo did

unter! But it scemed that, though
plain to the view of the five, they
were invisible to the short-sighted
Owl!

“I—1I say, you fellows, they—the
ain't there!” %-:m ed Bunmter. “I—
can’'t see them ! I expect you can see
fishes, or—or something |”

“Bo Spooner walked them off—and
I suppose they swam back?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I—1 mean-——" Bunter realised
that the missing crocks were in view,
and from the bottom of his fat heart
he wished that he had taken the
trouble to pifch them out into the
river, instead of juet dropping them
im, "“I—I mean—it was that High-
cliffe lot—-" ;

“That Highcliffe lot?* said Bob
Cherry dazedly,

“"Yes -— Pon’s gang — they — they
came along just after I had washed
up, and—and chucked the whole lot
into the water!” gasped Bunfer.

“Ye gods!”

“T couldn’t stop them—the three
of them, you know! I couldn't
handle more than two of them at
once ! explained Bunter.

“You counldn’t handle half a one
of them, you fat scoundrel! said
Bob. “We¢ met Pon & Co. a mile
from here, and left them there——*"

“Oh! JI—I mean——"

“Well, what do you mean "

“It—it wasn’t the Higheliffe lot!
I—I wonder what made me say Pon
and his lot?? gasped Bunter. “It
was Lode =

“Loder [ yelled the Famous Five.

“Yes—he—he came up in-his boat,
you know, and—and chucked all
those erocks into the river, because
ou cheeked him yesterday,” stam-
mered Bunter. “I—I1 couldn’t stop
him! I—I'd have knocked down
Hilton and Pricé, but—but Loder's
a prefect; you know.”

The Famous Five regarded Bunter
with a fized gaze. '

They were pot distrustful or sus-
picions fellows. But reall]jy they
could not swallow any of Bunter's
varied yarns—and more especially,
they could not swallow all thewn !

"Well!” said Bob, with a decop
breath. “Ain’t he the limite”

“If you fellows think I chucked
those crocks away to save washing

them up, I can only sa Leggo
my neck, Bull, you beast |”

Johony Bull did =not let po
Bunter's neck. He jerked him to
the wale,

ot those crocks out!™ he said
grimly,

“How can I et them out?” howled
Bunter. I should get wet.,”

“You should have thought of that
before you chucked them in.  Get
going ¥

Fd LE ﬂ EIJ

“Going " hooted Johnny Bull

“No !” roared Buuter,

“You jolly well are !

%!nshl unter jolly well did!
cre was almost a waterspont as
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“QOw ! * gasped Ponsonby, In the billiards-room, dropping his cue suddenly, ** Somethin’ stung

the fattest figure in the Thames
valley landed in the water.

“Yurrggh! Grooocogh! Ooooh”

i Hﬂ. a, hﬂ- 12*

A fat hand clutched the gunwale.
A wet face, aud streaming spectacles,
blinked into the boat. Bunter stood
up to his.fat waist in water.

“Urrgh! I say, you fellows, I'm

wet ! roared Bunter.
“Ja the Thames wet?” asked Bob,

“"Eh? You silly idiot! Yes, of
course it is ™
“Then keep out of it another

time ! advised Bob. “Collect the
crocks, old fat bean, now you've gone
in for them.”

“1 haven’t!” yelled Bunter.

“You have!” gaid Johnmny Bull.
“Yon're not coming back into this
boat till you've handed every one of
tliem in.”

“Beast ! shrieked Bumter. “I
gliall eateh cold.”

“Then the soomner you get going,
the better 1

“I say, you fellows, I dropped
them in by accident—entirely by
accident,” wailed Bunter. "I never
did it to save washing u}il I—I was
lifting them into the boat, and—
and my foot slipped, and—and they
dropped ip——"

“Was that before or after the
tramp and Spooner walked off with
them, and Pon & Co. chucked them.
in, and Loder chucked them in?"
asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I'm coming into that boat!”
shiriecked Bunter.
“Do!” said Johnny Bull, pickin

up the boatheok.
to get out again
“Beast [
“ Better oet going ! chuckled Bob.

“You'll be glad

EVERY SATURDAY

me!*

“No good standing there like Venus
rising from the waves, old fat man—
vou don't look a bit like Venus.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter gave the boat's erew
a deadly glare through his big
spectacles. His deadliest glare was
bestowed on Johnny Bull—and the
boathook! Then he satooped and
groped.

It was not easy work, groping in
two feet of water after the crockeries,
the knives, and the forks. It was
ever so much harder a task than
washing them up would'have been.
But it was not the first time that
Billy Bunter had found it harder to
dodge work than to get it doune.

That brilliant idea of dropping the
crocks overboard to save the trouble
of washing them up was evidently
not & winner! If the Famous Five
had believed that a tramp had
walked off with them it would have
been all right! But l':.th hadn’t—
especially with the erocks lying there
under their noses!

Bunter fished up }ﬂatn after plate,
dish after dish, knife and fork after
knife and fork. He splashed, he
gasped, he gurgled, he groped; he
gave the fellows in the boat the

eadliest blinks; but it had to be
done, and Bunter did it. He was kept
busy for quite a long time, but not
till the last article had been proped
for and found was the hapless fisher-
man allowed to crawl back—dripping
—into the Water-Lily.

For the next half-hour Bunter was
busy towelling and changing. And
it secmed probable that whatever
might be Bunter’s next dedge for
eluding his turn at washing up, he
would mot drop property overboard.
Once was, ¢nough for Bunter—he did

f"‘-‘_
watil: Iy
i -tlihﬁ':yﬂ |

not want to go fishing for erocks in
thie Thames any more.

Quite a Pound's Worth !
t to

¥ WHA.T s topping s
camp [’ sa ob .Cherry.
“Tip-top !” said Harry
Wharton., “But——"

“The topfulness is terrific; but the
butfulness is also great!” grinned
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

The towpath was on the Berkshire
side; but i1t was at the Buckingham-
shire side that the crew of the Water-
Lily were gazing. There was a breath
of wind on the river. and they had
the sail up—gliding alongy at an ex-
tremely leisurely pace—abount as fast
as if Bunter had been towing—and
looking for a spot fo camp as they
glided. '

The Bucks shore was very invitin
—and the apecial apot upon whic
they now fixed their eyes was very
attractive indeed.

A delightful little backwater
lenmed under sbhady branches,
ooking into it they conld sce green

trim lawns on either side. In the
distance was a house almost hidden
by trces. The crew of the Water-
Lily gazed at that delightful scene
with longing eyes. No tripper on
the Thames could ever have desired
a more attractive spot for a camp.
But it wae evidently Erwatﬁ pro-
perty, and it was doubtiul, to say
the least, whether the owner of that

property would lave . welcomed
campers if asked in the most polite
mannet,

Acrosa the mouth of the glimmer-
ing backwater was a heavy iron
chain. It would have been easy to

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,645
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lift it, dimd pass under. But on the
bank, prominent among greenery, a
blot on the landscape, was a board,
bearing the words so familiar to
sojouruers in the Thames valley:

“TRESPASSERS WILL BE
PROSECUTED I

And this particular board bore a
further imacn%il:iun, in order to leave
no doubt on the gmbject:

“WITH THE UTMOST RIGOUR
OF THE LAW!™

S0 the Famous Five pazed, rather
like a quintet of Peris at the gate
of Paradise, but did not think of
landing.

But 28 s young man was sitting in
a canoe tied up to the bank, just by
the opening of the backwater, they
glanced at him,

If he belonged fo the place, and if
he was the sort of chap who was hos-
pitable to campers, they were not un-
willing to catch his eye.

“1 aay, you fellows, that’s a top-
ping place !” Billy Bunter turned hia
spectacles on it. Ever since he lhad

one. that fibbing act, Bunter had

been grumpy and rousy. - But the
prospect of landing for supper
chieeréd him, “I say, let’'s get off

there, shall we?" _

& T‘I‘eﬂiaatﬂers will be prosecuted,
old fat bean ! ‘said Bob.

“Rot ¥ erunted Bunter. “These
liogs oughtn't to be allowed to grab
the river banks and make out they're
private property. Might as well
grab the seashore and say it’z private
property. They'll ba grabbing the
air next, and charging us for breath-

iog it."

ﬁng, 0 king I? gaid Bob. “But
that chain, and that beard, don’t
look as if they want visitors. Must
push on,”

-The young man in the cance
glanced round at the Water-Lily as
it surged slowly by. He was smok-
ing a cigarette, and reading a news-
paper which the juniors noticed was
the “Racing Record.” Ha was ap-
parently a young man interested in

eCgees. e was rather well-
ressed, and had an eyeglass in his
right eye. He scanned the party in

the -‘Water-Lily, with the aid of that
everlass,

“Lovely afternoon,” ha remarked.

pleasantly,
drifted s nw]?

s I'I!DI]ping ! -

*Camping out?” added the youung
man.

“Looking for a camp now.”

“Then 1 shonldu’t wonder if weo
can do business,” said the young man
in the cance. He Iauighed. “You
wouldn’t guess that I was sittin
Lers waiting for custom, would you
But that's the size of it.”

"Oh * said Harry Wharton., “Is
that your place?

“"Exactly—if I con call it mine,
now I've let it These are hard
times, my young friend,” enid the

oung man in the eyeglass.

nve to make a littlo whore and how
wo can, I'd be glad to give you freo
leave to oamp for nothing—I've done

Trae Magyer LRARY.=No, 1,648,

gag  the Water-Lily
by his canoce.

answered Bob Cherry. P
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it often enough, in more prosperous
&a;s; but times change.” _
The crew of the ater-Lily ex-
changed glances. They were quite
willing to pay for the privilege of
camping, if the amount was rcason-
able. It was wqrth somefhing to
camp in that delightinl spot, and if
they hired it they would have it to
themseélves with no danger of being
crowded by other parties. And they
had  been looking for a camp for a
long time now, withount spotting a
suitable spof. Thia looked like a
hargﬁy chance.
ey dropped the gail and held on
to the tied canoe.. They were more
than ready to talk business.
“1L hate to mention it,” =aid the
young man in the eyeglass apolo-
getically, “but things being as they
are financially, ¥ make a regular
thing in the summer of letting this
Elace to camping parties, and 1 shall
ave to ask you to ps_tg if you land
n

here. You gee, it's sinesa  with
mE..’li

“We quite understand,” . said
Harry Wharton., ' We're quite will-
ing ?a.j for. camping; it’s onl
reasonable. May I ask the figure?”

“A pound!” said the young man
in the eyeglass,

Ok 1+ .

“I hope j’ﬂu don’t think it's toe
mueh,” said the young map, “hut
you can guess that with the rates on
the house it doesn’t leave a lot over,
even if I get a camping plartg every
day—which, of course, only happens
in Auwgust. I've somelimes sat lLere
for three or four evenings without
Ficking up busigess. I don't exactl
ike to put up a sign, you know—-"
UO.E. 1" said Harry Wharten, A
?uuml did, in fact, Beem a little steep
or permission to camp; but there

were five fellows to whack it ont. -
“We'll

_ be jolly zlad to land here,
Mr.—*" . '
. “Egerton I said the young man,
“The place i3 called Egerton Lawn.
You won't mind keeping clear of the
house—TI’ve let that to a party for
the week; but it's understood that I
reserve the garden this side of fhe
trees for letting to campers. KEee
this side of that row of yews, an
you'll be all right.=

“Right as ramn ! said Bob,

The Water-Lily nosed in to the
bank, : _

The woung man
slipped  his
ocket. _
“I'm sure yvou'll excuse me if I
mention that it's moncy down,” he
remarked. “Ton't think I den’t
trust you--I can see thot you're a
decent lot—but in the way of hbusi-
ness, you understand——=2 -

“That's all vight}”

Harry Wharton sorted out n pound
note and passed it to the young man
in the canoe, ; '

“Thank you very much ¥ said Mr,
Egerton. "I hope yow'll find your-
sclf quite comfortablo here—and,
maybe you'll call agnin another timeo
f you're aatlsfied. You might men.
tion the place to any friends of youra
who usoe the rviver.”

“Cortainly,” snid Hnrrr

‘The young man untied his canoce,

it the canoe
newspaper into his

Having doune the business for which
he b been. waiting, he waa evi-
dently going. He raised a straw hat
politely to the Greyfriars crew, and
paddled away.

said Bob

“Decent sort of chap!2
Cherry. "Come down in the world,
I suppose—lots of people like (hat
theso days.” -

“Well, it's one way of making o
living if a man happens to own river-
side property,” said Harry. “I think
we're rather in Juck, .=A pound iz a
bit steep—but it's a lovely spot.
We're getting a pound’'s worth.”

“Yes, rather ! .

“The ratherfulnes js terrifie.”

Bob Cherry leaned over . and
erasped the chain and lifted it. With
the mast down, the Water-Lily glided
under the chain and pushed into the
backwater. TUnder a big chestnut-
tree that grew close by the water the
juniors Ef.i}'%'pﬂﬂ and tied on to a post.
~ Even Billy Bunter gave a grunt of
gatisfaction -when they landed.
Nothing could have been pleasanicy
than the green, soft lawn sloping
down to the water, shaded by trees,
almost barred off from the lhouse in
the distance by a row of auncicut
yewa. . _ )

The stove, the crocks, and the provi-
sione were sorted out. All the crew

were ready, for supper—especially

Billy Bunter. A savoury smell of
cooking soon mingled with the scent
of Howers from the gardem,

The Qréyfriars fellows ate their

supper and enjoyed it. Then they
sat resting and chatting in cheery
up the tent.

maod, before. puttin%
It was very agrecable to sit there
after a solid supper and watch the
river in the gorgeous sunset, and the
various craft phding by. -

“"Hallo, hallo, hallol” gaid Bob
Cherry, as a sound of footsteps fell
on his ecars. “Here comes somebody
down from the house.”

The juniors glaneced round.

- A fellow smoking a cigarette came
through the yews. They stared at
that fellow,

They had almost for
existence of Loder of the Sixth. Now
they were reminded of it! For the
fellow who came through the” yews
was Gerald Loder !

tten the

Loder Begs For It !

ODER was walking wilh his
hands in his pockets, the
cigarctte in his mouth, and

was not looking towards the Grey-
friara camp. It was clear that he did
not know that the juniors were there,
Thoy all gazed at him in surprisec.
The yowag man in the E{E lass had
told them that ho had let his river-
side house to o party for the week,
ﬂcrtuinl;{ it had not qeeurrved to the
juniors that that party wns Loder's
arty. But it acemed that it was—
om the asight of Gerald Loder
atrolling and smoking in the garden,
"Well, my Lat!" murmured Balb.
“Faney meeting that lot hevo I
Johnuy Bull'a. face et  grimly.
Jolhinuy romemboved the swipe that
had Innded on  his shoulders the
provious day. Wharton nud Bob had
similar recollecticus.



“That cheeky bully!” grunted
Johnony, “What about up-ending
him into the waterp”

" “Good egg !” said Bob.

“Well, it would serve him right !*
paid Harry elowly. “But we don't
want a row here, old beans. DBetter
keep the peace, I think—if Loder
steers clear.”

Grunt from Johnoy Bull, He was

not much dis to keep the peace
with .the bully of the Greyiriars
Sixth, whoe had swiped him in the
boat. However, he uniesced.

* Rotten, that crew being here,” said
Frank Nugent. *“Can’ helped—
we cap keep clear of them! This
gide of that row of yews belongs to
us, s0 long as we camp here—from
what the man Egerton said.”

“Loder's  trespassing !
Bob.

“We'll tell him so,-if he starts
trouble 1

The jupiors watched Gerald Loder
curiously. He had not observed them

et. He was sauntering down to the

ank of the little backwater, a short
flistance away, and not till he turned
his head was he likely to see their
eamp.

He reached the bank and turned—
and saw them! Blank surprise was
written on his face at the sight of
them. He stared in angry astonish-
ment, Then he came along the bank
with a quick stride.

“¥ou cheeky young raseals!” he
exclaimed. “Do you mean to say
that you've had the neck to camp
here?”

“Sort of " assented Bob.

“You've camped here!™ exclaimed
Loder, as if he could hardly believe
it. “You've pushed past that chain,
on to private property !"

13 Whrlyat ?J:I

“Why not ¢ repeated Loder.. “If I
bad a stick with me, I'd pretty soon
slow you why not! @Get out of it!
You're the checkiest crew at Grey-
friarzs—but I never fancied wou'd
have a neck like this.”

“The neckfulness is not tervific, my
estcemed Loder!” remarked the
Nabok of Bhanipur. “We have a
preposterous tight to camp here.”

“Don’t give me any lip! Pack wup
and go!” snapped er,

Harry Wharton laughed. He was
not likely to take any heed of such
an order, after paying cash dewn for
permission to camp.

“Think again, Loder I he
Bug ested.

: you mean to say that you
won't go?” roared Loder.

“Yes; I mean exactly that!”
asaehted the captain of the Remove.
“Like your cheek to ask ws, I think.
Do you fancy that you ¢an eome the
prefect in the hols, the same as at
school? Think again !

“You ean’t!” asaid Johnny Bull.
“You can go and eat coke, Loder I

“What ?"¥ roared Loder.

“Coke!" said Johnny.

“You're on private property here !
yelled Loder.

“Yea, we know nll that.”

Loder of the Sixth staved at them.
He was angry; but he secmed as
much astonished as ::m%rj; the
juniora did not know why. If he was

grinned
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astonished at their disregarding the
fact that he was a prefect at scliool,
he could be as astonished as he liked!
Nobody cared..

“Don’t play the goat, Loder ¥ said
Frank Nugent. “There’s no need to
row! You and your party are at that
house, I suppose! Well, you keep to
the other aigﬁ of. that row of yews,
and we'll keep to this side, amd it
will be all right.”

“* Keep to the other side of that row
of yews [* stuttered Loder. “ Are you
mad, or what? - Why should I

“Do you want the whole place?”
asked Bob.

“Eh? Of eourse I want the whole
place! What_do you mean, yon
cheeky young idiot?”

“I say, what a.greedy pig!” said’

Billy Bunter, with a scornful blink at
Loder through his big spectacles, “I
aﬁly, fancy the greedy pig wanting the
whole place! ¥Yah!™

Loder eame nearer to the camp.
His look waz so dangerous that the
Famous Five rose to their feet.

They were ready to overlook: what
had happened in the boats the day
before, for the sake of peace.- But if
Toder was determined on hostilities,
they were ready to give him all he
wanted, and a little over,

Bunter sat where he was. Bunter
was not disposed for a scrap, after the

supper he had packed away. He was .

more thian willing to leave that to the
Famous Five | contented himaslf
with  blinking scorn at Loder—a
greedy pig, in Bunter’s opinion, for
wanting the whole place.

“I've had enourh of this!™ said
Loder, hetween his teeth., “I can't
g:.;ite understand this dashed impu-

nce, checky gang as you are! But
I've had enough of it—get out!”

“ Rats I"

“The ratfulness is terrific.”

“If I'd bronglht a stick with me,
I'd thrash the lot of you before you

o!” roared Leder. “I'll use my

oots on you if you don't pack into
that boat this minnte !

“Two can play at that game ! said
Bob Cherry cheerfully. “EKick off,
old bean, and we'll play up !

“Get on that hoat I bawled Loder.

& BﬂW‘WﬂW!”

“T'I1 chuck
after another !

“Go it!" said Bob, grinning.
“You're bitinr off a lot, Loder—more
'E-!lfl!! you can chew, I faney! But go
it‘?}

Loder went it! He was plainly
in & towering rage, not only at the
defiance of the juniors, but at finding
them there at all. ‘That, in the
opinion of the Bemovites, was sheer
cheek !

*If he had hired the riverside villa,
ag seemed to be the case, they had
hired the camping ground; and the
idea of abandoning what they had
paid for was hardly to be enter-
tained. A whole army of Loders
would not have made them abandon
their rights. If Loder insisted on
trouble, he could have it,

And he did! He rushed at Harry
Wharton and grasped him, to begin
by chucking the captain of the
Remove into the Water-Lily.

Wharton gave grasp for grasp.

you on it then, omne
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And his comrades rushed at once to
his aid! Loder spun him towards the
water—but he had not covered a yard,
when he was stopped by the clutch of
many hands. ,

Loder went headlnu%ﬂver, bumpin
on the greensward. ¢ roared wit
fury as he bumped.

or two or three minutes there waa
a terrific struggle on the bank of that
little backwater of the Thames, Then
Loder was flattened out, face-down in
the graes, and Bob Cherzry sat on his
ghoulders and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh etood on his legs, and Frank
Nugent held him liﬂWll:i‘if the ears.

One by one, the Bixth Form man
certainly could have dealt with
the juniors. But they were not likely
te let him deal with them one by one'!
In bulk, they were teo many for the
bully of the Sixth.

“Xeep him- there!” said Jolnn
Bull, grimly. * Wait till I get a stick
out o th.ée Einaﬂ He landed thiree
swWipes ay—I'm going to hand
them hﬁ, as lag asks ffr i]tl.q'

Loder roared.

"If you darge—"

“You'll see in a minute!” said
Joknny Bull,

He jumped into the Water-Lily.
Loder struggled and heaved; but
was safely pinned, Johnny came
back with a stick. -

‘be Famous Five had heem pre-
pared to forget, if not forgive, those
swipes in the boat, to keep the peacc.

er insisted om war; so he  was
getting his swipes back! All the Co.
arreed with Johnny.

“Keep elear, won fellows!” said
Johuny, as he swung up the stick.

Swipe !

The yell that Loder gave, as the
swipc descended on his treusers, rang
over the Thames.

*He, he, he!” chortled Bunter, “]
say, you fellows, give him six!
Loder gives fellows aix at school!
Give him six! He, he, he [”

Swipe !

Loder roared and heaved and
rocked. But he was jammed down,
hig furious face buried in grass-
roots.

Bwipe !

Wild and frantic splutters came
from Loder, as he chewed prass, He
wriggled and writhed and kicked and
agquirmed.

“That's the three!™ said Johnnmy.
“Returged with thanks, Loder!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Now let him rip!”

Gerald Loder was released. He
staggeped to his feet in a wildly
dishevelled and untidy state, rofled
and tumbled, panting with rage.

He glared at the Famons Five. A
Red Indian on the warpath had
nuthiu% on Loder for ferocity at that
moment.

Evidently he conld barely restrain
himself from rushing at the juniors,
histing out right and left, They
faced him cool ¥, quite prepared to
atop a rush apd give Loder some
more, if he wanted more.

But TLoder did restrain hia Fury.
He did not want to be upended again
and sample a few more swipes!
Three seemed to be enough for him,
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“ What-ho I” :

The captain of the Remove divided
his forces, as Loder had done. - Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull were posted
on the starboard side, to face Walker
aud Price. Wharton and the nabob
staod on the port side, to face Loder.
Frank Nugent was posted amidships
to keep an eye on Hilton above.

“You feliows meady?” called out
Loder.

“Ray when!” ealled back Walker,
across the water.

“You ready, Hilton?”

“0h, quite "

“Go for them !” shouted Loder.

And he rushed, whirling his stiek.

“Back up !" roared Bob, “Give 'em
jip ;

: ]‘?'Whup ‘em 1" roared Johnny Bull.

Loder, slashing with his st_iek,
jumped at the Water-Lily. Possibly
El& expected Wharton and Hurree
Singh to back away from that rather
reckless charge. But they did not
back an inch. Wharton's stick et
Loder's with a crash, and both flew
from the hands that held them—then

Loder came sprawling over the gun-
wale, and ?:Ee_ Water-Lily rocked
wildly.

As he sprawled, hia legas in the
water, Harry Wharton and the nabob
grasped him and pinved him fo the
gunwale. Combining their efforts,
they shoved him back.

On the eother side, Walker and
Price rushed—but they did not make
reckless jumps like Loder! They did
not seem to have the nerve for it.
'They leaned over from the bank,
slashing and lunging with their
sticks.

That was a game at which Bob and
Johnuy mmhf pla ually well.
Johnny caught a lick from Price that
made his head sing; but Stephen
Price, lﬂauing over to land if, toppled
on the water's edge.
recover his balance, Bob Cherry
landed a liek om his hand, and Price,
with a yell, went in, splashing head-
long into the water.

'95311:131*, capturing a jab under the
chin from Jﬂ%nny the next moment,
jumped back. .

Price, spluttering, went floundering

ast the boat, howling wildly for

elp. He clutched at the bank, and
Walker—perhaps not sorry for an
excuse to relax hostilities—ran to
grasp him and pull him out.

The attack om the starboard side
had fizzled out mmp!etelg. But on
the port side, Wharton and the nabob
tiad their hands full with Loder; and,
from the branch above, Cedric Hilton
dropped right into the boat, and as
Nugent ran for him, gave Frank a
tap on the chest that laid him on his
back.

Hilton turned to take Wharton and
the nabob in the rear; and had he
done €0, Loder certainly would have
got aboard.

It was fortunate for the erew of
the Water-Lily that Bob and Johnn
had dealt with the starboard attac
and were free to turn to the aid of
their comrades.

As Hilton turned on Wharton, they
turned on Hilton; as he grasped at
Harry's collar to drag him over, they
grasped at Hilton, and it was Cedric
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Before he could -
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Hilton* who went over, with a ecrash
and a yell.

The ' Water-Lily was rocking =&o
wildly that the gunwalea alternately
dii)ped to the stream, and water
eplashed on board. Hilton, crashing
down, rolled over helplessly in the
rockine boat.

He was not given s chance to rise.
Bob Cherry pounced on him instantly,
and planted a knee in his waisteoat,

“You look out, Jobnny!*” La
panted. “Leave him to me.”

Jolmny manned his gunwale, ready
for Watker and Price.  Bob yelled to
Bunter.

“Back up, Bunter|

“0Oh crikey!”

“Come and sit on- bhim, you fat
ass 17 yelled Bob.

Billy Bunter blinked at him, but
he did not stir. Johnny Bull turned,
and, without taking his eyes off the
enemy, landed a lick from his stick
on Bunter’'s fat head.

“Yaroop!” roared Bunter.

“Back up!” hooted Johnny.

“Beast " ;

Johnny, still watc!ﬁn% the cnemy,
landed another lick! Billy Bunter
roated, and rolled inte the fray, Te
did not want to sit on Hilton; but
sitting on Hilton was rather prefer-
uble to those licks from Johunny's
stick.

Hilton was struggling fiercely to
rise. All his slacking dandyism was
gonc now, and he was the most dan-
verous of the enemy; and Bob, pin-
ning him down, had hard work to
keep him there,

“Buck up, Bunter!” he yelled.

Billy Bunter sat on Hilton. He
sat on his chest, and from the dandy
of the Fifth came a gasping gurgle.
Bunter ‘'wia ne fighting-man, but as
ballast, he had no egual. Flattened
under that hefty weight, the dandy
of the Fifth fairly collapsed.

“Urrpgh I he gurgled.

Come here !

“Stick to him, Bunter!” gasped
Bak,
He looked round Threathlessly.

Price had crawled out of the water
and was limping aleng the bridge—
evidently haviog bad enough. He
was going back to the house for a
tuwelipng and a change.

Walker, on the bank, was flourish-
ing his stick, but not coming to
very close guarters with Johnn
Bull, who exchanged brandishaes wit
him, watching him like a bulldog.
James Walker did not Ilook very
dangerous.

Neither was Loder very damperous
now, Wharton and Hurree Sin%rh
were shoving him off the gunwale,
and he was up to his shounlders in
water, hanging on desperately, but
with wvery little chance of getting
into the boat.

Nugent was on his feet again, gasp-
ing from the punch he had received,
but ready for more. He fastened a

ras]ga on Hilton, as the dandy of the
ifth struggled under Bunter.

Bob Cherry grabbed a bag of
tomatoes from the stores.. He joined
Wharton and the nabob, leaned over,
and squashed a tomato in the middle
of Gerald Loder’s features.

Loder spluttered - frantically.
Another tomato was souashed inte

his mouth, as he spluttered, and
Loder gurgled horribly.

“Go it, old man!” gasped Harry.

Another tomato was squeezed into
Loder's left ear, then another info
his right! Then a couple went down
his neck.

By that time, Loder had had
enough tomatoes. He let go his hold
on the boat, and went floundering u
to his neck. Spluttering, he drag%rc-
himself out of the water on to the
bank.

A tomato eaurht him in the back
of the neck as he went. He glared
round in breathless fury, and another

landed 3in his eye. Then Loder
jumped away-—-and retreated out of
range.

ilton was struggling, But there
were plenty of hands to deal with
Hilton now. Hurree Jamset, Ram
Singh proceeded to trample on hia
thrashing legs. Nugent had his
wrists, and Bunter was lodged on his
chest. Cedric Hilton was about as
safe as he could be!

Bob turned his attentioh to Walker
—atill keeping up a long-range game
of brandishing and parrying with
Johnny Bull. A tomato Tanding
under Walker's chin was followed up
by another in his ¢ye, and another in
his ear. ' James Walker ccased fo
brandish—he retreated at a run, the
rest of the tomatoes squashing on
him as he went.

“Who wina?”
Bull.

“FThe winfulness is  terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“We have confounded their absurd
politics and frustrated their knavish
tricks.”

**Hurrah for us !’ chortled Bob,

The crew of the Water-Lily lhad
won the battle of the backwater.
FPrice had already gone back into the
house—Walker joined Loder, both of
them keeping their distance—and
Cedric Hilton lay gurgling and gasp-
ing, a prisoner on board the Remove
boat! It was a complete and over-
whelming victory-——and the crew of
the Water-Lily rejoiced.

erinned Johnny

A Startling Dlscovery !

ILTON of the Fifth gurgled
for breath.

Billy Bunter had setiled
down comfortably en his chest.
Bunter was grinning cheerily now.
The victory haviog been won, and
the ememy driven off, Bunter was
bucked, and was no longer eager for
retroat.

* Gerroff I” gurgled Hilton.

“Shan’t " retorted Bunter. “I
gay, vwou fellows, we've beaten
them !

“Yon had a lot to do with it!”
grunted Johany Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull! I've pgot this
Fifth Form cad!” said Bunter, “I
eay, what about ducking him? I
say, I'll pull his nose.”

Hilton dodged and twisted his head
feantically as a fat paw grabbed at
bis nose! Bunter was not the man to
epare a beaten foe—rather was he the
man to make that beaten foe
sqnirm !

But the fellows who had, so fo



aﬂﬁ&k, borne the beat and burden of
the day were mot disposed to give
the fat Owl his head ! Bob Cherry
reached out with a foot, poked the
fat jumior in the ribs, and tipped
him over before he could capture
Hilton’s nosge.

Bunter rolled and roared,

Hilton sat up. He did not look
muck of a dandy now. He wais wet
and grimy, ruffled and rumpled,
breathless and panting and perspir-
ing. He looked rather a wreck—and
he felt one,

o The Famous Five grinned at him
<heerily.

“Don't get up ! said Johnny Bull

“Why not?” snapped Hilton,

“Because I shall knock you down
apamn, if you do!” said Johmnny,
coolly, “You got on thiz boat of

our own accord, and yow'll stick

ere as-lonr as we choosze. If there's
going to be more trouble, you're
gomng to be tied up, to keep you out
of mischief.”

“Right as rain!” agreed Bob.
“Keep there, Hilton!"

Hilton shrugged his shoulders, He
sat in the bottom of the boat, look-
ing curiously round at the jumiors.
He . was completely in their hands,
and it did not look as if his comradea
were coming to the rescue. In point
of fact, they could not have rescued
him had . they been disposed to make
the attempt—which, obviously, they
were not !

“I say, you fellows, lct's wlhop the
Fifth Form cad!” exclaiined Bunter.
“I've got a stick—"

“Shut up, you fat chuymp!”

“Look here, roll him over, and I'll
give him six ] What #®

“I'll give you a boot, you ferocious
fat frog, if you dom’t dry up!” said
Bob.

“Yah ¥

“Do you Kids faucy that you can
get away with this gort of thing ?”
asked H}i'ltt}m “You scem to have
plenty of nerve—but do you really
think you can carry on like thisp"

“Bort of I assented Bob, "I don't
think wvou'll stop us—eor Loder or
Price, o Walker, either.”

“Quite 1" agreed Hilton. “But you
can hardly expect Loder. to be satis-
fied as the matter stands. I'd have
let you eamp here, if the place had
heen mine—as it happens to be
Loder's, be’s boss of the show! 1
admit you've got the wpper hand in
this tussle—but do you think you an
carr%un?“

“Why not ?*” asked Harry. “Loder
doesn’t seem keen om restarting after
the interval! He's walking off with
Walker now—and Price has bunked
long ago! ‘Think you can handle the
lot of us?”

Hilton laughed.

“I'm not going te try!” he an-
swered. “‘But there are gservants
about the place—a boatkeeper and
his man, and some rardeners, and so
on—Loder will call them up, I faney,
as he's failed fo do the job on his
awn! 1 think you're up against a
big order !

" That's rot!” said Harry. “Loder
ran try to carry on a high-handed
eame, and his friends may back him
up—but he won't gef boatmen and
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gardeners to play the bullying
ﬁﬂﬁﬁgnn!”

“And there's the police, too,- if
Loder chose to zive them a call!”
said Wilton. X faney he's wild

enough after what's happened.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Loder can ring up the police
station, if he likes! I'd like to see
a policeman trot round and keep him
in order.”

“You're not such a reckless young
as3 aa to try te stick here if & police-
man <came to see you off, I suppose,”
gaid Hilton, staring at him.

“Oh, don't be an ass! We've ag
much Tight here as Loder—and we
should explain that to the police-
man.”

Hilten stared harder.

“You're not mad, by any chance ?"
he asked. _ '

“What the dickenz do you mean?”

“Im wonderin’ what you mean,”
said Hilton, “What right have you
gat here, on private property, I'd like
to know "

“ Permission of the owner to camp,
which we've paid for—the same as
Loder’s paid for the villa ! answered
Hairy.. “We've ds mugch right to
turn Loder out of the house as he
has to turn us off this backwater,®

“Oh gad!” said Hilton. “Mind if
I get om a seat? It would be more
comfy—and I promise uot to chuek
you all overboard.”

The Famous Five laughed, and
Hilton was allowed to zet on a seat,
He sat there, looking at them with
an amused grin, :

“Did you say you'd paid for per-
miesion to camp lere?” he asked.

“Yes: a quid,” said Bob.

“Might a fellow ask whom you
paid ¢

“The owner, of course.”

“Holy smoke!™ szaid Hilton. “I
ean't quite imagine Major Loder
letting his backwater and lawn to
eampers for a guid! Look here, are
you tryin® to pull my leg, or what do
you mean "

“Maor Loder!® repeated Harry

blankly. “It was the owder of this
%]ﬂﬂﬁ we paid—a man named
gerton.”

“Honest Injun?” gasped Hilton.

“Yes, you ass—what do you
mean 7" demanded the captain of the
Remove testily. “What are you
eniggering at

“Ha, ha, hal!” reared Hilton. “I
haven't the honour of My, Egerton’s
acquaintance—but I fancy you've
run up against ome of the invumer-
able swindlers on this jolly old river.
Did this Mr. Egerton say he was the
owner 2

“Eh? Yes! Of course he did! He
was sitting in a caneoe here, and—
and——" Harry Wharton broke off.
For the frst time, a dreadful

suspicion came into his mind. He
stared at Hilton,
The Fifth Form man chuckled
cxplosively. .
“Look here, what's the joke?”
exclaimed Bob angrily. “That man

Egerton said he waa the owner of
this place—Egerton Lawn--and—
ﬂﬂd—l—”

“"You paid him a quid?” yelled
Hilton,

7

“Yes, I tell you.”

“Ha, ha, ha! I wondered that
you had the neck to carry on as you
did,” howled Hilton. “But I ncver
guessed that ome! Ha, ha, ha! Will
it interest you to learm that this

lace is called Thamea Nook, that it

clongs to Loder’s uncle, the jolly

old major, and that he's let Loder
have it for a fortnight while he's
away, to entertain his friends on the
river ¢

“What ! howled the Famous Five.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Hilton,

“Oh crikey ! gasped Billy Buntcer.

The Famous Igwepitmd Eytaring ab
Hilton — who sat roaring ' with
langhter.

While The Golng's Good !

ARRY WHARTON & Co.
stood dumb.

They eould only gaze at
the gurgling, dandy of the Fifth,

Not for a moment had - the
doubted the bona-fides of that youny
man in the eyeglass and the candge.
Not for a second had they dreamed
that they had been done Dby a
rogue who let them that back-
water for camping, having do right
to do anything of the kind, and to
coitnection with the place at ‘dll.

Now it dawned on them!

That young man with the eyeplass
Liad been sitting in the canoe, wait-
ing, as.he had said, for a.chancg te
do business with sonie river party
that. wanted a camp. But the
business he wanted to do was @
swindle pure and simple. He was, in
poing . 0})_ fact, looking for mups;
apnd the Famous Five realised that
-‘J:LE had been the mugs!

ilton, still laughing, rose ‘to his
feet.

The juniors were not thinking of
handling him now, or tying him up
to keep him out of mischief! They
were thinking of the awful pesition
in which they had been landed by
that plausible and wnscrupuldu:
young man in the cyeglags.

"1 couldn't understand your
nerve ! gasped Hilton. “I undér
stand now! Ha, ha! Next time you
hire a camp, you'd better make sure
the man who lets it owns it.” .
]' Harry Wharton found kis voice at
ast.

“Look here,” he gasped. * Do yon
mean to say this place belongs to
Yoder's uncle—he hasn’t hired ‘the
hiuse from a4 man xnimed Eper.

ton—"

“Ha, ha! No!”

“Then we've been
rasped Nugent.,

“Taken in and done for!"™ grinned
Hilton. “You mmust be a scb of
duffers to have your leg pulled like
that! Lodk here, I'll go aid explain
to Loder, if you like, and give you
time to clear off before he arrivea
with an army."
~“By ﬁ'umf’ Johuny Bull clenched
his hands. “T hope we shall sée that
man Egerton again some time.”

“Moszt likely he'll have another
name next time You see him ¥
chuekled Hilten. “ Perhaps he'll hire
you Marlow Court or Clivéden Woods
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inxt timg—or Windsor Castle! Ha,
a.”

Cedric Hilton was evidently very
much entertained. But the hapless

juniors were not amused. They were
—they knew now—trespassing, they
had resisted by force the attempt of
the rightful owner of the place to
turn them off ; and there was, in fact,
some excuse for Loder's fury—Loder,
of course, knowing nothing about
their arrangement with Mr. Egerton.
“Well, 1t's Loder's own fault,
too!"” said Bob. "If he had been
civil T
“Dear old Loder doesn’t err on the
ride of eivility to fags!” grinved
Hilton. “But if you'd teold him——"
“Of course, we thought he knew,”
stammered Harry. " Egerton said
he had reserved the right to let this
}:art to campers, when he let the
ouse to o party, so we supposed you
all knew, of course——"

“Ha, ha, ha!" ghrieked Hilton.

“0Oh, eut the cackle!™ snapped
Johnny Bull. “If this place is really
Loder's, we're gmﬁnﬁ—we wonldn’t
be found dead in it.’

“You'tl be found nearly dead in it,
if Loder lays hands on you, I think,"
chnekled E!tﬁn. “Want me any
more, or ekall I ent#”

“Cut, and be blowed to wyoul!”

grunted Bob.
Hilton, still langhing, jumped
ashore. Hins laugh echoed back, as

he ralké% ﬁﬂita;rhnrda the hhwse;i

ing through e yewsa, beyom
mhglﬁlqr Ed Waﬁ:ﬂr bad dis-
appeared.

‘T'he Famous Five dooked at one
another, with rather sickly expres-
gions, _

“Well,” said Bob, “this is a go!”

“Who'd have thought it?” said
Nugent,
* arry Wharton compressed hia
ips.

“We've been taken in!” he said.
“1 suppose we ought to have been
more ol our guard ! But—that fellow
in the canoe Iooked all right—and he
was tied up here—and—how was a
fellow to know? But—"

“But we've jolly well put our foot
in i1t!” said Bob, "We've been
diddled out of a gquid—and we've no
right here! The sooner we cut, the

tﬂ'fl

“No doubt about that!™ gasped
Harry. “Better go whiie the going’s
pood ! And he cast loose the painter
from tlic branch of the chestnut-tree,

Obvionsly, there was nothing for it
but to po, and to go at once, now
they knew how the matter really
stood.

The sunset on the river was deepen-
ing to-dusk: it was 8 late hour for
looking for another camg, but that
could mot be helped. They had no
right there—they had, in faet,
whopped and driven off the rightful
owners ! The soomer they were gone,
the better.

'There was no space to turn the
Water-Lily in  the narrow little
backwater. They had to punt out
stern foremost.

“LI say, you fellows, here they
come !” egueaked Billy Buater, in
alarm.
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"Blow ‘em !" growled Johnny Bull.

“Shove, you fellows!™” exclalmed
Harry.

From beyond the row of yews,
quite a numerous party came in
gight. Loder, as’ Hilton bad said,
had been gathering his forces. Five
men were coming along at his heels
—Walker and Price bringing wp the
rear.

‘The juniors had not believed that
men empHoyed about the place would
lend aid in turning off campess whao
had a right to be there—and )hat, no
doubt, was correct. But they would,
naturally, lend aid in turning off a
party of trespassers who had tried to
remain on private property by force!
Loder had only to eall them up—
and now he had called them up.

Hilton was speaking to Loder as he
came—no doubt  explaining, and
urging the bully of the Sixth to let
the matter drop, now that the
trespassers were going.

But his urgings were wasted on
Loder, who was too enraged and
exasperated to care o boiled bean
whether the juniors had been taken
in or not.

Loder wanted vengeance, and he
wanted it bad! At the sight of the
boat being punted out of the back-
water, ke broke into a run.

“Buck up!” murmured Bob,

He hooked up the chain, and the
stern of the Water-Lily pushed under

it. The boat glided out, .and the
chain dropped again, nnder the bows.
Wharton and Johnny Bull grasped

oars, and pushed off.

“8top.!” roared Loder.

Bob Cherry waved a hand to him.
With tem feet of water between the
boat and Leoder’s army, the juniors
were asafe out of reach.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old bean!”
roared Bob. *Sorry we've pgot no
more tomatoes--like an orange?”

“Get hold of that boat!” shouted
Loder to his army.

“Swim for it!" chuckled Bob.
“ Row, brothers, row "

Four oars pulled, and the Water-

Lily glided out nnder the sumset.
Loder shook a furious fist. He could
not reach the juniors—not, ap-

parently, being disposed to swim for
it

“He, he, he!” chuckled Billy
Bunter. “The beast ean’t get at us,
ou fellows! I say, shy something at
im !”

Loder stood raging, glaring after
the- boat, and the juniors receding
from reach of his vengeance.

Billy Bunter put a fat thumb to
hiz nose, and extended the fingers of
his right hand. Then he
added the thumb of his left hand to
the little finger of his ‘right, and
extended the fingers of that fat paw
also.

That distespectfnl salute from the
fat Owl made Loder writhe with rage,
He sliook a frantic fist. Hilton was
laughing; |Loder’'s army  were
grinning—but Gerald Loder . splut-
tered fury.

The Water-Lily pulled away inte
tlic dusk of the river and the- last
Loder saw of its crew was Billy
Bunter, grinning, with his fat fingers
to lis noge !

Pon Asks For More !

64 HAT lot¥ grunted Johnuy
Bull.

Dusk was falling, but the
sunset waz still red on the river.
Four oars were pulling the Water-
Lily along, still on the Bucks side,
the Famous Five looking hopefull
for a spot to camp. Thames Neok
had been left half a mile behind, and
they were plad to have done with
I.-o-tf;:r, but they were not fecling in
the merriest mood possible.

Dearly they would have liked to
fall in again with that deceptive
young man in the cyeglass; bub that
was very unlikely, But as they
epotted a hoat ticd H? under the
bank they saw familiar faces therein.

Three fellows sat in the boat. On
it was painted the name Water-
Lily—Pon’s boat having the same
name as the Greyfriars crafi. Pon
& Co. were cccupied in a way that
might have been expected of those
sportive young gentlemen,

A seat was serving them as a card-
table. Ponsonby, when the Grey-
friars fellows spotted  him, was deal-
ing cards, with a cigarette in the
corner of his mouth., Possibly the
Highcliffe crew had tied up under
that tree for a rest—and enlivened
the rest with a game of nap. And
they scemed so keen on their game
that they did not heed the falling
dusk.

“Give them a splash?” suggested
Bob.

“Oh, never mind them!™ said
Harry Wharton. “We gave them
tit for tat. Let it o at that., No

time for a row now."”

“We've had enough rows to go on
with for a bit!"” remarked Nugent.
“Let them rip 17

“0.K. ! assented Bob.

Pon & Co. looked round as they
spotted the boat. Pon paused in
dealing the cards, his eyes gleaming
at the Greyfriars crew.

“That gang again!” Le muttered.

“Oh, dor’t rag, Pon !” said Gadsby.
“Let's get through., We've got a
mile to pull up to our quarters, and
it's getting dark—"

Ponsonby's hand closed on an
empty ginger-beer bottle in his boat,
His look showed how gladly he would
Lhave buzzed it among the Greyfriars
cTew.

“Don’t be & fool, Pon!" muttcered
Monson.

Pon made no reply. His eyes fixed
on the passing boat. Perhaps he
expeeted o rag now that the foes had
been encountercd again! But the
Greyfriars evew pulled on, taking no
notice of their old enemies, and kcep-
ing well out.

“They don't seem keen on another
row 1" sneered Pon,

“All the better. Let them rip!”
said Gadsby. “Your deall”

But Pon did not heed. His eyes
lingered on the passing boat. he
fact that the GrE{friara fellows were
passing on peaceably encouraged Pon
to make himself obuoxious. If they
did not want a row Pon did not sce
why they should get by without one!

He swung up his arm, unable to
resist the impulse to send a missile
after the departing boat.



Whiz !

The ginger-beer Lottle flew across
the water. The oarsmen, looking
back, could have dedged it easily
enough, but Harry Wharton, who
was steering, had his Dback to the
Highelifians,. The boitle bumped

hiz shoulder-blades, amd he pave a f

atartled yell.

“"Ow! What—-"

"He stared vound. The Tottle

lashed into the water bhehind the

reyfriars boat,

“By gum !” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
his eyes flashing, “That's what
comes of letting those cads off ! Why,
that hooligan might have cracked a
man's head with a ginger-beer
hottle !

“Get  back!” said Wharton,
“We're going to give Pon a tip about
bu‘?zlng ginger-beer hutt_!es:." ?

5 I say, you fellows, I'm sleepy.

“Zhut up, Bunter I

“I tell you I'm sleepy! Are you
eoing to keep me u aﬂ night while

ou row with those Higheliffe cads ?”

cmanded Buunter indignantly.

"Do you think we're going 1o let
them busz %ng&wh&er bottles at us,
Emhfmwsy at frog ?” hooted Johnny

ulil.

S Well, 1t never hit me!" spid
Bunter. I don't ses anything to
make a fuss about! Just get on, and
Iet’& ﬁudta eampl']; pak

“It me in the back ! snapped
Wl;nrtg:;. °P

“Well, let's get on, all the same!
Dida't you hear me say that I was
-IeeEj P” demanded Bunter,

The captain of the Remove did not
apswer that. The  Water-Lily
swupe routid and shot back under

the tree where the Hirhceliffe boat
was tied,

Pon eyed it evilly as it came—per-
ha%is regretful of that malicious im-
puize. u'I’-':ns:aii:.ljv he had not expected
ieprisais, though really, he might

ave.

“Well, yow've done it now!®
runted Gadsby. “You have to ask
or 1t.*?

' Ob, shut up, you fool ! amarled
Pousonby,

He stood up and grasped a boat-
hook as the Grevfriars Water-Lily
surged alongside, a savage glitter in
his eyes,

“Eeep off 1" he =aid, between hia
teeth, *I'll use this boathook if you
come cloger!  Mind, 1T mean that,
cveg word ¥

“Do you?*” said Bob Cherry. “ And
I mean this!®

And he slhoved out with his ocar,
crashing the tip of it on Ponsonby’s
knees. g[‘h& Highcliffe boat rocked as
Ponsonby went over, the boathook
dropping from his hand,

“Look ont ! yelled Monson.

“Held en ! gasped Gadsby.

A pack of cards scattered all over
the Higheliffe boat, some of them
shooting into the water.  Ponsonby
sprawled in the bottom of the boat,
yelling. A wave of thd Thames came
over the gunwale as the boat rocked
#nd swamped Pon’s elefant trousers,

The Greyfriare bont rocked along-
side, rowlock to rtewleck. Harr
Wharton rteached over and graspe
8t Pousonby.

EVERY SATURDAY

rom was staggering up when the
captain of the Remove grasped him.
He grasped him by the nose, with
finger and thumb.

“Qocoogh 17 spluttered om, as his
nose was pulled.

“Ha, hn, ha!” came from the Grey-
riars crew.
“He, he, he I cackied Billy Bunter,
Bunter was szleepy, but unot too
ale to derive cntextainment from
the pulling of Ponsonby's nose,

Spluttering, Fom struck out
furiously. Gadshy and Monson sat
tﬁht». Pon could have what he had
asked for, so far as they were con-
cerned, They were not looking for

a battle,
Har Wharton, with~ his Ieft,
knoc Pon's fiet aside. With his

right he compressed his grip on Pon's
nose,

“Urrrgh 1"  gurgled
“Will you led do? Led do by dose!
Oogh 1”

“Borry you chucked that bottle,
you hoolizan 7" asked Harry Wharton
politely.

£ Errrggh !.l'.!

“I'm Holding on

Ponsouby.

9

Ponsonby realised that he did not
want to bring them back again. s
gat down, with both hands claspeid te
his suffering nose. Pon was vaiber
proud of his handsome Greck nose—
but at the moment it did not look
Greek; it locked mora like a beetroot.

“Ha, ha, bha!” floated back Jdown
the river.

And the Greyfriars crew pulled on,
leaving Pon caressing his nose in the
Highcliffd boat.

e was still carcesing it, long after
the Greyfriars crew had disappearcd
up the dusky river, and he was still
rubbing it tenderly when the High-
cliffe boat cast off and Gadsby and
Monson pulled away.

The Wrong Address |

“ OT, if you ask me ! drawled
Hilton.
“I don't
snarled Loder.
“It was all a mistake—*
*Ob, shut up |”
{(Continugd an next page.)

ask ryou!l®

te your nose till
ou're sorry !
lake your time!™
“*Yurrrrggh 1”
The ighelific
boat rocked and
rocked as Pon-
sonb struggled |
to release his nose.
It shipped water
again and again,
splashing the
three, and elicit-
ing howla “from
Monson and Gads-
by. But Pon could
not release  his
nose, It was
gripped as in a
steel vice. 3
“Ba when !
gaid Wharton.
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Ooocogh! Led
do I howled Pon-
sonby, in muffled

realising that

nasal tones. “Led ¥
d o ! Thory— renerated electricity,
tho ! Led do!”

By, ba ha > POCKET

The captain of
the Remove re-
leased that nose
at last. The Grey-
friars boat pushed
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Hilton shrugged his shoulders.

Hilton and Walker were pulling,
Price sitting in the atern, Loder stand-

ing up and scanning the darkening
river with savage, searching eyes.
Loder & Co. were in pursuit of the
Water-Lily ; three of them, at leasf,
very keen and anxzious to get to close
guarters with that craft.

The ekiff from Thames Nook had

ut off in pursuit as soon as Loder &
Be‘ could get going, but the Water-
Lily had vanished up the river and

or had seen nothing more of if, s0
far. .

Loder Lad a dog-whip under his
arm.. He had it all ready for the
Greyiriors crew when he overtook
them.

The foet that the Famons Five had
been taken in by an impostor and
that they had camped at Thames
Nook in the full belief that they had
a right so to do made no difference to
Gerald Loder.

Tt did not alter the fact that Loder
Tind been rather severely handled and
gonked to the skin. T.-m;'!er wanted
vengeance and he was_poing to give
the Greyfriars crew such a terrific
thrashing—when he got them—that
ther wonld remember it for the rest
g!eghe vacation.

Walker and Price were feeling
equally sore and savage. Hilton was
the only member of the party willing
to let tge matter drop and he was dia-
reparded.

owever, a8 the dusk was thicken-
ing on the river, it did not seem
rebable that the Water-Lily would

run down. ,

Loder searched the dusky waters in
vain. There were few craft to be seen
in the falling dusk. Twice he rapped
out an order to Price to steer closer to
seome craft—to scan it for the encmy
—and found that it was the wrong
craft. Even Loder did not want to
handle his deg-whip on the wrong

arty.

And the dusk was thickening more
and more.

“We'll pet them!” growled Loder.
“They had a stact, but they can’t pull
that old tub half as fast as we're
going. Hallo, there's anothér boat—
edge in a bit, Priee !

oder liad a torch in his hand, and
he flashied the light on the dim boat
that loomed up. He read the name
Eliza on the stern and shut it off
azain. It was another wrong boat.

“Put some beef into tl"
grunted.

And the Thames Nook skiff shot on.

Hilton gpave a chuckle.

“Ton't wake up the wronz pas-
sengers " he Buggcs-tad. “If you land
ont at o lot of stranrers with that
whip, Loder, old bean, there may be
trouble to follow.”

“Don't be a silly ass!” grunted
Loder. “I noticed the name of their
boat painted on the stern—the Water-
Lily ! As soon as we gpot the Water-
Lily we run alongside and then—"

“Then let them have it !” said Price
viciously.

“I'm pgoiny to!”

The skiff ghot on. But it was
getting quite dark now, and the visi-
bility was not good. ]f:m!er watched
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the river, ready to flash on hisvlight
again at the sight of any craft pull-
ing up the Thames.
he dim shape of 8 boat loomed out
of the gathering gloom again. Again
Loder ﬁﬂ&hﬁﬂ on the light.
This time he grinned savagely with
triumph, Ahead of him the beam of

the electric torch picked u&a name

Iﬁinbed on the stern of a bvat—the
ater-Lily !

That was enough for Loder!

It did not occur to him at the 3§

moment that there might be more
than one Water-Lily on the Thames—
probably, indeed, a dozen or so. He
wasz after a Water-Lily and he had
found one. That was that!

He shut off the light instantly. He
did not want the young rascals to spot
him and attempt to dodge. A chase

up and dowi and round zbout on the

river in the dark was not what Loder
was looking for; neither did he want

to give the Greyfriars erew a chance
of running to the bank and taking to
the land.

“That’s the garg!” he said, in a
low wvoice. *“That's the Water-Lily!
We've got them! Pull alongside
before they spot us. You hold on to
them, Pricey, while I lay into them
witl this whip!"

“What-ho ! grinned Price.

It was dark now, and the boat
shead. was w::rrlljl'3 a dim shape. But
enough was to be seen of it to enable
the pursuers to run alongside,

They ran alongside, with a sudden
rush, and there was u crash of oars
as they ran elose. FPrice immediately
renched over and grasped the gunwale
of the other boat and the two rocked
side by side. ,

Loder lashed out with the dog-whip.

Three dim figures were starting up
in the other boat—three, Loder sup-
posed, of the five. He could only see
three—and Le let them have it,
swiping with wutter recklessnezs at
them one after another.

Wild yells rose in @ clhorus from
the other boat.

*What's that?"

“Oh ¢rumbsI”

“Ow! Is that some lunatic?”

“Look out!”

“Oh scissors ™

Lash, lash, lash, lash! came from
the jubilant Loder. He landed them
fast and he landed them hard. Loder
was a quick worker. Each of the
three hiad had four or five almost in
as many seconds. i

They roared and raved and yelled
and strove to push their boat away,
evidently taken utterly by surprise by
this sudden and uvexpected attack.

But they could not get away—Price
was hiolding on, keeping the two hoats
torether.  And Loder whacked and
wiineked and whacked.

“Take that!” roared Loder. *“By
gum, I've pot you! I'll teach you to
trespass—I'll teach you to camp in
my grounds! Take that—and that—
and that—-"

“It's some lunatic!" ghrieked Pon-.

“Enock him down with an

E

sonby,
oar .
“Help " howled Monson.
“Keep off I"” shrieked Gadsby.
Loder lashed and lashed.
“Yon mad assi" shouted Hilton,

starting up. “That's not the lot—

that's another lot! Loder, you
maniac, chuck it! I tell you you've
got the wrong lot I*

“ Don"t be a fool—that’s the Water-
Lily—I saw the name on it! Take
that, you young rotters, and that—
and that——"

The Thames Nook skiff almost cap-
zized as Hilton iraspt-:{l at Loder's
arm and dragged him back.

“You mad fool !¥ he yelled. “1T tell
Fou—" .

“Hands off, you idiot! I-——-"
“By gum, though, I think Hilton’s
right!” gasped Walker, peering at
the other boat. “It doesn’t sound
like their voices, anvhow !”

“Rubbish ! I-—"

“Oh ecrumbs !” gas'ped Price. “I—
I think Fuu’ve made o mistake, Loder,
and——" :

“I tell you that’s the Water-Lily!
Let go my arm, Hilton, you fool "

“0h, shut nup!” snopped Hilton.
Still holding Loder's arm, lie shouted
to the other boat: “What boat’s
that?"

“You rotten hoolizans!"” eame back
a yell of fury from Ponsonby. “T'll
have you run in for this!"

“Is that ¥Wharton's boat?” called
out Price.

“Wharton’s ? It's
ours !”

" Tt's gmaller than Wharton's hoat,
T think [ pasped Walker. “It's the
pame name, but it's not the same

No, you fool!

boat [V
“0Oh!" gasped Loder.
Even on der’s angry and ob-

stinate mind it was dawning that he
had made a mistake—misled by the
name of the Loat:

He jerked the torch out of hia
pocket again and Hashed it on the
other boat.

The light revealed a crew of ouly
three—none of them a Greyfriars
man. Loder—now that he could seec
them—knew them by sight.

“Higheliffe fags!” lhe cjacnlated.

“Oh gad!” breathed Price.

“Have you gone mad?" yelled Pon-
gonby. “ {"n'hat the thump are you u
to? I'll report this to the police! T°
have you run in!"

er shut off the light.
“ @et out of this I he muttered.

Price had already released the
Higheliffe Water-Lily. The two boats

surged apart—yells of rage and fury

and anguish pealing across the dim
water from the Higheliffe boat, What
that sudden and amazing attack could
sibly mean was a mystery to the
igheliflians,

“Pull on ! muttered Loder. “Get
down to it! Who'd have guessed that
another boat with the same name
would be fooling around? But get on
—we'll pet that crew !

“Will you?" said Hilten. *“You
fool—"

“You idiot !” said Walker.

“You ass!” snid Price.

And Loder's crew, disrerarding
Loder, pulled back for Thames Nook,
They had bkad enough—or, rather,
more than enough—of Loder's mis-
takes in the dark.

Half a mile farther up the river,
Harry Wharton & Co. were pullin
on, happily unaware that Loder ha
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been in pursuit at all, Pon & Co.—
only too painfully aware of 1t—
gasped and mumbled and moaned and
groaned, as they pmlled on their
WALy Way.

Mysterious Mr. Spooner !
“BETTEH stop at Henley 17 gaid
Billy Bunier.

“Too late for the jolly old
rogatta, old fat bean!” zaid Bobh
Cherry.

“Blow the regattal” I want to do
eome shopping! I suppose,” added
Billy Bunter with digmity, “that you
fellows can lend me some money? 1
forgot to bring any currency notes
with me.” _

“Better forpet the chopping, too!”
suggested Johnny Bull

“If you fellows ave going to be
mean—-="

“We are!” said Jubuny,

“The meanininess is going to bLe
tervific, my estecmed fat Bunter 1”
azsured Furree Jamset Ham Singh.

“Stingy lot!” said Bunter.

Buanter did not insist on stopping
at Henley for shopping! He had a
lot of shﬂ‘ppin;‘r to deo, if funds were
available! Hiz twopence-halfpenny
was still intact, it was true: but
Bunter realised that that sum would
not gg very far in ao expensive place
Iiknaﬂenley.

Sa he grunted and gave up the
point, as the stingy lot ram on,
with the boat under sail, fo War-
grave, and fthere, the wind failing
them, towed on to Shiplake Lock.

The previous night had been rather
one of discomfmt. ‘The Greyfriars
crew lLad not found a camp, alter
'their hurried departure from Thames
Nook, and tley Lad finally tied up
aml paszerd the nieht in the hoat.

Quietly and stealihily, Shifty Spo oner unpacked the juniors’ reserve food supply, while Bunter pretended
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he was asleep !

Billy Bunter declared that he had
not slept o wink, though how his
deep and rumbling snore had echoed
over the Thames while he was not
sleeping a  wink  was  left unex-
plained.

He made up for it by sleeping mest
of the morning, but hic woke up every
now and then to raid tle stores, and
waz wide awake whoen the Water-
Lily, after passing Shiplake, tied up
for lunch. At Somning, the towpath,
hitherto on the Oxferdshire gide,
crozsed over fo the Berkshire side,
and the Famous Five were going 4o
have a ramble round Sonning hefore
they went on up the river,

So they tied up on the Sonning side,
xome distanee above Sonning lock,
and lunched on the boat; and when
they prepared to start, affer lunch,
Bob picked up a shopping-baz, as
ithere was shopping to be dane, FfEiIljr
Bunter was pleased to nod approval,

“flet enough ! he said., % And
don’t forget the jam! We've run
cut of jam ! I'd like some grapes and
Hinpap les, too! Get zome Tnrkish
clight and toffee, And for goodness'
sake don't forpet jam tarts and
cream puffs [

“Anything else? asked DBoh.

“Well, choeolates, and choeolate
creams,” said Bunter. “And a jam
roll—a biz one, mind! And some
meringues—say, six dozen.”

“That the lot?”

“Well, no, we might have a cake
—ULetter bring a enrrant eake, a plum

cake, and a seced ecake! And a
Madcira cake, too! And a Dundee
cake !

“You can't think of anything

clse 7™ asked Bob gravely.

“A jar of honey,” said Bupter, I
like homey ! And wne of thaze tins of
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ghorthread! And a tin of mixed
biscuits—hetter pet a4 full-size tin—
one of those big square ones.”

“Any more "

“Some doughnuts,” said Bunter,
“Bay three dozen. And see if you ean
et some toffee-apples! If.you cam,
bring a lot.”

The Famous Five smiled. How
many pounds that order would have
ran into they did mot know, but it
was not worth while to calculate.

“Hadn't you better write down a
list?* asked Bunter.

“Not at all necessary,” answerad
Bobh.

“But you won’t remember thein al’
unleas you make a list.™

“Rigit on the wicket!” agreca
Eoh,

“Well, you fathead, how will yon
be able to pet them, if wvou don’t
remember them ?” yapped Bunter.

“That's all right—I'm not roing
to get them [V

“Ha, lia, ha!®

And the Famous Tive woent for
their ramble—to see Leantiful Son-
ning and its beautifal surroundings—
and certainly not to clear the distriet
out of its entire stock of slicky
thinge !

Bunter snorted, and seltled down
to sleep in the hoat.

Wild horses  would not lhave
drageed Bunter on a walk ; neverthe-
1&55,11& took the view, as o matter of
ecourse, that he was left to mind the
boat while the other fellows went off
enjoying themselves.

And they werem’t cven moing te
bring him those few things he lLad
mentioned! It was an ungrateful
world !

However, Bunter feund comfort
2 consolation in happy slumher,

Tue Macner Lisrany.—No. 1,045,
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With the folded sail and a number
of rugs and blamkefs, -he made u

uite a comfortable couch, and seéti

own thereon, with his-straw hat over
his face to keep off the flies.

From under- that straw hat there
goon  procceded - & sound like the
rumble of distant thunder.

If Bunter was miuding the boat,
he waa minding it with his eyes shut,
deep in the mists ‘and shadows of
sleep.

Probably he would mnot have
awakened till the Famous Five came
back [rom their ramble; but for the
circumstance that other people, as
well ' as Bnnter, were on the sunny
Thames that afternoon.

Something suddenly twisted the
gtraw hat off his fat face. It waas a
towrope frem a passing boat, which
swnng over the Watex-Lily, and,
sagging as it passed over, dipped and
caucht that straw hat.

Bunter's hat rolled in the beat, ns
the towrape passed onm, and his cyes
‘opened, and he blinked round him,
wondering  drowsily  what  had
~]1:iH]mnHl.

The towed boat passed om, and
Bunter did not eee it; but he saw
something else that made him jump.

A dinchy had tied on to the Water-
Lily while Bunter slumbered.

romm theat dinghy a man had
stepped quietly -into the Greyfriars
boat without awakening the fat Owl.

He was kneeling, with his back to
Bunter, at the stern locker.

Bunter blinked at his back,

He could not sce the man's face,
but his figure, and his dinghy, were
familiar, and he knew at once that it
was Shifty Spooner.

The man’s occupation was startling
te Bunter.

In the stern locker of the Water-
Lily, which was rather roomy, the
juniors kept a reserve store of
canned stuff. Once or twice when
supplics had run ghort they had had
to draw on it—that was what it was
for, as they never ate atuff out of tins
if they conld help it. But the locker
was etill almoat full of the original

aug}:-]-ty.
shifty Spooner was unpacking the
stack of tins.

He wus not transferring them to
his dinghy. He was laying them
abont the boat as he pulled them out
of the locker—perhaps ready for
transfer.

Bunter blinked at him!

After the trick he had played on
Mr. Spooner a few days ago, Ea'wnﬂ
not anxzions to meet that gentleman
at close quarters. Btill, tied up by
the towpath, with boats and people
on shore mmtinuallf' dpassing and re-
passing, the fat Owl did not feel very
uncasy, Plenty of help was at hand
if Mr. Spooner cut up rusty.

That, no doubt, was why Bhifty was
acting so guietly and surreptitious] {
In a lonelier spot he woul Emhah ¥
hove pitched Bunter out, and walked
off with the Water-Lily. That he
could hardly venture to de 6o
prominehtly in the public eye.

So, whatever his mysterious game
was, Shifty was {:nrrjrmlf on with it,
quietly, etealthily, and cautiously,
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taking care not to awaken Bunter—
who certainl would mot have
awakened, [‘lﬁ(’{' not the passing tow-
rope disturbed his balmy slumbers.
an after can came out of the
locker and  was softly and silently
atacked out of the way.
sece, blinking along the boat, that the
locker was already nearly empty.

That locker was not only rather
roomy, but it was carefully built. It
had a flooring of sheet zine, no doubt
to keep damp away from what might
The juniors knew
that Mr. Spooner, to whom the boat
had once belonged, had had it built
to his own specifications—in the days
before the law had worried Mr.
Spooner and packed him awa
safe place for " havin
another man’s property for his own.

Billy Buonter raised himself on one
elbow and watched Shifty as he
hooked out can after can.

Shifty did not turn his head.

Satisficd that the fat schoolbo
aslecp, and not likely to wake,
pave him no attention at all.

Passing people, on the bank.and in
boats, could see Shifty; but naturally
supposed that the man whoe was
clearing ont the locker belonged to
the eraft,

- Can after can came out, till the
locker was empty. Then, and not till
then, did ‘Shifty Spooner cast a
stealthy look about him, to ascertain
that no eyes were on him before he
rocecded farther—though what more
e had to do now that the locker was
empty was rather a puzzle.

Thus it was that BShifty, who
supposed that the fat schoolboy in
the boat was still fast asleep, was
startled to see a fat head lifted, and
a pair of astonished eyes blinking at
him through a big pair of apcctacles!
O ejaculated Shifty, with a
jump,

Bunter scrambled to his feet, The
look om Bhifty’s face alarmed him.
1t was a look of concentrated rage
and fury; as if Billy Bunter's
awakening hiad wutterly gisem:cwteﬂ
Mr. Spooner.

“Look here, whot are you doing
here?”  exelaimed Bunter. “You
jolly well get ont or I'll jolly well
c¢all o policeman !

Shifty rose from his knees. The
look on his face was really terrifying.
Hce Jooked as if he would gladly have
pitched Bunter into the Thames, to
get rid of him,

Bunter pave a squeak of terror, In
so public a spot, Bhifty could hardly
procecd to violence, if that was in
iis mind; but Bunter did not wait
to give him a chance. He yelled
frantically.

“Help! Help! Help!™

That terrified yell rang along the
bank, anrd far over the river, A
dozen people on the towpath stopped
and stared round. Thore were starea
from three or four boats on the

water.
“Help!™ " Help!
Burglars !

in'a
.mistaken

Wa3
hifty

roated Bunter.
Thieves! Robbors !
Help !

A boat glided towards the tied-
up Water-Lily. 8ix or seven peopla

gtopped on the bank. A punt poled
up.

Bunter could .

Shifty Spooner stood, Tor a lomg

.moment, a picture of rage and dis

pointment. Tlen, as half a dozen
voices called from the bank, and
three or four from eraft on the river,
he realised that if he was to go at all,
he had better go while the poing was

‘He made a jump from the Water-
Lily into his dinghy, and shot away
like an arrow, narrowly missing the
punt that was poling up.

“Oh erikey !” gaszped Bunter. “I
say, etop lLim—stop thiel — ok
erikey! **

“What's up® eame from the bank,
“What's the trouble?” came from
the man in the punt,

A dozen voices called questions.

" That beast—trying to rob my boat
while I was asleep!" gasped Bunter,
“I—1 believe he was going to spring
at me! Oh crikey !

“Well, yow're all right now! He's
gone all right.”

The dinglhy was only a spot in the
distanee. Shifty Spoouer was going
all mit!

Billy Bunter realised that the
danger was all over. His sym-
patiuscrs went on their way again !
That look on Shifty’s speaking ecoun-
tenapee  haunnted Bunter—and s
eyes  were still open  liehind  lus
F‘]_}l‘ﬂtﬂf‘lﬂﬁ when Harry Wharton &
oo at last came tramping down the
towpatle

—————

Bunter*ls Not Believed !

OB CHERRY dumped a well-
filled bag inte the Water-Lily.
All the juniors stared at the

array of eanncd goods lying in the

boat.

Bunter had intervupted the raider:
he had stopped lis game, whatever
his mysterionis game wns. But he
had not taken the trouble to pack
the displaced cargo back into the
locker. Canned salmon and corned
beef and sardines lay where Shifty
had -left them.

“What the dickens is that game,
Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton, in
astonishment.  “What have you
unpacked the locker for?"

“I haven't ! hooted Buntoer,

“Did nll those tins walk ont #

“Oh, really., Wharton—"

“Did yon think there was a cake
or something stacked belind them?”
grinned Bob Cherry, “or have yom
been looking for condensed milk*”

There had once been tins of con-
densed milk among the other tins,
They had disappeared. one after
ancther.  Bunter was  fomd  of
condensed milk!

“I never touched them!™ snapped
Bunter. " But they'd all have been
jolly well pinched 1f I hadn't driven
off the thief.”

n:E‘h?rl

“What?"

“He would have ecarted off the
whole lot, but for me!™ gaid Bunter.
“He had got them all out, ready to
shift into his boat, when I jolly well
B d him—"

“He! Who?™ roared Bob,

**That man Speoner——"

“Bpooner!”  exelaimed

Nugent.
“Hus Spooner been here?Z



“He jolly well hss!” anewered
Puuter. “He was lugging all those
tins out of tho focker when I wokeo
up—I mean, I wasn't asleep—-»"

“You woke up when ﬁ““ weren't
asleep ?” asked*Johnn ull.

“I was keeping watch—minding the
boat—of course I never went to sleep.
I may have closed my ¢yes for a
minute. Then I saw him—Ingging
themn out——"

- “That man Spooner got on the
boat and shifted all these tins out
of the locker?” asked Harr

Wharton, with a very suspicious loo
at the fat Owl.

“¥es, and he would have got away
with the lot, if I hadn’t yclled for
help—X mean, if I hadn’t tacklcd
him——"

“You tackled Spooner?

*“Went for him like billy-oh!” cried
Bunter. “I pave him my left, and
then my right—and he was jolly glad
to jump back into hie dinghy and
cicar! I can tell you, he went off
fast enough.”

The Famous Fivoe gazed at Billy
Bunter! His tale was a little too
extraordinary for easy credit.

Shifty Spooner was a bad character.
He had been in prison for a rebbery,
and he had more than once triedr{o

inch the Water-Lily. He wagr none

food, certainly, to pinch tinned
beel and canned ssrdines. But it
memed very improhable to the Grey-
friara fellows that even the dis-
honest Shifty wonld take the trouble
to traitl them up the Thames for the
sake, of about gﬂ} pounds worth of
tinned fooda.

Jt was not merely improbable! It
was absurd! Bhifty Speoner wanted
the Water-Lily—that was e¢ertain;
but it waa absurd to suppose that he
cared a boiled bean about an assort-
ment of tinned things.

“And mnow,” saaid Johmny Bull,
“what did you shift all those tina out
-of the locker for, Buntor *

- “¥ou silly chump ! howled Bunter.
“I’'ve just told you that that man
Spooner shifted them——"

“You can tell us that till you're as
black in the face as you arc behind
the ears, and it won't go down!”
grunted Johnny. ;

“You checky beast—"

“Must have been after condemsed
milk!” said Bob. “I told him he
had enooped the last tin, but I
ED’?@]E& he wanted to make sure.”

ou eilly fathead ! yelled Bunter.
"I knew there wasn't any more con-
densed milk! I never touched those
tins. That man Spooner——*

“0Oh, chuck itl

“ZJammon !

“Think out a better one!”

“QGive us a reat !”

Billy Bunter blinked at the chums
of the Remove in speechless wrath
and indignation.

Like many people who are not very
particular about the truth, Bunter
did not like hmin& his word doubted
—especially on ¢ Tare occasions
when he was eticking to the facts,

. This time he was stating factsl
Shifty Spooner had unship all
those tinas from the locker. But
Bunter's facts were so fow and far
between that, among his fictions,
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they were like a few grains of wheat
in oceans of chaff. Not a fellow on
il_m Water-Lily thought of believing

im.

¥ was highly improbable that
even a dishonest rascal like Shift
was taking a lot of trouble to pinc
those cans of beef and sardines. But
it was very probable that Bunter had
rooted through the locker in scarch of
a stray tin of condensed milk, and
had been too lmsy to repack it. The
Famous Five rather naturally pre-
ferred the probable to the
improbable.

“*Well, now ’Paek them back before
we et poing 1 sald Harry.

“Bhan't " roared Bunter. “I tell
vou that man SEpooner did it—and ke
would have carted them of——"

“Cheese it !” roared Johnny Bull.

“He had the lot all rcady to carry
off, when T woke up, and saw him,
nod yelled for help !™ howled Bunter,
"“A lot of people stopped, and they'd
have collared him, too, if he hadn't
cut—" -

“That sounds & bit more probable,”

inoed Boh. "But what about the
eft and right you gave him¢”

‘:?h! I—I menn—--"m —

“1 suppose it's possible that the
man hnEFnhmn here,” said Harty
Wharton doubtfully.

“After canmed Thecef?”  snorted
Johnny Bull,
“(h, no! He mirht have fancied

that we kept something e¢lse there—
it wrould be a safe apot to park any-
thing valuable—:

" Posgsible ! gprunted Johnomy, “Not
joHy likely 1*

“No, I suppose Bunfer's telling
whoppers, as msual—-"

“L tell you—" shricked Bunter.

“Don’t tell ns any more, old fat
man,” sajd Bob Cherry. “I'Il tell you
somethong instead! I've gof some
mora condenzed milk im iz bae,
and. I'm
locker—and if it's missing, like the
other lot, I'fh going to give you a
whopping with the towrope.”

“Beast! I tell you—*

“Shut up!” roared the Famous
Five, in chorus,

Billy Bunter relapsed into indig-
nant silence. Bob Cherry repacked
the locker; and Johnny Bull teok the
towrope—not, however, to tow; he
held it out to Bunter.

As Bunter had been sprawling in
the boat during the hours that the
Famous Five had been walking round
Sonuning and doing their shopping, it
secrmed rather reasonable that Bunter
should put in a spell at towing.
Johnny seemed to be still set on
accn:ilf!inhiug that superhuman task
of making Bunter work!

“Here yow ave, Bunter [ he snid.

“ Wharrer 'you mean, you beast?”
hooted Bunter.

“Take the towline

“Eh? I don’t want it.”

“Take it, all the same,
roing to tow. ™ ;

“I’'m not!” roarcd Bunter, * My
hat! T think this is the Hmit! You
fellows go off wandering and amusin
ourselves, leavine me t0 mind the
ont—and after I've minded 3t for
hours and hours, snd driven off o

You're

gc-ing to pack it in that D
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beast who was gning to rob the boat
you ask we to tow !*
“ Waiting ! said Johnny Bull.
“I'm too tired to tow, after my
struggle with that man Spooner—-*

“You'll be a deal more tired
after a etroneele with me!” zaid
Jolhmny Bull E:ﬂ:k_lg! “I've told you
I'm waiting.”

“Beast !

" Will you take this line?”

“No!” yelled Bunter, “I won't!”

Whep |

The end of the towrope descended
on William Georre Bunter, It de-
seended on him with 8 bang! There
was & terrific roar that might almost
have been heard from Sonning fo

{Caversham Lock,

* Yarooph 1

Whop !

“"Ow! Bceaatl
Bunter.

“You're taking this rope!” said
Johnny stolidly. *You can take it in
our paws or round your trouscrs—

ut you're taking it !”

Billy Bunier decided to take it with
his paws. He stepped out of the boat,
critrgling with iodignant wrath, and
Tooked the towrope under a fat arm.
And the Water-Lily resumed ler
voyage up the Thameg at the rate of
about a mile in a century or twol

Btoppit!” yelled

— ee—

Shifting Shifty I
i ALLO, hallo;, hallo!” ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry,
“What's upP* asked
Nugent. “Iz the boat moving?”

“Ha, ka, ha ¥

“ Look astern |” soid Bob.

The erew of the Water-Lily looked
asters, . Plenty of craft swere on the
water, going up to Caversham Lock.
Lmatt;% otler craft, Bob’s eyes had
spotted a dinghy with a single occu-
ant.,

And when Le pointed it out to his
friends, they re ised o well-known
face im it—the foxy face and the
shifty egma of their old friend, Mr.
spooner !

“Oh!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“Then that aweep is about, after all.”

* Looks like.it " eaid Bob, “He's
followinz us! He could pass ue in a
ji%y if he wanted to—but he docsn’t
want to.”

That was clear enough. Kéeping
hin distance, Bhifty BSpooner was
crawling up the river, accommodating
E.? pace to that of the towed Water-

ily,

e Famous Five looked grimly
back at Mr. 8 er. SBinee the
oceasion when Bunter had diddled
that shifty gentleman into giving
him a litt, they had not given
Mr. Spooner much thought; and the
liad hoped that they left him well
behind on the. lower reaches of the
Thames, Evidently, however, he was
on the trail again; and, haying
spotted the Water-Lily, he was stick-
ing to that trail. ' _

“It’s Spooner all' right!”
Frank Nugent.

gaid
“1 wonder if Bunter

 was telling the truth, after all??

“Miracles have happened before!™
remarked Bob.
Tae Micuer Lmuany —No. 1645
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“ Bunter may have seen him,” said
Harry. “Anyhow, he's here now, and
watching wus—that means we shall
have to be on guard to-night when we
usfmp. We know what rascal is
after.”

*Not the canned beef!”
Johnny.

“He's after thia boat!” said Bob.
“And, as we explained to Pon & Co.
the other day, sauce for the goose is
sauce for the piddy gander. Spooner's

snoried

ing to pinch this boat, if he can—
et’s pinch his ™
[ ] E*ﬂ*t FJJ

The Co. stared at Beb, They were
willing to use drastic measurea in
dealing with that pertinacious rogue;
but not to the extent of following his
example of pinching boats!

“Lend me yvour ears, my beloved
‘earers!” said Bob, “That man
Spooner's only lately come out of
quedd ; and if he bad any moncy to buy
a boat he could have bought this one,
instead of trying to steal it. How do
you think he got hold of that dinghy?
It looks o pretty decent boat.”

“Oh " said Harry.

“Pinched it!” gaid Johnny Bull,
with a nod. “Plenty of boat-thicves
along the river—and thut blighter’s
one of them.”

- “ Exactly 1 said Bob, “If it's his
boat, we can’t touch it—if it isn't,
we can, and we're going to. And if
Lie wnnts to follow us after that he
cati do it on Shanks' pony, which will
ive him some exercise, which ia good
ar the health, and k him from
gpotting our camp to-might, which
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will be pood for onr heauty sleep.
We're going fo shift Mr. Shifty
Spooner.”

Bob stood up and waved his hand to
Bunter.

*“Tired of towing, old bean?”

A perspiring fat %ace glared at him,

Bunter had been towing for nearly
half an hour! He was more than
tired.

“Yes, you beast !” he hooted.

“Hop in, then!” said Bob. “ We're
going- toe pall”

“ Beast | prunted Bunter, doubtless
by way of thanks. He gladly hopped
in, the-towrope wos shipped, and the
wirs put out, Four of the juniors
puled,. and the Water-Lily shot into
r:n{lir.l motion at once,

ooking back, the;r saw Shifty
Spooner shoot into rapid motion also.
His eyes were on them; and no doubt
his impression was that, having
spotted his pursuit, the Greylriars
crew were putting on speed to get
clear of him.

Mzr. Spooner was not to be so easily
dmpﬁedl The dinghy came shootin
on like an arrow—which, if Shifty ha
only known it, waa exactly what the
erew of the Water-Lily wanted:

Suddenly, the Water-Lily backed-
water. As che slowed almost to a
atandstill, the dinghy came shootin
np—Mr, Spooner not being prepare
for that artful mancuvre. When
Shifty looked roundl again, he waa
right on the Greyfriars boat,

Before Mr. Spooner quite realised
that he had been, so to apeak, led up
the garden, Bob Cherry had reached
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ont with a boathook and hooked on to

the dinghy.
“'Ere, what’'a this pamef” ex-
claimed Mr. Spooner, in angry
astonishment.

The boats rocked alengside, and -all
Eha Famaﬂu‘; E‘im heﬁll on. Mr.

pooner eved them savagely, gripping
an oar, which he was %‘Fidﬂgﬂ;'} dis-
posed to nse ag a weapon., But the
odds were rather too heavy for Shifty
to try that game.

“We're taking yon in tow!” said
Bob Cherry, cheerily. “You scem to
want to pgo the same way, Mr.
Spooner, so we're giving you a tow up
to Caversham.”

“Bufferine snakes! 1 don’t want
no tow !* howled Mr. Spooner.

“You're getting it, just the same!
Is that your dinghy?”

“Eh? "Course it’s mine !

“All right for you if it ial” said
Bob. “Den’t you worry if that's
your dinghy. If that's your dinghy,
you can rely on the.police at Caver-
gham seeing that nobody takes it
away from you. If it isn’t, they'll
stick to it—and you, foo! Leave
that boathook alone, Spooney—or
you’ll get a poke from an oar.”

Unheeding that warning, Mr.
Spooner grasped at the boatheok to
cast it off, A lunge from Johnny
Bull’s oar, catching him in the waist-
coat, caused him to alter his mind,
and he released the hook quite
suddenly,

“Blow youl”
“Blow the lot of you!l”

“Blow away, old bean!” said Bob
amiably. e coolly tied on the
dinghy’s painter. “ Keep on blowing,
if it amuses you, while we tow yom
up to Caversham. TLook out fer
another poke if you try to get loose.”

“The pokefulness will be terrific,
my ¢steemed pinching  Spooner!”
erinned the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“He, he, he!” . chuckled Billy
Bunter., “I say, you fellows, let's
have him run in!"

The Water-Lil ulled -on—Bob
Cherry keeping the boathook in his
hand and a watchful eye on the man
in the dinghy.

Shifty Spooner eyed the Greyfriars
erew with feelings that were really
too deep for words.

He had pot looked for this! It did
not suit Mr. Spooner at all! Explain-
ing to a policeman hew that dinghy
had come into his posgession was a
task from which Mr. Spooner shrank.
Not only would the policeman take
the dinghy—he would take Mr.
Spooner along with it! Shifty, who
had lately lived for two years at the :
Government's expense, had no desire
to put the Government to any more
expense on his account,

or nbout ten minutes Shifty sat
looking at the Greyfriars crew as if
he could have eaten them. Once his
hand stole towards the painter; but
popped back again gquite suddernly,
E.E ¢ b- made a jab with the boat-
ook.

Shifty breathed hard and deep.

There was only one thing in the
eircnmstancea for Shifty tq do—and
he did at! As the dinghy bobbed
along in the wake of the Water-Lily
near the bank Shifty rose and made a
sudden leap to the shore.

asped Mr. Spooner.
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PACE being rather short this

S week, chums, I must commence

my chat by telling you what

js in store for mest week, First and
foremost is:

« GREYFRIARS T0O THE RESCUE "

another sglﬂnditl story by Frank
Richards dealing with the further
exeiting holiday adventures of your
old favourites—Harry Wharton &
Co.—on old Father ames, Next
week  they frespass on  private
property "ard Jook like getting it
where the chicken got the chopper
—in the neck—until—- But why
spoil the yarn by giving away the
plot? Take it from wme, chums,
you'll vote this great Greyfriars yarn
one of the \'er{‘ hest.

Although the Famous
holiday-makinz, the “Greyfriars
Herald ¥ will appear as usual. Look
ot for more “mews in a nmutshell ¥
in next Saturday’s tip-top issue.

«¥o doubt you have all noticed that
My. Shields has been doing the inside
_illustrations for the Maexer as well
as the cover. This is due to the fact
that AMr. ﬂhaﬁuman iz on holiday,
taking a much-ueeded rest. When
ha returns, Mr. Shields will seek rest
and quiet by the briny. I {feel sura
vou will all he with me in wishing
these old friende o really good time
50 that they may return fit and well
to carry on the good work,

ARE THERE SEA-SERPENTS ?

is the first query I have to deal with,
and it comes from Fred Tatham, of

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! He's going %
roarcd Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Shifty erashed on the Dbank, his
lees in the water. He dragged his
legs out of the Thames, shook an en-
raged fist at the grinning crew of the
Water-Lily, and travelled—on his
highest gear. A voar of laughter
followed him from the Gregﬁ‘ia'ra

Crew,
“That's {fhat!” remarked Bob
Cherry. “JTooks as if it wasn't his

dinghy—what #*

“Hort of I chuckled Johony Bull.

“We ean hand in that boat at
Caversham to-morrvew,” said Bob., I
darc say its owner will be glad to
tce it apain.  And as Mr. Spooner
bas landed in Berkshive, we’ll pull
across and look for a camp iu Oxford-
shire, what?”
- And satisfied that the pertinacious
Mr. Spoouer had Leen 1his time
tfectually thrown off the trail, the
Greyfriars crew pulled across to look
for a camp on the Oxford hank,

Five are P

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.

Barnsley., As a matter of fact, this is
a problem which has engaged men's
minds for centuries. The old Norsc-
men believed that there were sea-
gerpents—they called them *So-
Orms,” and these creatures were gaid
to be 200 feet long and in the habit
of rising out of the water and snap-
?s'qg up odd sailors here and therc
rom ‘EEH decks of ships. But that
wants a bit of swallowing!

All kinds of theories have been put
forward to explain the appearance of
sea-serpents, and some people have
even gone so far as to suggest that
the old mariners who reported sceing
them lhad had a nightmare or some-
thing, while other folk said they were
just pulling our legs. A school of
orpoises swimming one behind the
other might easily be mistaken for
some sort of snake-like monster swim-
ming through the water.

I remember reading how the crew
of a whaler in the Pacific saw what
looked like a, serpent swimming in
the water, The captain sent some
men out to harpoon it, but instead of

ha ning it they brought it back
with them with & rope round its
neck. It turned out to be no sea-

serpent at all, but a mass of sea-
weod !

Off the coast of America there is o
particular kind of seaweed known as
alga, which grows to a length of 400
feet and has a large, bladder head.
If one of these huge lumps of scaweed
rot washed out to sea it would look
like an immense enake,

A Happy Meeting !

OB CHERRY jumped.
B “0Oh, my only hat! Enow
that chaprf” he stuttered.

The -Greyfriars boat +was nesing
along the Oxfordshite shore, in the
glowing Angust sunset.

A delightful spot had caught their
eyes—as delightful as the spot where
they had so unfortunately camped
and encountered Loder & Co. A
little green meadow, al::-}:-ing down {o
the river, shaded by old ocaks, was
exactly the spot where they would
have Jiked to camp.

And secing a young man sitting in
a canoe tied u}i-lunder the bauk, ?hﬂj’
woldered whether he belonged to the
place, or the place fo him, and
whether there was a chance of hos-
yitable leave for camping. And then
?Bu'::r, looking at that young man a
second time, fairly gasped.

And his comrades gasped, too. 1%
was Mr. Egerton, eyeglass and all,
sitting at the receipt of custoni, as
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ELL, so much fer sea-serpeuts,

Let's see what tho next

letter contains, It is a

guery from Tom Jackson, of Ham-

mersmith. He wants to know what
dum-dum bullets are like,

These bullets are hollow-nosed aund
cxpand on striking an object. The
wonnd made by a dum-dum iz move
severe than that made by an ordinary
bullet. They pet their name from the
town where they were manufactured—
Dvm-Pum, a town in British India.

Just to finish up my chat, here is
a sclection of

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to questions which have been fired at
me by various readers,

If Billy Bunter, in possession of a
pound note, weighs 14 sf. 12} lbs.
before going inte the school {uck-
shop, what does he weigh when he
comes out? A “pound™ lighter,
Wilfred Marriott, of Yorks.

How many foreigners ave there at
Gregfriars?  Here's a nap hand,
Joltn Morrison, of Co. Dublin; Fisher
T. Fish (New York), Hurree. Singh
(Bhanipur), Wun Lung and Hop Hi
{China), and Monsieur Chnr}}entmr—
and they're all good scouts!

WANTED : Cardboard wmodel of
Greyfriars showing studiés, ete, Aud
viry nice, too, Rex Walker, of
Walsall, but rather toc big a propo-
sition for me, chum,

Hotw long will it Le before Mr.
Queleh finishes his * History of Grey-
friare *# Den’t ask me, Clem Foster,
of Glasgow, I'm not doing the job!
But don’t rush the old beani

When will the " Holiday Annual”
be on sale? Next Friday, Sepfember
1st. And if you want to be sure of
a copy, Ray Simmons, of Epping, ask
vour uewsagent to reserve a copy
for you.

That's about all for this week,
clium.
YOUR EDITOR,

]

they had seem him before, the pre-
vious evening, ‘

He Rad changed his location—no
doubt he changed it every day. He
was a good many miles up the river
from hig psevious beat, But it was
the same guuﬂg‘ man in the same ¢¥é-
ovlass, and the same cance—and cvi-
dently at the same game—lovking
for mugs. '

No doubt he wanted a difficrent sct
of mugzs—hut unfortunately for Mr.
Ezcrton, the same set had happeused
ou him again.

He was smﬁkipg 8 cigarctte over
a racing paper as before. Probably
the yuids that Mr, Egerton extracted
from migs went on preepees. But he
loekeit up with & pleasant smile as
the Greyfriars boat rolled into the
offing.

" I&icu evening ' .gaid Mr. Egerton,
cvidently not for the moment recog-
nizing his mugs. “Locking for a
camp, might I ask?"

Tue Magrer Lizrany.—XNo. 1,645,
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“guil:e!" said Harry Wharton,
reaching ount with the boathook and
hooking on to the cance. “We're
also looking for the rascal whe
gwindled us yesterday. We haven’t
found the camp yet; but we've found
the rascal !”

While he was speaking, recognition
dawned in Mr. Egerton’s face. The
agreenble smile faded away, leaving
the young .man in the canoe looking
worried.

“Oh!” he said.

“Like te let us that meadow for
comping, Mr. Egerton?” asked Bob
Cherry pléasantly. “I dare eay
you've let the houwse to some other
party; but you've reserved the right
to let the meadow to any party of
mugs that may come along—what?"”

r. Egerton grasped his paddle.

But he had no chance of using that
paddle. Wharton had hooked the
canoe with the boathook, and Bob
Cherry grasped it with a strong
hand. Johnny Bull had an ear in
hand, his g:mk expressing quite
EIﬂinl that he was going to knock
{r. Egerton down with it, if he at-
tempted to get away. It was the
hour of reckoning for the young man
in the eyeglass.

"You ecan put down that paddle,
Mr. Egerton—if your name's Eger-

ton to-day, as it was yesterday,”
said Harry Wharton. “Youn're not
going.” :

“1 don't know what youw mean,”
said the young man in the canoe,
with an attempt at bluster. “I've
pever seen you before.”

“I eny, you fellows, that’s the
chap!” squeaked Billy Bunter.
“That’s the beast who landed ms in
that row at Loder’s place. 1 say,
chuck pim into the water !

“We got into a shindy last night,
after you'd taken us in I said Harry
Wharton. “Never mind that. But
you owe us a ponmd——"

“I don't know yow from Adam!”
spid the youmg man in the canoe,

THE MAGNET

“Sheer off, and go about your busi-
ness. I want nothing te do with
ﬂ“.h

“Very likely,” prinned Bob; “but
we wanlt quite a lot to do with you,
now we've bagged you!  Are
bhanding over ﬁ.\at uid you welshed
out of us yesterdayr?

The young man in the canoe set his
lips. He was fairly caught; but he
was evidently unwilling to make
reatitution. He swung up his paddle.

“Let po my canoe, or—"

He did not finish. He was inter-
rupted by Johnny Bull's oar, which
jammed forcibly into his ribs, and
imu’cl:eﬂ him over the side of the
canoc. ' .

He prabbed hold of his craft with
a spluttering wyell, and it rocked.
with Mr. Egerton standing up to his
armpits in shallow water under the
bank.

“Getting wet? asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Mr. Egerton, if that was bis name,
which was improbable, spluttered.
He strove to drag himself back into
the canoe. Johnny Bull's car, catch-
ing him under the chin, rather frus-
trated that effort, _

“Stick where +yom are!” eaid
Johnny cheerfully. “You try to get
into that cance, and I'll knock you
out ' again  fast enough. You're
going to shell out the quid you
swindled us of, before you get out of
the water.”

“You—you——" gasped the hap-
less swindler. “You—yon—-"

“ Us—ug—" agreed Bob Cherry.
“Take your time, old bean—we're not
in a hurry. We're not handing you

-a quid this time, fer leave to camp

on somebody else’s property—you're
handing us our quid, for leave to get
out of the Thames. But take your
time.”

“No hurry at all!” said Frank
Nugent politely. “Lots of time to
look for a camp yet. We'll wait an
hour if you like.”
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“He, he, he!” from Billy Bunter,

Mr. Egerton, with his feet sinkin
ir mud, the Thames washing roun
him under his arms, held on to the
eanpe, and gazed at the Greyfriars
party with an expressive gaze. He
did not seem as willing as the juniora
to wait an hour. He was in a hurry,
if they were not. He was findin
the Thames very wet and uncomfort-
able.

He did npot keep the.Greyfriars
crew walting an hour. He kept them
waiting hardly a minute.

Then still with that expressive ex-
pression on his face, he groped under
water and a wallet came in sight.
Holding it carefully above the
Thames, ke cxtracted a pound note
from it, which, in expressive silence,
he handed over to Harry Wharton,

“Thanks !* eaid Harry. *“That
aces you clear—and you can cul

You're mnot going to wait here to
cateh mues ! Get off I
Mr. erton - was allowed to

clamber intoc his canoe, taking some
of the Thames and quite a consider-
able amount of mud on board with
him. He sat drenched and dripping
and draggled.

“Get poing!” prunited Johnny
Bull. He gave Mr. Egerton a start,
by lunging with the oar at his neck,
and Mr. Egerton gasped and got
going.

Probably, imn his drenched and
muddy atate, he was hardly disposcd
to remain there looking for mugs.
Anvhow, the Greyfriars crew were

not %ﬂing to allow him to do so. He
addled dismally away. The Grey-
riara fellows had been guite pleased
by that meeting; but the pleasure

was all on their side--it was clear
that the young man in the canoce had
not enjoyed it a bit. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh gave him a parting word
of advice as he went, =
“Remember, my estecmed swind-
ling - rogue, that honesty is the
eracked pitcher that savea a bird in
the hand from going to the well, as
the Eu;]iah proverb remarkably ob-
gerves ! gaid the nabob. And with
those words of wisdom in his ears,
the young man in the canoe disap-
eared down the river. p
And the Greyiriars crew, quite
bucked by that hsppy meeting,
pulled on and locked for a camp.

THE EXD.

(Your old pals—Harry Wharton
& Co.—meet with more fun and
exciting adventures on Old Father
Thames in nexi week's super story:
“GREYFRIARS TO THE RESCUE/”
By Frank Richards. Don't miss it/)

Special from Your Editor :
Recornmendation [a

The
FINEST ADVERTISEMENT

there is, and i1 you ara a satisfied
reader and anjoy the storivs of
HMarry Wharton & Go., 1 ask you to
recommend the MAGNET to all
your ¢hums at school. Whether
they be boys or girls who ars not
I readers, just tell them what they're

missing. If you have a copy 1o
lend them, tha nEtdEH.

g0 much
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“Well done, Birchemall " he cried.

“You've been a champion »3s
through this bizziness—"*
g really, Mr. Feerless ™

Iright

“But you've turned up t{rumps in the
end!” finished Mr. Fearless, “Three
cheers for Dr. Birchemall, every-

" _

.ﬁnd the cheers were given with a
will

The only problem remaining wds
what to do with H&mer Kerr and his
followers. Kaptin Goodfellow was for
banding them over to the orthorities
as pirates, to be huong, drawn, and
uartered. But Mr. Fedrless was in a
&n?iwn: mood now that his quest had
ended in suxxess, and siier & general
confab he a.dnﬁl;ﬂd 8 suﬁgmtmu of the
Head's that & should all be made
to run the gauntlet three times.

This was done amid much cheering
and larfter; after which the ruffiana,

wear, were bundled back to their own
ship and cut adrifs.

¥£ was & very cheery trip back to
England for everybody on the Mary
Ann, and especially for Jack Jol
=AY
turped into food

old fogey food
for thought; and he was as nice as

the Head from bein

throughout the voyage. _ :

* "Altogether, our heroes had to agree
had enjoyed themselves mo end., In
face of danger they had |
Fodrless; and, as » consekwence,:
everythirig had been Jolly and Merry
md Bl’ig t-I 3

Erpr——

=

BOASTS ARE BOLONEY!

Declares DICK RUSSELL

Years ago my Uncle George was at
Greyfriars himself, and when Rake
snd I t & week-end with hirn he
]ﬂ-"§ well lot us know it!

“If I can say it without offence,

““Greyiriars %ﬂ:—;a of
to-day ere ndt what they wera when
I was in the Lower Fourth. Nothing
like it ! :

“The fact is, if you don’t mind my
mentioning it, you're rather a milk-
and-water crewd at the old school
nowadays. Not boisterous enough, by
gad! Too meek and mild and polite
—that's what it is] Now, in my day,
we wers tough.” : ;

“That go, uncle?™ I asked politely,
snd Rake said “Really I You have
to give these old jossers their head!
_“We were hard-working, hard-play-
ing, and ha!:d-hitting," said nele
George, warming to his work. “ Bully-
ing: was rife; but nobody ever com-
plained. We Just gritted our teeth

1:% with it! Floggings wera
everyday affmira; we used to laugh at
Emn;; l:;:jf Jovel As for japes— Ha,.

.'| & (3 :

Uncle George went off into a hearty
roar at the mere recolléction of his
japing days. 1 winked st Rake.

I expect they were pretty thick, eh,
unele ' I ssked demurely.

“Ha, ha, hal You're right, boyl

been-|

traps or ventriloguism for us! That

e went all out! ;
“1 remember a crowd of us strip-
ping the Head's orchard of apples
*-n.nc{-lea.'.rmg them piled up all over the
old chap’s studyl

led our Form-master's batk with
ad fish just befere he weni in for his
morning dip. Ha, ha, ha?

“"There was another occasion when
we moved sll the furnitare from a
refect’s study into a box-room. Bhall
I ever forget his faca when he walked
into his empty room that night? I
th‘ulh: n?ti i .I :

‘As for other e's property, we
treated it with Ec&:rl.ljt refpe;, CAN

usl -W

tell vou. Wherever we went, we left
behind a trail of broken windows,

‘knockerless doors, and unhin gates.
We were regular vandals, admit-—
‘but how- tough and wital compared

with the present generation of Grey-
friaxs boys| Ah, welll” rF

Uncle ' George sighed. reminiscently.
Then stopped and siared at his
house, in front of which hes had been
delivering his monologue.

“{ireat Beott! That window1” he
ejaculated. “The drawing-roelm win-
dow over there! It's brokent™

1 smiled. . '

“Quite right, uncle. . I forgot to tell
vou before. KRake and I were prae-
tising with our catapults this moern-
ing, and one of wus must have aimed
wide,” . 5 i

Rake and I grinned cheerfully st
Uncle  George, quite expecting him to
ba pleasantly surprised at our timely
display of old-fashioned youthful bois-
terousnecs,

But he was nothing of the kind,
Instead of giving us each a c!?,%
the back and roaring with laughter,
he gave us each a clip on the ear and
roared with rage.

“Catapults, eh? And broken win-
‘dows1” he hooted. “I'll teach you
young rascels to go round’ smeshing
my windows |*

‘But look here, -uncle,” 1 protested,
"dégn’t you say that when you were
& DOY
“When I was a boy I had too much

e————

None of your namby-pamby booby-

respect for. other people’s windows to

sort of stuff was mere chicken-feed to |

Another time we |

on-
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uge a campuli—hnd Pm going ta get
the same respect from you while you're
staying with me!"™ he mnorted.
[ 2] Plh. 11‘?‘ -

And punky stumped into the house,
huathiniaﬁm and slaughter. .

What he would have done if we hed.
removed his door-knocker and un-
hinged bhis gate and strip his
orchar, and g:lit stale fish in his hath,
I tremi'= o think. But I can tell you
the opini.n Bake and I formed of his
boast abcat Greyfriars being tougher
in hia day.

It's summed up

in one word—
boloney |

HAROLD SKINNER’S NEW
SERVICE!

‘(My motto: Facts, Not Fiction.)

Mr. Quelch celebrated his umpty-
first birthday by winning first prize at
a sports meeting in the carpet-beating-

Mrs. Mimble has just Snished
makm% her Hot Cross Buns for next
Good Friday. >

FPenlold is in great demand for pic-:
mics because of his reputstion as &

| contest.

" swotter, : _

ker finds very little . inconveni-
ence during the hols in ‘goi about
without headgear. Though deprived

of the chance of talking through his
hat, he finds he can still talk through
the back of his necl . .

- Ogilvy, on holiday in Scotland, got
up n the middle of the might to go

Es;:{il.ng. He caught a ‘tremendous.
¢o ; : T
The meat-and-pastry eorved for

dinner at Greyfriars is to be given the
title of the '0ld School Pie. .

Asked if he ob to being nick-
named the Owl, Bunter stated that he-
didh't care two hoota.

I

THE DE-BUNKFULNESS OF
OUR ESTEEMED SCHOOL!
By HU!_!REE SINGH

It gives me great pleasurefulness,’
hy esteemed and absurd chums, to

correct amendfully & few wrongful
notions commonly  held about our
Wu:t%y school. :
1. That Billy Bunter's .I;:mtnl order
never furhs % does. 1 saw it gnce
vlﬂﬁ-fuﬂji with my own honoured .
optica. It had grown whiskers sprout.
fully in tranmg! . - '

2. That Loder is always *an
esteeméd and reprehensible bully. He

is not. = I distinetfully refmember one
occasion when he looked at'a fag with-
?u!ti scowling. The fag fsinted swoon-

ully. ang 48 | v
. & That Lord Maulevarer takes forty
winks sleépfully every afternoon—not
always myselfl enumerated his
winks countfully one afternoon when I
chatted with him during his napful
repose. . The esteemed Mauly win
only three times before he was sleeping
soundfully, ‘ §

4. That Gosling thinklully opines
that all boys should be * drownded ™
at birth—he doesn’t: He oncefully
remarked that they ought . tc be
“ throttled.”

5. That the honoured and ridiculous
author of this article cannot wtite cor-
reciful English—he can. The fact
that he has inscribed these words write-
fully in perfect English without =
Eniil tt'lul error is the positive teet proofy

wlly ! -
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A DIP INTO MY HOLIDAY
DIARY!
By BOLSOVER MINOR

MONDAY.—" What shall we do to-
day?” asked Paget, first thing. © Red-
skins,” I answered, We made ripping
headdresses and went . out scalp-hunt-
ing. in' the woods at the bottom of
Fagot's garden. Enjoyed being Red-
skins no end. .
TUESDAY.—Turned ourselves into
speedway weces and rode races round
the ‘playground- of the village school.
Looked ‘top-hole in crash helmets and |
with oumbers on our bikes, It's great
boing & speadway acel
WEDNESDAY.—Decided to become
detectives, After a scrap to settle who
was who, I became Ferrers Locke—
and Paget, Jack Drake. Trailed a
fellow who cargied a bomb wrapped in
brown paper.. We. kbew it must be a
bemb- becanse you could hear it tick-
ing. Collared: the r:har and snaffled
his parcel. Disappointed to find it was
only an alarm-clock—but it's gorgeous
being a detective ! '
THURSDAY.—Mr. Paget hired a
couple. of ponies for us, o we put on
u:':iwll:):iny kit and made ‘ourselves out-
‘Jaws.. Pity -the farmer came along to
spoil the sport. Old Loy cut up rusty
and we had to turr into ordinary cow-
‘boys, which isn't half such fun as being
s outlaw. '
FRIDAY.—Had ' a circus
rden” . with Paget's' anmimals—two
E?ﬁﬁ, ]:-:;-._na cat, two ra’bhli_s, & mouse,
‘ three guinca-pigs, - I was
niastor ﬁﬁd. Pagét Em_hmrmn Had a
fine- time. . I reaty think I-like being
a riogmaster better then anything. -
'-ﬂrﬁTHEDA‘Y;*HDismﬂ_!red ‘& quarry
where they're not working at prescnt.
Had spiffing sport with a truek left on
rails, I was the engine-driver and
Pagot the guard.  Staged a nmr::c-lluus
gmash-up, Decided that T'm "in my
eloment when I'm a “train-driver. ;
SUNDAY.—When Mr . Paget asked
-mé what I liked ‘most sbout a holiday
1. said the fact that it gave me the
chance to be my réal self. Mr. Paget
said as far as he could judge the last
thing on earth I -wantéd to -be was,
mysetf. Dashed if T can make out
what he's getting at! .

" NO TRANSATLANTIC
SLANG AT GREYFRIARS!
Says TOM BROWN

Some silly ass has been writing to
the : papers complaining sboont  the
spread of American slang in English
- schiools.  It's all rot |

in the

Ting- |

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

It doesu’t apply to Creyfriaral
ean tell you that for certain,

trecanse 1 wenk round the school before
the holiday, making motes :

In tho quad I came across Bkinner
and Trevor having a squabble with
Eymﬂp thet ended in their bumping
im. ;
If that newspaper correspondent
had been covrest, they'd have said
“Give him the works I But they said
nothing of the kind. _
They used good King's Enghsh in-
stead. They said “Buf him on the
bokeo 1"
_ At the tenmis courts, near the Head's
garden I hesrd Wingate giving orders
to Bolsover minor, who was fagging
for him. Did Bolsover minor gav
“0.K., big boy!"T He did not. He
said “;nga t-ho, old ecock bird!™

On the School House steps 1 was just
in time to hear Bulstrode crashing in
on & crowd of BRemove chaps with
some important mrews. Now if Bul-

sirode had been infected with this
Transatlantic slang bug he'd have
said “Heor me holler! Get a load of
this "

Instead of that he spoke pure
English. He said “8hut your gabs

and open your belly ears!” :
1 could give you plenty more liko
this. . But what T've given you. will
do for a ssmple. _
Transatlantie clang hasn’t spread to
Creyfriats. We speak the best English
there, thank goodness!

HONESTY THE BEST
POLICY !
Yawps FISHER T. FISH

When yon  holler about honesty 1
guess you just can't help tRinking of
;:fish;:er T. Fish. That's right where I
v . -~

Take this little tourist stunt I been
runting at Greyfriaras in the wae.
MMost cfu:rs would have stuck to ovey
cent of the profits. But not Fisher T,
Fish. No, sirl
. T'll say it was a nifty idea and all
my own at that. Who else would have
thought of taking touriet parties round
the school at a shilling a time in vaca-
tion? Nobody else you can think of
in this sleepy old joint, I'll tell & man!

But 1 got my eye teelh cut. It's
just & matter of brains, I puess. And
did the dollays roll in? Tl say!

1f it hadn't been for that old snooper
Gosling museling in, I guess I'd have
made a pile at it. But when Gosli
znid lie was reporting me to the Hegg
I saw the red light and shut up shop.
The Doc just ait’'t businesslike, and he
wouldn’t stand for it—and I knew it
and gave it best.

dallars and hands the w

[ ———

I went right to his Reverence
instanter and spilled the beans in that
frank and honest way you would
cxpect of me. You bet!

“Listen, sirl” I sawped. “T gupess
I been doing this joint some goou.
guess 1 been showing tourists round
and putting some swell advertising for
you. 1 guess I made some dough ont
of it, too. But it's all yours. Give 1t
to charity, siv. You're welcomo !

With these words I handed thoe old

bird a dollar and moseyed out. Eoe
just managed to thank me.
Well, there you are, folks. That's

me—honest from the word “go.” Can't
heat i, can youl A g—ui wakes Hfty

ole lot over
to the Head with the exception of his

forty-nine dollars’ cxpenses. Bay, it
| beats Barney ! _
Call 'mo a sap, if you like. But I

get peace of mind out of it. Honesty
may not pay, but it’s the best policy all
the same, I'll say!

JOIN MY DOWN-WITH-DIN
SOCIETY !

Says DICK RAKE

I am starting an anti-nose group at
Greyfriars next term. 1 propoese to
call it the Down-With-Din iety.
That doesn’t mean, by the way, that
the members will be known -as the

! Down-With-Dinners !

This new socicty of mine will aim at
abolishing . all . disturbing  noildes.
Scientists are all agreed nowadays
that noise leads to aggravated neurosis
and instability of the psychological
reflexes. 1T don't want .to sulfer from
ansthing like that myself, whatever it
may mean, and if my society can slop
it, I shan't! L _
"The first thing we will demand is the
sound-proofing of the Head's study.
That unnerving swishing snd yelling
you so often hear there inust be
silenced. i i

Next we shall aim at installing
rubber crockery im the dining-hall so
as to ecut out that eclatier you get ak
present with meals.

We shall seck power to destroy

Coker's motor-bike, to gag Templs
whencever hoe threatens to sing, to fx
chokes to Bull's cornet, and to trans-
for Hoskins' plano te the 1:1'5'11:;.
" We hope in timc to muffle the schgol
bell, to fizx shock-nbeorbers on  all
floors msed for bumping, and to educate .
Lower School men to carry out the
wildest rags in complete silence.

Our complete pmigrmnmﬁ will gladly
be sent to all anti-clatter fans who send
us a donation. Meanwhile, pals, if a
noise annovs you, join the Dowu-With-
Din Bocicty to-day!

—made by MARS
that's the best of
CHOCOLATE BARS

Your Height innra!ﬁuﬁﬂ ta 12 doys or ug cosl,
-5 ios.

™ Z
I ALL gunﬂmrm& safe.  Full Cowpse, 5i-  Dekalle:
% B. MORLEY,L7,Chenapside, London, B.C.2,

Now discovery mdds

I gained 4 ins.

ing poatage 2d4. 500

Colonials

5/- BRITISH COLONIAL { i, SOLiep Sk
worldswide stomps 8d. 100
-—WAY, MARFLE. CHESHIRE.-

iferont Britixh

85 PACKET FREE, s 25 BRITISK Colonials, SELAXGOR;

S ¢|n‘.'. Horsemeen, 8t. Plerre Mi MJ:FL e

approvials. —ROEINBON B R

il
Encloge 24, postags:
#. (A}, MORETOMN, %ﬁfﬂ

. Alrmall, ARZAD, | g

ANl applicatioms for Advertisement Space in this publication should
addressed to. the
The Flésiway Heuss, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

Advertisemant Manager, Tha MAGMNET,

Btreck, Londoes,

L,

Friated in Englond and publshed ever
0.4, Advertissment Olces

EBubscription rates: Inland and gen

ew Zealand : Blessrs, Gordon & Qoteb, Ltd., and for South Afrlea: Central News Agency, Ltd.—3aluvdsy, Avgusi 26th, 1939,

bo Fleot .

road, '11#. per anomm;

Bat B raprietors, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., ! ' '
¥ I.:I.'q.ﬂr tha legﬂﬁh'! B .]ﬁ-r.m:t m;r E.u.a:rha Floctway House, Facringdos

S8, Gd. for sit mooths,

—

rad- 14r tFanetn
lo Agenits far j;u:t-l:'!:llﬁqgﬁ



