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By DICKY NUGENT.

“Spen & diamond skarfpin, boysi”

J:nk Jolty & E-u jumped.
dn s travelling
nrl.dta Wﬂ‘f up the cutside of l.]m
Schaol House, when

un‘-_'.n'l:l.un ﬂulta-:l up from the '&lﬂ
he]‘mr. The Head had promised them
the fest of the da fre-& if they “would
repaint the woodwork of hig study
winder for him, and the heroes of the
Fourth wa:a woe dmg their ‘brushes
with
the jo nﬁ]&’ qumlﬁg
But they stopped work at
once and down-
wnrd,u in apmremant as

they, beard i-lnt etartling
question.
It waa Dr. Birchemall
himself who made the n-
quiry. He was standin
nu the gravel path, an
he wore & worried
look on his skollarly faco
a8 he 3;:.&& at Jack
JuIl & Co.
n & diamond skarf-

pin, hoye!” he repeected.
“No sunh Iu mir 1V
grinned Jolly. “But if

we happen to spot any dismond skerf-
pm’_?}né pear] nscklaces' ln&mng the ivy,
we Tap you a postear
“Ha, ha, ha ™
Dr. B:rﬁhamu]l frowned.
“This is no lsrfing matter, boys, I
cnn mura you. 8ir Frederick Fun-
]hlt- tellyfoned me to sey
mtue& is dismond skarfpin after
his interview with ‘me in my stud
half an hour ago. He iz coming b

almost immejately, and he says if 1|

don't find it by the time he returns
there is going to be & row!” .
“My hnt.! _hope_he duszent think
ou've had _it, sir!" eggsclaimed
erTy. " o would never sus-
you of theeving?”
Dr. Birchemall ntruked his besrd
nervussly.

“As & mattér of faet, Merry, I'm
afraid he does. People are so
dashed suspicious, you know. But I
aware 1 nmever took it. I wouldn't
dreamr of doing such a thing, unless, of
courss, it 00 be done without fear
of detection.” e

"TThun what has happened to it
sir T

“That's just where I you
h-t} s would help me,” uﬂﬁﬂ

au were outside the winder :.Ii the
time he was i my study, and
struck me that you mite have seen him

drop it.”

“ Nothing d-uing, sir 1" inned
Frank Fearless. “You your
‘backs to us all the time, and your

heade were glued together as though

IIIE'I.'H‘EI
rﬁm;;l true, Fearless,” nodded Dr.
“I . was showing Bir
Frederick collection of cigarette.
cards. quite _certain you
‘haven't seen the missing dismond
ﬂ:;: TH% fd
tely positive, sir |

“Then, failing that, can you do any-
thing, when 1 p!em:l riotk guilty, that
will lend culler {o—— Yaroocool”

PLOF

As if in answer to Dr. Birchemall’s
:-aquaut,_ & p&t of paint that Jolly had

off . the cradle and
herﬂﬁd“amﬂn the Head's nngﬂer

Tha pext mnm&nt Dr. Birchemall
all the euller he could possibly have
needed, for & streem of red paint shot

it

over his mortar-board and flowed
jenoerously over the top!

“Just & trim, wir?"

The Head had asked the Co. to lend
culler, snd they had dome %5; but he
didn’t seem at aJl grateful to them for
doing i#! The old fogey simply
danced with rage as red paint Howed
in grate blobs on to lis venerable
beard. .

“You careless young villaina!™ he
roared. what you've done to
my whiskers! Come down at once to
be birched black-and-biue ™ _

" But we baven't finished the winder,
sir | -

“Yonrn won't feel like BGnishing 1t,
either, by the time I've finished with

1" booted the Head, flinging awa
gaily cullered mortar-board.
“Lmk st my beard!” ‘

The Head's face-fungus certainly
looked a sitee. The Fourth Formers
could hardly deny that, as they
lowered themsdlves down into the
quad. The borders of it were dyed a
brilliant red and the straggly ends

were sim 1;.' goring  paint, Jack
Jolly & locked a.u-fu'ﬂjr rueful n
they stood on the path

and Tg:
Dr. Blmhemall‘: beard. ¥ h
to a cinema after finish-
mg the Htud'n winder; but that was
vanighing like a bewtiful dreem now
that this hsd happened!
The Head p-umted to the door of the
Echml Housa.
;P up to my -s.tu::l and await me
 there | barked. our hullerg:g
is

anil you will be flog
till you shreek for the mersy you will
never get! But first I must pop down

;Irm; were looking at something awfully.

'whlil:ata But 1 :f i8
|.course, that I 1 w

. 'fmtata

Sﬂhnb-r 2&4 19-‘.‘.9_

to the ﬂﬁlga barker's
damaged beard tﬂmme&
I get back before B8ir
arrives !”

“Why not save time and let us do it
for you, sir?” venchered Jolly. “Wae
can do it a3 well as the village barber,
sir, I'll warrant!”

“"Hasr, hear [

“That's gll very waell;
I to know what sort of
make of it?" ;
“None of you have had the slitest
oggIperience -:::E beard-trimming."

g Truﬁ. gir,” admitted Fearlem.
“But we're jolly good at trimming
edges, and there's not ‘much differ-
ence, 18 there?”

Dr. Birchemall grunted and
st his watch. He started when
how late i1t was getting.

“Blegs my sole! 8ir Fradarici: will
be hare soy minhit!” he cred.
“Perhaps your wheeze is not & bad
one, after all, Jolly. On reconsider-
ing the -matter, 1 will allow. you to

anip off the aﬁe-c:];-ad pnrt.mnn of my
undar , of
IP F::u aftor-

086 your

to have my
I only hoa
Frederic

but how am
o will

Ianced
BETY

wards and th‘nt you wi

hollerday I

Jack Jolly % 'Co. pulled rye faces at

that, for they had been hosping the
Head would show his gratitude for
Jolly's branewave esling more

leanjently with them. But it was wse-

less to argue the {oss with the Head
in his present stnho;h sc they followed
the old fogey u,‘p to n ihtdjr awsing
on the way-to borrow garden
shears, a hottle of Ihimpr.m mixture,
and m::m-:a nwela

they reached the Head's
amktﬁi‘l drag B0 & 1r
into the mui le of rogm. Jolly
anapped his shears, Merry ! up the
shampoo mixture, and Bright spread
out the tqwels.
“Next gentleman, please!” eried
Fearless, and the juniors chuckled,
But the Head was not feeling in the
mood for joaks,

“A nice bizziness this is1” he
moaned. *It's all right for you young
shavers——"

“Ha, 'l'm.t ha1”

“But it's not so funny for me!
That akufpma missing and my

beard's—"
“Wa'll soon fix your h&tr-'.i. siT
olly.  *“Hold

grinned
Help 1" roared the Head
as Fearless seized him by the ears
]erkt:gl back his napper. “Leggo. my
€ars
But the juniors wers deff to his pleas
and, whila Merry and Bright held his
arms and Fesrless his head, Jolly
n merrily away with h:l shears,
f -was just hﬁgmnmitn think he
WAS prugrmmﬁ nicely en & hevvy
eard in the pRasape.
ead jumped. e
rederick Funguss!” ' be
“This puts the kybosh on

“hs

" Elrﬂ.
roAne
o

(Caontinged on page 21.}



OLD FAYOURITES HARRY WHARTON & CO.

IN NEW

ADYENTURES UP-RIVER!
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i HA'L' about a walk?” asked
Billy Bunter.

o what ¢ fj:wuialﬂﬂ
{five astonislhicd voices.

“A walk!” gaid Bunter. “I'd like
it, if you fellows would !”

Harty Wharton & Co. guazed at
Billy Bunter.

The Greyfriars Water-Lily was
arifting  slowly up the ‘Thames,

Il h&ll Wds up, and there was just
about enough wind to beat the draw
of the currcut.  But progress was
slow—ns slow as wlhen ill}' Bunicr
was towing |

But uui}mly was in a hurry. Tast
Neadineg, nnd getting on  towards
Mapledurham, the _aurrmmdm"u weLe
brautiful; cspecially on a gurgeous
Augzist r.',] ¥,

Ceaxing us much specd as pussible
out of the boat, and cnjoying the
iovely sccacry, the Famous Five of

Greyiviars found life well worth
liviuer,
’11111 were, in fact, thinking of

tring up and going IUL i rim'i.rh“_' i
the  sweet-seented  woods,  when
Bunter made the auggmtiﬂu.

Naturally, it astonished thom.

Not once since the Greyiriars party
had started on that holiday up the
'I‘lu?l:ucs lad Billy Bunter wauted a
walk.

He would not cven wulk on  the
towpath and take Lis turn at towing,
if he could belp it, Only the boa-
hook persuaded him to do se,

As for pulting in an unpeecssary
walk, withiout a boathook to jab him
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immle  excriion,
dreamed of it

Now he suggested it

“I mecan to say, look at those
lovely woods,” said the fat Owl of
the Remove, hlmkmg at the Famous
Five through his big speetucles.
“You've becn Elackln" and loafing

never

about the boat all da}* Why not u
“1111-.'3'”

“Is that a joke? asked Bob
Cherry.

“Qls, really, Cherry

“How muny vards do you wani to
walk " inguired Johony Bull.

“Iook al thosc lovely lills coming
rircht down to the river!™ said
Buntcr., “IDon't they make yon want
to stretell vour legs a bit, after a
day iu the boat#”

“You den't want to slreteh
you spoofing  oyster!” said
Nurent.

DULS,
rank

“1'd walk "vou fellows off wour
lers, aud chance it!”  retorted
Bunter, “You're a lazy loti®

Harry Wharton lauched.

“You dou't want to mind the boat
while we're gone for a walk?” he
asked.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The Famous Five ¢huckled., They
thought they could gucss the answer
to the proidem.

There had been considerable shop-
piny at Readiny. Among other
arlicles, a big cake had been added

Ry
ZRICHARDS)

The punt pole caught Bunter in the wa!stena.t and the fat junior
landed on his back in the Water-Lily !

Bunter bhad

- ". -:“‘r t,ﬂ;' i_. i ..r. -
i {+;‘.--'~-

ln-ll’ Mlﬁ
ff"f-ﬁf”}

e
T e Fy

'
I"--l

.r.-! ..-I'

E! """...1- .

io the stores, slices from which were
to grace the tea-tuble for two or
three days to come,

Without Leing fearfully suspicious,
e erew of the Waler-Lily fancicd
that they could pucss what would
become of that bie cake if Billy
Bunter minded the beat while they
were gone for a walk,

Ou the other hand, Bille Bunicr
had not sugzested mmdmg the boat
while they were gone. i’s.rh&g he
realised that that would be a lttle
too palpable. He suggested going
for a walk also!

“Sure you want to come?” asked
Bob, grinning.
“Heen on 1117 declared Buuter.

“Yon're not going to chanwe your
mind at the last minute and decide
to stay in the boat after all?” i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Nol!l” roared Bunter.
for a teo-mile walk—" "
“Do you mean a ten-ioch walk®”

“Look liere, you silly chump, arc
you coming for a walk or mnot#”
demanded Bunter. "I can tell yon
it jolly well makes me tired to sve
you fellows loafingy asnd lodnging
about, as if you fouud it too much
trouble to keep alive at all,  For
poodness’ sake get a spot of energy
from somewlere!”

“You fat, lazy, loafing larrikin.
T1e MagNET L1BRARY.—No. 1,646,
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said Johmny Bull. “You haven't
moved since you parked your luneh 1”

“Well, I’'m ready to move now, if
you fellows win't too jelly lazy!™
jeered Bunter.  ™If you get tired
out, Bull, I'l help you home.”

Johnny Bull gave the fat Owl a
withering glave. Johnny, sturdy and
_stecky, was probably the tougheat
member of the Famous Five. The
idea of Bil Bunter, the fattest
and lagi scker that ever was,
helping hitm home after a walk made
Johany smort,

Bob Cherry chuckled, ;g

“The old order clmnﬁfth, gwt:::ig
place to - the new!” he quoted.
“Here's  Bunter Dbucking us
Let's be bucked.”

“ Bure {ﬂ-u can carry
if you get up, Bunter?” asked Frank
Nugent. “1t must have added three
or four stone to your weight.”

“Yahl?

“Let us proceed walkfully, if the
absurd Bamter desires to travel om
the pony of honourable Shanks [ said
. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“It's a Fo!”‘ said Harry, “Safe
enough to leave the beat tied up in a
spot like this, I think.™

“Bafe as houscs ¥ said Bob.

The Water-Lily was drifting on the
Oxfordshire side, the towpath at that
point being over the water in Berk-
shire, Maguificent woods, climbing
to - the blue hills, clothed the
bank, here and there a foetpath or
a shady lauc opening among them.

All the Famous Five were keen to
astretch their legs, after a day in the
boat. They wondered whether even
Billy Buuter, for once, was kcen to
‘do the same. “Cortainly, he sccmed
very much in ecarmest about that
walk.

'That walk, anyhow, was decided
upon; the sail was dropped and the

ater-Lily nosed inte the bank,
Otlier craft were to be scen out on
the broad river; but the bank where
the Clreyfriars juniors tied om- was
very quiet and solitary. Geuerally,
when the Fameous Five went ashore,
Bunter was only too glad to romain
on board and dodge exertion. This
time he was keencst of all on a
walk, :

Bob Cherry opened the hamper in
which the cake waa packed.

Billy Bunter gave quite a start as
he saw- that action.

“I an{, you fellows, you ain't
taking the cake with you, surely?”
he cxclaimed. “It will be safe
cnough in the boat, I say, it will be
a fearful lot of trouble to carry that
cake about.”

“Catch us carrying it about ! said
Bob, “I'm going fo park it in the
locker—safe there, if anybody comes
aleng.”

“Oh ¥ Bunter
“All right, then,”

The roomy stern locker of the
Water-Lily was largely filled with
canned goods, But there was room
for the big cake, and Bob traus-
ferred it to the locker,

'The other four members of the Co.
st%)ﬁed ashore.

illy Bunter heaved up his weight
and rolled after thom,

He panted and puffed as lLie did

_Tue Macxer Lierany.—No. 1,646

up!

your lunch,

seemed  relieved.
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80. It was a hot afterncon. Buuter
had lunched not wisely, but too well.
Really, he did not look like a fellow
who was keen on a-leng ramble, cven

in delightful scenery. He gorgled
for breath when helga.d ot ashore.
“Come on, Bob!® called out
Nugent,
“Coming ! ecalled back Bob.

“Don't wait—I'll cateh you up! 1
want to pack these things in safe.”

“QOh, all right!”

The juniors turned their backs on
the river, sauntering away by a deep
shady lane walled with green wood-
land. Billy Bunter procceded at a
snail’s pace—and four other fellows
accommodated their pace to lLia,

Packing the locker seomed to dela
Bob Cherry rather unexpectedly. It
wag ten minutes before there was a

tter of feet behind the walkers, and

b came up at a run and joined
them.

“Now put
Johnay Bull.

"I'm not going to rvace!” grunted
Billy Bunter. “H you fellows want
fo race, you can jolly well race, and
Eﬂblnwed to you! I'm net going

“Are we poing to walk or crawl?”
snorted Jolinny.

“You can leave me behind, if you
like !” grunted Bunter. “If you
think I'm keen om your compauy
you're jolly well mietaken !*

“Done ! gaid Johnuy Bull. “Leave
hﬂl:t" behind, you fddlows, and come
on !

Bob Clicrry shook his head.

“Can’'t desert Bunter,” ho said.
“This is really Bunter's walk—he
proposed it! Yet’s stick to Buunter.”

*Yon needn’t trouble!” wapped
Bunter.

“No trouble at all !” answerced Bob
affably. * Pleasure |”

“Why, you fat villaie——" began
Johnny Buil.

1t dawned on him why Buuicr was
willing to be left behind in that
walk!?

He was not only willing, but cager,
Having dropped behind the walkers,
what was casier than fo turm back
and walk to the boat? Ubcre was
no lock on the locker in which Bob
had stowed the cake!

Johuny Bull gave up the idea of
a vigorous walk on the spot! Billy
Banter was not getting away so
cagily as all that with his astute
acheme for sending the Famous Five
wandering while he went baek and
devoured the cake!

Bunter crawled on like a
snail!  Harry Wharton & Co.
crawled on like lazy smails!
when a-quarter of & mile lLad
covered the whole party were
understudying lazy snails!

it on a bLit!" szaid

¥

lazy
also
And
beon
sl

e

Getting By With It !

$Y SAY, you fellows!”
I A guarter of a mile scemed
enough for Billy Buuter. He
came to o hall.

“Hallo, hallo, Lallg! Lijoyin
the walk, Buuter#* asked Bo
Cherry.

“I'm tired !
Billy Bunter looked tired. Ile was

red ‘and perspiring, and he scemed
to breathe with difficulty. He
blinked round Lim through Lis spee-
tacles, gpotied a log by the wayside,
and sat on 1t

Five fellows halted also.

They exchanged smilea as  they
halted. - All o members of lhe
Famous Five werp wise to Dilly

Bunter’s little game aud con-
giderably amused thereby. They
wera gquitt interested in the fat
Owl's dodge to get out of sight of
the rest Glg the party.

“Like a rest for s few minutes,
Bunter?” asked Harry Wharton
cheerily.

“More than a few mioules!”

grunted Bunter.'

“Oh, all right! We'll rest, too”

“The restfulness will be a Loou-
ful blessing !” declared Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

The five leaned on trees—tio rest!
Real!{, t-hi:{} were hardly in aced of
a rest yet, but if they did pot wunt
a ré&t they wanted to see the noxt
development of Billy Bunter's artiul
scheming,

Bunter blinked at them rather
morosely. He did pot seem se pleased
as he ouzht to have becn by the un-
questioning willingmess of the whole
party to stop and rest when he
stopfed and rested.

"1 say, you fellows, you neccdu’t
hang about!” he sgueaked, " Lhe
faet is, I'm a bit tired, and, if vou
like, you can walk on and tind me
here whea you come back.”

Bob Cherry winked at his clhinmns.

“But we should lose your company
if we did that, old bean!” he zaid.
“Couldu’t think of such a thing!”

“Not at all!” sald Frank Nugent,
shaking his head. “'We're not zoing
to desert you, Bunter,”

“Stick to you like pglue!™ said
Johuny Bull.

“The sickfulnesa will be terrifie ™

Billy Bunter breathed hard and
deep. This attachment to his socicty
was Hattering, thouwgh rather un-
usnal. But the fat Owl had no use
for ﬁatteryﬂiuat then, ITe was think-
ing of a cake.

Five minutes passcd: DBunier sat
ont the log and grunted. The Famous
Five lcaned on the trees and admired
the seencry—which waz well worth
looking at. It was Bunter who made
the first move,

He lieaved his weight up from the
Ir}% and blinked at the othcr fellows,

Oh, come on !” he grunted. * Are
you going to stick there slacking till
ﬂigh r

*Only waiting for you, old tulip:®
said Bob mildly.

Grunt, from Bunter.

Like the deep and dark bluc ocenw
in 1the poem he rolled on.

The Famous Five walked, on their
“lowest gear, aa it were. Il Buuter
walked more slowly, they walked more
slowly, If he stopped, they stopped.
The fat Owl had né chance at all of
lagging belind,

This was not the way that five
strenuous youths would lhiave chosen
for an aflernoom ramble. Buf they
found it quite amusing fo put paid to
Billy Bunter’s astute little same.

“Ow ! cxelaimed Bunter surldenly.



He alipped, stumbled, and wsat
dowi.
" Once mora the Famous Five came
to n halt!  They pathered round
Bunter as he sat on the grass verge
by the shady lane,

“Tired again?” nsked Bob.

“I've sprained my ankle!™

¥E Dh!hl

“I'm afraid I can’t go om any
farther !” sdid Bunter.” I can't go
back, cither, It's & bit awkward.”
- “More than a bit!” agreed Bob.
“Frightiully awkward!"

“We'd better help yau hack to the
boat, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton

gravely,

“Oh! No! I—I can't move! [—
I've got a fearful pain ! said Buntér
hastily. *“The only ‘thing for it is
for you fellows to get on and leave
me here. If you come back this way
iz, say, an hour, I may be able 1o
get going again.™

Bob Cherry bestowed another wink
on his friends.

“Well, if you really wouldn’t mind,
Bunfer——" he said thoughtfully.

“No fear!” said Bunter promptly.
“I—I mean, what I'm thinking of
is that I don’t want to spoil your
pleasure, That's what worries me,
really.” :

“It would !" agreed Bob.

“That's like Bunter,” said Nugeat
golemnly.  “Always, thinking of
others !

“Well, I never was selfish,” said
Bunter., “I can say that! I've often
thousht that, mixing with vou
fellows, I might pick it up. But
I never have.”

*“Oh crike‘y!"

“"Keep on,” said Bunter. “Have s
jolly nice walk! I can bear this
pain—I'm not the fellew to make a
fuss anbout a spot of puin! You'll
find me here when—when you come
back. Don’t waste time!”

“Come on, then!™ said Bob.

His comrades looked at him.
Mitherto, they had lingered when
Bunter lingered. However, they let
Bob have his way, and the party
walked on and disappeared round a
hend in the winding lane, Bill
Bunter grioning after them witﬁ
ereat satisfaction.

“Look here, what's the game?”
demanded Johnny, when the five were
round the bend, and out of sight of
Bunter. *"You Enow that fat
blighter's game just as well as I do.”

“Just " agreed Bob. “Look back
from here.”

The Famous Five pushed through
tlie trees beside the lane, where it
- wound, and so werc able o get a view
of the spot where they had left
Bunter without revealing themselves.

Billy Bunter's eprained ankle was
evidently no longer giviog him any
trouble.

He had risen to his feet and was
blinking in the direction the Famous
Five had taken, with a fat grin on
Lis podgy features, happily unaware
that five pairs of eyes were on him
from the trees.

Then he revolved on his axis and
rolled away on the home trail. Bunter
was heading back to the boat as
ﬂat as his little fat legs would carry

.
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“What 8 sudden recovery!” mur.
mured Bob Cherry. " You dop’t often
get over a sprained ankle as quick
as that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“The epoofing fat slug!” growled
Johnny Bull. © “Look. here, we'd
better get %fter him if we want to
see that cake at tea-time”

“We're going for o’ walk, old
man !” answered Bob. “We can get
on a bit quicker now Bunter's gone
back."

Johnny stared at him.

“You silly ass, you know he's after
the cake I he hooted. “Are we going
to let him' get away with it, after all

‘his trickery?"

*“*Not in your jolly old lifetime !”
chuckled Bob., “Didn’t you fellows
notice that I was rather » long time
starting after youd”

“Yes, what about it ?” asked Harry.

“1 was packing that cake safe in
the locker——"

“There's no lock!” said Johnay
Bull. “Buater will hook it out of
the locker fast enough.”

“Think e can draw a screw with
his teeth ?”

i “Fhat?u

“Yon see, what I stayed behind for
was to put a screw in the locker,”
explained Bob. *“If Bunter can get
it ﬂgen he's weleome to the cake.’

“0UhI” gasped Johnny.

“The screwdriver's on my pocket-
knife, in my pocket, There isn’t one
on the boat. Think Bunter will get
the cake?”

“*Ha, ha, ha ! roared the Co.

“Dear old Bunter ecan sit in the
boat aud look at that locker, like a
jolly old Peri at the gate of Para-
dise !" said Bob., *He won't get at
ifhe cake! That cake's as safe as if
it was in the Bank of England! Of
conse, if he isn't after the cake it's
all right. If he is, I'm afraid he's
going to get a spot of disappoint-
ment.”

“Ha, ha, ha

The Famous Five walked on their
wav, chuekling.

It was quite an enjoyable walk—
not the less so because they had lost
the fascinating company of William
George Bunter!

1!‘J

Blow for Bunter!

i QO000H " pasped  Billy
.Bunter.

He was hot. He was tired.
He was perspiving. He had walked
a guarter of a mile, and, naturally,
the same distance back. He lhad
covered s total of half a mile! That
was three and a half furlonpgs too
much to suit Bunter.

The cake was worth it! Also, it
was a satisfaction to the fat and
fatuons Owl to have pulled the wool
over the eyes of the Famous Five in
that masterly way! He had begun
to wonder whether they suspected his

ame, from the way they stuck to

im! But Le bad got away with it
at last; and mow, once more, the
Water-Lily was in sight.

But Bunter was hot and tired and
peevish., He had hoped to get away
with his great scheme in half a fur-

3

long, wot, half a mile. He gasped for
breath, dabbed at perspiration, and
smacked at flies as he rolled down
to the bank, where the Water-Lily
was tied om.

She rocked gently by the rushes,
with the water rippling past, under
the shade of green leafy branches,
with sunlight glinting through,

Billy  Bunter was wnot very sus
ceptible to scenery, but even Bunter
thonght that it was a lovely spot, and
he eould have sat there contentediy
for hours and hours—eating ecake|
Eut the eake, of -course, far out.
weighed the blue skies, the rippling
watera, the green bushes, a_ndp tlie
shady foliage.

Bunter plumped into the boat. He
sat down to rest for a few minutes
—lie needed it after half a mile, But
he was not inactive long. That half.
mile’s walk had made him hunpry.

His first proceeding, however, wher
he heaved "up, was to open the
hamper, in which many eatables and
drinkables were kept. Qinger-beer
came even before cake on a Lot after.
noon in t after a walk.

He stared into that hamper.

It was empty.

“The silly cgump 1" hissed Bunter,

Bob, apparently, had pacled the
giu;{fhheer and other things, as well
as the cake, into the stern locker.

Fossibly, they were safer there. in
ease of wandering trampa. Still, a
tramp could hnrd%y bave taken long
to root them out. The loeker had a
cateh, but no lock; it was easy enough
to open.

To a2 hot and thirsty Owl, delay
was irritating.

Bunfer banged the 0id of the
hamper shut and turned aft to the
locker.

Mr. Speoner, the original owner of
the Water-Lily, who had bad it built,
lhad bLeen very particular about hie
stern locker. It was a roomy locker,
and it had a floor of sheet zine which
made it specially suitable for parking
foodstuffs.

Possibly Mr. Spooner Lad used it
for that purpose, for the Greyfriar:
fellows had heard that he had done a
lot of cruising in that boat before
he was so unfortunate as to be
snapped up by the police for a little
mistake in mixing other people’:
pm‘]ﬂ:rtj' with his own.

The locker, when shut, made a
Tather room
a boat that
of the to

extra seat—useful in
ad a crew of six. Part
opencd as a lid, and was
fastened down by a cateh,

Bunter unhooked the ecateh,
prabbed at the lid, and started to
raise it, To his surprise, however; it
did not I:ift.

It was jammed somehow.

“Blow " hLissed Bunter.

This was more and, more irvitatin
—as5 that idiet, Bob Cherry, L
parked the ginger-beer as well as the
cake inside,

The fat Owl wrenched at that
locker-1id.

He wrenched and wrenched.

He grew redder, hotter, more and
more peeved and irritated. But the
locker remained obstinately shut, If
it had been locked with a Yale lock,
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it could not have romaived more
firmly shut. )

“Blow the thing!"™ howled Bunter.
“ What the dickens is the matter with
it? How ou ecarth has that heast
jammed it?*

Closer examination revcaled how
the beast had jammed it. DBunter’s
cyes, and spectacles, discerned at last
the head of a serew, deep in the
wood. He gazed at that screw almost
speechlessly.

The locker was screwed shut.

It waa the firgt time it had cver
been secured. That unspeakable
beast, Cherry, had certainly not done
that to guard the stores against the
filchng tingers of some wandering
tramp !

The dreadful truth dawned on

Bunter.

They had known his game all the
time, He had fancied that he was
pulling their legs—and they had been
pulling his. They had walked him
till he was almoat dropping, they had
stopped his dodges to get away, they
I at long last allowed him to
escape—and 1t was for this, because
the locker was screwed up and he
could not get at the cake.

“ Beast !” roarved Bunter.

A nian in a punt, passing farther
out on the Thames, gave gquite a little
jump and stared round at Bunter.

“Heast! Rotter! Cad!" spluttercd
the enraged fat Owl.

The man in the punt poled nearer,
with a very disapgreenble expression
on his fare, He did not like being
called names like this.

Buuter, certainly, was not calling
lim names, and did not even notice
him at all. But the punter’'s mistake
was a natural one—Bunter was alone
1 his boat, and must be supposed- to
Le talking to somebody—and the man

ix the punt was the only man near at
hand. :
“Cad! Rotten worm! Oh, beast—

rotter—worm " howled Bunter. He
was alluding to the abseut Bob, who
had played this awful and unspeak-
able trick on him.

The man in the punt did oot know
that, of course. _

“Hi!" he called out, poling mearer.

“Beast! Raotter! Blighter? Brute !
Cad! Tick! Swab! Halten brute!”
howled Bunter, going through quite
a list of compliments due~in the cir-
cumstances—to Bob Cherry. “Smeak-
ing beast—cad—worm! Yarocoooh!”

nter finished up with a loud,
startled roar as a dripping puntpole
was suddenly jammed into his fat
riba. ’

He rocked, and the Water-Lily
rocked. He glared round in, angry
astonishment, for the first time be-
coming aware of the existence of the
punt and the punter.

“You silly idiet! Wharrer you up
to?” he roared.

The man in the punt glared,

“Nice names you're calling a man,
ain’t you?"” he exclaimed. “ What
have I dore, I'd like to know? "Waut
al} the riverr”

. “You silly chump i hooted Bunter,
rubbing his fat ribs. "I never—
"Iam-aug s _

-Another poke from the punt pole
caught Bunter where he had parked
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his lunch, and had planned to park
the cake.

Ha rocked and rolled.

The Water-Lily almost bounded as
Bunter's weight was suddenly de-
posited on the floorboards,

“Urrgeh " spluttered Bunter.

“That’ll teach you to keep o ¢ivil
tongue, young feller-me-lad!" cx-
claimed the indignant man in the
punt., “You say any move and I'l]
Zive you some more and yon can bet
on that, young bladder o' lacd !

“Urrrrggh 1™

And the man in the punt poled
away with a %am and an indignant
sniﬂ{ leaving Billy Bunter sitting in
the Water-Lily and spluttering.

“Cooogh ! "Urr%h! Oh erikey!”
rasped Runter. e robbed the in-
tended parking-place of the cake
tenderly and atngﬁ'crﬂd up. “The
silly idiot! QOooogh!”

e gave his attention to the locker
-again. :

With a faint hope—a wory faint
one—he banged it with the boathook,
Pamage to the boat was not a matter
for Bunter to worry about—it was
not his boat! Harry Wharton & Co.
had hired it from old Baker, the hoat
bhuilder at Friardale, near Greyfriars
School, and if any damage was done
they were responsible. Had it been
possible to Lurgle that locker with
the boathook Bunter would have
burgled it regardless of damage,

But it did not prove possible,

Hea hurled down the boatheok and
hunted for a screwdriver. There was
only one screwdriver in the outfit of
the Water-Lily, amd that swas
attached to Bob Cherry’s pocket-
knife. 5o Bunter did net find it.

“ Beast " groancd Bunter.

He gave it up at last. It was

- now tea-time, and but for that heastly

walk, proposed by Bunter himself,
there would have been tea in the

lioat and some slices of that cake, at

least, for Bunter. Now all he could
do was to wait for the returu of the
walkers from that walk which he had
z0 unfortunately sugpgested. ‘
Billy Bunter sat down to wait with
feelings inexpressible in words. No
words in any known language could
have done justice to such asifuation,

Pon is Playiul !

6 HE other jolly old Water-
Lily " exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

“That lot ! grunted Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharton & Co. had followed
that winding lane for some distance,
and a turning of it had led them
back to the Thames, about a mile
below the apot where the Groyiriars
hoat was tied up. Here for a little
distance the lane followed the bLank,
the shining river stretching out be-
fore their eyes, Gotted with all sorts
of craft.

Their eyea fell on a boat pulling
close in, and they recogniscd it at
once and the three fellows in it. It
was, like their own, named the Water-
Lily, and the three fellows in it were
Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of
Higheliffe School.

Pon & Co., like the Famous Five,

were doing the Thames that vaca-
tion, and as they had started up the
river ahout the same time, there had
been quite a nmmber of encounters he-
tween the two parties.

Little as they liked Pon & Co., the
Famous Five would have been willing
to bar rows in the holidays. But
a5 Pon had declared war at once, they
had carried on hostilities with cheer-
ful enmergy, and the nuts of High-
c}iﬂpt-ﬁarminlr had not had the best
of i

Now, as they observed the boat
pulling in, they could see that Pon &
Co. had spotted them on the bank.

Gadsby and Momson were pulling,
Cecil Ponsonby steering, with his eyes
on the fellows ashore. Perhaps, had
the Famous Five been afloat, Fou
wonld not have veatured to close
quartera, but as they were on land
he was safe out of reach, and the
malicions grin on his face looked as
1f he meant mischief.

The chums of Greyfriars Lad
stopped under the shade of a big
heech-tree  that . extended great
branchea over the water, dappling it
with shadow. They had been watch-
ing the river, the ing craft, and
the hills of Berkshire in the distance,
when they mnoticed the Highelifie
Water-Lily, and now they wafched
Pon & Co. as they came.

If Pon was hunting trouble again,
it was ready for him; and they cer-
tainly did not feel im the least
disposed to retreat frem it.

The Higheliffe boat slowed, keepine
ten feet or so out from the bank.
Pon was not coming near enough for
2 jump.

“Lost vour hboat, you fcllows?®”
called .out Ponsonby.

“No!" answered Harry Whartow,
rather surprised by a civil remark
from the dandy of Higheliffe.
“We've tied it up to take a walk.”

“Oh! I dou't see it!™ said Ion,
elancing up and down the bank.

“Te've tied it up, to take a walk.”
river !”

“Oh, I see! Then you can take
that ! said Ponsonby cheerfully, and
hizs hand came up with an orange
in it,

Whiz !

Before the captaim of the Grey-
friare Remove , knew what was
coming, the orange crashed on lis
noze and squashed there.

He gave a roar of wrath.

“Ha, ha, ha!” pealed from the
Highcliﬁ‘e hoat.

“You — vou — you o
Harry Wharton.

He rcalised, rather too late, why
Pousonby had asked those civil ques-
tions. e had wanted to be sure
that the Greyfriars fellows had 1o
eraft at hand and could not pet at
him !

Bob Cherry clufched up the orange,
a3 Wharton clapped a hand to his
nose., It went back promptly to ilic
Highcliffe boat.

ut the Highcliffe erew were wateh-
ful. A twist of an oar was enough,
aund the missile flew yards from the
boat and splashed into the Thames.

“You cheeky rotter!” roared
Wharton., "Step ashore, and I'l

crasped
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Waiting his opportunity, Hurree Singh let go his hold on the branch and dropped !

push your foce through the back of
vour cheeky head !

“The Greyfriars cad’s a bit shirty
remarkeil Pon to his friends. "{'il
rive them a few more! Watch them
seuttlc !

He dipped his hand into a bag and
picked out ancther orange. It was
a ripe orange—over-ripe !

If I"on & Co. had intended to eat
those oranges, they were neot very
particular about the conditiom of
their eupplies of fruit. But the
Grevfriars fellows could guess that
that bag of squashy orsmges had oot
been taken on ‘board the Highcliffe
Water-Lily for cating. It had been
taken ou beard for ammunition—next
time they came in contact with the
cenemy ! DPom, in a previous en-
counter, had been plastered with
tomutors from the Greyfriars boat;
ard he Lad made preparations for
teturning the compliment when oeca-
sion offcred. It offered now—with all
the advantage on the Higheliffe eide.

Wiz !

he Famous Five, knowinr what
was coming now, dodged !

The squashy orance missed them
andl burst ov the trunk of the beech.
But the urtful Pon had another in
g humnd, and he whizzed it after the
firat so swiftly that the juniors ashore
bad no time to dodge again.

Frank Nugent got it, fairly in the
nick, avd it squashed there horribly,
juice running down his neck.

“Hu, ha, ha ' roarcd Pon & Co., in
egreat glec,

It was iz vain that the fellows

ashore gralbod up the umn?'es to
return them. Tlwy were so soft that
one knock burst them to picees, and
they were of little use ss missiles;
and it was casy for the watehful erew
afloat to shift the boat and dodge.

“Run for it [ shouted Pon. “Let’s
see you run, you cads!™

Not for their very lives would the
Greyfriars fellows have run from the
Highcliffe enemy. But faciog a fre
they conld not return was distinctly
disagreeable. Pon would have been
delighted to ece them run—but he
was not roing to sce anything of the
kind. But the gonial Pon was almost
as deliphted to sec them stand there
and be pelted with rotten oranges.

The juniors stared round for some-
thing in the way of missiles to return
tlie dire, but tiere was nothing at
band.

Johnny Bull steoped to loesen a
chunk of turf, and got a sguashy
orapge in his car as lie did so. Bob
Cherry made a rush to the water’'s
cdge, with a rather wild idea of
swimming out to the cnemy—and
one, two, ihtee 7rotten oranges
suashed aund splashied all over him.

And Gadsby and Monson sat ready
to pull away if hic took to the water.

“Ttun for it ! chortled Ponsonby.
“Here's one coming for you, nigger !

Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh dodged
behingd the trunk of the bix beech,
- “That's one of them runming !
ehinckled Pon, “We'll goon have the
rest on the run! Hook it, you Grey-

1 &+

frints cads! Let's sce your becls!

Whiz! Squash! Splash’

Four fellows, in the open, dodged
the best thex could. ut Hurree
Jamsct Ram Singh, behind that big
beech, was uot hunting cover, as the
Higlhcliffie crew naturally supposed.
Hidden from their cyes by - the
massive old trank, the dusky Nabob
of Bhanipur was climbinzy up the
tree.

“You rotters !” reoared Bob Cherry.
“If a fellow could get at you—"

“Swim for it!” chuckled Mouson

“0h, do!” prinped Gadsby.

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Pon. “Wi've
got the cads on toast this time ! He
whizzed oranges, and the junior:
aghore, breathing fury, dudocd—nol
very successfully.

They were mnot going to retrcat,
Neither did they think that T'on
would kecp up tlis game long., Thes
could sce what the Higheliffians could
not ece—that the nimble nabol bad
climbed into the beech-tree, and wa
crawling along a lomg Lraoch that
extendfg over the water and shadowed
the Higlicliffe boat,

Pon & Co. supposed that he was in
cover behind the trunk, Had they
locked up, the¢y would wnot have
spotted the wary mabob through the
thick foliage. He ﬂiL-.amJnr:urt:‘éb from
the eyes of his friends ashove; but
they knew what his game was, and
waited — while they dodged the
mouldy oranges. If Pon & Co. P{]H]
not take the alarm and push out into
the river, anotlier minute would be
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enough for Hurree Jamact Kam
Singh—and Pon & Co. saw no reason
for alarm !

Crash! Smash! Sqguash! Plop!
came Pon's unpleasant fusillade.

Half his missiles were dodged!
The other half were not. our
fellows on the bank were getting into
a very djsagreeably juicy and sticky
atate.

The thres Highelifians bhowled
with merriment.

“Why den’t’ you run?” chortled
Pon. “Run, you Greyfriars cads—
I"EII EH

The Co. did not run! They did not
even return the squashed fragments
of orange ! They did not want Pon &
Co. to shift the boat! They dodged
the fire az best they conld—till sud-
denly that leng branch sagged as a
nimble ﬁ%um swang by its hands
at the end.

Then Pon looked up suddenly—but
he looked up too late. :

Even' as he spotted the Nahob
Bhanipu~ danghng above, the nabo
dro ;;efl and londed on his feet in the
boa

Under the heavy impact, the High-
eliffe Water-Lily rocked wildly and
shipped water over both gunwales.

Pon and Gadsby and Monson yelled
with alarm, and held on as if for
their lives.

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh, grab-
bing up the car Monson dropped, used
it as a pole, and with a asingle push

unted the boat in to the bavk, rock-
ng and almost capsizing as it went.
And four fellows, rushing down the
bank, leaped at it—Frank Nuogent
grabbing the painter to hold it im,
while Wharton, Bob, and Johnny
Bull jumped intc it before Pon & Co.
knew what was happening, It was
quite & sudden and dramatic turning
of the tables,

The Boat-Thiel!

8 CAUTFERING ensgkes !

S Billy Burter blinked round

aa he heard that ejaculation,

The fat Owl was sittine in the
Greyfriars boat, regarding the locker
as Bob Cherry had ﬂaid,%ike a jolly
old Peri at the gate of Paradise.

The vake and the singer-beer—so
near  and P‘ﬂt sa far—tantalised
Bunter, really quite like the fabled
tortures of Tantalus, But as he
heard that cjacmlation from the bank
the fat Owl shifted his gaze from the
serewed-up locker to the manm who
had appeared from the path in the
wood.

“Oh crikey !” gasped Buuter.

He knew that foxy face with its
ghary, shifty eyes!

It was Mr. Speoner— Shifty
Spooner—once the owner of the

ater-Lily, which had been =old
while he was in chokey, and had

agsed into the possession of old Mr.

aker,  at Friardale. Why =8Shift
Spooncr, when he came out of qued,
was so anxious to get back his old
boat nobody knew; but he had tried
to raid it two or three timcs. And
pow heve was the pertinacious Mr.
SBpeaner again !
Tue MaGxeEr LIBRART.—No. 1,640,
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The last- the Greyiriars erew had
seen of him, Shifty had been 1n a
stolen dinghy, trailing them up the
Thames. ‘They had bagged that
dinghy and handed it in at Cavers.
ham—Ileaving Mr. Spooner oun foot
on the Berkshire side. Now, miles up
the river on the Oxfordshire side,
they really hoped they were done with
Shifty ! Evidently they were not!

Billy Bunter gave lum a very un-
casy blink! He forgot even the cake
and the pinger-beer at the sight of
Shifty Spooner.

Once before, when Bunter had been
alone on the boat, Shifty had barged
in and cleared out the stern locker—
apparently to pinch the contents, so
far as Bunter vould make out. But
that had been in a public place, and
a yell for help had drawn a crowd,
and Shifty had departed quickly.
Here it was solitary—there was
nogbody within sound of a yell for
help—so the sudden appearance of
Shifty alarmed the fat Owl.

But if that unexpected meeting dis-
mayed Billy Bunter, it was wholly
satisfactory to Mr. Spooner,

“Really, he could hardly believe in
his goed Imck in dropping on the
Water-Lily with its crew absent and
nobody to stop him but the fat Owl.

" Suffering spakes ¥ repeated Mr.
Spooner, in tones of happy satisfac-
tton. *This 'ere is a epot of luck I

He jumped into the boat.

“Here, you c¢lear off, you know!”
exclaimed Billy Bunter. “I say; my
friends are just coming—I—1I think I
can hear them now ™

“You got sharper ears than I
‘ave [ said Mr. Spooner agreeably.

“I—1 can see them commg——"

" And sharper eyes, too, though you
don’t look at ™ gaid Mr. Spooner. “1
ain’t seen anyone about, I ain’t heard
anybody ! Sharp Iad, you are, ain’t
you "

He glanced round with his keen,
shifty cyes.

Nobody was at hand—it was clear
that the erew of the Water-Lily,
wherever they were, were at o
distance. Craft were passing on the
river, but well out on the Thames;
and as Billy Bunter cast a blink in
that direction, Mr. Spooner clapped
a hand on a fat shoulder.

“You going to ‘owl out?” lLe in-
fuired., ‘

“I—1 shall jolly wcll shout for
help, if you don't clear I” stummercd
Bunter, !

“Do!” said Mr. Spoouwer. “You'll
be in the water the next tick ! Good
swimmer

Billy Banter decided not to shout
for help ! .

“Bquat down there!” added Mr.
Spooner, peinting to the bows, “ Now,
then, sharp! Want a oner in the
cyer”

Bunter did not want a oner in the
eve ! He squatted down in the baws
at Mr. Spooner’s order.

The shifty man threw a conple of
rugs over him, Why, Buntor could
not guess. He jerked his fat head
out of that nnexpected cover.

*“J gay——"" he squeaked in protest.

Mr. Spooner grabbed the boathook.

“Yon want this ‘cre in your face—

what you call a face?” ke asked.
“You: give another peep and you'll
get it, you can lay to that!”

- Billy Bunter’s fat head disappeared
nnder the rugs like that of a torteise
inte a shell.

Leaving him thus screened and wun-
able to watch his actions, My,
Spooner stepped aft to the locker.

BEunter perspired under his cover-
ings ! But he realised now what the
man’s game was! He was not
wanted to see what Shifty did in the
boat ! Wl;g, was a mystery. Shifty,
he supposed, could only be there to
pinch somcthing--and: what could it
matter whether he was seen or mot,
when Bunter knew ?

Mr. Spooner stooped over the stern
locker.

The next moment there was a howl
of rage in the Greyfriars Water-Lily.
Mz. Spooner had made the discovery
that %uutc—r bad made nearly an
hounr ago. The leeker did not open !

“Suffering snakes ¥ howled Mr.
Spooner, ;

Bunter grinned nnder the rups!
He had no doubt that Shifty was
after the stores in the locker—as on
the previous cceasion! Bob Cherry's
gerew saved them from Shifty, as it
had saved them from Bunter.

The rugs were suddenly dragged off
the fat Owl! He blinked up at the
enraged and ¢zasperated face of M.
Spooner.

“Blow you! roared Bhiitly.
“What's this game? "Ow’s that thoro
locker fastemed up like that there:”

“It's serewed up i gasped Banter.
“Cherry did it before he went——"

“Blow him ! howled Mr. Spooner.
“YWhere's the serewdriver, blow

on P

“He's got it in kis pocket”

“In his pocket! Sunffering snakes
and cats ! howled the cxasperated
Shifty., “Suffering centipedes! This
is a go!”

SBhifty had not, it seemed, wanted
Bunter to see him rooting in the
locker. But it was no secret that
that locker was his game. He glared
at Bunter and then glared at tle
locker; and finally opened a pocket-
knife to tfy his luck at using the
blade as a screwdriver !

Snap !

He {;ad the luck he might have ox-
pected! The tip of the Dblade
snapped off in the slot of the serow,

Shifty stood breathing rage.

Twice, at least, had Shifty tried to
pinch that boat. Baut, oddly e¢nough,
it geemed that if e could have got at
the contents of the locker, he woulil
not have bothered about the hoat
itself, Stealing the boat, certainlr,
would have brought the police on Lis
track, and Shifty was not anxzious to
see the inside of the stone jug again.
Still, if his object was only to lont
the locker, it was very extraordinary.
He was running risks for the sake,
go far as DBunter could eee, of a
couple of pounds’ worth of grub.

Certainly it did not ocenr o
Bunter, or to any other member of
the Greyiriara crew, that there was
anything in that locker other thawu
what they liad packed there! Ier-



haps Shifty knew more on that
subject than the Greyfriars crew did !

One thing was certain, Shifty,
without & screwdriver, could not get
that locker open! Whatever it was
he wanted to extract from it, he could
not extract it without carting off the
boat to some spot where a screw-
driver was to be obtained. Shifty
had to make up his mind teo that—
unwilling as he was to make off with
a stolen boat om.a crowded river in
broad daylight.

“Hook it I he snapped.

And, as,Billy Bunter only blinked
at him, he grabbed the fat junior
by the back of a faf neck and-spun
him out of the boat to the shore.

Bump!

“Yoo-hoop I roared Bunter,

He sat up, and blinked at Shifty !
Being unable to open the locker, the
rascal was going to make off with
the boat itself ! He cast loose the
painter and grabbed a pair of oars.

Bunter blinked at him in dismay.
He could not stop Mr. Spooner—even
if it bad occurred to him to try;
which it did not. He, could only give
him dismayed blinks as ghift:.-
pushed off from .the bank and sat
dowh to the oars.

“Oh erikey ! pasped Bunter.

It was rather a heavy boat for one
man to pull, with the outfit of the
Greyfriars campers packed on board.
Shifty went down with the eurrent,
which gave him gome pssistance. He
was o good oarsman, and he pgot
gpeed out of the Water-Lify, And

illy Bunter, in utter dismay,
watched him through his big
spectacles as he went—till he disap-
peared among the innumerable other
craft on the river !

Putting Paid to Pon & Co. !

T G{}T em ! roared J'nhnn:r

Bull.

There was no doubt about
that! They had got them—FPon &
Co. wera pot about as thoroughly as
fellows eould be wot! The Thames
was washing into the Highcliffe
Water-Lily—and Pon & Co. had been
chiefly occupied by the danger of
capeizing.

Now, however, they had something
glse to occupy their minds. Johnny
Bull had hold of Pon by the neck,
hooking him out of the boat to the
bank. That was ewpough for Pon to
think of !

Gadsby and Monson followed him,
hooked out by grasping hands. Frank
Nugent held the boat in by the
painter—but there was water under
the bank for Pon & Co. to sprawl in
as they were bocked out—and their
legs were dragged through it

ever lhad there been so sudden
and complete a turning of the tables,
Only a minute ago Pon & Co. had
been safe out of reach, chuckling
with glee as mouldy oranges pelted
the fellows on the bank.

Now they were in the grasp of
thoge fellows: and the outlook was
anything but glecful.

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh grinned
after them from the boat, his dusky

* nabob.
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face wreathed in smiles. Frank
Nugent still held on to the painter.
Wharton, Bob, and Johnny did mot
need any help in dealing with three?
It was Pon & Co. who were in need of

hE}fPE _ )

on struggled furiously in
Johnny's grip! But he did not hit
out! 'If Pon had hit, Johnny would
have hit; and Johnny was a terribly
hard hitter. At close quarters, Pon
did not want to begin that game!
But he strugeled fiercely to drag

himeelf loose: 1
Fohnny held on te him like a bull-

dog ! harton held on to Monson,
and Bob to Gadsby! The latter two
did mot struggle. They were not
looking foff a scrap.

9

were going to have the few that were
left. They did not want them !
“Four " gaid Bobh. “That's two
for Pon, and one each for the ofhers.”
“Good ! said Harry Wharton,
“Hand them out, Inky.”
Hurree Jomset Ram Singh handed

them out.
Ponsonby struggled and kicked
and yelled and howled as 4 dusky

hand helding a sgquashy orange
approached the back of his neek!
He shuddered with horror at what
was coming. He resisted desperately.
But it booted mnot. Jolhnny Bull
held him in & grip of iron, and the
dusky hand reached the back of his
neck and shoved the orange dowa !
(Continued on next page.)

“Here, cliwek
it!¥ gasped
Gadsby. “ Look
here, chuck it and
let's get back into
our bdat M

£ Y o 3;
here—"
Monson,

“Too fond of
you to Part with
you yet!” grinned
Bob Cherry. _ 3
“You've had all : 1Y
the fun so far!
Now it's our
turn 1

“Will you let
go, you ruffian®”
shrieked Ponson-
by, wrigili_ng and
wrenching in
Johnny Bull's

grasp.
“}? ardlyl®

answered Johuny
stolidly.  “Inky,
old man, see if
there are any of
those rotten
orapges  left  in
that bag.”
Hurree
Ram Singh
chuckled and
groped in the bag
from which Pon
had been drawing
his  supply  of
ammunition.
“There are four
of the cxecrable
mouldy oranges,
my esfeemed
Johnnf,” he an-
swered.
“Bring them
here, will youd”
“YWhat <« ho!"
chunekled the
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hand. on & Co.
eyed that bag ap-
prehensively.

The Greyfriars
fellows had
stopped more than
a dozen  jnicy
fruits from that
bagr! It seemed
that ‘the ownérs
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It slid and slithered and sguashed
down DPonmsonby’s back, and he gave
a gurcle of horror as it went.

“Next!” grinned Johnny.

Thie next orange followed the first,
Ponsonby  wriggled horribly as it
went down and joined the first in
the middle of his back.

“This way now!” chuckled Bob.

Johpny Bull heaved Ponsonby
over, laying him with a bump on his
back. Then he sat od his chest, to
keep him there while Gadshby and
Monsen had their whack., Thus
Hattened down, with Johnny's weight
on his chest, the hapless Pon felt
those two over-ripe ofanges squash
anit squasl: and squash in a l{urrihly

clammy and sticky ‘way
“I—I say. chuck it, you know!®
gasped Gadsh{. “I say Oh
um! Oh crikey! Ooooock!™ He

spluttered as ever-ripe fruit wenk
squashing downm his baeck.

“Sance for the gander!” grinped
Bob. “Now ome for Monson !

“Look hera—" howled Monsan.
“You ogh 1™ )

The last of the oranges went down
Monson's back., Three Highclifiana
wriggled with horror. '

It had seemed to Ponsomby quite
a bricht idea to pack that of
rich, ripe o in the Hi i

boat, ready for the next emcounter
with the Greyfriars crew. Now, how-
ever, Pon wished from the bottom of
hia heart that he had not taid in that
supptg of amymunition. Fofturately
for Pon & o., only four of the
oranges had beén left—but those
four were more tham they wanted.

“And now,” said Harry Wharton,
“let's sce vou run! You wanted us
ko run, and we wouldn’t: but I dare
gay you'll be more obliging. Johuny,
old man, let that wrniggling worm
get up, and boot him.”

“Good egg!” agreed Johnnoy.

Ponsonby stagoered to hia  feet,
wriggling and  squirming from
clammy, squasbed orange down his
back.

“Run!" grinned Bob.

“You fool!” howled Ponsonby.
“We're poing in our boat I

“Ihda’y you teil us to rom?™
chuckled Bobh. “Well, row we're
telbing you! DPlease yourself, of
course—but you're going to be
booted til} you do.”

“The beotfulness will be terrifie.”

“Ok, you fool, Pon!* proaned
Gadsby. “You must always be
hunting for a row! Oh, you silly
asgg ™

“Bhubt up, Goddy, you fool! Look
here, you Greyfriars cads, I'm going
in my boat, and you're not going to
stop me |” yelled Pon.

“Tie that boat up, Franky! They
can come back for it later I said the
captain of the Remove. “Just at
present, they're going to run—and
Ehely’rﬂ roing to booted till they

ﬂ t ]

Ponsonby, with a furious face,
maids a8 rush towards the beat.
Johknny Bull g d him again, and
gpun him round. ., Then his boot

udded on Pon’s trousers,

Tud! Thud! sounded as Gadshy

ard Mouson received the same,
Tre Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,646,
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Gaddy aund Monson did not wait
for more! They flew! They cut

along ‘the riverside lane as it they

were on the cinder-path. Ponsonby
turned on the Greyfriars juniors—
but only for a moment. Johuny Bull
came at him with his fists up—and
Pon did not like the look of them.
He turncd again, promptly, and cut
after his comrades. And-as he Wwent
Johuny Bull's boot lamded once,
twice, thrice, speefling him on his
way. :

Pon & Co. disappeared in a cloud
of dust. They had to abandon their
boat—but that cottld not he helped;
they were thinkine at the momert
of boots, not bonts. A roar of

. laughter from tle Grerfriars juniors

foHowed them.
* “Inky, old man, you're a gilt-
prize-packet!™  said  Bob
Cherry. “Thosc swabs would have
gob awny with it if you hadn’t done
F)ur Tarzan stunt! T dewn't think
inln'fs really enjoved this same, after
ajt.” :

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ And * Bob Cherry broke off,
with a sudden yell. *“Hallo, halle,
hallo! Look !

“What——"

“Look 17 irzlled Bol. He pointed
ouk scross the shining water,

Bis comrades leoked—and saw
what had suddenly caught Bob's eye.
It was ‘the Groyiriars Water-Lily,
their own boat, moing downstream,
with a foxy-featured, shifty-cyed
man puiling at a pair of oars.

They zazed at it almost dumb-
founded.

“Chur boat!” gasped Nugent,

“That villain Spocuer I” exclaimed
Harry Whartou,

“He's got the Water-Lily !” selled
Johnny Bull.

Fwice before had EShifty Spoouner
tried to pinch that boat, wuder cover
of darkness. It was a ease of third
time Iuweky—this time le- had
pinched it, ond iz bread daylight!
And there hic was, poing downstream
with his prize, o mile below Lhe spot
where the bhoat had heen Lied up.

Harry Wharton pointed to the
Higheliffe boat! It was sheer luck
that that row with the Higheliffians
had happened, after all!  Without
a craft, the Fomous Five could only
have watched their hoat disappear,
in the hands of the boat-thief. Now
they had a craft at their service—
Pon's!

“Jump in Y rapped the captain of
the Remove,

“Oh, hat! Ton's boat—"
exclaimed Hob.

" We're poing to horrow it and et

after that thief! Buck up!”

The Famous Five crowded in amd’

pushed off. Four of them fook an
gar each, and Frauk Hugent. stecred.
Under four oavs, in sturdy hands,
the Highcliﬂ’e bont shot out into the
river like am arrow.

[CEESSNUTES

Run Bown !

HIFTY SPOOXNER grinued as he
pulled,

Shifty was in 8 happy mowml.

It was rather a risky business,

walking off with a boat in the day-
light, . with plenty of people abeut.
Eut Shifty had got away with it all
right,” He was making pretty good
speed, well-laden -as the Water-Lily
was, and heavy boat as it was for a
single oarsman.

In the old days, when that hoat
bad belonged to Shifty; he had
cenerally run it under sail; still,
sometimea he had pulled it, and be
was pulling it now, putting all his
beaf into the pull.

1t locked all clear to Shifty!

He was a mile from¥ the spot
where he had pinched the boat! That
fat schoolboy he had left behipd
could deo nothing™ but report to his
friends, when they rejoined Irim, that
Shifty had zot away with the boat.
Pursuit was well behind, even if they
could get hold of a craft in a hurry
tcbfpt'trsue himt in, Shifty was feeling
safo !

So, hard aa the pull was, Shilty
erinned as he pulled, keeping his
eves on the river behind the boati
Iest pursuit should crop up, but nut
in the least expecting it to do se.

But that cheery prin- suddenly
vanished from Shifty's face as if
wiped away clear with a dusker.”

“Suffering spakes!” he cjaculated,

He could scarcely helieve his eyes
for a moment at what he saw—an boat
that came shooting down the stream
with five fellows in it—fellows that
Shifty knew only too well.

He gazed at them! He stared at
them ! He goggled at them! Where
they had suddenly cropped up from
Shifty did not kmow. But there they
were—hot on his track, making the
Higheliffe boat airly vip up the
Thames.

“ Suffering
Shifty.

shifty Spooner was a wary man—
as cunning as a fox, and wary as a
badeer, But even the cunninge wary
Shitty could not possibly have fore-
seen that the crew of the Water-
Lily would be on the river-bank, in
the dircction in which he was flecing,
and that they would have another
bhoat at their immediate disposal!
No boat-thief, really, could Lhave fore-
scen that!

The Greyfriars crew’s luck waa in,
and Shifty’s was out! There they
were—coming: after him as fast as
four oars could pull!

Nugent's eyes were on him, as le
snt steering the Higheliffie boat.
Wharton, Bob Cherry, Johnny, and
the nabob tugged at the cars. They
niade the Higheliffe boat move, as its
owners had never dreamed of making
it move. It would really hare made
FPon & Co. feel tired to look at them.

Shifty Spooner beut to his oars, in
a desperate effort to pull clear. For
& time, with strenuous cfforts, he
kept his distance.

But, good rvowing-man as Mr
Spooner was, he could hardly hope
to pull & heavy boat single-handed
away from a lighter eraflt mapned by
tour earsmen.

He sweated at the oars, Lut the

tadpoles!” gasped

.pursuers overhauled him, hand over

hand Nearer and nearer they drew;
aud a good many veices from other
craft hailed Shifty as he carveercd om,



asking him if he wanted all the river,
and calling him uncomplimentary
names. Shifty had no leisure to
bother about other craft or to think
abont the rules of the river—he was
thinking only of escaping—if he
conid !

But he had to realise that
couldn’t!

The pursuers were gaining; but
lhad they omnly kept Lhim in sight, it
would have put paid to Shifty, as he
would have been stopped at the next
lock.

But he was nowhere near a lock,
when he realised that the pame was
up; and that, if he succeeded in
escaping, it would be without the
Water-Lily.

When that conclusion was forced
into Mr. Spooner’s reluetant mind, he
ewerved and shot towards the bank,

He chose the Oxfordshire side. On
the Berkshire side was the towpath,
with plenty of people to be scen on it,
and beats towiong up. Shifty had no
time for dodeing towlines—neither
did he want fo be collared by people
on the bank, if the Greyfriars fellows
shonted to them.

He headed for Oxfordshire, and he
headed rapidly. He grazed a canoc,
and left the occupant rocking and
yelling after him in o perfeetly
frantic manner. He just shaved a
punt, and the man in the punt, who
had been standing with his pole, sat
down suddenly. When he got up, he
hurled remarks afber Shifty that
almost turned the atmosphere blue.

Shifty did not heed ! He was going
all out for the bank—the pursning
boat coming on fast astern.

he
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“Put it on, you fellows!” breathed
Nugent., “He's making for the bank
—put your muscle into it.”

‘our oarsmen put every ounce into
it. Shifty had no chance now of
gctting the Water-Lily away: but
they did not want Shifty to get away
himself. They were fed-up with being
trailed up the Thames by Shifty
Spooner,

The Higheliffe Water-Lily was not
thiree fathoms belind the Greyfriars
Water-Lily when Shifty hum}ped on a
steep bank, lined by a wood that grew
down to the water. Among the trees
were five or six notice-hoards, warn-
ing trespassers that they would be
prosecuted !

But Shifty was in no condition to
heed noticesboards! He prabbed at
the bank as the Water-Tily bumped,
and scrambled out.

Whatever it was lhe wanted from

the Water-Lily, it had to be left over 7

till some more promising occasion,
At the present moment, Shifty's sole
object was to save his own precious
person !

The bauk at that point was steep,
but Shifty could not help that, He
had to run ashore or be collared. He

rabbed at the stecp bank, and the
Vater-Lily shot away from under his
fect, leaving him hanging.

He elambered.

Earth crumbled in his grasp and
grass-roots eame out in his clubeh.
He slipped back, bLis feet in the
water, then desperately grabbed and
clambered a%nin. panting for breath.

The Highelifie Water-Inly came on
with a rush, bumping on the Grey-
friars hoat as it rocked off the shore,

11

Leaving Bunter stranded on the bank, Shifty Spooner rowed off in the siolen boat !

Frank Nugent promptly hosked it
with the boathook, the pursuing boat

slipping between it and the bank.
Bob Cherry whirled up his oar,
Mr. BSpooner, elambering des-

erately, was at the top of the steep
nk, just getting over the tep. He
waz out of reach of o grab. But he
was not out of reach of an car! And
he was remarkably well placed for
whopping !

Whop r

The yell that Mr., Spooner gave, as
Bob Cherry's oar whopped on his
trowsers, woke almost nlt the echoes
between Reading and Mapledurham.

“Yooo-hooo-hooop '™ reared- Mr.
Spooner.

Whop!

“Yarooooop 1™

Mr, Spooner's legs disappeared over
the top of the bank., He roared, and
elled, and yelled, and roared, as e
went,  Those two torrific whops
seemed to have hurt My, Spooner !

Over the bank he disappeared into
the woeod, regardless of notice-beavds !
Hiz howls of anguish died away in
the distance.

And the Greyiriars fellows, with
great satigfaction, beavded their re-
eaptured craft. While Mr. Spooner,
howling, disappearcd among trecs
and notice-boards, they pulled back
cheerily up the river, with the High-
cliffe boat in tow.

“Lucky thing for us we bumped
into Pousonby & Co., aud were able
to capture tleir boat!” said Harry
Wharton. “We'd have been in the
e¢art otherwise I”

Tae Macxer Lispary.—No. 1,646
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Buater the Fighting Man !

£ HANES !"said Harry Wharton
politely.
And the Co. chuckled.

Fon & Co. had come back, and were
gtending on the bank in a dismal,
disconsolate group when the Grey-
friars crew arrived, fowing their boat.

The Highcliffans were glad enough
te sec it again. Pon had fancied that
they had set the Higheliffe Water-
Lily advift—as, in their place, Pon
himself certainly would have done.

So it was a relief to sec their crafs
coming back ot the tail of the Grey-
friars Water-Lily.

“I say, you're going to let us have
our boat back ! called out Gadsby,

“Here you are!”™ answered Hany.
“We borrowed it to get after o

blighter who had pinched ours.
Thanks for lending jt to ual”
“The thankfuiness is terrific!”

grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Cateh 1) saidd Harry.

He untied the Highelific boat's
painter and tossed it to Gadsby. Then
the Greyfriars [cllows pulled on up
the river, leaving Gadsby and Monson
looking relieved, and Ponsonby scowl-
ing like a demon in a pantomime.

The Famous Five were rather won-
dering what had become of Bill
Bunter. They had no doubt that he
had got back te the Water-Lily after
the cake, and had been there when
Shifty Spooner pinched the hoat.

Bunter was not likely to have given
the boat-thief any trouble, and it was
not likely that ke had been damaged.
Still, they were rather anxious to sec
him and asccriain what had bappened
to him.

But nothing was to be seen of a
fat figure on the bank when they
drew near the spot where the Water-
Lily had heen tied up.

They scanned the bank as they
pushed in, but they scanned it in
vain. Billy Bunter was not to he
sCEN.

“What on earth’s become of the fat
frump ** asked Bob Cherry. “Spooner
can't have done amything te him|
Bunter wonldn't have put up a scrap
for the boat.”

“The scrapfulness was
not terrifie!”

“Belted, I snppose!” prunted
Johnny Bull. “Still, he can't have
carrieg his weight very far.”

The Water-Lily pushed in, and the
juniors made fast and jumped ashare.
They lovked this way, and that way,
like Moses of old; and, like Moses
again, they saw no man!

“Hark ' murmured Bob Cherry.

A low whirring rumble, at a little
distance from the bank, reached their
cars. It might have been the rumble
of distant thunder; but’' it was a
familiar sound to the ecars of the
juniors; they had heard it often
enough in the Remove dormitory at
Greviriars. It was the rumble of
Billy Bunter’s snore!

Guided by their ears, instead of
their eyes, they soon found Bunter!
He was lying in the grass under a
shady tree, with his straw hat over
his fat face to keep off the flics,
slumbering, and snoring.

Tue Macxer Lisrary. —No. 1,646,
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“0Oh, listen fo the band ! mur-
mured Bob.

“Ha, ha, hat®

“ Wake up, Bunter !®

Snore !

Bob gently stirred the fat ribs with
bis foot. Billy Bunter wriggled and
grunted—and woent on snoriug!

“Talk about Hip Van Winkle ! re-
marked Bob. “He was a fool, to
Bunter! Hallo, halle, halle! Wake
up, Rip van Bunter !

snore !

Bob Cherry stooped, jerked the hat
off Bunter's face, and eontly tweaked

the fat little nose that was then
revealed.

That woke Buniter! Tis eyes
opened, blinking belind his  spec-
tacles.

“ Errggh I e gasped.  “Was that
a wasp? Something bit my nose |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh, cackle !™ snorted Bunter., He
sat up, leaning on the free, and
blinked at Harry Wharton & Co.
“You’ll cackle on the other side of

our mouths when I tell you what's
iappened  while you've been palli-
vanting about.”

“What's happened 27 asked Bob,

“Guess ! said Buuter bitterly.

The Famous I'ive grinned, FEyi-
dently, Buuter did mnot kuow that
they had come back in the Water-
Lily. The boat was tied under the
bank, onf of Billy Bunter's range of
vigion; and the ifat Owl, az he saw
them, took it for granted that they
had wow returned from their walk!
And he had crushing news for them
—news that would jolly secon wipe
those grinsg off their taces—and serve
them jolly well right!

“Soigger I said Bunter. T faney
you won't snigger when you hear that
that man Speener’'s been here and
pinched the boat!”

“Ia the boat goue?” asked Bol.

“Yes, it jolly well is!” said Buuter.
“1 did all I conld—fought like a lion,
but he was too stromg for me. He
got off with the boat—while you've
been tra.pesini about like a lot of
silly asses looking at silly scewery!
Serve you jolly well right for playing
rotten tricks on a chap! Your own
fault cutirely!”

The Famous Five did not scem so
dismayed by the news as Bunter
naturally expected.

Fellows coming back from a walk
and finding that their boat had been
Einc]md in their absence might have

eenl expected to sit up and take
uotice, But the Famous Five only
smiled, just as if it was gquite ammns-
ing to hear that the boat was gone—
as, indeed, in the ecireumstances, it
wiks ]

“If you doem't belicve me, von can
look I vapped Bunter, “The boat's
ﬁunel That man Spooner was too

efty for me! T admit it! I put up
a tussle—and jolly well gave lI.tim a
black eyo—" :

“¥You gave Spooncr a black cye!”
yelled Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha!”® shricked the Co.

My, Spooner lhad pot had a black
eye when the Famous Five had run
him down in the boat. If Bunter

had iven him one, it must have ot
cured with unusual and vemarkable
rapidity,

“0Oh, doubt a fellow’s word, as
nsual ¥ speered Bouter. I can
jolly well telt you that you wouldn't

sve put the fight ¥ did' [ eave
hirn g}hiauﬁ eye e °
“Ha, ha, ha |®
“Aud you should have seen his
noze — fairly smashed in”  said
Bunater. “J cave him my left! His

nose  was swollen about fwice the
size it was, the last ¥ saw of him!”

“The awelliny must have pgone
down awfully quick!” mwrmarcd
Bob,

“Ha, ha, hal®

“But ke got the best of it!"” said
Banter., *I couldn’t help that! I
fought him to a finish, but he was
too tough for mel! Fle cot away
with the bont! He's pot a swollen
nose andl a black eve, if that's any
comfort te you! HBHet you’ll never
#¢¢ that boat again. I's all Beb
Cherry's fault!”

“Mine ! ejaculated Bob.

“He only wanted to Ioot the
lqc:lrf:r 1 gaid Bunter. “That wax
his game, same as before! As ho

eouldn’t get it open, he cleared off
with the boat., Your fanlt entirely
Bunter's fat lip eurlal in o
tremendous sneer,
“You saved that eake!” he said

contemptucusly, “Not that I was
alter the cake, of course! T might
have had 3 slice or two. It's not

mifch I eat, as you fcllows know !
Well, you've saved a slice or 1wo of
cake—and lost the boat and the
cake as well! And I must say that
it serves you jolly well vight .

Billy Bunter gﬂﬂvﬂd himself to
lis feet.

“And now what ave we going fo
do?® lLie demanded. “Ifere we ave,
stranded, with nothing to eat! I
you fellows think I'm ooiug to walk
mmiles and miles amd  miles, vou're
jolly well mistaken! And 1 0
think I'm going without my tca—"

“About time we had ftca!l” res
marked Bob Cherry. “We're a hit
late. Ready for tea, Bunter®”

“I'm fearfully lungry ! yapped

Buuter, “Starving! I was trying
fo oet o spot of sleep, hoing o0

]mﬂgrr—hut, of course, I ecouldn’d
sleep IV
“Do  yon
awaker”
"1 don’t snore at &1l I wasn't
asleep when you fellows woke me

spore  wlen  you've

up !*
“Ha, ha, ha'®
“Olt, eackle!™ roared Bunter.

“Look here, whak are we going fo
do for tea? That's what T want fo
know ! Where are we goiug fo oct
some grab for tea:z” )

“Lots on the boat!” said Bob
cheerily, “It won't falke me long fo
eeb out that screw. Therve wouldn's
fiave heen mucl, though, if T hadu's
put that screw m I™ .

“I tell wou the boat’s wsone !
roared Bunter, “I tell you that man
Spooner walked it off! ¥ eave him
two black eyes, but that didn't stop
him I

“Two 1" rasped Bob.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yea, two! He looked o regular
wreck when he sof away! Hut he
wot away with the boat, and T tell
sou it's gone, Anpd—"



Rilly Bunter broke off suddenly.

Now that he was standing up, he
cotld sce the Water-Lily when he
elanced towards the bank. He
jnmped almost clear of the ground
in his amazement at the sight of the
Groyfrinrs boaut rocking against the
rushes. It seemed for a moment
that his eyes would pop through his
apectacles,

“Oh crikey ™ he gasped, “I--I1-1

say, you fellows, there's the-—the—
the {ih-huh-huat!" Bunter fairly
stuttered,

“There's the bib-bob-boat.” agreed
Bob, *and the sig-zob-zrub is on the
bil-bob-hoat 17

“Ha, ha, ha®

“B-b-but I say, you fellows, that
man Spooner did bag it!” howled
Bunter. "I tell you he bageed it!”
Y And we pot it back!” chuckled
Bob, “You see, we spotted him with
it, and got it back from him. We
came back in the boat, old fat man!
And don’t you worry about Spooner—
he's got over the brutal way you
handled him! He hadn’t any black
eyes or any swollem noses when we
saw him an hour ago !

“Ha, ha, ha !l

"Oh!” gasped Bunter. “ You—yon
—you gig-gig-got it bub-bub-back 7

*“We gig-gig-got it bub-bub-back,
and now we're going fo have tut-tut-

tea! Think you'd like some kick-
kiek-cake?  You* need somethin
after that fearful strusgle wit

Spooner, and giving him all those
black cves andg swollem noses [

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Yah!”

Billy Bunter wasted no more time
in words. There was the hoat—and
there was food on the boat. Bunter
rolled down to the Water-Lily and
rolled on board—and when DBob had
unwonnd the serew from the locker,
there was cake at last for the hungry
Owl! Life, once more, was worth
living !

— —

Rain on the River!

L AIN ! gaid Harry Wharton.
R “And wet rain!" added
Bol Clerry sadly.

The roin was wet, fthere was no

mistake about that.

The Greyiriars voyagers had spent
several days in the region of Maple-
durliam, enjoying fine weather and
rlorious scenery, sailing about the
Thames and rambling on delightful
shores. Likewise, they had attended
ko more practical matters in the way
of renewing supplics and getting a
whole colleetion of washing done
ashore. Then, on n gorgeous August
morning, they had resumed their
voyage, towing on fowards heauntiful
Panghourne.

Bt beautiful Panghourne was still
well aliead of them when there came
a change in the wenther,

Really, they could not grumble.
August, so far, had been gorgeous.
A spot of rain was due—or overdue—
s0 the Famous Five difl not grumble.
Besides, grumbling on their part
was quite unnecessary; Billy Bunter
put 1n emongh grumbling for the
whole party, if grumbling was auy
use,
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Briglit sunshine had given place to
drifting elonds, Fresh green woods
were weeping with water. Kain
came down on the river, pattering
and splashing. 1t eame down on the
Water-Lily—and  the Water-Lily's
creLw,

And instead of gelting beller, it
got worse !

The river, delightful in sunny
weather, was not so delightful in
heavy rain. Crowded craft skimmed
away for shelter. As the Water-
Lily tuered om, the Greyfriars
fellows almost liad the Thames to
themselves.

S0 they gave up towing and pulled.
Towing in heavy rain was neither
orateful nor comferting. It was yet
early in the afternoon when the rain
became really bad, and they decided
to look for a camp without delay.
The tent, if they could have got it
up in some sequestered spot, wounld
bave been a Loon and a blessing,

Now they were looking along the
Oxfordshire side, wlhere there wasz no
towpath, and plenty of places for
convenient camping, but for the
presence of prominent uotice-beards,
which warned off eampers.

Of all the scemery in the Thames
valley, that which leaps most to the
eve i3 the legend: “U'respassers will
be Froscouted.” Really, the Groy-
friaras crew were getting rather fed
up with these inhospitable intima-
tions.

Iudeed, Bob Cherry liad once pro-
pozed to ecawmp where the notice-
hoards were thickest and utilise them
for a camp-fire !

But something was duc to law and
order, and, after all, private property
was private properiy.

So the Greyfriars frippers carefully
respected such notices, awkward and
irritating as they were when fellows
were looking for a camp.

But pulling in the rain really made
a fellow feel exasperated with notice-
board after notice-board, especially
fellows who were wvery eareful
cawnpers, amd mnever left o sign of
damage behind them when they broke
camp and went on their way., But
careful campers had to ]]lﬂj' scot and
lot, as it were, for earcless campoers
who left paper bags and broken
bottles and jagged tins behind them,
Tlere ave campers who will fling old
bottles and diswsed {ing into the
water, without giving a thought 1o
danger to bathers, aml eampers who
will build camp-fires in the middle
of a Iawn with firewood jerked off a
fence. Such campers con  hardly
gxpect to be welcomed on the best-
tempered winn's land.

But rain was rain—and pulling a
heavy hoat in a downpour was dis-
tinetly uncomfortalle. They had to
get shelter, _

Billy Bunicr sat in the stern with
the only umbrellan over him and a
waterproof  wrapped  round  him.
From under the umbrella come =«
continnous stream of grousing-—not
delightful to the ears of the fellows
who were pulling,

“(all this a bholiday ! came from
Bunter, "Yah! You wouldn't have
got me in this boat if I'd kmown if
was going te be like this! Filthy
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rain!  Niee sort of a holiday! Ol
crimnbs ! Listen te the rain ™

The rain pattered heavily on the

only nmbrelln. As Bunter was under

the only umbretla, lie really had the

least cause for complaint.  Still,
Bunter was not enjoving life!

 When Bunter was sl enjoyiag
life, he did not keep that fact au
secret.  Rather he told the world
about it!

The truth wns that nobody
mattered but Buuter, though other
fellows often did not realise this so
clearly as Bunter did.

“8Shut up!" said Jolmny Bull for
the umpteenth time.

“I'm getting damyp all over !” said
Billy Bunter, in a voice thrilling
with indignation, B

“We're getling ratlier morve than
damp, old fat man!" remarked Bob
Cherry.

“That's vight!” said Bunter, with
bitter sarcasm. “Think of voursclf
first, and last, and all the time! I
don’t expect anything but beastly
selfishness from you fellows !

"You've got the . only umbrella 1™
remarked Nugent,

“Perhaps you'd like it!” sucered
Buater.  “It would be like you, I
must say !”

“Bhut up!” said Johnny Bull.

“Beast! You fellows may like
this sort of thing—I don't!”™ Wh
don’t you find shelter sﬂmcwhorng
Afraid of being prosccuted if you
land #* anorted Bunter, “Your'd
rather I caught my death of cold,
I dare say! This is what I get, after
all I've «done for wou fellows! 1
might have expected it, 1 know I _

Johnuy Bull, who was steeripg,
was getting o stream of drips from
Bunter's umbrella, as well as iy
share of the rain. Now he suddenl
ave that umbrella & thump, which
squashed 1t down over Bunter's head.
This seemed to indicate that Johnny
was getting impatient.

There was a roar from Bunter as
the vmbrella went inside sut! Hain
poured on Bunter as it was already
pouring on everybody else,

“Oh! Beast | Ow! Oh erikey!
I'm getting wet!” rgared Bunter.
“Why, you awful beast—look at
me! I'm getting soaked !

“Ha, ha, ha!™

Such unfeeling  sellishness  was
almost incredible to Billy Buuter!
But there it was—the whole lot of
beasts were laughing, just as if
there were something funny in
Bunter getting wet in the rain like

the rest!

Bunter .struggled  with  the
umbrella.  But there was wind as
well as rain on the viver, and it was
not casy to get that umbrella right
again. In the meantime, the rain

came down on Billy Buater.

Wlhen he got that umbreella right
at last and huddled nnder it onee
more, the Owl of the Remove was
rather more than damp!

But his prousing ceased for a
time. DPerhaps he was akmmh'lras
with indignation—but more likely le
apprehended another thump on the

brolly from Jolhnny Ball.  Arnyhow,
Tue Macrer Lisnaky.—No. 1,646
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“Turn them off at once! If they
resist, thrash them with your stick!
I will assist you, by Jove!”

8ir George gripped his stick in
guite a busiueas]i{:e manner, FPick-
ings stepped into the summer-house.

“You can keep your stick where it
is, Pickings!” said Harry Wharton
gquietly. “If you try te handle it
here, you'll go into the water, head-
tirst.” The captain of the Greyfriars
Remove had given up politeness as a
chicken that wounld not fight!

“You'd better go, sir!” said Pick-
ings quite civilly. Probably Pickings
could see a diference between the
schoolboy crew and the gang who
had stolen the dog, and the other
gang who had pilfered the apples. It
was also probable that Pickings saw
some difhculty ahead in thrashing
five sturdy fellows all at once,

“We're going !" said IHarry.
shall not stay here without leave—

“We're not going 1" yelled Bunter,
“Look-at the rain !

“Can’t be belped, old fat man "
satd Bob. "“Let's thank Sir George
nigely for his hospitality and cut.”

Pickings grinned again—with -his
back to Sir George! It was clear
that he did not dare to let Sic George
see him grin!

“J tell you I ain't goinz out in the
rain ! howled Bunter. ™ Who's that
dot-and-carry-one old donkey to
order us off ¥

“Gogldl gad!” pasped Sir George.
“To my ears deceive me! Did wou
bear that, Pickings?”

“Yes, Bir George ! gasped Pick-
inzs., He gurgled.

“"Good gad! Are vou laughing,
Pickings? Did I hear you laugh,
Pickings?"”

“No, Sir George! Certainly

“Turn them off inatantly I

“Come on, Bunter!”

“Bhan't I roared. Bunter. “Think
I'm going to get soaked to the skin
to please that old dummy:*

“NLook here, you fat chump, we
can't stay here ! exclaimed Nugent,
“Come on at once, you Owl!”

“Beast 1

“And if yow've still got that two-
pence-ha'penny  wvou  started the
holidays with, give it to Bir
(Heorge ! said Bob Cherry. “We owe
him something for sitting in his
summer-honse.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Grey-
friars party. Pickings clapped his
hand over his mouth, just in time to
repress another gurgle.,

“I don’'t know what
are, Sir George,” added Bob, looking
at the pureic old gentleman, “If
twopence-ha'penny  isn't  enough,
pame your figure! We'll make it up
to sizpence, 1f you like.”

Sir Qeorge did not reply to that

cnerous offer. He was past apeech !

e made frantic geatures to Pickines
to get on with it. He seemed in
danger of an apopleetie fit,

“Come on !” sald Harry Wharton,
laughing, and he led the way back to
the boat, through the pouring rain.

" Beasts I howled Bunter.

He rolled after them. He was pre-
pared te sit in shelter, while the
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Famouz Five tipped Sir George and
Lis man into the water; but he was
not, it seemed, prepared to do any
tipping personally ! He rolled aiter
the five, and they clambered into the
boat.

Sir George brandished his stick
after them, Pickings, behind Sir
Georee, grinned. And the Water-Lily
pushed off, leaving Bir George
brandishing and Pickings grinuing.

Any Port in a Storm !

& EEP in !” snid Harry.
K Hre pointed to the trees, a
little np the river. Great

masses of branches, fthick with
foliage, extended over the water.

It was not a good shelter; but it
was better than nothing, with the
tain beatineg down thick and lheavy
on the river.

“Good egg!” agreed Bob.

Pulling out inte that downpour
was-pot to be thourht of, if it could
be avoided. And 1t could—hby keep-
ing wunder that thick arch of
branches, through which the rain
dripped, but did not pour.

Those trees, no doubt, stood on the
irate Sir George's land. No doult
the Lranches belonged to him, as well
ag the trunks! But the river, at
all events, was national property,
free to all the loyal subjects of Eing
George the Sixth, TFven an excit-
able old gentleman, irritated by
trippers whe had gtolen his dog and
pinched hia apples, could scarcely
ohject to the beat holding on under
the branches.

1f he did, the Greyfriars erew were
prepared to tell him precisely where
he got off !

On the land, Sir Georgpe was in the
right! On the water, they were in
the right! BSir George’s objections
—if any—were going to be passed by
like the ddle wind, which they
regarded not.

The juniors punted the boat along,
a few yards off the hank. Rain came
down in torrents on them as they did
B0.

“Ihey were glad to slip under those
arched hrancﬁes. Over them was a
roof of foliage, barring off all the
wet.

“Not =0 bad [™ pasped Bob Cherry,
shaking off raindrops, rather like
Newfouodland dog. “"Not so good
as the summer-house, but what's the
odds, so long as you're ‘appy "

“The happifulpess is not truly
terrific, at the present esteemed
moment,” mumbled Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh,

“I say, you fellows, I'm wet!”

Bob, who was holding on fo a low
branch to keep the boat steady under
the trees, looked round at Buuter
with nn air of astomislhment.

“Wet 7" he repeated. * Did you say
wit, Bunty 27 .

“Tes ! howled Bunter. “Wet!”

“3it up, wvou fellows, and take
notice of this!” said Bob, *“Bunter's
wet | How did you get wet, Bunter#”

“You silly chump——"

“Must have been the rain!” ex-
claimed Bob, ns if struck by a sud-

den explanation, “"That was it!
Bet yvou it was the ramn, Dunter ™

“You DLlithering idiot!” howled
Bunter,

“This is rather thick, you {ellows,”
siid Bob. “Rain is all very well—
good for the crops, and all that-1I
believe farmers fike it!  And it
doesn’t matter if we get wet., Buot
Bunter's wet!  What's going to le
done? Think it's any good telling
the rain to stop?”

“You liowling fathead ! shricked
Bunter, while the other fcllows
chuckled.

Bob Cherry began to chant the old
nursery rhyme:

“Rain, rain!
Go to Spain!
Gro, and don't come back again I

Billy Bunter plared at him as if
he ecould lhave bitten him.. He did
not secm %o expect much benefit from
that invocation to the rain!

“Notice any difference, you
fellows #” asked Baob, glaneing round.

“Beast !” roared Bunter.

“I'll try again,” said Bob cheer-
fully, and he chanted once more:

“Rain, raio, ccase fo splosh!
Bunter doesn’t like a wash !”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled ihe Co,
preatly entertained by the expres-
sion on Billy Buanter's fat counten-
ance.

“You silly beast !” howled Bunter.
“I fell you I'm wet!”

“Well, I've done all T can,” said
Bob. “Something seems a bit wonk
with the universe to-day. The rain's
going on, althongh Bunter doesn't
like it! Nature is a cheeky old dame.
But I'll tell you what, Bunter!
What about having a spot of soap
along with fhe water? %’-:m'il have
te wash at least onee, before you go
back to Greyfriars next term. Seize
this opportumity !”

“Heast!"” liowled Bunter,

Clearly, soap along with the water
would be no comfort to him.

*Look here, this isn't so jolly bad,”
eald Harry Wharton, leoking out
from wunder the leafy room at a
watery sunset over the river. “We
counld do worse than tic np here for
the night, This isn't the weather for
hunting for a eamp—and I suppose
nobody wants fo pull a mile or two
at the prescnt moment——-"

“Hardly " agreed Bob  Cherry.
“We should be jolly well drowned a
good way this side of Pangbourne
Loek.”

“The drownfujness would be
terrific,” shiveredl Hurree Juamsct
Ram Singh. “Let us stick to this,
my esteemed chiuwms. What cannot
be cured must go longest to the well,
as the English proverb remarks.”

“I don't believe it will stop belore
dark ! agreed Nugent. *This isn’t
one of our lucky days! Let's make
the Lest of 1t here.”

“I'm webk!” wailled Bunter. & |
gay, you fellows, you conld pull up
to FPangbourne, aml we could get
inte an inn for the night! I domn't
think you fellows ought to be afraid
of a spot of rain.  Look here, if



you'll piull up to FPanchonrne I°0N
manage all right vuder the nmbrella.
There 1"

“1 suppose we can't chuck him
uwi-hnﬂr&." said Johuny Ball. * But
look here, Bunter, if you dan't jelly
well shut up, T'lI1 dip your bhead over
the side.”

“Beast " moancd Bunter.

Life scemed to Billy Bunter
weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable.
He was not so wet as the athers; still,
he was wet. Even worse than that
was the prospect of supper.  Bunter
wanted a nice, hot, ample supper and
a niee, warm, comiortable hed, He
did not seem likely to met either in
the drippive boat tied up under the
{ll‘g)llillf" trees.

ut the Famous Five, if they were
not cxactly enjoying the situation,
at least took it clhecrinlly, as all in
the day’s work.

Reasonable fellows did wob expect
the weathet to be epecially arrancod
for them from the beginming to the
cuid of a river frip.

Amdl there was a corfain zest in
making the best of a had job.

Therboat was almest sheltered from
the leavy rain. The dork, weeping
wood ashore kept off mwest of the
wind., The jumiers towelled them-
sclres as dry as they could.

Hurricanes and tornadoes would
hardly have damped Beb Cherry'a
exuberant spirits. And the other
fellows could keep smiling in adverse
circumstances.

It wag evidently judicions to make
the best of what they had ipstead of
faring forth to look for hetter, with
the greater chanee ¢f finding worse.
They decided to remain tied up under
Sir eorge’s trees.

Under a very bir, very thick, and
very wide-spreading oak they settled
the Water-Lily, with the painter tied
to & branch. ‘Then, as the dark was
evidently going to settle in early,
they began to sort out supper.

Cdoking was ount of the c‘ueatiun H
but there was plenty of ecold grab,
il it was possible to boil the kettle
on the spirit stove for hot cocoa to
wash it down.

Billy Bunter watehed these pro-
cceldlings, hunched wunder the um-
brella, with a jaundiced eye.

Noboildy scemed to care whether he
was web or not.  Nobody evenm eared
whether he had a hot, substantial
suppers It was a sclish world !

“Call that sapper®” gaid Bunfer
bitterly.

“Don’t you like it” asked Bob

sadly.
ot [ e }':a]% ¢d Bunter, “I dom’t 1*
“Then I'll tell wou what won'd

belter de,” said Bob thouzhtfully,

“ELh? What ?” ssked Bunter, hlink-
ing ab him suspiciously.

“Don’t have any.”

That suzgestion scewmed no use to
Bunter. He did have some—indeed,
e had almost as much as the other
five put together. The juniars sat
about the boat and ate their supper
and listened to the heavy rain splash-
ing on the Thames and pattering on
the trees.

After supper Bob Cherry stood up
and looked about him. It was dusky
and misty o» the river and decply
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zloomy under the trees. The juniors
hiad neticed a diteh—it was too small
te be called a backwater—from which
a little stream poured out into the
Thames between two big trees. 1t
was completely arched over with
brauches and thick foliage, rather
like a dark tunnel. Bob painted ta
it.

“What about pushing in there for
the nicht? he asked.

“That's 8ir George's,” grinned
Nugent,

“Think the old bay will come
wandering down thromgh that wood
after dark 7 asked Bob. “It's really
a ¢o8y cormer.’

Bob cast off the painter and punted
the boat closer in. But aa it drew
close to the opeling of the little
stream nuder the trees he uttered an
ejaculation of surprise.

“Oh, mvy only hat!™

2 Wlmt—}--«” 7

“We're not the only ones here!
Look 17

Close to the opening in the bank
the juniors could see something that
they had not noticed hefore.

A short distance up the runlet,
under a bunch of willows, was =a
Ca 0,

It was quite hidden from eight
from the land side—almest invisible
from the water., But with the boat
nosing intoe the mouth of the runlet,
they could see it.

“Epooucr’s  canoe !”
Harry Whavton.

“Must be!l” said Bob. “We saw
him paddle under these trees. e
never went farther en—he tied u
herve and landed. Pal of Sir George's

“Not likely " sald Harry Whar-
ton, Ianghing. * More likely the man
who pinched the dog and tlie apples.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

If was quite surprising to 'sce
shifty Spooner’s caunoe tied up there.

The canee was empty, and clearly
Shifty had landed and was now some-
where on 8fr George's estate.

What might be hLis object, the
Greyfriars fellows could not guess;
though they thought it quite pro-
bable that another dog might be
missing affer Shifty's visit,

“He's not after us this time 1 re-
marked Bob, “He jolly well docsn't
know we're around.  We shall see
the dear man when he comes back to
hiz cance. I daresay Bunter would
like to give him some more black eyes
and ewollen noges.”

“¥ah !

“He won't be ahle to et that
cahoe, out, if we puzh in!™" eaid
Harry. “There's bhavely toom to
wedge the Water-Lily in™

“We'll shift and let him pass if he
asks us nicely—unless he comes hack
to the cance with a4 how-wow under
hig arm !’ chuckled Bob. * We're not
ooing to let him walk off Siv George’s
bow-wows, after George has been so
nice and hospitable—tine old English
gentleman, and all that !

“Ha, ha, ha I

The Greyfriava fellews punted the
Water-Lily in.

There was just about enough depth
to take the boat—amd just abont
enough width. It was, as Bob had

exclaimed

¥

sald, & cosy cormer, almost completely
screened from wind and rain. -

The Water-Lily, moored im that
cosy corner, bineked the way for the
canoe getting out. But—knowing Mr.
Spooner as  they did—the juniors
thought it more likely than not that
when he returned to his canoe, he
wounld refurn with something that
did nnt belong to him. So that did
not matter at all,

Having moored, the Greyfriary
crew  began t.lmir.ﬁrepnratima for
settling down for the might. The

dusk was deepening to dark now.

But a sound of footsteps om soma
unseen path in the wood interrupted
Lhem.

“ Spooner " murmured Bob,

EBut it was not Mr. Spooner--as tha
sound of a toud, throaty, augry voice
soon apprised them, )

“ 1 repeat, Pickings, that they have
not gone. I repeat that they are still
hanging abeut. T tell you ¥ saw »
light under the trees—do gou lrear

-me, Pickingsp*™

“Yes, Sir George !

“0Oh, holy gmoke " murmured RBoh.
“Must have spotted us lighting tho
stove to make the cocea. 1'H tell

on what, you fellows—I'm gotting
ed up with old George.”

“Have you the light, Pickines? I
directed you to bring a light. 1f you
have forgotten to bring a light
Oh! Turn it on, theh ! T am ahso-
lutely certain that that pang of
young scoundrels are still hiere.  Thd
you hear me teil you to turn om that
light, Pickings, or did yon not hear
me tell you to turn of that light?”

“Yea, Sir George.”

The bricht boam of an clectrie
torch sireamed from the shadows on
the bank of the httle stream. It
shone full on the QGreyiriars boat
and the Grevfriars faces, and there
was a roar on the bank.

“There they are! What dul I tell
you, Pickings? There they arc!”

“Adsum ! aaid Bob Cherry, as it
he were answering at roll-call at
school.

And therc was a chortle in Lhe
Groyfriars boat,

“ Get Oyt ! ™
SIR GEORGE did uot ch:.

George glared at the j..
the bg-ung
inr the light.
It revesled the Grevfrines bost
bloeking the little stream o
George's stream—{from bank to k.
It did not reveal the canoe, winch
was farther up, and hidden under the
willows,
=ir George's attention was coween-
trated on the boat. Iia macintosh
streamed Tain; his umbrella dripped
water, a good deal of it aver Pick
ings. He shook his stiek at the Grey-
friavs crew.
“ S0 yOU are gfil here I he Toared.
“* Qurte still I* answercd Eob.

Pickings stomd daoa-

“"What? What?"
“Can’t lelp being still heve,” ex
nlained Boh., “We're faisly jamured

in, and it keeps us still I
Sir George gurgled wrath. Clearly,
e was not there to listen to little
jokes from Bob Cherry.
Tue Micxer Ligranr.—No. 1,646,
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“T know they were here, Pickings!
I told yom you were a fool to think
they were gone. You heard me call
you a fool, Pickings?”

“Xes, Sir George!”

“1 presume that you acknowledge
that they are etill here, Pickings,
now that you can see them with your
own eyesF”

“Yeou, Sir George.”

" Turn them put at once I

“My dear old bean,” said Bob,
“we're ol on your jnll; old eatate
bete. Wae baven't set foot ashore.
We're not going to.”

“INd you mot hear someone in the
wood, Pickings?”

“Yes, Bir George.”

“Not one of us!" said Harry. ¥ We
havem's been asbore !”

“Pah! You are treapassing here.
Yeu knew it, without my telliug you.
That backwater is on my estate.
You kmow it!” barked Sir Georpe.
“That backwater is part and parcel
of Tiptow Lodge. You knéw it !I”

“In this place Tipton " Lodge?"
asked Bob ; e

“What? Yes! Certainly it is
Tiptom Lodge !” barked Sir George.

“And are yow one of the lodgers?”

“Wha-a-t 7"

“% auppose a I:n-ﬂiga_ is & place where
there are lodgers!” said Bob. inno-
cently. “If yon're only s lodger—"

"H‘I;, ha, bad” shrieked the Grey-
friars crew, guite entertained by the
expression on Sir George's face.

" A—a—a—a lodger!” gaapéd Sir
i

George. " Good gad! you hear
that insolence, Pickings?”

“Yes, Sir George!” pgurgled
Pickings.

“Turn them out! Lodger, by gad !
Take that!” Sir George apparently
feeling fearfully insulted by the sug-
gestion that he was a lodger at T;;;-
ton Lodge, made a lick at Bob with
his atick.

Bob dodged it promptly. The bank
was well above the boat, and Sir
George, as his awipe met with no re-
sistance, toppled forward. Only
Pickinga' prompt clutch saved him
from toppling headlong into the
Greyfriars boat.

*Oooogh ! gasped Sir George, as
Lhis man dragged him back from
disaster. “QGrooogh! Oooh!”

“Keep out of our boat, George!”
said Bob Cherry warning}F “This
boat js private property ! Trespassers
will be prosecuted!” .

“With the utmost rigour of the
law ! grinned Johnny Bull.

“You'd better look after Greorge,
Pickings!” went on Beob. “If he
tres in this boat, he will break
the Ilaw. He might break hiz neck,
too, if hie doea a nose-dive into it !”

“Boy! Rascal! Insclent knave!"
gasped Sir George. " Pickings, will
you turn that gang off my estate, or
will you mnot turn that gang off my
estate?”

“Yes, Sir Gmrﬁe."

“QGive me the lipht! I will hold
the light, while you turn those young
sconndrels off [

Sir CGeorge held the torch, and
Pickings stepped nearer the boat, in
a rather gingerly manner. Johnu
Bull picked up the boathook and eye
him like a bulldeg. Pickihfs paused.
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He did not like the leok of that
boathook, or the bulldog face over it.
And there were four other fellows to
deal with.

There was a pause. )

Billy Buuter weighed in, in the

use.  There were some tomatocs
eft over from supper. Bunter
selected the ripest, amd whizzed it

from behind the cover of the Famous
Five. Harry Wharton, fortunately,
apotted bhis action In time and
knocked his fat hand aside. Sir George
was an irritating old gemtleman, but
he was far too venerable to have
tomatocs buzzed at hims. :

But every bullet has its billet. The
tomate, deflected from 8ir George,
canght Pickings in the eye.

Pickings gave a -wild howl as it
burst there.

He¢ tottered back, scraping tomato
out of his eye.

“You silly ass!” howled Bunter in-
dignantly. “I meant that for the

ol fogew ™

“Chuck it, you fat chump!” hissed
the captain of the Remove.

“The eilly old ass isn't going to
turn us out of here I bawled Bunter.

“Pickings!” roared Sir George.

* Ow ! ogh! Ow! Oh corks!”
asped Pickings, grabbing wildly at
Eis eye. “Oh blow! Oh dash! My

eye’s bunged up!”

“Never mind that!  Turn those
yourg scoundrels off ! Will you turn
those young scoundrels off, or will
vou not turn those young scoundrels
off 7" roared Sir George.

“'Ow's & man to turn them off when
his blooming eye is hun%ed up with a
blooming tomato?” howled Pickings,

oatded into rebellion. *“Can't you
wait till I've scraped this blinking
tomato out of my blinking eye?”

*What—what? You are insclent,
Pickinga! I shall discharge yon,
Pickings! I will turn them off with
my own hands!" thundered Sir
George.

He pitched down his umbrella,

grasped his stick, and advanced to
the atfack. Sir George, evidently,
was game, in spite of his. venerable
Fears.

But the Famous Five, though guite
ready to handle Pickings—who wae a

ungzish man—were not prepared to
{:1)3 Lands on o gentleman of Sir
George's years! They were, indeed,
rather afraid that he might break
if they did. On the other hand, they
cml!l;'ll not let him get busy with that
stick.

“Hold on!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton hastily. " We'll push ont
of thial”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“8hut up, Bunter!”

“What are vou afraid of " howled
Bunter. “ Wiy, I could handle that
tottering old crock with ome hand!”

“ Kick him [

“Yaroch! Why, you beasts—"
rearcd Bunter, i

The juniors hastily cast off the
mporings, They were, after all, with-
in the precinets of Tipton ILodge.
That diteh, which Sir George called
a backwater, wos doultless part of
the old pentlerman’s estate. So they
pushed out. It was only a few yards
to the river—where all the Biv

Georges  in the  Enigltage and
Baronsatage conld not worry them.

Sir George fHourished his stick aa
they went. Then snddenly, to their
sirprise, he uttered a loud howl.

4 *}w 11‘]

He ceased to flourish the stick, and
leaned on it.

The juniors locked back at him,
wondering what was the matter. No-
body hbad touched him—they wounld
rather Lave pulled up to Pangbourne
in the rain than have hurt that vener-
able old sporiaman.

“ Ow 1 re]pmted Sir George. " Good
gad! My leg!”

“Ok, my Llat!” ejacnlated Hoh.
“Rheumatism or gout, sir? You
shouldn't wander about in the rain
like this!' [Pickings! Take Bir
Gmrga in at once and put him to
bed !

“Hn, ha, ha!"” ghricked the ercow of
the Water-Lily. There was n gurgle
from Pickings, still scrapinpg tomato
out of hia eye.

“Ow!"” repeated Sir GQeorge! *Im-
Eud-:-nt young rascal! My ' Ow!

uffians! ©Ob, my leg! Pickings, I
must—wow !—go in at once! The rain
has—oogh !—brought on my—wow !—

rhenmatism again! Yow-ow! FPick-
ings, I leave you here to-—-+« Qw!
Wow| Oh gad! Wow!"

“Yes, Sir George !

“I leave yon here to sce that they
—wow! Owl! 'That they po! Take
care that they do, Pickings, or I shall
certainly — yow-ow-ow! My leg!
Wow !”

Sir George stumped away.

The light disappeared. As soon as
the light .disnppeared Pickings dis-
nppeared aleo! No doubt he had had
enowgh of the Greyiriars crew, and
more than enough of their supply of
tomatoea !

The Greylriars erew punted to their
anchorage under the biz ocak-tree.

It was only a few wyards up the
bank of the river. There they tied
on, and as they were now on’ the
Thames even Sir ﬂeur%e perhaps,
would have realised that he had mo
power to shift them farther, But it
was probable that Sir George was
fully occupied now with his suffering
leg. Aunvbhow, they had no intention
of going farther for all the Sir
BGeorges in the United Kingdowm, and
that was that!

5% I
The Famous

asleep in the boat.

For onee, Billy Bunter was not
sleeping so soundly as the rest of the
Water-Lily's crew. Generally, Billy
Bunter could have taken om all
comera in that line and beaten them
casily. But the fat Owl wus suffer-
ing from all sorts of discomforts now.

‘The Water-Lily was roomy, but
there was not a lot of room for six
fellows to camp in it, especially when
one of the fellows was donble-width.

Rolled in blankets, with the boat's
tavpanlin  over them, the Famous
Five made shift to slm}?, and as they
liad done o good deal of havd pulling
that day, and wanted a rest, they

—— -

An Alarm in the Night!
SAY, you fellows!”
No answer.
Five were
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were rather more in need of repose than Bunter.

Buuter had got wet, though not a0 wet as the others.
Havisg been toe laozy to tewel and change, ke was
still uncemfortably damp.

A tickling In his little fat nose made him grunt and

rumble in his sleep, and finally o suneeze woke Lim up.

e sat up and, being awake, maturally saw no reazon
whatever why anvone else shonld o on sleeping.

"I say, you fellowz!” he hooted. “Snoring like a
lot of pigs when a felJow can’t get a wink [

The Famous Five were mot sporing—though Bunter
ha;i beent, up to a minute ago. But they were fast
aaleep.

Billy Bueter blinked round from the boat. He did
not know what the time was, but be kunew that it
.was late.

The rain had at last ccased, and there waa a pale
glimmer of starlight from a woatery sky, reflected om
the broad, rolling river.

It seemed hormbly lonely and dismal to Bunter—as
the only fellow awake! He did not mean to he the
un}li fellow awake!

e reached out and shook the nearest sleeper. Therve
was 4 rasp from Bob Cherry.

“Oh'! hat's that? arrer marrer s

“I say, wake up!” hooted Bunter.

Bob sat up, blinking.

“What the thump!
for?” he hooted.

"1 sneezed ! explained . Bunter.

“ What #*

" Eneezed I

“You blithering, burbling hloater! Have vow woke
me up in the middlg of the might to tell me that?”
hizsed Bob.-

“1 may be catching, a cold ! hooted Bunter., *Fat
lot you'dd care if I did, ¥ dare say. But if you think

TWhat have you woke me up

I'm going (o perish of pneumonia to please you, you're
jolly well mistaken.”
“You'll perish of drowning if you don’t shut up!

I'll tip you out of the hoat! Now shut up, you pcrish-
ing idiet!”

Bob settled down aoain.

“Didn't you hear me say 1'd sncezed 77 asked Bunter,
“Look here, the rain’s stopped, if you're so frightened
of a spot of raiv. What about pulling on and looking
for an inn?” : :

No answer from Bob.- He was aleepy, and was settling
down to sleep again,

Billy Buwter breathed hard,
selfishness, but this was really the limit,
over and shook Bob again.

“Will you listem to a chap——" lLe began.

Boly did not sit up asain, He reached out in his
turn and thumped Buuter. He thumped him bhavd.

“Neow shub up!™ bhe hissed,

“Yareoh !”

“Halle! What's up®” came Harry \Wharton's voice,
a3 the captain of the Remove started eut of slnmber.
“That man Spooner turned up?”

“Old George butting in again ?” yawned Johuny Bull,

“I say, yon fellaws H

“Ouly Bupter ! hissed Bob., * He woke me up to fell
me ke sneezed. MHe fancied I like to kuow! I'm
goipg to tip him gver the side if he docsu't shut up I”

“ Beast !

“(io to sleep, you fat chump ! rrowled Johnuy Bull.

“I can't sleep ! lhooted Bunter., *“'There ain't room
for o fellow to breathe, with all you louts sprawhnp
phout the boat. I sncezed! Th:n{ silly idiot Cherry
docsn't seem to understand that 1 may be eatching o
cold ! Something hot to drick may stop it! Will one
of you fellows get up and make we some hot cocoa #

“Kill him, somebody ! said Jobnny Bull

“Will you pull up the river and look for an inn?”

“1'll tell you whot we'll do,” said Johnry Bull, “If
you say another word we'll turn out and dip your head
in the Thames! Now shut upi”

Five fellows settled down again,  Rilly
blinked at them with unspeakable indignation,

In face of such sclfishneszs as this, there waz nothing
for Bunter to do, hut to settle down to sleep again, if
e could

He waz aceustomed to
He reached

Bunter

(Continued on next page.)
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He was about to do so when a

gndden loud report rang from the
distance, and the fat Owl gave a
startled jnmp !

“Qh crikey!” gasped Bunter.

He started up, and the boat rocked.
It was past midright, and a shot,
ringing through the silence of the
Hlln%lt, was startling enough.

unter blinked towards the bank,

Through the trees there was a
glimmer of distant lights. The
sound of shouting voices come oD
the night wind.

“1 “say, you fellows!” gelled
Bunter.

No answer.

The fat- Owl prabbed at Bob

Chérry and shook him. It was rather
nnfortunate that, in the pgloom, it
was Bol's nose that he grabbed ! Bob
Cherry woke up, with a howl, as his
nogse was almost pulled off!

“Yoo-heop! What—wow!
What. 3

“I say—" gasped Bunter,

“You ngain!” yelled Bob. “You
fat scoundrel, I'll teach you te Iug
my nose off | I'll jolly well—"

He scrambled to hia feet.

“Truck his head!™ hissed Johnu
Bull. All the Famous Five ha
woke up.

“I'm going to!"” hissed Bob.

“I say—don’t play the goat—I say,
listen ! gasped Bunter. *“1I heard a
shiot--somebody’s been shot—I say—
listen——" ~

“You blithering idiot——"

“1 tell you I heard it——" shricked
Bunter. “Somebedy’s firing some-
thing—1 say, stand between me and
the bank—suppose he shoots this
wa Wil )

“I'Ml jolly well—"

Bob, about to %mﬁp the fat Owl
and duck his fat head in the wnter,

ansed. Sharp and clear from the
and cpme the report of a firearm.

Bang !

Harry Wharion & Co. on Hand !

ANG!
B It waz a revelver-shot; in

the gilent might it sounded
loud anrd sharp. arry Wharton
&k Co. were all on their feet now.

Bunter, on the other hand, wasu't!
1f lead was flying, Bunter preferrcd
to lic low and leave it to other
fellowa fo investigate. Bunter
plumped down in the bottom of the
boat. He yelled when he was trodden
on, but he did not get up.

“What the thump——" exclaimed
Harry Wharton in amazement.

“That was a shot—" pasped

Nugent.

“That fat ass eaid he leard
one——-~"zaid Bob. "“That’s another,
if he did! Who the thump is blazing
away at this time of night?"

*Listen

Shouting voices came from the
distance. Lights flashed and
twinkled from the direction of
Tipten Lodge. The juniozrs could
ghimpse them, through the trees on
the Ennk, though nothing eould be
seen clearly.

“SBomething going on at George’s
place!” said Johmny Bull. “Sousds
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as if the whole house has furned
out.”

E gurginrjr 1" said Harry.

E1] 11 E"

The juniors rcalised that it conld
hardly be anything else—a bousehold
suddenly breaking into wild execite-
ment at one in the morning, and
somechpdy banging away with a

revelver,
“Spuoncr [ ejaculated Bob.
“Oh! That's it!” As soon as

Spooner was mentioned, Harry Whar-
ton had no doubt!

That was why Shifty had hidden
kis canoe in the creek and gone
ashore and remained there! Shifty
Spooner was on Sir George Tipton's
estate—and there was an alarm in the
middle of the night! It was only
a matter of putting twe and two
together !

*We're on this ! gaid Bob, his eyes
leaming. “0ld Tipton is a silly old
onkey and an offensive old ass, but if

that man has robbed him *

“Looks as if they m:,g have copped
him, from the shindy they're kicking
up yonder!* said Johnny Bull.

”ivf e gets away, he will cut back
to that cance, of course !".said Harry,
“That's why he came by water. Let'a

ot ashore—-»"

“1 say, you fellows !* yelled Bunter
from the bottom of the boat. “Don't
you leave me alone here.”

“Qome on then, ass!”

“Shan’'t!” howled Bunter, “Think

I'm going to get my brains blown
out to please you? Btay here with
me, you beasts—suppose that villain
comes this way——m->="

“Fathead '™ _

Unliceding the alarmed fat Owl,
the jumiors pushed the Water-Lil
closer to the bank and serambl
ashore.

Who bad fired the shots, they could
not tell—but they were sure that it
was not Shifty -Spooner. He was not
that sort of man at all—they could
not picture the cunning, sly, shifty
rascal in the rele of armed bandit!
Somebody in & atate of excitement at
the house hiad banged off the revolver
—most likely old Sir George! But
even had they supposed that Shifty
carried the gun, it would have
made no difference. If the rascal
came flecing down to the canoce with
i:liu loot, they were pomng to etop
LETNY.

That was easy enough, foo. From
the bank, they scrambled through
wet trees and foliare into the path
by which Bir George and Pickings
had come along that cvening.

That path led through the river-
side wood, down to the little stream
where Shifty's eanoe was parked. If
he came flecine in that direction, he
Liad to pass them. And they were not
going to let him pass!

Sinee the rain bad stopped, the
gtars had come out in a clearing sky.
There was a Elimmer of starlight on
the path in the wood, and they could
pick their way.

They pushed np the path as soon
ag they had entered it, in the direc-
tion of the house, and Etﬂ]ppmi where
it ended at & lawn, which lay open
before them, the wet grass ghmmer-
ing in the stars,

A sound of running feet reaclhea
them,

At the house, which they could sce
now, every window was flashing with
lights. A great door stood open, and
light streamed out from it, revealing
three or four excited men-servants,
among them Pickings—and a figure
in & dressing-gown and nighteap—3Sir
George | o

Sir Qeorge was brandishing some-
thing in lis lkand—mo doubt the
revolver that had barked out the
shots—and shouting, though only the
sound of his voice reached the juniors,
and they could not imake out the
words.

Closer at lhand were the ruunning
footsteps. Dim on the glimmering
lawn was a shadowy figure, running
—towards them!

“EKeep close ! whispered Harry.

They kept close in the shadow of
the trees, at the opening of the path
through the wood to the stream.

The running man was heading for
the czact spot where they stood—and
though they could see nothing but a
darting shadow, they had no doubt
that it was Shifty, making off to his
canoe!

He was not going to reach that
cance if they could stop him!

Behind hiw, «till at a distance, men
were shouting, or waving lights—
obviously unaware of the direction
the escaping man had taken.
Unaware that he had a craft hidden
at hand, probably they did not guess
for a moment that he was heading for
the river.

Anvhow, it was plain that there
was uo pursuit on his track! Only
that single swift figure was flitting
across the wet gross.

The juniors waited! Bhifty—if it
was Bhifty—had left Sir George & Co.
gafely behind, and had no doubt that
he had a clear run in fromt of him.
He could see mothing of the school-
boys as he came in the dark shadow
of the trees, and evidently had not
the faintest suspicion that anyone
was there.

In another minute or two they
could hear his pantin breath, &s
well as the rapid thudding of his
running feet,

Then as he came close they saw lis
face in the starlight—the face of
Shifty Spooner, red with exertion, the
muuti; open aud panting for breath.

A moment more and Shifty had
darted into fhe path—and was
uttering o yell of amazement and
terror as shadowy figures closed
round Lim and grasped him.

Grasping hands were his
intimation that the
fellows were there!

Shifty's startledl yell rang through
the wood.

“Got him I panted Bob,

“Hold bim!™

In an instant Shifty Spoomer was
struggling and fighting like s wild-
cat. Something in his hand went with
a plop into the grass and was trodden
underfoot as the struggle went on 1n
the dark.

Shifty had no ehanee in a strugele,
if the Famous Five all got held of
him at eunce. But he scemed as
glippery as an eel, and as nimble a3

first
Greyiriars
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““ We grabbed the burglar and gof this ! ** explained Wharton, thrusting a wallet almost under Sir

a «at.  Harry Wharlon and Bob
Cherry both had held of him—and
threy volled over togebher on the

roul.

Nugent, Jeluny Ball, and tho
nabel) grasped at him. But jf they
ot hold, he scemed to slip through
their lingers.

Bob Cherry had an iron grip on
the collar of hia coat, Reolling over
lindly, he did not let 7o that grip
—he held on like a Lulldogo,

But suddenly he felt his prip
logse, and before he conld realiso
that the slippery Shifty had some-
how wriggled out of the eoat, Mr.
Spoone Trad wyenched himself loose
from Wharton and leaped up.

Bob was left with a coat in his
hands.

Bhifty Lownded away.,

Three fellows were jumping at him
—but only Johupy Bull mot a grasp.

But the desperate Shifty tripped
Lim 1he wexst mowent, tore loose,
and flow.

“After him !? panfed Buob,

“"Dou't let Lim oot away ™

The whole party tore down the dim
path atter the fccing Shifty, What
he had dropped whken the struggle
started remained unhecded in  the
rrass,  =hifty was thinking only of
cacape—tle Famows Five were think-
inr only of collaving him. He had
ot throueh them—at the cost of
losing lis loot !—but he lbuad nvob gob
away yeot !

Lhiey earcercd down the shadowy
path in pursait. .

like

Bat Shifty ran a startled

George’s beaky nose !

rabbit. There was o erazh ahead of
them in the dark—as he leaped into
the canoce.

“Quick ! panted Bob.

They tore on. But as they came
out of the trees om the cdge of the
stream, it was to see Shifty in the
canoe, clear of the willows, wiclding
his double - bladed  paddle with
frantic cnergy.

The eanoc shot like an arrow at the
river.

“That old fool!” panted Bob.

Had the Water-Lily still becn in
that creek, there would lave been
no escape for Shifty! The narrow
way would have beem blocked from

sile to side, The eance would have
Leen hopelessly bottled up.
Mow the way was clear! &ir

Ceoree’a own action had cleared it
The ecanoe, shooting like an arrow,
whipped out into the river and

vanished. Shifty, with whatever loot
he may have had in his pockets, was
mrone
% wFhat old ass——" liooled Johuny
Bull.

“YWell, he's zeue,” said Harry.

“But le dropped somcthing dn the
path. Let’s go back and see what it
was. Ten to onc it was hia leot "
'The juniors tramped back up the
path through the wood. Bob Hashed
vn a pocket-torell at the scens of
the struggle.
- “Here I said Havey, and o picked
up o large, well-packed leather
wallet, ]
“PThat's what le dropped!™ said
Eﬂb+

“Not hkiz own!” gruuted Johnunuy
Bulk,

“The wallet, perhaps—not what's
in it " said Harry. He jerked open
tho wallet, and the juniors stared at
a hundle of thick documents inside,
folded.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob.

There were a dogen of those thick
documentz, On each of them coui:
be seen the figurcs *.£500.7 'Ih
were bonds, and the total value » ..
£8,000. Shilty, cvidently, had struck
luck at the sufe at Tipton Lodge!

“Bonds !" said Bob, " Four—tive—
six thousand pounda! Think old
George will Lo glad, after all, that
wae put up here for the might:”

“Ha, ha, nal”

“By gum!” said Harry Wharton
slowly. “We know Spooucr’s trade
now ! e waa semt to prison for a
robbery at Pupgr.-r Court, old Baker
told uws at Friardale. Ho used to sail
that Water-Lily on the Sark and
other rivers—and wo can gucsd now
what lis sailiug excursions were for!
Now -he’s playing the same gamo
with a canoe! Bub I'll bet that that
boat of ours was uscd” for this sord

of game when it Dbelouged Ho
Spoguer M
“Pretty clear!”™ agreed Bob.

“Better get vid of that bag as soon
ag we can! Think Sir George will
cxeuse us for making a late call if
we walk in with his giddy bonds#®

“We'll chance it!" said Harry,

Imﬁphing,
¢ put tho fat wallet nuder his
Tne Macxer Lipnany,—No. 1,646,
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arm, and the Famous Five, leaving
the wood, walked up to the house.

An Invitation to Stay!

i ICKINGS!"
P “Yes, Sir Georged”
“Why are you standiog

there like a fool? Stenson!”

“Yes, Sir George?” ;

“Will you do nothing, or will you
do sometbing? Do you think it is a
butler's duty to stand perfectly still
while his master is ‘robbed?”

“0h, no, Sir George!" ‘

“ William — Henry — Thomas—will
yoy, or will you mot, catch that
villain who has broken open my
safe und robbed me?" roared Sir
George. ]

" Sir George was in o state of terrific
¢xcitement, He braodished his
revolyer.

Pickings, Stenson, William, Henry,
apd Thomas had rather uneasy eycs
on that revolver,

It had pgone off twice, fortuuately
without doing .any damage., The
seemed to dread that it might go o
again, and do some damage. ;

“J lhave been robbed!™ roared Sir
George. My whole household slept
while I was robbed! IHad I not been
kept awake by rheumatism, I should
have leard nothing, and the thief
might have cleszed out the whole
housc. As it is, he has robbed my
safc—he had it open.when I came
down! T tell you that he has taken
my bonds+! He has robbed me of eix
thousand pounds’ worth of ecasily
negotiable bearer bomds! Do you
Lear me, Stenson?"

“Yes, Bir George!”

“Hec has taken a pocketful of cash
—~hut that is a trifle! He has
robbed me of six thousand pounds !
roared Sir George. "I fired at him
at the esafe and missed. 1 fired
again as he umfed from the window
—and missed, I tell yom, be is un-
hurt esnd cecaping—eacaping with
bis plunder] - Will I‘r-m.l, or will you
not, scize Fim before he escapes
with six thousand pounds’ worth of

casily nepotiable bearcr bonda?”
“Which way bhas he gone, Sir
George 7"

“Arc you a fool, Stenson P

“I—1 hope not, Bir George!”

“Then what is the use of asking
mc which way he has gone, when 1
have mot seerd him since he jumped
from the library window ?" roared
sir Ueorpe. “No doubt be is mak-
ing for the road—probally he has a
car waiting! These thivves always
have u ear 10 attendance !

"“Nobody's on the road, Sir George
—I’'ve been on the road—-"

*“"Theu he was goune before yonu
uot dhere, Pickimgs. You have let
him slip th:m:ﬂh your fingpers! Bix
thowsand pounds,” roared Sir Qeorge,
"ppd my whole household stawd
ronnd like a flock of gecse—guping ™

“Here's somebody——""

“Those iramps again!” roared Sir
George, as the Famous Five came up.
“Those young tramga—ﬁ-"

Hayry Wharton Co. had heard
Hir Gcorge's voice from guite a dis-
tance as they came. Now they had
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arrived, Sir George met them with a
clare of absclute ferocity,

“ Pickingg I he roared.

“ Yes, Sir Georger”

“See that. these trampa do not got
away! 'They may have lind a band
in it !

O erikey!
George I

“You silly old ass !" roared Johuny
Bull,

“impudent young rascal! Stenson,
o in and telephene for the pohice!
If you can do pothing else, ¥ou can
at leaxt usc the telephoue, I pre-
surmc

“Yes, Sir George !

*“These youug rascals—"

arry Wharton held out the
walcet. Explanation in wordes was
hardly possible to the explosive old
grentloman, Hut actions were plainer
than words., He shoved the leather
wallct opent almost under Sir Qeorge's
beaky nosc,

The old baronet stared at it.

Then he took it, and blinked into
it. " Then he jumped.

“Mum-mum-mum-my  bonds
stuttered.

“We prabbed the burglar when he
WS {.‘;ﬂﬁ!ig away aud pgot this off

I-—I mcan, yes, Sir

ke

him!” explained Harry.
“Giood Tgad
PTickings, Stensom, William, Henry,

and Thomas all stared at the Grey-

friara juniors, Bir George, like a

man in 8 dream, gazed at his re-

covered: bonds—and counted them.
“Good gad!” he repeated.

He blinked at the chums of Grey-

friare, :

“What * he gasped. * How——"

“We heard the shot, and came
ashore from our boat,” explained
Harry, “We collored the thief, and
he dropped that wallet in  the
struggle. He got away in o cance he
hud 1o your ditchb—1 mean back-

wuter—-"

“Aud if you Ladn’t shifted our
boat out, ke coolde’t bave pgot
away " grunted Johnay Bull,

“If he hadanything in his trousers’

ket, he's gone off with it,” aaid

L Cherry, “But here's his coat—
ke elipped out of it to get away I

“Pickings I"

“Yes, Bip George?”

“Examince that coat I

“Yes, Sir Georre!”

Pickings examined the coat; and
from an inside pocket turned out a
bundle of three or feur dozen
currcncy notes. From another inside
poecket he turned out a gold cigarette-
cave, and amother bundle of notes.

“Good pad!” epid Sir George, as
Pickings handed them to bim. He
blinked at the various articles. "By
Jove! This—this is all that was
tukent! Good pad! These boys—
ibhcsé cxecllent and courageous boya
—have recovered the whole of that
villain’s plunder while my bhouscheld
were standing rownd like a flock of
geese ! Pickings 1

“Yea, 8ir George !

“liow dare you deseribe these
boys—these dutiful and couragcous
boys—as tramps?”

“EhLr cens

“Arc you a fool, Pickinga®”

“0OL! Yes! No, 8ir Geoorge™

gasped the unfortunate Dickings.
‘I—I—1 didw't cull them tramps,
Sir George ! You called them tramps,
Sir CGeorge ™

“If yon are insolent, I shall dis.
charge you, Iickings !”

“Yes, Sir Grorge”

“0On another ceeasion, have a libtle
scnse, Pickings! Cannot yon dis-
tinguish between a parly of respect-
able boys such as these, and a gang
of tramps? Arc you blind, Yick-
ings®

“Oh! Yes! No, Sir George ™

“My dear boys,” said 8ir George,
“I am infinitely obliged to you ! You
have rendered me a great service—a
very great service. I should be glad
to weward you fur saving me from
this greal loss—"

“Not at all, sir!” answered Harry
Wharton., “Ilease don't think of
anything of the kind.”

“Then T ean ouly beg yon,” said Sic
George, “to Took over the stupidity,
the crass stupidity of my man, Pick-
ings! Why he supposed yoio were
tramps, I canpot imagine—bat bLe is
a fool—Dle means well, but e is a
fool I You are a fool, Pickings ¥

*Yes, Bir George 1"

“Please cxcuse him ™ said Sir
Georze. " And T begr wou to camp on
my land, if you so desire, and to stay
as long as you please. I shall take it
a3 a favour! I shall be delighted !
I will not take no for an answer.”

Evidently the Greyfriars crew bad
risen very much in Sir George's
estimation. He faicly beamed on the
Greyfriare party—about whom, only
a few hours ago, he had been so
anxious to lay his stick!

“You're very &ind, sir—"
Harry.

“Not at all! A faveur—I beg yon
to camp ou my land—my scrvants
shall do everything to make youw
comfortable! 1ickinps !”

“Yes, Sir George.”

“You will place yourself eatirely
at the orders of these young gentle-
men, while they remain at Lipton
Lodge.”

“Yea, Bir George.”

“Thank you very much, sir!” suid
Hurry. “Bub wec're goiug on at
dawn—"

“You are wot going on at dawn ™
saidd 8ir George. " You desired to
camp on my land, sod you shall
camp on wy land ! I will not take no
fur un answer! Whe are you? You
Lave moet told me who you are, or
what you aic!”

“We belong to Greyfriars School,
sir,” answered Harry, “We're a
holiday party deing the Thames—"

“Gireyfriurs ! Upon my word ! My
nephew is a Greyfriars boy—lhie will
be here fto-morrow—yon shall wcct
him ! Iickings !

“Yis, Sir George !

“Tdo you hear this, Iickings?
These boyz, whom you bave taken for
tramps, are schoolfellows of  my
pephew, Stephen, Pickings IV

“*Yes, Sir George IV ]

“You will wcertaioly  roman,
and Ow ™ howled Sir George
suddenly, *“The damp—the pight
air, bhave—wow !—brought on twy
rlicumatism again!  OQoogh!l  Steus

said




B0, ¥ive me your arm into the
house! Wow! Are vou deaf, Sten-
son? Will you give me your arm

into the house or will you not give
me_your arm into the house? Wow I”

Sir George, leaning on the butler’s
arm, lm into the house. And
Harry Wharton & Co. walked back
ta their boat—to finish their inter-
rupted nizht's rest—and omce out of
Bir George’s sight and hearing they
chnekled ag they went. They found
Sir Qeorge rather amusing—much
:}:{l{&f:‘:, probably, than his houschold
id !

Salety Firs: !

LORIOUS sunshine ‘greeted the
G‘ QGreyfriars juniors when they
torned out in the morning—
rather later than wmsual. FYive
fellows had & dip im the Thames,
while Billy Bunter snored in the
boat—and the fat Owl
sporing, when they consulte
day's programme.
The oariginal idea had heem ta
snatch a cold breakfast in the boat
and push on at dawn, But the hap-
peningas of the eventful night had
made a difference. Sir George had
now made them welecome to his
¢state; and had been so emphatic
about it that it scemed a little un-
civil to decline. And it was a really
delightful spot to hang up for a day
ar so. While they were discussing it,
Pickinps canre through the wood and
called to them, touching his hat and
erinned.
“Good-morning,
men [ he called.
“Good-morning, ITickings 1%

on the

voung  gentle-

answercd Bolb  cheerily. “How's
George?”
“8ir George is down with his

roomaticks, sir ! answered Pickings.
“Turning out on a damp night don't
do his roomaticks no good. But he's
sent me down special to say that be
hopes you will stay ag long as you
like, and I'm to do everything I can !
He ain't a bad sort, sir, though a bit
peppery—he’s & good master to me,
though he do bite a man's head off
gceasional 1Y

“He did,” agreed Bob. “Tell George
it’'s a po! 1 mean, give Sir George
Tipton our hbest respects, aud say
that we shall be happy te avail our-
selves of his kind invitation for a
r.la; or two! That sounds better !

“Yes, sir ! prinned Pickings.

And he went to convey
mesgage to Sir George.

“.]-'ﬂH;;v place for a camp,” said
Harry Wharton. “And T don't see
why we shouldn't, now Sir George is
g0 niee! I wonder wlo that Grey-

that

friars mephew of his may be—some
chap we know, perhaps. Anyway, wc
stick on to-day—we'll be carcful’' not Z

to outstay our welcome.”

‘And  that being decided, the
Famous Five pushed the Water-Lily
inta the diteh, or creek, which Sir
George dignified by the name of
backwater, and landed their belong-
ings.

It was a glorious morning—and
they were all feeling merry and
Brizht, There was an cxcellent spot

gtill’
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for a camp on the bank of the little
strcam, under the trees; and Pick-
ings brought them a supply of fresh
water and a basket of new-laid eg
and another of ripe apples—prescuts
from the house.

'The scent of frying bacon secmed
to awaken Billy Bunter! He sat up
and blinked ashore.

“1 say, you fellows, ure we camp-
ing here?” he squeaked.

We are—we is !’ anawercd Bob
Cherry.

“I think I'll have my brekker in
the boat in case that old donkey
comes fooling aronwd apgainl!” said
Bunter. “Pass mine this way, will
you? Bix rashers will do for me, if
sou've got plenty of eggs.”

The Famouns Five chuckled,

‘They had found Billy Bunter fast
asleep ir the boat when they re-
turned im the night! He had mnot
awakened—till now! Bo the fat Owl
was unaware of the change that had
taken place in the fortunes of the
campers,

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at |” said Bunter, blinking at them.
“It's a bit risky camping there,
That old goat was talking yesterday
about phoning for the police. Nice
set of asses yow'd look if a Dbobby
walked in,” ;

“I ghouwldn’t wonder if a bobby
wialked in!" agreed Bob, with a
chuekle. -

That was, indeed, quite probable!
The burglary at Tipton Lodge must
have been reported to the &oe‘rm. and
it was very probable that efficials
of the law would want to sce the
schoolboys who had bagged -the
burglar if they were still on the spot.

“Well, what are you going to say,

if a bobby walks in?” demanded
Bunter.

“¥ shall say ° -meorning,
Robert | * * answercd Beb.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“You silly chump !* howled Bunter.
“It's alf right, fathead|” said
Harry Wharton. “We bagged a

burglar for Bir George last might,
and got back tons of loot—and he's
oiven ns permission to camp.”

“Oh, don't be gn ass!” Eaid
Bunter. “Fat lot of burglars you
hagged! Lock here, gimme my

‘Tlweklker—I said ['d have it in the

boat. I can jolly well tell you that
if I sre a lLobhy, I shall
Will you gimme my brekker?”

“Who's going to wait on Bunter
this morning#” asked Bob. " Don't
all speak at once !”

“Ha, ha, ba!”

“If you mean that you're not mein
to bring me my brekker here, Bo
Cherry——~
“What a brain " said Bob.
nessed it 1™
“Beast
Billy Bonter rolled out of the boat.
He blinked uneasily up and down
and round ahout. ~But breakfast
called, with a call that was not to be
resisted; and, oneasy as he was, the
fat junior joined the campers,

“Y say. theze are jolly good eggs!™
gaid Bunter, after his fifth. “Where
did you gef them?”

“"He's

_the

push off.
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“Present from 8ir George!
grinned Nugent.
“Oh, don't talk rot! Where did

you get those applea?”
“Present from Bir George.”

" WWill you leave off talking rot?”
howled uater. “Look here, if
Jou've been sneaking the old boy's
egps and apples, it's jolly risky!
Much better shove them straight in
ihe boat and hook it!”

“Why, you fat villain!" gasped
Harry.

Evidently Bunter's idea was that
the Famous Five had been robbiung
Len-roosts and raiding the orchard.

“Well, if you get rum in I shall
expeet you to own up that I had
nothing to do with it!" said Bunter,
startivg on his sixth egg.

“ Nothing ﬂx{:EBpt: wolfing  the
plunder #” asked Bob. “You Lowl-
ing ass, we bagged that wman
S%wmtc:r last night, making off with
old George’s valuables, and got it
all back—and George has asked us fo
s top—-="

“Hre, he, he ™

“We're camping here on George's
invitation, fathead 1

“He, he, he! Pile it on 1" grinned
Bunter, “You ean't expcet to pull
my lex like that! I can see you
copping a burglar! I say, you fel-
lows, that canog’s gone—Spoonck
must hiave left in the night—-"

“He left in a hurry, with us at his
heolg——us"

“He, he. hel” _
“You fat, frabjous, firumptious
freak—--~=" .

“Hoe, he, he!”

Buuter, evidently, did not believe a
word of it. IHis belief that the egps
and apples had been pinched did
not prevent him from ecoffine the
lion's share of both! But he waa not
going to believe im that exploit of
famous Five in the night! Not
Bunter! Very likely there had becn
a burglary—therc had certainly
been a disturbanee in the middle of
the night—but the Famous Five had

not copped any burglar. Billy
Bunpter was not ﬂing to be taken in
by« yarn like that!

Bunter grioned as ke parked rich,
ripe, red apples. .

| E:l.{:. you fellows, if you got
away safe with this lot, you might
bag some move [ he suggested. " I'l]

stay in the boat, ready fo push
off—"

“0h, kill him!* growled Johuuy
Bull.

“ZBerve that old donkey right fov
being so jolly uncivil!” said Bunter.
“They're topping good applea!
Look here, though, it might be safer
to geb off at once, before they find
out that you pinched them. You
needn’t worry about me—I enn cat
in that boat: that’s all right.”

“Is anybody worrying about
Bunter?” asked Bob,
“Ha, ha, ha I*

Breakfast over, the Famous Five
left Billy Bunter etill eating, and
oot ready for a walk, n ge.
on the other side, fronted the road
between Mapledutham and Whit-
church, and a morning's walk in
cdelightful acene wasa abtractive,

Tre Macuer sar.—MNo. 1,646,



24

Billv DBunter, still demolishing
apples, watched them through his
b1 spectacles.

“I say, you fellows, where are you
roing P he squeaked.

“For & walk! answored IMarry..

"{:ﬁfﬂiﬂé{?"

“No : fear!
pass the house to
c¢xclaimed Bunter.
cop you?"

“ Fathead !

“Well, look here, suppose a bobby
comes while you're gone!™ howled
Bunter., "I can tell you I'm not
foing to stick here fo be run in.
They may think I helped to pineh:
the apples—"

“Hallo, Lallo, hallo! Here he
comes ' exclaimed Bob Cherry,

A fi;ure in  ofhcial  uniform
appeared on the path through the
wood. It was a policc-inspector.
He was coming towards the Grey-
friars camp,

Billy Bunter gave him one startled
Llink and bounded to his fcet. With
snother bound, he was on board the
Water-Lily. The next sccond he
vanished !

Harry Wharton & Co, starcd into
the Loat. Blankets and rugs lay
there, not having been put away for
the day. Bunter had scrambled
under them -and -was completely
Lidden from sight.

For 3 moment the Famous Five
stared blapkly at the hillock of
blankets, Then they burst into a
T0Ar.

“Ha, ha, ha!” o

The sight of a police-inspeetor was

I say, you'll have to
get to the read I”
“Suppese they
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cnourh for Bunter! Bunter was not
groing to be run in for pinching czps
and stealing applea!  Bunter bhad
taken cover!

“Come on!” chortled Bob. " Better
leave him to it!”

“IIa, ha, ha "

Aund leaving him to it the juniors
wialked up the path to meet the
police-inspector. '

As they expected, he had been fo
the house and wanted to see them in
connection with the burglary. Amnd
e was extrcmely pleased to find that
they were able to pive him the name
und description of the man who had
cracked Sir George's safe.

The interview lasted a quarter of
an hour, during which the inspcctor
matle many notes 1n his notebook.
Finally, he complimented the
juniors on the part they had played
and went back te the house.

When he was gpone they looked
back at the boat. There was still a
hillock of blankets and rugs amid.
ghipa in the Water-Lily. Billv
Bunter was banking on safety first,

Checrfully leaving him to it, the
Famous Five eanntered awuy, won-
dering how long the fat Owl would
remain in eover, and whether he
would still be parked under the
blankcts in the bottom of the boat
when they came back.

No Luck for Loder!
4 ALLO, hallo, hallo! Know
that lot?” grioned Bob
Cherry.
Five cheerful juniors were saunter-
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ing alonr the road in the dircetion

of ?&np]caurham. A good many cars
had passed them—unheeded! But
they heeded an open car that came

alonz with four familiar faccs in it.

Four Greyfriars seniors were in
that car! A week or two ago the
Famous Five had encountercd that
party. lower down the Thames.

Loder and Walker of the Sixth
Form, Hilton and Price of the Fifth
Form, stared at them from the car.

Bob Cherry politely waved his hat,

Three fellows scowled at him in
refurn; Hilton pgrinned. Loder of
the &ixth gave the juniors the
blackest of black looks.

He spoke o the chauffcur and the
car slowed down,

“Dear old Loder!” said Bob., " He
can't forget the little shindy we had
down the river! He doesn't sccem
pleased to see us I

“Silly ass!”  pgrunted Johnny
Bull.  “He can't forget that he's
a prefeet at school, and he fancies
he can come the prefect in the hols!”

“EKeep clear I gaid Harry, “ We
don’t want another row ¥

“Looks us if Loder does!™ said
Bob.

The ecar came to a halt belore
reaching the Famous Five, So they
had to pass it at a halt as they went
on their way, Gerald Loder threw
open the door and EtEp(FE{] out,

“Hold on!” said Loder, in a very
disagreeable fone,

He stepped in front of the juniors.
There was & walking-stick in his
hand., The Famous Five stopped,
cyeing Loder warily.

James Walker and Bteplhen I'rice
stepped from the car.  Hilton sat
where he was, lecking bored,

“Cluck it, Loder!™ he called out.
“Don't play the goat bhere on a publie
road !

“You can shut up, Hilton!”
retorted Loder. " I'm net likely to
Iet those young scoundrels get away
without a licking now we've dropped
on them arain, after what they
did !

“Olbi, don't be a goat 1™ said Hilton.
“The kids never did any larm!
They were taken in that time they
camped at your place, and they'd
Liave explained if you hadn't started
by kicking up a row. Aud I

“1 said you ecan shut up!”
Loder.

Hilton shrugged his shoulders and
sut looking on.

“Now, you young robicrs?!” waid
Loder, eycing the Famous Five.
“You trespassed at Thames Nook and
put up a fisht when I ordered you
off. Now you're going to be sorry
for it! You first, Wharton! Bend
over Y

I:-?Eh?”

“Bend over ! rapped Loder.

Harry Wharton laughed,

At Greyimars School, that order
from a Bixth Form prefect witl
whopping privs had to Le obeyed
Ly a junior. But in the Lolidays,
ou & road by the River Thames, it
hudn't! No member of the Famous
Five was likely to beud over on the
Mapledurham road at Loder's com-
mand !

“Tell us another funny story,
Loder!” suggested Bob Cherry.

gaid

12



*I've told yon to bend over, Whar-
ton 1" apid Leoder grimly.
<*And I tell you not to be a fool I
retorted the captain of the LRemove,
Will you bend overf*

“Hardly ¥

“Collar him, Steve, and beund him
over ' said Loder.

Price. hesitated. He was a Fifth
Form man, much bigger than a
Rewmovo fellow., But he did not like
the loock of the captain of the
Remove, It was clear that there was
eping to be gome kard hitting helfore
Wharton was bent over,

“Do you lear?” spnapped Loder.
“Collar him, I say!”

Price made up his mind to it, He
advanced won the weaptain of the
Remove and grabbed Lim by the
shoulder.

Harry Wharton's fist came oul
rather like o hammer. It crashed on
Price’s nose and Stephen Price went
over backwards in the grass verge
Iresidle the road as if a canuon-ball
Lhad hit him! He roared as he
landed on his back.

“Man down!” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Ow!” roared Price. He sat up
in the grass with his hand fo his
nose, crimeon trickling between hia
fingers. “Ow! My nose! Oh! Ow:”

“By agum ¥ gasped Loder.

He made a movement towards the
Famous Five, Walker following Lim.
Loder shonted to Cedrie Hilton, who
was still sitting im the car, leoking
oo with a frowning brow. .

“Back wup, Hilton, you
ags! Come %.\{rm, will you 7"

“Comin' ™ answered Hilton.

He stepped from the ear.

“Back up, Irice!”
Walker.

Steplien Price staggered to Lis feet.
His uesc was streaming red and his
eyes were plinting., Price was not
wach of a fighting-man, but that jolt
on his nose scemed to have ronsed hig
fighting blood, such as it was.

The Famous Five drew togeiber,
backing away,

They were fwll of pluck, aud full
of beans, but good men ns they were,
they bad no chanee in a hand-to-hand
tusgle with four bhig seniors. Loder,
evidently, lhuad leen wursing  bis
vengeance cver since that row down
the river, and now he had a chauce
of letting it rip. That unezpected
meeting on the Mapledurham road
was rather wunfortunate for the
Famous Five. They were unwilling
te take fo ilicir beels, Lut Lind they
been willing, there was no chance.
Loder had them now !

“Now collar themm 1™
Loder grimly.
cach, all
Now——"

“Very entertainin® for the publie !
drawled Hilton. “Dou’t you think

ou'd better keep it for Greyiriars,

er "

“I'll plense mysell about that.
Come on and collar the young cads!”
gnarled Loder.

“You rolten Dbully!™ said Doh
Cherry, his eyes gleaming., " We'll
give you a tussle before you get busy
with that stick! You're a rotter,
Hilton, ¢4 Lack up that bully [”

slackin’

exclaimed

said Gerald
“I'll give thom six
ruupd, with - this stick!

EVERY SATURDAY

" Who's backin’ him ap® drawled
Hil%n}ila‘ ;

“Oh! Aren't you?" asked :

“Not at all I . i

“Der’t you be a fool, Cedric!™ ex-
claimed Price. “'Look at sy nose!
If those cheeky youmg sconmdrels
bave the cheek to put 4 gerap
you're %:!Jing to lemd a hapd-—see?”

“Quite ! assenfed Hiltom. “I'm
zoin® to lend them & hamd!™

“What?” roared Loder.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob.

Thie two parties were facing one
another on the grasa by the
road. The chouffear, from the car,
stared on in surprised interest
Peug}ﬂ passing in other cars gilanced
at the seene. It was, as Hilton re-
marked, entertaining for the public.
Loder of the Sixth did not, it seemed,
care a boiled bean about thet!

Hilton coolly pasged over to the
juniors’ parl:i and ranpged himself
along with them, He pushed back
his cuffs.

Loder, Walker, and Price glared at
him in rage and astonishment.
Hilton, with all his dandified ways,
wag the best man of the four when it
came to scrapping. The odds were
very altered pow. Four big seniors
against five juniors were overwhelm-
ing; but three seniors against five
juuniors backed up by a scnior was
a very different proposition.

“Come on, Loder, if you imsist!”
drawled Hilton.

“Lock here, howled
Price.

The Famous Five grinned. Hilton's

ction was uncxpected on both sides;
Tmt it was a windfall to the jmmiors.

“Good man!” said Bob, with a
chiuckle. “Come on, Loder! Come
on, Walker! Come on, Price—if you
think vour boke will stand auy
more.”

But the cnemy did not come oun.
Loder would have come on if Walker
and DPrice would have backed him
up. But it was clear that they were
not going to.

“Why not call it & day?” sug-
cested Hildon, with a grin.  “You
cau whop these young sweeps pext
term at Greyfriars, Loder.”

“You checky fool ¥ roared Loder.

“Oh, chuck it!" said Walker.
“What's the good of rowin'?  1We
don’'t want to get to Price’s place
with prize noses all round I?

Price went back to the car and sat
in it with his handkerchief to his
nose. James Walker followed him.
That settled it! Loder, with a glare
of rage at the chums of the Remove,
put tle stick wader his arm and fol-
lowed thoem.

“Much obliged, Hilton!"”
Hurry Wharton, laughing. g

“ O, don't mench ' yawued Hilton,

Aund he walked over to the car.
Three faces there scowled at him.

“Like me to come on, EStever”
drawled Hilton. “If you're tired of
my company—"

“(ict 1n, you aes!™ srunted Price.

Iilton got inte the car. Loder

ave the Foamous Five a final glare.

“I'll sce you again, some time!”
Lie growled.

“Always a plcasure te sce jour

Cedrige—>
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" bonny {ace, Loder!” answered Bob
Chierry alfably.
The bully of the Eixth made no
N%!j to that. .
< snarlad to the chauffenr and the
car got into motton, Hilton waving
2 hand to the Famouns Five as it
went. The five watched it disappear
in the distance towards Whitehurch,
in which direction lay Ti{.\tun Lodge.
Bob Chorry, Lot g thats. the
T ‘s e that's the
last we shall see of foder!” :
And the Famous Five went on their
way, dismissing Loder & Co. from:
their sminds—and @ liktls puessing
where, and whem, they were to sce

them apain.
Quite a Surprise {
L EASTER I
That was Billy Bunier's
cheery preeting whep 1he

Fa'ﬁﬁuﬁ Five came tmck from their
walk.

Bunter was sitting im the hoat,
having sapparenmtly emerped from
cover duriby their abeemce, Probably
bs had fouwd an Aungust morning hot
under so mwany blankebs and rugs.
He blinked at the chums of the
Remove with & withering and
devastating blink, ay they arriwed pb
the camp. -

“Hallo, kallo, halle! Not run in¥*
exciaizmed Bob Cherry,

“1 jolly well kept out of sight
while that bobby wae around!™ said
Bunter. “Hew did you fellows dodge
him?*

“Ha, ha, hat¥

“Blesged if T sce anything tfo
cackle at! Look here, let’s pet out,
now you've como back!” howled
Buunter.” “Don't even stop to bag
auy more applee! That bobby may
come back any minute—"

**You pifling prize porker!” roared
Boly Cherry. “Don’t we keep on
felling you that we're here on old
George’s special invitation?”

“0Oh, don't be a silly asa! Are .
going, or not?” roared Buntr-

“Wot, fathead !™

And the Famous Five, hungry aiter
“their walk, began to make prepara-
tions for lunch. There was a suddcn
yelb of alarm from Bunter.

“1 say, you fellows, look out! ilcie
comes that mar Pickings!™

The Famous Five did not share
Buuter's alarm at the sight of the
man Pickings. They gave him cheery
nods as he came up. He had a large
rush basket in hiz hand.

“8ir chrge*a compliments, and
perhaps  vou'd aoccept  eome cold
chickens,” gaid Pickings, touching
" 333{" key ! Bunt

“Oh erikey ! pas unter,

“And Bir Iﬂeargga P:.:iill come down
and sce vou—if his roomatiz will let
Lhim,” added Pickinga.

“1We'll he jolly glad to sce his
nibs and give him our best thauks
for the chickens,” said Bob.

“Yes, sir! Certainly !”

And Pickings touched his hat agap
and departed, Billy Bunter blinking
after him in wonder.

“I—I—I say, you fellows, you—you
—rsou don't mean to say that that old

Tueg Maegxer Lisrary.—No. 1,646
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donkey romlly has asked us {o atay?”
ga:pcg the amased fat Owl.

“He's anked us,” grinncd Bob. "I
dare say you can push in with the
rest.  Like cold chioken, Bunter?”

“Oh ecrikey!” said Bunter.

He foirly bounded ashore.
It was a8 very cheery lunch. &Sir
Geor

, evidently, was going to be

hiosp tlbie—whiu]{." really, was up to

him, considering what the Greviriars

erew had dome. -No doubt the old

tleman’s bark was woree than his

te, and he improved om acqyuaint-
ance.

The Greyfriars crew rather con-
gratulated themselves on having hit
upon whot was, after all, a loapit-
nble spot as a oceatre for cxcursions
up and down and round about for
the next day or two.

But lunch was barely over ‘when

# change, as the poet remarks, came
o"er the epirit of their dream | There
were foo on the path in the

riverside wood, and a startled voice
suildenly exclaimed : ;
“@rent gad! That erew—her:!”
The Famous Five jumped to their
eet. They koew that voice—the
tlulcet tones of Gerald Leoder of the
CGrreyfriars Bixth!

Four fellows were coming through
the wood.. They had been saunfer-
ing, but a} the eight of the Urey-
friars camp on the edge of the
stream, three of them came runnin
—Hilten atrolling after them wit
& grin on his face.

Loder, Walker, and Price stared at
the cnmpers—or, rather, glared at
them !  Harry Wharton & Co. stared
back, equally surprised by the un-
expected mecting.

“You—here!” roared Loder.

“Us—here!” agreed Bob Chercy.
“Fancy meeting you, Loder! You
keep on turning up like s bhad-
penny !*

-Greylriars.

THE MAGNET

“What are yoi doing herc?”
whonted Price. 7

o Enm in '.u
Whartcrg. .
Licre 72

“QOh, my hat!” pgas
suddenly flashed ints his mind.
“0Old George said his Greyfriars
nephew wan._-cpmin?- to-day-—and his
name was Stephen !”

“Oh!"” gasped Harry.

“What do you mean?” soarled
Yriee, “You've not -scen” my uncle!
You'd bhave been booted oft if -he'd

answoered Harry
“What are you doing

Lkpown you werc here! He's pretty
fierce on trespasscrs and  river
hooligans |*

“Oh crumbs !”eaid Nugent blapkly.
It dawned on the Famous Five!
Sir George's nephew  Stephen was
Btephen Price, cspthﬂ Fiith Form at
That party in the car

on the Mapledurham—Whitechurch
road bhad beenn headi
Lodge when Loder stopped for n

glindy |
i Wyﬂl, my only. hat! said Boh.
“Who'd have. thought it?”

"“You check jnun_gedm:}wdrel s
said Price. Heo rub his nosc, .
which was red and raw from

uncle can’t

YWharton's punch. ;rd Belr o
Yo iy 1}

know you're here—jyou

kicked out, or run in—-
“He docs know!” said Hurey:

- *“Don't tell lies, you young rotler!

You're trespassing here, the same ax

¥

you were at’ Loder's place down the
Chuck their rubbish into the

river !
boat, you . fellows, and chuck them

Bub, as it

for Tipton.

Get out while the geoin's gotd—
what ¥
The Famous Five stoed in a haneh,

- rather uncertain how to act,

Now. that they lcarned that Sir
(Gicorge’s  Glreyfriara nephew wan
Stephen Price, they were not keen to
stay. On the other hand, they were

there by invitation of the owner of

the property, and did not like bein
ordered off. It was an unex
ond rather knotiy problem, But ther
were givem mo time to solve _:E
TLoder of the Bixth was tee im-
paticnt to go into action. )
Loder ned the hall by landiog
a hefty oll):::cl: at ‘the spiritetove,
which would have lifted it into the
beat lad not. Billy Bunter bren in
the way. As it waa, it landed on
Bunter's fat circumfercnoe, and the
Owl of the Rcmove sat down with

a loud yell,

“Stop that, Loder, you bully!”
shouted Bob.

Loder's: answer wos o smack that

made Bob's head ring.

That did it!

Loder was follewing up his smack
when Jolmny Bull E;:-tb ed up the
frying-pan that had been used in the
cooking for lunch and landed it om

Lodex's lecad with a bang that
dented  the [Irying-pan! KA
fruntic roar secemcd to hint that

Loder's head had been dented, teoo!

“Back tp!” roared Bob.

“Chive the cads beans:” yelled
Johnny. |

Bothh partics went inte vigorous
nction, Hilton, who was the best

- g A . fighting-man in the semior party,
piter o6 exclaimed Pricr, | He L850 Nugeat and the mabob wnd

Hilten, lounging in the rear. “Lend
us & hand here, Cedric, to turn these
trespassing young rotters off I

* Any old thing ! drawled Hilton.
He gave the Famous Five s grin.
“Hadn't you better cut? You can't
keep on playin® this game, you know !

“THE SCHOOL

Every

“TRAIL OF PERIL!”

Starrdag Tom Menry & Co, of
St. Jims in the wilds of Brazil,
whers they find themselves

up agalnst savage Indians and
ruth bandity in thelr scarch
for o lost explorer.

The

Of all Newsagents. Everv Wednesday o

ON STRIKE!"”

MAGNET reader simply must read this oxciting
story of their famous author’s schooldays
woods of Canada—telling how thc chums of Cedar Creek
protested dgainst the sacking of their school téacher,
Other star attractions in today’s GEM include—

in the back-

** THE BENBOW
ADVENTURERS!”

Go with the chums of the
school-ship on the treasure-trall
and be thrilled |

GEM

drove .them” both before him, grin.
wing as he punched. Loder Empplﬂl
with- Johnny Bull, and Walker. with
Iiavry Wharton., Price tackled Bob
Cheryy—but lie gave ground, Bob

-

following him wup.
B:ll.“- Iib was {‘im only one of the

combatants on whom fortune smiled,
The others were full of pluck and
full of fight, but big scniors were
too big and heavy for them. And
I'rice, theugh be put mp & -poor
:Et‘ﬂl[];, kept Bob too busy tuv go to
the help of his friends,

Johuny Bull, resisting ferecly,
went crashing into the Water-Lily,
htuirled there by Loder. Harry
Wharton, fighting to the Iast,
followed him, piteﬁcﬂ in by Walker.
Nugent and the nabob had fastcned
on Hilton, and were beginning to
get rather the better of 3t; but the
dandy of the Fifth gave them plenty
to do,

Loder and- Walker rushed back to
collor Bob, who was pressing Price
of the Fifth hard,

“Back up!” f“l‘"‘.ﬂ Jolhnny. He
rubbed his head, which-bad banged
vii a thwart as he was pitched in,
and scrambled ont of the boat again.
Horry Wharton, gasping, was after
him like a shot.

“Oh crikey ! pasped Billy Bunter,

Bunter had bundled into the boat.
Ile sat there watching that Homerio
combnt through hia big apectacles.
1t did not scem to occur to Buntex
to lake a hand in it—mot that his
fat ‘!mmi would have been of much
use !

{(Continued on puge, 28.)
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TMGREYFRIARSHERALD

(Continued from page 2.}

“Hslf-a-mo’, sirl” uye'.ilad Jolly. "I
beleeve I can sep——

Before he could &nish’ his sentence
the tall, du!tmemhad mar of Bir
R Tove ] S Whatrr o be,

¥ Jove uu iﬂrm on hbe
Birchemall1” he bhnkmg
astonishment - thre h his monpoel m
“More important still, have you, found
mg diamond skarfpin?”

Yes, sir! Hore it is!"”

ery v stared in amasement at
Jolly. The 'knpt.m of the Fourth was
holdi ng aloft & glittering diamond
nhrip 1

erick stalked into the study

und ﬂgmmmad tha lpmm of jewalle

dﬂmlth ted grin apr

Jwa! I#'s minel = How
tup "1 he eried. “Wheah did you
Enintha bally ' thing, tah1”

the Head's beard grinned
Jolly. “It mmt have got caught up
in his w you he were
looking st the a‘::garetta-csnrdl o

113 G“tﬂ Ptl-"
Sir Frederick simply bheemed.
"Th:nh awfully I bhe oried. " ¥You
can all to the tuckshop for this,
h.p 8, an Im.ve & wackin' grafe fesd.
the tuckshop dame to put it on

account "
c(:ﬂnuuf " cheerad Jack Jﬂ!l]r &

“Horry to have t-ruhhlad nﬁm
siall, desh man,”
Froderick, as he turﬂﬂd to go. "But
all's well t-‘hat ends well, what, what!”
*#Yes, - -~ rather Sir Frederick 1"

nned the Head.
And. when Dr. Birchemall cancelled

eir wh and restored their
%halhrﬁ.t m?tck Jolly & Co. felt they

hm:l reblly done rather well in their role
the Barbers of Bt. Sam’s{

GOURMET'S GUIDE
TO GREYFRIARS!

By PETER TODD.

(Editor’s note:—We chose Toddy to
wirile {his article in gaﬂfsrmca to
Bunter, because a “gourmelt” i
defined in the dictionary as & “ dis-
mmwﬁm; judge of food.”  Bunier
daern’t dwcrimanale. Be thinks all
tiick ¢2 good and lefs it go at thatl)

IHGE:I your taste, desr reader, run to
cavisre or pets de foi gras? If it
does, you camnot do r than drop
in for s snack on Lord Mauleverar of
tha Remove, or Hilton of the Fifth.

On the other hand, you may feel 2
?raia:mw for enails in mspio or fried

* lege. In this, you will be well
Eﬁ“}?fm” "““N o D

a ier cn Napoleon
in Btudy No. 10 Rae

sheer perfeciion in slabs of

For
Imumha!& bread, delicstely flavoured
with the lightest scraps of butter, you

must try tea in Hall. A

featurs of this table d'hote is
intrigui nor they serve with
rt, in guaintly muge, bearing
-on_ them innumerabls scars that
codaim - their great antiguit Er‘ﬂ.o.
liquor is bumerously dubb-&g “tea,”
but what it really ia remains & clossly-
gutrded secret,

simap

The gourmet who is secking & new
sensation in fish should make kis way
to the Becond Form-room and try
herrings fried onm ra. ‘The
peculiar saroms accompuanying this
&Hhﬂcylametblthamﬂmtﬂm
forget, nor will he fail to be amuse
by. the fmmatmg a;%:ancg of eating

herring with of either
knife, fork, or plate,

Bepiors' toast
another specialit
ofroxciti ng new
look. ‘This unigue toast bears- a
striking resemblance to s slice of
m:ud the mihilarity is emphssised

the flavour which is very m

in. to that of half-consumed coal.
Do Emw feal hlm atmphqfh
really differently? en dant

leave Greyiriars without paying a visit
tﬂﬂtuci 0. 13 for sosses a la Cherry.
erry menages to do them ac

that ove half remains raw whils thu
other half is fried to & deep shade of
black is & mystery., But he does—and
the result must be chewed to be
belicved |

Y should like to enlarge on the queer
tuckshop buns that break into piechs
w you bounce them—ia apanuhtﬂ
on the secrets of House Irish stew—and
to describe many other rare and thrill-
ing !urpr:ms that await the gourmet

when he visits Greyfriars; but, alas,

pre
which oconnaisseiirs

-ﬁlﬂtﬁ iz no room for more |

DERIDED DUCK SAVED
COKER A DUCKING!
Says GEORGE POTTER.
When Coker found Greene and I in

the’ big bathing pool near our seaside
hotel before b er ON® morning, un-
disguised scorn lmd contempt flooded
Iﬂtﬂ his mggﬁd

LE; hat ! yuu ve come down to

he shouted from

ﬂm 'herrm “And you
call yourseives swim-
mﬂnl Ye godsi"
_ “What's wrong with -
1" 1 bawled back
from the tilted turn-
table which was jusb
projecting me into th& :
watar.

"Whl‘l:'l mn%ﬂ
it  hooted ko,
after T had dived and
eome up again,
“Bverything,
Wuna, to anybody but

softy | Thae
n ht place for a man
who can swim is the
sea—not & glorified
duckpoad fuli of
ruhhar toys! Look at

'"L oks good to
mul” I welled, as I
floated towsrds & big coloured buey
for & spot of acrobatica,

“Bame There!” comcurred Greene,
from the side of the

It did lock too, with tbﬂ enr
morning nmﬁoi hghtmg Elg-

freshly clesned terraces I-].'l
brightly -hued sunshades

tables at the sides i:reakmg up thn
scene with patches of shades. Person-

d by fegs is|gieen
uhas should not over-{ . .4

The foel of tha pool !

23
‘ally, I thought that at that bour of the
day, the re ullr of
patroas had od - it, the

sWimimin fooked ite he-.:t

Guke gnqmudpml ‘think that there
wasn't’ s beat. Hﬂ gl
belligerent

ared down 2t us

. “ Pr.g:};' [ge paid. ; quba all] ngﬁ’t
or namby-pamby kids er for girls w
don't Mke getling their tﬁmnmg
costumaes wet. Bui for chaps like you
and Greeney, it's absolutely futilel
Fancy swimming ‘sbout amongst s oal-
lection of kide’ toys] Look it that
deshed duck I

He. pointed a scornful fin
blg _infiated _mi;-bar duck that was

Hoating by underneath the chute.

e and I grioned.

“Juﬂ‘; duck, I think 1" Gra-ma
e're not all ﬁ.rnug swim-

r &t &

provides s bit of un i;r: be mnau.

: on that

I’ I m._
™

hat! I

“Me? T'd wltnh 1t{ﬂqu
ng‘ asiride .thet

worldn't be meen si
object for a fnrt I'd sooner
drown| T’
Wlut else Coleer would have done
mmuna& unsaid, for at‘that moment.
unlocked-for thing happened.
Etﬂmr fmi drawn very near to the
top of ths chute in- his excitement.
Now he sudd lb!t hiz footing and
slid over the

Yelling and d‘mﬂg wildly at the
sides in an effort to-stay his progress,
Coker shot down the chute..

Greens and I waited for the big
splash when he hit tha water.

But it never came!. By a stroke of
amnnn% luck, he lsnded r:ght gn the

the floating duck, and the
&nnk was jast enough to break
his fall. And instend of the big l‘g“hsh
we had expected from Coker's
carcase, we got just & few in ﬁmnt
drops from Coker's feet. ha next
thing we knew wu that Coker.was
fltﬂddn!téldﬂ' h duck he 'hu-d just
een deridi o8 n ih:mua
l'.ha ﬁﬂ;pl!ﬂ n{-ﬂhmmfgaﬁ velling

eip

"ﬂﬂma and get me out of this, you
idiots |¥ h& rosyed. < Bwim over hers
and push this deshed thing to the side

fore I lose my bal-
ance and fall in ™

“But isn't that what
you ‘want to :I:-!“

- “EnY" Coker. g
ﬁmdmh]r "Hr lhne:,

ﬂiud ;!md:r Thi
1 want the samwe
happen to my hat and
bhe reat of my
clobharf®

frmw ;
_ E;:a,' Hhan l.ua-t mn
fing on a kid's toy

in s silly bathing
pool T I sang out

! "W’!inﬁ ho " grinned
“You wsaid
gtm rae]f fmfd sooner
rown and you
wouldn't do it for &
ﬁrﬂ:nﬂ You won't
retched toge, old ch tfgi!:t . IIE"
w O B ot you ™
Coker g

gasped. ha over-
| balanced and fell in. Hﬂ- swam ta the

1 side mudedmdmthnckmtha

hotel to

fell in
he couldn’t hel

When his feelings cam dﬂ- sufffs
ciently, we shall hear all about it



28

GREYFRIARS
to the RESCUE!

(Continued from page 26 )

It was & . tremendous weljef to
Steplien DPrice when Loder and
Walker rushed up and grabbed Bob
Cherry. Price had had two more on
his already damaged nose—and it
woa spurting red.

“Reseue!” yelled Bob, as le
strugzled with the two Sixth
Formoers,

“Coming !" panted Wharton,

And he enme with a breathless

rush with Joliiny, and they hurled
themselveas into the fray agnin
Three juniors and tlree. seniors
“mised in'a wild -and whirling mix-
up. Size and weight were against
the juniors—but they put every
ounce into it! And Nugent and the
nabob, having at last downed Hilton,
came facing to their aid and mixed
in the mix-np Bat Hilton, seram-
bline up, came racing after them,
and he also mixed in,

It wnz a battle roynl now, Billy
Buntér watching 1% with poppin
eves. There was a sudden squen
from the fat juwnior.

“1 say, you fellows, bere comes
that old dounkey and his man!”
thu&y henrd or heeded him.

Sir (eorge Tipton, stumping up
the path with his stick, gazed at
the wild and whirling secéut
great astonishment, ap thien came
stumping on more rapidly.
“Good gad ! he roared.
in this? What does this
Stephen—stop this. at once! Do you
hear me, Stephen? Will you stop
this at once, or will you not stop
this at once? Pickings!”

“Yes, Sir George?”

“Btop them at onec, Pickings
"Yes, Bir George!” .
Pickings grabbed and
the excited combatants. Sir George
gqh-:d .at them: all impartially with
is atick. T

They separated.

Both- parties stood panting and

i Whﬂ_-t-

meah ?

[F]
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euaping, wildly divhevelled and un-
tidy, Sir George glared at his
nephew.

“What does this mean, Stephen ?”
he roared. “ Will you tell me what
thiz means, Stephen, or will you not
tell me what thiz means?”

Price panted and gureled, with
his hand to his nose.

“A gang of trespassers, uncle—we
were turning them offl— gang of
disreputable young vascalg—>"

“What?" roared Sir Goorge.
“These boys are here by my invita-
tion—iny special invitation! These
boys saved me from u heavy loss last
night when my whole household

gtood round like a flock of eseg,
eaping ! How dare you Iaiy a hand
upen them, Stephen? Will you tell

L1 ) S L [ S ) - | (1S -1~ M - -

in .

i at

Great and glorious news for all
“ Mognetites " !

“HOLIDAY ANNUAL”

wiil be on sale
NEXT FRIDAY - - SEPT. Ist.

T, T - - - - e | - | il S 1 Sl

me kow you dare to lay a hand on
them, or will you not tell me how
you dare to lay & hand on them ¥
“Oht erikey !” gasped Price,
“It's all right, six ! gasped Bob
Cherry, dabbing a streaming nose.
“Price didu’t quite understand how
the matter stood. It’s nll right!”

“I]—I ‘thouglt—" gasped Price.
“Y—Y mean, I—E—I didn’t think——
Oh crumbs !”

“It’s all right!” gasped Harry
Wharton, “We're clearing off

| diveetly —"

“You are not clearing off ! roared
Bir George. “I forbid you to clear
off!1 If it was n - misnnderstanding,
never mind! You are a fool,
Stephen !

“Oht” gasped Price.

Loder and Walker stood gasping

and scowling. Hilton stood gasping
and grinning. Price stood with a
face o8 red as hia nose, evidently

longing to tell. hiz Uncle George
what gﬂ thonght of him, but not
venturing so to do!

“These boys are my gucsts—my
weleome guests [ barked Sir George,
“You ‘'will make them weleome,
Steplen, as my wpephew! Do you
liear e, Stephen, or do you not hear
me? You will tell them that you are
gorry for this unfortunate misunder-
standing 1"

“Yes, uncle!” gasped Frice,

He gave the Famous Five an ex-
pressive look. But it was evident
that he daved not disvegard his fierce
old avuneular relative. He gnsped
and stuttered :

BOTTY

“J—I—sorry—L—I—awinlly
—really sorry—oh crikey IV

His voice svemed to fail him, and
he moved off, specchless, Loder and
Walker followed him,. speechless also,
but with expressive faces. Hilton
foilowed ont, but he bestowed a wink
on the Famons Five ay he went, and
they grinned.

“Hulh ! granted Sir George. “ My
dear boys, 1 am mrr; that this has
happened! 7You shall ceriainly not
oo awaz;-} I will not allow you to go
away., You shall stay! Do you Licar
me, or do you not hear me#

“Yes, Sir QGeorge!” said the
Famous Five,

And Sir George stumped away,
followed hy Pickings—leavin ﬂfe-
Famous Five rubbing and dabbing
an almost infinite number of damages,
but grinning as they rubbed and
dabbed them, ]

“0Old George is a brick,” said Bob.
L "Amd we're jolly well staying om
Fliere as long as we jolly well like!

And if Loder don’t like it, Loder
can lump it—see?”

And Loder-had to lump it!

THE END,

(The chums of Qreyfriars meet with
more fun and adventure on Old
Father Thames next week. You'll
laugh loud and long when you read:
“COKER TAKES COMMANDI!" the

next yarn in this grand holiday
series )
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