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TUBBY THE LOVER!

A laughable S Dy. Birchemall
’ i‘km §t. Sam’s

By DICKY NUGENT

* Barrell ¥
0 REAWer, ]
“PBarrell] How dare you igpore
your headmaster? Cah you not hear d
muﬂ'l'lﬂm you deff!”

Dr. 31rﬁhnm1‘:l glared. A r:huni:h
ran round the &h Bam’s dining-hall.
The Head mite have run ro
it for exercise in

l!tur

:]; tthhln: m}smn he w;int— 80 serpri
notissed

It was dmn{*,rhmn at Bt. S8am's, and

thé fellows were sll feeding their faces

—all, that is, with one sggseption.
Tui;br Bafrell, the fatheat fellow in
the Fourth, was a ch;i with a feroeious
appetite. His feets ih the eating line
would have made False-tarf himsell
envious, and- at dinner he had never

been known f:r.':- faai sattisfied with hﬂa

than thzee ke g: of ong-tray and
balf a &men poﬁdmg

Yot bere he wu nmr, ailting at the
Fourth Form table without paying the
slitest sttenticn to the plate of boiled
hnﬁ and cazrols bufﬂrat )

was amazing: it was unpms:
dented. Even a0, the Head would not
b o o A
e 0o 18 & ¥ WAS ENna
wnt:n in & notehook, But that note-
3:& it. The Head did not mind

fe]hwu kicking 'each octher
undar the ta or throw-
ing pieces of bread about
the room; bui he had a
strong nb;ectmn to fellows
writing at meal-times.

“Harrell 1* he roared, for
the third time. “Barrell |
You are writing at the
R o i s

st jordbr pa
no heed, thou hi:wihmume
ery and Erug-]:nt, on sither
him, were nudgin

hm ﬁimia, end Jack "g
was raaking irantick nfu
tf‘rm the other side the

Thﬂ Hesd wend from words to desda
the Dirchrod that lay at the
mda nf ].'llﬂ plate, he . ‘hﬂnﬂdﬁd to his

feet, and made & rueh at  Tubby
Barrell,

Swish, swish,. swish |

“ Taroooo | - Ow-ow-ow 1”

Ta woke up at last! He jumped

to his feet with a feendish howl.
Immejiately aftorwards, there was
another kengx' ish bowi. As luck would
have it, I'I;uhb: lﬂﬂlﬁ ke
down a fa piw on
dinner-plate. o result was that th
contents shot u m the mr and landed
ﬂn the Hﬂd a0e

t Wunnmp | Groooool”
shrecked Ea Hea

48 Hlp h-l- 1I#I

" Thé Bt '‘Sam's fellows tried tq stifle
tbelr lariter; Wut they found ik impos-
mbul. D= B:mhamill' with' grary

l

-

a juley thud ! ﬁ:
¥ X

[ Hexa.

& deep a:;l

{ indi

o Ut

streeming down his fage; and boiled

bee! and carrots clinginig to his beard,

was too comical for ‘l’ﬂl‘dsl

The Head lp gasped furi-
ously ax be T“..:!;H rrell’s
dinner out of l:h w1pe.d tha
gravy off his im %
g glare om the :#nrtlad fag uurih
Farmer,

*You—you idiot ) You

angeraus l.imuhc | Look what

you've dome with your dipnner!" he
shreeked. *Why did you not skoff i

like the restl"
Tubby Barrell looked at the remains

of his dinper -with dreemy, far-away
the usual way; but | eves

T duiln‘t want it, sir,"” he said, with
“Tl:m fact is, sir, I'm Dok
hungr appetite I
w: was a glnp TOm I:ha
asp of zheer amazemen

f:‘{p forgot hia mu: at thosa
eredible words from . Ha h-lmkﬂi
dazedly at the fat lerth Former,

"“You—you've lost your
Barrell I” “'Elt tl.m

he stutte
merry dickens has happened, then f”
Tubby lowared his eyes, while a

blush sufewsed his countenance. Then

he spotted at his feet the notebook,
which had fallen in the eggsitement,
and he made a dive for it ut the

Head was there bafore him.
“"One moment, Barrelld"

Birchemall gtll‘ﬂ.i}f “I have & shrewd

said Dr.

idea that this notebook of yours mn
throw some light on the mistery.”
pored over notebook and atmtad

“* A prescot to Miss

reading it aloud.

Molly, from . her devoted admirer, }.
Tebby B&rnﬂ; with lovre an
Bless m:r sale I’
Jc:l‘!l'.} g}r-fta pip 1:’ breathed J Iﬂé
e's writing messages

Hu] Birchemsll I"

ow we know why . ha’a one-off his
fmh I" grinned Merry s pining
or Misa Molly !

“Tubby Bu'nll in love!” ga
Frank Fearless. " And with the ﬁm&‘
dawter, too!1 Ha, hs, ha!”
"Ei[eml“ booted Dr. Birchemall
“This ir oo | matter] Do I
gather from this, Barrell, that you are
ing to make my dmlrter, Miss
» presant, mdmannhm-nlh it
thie sloppy, sentimental maﬂaﬂgﬂ
“Ii’s not :]n‘lipr, sir 1" eried Tubby.
t comes straight from |

be buthered 1" snorted the
&

thy et |
“You have always

-more, For, instead of

Even thﬂ-

ok

‘dumntl&nhv

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.  September 9th. 1839.

solfish liver, Barrell, and :t‘:-u can -::mli
bebave soccording io highta
would not dreem o lllmlrmg my
g:;t:; to hmy::hlﬂgnzio do 'Tjth a
yaur over |
“What for, 3r?’ gasped Tubby.
“ Bacawse 1 am going to dust your
trowsis with my birchrod I"

Tubby & rye face and bent
over, and the Head duly- dusted his
trowsis; and then the fa}- Fourth
Former astemished the nabkiwes oncs
howling and
as he usually ‘did,

t 'with , grim
ory

:h:uhjg{ntmaﬂr
be bars hw pun
f-ﬂrtﬁﬂamrﬂ

!-nh
for '!‘ubh:r Barrell.
“'EmiﬁF serenade Hi.!l Mulg
'Iuhhy II‘MI. Iﬂ]‘h Iﬁ-‘ﬂ'ﬂlﬂl‘ﬂ'ﬂl
“Tll lend you my mouth-organ for the
m{:n!”
[

Iy, you lemme ge

Tubb: I
under “,I. want to hm;i
prmnt to H.wl Molly. I¥'s & box of
chocklita.”

“Wheso are they, old beani”

HE“ hﬂ», !lh [

The m:ung crowd at last made way
for and THlH{‘oﬂf the fellows
followed him out of School House
and acroes the quu.d, in the eggspecta-
tion of sesing some

Jack Jolly & \Du iped the
Rowmeo JwEr before }I':}: reach em
Birchemmall’'s house, There was a

Haoﬁtiul fmwn on Jolly's face.
hera, Tubby, it won't do to go-
agains; the Head, you know,” he said.
h[;' not eat the chocklits yourself
and -m'ge-t Molly Birchemall 1™ it
Tubby waa not to be dested. He
mﬂﬂd cheerf up to tha Head's
honse and  stood  underneeth M:u
Molly's winder and wm]ad.
The Head's fair dawter ppked her
out at once, and very serprised
she locked at the site of Tubby and his

body

“iracions me ! What's the maetber "
she - cried,” in her tinkling, I-like
FOACE,

“Pon’t be alarmed, Mias Molly 1"
said Tubby, with a simpe smile.
F“I've hmug'ht ou these chotks as =
p,dmul[’-:un sod affection I
irchémall tossed Iu: pretty

“Reaally, Barrell, I u.n bardly
axxept s gift from s boy like ,you.
With all dew respect to ;uu. iﬂ"ﬂ 're a
hittle oo fst for my liki prefer
lean, athisttick boys like Fur]au."

T frowned.
bare, Misa Molly, Fearlesa
Quzpend you hall u much az 1

m%rm: "ﬁi AD Efé

foxil of ve gotl”

‘“E—nl: t“ lml'- ;ﬂd,v poning the Head
QONMNE st that
momant ; btl Tua nlrlﬂ& nn in biiss-
fu[ wranoe of Heoad’s p

our pater is a rotier
W on pags 87.)



HARRY WHARTON & CD,, HOLIDAY-MAKING ABOARD THE WATER-LILY ON
OLD FATHER THAMES, KNOW FULL WELL THAT HORACE COKER IS A
CHUMP! BUT THEY NEVER DREAM WHAT AN IDIOT HE CAN BE UNTIL—

CokE

Bunter the Punter !

¢ ON'T be an ass, Bunter!”

D L] Iﬂh IJ?

Hilly Bunter made that
elegant retort as he gtopd in the punt
with the puntpole in his fat hands.
dﬁﬁ?nter knew bestt—as he gencrally

id !

The @Greyfrinrs Water-Lily was
tied up under a big ocak-tree that
extended big, shady branches over
the silvery Thames.
 Harry Wharton & Co., on heliday
ug the Thames, had struck a hospit-
able spot ot Tipton Lodge, in the
vicinity of Mapledurham,

The tent atood .on the bank of a
tiny backwater, hardly more than a
diteh, that trickled into the Thames
shaded by caks and beeches.

After breakfast that morning the

Famouy Five were tidying-up the
camp. This was not hard work, but
it was work, so ‘Billy Bunter had

rolled away and left them to it

Now he had reappeared—in the
punt.

The little stream in the wood at
Tipton Lodge was so marrow that the
Eutat nearly filled it from side to side.

unter came down the atream, bump-

mlternately on either bank.

hat was all right, eo far. But the
wide and rolling Thames was just
ahead of him. Billy Bunter's belief
was that he could punt. The Famous
Five’s belief, on the other hand, was
that if ho slid out into the Thames
Fo they

in

something would happen.
hailed him from ‘the gank,

Fo-
=
e

R T

Harry Wharton & Co. walched as Coker tangled himself in the
salls and ropes !

The fat Ow! blinked at them
through his big spectacles from.the
puut. It was a contemptuous blink.

“Think I ecan’t punt?” he de-

mauded.
agreed Bob

“Tou've got
Chierry.

“Yah!"” said Bunter, for the second
time. It seemed the only adeguate
answer to a fellow who fancied that
Bunter couldn’t punt.

it,”

“You fat ass!” eaid Harry
Wharton. “ Where did you get that
punt ?”

“1 found it tied up!”

“ Anybody tell you you conld take
it?” asked Frank Nugent.

“I suppose we can do as we like
Lhere!” retorted .Bunter, “Didn't
that old dankeg tell us to make our-
gelves at homer?”

“You shouldn’t touch that
without leave !” growled Johnny

“Yah!"

“My estermed idiotic Bunter,” mur-
mured Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh,

"You necdn't jaw.” said Bunter.

unt
ull.

Exciting Hollday-Adventure

Yarn of Popular HARRY

WHARTON & CO. of
GREYFRIARS.

“Watch me punt! You may pick up
some tips ! I shall be back for lunch,
you fe:ir:ws—haﬁ it ready! I may
punt up as far aa Pangbourne Lock.

“And suppose yout tip into the
Thames?” asked Bob Cherry.” =Tt
will be pretty serious if you make the
river overflow its banks and ficod the
Thames valley—"

“Yuu silly ass !” roared Bunter.

Bunter was plump—Le was very

lump. There was quite a lot of
Eunte:. But, rezlly and truly, he
was not likely to make the Thames
overflow its banks by falling into it—
that was an exaggeration.

“ Look here, you f‘q.t chump !" said
Harry Wharton. *“O0ld Sir George
Tipton has given us leave to camp
here, and told us to make ourselves
at home. But that doesu't mean raid-
ing his property without leave. You
can't take that punt out without
permission—even if you could handle
a ;‘mnt—which you can’t!"

Jealousy, as usunl,” said Bunter.
“You fellows can't bandle a punt—I
can. Watch me!”

Bunter gave a shove with the pole,
and the punt floated on down the
litdﬂc-. strcam, bumping from side to
side.

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him
with frowning faces.

They were in a hospitable spot.
But, naturally, they did not want to
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strétch the limite of hospitality, but
to keep carefully within those limita.
Bagging a punt without leave asked
or. given was altogether too thick.

But it was Bunter all over. Given an
ingh, William @George Bunter would
take mot merely ap ell, but a mile
and & half.

"*Look here!” gtunted Johnny Bull.-

off

“That fat freak isn't walking o

with that punt without leave!
jolly well HEOP him I

And Johnny Byll ran down to the
bank of the backwater and pgrasped
the edpe of the punt, which was
easily within reach. He started pull-
ing it back.

'%illg'ﬂuntgr gave a roar of wrath
as his progress was suddenly
arrested.

“ Wharrer you up to, you beast?”
roared Bunter.

“Take that punt back,”
Johnny.
“8han't!” roared Buuter.

said

“Then I'H pull it back for you!™
“You cheeky beast, leggo. that
punt ! yelled Bunter,

Johnny did not let go!

Billy Bunter plauted the pole
against the bank amd shoved im

the ﬂ:pﬂsite direction as Jobnny
g

tu .

Eut Jobiny was much more befty
than.-Bunter. Instead of going down-
etream inte the Thames the punt
atarted up-stream, homeward bound
to the baathouse from which Bunter
had borrowed it.

“Will you legge?" roared Bunter,
his wver cles gleaming with
wrath. " “1 tell you I'm going to
punt up to Papngbourne.”

_“You'd be drowned a lun¥ way thie
gile of Pangbourne, old fat man,”
said Bob Chegy “Johnny’'s saving
your life—if that’s werth anything.”

L1} Ynh !‘"

Billy Bunter %uﬂﬁi in his pole for
another push. But this time he did
not pueh at the bank.

He pushed at Johnny Bull.

Landing the end of the puntpole on
Johnny's chest, the fat Owl of the
Remove put all his streggth into the
shove,

“Oh!” roared Johonmy,

He let go the punt and staggered
backwards. And as he ceased ull
the puiit up-stream the force of that
ghove sent 1t sHpplng down-stream.

Bump! ° _

Jobhuny Bull sat down.

He apluttered wrath as he sat.

Billy Bunter grinned back at him,
the punt rushing river-ward under
his &eh

Johnny Bull bounded up! He
rushed. His intention was not now
to grasp the pant snd pull it back,
but to jump into‘it and bang Billy
Bunter’s head on it.

But the punt was alrendy out of
reach.

It was hardly more than a few
yards to the Thames, and Bunter's
shove drove the punt those few yarda.
It slid out into the river, leaving
Johnny Bull brandishing an in-
furiated fiet on the bagk.

“He, he, he!” floated back from
Bunter. ,
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“You fat frump|” roared ‘Johnny.
“I'll burst youl’

“Yah!"

“Come back, you fat asa!” shouted
Ha.rr;r Wharton,

“1°I1 watch it!™ '%rinﬂﬂ_d Bunter.

“You're not safe " howled Bob,

"Yah! I say,you fellows, have
lunch  ready  whieh "I get  back
from . Panghourne I chirruped Billy
Bynter. “I say—— Yaroooh!”

t on the river Bunier found a
difference in punting. The punt
rocked, ond Bunter suddenl{ sat
down. He sat with a heavy bump,
and the punt rocked morve wildly.

“0Oh crikey!"™ gnsped Bunter.
Harry Wharton laughed,
“'That's Bunter's punting style,” he

remarked. “We don't want him
drowned—"

“Don’t we?” snorted Johnny Bulk
“Why not?” '

“The whynotfulness is terrific,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ham Simgh.
“Come and cast off the boat,” said

Harry. “That fat ass will be in
trouble soon. We shall have to get
bim back.”

“Let him rip!” wled Jobnny,
rubbing his chest where the puntpole
had shoved. “He thinks he can pont.
Fet him get on with it.”

“Fathead! Come on!"

Johnny sported, but he came oa.

Leaving the camp by the back-.
water, the Famous Five ran through

thie trees to the mooring-place of the E

Water-Lily. The Greyfriars boat
foated unser the big oak a few yards
up the Thames.

“Oh ecrikey!” came a how! from
the punt. "I say, you fellows—
Oh lor'!™ ;

Evidently, Bunter was going to
peed assistance,

Harry Wharton & Co. jumped into
the Water-Lily and burricdly east
the moorings loose,

Up the Pole ]
ILLY BUNTER was on his feet
B again.

He had crawled to his feet
with great cautiom. _
The punt was rocking under him
in rother an alarming manner, Hut
ps the fat Ijunior‘ stood still in
the middle of it, it moderated ite
transporis, so to speak. _
Billy Bunter's confidence revived.
He wielded the puntpole.. :
He gave a shove, an the punt slid
away, quite smoothly., It slid so
smoothly that Bunter was full of
beans again at once. What could be
easier than punting? Tou simply
shoved, and the punt slid along—it
could bardly be called work! No
beastly fag, as in rowing! You just
nhweg, and moved on; then you
walked along the punt, and gave
another shove—it was safe as houseas,
and easy as falling off a form!
Bunter was going to enjoy this!
There were plenty of punts on the
river. Once upon & time hardly any-
body but a fisherman used a punt;
but nowadays they awarm like row-
boats. Among all the numerous
punters on the Thames, Bunter wag.
going to attract general notice an

admiration, by the ease and pgrace
with which ke punted Sir George
Tipton's punt up te Panghourne.
'hat, at least, was Bunter's pro-
gpramme, which he carried out suc:
cessinlly for mearly a whole minute,

After that brief lapee of time there
was a changé in the programine !

For at leaat'fur;_{ or fifty seconds
that punt slid e=sily and smoothly,
and Billy Bunter felt himacll master
of the situation.

Then, for some reasom unknown to
Bunrter, the punt, entirely of its own
accord, took a different course,

Bunter jammed the bed of the
Thames with the pole. The nuut
circled round the pole. Bunter was
going to Panghobrme—but the punt
seemed to want to go back to Tipten

Lodge.

e Elh erikey [" gasped Bunter,

He was surprised, and ke was
apmoyed ! He set out to pavi-
cate the Thames, pot to ciTium-
navigate the puntpole.

“Hold on " came a shout [rom the
Water-Lily, where Harry Wharton &
Co. were casting loose as fast as they
could. :

Billy Bunter did not reply—anpd he
did net heed! Bunter concentrated
on punting? The punt, which at first
seemed bent on going back to Tipton
Lodge, changed its mied, and circled
completely round Bunter's pole. For
a dreadiul moment it secmed to be
oing to slip from under Bunter's
little fat legs entirely. But the fat
Owl recovered the pole somehow,
and, rather to his surprisn, found
that Sir George’s punt was still
underneath him, :

“0Oh erumbs!” gurgled Buoter.

He found that he was drifting past
the Water-Lily, where the Famous
Five were all on board, and about to
ut off. The Water-Lily came hardy
or a shove, and Bunter shoved at it.
'The punt spun away. ;
“Look out!” rnarec{ Johriny Bull.
“Stop I howled Baob Cherry, '
“Bit down and wait {or
shouted Harry Wharton.
“Yarogooh I :
Billy Bunter was digging np the
river with his Emntpﬂle again. This
time he dug not wisely, but too well
The pole jammed into the bed. of
the Thames, and stuck fast! It was
guite a good ehove, and it set the
punt into rapid motion! The punt
travelled; but Bunter, clinging to
the pole, did not travel with it
It seemed like an awful dyeam to
Billy Bunter, ae the punt shot away
from under him, and left him with-
out any visible means of support—

us

ex the ‘punt le!

“Yarooh ! Help! roared Bunter.
“I eay, yoa fellows, rescuel
Yaroop:”

The ‘punt ‘rocked away on the
Thames. It seemed relieved at having

got rid of Bunter, and went sailing
merrily on. :

Bunter was left on the puntpole!

Luckily .that pole. had jammed
deep. 1t stood the strain with Billy
Bunter clinging to it, the Thames
washing under him, treee and sky
and: river awimming before his eyea,
$nd Eﬁg after “yell pealing from the
terri fat junior, )



“Ha, ha, ha ¥ came = yell from
the Water-Lily, now in motidn.
Harry Whartoo -& Co were rather
ankious about Bunter, .and hastans
ing to.the.rescue, but the fat Owl,
clinging. to the puntpole like a
mogkey on a stick, was too much for

them, and they: roared,
“I say, you fellows!” shrieked
Bunter, “I say, help! I'm drown-

ing! ©Oh crikey! Where's that
punt? I say—— TYarooh!"
The puntpole was sagging over.

It was well planted, but it conld not
be expected to stand wp to~such a
strain for long. It sapgged over, and
the fattest ﬁgure in the Thames
valley dipped ipte the Thames.
There was a fearful howl from
Bunter as he dipped. .
“*Yoo-hoop ! (E'Elrrggh! Help! I
8ay, lﬁm fellows—— Beasts! Dear
old chaps—rotters—help! I say, old
beasts—dear old rotters—yaroooh !
Splash !
“Gurrrrrgeh
The Water-Lily surged up., and
Bob Cherry prasped the fat Owl by
hig collar as he went under.

Bunter’'s fat head camo up again at

[¥»>

once. A large mouth, full of water,
spluttered frantically.

“Wuggggg ! Gugggeh! Ug-wug-
g.“g, rﬂ

“Ha, ha; ha!”?

“Gurrrugh! I say—pug-gug.gue!
I'm &t‘ﬁmﬁng! Yug—w%igf: ug | EI%JJ
chick - chak - chook - c%crgig
perrrocogh! Save me! Yaroooogh!
I say—yurrrggggh!”

“Lend a hand here!” gasped Bob,
“I can’t lift a ton!"

Jehnny Bull and Frank Nueeent
grasped hold of Bunter! By a com-
bined effort he was dragged out of
the Thames, and land on the
Water-Lily, like a very fat fish. He
sprawled in the bottom of the bont,
in 8 pool of water, gurgling.

“Urrrggh! 1 say—gurrggh!”

Harry Wharton rescued the punt-
pole. Then he looked round for the
punt. It had spun out into the river,
and started on a voyage down to
London on the current! Two of the
juniors eeized oars, and pulled in pur-
suit of it.

“Urrggh!" gurgled Bunter. “I
say, you fellows! I'm wet!”

“That's because the Thames is
wet I explained ‘Bob Cherry. “You
notice the same thing about all these
rivers!" ; .

“Beast! I'm soaked! Gurrggh!™
Bunter sat up dizzily, and blinked
through wet spectacles. " Oh erikey!
Take me back to the camp—quick! I
shall cateh cold—urrggh !

He rubbed his spectacles, and
blinked round again. The bank of
the Thames seemed to be receding in-
stead of drawing nearer.

“Where are you going ¢ yelled
Bunter. “Can’t you see I'm soaked?
Get me back to the tent, yon beasta !”

“We've got to get the punt, fat-
head | 3

“The punt ! gasped Bunter. *Are
you thinking about the punt when
I'm wet' to the skin? Blow the punt!
Never mind the punt! Get me back
to the bank just as quick as you can!
What does it matter about the punt.
you silly idiots ?”

EVERY SATURDAY

But to the Famous Five. it did
matter w little about - the punt!
They were not prepared to let Sir
George ‘lipton’s property float' awa
down the. Thames. ‘i“rhe;r pall
after the punt, regardless of Bunter,

-Bunter, spluttered with Thamea
water and indignation.. It was, of
course, just like those beasts to think
of the punt—as if the punt mattered
~instead of thinking of Bunter! It
was not their punt, so what did it

matter?
“Will you gemme back to. the
bank ?* howled Bunter. “Do yom

want me to eatch my death of cold,
and perish of pneumonia and plum-

bago: Leave the purt alone! That
old donkey ean’t say anything about
it, az we're guests! | Think he'll

mnke youn pay for. i, you .sill
idiots? Let it rip, and get me bae
to the bank! Quick!™

“Ain't he mice?” pgrinned Bob
Cherry. “Ain't he the sort of camper
to make a riverside property owner
feel nice and heospitable? Tt'a all
right, Bunty—you won't perisk this
time—besides, we'd rather lose you
than the punt! That punt's worth
something 1

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Harry Wharton hooked in the punt
and tied it on! Then, at lonz last,
the Greyfriars erew pulled back to
camp, towing the punt home,

It wuz only a few mivutes' pull,
but during these few minutes Billy
Bunter had time to tell them quite a
lot of what he thought of them—all
of it extremely uncomplimentary !

Then Bunter bundled ashore, and
rolled into the tent, to towel down,
and to change into a sclection of

arments belonging  variously to

arty Wharton, Frank Nupgent, Boh
Cherry, Jolnny Bull and Hurree
Janmiset Bam Singh,

——

Just Like Loder!

é OMIXG, Bunterp”
“No ¥
“ Thanks I*

" Boast I

There was a wind on the river.
The Greyirinrs camp was om the
Oxfordshire side; and that morning
the Famous Five were going to run
across and have a look at Purley, on
the Berkshire side, and the pleasant
places adjacent.

Burtot seemed to have hiad enough
of the Ihames for that morning. He
was still changing, in the tent, when
Bob Cherry gave him a roar, before
'u_i]ning his comrades in the Water-

ily.

Not at all dismayed hf the losa of
Bunter's company on the trip, the
Famous Five pushed off,

Surging %ﬂﬂﬂj’ out inte the rgjver,
the Water-Lily passed within a bis-
cuit's toss of o wide preen lawn, next
to the shady wood, that extended to
the water-side,

On that lawn, facing the river,
with a very plensant view across into
Berkshire. was a wooden summer-
house. Tt was by taking refuge
from the rain in that summerbouse,
that Harry Wharton & Co. had first
wmade the acquaintance of old Sir

5

George Tipton, the owner of that
pleasaut iitéle Thames-side estate.

That acquaintance.. had started
rather unpleapantiy—but matters
had mended ssnce: Sir Geotge, ot

firat sight, had struck the juniors
gs the most disgruntied old mm
that they had seen since they sta
that voyago up the Thames from
Kiugston. But they.werd in his

races noww—and free of his éstate so
long as they chose to stay. Which
was very convenient for a river-party
desiring to explore some of the moit
beautiful reaches of the Thames—and
wot at sll ‘in a hurry to track ihe
river to its souree.

“Halle, halle, hallo!” murmured
Bob Cherry, as he glanced at the

summerhouse ashore. “There they.
arp!”
That summerhouse, which had

gheltered the Thomes trippers from
the_t rain two or three days ngo, had
quite different occupants this fine
SURNYy morning.

Four fellows sat there, alk of them
smoking cigarettes. They were four
Greyfriars: seniors, and as they saw
the .boat, they glared at the five
Qreyfriars junmiors. Or rather three
of them glared, and one’ of them
grionned.

Loder and Walker of the Sixth
were prefeets at Greyiriars School—
great men whose greatness “ended
':‘-’lth t;m term. In.the Thames valley,
in holidny-time, the juniors cared no
more for Loder and Walker than for
their friends, Hilton and Price of the
Fifth; and they had made that fact
quite plain. ;

It had been rather awkward when
FPrice and his friends arrived,
Stephen Price being the nephew of
old Bir George, and having come
with his pals to stay a fow days at
Tipton Ledge,

ut the campers kept to their
camp and to the river, and—since the
row that had happened at first sight,
Price & Co., being more interested in
motoring in Sir George's car and
knocking the balls abont ir Sir
George’s billiards-room than in boat-
ing—had steered clear ‘of them,

Whicl was all the juniors wanted,
They were not locking for rows in
their trip-on the Thames. And if
they wanted rows, they always had
one when they chanced on Pon & Co.,
of Higheliffe, or on Shilty Spooner,
who was trailing thewn up the Thames
with felonious &ﬁaigna on their boat,

“"What a gang !” grunted Johony
Bull, as he looked round at the party
in the summerhouse. “I wonder
whether Loder and Walker would
like the Head to see them now?™

At whieh his comrades grinned,

Gerald Loder, wivh his cigarette in
the corner of his mouth, was reading
something out from a pink paper to
hiis interested friends.

Probably had the hendmnster of
Greyfriars seen Gerald smoking and
imparting sporting information to
his friends, ne would net have con-
sidered him suitable for a prefect-
ship next term.

Loder ceased to read out “Spot.
iiight'a Sure Snip for the Swindleham

andicap ” ns the Greyfriars hoat

Tue Macxer Lisranr.—No, 1.647.
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appearcd from under the trecs farther
up the bank, and scowled at the
juniora instead.

Walker of the Sixth gave them a

grim look.
Price gave them one that was
hlacker than Lodoer’s. Stephen

Price's nose waa red and raw; it had
not rccovered yet from comtact with
Harry Wharton's knuckles.

Codric Hilton inned, and wavel
his cigarette to the jumiors, leaving
& btrail of blue smoke in the air.
Hilton was rather a bad hat like
his friends,. but bhe was a good-
tempered fellow, and had no use for
rows and rags.

“Better keep our distance!™ said
Pob, with a prin. *“Look at dear
old Loder! e'd like us to come
within range!®

There was a basket in the summer-
honse, with bottles of cool and
refreshing drinks in it. Loder was
seen to stoop and pick up a bottle
of ginger-beer. he juniors eaw
Hilton lay a hand on his arm—and
saw Loder scowl at the dandy of the
Fifth. If Gerald Loder had thought
of buzzing that gingcr-beer bottle at
the Water-Lily, wever, he re-
frained.

Flosting off the shore, the Famons
Five proceeded to step the Water-
Lily’s mast, and sort out the sail.
It was while thus Egaged that
Harry Wharton - spott a figure
coming down from the house towards
the river.

It was an ancient
a fierce white moustache and grizzled
brows over a beaky mnose, He
sturaped along with a stick. Follow-
ing old Sir George came his man
Pickings, with a camp-stool in his
hand.

. “Oh, my hat!” murmured Harry.
“Hold on a minute, you men !"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's old
George ! gaid Bob. *“Want to sto
and ask him about his jolly ol
rheumatism 7

“No, ags! But he's coming down
to the bank. - He will spot that crow
a8 soon as he passes ther summer-
house. Think they want him to sce
them smoking ond mugging u
racing papers? Think he’d approve?

Bob chuckled.

" More likely to lay his stick round
Pricey, and tell the rest that he'd
refer their room to their company,”
¢ answered. “I'll bet you the
keep that sort of thing pretty dar
from thoe old hean [

*"The darkfulness is probably
terrific I agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“"No' bizney of ours!" grunted
Johnny Bull., “Let him cop them!
I don't believe, from what I've seen,
that tho old bean thinks much of that
nephew of hia, Frice has barged in
with hig smoky pals, and the old
sportsman’s let him,.that’s all! He

oesn't like Pricey!”

“Might give them the tip!* said
Harry. “They're a dingy crew, but

Lheiﬂ——“ )
" Lot of thanks you'll get ! grunted
Johnny.
:‘Well, we. won't stop for thanks!”
sajd Harry, laughing. . “It won™t
Tex Maowrr Lmmrasy.—Ne. 1,647.
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lose two or three minutes, punting
in to pive themm a word. Let's!”

“Let's!” agreed Bob, always rood-
naturdd ; and he grasped an oar and
punted the Wator-Lily closer in fo
the bank.

Loder & Co: stared at that preceed-
ing in surprise,

Az the summerhounse facoed the
river, with its back to the distant
house, they saw nothiog of the old
gentleman coming inte the offing. It
looked to Loder & Co. as if the
juniors were coming hunting for
trouble.

@Gerald Loder had started uncork-
ing that bottle of ginger-beer. Now
he stopped, with his thumb on the
cork.

“Oh gad!™ The junmiors leard
Cedric Hilton's dmwiing voice @8
they pushed in to the bhank. *“ What
do thase fags want?™

“A hiding!” said Priee, Letween
hia teeth.

*They'll. get 36, if they step
ashore ! muttered James Walker:
“I edppose your uncle isn't around,
Pricey

“No. 1 left him on a sofa in the
library, nursing his gammy leg!”
answered I'rice. “Safe till lunch, I
think !*

Tke boat bhumped on the cdge of
the green lawn. Bob held on with
the boathook, and Harry ‘Wharton
jum ashore. Four fellows stared
at im as he stepped hastily towards
the summerhouse.

it —what?? asked

“ Asking for
Loder grimly. He rose to his feet.

“Prico’s uncle is coming down from
the house!” answered Harry
Wharton. “He will be here in a few
minutes! If you want him to see
you smoking and reading vacing
papers, it's no bizney of mine—but 1
thﬂzgﬂm that perhaps you wouldn't,”

“0Oh! gasped Price.

It was er.'idnn? that Price, at least,
did not want old 3ir Georgzc to spot
‘hiz present occupation. The cigarctte
disappeared from his mouth as if by
magic, and he put his head out
round the end of the snmmoerhouse to

lance towards 'the distant mansion.

¢n he looked round at his friends
in alarm.

“Chuck it, you men!” he breathed,
“The old fogey’s coming !”

Hilton's cigarette disappearcd as
rapidly as Priee’s, alker was
almost a8 quick. Loder grunted with
annoyance.

“Look here, I don’t sce acting like
fags with a prefect comin’!™ he
snapped. * Hother the old ass!”

“Chuck that emoke away, you fat-
‘head, and shove that*paper out of
sight ! breathed Price. “I should

et into a fearful rew! The old ass
18 fearfully striet about such things!
If he spotted that pink paper, he’d
tell me to quit, and very likely help
me off with hia boot 12

Loder, grunting, abelished his
cigarette, and tucked the racin
paper put of sight under his jacket.

arry Wharton smiled faintly as
he turned back to the beat. Tt was
clear that his warning had .been a
useful one, snd that it haod saved
Price & Co. from trouble.

“Thank=s, kid " called out Tiltom,

“All screne,” answered Harry.

“Hold on o minute, Wharten !
called out Loder.

Harry Wharton turned back to-
wards the swmmerbouse. He sup-

ed that even the bully of téle

ixth had a civil word to say for a
usefnl scrvice rendered.

That was a little mistake on his

art.

Loder stepped out of the summer-
Lhouse, and as Harry Wharton faced
round towards him, he jerked the cork

‘from the giuger-beer bottle.

Swooounosh

Before the captain of the Remove
knew what was happening, a stream
of fizzy ginger-beer amote him full in
the facg. o

“Urrrgh ! he gasped.

He stagﬁem& back and sat down om
the ﬁl‘(‘{‘]‘l awn with a bump.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a roar from
Walker and Price.

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Lodur.

“Ouoeorh [ Wharton spluttered as
he scrambled to his «feet. " You
rotten  cad — you messly worm—
unurrgyh 1*

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Price & Co.

Harry Wharton dabbed bhis face
with his handkerchief.

Loder grabbed another bottle of
ginger-beer from his basket. More
was coming—and Wharton jumped
inte the boat, and Bob pushed off.

“I told you you'd get n lot of
thanks!” ‘grunted Jobhmny Bull.
“Look here, let’s give Luder o few
tomabocs—" :

.“Hold on!" gasped Harry, dabbing
his streaming face. * We ecan't kick
up a shindy under old George’s nose !
Push ofi

The Greyiriars boat pushed off. The
sail filled, and the Water-Lily danced
away on the Thames—followed by
loud laughter from Price & Co., in
the summerhouse,

Bunter Up a Tree!

ik H crikey ¥ murmured Billy
Bunter,

He gave an alarmed blink

through his big ﬂpaetaﬂlevr]
Bunter was pot in the beet of
tempers. The Famoug Five had gone
off in the beat and left him on his

own. It was true that Bunter had
declined to go; but that made no
difference. unter did not want to

be left on his own.

But that waas not the worst. The
provisions were-stacked in the locker
on the Water-Lily. Had they been
left in the tent ig was ]}I’Gbﬂhgﬁ that
Bunter would . bave lunched very
early, and that the returping wvoy-
a.g:m would have bad to whistle for
their lomch.

Bunter was ready’ for lunch, and
Innch was not ready for Bunter.

But there was, still balm ia Gilead,
80 to speak. Bunter sat om a camp-
stool and munched applea.

They were serumptious apples.
They bad heen oolleoted in  Sir
Qeorge’s orchard; and specially sent

down to the campars. ¢re was @
big bag of them. . Ingkily, Pickings
had arrived  with that ng bag of
apples after the Famous Five had
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started for Purley. 8o Bunter had
the lot to himsell. He would have
preferred o few cold chickens—still,
the apples were delicious, and they
elped to fill the aching veoid.

Ac¢cording to the proverb, an apple
a day will keep the doctor away. Billy
Bunter was parking apples at a rate
that would have kept the whole
medical profession at bay.

Bunter, however, ecazed suddenly
to munch at the sight of four fieures
on the path in the woed by the
Thames.

His cleventh apple remained sus-
pended in his fat hand, as he blinked
at those four figures, approaching the
camp.

“ Beasta I breathed Bunter.

He did not suppose for a moment
that Loder and Walker, Price and
Hilton, were paying a friendly call.

Old  Sir George, . certainly, had
ordered hia nephew to  maintain
friendly relations with the Grevfriars
campers. But Bunter knew exactly
how much Price of the Fifth would
i‘egarﬂ Liis unele’s wishes, if e was
able to disregard theém. The fact
that the seniors were coming looked
like trouble—for certainly they would
never have come with friendly in-
tent.

Billy Bunter rose from the camp-
stool.

Staying only to grab up the bag of
apples—Bunter was not destitute of
presence of mind—he dodeed behind
a tree, and from that cover, blinked
cautionsly and uneasily at the ap.
proaching enemy.

They had not seen him wot. Pro-
hably they supposed that he was in
the boat with the others. Bunter did
not mean to make his presence known
if he could hefp it. He had no use
whatever for Loder’s boot.

That tree hid ‘him till they shonld
arrive at the camp. Then he would
be revealed. ‘There was only one re-
source for a fat Owl who objected to
heing kicked: Bunter scrambled up
into the tree.

Ten feet from the ground, jammed
in a ferked "bough, and almoat eom-
pletely sereened by -foliage, he felt
safér. He jammed the bag of apples
in another fork, selected his twelfth,

and started on it. P ! » ; '
Voiced floated nm ko Bl Foom Selvw: Got him ! *” exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he hooked Loder like a fish.

“Don’t be s fool, Hilton !” “If he's there we'll chuck him into rag their camp if one of them's
. . What's th%ﬂgmﬂ of bein’ a bully- the water after the tent ! said Loder. wafﬁching us. ‘ng' uncle—" _
in’ ass, Loder! * A wash will do him good.” “Blow your unecle !” grunted Loder.

“We can’t h“_h'i.l“a !—"hﬂ't} gang Aas “Oh crikey-!"” breathed Bunter. He “Blow Lim as much as you like !
they deserve, while Pricey’s old fool g glad that he was ufs fhat tree. said Price, who was not spparently a
of &n uncle st¥nds by them! But  The four Greyfriars seniors arrived very dutiful or affectionate nephew.

they’re i"“ﬁ now—and when they at the camp. “But we've pot to toe the line whils
tome buk they're going to find a bit  “Nobody lhere!” said Loder, we're here, old chap. I don’t want a
of a-thange in their camp.”  olanping round. “I expeof that fat row with nunky. Yi he's kept in »

Tip the teat into the water !” said fu1 Buuter was in the boat., If he good tempef, he may tip me a fiver
Walker, wasi’'t he's wandered off.somewhers. when we go, and'I can tell you I've

»“And chuck everything clse after @Gone to rob the orchard, as likely as got a use for it. Jf he gets his rheu-
it enid Price. “We'll make the pqp» _ fnal;ia old back up he El'aj" push me
ip-yug cads fed up with campisg  ~Reast!” breathed Bunter. out. That sort of old bésn has to be
g ’ : - “Somebody’s been hefd  rather tipated with tact.”

They're notlikely to go sneaking recently ! grinned Hilton, with a  “There’s such a _thing as bein’.
to the old bean, and 1f theyadid, what gesture towards ames of apple 1édl: decent, too, Lodex, if you happened
could thEﬂ‘I"‘E‘-"E? said Loder. “We jneg and discarded core that strewed to think of it,” remarked Hijton:
know nothing about it, of cousse. the ground »¥and the camp-stool “Tou shmt up!® grunted Loder.

“Nothing at all,” grinned Price. - Intely vacated by Bunier. “ Look here, Steve, your fatbasded
I believe one of them stayed be.  “Oh !"'aaid Price. He looked round uncle can go nnd eat coke. Tou tpld
hind,™said Hilton.. “f didn’t see that ratler uneasily. “May.have d0dged us he wos fiorps qu treapassers awnd
fat freak Bunter in the boat when out of sight whem we came along. campers and river rowdies—now NS
they went.” Hold on, Lodér, old,mag—we can't e MaoNer Lmsany.—No. 1,647,
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old ass lets that gang camp here and
stopped. us when we were kicking
them out—-"

“Well, he's told you why,” said
Price. “The first. night they were
here there was a burglary, and they
gra'i:-had the burglar and back a

. bundle of bonds that he was cutting
off with-=tho . of . pounds
worth, That's made the old lean

think no end of them.*

“Bother the old ass!™ gaid Loder.
“Look here, we've come here to rag
this camp, and we're going to fag 1t,
“f"d Loder, by f a beginni

n er, by way of a beginning,
aimed a kick at Buntsr's camp-
gtool and landed it in the bagkwater.
Loder was much lesa particular about
displeasing old Sir George than old
8ir George's pephew was. FPrice was
poor; and a rich uncle was worth cul-
tivating. But Bir George was nol
Loder's uncle, and Lodér cared ve
little about Sir George, and, in fact,
very little about Price. Loder was
going to have hia own way.

“Now lend a hand with that tent,”
he aaid,

“If that fat brute's got an eye om
us from somewhere, it means a row,”
aaid Price uneasily. “We can’t make
dut’ that we know wmothing about it
if we're seen at it, Loder.”

Hilton chuckled,

“1 fancy Buoter’s not far off,” he
remarked,

“Rot | asaid Loder.

.1 su your uncle doean't de-
corate his trees with check trousers,
Steve, does he?” pgrinned Hilton.

“Eh? What do you mean?” asked
Price. :

" “T mean that if he doesn't there's
pomebody 1in those trousers,” an-.
swered Hilton, pointing upward.

“Oh_ crikey ! came a startled gasp
from the leafy elm. Bills Bunter
realised that he was spotted.

“0h, my hat! There he is!” ex.
claimed Walker. “Is that you up
there, Bunter, you prize porker?”

“Neo, it ain't!” gasped. Bunter.
“*Tain’t me !

Loder stared up inte the branches
with a black brow. Now that he
looked up, he could discern Bunter.

The fat juniow; apple in hand,
blinked down at him through his big
spectacles. The reasion on Loder's
face made him gladder than ever that
he was out of yeach,

%You fat rotter ! roared Loder,
" What are you sticking up in that
tree for? Come down at once !

“-B‘Eﬂﬂt l:n!

“Come down!” roared Loder,

“Shan't I

"Look here, chuck it, Gerald!”
gaid Price. "I tell you I don’t want
8 I'ti:}‘ﬂ’ with my uncle—— Here, look
ount " :

But it was-too late for Loder to
Ieﬁ]k nu&; Frl'un; E&mte.r?:i fat Eand
ahove e apple dropped, and it
landed fairly on Ill-odper"a upturned
It landed

face. -
It was a large apple.
fair and equare on. Leder's =mope:
Punter had dropped it without in-
teniding to do eo; but he could not
h.i: qume:_i so well if he had tried.
It fair ﬁ banged am Loder’as nose, and
Tae Mioner Lismuny.—Ng. 1,647,
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Gerald Loder uttered a terrifio . yell
a8 it' banged.

i3 U.w !H‘ =

“0Oh crikey 1 gas Bunter..

“Ow! Cllf gag;] !ﬂuﬂeﬂ Loder,
elapping his hand to hiz nose, which
felt as if a hammer had smitten if.
“Ow! Ooogh! I'll
Ow! .I'lll scrag him! Ow!l My
nose! Ohl" He glared round furi-
II:msl at hia frienda: -“?What are you
aughing at, you foolaf”

“fa, Tin, a1
“I'll amash him I roared Loder.

And, to Billy Bunfer's alarm and
terror, tho bully of the Sixth started
clambering up the gnarled trunk of

thﬁ ﬂ‘!ﬂ E:I.m.t

Not Loder’s Lucky Day]

T ﬁ,I.LD! ), E;nﬂl!c;; m]:;;uo!"
claim 0 erry.
n“Thasa cads P" growled
ﬂ: -
reyiriara Water-Lily was
satling merrily home. The Famouns
Five had crossed the river; they had
landed and rambled round Purley,
they had done a little necessary shop-
E:‘HF, and now they were sailing home
unch.

And as the boat glided gracefully
up to the bank of Tipton ge the
créw had a view of their camp at the
mouth of the litile backwater—of
Walker and Hilton and Price stand-
ing under a leafy elm-trec, and of a
%:au' of lege disappearing into - that

X~

Johnn
Tlln*:r,r

ree,
They could guess that the legs

were Loder’a.

Qf Bunter, whomr they had left in
the camp, there was mothing to be
seen.

- "These aweeps!”. said Frank
Nugent. " What are they doing in
our camp "’

“'Where's Bunter 7* exclaimed Boh.
“The whkerefulness is terrifie.”
“Up that tree, perhapa! Leder
can't be climbing 1t for fun,” said
Harry Wharton, “Is that bully after
Bunter?" .
“ Listen " grinued Bob.
From the lealy. elm came a roar,
which indicated where Bunter was,
“Beast! You keep off ! I'll chuck
an ap'pia at you if you come up!
Beast! I'Il jolly well bang you with
this bag " :
“Bounds like Bunter!” chuckled
Nugent.

“We've eq‘%u
Harry. “We'll make those cada
narr{ they've butted into our camp!
Haook on, gquick!™ ,

Loder and Buntek, in the tree;
conld see nothing but leaves. Hilton,
Price, and Walker, on the sround,
wera staring upward after Loder, and
had no or the river and the
craft thereon. :

Had they looked round they would
have seen the Water-Lily runnin

back in time,” said’

they did not see the Water-Lily.

‘'The Greyfriare crew’ rai the boat
to the bank, and did ot even stop
to drop the sail. Bunter, i% was
clear, waa in need of rescue, and they
were in a hurey ts go to-the réscue.
They stayed. only to tie orl

smash him!.

E t{rouserg as he went, )
 QCedrie- Hilton walked after.

“Get hold of something,”
Harry haatily.

erﬁht-d up a thick stick and
star ap the bank.

The heroes of the Remove were
great fiphting-men, but they were
not equal to handling . Fifth and
Sixth Form seniors. But Bunter had
to be rescued, snd the encmy had
to be driven off.

. Bob Cherry grabbed the boathook,
The other three gr an oar gach,
Thus armed, they rushed towards the
camp. -

From the elm-tree came another
roar—this time from Leoder.

Billy Bunter, in sheer desperation,
waa burling apples. One erashed om
Loder's  alrea dﬂm‘ifd noae,
another od his chin, another caught
kim in the eye. At ench short range,
even Bunter could not miss,

. Loder roared, and very mpearly lost
bis hold. \But he grabbed again and
clambered on furiouely.

Bang, bang, bang!
after apple, banging on Loder, Then
the deaperate fat Owl hurled the bag
with the apples that remained in it,
and Loder, getting the in bulk,
as it were, was fairly knocked back-
wards.  He slithered down the tree
and grabbed § Ilgwer branch and
hung on, aplutter:in%, Ea.ng_'in% to
a bough with his hands, lhis Jegs
awupg in the air, .

It was at that moment that the
Famous. Five arrived. i

“Ga for 'em!" roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh gadl” exclaimed Hilton.
“Look out!” The next moment he
went over as Johnny Bull charged
with an oar, like a knight of ald with
a lance, and it jab in the Fifth-

Former'as ribs.
“Here, you yolmg rbtters !” panted
Kcep that stick

Walker. " Yarcoh
or I'll—— Ygo-

away, Wharton,
hoo-hooop 1

“Q@ive them jip!” roared Johnany
Bull.
yelled

paid

came apple

“(ive them terrifio togo!”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, jamming
his oar upder Stepken Price’s chin.

Walker, with a roar of rage, dodged
Wharton's thick stick; but as he
jumped at the captain of the Remove,

b Cherry charged with ‘the boat-
hook. There was no arguing with a
boathook., James Walker bounded

away.like a biick.

Y for 'em !™

“Bash "em !

iiH l.‘.."].'ﬂ. “P !”

Hand to hand, ne doubt, bhig
seniors would have handFed - Lower-
Fourth jumioxs effectively. But they
seemed to have hdd enough of oaras
and boathooks, Price was alrecady
ruuningﬂ up the path through the
wood, dne jab under the chin.%mvhlg
been enough for him, Walker
bounded away fwom the boathook and
cut after him, uftering a fearful yell
as the boathook jabbed at his

He disdained to run, but he wal

‘rather quickly. Ard the Famous Five

turned their attention .to Loder:
Loder had dra himgelf on the
beugh, with thé in n of clamber..
kg up-agsin and collaring Bunter.
But the uproar below him made Lodes



ure. He wlared down at the sight
of hig Friends in fullwetregt—and the
Famous Five pathered under the elm.

The Co, had returned.at a lucky £

moment: for Bihter—not~duecky for
Lodetr. Loder's luck whs right out!

“Come down, Loder!” roared Bob.

“Waiting for you, Loder!” yélled
Johnny Bull..

“1 say, you fellows!” howled Billy
Bunter. ~ “I say, eollar that beast!
I say, hg's chucked the camp stool
into the water. He was going to rag
the tedt. I say, bash him, you
fellows I

“Coming down, Toder?” bawled
Bolb. '

Loder was as unwilling to come
down as Bunter had been a few
minutes ago. He clamped himself on
the branch and glared down instead
of coming down.

Bob reached up with the boathook,
He jabbed.

Loder’s yell almost reached Berk-
shire, acrosa the river.

“Yarooh! Stoppit! Keep that
boathook away, you young demon!”

“Coming down?” grinned Bob—
and be jobbed again.

Loder made a grab at a higher
branch, He was not coming down;
he was going higher, out of reack of
that sharp point. That, at least, was
Loder’s intention, but it was not
carried out. Bob used the hook in-
stead of -the point ard hooked on to

Loder.
. “Got him!" said Bob., *Hooked,
by gum "

“Ha, ha, ha!” welled the Co.

*Oh pad!” panted Loder,

The hook was in his jacket, well in.
Bob dragged on the handle. Loder
wag hooked like a fish, and he had to
come down. .

He had the clhoice of clambering
down, in o hurry or of descending in
one. Ha chose to.clamber dowit.

“Bag him !” roared Bob, as the en-

aged bully of the Sixth dropped to

the ground, and Loder was promptly
bagged,

He glared round for hia friends.
They were vanishing from sight at
the other end of the path through
the wood. [Evidently, they had no
ides of coming back for Gerald
Loder. ;

Collared oun all gides, Loder was
helpless in the handa of the Philis-
tinca.  Toder _was a fairly heft
fellow, but he was not hefty enough
to deal with five, They jammed him
ngninst the elm, and pinued him
there.

“I say, you fellows, have you got
him#” sgueaked Buunter, from above.

“The gotfulness is terrifie.”

Billy Bunter scrambled down from
the tree, Bunter was gasping for
breath, but he was full of beans, with
three of the encmy gone and Loder
safely held.

*1 say, you fellows, hold him while
I smack his head!” %ﬂﬁfeﬂ Bunter.
“I say, hold him while I boot him |
I say, hold him while I jab Lim with
the boatlmal !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“"Eeep off, you ferocious frog!”
chuckied Bol Cherry. *Did you say
Loder kicked the camp stool inty the
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water? 1 dare say he will get it out
again for us!° Won't you, Loder?"
“ELet moe po ! ronred Loder, strug-

ling gavacely.
“He, he, he! I say, you fellows,
make him go in for it!” chuckled

Bunter. -“1 syy, chuck the ead in
after it.”

“Come on, Loder!” said Johnny
Bull,

Loder did not want to come on.
But in the grasp of the Famous Five
he had to. They walked him down
to the edoe of the little stream.
Thera the camp stool conid be seen,
in four fect of water, Loder had put
it there; it was up to Loder to get
it hﬂﬂk ﬁﬁ-iﬁ; a

“Go it, Loder!” said Bob Cherry
enmumginglﬁ.

“Ilo you think I'm poing into. the
water, you blockhead ?” roured Loder.
- "“Sort of,” agreed Bob, “Like
Hat

Loder was tipped into the stream.

There wgs o mighty splash as he
went in.

% He, he, he!" cachinnated Billy

Bunter,
" Loder flonndered in the water,
gained hig feet, and stood up, with
the backwater fowing wunder his
arms. He gave the grinning juniors
on the bank a deadly glare, and
strove to clamber out.

Bob lunged® with the boathook.

Loder did not wait for ithat lunge
to reach him. He backed away so
swiftly that he loat his fooling, and
sat down in the creek. The water
flowed over his hiead again. He came
up, blowing like a whale,

“Hand cout that camp steol, eold
man !* said Bob. “You're mot get-
ting out without it! Must learn to
be more careful with other people’s
property.”

“If you want your camp stool you'll
have to eome iz and get it!" roared
Loder.

The boathook eame inte play again.

Loder, gurgling fury, spun round,
and attempted to climb out on the
otbher side. Bob reached out, and
Emmptlf hooked him back with the

pathook, Again Gerald Loder saf
down in four feet’ of water.

When lie spluttered up apain, it
seemod that Loder was satiafied. He
grabbed the camp setool and hapded
it out. . Then he was allowed to erawl
out of the water,

“Thanks!"" said Beb., “Npw you
can eut, Loder! Drop in again when
you want another bathe with yonr
clobber on ™

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Loder did not rfiply. He pave the
cheery Bob a  deadly look, and
framped up the path through the
wood, squelching water af every stop,
Drippinge from head to foot, he

squelehed dismally away, and dis-
appeared after his fricends,
“I've got rather an idea that

Loder's surry he called!” remarked
Bob Chorey. * What do yvou fellows
think #"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There was no doubt that Loder was
gorry - that he had called. On that
point there was no possible doubt--no
possible, probable shadow of doubt—
no possible doubt whatever,
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_Disaster in the Night !
HR'AIH'.!”_ murmured Bob Oherry

sleepily.
It was pattering down on
the Greyfriara junmers' tent.

Night had fallen, and with the¥all
of might came the patter of rain.
But' at dark, like the birds, the
Grreyirviars campers went to roost, and
they were well gsheltered in the tent,
under the trees by the little back-
watér. - SBo nobedy bothered about the
roit, :
Billy Bunter was already asleep—
aﬁ a rumble like distant thunder in
the tent indieated.

Harry Wharton & Co. rolled in

‘their Blankets, listencd for a time,

drowsily, to the patter of the rain,
but they soon dropped off into
slnmber.

It was a couple of hours later that
Harry Wharton suddenly awakened.
He awoke with a stazt.

“What—" he gasped.

Something seemed to be billowin
over him. e put out his hand, an
found that he wns covered with
canvas. He started up, banged his
hend on » slanting fent-pole, and
roared,

“Halle, halle, lLailo!” eame a
startied voice,

“Oh, my hat! What—2*"

“Look out! What——"

“The tent’s eomine down !™ shouted
Harry. ;

It was- not coming down—it had

come! TFallen canvas swamped over
the campers, and they strueggled
wildly to release themselves,

"I say, you feHewst—eame a loud
howl. * Whazzer mavrer? That you
larking, Bob Cherry, you beast? I
say, I'm smothered——"

% crumbs ! pgas Nugent.
“We'd better get out of this!”

“I say, ?-:-u . fellows I bawled
Bunter. “Will you stop it?”

“Crawl out, you fnt ass!” roared
Bob. “The teni's down, you silly
-ags 1"

“Beast! Why didn't vou fix ik

roperly f” howled Bunter. * Rotten
aziness all round, as usual.”™

The Famous Five struzzied out of
billewing canvas. Rain greeted them
as they emerged, dripping through
the branches over the camp.

Billy Bunter was still kicking and
roarine under the fallen canvas, He
howled to be released. 1t did not seem
to oceur to the fat Owl to release
himself.

“Will you gemme out of this?”
raved Bunter. “I'm smothered! I
say, you fellows, where are you?
Will you lend a hand, you Leasts

There was a dim starlight under
the rainy trees. Harry Wharton &
Co. looked at the wreeked tent, in the
dimness. How it had come down, go
suddenly and completely, was an
exasperating mystery. They were
carciul cam‘mrs. and cvery peg had
been earefully pegged. It was the
tirst time such a dizaster had hap-
pened during their Thames trip, aud
they had liad much windier nights
than this,

“How the
Julinny Bull,
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“1 say, you [fellows—
Buuter.

“Ob, bother the fat chump—hook
hiin ouf!” said Bob.

They groped for Bunter to hook
bip ont. Heb ®herry zot hold of a
fat ankle, while Wharton seized an
ear, and they lugged.

Billy Bunter rolled omt. roaring.

* roared

“Ow! Leggo my car! You're
pulling m%vear off, you beast ! Leggo
my leg! You're breaking my agkle!
Beasts! Rotters! Ow! It'z  rain-

ing 1" added Bunter; in an indignant
ell. "I ehall met wet !

The fat Owl struggled to his feat.
He glared at the Famous Five in in-
expressible indignation. He seemed
to think that it was their fawlt that
it was raining—indeed, that they had

ot up that shower specially to make
ﬁim uncomiortable,
© “Tt's raining !" bawled Bunter, “I
shall be soaked! You jolly well
want me to be soaked! Where's the
umbrella ?*

Unheeding the howling Owl, the
;uniorn groped in the diemantled tent

or+their clothes, and hurried them
on, nnder such shelter ag the branches
afforded.

SWill you pet the umbreilars”
rofred Bunter. “Can't you hear me
telling you that I'm pgetting wet?”

The Famouna Mve beard, but they
heeded not. Bunter, breathing
wrath, sexambled for his clothea.

It was a damp and dismal party.in
the dripping rain.

Biilg unter posted himself in the
best ebelter he could find, and hooted
ta the other fellowa to get the tent
up again.

“Are you going to stand there like
a lot of moulting fowls?” howled

Bunter. “Do you . want me to get
dr-:-ﬂn-::hed? Will you get that temt
up "

J'nhu_nf Bull stepped towards the
fat Owl. He did not speak. He

kicked Bunter once, twice, thrice,
eliciting ‘three suecessive flendish
yella. Then, feeling better, Johnny
rejoined his comrades, leaving Bunter
rousing ‘the - cclloes of. Sir George
Ti;pi‘nn 8 eatate.

‘Better stick it up again, I sup-

e!” gaid Bob. *“Bldssed if T know
ow it came down. We had it safe
enough.”-

“I think I can guess!” said Harry,
setting his lips. "I fancy we've had
& visitor while we've beer asleep.”

“Qbh, my  hat! Loder — or
Price-—"

“I believe-ao! The tent never col.
lapsed of its own accord! I suppose
we might have expected some trick
like thiz from that cad Loder.”

‘By gum!” Bob glared round in
the ehadowa, “I he's  still
about—"

“Not likely to haug on after pet-
ting -the tent down! Look herel”
added Harry.

He flashed on an electric toreh, and
held up a temt-rope! It had been
clean cut with a knife! The pegs
were still-in the ground. :

The juniors gazed at it with deep
feelings:

It wae clear enough now! That
tent bad been safoly pepped—and the
p?p were still where they had been
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lanted. Some persom or persons un.
mown had ervept round the fent in
the dark, cuiting the ropes.
Obvigusly, it was one of Price’s party
—most likely Loder.

“I say, you fellows, will you get
that tent up ?” yelled Bunter,

" No good getting it up!” said Bob.
“That ~ blighter may be hangin
about all this time. We don’t wan
it over again.” | .

“Better finish the night ip the
boat !” said Harry, “It's not long
till dawn--it's jolly early sunrise
this time of thé year. We can man-
age under the tarpaulin.”

“That's the only thing I aoreed
Eﬂl’}, . =

“Are you going to gct that tent u
ngai}t?” howled Bunfer, g

“No; we're going into the boat.
Come on, { nthea% ! %na of those cads
has let down the tent, and he ma
come back and let it down again
hooted Boh. “ Roll along, barrel, and
shut up !

Ed -B{\'“Bt I"‘l

Billy Bunter rolled after the
Famous Five, ns they moved towards
the bank of the little stream, At
night, the Water-Lily was pulled into
the backwater for safe mooring.

But as they came to the water's
edge, a startling surprise greeted the
dismayed campers,

The starlight pglimmered on the
stream thnt"rigple{l under the rain-
drops. Baut it did vot glimmer on the
Water-Lily.

"The boat ! gasped Bob.

i Gﬂ"]ﬂ ill

“Oh crumbs

IMarry Wharton & Co. stared in
utter dismay at the empty anchérage.
I'he Wator-Lily had been secured, not
only by the painter, but by a chain
and padlock; the latter a precaution
against Mr. Shifty Spooner, whe had
tried to steal the hoat that had once
been bis property.

EBut the padlock hiad pot saved it
this time!

The chain had been padlocked to a
post at’ the water's cdge, used for
mm:mg. That pest had been sawn
through.

The juniors looked at it. I[ the
had' doubted before that they owe
their disaster to Loder & Co., th
could not -have doubted naw. }?-_;
tramp or pilferer or hoat.thief wounld
have been likely to happen along pro-
vided with & saw! It was easy
enough for Loder to obtain one from
the gardener’s ghed, .

“Oh ! breathed Harry Wharton.

Johnny Bull bravdished o elenched
fiat.

“That rotter!” he gasped. “He
sawed this post through and sent the
boat adrift—and then let down the
tent—and us asleep all the time

Oh crumba! If ho waa still here———>
th": He's back at the house before
iag.*

“1 say, you fellows,” asgueaked
Bunter,” “ where's the boat? T can’t
see the boat! What bave you donb

with itp*

“It’s gome, you ass|”

“I'm - getting soaked I roared
Bunter. " Why didn’t you tie it up
gafely, you silly fatheads?”

“Idiot ! Loder’s done this!®

“You’ shouldu't bave et him,.
then!” roared Bunter. "Look bere,
if the temt's down and the bhoat's
gone, what am I poing to do? 1
tell you I'm getting sonked !

It was rather unfortunate for
Bunter that the Famous Five did not
realise that he was the only felluw
that mattered.

They turned om him a3 one man,
grasped him, and sat him down in the
nearest puddle with a bump and a
splash.

“Now shut up!™ voared Johany
Bull.

"Ow! Beast! Wow ™

Bunter sat and roared, while tle
Famous Five, in wrath and dismay,
consulted what bad better be Jone--
in the dripping rain. Awnd the worst
of it was that there did not
seem, at present, anything that could
be done. Loder had given the Grey-
driars crew father a knock-out hlow !

il

Trouble in Priee’s Party!

EDRIC HILTON, secated in &

deep leather armchair in the

. billiards-room at Tipton Lodgé,
yawned over his cigarctte.

Price nnd Walker were playiog
billiards. Toder was not prescat,
The hour was late—a good deal pass
midoight. Price & Co. did not kéep
early bours in holiday-time, '

Old Sir Geofgre, who hod long been
in bed, was probably quite unaware
of his nephew’s manners and customs
-in that respect. Stenson, the butlef,
had ‘looked in thiee times, his face
more expressive cach time, and had
finally gone off to bed, leaving' the
Gre;r rinrs semiors to . their owh
devices.. A butler's disapproval wis
not likely to worry Price & Co.

The whole house was sleeping, with
the exception of Price and his
friends. Hilton was sleepy; but it
was his way to yield to others, dnd
he sat and-yawned and waited for
them to pet through.

But when Price, having ruoh
Walker out, pro a fresh pame,
the dandy of the Fifth sat up and
threw. away his cigaretto,

“What about #* he nsked:

“Waiting for Loder,” answered
rice.

“Loder gone out?”

"Yﬂﬂnu

“YWhat a night for a walk}”
yawned Hilton.

Price laughed. But he said no
more and re-started billiards with
Walker,

Hilton rose from the armchair,

“Half-past twelve!™ he said. ~If

ol men are goin’ to make o might
of it, I think I'1l toddle off ! Then
he paused, his expressiom chanping.
“1 didn't eee Loder go out. Where's
he ponelb?

“Oh, just a nice walk in the rain{*
answercd FPrice.

Walker ehuckled.

“Is. he aes emough to ﬁ;o ragging
thoee fags. in the middle of the
night 7 asked Hilton.

“1 shouldn't wonder.”

“You're an ass, Pricey!
*uncle won't like it.”

Price ghrugged hiz shoulders,

Your



"1f they come yowling to the old
bean, I don’t see what they'll prove,”
he answered., “Nobody here will
know anything about it.  Plenty
of tramps along the river who might
make off with their boat.”

Hilton frowned,

“That's a rottem trick!™ he s=aid
slowly.

Another shrug from Stephen Frice.

“Better tell Loder that!™ he said.
“It was his biz idea. They secem to
have got Loder’s rag out to-day !

“It's o bit thick!” said Walker.
“ 8till, you kuow old Gerald! When
he's got hizs back up he doesn’t stop
ab much.”

Hilton made no answer. e stood

frowning, and said npothing more
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" ¢ You're breaking my ankile !

about going to bed.  Hilton of the
Fifth was'a good-untured fellow aud
a good deal too good for the company
he kept. It was easy indolence of
1‘#131';1{‘1.'{*1‘ that put him so much under

rice’a influence:; but there was o
Iimit, and the expression on his face
indicated that the limit wos reached.

About ten minutes later the french
windows of the billinrds-roem were
pushed epen from outside amd foder
came in. His cap and raineont were
dripping; but he was grinning as lLe
sliook off splashing drops of rain-
water,

Price and Walker gave him_grin-
nine  looks of inguiry. Hilton
regurded him with a steady, fixed
Haze.

FEoder threw off the wet eap and
coak,

"OLR.?" asked Price.

"1 Tancy those young scoundrels
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will be sorry for their cheek about
this time ! said Loder. 1 left them
wrizgling out from under their tent
—in the rain, Tent scems to have
collapsed on them, somehow.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!”

“I don’t know whether they've
started looking for their boat yet)”
went on Loder, “If they bave, I
hardly think they’ll find it! They
had it Endlnﬂkﬂl—ﬂafe as houses, I've
no doubt they fancied it! I'm afraid
it's gone, all the sowme.”

“Ha, ha, hat”

“They oan go dowg the river to-
morrow and hunt for it ! said Loder.
“Perhaps they'll take it as a tip not
to stay where they're not wanted !”

“Good man!” said Price.

oy

“You've sent their boat adviflt,
Loder?"” asked Hilton quietly.

“1 gave it 2 good shove, vight out
into the river, and saw it go on the
current before 1 attended to  the
tent,” answered ILoder coolly, 1
daresny it was a mile off before I
wolke the crew up.”

“Dirty trick !” saul Hiltoun.

Yoder stared at him.

“What's biting you. you fool*” he
asked politely. " You got a handling
from them this morning, same 3
we did.”

“’I'iew'll have to pay for that boat
if it's Tost—it's not Lheir own.” snid
Hilton. “1It's a pretty good eratt,
too—it will run them into o pretty
penny il thevy don't get it back.
You'tl have to pay, it they could
fix il on you." .

Loder Iaughed. g

“'I'lhey’re weleome to fix it on wme, if

tliey can! But they’ll get it back, it
thoy like t9 follow it down the river.
It will be stopped at the Hrat lock, I
suppose—if somebody doesn't snap it
up. Who cares?”

“I do!” eaid Hilton.

“You're a fool I

“And you're a rotter!” yawned
Hilton,

Loder gave him a dangerous look,
and Stephen Price hastily interposed.

“Now then, no ,m%ﬁihg among
pals!" snid Price amicably. “Where
are you goin’, Cedric?”

Hilton, without replying, Icit the
billiards-room. I }it]ﬂ was poing to
hed], he did not trouble to say good-
nicht. :

Loder threw Limself inte a chair

You're pulling my ear off I ™

and lighted a cigaretic. I'riee and
Walker vesumed their game.

But Cedric Hilton waz not gone
to bed. In o fow minntea he reap-
peared in the billiards-rcom and, to
the surprise of his friends. he had a
cap and raincoat on over his evening
clothes and a key in his hand. The
three stared at him, -

"Goin' ont?" asked Irice, blankly.

“Yea,”  Hilton crossed to the
(reneh windows.,  “1'1l go out this
way—[ don’t want to wake the

. house”

Toder, with o glint in his eyes, rose
ol Et(’lll:lt‘l]. between Hitton and the
frenchh window,

“Is that the kew of
house ?” he asked quictly.
“You've guesscd it.”

“Then what are vou geing to de?”

“Guess again !’

Tie Macxer Larany.—No. 1,647,
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“You're not going after those
young cads’' boat!? said Loder, be-
tween hias teeth.

“Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Walker,
“Don’t be a fool; Hiltonl”

“Cedric, old man, for goodness’
sake don't play the goat ! cxclaimed

Price. “What the dooce does it
matter to you?” -
Hilton did not answer Lhim, e

Imkﬁd at Lﬂﬂg:lri- b
“Will you oblige me by gettin' ont
of the way?” he asked. ;‘r".

“Not unless you hand over that
key,” answercd er. “I domn'f sup-

Imae ow'd get their boat back, but
jolly well know that you're mob
going to try.”

ve asked you to get out of the
wa I"-

“Ydu can ask till you're black in
the face!" zaid Loder. “You're not
goin’ out of the house with that key.”

“For oodness’ eake,” you
fellows——" exclaimed Price, in
alarm.

Tt suited Price of the Fifth to keep
in with Loder, who was o Sixth Form
prefect at Greyfriara, It suited him
still more to keep in with Hilton,
who was wealthy and easy-going, and
ain’ extremely valuable pal %ﬂ
fellow like Price. A row between the
t%vo on him little holiday party waas

uite dismaying to the cad of the

reyfrinrs Fifth,

But a row was coming, and Price
fmthi.nat stop it, Loder waa deter-
mined that Hilton should not take the
ekiff out from the boathouse to look
for the Water-Lily. Hilton bkad made
up -his mind on that point. On the
rareoccasiong when Cedric Hilton made
EJ his mind he could be firm enough.

e did pot even glance at Price—and
tid not seem to bear him,

“Last time of askin’, ,Loder,” hLe

said lightly.

“ Stand {ack, you foolI” snarled
Loder. _

Hilton slipped the key into his

'leet-. Then he walked directly at
er.

‘Loder did not budge an inch, and
Hilton grasped him, to push him out
of the way.

“Hands off 1" panted Loder, his face
red with rage,

He atagoered agide in Hilton's
B Lo

“Look here—" exclaimed Walker,

“Cedric, old chap—-" bleated
Price.

Hilton heeded neither of them. He
twisted Loder aside, and the bully of
the Sixth struck at him and struck
again. He gnt- in two before Hilton
hit out—an
man’'s fist crashed, and Gerald Loder
went  spinning, to' measure his

lenpth alope the wall.

_(Eﬂzic E@lton threw open the
french windows.

He stepped out, aund then looked
back in the rain.

Loder sat up, gmnting.

Hilton did not waste a glance om

him, *
“Good-night, Steve!? lLe said
coolly. “After #his ¥ withdraw grace-

fally from the merry party. You
mipght send my bag after me; I shan't
be comin’ hack. See you next term
at Greyiriars.”

Tar Mioner Lisrary.—No. 1,647,
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Without . waiting for an answer
Hilton turned apd disappeared. into
the darkness and the rain.

Shifty Spooner In Luck!

HIFTY SPOONER ¢ould hardly
believe his eyes—or his luek.
Sunrise was bright on the
Thames. The sun was shining down
from a blue sky, and the valey of the
Thames had a bright, fresh, newl
washed look. The rain had stopp
before dawn.

Mzx. Spooner was not very sus-
ceptible to scencry. He did not care
a boiled bean for Nature's fresh
bright lovk in the sunshine after the
rain.

But lie was glad that the rain had
Mr. Spooner was on the
towpath on the Berkshire side of the
river, not very far from Tilehurst,
and he did not like rain when he was
takqu his walks abroad.

Shi t{' was walkiog up the towpath
in the bright carly morning, with a
Wary oye open—-not on- the ﬂncner;l'.
He did not even notice that the rai
way, so near the river at that point,
rather spoiled the scenery—such
things did not worry Mr. Spooner.

Shifty was wary, and had zeason to
be wary. Shifty had spent twe years
in the stone-jug for mistaking
another man’s property for his own—
and he was in gome danger of seeing
the inside of the stone-jug once more,
Aund in spite of all the pjodern im-
provements in prisons, which. make
them so attractive in comparison with
s job of hard work, Shifty did not
want to go in again.

Shilty had been having bad luck.
He had failed, so far, to pet hold of
the Water-Lily, after {frailing it szo
long up the Thomes. And a spot of
burglary at TiFh:m Lodge, which had

romised well, had turned out an abso-
ute fizzle. Unluckily for Shifty, the
Water-Lily had tied up at that very
epot, and Harry Wharton & Co. had
collared him in his flight, and though
Shifty had gobt away in his canoce, he
had had to leave his plunder behind—
so that enterprise had to be written
off aa a dead losa.

It never rains bub it pours, and
Shifty, getting away from Tipton
Lodge as fast as he could, had had
the misfortune to encounter the
owner of his canoe. Once more Shifty
had had a marrow escape.

For two or three days sinee then

Shifty had understudied the shy
violet, keeping oyt of the public eye,
OW.
But Shifty was faced with a dread-
ful alternative. Either he had to get
hold of something that did not belong
to him, or else He had to look for a
job of work.

That latter alterpative was un-
thinkable to Shifty. Work he ab-
borred. The ‘stone-jugp was better
than that! So, in the early morning,
=Shifty Spooner was on the warpa
again—on foot this time, mourishing
g faint hope of getting once more om
the trail of the Water-Lily.

Quite unknown to the  present
owners of the boat, the possession of
the Water-Lily for a time meant
much to Mr. Spooner.

His hope wae faint; but the pro-
verb tells. us that the darkest hour ia
just before the dawn, Bhifty, as he
slouched up the towpath, wonderin
whether there was o dog's chance o
spotting the Water-Lily again, suil-
denly saw it.

He came to a halt on the towpath
and etared.
~ His eyes bulged in surprise.

Hﬂalig it was not easy to belicve his
eyes. They fairly popped at the
driftine boat. .

In all his surmises and anticipa-
tions, Shifty Spooner had never
dreamed that he would ever have the
luck to spot that boat adrift, rolling
down the river without an ccenpant.

Now he spotted it.

“ Suffering snakes!" breathed Mr.
Spooner, gazing at it.

It was 'lﬁiﬂ ‘ﬁtex-’.’hilj&he knew his
old boat af a glance. In more pros-
perocus days, before an official hand
liad ever fallem om his shoulder,
Shifty had had that bodt built to his
own  specifications. Shifty knew
secreta about that beat that no one
eler knew or suspected,

And there it waa.

Somehow or other ‘it had ruon
adrift whila its erew woere on shore.
The last Shifty had seen of the Groy-
friats erew—which was on the night
they had grabbed him getting away
with Sir George Tipton's bonds—they
had been on the other side of the
river in Osfordshire. If they were
still there,  the drifting boat must
have wanderod acroza the river, after
citing away from its moorings. I'ro-

ably it hns wandered to and fro a
ood m;m{ times, the plaything of
the current.

Now it was cloze to the Berkshire
sidc—only ten or twelve feet out from
the towpath where Mr. Spooner stood
raging™ at it in amazement and de.
[ight. _

*Caa !” breathed Mr. Spooner, “Is
this luck?” p
. He fairly grinned with glee at the
drifting atr.-rl-I.ﬂiy.

It wos amaziog Inck.

At that aar?gh boyr, few were
abroad on the Thames. That was
why Mr. Spooner was abroad. Later
in the day, when there were crowds
about, it was Mr. Bpooner’s intentjon
to retire to seclusion for a time—
after the epicode at Tipton Lodge he
had te be wary. At the present
moment he was the only person on the
towpath at that point, and, looking
up and down the river, he could see
only one singls craft, apart from tho
Water-Lily...

That was a light skiff coming down
the river under a pair of scuﬁs, and
still at & considerable distance,

Except for that, Mr. Spooner had
the Thames to himself.

“Coo 1" repented Mr. Spooner, in a

deep breath of satisfaction. * Suffer-

iu%ta{lpnles I Thie beats it I

e moved along, keeping pace with
the slowly drifting boat. He hoped
that it would drift into the rushes,
and give him a chance to grab.

It drifted a little nearer ag if to
tantalise him. But, within six fect
of the bank, it eddied out agaim.

“Blow |"” eaid Mr. Spooner, )

Shifty did naot want to awim with
his clothes on, But he was not likely



‘ta let that boat drift away, after
coming 8o near. Across the water it
would be out of his reach—ond, lower
down, it wonld be snapped up by an#
waterman who saw it adrift, and-in
any case-would be taken in at the next
lock. It was now or never for Shifty.
He plunpged in.

A few strokes brought him to the
boat and he grabbed the gunwale.

]}rigpin » he clambered in.
The Water-Lily at long last was his
again.

He squeezed water ont of his

clotheés, He was wet and uncomfort-
able; but that mattered little in the

hour of success and triumph.

Shifty bent over the stern . locker.
It was that locker which, for some
reason only known te Shifty, had a
epecial -attraction for him. Onece
before, when he had got hold of the
boat for a time, he had found that
locker screwed up, and the Famous
Five. had reeaptured the boat before
Shifty could deal with the serew. But
it was not screwed now—it and its
contents were at Shifty's merey.

Shifty opencd the lid nnd-looked
into it. It was nearly full of various
articles, mostly tinped goods.

Mr. Spooner was very cager to ex-
plore that locker. He was undecided
tor a moment whether to et poing at
once or pull the Water-Lily into some
secluded spot first, The latter seemed
more prudent, as the Greyfriars erew
might be searching for their boat.
Shifty picked up a pair of cars and
sat dewn to row.

0 El !lr

He stared up the river as he heard
that hatl. N

The skiff he lad observed in the
distance was nearer now. ‘The' hail
came from that skiff.

1t bad only one oceupant. If jt
was a4 member of the Famous Five,
after the boat, Shifty was ready to
deal with him ! But a glance showed
him that the fellow in the skiff was a
stranger to him,

He wos some years older theu any
of the juniors; and he was dressed in
a way very unusunal for a [lellow
sculling on the river in the dawn.

He wna in evening clothes, and
with that garb he wore a cap! A
raincoat lay in the skiff, which looked
as if he had come ont while it was
still raining during the night,

Shifty Spoomer stared at bim
blankly. He had spent a goud deal
of time on rivers, and hud scen all
gorts and econditions of river men;
but never before had he sven a fellow
in evening dress sculling in the sun-
rise, Apparently that fellow had
made a night of it!

“Hi ! repeated the occupant of the
akiff.

He was lailing Shifty as the skiif
shot on.

Shifty decided not to heed. He sat
to the oara and pulled.

“Hi! shouted the fellow in the
skiff again. *“Hold on!”

Mr. Spooner set his teeth and put
his beef into the pull. Who the
fellow in evening elothes was he had
not the faintest idea; but it was clear
that ke was interested in Mr
Spoouer.  Shifty wanted pothiug to
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do with him. Shifty wanted to pget
away with the Water-Lily.

He pulled hard! He was & good
ma®t with. oars; but the Water-Lily
was o roomy boat, and not the craft
to compete in o race with a light skiff
that fairly skimmed the- water.

That skiff came on like an arrow,
and was alongside before Shifty had
covered much distance.

Mr. Spooner pgaveé the handsome
fellow in the skiff an evil look; but
the latter gave Mr. Spoomer a
pleasant nod.

*Lookin' for that boat,” he said
pleasantly. “Thanks for piekin’ it
up, but {'II take it over now !I”

Not So Lucky!

ILTON of the Fifth laid in
his seculls and dropped a

band on the gunwale of the
Water-Lily.

Mr. Spooner ceascd to pull and he
also laid in his oars; but lhe kept a
grip on one of them. If that dandi-
fied fellow persisted in bothering
Mr. Spoower, Shifty-had a usé for
that oar, though not for rowing!

“Who the dickenz are you®" de-

manded Mr. Spooner gruffly. “Take
your hand off my boat!”

Hilton raised his eychrows.

“Your boat?" he asked.

“My boatr” said Mir. Spooucr
definitely.

“There’s a little mistake some-
where ! remarked Hilton.,  “That
boats the Water-Lily—its name’s

plain enough to be scen, Besides, I
Enow it by sight ! It weunt adrilt last
night—" :

“Plenty of Water-Lilics oo the
Thames,” said Mrv. Spooner. " You're
mistaking this for awnother boat!
Sheer off, please !

Hilton smiled, and kept his grasp
on the guuwale of the Greyfriars
boat. He had supposw«ld, at first,
that Mi. Spooner was some Yiver
idler who was looking for a reward
for picking wp a drifting boat. He
realised npw that Mr. Spooner wos
a boat-thief,

“1 think you're making a mistoke,

my friend ! he drawled. *“You
didu't get as wet as that pullin® a
boat | %‘uu swam off to it. What:"”

“My business, not yours !” retorted
Mr. Bpooner. “I'm asking you, eivil,
to let go my boat.”

“Let me explain!” said Hilton
politely. *““This boat belongs to some
boys from my school, and 1'm-after it

to get it back for them! TUnder-
ghtand #™
“T gaid esheer off ' was Mr.

Spooner's reply. :

“I've followed it a good way, look-
ing for it—and now I've found it,”
said Hilton. “I'll tip you five
ghillings, if you like, for picking it
up ! nt I must really ask you to
hand it over.”

Shifty gave o guick glance up and
down auf round about the Thames.
Not a single eraft was in sight!
There was nobody on the towpath, He
grippﬂl the oar and lifted it.

“Yon wmoing to sheer off, you
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tailor’s dummy?” he ‘inguired dis-
agreeably. “I'm going to kuock“you

“Ja, it worth while?” drawled
Hilton. *Look-here, my man, even
if you got away with the boat, I
should give information at once, snd
you'd be looked for. You'd never
get it past a lock in either dircction.
Hadn't you better think again?*

Hilton 'was, of course, unaware
that Mr. Spooner's object was not se
mucli to steal the Water-Lily asz to
run it into some quiet spot where ha
could explore the locker. But he was
soon aware that Mr. Spooner did not
intend to give up possession of the
boat.

The oar awept through the .air,
aimed at Hilton's head. With sucecss
right in his grasp, Shifty was not
standing om ceremony with this
dandified fellow wlho had ecropped up
g0 uncxpeetedly,

But Hilten, dandified ae he looked,
was not precisely the tailor’s dummy
that Mr, Spooner had taken him for.

He wag on his guard; and as the
oar swept down he pushed the skiff
guickly nlongside the Water-Lily;
and the blade of the car came down a
yard from him, Itecame.down with a
erash that made the little skiff rock.

Before Mr. Spooner could recover
Lhis uawicldy weapon for another
swipe, the dandy of the Greyfriars
Fifth had leaped into the Water-Lily.

The skiff glided away, rocking; the
Water-Lily rocked, too; but Hilton
kept his feet easily, He was too cloan
to Shifty for Shifty to use the oar
neain; and Mr. Spooner dropped it
and took to his fists.

He was about twice as heavy as
the &slim, handsome Fifth-Former of
Greyfriars, and had no doubt of
knocking him out in two or three
seconda.

But that was one of Shlifty's
mistakes.

With o growl of rage he lung him-
self ot ilton, h“'ﬁ','f out. He
hardly kuew how ilton's left
brughed his puneh aside and Hilton's
right came out like a mallet, tapping
en liis nose.

But be knew that he went over
backwards, pitching over the pun-
wale of the rocking Water-Lily and
landing on Lis back in the Thames
with a resounding splash!

Quite a waterspout flew up as Mr.
Spooner hit the Thames with his

‘over, if You don’t.”

back, and disappeared under the
surface.

Hilton, keeping his fret in the
wildl rncl:iug hoat, rubbed lis
knuckles. 8Shifty's bony unose had
rather hurt Liz knuckles.

- A head came up, dripping, from the
water a few yards off the Water-Lily.
Shifty Spooncr aﬁlutterm} for breath,
his face red with rage.

He swam at once for the boat!
Shifty was not givieg in yet.

Hilton glanced round the Waler-
Lily and picked up the boathook.

S{tifty‘s hand grasped the gunwale.

The boathook rapped on his
knuckles and BShifty gave a roarl
Then the pointed end poked Shifty
and he gave another roar.
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The-awful threat of depriving him
of brekker was emough. Bunter got
busy in a hurry. ‘There was a cheery
scent ‘of frying bacon in the Grey-
friars camp when Huarry Wharton &
Co. came back after putting: the skiff
H\\*ﬂf.

A Narrow Escape !

i ONE?" asked Walker.

G Stophen  Price  scowlad

blackly.

“Yea!"” he snapped. )

“Did he gct that boat?” asked

Loder. :
" “1 don't know, and I don't carc!”
geowled Price. “Stensom says he
cpme in about seven, changed and
acked lis bag, nnd cleared. He'd
Eeen gouc an hour when [ came
down. That's ali I konow "

Walker whistled, Loder shrugped
his shoulders. Price scowled at Both
of them.

The three were down rather early
—considering the time they had gone
to bed the mizht before. Loder was
rathor anxious to know whether
Hilton's intervention had been effec-
tive in the matter of the boat.
Frice was still more anxious to know
whether the dandy of the Fiith
really meant to cut the party.

There was no doubt about that
now, Cedric Hilton was gone, and it
wns n-Dblow to Price of the Fifth!
Easy-going ns Hilton was, Price bad
wot found it easy to get him to join
that party—and now he had lost
him! Pricé had a lot of nses for o
friend who had plenty of money and
tever conunted it. H::‘e- wonld rather
have lost both Walker and Loder!

They were at breakfast—Frice, at
least, mot enjoying the "meal. He
was very much inclined to guarrel
with er, but he did not want his
little party to diminish further,

Loder- rose from the table and
lichted a cignrette.

“I'm goin’ to sce if they've got
that boat back ! he said. * (..{)mi A

“Oh, bother the boat!” anawered

Walker, I haven't finished
brekker !”
“Ywok here, Loder, don't start

another 'row with those fags!”
grunted Price. .“ MYy nnele—'

“I'm fed wup with your uncle!”
answered Loder,

“We've got to keep om his right
aide while we’'re here! I tell you
that—"

Gerald Loder did not wait for him

to finish. He walked out of the
rodm, leaving Price scowling and
uneasy. Price would have been

lad enough to see the Famous Five

et all that Loder warted to.pgive
them, and some over; but he had to
be careful with Sir George. If the
old gentleman cut np rusty, Loder
was ready to go. And as for the
difticulty he might leave Price in,
he cared nothing about that—
nothing, at least, in comparison
with giving those checky fags what,
in  Loder's opinion, they richly
merited.

If that boat was back at its shoor
ings, Loder was going to see that
it did not remnih there—even if it
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led to a row with old Sir George.
And if Price did not like it, Price
could lump it! That was how
Gerald Loder looked at it.

He crossed the lawn to the wood
by the river, through which the
little backwater flowed. He -was
soon in sight of the Greyfriara camp
—iid of the Greyfriars boat,

There it was, tied up again,
evidence that Hilton had succecded
in getting it back for its owners.

The Famouws Five were busy on
shore, striking the tent and packiug
their goods and chattels.  Billy
Bunter, scated on a log, was watch-
ing them, aud cating apples,

Loder, kecping out  of sight,
watched them for a fow minutes,

Their activity locked as 1f they
were breaking camy.

‘That, in fact, was what they were
doing. Having consulted on the
matter, the chums of the Remove
had agrveed that it was best to cut
short their stay at Tipton Lodgé.
‘They had- intended to"put in a day
or two lonzer at that
but to stoy there on fighting terms
with Bir George's nephew and otlier

ouesis was o little toe awkward.

Their chief regret was that they were
going without hdnding something
back to Loder of the Sixth. Btill,
even. Johnoy Bull agreed that it was
wizest to aveid more rows at BSir
George’s  ploce—the Famous Five
havingz a little more delicacy in such
matters than Gerald Loder had.

Loder did not approach the camp
by the path through the wood.

He guessed that the juniors were

going, and would scon be gone; and,

sa far as that went, it was aatis-
Factory to have driven them away,

But that was not all the, satisfac-
lion that Loder wanted. Hilton had
uundone Hhis work with the bhoat!
Now he was going to undo Hilton's
—if hie could! 'They were not goin
off in n cheerful party in that t.
They were going to hunt for that
boat if they wanted it!

Loder retraced his steps, and
walked away quickly to the boat-
house. There he pushed out the
punt.

While the juniors were busy pack.
ing ashore, it was casy to slip down
the stream, in' the punt, and jump
on the Water-Lily. 'The boat was
tied only by a rope to a branch—it
wag o second’s work to ecast it loose
and shove it out. And this timc
Loder was going to make sure work
of it. He was going to pull that
boat across to tlhe Berkshire side,
aend it adrift there, and come back
by the ferry.

It was quite simple and easy while
the juniors were busy ashore, pack-
in?' up in the camp.

oder rinned sourly as he pushed
out the puat.

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co.,
unawafe of Loder, were packing the
tent,

Johnny Buall looked
Bunter with a grim eye.

“Packed. up those crocks in the
hnm&uér‘. Bunter?” he colled out,

“Oh, really, Bull—*

“You fat, Inky, frowsting chunk.of
tallow—="

“Beast 1™

round at

leazant spot,’

“sighted him,

“Get a move on, Bunter, you lazy,
fat ass!” suid Nugent,

“T'11 carry this basket of apples
on the boat, if you-like,” snid Bunter.
“1f you fellows tlink you're going to
leave all the work to me——"

Bunter did not finish that seatence.

Johnny Bull had a tent-pes in his
hand, wﬂich he was albont to pack in
the bag with the others. Instead of
packing it, he buzzed it at Buuter.
It banged oun the spot where Biliy
Bunter had poarked considerable
quantities of cggs amd rvashers that
morning,

*Ooool " spluticered Bunier.

“ Have another?” voarved Johnny.

“Urrggh! Beast!”

“Get a move on, then!™

“Ow! Notter! OQoogh!”

Bunter pot a move on. He started
for the boat with the basket of
apples. He got on bonrd the Water-

Laty with that basket.

He - did mnot land again., Bunter
wna unemployed. but he was not
seeking work! He sat down in the
boat, and restarted; affer the
interval, on the apples.

It was about five minutes later
that o punt came gliding down the
little stream, and Bunter blinked ut
Loder of the Sixth, in the punt, and
erigned.

If Loder was going punting, he
could not get by, as the Water-Lily
entirely blocked bis passage,

. Loder shoved hard with the punt-
pale, and the punt came down with
a whiz. A moment after Bunter had
the punt hﬂml:ml on the
“rutE"PLﬂj’ and set it rocking.

“He, he, he!” cureled Bunter, aa
he rocked in the beat,

It seemed to the fat junior that
Loder must be blind, not sceing the
oat in Lia way,

But the next woment Loder was
jumping into the boat.

Leavine the punt to take care of
itzelf, Loder lunded in the Watér-
Lily and grabbed at the painter.
He had not, in his swift rush down
the strenm, noliced that Bunter was
now in the boat.

Now he noticed him—but he «did
not heed bhim. MHe grabbed at the

painter to drag it loose,
“I say, you fellows! yelled
-Bunter.

Hod the Water-Lily rewained un-
occupied, as when Loder had done
his scouting, there “wos mo donbt
that Loder would have got away with
it. The Famoue Five ou the bank
had no time to reoch him before he
got clear. Bwiftness wgs Loder'a
cue—and he had been very swiit!

But the Water-Lily was not now
unoceupied. Billy Bunter was there,
and as Loder grabbed at the painter,
the fat Owl yelled the alarm and the
Famous Five, on shore, all stared
round from their oceupations.

“Loder I yelled Bob.

St him, Bunter!" shricked
Harry Wharton, '

The five jumiors rushed for the
bank. Loder was bagging their boat
under their very eyes, and they had
n'u:'-l time to reach him before Le did
it
" Crash! i :

There was a bir apple in Billy
Bunter's fat hand. He threw it, or



rather banged it, at’ Loder’s head, as
Loder grabbed the painter.

Even Billy ‘Bunter could not miss
at a.range of six feet!

That apple banged on Loder's heéad
like a hammer, .and the bally of the
Sixth staggered, and missed his haold
of the painter. He stumbled in the
rocking boat, lost his footing, and
sat down with a. howl.

He was up again in a moment and
erabbing at the painter again, But
that moment was enough for the
juniors.

Bob 'Cherry, with a desperate
Lound, covered the Iast eix fecet and
landed in the beat, crashing into
Loder.

They rolled together in the bottom
of the Water-Lily; and in another
moment the rest of the Co. were
piling in.

The painter still held the Water-
Lily. In the bottom of the boat
Gerald Loder sprawled aund roared
under the Famoua Five!

Carried Of !

" E, he, he ! chortled Bunter.
H Billy Bunter sat grinning
in the stern scat, watching

the mix-up amidships,

Very mearly—very pearly indeed—
Loder had got away with the Water-
Lily. Bunter had put paid te him.
Toder was nét poing to pet away
with the Water-Lily now! He wag
nbt going to get away without it, in
factT Ile was not coing to get away
at all!

“Got the sweep!™ gripned Bob
Cherry, as he knelt on Loder’s waist-
mai:.'j h! L L | B

“Urrgh! Leggo! Lemme gerrup ™
ﬁp‘luttﬂr%ﬂ Ludff UETE

He wriggled wildly under the five
juniors, rather like a worm under a
wheel,

“We've oot the cad " said Frank
Nugent breathlessly. “The roiter
was going to walk off with the boat
under our noges—"'

“The walkfulness

will wpot be

terriic mpow !™  chuekled Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.
~“I say, you fellows, I stopped

him 1" chortled Billy Bunter. “If I
hadn't stopped him he would bave
had ‘the boat! I eay, I did it!”

“3IVill you lemme gerrup ¥ gurgled
Loder.

“I gay, you fellows, chuck him into
the water I” chirruped Buntor, *I
gay, lemme zet at him with the boat-
heok! T say, I'll puncture the
beast !™ - |

" Duek him ™ gaid Bob.

. “Hold on !* said Johnzy Bull. “I
know a better ome than that! Loder’s
chosen to get on our boat—Ilet bim
stay on it

“"Eh? We don’t want his com-

any "

j‘{‘»'e do 1" answered Johnny.

“What the thump——*~

“"We're soing to tow, after we get
through the lock. Loder can tow us
up to Panghbourne.”

“Think he would, you ass?”

“I'm stre he would, if we Eeep
on pulling his ear till he docs !”

“Oh, my hat)”
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"Ha, ha, hal”

“You young rotters, let me go'”
roaredl Loder, struggling desperately.
Harry Whartnn‘%aﬁgheﬂ. ;

“You're mnot geing yet, Loder!
You came here of your own accord,
didn’t you? You wanted to get off
in the t! Well, you're poing %o
et off in i1,

“I—I—I'l! smash you!" shricked
Loder,

“Get on with i$!” prinned Bob.

Loder would gladly have got on
with it! But a fellow flattencd out
in the bottom of a boat, with five
fellows kEneeMng on him, was not in
a pogition fo get on with anything,

‘GGive me a rtope, Bunier!” ex-
elaimed Bob Cherry. " Mind if I tie
vour hands to,a thwart, Loder?"

Loder heaved and the boat rocked.
But hia handy were tisd to o thwart.
Then the Famous Fiye left him to
wriggle. Loder was welcome to
wriggle as much as he liked; he
could do pething glse—he could not
even sit up. He lay on his bacll,
wriggling and roaring.

“He, he, he I cachinnated Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Ce. jumped
ashore and resumed their packing,
leaving Loder til]l wanted. H?: voice,
on its top note, followed them from
the boat, unhceded.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, here comes
Pickings " remarked Bob Cherry, as
Sir Qeorge’s man came down the
path, with a.basket in his hand.

The Famous Five greeted Pickings
politcly.

“Bir (ecorge’s complimentes, and a
basket of ?mgga!’_‘ said Pickings.
“You young gentlemen going? he
added.

“Yes; we've got to push on !” said
Harry. *Tlease tike a message from
us to Siv George. Best thanks for his
kindnesa and hospitality.”

“Certainly, sir,” said Pickings.

He gave a etart as an infuriated
voice pealed from the boat. _

" You young scounndrels, come and
fet me loose I

“Wha-a-t's that, e&ir?" stattered
Pickings. .

“0Oh, that's Loder!”. said Bob
cheerily. “ He got on our boat for a
trip, and now he's changed his mind.
But we're taking him all the same.”

“Oh, my eye!” said Pickings. -

“You might give Price o mesaage,
tog—tell him that if he wants Lod%r,
he can pick him up somewhere Tound
Panghourne thiz afternoon !

Pickinps grinnmi.

“Yes, sir! Certainly, sir!®

“You young villaina!" came
TLoder’s yell,

“The young gentleman sounds

rather excited, sirl” murmured Pick-
ings.

" ¥Yes; he's got rather a bad temper,
but we're going to give bhim some-
thine to cure all that!” said Bob
cheerily.

Pickings wag ti%Pe:L and he de-

arted, %rinning. hen the Famous

ive lost o time in getting their
outfit on*board fhe Water-Lily, It
was probable that the message sent
by Pickings would bring Price and
Walker to'the epot, to the rescue of
Gerald Loder, ’irnder certninly was
net moing to be reseued; and the
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E“_ugﬂna Five were easily able to-desl
with & couple.of seniora. Still, it was
judictous .to depart withbut o battle.

Bo the boat was packed, and the
chums of the Remgve went on beard,
Loder eyeing them with’ looks that
wer%l:uaitivgly homicidal,

“Will you let me looge P he hissed.

“Not a lot!” answered Bob, shak-
ing his head. * You're not wanted to
tow yet, Loder!™ _

"Angious to get to work?" paked
Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

The painter was cast off, and the
juniors pushed the Water-Lily out, ds

two figures appeared in sight, run-

ning from the direction of the houge.
Price and Walker had received the
message sent by Pickings.
« The juniors grinmed cheerfully at
the sight of them, as they came
sprinting by the path through fhe
trees. j
~ Having pushed the boat into the
river, out of reach of o jump from the
bank, they held on, Bob hooking the
hoathook into an overhanging branch,
to give Stephem Price and James
Walker time to come up ond sayea.
farewell word, if they wanted to.
Loder twisted his head up, ¢nd
glared at his friends over the gum-
wale,
“Stop them ! he howled.

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Wadker,
standing on the bank and staring at
him, ™ What are you lying down
there for, Gerald #*

“I'm fied, you fool I"

“Oh erikey !”

“Look here, yon young rotters!®
chouted Price. “Let Loder out of
that boat at once, do you hear?”

. "“The hearfulness is terrific I

" We're keeping Loder for a bit!"”

cxplained Bob. " Yon can have him

back later if you like, when we're
done with him.

“You silly voung idiot!” gasped
Price.

“—Bnng that boat in—="
* Bow-wow |

“Loder sent our boat adrift last
night, Frice, as I expeet you know I”
enid Harry Wharton., “He came
down here this morninge and tried the
same inme on again, under our noses.
Now he's gnin%'i:n have' a lesson!
An;rthing more to soy before we goi”

“You young raseal——"

“Push in, and let’s collar Price !
said Johnny Ball, “Tet's F;lut- bhim
throngh it as well as Loder I

That was enough for Stephen Price,
He backed away from the bank,
turned, and disappeared through the
trees. Evidently he wanted %l.'l run
no risk of being put through it with
Loder!” .

“ Hold on, Pricey !"” roared Bob.

Price disappeared withont answer-
ing. Walker, grinning, followed
him,

The Famous Five pushed off, and
pulled up the river. Tipton Lodge
sank out of view behind them. Loder,
in the bottom of the boat, wriggled
and glared and gasped. He could
hardly believe that the juniors were
in earnest in carrying him off in the
boat. But certainly it looked as if
they were.
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“Will you voung rotters puf me
ashure:"”-‘ia hissed,

“Yes—when it's time to tow!”

answered Bob.

“I'l shout for help!” howled
Loder.

“Take that boatheok, Bunter! If
he phtuts, give him something to
shout for!” eaid Bob.’

“He, he, he! Yes,
chirrgped Bunter.

Loder decided not to shout.

“Mind ifgwe chuck a few things
over you, gking through the lock,
Loder?” asked Bob., “We're mnot
making an exhibition of you, you
know—funny animal as you are !*

Without waiting for permission
from Loder, Bob threw the sail and
a rug or two over him! Loder die-
appearcd from sight!

“If you hear a sound from under
that enil, Bunter, jab with the boat-
book ! said Bob.

“He, he, ie! Leave it 4o mei”

The jueiora pulled c¢n, and there
was no sound from under the sail.

rather I

Loder Makes Himself Usefu! !

Ll EADY, Loder?™
Loder of the Sixih did not
ANSWET.

‘Above the lock, the juniors had
pulled into the towpath, and they
werd ready for Loder to do his bit,

Loder did not seem ready,

Bob Cherry: had pagsed the end of
the towline over Loder's shoulder and
knotted it round him. Now the ¢rew
of the Water-Lily were ready for him
to step ashore and tow.

The boat wns clode in to the bank:
Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull stepped
out. The other fellows waited for
Loder to follow. He had been
released from the thwart. But he
seemed more disposed to wse his fists
than to ]t::uil on the towrope.

Fista, “however, were not much use
to Gerald Loder now. He was in the
hands of the Philistines. Five fellows
were prepared to handle him without
the alifht-:-.at ccremony., Billy Bunter
beld the boathook, only too keen to
Eijva Loder. 8 jab or two., Loder

reathed fury, but he did not yicld
to the impulse to jump at the juniors,
hitting out right and left,

“Get out, Loder!" said Harry
Wharton, b,
“You young scoundrel—" hissed

Loder,
" Speech may be taken as read !-Get
out !”
“Do yon think I'm going to tow
this boat ?* shricked Loder.

“Tﬂﬂ !FF

*I=I—T'll—" Loder gasped with
rage.

“I say, you fellows, I'll make him
get out,” said Billy Bonter., “Stand
clear while I jab him ! .

“Go it!" called ont Bob, from the
bank. “Jab him till he jumps out,
Bunter! We can’t hing about wait-
ing for Loder.”

Joder jumped ount of the boat with-
out waiting to be jabbed.

On the towpath he prasped the
rope. that was knotted round his
showlders to tear it loose.

“Hand me that boathool:, Bunter!™
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called out Bob. “Now then, Loder,
let’ that rope alone! You get
punctured if-you tonch it!?

Loder, gritting his teeth continued
to drag at the knot. Bif he ceasel

to do g0 all 'of o sudden as Bob poked

him "with the sharp end of the hook.
“Yaroooh!” roared Loder. ' He

fairly danced on the towpath.

" “Have another?" asked Bob.
“"Eeep off, you yoyne vitlain!”

ronred Loder. ! IR

“Leave that rope alone! . Now, get
going ! We'll walk with you to kecp
you * company,” said Bob affably,
“Don't look so jolly ill-tempered!
That isn't the sort of face for o

summer holiday up the river! Put
on a smile!”
Loder did not put on a smile. But

he moved on with the towrope. One
jab was enongh to get him going.
~ Harry Wharton pushed off from the
bank. Frank Nugenf sat and steercd.
On the towpath, Bob: Cherry and
Johnny Hulfj walked Wwith {endé-r.
Loder was not likely to stick to the
towrope if loft unguarded.

The Water-Lily surged on up the
river.

The Famious Five had smiling {aces,
Billy Bunter was grinning from one
fat car to the other.
scowling like a demon.

There were plenty of people ahout,
on the bank towards Pangbourne on
that bright suony mornjng.

Loder's first idea was to call for
help 'us soon as sorocbody was’ at
hand. But he soon pguave up that
wdea, _

. Don't speak to anybody on the
towpnth, Leder,” said Bob. “If you
evenl open your month when we pass
anybody I'm going to jab you! I'm
going to give yon a jab for every
gyllable. If that's what you waat,
go ahead ! )

Loder breathed fury sind towed an.

Bob nnd Johuny Bull walked bLe-
gifle him,” Bob with the boathook
wnder his arm.

A good many people were passed,
and several times Loder opened lua
lipg—but shut them again.

_It was not hard work towing the
\.nirr-l.'ily, but it was fearfully
humiliating and enraging for Loder.
He kept up a fairly good speed. The
Famous Five did not want other
towed boats to pass them, and when
Loder slowed down Johony Bull
promptly kicked him to spur him on.
Loder very soon tired of that method
of ¢enconragement.

He tramped on savagely, towing
the boat. But his feelines were prow-
ing decper and deeper. He was
rather in the state of a bomb just
aoing to explode.

About a mile had been covered when
Loder suddenly turned to the left
and charged across the towpath., So
swdddon wos the action that his two
conductors had no time to stop him.

The bows of the Water-Lily erashed
into the bank. There wos a roar
from the four junidérs in the boat.

As the Watcer-Tiily tilted np, Harry
Wharton, Hurrce Jamset Ham Singh,
anil Billy Bunter pitehed "alt, bump-

anth*r was

ing. an Frank Nngent, sitting at the-

Lines,

“Ow !" roarcd Bunter. "I say, yon
fellows—— Wow !”

It was quite o mix-up ip the boat.
The stern dipped to the water as the
bows climbed the bank., Four fellows
sprawled right and left,

“Iook out!" yelled Nugent.

“0h, my hat !" gasped Bob. “Cullar
hiw 1

Boly and Jolnuy Bull rushed after
Loder. There was o stile by the tow-
path, piving admittance to n ficld-
path. Loder made a desperate bound
at the stile,

But two pairs of hands grasped him
from behind, and he was dragzed
back, with a bump, on the towpath.

He rotled over, mixed up in o wild
and frantic struggle with the two
juniors,

Harry Wharton scrambled out of
the boat. The towrope was slack now,
aud he shoved the Water-Lily off the
bank,

Then he rushed acvross to lend a
hand with Loder. Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh followed lim. Nugeat
kept the boat steady, while Billy
Buunter sprawled and reared.

Loder struggled frantically with
four jumiors, But four were far
too many for him. Toder was flat.
tencd ont on the towpath, face down,
and Bob Cherry sat on his shoulders
to Ecep him there, Toder's face was
buried in the grass roots, and Le
gurzled wildly,

“Bunter!” shouted Bob,

“ Yaropooh !”

“Bring the fryving-pan ashore——"

“Blow the frying-pan! Ow!"

“And zive Leder six!"

“Ok, all right!"

Billy Bunter sorted out the frying-
pan and serambled ashore, Bunter
was bumped and breathless, and he
was more than willing to give Loder
aix.

“Trrght!” came a gurzle from
Loder, ™ Yon young rotters ! Urrggh!

‘If yon dare—— Gurreggh !”

“{Got him eafe?” aaked Bunter.

“Safe os housrs! Loder, you're
going to have six, TYou'll get the
same every time you give trouble.
You're more trouble than wyou're

worth, really, but we'll keep you in

order.”

“Go it, Bunter!”

Loder struggled and heaved and
rocked, But with Bob sitting on his
shoulders, Wharton and Johnny Bull
standing on his lees, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh gripping his éars,
he wag safely pinned.

Billy Bunter, gasping but grinning,
ewnng the frying-pan!

Whop |

There was a gurgling howl from
Loder as it landed on his trousers.

Whop !

“Urrrgeh 1™

Whop!

“ Y 0N—FOU—F0 ll—mm Gurrgagh!
Stoppit ! shricked Loder. " [—I—I'H
tow, if you like! Will you stoppit?”

“Not till you've had six!"” said Bob
cheerily.  “ You've often given a
fellow six at Greyfriars, Loder. Sauca
for the goose is sanuce for the gander.
Put some beef into it, Bunter!”

Whop!

“ Qoocoogh !” howled Toder. ™ Will
you leave off? Oh gad! Ow!l”
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Whop !

“ Yurrroooogh I”

Whop !

“Oh! Ow! Stoppit!” shrieked Loder.

“'That's six !" said Bob.

“X say, you fellows, let me give Lim a few more.
I'm just getting my hsnd inl®

“ Yavﬁ a few more, er F“E

“ You—you—you stop it! BStoppit, 1 tell you! I'll
tow—1I'11 "da ngythingpjuu liket © Will you F:tu]}pit‘?’f
Lowled Loder. -

“Well, we'll give you a chance,” sdid Bob., “Keep
that frying-pan handy, Bunter—Loder may want some
more presemtly. Any more tricks, Loder, and you get
a dozen pext time. Now let him pet alopg.”

Loder staggercd to his feet. He wriggled with

anguish, Six from a frying-pan was neither grateful
nor comforting. 'The look on Loder’s face was positively
bloodthirsty,

But he gave no more trouble. That six was enough

for him. With deep, decp feelings, Lader tugged
at the towrope again and towed the Water-Lily onward.

Bob and Jobnug walked with him, as before; but
Loder gave them no more trouble—not a spot. The
nther fellows sat in the boat, ready to step ashore and
give Loder somo more of the same—if he wanted it!
After that six from the frying-pam, Loder was quife
a- lamb—and the Water-Lily rolled on to Pangbourne
without a spot of hother.

e

Coker Wants a Lilt ]

ii 1>
H The Greyfriars cxew loooked sound as they
were hailed from the bank,

In the golden summer's afternoon the Water-Lily was
a good distance past Pangbourne. At that delightful
spot Loder bad been dismissed, and the chumws of the
Hemove had ne doubt that they had secn the last of
him—till nezt term at Greyiriars,

Now, aa there was a breeze on the river, the crow
of the Greyfiriars boat were considering putting up the
gail to take them up to Streatley and Goring. That hail
from the bauk interrupted the discussion.

“Hi!" repeated the voice—a powerful one which was
familiar to the cars of tho Remove fellows.

The Water-Lily, at the moment, wae a few yards out
from the bank. The fellow whe hailed came to the
water's edge, waved a large bhand, and shouted 'im-
paticatly :

“Hi, you young asses] Hil”

“1 say, you fellows, that’s Coker!” cxclaimed Billy
Eum;::r, turning his big spectacles on lhe figure on the
bank.

“Halle, halle, halle! Coker!™ ejaculated Bob Cherry.
He waved a haud fo Coker of the Fifth in a checry
greeting, " Faney meeting you, old bean!”

“You young nss, pull in!” called out Coker.

“Want anything 7" asked Harry Wharton,

“Don't be a fool M

I'IE!l EI!J

“To you think I should be yelling to you if T didu’t?
Don't be a young idiot, if you can help it! Get in to
the bank [

'The Famous Five lovked at Horace Coker of the Fifth
Form at Greyfriars and smiled.

At Greyfriars, Coker of the Fifth always scemed to
hate an idea that he could zive orders to Remove juniors,

Evidently he had not cltan%f:d in the holidays. Having
spotted the Greyiriars crew, and having apparently
some use for them, Coker of the Fifth issucd Lis lordly

behests—still under the erromeous impressiom that he
spoke as ope having autherity, saying Do this!" and
he docth it.
“Do you hear?” roared Coker.
“Do we?” murmured Bob Cherry. *I scem to catch
some sort of n gentle whisper, Coker.”

“Ha, ha, bhal” N
“What are you fags spiggering at?” hooted Cokor.

“I want a lift in your boat. I can't jump that distauce,
60 pull in!"
(Continued on next page.)
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*Say please " suggested Nugent.

“What?"

“Pleaso I

Horace Coker did not say “ plense.”
He* gave Frank Nugent a glare
instead.

“1 say, you fellows, sh
at him!”. suggested Billy -Bunter.
“He ecan't get at s here. Shall I
shy an egg at him? We've got lots.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

something

“Will you pull in?" roared Coker.

JHarry Wharton laughed.

“Might ns well give him a lift, if
he wants oue,” he said. " All right,
Coker—we'll push in.” :

“Weil, be quick about it !” grunted
Coker.

The Pamous Fise grinned as. they
pushed in. They did not expeet any-
thing in the way of politeness or good
manners from Coker of the Fifth—
sthey kuew him too well.  Still, ke
was a Greyfriars man, and it was
oply good-natured to give him a lift.

“1 suppose you kids haven't seen
anything of Potter or Greene?” asked
Coker, a3 the Water-Lily bumped in
the rushes.

“No. Lost them?” aszked Harey.

*The silly chumgs'aﬂ: always pet-
ting lost!” grunted  Coker. “If 1
take my eyes off them for 8 minute
they get lost. Half a dozen times
to-day I've spotted them in time
taking wm,ngi turnings, and stopped
them. Now they've done it at iliiﬂt
~lost thomselvea! What are you
grinning at, you little idiots?”

It occurred to the juniors that
Coker's pals. IPotter and Gregne,
wight have had reasons of their own
for getting lost., Coker’s was the
kind of company that was liable to
pall after a time,

“I dore say they'll wander back to
Pagrbourne in time,” went on Coker,
“I jolly well know I'm not going to
hunt for them any ]ﬂﬂgﬂ:‘—!g?l! been
looking for them for ovér an hour
now I'm jolly well wnfng‘hac’k to
Panshourne now, and ﬁ’([‘j’ cnn jolly
well takie their chance—I've walked
my legs nearly off, looking for the
silly asses!”

“Pangbourne 7"  repeated Harry,
“My dear chap, we're going Up the
river, not down, We've left 'I:ang-
bourne miles behind,
eoing back.”

“[ supposc it doesn’t matter much
whether you go up or down the river,
fooling about in, that boat?” said
‘Coker. staring atghim. -

“Well, it does a little ™ sgaid
Harryr. “You sce, we're doing the
Thames these hels, and we're going
g
“Hubbish !" spid Coker,

“My dear chap—->™

“Don’t be cheeky! 1 den't like
thot sort of thing from faers! Keep
that boat stﬁ-n{?—dﬂ- you wan
me to drop inte the water?"” roozed
Coker. '

Harry Wharton, & Co. were willing
to be ubliging, in spite . of a certain
fack of the manners and customs of
givilisation on the part of Horace
James.Coker. Butthere was a limit.

Beally, they were not prepared to go .

down the' river again, instend of
Fre Magser Lisrany.—No. 1,647
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going up, because Coker of the Fifth
wanted to get back tﬂo‘fnn beurne. .

8o Johnny Bull pushed off, to settle
the argument in the gimplest manner,

Coker jumped.

The bank was rather stecp at. that
point., The Water-Lily was already
three feet out. Coker landed in the
boat, slipped, rolled over, and roared.
His arms, flying out to-elutch at sup-
E.:::rt. cnught Bob Cherry and Harry

harton, and they-joined Coker in
the bottom of'the t.

The Water-Lily rocked from side to
side in the wildest way.

Billy Bunter pgave a squeak of
alarm.

“0Ow! I say, vou fellows, we're
going over "

“Oh, my hat!”

“¥You thundering idiot, Coker!"
roared Bob Chérry.

“You blithering
Johnny Bull. ;

The .juniors scrambled up in the
rocking bout.  Coker sat up rather
dizzily.

“You silly little idiots!™ he gasped.
“Why dido't you keep the hoat
steady? I might have dropped into
the water ¥ J

Appareatly it had not oceurred to
Coker that the’ Water-Lily had been
pushing off when he made his jump.

“Pity you didn't, you silly ass!”
gasped Bob Cherry, rubbing his lead

[ ¥
]

a3s velled

_ which had banged on a thwart.

“You terrific fathead !” exclaimed
Hurree Singh.
- “That will do!" snapped Coker,
“If 1'd fallen in, I'd jolly well have
licked you all round! 've got &

short way with fags, as I've told you -

at Greyfriars—you’d better look out!
Now, get that sail up!”

The Famousz Five looked at Cokoer
of the Fifth. They had not scen
Coker sinee Greyfriars S¢hool had
broken up for the summer holidays,
and now that they had encountered

him on the banks of the Thames they .

were unwilling to fall upon him and
smite him hip and thigh. But Coker
wag asking for it very earnestly.

“You cheeky ass!" hooted Johnny

‘Coker.

as near the wind as the Water-Lily
could expect to get. But they counld
not sail right in the wind’s eye!
Coker, it scemed, foocied that " he
could !

“I don't think-—1 kpow!*® snid
E;‘The"wind’s dead astern ¥ howled

“Yhink I can't tack a boat?™
snapped Coker. *Don’t be a fool !
And don’t jaw.! Perhaps you'd better
leave it to me to get the sail up—

clumsy lot of young asgses!”
Harry Whuarton Lo. exdhanged
lances.  The alternative to giving

oker o lift in their boat was seizing
him and hurling him bodily ashore or
into-the River 'ﬁmmm."' They were re-
luctant to take those drosfic measurcs
with o Greyfriars man they had. run
into during the hols. Moreover, if
Coker was able to sail the Water-
Lily in the wind's ®¢ he was welcome
to get om with it. The chums of the
Remove, in fact, were quite interested
to see Coker do it,

Coker proceeded to get the sail up.
As he prodeeded to got it up upside
down, 1t presented somo di&ﬂ'ﬂ tiea.
The Famous Five watched him with
smiling pafience as he struggled with
it. After ten minutes of heroie efforts

‘during which he tangled himself in

the sail and the ropes, Coker velled
to them.

“Can’t .yon young idiots lend a
hand? What are you stickine there
like a lot of stuffed dummicz for?
Lend o hand, blow you I

“Ay, ay, sir!” said Bob Chervy.

“Ha, hia, ha!”

The Famous Five lent willing
hands, disentangled Coker from the
suil and the sheets, and got the sail
up—not upside down,

The wind eaught it, and the Water-
Lily began to travel wup towards
Goring.  Coker soon put a stop to
that. Coker sat at the shects and.
sailed that boat—and the Water-Lily
suddenly slanted across the river,
with bellying sail and a, wild rush,-
causing dismay and .econsternation
among other eraflt.

“0Oh, my hat ¥

Bull.  *We're not pulling down the <ok gut !”

river—we're going up!” iE) imy

_"That -will do, Bull!” Coker .. rrggi%rh};:.u T O
gerambled to his feet, tripped over & (pagh !

rope, and sat down again. “Ow!” *  What would have happened if the

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Do that again, Coker!” said Bub
Cherry. ' :

“I've said that I don't want any
cheek ! said Coker darkly, as he
reaumed the perpendicular once more.
“That's a tip! I .dom't" want to
thrash you, as you're giving me a
lift in your bogt—but look out! 4've

t to get baeck to Pangbourne, where

'm atoying, and I've walked my logs
off looking for those two assea Potter
and Grecne. It's all right—it won't
take me long to run this bont back
under sail,” added Coker condescend-
illg]:,'f .

“You think you can sail the boat
down to Pangbourne?” askéd Harry
Wharton, staring at him.

There was a wind up the river.. It
was the best wind the Greyfriars
voyagers had struck, so far, for get-
ting. up the.Thames. They were
good men with a boat and conld sail

T

Water-Lily had not rammed a punt
nobedy knew. Perhaps {oker would
have piled it up on the Oxford ghore,
Perhaps he would linve esllided with
a steam launch. Perhaps he would
have mowed .his destructive way
through capsizing rowboats. But the
Water-Lily did ram a punt!?

From the punt came a yell of
deadly rage.

With great presence . of mind
Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Johnny
Bull grasped Coker, huvled him into
the bottem of the boat, and sat en
Lim to keep him there, while Frank
Nugent and the nabob pot the Water.
Lily .under control.

he Greyfriars boat skimmed on up
the river at a spanking speed—lear-
ing a man etaggering. in a rocking
punt, shaking his fist and hurling re-
ﬂ?ﬂﬂfﬂ after the Greyfrinrs craft that
almost turned the atmosphere ‘of the

. Thamea valley blue.
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““ Leggo, you cheeky rotter ! *’.roared Coker, struggling frantieally, as he was carried to the
water’s edge in the strong grip of the fazmer.

Coker, Too !

" Y ORACE COKER sat up.
ILeaning to the brecze,
: making good speed, the
Water-Lily sailed merrily up the
Thamés. Coker was getting a lift—
nd a rapid lift—but it was in the
irection opposite from that desived
by Coker.
That could not be helped, as his ex-
Ee.l‘imeut of satling in the wind’'s eye
ad wmot. been a steccess. Moreover,
the Greyfriars crew were going up
the river, anyhow, mot down. 'They
kept a wary eye on Coker, as he
dragged himself to a scat and saf
aeping for breath. Really and truly
the Famous Five did wnot want tfo
handle Horace Coker if onty he would

not insist upen it.

“You cheeky young rotters!” was
Coker’s first remark, when he had
breath enough to make one.

. “Lovely afterncon ! said Bob.

“What "

“Ripping day after the rain we had
last night I" said Bob affably.

“I'm not talking about the weather,
you young idiot =

“1 am ' answered Bob.

“The esteemed weather is prepos-
terously  delightful, my absurd
Coker,”> remarked Hurree Jamset
Eam Singh.

Coker breathed hard and deep.

“I've & jolly geod mind—" he
beran.

El’g‘u bave?” ejaculated Boh, in
surprise.

“Yes !" roared Coker. “I've a jolly
good mind—"

“I shouldn’t bhave guessed that,”

said Bob, shaking his head. "I
fancied -you had rather a weak one—
vot good at all! But I suppoese you
Lknow [2

“Ha, ha, ha "

. “I've & jolly good mind,” roared
Coker, “to thrash the lot of 'you all
round for your dashed cheek! You
might ‘have wrecked the bhoat, play-
ing silly. tricke like that! You flgs
ain’t safe in a boat ¥ . |

“Not with you .sailing it, old
bean I' agreed Bob., “Eeep smiling!
You're geti‘;i;:l(f a lift, and we're mak-
ing ﬂ]l]‘% speed !

*You silly- young ass, you're going
up the river, and I want to go down,”
hooted Coker. '

“Yes, I guessed that one, when Eruu
hit the punt. But we don't want to
go dowit., We prefer the surface,”

“Ha, ha; ha

“I mean, I want to go down the
river. You're denee, you young ass!
Never saw such a demse dunderhead
in my life!. How am I to get to
Panghourne when ?'uu’:rt cutting up
to Streatley?" howled Coker,

“You ean get to Panghbourme this
way, by ke-epintf' on !¥ gaid Bob.
“Land at Streatley or Goring, and
walk the rest. It's about twenty-five
thousand miles past QGoring—nothing
to a hiker like yow, Coker I

Coker glared at him.

Tt was perfectly true that, although
Panghourne. lay astern, it was
possible to reach it by keepinC% on—
the world being vound!  Clearly,
however, Coker was not prepared to
face that rather lengthy t“?' He
gave the playful Bob a petrifying
g]ﬂ.rﬂt

“ Will you talk sense?” he bawled.

“What's the good?” askéd Boh.
“You'd never understand it [”

“ Ha, ha, ha I”

Coker half rose. Johuny Bull, in a

ﬂﬁuﬂl sort of way, piugecl up the
athook. Coker sat down again.

“I won't thrash you as this is_your
boat I he satd. “But you'd better
look out! 1T don't take check frem
faga o

‘It's all right, Coker,” said Harry
‘Wharton, laughing. “If we land

cu at Goring, you can get back tn

angbouree by train. If you'd rather
walk it we’ll tip you out wherever
you like.”

“ 1 wouldn't I” grunted Coker, “X've
nearly walked my legs off already,
looking for Potter -and Greene, the
silly asges! Keep on to Goring.”

Thizs was mild, from Coker. Ha
was the fellow to give orders and to
emack disobedient heads, Possibly
it occurred to Coker that there were
too many heads on the Water-Lily to
emack with comfort.- Or possibly it
vecurred even toq Coker that he could
not take Ensamiﬂu of somehody else’s
craft and ca on as if he were
monarch of all he surveyed.

Anyhow, he sat tight, and kindly
allowed the juniors to do as they
liked with their own boat.

“1 say, you fellows,"” squked Billy
Bunter, “we're not poing so far as
Goring before we camp. It's miles.
What about supper¢Z

“There's mno railwa etation
nearer,” said Harry., “Coker wants
to get & train.™ ,
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“Blow Coker!” said Bunter indig-
nantly, “Think I'm goinz to wait
for my anpper because Coker wants a
tramm "

“Shut up, Bunter!” the
Famoeus Five in cherns.

Coker at the moment was a gucst of
sorts on the Greyfrinrs boat. Polite-
ness was doe to a puest. Bunter,
however, was no.whale on politeness,
ftspeni_a!ij' when bhe was getting

nngry.

u Fl: here——" he hawled. )

*Will you ring off ¥’ hooted Bob.

“No, T wont ™ howled Bunter. “If

on fellows think I'm going to wait
tourd and hours for my supper, I can
jolly well say—— Kecp that boathook
away, Bull, you beast! If you poke
me with that boathook I'll jolly
well— Tarocop !”

“*8hut up !

Hilly Bunter relapsed into indig-
nant silence,

.Coker’s face gradunlly cleared as
the Water-Lily ran merwmily on. The
Greyfriars boat sailed well, and a run
up the river on that delightful reach
was enjoyable emough to banish the
fromn from the moest diseruntled
brow,

Tastead of frownimg, Coker had a
thoughtful look.

The juniors, noticing it. supposed
that he was thinking of traius and
timetables. But quite other motiers
were in Coker's mind.

“It would merve them Jjolly well
right,” he said.at last, apparently in
anawer to his own thonghts.

“Eh? Whom?" asked Harry. “ And
what "

gaid
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“Those assea, Potter and Greene,”
said Coker. “They can jolly well
wait at Pangbourne. I don’t sce why
I should hurry, when they go and get
themselves lost, like a pair of fools.
I mean, it's not the frat time—they
keep on getting lost——"

“Oh1”

“It's rather ripping on the water,”
went on ®oker. “I faney I'll stick
in this boat for a bit.”

“Ql ™

Billy - Bunter gave QCoker an ex-
pressive blink. Billy Bunter was not
yearning for a prolongation of
Coker’s company.

Neither whs apyone else, as o
matter of fact,

The Famous Five looked at Coker.
They wanted to be civil. The
wanted to be obliging ! But they di
not want Coker in the boat—longer
than was unavoidable to carry him
along to a railway station.

Coker was quite blind to all that!
It was such an honour, such a dis-
tinction for Coker of the Fifth to con-
descénd to take notice of Remove
fags, that it never occurred to Coker
that hiz remarks would be heard with
mixed feelings,

“I meany wtnt on Coker, in ex-
planation, “we're not at sechool now !
At Gregfriurs I couldn't speak to a
gang of ‘fags—it wounld let me down
top much. But nobody kwnows us
here! We're not likely to run into
Greyiriars men who would see me
consorting with Remove fags on the.
Thames.” 2

“ 0Ok !” gasped Harry Wharton.
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Coker, cvidently, was considering
the matter entirely from hisz own
point of view! It Lad mot oceurred
to his powerful brain that the juniors
had a point of view also—and quite
a different one!

Coker smiled quite genially.

“I'11 jolly well carap out with you
to-night, and Potter and Greene can
jolly well go and eat ¢oke !” he said,

“ But——" gasped Bob.

“That’s all right ! said Coker.

“Don’t—don’'t you think Potter
%m!ij Greene will rather wolry " asked

ob,

“Let 'em ! said Coker heartlessly.
"Berve 'em right !

£ E“l.t__;’

“It's all right,” raid Coket. “I've
thought it out! Now, look heres we
may as well look round for a comp.”

“But—" gasped Nugent.

“ The fact is, I haven’t had any tea,
and I can do,with an early supper,”

sadd Coker. “I suppose wou've got,
some grubi”
“Yes, lota, But——"

“Well, I'll lock out for a camp—
you can leave - that to me ! said
Coker. “I'll tell you when to stop.”

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged

lances. Bob Cherry grinned, and

urrce, Jamset Ram Singh closed b
dusky eve at his friends. Johuny
Bull opened his mouth—and shut -it
again !

“Rather o larck, really,” said Coker.
“Don’t you fars get brasging about
itn Ell':- Greyfriars next term, that's
a Lr:

“Qh crikey !

“The bragfulness will not be
terrific I pasped Hurree Jameet Ram
Singl.

Har‘r}' Wharton laughed.,

“OK. ! hie said. "It'a all right
—why not ?*

Something, after all, was due to
hospitality. The Famous Five nobly
resolved to bear with Coker! As for
Billy Bunter, h¢ was rather pleased
—it meant an. earlier supper! That
was worth even Coker's company ! So
no voice wasg raised in dizsemt as the
Water-Lily wlided on, and Coker—ap-
patently haying taoken commiand—
watched the shore for  a suitable
camp,

Camping with Coker I

i TOFP " said Coker,

S 1 -Elll?”

“I said stop !

Evidently Coker was in command !

The wingd was less-favourable round
the bend by Basildon; but the chums
of the Hemove would Havé. preferred
to keep on under sail; Neither was
that curt tone of eommand from
Horace Coker prateful and comfort-
'inﬁ to their ears.

it they had made up their minds

to be civil to Cokdr—if he would let
them—and that was-that!: Perhaps
they remembered the old text about
“suflering fools iladiy-” If they
could not suffer Coker gladly, at-teast
they could suffer him patiently.-
Coker, after all, was not a bad cha
—gud it was his misfortune, not :
fault, that he was every imaginable
kind of an ass.

“I say, you fellows, that looks all



right !” asid Billy Bunier, blinkisg
st the bank. Bunter was thinking
whully of supper. _

The spot selected by Coker did look
all right, It was on the Berkshire
bank ; the towpath being on the other
gide in Oxfordshire. A Erettj'. little
paddock, surrounded by beeches and
willowe, was on the bavk-—no doubt
belonging to some building that was
out of sight farther inland. -

Certainly it was a very pleasant
gpot for camping. But whether the
proprietor would welcome " campers
wai another matter.

The sail wus dropped, the Walcr-
Lily ‘pushed into the bank, and the
juniors surveyed the selected spot.

“Looks all right,” said Beb; “but

L]
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“1 faney I know sil about camp-
fug " said Coker. “Ti¢ on to those
willows [

* But——" said Harry.

“Don’t jaw! Do as 1 tell you ¥

*1t's barely possible,” said Johnuy
Bull sarcastically, “that the owner
mayn’t like a camping party camping
in hig paddeck.”

“I said don't jaw!® answercd
Coker. “Tie on to those willows,
some of you.”

“ Suppoee we get turnced off 7 asked
Nugent.

“I'd like to sec anybody turn me
off " said Coker disdainfully.

“1 say, you fellows, it's all right 1
utged Bunter. “I can tell you I'm
jol huuﬁr 12
arry Wharton & Co. scanmed the
paddock. It was very attractive.
There was, for a wonder, no netice-
brard to be seen, apprising trespassers
that they would be prosecuted ! 1f
there were a building at hand it was
hidden by the trees farther back.

"They were still undecided when
Coker, getting impatient, gras the
painter and tied on to the willows on
the bank. He stepped ashore—which
sgitled the matter, unless the Famous
Five were prepaved to push on and
strand him there—which they were
not prepared to do.

“After all, let’s chance it!” said
Bob. “It's early—and if anybody
turns up aud makes a fusa, we can

ush on—lots of time before dark.”

“All right 1 agreed Harry.

“Coker’s running thia show, aa it’s
all right " grunted Johnny Bull. .

“Oh, give him his bead !” said Bob.
“It's only till to-morrow! We drop
Lhim at Goring to-morrow.”

Grunt, from Johroy Bull! How-
ever, le - acquiesced, and that camp
was decided on.

The juniors Janded.

There was a fence along the bank
with a gate im it. The gate was shut.
Coker threw it open.

“Now get the things ashore!” he
sgid briskly. " Look alive! I'll help
you get your tent up! I don't eup-
pose you kids know how to cet a tent
upg;ulaeﬂ S

“We've had it up a few times since
we started on this trip!” grunted
Johnny Bull,

S Don't answer me back, Bull! I
don’t like it !"

“Look here—™"

“BShut up, and get those things out

EVERY SATURDAY

of the boat!” esid Coker irritably.
“I've no use for gabble,”

Johnny Bull suppressed his feel-
ings with - difficulty. The camping
outfit was taken ashore, and the
juniors proceeded ‘to erect the tent.

Coker kindly helped. Evidently e
did not trust Remove fags to do the

job properly.
“Now, then! You hold that pole,
Wharton! Don’t tangle up the

canvadg, Fn‘n young asees! @(ive me
that mallet, Cherry! I'll knock those
{mgu in—I expect they'd come out in
Le middle of the night if I Feft it to
you! Don't tic yourself up in knots
in that raye, Nugent ! Whoere are the
tent-pega?  You eilly young ass,
where the dickens are the pegs?”

- “In the bag under your noae I* said
Johnny Bull. | i

“Don’t be checky, if you don’t want
2 tap from this mallet ' said, Coker
davkly. “Now, thes, don’t tumble
over that rope; Bunter—yarcoooh 1
Coker roared, as he tumbled over the
E:-pe hiﬁmflfi}a:lﬁf his features came

own on the tent-pegr! “Ow!
Oh! Wow!™ i

“Ia, ha, ha ! roared the Famous
Five,

"Stop that silly cackling !” roared
Coker, rubbing the features that had
eatablished contact with the

s,
“What are you cackling at? Now,
kcep that pole steady, Wharton—held

that rope, Chyry. Keep it taut.
Stand clear Whi{; I knock in the peg
—IL'll show you bow to do it." )

Bang !

" Yarooch !” roared Coker,

He -e]m?ped the mallet and bounded
almost clear of Berkshire, clasping
the thumb of his left Land in the
fingers of his right and roaring.

“Oh! Ow! OGoocogh! Oh erikey!
My thumb! Wow! Ocapl”

‘Is that how you do it?* asked
Boh, with interest. “Good! Go on
showing us how to do it, Coker !*

i H&. ha:. ]'.'l-ﬂ. 3

“I'd rather not do it that way
myself 1"  remarked Johomy Buli:
“But e'rer? man to his taste! Carry
en, Coker ¥

“ Waoo-oo0oh-ooop " reared Coker,
sucking his thumb frautically., “Oh
erikey! Ow! You've made me bang
my thumb fooling about like a lot of
little idiat&!l ou ecan stick those
pegs in yoursclves——"

E%’rl rather stick them in the
ground I objected Bob. “I'm jolly
well not going to stick any pege in
myeself ¥

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Ow! TYou silly young idiot!”
howled Coker. “Wow ! I dom’t mean
stick them in yourselves, vou dense
young ass—I mean stick. them in
vourselves ! [ mean—— Ow'! Wow !
Wow I

“He means ow-wow-wow ! said
Bob. “Qot that, you fellows? It's
pice to have it guite clear at last!
All right, Coker—now that we know
Fou mean OW-wOw-wOow, we can got
gaing. ™

“Ha, ha. ba !” shricked the Co.

Perhaps it was fortumate that
Horace Coker was fearfully busy
sucking his thumb, otherwise there
might have been assault and battery

looking cxpressivel
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on the spot. But Cokep's thumb kept
Coker buasy for. quite i long ﬁimu.P

While Coker gave his attention to
that unfortunate casualty, the
Famous Five got tha tent up and" the
pegé safely m without any more
thumbs being - hdmmered. i!;r " the
fime the tent was up, Coker Lad
recovered a little;” and supper was
sorted out. _

It was quite a mice su
were a couple of cold chickens—a iste
gift from Tipton Lodge; there were
sosses, which Bunter fried over. the
stove, scoffing one every ow and then
te go on with; there wers wold
potatoes, and watereress and radishes,
there were ‘unlimited new-laid eggs,
also a pregent from Tipton ge;
aid there was ‘cake and biscuita to
wind up with, and hot cocoa to wash
it all down.
hoﬁ day on the river had giyen cvery-

¥ a food appetite—especiall

Bunter., Coker, ngl? had mhﬁ ]:4.i:':r
tea while looking for those elusive
ouths Potter and Greene, was as
wogry as a hunter, and almost 23 a
Bunter., The effect of that excellent
supper was cheery good humounr all
roued; and Coker, in spite of a
twinge or two in his thumb, was in
quile a good toemper.

“This isn’t bad ' said Cpker, when
supper was over and le sat con-
tentedly gazing at the rick red sun-
sct on the Thames,

“The badfuluess js ot terrific !*
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I've a jolly good mind to keep on
and let Potter and Greeme po and
uhn'% luhipa ' declared Coker.

il I. _|i|J

“8til, T could hardly keep on with
a mob of fags,” said Coker thought-
fully. "It would hardly de.”

The Famous Five were of opinion
also that it would hardly do. How-
cver, a3 Coker szeemed to  bhave
thought that out for himeself, they
politely refrained from mentioning it.

Coker rose to his feet,

“I'll take a stroll round, while you
kids are washing-up and putting the
things away !” he remarked. (et
it all done cleap and tidy! Nothing
like being clean and tidy when you're
camping. Don't let me find the place
in a litter when I get back ! :

And -Horace Coker strolled off:
leaving the chums of the Remove
at ope another.

Bob Cherry chuckled. !

“After all, it's only till to-morrow
morving * he saig. "“'We can stand
F:}ker till then without glaughtering
rim :

-Angd the Co. agreed that they conld
or, at least, would refrain from
slaughtering Coker unless it becime
absolutely unavoidable.

er. Thera

—— e

Coker Won't Go!

i o1 1»
R “Look here——>"
“Pon't talk, my tan!

Just clear off |”-
“You cheeky young idiet ™
“That's enough! SBhut up™
Harry Wharton & Co. rose to their
Tue Mscwer Lmmsiry.—No. 1,647,
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feet a3 loud voices in dispute reached

their ears., One voice was Coker's—

the other a stranpger’s; which they

could guess to belomg to the -pro-

grie‘tur of the property on which they
ad camped. ?

“"Oh, my hat!” said Bob Cherry.
“This means move on !

“Coker all over I” grunted Jolinny
Ball. :

In the red sumset Coker was in
view at a little distance. Facing him
was a man in gaiters with a very red
and angry face. He looked like a
farmer, aud no doubt there was ‘a
farmhouse in the distance behind the
irees.

“Look here "™ roarcd the man in
gaiters. He was a big and Eower‘t‘ul
man, and towered over Coker, big
and burly and beefy as Horace was.
“Look here—"

Coker waved a hand at-him.

“You've said enough, 'mi man !”
he anawered. " You can pack up the
reat "

“You come and camp here on my
land, without so much as by your
leave I roared the man inegaiters.
“I got to turn sheep inte this pad-
dock, and lere I find a gang with a
tent uwp—"

“You can turn in your sheep”
apswered Coker. “I've no objection,
ao long as they don't corme nosing
sbout the.camp.” -

“You—you—you've no objection I
stuttered the man in gaiters. “ You've
no objection to a man turning his
vwn sheep into his own field !*

“Nona at all,” assured Coker, “so
long as they don’'t bother me or
disturb me, you know! I sbould
uhjmt to that.”

My word!® said the *man
gaiters.

Harry

i

Wharton & Co. looked at one
another, Then they looked at the
farmer. That pentleman scemed on
the verge of a fit.

_He raised a large, red hand, and
pointed to the tent.

“Get out ! he said. "I'll give you
five minutes to pack up and go! If
gau‘fnin‘t gone by then, you'll be

ut !

E Coker laughed. He seemed amused.

“We've camped for the night!” he
explained. “We're not geing on
farther. Don't be an ass! You
fellows who live along the river seem
to fapey that the whgle country
belongs to you. Well, it doesn’t!
You haven't even got a board up!

Not that I should take any notice of

it, if you pad.” |
“Yon poing?” roared the farmer.
“Hardly " smiled Coker,

“You ailla aas, Coker ! roared Bob
Cherry. “Of course we're %oiug, if
we haven’t leave to camp! Shut up !*

Coker planced round.

“Don’t be cheeky, Cherry! Leave
this to me! Don’t touch that tent!
I'tl whop you if you do I” '

“You ain't going?” demanded the
map in gaiters.

“Haven't [ said a0?"™ aaked Coker
impaticntly. “Don’t talk rot! We're
wﬁ&g in the morning | Now clear off
and don't bother 1

The man in gaiters did not clear
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off. Neither did he cease to bother.
He made a stride- at Horace Coker
and gripped him,

Coker was pot likely to stand that!
He gave grip forsgrip, and for nearly
o minute theére was a terrific
struggle, at which the juniors gazed.

Theu Coker. hefty as he was, was
plucked oft his feet.

“You checky rotter, leggo ™ roarcd
Coker, struggling frantically.

With his long legs thrasiiing the

-air wildly, Coker was carried down

to the bank in the strong grip of the
farmer. He roared, he struggled, he
wriggled. he fairly raved; but he
went along resistlessly; and:the man
in gaiters tramped past the camp and
the staring juniors and reached the
water's edge.

There he pitched Coker into the
boat.

Coker landed in the Water-Lily
with a terrific bump!

He gprawled and spluttered with
all the "wind knocked out of him.

Coker was no end of a fighting-man ;-

he feared no for, and never counted
odds: but for the moment Coket was
hors de combat; all that Coker could
do at present was to sprawl in the
Water-Lily spluttering spasmodie-
ally.

I'he man in gaiters left him to
aprawl and splutter, and walked up
the bank to the Greyiriars camp.

“Now then, you—=" he hooted.

Coker sat up in the boat, gurgling.

“Collar him!”  he spluttered.
“Pitch him into the river! I'll be
along in a tick—groogh—as soon as
I get my—urrgh—breath—and I'll—
gooogh '

The Famous Five had not the

slizhtest idea of collaring the man on’

whose land they had camped without
permission and }Jitﬂ]ﬁlil’lﬂ him into the
river ! Coker of the Fifth seemed to
siffer from the extraordinary delusion
that he was monarch of all he sur-
veyed; but the Remove fellows did
not ahare that delusion, something
was due to law and order.

*All serene !” said Bob affably. If
you're really not pining for our com-
pany, we'll quit! Qet going, you
chapa !

“I say, you fellows—

“Shut vp, Bunter, and get & move
on !u

“But 1 say, tperhapa the chap will
let ns camp if we pay.” suggested
Bunter. “I'll pa{-—j’au needn’t
worry about it! If one of you
fellows will lend me the mone *

“Not a bad idea, if the gentleman
is agreeable!” said Bob. He gave
the man in gaiters a cheery grin.
“Will you let us camp here for the
pight, if we ask aymx nicely and pay
for the accommodation?”

The farmer’s frowning face relaxed.
He seemed gquite a pood-tempered
man; though it was not surprising
tbat his good-temper had failed him
in dealing with- Horace Coker.

“Well, T don"t see that you'd do
much harm, if you don't play tricks
and leave a lot of litter about,” he
said. “If wyou'd asked leave, I
wouldn’t have said no. I don’t want
any brokcn bottles or old tine for
my sheep to tread on.”

]

“Of course
Bob, “We'll be
about ten bob?”

The man in gaiters hesitated a
moment, glancing towards Coker in
the boat. Tt was clear that Coker
had roused his ire deeply. 85till, per-
haps bhe thought that that bump in
the boat was enough for Coker, He
nodded at last.

“Roi$hl:. * he said.

And “roight” it was!

A ten-shilling mote changed hands
and the man in gaiters walked away
—with a last inimical glance at Coker
in the boat. :

Which was very satisfactory to the
Famous Five, who did not want to
pull up stakes and travel, after
settling down so comfortably. They
were glad to see the man in gaiters
disappear by a distant gate.

Coker, meanwhile, spluttered for
breath in the boat, Unaware of the
amicable arrangement to which the
juniors had come with the farmer, aa
their voices did not reach him from
the camp, Coker was still warlike.
Still, it was several minutes before he
rot out of the boat—even the burly
Horace was feeling rather severely
the eflects of that terrific bump.

When he landed at last there was
grim determination in Horace Coker’s
brow. He tramped up to the camp.

“He's gone?" he asked,

“The gonefulness is terrific!”

“Let him came back, that's all 1
said Coker grimly. “I'll show him!
He got the upper haend that time, I
don't guite know how! I'll be read
for him if he comes back ! I'll smas
bim-|™

“But——"

“Don't jaw!”

“ But——"

“I zaid don’t jaw! I'll knock him
into a cocked hat and boot him out
of the field if he comes back!™ roared
Coker. “Let him show up here again,

you don’t!” pgreed
jolly careful! What

that's all! I'm ready for him! He
took me rather by surprise, grabbing
me like that! Iql!'ahﬂw him——-"

“* But——"

“Shut up! You kids needn’t inter-
fere—leave him to me! I fanc{ he
will think twice before he comes back
to shift me! Let bhim, that's all—
just let him '™

Coker, in the attitude of Ajax defy-
ing the lightning, waited for that
man in gaiters to come back. The
juniors grinned and let him wait!
There was no reason why they shounld
tell Coker things that he did not want
to hear; so they left it at that, and
Coker remained on warlike guard,

The man in gaiters did not come
back! Having given the campers
leave to camp, for a moderate con-
sideration, there wae no reason why
he should,.

Coker, unaware of that, smiled
grimly as the minutes passed and
there was no further demonstration

from the enemy.

¥ “Y fancied he'd think better of it,"
he remarked at last. “It's all right
—voiu Eids san turn in, you won't be

disturbed! You can feel sure of
that.”
“Wedo!™a Boh.

“'I'he surefulness is terrific.”
“Ha, ha, ha !



*Ton’t snigger|” said Coker.
*There’s llﬂth‘iggetﬂ snigger at that’ 1
¢an see—"7

“He, he, he!”

‘btn'p that cackling, Bunter, if you
don't want your head smacked I

“Oh, really, Coker——"

“QHirt U
you ! sai ﬂukﬂr g L a]eep in the
boat—no room for me in that tent
with a erowd of fags. If that cheeky
blighter comes back, just call for me

it deal with himi! But ht won’t
—vou can bank on that! He knows
better ! He jolly well understands by
this time that lywnn 't go!”

Quite satisfied that they could bank
on that, though for reasons unknown
to ('.'uli:er the juniors turned in for a
night's rest in the tent.

Coker, after a last warlike glare
across the darkening field, went back
to the boat to bed down for the night.
And slumber descended on the Grey-
friara camp beside the murmuring
Thames,

SE—"

Unexpected !
SHIFT Y SPOONER'S eyes. glinted
in the moonlight.
Fhe moon that night favoured
Shifty.

At that late hour the river was
deserted ; nobody seemed to be about,
but Mr. Spooner.

Mr., Speoner was sculling a little
skiff and looking for a uamp-——nnt a
camp for himself! Shifty was glad
to he on the water again; and he
had found that skiff tied up at a
riverside bungalow ‘after dark. It
was much easier to spot the Grey-
friavs camp from the water, if it was
to be spotted at all; and hope aprings
eternal in the human breast,

That the Greyfriars eréw had gone
up the river Shifty knew. How far
they had gone he did not know. He
hoped, at Jeast, that they had camped

Now turn in, l}hﬂ lot of

EVERY SATURDAY

somewhere om  the reoch between
Paogbourne and Gmln¥ He koew
were travelling @

that they ap the
Thames hi eagy stages, and it
seemed probable.

Eiuft;l,r Lhad H{:I.:l“l?ﬂ up the river
nearly’ as far as the bridge at
Streatley, on  the Oxfordshire side,
looking for a camp—the Gre frints
camp . But He had had no luck! He
had gpntted sonie camps and wasted
time giving thenr the once-over; but
notie - of them 'was the camp he
wanted.

Then he sculled down on the Berk-
ghire side, again keeping a hawk-cye
open for camps, and again apotting
zseveral that had no interest for him
whatever—but at last spotting a boat
he knew tied up under a bunch of
willows !

Under those willows it was decply

dusky ; but the moonlight fell bright.

and szilvery on the water, and Shifty
easily made out the shape of the boat
—atid read the name Water-Lily
on her sterm, ns he glided noiselessly
close to the moored craft.

The hour was late—very late—or, to
he more exact; it was very carly!
The moonlight was beginning to fade
towards dawn. Shifty had had a
night of it—and a summer’s dawn was
at hand. But he was in luck at last
—and he held on to the gunwale of
the moored Water-Lily, with glinting
eyes, feeling that he was getting at
last the reward of paticace.

If at first you don’t succeed, try,
try, try again—that was Shifty’s
motto, He had tried, tried, tried
again—and now he bad succeeded !

o wonder Shifty’'s eyes glinted with
sheer satisfaction as he held om at
last to the gunwale of the Water-

Lily. *
"E'Suﬁ'ering tadpoles I breathed Mr.
Spooner. I got it at last! I've

earned it by this time, by gum; but

Ho!Ho! for the Rollmg
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He aat silent in the skiff; {ookin
ashore across the moored boat. Hg
had {railed the Greyfriars crew lon
enongh to have learned their manner
and customs. They were acenstimed
to sleeping ashore in the tent, leavia eg
the boat tied up, with a padlock
chain on it for safety.

The padlock hnd beaten Mr.
Spooner once; but it was not goin
to beat him again; he had”provid
himself ‘with an implement for deal-
ing with padlocks.

All he needed to do was to make
sure that the chain did not clink and
wake a wary sleeper—as had bap-
pened once before.

I@uking ashore, he spotted, as he
expected, a tent. It stood a little
way up the bank, beyond a low,
stragpling chestnut fence. Shifty
Spooner grinned at that temnt ghm-
mering in the moonlight. From the
tent came a sound that floated to his
ears—ot an alarming sound, but
rather 8 reassuring one, the sound of
@ rumbling smore. ° Evidently ‘the
campers were asleep in their tent as
usual—one of them giving audible
evidence of the fact.

There was no other sound in the
stillness, save the faint wash of the
river. Satisfied that the coast was
clear, Shifty silently pushed alongside
the Water-Lily and pgroped in- the
deep shadows under the willows.

He glanced into the hoat. Iu the
dimness all he could see was what
appeared to be a bundle of rugs. It
was to the moorings that he gave his
attention.

His groping bhands found the chain,

sadlocked to a branch of the willow.

der, in a similar case, had borrowed
a saw from a shed at Tipton Lodge.
Mr. Spooner did not need a saw. Mr.
Sﬁmunfr had had a long expericnce of

e implements that picked locks, and
he had come prm':deﬂ Only a faint
snap came from the padlock as Shifty
dealt with it.

Not a sound came from the chain.
Ehlftlr was not going to betray him-
self by a sound of clinking, as had
happened when he had first had to
deal with that chain! Softly andg
zilently he tucked in the loose chain
when: the padlock was opencd.

Again he glanced towards the tent
ashore.  All was still—there was no
sign of alarm—mo sound but the
1umhlmg enore which showed that
William George Bunter was deep in
the Jand of drﬂ-ma.

The Water-Lily drifted loose.

AllL Mr. S8pooner had to do now was
to step into it and pail acresa the.
river—anid once on the other side of
the Thames he cared little whether
the Greyfriars camp awakened or not.
He was done with the stolen skiff!
He would he done with the Water-
Lily, too, as a matter of fact, once be
hmf made his search in the stern
locker! Once what hie sought was in
his hauds, it was not Mr. Spooner's
mmtention to flee in a boat that the
police would be looking for?! He was
aoing to make off by land, leaving
tlm ‘f‘h.une:a behind him as fast as he
¢ould !

With a deep breath of satisfaction,
ﬁlufw ‘E}W-uner stepped into the.

Tue Maoxer Lisnant.—No. 1,647,
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Water-Lily, leaving the skiff to drift
away whither it would. He was
quite willing for its owner to get it
back, when it wae picked up sooner
or later by some waterman,

Standing in the Greyfriars boat, he
ushed off from the willows with his
ands, and the Water-Lily floatcd
ently out into the river. Very care-
ul indeed was Mr. Spooner to make

no sound till he was out of reach of a
jump from the shore!

In a minute or lesa, he was quite
gafe from that! The Greyfriars boat
drifted softly and silently out into
the Thames. Ten feet off the shore
Mr. Spooner waa all right; and a
roar of alarm from the camp would
not have worried him now,

Grinning with satisfaction, he
moved to pick up the oars and take
Lis seat to pull. His satisfaction
lasted till he had made his first step !

He stepped on the bundie of rugs
and, to s startled astonishment, on
somcthing under the rugs.

What it was, he did not know; till
& startled howl apprised him that it
was some portion of a human frame !

Bhifty jumped.

So did Coker of the Fifth!

“Oh!" came the startled bowl. as
Coker jumped. g

”Eu#ering " cats ! paspett  Mr.
Bpoonery

The boat was out in the moonlight

mow ! At his feet that bundle of
rugs was stirring wildly. It dawuned
on Mr. Spooner thet the boat was not,
as he had believed, untenanted.
" One of the cam , it seemed, con-
trary to their uneual custom, was
sleeping in the boat. Certainly there
was somchody under those rugs—
somebody who was yapping with
snnoyance because Mr. Spooner had
inadvertently trodden on his leg.

Bhifty gritted his teeth.

One of the jumiors had no terrors
for kim! Two or three would have
been a differcet matter. One of them
he could bhandle easily enouzh!
Bhifty was ready to grasp that one,
aed give him all the punches he re-
quired to keep him quiescent; then to

itch him ashore and have done with

im. Ouve Lower Fourth junior of

Greyfriars was- not likely to give
Bhifty Epooner a lot of trouble. The
river was solitary; there was no one
to intervene; it was all right for
- Bhifty !
- The bundle of rags heaved as the
startled eleeper scrambled up. A
tousled head and an angry face came
into view in the moonlight.

“You gilly young asses I” came an
ANgTY roar. "Whnrre%uu mcan by
jumping in on me? What—*"

Coker of the Fifth broke off az he
saw Mr. Spooner!

He blinked at him.

Bhifty blinked at Coker,

Finding -somebody unexpectedly in
the boat, Shifty naturally suppozed
that it was one of the juniors. But
it was not one of the juniors. It was
n big, burly, beefy fellow Shifty had
pever seen before.

It was not a schoolboy whom 2
Bpooner dould easily bandle! It was
s burly fellow who, on the other

Tae Miantr LugirY.—No. 1,647,

THE MAGNET

hand, could easily handle Mr,
Spoouner! It was quite a dismaying
shock for Shifty !

Coker scrambled to his feet.

“Who the thump are you?" he
roared. ™I thought it was one of
those .silly fags jumping in-—who
the— Ow I”

Shifty jumped at him.

Big and burly as Horace Coker was,
Shifty Spooner was not losing that
bont again if he could help it. Coker
wag going out of that boat, if Bhifty
Speoncr could push him out! Shifty
was & rather desperate man at that
moment.

“Oh " pasped Coker, as he went
aver in Shifty's grasp. The Water-
Lily rocked. " Oh crumba! A dashed
boat-thief—oli erikey! Trying to
steal this boat with me in it—my

um ! I'll jolly well show you!”

Coker jolly well did!

Shifty was heaving .him over the
dipping gunwale when Coker pot one

in with his hefty tight. He got it in
hiard! A jolt with all Horace
Coker's beef behind it landed on

Shifty's jaw! Had & mule kicked
him there it would bave produced the
same cffect.

Mr. Spooner pave a
and rolled over in the
boat !

‘Coker scrambled up again.

“You rotten rascal I roared Coker.
“Stealing this boat—— Ah! Would
you !”

Shifty would—if he could! But he
couldn’t! He scrambled up to get
Coker's next jolt in his eye. e
collapscd in the bottom of the Water-
Lily, moaning.

Coker stared round him. The boat
was drifting to the middle of the
river. At a little distance a skiff was
drifting. From the bank came a
shout—Coker's roar had awakened
the camp. Coker grabbed the oars
and started catching crabe,

“Hallo, ballo, hallo ! came a yell
from the bank

*The boat—"

Hﬂﬂker‘_._ﬂ-

“All  right!”
i Cﬂmiﬂg !n

He pulled—with a grim eye on
Shifty, sprawling in the stern.

Shifty Spoouner sat up dizzily! He
sat witﬁ one hand to his eye and the
other to his jaw. Life, at that
moment, seem a weary desert to
Mr. Spooner; weary, stale, flat, and
unprofitable, He sat and stared
dizzily at Coker, as Horace, catching
crabs innumerable, rowed back to
the camp. From the bank came a

ell as Hl:e awakened juniors saw him
n the moounlight.

““That rotter Spooner !

“That terrific rascal Spooner !

Shifty rubbed his eye and rubbed
his chin, and slipped over the gun-
wale. He swam sorrowiully away to
recapture the drifting skiff. Once
more Mr. Spooner had found the way
of the transgressor hard—and wet !

Coker pulled in!

The Famous Five, on the bank,
grasped the boat and made it fast!

Coker grunted.

“Checky blighter—trying to steal

urghing howl
ttom of the

roared Coker.

the b:]:-lat w;:ith me in it !:d he aai?. *1

ve him two pretty good ones I
Ea"‘i’ﬂu've ﬂa'ﬂ‘d :fng beat for
Coker !" gasped Baob. .

“Eh? Of course I have!” grusted
Coker. “He must have got it looee
while I was asleep—then he trod en
me, blow him! What did you kids
turn out for? Go back to bed at

s,

once 1
“ Buat—»"
“Shnt up ! said Coker. a2
Harry Wharton & Co. looked at
Coker ! Coker had saved the Water-

Lily for them—there was no doubt
about that! Had not Coker been
slecping in the boat, Shifty S
wonld lhave got away with it this
time ! They ga-i let 61)1?!‘ join up—
and this was their reward for suffer-
ing fools gladly. In the circum-
stances, they felt that it was up to
them to go on suffering Coker gladly.
S0 when Coker said shut up, they
shut up!

ner

L] - L

Harry Wharton & Co. had rather
thoughtful faces when the Water-Lily
ran up to Goring in the morning.

Coker had saved their boat from the
dishonest clutches of the ubiguitous
Mr. Spooner, Something was due to
gratitude : If Coker wanted to kcep
on in the eraft he had saved for
them they Felt that it was up to
them ! There were a few whispers,
and the Co. agreed.

So when Goring was in the offing,
Harry Wharton gave a last glance
round at the faces of his comrades,
rcad assent in those faces, and put it
politely.

“Like to keep om in thie trip,
Coker ?"

Coker stared at him,

“Eh?" lLe ejaculated.

“If you'd care to join up for the
trip——"
*What "

“Do!" said Bob Cherry.

“Ob, do!” murmured Johnay Bull,

“Did you say join up for the trip,
Wharton?” asked Coker.

“¥emle

“Well, don't be a fool I

“Oh "

“I've put in a day with you,” said
Coker. “If you brag about jt at
Greyfriars next term, making out
that I've gone about with you fags
in the hols, look out for squalls! 1I'm
not likely to join a mob of fags in a
trip! I suppose you don’t mean it
for cheek, harton, eo 1 won't
smack your head !”

“Oh I gasped Harry. “Thanks I

"“But shut up!” said Coker.

And Coker went ashore at Goring
to take a train back to Pangbourne,
and no doubt to overjoy Potter and
Greene with his’ reappearance there.
And Harry Wharton & Co. went on
through Goring Lock, and towed
merrily ug to Cleeve in the best of
epirita! Coker had made the whole
party bhappy!

THE END.

(Now lock out for: “MYSTERY
ON THE THAMES!"—the next yarn
in this great holiday series by Frank
Richards. It's a winner/)



:l‘ boeatly booly,” he said. ‘"But
don’'t mind-——— -ow-ow 1"
Tuhhr broke off w:th s yell as Dr.
all's r _and thumb closed
over his fat. ear. Tl:u nexk - ha
knew was that the H hld lnltcha-d
hin box of
Barrall 1 lhumluﬂn& the Hﬂldf
as’ h crammed s handful of ohoeklits
i bis mm “Thess chocklits are
konfiscated: if- I ever. uini: p‘m

I-l'lt-l tl.'].'l.'ﬂ,l l:n ancarrige
Mdt hl.h: " | lhill
him’h you m u.arl"

" Go " Yourod the Hosd.
by fled; and the srowd fled with
'hImi hrﬁ:!_n‘ fit to bust, with "M
Maoliy's sluh ringing in
their ears as ﬂ:hlj‘ wenk
I# began to lock as if Tubby's
MMADCE WAS TID in the bud. ut
the fellows were to learn in the very
noay: iutaun that Tubby Barrell was not

beaten yet!l’
{Don's !lpl “ Pubby's Eiinﬂimg
Cwure'-~thg Rilarious sequel o

parn in ncﬂ week's ﬂumbgr:l

PEDALLED OVER CLIFF|

Redwing's Amazing
Experiment
Will ‘the dey ever u-umn wlm
shall: be able to oycla th &ir
_lE: eﬁl and ufnlytlia we l:!]' e through
¥ Droesel
hl Re ‘mﬂg of the Remove believes
most damdﬂilg that it will. He is,
moreover, actively engaged in hﬂngmg
the great day nearer |

The first trial of his new. home-made
" cj'ﬂ!-phﬂ&" {writas a GREYYRLARS

dant{l, was held at
Hnwksuhﬂ'a 1 and attracted &
lar cruwd :luzarn snd holiday-

"Tom Redwihg's appearance at the
top of the oliffsa w the cycleplane
being wheeled behind him by eager
village boys, was greeted with cheers
ln_Ei laughter. i e i

£ waa I- peculiar contraption, partly
.l.arup ?ni ly glider, and _partly

Emd of thing you asee mn
:mntmlr:r inventions ui comic CKTica-

tunul:l.
pilot's seat was s bicycle saddle,
llihld ]tham wore als a two light
wheols just in an ardinary Jig
But. t-hnia -tw‘; wheels perf edl ogux
functions besides those of. t]re ordinary
jig t:', for, in ﬂ;%:n to d:r:ﬂg -fwo
!-m ropellars, y also {gur
wings Ignt.tlm rather on the lines of
the paddlek of & paddie steamer |
‘Radwing, interviewdd, was qu of
optimissd.
“"E'u, 1 mﬂfd bﬁh&‘i’ﬂ tl:m thing m]l
wor respondent..
“ Mo MDY xmpmvamenu Are
possible, but they -ara for the fature.
.itathmumnnt! you can on me Ap
A hhungT 8 %’”jl],fﬁ! others to
ger [ FUDOS
there’s & m,:hm amount of risk, but
nui & hh I've clrr:&& out of

hl.l:ﬂ]' ?onough t e lhnr%
[ 0 CAar me 1]
gi:tmnu safely A

“ M’ yes; hut th&u 8 & sixty feet drop:

l!a!ll
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to the sands,” dbjected dur correspond-
mt"t i:tMl" or & Iu:iiz way down, m
isn
.t" ?’ﬂ:ﬁ mulﬂn't ﬁhmk t!:ﬂli
i it were
lortod” Nadwing :i:eu-lﬂ "w..n,
you can hh it fr-amr M ﬂ. safe as
B0t .H'fhr-m ‘fact, anfer than sorse I've
All;nr there’s duigu in
myﬂlm; H ‘W{ﬂl]ﬂ probably surprise
mhhﬁwhnwmuﬂuhlplmkﬂhd
j at fn-ntnr erieloet
lru -Now, you wonldn't
1“‘&&!!& ;mh—-—-
}m:.t ob L Boon afterwards Ihd—
wi

It was ;aswzhl.r ﬁﬂumﬁoﬁgﬁ l:n
Llin

tnwa B t-hn edge of & sixty-
t ml.- h cliff, Some of ladies in
the » co were seen to- turn away,
unﬂ:-htn watch him to the finish. Bui

though ' & brave enough
fﬂllw“t not the man to risk his meck
convinced

E

" He was uneuestionably
st his weird machine wes

at least able to give him a hlp 3
landing; sund this proved to be
case,

A dosen yards from the edge of the
cliff, tha t-ui of the cycleplane lifted
itanlf, and Redwing rose gracefully inte
the air, amid roars of applause from

and pack it for transpori back te his
fl.thl!rl' s oottage.

t  “Ves, it behaved all right, as rmt
[ saw for j‘ﬂl}!‘lll;; 'th-n géaid, in repl
j our correspondent’s mqm:j'
u truuh]a is, 11: + rempin up
nl.;l' + but I uhnll find a way out
nf :l:ut iﬂmltr una of thala days—
nex

l'l,lmmﬂ.’t ki
From w mi g'lthe:ed ﬂtn n:-
oyclin u nuthng
amu:.ggl spare time hnhh:r w:tth
It will never surprisa me, Il]'
same, $0 see him come
the -windows of the Remove anu-
room to maorning classes one of these
fine. days |

|

‘ITha him |

!hy
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iMY MINOR DiD

SURPRISE ME!

By BOLSOVER NAJOR

Whnl‘pu.tn;irﬂwinfmmn
. h’i‘:{‘m stropgih ¥ } off
ﬂ"* the joy of a.séaside hnlih#
. for mel It nsed Lo -be Hﬁ

to. take & #ro

"Wﬁll tlu-t’ll give you one Cer-
mt more. EI-‘I’I' a mmﬁt that

ﬂnt -I-nﬂ pullod down the

d t
htrhr hﬂft‘.l chut for um '“a : "

"WLt's that Il;.tkad.th
penny waas the answer.
red! I blinked! I had heen
trymg for &4 week to kit that ball hard
‘éoough to get my penny returned—and
had fsiled. My minor had dope the

trick first pop!- I felt quite di
“Mind trying thet again, Egi” I
asksd faintly.
"Phuura " And my miner bried
d, belisve it or not, had- his
returned for the second time !
Thnlmﬁshumwuthaﬁrnnf

& number 1 recoived on the

r that mnrn.in From the punch-
m] we wenk uﬁ' to the Iutﬂ-!'pﬂlhﬁ-

ﬂ-m pectators, After out H#hftur My minor llﬂtﬂ; wu

im performed a cironlar m‘ th!-t ﬁhm mam’.ﬁ Igc ;ﬂp—
bmua‘ht him back to Hm sands, and B> tried the E-wu *h“_ :
thﬂrﬂ]?;ﬂns]lrrﬁq hhﬂrnnthm‘{‘ and ot :
currenit "ol warm air before finally’ I'mhd':& T4 ean't ““L. 1
ogks el 1,
r He ﬁ? ATL eas hmhn!- on the | DU my i dals
| pands, had machine np ¥inally, wo came to.x gadget 1 fe
perfect. tm! all thé time, then set [¥ure he conldn’t possibly master—s sert
to work the ans 40 pieces of parallel-bar ent in w

mh:dtupuﬂthhnhn ether

u‘h?tii m:ﬂtﬂ and Ind hrd! hl&

sble to move it, Surely this would bel.i

sl o oo bers gt anf
AmAp s toge &
back his penny without an effort|
'ﬂ';‘wﬁnt &;m't .I'r‘ E:Enn?ﬁ I niked
ra you § su
ﬁiﬂ.ﬂnﬂfm | | mgarmg En:n!;n 'htllmPJ::-‘
tigns 1+
* Neither I .
“Then what the dickens i= the ex-
m.“'!“ Ld ﬂ im
‘oA » nn F - IMINOT.
Oy iﬂgmitimi.

ou ses, there's an



zﬂ.

athielc’s cammp near this place, and the
giddy athletes spent yesterday alter-
noon on the pier. They plaved on
these machines for hours and ovidently
they left them a pood deal weaker than
:!}fj'1 fountd them., That's the explana-
1omn 1

I was jolly glad to hear 3. TIf I
haduv’t heard the facts, I should never
}l.m'u been able tolook my minor in the
uwee again |

TWO POINTS OF VIEW!

Squiff aays he loves the white At-
lantic rollers.

Fish seys hie prefoers the green Trans-
atlantic dollars!

GUESTS S5IMPLY “SURGE-ON"
“HIM!

It 15 staled that the amenities of
Mauleverer Towers include complete
scconunodation for invalids, with a
“mtmT doctor ‘and resident nurses,

Mauly's always noted for liis generons
“ hospital *-1ty !

QUELCHY WAS A BOY
ONCE—REALLY!

Says DICK RAKE

On a sandy shore on the South Coast
last week, I was doing handsprings and
somersaults after my morning dip, when
the sound of Landclapping led me to
ﬁuplﬂudq with a deep bow before the

eckehair from which it came.

‘I nearly had a it when I stroightened
mg'wif up sgain apd saw that the man
who had clapped my eofforts was my
own Form-master |

“MWell, Rake, there is secmingly no
need to ask you if you ave enjoying
,?‘.ﬂilr holiday,” remarked DMr. tluulr.l:lh.

e you always as cuergetic as this
on the beach 7" >

I grinned feebly and said 1 thought
I was, Quelchy nodded approvingly.

“That is just as it s,]_1+|:-ufJ be, Racke,
I was the same myself when I was your
Ba,

“What$” T gusped.

" Just the same,” said Quelchy re-
n}mmﬂani"iil}. “I well remember a sea-
side holiday when I used to go for a
five-ile run before  breakfast every

-

morniag I

:%re;tlpi !]’:LI Ibrahi.heﬂl; .

" Yo, think I must have been a
real boy,” went on” Quelchy dreamily.
“Certainly I recall many phasés typical
of the average boy.: 1 collected foreign
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stamps, 1 vemewmber, and kept guinea-
pigs—ol, yes, and a fame mouse!
got into innumerable scropes. At this
tune of the year, for instance, I was
n'iwnt;s in trouble for trespassing in
somebody’s orchard '

“You ‘were, sic? I ejaculated in-
eredulously. :

Something in the way I said that
must have affected Quelehy He started
slightly and his eyes, which had had a
ql:ute unusual twinkle in them, took on
that gimlet look we know so well: He
abruptly changed the subject.

“ Ahem ! trust, Rake, that the
holiday which you are enjoying in such
a—um—vigorous manner will result in
your returning to Greyfriars next term
with & remewed zest for work and an
inflexible detérmination to improve on
your.previous attainments in the Form-
TO0HT.

“Oht Al! Yes, sir!" I gasped.

Soon after that, we pnrte(i -1 hearg
no mores of Queichy'a boyhootd davs.
But I came away with an sabiding
songo of having made & great and im-
portant discovery.

Hitherto, it has been generally sup-
posed in the Remove that Quelchy
came on the carth fully grown in a
puffl of smoke during a thunderstorm
or 8 Voleanic eruption.

Now I kwow better. He was not a
scparatoe creation, aoffer all, but Las
gimm throuogh just the same stages of
ilevelopment &s vou and me—in the dim
nnd distant pret, of course !

It's an. amazing thing to rcalise,
rllmfw, but Quelchy was & boy once—
ceally |

rp——

Answers to Correspondents

“Indignant *' {Sccond).—" They must
think we're infants to take away our
excrcise books and put uvs on slates”

Why worry? While yow'ra young
you kiek off with tho slates, but later
on, yon'll go out on the tiles!
+ H. J (Fifth).—"There isn't &
fellow in the school who can look me
straight in the faco.”

Then tako our tip, old chap, and wear
a8 mask |

G, L. [(Bixth).—"I'll wipe out your
editorial office in one fell swoop.”

Try *it on, old bean. -We have ‘an
icdea that your “ome fell swoop™ is
tikely to be “one swell flop!™ . -

“Bimple Simon * -(Second),—Is it true
that Gosling was once a baker?” |

‘Noi ¥ 8 “loafs ™ about the gate-
way, i3 always very “crusty.” and has
been known to boast he. iz well
“hread ! :

of

companion paper—the “Gem."

COME INTO THE OFFICE, |
BOYS AND 'GIRIS!

Your Editor iz always pleassa teo

herr | his readers. Write 1o

him: Editof of the MAGNET, The

Flesiway House, F don Streat,
" lm' .-ﬂm [ ] 1

IH this issuc¢ of the Maaner you
+ have read of the amweing and
amazing antics of Horace Coker, who
unexpectedly bumped into Harry
Wharton & Co., and in consequence
brought about more exciting times
for gm holiday-makers aboard the
Water-Lily. Byut although the great
Horace has goue, peace and quiet-
nezs does not come the way of the
Groyfriars  Removites. Oh, no!
More troubles aro in the offing, and
Johnny Bull geta morce thano his
share of them! For some unac-
countable reason. Johnny is missing
from the party. What bhas become
him? It'a a real - poser for
Harry Wharton & Co. nntil they aune-
ceed in elucidating the

“ MYSTERY ON THE THAMES!"™

Ou no account should you niss
reading  this epankipg-finve yarn,
chums It shows Frank Richards at
his very best, and this should be suf-
ficient rececommendotion for you to
?ake certain of reading this coming
reat.

WORTH NOTING !

Attention should be drawn to the
topping new complete tales of Tom
Merry & Co. now ranmning in our
This
week’s yarn

“ GUSSY'S WILD MAN["
By Martin Clifford.

tells of the cliums of Bt. Jim's thrill-
ing adventures ik the wilds of
Brazil, where they are searching for

o lost explorer.  Get a copy of .the

“Gem * today and sample this tip-
top adventure vamm.

Chin, chin, chums,
YOUR EDITOR.
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