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-Funny Scheol Tale of
C"u Sf Sﬂ’, ﬂﬂdl

By DH-'K]" HIFEEN T

Bl.n;]‘ Crash! Wa 1

11, fa.theudl;!‘?pbnv{lad Dr.
E;:mhemll, as that timmid nock
sounded on hia

It was Tubby Bartell who rolled into.

the Head’s study. The fattest fellow
in the 8t Bam's Fourth was lﬁ-ﬂ'kmg a
trifle nervous,
“You sent for me, sirl™ iua mer-
mered. -
Dr. Birchemall Imwnei He seezed
hu birchrod &nd -rose to his feet.
“Bend over, Barrell!”  he
manded sternly.
“ But—but whlt for, sir 1" stammered
Tubl\ﬂ' “Y haven't done an hmg 1"
ygs you have, Barrell!
Iu Hui. “On

FOUr owWn
smitten b
b A A
w;:“*m

Com-

I-d:l'.l:liniﬂl‘h
the charms of
have decided
bea Hmt!mu hH her charms

ne. hmger & 0
mpossi mr | ﬂt& Tubby.

s H:-wa'rar mﬁch $oa whop me, you ¢can
never eggstingtish
the tender feelings
I have for Miss
AMolly 1 |

“That remains to
be seen, Blmll e
enorted Head.
“Iam gnms to have
a jolly iy,
anyway, snd I pro-
pese to bhirch
every day till you
-Iﬂl cured—from now
til! the end of the

m if mnecessary!

over ™

Tubby polled a
rve face bent
over. "The next
mespant. the Head's
birch was descemd.
ing ¢én the t E'H!l
trowsid at 3%, Bam ul

Bwish, swith,
4 Ow-ow-ow ' 'tad Tubby Barrell.

“Are you r:um j‘ﬂt-,. Barrell 1" asked
Pr. Birchemall grimly. :

*'{}wt Nol Wooooep!”

Swish, swish, swish]

“ 8¢ill no ﬂhH‘tEB, Barrall

“Yow! Nol Owl™

The Head dropped his birchrod,
pulfing and blowing like & grampus,

“That will be sufhshant for tﬂ-dn;r
Barrell” he grusited. * But und derstand
this—I simply refuse to permit this lgra-
Ezdemm pashun to porsist, and I

ve no qualms in quuhmg it.
hﬂhmrmn& your p's n:.ti qa,
may go "

“Ow! Yes, sirl”

Tuhh: rul!ud nut of Dr. Birchemall’s

ptudy, gréaning. But the dawntlem
Ipirsl he had shown since he had fallen
or Mizs Molly's charms was by no
means conke yeb, an
look of grim determination on his face

nu

* leared |

as he mltad out of the E-nhml House

way to the t
ther Jolly & 4 of the Fnurtg} were
in incks isecussing ginger-pop
and Tubbghn%ﬁr W, ﬂgn & Eo

strived, . Frank Faarlm had just haen
sdvancing ' the theory that Tuhhya
semtimental streak was . india-gestion,

wing on overeating during the

] sutamer vack.

" Afiar all, you followa,” he was say-
ing, “you can’t deny that the first
symptom Tu'hby displayed ﬂm loas of
npg?t:te, osmtm 38 that the
that would make Tnhb;r lose

his u.pp&t:lta 18 irdia-gestion [

*1 say, you fellows 1* hmka in Tubby
himself, at that moment. ' What do
you think of the Haa.d for a beest ? 'He:

says he's goin tnw pmae ﬁ
nl 1 stop thi about M oily |
to hun i

But T'm poing tn atand o
“Good old Tubby !” chuckled: Fear-

loss. "It sounds as if you ‘I find it hard
to sit down, nniawnjrt'
i Hﬁj hﬂ.
“ Dashed if I ses m;rths to cackle
3’4‘. H" B-Innrted Eeuri;hm ﬁt _bhere,
olly, 1 came 0w _ 2
footer. I went to for ihe i‘oun
rwinst 8t. Bill's this afternoon1™

- What !"' yelled Jack Jolly & Cho.

and there wan a

“Miss Mo, Iy has told ma ahe"d like
me bnﬂar if T were.olim and more
‘athlettick,” eggs
?]amad Tui}hjt “ 8o

want-fo go ih i‘nr
footer 1*

“But what about
the ganre, wyou fat
ass 1 lia Jolly.
" Yomn cumt play
footer for toffen!
With wou in the
team, we may lose ™

“Ratta! said
Tubby, *“With s
spiffing player. like
m2 in the. team, we
can't possibly ‘help
winning I” :

“Has, ha, ha'*

The kaptm of the
Fourth rubbed his
chin in perplexity.
He didn't want to
Tubby. Nor, on_the-other
he want to risk losing the

disenrrid
hand, diﬂﬂ
mateh.
W
ITk
**Tw e

even with &

not gne Tubh? & trisl?”
Fearless, ?: hesjtated.
t t0 be 4b to h-&lt 8t. Bﬂl"
nmngar in the team!”

“Bri

ht. “He lost aﬁpm m the
and csught housemaid's lm'i:mg
for it yesterday I

W T lﬁhd I'll drop Booth

Tl 21, rop BEID

-.nd p!:y g.[lu"l'ahj inside-loft. All I hoap,
y, 18 th do nothing to make

me muh Jrqu’d n Jeft outside 1"

The news that Tubby was to play for
the Pourth sagainst St. Bill's rpran.g
and wide. A grate crowd turped up m::
Little Side that afterncon to see the
mateh, Evern Dr. Birchomall and Miss
Mull:r cnmu to waich the fun.

ThB rell:’n wisale shrilled, and the St.
Bill's centre-forward kickod off.

“You mui% drop Bostham,” yut m.

-

ful’tml.rm
: E&j‘ were & little too

Enmm BY HARRY WHARTON. Eaphmhﬂ 16th, 1939.

TU!BY’S SLIHLHHG CURE! {3,

The next momeont there was a roar of
larfter as Tubby Barrell tock a mifcy
kick, missed by miles, and landed on
the terf on the back of his neck |

But Tubby was not down for long.
He bounced up as though he was made
of indiarubber, and charged madly to-
wards the Bt. Sam's gosal, which ﬂm
visitors were aitacking. But the 8
Bam’s defenders cleared, and plljr
mﬁ down to the other end of the

Them there was another roar of
larfter u?i '!E::biay mlﬁ E}ﬁ h:nnﬂ'am un-
doris, an nt over i agsin.

The lariter sudden] . gt:; &
mermer of alsrm. W h htaﬂm spced
the ball had returned, Loyle, the
dt. Sam’'s mgm;lm, Was ruahm out to
moet the advancing 8t Bill's forward,
gfha 3t. Bill's forward fainted and beat

im

“8hoot 1" yelled the 8t. Bill'a sup-
portera.

- With an open peal before him, it
scemed that nothing could stop the St.
Bill's forward scoring. The ball came

flying straight at the net.
"E&l " shreeked the

visitors'
uick !

I:rsbea.d of smashing into lha g-aql
ball had smashed into
bent over to tie up hu {rmthw,
Iﬂﬂtﬂnﬂj -the leather rebounded half-
way down the fiald !

“Baved 1" roared the home
poriers.

“Ha, ha, ha [

“Baved! Good old Tubby I

Tubby rubbed his trowsis rewfully
and rvetirned fo midfeld. And after
that insident there was no stopping
him. He was here, thero, and every-
where, and if his pla-‘j* was not eggs-
sctly 11&1}1{1;:1 at times, it was ab least
eggsiting to wetch, and the crowd
roared their nnturudgmnenh.

Everybody cggspected Tubby to
collapse cﬂmpiﬂta at half-time, But
Molly Birchemall’s ?rauan-:ﬁ must have
:113 ired Tubby, for hé showed no signs

atecg, and came back for the second
huli fu]f of vim and vigger |

It was a stern tuesle in the second
half. With five minnits to go,.the score
stood at 2—2, A draw seemed inevit-
able. Buddenly, however, a fat figger
was seen to leap ouk h& fray #II,;i
dnbh!ﬁ thﬂ T}BH towards the 8t B

Tycr after ph:i;er herled hlm-
seif at

. but the fat Fourth
Former seemed td bear a charmed life,

Bomehow he survived till he had only
the goalic to bea

sitp-

One last :mu.hm kick Tubby took
at the ball ind :t bun!:- the gozlie all
hands down! The ball t.hmgded into
the net! Tllhhjf had scored !

Goal! Goal!

Bt Bam's wins! Hurrahl”

" Good old Tubby !

Tubby Barrell had won the game [gr
8t. Sam’s! The crowd farely swarmed
round him as he staggered off the field,
chesring madly,

'The Brat to greet him was Molly
Bimﬁtﬁ?r’ My herol™ sh Hed.

! ¥y hero she trille
“You were simply marvellous [”
The crowd grinned. Dr. Birchomall
(Continued an paoe 21.)



HIGHWAY ROBBERY IN

BROAD DAYLIGHT! ITHRILLS AND EXCITING

HOLIDAY ADVENTURES FOR HARRY WHARTON & Co., OF GREYFRIARS,
ON OLD FATHER THAMES!

STERYon 'IIIE.I'
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The Invisible Owl

6 UNTER ¥
“ Bunty "
L 13 Buﬂt I?J

“ Where's that fat asg#”

“Bunter !

Five voices were calling in tones of
exasperation. The bank of the River
Thames ochoed te the pame of
Bunter.

The Greyfriars Wat—ur-—Lilj‘ waa tied

up by the towpath on the Berkshire,

side.

Harry Wharton & Co. had lunched
on the boat. Billy Bunter, for
rensona best known to himself, had
taken his luwch ashore.

It was probable- that, having
scoffcd the same under a shady tree
in the wood that bordered the tow-
path, Billy Bunter had gone to sleep
in the shade. It waa a warm Sep-
tember - afternoon, and the Owl of
Greyfriars liked a nap after a meal.

Now it was time to push on, and
Biliy Bunter was invisible.

The Famous Five of Greyfriars
shouted ; but they shouted in vain,

Whether Billy Bunter was asleep,
or whether he was awake, no answer
came from Bunter; peither did ke
appear in sight,

Bob Clierry stood in the Loat and
bawled.  Johnny Bull stoed on the
bank and roarcd. Harry Wharton,
Frank Nugent, and.Hurree Singh
crossed the towpath to a little shady

; r };‘L‘r iﬁ. I'P
' Ir F 4 -I |||' || i]llu.fi i i
S

| _t'.'!'!?:.rl. ul

m‘ _'L‘H“._"iﬁ;’ A

i
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““1It’s a hold-up !’ said the Nabob of Bhanipur. ** Come onfully I’

lane that ran through the wood to
the road beyond and stood there,
shouting.

But answer there came none!

Billy Bunter was invisible—and he
stayed invisible!

“Bunter !

“You fat chump L

“You pernicicus porpoise [*

“ Bunter, you bloated bloater!”

*You terrific ass, Bunter 1

People passing in various crafts on
the river lovked round. Other people,
on the Wallingford road beyond the
wood, wers startled by the roar,
Plenty of ears hecard the name of
Bunter! But not, it seemed, Billy
Bunter's fat cars! For there came
no sound from Bunter.

Johnny Bull was holding the tow-
rope of the Water-Lily, all ready to
hand 1t to Bunter—when  he
appeared.

Between Cleeve and Wallingford
there was a very long stretch with-
out a lock. All the members of the
Greyfriars holiday party had faken a
turn at towing—excepting Bunter!
Now it was Bunter's turn. Perhaps

that was the reason why William

George Bunter was invisible. Jobnny
strongly suspected that it waas,

" Bunter!” bawled Bob Cherry.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Wake up, you
sleepy snail 1”

Johuny Bull enorted.

“He's notasleep ! If he was asleep
within a mile we should hear him
snoring ! He's dodging !”

“1 shouldn’t wonder !” agreed Bob.
*“ All your fault, old man !*

“How is it myp fawli?"
Johnny.

“You trying to make Bunter work !
It can't be done! You've tried and
tried and tried ever since we pushed

hooted

‘out from Kingston. It’s easier to do

& job oneself than to make Bunter

do it !” '

“I'm going to boot him if he
doesn’'t tow!” reared Johnny.

“You can't boot an invisible
Bunter!" grinned Bob.

Johnny soorted again. He had the
towline ready ! He bad a boot ready!

But he badn’t Bunter! And without
Bunter neither the towline mnor the
boot could come into action.

Wharton and Nugent and Hurree
Singh came back across the towpath
to the boat.

“That blithering ass has wandered
off somewhere !” said Harry Wharton.

“He hasn't!” snorted Johnny. “I
tell you he’s dodging !

“We can't make. him lcar!” said
Frank Nugent,

“I'll bet he can hear all the time !
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4
" Very likely I” said Bob. “But
_".-'I-‘.he likelineza is  terrifie!”

remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
* But—"

* 'Well, let’s push on !* said Johnny.
“If Bunter doesn’t choose to turn up,
let him rip and be blowed to him "

“Um " said Harry doubtfully.

“If we were sure—"" said Nugent.

“I'm sure!” growled Johnny.
“Don’'t 1 know him! That's why he
took his grub sshore. He went to
look for cover. He didn’t mean to
turn up. We can stick here all the
afternoon and he won't turn up. He's
too jolly . Weil, then, push on
—and let him go and eat coke!”

But four members of the Famous
Five looked dubious.

It was probable enough that Billy
Bunter was simply dodging a spot of
work. Bunter’s dodges for dedging
a spot of work were innumerable.
Buntir woild take ten timea as much
trouble to dodge a spot of work as
he needed to take to get it done,
Quite likely he was within sound of
those ezasperated voices all the time
—lying low and grinning in his
gleeve. In which case it would serve
him right if the Greyfriars crew

ushed om in the Water-Lily and left

im on his own. But—-

There waa a “hut.”

He might be fast asleep in some
ehady nook; and when Billy Bunter:
waa asleep Rip van Winkle had
nothing on Bypnter. He might
have wande out into  the
Wallingford road. He might even
have loat his way in the wood—for if
it was barely possible anywhere for
a fellow to. logse his way, Bunter was
the fellow to do it. In which casze
it wouid be rather -hard cheese on
Bynter te be left bebind.

“Look here, are we going on?”
hooted ‘Johnny.

Bull, at least, had no doubts on the
subject. ‘

arry Wharton shook his head.

“We can't, old man!” he said.
“ Bunter can't help beiu? a blithering
idiot and it may not be his fanlt——"

“ Rubbish !*

“After all, we're not in a hurry,”
gaid Frank. * We can wait-a bit!”

“That’s the idea !” snorted Johnny.
*“We shall have to wait till it's too
late to push on to-day! Bunter won’t
come back till he's hungry.”

“1 shouldn't wonder! But-—"

“Oh, let's wait a bit " said Harry.
“If that fat chump has lost himself
we can't go on and leave him to it.
Give him the benefit of the doubt !

"You're an ass—"

“Thanks!"

“Well, I'm not going to sguat
down &ﬂiﬂg‘ nothing I gr{ﬁled

Johnny Bull. “If we're going to’
waste the afternoon I'm going to look
for Bunter! And when I find him
I'll gee that be doesn’t do any more
dodging—I'1l lead him back on the
towline—after laying it round him.”

+F 'But ra

“QOh rats

Johnny Bull unhooked the towline,
coiled it, and hung it over his arm.
Then, with a grim face, he tramped
into the lane throush the riverside
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wood, and turpned inte a path wnder
the trees. He had very little doubt
of rooting the fat Owl out not very
far off.

The other fellows grinned and eat

down in the boat to wait for him.
They had little doubt that Johnny
was right; still, they could not feel
sure, and Bunter had to have the
benefit of the doubt—such as it was,
They quite expected Johmuy to
emerge from the wood before long—
with the fat Owl wriggling and
?plutt-ering at the end of the tow-
1pe.

Meanwhile, they sat in the boat and
watched the passing craft omn the
river in the golden Beptember after-
noon ; which was a very pleasant way
of spending an hour or so. And as a
hoat came along, with a crew of four,
Bob Cherry suddenly ejaculated :

*“That lot again!”

“ Higheliffe cads ! said Nugent.

From the other boat came a drawl-

ing voice :
“That Greyfriars pgang! We're
always runnin’ acroes that mouldy

erew i

The remark was followed h% a
whizzing orange, which caught Bob
Cherry under the ear and caused him
to jump to his feet with a roar of
wrath.

A Row on the River!

ECIL PONSONBY, of the
Fourth Ferm at Higheliffe,
crinned.

Gadsby and Monson, who were pull-
ing, grinned also.

Pon sat in the sterm of the High-
cliffe boat. A man who sat beside
him was steering. Pon had a basket
of fruit at his feet, and at the sight
of his old enemies of Greyfriars he
had picked out an orange and
whizzed it at onece.

Harry Wharton & Co. were all on
their feet in the Greyfriars boat. It
was the umpteenth time they had
encountered the Higheliffe crew
during that trip up the Thames—
and they never encountered them
without a row. =

The cheery Pon was generally
looking for trouble!
“The cheeky cad!™ gasped Bob

Cherry. He groped in the potato-bag
for a missile to return to Ponsonby.

“Hold on, old man!” Harry
Wharton touched his arm. * There's
a Eha-.p we don't know in their boat,
and—

“He ﬁﬁt me with that orange!”
howled Bab.

“Yes, but—"

“0Oh rats!” grunted Boh.

However, he did not hurl the

E:»tatﬂ‘ He pgripped one in either
and, ready for use. :
The Higheliffe boat pulled by, well
out in the river.
Harry Wharton & Co. planced
rather curiously at the man whe sat
beside Pon in the stern seat.

He. was & man about thirty, well-
dressed in a rather flashy style, and
racinr man was written all over him.

+It looked as if Pon & Co. had picked

up & dubious egort of acquaintance in
their holiday on the Thames—which

wag quite the kind of thing that Pon
waa likely to do.
The man, whoever he was, waa

evidently surprized at Pon's action in
whizzing the orange at the other
boat,

He stared at the Greyfriars fellows,
stared at Pon, and ejaculated :

i Gad !,"

Harry Wharton & Co. were quitfa
ready for another row with their old
foes of Higheliffe, if Pon & Co.
wanted ome. But they did not want
to get mixed up in a row with a
stranger who had iiven noe offence, if
they could really help it. Whizzing
miesileés, from beat to boat, were no
respecters of persona.

“What the dooce iz this game,
FPonsonby #* asked the racing map.
* What the dooce are you up to?”

“Oh, we Enow those cads, Captain
Oakshott ! answered Pon, with a
wary eye on the Greyfriars boat,
ready to dodee return fire. “I mean,
we don't know them. They're not the
zort of fellows we should know-——but
we've come across them, A cheeky
crew of hooligans !

“Hadn't 1 better let him have a
spud ¥ asked Bob, as the Greyfriars
crew heard that.

* What docs Pon matter?” answered
Harry. “Xeep out of a row if we
can, with a stranger in their beat.”

The racing man, whom Pon
addressed as Captain Qakshott, stared
at the Greyfriars crew apain. He had
very keen, sharp black eves, under
dark, bushy brows. Those eyes were
more than sharp coough to see that
the Greyiriars fellows were not a crew
of hooligans.

“Here, drop it!” he said quickly,
as Pon's hand came out of the basket
with an apple in it. * What's the
good of a shindy?"

“Oh, we always rag those cads
when we come across them ! answered
Pon; and the apple flew.

But the Greyfriars crew were
watching, and they dodged the
reigsile, and the apple flew past and
landed con the towpath,

That was encugh for Bob Cherry!

* Look bere, we're not poing to he
a cockshy for that Higheliffe cad ! he

hooted. “I'm giving him something
baclk "
And a potato whizzed at the High-

cliffe boat, ]

Pon ducked behind the man whe
gat beside him. It was Captain Oak-
shott who got the potato! It caught
him fairly on the nose; and the
racing man started up with a loud,
startled howl.

“QOh, my hat!” gasped Bab,

He was sorry at once that he had
whizeed that aguﬂ. He had meant it
for Pon, but the captain had got it!
Certainly, the Greyfriars crew could
not be expected to play the part of a
eockshy, simply because Pon & Co.
had a stranger in their boat. Btill, it
wag rather unfortunate,

“Oh! ‘Oh gad!” roared the racing
man, ¢lapping a hand to his nose,
“*You voung raszcal! Oh!™

“Sorry ' called out Bob. “Tt was
meant for that cad Ponsonby——"

The ecaptain’s movement leit FPon
without cover. Bob whizzed the other
potato, and before Pon could dodge



again it caught him, with a crash, in
the middle of his features.

Pon gave a yell that was louder
than his racing friend’s.

oF {""W !J.l

“ Well hit ' chuckled Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You'd better chuck it, Poni”
called out Harry Wharton.  “You'll
get as good as you give, and a little
over!”

“You cheeky young rasecal I voared
tite racing man, He rubbed his nose,
his black eyes glittering under his
bushy brows. “I’ll give you a hiding
for that! Here, push in to that boat,
you two!”

Captain Oakshott caught up a
Malacea cane. He pripped it, glamin
at the Greyiriars crew as Gadsby an
Monson pushed in alongside.

“Go it!" said Pon, between his
teeth. “Give them some all round!”

“HKeep that boat off!” rapped
Harry Wharton. * Sorry you gﬁtltil.at
spud, sir, but you saw that Ponsonb
started the row! E.ee1p that ﬂ-tiﬂfﬁ
away or you'll get hurt [*

Bob Cherry grabbed up an oar.

The Higheliffe boat pushed along-
gide, and %aptaiu Oakshott, standing
up, bhandted the Malacca. But he did
not have time to Bwipe!

The end of Bob's ocar clumped on
his chest, and he went over back-
wards.

The Greyiriars crew were gorr
that be had captured the potato; but
they certainly were not going to let
i;.“ln bhandle that cane om the Water-

ily.

“Ubh gad!” yelled the captain, as
he went.

He erashed on his back on the star-
board.gunwale of the Higheliffe boat,
dipping it to the water. There was a
surge of the Thames over the gun-
wale and over the captain’s shoulders.
The Highcliffe bont rocked wildly and
Gadsby, dropping his oar, grasped
the * captain  to pull him back.
Monson, also dropping his oar, held
on as if for his life.

“ Look out ! he howled.

4 '[}i‘.'l. Eﬁ'd i

The Higheliffe boat fairly danced.

Captain QOakshott sat up in the
bottom of it, blinking, drenched with
water, The Malacca cane had dis-
appeared into the Thames,

“ Ok !” gasped the racing man. “0Oh
gad ! Dofmcﬂ’ .

Ponsonby shoved hastily away from
the Greyfriars boat,

As often happened, Pon was as
anxious to get out of a row as he was
quick to get into one! The Higheliffe
crew were getting the worst of it, and
Pon had had enough,

Gadsby pulled again, and the High-
cliffe Water-Lily rocked om up the
river. |

Captain Oakshott wrizgzled back to
his geat in the stern, giving the Grey-
friars crew an angry glare; but he
did not seem to want to come to close
guarters again. No doubt he had ex-
pected to lay that Malacea round Bob
Cherry without any trouble—but
trouble had acerued, and he did not
want nny more, '

The Highcliffe boat pulled on. A
turn of the bank hid it in a few
migates.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Good riddance to bad rubbish!™
grunted Bob.

And the four juniors sat down
agailn in the Greyfriars WaterLily,
to wait and to watch the bright and
cheery scene on the sunny river while
they waited.

But, bright and cheery as the scene
was, and pleasant as it was to sit
there watching it in the supshine,
they began to get impatient as the
time wore on and neither Billy
Bunter nor Johnny Bull emerged into
view from the wood by the towpath.

Three to One !

OHNNY BULL gave a grunt,
J He had put 1n nearly half an
hour hunting Bunter. With
every minute of that half-heur,
Johuny's frelings grew deeper and
deeper.
Couvineed that the fat Owl of the
Eemove was simply keeping out of
sight in order to dodge hjs turm at

towing, Johnny was wrathy to
begin with. He grew wrathier and
wrathier.

The wood, deep aed shady, ex-
tended for some distance along' the
bank; the towpath and the river on
one gide, the high road on the other.

On the side towards the towpath it
was fenced in; but a lane ranm
through it from the towpath to the
high road, farther back, and there
was no fence along the lane,

But, though it was thus easy to
enter, there was little doubt that it
was private. property; and it was
quite possible that somebypdy might
turn up, aoy minute, and ask Johany
whut he waz doing there.

That made it all the more annoy-
g,

But Johnny was a determined
fellow. If he set himself to a task,
e rot his teeth into it, and stuck to
it—like the tyke of his mnative
county, guaranteed to bite, alive or
dead! He had started to look for
Bunter, and he was going fo look for
Bunter; he was goine to find him,
he was going to whop him with the
towrope, and he was going to march
him back to the boat at the end of
that rope, thus cutting off any
further attempts at dodging.

Up one shady glade and down
another, u‘g- one path and down
soother, the exasperated Johnny
looked for Billy Bunter; and, when
he heard a sound of foots at last;
Le fancied he had got him!

He glared round; and then voices
came to his ears—voices he knew, and
certainly did not want to hear.

Just abead of Lhim at the moment
was & bend in the path he was fol-
lowing, turning away towards the
river,

The speakers were coming up that
path,: and when they passed the
corner they would come on Johnny,
where he stood.

At the moment the intervening
trees hid them, but their voices, oply
a few yards away, osms clearly
enough to his ears.

“The cads! Look at my nose!” Tt
was the voiee ¢f Cecil Ponsonby, of

5

Higheliffe School. “That rufan
landed the potate right on it.”

" Well, you got him under the ear
with an orange,” said Gadshy.

“Oh, shut up!”

c: Ea_?taiq' Oakshott gﬂt it prett
tough,” said Monson. “That brute's
oar fairly crashed on his chest,”

“Did he think” Cherry was gain%
to let him whop him with that cane ?
asked Gadsby.

“Oh, shut ulﬂ), Gaddy I*

Johnny B ave & grunt. All
this, flcating to his ears through the
trees, told him not only that the
Higheliffe enemy were af hand, but
that they had had a shindy with the
fellows he had left inm the boat.

“I fancy the captain’e got his back
up,” #daid Gadsby. “It was a fool
triek to start a row with him in the
bﬁafﬁ with us. T{‘]lerei;s i limit, Pon.”
“He's not got his back up, you ass.
Why should he?” e

" Well, he’s gone off in the boat by
himself. I thought he was cominp
back to the chalef with ue——>"

“Well, he wasn't!” grunted Pon-
sonby. “The fact is, I gave him a
hint to steer clear while Mouson’s
father ia there this afternocon. Mon-
son’'s pater will be in to tea, and I
don't want Qakshott around for him
t‘} mrll}

“ Much better not,” agreed Monson,
“The pater isu't what wyou'd eall
strict, but I fancy Le would draw the
line at Jimmy Oakshott. And he will
be along in an hour's time."

“Pity he won't see him !” grupted
Gadsby. _

“And why?” snarled Pon.

“Well, I think you're a fodl te ask
such a man to stay in the house,” said
Gadsby. “A racing man—and s rorty
one, too™

“No bizney of yours—it's Monsons
‘?lace and he cin ask whom le likes.

hink Oakshott will teach us anythin'
we don't know ?” sncered Pon,

“Well, you won't learn from him
to deal from the bottom of the pack—

ou know that already!” retorted

adshy.

L1 I;E-Dk h-ErE——"

Ponsonby broke off suddenly. While
they were talking coming up from
the: river, the Highelifians had been
approaching the cormer where the
path turned. Now they came round
that corner and saw Johmny Bull.

“Been Bunter?” asked Johnny.

“ What "

* Bunter.”

“What do yon mean, you fool?"
snarled Ponsonby.

“Ouly whaet X eay,” answered Johnny
calmly. “We've lost Bunter, and I'm
locking for him., If you've seen him
auzwhere ¥ou can say a0, I suppose !

We've mnot seen  him,” eaid
Gadsby. *“We've only just come off
the river.”

“Hold on!” said Ponsonby. He
came  to 8 halt. “'What are you
doing here, Bull?”

“1've told you—locking for Bunter.™

“You're trespassin re.”
“Am I? Then I 'i_,.’. you are,
too,” said Johony ully.

“That's where you make & mjs-
take,” said Ponsenby. *“This weod
belongs to Mr, ason—Mosson's
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ater—and we'te stayine at his chalet

cre.  It's not open te the publie,
and you're trespassing!”

“That's s0,” said Monson, *““You'd
hetter clear !

Johnny Bull looked at the three
rather like a bulldor, He did not
doubt the statement—he had no doubt
that Pon & Co. had landed from 2
boat to walk through the wood to a
building on the other side, facine the
road. They had a right there, and he
hadn't. But he did not like taking
nrders from Higheliffinns,

Still, law was law, and the rights

pf property were the rights of
property.
Johnny did not act hastily; he

alwars considered before he acted.
But after a moment or two of re-
flection, bhe decided to walk back to
the riverside lanc, and he turned to
do se,

Ponsonby’s eves gleamed at him as
he turned. The dandy of Ilighelifie
whispered to his comrades.

Monsen  erinned and  nodded;
Gadsby gave a disconfented rrunt
But as Pon swddenly rushed down the
path after Johmny Bull they both
{ollowed him at a run.

Johooy turned his head at the
pattering footsteps behind him.

Ponsonby jumned at him at the
same moament and erasped him.

“Handa off I roared Johnny.

“Back up!” pauted Pon.

Jolinny Bull grasped at Ponsonby in
a grasp that was much toe hefty for
I'on,

In a few moments the dandy of

Higheliffe would have heen pitched
off hweadlong.  But Monson  rushed

to hia aid, and Gaddy followed,

“Pin him!” panted Ponsonby.

“Hands off I roared Johnoy, “You
retten funka 2

“Collar him !

Three pairs of handas  grasped
Johnny Bull and dragged him over.
He was twice a match for any one
of the Higheliffians, but the three
together were too many for him. The
towrope he had theen carrying
dropped  in the prass and was
frampled on as they surgedsto and
fro, strnegcling, Heavy as the odds
were, Johnny gave Pon & Co. plenty
to do for two or three minntes.

Then he went down with a bump,
rfill strugghing.

“Eold the brute!” panted Pon.
“By pad! I'll give himn something
hack for what T ot from his pal in
the boat! r-_-lqu:lsﬁ him down!™

Gadsby  and Monson  squashed
Johuny down in the prass.

Ponsoniy clutched up the towrope,

I don’t krow what he's carrvine
this about for,” he panted, “but I
Fnow I'm roing fo give im a jolly
ol hidine with it !™

Jolnny  Bull made a
cfiort.

Manson and Gadshy rocked.

“Tand a hand, Pon!” poanted
Monson. “"The brute’s as strone as
a horse "

Ponzonby grasped at Johinny again,

But Johnny had a hand loose, and
he elenehed his fist and met Pon with
a drive which landed fairly in the

Hirhelifhan's cve,
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Pon went over backwards as if he
bad been shot.

e sprawled in the grassy path,
roating.

Monsen and Gadsby exerted them-
selves to the utmest., Neither of them
wanted to stop a punch like that.
With a combined effort, they pot
Johnny down again. Gadsby knelt
on him, pioning him dowo, while
Monson prasped his wrists and
dragged his hands over his head, hold-
in% ¢m helpless,

Johnny struggled and wriggled in
vain, while Cecil Ponsonby sat up,
dizeily, with Lis hand to his eve.

_ Hough Luck!
ONSONBY staggered to his
fect,
e was stutterine with

almost uncontrollable rage,

The eye that hkad caught that
sudden  jolt was blackening—{ast!
Pon was going to have a black eye!

No fellow*ever descrved one more—
hut that was no comfort to Pon. I'on
was feariully particular about his
appearance. A black rye was the
limit. Pon had an evil temper, but
he had seldom or never been in such
a state of uncontrollable fury.

He hurled himself at Johuny Bull.

There was a yell from Gadsby,

“Stop that, Pon!”
“"You fool "™ reared Pon. " Took
at my eye! I'm going to give him

one to matech, and if you meddle I'11
give you ope, too "

“If you hit that chap while we're
holding him I'll let him loose ! saad
Gadshy, “You can give him all the
black eyes you like while he's stand-
ing up to take them!™

He pushed the enraged Pon baek,

Fon loonked for a morment as if he
waould hit out at him. but as that
meant letting Johnny Bull loose he
refrained, though with diffienly. But
even Monson uttered o waord im snp-
port of Gaddy.

“Dash it all, held on, Pon—thrre's
a limit ! muttered Monsen., * You
can't hit a fellow when he's down and
two frllows helding him. Draw it
mild ™

“Look at my eye!” shrirked Pon.
“Tt's going to be black—I can feel
it! Look at it1” He almast foamed.

“I'll give you another, yom eur, if
these fellows will let po!"™ panted
Johnny Bnil. “Three to one—iz that
Tlighcfiﬁt stxle, you rotters?”

“Yon shut up!” snapped Gadsby.
"Me's not zoing to nunch vou while
I'm here—he can serap with vou if
he Tikes!™

“Cateh him [ snorted Jolhmny Bull,

Ponzanby stood caressing his eye.
He was beiling with rage, but he
didd mot want a serap.  He had no
esire to have another eve to mateh.
%ht picked up the towline aeain at
st

“Yon're not moine to fouch him
with that, rither,”
“not while I've ot a hapd on him!?
Tf iu" don’t know that there's a
limit, Pon, it'a time you Jearned.”
“*Ehut up, vou fool " snarled Pon.

ITe looped the end of the rope over.

Juhnny's wrist2, as Mobson held thom

sand  Goadsbe— °

together,
and fast

Then, with his pocket-knife, he cut
the rope and put another knot round
the Grreyfriars junicr's ankles.

Monson and Gadsby releascd him
then. Johnwny lay in the prass, un-
able to stir hand or foot. In that
unenviable  position, he glared
defiance at Ponsonby.

“You can clear, Gaddy ™ snarled
Pon,

L1 Hﬂtl
Gadshy,

“If you barge in, T'll emash you I"
said Ponsonby, between his teeth,

“I'll barge in fast enough if you
lay a finger on him while he's tied
up like that ! said Gadsby.

“Oh, don't rag, you two!” aaid
Monson. “ What's the good of row-
ing over a Qreyfriars cad? Look
here, what's the hir idea, Pon?"

“T'm wot goin’' te touch him!*

Hz knotted the loop, hard

till  you do!” retorted

snarled Pon, “Think I'd hit =
fellow with his hands tied, you
fool 7

Perhaps even Pon had his limit
Or perhaps he was influenced by the
fact that Dboth his friends would
have stopped him. Anyhow, he had
now given up the idea of bhanding
Johnny an eyoe to match.

“He’s chosen to come here, trespas.

sing in this wood—your fither's
roperty ' said Ponsonby., “ Well,
1ic can stick Dhere! He anys he's

looking for that fat freak, Bunter—
well, his pals ean look for him, too!
Roll him off the path, and let them
have a good hunt !

Monzon langhed,

“0O.K, ™ He said.

Qadshy raised no objection to that.
He =tovd with his hands in  kis

ockets.  while Pen and Monson
rolled Johnay off the erassy path
intn a *hicket, where he was com-
pletely hidden from sight.

Johinny wrirrled and wrenched,
but he was safely tied, and he could
offer no resistance. For s dozen

ards or more, he was dragged and
rolled along into the heart of the
thick underwood.

*Now stick there ! said Ponsonhy,
alaring down at him. *“I famey it
will take your pals some time to find
vou, wou ruflian !

Johnny wlaved up at him,

“You roiter! If wou think of
leaving me here like this, I'll yell
for help—people will hear me on the
road [ he panted.

“Will vou?” snecred Pon.

He bent over the bound junior, and
drew  the handkerchief from  his
pocket.

Johnny. secing what was coming,
clozed hia jaws hard.

But that did not avail him. A
twist of chin and nose foreed him to
open his mouth with a gasp of pain

Ponsonby  rammed the handker-
ciuef in,

Not confent with that, he cut
another lensth from  the towlinge
and knotled it round Johnny's head,
securing  the handkerchief in s
jaws,

“Going to ¥ell now P erinned
Pon.

Johnny eould not answer. So far
from he could not eoven

? =Ili1ig1
utter the faintest whisper,
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Bift ! Johnny Bull’s loose fist Janded full in Ponsonby’s eye !

“Look here—"" muttered Gadsby.

“Zhut up!” snapped Pon,

Even yet the dandy of Higheliffe
was pot satished, That blackened
cye had to be paid for. With the
remainder of the towline, he pro-
ceeded to tie the hapless prisomer to
twe or three saplings that grew
close by him. Johnny was to have
ue chance of wriggling away through
the thickets. Pon, with all his
supercilious  ways, was a gheer
hooligan at heart; but even Fon
was rather excelling himself this
time.

“Look here, su e they don't
find him?" muttﬂfe?ﬂmﬁﬂdsh;

“They'll find him all right, if
they look for him long encugh !
gsrinnped Monson. "It will take them
some time, 1 dare sav!”

“If they don’t—"

“Well, if they don't, vyou can
come out aud let him loose, about
bed-time I” sneercd Ponsonby. “ Not
before that, unless you want a fight
on your hands, Gaddy! If I can't
kandle that brute, I can handle
you; and if vou meddle in this, look
vut for trouble!™

“You always were a rotter, Pon!”
said Gadsby, “I've kmown wou ever
since we went to Higheliffe in the
same term, and I've never once
knowu you to act like o decent cha P
Mot just once, have you, Monson 7"

“Qhbh, chuck it!" said Monson.
*What’s the good of raggin'? Look
here, it's time we got in! We've got
to see the pater when he comus,
Gioodocsy knows how you'll explain
that eye to him, Pon! Accident with
a punchball—what 7"

“The sooper you get in and do
somethin® for it, the better ! said

 buve remained away so lang.

Gadsby.
mcture I

“0Oh, shut up!”

The three %ighelifﬁans tramped
back to the path.

From there, Johnny Bull heard
them walk away, doubtleaa in the
direction of the building that waus
out of sight beyord the trecs. Foot-
ateps and quarrelsome voices dicd
away, and Johnny was lcft in soli
tude and silence.

He could not stir a finger or utter
a sound. He could only wait till his
friends searched for him and found
him. He had only one conselation—
the fact that Cecil Ponsonby had
tuken a black eye away with him.

“It's goin' to look & pretty

—— i —

The Man In the Raincoat !
4 BLDW 1" gaid Bob Cherry.

“The blo wfulnessa

is terrific!” agreed Hurrce

Jamsct Ram Eingh, with a dusky
grin.

“"Looks as if we're going to stick
here for ever and a day!™ sighed
Nugent,

Efnrr_',r Wharton rose to his feet.

He stared across the towpath at
the wood and the lane. There had
been no sign of Billy Bunter, and no
gien of Johnny Buil. And if was
two lLours since Johnny had started
o2 hLis quest. What was keeping
him g0 long was quite a puzele to hus

friends.

They might have been tempted to
ush on’ without Bunter. But they
could not push om without Johnny.
Whetler lLe had found Bunter. or
not, it was amazing that ke slould

The

wood was Jnot a very extensive one,
and he had had time to scarch it
from end to end

“Blessed if I can make it out!”
said the captain of the Greyiriars
Remove. " Bunter may be lost, or
«sticking out of sight. But what on
earth is Jolinny doing all this time?”

" (ooduess knows !

“That fat chump
wandered somewhere, and Johnony
may have got the tiE and gone after
him !" gaid Bob. *'But—"

“Well, we can’t sit here for ever,”
said Harry. “let's ge and lave a
look along .the road and ecc if any-
body’s coming !”

The view on the sunny Thames was
quite pleasant and cheery, but after
a couple of hours the Greyfriars
fellows had had emough of it, They
landed from the boat and crossed the
shady fane through the wood.

Huanting in the wood did not scem
much wuse, Johuny Bull -led had
more than ample time for all the
hunting that was needed there.
They walked on to.the high road
which, at that int, was not more
than three hundred yards from the
Tiver,

Coming out into the road, they
looked up -and down and round about.
It wa= a country road, which led, as
they kuew, up to Wallingford, =
mile or two farther up the Thames.
There did not seem to be much
traffic on it. Not a vehicle was in
sight—and only one persoa was to
be seen.

At a little distance from the end
of the Jane a man was leaniog on
the fence that shut in the wood
the road.

Tee Maicwsy Lomunr.—No, 1,68
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The juniors glanced at him.

He was amoking a cigarette, and
several stumps and burnt matches
lay about him on the ground, which
looked as if he had been there. some
tinze.

“ Might ssk that chap if he's seen
anything of them,” said Bob,

‘Micht aa well,” agreed Harry.

The fomr juniors tuorned in the
direction of the atranger., They
noticed that he-was loocking at them
through a pair of gold-rimmed
gassels.  He wore a raincoat, which
rather struck their attention on a
hot afterncon with no sien of rain.
A soft Homburg hat shaded his face,
the gold-rimmed glasses gleaming
under the brim. A thick moustache
covered his upper lip and mouth, and
there was a large patch of sticking-
plaster on his chin, which looked as
if he had heen in the wars lately.

He eved them so intently as they
came along the fence that it gave
them the impression that he had
seen them before. That, of course,
was quite possible, though to their
CY0s ?’ne was an utter stranger.

Harry Wharton raised
hat politely.

“Excuse me,” he said, “We're
looking for a fellow. Perhaps you've
seen him, if you've beem here some
time 7 '

The man paused a moment before
replying. He gave a quick glance
alopg the road, in the direction of
distant London. It struck the juniors
that he was expecting somebody, or
something, to appear on the road,
and that was why he was waiting

18 etraw

there.

“What was he like?” asked the
man in the raincoat.

“"A  schoolboy like ourselves—a

rather stocky chap,” answered Harry.
“Straw hat with a blue and white
band.”

The man nodded.

*“Yes, I saw him a little while ago.
He went up the road towards
Wallingford,” he answered.

__“What the dickens has he gone to

Wallingford for?” execlaimed Bob
Cherry.
there—catch him walking the dis-
tance ™

“Thank vou wery much!™ said
Harry; and the man in the raincoat
nodded without speaking again.
“Come on, you chaps! We know
which way he's gone, at any rate !”

The juniors walked on, much
puzzled. Johnny Bull had certainly
cone into the wood, when he left
them, to scarch for Bunter. Accord-
ing to this information, be bad come
ont of the wood and walked off to-
wards Wallingford—which was quite
inexplicable.

Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh cast a
backward glance at the man in the
raincoat.

The man was leaning on the fence
again, hisa back partly turned to-
wards the juniors—his eyes on the
London road,

There was a shightly suapicions ex-
pression on the nabob's dusky face.

“Blessed if T make it out!” said
Nugent, "It doesn’t look as if weé
shall et much farther up the river
to-day.”
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“It doesn’t!” gaid Bob. “ Bleas
Bunter! But I can't make out why

Johnny’s hiked off to Wallingford—
without a word teo wus, too. It
wouldn't have taken him two or three
minutes to c¢ut back to the boat
before he started.”

“Has he, my esteemed Bob?” asked
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh quietly.

“Eh?” DBob stared at the Nabob
of Bhanipur. *Didn’t that man say
so?”

“ Quitefully go—but—"

“I suppose he saw Johnuy, if he
said so!™ said Harry. " What are
yonu driving at, Inky ™

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh did not
reply for a moment., ‘The Indian
junior was a good deal keenexr of
observation than the other fellows,
and there wag something about that
man in the raincoat that made him
doubtful,

“ Perhapsfully he was pulling eour
leg, my esteemed chums!™ he said
quictly.

“-Tﬁj" should he?"” asked Bob, in
wonder,

““1 do not think that he was pleawed
when he saw us come up that lane
from the river!” said the nabob. *I
had a sort of impression that the dis-
concertfuiness was terrific. If he
desires to have that spot to himself,
for some reason, he may have thought
it a wheezy good idea to send us
walking off to csteemed Walling-
ford.”

“0h ! exclaimed Harry Wharton.
He came to a halt. “I-—1 can’t think
so, Inky, but, by gum, we don't want
to o hiking off to Wallineford for
nntzing.”

**No fear !” agreed Bob, * But——"

“ It will be terrifically casy to make

shre ! saild Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “Let us go backfully and ask
him another guestion. Aszk him

whether the esteemed chap he saw
was wearing a blue serge suit!”

“Eh? Johnny wasn't wearing a
blue serge suit!” said Bob blankly.

“Exactfully so; and if  that
E'ﬁte:::}mml sportsman says he was——"

di h!H

“ Either he iz lying, er the person
he saw was not the esteemed Johuny
at all; and in either absurd ecase we
save a4 walk to Wallingford.”

TAmm't he deep?” grinned Bob
Cherry. "“Come on, and let's, If
that sportsman was pulling our leg,
;:F don't waut to walk milcs to amuse

im.”

The four juniors turned back.

The man in the raincoat was wateh-
mmg the Londop-ward read, heedless
of them; but at the sound of foot-
steps, he turned his head. An ex-
tremely disagreegble look came over
his face at the sight of the juniors
acain. Now that Inky had put the
idea into their heads, they conld see
that the man, for whatzoover reason,
did not want company in that
solitary spot.

“Exeuse me.” said Harry, quite
politely, “we don't want a walk up
to Wallingford for nothing! We'd
like to be sure about the chap you
saw! Was he wearing a blue serge
smit #”

“Yes!” spapped the man iu the
raincoat.

“from the spot where

“You're quite sure you mnoticed
that 7 aakeg Harry,

“Yos, quite.”

“Thank you !
Wharton.

The juniors did not start up the
road again. They all knew now that
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was right.
If that man in the raincoat had scen
anyone at all, it certainly was not
Johnny Bull, whoe was not wearing a
blue serge suit. '

But they did not believe now that
ke had seen any schoolboy pass him
at all; they were pretty certain that
he wanted to be aloue there for some
mysterious reason, and only wanted
to Igel: shut of them.

The man in the raincoat gave them
a stare.

“Aren't you going
friend ?” he asked.

“No, that’s all right,” said Bob
cheerfully. *“The chap you saw isn't
the chap we're looking for.™

“"Not at all 1" said Nu';ige.ut, shaking
his head.

They saw the man in the raimcoat
draw a deep, hard breath. '

His angry anneyance was easy to
aee. It leaped to the eye.

It rather amused the juniors. Why
he wanted to clear them off, they
could not I:me%in to puess; but they
could sce easily enough now that he
did, and would have told them apy-
thing to start them going.

Leaving him with angrily com-
pressed lips, and eyes gi&aming
through his gold-rimmed lagses,
they walked past him to the end of
the riverside lane. There they came
to a halt, to discuss what they were
roing to do.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” murmured
Bob, a few minutes later. “He's
eoing ¥

The man in the raincoat left the
fence, where he had leaned so long.
He passed the juniors, walking
gquickly up the road, his back to
Wallingford, where he had wished to
scnd the Greyfriars fellows on a wild-
goose chase. From the other direc-
tion, towards which he had started, a
car had appeared in sizht—the first
vchicle which the juniors had seen
since they had been on the road.

“Oh! That's what he was waiting
for ! said Bob, as the man in the
raincoat, standing in the middle of
the road, held up his hand, as a sign
to the driver of the car to stop.

‘The car drew up, only twenty yards
arry Wharton

said  Harry

after your

& Co. were standing.

The Hold-Up !

i M Y esteemed chums——" mur-
mured Hurrce Jamset Ham
Singh,

Three of the juniors were discuss-
ing, in irritated perplexity, the
strange abscnce of Jn}mnj Bull, and
what was to be done about it.

Hurree Jomset lam Singh was not
joining in that discussion; he was
standing with his dark cyes fixed on
the halted car at a little distance.

There was a strange, startled ex-
Qﬂ"ﬂh‘iﬂ'ﬂ on the dusky face of the
Nabeb of Bhagipur.



“What?” asked.Harry, glancing at
him,

“Look at that car, my eatcomed
and idiotiec chums, and that eports-
man in the raincoat ! murmured the
nahoh.
.H.P"J‘J

“What the dickensg—"

“Look !

The juniors, in surprise, looked.
They were not interested in the ear
or its driver, or the man in the rain-
coat; but in Johnny Bull and his in-
explicable disappearance.

ut, ag the nabob drew their atten-
tion to the little scene only twenty
yards away, they became interested.

The ecar was a esmall two-seater,
with only cne oceupant—the mar who
was driviog. He was a stout gentle-
man with a florid face, and looked
like a prosperous City man, :

The man in the raincont was lean-
ing ‘over the car, quite close to him,
speaking to him, and his right bhand
scemed to touch the stout gentleman.

On the stout one’s face was an ex-
pression of startled amazement and
rage,. mingled with alarm, that
struck the juniors the moment they
turned their eves on him.

“What the dickens!” said Frank
Nugent, “Are they having a row, or
what #"

“It is a hul-:l-u]; 1 zaid the Nahob
of Bhanipur quietly.

“ Wha-at ?¥ stuttered Bob.

“Inky!" gasped Wharton.

The idea of a hold-up in broad
daylight, on a public road, was alfo-

cther too startling for the juniors to

tlig;re i.it easilj, R .

. car cha * a1 urent.

& Cujme mst'u“v P gaid Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh, and he started at
a run towards the car.

His comrades, amazed and in-
credulous, followed Lim. It seemed
to them too utterly steep to be pos-
sible.

Dut, as they approached, they saw
the stont man slip a hand inside his
cont, and take out a fat pocket-book,
which he passed to the man leaning
over the ear,

The man in the raincoat took it in
his left hand, and slipped it into a
packet of his coat, his right hand re-
maining where it was, touching the
driver of the car,

The stout, florid face of the man in
the two-seater was pale; there was
mote fear than rage in it, though it
was anery enough.

In spite of their ineredulity, the
juniors realised that the nabob was
right—there was a weapon in the
hand they could not sec, and it was
under threat of that weapon that the
man in the two-seater had handed
over his pocket-book,

That was why the man in the rain-
coat had been waiting there; evi.
dently he had known that the car was
mmin%, and was walbching for it—
with this objeet in view! That was
why he had sought to send the janiors
on & wild-goose chase to Wallingford
—hie did not want witnesses on the
apot.

But for the wary nabob, they would
linve been out of sizht long ago. But,
ns they were not gone, he was carry-
ing on, all the same. though so

“omething is terrifically
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quietly was the scene passing that
only t{i'.- keen-cyed nabob had noticed
that anything was amiss.

But they could all see it now,

“My hat!” gasped Bob. " Come on,
and collar the brute !

They scudded towards the car.

The man in the raincoat stepped
back.

That pocket-book, evidently, was
what he had wanted. With extra-
ordinary nerve and coolness he had
carried out that highway robbery—
heedless of the four schoolboys only
twenty yards away.

But at their pattering footsteps he
turned towards them, stepping back
quickly from the car,

Then they saw what was in his
right hand, and if they had had an
doubt it would have n banished.
it was a small, wicked:looking auto-
matic pistol that was grasped in his
hand—and it was the automatic that
had been pressed to the ribs of the
stont man in the car.

“At him !” shouted Bob.

The stout gentleman, noticing the
schoolboye for the first time, called
to them hastily:

“Take care—the villain is armed I

“Stand back " - The man in the rain-
coat threw up his hand with the auto-
matie in it levelled at the juniora.
“I will fire—stand back ™

And as they came on he fired, the
bullet kicking up a spurt of dust
from the road at Harry Wharton's
feet.

They came to a halt,

They were plucky enough and eager
to lay hands on the rascal who had
stopped a car and robbed the driver
under their very cyes! But to rush
on a desperate man armed with a
deadly weapon was rather too fool-
hardy.

H.e}rhaﬂ fired to warn thom off ; but
the next shot would have struck, and
they knew it! They had no means of
dealing with a firearm in a desperate
hanqd.

Harry
hands.

There was not even a stick in the
party ; they had only their bare hands
and they were powerless,

Keeping the automatic at a level,
his eyes gleaming over it under the
brim of the Homburg hat, the man
in the raincont passed them. They
eyed him as he passed—but that he
would fire if they attacked him was
only too clear—and he had the whip-
hand, * The stont man in the car had
submitted wlhen the automatic was
jammed in his ribs—and the Grey-
g‘riam fellows were equally powerless.

Having passed the group, the man
suddenly broke into a run.

He dashed down the road, turned
into the little riverside lane, and dis-
appeared from sight.

“He's making for the towpath!”
breathed Bob. “A bhoat there, very
likely—"

“The scoundrel!”™ The stout man
in the car, evidently relieved now
that the man with the automatic was
out of sight, was spluttering with
rage. “The villnin! A hold-up on a
pll?ﬂ!:l: road—in the middle of the
afternocn—who ever heard of such o

Wharton clonched |his

’

thing? A hundred poynds—- B
Jov eﬂi The mun?reﬁg 4

“Eor% we couldn't kelp, sir,” said
Harry Wharton.. "“If there had been
th¢“lghmta of & chanee—"

“You eduld do nothing—T could do
nothing—he would have wused  that
sutomatic, the deaperate villain !"ex-
claimed the stout man in the car.
"By Jove! Highway' rofbery in
broad daylight—— By Jove! And
if he has a —"

“We con iﬁ‘b after him; sir, atd sece
whether he has a boat ! ssid*Harry,
“It may be some use to the police to
know! If you drive straight on to
Wallingford, it's only a couple of
miles or so—-" :

“I know! I know! If youcan sce
wherc the villain goes it will help, but
take care not to approach him—do not
think of runni&g into danger | I will

et on to Wallingford instantly.

ill one of you go to my house and
tell my son not to expect me yet—it ia
hardly a quarter of a mile from this
spot—down the road——"

“Certainly, sir 1"

“My name is' Monson——."

“Monzon !” repeated Harry.

“Yea, yes—Monson. The house is
Mounson Chalet—on this road by the
river. My son is there with some
friends from his school—lhe is expect-
ing me. Will you tell him what has
happened, snd that I must go
strairht to Walliugfﬂrﬁ without stop-
ping at the houser”

¥ Oh, eertainly !”

“Thank you!™

The next moment the stout gentle.
man was stamping on the gas and
the two-seater fairly flew down the
road towards Wallingford,

The four Greyfriars fellows stared
at one another.

“Monson ! murmured . Bob, " That
must be young Monson's pater!”

“Then that gang arc staying about
here ! said Nugent. “It's only a
couple of hourg sinee we saw them on
the river.”

“Well, we shall have to go apd tell
Maonson, as he asked us to,” said
Harry. “But first let's see if we can
gpot that secoundrel getting a hoat.
If he does, we may be able to keep
him in sight in the Water-Lily.”

The ear vanished in a cloud of dust.
Mr. Mongon was losing no time in get.
ting in touch with the police to report
that aundacious hold-up.

The four jumiors ran back to the
riverside lane by which the man in
the raincoat had disappeared.

They cut down the lane towards the
Tiver.

It was possible that the rascal had
dodged into the wood; but it seemed
to them much more likely that le
had headed for the towpath. The
wood was small and enclosed, and
obviensly he could not Liope to remain
hidden there lone. So far as they
eould sce his cue was to get out of
the vicinity as fast as be could—and
the towpath was the quickest way,
especially if he had a boat tied up
there.

Nothine, at all eventa, was to be
geen of him in the lane, and they
came out on the towpath with a rush.
And the first object that met their
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¢yes as they reached the towpath and
saw the Water-Laly was a fat figure
sitting in the Greyfriars boat—with a
eake on its fat knees and a slice of
the same in a fat hand. Bily Bunter
had turned up!

Jam for Bunter ! )
it F SAY, you fellows " squeaked
1 Billy

Bunter. ;
Harry Wharton & Co. did not
for the moment heed him, .
'They had forgotten all about Billy
Bunter: and now that they _were
reminded of bim they were not inter-

ested. )
Billy Bunter blinked af them
through his big spectacles. No donbt

he had expeeted them to be inter-
ested.  However, he went on con-
tentedly with the cake.

The juniors glanced quickly up and
down the towpath.

Five or six pedestrians were to be
seen: bub not one of them was the
wman in the raincoat. BSix or seven
eraft were visible on the river, but the
wan in the raincoat was not visibie
in any of them. ‘

e had had little time to get out
of sight if he had run down to the
towputh at all! But he was not to be

EFEN, 1
“That fat ass *  pxcloimed
ﬁugmt ! : ’
“0Oh, bother him!® =aid Bob.

v Never mind Bunter now—-—"

“I mean he may have scen him—-'
“Oh! %o he may! Come on!”
The juniors ran across to the beoat.

Billy Bumter eyed them warily
threugh his big spectacles. Having
remained out of sight till {ea-time
and caused the party to hang about
all the afternoon doing nothing, pes-
sibly Bunfer was apprehensive of a

of trouble.

“1 =ay, you fellows,” he squeaked,
"I lost my way 3

“Did you see a man come out of
that lane—a man in a raincent—not
five minutes ago?” asked Harry,
intﬂru‘}}ting the fat Owl.

“Bh? No!”

“Haz anybody come on the tow-
path from that lane?” asked Bob.

“Wo—not till vou f{ellows came,”
anawered Bunter, blinking at him.
“Y should have geen him if he had—
I've been keeping my eye open for
vou fellows——"

“Even that blind Owl would have
seen him 1 said Nugent. ™ Sure no-

1

hody ran down and cut along the
towpath, Bunter?”

“Yes, of course "  answered
Bunter.

“Have you heen here five
minutes?”

“I've been here half an hour., 1
came bhack as soom as I saw you
fellows clear—"

“What?” roared Bob.

“I—I—I mean, I-—I came hack as
—asg soon as I found my way ! stam-
mered Bunter. 1 haven't been in
a tree all the time.™ .

“In a tree!"” gasped Nugent.

“0f course not,” said Bunter
hastily. “Catch me climbing trees
i this bot weather! I nmever stayed
away hecauze that beast Bull was
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going to make me tow the
I'm not lazy, I hope!”™

“You zot inte a tree——" howled
Whayton.

“No! Nothing of the kind! |1
wasn't up.a tree when I saw Bull
start looking for me, and he never

ssed underncath, apd T never won-
dered what he was faking the tow:
rope for! I never saw him at all!”

“Oh erikey ! wasped Boh Cherry.

“The fact iz, I—I went for a walk
and—and lost my way!" explained
Bunter. ™I certainly never kept out
of sight till you fellows cleared off !
I wasn't, waiting till tea-trme, or—or
anything !  I—I lost my way—I've
had a fearfully lone walk.”

"You fat villain !

“Oh really, Wharton-—"

“You terrific toad!”

“Oh really, Inky— -7

“Johnny was rirht,” eaid Bob.
“That fat villain was hiding all the
time, to get ont of his =spell of
towing.™

“1 wasn't " howled Bunter. "1've
heen miles and miles and miles.
Walked my legs off nearly.  Think
1'd stick up in a tree just to zet out
of towing the hboat?  Besides, you
shouldn’t expect me to do all the
work. I'm jolly well not going te
tow a lazy lot sprawling im a
boat——"

"You pnrnicimm porpoise,”  said
Bob, “Johnny’'s gonc off looking for
you, and he hasn’t come back yet—
roodness knows where he's got to 1™

*He, he, he I”

“You bloated bloater—-—"

“Oh, really, Cherry—->"

“That man never came down to the
towpath here, after all,” said Harry
Wharton., “He must have dodged
into the wood. I suppose he will get
ont on the towpath at some other

boat !

spot. He's got away all right”
*Chap's got some nerve!” said
Bob., “No wonder he wanted to send

us walking off to Wallingford—when
he was waiting for a car to come
along, to hold it up with a giddy
antomatic—"

“The terrific rascal knew that that
car was coming !” said Hurree Jam-
zet Ram Singh. “He was waiting
for the esteemed pater of execrable
Monzson."

Harry Wharton nodded.

"Looks like it," he gaid. " There
seems precions little traffic on that
roand—he was waiting for fhat car,
not for chance traffic. That may hel
the police to find him-—it looks as if
he's a man who kEnows something
about Mr. Monson’s movements—
knew that he was expected down here
thie afterncoon.”

*“The knowfulness was terrifie.”

“Well, there's plenty of wus to
identify him, if we gee him again,”
said Boh. *“He will chuek away that
raineont, I dare say; but I'd know
that chivvy with the gilt-edged
coggles and the sticking-plaster, any-
where. He didn’t want any witnessea
~—but he got quite a lot.”

“1 say, you fellows, what are youn
talking about?” asked Billy Bunter,
blinking at the Co. in astonishment.
*1 sav, has anything ha p

“Yes—you've ﬁappenm‘! " said Bob,
“Now you're going to be slanghtered
for wasting the afterncon for us!®

“The slanghterfulness is going %o
be terrific.”
“I—I say, you fellows, I couldn’t

help  losing my way, you know”
l.l'i'ﬁ!."ll Bunter, “I've walked milea
and miles and miles—-"

“While you were up that tree?”
asked Hob. “Was it a very hig
treer”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“0Oh, really, Cherry!”

*We'd better go and look for that
chalet, and take Mr. Monson’
message,” said Harry. " Blessed if
like butting in on those Higheliffe
cads-—but we're bound to do as he
asked us.”

“We may see something of Johnny
on the way,” said Mugent. “I can't
imazine where he'zs got to.”

“Wait a mioute!” eaid Bob.
“Bunter's nearly finished that cake.
I'lt zet out some jam for him—
Bunter likes jam.”

“You silly ass! eaid Nugent.
“Bunter can get the jam for bimself,
can't he? Let's cet off.™

" You shut up, Nugent ! said Billy
Buuter warmly. “Why shouldn't
Boh pet ont the jam for me? I'm
sittine down 1™

" Yow lazy fat ass

i E“h J": '

“Look here, Bob—=*

“AMyw desr ehap, Bunter likes jam—
and 'm geing to get him some jam,”
said Bob. “I think he deserves if,
after dodging his spell of towing,
and making us hang about here all
the afterngon wasting {ime.”

“Oh " Nugent grioned. “ All right
—oo it I

Bob Cherry hooked a pot of jam
out of the locker.

Billy Bunter bolted the last slice
of cake. He was ready for jam.

The jam was ready for him.

Bob Cherry grasped a fat neck
with one hand, and jerked a fat head
back. With the other hand he in-
verted the jar of jam over a'fat face.

There was a wild roar from Bunter.

“I say—leggo! I say, wharrer you

at? I say,  you epill that jam on
me, I'll—— Gerrogh! Oooogh!
Yooogh I

Jam streamed over Billy Bunter's
fat face.

Bunter liked jam. He liked it in
large quantities. But he did not
like it administered like this. He
disliked it intensely.

But he bad to have it. He wriggled
and roared, and splubtered and
yvelled, and writhed and squirmed.
He had escaped his spell of towing.
But this was worse than a aspell of
towing,

“Urreh Stn]}pit! Gurrgh! Will
{ﬂ'li stoppit ? pever——  Urrgh!

didn't—— Gurrgh! I wasn't—
Yurrrgeh! ©Oh  crikey! ©Qooch!
I'm all sticky! Wooph! Will you
keep that—oogh!—jam away, you
beast ! Wooogh I

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Have another jar?" asked Bob.

“Urrgh! Beast!”

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“That's to go on with!” gaid
Bob. “You'll get something more

when Jehnoy turns up, after hunt
ing you for hours, 1 expect Johopy
will take your skin off with the tow-

mpe‘?l
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Harry Wharton & Co. rushed out on the fowpath to find Billy Bunter, seated in the Water<Lily,
eating cake and feeling quite contented !

*Wurrgh! .Beast! Urrgh!™

“You can sit bhere and wait for
Johnny. Look out for squalls when
he turns up. You've got it coming.”

“Urrgh 1"

Leaving the fat Owl’ sticky and
jammy and wrigg!-in]g. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. went up tlie lane again to
the read, and turned in the direction
of Wallingford, to look for the Mon-
son Chalet.

Billy Bunter was left in the boat—
squirming. With deep feelings, the
fat Owl washed jam off in the river.
For once Billy Bunter was anxious
for a wash.

For some reason—Bunter did not
know why—the juniors did not be-
lieve that he ha

They knew that he had been dodging,
and had hung them up all the after-
noon to dodge a spot of work. And
there was, i1t seemed, more to come
when Johnny Bull turned up. IF he
had been hunting for Bunter all this
time, 1t was hardly to be expected
that he would turn up in a good
temper.

It dawned on Billy Bunter’s fat
intelleet that he would have been
well-advised, after all, not to have
dodged that spot of work.

What Johnny Saw !

OHNNY BULL gricked up his
ears at a sound in the dense
thicketa that surrounded him.

How long he had lain there, utterly

lest his way, and
walked miles and miles and miles. .

helpless to stir a limb or to utter a
sound, Johnny did not know-—but it
scemed like agzes to him.

Fon's blaock eve was pome consola-
tion—and a still greater comfort was
the idea of looking for Pan, when at
lagt he pgot loose, and piving him
another,

But that, comforting as it was to
think of. was no present aid. _

-Johuny was stiff, and eramped; in-
sects were crawling over him, and
lhe was wondering dismally whether
hig friends would ever find him—
whether, indeed, they would think of
searching for him in the wood at all.

If they did not he was booked for
this till nightfall—and that prospect
was really appalling.

So a sound of brushing and rust-
ling in the thickets was joyful to-his
ears. Someone WwWas Ccoming-—per-
haps his friends searching for him,
perhaps Gadsby—somebody, at any
rate.

Whoever was coming was coming
in a hurry.

Johuny heard panting breath, as
the unseen one turned off the path
where he had beem running. and
plunged into that dense thicket of
underwoods.

Branches swayed and rustled quite
near the bound junior, apd the pant-
ing breath came closer; but the new-
comer did not reach him.

He stopped, hardly more than
three or four feet from the schootbo
whe lay helpless among roots an
grass and faﬁen leares,

Througrh the thickets Johnay had a

‘acter was more likely-to

glimpse of a pair of lers and a ram
coat; he could sce mo more of the
newcomoer.

But he knew that it was not onc of
his friends, or Gadaby, and that it
was not anyone 1n search of. bim.

It was a man wearing a.raincoat,
who had plunged into that Jhicket,
and stopped there, panting for
breath. :

Johnny’s heart beat.rather fast.

The man’s strange action had only
one meaning, and he wveéalisod it
Whoever it was that had dodged iuto
that thicket had been runnine—and
had hunted cover. Unaware, natur-
ally, that a schoolboy lay bound hand
and foot in the dense underwood, lLe
had picked that thickly grown spot
for s hide-out. .A man who feared
pursuit—that wag evident,

For a long minute there was
silenee, broken only by that-hurried
panting, which gradually calmed.

Johnny could not have drawn the
etranger’s attentiom, if he lad
wanted to—but he was not sure now
that he wanted to. A man who ran
into the wood and hunted ao hiding-
EIME in deep cover was not a man

Branted to establish contact with
when be was bound and helpless. If
it was some sneak-thief who had been
pinching on the towpath, or from
some boat on the river, he was better
kept at a safe distance. Such g char-
o through
the schoolboy's _pockets than to re-
lease him—indeed, if he had some
serious reasom for aeeking a hide-
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out, it might be dangerous to let him
know that anyone was there,

On the other hand, Johnny did not

want to let a chance glip of getting
ont of his extremely uwncomiortable
scrape. ‘
- He contrived to move his head a
little, s0 that he could take a
squint through the interstices of the
thick bushes thet blapnketed him.

Then he had a back view of a man
in a raincoat and a Homburg lat.
He knew by the mawn’s attitude that
he was lstening intently-—obviously
for possible sounds of pursuit, facing
towards the path from which he had
ru.

The man turned at last, breathing
deeply, as if satisfied that there was
no one following him, and’ threw off
the raincoat.

Johnny had a glimpse ef his face
new — moustache, gold - rimmed
glasses, and a big patch of sticking-
plaster on the chin,

To his astonishment, the man put
his hand to his face and removed the

moustache !
It was an artificial one, and
adopted for disguise. Then he took

off gold-rimmed glasecs, and then
removed the sticking-plaster.

There was no mark of damage
under that sticking-plaster ! Like the
plasses and the moustache, it was

art of a disguise. 1
. Johnny Bull was careful to remain
perfectly atill.

He realised mow that it was not
merely to dodge pursuit, but to
remove his disguise, that the man
had hidden himself there.

His look was utterly changed now,
without the moustache, the glasses,
and the sticking-plaster.

Johnny could see his face—that of
a man ahbout thirty, elean-shaven,
rather hard-featured, with bushy
brows and keen, glinting black eyes.

It was a face he would have known
aguin at a single glance—but which
he would never have associated with
the man's face as he had first zecn 1t.

Johnny’s heart was beating quite
unpleasantly now,

It was clear that the man was some

grook, who had been puilty of some
lawless act in his disgwise; and what
he was likely to do, if he found that
there was a witness to his real
identity, was not agreeable to think
of—in Johnny'ea present  helpless
position.
. But it was clear that the man hail
not the slightest suspicion that there
was anyone but himself at hand. He
did mot once glance towards the
dircetion of the houmd schoolboy,
whom he could not liave seen, even if
he had looked, witheut pushing
deeper into the thicket. Johuny
could only hope that he would go
without discovering him.

The man had dropped the raincggt
on removinge it. Now he picked it up,
and . jerked somcthing from  the
porket-—a fat leather pocket-book.
This he slipped into the inside pocket
of his lounwre jacket, Into the same
pocket “he erammed the moustache,
the glasses, and the sticking-plaster.

The raincoat he folded up as small-

aa possible; and it secmed to Jolinng
that he was scanning the thicket for
Tue Macxer Likan¥Y.—2Xo, 1,048,
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some place to hide it, Then a mutter
reached Johnoy's ears.

“The river!”

Jobmny ecould guess what that
meant, The Thames was close at
hand, and the man had decided that
the safest place for the raincoat was
in the ‘Thames, No doubt ke had
been seen in if, and was anxious to
dispase of it im the safest possible
place. .

Having. squeezed it as small as he
conld, he tucked it out of sight under
bia jacket.

‘Then, to Johany's intense rehief, he
moved away.

Any pursuer who had been after
him, seeing him now, could never
have dreamed that he was the same
man who, fve minutes ago, bad
dodged into the thicket., His appear-
ance was totally different. t wae
guite safe for him to meet his
pursuers, if any, face to face, without
the risk of drawing a seecond glance
from them,

He moved away, and Johnony heard
him walk away down the path—at

a leisurely pace, gquite different from
the rapid run with wlich he had
arrived.

Hie footsteps died awary.

Johnny Bull was left alonc again.
In the circumstances, he was glad to
be left alone—deeply thankful that
those glinting black eyes had not
fallem on him. What the man had
done seemed to be indicated by that
fat pocket-book he had taken out of
the raincoat pocket. Johimny could
guess Basily enough that it was
}Jll!'l.'t'l'l'li'l". The man was a thief, fresh
rom 3 recent robbery: there was mo
daubt on that point.

But, startling as the incident had
been, Johnny Bull eoon dismissed it
from his mind as the long, weary
minutes passed; and he leard mno
gsound in the wood, save the buzz of
inscets,

No one was coming—his friends did
not dream what had happened to
him; and Gadsby, who had a spot of
decency in bhim, was keeping away—
afraid to interfere with Pon’s venge-
ance on the fellow who had blacked
his eye!

Tied as he was, Johnny eould
hardly even wriggle—and more and
more tiny denizens of the wood found
him, and crawled over him. and hit
him. It was cetting worse and worse
antd  worse—and Johnny's feelings
grew deeprr and deeper !

Not a Polite Reception !

1 HOSE eadsz!” eaid IPonzonby,
between his teeth.

“What the dooce do they
want here?” said Monson, in astonish-
ment. ' They can’t have come liere
for a row—even that Jot 1

“Rot 1" =aid Gadsby.

The three Highelifians were sitting
in the wrmuﬂa, in Mr. Monson's
riverside chalet, Tonzonby was bath-
ing hia eye—which, 1 spite of his
earcful  atientions, wa=  getting
blacker and blacker.

The house, built in the style of a
Swiss chalet, Iay far back from the
road, between the road and the river,

It faccd the road; and there was s
long curving drive down to the gate,

At the pate, four figures appeared
in the gul en gunshine ; and the three
Highcliffians stared at Harry Whar-
ton, Frank Nugent, Hob Cherry, and
Hurree Jamset Hoam Singh.

Why the Greyfriars fellows had
come there was quife a mystery.
There had been a row on the river,
but the Greyfriars crew had had
rather the best of it—and, in any
case, it was hardly to be supposed that
they had paid a visit to the house for
another row, )

But there they were, coming in at
the gate, and coming up the drive
towarda the chalet, where Pon & Co.
aat in the veranda.

Ponsonby’s eyes glittered at them.
It was their pal, gﬂﬁﬂj Bull, who
had given him his black eye; but
Pon's bitter malice was bestowed im-
partially on the whole party. Fot
whatever reason they had come, they
were walking into the lion’s den, :

*Oakshott haen’t eome in yet, I
suppoese !” muttered Ponsonby.

“Neo! Didn't you give him a hint
to keep clear while my pater was
here 7 angwered Mongon. “ He won’t
be back till late, if he's got tact
enough to take your hint,”

Ponsonby ?'a\re al angry {runt,

. It was omly prudent to keep such
an  acguaintance as Captain Oak-
shott from coming under the eyes of
Mr. Monson. The rich City man
allowed his son, and his son’s friends,
a very loose rein at the riverside
chalet; but there waa little donlt
that he would have drawn the line
at entertaining a racing man there.

But at the moment Pon would have
been glad for the captain to be avail-
able. The racing man would have
been useful in dealing with the four
juniers who were walking into the
lions' den!

“Well, call some of the servants,
Monson !  said TPonsonby. =~ “That
gang are going out on their necks !

Monson hesitated.

“I say, my pater may blow in any
minute,” he said. “He's late already !
We don't want him to run down from
London to find a scrap going bn
here.”

“I suppose your pater docsn't
expeet you to let any gang of river
roughs wander inte the place, just
as they chaoose ! snarled 'on.

“1 say, if they've found out what
you did . te Bull—" mumbled
Monson uncasily,, “That might
bring them here for a 1row !

“Oh, my hat!” cjaculated Gadsby.
“Is that it? It's two or three hours
sinee you left Bull tied up—well,
seive you jolly well right, FPon, if
they're after you! It was a rotten
trick !”

FPoun gave him an evil look.

“I don’t think it's that!” said
Monzon, eveing the Greyfriars fellows
as they eame up the long drive.
“Thew don’t look as if they're on the.
warpath ! Bet you they haven't found
'EuH] ?M'”

“Will you eall the servants to
chuck them out, you dummy *” ,

“Yea, if they kick up a row ! said
Monson. “ But—-" _

“What else do you think they're
after, you fool 2"




*Well, let's see firat 1" said Monszon.
“I'd rather not have a row soin’ on
when the pater blows in.”

Ponzonby, with a black and bitter
look, stretched out his hand to a
soda-siphon that stood on a table near
him. Whether the Greyfriars Co. had
come for a row or not, Pon was not
going to let them eacape without one
—with plenty of assigtance to be
called on in dealing with them.

Harry Wharton & Co. came to the
ateps up fo the veranda. They stood
there, looking up at the Highclifians,
who khwked down over the rail.

It was scarcely possible for the
juniors to have refused Mr. Monson's
request. DBut it was awkward and
unpleasant to butt in at the quarters
of their old enemies.

Finding Pon & Co. in the veranda,
they were saved from the necessity of
knocking at the door to be admitted,
so they stopped where they were.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” murmured
Bob. “Pon's picked up a fancy eye
gince we gaw him last!”

“Want anythine?” Monson called
down.

“A message from your father,
Monson ' answered Harry Wharton
from below. “He asked 'us to call in
aml bring it.”

Monson stared at him.

“What the thump do you mean?”
he demanded. “ You don't know my

ter, and he wouldn't be likely to

wve anything to do with & gang like
}.-ﬂu!':

Wharton's cheeks burned.

That was the kind of reception he
had to expect from the Highcliffians.
But he had not come there to punch
Mr. Monson's son—which was rather
fortunate for Monson, He controlled
Lis anger, and answered quietly :

“Your father has drivem on to
Wallingford, and he asked us to come
and tell you so, ns he will be late.”

“Apd what's he driven on to Wal-
lingford for ?” asked Monson, staring.
“He must have passed this place
without stopping, if he has.”

“His car was stopped on the road
by a man who mg him of his
pocket-book,"answered Harry. “ He's
gone to the police about it.”

“Oh. my hat! That sounds jolly
gteep ! said Monson.

“That's his message!” said Harry
curtly. “We came to %ive it because
he asked us—that's all? If you want
to know the details, you can ask him
when you see him! Come on, you
fellows—let's get out of this.” .

“Hold on!” Ponsonby leancd over

the rail. “Hold on a minute! Did
you say that Mr. Monson's pocket-
book has been pinched?”
+ “Yes,” answered Harry, glancing
up.
E And you fellows were on the
spot ¥

“Yes—we weren't able to help. or
we should have done so.”

“Was it one of you pinched it?"

“Wha-n-t?" gasped -%arry.

“You checky cad!” roared Bob
Chierry.

“I'm only askin’ the question,” said
Pon coolly, while his comrades
grinnet. " If Mr. Monson has lost
his pocket-Look, with Greyfriavs cads
on the spot, it locks jolly suspicious
to me.”
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The four juniors stared up at Poo-
souby. They bad not come there for
& row—they were only anxious to ba
rone, after baving delivered the mes-
sage. But this kind of thing was
bard to tolerate. o

“Don’t go!” added Pon. “IHf you
take my advice, Monson, you'll call
the scrvants, and have them searched
before. they're allowed to go.”

“I'm not standing this, if you
fellows are ! said Bob Cherry between.
his teeth ; and, with a red and furious
face, Bob ran up the steps of the
veranda,

The soda-siphon was in I'on's bands
below the rail. He lifted it, took
aim, and greeted Bob as he came with
o sizzling squirt of soda, which canght
him full in the face.

Squish! Slooosh !

That sudden jet of soda-water took
Bob quite by surprise. He staggered
back, Tost his footing, and rolled
headlong down the steps. He launded
on the gravel, with a bump and a
roar.

“You rotten cad!” roared Harrv
Wharton. “0Oh! Qooogh ! he added,
as the soda-siphon turned on him,
drenching him,

“You terrific toad!” shouted the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Bob Cherry staggered up.

“Go for the cads?” he roared.

He plunged up the steps again, and
i!;}gis tume his three comrades followed
vim.

But Pon & Co. did not wait !

They backed swiftly throuzh the
frenchh windows at the back of the
veranda into the room within.

“Porritt ! shouted Ponsonbr.

He slammed the french window, and
shut the ecateh just in time as the
Greyfriars fellows came with a rush-
across the veranda, They came to an
exasperated halt.

There was only glass between; but
it was scarcely possible to proceed
farther. cnraged as they were. Un-
willingly, to oblige Monson's father,
they had come there to deliver the
messace, and two of them had lLeen
drenched with soda-water, and Bob
had a whole colleetion of bumps. Bob
was tempted fo drive his elbow
through the pane and open thie eatch,
but he restrained himself.

Pon grinned at him mockingly from
the safe side of the french window,
Monson grinned also; Gadsby looked
sullen, All three of them knew per-
fectly well that the Greyfriars fellows
had come in good faith to deliver a
message from Monson's father; and
Gaddy, at least, had grace enough to
be a little ashamed of the reception
they had met with.

From another deor, at the end of
the veranda. a plump manscrvant
emerged.  ‘That, no doubt, was
Porritt. He came along to the four
]'l,l'l'l.l{l'!‘ﬂ.

“Get out of this, please!” he said.
“You can't come here making a row !
Go away at once !”

“Mind your own busincss. bother
you!"” enapped Bob., He was not in
a mood temper, and he was anxious to
et at Ponsonby.

“T am Mr. Monson's butler——-"

“I don't care a rap who you arc—
keep your distance!Z

I3

Porritt -did not keep hLis distance.
He came nearer the juniors, with a
grim look™m his podgy faee,

As he appreached, a faint scent of
gpirita was noticeable, evidence that
Porritt was anything but a tee-
totaller. He was, in fact, the sort of
butler that would be fonud at a rewdy
riverside place.

" Now then, out of it!” he sanapped,
and he dropped a large, flabby fan
ou Bob Cherry’s shoulder and’ jorked
at him.

“Stop that, my man!" rapped
Harry Wharton, F“We came II:‘Ii'
with a message from Mr, Monson—-—"

“That will do! Get-out of it!”

Porritt gave Bob another jerk.

The next moment, four pairs of
hands grasped the beery butler, of
Monson Chalet, and he bum down
on the planks with a bump thatehook
the veranda.

“Oool 1" hre gasped, as he l..-um[i»cad.

" Eoe% your paws to yourself1”
roared Bob.

Porritt sat up, gasping,

“James ! he spluttered.
William ["

“We'd better go, I think,” said
Harry. “Pon will keep' Get out of
this, for goodness’ sake !

“That cheekv ead * hooted Bob.

“He will keep, old man! We can't

et inte a serap with Mr. Monson's
ouschold brigade.”

Evidently, Pou was staying out of
reach, and it was hardly judicious to
enter into a battle-royal with Jamea
and George and William! The four
juniors went down the steps from the
veranda. leaving Porritt spluttering,
and walked downa the drive to the
gate,

“Qeorge !

Trafling Bunter!

i ALLAO, halle, halle!™
“That fat ass !

The four juniors had re-
turned to the Water-Lily after their
not very agrecable visit to Monson
Chalet. They were in hopes of find-
ing Johnny Bull there when they got
back; his continued absence was in-
explicable. and was beginning ta be
a 'li!n'ﬂ'["l"j"1

But Jobnny was not there—and
neither was Bunter! The fat Owl
had departed during their absence.
Empty ginger-beer bottles and an
ocean of crumbs hinted that he had
stayed long enouih to put away a
good tea. DBut he was gone—and
fastened to a thwart in the boat by a
pin was a ‘}mpnr, containing a messa
from the departed Owl, whick caught
the eves of the four at once.

They gazed at it.

It was written in peneil, in Billy
Bunter's well-known scrawl, and in
his well-kuown spelling. They could
gather from that epistle that the fat
Owl had taken to heart Bob's warn-
ing that he had something more to
expret when the missing Johony
turned up. It ram:

*“BEESTS!

“¥ wou think I'm gowing to stop
hear foet o ghindey with that broot
Bull, yeW're' mistaken, see? 1 lost
my way, jist as I toled you, and I
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pot goieg at last. Put the towrope
wpe ih gections now; neither was
there time for towing. They pushed
off, and sat down to the oars.

Wkile they pulled, Johanny told
them what-he had seen while he waa
tied up in the thicket.

“By gum!” said Bob, “It's the
spme  man all right! We thought he
bad cut ¢f by the river—but bhLe
dodged into the wood to get rid of
his ‘outfit !

“Plain enough,” agreed Harry.
“And the description Mx. Monson's
Fiven of him will nim]i\tlj keep the
police wide of the mark—if he was
i disguise all the time!”

“I can give his real description all
right,” said" Johany. “I saw his
fate, apd I'd know it again any-
where. When we get in ot Walling-
ford, I'll go to the police station and
téll “théem—and you fellows can do
some shopping. . By gum, I shall be
glad when I get my Bug{)ﬂ‘ 13

“Row, brothers, row " said Bob.

And the four juniors bent to the
onrs and almost made the Water-
Lily iy up the two or thre¢ miles to
Wiallingford.

Left i

ILLY BUNTER sat up, yawned,
and grinned.
It was o gorgeous September
morning.
The night had been fine and warm,
the merping had dawned fine and
Bunter was feeling gnite

SUNNY.

plensed. _ ,
Why the pursuit the evening

before had stopped se suddeuly,

Bunter did not know, But it had—
so that was all right!

Satisfied that the beasts had given
up the chase at last, Billy Bunter
went back for his camping outfit.
transferred it to amether spot—in
case of ancther hunt—anpd camped.

Having made a deep inroad into the
contents of the sack, the fat Owl
rolled bhimself 1in  the blankets,
extended his fat persom on the
groundsheet, slept, and snored. That
he was on private property, where
trespossers were liable to be prose-
cuted, did not worry Bunter—so long
pz he was not found there! Ani
acbody turned up to bother him.

Bo there he .was, in the bright
morping, sitting up and grinning.

The hour was not Eﬂrl;r. RBunter
did not turn out ecarly in holiday-
time. But he was, of course, in no
hurty. He had raided that sack =

od many times, but there was
: lﬂn:g left. And so long as the syub
asted, the fat Owl was prepared to
kecep up this peculiar game. .

Ife had slept quite as comfortablv
in his camp as he had ever slept in
the temt of the GQGreyfriare crew,
More comfortably, in fact, as thers
was plenty " of room — which was
rather lacking in a tent with six
fellows in it. Not once had his cyes
opened %ill they opened in the
morning.

Bunter shoved a fat paw into that
well-stocked sack, and started on his
breakfast.

He had mo outfit for making tea.
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But what was the matter with ginger.
beer? He could mnot eook baeon or
eﬁlgs. But ham and cold beef were
al] right—right as rain! eTe WAS
& supply of cake. There were still
some jam-tarts left. There were
pounds and pounds of biscuits, and
two or three pots of jam, Bunter
had made a elean sweep in the Water-

Lily. Forethought was not Bunter'a
lonz suit, But in matters connected
with grub he coild look ahead!

He breakfasted cheerfully.

This was all right. There was
nobody to say * Scoffimg all the jam ?”
—or “Zhove that cake this way!”

How the Famous Five had mannged
about tem and supper the previoua
day, Bunter did not kpnow—ncither
did he care! Probably they had
managed somehow. It was not an
important matter—to Bunter,

The fat Owl had not thonght of
packing any secap in that sack.
Neither were there any facilities for
washing in the little wood belonging
toc Monson Chalet., That did not
worry Bunter. Tlie amount of wash-
ing that Bunter could do without
was infinite.

If the grub was all right, every-
thing was all right! And the prub
was all right. And there was lots !

Bunter gobbled, and was satisfied.

Not till he had finished gobbling—
which was after a rather considerabla
time—did the fat junior think of
taking o squint at the Water-Lily to
see whether the crew had hoisted, as
it were, the white flag.

Unless they made 1t pax, and
signified the same in the manner
enjoined by Bunter, he was not going
back. They could jolly well hang on
there till they mnfjﬂu up their minds
to it!

The jamming he had bad from Boh
Cherry was more than Bunter wanted.
A booting or a whopping.  from
Johnny Bull he did not want at all
He, was jolly well going to keen
them lbanging sbout till they made
it pax; and he did not think that he
would have to wait long, -either, for
they would be keen to gt on with
the trip up the river.

It seemed quite
Bunter.

And there was another important
point.  After all this worry and
trouble, due to eapecting Bunter to
take his turn at towing, were they
likely to worry Bunter to tow again,
or would they get it into their fat
heads that it wuas more trouble than
it was worth? The latter, Bunter
thought, was probable!

So it was in quite a satisfied mood
that the fat Owl of the Greyiriars
Itemove broke camp that bright
morning.

He rolled the sack in the blankets,
and the blaskets in the ground-
sheet, and shoved the whole lot out
of sight in a thick bush.

Then he rolled away in the dirce-
tion of the lane that led down to the
towpath.

Hc was not going to show himself.
He was not going to give these
beasts n chance of collaring him !
He was going to give the boat the
once-over from a safe distance apd
ascertain  whether the siznal of

masterly  to

psx was flying. If it was, he

wap prepared to join up again! If
not, he was guing to keep doggo—
and keep them jolly well waiting as

long aa they jolly well liked !
Grinning, the astute fat Owl
blinked from the wood through hia

big spectaclea towards the spot
where the Water-Lily had been tii:f&

up by the towpath the previous day.
“ Beasta!” breathed Bunter.

If the mast had been standine, he
would have seen it over the tow-

path. They could not fiy the speci-
fied signal without stepping the
mast. There was neither mast nor

white hanky to be seen.

“AN right!” said Bunter grimly.
“Wait ! Wait till you're tired of
hangzing about, you cads! Yah!™

But as he blinked at the former
mooring-place of the Water-Lily, it
dawned on Bunter thsdt it was rather
odd that he could see nothing of any
of the Greyfriaras crew.

The boat would be under the level
of the bank: but some of the crew
should have been in sight, unless
they were all lying down, which was
rather impmha{pie,

They must, Bunter supposed, have
passed the night in the }Enat ns they
did when mo camping ground was
available. But th were much
earfiet birds than eguntm'—-it was
highly improbable that they were
still asleep after Bunter was up!

A misgiving smote the fat junior.

He crept down the lane, a little
nearer to the towpath. His eyes and
ﬂEentacleg were fixed on the cdge of
the bank !

He was prepared to bolt at the
sight of a I:c*nd lifting into view!

But no head lifted into view,

With his misgiving sinking deeper,
the fat Ow! e¢rept nearer, till he
reached %1: towpath and could look
over the bank.

Then his worst misgivines were
realised.

The Water-Lily was not there!

The spot where she had tied up the
day before was vacant. The river
rippled in the rushes where the
Greyfriars boat once had been!

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

He pazed at that cmpty space in
consternation.

Never once had it cccurred to his
fat brain that the Water-Lily might
be gone. How could it possibly go
on without Bunter?

He had been prepared to keep the
Qreyfriars crew lhanging  about,
wasting time, all that day, all the
next day, if necessarv, till they came
round. They could like it, or they
conld lump it—that was what
William George Bunter was going
to do! }

And instead of plaving up, ns it
were, they had gone en in the hoat
and left bim to carry on ashore on
his own.

“Oh lor' ! gasped the fat Owl
utter dismay.

It had scemed to Bunter that le
had them in a eleft stick. And they
had siraply walked off anmd feft him
to is!

It was a crushing blow !

Billy Bunter stood on the fowpath
and blinked at the sunny river. A

in



gdod many craft were in sipht—none
of them the Water-Lily., Net that
he expected to eeé the Greyiriars
boat. As it was gone, no doubt H
had gone the previcus day—probably
they had camped miles u _&a Tiver
—perhaps past Wallingford! It
was awiul to think of.

Billy Bunter sat down on the tow-

th, and all the happy satisfaction
leparted from hie face., They had
gone on—miles and miles very %ikeij
—it was not much use for Bunter to
think"of following them by the tow-
path! They might even be on the
other side of the river!

The fat Owl had laid hia plans
astutely! But he had planned not
wigsely, but too well. He had not

kept those beasts banging about!
And how he was to ook on again
was .quite a mystery to Bunpter.
Boat after boat passed him as he
sat there blinking dismally at the

river.
Suddenly the fat Owl's eyes
gleamed behind hie es, A

man pulling up the rives in a small
skiff met his view.

Bunter knew that man by sight—
with his foxy face and hia narrow,
shifty cyes !

It was Shifty Spooner, once the
owner of the Water-Lily; the man
who had trailed the Greyfriars crew
up the Thames, atiempting again
and again to pinch their hoat!

Bunter’s fat face brightened.

He rose to his feet, waved a fat
hand, and shouted :

“Hil"

Shifty Spooper stared round, gave
a start at the sight of the fat school-
boy, and pulled in.

That he was still on the hunt for
the Watern-Lily, Bunter knew without
being told. On a previous occasion,
when Bunter had been made to walk
because he declined to tow, he had
got a lift from Mr. Spooner, puilling
that gentleman’s leg with an artful
pretence of guiding him to the Grey-
friara camp. Having pot his lift, he
had cheerfully left Mr. Speooner in
the lurch!

That wae Bunter's bright idea now
—he was going to play that zame
again !

‘The beasts were somewhere up the
river! AN he had to rlnhwas ::.1:- ul&
shifty Spooner's leg agatn as he ha
pu"rf\‘. iﬁ?fnm a%:rd E'-gvezt. a It in
shifty's boat!

‘Mr. Spooner zculled in to the banlk,
eyeing Bunter. Mr. Spooner was
atiout the last man in the wide world
to liave hia shifty lez pulled twice in
the same way, but Bunter was
happily unaware of that,

“Sh! You!” said Mr. Spooner.
“Where's the rest, Fatty?”

“My fricods have gone on up the
river,” said Bunter hreczily. “If
you'd like to see their camp, I'll
Fn!:‘}ri.’t it out to you if you'll give me
F1 )

Shifty Spooner looked at him, Hig
look was quite cxpressive.  Bunter
had caught him like thia opee-—twice
was opee too often!

“Oh!” said Mr. Spooner sarcastic-
ally. " Yon're a-walking if, sameé as
your was that time down by Boveney,

EVERY SATURDAY

ard you'll teake me straight to their
camp if I row you up the river?”

“Yew, that's it!" aseented Bunter,
" EI"EII in for me, will you?”

was quite a cheer rospect to
Bupter to sit in Mr. Egnamr e boat
and let Mr. Spooner row him up the
Tharies, while he kept a bright leok-
out for the Water-Lily.
Ehi.ﬂg pushed in a {ittl‘a nearer,
“And you won't play no tricks this
time a-mi leave a bloke in the lurch?™
asked Mr. Spooner disa biy.
“1'll see that you don’t, you bladder
o' lard! Take that there!”

Mr. Spooner lifted ome of his
aculls and thrust. :

The blade of the scull hanged on
the spot where Rilly Bunter had
pack away an extremely sub-
stantial breakfast. It ban hard.
Mr. Spooner, it scemed, was annoyed
with Banter. He put all his annoy-
anee inte that bang!

“Urrggh!” gurgled Buster.

. He s;ﬁ- down on the towpath with
eavy bump and an expiring gurgle.
“Goooooh!  Qocoh IF G%ﬁguﬂ;% i
gurgled Bunter,

Mr. Spooner grinned.

“Ketch a weasel ke
remarked.

And he pushed off and sculled
AWAY- the Thames, leaving Billy
Bunter sitting om the towpath, press-
ing both hands to the wideat section
of his cireumference and gurgling
horribly. Evidently, Mr. Spooner’s
lep was not to be punlled twice!

asleep I

Boot for Bunter !

R. MONSON etepped into his
car at the gate of the chalet
by the Thames.

Monson, Ponsonby, and Gadshy
bhad come out to see him off in the
morning, and were very careful not
to let their faces reveal how pleased
they were to see him off, Pon & Co.
preferred the riverside chalet with-
out any elders about.

The stout gentleman was wpot in
the best of tempers. The episode of
the previouz day had ruffled him
very considerably.

Mr. Monson was a busy man in the
City. He did not often fird time to
run down to his riverside place. Hia
viait, on thiz occasion, had been far
from enjoyable.

It had, in fack, cost him over &
hundred pounds—the contents of the
packet-book  the hold-up man had
taken from him.

The pelice had taken up the
matter; but Mr, Monson bad little
hope of ever secing his pocket-book
or ita contents again, or of having
the satisfaction of seeing _the hold-
up man sentenced for that audacious
robbery.

He had been somewhat disgpruntled
in the evening, and Pon & Co. had
not ewjoved his company.  Worse
than that was the fact that his
presenee kept away the company they
did enjoy—that of the racing man
Captain Jimmy Oakshott. So they
wern ¢lad enough to see Mr. Monson
off to town in the morning, and glad
that he was unlikely to find time to
run down again in the near future!
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Mr. Momsen froweed as:be got inte
hmﬂmr.

SRaON, haps, was & litthe com-
cerped |.'I:a-c|£§r bis pater’s losa; Pom
aug Gaddy were quite mconcersed,
and were only wai , a8 poli ]
they could, fgr him ﬁfgﬂ. R

‘He went; and they watched the car
disappear up the road, with consider-
able satisfaction.

“The pater’s rather shirty!” re.
marked -Monsen, as he steod lockimg
after the car.

“I1 moticed that!” easid Pomsomby
dryly; and Gadsby grinned.
l‘;h" Wﬂl],'hﬁ-'ﬂd r]::! joke to lose more

an a bun pounds,” gramted
Monson, “and the I;}ﬂ:ter’- suspicious
sbhout it, too. He thinks that that
mon in the raincoat was waiting fer
him ‘islly—watching for his car
yenter ;r——"

“ Rﬁt s ln;i m::h . " Jupt some
rascally motor- it bangiog abowt
tookin® for a chance om a lonely road.”

“The pater doean't think so, and I
don’t !” retorted Moneon.: It jeily
well does look as if he knew the pater
wag due at that time yesterday, and
wad on the look-out for him Ii joHy
well looks am if he knew that a man
with money in his pockets was coming
along.”

“How could he?” grunted Pos.

“Only by picking up information
at the house—and that's what the

ter's got into hin head,” wsaid

onson. I shouldn't womder if the
g&ine think the same, too. Every-
¥ here knew that my father was
coming, and that thief may have got
the tip from somebody here—"

“Ope eof the servants, do you
mean 77

“1 nu]:rlpuaa g0, Porritt drinks, I
jolly well know that, and I noticed my
pater eyeing him pretty sharply last
night,” said Monszon. “He may have
let. eomething out, without mearing
to, I dare say, to some acquaintance
who stood him » whisky. The pater
believes that that rascal knew he wan
coming, and knew he was in ths
habit of carrying a poed sum of
money in his pockets—and if he
knew all that, he must have picked it
up here. I shouldn’t wonder if he got
it from Porritt.”

“Or perhaps Captain Oakshott ma
have becn talkin Ptm:r much in nnmg
pub !” remarked (iadaby sarcastically.
“The man may have got it from him.”
. "Don’t be a fool!” snapped Pon-
sonby. .

“Oh! My hat!” exclaimed Monson.
“Think that’s possible? Jimmy Oak-
shott knew RIF about the r, of
eourse, and if he bas been chattering
in some billiards-room——" _

“Rubbieh !’ said Ponsonby. “ Oak-
shott's not the man to gabble in a
billiards-room about thiogs that don’t
concern him."” : :

“T'1l bet he's got some jolly shady
acquaintances !” aaid Gadesby., " You
don’t know anything about him, Pon,
except that he E]ays 8 good game of
billiards and knows all about the
racez. I told you you were a fool to
ask him here.’ -

Pon gave Gadsby a very unpleasant
look. He was mot at all pleased by
the suggestion that biz sporting
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fricnd might have acquainfances
among the motnr-bandit fraternity !

“Shnt up, you silly asa!™ he
snapped. _

Gadsby shrugged his shoulders.

“Well, I'm glad we unever men-
tioned Jimmy Oakshott to the pater,
and that he steered clear while m
father was here,” said Monson. *
fancy the pater might think the same
as Gaddy, 1f he eaw him. If he's been
iﬁahhljng about our aflairs in & pub,

“He hasn’t, you ass !" snapped Pon-
goithy. “ Why should he ?”

“Well, that footpand got the
information from somewhere,” said

Monson. “My pater’s sure of that!
It would be pretty rotten if they got
that man and be turned out to be an

ncquaintance of the man we asked
here.” )
“Tat! Better ask Jimmy Oakshotl
if he knows a moan with a moustache
and gilt-edged g};ﬁgglés 1" sneered Fou-
sonby. “Don’t be an ass, Monson !
“Oh, let it drop!” said Monson.
“All the same, I'm sorry we asked
the man here, after what CGaddy’s
suggested.” .
“1f Gaddy talks any more rot, I'll
punch Lis silly Liead !” said Pouzonby.
“That footpad was simply a rogue
hanzing about looking for a chaunce,
and he kpnew no more about your
pater than sbout- Adam. And if
vou're sorry we had Jimmy Oakshott
here, doez that mean that you're not

coming to the races in his car
to-day ?”
“Oh. no!™

“1 thought not!” sneercd Ponsonby.-

“Come on, then—I told him I'd pick
him up on the towpath when the
const was clear.” .

“Nice sort of man to be willinz to
keep out of sight when a fellow’s
pater is about !” said Gadsbr,

SWill . you shut up, Gaddy?"
snarled Pon. :
(odsby shrugged his shoulders

again, and shut up.

The three went through the gardens
of the chalet to the wood. They
followed the path through the little
wood to reach a gate that opened on
the towpath.

“Great gad [ ejaculated Ponsonby
suddenly. “Look at that !

“Oh, my hat ¥ exclaimed Monson.

Gadsby chuckled.

The three Highclifians stared at an
unexpected escene. Seated under a
shady tree, at a distance from the
path, but visible through ar opening
of the trees, was a fat fizure, well
known to them.

“That fat ass from Grevfriars!”
eaid Gadsby. “He wasn’t 10 the hoat
with that gangs yesterdavr. I remem-
ber he was with them when we saw
them down the river last week. Is
the fat idiot camping out, or what "

Billy Bunter was sitting on
blankets folded on a groundsheel as
Le leaned back against a tree, and at
infervals—brief intervals—dipped a
fat hand into a sack beaide him.

After his paioful interview with
Mr. Epooner, and when ke had re-
covered his breath, Bunter had rolled
back to his camp in the wood. Whit
e was going to do imn hia present
stranded position, with the Greyfriars
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boat . vanished into parts unknown,
Bunter did not know. But, awkward
a3 the position was, there was still
balm in Gilead, ‘g0 .to speak—aum
Bunter had rolled back to the sack
of provisions like a homing pizeon,
There was comfort in an early lunch !
Busy with foodstuffs, the fat Owl of
the Remove did not observe the three
Hirhcliffians staring at him through
the trees,

“Well, of all the neck!™ said
Monson. *Camping out on my pater's

roperty. Come on, we'll jolly well
goon shift him !

“And pive him something to re-
member us by ! said Punsnn%j-.

“Mind his pals ain’t about before
vou begin ¥ sugzested Gadsby satirie-
ally. “You've got one eye that
doesn’t look very pretty, Pon. It will
get a lot of attention if we pgo to
the races with Jimmy Oakshott. 1f
I had an eye like that, I'd kecp it at
home.”

“You'll have an eye like that pretty
zoon, if you dom't shut up!” snarled
Ponsonby.

“The other cads are gone,” said
Monzon, “ Bull was gone when Gaddy
looked for him last night—they must
have £ound him. 1 know their boat's
gone. That fat slug seems to have
stayed here on his own! We'll jolly
soon send him after the others.”

The three left the.path, and made
their way towards the tree under

*which Billy Bunter sat.

“0Oh crikey ! ejaculated Bunter, os
kis eyes fcll on the Highelifians.

- A slice of cake, half-way to his
mouth, stopped in transit! The fat
Owl blinked over it at Pon & Co. in

alarm, .

He jumped to his feet! Billy
Bunter did not need telling what to
expeet from Pon & Co. He grabbed
up the sack and fled, slmddinghsnme
of the contents of the sack as he did
8.

“0Oh lor' 1" gasped Bunter.

The fat Uwl had simply no chance!
Before he had covered a dozen vards,
Pousonby had reached him.

- Pon's foot shot out and thudded on
the tichtest trousers in the Thames
mlle’y?

Billy Bunter fairly bounded.

“Yaroooh !” he roared.

The sack flew from his hand.

Monson, coming on at a run, gave
it & kick, which scatterced its contents
far and wide.

But with Pon's boot so close
behind, Bunter forgot even the sack
of provender. He ran as if for lhis
fat life,

Behind him eame three grinning
Highclifians, booting him 1n turn.
At every thud, Bunter roared and
bounded,

How many kicks he captured before
e rot out of the wood into the lane,
Buuter never knew! They seemed
beyond computation. He got out at
last, and chareed down the lane to the
towpath.

After him went Pon & Co. They
wore guite enjoying this!  Captain
Oakshett was waiting for them some-
where on the towpath; but this was
too good to miss. Grinning with
olee, they chaosed Bunter down the
lane. booting often and booting hard !

“Ow! Beasts! Yarcogh! High-

cliffe cads! Yoo-hoop! Oh crikep!™
rj:rﬂrmli ‘Bunter. “Stoppit! Yarcop!
uw 11!

“Ha, ha, hal®

The fat Owl Hew wildly on,; and
reached the towpath. He did not stop
there. He turned up the towpath and
flew frauntically on.

A man who was lounging an the
towpath, smoking a cigarette, stared
at him. He had time for onlr a brief
stare.

Bunter did not even sce him before
he crashed.

“Oh gad " roared Captain Oakshott,
as he went over backwards az if a
cannon-shot had struck him.

“Orrggh ™ gurgled Bunter, as he
recled from the shock,

“Oh crumbs ! gasped Ponsonby,
coming round the cormer from the

lane the next moment. “Jimmy Oak-
shott is—-"

“Ougogh! Oh! Ah! Great gad!
What——  Qoooh !" spluttered the
eaptain, his

wrawling  dizzily on
back. * "b%mt ’ Qcoght*
-Bunter torg on.

Pon & Co. came to a halt, gathering
round the winded captain to render
firgt-aid.

Bunter, unpursued farther, charped
o, Unaware that he was unpursued,
the fat Owl did the towpath as if it
were the cinder path—charging on
frantically like a runaway lorry.

Bunter All Over!

i“ ALLO, halle, hallg ™

I I “}}3 that Bunter?*

_ “Or a  hippopotamu
escaped from the Zoo?” s ?

“Ha, ha, hat”

Five fellows in the Greyfriars boat
stared at o fat fipure on the towpath.
Other people were staring at him
also. here were plenty of people
up and down the river that sunny
September morning, and quite a fot
of them scemed to be interested 'in
Bunter.

Harry Wharton & Co. had put up
for the night at an inn at Walling-

ford. In the morning, they were
coming down the river again, The
voyage up the Thames had to be

halted—for twoe reasons.

Firat and foremost, was Johnny
Bull’s pgrim determination fo deal
with Ponsonby. In that his com-
rades heartily agreed. Pon had gone
over the limit—so far over the limit
that no member of the Famous Five
thought for a moment of letting Lim
get by with it

The other reason was Bunter. No-
body in the Water-Lily was anxious
to sce William George Bunter again
before next term at Greyfriars. And
as the fat Owl had chosen to walk
off it was not to be denied that there
wns a strong temptation te leave
him to it. But they could not guite
make up their minds to that, so
Bunter was to be given o chance of
joining up again. If he decided not
to do so, there were going to be dry
e¢ves in the Greyfriars crew, But he
was going to have the chance.

Now, 1111cx]‘1mted]3', they sighted
him at o considerable distance up the



rive from the Monson Chalet and the
wood.

Why Bunter was charging up the
towpath at such a speed was rather a
mystery. ILooking past him, they
could see no sign of pursuit. Judging
by. hia aspect, there mizht have been
a. mad bull loose on the towpath.
But no mad bull was to be seen. Tf
Bunter had had any pursuers, they
scermed to have pivenm up the chase
long agze. He charged on regardless,
his hat on the back of his head, his
fat face streaming with perspiration,
his spectacles slipping down his podgy
nose, lis fat little legs poing like
machinery.

“What the thump's the matter with

him #* asked Nugent, in wonder,

“Nobody’s after him that I can
sce,” remarked Harr{r Wharton. “He
can't be merely following us up to
Wallingford—at that pace !

“Ha, ha! Not likely !

“Those Higheliffe cads may have
dropped on him,"” remarked Johnny
Bull,

“Can't see anything of them!”

“Better pull in,” said Harry.
“Bunter will burst a boiler at this
rate. Twooks as if he doesn’'t mean
to stop this side of Oxford.”

“Ha, ha, bka!"

The Water-Lily pushed in to the
bank. Bob Cherry waved his hat to
the charging Owl.

“Hallo, halle. hallo!” he roared.
“Bunter! Bunty! Bunt!

Bunter charped on.

“ Bunter ! roared all the Famous
Five together, uniting their voeal
efforta.

The fat Owl gave a blink towards
the river.

“Oh " he gasped at the sight of the
Water-Lily and its erew. He slowed
down that desperate rvace. “T marv,
ou fellows, pull in, quick! I can’t
jump that distance! Quick! Quick!™

“ What's the hurry?"

“Quick !" shrieked Bunter. *BRe-
fore they get me, you beast! Quick!™

“Who?” reared Bob.

“Can't you see them, you idiot?
Quick ! yelled Bunter.

The boat pushed in, and Bunter
made a bound. He landed in the
Water-Lily, setting it rocking,
stumbled over, aond measured his
length.

“Ow " he roared.

"Good !" said Bob. “Fine! Do
that again, Bunter I

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh crikey!” Bunter sat up,
streaming with perspiration  abnd

epluttering for breath. “I' say, you
fellows, keep them off ! 1 say, where's
the boathook? Gimme the boathook!
I'll 1ot that cad Ponsonby have it
in the waistecoat! Gimme the boat-
hook '™

Fi But_-_r-“l‘l

“Will you gimme the boathook
yelled Bunter,

“FPon's not here!” roared Bob.
“There's nobody after you, you howl-
in{; ass !

"Don't be a silly idiot! They were
just behind me, kicking me like any-

thing !" gas Buuter. "Fimme
that boathook—quick !*
“Ha, ka, ha!”

It was clear that Bunter had been
pursued by the Highclifians. But it
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waz equally clear that he was ne
longer pursued, as there was no High-
clifian in sight so far as the juniprs
could see alony the towpath, The
guilty flee when no man pursweth—
and the same, evidently, applied to
the funky.

The Greyfriars crew pushed off from
the bank.

Bunter clambered to s thwart and
zat down, blinking anxiously ashore.
Then he had to realise that there was
no enemy within range of his
spectacles:

“Oh!"” he gasped. " They were just
behind me, you know !”

“They may have been once!"
grinmed Bob., “But we've seen
nething of them—and we can gee

19

"“Oh, my hat!” eaid Bob. “If that's
right, he must have passed Wnl]ing-
ford before we startetf back—and he’s
missed us, The dear man’s welcome
to search the river above Wallingford
while we're below. I wish him joy
of it 1*

The Famous Five chuckled. It was
rather amusing to think of Shifty
Spooner hunting for the Water-Lily
in the upper reaches of the Thames,
while they were pulling back below
Wallingiord. '

Billy Bunier mopped a perspirin
fat face, He fanned himself with }15
gtraw hat. Bunter had had the run
of his life, and he was greatly relieved

(Continued on next page.)

about a guarter of
a mile down the
towpath.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I dare say they
knew tiey'd botter
ehuck oL !™ said
Bunter. "1 fancy
they knew what
they'd get if they
did cateh up with
I wasn't run-

S

o, U

me.
ning away from
those  Higheliffe

cads, you fellows.™
“Appearances

are deceptive
then,” remarked
Bob. “Did wou

fellows think that
Bunter was run-
ning away from
somebody P

“Sort of 1™

“Ha, ha, ha I’

“And it seems
that he was only
doiny a mornin
sprint, after all;
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at finding himself on board the
Water-Lily again. .

Johnn %ul was giving him rather
8 fized leok., There was a new tow-
rope in the boat now, and Johnny was
considering whether to give Dunter
the benefit of it. '

But Bunter, as he m:}ppod hias fat
face and recovered Ins  breath,
grinned.

He realised that he had not, after
all, been stranded and left. The
Water-Lily hod comé back for him.
The beasts had only been gammon-
ing. Tliey jolly well knew that they
could not do without him—and
Bunter was jolly well aware of it
now,

“1 say, zfﬂu fellows, I jolly well
knew you'd eome back for me!” he
said.

“Oh, you jolly well knew that, did
you?" grunted Johnny.

“He, he, he! If you faney ]
thought you'd gone for good, you're
jolly well mistaken,” said Bunter dis-
dainfully. “And I can tell you that
if you want me to keep on with this
trip I shall expect you to be decent.
You shoved a jar of jam over me
yesterday, Bob Cherry.”

“@uilty, my lord!” admitted Bob.

“Well, if anything of that kind
happens again I step ashore and I
don’t come back—see!” said PBunter

rimly.

“ Mean that?" asked Bob.

“Every word !"” declared Bunfer.

“@Get a jar of jam out of the locker,
Franky !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And that's not all,” said Bunter.
“I've had a lot of cheek from BEull.
I don’t want any more. There was
a lot of trouble yesterday.about tow-
ing. Well, if I'm keeping on with
thns -party it's got to.be understood
from the start that I don’t do any
towing ! ]

The Famous Fivedooked at Bunter,
Four of them grinmed.  Johnny
Bull's face was growing grimmor
and grimmer.

Thiz was, of course, Bunter all
over !

They had come back for him. He
was #ot aware that they had any
other reason for coming back. They
had come back for him, William
George Bunter—after pretending to
clear off and leave him behind.
That meant one thing, and one
thing only, to Bunter—he was
wanted! If he was wanted. Bunter
was the man to make his value
understood, He was the man to
show them who was who and what
was what !

*“And that's that, see?” wound up
Bunter.

“That's that, i3 it?" asked Bob,

"“Yes, No more rot—no more
silly ragging—noe more trying to
pack all the work om me!" said
Bunter firmly. “I'm not keen on
this trip. 'd just as soom join

Smithy in Lenden, or old Mauly
down in Hampshire., Still, I'm
willivg to stick to you fellows, But
if I do, you understand the condi-
ttons—and I don’t want any more
rot—no rot at all !

. “Now we know where we stand!™
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arinned Bob., “If we want Bunter,
you men—if we pine for him and
teel that life ain't worth living
without him—we know what we've
got to do.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I hope IL've made it
plain,” said Bunter. “And now,
why don’t you get the boat round?
No need to go any farther down
the river, now I'm on board again.
Get it round and look for a place

to lunch. I'm getting ready Hor
lunch.*

Johany Bull breathed hard and
deep.

“Pull in to the bank, youn fel-
fows,” he said. “We're going to
tow. down to the chalet.”

“0.K. ! grinned Bobh.

The boat pushed in.

Johnny Bull stood up, with the
new towline im his hand, and fixed
his grim eyes on Bunter.

“Step out!” he said,

“Eh?  Wharrer
demanded Bunter.

“You're going to tow.”

“You heard what I said!” renred
Bunter. “You say tow again, aud
I step out of this boat snd chuck
the lot of. you!”

you mcan?”

“You step out, anyhow! I'm
going to boot you till you dol”
“Yaroocoh I

Bunter bounded out.

“Take that line!” Johnny tossed
him the end of the towrope. “ We're
going down to Monson’s place—now
tow I

“Bhan't!” roared Bunter,

“Oh, all right! Push off !” said
Jobnny.

“ Good-bye, Bunter [”

Billy Bunter, standing on the
towpath, glared at the boat's erow.

Bob Cherry planted Lis oar
against the bank to push of. The
towrope trailed at Bunter's feetf.
Slowly, sadly, but surely, it dawned
upon tihe Owl's fat brain that he
had made some sort of a miscal-
culation !

The boat was going !
on the bank.

He was left
The towrope was

‘whisking away at his feet!

He clutehed.

“I—1 say, you fellows 4
easped Bunter.
*Good-bye |
“ Beasts ! I mean, I sav. old

cliaps, you take it a bit easy, after
ad  that pullln?! You must be
tired, you know! Leave it to me!”

“Let go that rope !

“Eh? I can't let go the rope
when-I'm going to tow, Bull! Don't
be an ass, old chap! The fact is,
a spot of exsercise i3 just what 1

want ! Leave it to me, old follows !
- I'll tow you with pleasure, you
beaste—I  mean, you dear Told

(EL

fellowa
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Awd Bunter—whether with plea-
sure or not—towed !

Unexpected !
£ HAT gang again !” ejaculated
Monson.
: - “Oh!” exclaimed Pon-

serby, with a scowl on his face.

“They've come back!” remarked
Gadsby,

It was rather late in the evening,
Pou & Co. had had their day out
with Jimmy Oakshott in his ear and
returned to the chalet in time for
dinner. After dinnmer they left the
captain smoking a ecigar in the
veranda of the chalet, while they
strolled through the wood down to
the river.

Three clegant youths, with light
coats thrown on over their elegant
avening clothes, sauntered down the
towpath from the gate in the fenee,
smoking cigarettes and discussing
the rorty day they had had and the
sums they would have made had

their selected gees come in  first
instead of tenth or eleventh.

The sight of a boat tied up by the
towpath near the end of the little

lane through the wood drew their
attention, and at the first glance
they recogmised the Greyfriars
Water-Lily.

They stared at it.

.The Greyfriars boat had gone on
the night before, and it had not
occurred to ¥on & Co. that they
would aee it anywhere mnear the
Monson Chalet again. But there it
was, tied wup, apparently for the
night.

"The Greyfriars crew were not cam)-
ing ashore, as was their customn
when a camp was available. No
camp was available on the Monson
property. They were going to
camp in the boat for the night,

“That crew!” said Ponsonby
between his  teeth, “What the
dooce have they turned up here
~asain for?”

“Want to sce you, perhaps!”
erinned Gadsby. “Don’t you fancy
that fellow Bull feels a bit shirty

about what you did?#”

Pon rubbed his darkeacd eye.
Only toe painfully was Pon aware
how that darkeued eye detracted
from the elezance of his appeae-
ance. He was very far from regret-
ting the way he had dealt with the
fellow who liad darkened that cye;
indeed, every fime lie saw 1t in the
glass, or felt a twinge in it, he
wished that be had given Jolnny
Bull a little more!

Still, his dealing with Johnny had
been uncommonly drastie, and he
realised that it was wvery probahle
that Johnny was on the trail of
vengeance.” In fact, he could sec no
other reason why the Greyfriars
erew had returned to the spot.

“You'd better send out the sor-
vants to clear that crew off, Dick!”
he said to Monson.

Monson shook his head.

“They can't be cleared off,” le
answered, “Anybody can tie up to
the towpath. If they land on myw
father’s property, I'll have. them
turned off fast emough! Nobody
can ‘stop them from sticking where
they are.”

“There's sneh a thing as law in
the land!” remarked Gadshy.

"Porritt would play up for a tip,
and Captain Oakshott would lend a
Land,” said Ponsonby. “One of the
ruffians lashed him in the face with
a potate yesterday—and thot fat
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Raising his head, the bound schoolboy watched the man removing his disguise !

fool Bunter floored him thia morn-
ing—he would be glad to use a
walking-stick. on that crew——"
“Um!™ said Monson doubtiully.
“Don't be a goat, Pon!” zaid
Gadsby. “There’s five of them, and
they’d scrap—and if we used sticks,

they've pgot oars and boathooks,
I'm mnot looking for a pitched
hattle, if yon are—and 1 fancy

Jimmy Oakshott would think twice,
too! The Thames docsn't belong to,
you, does 17"

I'onsonby scowled and did not
ANSWer.

He would gladly have used any
means that came to hand to put
paid to the Greyfriars party. nt
a pitched- battle was rather a hig
arder.

The three had come to a halt and
were looking at the boat from a
little distance. They were not keen
to ret too near it

Five fellows in the bhoat scomed
fo be making preparations in the
oathering dusk for furning in. One
tellow sat and watclied through a
hig pair of spectacies. The Grey-
Iriars erew kept carly hours—their
evening  was ending when Pon &
Co.'s was about to begin!

After that stroll Pon & Co. were
roing an for billiards and hanker
up  te  midnight, My, Monson
being safely off the seene, Pon & Co,

were going to make the fur fly in
their usual style.

“Hallg, hallo, halla!” It was a
sudden exelamation from the boat
as the three fellows an the bank
were sizhted. “ Here they are!™

Jobnny Bull stared round.

“That cad!” he said, and he
leaped ashore

“ Better trot, I think!” grinned
Gadshy.
that chap, Pon?”

Ponsonby gave him an evil look,
turncd; and walked quickly back up
the bank to get to the gate in the
fence that gave access to the wood.

Johnuy Bull came up the towpath
after him at a rush.

Four other fellows leaped ashore
in & hurry and cut after Johnny.

Billy Bunter was left blinking
after them from the boat.

Fen gave a hasty glance back and
broke ioto a run. His idea of a
pitched battle with the (reyiriars
crew seemed to have wvanished from
his mind. The sight of Johnny
Bull’s grim face as Tie came cutting
up the towpath was ecnourh for Pon.

One black eye was all Te wanted.
He ran,

“You  rotten  funk!”  roared
Johnny., "Stop! I've come back to
thrash wou, you rotten worm!
Stop ™

Ponsonby fore on, Monson and

Gadsby keepmg pace.  Unaware
that the QGreyfriars crew had re-
turned, they had very nearly walked
mto the hands that were g0 anzious
to veccive them. Now, like the
guests im “ Macheth,"” they stood not
upon the order of their going, but
went at once. They fairly flew ]

They reached the gate, rushed in,
and banged the pate after them,
with Jobnny Bull hardly two yards
behind.

“Tock the

te !” papted Pon.
Monaon, uﬂﬁ

edipng. tore om up the

“QOr do you want to see £

at;h under the trees, Gadsby at his
eels.

Ponzonby turned hack, a desperate
leam in his eyes. He had a walking-

stick in his hand, and ke grip it;
hard as he turned baek to the pate.
Johnny wae at the gate, and he knew
that he would be grabbed from

behind before he had covered half a
dozen yards.

Jobnny’s hand was shoving the
rate open when Pon’s hand went u=s
the stick in it, and he brought
down with a crash.

Only zheer desperation cdould have
cansed even Pon to deal such a blow.
It crashed on Johnny's straw hat,
erunching it, and half-stunning the
Greyfriars junior. Johnny gave a
gas‘r, and stumbled over on the tow-
;m!, 1.

Pon turned and ran after his

friends.
In & Hornets® Nest !
i OHNNY!” panted Harry
W harton.
*“Johnny, old man ! pasped
Nugent.

Johnny Bul!l was sprawling dizzily.
His hat, smashed by the blow, rolled
in the grass. He lay with hiz hand to
his head, dazed and dizzy.

Wharton and Nugent and Hurret
Jamset RHam Singh ran to him at
once. They helped him to sit up, and
held him. He ecould not speak. Ha
eould. only lean on them, his hand to
bis bead, mumbling,

Bob Cherry was the only one who
did not. stop.

The -sighte of his chum  falling
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under that savage blow was too mueh
for Bob. He put his hand on the
_gate, vaulted over it, and tore up the
path throngh the wood after Pon-
sonby. Seldom or mever did Bob let
his temper rvip. But now his eyes
were like blue flame as he rushed
after the cud of Higheliffe

Three figures were running ahead.
Bob - did not care at the moment
whether: they were three or thirty-
three! He ran as Lie had never run
on tho cinder path—only anxious to
get hold of Ponsonby and give him
wiat lie deserved for that brutal
blow.

Abead of lim, the three High-
cliffians cut out of the wood into the
chalet garden. There they slowed
down for breath,

Thes, ‘as Monson looked back, he
ave an alarmed howl,

“Here they come [

T'on & Co. rushed on again to the
house, .

“ Stop, you rotten funks!” bawled
Bob. *3top, Pon, you worm! I'm
going to smash you, you cur! Stop,
vou rat!”

“‘I{!h gad [ gasped Monson,
on!"

“Qakshott ! welled Pon.
Oakshott 1"

In the veranda at tMe side of the
chalet, Captain Oakshott wus stand-
ing, staring at the three as they
came running, his cigar In i
mouth and astonishment in his face.

“Cut

“Jimmy

; What the dooce——="" he ealled
out.
“Lend o hand here, will you?”

yelled I'on.

“But what——"

“Will you comc down, confound
you?" shricked Pon,

He yelled as ke ran; but poundinz
footsteps were c¢lose behind him,
There was a prab at his, shoulders,
Bob Cherry, in the excitemont of the
moment, was quite heedless of  the

THE MAGNET;

fact that he was invading the privale
garden of the chalet. He was only
thinking of eetting hold of Ponsonby
—and now he had got hold of him!

“Now, vou rotter——" he panted

"0h gad!” ejaculated “the racing
man 11 the vernnda.

He jumped down and ran to the
spot,

Bob, as he grasped Ponsonby, was
grasped in his turn.  Captain Oak-
shott dragged him by shecr force oft
the dandy of Highcliffe.

Pon stargered away, pantine.
Not till that moment did he realizo
that only vne pursuer was after him.
He had fancicd the whole Greyiviars
party whouping in pursuit, He
came to a breathless halt.

“Let go. will you?" roared Bob,
struggling in the racing man’s grip.
“Let me get at that cur! Mind yours
own business, will you?”

“Hold Iim, Jimmy!" paoted Poa.

#I've got him " grinned Jimmey.

“Kick him out, Oakshott ! gasped
Monson.

“Hold kim!" repeated Pon. “T'1
give the looligan s lesson before
he's kicked out! By gum, I'll make
you sorry you barged in here, vou
ruffian ! Stick him over on thesc
steps, Jimmy [

“Any old thing'” said Jimmy,

He jammed Bob down on the
veranda ateps,
Bob strugcled fiercely. He had

forgotten all about Pon's aporting
friend when he pursued the dandy ot
Highclific into the enemy's country.
The champion fighting-man of the
Greyfriars Remove would not have
hesitated to tackle Pon & Co. all at
once. But Captain Oakshott was a
diffcrent proposition. In the racing
man'y sinewy haods, he was jammed
down on the steps, and Pon swang up
the walking-stick. It eame down on
Bob's flannel trousers with a terrific
H“'IE!IE'.
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“Ob!" roarcd Bob,

“Look here, =ztop  that,
exclaimed Gadsby.

“ Pon, old man——" gasped Monson,

Ponsenby did not heed them. Tp
went the stick again, and down it
came with another swipe !

Bob Cherry made a terrific effort
He twisted round in the captuin s
grip and drove his elenched fiat full
in the racing man's hard-featured
face.

“Oh gad!”  gasped Jimmy Oualk-
shott,

Pon 1™

His grasp relaxzed under that jalt.
and Bob tore himsell away., Ho
leaped clear of the captain,

Jimmy Oakshott stood for s

moment, his Land to his nose.. the
red trickling through, hiz finpcrs.
Then, with a roar of rage, he rushed
at Bob and grasped him,

Bob was strong, and Lhe was sturdy.
but he crumpled wp in the curaged
man's Frip.

“Give me that stick, Porsouby !
shouted the captain,

He prabbed the stick frem [un-

donby. Grasping Bob in s left
haund, he laid on the stick with b
right.

Swipe, swine, swipe! rang  on

flannel bags—a poor defence agaiost
such hefty swipes,

Pon looked on, grinning. Monson
looked om, frowning., Gadsby louksd
on with a contemptuous sneer on b
face,

Jimmy Oakshott called himseli
captain—regiment unknown | But ar
that moment, in his savage temper,
he revealed himself for what e realls
was—a racing rough. That jolt on
the nose had canscd the captain to
drop lis supcrficiul affectation of
gentility. He laid on swipe affer
swipe with savage, venomous force.

Gadsby ran forward,

“Stop that !” he shouted; and as
the eaptain did not heed, he gragpe
the ruffan’s arm and dragged the
stick down,

“Get out of it, you !” snarled Ouk.
shott,

“Leave him aloae, Gaddy,
fool ! snapped Pon.

“I tell you he's going to stop ™™
shouted Gadsby. “You touch that
chap ngnin, Jimmy Oakshopt, aun.d
'}l back your shins, you brute!”

“Dash it all, he's ‘had enoush '™
muttered Monson.  “For goodiess’
suke, let him clear! ALl the servanis
arc staring from the windows ™~

you

“Give him some more. Jimmy "
siuid Ponsonby.
“Look  here, shut  up,  Poun!”

snapped Mouson. * You're not boss
here, though you secm to famey vou
are! Lot that fellow go, Jimmy
Oakshott ! )
The rucing man wos evidently dis-
posed to beed Ponsonby, not the
vther two. But he had to luwed
Monson, and Gudsby was hanging on
Lhia arm. He released Bob Choerry.
“Get out, you young rascal e
snarled. “Let me lftl%'ﬂ'il you lere
again, and 'l oive you a few more '

“You rotten cowardly brate'™
panted Bob.
“Gret out, for goodness’ sake!™

said Gadsby., * You shouldn't baoo
come in here, Clerey, and you joily



well know it! Get out, and don't oe
a fool I

Bob did not answer, but he got out.
He was aching all over from that
terrific awiping. and the racipg man

was barely restrained from beginning

on him . again. He had, in fact,
recklessly put his head into a hornets’
nest, and there were too many hornets

for him to deal with! He stumbled
and limped away by the path through
the wood te the river.

Strategie !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. lifted
Johnny Bull into the bdat,
They had helped him along
the bank, and now they got him into
the Water-Lily.
Johnny was in a dizzy state, hardly
able to help himself for the time.

Frank Nugent held him steady as
he gat, with liis hand to his bruised
head. Hurres Jamset Ram Singh
dipped a sponge in cold water to
bathe the bruise. That crack of the
head had hurt Johnny and left a
bruise under his hair. But for his
atraw hat, which had been smashed,
it would have hurt him a good deal
maore.

The three juniors, in their anxiety
for Johuny Bull, had hardly noticed

that Bob had rushed on into the
wood, But pow Harry Wharton
looked back wup the bank rather

anxiously, and, as Bob was not in
sight, ran up the towpath to the
gate again.

He was not alarmed for Bob, even
if he was tackling the three High-
clifians all at omce. Still, if that
was what was }m]ipening, he was
eager to go to his help, and he left
Nugent and Hurree Sinch to look
after Johnny and ran hard back to
the gate in the fence.

Hut it epened as he reached i,
and Bob came through.

Bob was stumbling a little as he
came, and his face was white.

“What “ hegan Harry., Af a
glanca he eould sce that Bob had

been throush it severely. " You've
been scrapping ?"

Bob gritted his toeth.

“That rtacecourse tough, Oak-
shott,” he muttercd. “Those ecads
conldn't have hurt me. But that

L]

ruffian

He hroke oft, and tramped down the
towpath in sileoce. His feelings were
almost too deep for words.

It was not & happy party that
cathered in the Water-Lily in the
thickening dusk. Johnny Bull had
4 bir bruise on his liead; Bob wad
acrhing from head to foot. Neither of
them was feeling at the moment equal
to mwore tronble, But both of them
were determined that there was more
trouhle to come. T[onsonby and his
racing pal were going to be called to
acconnt—that was scttled withont dis-
Cuss1on.

It was nearly dark when a fizure
was seen coming along the towpath
from the eate.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh picked
up the boathook with a grim expres-
ston on his dusky face.

But as the man drew nearer, the
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juniors who had visited the chalet the
previous day recognised Porritt,

He came to the edge of the bank,
penring at the boat, and they caught
a whiff of spirits as he leaned over
to look at the Water-Lily.

“Well, what do you want?"” rapped
Harry Wharton. “If you're looking
for trouble, there's plenty ready.”

Porritt, probably, could see that
for himeelf. He gave ratbher an un-
¢agy glance at the boathook in Hurree
Singh’s dusky hands. His manner
was quite civil as he replied :

“Not at all, eir. I merely came to
gee if your boat was still here. May
1 suggest that you shounld find some
other spot to tic upe”

Y We shall please ourselves about
that,” said Nugent curtly.

Porritt coughed,

“0Oh, certainly, sir; but it might
be advisable to avoid more disputes.
The towpath, of cougse, does not be-
long to my master's estate, but surely
it 18 injudicicus to choose a spot so
tlose at hand when wou have the
whaole river to choose from.”

“That's our business 1"

“Oh, quite, sir,” esaid Porritt;
"hut——"

“But Ponsonby wants {fo know
whether it's safe to pet outside the
house, or whether he’s got to skulk
indoors?  Is that it?" asked Bob
Cherry., “Well, vou can tell him
that he's going to be thrashed for
acting like the rotten hooligan he ia!
And you can tell that racing bilack-
guard, Oakshott, that he’s got it
coming, too. Is that all you want
to know e

Porritt grinned for a moment,

“I should advise you to seck some
other anchorage,"” he said. It may
save you from an unpleasant
handling, perhaps. 1 hope wou will
think it over and decide to go. That
iz all, sir.”

“Enough, too,” said Bob. “Yon
cap cut!”

Porritt disappearced up the bank.

“1 say, you fellowz!” squeaked
Rilly Bunter when he was gone. I
say, you'd betler let the matter drop,
and clear! That's my advice !™

“Keep it to yourself, you fat funky
frog 1™

“Beast! I can jolly well tell you
that 1 don’t want that lot pitching
imto us!” ezelaimed the fat Owl in-
dignantly. " Nice to have them drop-

ing in and mopping us up in the
idal o Rl

middle of the night

“1 wizh they'd try it on ! grunted
Eob.

“Well, T don't,” said Bunter,

“You can whop Fonsonby next term,
when we're back at Gregfriarsa! And
I jolly well thin "

“Shut up!”

“Shap’t! T jolly well think *

“Puncture him with that hoathook,
Inky, if he doesn’t shut up'!”

Bunter, with an indignant sport,
shut up.

Harry Wharton sat silent for a
minute or two with a thoughtful face.
Then he spoke quietly :

I think we'll clear, all the same,
vou fellows.”

“You =illy ass!" exclaimed Bob
hotly. “That boozy butler has been
genit down to frighten we off, and if
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we go they'll think we've been scared
awaﬁ"

“"Ezactly,” esid Harry. “And if
they think we've been scared away
they won't think that we shall turn
up again tosmorrow.”

“Oh!" gaid Bob,

“The more they think we've been
scared away, the better,” said the
captain of the Remove. “We can't
get at Pon so long as he skulks in-
doors—and you can bet that he won't
show a nose while we're around. Let
him think we're frightened away as
much as he likea—till he sees us
ﬂgﬂinfu

“Jally old strategist,” said Bob.

“We'll be frightened off—but only
as far as a guarter of a mile up the
river,” said Harry. “And next time
Pon sends somebody to spy on us he
wil] find we're gone, and can take the
good news back to Pon. To-morrow
we can leave the boat up the river,
and walk back by the towpath.”

“Right!” agreed Bob.

And the painter was untied, and the
Greyfriare crew pulled away up the
Thames to a pew anchorage a quarter
of a mile or so ahove the Monson
Chalet, where they tied up for the
night.

And when, in the sunny morning,
Porritt came down to the river again,
he grinned at the empty epace where
the Water-Lily had been. and then
v.;ent hack to the chalet to report all
cleal.

Erought to Book !

¢ HANEK goodness they went!”
said kﬁ}nmn.
Fonsouby enecred,
ghrugged his shoulders,
“We'd have made it pretty hot for
them if they hadn't,” he eaid. ' The
rowdy cads had erough, and a little
over, | thmk.™
“Or perhaps they %Eﬂ up the idea
of ever having the pleasure of meet-

and

ing you, Pon, if they waited for
a month of Sundays,” suggested
Gadehy.

“You're asking for a thick ear
Gaddy "

"I{ueP it for Hull," =aid Gadaby.
“I don't believe yon've seen the last
of him. If he doesn’t make vou sit

up for leaving him tied up like "a
turkey the other dav, he's & howling
funk—and you know whether he is
ar not.”

“They're gone,” sneered Pon.

It was late in the morning. A boat
waa tied up near where the Water-
Lily had been tied the day before.
Pon & Co. were going ont on the river
with their sportimg friend, Captain
Oakshott, but it was quite certain
that that trip on the Thames would
never Lhave been mooted had the Grey-
friars erew been on the spot.

Pon had no doubt that the happen-
ings of the previous evening, and the
prospect of more to come, had scared
away the crew of the Water-Lily.
Nevertheless, he had been extremely
relieved to hear from Porritt that they
had gone. 8o long as they were-on
the spot, Pon preferred to stay with-
in the walls of the chalet; and he
waz npt spending a holiday up the
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river te stay indoors if he could
kelp it. -

nyhow, the Greyfriars boat had

¢leared off, and he had no doubt that
it was miles up the river by that
time, and that he would gte no more
of its crew.

The three Highelifians had ecome
out at the gate 1n the fence by the
towpath, and Pon's first glance had
been directed at the former anchorage
of the Water-Lily. His sneers and
hia shrugs did not disguise from his
friends the fact that he was relieved
to see the last of it, or the other fact
that he would not have ventured out
but for Porritt’s good mews. )

“I wonder,” said Gadsby, glancing
up and down the river.

“Oh, don't be & fool!" snapped
Possonby irritably.

At thersame time, he glanced over
the shining river with a searching
eye. He was gure that the Greyfriars
crew bad gone on their way, and that
they were done with. Still, he
scanned all the craft that were in
sight, going up or down. None of
them, iu#ﬂer, was the Greviriars
Water-Lily.

“They're gone,"” said Monson. " We
know they're doing the Thames, and
I'm blessed if I know why they hung
abott here so long as they did. Any-
how, they're gone mow, and I dare
say they're past Bemson Lock long

ﬂ' E_ |

“ Jimmy will be with us if they hap-

ed to sliew up,” said Ponsonby.
“But they've been frightened off,
and you koow it as well as I do,
Gaddy.”

THE MAGNET

The three were waiting for Captain
Oakshott, who had not yet come down
from the chalet. It did not occur to
any of the three that eyes were fixed
on them at that very moment.

Gadsby doubted whether the Grey-
friars crew were done with for good.
But he did not suspect that the Grey-
friars crew, at that very moment,
were within ten yards of the spot.

But they were, though they were
out of sight in the wood by the river,
And Hurret Jamset Ram Singh, sit-
ting on the branch of a tree that
n?ertﬁpped the fence, had an eye on
the Highclifians and o grin on his
dusky face,

It was a sound of rustiing and
brushing, as of fellows clambering
over & fence, that apprised the High-
clifians that they were not alone on
the spot.

Ponsonby glanced round.

Then he jumped,

From the fence that enclosed the
wood by the river, Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry dropped. Frank
Nugent. Johnny Bull, and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh dropped a moment
later.

“Oh gad!” gaaped Monson,

Ponsonby’s eyes fairly popped at
the Famous Five,

The Greyfriars boat was not there—
it was nowhere to be seen on the
river, But the Greyfriars crew were
there! ‘Aud as they dropped from the
fonee they separated—two on one
side, three on the other, entting off
egcape in either direetion,

Ponsonby gave them one Inok, and
made a jingfé bound into his beatL
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He did not wait for his {ricnds—le
grabbed at the painter!

But he had no time to deal with the

ainter,

Johnny Bull was in the boat only a
sccond after Pon! And Pon, grasped
in strong hands, was pitched headlong
out again, to sprawl on the towpath,

And as he sprawled there, panting,
Johnny coolly unhooked the painter;
and, as he jumped back to the bank,
the boat flvated out into the river!
That hope of escape was cut off for
the enemy.

Popsonby stuggered to his feet.

Monson and Gadsby drew together,
with very uneasy looks. They were
fuirly in the hands of the enemy now ;
and they realised, too late, that they
had beco waited for, and that they
had walked into an ambush.

“*You rotters!” bpeathed
NIDR_JF

“Better take off your jacket ! said
Johnony Bull grimly, * You've got it
coming ! We're not going to handle
you three to one, as you did me—man
to man is fair play! Ready!™

Pon did not scem ready. .

“You haven't got a stick in your
aw now ! said Johnny sarcastiealiy.
*If you had, it wouldn't help you
much! Heady?"

“Look bhere * beran Moenson.

“Are you fellows joining in this?”
asked Harry Wharton titely.
“We're here for Pon—you kuow what
he did, as you helped bim. Never
mind that—yeu ean steer elear if you
like, or if you choose you can pck
your men. The others will staud
round and sce fair play ™

*The fair-playtulness will be
terrific |” assured Hurree Jamset Bam
Singh. “The whopfulness will also ke
great ™

“Thanks ! drawled Gadsby, " You
cun leave me out! Pon's welcome 1o
all the trouble he chooses to dig wp,
so0 far as I'm concerned. If you e
oping te 2ive him a fair Geht, Lve
got nothing to say about it.”

“If it's man to maon, I don’t see
why I should citp in!" said Monson.
“ Pon can stand up for himself, if it’s
man te man.”

Pon breathed hard.

Hiz friends could not have bLelpoed
him, if they had wanted to. Poén bud
vily one hope.of eluding what he had
asked for. Captain Uakshott was
coming, and at an¥ moment he might
emerge from the gate. Pon's game
was fo gain time till the racing muo
appeared on the scene,

" Ready ' repeated Johony Bull

“Oh, all right!" said Ponsonby.
“I1'il thrash you if wou like, you
Gregiriars cad! Wait till I zet my
jacket off ¥

Gadsby winked at Monson. He wnaa
well aware of what Ponsonby ex-
%mut{-d, and that he counted on zid
rom the racing man when he arrived.

Pon began to remove his jacket. It
came off very slowly-—perhaps on
account of its excellent fit.

Johnny Bull watched him rather
like an impatient bulldog. He wis
cager to get going.

ut his ecagerness was far from
shared by the dandy of Highcliffe,
and that elezanst jacket come off verv

Foua.
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Pon hung it on the fence; and; aa
he did so, he eaught the sound of
approaching footsteps, coming down

e path through the wood te the
grate F;The racing man ‘was coming—
in o few moments more he would be
on Eﬂhe tﬂ;rpath! i

“How long are you going ce
me waiting, Ponsonby?” aﬂkeg
Johnny Bull, in a deep.growl.

“In a hurry to thrashed !™
sneered Pomsonby.

“I'm waiting !

Ponsenby turned back his cuffs—
slowly.

Bob Cherry uttered an ejaculation
ag the gate in the fence was pulled
open.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that Fon's
sporting pal#* )

“All the better if it is!” said
Harry Wharton. " We've pgot 1o
settle with that rotter, too!”

“You bet!” aaid Bob, with a glint
in hig eyes.

Captain Qakshott came out on the
towpath. He stared at the ﬁrﬂup of
juniors, and his brows knitted.

“That gang again!" he §runt-ed.
“Yes, this gang again,” said Bob
Cherry. “And now you're here, you

rotten rascal, you're geing to rget B
gpot of what you gave me yesterday!™
“Oh erikey | gasped Johnny Bull.

Johnny's eyes had been om Fon-
sonby. Now they were fixed om the
captain, almost starting from his
head with astonishment.

His friends looked at him. The
Highclifians stared at him. His
amazed face took them all by sur-
prise. Johnny bad not been with his
friends when they had encountered
the captain, and, so far as any of the

art new, Johnuy had never seen

im before! But Johnny had!

“That man !" gasped Johnny,

“You've not seen Captain OCakshott
before, "have you?” asked Harry.
T} What_#

“Captain Oakshott! Is that Pon’s
eporting pal that you've mentioned P¥
gasped Johnny Ball,

" Yea. What—?"

“Oh, my hat! That's the man!”
roared Johnny.

Fi Eh ?J.:I

“The man I saw when I was tied
up in the wood—taking off his apecs
and moustache and sticking-plaster I¥
roared Johnny. “I'd know him again
anywhere !

‘ Wha-a-t7?*

“That's the man who robbed
Monson’s father, the man in the rain-
coat!”

“0Oh erumbs 1*

“Cellar him!¥ shouted Johnny.
“That's the footpad—collar him [

And, forgetting Pon, who stood
looking quite dazed at this sudden
revelation, Johneny Bull rushed at the
captain, and his friends, amazed as
they were, rushed after him; and
Captain Oakshott, mixed up with the
Famous Five in a desperate struggle,
rolled on the towpath.

Getting the Hold-Up Man!

APTAIN OAESHOTT — other-
wise the man in the raincoat—
etruggled frantically,

He had no chance, with five. fellows

grabbing and grasping him, and he
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went -down on the- th with a
crach, drag down before he could
think of flight, or anything else.

Johnny Bull’s recoganition of him
was & dumbfounding surprise to the
hold-up man! He had never even seen
Jolinny Bull before; and for a fellow
he had mever scen to recognise him as
the footpad and denounce him, was a
staggering and overwhelming shock.

e i::nu?d not begin to understand

how Jobhnny Bull kpew; but he
realised that his litrerty was at stake,
and he fought like a wildeat.

Monson and Gadaby stood staring
on, as if bemused. Poneonby, equally
astounded, was the first to make a
movement.

“Lend him a hand, you fellows!™
he panted. *“Come on!”

Gadsby grasped him by the arm.

“You fool !* he exclaimed shrilly.
“HKeep clear! TYou heard what that
fellow said s

“Liea!" snarled Ponmsomby., “If it
wae true, how could he know?”

“Don’t be a mad idict! Do you
want to go to prisom as his accom-

lice P** hissed Gadsby. “I don't know
Eﬂw be knows—but he does know!
Are you going to help the thief who
robbed Monson's father?”

“It can't be true!”

“It can’t!” gaﬂped Monson, his face
white, “Good gad, if Jimmy Oak-
shoit's the man, what will the pater
say? You brought him here, Pon,

and—"

“Pon all over!” said Gadsby
bitterly. *“He picks up a racin
rotter, and he turns out to be a hold-
up man! That's how he knew sll
a]E’?Ht Monson’a pater—he got it from
us !

“Oh!* gasped Ponsonby,

He did not think of interfering
further. It was borne in upon his
mind
borne im upom his mind, too, the

osition he had placed himself in by

ringing emch a character to Mr.
Monson’s house.

“They've got him all right I eaid
Gadsby. “I'd jolly well help, if they
wuﬂt&g help *

But the Famons Five did not need
help, They had the desperate man
down, and they kept him down.

Captain Oakshott waes making
desperate efforta to get at his hip-
pocket.

The juniors who had seen the man
in the raincoat hold up Mr, Monson's
car knew what he had in that hip-
Enn.ket, and they were not likely to let

im get'at it. In that moment of
desperation the ruffian would have
used - his ‘auntomdtie without seruple.
With that deadly weapon in his hand,
the odds against him would not have
counted for much.

But the juniors did not give him
a chance. Bob Cherry had hold of
his wrist, and he twisted it with-

out mercy, keeping it away from

the dangerous weapon the ruffian
was secking to grasp.
Johnny Bull got a knee on the

rascal’s waistcoat. Harry Wharton
had his other wrist—Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh had a strong grasp on

his collar—Nurent had him round.

the neck.

Savagely, as he

desperately

that it waa true—and it was

5

rﬁaiutaﬂ, thﬁhhnl&-up Em had ne
chance, and his & was %
in fgkile.efforta. el 'Pﬂ

Then, as his mad efforts weakened,
Bob and Harry Wharton dragged his
wrists together, and Nugent jerked
off the man's neckiia to secure them,

Then Johnny Bull twisted a hand-
kerchief and knotted that also round
the captain's wrists.

The rascal was helpless now.

The juniors, panting from the
struggle, rose, leaving Eim kying . in
the grass, his hands bound, gur';‘ﬁinl
spasmodically for breath.

Johnny Bull, as he rose, grabbed
gomething from the hip-pocket the
rascal had been trying to reach. He
held it up. It was an automatis

istol—the same, undoubtedly, that
1ad been pressed to Mr, Monson's
ribs a couple of days ago.

“That's safer in our hands,” re-
marked Johnny.

“Oh pgad!” pasped Monson. The
sight of the automatic settled all
doubt- if there had been any doubt.
“Iook at that, PonI"

But there was no answer from Pom,

Pon, taking advantage of the fact
that the Famous Five were too busy
to heed him, had cut across to the
gate and started thréugh the wood
at & Tun. Pon was off the scens—
and getting farther off as fast as his

legs could go.
‘That tears it!" said Gadsby.
“He's the man! 'What the thump
Euing to say to your pater.

are you
Monson ¥

“IT—I don't know! It was Pom
brought the brute here. It's all Pon's
fault,” muttered Moneon.

Harry Wharton, still breathlees,
looked round at them. He noticed
that Ponsonby was gone—but he was
not bothering about Fon now.

“Monson,” he called out, “this iu
the man who robbed your father the
day before yesterday. We're going
to hand him over to the police!™

“How the dooca did vou kmow?™
asked Gadsby.

“Johnny Bull saw him when he
was tied up in the wood—he got out
of aight there to take off his dis-
guige,” answered Harry, “We wen:
to the police station at Wallingford
the same night to give the informa-
tion—but we wunever dreamed——"

“Never dreamed that you had »
jolly old hold-2p man as a guest,
iﬂ[nnmn," grinned Bob Cherry.

Monson shivered.

“I ecan identify him all right,” said
Johnny Bull primly. “I'd swear to
him anywhere. I dare say he's got
your father’s banknotes in hie pockets
now—along with his aotomatie.
We've got him all right!”

The captain .sat up, pantini._

“Tt's false,” he muttered thickly.
“J—— Let me go at once! I—"

“False, ia it ?"” said Johnny. “ Well,
if it's falee, yon've only got to tell
the police so—and tell them at the
same time what you carry an auto-
matie for! I'm sure they'd like to
know "

“ 1 suppose we can use the télephone
at wour nonse, Monson—in the eir-
cumstances? . asked Harry Whartom
pelitely “ We can’t walk this sporis-

Tex Maoner Lisrary.—No. 1,



Z6

man twoe or three miles—the police
will have to call for him.”

Monsen nodded without apeaking.
He was overwhelmed with dismay.

Pon had landed his friends in a
wood many unsavoury scrapes ab
“various times, but mnever anything
quite s¢ bad as this,

+Menson fairly shivered at the
]*ams}:c-:t of his next intcrview with
his Fatier.

“Bring him along "' said Boh.

“That cad Fom's gone!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“Never mind, Pon—he will keep,”
sald Bob. " We've got to take care
of this bird—he's tvo valuable to
lose.”

Jimmy Qakshott attempted another
sirugzle as he was jerked to his feet,
But, with his handz securely bound,
it was not much use to resist. The
Famong Five walked him in ot the
gate, kecpine round him, and walked
him through the wood and throueh
the garden, and up to the chalet,
Monson and Gadshy follawing,

Porritt almost fell down uﬁwu he
opened the door to a loud knock,

* What——" gasped Porritt.
l'-l"wrlat_u

“Hold-up man!” explained Bob
affably. “Man who stopped your
governor's ‘car the other day end
Emched his pocket-book! We catch

old-up men in our spare time,
Porritt [

Porritt blinked at Monson, who
nodded.

The Famous Five marched the
rascal in, an elegant figure disappear-
ing guickly up the staircase as they
entered. Pon did pot seem to want
cOTApany.

Four of the Co. sat round Captain
Oakshott, who lgoked at them with
the exﬁrussiun of a captured tiger,
while Harry Wharton used the tele-
phona. And the five of them sat
reand him till a police inspector and
a constable arrived, and he passed
into official hands.

il ag—

Monson's Request '

Y SAY, you fellows!”
Y Missed us, old fat man?"
"HEE—lping a feilow hanging
about here all day!” exclaimed Billy
Bunter indignantly. “I ecan jolly
well tell vou that if there hadn't been
ﬁlmty of grub I should jolly well
ave cleared off!"

“QOur mistake !” said Bob Cherry.
“"We shouldn’t have dome all that
ahu§ih%] at Wallingford !* :

L1} 4 3, !.:Iﬂ- !1'?

It was latd in the afternoon when
the Famous Five came back to the
Water-Lily.

Billy Bunter, naturally, was indig-
nant; but his fat, shiny, and sticky
look hinted that he had found con-
solation for solitude. The Famous
Five were likely to have some mere
ahn%m% to do in Wallingford.

“YWhat have vou been up to?” de-
manded Bunter.

*“Snafling hold-up men.”

“You silly ass!” howled Bunter.

“At least, one hold-up man,” said

Harry Wharton, laughing. " Pon'a
sporting pal was the hold-up mam,
Tee Magner Lispary.—No, 1,648
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Bunter, and they've found ncarty all
Mr. Monson's money in his pockets.”

*Blow Mr. Monson!”™ answored
Bunter. *“Did you wallop that cad
Ponsonhy#"

tir;ﬂ:
good."”

“Just like you silly owls,” said
Bunter. " He wonldn't have zot awny
if I'd been there!”

“We'll pet Pon all right I erunted
Johnny Bull., “We've put paid to
his sporting pal, and we'll get Pon
all right.”

But Johnny
on that point!

Fonsonby, after that discovery of
the true character of his sporting pal
—for whose prescnce at the chalet he
was responsible, felt altogether too
shy to meet Mr. Monson again, !

Monson had no ehotee in the matter
—but FPon had--and Pon departed
promptly, before Mr., Monson got
the news and arrived at the riverside
chalet.

Mr. Monson wanted to see the
Famous Five, and they went to the
chalet to see him--Porritt wvery
reapectful indeed a8 "he let them in'!
Mounson was there, but they learned
that Pon and Gaddy had gone on up
the river.

Monson was awkwardly civil, Mr.
Monson full of effusive acknowledg-
ments. Hr had reasom to be pleased
—sgeventy-five pounds omt of hia

]
{m went while the going was

Bull pr-::n'{-t] misfaken

hundred had been recovered, and the
hold-up man wa3 in the prip of the
law, 5o he talked to the Famous
Five, as Bob described it afterwards,
like a Dutch uncle, and they parted
with mutual esteem.

When they left, Monson followed
them down to the gate.

“I suppose you re eoing on up the
river?” he asked.

“Yee" answercd Harev.

“Pon's zoue, as 1 teld you.
may meet kim."

“We're goiug to, somcliow,” said
Johnny Bull grimly.

“I've had an awful time with the
pater,” said Monson, * 've mot some
more to come. If you mect Pan——"
He pansed.

“Well#” asked Harry.

“Smash lnm!" said Monson.

“Eh?"

*Bmash him—just smash him 1™

And Monson went in, leaving the
Greyfriara fellows staring. -

arry Wharton & Co. grinned as
they walked back to the Water-Lily.

“Can’t say I like Mouson much,”
remarked Bolb Cherry. " But we'll
jolly well oblize him ig this if we
meet, Pon !

“What-ho!" gaid Johnny Bull.

And when the Water-Lily rolled on
np the Thames, the Greyfriars crew
had a wary eye open for Pon more
than willing—indeed, cager—to oblige
Monson.

Yo

THY. EXD.

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor B always pleasad (o
hear from his readers. Write to
him: Editor of tha MAGHET; The
Amalgamated Press, Lid., Filostway

House, Farringdon 3t., London, E.C.4.

—

HE first letter this week comes
from Charles Munday, of
Windsor, who inforins me that

in his opinion the Macner is
better than ever. Tle winds up his
cheery communication by saying that
my weekly mail must be *something
tremendous !

It certainly i3, Charles. Letters
reach me from all corners of the earth.
Only vesterday I heard from Albar H.
Fazelbhoy, whoe lives in far-away
Mahim, in India. And, would you
believe it, my Indian c¢hum informs me
that & pickpocket stole his copy of the
Muaower in the crowded Crawford
Market? I am forwarding Albar
another copy by the next mail

As 1 have a number of letters from
readers who ask for the replies to
appear in print, I'll get busy on 'em
right away.

Jeanette DUNN  [(Glasgow).—Write
to Warner BProthers, First National,

Burbank, California, U.8.A. if you
wank & photogr-aph of the hlm star,
Erroll Flynn.

B. GREEN ({London).—Brian Valen-
tine i3 not at Greyfriers now. Harry
Wharton iz 5 ft. 5 in. tall, and Poter
Todd 5 {t. 6¢ in. Lord Mauleverer
i3 richer than Vernon-Smith. Alr
Quelch’s age is his own secrot,

Robert WARDLAW.—(1} 1u size, per-
bhaps, but uot n price. (2.1 really

{3
Cost
5o heavy in

cannat sav; he's not sure himeelf.
No. (4) Lacger than it is now,
of production was not
those days, :
Bryan SOWTER [Wansiead).—I¢
would be far too costly 10 supply
enamal badges with Billy Banter's fag
face on 'em. Borry, snd all that!
C. L. BOOTH (Lancs).—hlay con-
tinua “BMy Own Paga® amain later,

Fish's full name is Fisher Tarlcion
Fizh.
HTWO HOPEFUL MAGNET-

ITES ™ [Shepherd's Bush), and Sidney
BLUNT {Stawford Hilll.—Thanks for
your suggestions, all of wiich 1 will
bear in mind.

FPhew! That's enough of * Replies
in Brief " for this week.

Now for a-word or two about next
week's smashing story of the Grey. -
friars chums, entitled:

“ BUNTER ON THE SPOT ! "
By Frank Richands,

Still holidayv-making on Old Father
Thames, Harry Wharton & Co. mect
with thrills and exvitement at every
bend of the river. When the chums of
Greviriars first set out for a holiday
trip on the Water-Lily, the last person
they wanted to join them wus Billy
Bunter. Next week, however, they
have reazon to the glad that the fat
Ol is one of the party. It izn't often
Bunter coma2s in useful, but he cer
tainly does-next week. as you will learn
when jyou reud this spanking fne
yarn, :
Dr. Birchemall and his boys at St

-Bam’s are still going strong in our

next ‘“Herald.” in which vou will fusd
more interesting picces of news written
by the Greeviriars boys themselves,
Take my tip awnd order next week's

MAGHET early.
YOUR EDITOR.
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frowned and fingered his birchiod,
Tubby's suxxcss as a foorballer looked

like making thinps awkward. With
Miss Molly’s eyes locking on him more
favourably, Tubby would =urely be
maore hoapilessly ensnared by her charm
than ever !

But, to the scrprize of the crowd,
Tubby Barrell did not seem unduly
thrilled h,vH Aliss Molly's admiration,

rfter all. His eves had become fixed on
the distant tuckshop. ,
“Thanke, Mliss liu'i!.} " he said
absently. "1 say, you fellows, I feel
hungry 1"
R

“I"'m absolutely famished!” said
Tubby. “I've 5imPly to have some-
thing to eat soon! . What about all of
us sellybrating in the tuckshop?* °

* But I thought you were slimming 1*
yelled Fearless, '

“Look here, Fearless, I don’t want
to be a skinny scarecrow like you i

* Does this mean, Barrell,” asked Dr,
Birchemall, *“that the sentimental
thoughts you entertained for my dawter
are now dismissed 1"

“Oh, really, sir, I hoap I should
never sentimentsal 1"
“ But I'm jolly bungry |” .

‘Tha crowd roared. Miss Molly smiled.
The Head grinned. _

“I was nEht all the -time, -
chaps,” said Fearless, " What Tubby
was suffering from was not love. Ii was
g:ﬁlll-gﬂtlun—-and the game has cured
)

And s0 it proved to be. Tubby showed
no _more Signs having loat his hart
to Miss Molly. And néthing more was
heard of his ambitions to be slim and
athlettick. Tubby’s sentimental spasm
was a thing of the past !

CHASED RUNAWAY HORSE
ON MOTOR-BIKE!

m-n_"i hhl-t'—Eﬂh'll"ll'-l.H:i_p.[ Sequel

Coker’s higﬂtmuhln iz that he’s too
imnpeteous, e acts fArst, and thinks
afterwarde—if he thinks at alll

Take the incident that happened this
week, Coker was seated
on his motor-bike at the
sida of & horse drive
weer the coast resors
where be has beén stay-
ing, tslking” %o  Pottor
and Greeno, when Gatty
of the Third, who has
slso becn spending part
of his vao at the same

place, rushed up in a
Male great oxcite-
Jent.

“Coker 1" he gelled:
#Did you ses that run-
away horse along
there—"

-Coker waited for na .
miore. - With & deafening roar, he was
riding swey on his motor-bike in the
direction ‘indicated by Gatiy, He
might hsve waited for just a little
more information about 1t; but ke
didn’t. He just went all out after that
runsway horse! -

He scon came in sight of it—a big
chestnut mave. galloping along with &
smati-looking pgentleman of  the
“eounty ¥ class on its back. Coker

saidl Tubby.

accelerated and drew level with the run-
AWAY.

“Hold tight!” he yelled, above the
roar of his engine. " I'll soon stop her
for you [*

Strictly
not allowe
that consideration did not, of courie,
deter Coker. He raced alongside the

chestnut-mare for a second or two, then

:Ipeaking, imotor-bikes were

reached out with his right hand, while
continuing to steer with his left, and
grabbed the mare's tail,

Then there was a most frightful mix.

up. The mare reared up on her hin
legs, and Coker skidded, and, finally
bath riders came to grief, a landed

beside each other in the dust, with
Coker’s motor-bike lyi
drive and the chestnuf mare amblin
qmetliy' fo the nearest patch of edible
gTass .

Coker sal up, grinning cheerfully.

“Saved !"” he chortled, *Nice work,
what 1"

- The next moment, however, the
trinmphant grin vanished from his face,
and his chortles changed to yells of
Eam. Te his utter ‘amazement, the
orscman, whom he had expected to be
full of gratitude, had started lashing
him- with his ridingcrop! Coker
jumped up, roaring.’ ' .

“Owl Chuek it! What the thump
do you think you're doing? Is this

Ow- [ ; :
' The horggman lowered -hig riding-
crop and stired, B
“Having my life? What on
you talking abont?™ ;
“Thkat's whit I've probably done if
only you knew 1t?" hooted Coker.
“Riding -on.a runaway like you were,
you might ecasily. have  been thrown
under a car or against a tree, and——"
“Runaway {” gasped the horseman,
“Do you seriously imagme I waz on's
runaway ! 3 -
“Of course | Why else shculd I have
 raced. after Gguu and pulied her up?”
domanded Coker. * Sotneons tald me
yﬂuswere cmﬁ rmig:raf, ?_::-d.—-” ol
“SBomeone has been -puiling, your leg,
young man!” i !E ‘the%:mlgga

earth are

can sce for yourself. I was. certainly
galloping, but I had her entirely under
control.” :

“And you mean to say there isn’t a
runawsy anywhere down the herse
drive " - ;
“I've seen none—and I've been riding

here for half an hour, There was &
runaway yesterday, I believe, hut I'm
perfectly certain there has been noge
to-day |

on the horse drive; but

lying across the

off -

what I get for saving your beastly life?

snd
“Tha mare is per!t:agtlg dosile, a3 you
| to yoir. -Convment vous postes-vous—]
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| “Oh! Well, I'm sorry, then!™

‘| growled Coker: i

:  He mounted his motor-biks dnd raced
back to Potter and Creene. Gatty was
n re to be seen, Coker syed his
henchmen with & thunderous brow., -
. “Where's that o vy fag? PFPm

EOUF don't Think you'll bo sbla 4o, old
: on n a'll bo a

beaw,” grinned Egttu:. "Hl?:tﬂﬁnttr
Just ~ameé up and. collocted him in a
car, and I understand they're going
homae {o-day. Why do you wani-to slay
hlmh:a.ujwnr {48 -

* Because the cheeky young bras had
the nerve to jape me—me, you knaw 1”
said Coker impressively, - “He told ms
:cihgra.. wuha & Fepawiy homﬁ daﬁ :%n

rive, when re was nothin 'y
kmdﬁ'uﬁld_*“ i : :

* Well, you're wron e, old man."
said Greene, - Ha tu%li us all about it.
It happened {nstarday. You didn't
walb to hear.- What made you dash off
in such a hurry ™

Patter and Grreene rosared when r
explained. They roared on a different
rnote when Coker knocked their heads
to ltlhar i_" : :

in all, it scems that the on -'
!““G“'&“ can feel chirpy over thalig:fr
in Gatty, ,

Coker has decided not to slay Gatt
after all—because it was hin own fault
for not stopping to listen to the end of
Gatty’s story, " -

S0 far, it has not occurred to Coker’s
p-u‘wer{uf brain that that was exactly

what Gatty intended |

BOLSOYER HAS GONE ALL
CONTINENTAL !

Says HARGLD SKINNER

Keep an eye out for Bolsover major
when the new term starts, chaps! You
ah%uhi find hiﬁ] worth watching. :

ran into him yesterday, I noticed

the differenca at onece. g His straw
boater was set on his head at.a jauntier
angle than Hﬂ%l, dud ha wis weatity
stripad orvain fsnnel trdusirs, Thire
e and daslh abous him that

WHS A Spatr
was nl?i- thera last term, . -

“ Al, Bog’ jour, mon ami ¥ he roared,
,whan he spotted e,

1 *ﬂi’.‘!‘l P
"“What did you say 1" 1 asked,
. Ben jdur, horf siti | But, of couise,

e den't :’ﬁd&h . French wall,
ouild - heve Hiiﬂr%rdadw

innge. ¥

mean;, how are you, old chapt®
"YNot bad, thanke!” 1-° gesped.
“'B;:lttf what’s hlﬁ.‘ﬂ[ you? Are you all
g ” :

H0ui, oui; jse me porte tres bien,
merci—dl, there I Eso again| I mean,
ﬁo I'm as Bt ass fiddle, thanks I'* said

er major cheerfully.’ “I¢'s a
change for me to be back in the old
stmosphere again, sou know, Bkinny.
Reminds me that poem about
‘ Broathes thers & man with soul »»
dead, that never to himself hath u.i-:i;
“Thua is my own, my native Jand,”
BT S

tee, 1 grinne ‘Ha you've
been abroad, ah!’g =

“Ah-oui. Je rre—T should say, yes
To .Ftlhcs:- you know,” explai
Bolsover, =Pu£_ris nm:'t:ﬁlll ﬂ'.;] i Ah,
mon aml, cest megnifique, t—oh
_'duhk%n i;..'_ ;ﬂm!_' ﬂ%ﬂq sn effort tni'
' spes ish again, . You sbop ou
Lo the habit over therer” | O
p SYMGot 1" T spid suddenly. * You
‘shave s stndy with young Dupont.
suppase - you've been over there -with

hiun,”
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“’lﬂ'als oni—l mean, yves, I did sce
him.-in- Paria. It sras Dupont who got
Jne to go . over, as & matter-of fact,”
ssid Boleover. “I was a slow starfer,
Bkinny—usupl  stick-in-the-mud E::g—
Lishman, you know. Didn't want to go
at all. But now it’s all.over, T umﬁidnt
have. ‘mrizsed .}t fo¥ worlds, ore’s
nothing like foreign travel for broaden-
irg &, chap'a. mind.. You see”things
mm a pew angle and all that,”

. grnis., I ‘suppoge -you do.
doean't - always affect chaps
sadly &8 it hasyou,” T remack

ow, Bolsy, ‘you've gone all r:gutm-
epthl. How -long did you spend over
there? F suppose you've been there
most of -the vac!™

Bolsover shobk his head.
“Well, ‘ot guite, l}n.!v ‘A COMpAara-
tively short vielt, Skinfy."
“Wandorful what a fﬂr%nfht- can do,
all Hie ganie,” ¥ grinned. * Bome ‘peaple
-uu t”as mich out of a fortnight's
ay as ethers get out of a- couple of
:I‘.hl:mth‘s-.”
“Vous Ehrer. rdisoni—I moan,

But it
mte 80
“You

1.!!"|1 re

quite right, Bkinny | And some get
w5 Tatich out of a -weéek, -or éven lcss
dhaw that 1™ -

S How imE'iéiid TOU ERY. FOU Wwere
there?" 1. 45

I could see the reply coming!

"“Matter of fact, it'was ‘just a cheap
excursiom; ¥ Boldy explained cayblessly.
“ Jist = day, you knod-—that's all 1™

If he'd been 1 France s week, Hﬂhﬁ
would” probably have come back wil
A }J&r(})'ﬁndm‘n insatiable appetite for
froge. But even after a day he’s worth
um,-:.hulg, Don't iss him when the
new’ teymy starts, chaps |

NEW IDEAS WANTED
AT CREYFRIARS!!
ﬂ'ﬂf;rrﬂ TOM BROWN

Wa're V’th behind the timés at Grey-
friars ile-we're chyrning out Latin
prn,ia and ‘potterin

about with Fredch’
irregular verbs, .other, schools ave traiu- 7.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

—

mng

“brain;
[ ho mighi well

" Shakespcare,

-making, - won

‘different pictupe froni the

ing fellows for their carvéders, Why
shouldn’t they do the sams at Grey-
friars?

It stands to reason that the cam-
paigns of Julius Casar are of no use
whatever to a chap. who is going in for
sheep-farming in Australia "iwheh he
grows up. Nor are French’ irregular
verbs of t,hq slightest practical import-
ance to a chap who m“gumg to destgn
enginés or buildings! What we want i
lessons in something we shall need a.ftm

e leave school |

For ‘instance, Billw Bunter, who, 18
practically ‘certain to go into the cater-
trade _when, he grows up, should
have lessons -in :.ml.mg and catering.
It's pretty’ obvious that he
advantage from the.classical fore that
Quelchy tries “to drum .into his fat
ut cockery is a subject at which
rove. a _genius, ive
him his chance; I sayv |

3“1111;5-1']"? our tame actor, Wibley,
should. be. &llowed' to concentrate on

of the: future, should study ml,hta.r:.'
strategy. Halp 5, ‘an- illusionist in the
dp rofit from 1.1.1::1'11 that
wauld makeg his tmnds more su‘p
cunning. . Hedwing ought to’

le and

OCEAN WEHVeS, Mtrk Linley should he
studying machinery in readiness for the
timne \‘iﬁﬂl he henpmea & big noize in
the mtt-:rn industry, -

I "admit there are difficulties, But
drﬁ’inu ties are made to be overcome, - I
look forward, anyway, to a Remove
Form-room that will I‘{“c-ETIt a8 very

to-day.
Thete will be a

taking & motoi-bike fo 'picees, In
another corner, buddin mnfmers will
be ‘taking turns at a ship’s helin., In

f'mnﬁ of the class, amateu:l: actars “will
be reciting
others are busy-cooking 'at the Form-
room firc, repairing desks, working -ont
mothods of attack ‘with toy “zol iers,
and so on.
Can you imagine it?

?E]'H.E g

Wharton, a great soldier |

pro-:
‘pAring: for . hiz~ intended life on the

¢ one we know:

roup in ane corner, ;

i&!‘&ﬂ ofBhakespeare, -whila

Answers to Correspondents

“Imdignant ¥ [Fifth).—" Last term,
for instance, I saw DPotter on the pre-

“focts’ phone . for half ah lrour without

gaying anything at all.”
i—lc must have been talking to Coker!

“Novice " (Thivd).—*What do vou
think of & Remove chap who wants mw
1o ifuvest my savings in a schewe that
will bring me & fmimm" &

We thiuk it's obviously *Fishy.'

“ Youn Hero '  (Remove).—"Tho
chap had swalloewed gallons of sca-
water before T saved hun fmm drown-
1|)€'h He praised me highly.”

- We. should . say “he miust have been
sumply “ gushing ™ |

“BIMPLE SENIOR."—
practically always silent.”.
" Yes; and vet he's the 'T.uggc‘st noiso
in the Sixth!”

st

“Wingate id

-SIEMGE BUT TRUE THAT—
Bob Cherry is no ‘"twm’ter." but he

loves to do good ! tmnﬂ‘

Linley is & * bookwar,’ " but has never
been 8 “crawles.”

Hobson loves ‘the limglight, vet has

never come ont of his Shell.’”
Inky e well- nmnnc-.rrd yvob bowls many
a “maiden over.’
Paget never a‘m::kns, vet' he iz devoted
;- %o his “fa
Sinithy: “cuts & dash,” but links hiz
pame up. with a *‘ lnphm: w

MUST HA‘E”E BEEN “HOT™"™
MUSIC !

Bolsover major, who, is_an egperd
comb-and-paper player, savs it"s uscful
to be a,b[e o play a mus.u:a'l u,mrum:;nt
because in the case uf & fire '8 musaician
can always calm the fears of the crowd.

Yet the last time Haoskins played’thie
piano in.Hsll, the audience stampeded
out of thm scats in & wild padjc—and

ﬂ'iﬁ‘rﬂ wasn't.even 8 whisper of firc!

{No, we jolly well can't !—Eﬂ}

—made by MARS
iha't’s the best of
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