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Yarn, Starring
o the Cheery
Sam's.

By DICKY NUGENT

"H!ln you seen the cogk's o,

Molly Blﬂ‘hﬁnﬁ,ﬂ pewsed by the
notise-board m Btg Hxll at St. Ham's ;
and uia& e:t.mn, and at the
sonnd of n: bell-like mm
Jack Jnﬂr & Co. 'whaéled round in a
trice. B2t Sam’s L in most casos,
simmply doated on the Head's hmmh*
ing dawber, lmltiuhum-ui the
Fourth were mmtm

Hnl‘y

.II.HHEFI.?“'“ doi ' .1

raid,” grimned Jolly

locking fﬂrdm cat, wﬂ p you I
“Yes, vather 1" corgsmed Me

Bright. At the same moment

s ;o"hr & L0,
Chare of Si.

and

rank |

with
ace.

Mim Molly tripped into the stu
al -of ¢onsern on'her prefty

! Pop! What ever ara you
dnmg * gshe trilled.

h:loq_ o Arat Tou pracﬁhn-
ing ven uism, or iz it a new Boy
Scout call1¥ [
" “Yee-ow | Owl Neither, my dear!”
guped{ﬂrinﬁirchem‘i! “It's indiages-

*“Gooduness grashus 1

"I'Fl ngr Bmwnwell’ cooking
nl'l,mi went on’ the -Hesd, with a |

*"The way that woman m-nka

15 ly awful! Wowl* -

m Birchemall's fare brow [mnt-
ered op into frfghn, ‘

ift

a hm:.ufm N

theught it was Mre. Bmwnweﬂ* mrias-
mﬁ calbl™

Wti!. lt :m”t 1&’: Mﬂl. B.rmmll‘r

Dr. Birchemall.

ﬂ:u l-"-""ﬂ me this morn-

m; rm;ﬂ& hﬂa ﬁpm the d:geatmn of
so ostrich, Yeaow ™ -

“X sapy ému h;m*t ston Hm.
Br::-wnﬂ cn pop 1V

‘No—and I'wish 1 hadn’ 't-

Fearless held up lm lumd for silenod, -

“Half a
fellows 1¥ Igg;i “I'
think I can hesr 1t 1™

‘I’he;r all hmued.
thnctl:ﬂud-ufﬂ:
Hall came atmtxﬁ

esgmlyhhnm

“ﬂh. T do hoap it's
Eat ¥

Mis  Molly.

the
"‘Fm:r if the nl.i'i in_there I mer-’

M Jh “Thie mn‘t

lh&:ht ibwt the |
* Quite true Jnﬁ:r," hni:leﬁ Hﬁ’lljr
hu » rootefl objec-
h-nn to EItI,JI know, ™
With ‘4 ‘théughtful - pucker on her
browm Miss opened the door of
ker father's. ¥ -and looked for the
cat. Peering over her sholders, the
Fourth Formers followed her
l.mp]'ﬂ. But they lmkad in wain; and
r_nn was very simpla,

nm they had thought to hl
et Bk coning s {he Thead
i m
hmﬂ‘! o

" Dr. Bircheroal! staggering sbout
i:l . i?t%.humu o hu waisk-

on his
Jiu:va. m:ftm: ﬁﬁ mﬁm wailings
»ou could ever imagine!

_“Yeow! Owow! Yowoooood!” he
Panbesk

+

BAEn hﬁr m‘kml. gither | moaned the

Head. “There’s one
thing on which-I am
determined — she - is]
not going o cook my
dinner to-day

this IM
Mgolly Birchemsll’s
dainty lips parfed in
a mmiles that stretchoed
f:-nm war io ear,
Mr: Brown-

weli ™ not going to-

dinner,
pn?, w]:;'ou“
I bave already
mede

At tfw m:ﬂn{i on
at pownt my dear.”
answered Dr, B;rc.*h

ematl. "I am going |

to cook it m g™
Mine Molly started.

The Femrith Formers

- blinked.

“‘E’nu—;;c.u ra going to do what, sir ™

stuitaned
] “Chnk it mfseilf ™,
siP
“No—not 50115 I "ghall
hl.mmhl:u:lgrp e nne, said the
Head, * Baoiled is one of oy

L favourite dm!ma, hnt I am not n;

to, lmwe a good rabbit spoiled by

Brownwell's cookiug.. I shall ecook H.

myml! end then mt's bound to be
"Gli'lf-ﬂ FII””

“Kindly go now, boysl 1 am in no
sondition to receire vmtnr&, ‘ETOR
Dr. Birchemall. *Molly; my dear, be |
& good girl and run and feich me 8
dose of indiagestion mixture [” |

“Oh, all right, pop!"' smiled Miss
Hdlr _end she tripped away in sedrch
m.utnrn, I'hﬂ-& Jack

J-u!iy i g retreated tn their Form-
room for mornin

‘Tha chuma t& the Ii'-::-urﬂt could

hardly beleeve.that Dr. Birchemsll was
¥ serions over this cooking stunt.
But after classes they learned differ-

ently.” Bpotting Bm&mg, the page, on

Jack Jolly & Co. stared blankly.

the stairs, berried, as usual, in & penny

dfter

dreadiul, they asked him if he knew
the Head's whereabouts, And, much

to the "Co.’s serprize,” Binding grinoed
nil ﬂ"‘i’El‘ his face and told them was

in the kitchen, cocking his dmner
“We must JEO down and have a In-ni,'
you fellows" grinned Jack Jolly, when
they left Binding. “This is toc good
| to be missed 1
"What-ho 1*
And Merry and Bright md Fearless.

followed tﬁg‘r laader wnstmn to mes
how the Head wew getiing on, . ;

Ii-’l,ll"u s commicel site that ranted
them in the kitchen. Dr. Birc
in a tall *!:thlta chei's bat, was standing
over & steami sapcepan, glirring
awey for all hemwu wnft?: Ax
entered he fished out & steaming rabi
on the end of a long fork and heid 4t
up before his at prominent nose
with an&mt anmrqi.

“AhT - ¥ . dune, Hru. Browisi-
wnl.l'l“ﬁuam&mthﬂm “When ¥
sit down to dimper with this in front of
- I ﬂllH ‘be the envy of thﬂ whole

“1 msh I could" Em:l my ut, sir 1
was Mra. PBrownwell's tearful retort
To which the Head replied with an
unsimperthetick siff, as he droppetd
the rabbit back into the pot' and
started stirring agnin!

Dr. Birchemall made the most of hia
dinrer that day. While the rvest of the
schpol chewed away at tuff baided sait
beef and underdone carrots, the Head
had & feast of juicy, tender rabbit, *

“Ha, th Don't you with you were
in my-place, boye? he chortled, as he
nu:u& -away ut last bone on his
plate

Ju‘k Jolly winked at his comrades,

tin of the Fourth, who had.a

um arly tuft- helping of beef,- was

mst in the r:ght mood to take 1t out
of the chortling H

"1 gay, eir, that's oot a rabbit 1" he
ejackulated muddenly. " You've surely

made & garstly mistake 1"

'Dr, Birchemull went suddenly phil.
He pawsed mﬂi the .bone half-way 1o
his mouth. :

" "What do you mesn, Jolly—-* that's
Dot s rabbit’'? If it's not a rabbit,
what is it 1"

“I m‘wmdﬂ i it's a cat, sir,"”

st bong you've
lmnri that rmmtmuoiaza
gcar the cook’s cat used to have on its
gholder "
“Wha-a-at?*
- My het—1 right 1™
e.ggsdumd Fearless, mth thl alr -n:
une ma & discovery. SpPoYe §
that skinned it and he
mlﬂn't potizs whether it was & ot
or a rabbit. He never sees what he's
sir,  becawds he reads blud-and-
thunders while he's wu:'kml : ld

g:sped the Hud

Er Birchemall's’ bone dropped into
hte lm 1cked. His face went
md enly dead]ly white.

b e s fael il ! Yarooooo |
Grooooo I" he velled, starting to his
E}eet. “Send for a doctor quickl

lel!!'l

“Ha, ha, ha!"

(Continued on, page 27.)



BILLY BUNTER'S ROOM IS USUALLY BETTER THAN HIS COMPANY, BUT
THIS WEEK HARRY WHARTON & CO., CRUISING ON OLD FATHER THAMES,

HAVE EVERY REASON TO BE PLEASED THAT THEY HAVE—
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A Bath lor Bunter !
4 ULL ™
* Beaat !™
&l Tu: !H

“Rotter !

“Get on with it 17

“Yah!”

Those remarks were exchanged be-
tween Johnny Bull, in the Greyfriara
w?ﬁer-Lily, and Bunter on the tow-
path.

Harry Wharton & Co., doing the
Thames in the summer holidays, were
going up that historic river—slowly.

They were going up so slowly that
the motion was almost imperceptible.

That wnons because Bunter was
towing.

On %hat bright September morning
the Greyfriara boat was somewhere
between Wallingford and Oxford.
Five fellows had taken turne with the
towrope, Now it waz Bunter's turn.

Four members of the famous Co,
would pladly have excused Bunter
from his turn. They were energetic
fellows enough, But making Billy
Bunter work was a task requiring
more energy than they bhad to spare.

Harr Wharton, Bob Cherry,
Frank Nugénty or Hurree Singh,
would gladly have taken Bunter’s
turn. It was less trouble.

But Johnny Bull was adamant.

It was a matter of principle with
Johnny.

Why shouldn't Bunter take his
turn, Johnny wanted to know? And
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While Shifty Spooner’s back was turned, Billy ‘Bunter clambered
into the Water-Lily and pushed off !

there really was no answer, except
that he was too jolly lazy.

8o Bunter was towing, With a fat
face red with wrath, and little round
eyes that gleamed with indignation
behind his big, round spectacles,
Bunter marched with the fowrope—
alowly.

Twice he had dropped the towline—
by accident, of course. Johnny Bull
bad stopped those accidents by step-
ping astore and knotting the end of
the line round Bunter’s plump
shoulders. After that, Bunter could
not drop it again. So he towed on-
ward-—at a pace which any ordinary
siail could easily have beaten.

“Wake me up when we begin to
move,” gighed Bob Cherry.

“The movefulness is not terrific!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“0Oh, we're moving!” said Frank
Nugent. “We've done gix inches at
least, since Bunter began to tow.”

“Look here, Johnny, chuck it!*’
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HARRY WHARTON & CO.,
of GREYFRIARS, in Further

Exciting Holiday Adventures
Aboard the Wafer-Lily.
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said Harry Wharton. “ We're not in
a hurry to get on to Oxford; but we
want to get there before the end of
the hols.’

“Bunter’s going to take his turn!”
grunted Johnny,

“Don’t be an ass, old chap! No-
bodi'a ever been able to make Bunter
work, Even  Quelch, at Greyfriaps,
can’t make him work. What's the
good of wasting time?”

"Snort, from Johnny Bull

Johony was s determined feliow,
But perhaps it was dawning on him
that he had attempted the im-

casiple in getting out {o make

unter work., ‘There are tasks that

are beyond buman powers, and that,
certainly, looked like one of them.

“Bunter, you lazy fat ass!” roarcd
Johnoy., *“Will you pull on that
line ?” : '

" Beast [

“Any spuds left in that sack?"”
asked Johony.

Bob Cherry grinned, and groped in

the potato-bag., There was one spud
left, and he hooked it out and handed
it to Johnny.

Whiz !

Bunter ducked.

The potate landed sgomewhere in
Berkshive.
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The Water-
Bull

Bunter erawled on.
Lily crawled om. Johune
breathed hard and deep.

“Will you get a move on, Bunter ?¥
he h ;

“I'm tired.”

“You haven't done twenly yards

eb.™

“I've dome miles and miles.”
Bunter’s progresa, such ae it was,
eame to a dead stop, as he blinked
round at the beat. “I was a fool to
Enin up with you fellowa for the hols.

might have known you'd want me
to do all the work. I might have ex-
pected it, kmowing wou ae 1 do. Bit-
ting round leafing in that boat while
I do all the work! Yah!Z

“Get on!”

*“ Beast I

Bunter pot on apain—at the same
pace as before.

Towing, at that rate, was not hard
work; and Bunter caunld hardly have
been tired; but he certainly ho
that the other fellows were gething
tired of it.

‘They were—there was no doubt
about that. They did not want to do
the Thames at a rush; but they did
not want to understudy a party of
holiday-making snails | Tg}c Gyre;r,r-
friars crew were getting restive.

Johnny was ateerin% Now he
banded the lines to Nugent, and
g into the bows.

! ter, you lary fat slug!” he

said, in a deep growl.

“Yah " mml:; over & fat shoulder.

“1f you don’t pull, I ghall pull,”
said Johnny.

"Bunter grinned.

That was what be wanted. He had
fancied that the erew of the Water-
Lily would get fed up with this. He
was right.

Four fellows in the boat emiled at
one another. Johnny had had to
realise that it counldn’t be dome. It
had been bound to come.

The fat Owl of the Bemove came to
g balt on the bank.

“All right!” he said. “You can
pull. I've done my whack—more
than my whack, as I always do. Pull,
and be blowed I¥

“I'll pive you one more chance!”
said Johmmy. “Will you pull or
ot ™

* Beasg 1"

“If you don’t, I'm going to.”

“Well, don't jew—do it!" said
Bunter,

Johnny did it.

He grasped the towline, and pulled.

There was & roar from Bunter, as
he came tottering. to the edge of the
bank, under the pull on the rope.

“Ow! I-say, leggo! 'Don’t drag
me into the river, you fathead ! he
roared. “Oh crikey! T shall be over
in a minute I

*1 warned you that I should pull if

on dide’t!¥ answered J‘:;hnny
erimly—and he pulled.

“ Yaroooh !

_“Ha, ha, ha I” came a roar from the
rest of the crew.

They had supposed—as Bunter did
—that Johnny meant that he would
ster out on the towpath and pull.
But that was not what Johnny meant.
Thia was what Johnny meant.

Tex Miexer Lismagy.—No. 1,649
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.ﬁﬂ pulled, and put his heef into the
I‘I'ﬂ #

Bunter made a frantic effort to
throw off the towline. Eut he could
not throw off a line that was knotted
round hiz fat shoulders.

“Oh!" roared Bunter. ”Sm?git!
I s=ay, fellows, stoppim! I
88 §— {s:]rwh!"

lagh !
ere was a foot of water close
under the bank.

Billy Bunter splashed into that
foot of water. He splashed with a
mighty sglush, sending hp quite a
wauerﬁpﬂu. Then Johnny ceased to
pull.

Billy Bunter sat up—in the
Thames! He sat with the river flow-
ing round him, and water running
down his fat face; getting an unex-

pected bath.
gurgled. “I'm

“Urrggh®  he
dmwn;g—gurr%;l,l -1 mean nearly
drowned urrgh [, P'm all wet !
Yurrrrgeh 1® '

“Ha, ?m, ha I* roared the crew of
the Water-Lily.

“Gurrgh! I say, you fellows—
Wurrgﬁ’

“Hsa, ha, ha!*

Bunter scrambled to his feet,

splashing the Thames right and left. Bgh

e gcrambled into the hoat, and asat
down in a pool of water,

Harr barton, laughing, wun-
hooked the towrope, and jumped
ashore with it.

spluttered

“ Urrggh ¥
“I'm soaked !

“Ha, ha, ha

“I'm drenched I yelled Bunter.

“1 told you I should pull, if you
didn’t ' remarked Johnny Bull.

“Beast ! Wrrgh!” howled Bunter,
“Look at me [

The Greyiriars crew looked at him
and reoared. The Water-Lily rolled
on—more rapidly than before. Billy
Bunter sat in the portion of the
Thames he had brought on board
with him, and apluttered. He had
got otit of his turn at towing. But,
really, hin last state was worse than
hiz first!

Bunter.

Caught Bending !
¢ Hlsﬁlmkﬂ jolly I remarked
Boll Cherry.

“It do—it does!” agreed
Frank Nugent.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh de-
clared that the jollifulness was terri-
fic! And, really, it was!

The Greyfriars hoat floated under
the shady branches of a vast beech
that grew close to the water. There
was a landing-place at the bank.
Quite near the river was a little an-
cient inn, with & garden, an orchard,
old red tiles, and diamond-paned
windows—a pictiire in itself. It kad
an inviting and hospitable look.

“What about lunch om shore?”
ask?}d Ifiﬂh "

al m .,j
Wharton, o

“I say, you fellows, that's a jolly
good idea!” exclaimed Billy Bunter.
“That place locks as if you can get
good grub there!™

Billy Bunter’s fat face, since his
unexpected bath in the Thames, had
been morose. But now the clouds

agreed  Harry

rolled away. The prospect of a meal
was always cheering to Bunter, And
that little riverside inn had a very
promising look. Its very aspect
seemed to speak of fresh butter, new-
Iaid eggs, penuine beef, fruit and
cream ! :

* Push in!" said Johnny Bull,

The Water-Lily pushed in, under
the shady tree. A t was alread
tied up to a t on the bamk. It
was a amall skiff, with the sculls laid

in it,
Bob Cherry glanced at it
curiously as the Qreyfriars boat

pushed close by it.

Skiffs are much alike, but Bob had
an idea, on close imepectiog, that he
had seen that particular craft before,

It had a name on it—the Daisy.
That name had been newly painted.

“Hold on a minute, you men !” aaid

Bob. “Notice anything about that
e

* Nothing special ” answered
Harry. “What—"

“A pew name's been painted on it,"”

- paid Bob,

“Well, what about that?”

“The last time we saw that boat-
thief, Bhifty Spooper, he was in a
skiff exactly lhke that!” anawered

“Oh!” gaid all the crew of the
Water-Lily together! And they all
loocked at the skiff.

They had slmost forgotten BShifty
Spooner, tle man who once
owned the Water-Lily, and who had
trailed them up the Thames, ever
gince they had started out from
Kingston. But they had seen him in
s skiff that looked undoubtedly
very like that skiff.

“I suppose he would paint the
name out!” said Harry Wharton
slowly, “ We know how g& gets hold
of a8 craft when he wants one! He's
tried to pinch the Water-Lily three
or four times, and we know he
pinched that dinchy we found him
m once and made him hand over, 1
shouldn't wonder——"

“I say, you fellows, don't waste
time ! aaid Billy Bunter. “I'm
hun g

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“ Beast 1™

“1'1l1 bet that man Spooner is astill
after us!” said Bob, * He's sticking
to us like a giddy bloodbound. I'm
blessed if I know why he wants his
old boat back so much—but he does.”

“ No doubt about that 1” said Harry.
“And from what we've seen of the
rascal, I've no doubt that he used to
sail the Water-Lily for pinching at
riverside places. That was what he
wag sent to chokey for. Though I'm
blessed if I know why any other boat
wouldn't serve his turn just as well!
Eut he seems quite potty on getting
the Water-Lily back,”

“1 say, you fellows, never mind
that skiff!” urged Biil; Bunter
peevishly., “For goodmess’ sake push
on! I keep on telling you I'm
hungrey 1™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated
Bob Cherry. *Iook!”

He pointed towards the path up to
the riverside inn,

A man bad come out of the inn,
and he was coming down that path



to the water. All the Famous Five
knew at a glance the foxy features
and the shifty eyes of the former
owner of the Water-Lily.

“Bpooner ! ejaculated Nugent.

“The estcomed and execrable
Speoner !” exclaimed Hurree Jamset
Fam Bingh,

"“0h crikey!” said Billy Bunter.
“I say, you fellows, don't you get
into a row with that beast now!
I'm hungry!”

With the

selfishness to which

Bunter was accustomed, not one of

the Famous Five took heed of the
fact that the fat Owl was hungry and
eager to get going on lunch,

They ftixed their eyes on Mr,
Spoomer s he came down to the
landing-place to his skiff,

They grinned as they watched him,

Obviously Mr. Spoopner was still
hupting the Water-Lily! Probably
he had been inquiring about the
party at that inn! He had not found
the Greyfriars crew—but they had
found him. If he noticed s boat
floating under the shady branches of
the beech by the water, he did not
notice that it was the boat he had so
long been hunting, His eyves were on
his skiff.

That that skiff belonged to Mr.
Spooner, the juniors were not likE!g
to believe. Long apo, they ha
found him in a stolen dinghy, and
made him hand it owver. 1dently
he had found that sekiff some-
where along the Thames and taken
possession of it, which accounted for
the newly painted name on it

The same thought was in the minda
of .all the Famous Five of Greyfriars!
Mr. Spooner was going to give up
that askiff, as he had givem up the
dinghy. They were, in fact, very
much inclined to collar Mr. Spooner
as well as the dinghy, for Mr.
Speoner was wanted by the police for
an attempted burclary at a riverside
residence,

“He's not poing off in that ekiff !*
grunted Fohnny Bull.

“No fear!"” said Bob., “He scems

retty handy at pinching boats—but
te will have to pinch another, if he
wants to follow us up the Thamea”

Shifty Spooner weached the skiff
and stoo to yntie the painter.

Bob Cherry picked up the hoathook
in the Water-Lily. Johnny Bull
punted the bhoat . closer in. Bob
reached out with the boathook and
poked—at Mr. Spooner!

There was & terrifie yell from Mr,
Spooner, thus unexpectedly canght
bending ! .. The sharp end of the boat-
hook made Mr. Spooner bound !

. He !EH{N?E] almost clear of Berk-
shire, yelling.

He spun round in the direction
from which that unexpected poke had
proceeded, glaring with rage.

“ Suffering enakes!” howled Mr.
Sposner. “If T don't—— Oh!” He
broke off as he saw the Greyfriars
crew,

“Hallo, hkallo, hallo! said Bab
Cherry affably., “Here we are again,
Spooner! Have another f”

Mr. SBpooner bounded back! Ha
did not want another. _

“Eeep that ook away from my
trousis I he roared.

EVERY SATURDAY

“Reep your tromsers away from
this hook ! said Bob. *“You'll get
it again if you touch that painter I

“T got to get in my hoat, blow
Fer!” howled Mr, Spooner,

“No objection at all to your
getting into your boat—if gnu‘ﬂ: got
a boat!” agreed Bob. “But vou're
not getting into that ome! Didn't
you pinch it#"

“No,” roared Mr. “I
didn't [*

“Changed your manners
customs all of a sudden 7

”H.ﬂ., hﬂ-; ha !n

“You young ‘ound!" said Shifty
Spooner.” “I'd like to meet you on
a dark night with a stick in my
‘and !”

“Ever 80 much nicer than meeting
me by daylight with a boathook in
mine !” grinned Bob,

“Look here,” said Johnny Bull,
“that rascal’s wanted for thieving,
as well as pinching boats! Let's get
out and collar him !*

Mr. Spooner was eyeing the party
savagely, evidently in an extremely

eeved frame of mind. But, as he

ard Johnny Bull's suggestion, he
backed farther away, turmed, and cut
along the bank.

So rapid was Mr. er's Tetreat
that he wos out of sight among the
trees almost by the time Johnny had
finished speaking.

Bob Cherry winked at his chums,

**After him!™ he roared.

The Greyfriars erew had no ided
whatever of hunting Mr. Spooner
along the Berkshire gank. But that
roar from Bob's powerful voice
teached the shifty man’s ears—they
heard a patter of running feet that
died away rapidly in the distance.
Mr, Spooner had put on apeed!

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“Come on,” he said, “mustn’t keep
Bunter waiting for his lunch any
longer———--="

“I should jolly well think net!”
said Billy Bunter, in tones thrilling
with indignation. “I've told you I'm
hungry.”

¢ juniors landed from the Water-
Lily and tied up, taking care to pad-
lock the boat in case Mr. Spooner
should reappear.

Then they walked cheerily up %o
the inn, where Billy Bunter, at last,
was able to surround an extensive
and excellent lunch and where, as it
tmnsﬁiréd, fruit and cream were to
be obtained—fresh fruit and rich
cream—which brought a smile to

Spoouer,

and

Billy Bunter’s fat visage that looked
as if it would never come off !

Billy Bunter’s Blg Idea !
i SAY, you fellows!”

“Coming ?" asked Bob, with
8 grin.
Bunter gave a snort of contempt.
The Famous Five were ;

ing for a
after lung';ﬂ at the

stroll romnd,
Golden Trout. Bunter was not!
Bunter had planted himself in a seat

under a shady oak that stood before
the inn. The idea of a walk made
him snort! Bunter needed a rest
after lunch—not a walk !

“I1 say, I've got an idea !” squeaked
Bunter,

5

“Oh'! called
vy out Bob
_"What rot!" grunted Johnny Bull,

We're going on in an hour's time.
Let's &et & trot round ! May come on
that chap Spooner, and we can hoot
him Ié"

" Bunter says he's got an idea—"

“ Bother Bgntﬂ £ 4
__“My dear chap, if Bunter's pot an
idea it's time to sit up and - take
notice. Jt's a thing that’s never hap-
pened before. Bunter's got an idea
—positively for one occasion only!
How did you do it, Bunter?”

“Oh, really, Cherry! !
l':-h:inki;lg-——'? i N e

“Great pip! Wonders will never
cease I” gasped Bob Cherry. “Dg you
fellows hear that? Bunter's been
thinking "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter,
“If you had as much brains in your
head as I've got in my little finger
you'd be ten times as clever as you
are! Look here, you fellows, I've got
a jolly good idea! What about siay-
ing on at this place for, say, a
week 7™

[ What' F-:"‘

“The grub's geod,” said Bunter,
“You must bave noticed that. The

rub’s net merely pood—it's splendid.

-bit different from the meals we
cook on the stove in camp! And all
the washing-up saved. If we Stay on
here we save all that trouhle! See?”

The Famous Five looked at William
George Bunter, and grinned.

They were spending that summer
holiday voyaging up the Thames, cer-
tainly not looking for a spot where
the grub was good with a view of
sticking there permanently.

The chums of the Remove bhad
healthy youthful appetites, and open-
air life improved them; but grub did
not leom guite so large on their
horizon-as it did on Bunter's. They
could consider other things—Bunter
couldn’t,

“I'm only thinking of you fellows,
really,” added Bunter. “All that fap
of towing the boat, and all that. Of
course, I de most of the work, but
you fellows have to do some—'"

“Oh crikey !

“We've done a pood bit of the
Thames,” went on Bunter, “right u
from Kingston, past Wallingford.
Well, what's the good of keeping on
to Oxford? And past Oxford it's
shallow—Ilota of trouble—""

“0h, we'll make you walk past
Oxford!” said Bobh., “That will
lighten the boat of two-thirds of the
welght—aee ¥

Halt 1™

“You blithering idiot!" roared
Bunter. “XLook here, have a little
sense! Let's stick here for the rest

of the hols! T tell you the
this inn is absolutely eplendi

“Is that the big 1dea?” asked
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“That’s 'it,” said Bynter.

“Take it away and bury it [”

“If you're worrying about the ex-
penses, that’s all right,” said Bunter,
with a sneer. “It eszts more to put
up at an inn than to camp out—I
know that! I expect you to be mean !
Well, I'll pay.”
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“8till got that three-ha’pence?”
asked Bob.

“Ha, ba, bal”

“It's a go if

said Bob. i
“You silly asa!” roared Jghanny
Bull. “Think weé’re hangipg on here

because Bunter wants to stuff prog,

and he’s too lazy to lend a hand tow-

ing or washing-up " .
I said if Bunter conld 8x it,” said

Bob. “While weé're going for .this
walk, you speak to the landlord,
Buater—"

“Yei, tather,” said Bunter Eﬂﬁexly.
“And ask him how long he'll put
up the whole party for three ha'-

“Wha-a-at!”

“And we'll Ehi.n.ﬁ“t as long as
he'll do it,¥ eaid .

“Ha, ba, Ha!” roared the Co,,
greatly entertained by the expression
orn Billy
ance.

tered Bunter.. " Of course, you'd have
to lend me some money! I'm willing

to ' penn for the whole stay
uaﬁ;lm' is 'abjlltlmt_mdj to. lend me
the money——"

“We're not going to take advan-
tage of your gembrasity like that,”
eajd Bob, ehakimg his head. “We
can't afford it, old fat man.”

- “Ha, ha hn " ;

“‘Icnh needmn't be afraid I ehan’t
pqnare,” eaid Butglt-u_"rﬂicﬂ:rﬂ_ ally, “I'm
€ 1 al order——"

%'Eémq_“‘ posta. |

" Fooling ahout the river for weeks,
like thia, I've had no letters. But
when T 'get that postal order— 1
say, you fellowa, "t walk off while
a fellow’s talking to you!" roared
Bunter,

The Fa
walk off. ;
all they were able to ecnjoy of
E'_nﬂlter's _conversation.

noter sworted wrathfully.

Good as his idea was—Bunfer had
never thought of a better onme—he

uld see that the chums of the

ve were, not going to act on it
They were going grubbing on in that
beastly boat, making Bunter tow, and

Five did, however,

making him do his whack in the.

washing-up, instead of sticking at
this delightful spot, where they could
live on the fat of the land and sit
under a shady tree from one meal to
another, eating fruit and cream be-
tween meals.

How. any fellows counld be such
silly asses waa beyond Bunter's com-
prehension. But there it was! Bunter
was the only fellow in the party who
had: any senee!

In an hour's time they were going

oR.

That unspeakable beast, Bull, was
going to make Bunter do his spot of
towing, which he had esca m the
morming ; and Bunter did not see
how he was going to dodpe it ad he
‘had a stromg objection to asnother
bathk in the Thames.

Tugginrg a beastly boat ap a beastly
riﬂer?%s%&nﬂ of 'm{tiug inptha shade
eating. If that was what Harry
Wharton & Co. called a holiday,
Bunter did not agree.
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Bunter can fix it,”-

Bunter's apeaking counten-,
o Tu’ﬂ.—-—-j’ﬂ'[l—-;;‘l}'it pilly idiot!” stut-

y seemed to have had POV
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Indeed, Billy Buater would have
chucked the river party there and
then if the landlord of the Golden
Trout would have put bhim up for the
test of Yhe hola for the consideration
of. the moderate sum  of three-half-

ncé! That - was the tfotal of

Junter’s, wealth! He had spent
nothing, so far, on thia trip—so he
still bad all the money he ha.s started
with ! '

'The landlord of the Golden Trout
was a red-cheeked, good-natured-
looking man, But Bunter could not
expect the most good-natured land-
lord to put him up very long for that
small sum. . Ei
to_gtay, or Bunter couldn't! Even
ofe day at the Goldem Trout would
have been sgmething., Every day that
Bunter dodged a spot of work was,
of course, a clear gain.

Billy Bunter had intended to go to

sleep under thdt shady tree, while-

those utter fatheads were walking
about, like the silly asses they were.
Now, however, instead of shutting

his little round eyes behind hiz big g

round spectacles, and waking the
echoes Berkshire with a resound-
ing snore, Billy Bunter =at and

PuEﬂmthdw ﬂz.hﬂther, ﬁ'h?;h ﬂﬂgﬁidhﬂ
was poing fo bang on.at the Galden
Trout. -'%hﬁ- queagiun was—how ¥

“Oh sciesors!” ejaculated Bunter
suddenly..

He sat up, his eyes twiﬁkli:g be-
hind. hiz spectacles! He grinned—an
expansive and extensive grin that
stretchéd from one fat ear to the
other,

“He, he, he!” cachinnated Bunter.

The fat Owl heaved himaelf up from
the rustic seat. He was reluctant to
atir, but he had to stir to ecarry out
the big ides that had fiashed into his
erful braim.

He rolled down to the landing-
place.

The skiff in which Ehifty Spooner
had arrived there had been taken
into the inn boathouse, the Jandlord
having been informed that it was
stolen property and having under-
taken to hand it- over to the
anthorities. The Greyfriars Water-
Lily was tied up under the beech-
tree.

Billy Bunter hooked the empty
potuto sack out of the boat.

His next prm&*edinpf‘ might have
mystified the Famous Five, had they
been at hand to witness the same.

Bunter proceeded to stack that
potato sack full of anything that
came to hand. Apparently. he wanted
to give it weight. He sorted tins of
foodstuffs out of the -aterm lodker.
Considering what he meant to do with
that sack when it was full, this might
have been regarded aa rather a waste;
but the tine of foodetuff did not be-
lc-? to Bunfer, so that was all right,

e added a number of stones that
he industrionsly collected along the
bank, and several large chunks of
turf that he dragged up by the rcota

The bapg filled, he tied the cord at
its neck,

All was ready now, and the fat Owl
aat in the boat to wait for the sound
of the Greyfriars crew’a return., They
had gona off by a path throughk the
orchard at theg side of the inn, and ke

ther those beasts had.

expected them to return the same wa
—and listened for footsteps an
YOICEA.

Close by the hoat was a low branch
of the beech, which it was necessary
td duck under if the boat moved be-
neath it. By getting hold of that
branch it was easy, even for the fat
Owl, to.clamber into the tree. Once
up in the tree, the foliage would hide
him. There were fellows in the Grey-
friars Remove who declared that Billy
Bunter conldn’t think—that he
hadn't anything %0 do it with. Bat

Bunter had been thinking now to
some purpose! He had it all cut and
&ri&d?

His

reparatiops for that master-
stroke gadp taken a considerable time.

The Famoua Five were due now.
He had not long to wail.

He beard s sound of footsteps from

the orchard. A powerful woice
reached his ears!
The Famous Five, no doubt,

supposed that Bunter had gone to
sleep under.a shady tree in the inn
mianI

“Halle, hallo, halle! Wake up,
Bunter ! came a Toar.
Bunter grinned.

He was wide awake-—little as the

-Famous .Five guessed it.

He acted promptly, now that he
knew they were coming—before they
came in sight! Now was the time for
actjon !

Standing in the boat, he heaved
the weighty potato-sack over the side,
with ﬂ%ﬂnﬂ!ﬂ-ij splash, into the river!

Splash !

“Help!” yelled Bunter.

And he clambered up into the
beech and disappeared.

——

Not As Per Programme,
ARRY WHARTON & CoO.
They were sauntering back
to the inn garden, through the
orchard, aupgnsipg as a matter of
cours¢ that Bunter would be asleep
in the shade, and would have to be
roused ouk fo join up.
Then came that zudden eplash in
the river, and Bunber's yell for help!
It worked like a charm!

“ Bunter !” gasped Bob.
He leaped into rapid moticd. In
a smundgm waa tearing down to the

landing place, as fast as his legs
could go. After him rushed his com-
rades.

1f Bunter had fallen into the river
there was no time to be lost. Bunter
was no swimmer |

Billy Bunter was mnot, perhaps,

fearfully I}Jopulur in the boating
party. ¢ ‘was, perhaps, more
trouble than he was Wwerth. Ii

Bunter had departed, there would
have been dry eyes in the Grepfriars
crew—if he departed im any direction
but downward.

But if Bunter was in danger, as
certainly he was if he had fallen into
the Thames, every member of the
Famous Five were ready to go all out
to the rescue!

They ~fairly raced dewn to the
Water-Lily |

Nothing was to be seen of Bunter!



“ Ow ! " roared Billy Bunter, making

Bob leaped breathlessiy into the
boat.
“ Bunter I'* he shouted.

Up in the leafy branches overhead
Bunter grinned. Crammed in a
forked branch amid the {foliage,
Bunter heard, but he heeded not!

Bunter was %ning to be missing,
for the present!

If that did not make Harry
Wharton & Co. hang on at the Golden
Trout, nothing would! As for the
anxious alarm caused by such a trick,
Bunter did not think of that! He
was thinking of taking it easy at the
Golder Trout and getting away
with wvast quantities of excellent
provender. hat was enough for
Bunter to think of ! A fellow could
nob think of everything'!

“Bunter ¥ gasped Harry Wharton,
#Can you see him, Bob?”

L1 HG !J.l

Harry Wharton snatehed up the
boathook, ready to hook at Bunter in
the water.

All the juniors scanned the Thamés
anxiously.

Close in to the landing place the
water was shallow, and the bottom of
it could be seen. Bunter was the
fellow to be in difficultics in eighteen
inches of water—but vo fellow conld
be invisible at that depth. What
had become of Bunter was quite a
mystery, It scemed almost impos-
zible that he could have rolled into
deep water and disappeared in so
very brief a space of time.

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Bob

EVERY SATURDAY

I'm falling—yarooh ! *

suddenly. “Gimme that boathook!™

“Can wvou sec him?”

Bob did not answer. He grabbed
the bhoathook and hooked up an
object that lay submerged close to
the Water-Lily.

It was the potato sack—crammed
to the neck!

The juniors siared at it, almost in
stupefaction. They knew now what
had caused the splash.

“ What—" gasped Harry.

“That fat villain!” breathed Bob.

“But what i

“Pulling our leg——"

29 B“t_”

“Look 1™ hissed Bob., He peinted
upward with the boathook.

The Co. stared up into the shady
beech-tree.

Bunter was in pretty good cover!
He was eafe from a casunal glance!
But when he was looked for, a con-
siderable scction of striped trowsering
was visible in the interstices of the
foliage.

The Famous Five gazed up at that
tronsering !

They could not see Bunter's fat
face, or his fot head !, But thev conld
see his trousers!

Obviously, those trousers had not
climbed the beech-tree on their own !
Bunter was inzide!

“Oh I gasped Harry Wharton.

“The fat scoundrel!” breathed
Johnny Bull,

“The terrific foad!™
Hirree Jamset Ram Singh,

It was all clear to the Famous Five
mow !

exclnimed

L

i

!

'Ya 1

a frantic effort fo throw off the tow-line. ** I say, jrﬁu fellows,

That potato sack had been heaved
overboard to make the splash ! Bunter
was in the beech over their heads!
Bunter was not in the Thomes! He
was in the tree. He had made them
jump almost out of their skins, and
the reason was clear—it was to make
them hang on at the Golden Treut!

“Give me that boathook, Bob!™
said Johnny Bull, “I can reach him
from here!”

“Jab him!” hissed Nugent,

* Puncture him !" said Harry.

Ewven Bob Cherry was angry for a
moment or two. He gripped the boat-
hook, with a deadly glare al those
trousers !

Bunter, for the moment, was in
danger of a bad puncture!

But Bob lowered the boathook!
Instead of jabbing Buater, e
winked at his comrades!

“He's gone ! he said.

“ What—-" :

“We've lost Bunter! sad Bebh,
speaking loudly encugh for his voice
to reach two fat ears up in the heeeli-
tree. “Ain't it sad®"

Hiz comrades stared ot him for a-
moment. As a considerable section
of Bunter was visible to their eyes,
amid the folinge of the beech, they
evidently had not lost him. But they
caucht on at once!

“The sadinlness s tervific 1™ said
Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh sorrow-
fnlly. “The csteemed fot Bunter is
aone from onr gaze like a bLeautiful
dream . ”

“T'oor old Bunter ! said Boh, “Of

Tur Magxer Lipnany.—No. 1,648
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course, he hadn't a chance with all
that lunch he
have weighed him down!

“About half a2 ton ™ eaid Johun
Bull. “No fellow could swim wi
that cargo ipside him.”

“ No good looking for him farther I
said Frank Nugent. “We may as
well push on! Poor old Bunter[”

“Yes, poor old Bunter!” said Bob
sadly. "“He 'wasn't a bad chap,
except that he was a lying worm, and
a greedy pig, and o lazy toad !”

“Beast!” breathed Billy Bunter
inaundibly, up in the tree! This was
not the sort of remark he had
expected to hear—in the s=ad
ciroumatances.

“ After =ll, he eouldn’t help being
a pig,.2ny more than he could help
telling whoppers!” remarked Harry
Wharton.

“He had his good points!™ said
Bob. "I can't remember any of them
at the moment, but I dare say he
had.” ;

“They wanted some looking for!"
agreed Johnny Bull.

“Well, it's no good hanging about.”

said Bob. “Cast off the painter! We
shall have to without Bunter
after all.. He will get out of his

turn at towing I

“Yes, let'a clear !™

Harry Wharton cast loocse the
painter. Bob Eherr% pushed off with
the boathook! he Water-Lily

floated out of the shade of the beech.

Billy Bunter, in the fnliaie_ abave,
heard it all; but really he could
hardly beligve his fat ears,

Net for a moment had he doubted
that, if the Famous Five believed
that he had gone everboard, the
would hang on at the Golden Trout.
He was prepared to stay in the free
while an alarmed and anxious search
went on. When it was too late to

sh on' that day, he was prepared to
g:rn' up .and have another go at the
excellent
Trout ! nt that the crew of the
Water-Lily would push on, leaving it
at that, bad never occurred to his fat
brain for a moment !

Hut they did!

The Wnt-ur-Lil_j floated out into the
river and came into Bunter's view as
he blinked out in consternation from
the branches.

Nugent was etecring. Bob 'Ehen-{
ard Johmny Bull were pulling. Al
the crew were grinning. Grinning—
at sueh a ‘moment. It was hard for
Billy Bunter to believe his eyes, or
his. spectacles !

- Bat really, the Qreyfriars crew

could. sot help grinning. Fdr as the
boat floated out or the Thames, the
could see a fat face staring from the
tree, with a ir-of big spectacles
flashing back the rays of the sunm,

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

He realised that they were goidg.
Hes repliped that if ke remained un-
discovered, he wﬁs going to ba left
behind—on his ¢wn. There was onl
ane thing to be done, and Bunter di
it. He yelled: -

“1 spy, you fellows I

That yell reached every ear in the
Greyiriars boat. - But it seemed that
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ked awa;l It must.

¥ erafs

rovender of the Golden:

¥ muttered Gadshy.
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the Greyfriars crew were deaf. They
did not hecd.

“I say!” yelled Bunter, *Come
back for me! I ain't drowned, you
silly idiots—I’'m uap this tree!™

Tho beat pulled om, regardless.

“I eay, you fellows ' ghrieked
Bunter,

But’ answer there came none.

The Waster-Lily pulled on up the
river, apd Billy Burter; in the h-
tree, was left staring after it—in a
f!&tﬂ of utter dismay and consterna-
101,

Shadowed !
Ll HAT gang! said Cecil
Ponsonby, of the Fourth

Form at Highcliffe, between -

his teeth.
“ Better
Gadshby.
Ponsonby pave his companion a
glare, but he acted promptly on his
advice. Pon did net want to meet
the eyes of the Greyfriars crew.
Since hiz last mecting with his old
foes of  Greyiriara, down bhelow
Wallingford, the dandy of Hicheliffe
had been vefy. asnxious to avoid

hunt cover!" gritined

-another mectin

One of Pon’s eyes still had a shady
ving round it., He had reasom to
suspect that it might become black
again, if he established eontact with
Johnny Bull of the Greyfriars
Hemove. .

It was about a mile above the
Golden Trout that the two Higheliffe
fellows apotted the Water-Lily. Pon
and Gaddy were gittinge under the
treee at the bhack of e towpath,
emoking cipareties, A gocd many
assed in their view, going up
and down the river, and then they
noticed a boat pulling in to the hank,
and recogmised it and its erew.

Pon rose to his feet and stepped
out of sight behind a tree.

Gadsby lounged after him.

“ Better cut!” he remarked.

“Hold on!” muttered Forsonby.
“They look as if they're gaintg to tie
up here. They're making for this
very epot!”

“Want them to find us here?”
asked (Gadshy sarcastically.

“Hold on, I tell you!”

From behind a tree, Ponsonby
watched the Greyfriars beat curiously
u&‘m%

Ha harton & Co. were pullin
in, possibly with an eye on the w
by the river for camping. It was
early for camping, certainly; still,
there was mno doubt thaot they were
coming to the bank,

“Took here, don’t be a fool, Fon !
“If that fellow
Bull peta an eye on you, your
number's up! Think he's forpotten
how you tied him up like a turke
at Monson's place down the river an
left him for hours——"

“Fll do it again if I pget the
chance 1 gaid Pon, rubbing lus shad
eye. “'Don't be a fool, Gaddy! This
may be our chance of petiing back
at them I

“Oh, forget it!? grunted Gadsby.
“What luck bhave you had so far?
They'd have left you alene if you'd
have left them alone, You had to

keep on hunting for trouble, and.get
vicious when you got the worst of it
Leave them alome now, and got out
while the goin’s goed !

¥ Oh, shut up!

“You've mucked this trip up with
your rowing and ragging!” yapped
Gadsby sulkily. "“Now we've hage 2
row with Monson, and had to drop
him—and I can jolly wecll tell you
I like Monsen’s company better iEmﬁ
yours £

MGo back apd join him, them!™
sneercd Pon,

"I joliy well would, only hiz father
as good as told ms to pet out!”
grunted Gadshy. “ No wonder, either,
after your zilly games there! What's
the good of sfackin' here watchin'
that crew? You can’t touch them!
There's five in that gang, and you'd
;ﬁﬁiy well fusk any onme of them!

ink you can fool mef™ "

“Quict, you fool, or they'll hear
you "'

Gadsby snorted, and was silent.
Gaddy had no love for the Greyfriars
crew, but he was fed up with Pon's
carriin% on the feud in the holidavys.
As he had said, it bhad mucked up
the Highcliffe trip on the Thamos.
There had been “a rood many eu-
counters between the _rival river

arties, and Pon & Co. had un-
oubtedly had the worst of them.
And Gaddy had little doubt that Pon
was going to get the worst of the
next i1f he asked for more!

“*Tatcky we haven’t got the boat
with us!” muttered I'on. "“They'd

spot us if the boat was tied up
boered

“They'll spot us, anyhow, if we
stick here !™

£ Qul‘ft 1.“
Voices from the Greyfriars boat
flonted ashore to the ears of the

Highelifians. They heard the
emphatic tones of Johnny Bull.

“ Rot 1™

“My dear chap—" said Bob
Cherry.

“RHot!” wepeated Johonny., *"We
could do miles before it's time to
camp! What’s the gﬂl}d of wasting
half the afterneonrz

“ Bunter 0

“Blow Bunfer !

“Well, the fat foozling frump
deserves a jolly pood lesson, and he's
guing to have one!” gaid Bob. “ But
we don't want to leave bhim
stranded !”

“We do!” answered Johnny grimly,

Bob Cherry chuckled,

“Well, perhaps we do, but we're
not geing to, old chap !”

“After that rotien
hooted Johnny.

“ Bunter hasn't semse emough to
think how rotten it was! He was
only thinking of lazing and grub-
bin It?iw him a chanee, old man !*

1 ﬂ ‘J\.Il

“He will get a lesson!? said
Harry Wharfon, laughing. “He's
got & pood mile to walk if he comes
after us! A mile is emough {for
Buuter, Johnny, old bean !*

“He will crawl in on his hands
and ¥knees!” said Nugent.

“Rot ! gaid Johnny. “ We thought
for & minute that he'd really gone
overboard. I'm fed up with him!

trick—"



Let's keep on and let him take his
chanee and be blowed to him!™

“Put it to the vole,” said Bobh.
“This Co. always goes by the
majority. Johnny, old man, you're
in & minority of onel”

“ Majorities never have any sense !
gaid Johnny Bull, *Majorities are
always in the wrong!™

“My dear chap, the Homse of
Commons is elected by mn‘jurltll‘:s i

“Well, ain't that proof? :

“0Oh, my hat, perhaps it is!”
grinned Bob. “But there’s Your
votes for piving Bunter a chance, 'so
just smile and look pleasant!”

- Grunt from Johany Bull.
However, he yielded the point.
The Greyiriars boat pushed in to

the bank and tied on.

Five fellows stepped oubt on
towpath. :

They looked at the shady wood that
bordered the river at that point.
There was no fence, and it was easy
enough ta enter. Neither was there
a notice-board to be seen, warning
off trespassers. Little shady glades
under the spreading trees looked
very inviting.

“Jolly place for a camp, if some
disgruntled sportsman doesn't turn
up and shift us!” remarked Bob
{}gerrj. “There doesn’t seem any-
body about!”

“I1 shouldn’t wonder if that man
Spooner is keecping an eye on us!”
said Johnny., “He knows where we
are now, and he won't lose a chance
of pinching the Water-Lily, if he
can help it!*

“I dare say Spooner’s miles away
by this time!” said Bob. “He was
going pretty fast, last we heard of
him. This 13 a jolly place for a
camp—and I vote for putting up the
tent under tlioze jolly old trees and
chaneing it! Bet you Bunter will
come rolling along before dark !

“Let’s " agreed Harry Wharton,

And the Famous Five began to
sort the camping outfit out of the
boat—little guessing that they wore
watched from a distance of little
more than a- dozen feet, and that
every word they uttered reached the
ears of their old ecnemies of High-
cliffe.

Gadsby nudged Pon's arm,

“I'm jolly well poin’!” he whis-
pered. ¥ They'll be comin’ into the
wood in a few minutea—they'll spot
us! You silly ass, do you want to
et another eye like the one you got
down by Wallingford #”

“Cut!” muttered Pon, “Don’t
make a row! Now we kuow they're
camping here, it's all right. ey
seem to have left that fat fool
Bunter behind, and they're goin’ to
wait for him hcre! This is our
chance "

Gadsby gruoted, but he did not
answer.

The two Highcliffians backed
quietly among the trees, Ponsonb
8 good deal more anxious than Gaddy

the

to escape discovery. In a few
minutes they were deep in. the wood,
unseen  and unsuspected by the

Groevfriars crew.
"We can get ont on the towpath
again, farther on!™ said Ponsonbr.
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don't know we've seen them—
y won't know—till to-night.”

“What about to-night?” grunted-

Gadsby. :

“They're going.to lose their boat
to-night !* said Pon; between his
teeth. “ We're putting up only half
g mile from here. sy as falling
off & form to walk off with their
boat and leave them stranded.”

“It's always easy, the way you
map it out!” said Gadsby sarcastic.
ally. "“But-it never works out easy!
Better forget all about it!” '

“"“Don't & foo}], Geidy !

“I won't " gaid Gaddy. * Not such

a fool, at any rate, as to turh out to-

9

nd now, as the poet has remarked,
the shades of night were falling fast,
an dthe weary watcher was growing
as tired of Tia vigil as Siater Anne.
It was borne in on hia fat braim
that the Water-Lily was not coming
back ! ' )
Before this, it had dawned on
Bunter that his little game had been
spotted by the Greyiriars crew. He
had calculated, as an absolute .cer-
tainty, that if the juniors believed
that he had gone overboard, they

. would hang on at the Golden Trout

till they learned what had become of
him. That calenlation bad béen well
founded; and Bunter had to realise
that, somehow or other, they knew
that he hadn't gone overboard !
(Continued on next pagel) .

night to let you land me in another
gerape! When I go to bed to-might,
I stay in bed.”

“If you funk
those  Greyfriars

cads—" sanid Pon.
“Not so much
as {uu do, at any
rate!” retorted
Gadsby. “I'l
walk back now
and say oo~
afterncon to them,
if you will |”
on'a Teply. to
that waa a savage
scowl., And there
was & prumble
and growl of
gquarrelsome
voices, all the
way back to the

riverside inn

where the two

Higheliffans were a3k
staying.

And when, that arres

night, FPon pre-

pared to po om

t h e  warpath,

Gadsby waz as

good as his word
—he went to bed

and stayed there!
notice,

hima

Buater on His Own !

1} EASTSI®
moaned

Bunter.
Bunter had des-
cended from the
beech after watch-
in the Water-
Lily out of sight,
Hours had passed
since then, The
fat Owl of the
Remove sat on the
bank, watching
the Thames

through his bi

gpectacles — bu
not the Water-
Lily. DBiz boats
and little boatas,
gailing-boats and

and as
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The unutterable beasts had pre-
tended to be taken in, and had gone
off without him; the fat Owl knew
that now.

Evidently their idea was to give
him a lessomr not to play ench tricks!
Still, it was difficult for Bunter to
realise’ that - fellowsr “who were
honoured and blessed. with his fas-
cinating society could lightly
with it. They were bound to come
back for him !

Only—they didn’t!

When, at last, the September dusk
deepened on the river and its banks,
the heipless fat Owl had to make up
his mind to it. They weren't coming
back! If he wanted to rejoin the
crew of the Water-Lily, he had to
trail the Water-Lily up the Thames,
like Mr. Spooner!?

That meant walking b

And they might have gone miles
and miles! And it was already
getting dark!

Billy Bunter wished that he had
made up his fat mind scomer, and
started scomer; or alternatively, as
the lawyers say, that he hadn’t
thonoht of that big idea at all!

These sad reflecfjons came too late
to ba of any use.

Billy Bunter decided, at last, to
start. There was, in fact, mething
clse to be done.

It was a more attractive idea to
put up at the Golden Trout for the
night and hire a beat in the morn-
ing to trail the Water-Lily. But
financial considerations stood like a
hon in the path! Obvicusly that
eould not be done on three-halfpence!

But one thing was indispensable
hefore Bunter started,

That was supper!

He was hungry again by this
time!

(Good as the prog was at the
Golder Trout, it was not expensive.
Five ghilhn would have seen
Bunter throuegh. But he knew that
it was futile to offer the landlord
three-halfpence and request him to
await a Temittance, at some in-
definite date in the future, of the
balance of fomr and tenpence-half-
penug ! It was a matter, thercfore,
that required some diplomacy.

Bunter relled up to the inn at last.

The rtubicund laundlord was
rmoking a pipe in his porch. He
seemed rather . surprised to see
Bunter. ;

“My friends haven't come in yet?"

asked- Bunter, just as if he expected
them

“Are they coming back?” asked
the landlord of the Golden Trout.

“0Oh, yes; to supper !” gaid Bunter
breezily. i

“They ain't come in wyet! It's
cefting late ™

“I don’t think I'll wait supper for
them any Jonger!" remarked Bunter,
“ No good waiting, if they're poing to
‘be longer.” ;

And EBunter in and had

. went
suﬁper,

+He bad « good supper! He was by
no means sire of rejoining the Grey-
friars crew in time for his next meal.
It was only prudent to lay in su
plies to last a8 long as pessible.

Tax Maawst Lirnamy.—No. 1,649

part

THE MAGNET

Exactly what the bill came to for
that extensive .supper, Bunter did
not know! He was nof, in fact, in-
terested! Supper over, the fat Owl’s
fat thoughts. wera concenirated on
getting clear without exciting the
suspicions of the landlord,
. Mot that Hunter meant to be dis-
honest !  Such a thought mnever
crossed hia mind. He would have
scorned the idea. | :
But he had to have that su Eer o1
tick, and as he doubted whether
the landlord of the Golden Trout
would have given him tick, he had
to give himself thek! Later, when
he received a poatal order he was ex-
; ﬁtting, he wasg going to pay that
1] i
He would willingly have exzplained
that to the landlord, only he knew,
by Bad experience, that people had a
prejudice in favour of cash down !
"It was more judicious to say
nofhing !

Having taken on board all the pro. -

vigions that even hie ample cargo
space <ould accommodate, the fat
jumier rolled out into the honey-
suckle-clad perch in a ecasual sort of

ﬁ'a‘t%u '
The landlord was-still smoking hia
pipé there. 5

“Seen anything of them yet?”
asked Bunter,

“No, sir.”

“They're jolly late!”

“They are!” agreed the landlord.
“We shall be closing soon.™

“I'd better sce if they're coming !”
remarked Bunter.

He had an inward tremor as he
passed the red-checked gentleman in
the porch. But the landlord was not
suspicious. Bunter got by safely!’

He rolled down to the landing-
place,

But he did not bother about seeing
whetiier they were coming. He knew
that they werg not coming! He
turned up the towpath and walked
quickly. -

In & few minutes he was safe away
from the Golden Trout!

Then he slackened to a slower pace,

It was a fine, starry September
night! There was still a glimmer of
sunset on the rolling river. Oceasion-
ally a boat passed. Many fellows
would have enjoyed a walk up the
towpath.

Bunter did not! Very soon after

be had started he realised that,
prudent as it had been to take aboard
all the provisions he could carry, that
extensive cargo did not make him
feel like exerting himself.
- For a guarter of 3 mile he kept
roing fairly well—urged on by the
possibility ef somebody belonging to
the Golden Trout walking after him,
with awkward guestions about the
payment of a little hill!

But ke slowed more and more—he
snted and: puffed, he gasped, and he
Elew! After that gargantuan supper,

Bupter did not want a walk—Dhe

wanted to go to bed!

Mo bed was available, unlesa, like
the nnhappy gestleman in the song,
he foend his lodging on the cold, cold
ground !

“ Beasts I proaned Buonter,

He plugged on slowly and yet more

slowly., After another quarter of &
mile, he was walking about as fast
ag when he had been towing - the
Water-Lily that morning.

At that hour nobody was about—
Bunter had the towpatk all fo him-
self ! He did not like shadows and
politude, all on his lonely own! Sup-
pose, for instance, he met some fero-
crous -tramp.r

He halted at last!

The Greyfriars crew might be miles
away! - He wae tired to the bone!
He had to stop! He decided on
taking a rest.

He sat down under a tree snd
rested hig weary fat back against the
trunk. His reflections were bitter,
This was how those beasta treated
him, after all he had done for them!
. By this time, they would .all. be
fast asleep in their tent, and here
was he, sitting under a tree, with
nowhere else to lay his weary head !
. The solitude made him feel very
uneasy. - But the sound of a footstep
on the lopely towpath made him feel
more uneasy still.

He did not want to meet strangers
at that hour of the night in a lonely
spot.  He pictured a huge, hulking
tramp, and shivered,

The footsteps were coming along
from the direction which Buntes
had come. _

The fat junior erammed himself
close in the dark shade of the tree
by the towpath, hoping to be passed
unseen.

A man ecame in zight in the star-
light. He passed along, without a
glance in Bunter's direction, muck to
the fat Owl's relief. For, as the man
passed, Bunter glimpsed hiz face in
the bright starlipht outside the
shadow of the tree—and saw the foxy
features and shifty eyes of Mr.
Spooner.

Hig fat heart almost ceased to beat,
till Shifty Spooner had passed on and
disappeared up the river.

“Oh  erikey I breathed Bunter
when he was pone.

Billy Bunter had thought of going
on, after he had had a rest. But the
longer he rested the more disinclined
he felt for going on. And the thought
of running into Mr, Spooner made
him shiver.

He remained where he was.

In the circumstances there was
only one thing for Billy Buanter to
do, and he did it.

He went to sleep.

No Luek For Pon!
ONSONBY grinned—a
ous grin,

'The hour was late,

Half a mile away Gadaby was fast
agleep in bed. ut Pon was not
thinking of slgein.

As Gaddy declived to take part in
his noctural enterprise, Pon had set
out by himself. After all, he did not
need Gaddy’s aid. There was not
going to be any scrapping—Pon wae
going to take care of that.

He was poing to get into the
Water-Lily, cast it loose, and float
away on fihe current—without a
sonnd. “When he wae safe out of
bhearing of the Greyfriars camp, he
was grolng to take to the ocars, and

malici-
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“I say, you fellows ! ** yelled Bunter. * Come back for me! {1 aln’t drowned, you silly idlots—

pull up the river. Then he was
going to hide the boat in a certain
spot where there were thick willogs,
and walk home. And he was going
to put in an extra half-lour ragging
the boat—as destructively as he
could, leaving everything in it that
was breakable in a smashed-up state.

On the morrow Harry bharion
& Co. could hunt for their boat. If
they thought it had drifted loose the
would hunt for it down the river. 1f
they puessed that it had been walked
off, .they could choose which direc-
tion in which te hunt for it—they
would not be likely to find it again
very casily.

It seemed good, to Pon. ;

And it seemed all plain sailing.
Standing on the towpath by the
wood he looked tnwwﬁs the Grey=-
friars camp. The tent glimamered
uuder the trees. They were in the
tent, slecping. Pon was not likely to
wake them.

The boat was tucked under the
bank, a mere dark shadow among the
ruslies and half-hidden by a strag-
gling bush., Had he not known that
1t was there, I'on might have passed
it unnoticed.

It had been real Iuck, to have been
on the spot when the Greyfriars crew
landed to camp. For whatever reason
that fat fool Bunter. had stayed
behind, it had furbed out well for the
revengeful dandy of Higheliffe.

For two or three minutes Pongonby
stood there gazing at the tent under
the trees and listening, with a
malicious grin on his face. Then he
crept down the bank to the boat.

I'm up this tree!™

He scanned it carefully before he
stepped in. From what he had heard
the Greyfriars fellows eaying that
afternoon, they thought giia .BOMe
boat-thief was after the Water-Lily—
a man they called Spooner., Pon had
a misgiving one of them might be
sleeping in the boat on gu&rﬁ, Lf
that was the case, Pon had to make
new plans—under difficultics.

But he was soon reassured on that

int.

The Water-Lily was vacant, and
Le stepped quietly into it.  If rocked
slightly, with a faint wash of water
on the rushes. But he trod very
carefully and cauntiounsly.

He locked about him for the ocars
to place in readiness for pushing off.
Then e gritted his teeth,

Neither oars nor boathoek were to
be seen. FEvidently they had been
taken out of the boat and were out of
Pon’s reach, unless he was prepared
to ‘run the risk of awakening the
CRIPETS, .

Pon had to give up his idea of pull-
ing the Water-Lily up the river and
hiding it in those willows.

He would willingly have kicked
Spooner, whoever Spooner was. No
doubt it was because of Spooner that
the Greyiriars crew had taken this
precantion.

But if he could not get the Water-

Lily up the river he could pet it down

t was Dot
lanned ; but it was the

the river on the current.
what he had

next best. He could steer it down on
the current and shove it into some
backwater. And at that point the

current was bard and fast. Ther', as

he groped for the painter, he caught
his breath os he heard a olink.

He had taken it for granted that
the boat was tied up by the ordinagy
painter. But as he groped at that
yainter in the shadowa, there was a
aint clink of metal. It was a chain
that he prasped.

The rage in Pon’s heart at that dis-
covery could not have been expressed
1n words.

The boat was not tied up by a rope.
It waa sceured by s chain, and the
chain was padlocked round the root
of the bush on the bank,

No doubt this also wae on account
of the unknown Spooner.

Spocner, whoever he was, had put

paid to Pon’s whole scheme.

He could have cut a rope. He
could not cut a chain. He could
have unfastened a knot. He eould

not unfasten a padlock.

He dreaded for some moments that
that single faint clink might have
reached a wary ear in the tent. But
from the tent there was no sound of
alarm.

Pon crouched in the boat; the
bank, which was high at that point,
hiding him, if a glance had been

turned in his direction.
He breathed hard and deep with
rage. :
How was he pgoing to deal with
this? The chain waa thin, but it was

strong ; one end was securely riveted,
the other padlocked. He could no
more have sghifted the Water-Lily
from its moorings than he could have
THE MAG:{ETgEIBHAR‘E.—Nﬂ. 1,649
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ﬁfi&ﬁr the solid bank of the Thames
itseld.

Gadsby had told bhim that it was
always easy the way he maj it out,
but that it did Dot work out as
mped. Gaddy had been right. Pon

to ise that he had bad hia
sight-walk snd all his trouble for
nothing. _ '

Mothing was left but to do as much
damage as he could to the boat before
he gneaked away defeated. And that
would have to be done very quietly,

There seemed to be nothing that he
eould drep overboard. Everything
m&d to have been taken out of the

He dared make no attempt on the
ehain or padlock. It was useless—

and the sound of the chain clinking

wag very likely to awaken :leem;

they were not very far away.

the key of the padlock that was in
EOME inexde the tent—it was
ne use thinking of that. L

For quite s long time Fonsomby
stayed where he was, hitter!{ chag-
rined, but realsing . eavagely that
there was nothing &niu‘gu

‘But to eneak away defeated, having
done nothing at all, was too bitter a
?.iil for him fo swallew. He gtood up

n the boat and looked towards the
tent. It would be something te cut
the ropes and leave the tent tumbling
down on-the Greyfriars juniors when
he scuttled off.

But Ponsonby gave only one plance
towarda .the {ent—and then ducked
ewiftly out of sight. For that glance
chowed kim » moving figure.

Yon's heart beat quite unpleasantly
as he ducked. There not bheen a
sound—mnot the slightesi sound—but
someone was moving between the
tent and the towpatk. If they found
b mg—

He crouched low in the 'boat, he
ing that, whoever it was, he would
wel comé across the towpath to look
izto the Water-Lily. ere wWee no
wom for Pon; he counld not get out
of boat without revealing himself
fully in the starlight.

He heard a faint eound, a rustle in
the rushes, Then a shadow loomed
aver the boat.

‘Pon’e eyes fixed on a face on which
the. atars gleamed; a foxy, shifty,
eunming face; not the face of one of
the Greyliriare party,

1t dawned on his mind that it was
nak one of the Greyfriars party who
was up, it was some stealthy pilferer
inrking about the camp—a beoat-
thief, most likely.

But ke kad no time to think about
it.  For as he saw. that shifty face
the man saw him, and in a seeond he
was in the boat and grasping
Poneonby with a fierce and savage

i
F"%'k —what—who——" Ponsonby

ed in the grip of hie ecaptor.
e o L L
pering voice.

“You make a sound to

wake the rest—jest a sound—and you

into the water. Suffering snakes !

‘d drowned wyer aa soom as look at
yer. Eeep mum!”

And Ponsonby, choking for breath,
frightened almost out of his wits in
the, reflian’s sinewy ?I&EP, kept mum
— M A% A0
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A Preclous Palr ]

HIFTY SPOONER %ﬁﬁe& the
dandy of Highkcliffe by the neck,
und he griE!llpEd hard.

Pon could not have called out if he
had wanted to.

For a moment or two, indeed, he
did want to! . In that sudden, sava
grip, he would have been glad to call
even the Greyfriars fellows to his aid.
bZE[Da was soared,to the marrow of his

nes, .

But Shifty’s savage grip kept him
quiet, :

The boat rocked gently, sending a
wash of waler in t%m rushes. Pon-
sonby lay helpless under the grip of
the ruffian, staring up in terror at
the savape, threatening face. Om his
cwn face, upturned, the stars
gleamed; and Shifty Spodmer, as he
glared at him, gave a start of sur-
prisec.

Finding Pon in the boat, he had
taken it for granted that one of the
Greyfriars crew was sleeping on
board the Water-Lily. Now he saw
that this was not one of the Grey-
friars crew, :

He stared down at Ponsonby im
astanishment,

" Suffering tadpolea!” Hia wveice
came in a whisper, “You ain't.one
of that lot? What?”

Pou moved his head to signify that
be was not.

" Friend joined up with them?p”

Pon made that negative sign again.

“Suffering centipedes '  breathed
ShiTty Spooner, “ You arter this here
boat, same ag me¥”

Poon made an afirmative dign this
time.

His spasm of terror had passed. He
realised that he was—in a double
seoge—in the seme boat with this un-
known pilferer of the night! They
were both at the same game!

Indeed, remembering what he had
heard that afterncon, he could guess
who the man was—the man they had
called Spoouer, 2

Shifty’s grip .on him relaxzed a
little, |

“Keep quiet !” he whispered. “ You
wake 'em and in you go! Yeu can
speak in a whisper ! ou ain’t ome
of them! Yon're 'ére heat-pinciling,
the same as me!”

“Yes!” breathed Pon.

“My eye!” said Shkifty. “You're
young for _that game—and. well-
dressed, too! I've seen all sorta—but
I shouldn’t have took you for a boat-

pincher |*
Pon erimsoned. [t was true that
he had been going to make off with

the Water-Lily; but he was not going
to pinch it in the mander of
Mr. Sphoner.

“Let me go!” he muttered.

“Eetch me!” said Mr. Spooner,

“I'll belp you, you fool ! said Pon-
sonby, in a flerce whisper. “I came
here tc get away with this boat, to
pay them out! I owe that ging a
gzudge, and ¥ was going to take the

at away and hide 1it. you think
I was going to steal it, you idiot 7™

“Qh!* said My. Spooner,

Pon certainly did not look the part
of a boat-thief! Mr. Spoouer could
understand, easily enough, that ke

kad not been poing to steal the boat,
but to play a malicious trick.

“1 pet you!” aaid Shifty, * Well,
if yeu want thai gang to lose their
boat, you're al right., They're going
to lose i, and you cam lay to that!
You can sit thers and keep mum!
Mind,” added Mr. Spoomer, with a
retnra of suspicion and threatering,
“you let ouit one yelp and yom go
into deep water I

“I'll help yom all T can ! muttered
Ponsonby. " Dun't make a row and
wake up the rottera! The boat's
fastened on a chain. Mind it doesn’t
elink I

Shiﬁ:?‘ grinned, ]

“Ho! That's why you ain't get
away with it vet, 1 & 1 he re-
marked. " Yoo wasn't wise to that!
Well, I was—I've been ‘ere bhefore,
you see,” _

“Can you pet the padlock un-
fastened 7 breathed Fonsonby.

“Can - a duck ewim?” aoswered

Mr. Spooner.

_ Ptﬂ;;ﬁnb{imt- up, his eyes glam-
":Eil He had ha l.fri-gat, and he
had an sehe in his meck whewe Bhifty
had.gripped him. But be was glad
of the encounter now! XHe did not
care what became of the boat, =0
long as it was taken far out of reach
of a owners. 'Inm the bands of a
beat-thief it was likely to be taken
far au§h+-

“Good I” he muttered. “ But, I say,
they’'ve taken the cars ashore™

“I can see that! There’s a eurrent
in thke river!" answered Mr. Spoomer,
“H I et clear afore t wake up,
0.E. It runa strong on this reach.”

“Then I'll get out—" :

“You won't!” said Mr. Spooner.
“You'll sit there and keep mum! 1
ain’t taking chances! I'll put you on
the bank as soon as it's nafi—jnu
don’t fancy I want to pinch you along.
of the boat, do your Baut I sin't
taking no chances 'ere! Eeep quiet!”

Ponsonby sat quiet.

_Bhifty gave tent a keen, sus-
i)mmuﬂ glance, and then moved into

he bows of the Water-Lily, stealthy
as a cat. . -

FPonsonhy watched him in silence.

He was etill feeling uneasy; but ke
knew that he had nothing to fear
irom this man. He was very keen to
pee the Water-Lily drift away from
the bank, He was powerless to deal
with the padlock—bub he could guess
that the shilty man had ceme pre-
pired to deal with it. There was no
sound, either, from the padlock or
the chain; but suddenly he felt that
the boat was in motion. With a band
on the bamk, Shifty Spoomer pushed
it out into the river,

Popeonby’s eyes gpleamed.

The Water-Lily was floating away
from the bank.

Shifty gave him a glance and made
a gesture—and Ponsonby nodded and
gat in the stern seat to siecer.

He steered out, and the eourrent
caught the boat and pushed it on,
slanting out into the river, The
current was atrong, and it went fast.

The distance from the shore in-
creased. Pon locked back—and the
wood where the Greyfriars tent stood
under the trees was only a dark blur
in the atarlight. The boat gathered

speed,



Pon gave a low chuckle.

“ LIl right now!” he said

“I believe you!” said Mr. Spooner,

inning. “I1’ve been arter this boat
ong enough—now I got it, and you
can lay to that, young feller-me-lad !

“You're Spooner?” asked FPon,
staring at him curicusly. .
: Eéxﬁ%y gave him a sharp, suspicions
00

“What do you kmow about a
covey ?” he demanded.

“I've heard those Greyiriams
rottersa mention your name, that's

all. I'm glad you've got away with
it. It's nothing to do with me what
you do with the hoat—but if they lose

1t for good, all the better !” said Pon-
m:lh'?r viciomaly. '

“You're a nice, kind-"earted young
covey, you are!"™ said ‘Mr; Spooner,
staring at him.

“I've got it up against that crew 1”
said Ponsonby. ﬁe Easse'd & hand
aver' his sh y eye. “One of them
gave me this !

Mr, S?ouner chuckled

“They're ’andy at ‘andling a
bloke ! he+agreed. “Well, 1 %ﬂnﬂ
::j?" ‘em now, and good riddance,

“"You won’t make much speed with-
out oara!” said Ponsonby.

“I1'1 ﬂt fur enough, and you can

la% to t !” gaid Mr. Spaoner.
_ Shifty did not explain to. Pon—
what Fon certainly did not think. of
guessing—that his interest wasg not
in the boat itself, but in a certain
secret he knew about that boat which
‘ne one élse knew.
_"Pon took it for granted that Shifty
was poing to make off with the Loat
for its wvalue. But Shifty’a object
was to search the stern locker—for a
gecret resson known only to Shifty
himgelf |

‘Whether Bhifty kept possession of
the’ Water-Lily depended on whether
Shifty had time, and opportunity, for
changing its appearance, so that it
could not be recognised when watched
for. Once he had got at what he
wanted, Shifty did not care ve
much what became of the boat itself,

That, of course, Ponsonby did not
dream of guessing—he did not even
know that Mr. Spooner had once been
the owner of the Water-Lily in the
days before the stone-jug had
claimed him.

The Water-Lily drifted on, getting
farther and far{her swoy from the
comp where the unsuspecting QGrey-
friars party slept,

“'Arf n mile will do it!” said
Mr. Spooner, watching the bank. *If
they wake up and migs their boat,
that’ll see it safe. You can steer in,
I reckon.” He pointed to the bank
down the river, where a maas of trees
at the back of the towpath cast a
deep shadow over the water. “That's
a spot that’ll enit us—I ain’t looking
for publicity, I sin't, if anybody's

about.”
nodded, and steered for

Ponsonby
the bank.

The Water-Lily slanted in,

Glad as he was to see his own
pcheme carried out by other hands,
I'on was rather anxious to see the
last of Mr. Spooner. He was not very

rticular; but the company of a

oat-thief, liable to be run in by
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the police, was not the sort of com-
pany he wanted.

The boat bumped into the bank, in
deep shadow under the branches on
the shore.

Poasonby jumped out.

To his surprise, Mr. Spooner
ntepl’leﬂ out after him and made the
boat’s painter fast to a root on the
bank.

Pon had supposed that the hoat.
thief, after landing him, would get
away as fast as he could,

‘Unaware that Mr. Spooner’s main
object was to eearch in the siern
locker of the Water Lily, without loss
of tirme, for something that only Mr.
Spooner knew was there, he was
puzzled.

“Aren’t you poing on?” he asked.
“They'll be after the boat the minute
they miss it—and’ they’ll know it
came down the river—"

“I'm seeing you off first!"” eaid Mr.
Spooner. *Get going ¥

Fon could only stare at him. He

faw no réason whatever why Mr.

Spooner should want to see him clear
of that spot! ~

It 1ooked as if Spooner intended to
remain there for a time and did not

‘want any eyes on him !

Pon could not guess why; and
Shifty -::erl;ain]g did pot intend to tell
him! RBhifty had a strong objection
to any eyes seeing what he was going
to disinter from a secret hiding-place
in the Water-Lily's locker! Bhifty
intended to be sure that he wag alone
and unobserved when he.started oper-
ations on that locker.

3 “I‘En going !” eaid Ponsonhy. “But

“Bent it ! said Mr. Spooner briefly ;
and the. leok on his face became so
extremely disagreeable that Pon-
sonby started up the towpath without
ancther word,

- At a short distance Ponsonby looked
back, curious to sce what Mr. Spooner
was up to.

He gove a jump as he saw that
Spooner had followed him up the tow-
path.

“Spying on a covey, what?” asked
Mr. Bpooner.

He came towards Ponsonby with an
expression so threateming that Pon
t-m% to his heels and ran up the tow-

th.

Pahir. Spooner stood watching him £ill
he disappeared, and thern turned to
walk back to the boat.

Beaten Again !
ILLY BEUNTER biinked.
He made no sound.
He hardly breathed.

Bitting against the tree in the black
darkness under the branches, Bunter
had slept uﬂeaﬂi;y for an hour or
two. But he had wakemed. There
was & cold wind on the river; the
grass on which he sat was chilly; and
& variety of insects were crawling
over him.

Bunter was pretty good when it
eame to sleeping; even Rip Van
Winkle had little on Bunter 1m that
line. But chilly-earth, a cold wind,
and nips from crawling insects, made

I3

slumber impossible for long, even to
the fat Owl of the Remove. -

Again and again he nodded off, only
to ‘wake mgain; and he sat dismally
blinking at the river and longing for
morning.

The chilly earth being altogether
too chilly for comfort, Bunter rose to
his feet at last, and stood leaniny on
the tree, debating in his fat mind
whether to tramp on up the towpath
or wait for dawn. TE.E knowlédge
that "Shifty Spooner was somewhere
ahead of him on the towpath made
Lim. more inclined to wait for day-
light. And then suddenly he saw Mr,
Spboner ! .

Under the trees it was as black as
& hat! But out on the river, the atar-
light gleamed clearly.

Billy Buflter could hardly believe
his eyes, or hig spectacles, at the sight
of a’'boat—a boit he knew—slanting
in to the bank towards the mass- of
dark- trees under'whith ke stood, with
Mr. Spooner sitting in it, and Pon-
sbuby of Higheliffe steering,

It was not 8o surprising to see
Shifty in the Water-Lily—he kaew
that Shifty was after his old boat,
like a dog after a bone. And. this
time he had got away with it. But it
was amazing .to sce the dandy of
Higheliffe in such company.

With his ¢yes popping tir«uugh his
spectacles, the amazed fat ~Owl
watched the boat bump on the hank
and saw Shifty and Pousonby lard,
and Shifty tie the painter,

He tried to suppress his breathing,
Shifty Spooner was atanding in the
starlight not a dosen feet from him
—the least sound might have
alarmed him.

What he might have done, if he
had seen Bunter there, the fat Owl
did not know; but he had no doubt
that it would have been spmethin
very unpleasant. And his dread o
Pﬂnﬂﬂﬂ:g was only a little less than
his dread of Mr. Spooner.

The acared fat Owl was as silept as
s mouse with a couple of cats at
hand.

The .voices, aa Spooner and Pon-
eonby spoke, came clearly to his
ears. Amazing as it was to see a
Higheliffe man in such company, he
realised that Pon had had & hand in
pinching the Greyfriars boat.

Silent, hardly breathing, bhe
watched Ponsonby walk away up the
towpath—with Bpooner [following
him till he looked back.

He gosped with relief when they
went.

But he knew, from what he had
heard, that Shifty wouid be coming
back; he was only seeing Pon safely
off the scene; why, Bunter knew no
more than Ponsonby did.

The fat Owl of the Remove blinked
after them.

He saw Mr. BSpooner standin
watching Pon as he scuttled o
about a dozen yards up the towpath.
His back, of course, was to Bunter.

Billy Bunter's fat heart beat.

Had Shifty been close at hand, the
fat Owl would have hugged cover,
only hoping that the shifty eyes
would not fall on him.

But Shifty wess a doren yards
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mentioned. that he had told them
60. This time he mentioned it once
too often!

The four did not speak’ they acted,
ag if moved by the same spring, all
at once! They collared Jolinny Bull
and sat him down in fthe inn garden,
with a bump.

“0Oh!" roared Johnny.

“Give him another!?” said Bob.

Bump! .
“Oh, you sgilly asses!” roared
Johnny, Are

struggling. “Ow!

o’ getting aﬁgrtjgbecaujse a fellow

ad eense emough. to tell you—
yaroooh !

Bunp !

“I did tell you 8o, didn’t 124

Bump!

“I told you—"

Bump !

“Yow—ow! OR!"

Then the four went in to the inn to
breakfast.

Johnny, when he had got his
second wind, followed them, and over
breakfast he refrained from mention-
ing again that he had told them so!

All Right For Bunter !

“H”

Snore !

“Hi! You!”
Snore !
“You with the specs!”
Enorel”

“You with the barnacles [™

Snore!

“You with the gig-lampa [=

Snore !

. Billy '‘Bunter was {fast ausleep.
Billy Bunter had not awakened and
turned out early, like the Famous
Five. Bunter had lost & lot of asleep
the night before, -and if he was
dreaming, as he-snored in the boat,
he was not dreaming of early rising.
“The Water-Lily was tied up on the
Oxfordshire side. Theré was no
towpath there, and & thick wood,
belonging to some riverside esiate,
grew down to the water’s edpe.

Bunter, having esca from Mr,
Spooner, had not felt disposed teo
~continue on his voyape
Thames. The Water- ifj" had drifted
some ~ distapce under the juttin
branches from the bank in blac
darkness till a low-hanging buugh
had banged on Bunter's head!
Bunter had grabbed at that bough
and tied the painter to it.  Affer
which, as there was nothing else to
be ‘done, he had gone to sleep in the
beat.

He was gtill fast asleep when
the sun rose over the Thames He
enored on as the sun rose higher in a

blue :BkE.

Had he awakened and sat up and
lpoked acpess the river he might have
.geen a familiar sight on the Herk-
shire side—the red tiles and chimney-

ts of the Golden Trout, a little

ower down the river.

But he did not awaken, and he did
not sit up or look across 4he river.
He slept, and he snored!

He might have continued to do eo
for hours had he not bheen inter-
rupted. But interruption waas at
-hand. ]

From the trees on the bank a man
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"hia wvoice had mno effect.

down the -

THE MAGNET

in gaiters stared at him and at the
boat, and hailed him, in rising tones.

Floating wunder the branch to
which it was tied, the Water-Lily
was out of reach of the man on the

bank. So he could only shout at
Bunter., He shouted, and shouted,
and shouted!

Shouts bhad no effect on Billy
Bunter whén he was fast asleep! To
each remark of the man in gaiters
he answered omly with a rumbling
BUOTE.

“My eve!” gaid the man in gaiters.
“Here, you!? he roared. "Yom
can't tie up your boat here! This is
private property. (Get out of it!

You with the s 1 You with the

ig-tamps | ou bladder of lard!
‘ttl'}’l fat trout! TYou! Get out of
it !

Snore !

The man in galters breathed hard.

He could -not reach Bunter and he
" He looked
round for something to throw.
" He loosened a pgrassy 4urf from
the bank, took eareful aim, amd
dmpgned it neatly on the fat face in
the boat '

That awakened Billy Bunter!

*He started out of slumber with a
bound and a startled splutter.

“ Qoooooogh I

Bunter sat up, blinkihg, He sef
hig spectacles etraight on hie fat
little nose and blinked round diuil?.

“Here! You'! Woke up at Jast!”
roared the man in gaiters, “Get out
of it! - You're trespassing ' here!
You'll get run in! Hear that?”

- “Did you chuck something at me?”
howled Bunter, rubbing earth from
his fat features. “Beast!"

*Get out ¥

] Shﬂﬂ't!’:

The man glared threats.

Bunter, seeing that he wasz out of
reach of the man in gaiters, glared
defisnce. Bunter did’not like being
awakened early in the morning,
especially by a turf dropping on his
features.

“You can't tie up your old tub
here!” shouted the man in gaiters,

H'I"IEh !I‘J
“I'd give you yah if I could pget
at you!"” said the man in gaiters.

“If I have to fetch a boat and come
round to you you'il kEnow it!”

“Beast " retorted Bunter. “Mind
your own business! .I shall stay here
as long as I jolly well like. Have
you bought the Thames? Take your
silly face away! It worries me !

Bunter, out of reach of the man
in gaiters, was bold as a lion! He
hurled defiance at him.

“My+eye !” said the man in gaiters.
“If I could pet at you—*%

“I'd tip you into the water if you
could !  retorted Bunter. “Yah!
Take your ugly mug away, for good-
ness’ gake!”

The man in gaiters gurgled,

“All right!” he gas?ed. “You just
wait till I get a boat! You hang on
till I come along! That's all—just
wait I"

He disappearcd into the wood.

Billy Bunter reached at the
painter. How long that man in
%aiixera might be getting a boat,

unter did not krow, but he knew

cassured kim.

friavs crew turmed up.

that he did not want fo wait for his
arrival. :

He untied the Eaintcr, gave &
shove at the bough, and sent the
Water-Lily rocking out into the
Thames. In a moment he was out
of the sehade of the branches, in the
sunshine.

“0h ! ejaculated Bunter,

Far away across the river be
glimpsed red roofs and chimney-pots
that had a familiar aspect.

How far he had drifted down
the river. after getting away from
Shifty Bpooner, Bunter had no idea,

but he could see now that he had
drifted nearly as far as the Golden
Trout. :

He gave that distant but hosplt-

able spot a longing blink.
. Breakfast at the Golden Trout was
an attractive thought. In the day-
light, with craft appearing on the
river every few moments, Bunter was
not afraid of Shifty Spooner, even if
he was still- about.

But he was rather afraid of the
landlerd of the Golden Trout. He
realised that there might be some
awkwardness over that little matter
of the bill for his supper the previous
evening.

But a8 moment's reflection re-
He had the boat
with him now: In case of any diffi-
culty the landlord could—and would
—k:ee? that boat in secarity for pay-
ment! So that was all right!

Bunter grinned.

He Wwas going to the Golden
Trout! He was iﬂing to wait there
—with the Water-Lily—till the Grey-
When the
searched for their boat they woul
find it at the Golden Trout—and
Bunter with it! That was rather a
better programme than hunting for
them up the river. If he ran up a
bill while he waited for them' they
could settle it—little enough, too,
after all he had done for them! The
Golden Trout was Bunter's destina-
tion !

A boat came by, and a young man
in it stared at Bunter in the Water-
Lily, probably surprised to see him
adrift without oars. He pulled
closer.

“Want a hand*” he asked.

“0Oh, yes. Thanks!” gasped
Bunter. “The gilly fools took the
cars out of the boat, you know! I
say, could you give me a tow dcross
to that inn?"

“Chuck over your painter!” said
the young man.

Bunter chucked over the painter.
The Good Samaritan secured it, and
pulled across to the other bank.

- There he cast off, gave Bunter a
nod, and wentron his way.

Billy Bunter tied on the post where
the Water-Lily had tied on the pre-
vious day! He rolled into the inn

arden with a cheery fat face.

reakfnst was the pexd item on the
programme for Bunter.

Where the other fellows were, and
what they were doing about their
missing boat, Bunter did not know—
neither did he worry about that! It
was all right for Bunter—which, for-
tunately, was all that mattered,



Seeing ks Believing,
L LOW that man Spooner !” asaid
B s g
“ Blow t ass Buster!”
said Frank Nugent. .

“Blow the luck!™ gaid Harry
Wharton,

“The blowfulness is terrific ! re-
marked Hurree Jameet Ram Singh.

Johnny Bull his lipe—and
closed them again! Mercifully he re-
fraimed froma memtionimg once more
that ke had told them so.

There was some bomfort in & good
breakfast. Harry Wharton & Co.
weze getting a goad breakfast at the
tolden Trout to start the day on—
before they begepn the difficult and
dubious esedarch for the missing
Water-Lily.

Haveral times, pince Shifty Spoomer

had started . trailing them up the
Thames, they had DATTOW esca
of losing their boat! But luck had

always "befriended them—iill now!
Now it was pone—and they could not
help realising that, in all prebability,
it was' gone for tgoad It was =
disdstrous ending {o their trip vp the
ahaméea——and their IeeIi&ngn towards

¥. ner were v .

“¥ mdei: whementg e.::& Bunter
ig- wow?” remarked Bob Cherry.
“From what the landlord eaid, he
mueé have started after us pretty
late. He most have mis=éd onr camp
and gome em.™

“Goednezs knows!” said Harry.
" Bady we can’'t bether absut Bunter
nowi We've got to find the Water-
Lily—if we can!®
“Well, if we don't see Bunter
min for .a day or two, we mag' be

to bear it!” remarked Johnn
Bull,

“Shouldn’t wonder if we &nn”t
see kim again at all till next term at
Greyfriars.”

" sﬂ.ﬂ you fellows !

The Famous Five jumped all to-

ether. They stared round at the
goorca]'{ from which direction that
fat, familiar gguaak proceeded.

Bunter rolied in.
"' Bunter |” stuttered Bob Cherry.
“The  estecmed apd idiotio

Buater1* exelaimed Hurree Jamset
Ram 8ingh. “Turning up like a bad
penny I

“I say, you fellows, fanecy sceing
you here!” exelaimed Billy Bunter,
blinking at the juniors at the break-
fast-table. “ How did you get here?
Never mind that, thongh—I'm
huagry! I say, order some more
coffee—and a8 dozen e or so—half
a dosen rashers will do! I say, I'm
rather -B].'lﬂ-l'}] get 1"

“B0 you've eome back, you fat
freg I grunted Johnny Bull,

“Ok, really, Bull—-"

"“"S80 you didn't keeE on up the
river 7" asked Beob, Wh idn't
youf Too bad to let us think we'd
fost you, and then to turn ap like
this \*

“Oh, really, Cherry——-2"
“And we were just thinkin
we mightn’t .zee you again tifl

term !” sighed Frank Rugent.

“0h, really, Nugent—*

" Now let’s boot him for that rotten
trick he ﬁﬂ yed yesterday!” said
Johnny Bull, . “We'va lost the hoat,
You fat, foozling, frowsy frog!*

that
next
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“He, he, ho "

“Dg¢ you think that's funny, wom
gnrgin? gargoyle?” howled Johnny.

“ Well, what did you e P aaid
Banter. “You left .me behind! You
jolly well knew I was in thet tree,
and you left me behind! 5
wouldn’t have got that boat away if
E;f ihe;e.u Ytheraf ! Yoor own fault en-

ely! You faney you can manage
without me? Well, Ean you ?

Billy Bunter blinked round.

“Waiter!, I eay, waiter! I'm
waiting. say, you fellows, I can
tell you I'm joily hungry! I say, as
ot’re here, you'd better see ‘the
andlerd about my eunpper laat
nj ht_” »

We've seen him about that, you

fat i;illilmr!"’ said Bob. “Come onm,
you fellows, we'd better ing 1

“Eh?, Where are }'ﬁt Enﬂing?”
asked Bunter.

“To look for the Water-Lily, aas !”

“He, be, he! You wont have to
look very far!” chuckled Bunter.
“It's tied up at the landing-place
here. ™

“What

“He, ke, he!” chortled Bunter,

“You blithering owl, what do yeu
mean P¥ roared Johnny Bull,

“Ek? Just what I say!” answered
Bunter. "Think I'm pulling your

Jdeg 7
Gi‘ha Famous Five stared at Bunter!
His statrment wae so extraordina
and- se incredible that they coml
hardly doubt that he was leg-pulling.

“H it's there, whe put it therer”
grunted Johnny Bull.

~ I did

“You did!” yelled the Famoua
Five.

“Little me!” answere® Bunter.
“You see, I caught Spooner with it
last night, and took it away from

him.™
Harry Wharton & Co. looked
fizedly st Bunter. If they had been

Eﬂrepa.red to believe that the missing
at was tied up at the Golden Trout,
certainly they were not prepared to
believe that Billy Bunter eaught
Spooner with it and taken it away
from him 1 .

“Boot him!” eaid Johnmy Bnull
“If he keeps on asking for i}, why
shouldn’t he be booted 7

“Oh, really, Bull—*"

“Can that fat fool have seen any-
thing of it, while he's been wander-
ing about?’ asked Harry Wharton.
*1f you've seen it, Bunter——"

“He, he, he!” chuckled Bunter.
“ Rather !*

“Where did you see it, then?”

“Up the towpath, last night!
Spooner and Ponsonby were in it——"

“Ponsonby I” howled the Famous
Five.

“Yes; that Higheliffe cad! He
helped Spooner pinch the boat, from
what I could see I

“What utter rot!” said Bob.

“Well, he was in the bhoat with
Spooner, and ﬂl? landed together,”
gaid Bunter. *1 h

ad my eye on
them! I wasn't scared when I saw
Spoomer!  Hardly! You fellows

might have been——"

“You fat, foozling, blithering owl,
tell us the truth, if there's & epot of
truth in you at all!” hissed Bob,
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“Have you oeepr anything of the
Water-Laly or mot?™

“I eay, I wish that waiter would
buck up—Fm hungry! I'm ‘telling
fwaa ast a5 I can, ain't I? Spebner
bhought Pon was apying on him, ané
wend after him up the towpath, and
I got hold of the hoat——" Bunter
ansed. “I mean to say, Spooner
in't follow Pon up the towpath—he
was standing there by the boat, and
I rushed at him—"

"“You rushed at Spooner?” gasped

Bab.

“Right at him!” said Bunter
breezily. “I gave him my left! It
was enough for him! hether he
was ‘stunned or mot, I can’t say—
hnt——-Y &

“You frowey, funky, fat frog,
yon'd be scared ocut :? Four “rg
euck as they are, if Spooner lifted
kia little £ 1" howled Beb.

“Qh, ell nght !’ eaid Punter scorn-
fnlly. * Per I didn’t pet the hoat
away from him! Perbaps it ien't
tied up to the post here now! Al
right!”

“Pees that priecless idiot think
we're poing to believe that he's tied
the’ Water-Lily np here, when we've
only got to lock ouwt of the window
to eee that he hasn't?” gasped
Nugent.

*“Well, look ! said Bunter.

Johnny Bull breathed haxd.

"'l iﬂk?’ he exid. “¥ gMan't ece
the Water-Lily, and if I den’t, I'll

give you something to tell. I8
for! I'll boot -yom all over Herk-
shire 1"

“Yah I

Johnny Bull walked across to the
window, from which there was a view
of the gardem down {o the towpath
and the river bevend. He stared
from the window at the Thames.
Then he jumped !

“Oh I* he ejaculated,

“See it? grinned Boh,

“ What?” yelled Bob Cherry.

Four juniors rushed to join Johary
at the window. They stared at the
river—and at a well-kmown craft that
floated there, tied on the £ mear

the big beech. They stared at it
dumbfounded.

"The Water-Lily !” stuttered Harry
Wh%r_tnnl;u

“Our boat " gasped Nugent.

“Or ite pgiddy hﬂat!%l'a porgled

Bob. “ Do I sleep, do I dream, I
wonder and doubt—are things what
they seem, or are visions about ?”

“ Well this tears it |” gaid Nugent.
“It's the Water-Lily! We haven's
got to hunt for it—there it is 1*

“But how—" pgasped Johnny
Bull.

“The howfulness is terrifie.”

Harry Wharton & Co. turned back
to Hunter.

The waiter had brought supplies,
and Bunter was getting buey, ith
his capacious mouth filled to capacity,
he grinned at the five amazed juniors.

"1 eay, you fellows—groogh !—seen
it—urrgh! Perhaps you believe me
now—auugh !

“How did you get that boat?”
gesped Hab.

“I've told you! I fought with
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thist map Spooner, and—and Pon-
sonby ! Qroocogh'!* Bunterig wvoice
came muffled .throngh a large mouth-
ful of provender: *1 tackled the two
of them together—uuugh! 1 pgave
Spooner my left, asd Pon my right!
They had enough! I say, “you
fellows, this..bacon is spiffing—tell
tlie waiter to bring some more |
Harry Wharton. & Co. hurried

down to the 'Wﬂtﬂr-LiiF-—-leaving
Bunter busy. How Bunter had man-
aged to get hold of the Water-Lily

and recapture it, and bring it to.

where it was now tied wup, was an
smazing mystery to them—a mys-
tery that was not in the least eluci-
dated by any of Bunter's statements
on the subject.

But Bunter, somehow, had done it
~—for there it waaz! It was an
immense relief to see the Water-Lily
again—to be able to resume their
voyage up the Thames, instead of
epending that fine September day
hunting for a missing boat! The
could bardly believe that Bill
Bunter had recaptured the stolen
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¥3“ to enloy all the
o aod excitement
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craf$, But secing was believing—
and they had to!

Quite a Surprise for Pon !

i ONE!'” grinned Ponsbnby.
X Looks like it!” agreed
Gadshy.

The two Highceliffians stood look-

in{:,;_l at the Greyfriars camp.

hey had approached that camp
very cautionsly, not by the towpath,
but coming throuzh the wood
behind. Pon had little doubt that
the campers would be goune in search
of their boat; but he was not taking
chaneeg.

But as goon #s they came near the
tent, they could see that it was de-
serted. Evidently the .Greyfriars
erew had cleared off in & hurry,
leaving all staiding.

“I fancy they've been
time, too!” said Ponson

one a good
“They
rang !
missed

as soom as they
He

the boat, they'd go after it!”
chuckled. *“I wish them joy of the
hunt! That man Spooner’s -got it
ten miles away by this time—T'11 bet
it wouldn't take him long to pinch
oars from somewlere. e's passed
half a dozen loeks by this time.”
“Nice sort of a man for a High-
cliffe fellow to-get mired up with I*
suid Gadsby. " A boat-thief—"

“I don’t eare what -he is—no
bizney of mine!" Ponsonby shrugged
his shoulders. “He's dighed that
crew—that's all T eare about. And
while they're hunting down the

“Thames for their hoat, we’ll attend

to their tent.™

‘He chuckled.

" You said that I shouldn’t get bg
with it, Gaddy! Have [ or not:

Have we dished that gang to the

wide, or haven't we?”

To which Gaddy had no reply to
make! Really, it looked ag if Fon
had scored all along the line this
Somewhere or otlier down the
Thames, the Greyfriarse crew were
hunting for & boat they were not
likely. to find; and while they were
absent, their camp was at Pon's
mercy—and he was not oing to he
merciful ! The dandy of Higheliffe
had triumphed at last,

“Have the tent down first!” said
Pon. “ We'll roll all their things up
in the tent, and slip the whele lot
into the river!” -

“Oh, draw it mild!” eaid Gadshy
uneasily. “You can't destroy pro-
perty like that!”

“Can’t 1" grinned Pon, *You'll
gee! They can hunt for these things
after they've tired of hunting for tﬁe

boat ! “He Eaaseﬁ his hand over his
shady eye. "By gad! I'll make the
cads sorry for themselves! Get
going 1

“1f we're seen——"

“0Oh, don't be a silly funk! Any-

body who passes will think it’s our
cam% if they notice us at all. We
can hardly he seen from the river at
all! Get going!” |

(ladsby ecast- an uneasy glance
round.

The Greyfriars fellows had camped
well back from the towpath. he

-

fent under the trees was not a con-
apieuous object. From out on the
river, 1t could hardly been seen. Any-
one passing on the towpath could see
it—but, after all, anyone passing
was not likely to guess that twe
young rageals were dealing with
other Ipeuple’s property. It was safe
El‘]ﬁ,}'ﬂg 1s

“Get goin’, I tell you!” snapped
Z_F'un; and he got going himself, open-
ing a pocket-knife, and cutting tent-
ropes,  leaving the pegs in  the
ground.

(Gaddy lent a hand.

The tent scon came tumbling
down. Ponsonby spread out the
canvas, and piled omn it wvarious

articles—the outfit of the campers.

The whole heap was relled up into
a bundle. The bundle was tied up in
the tent-ropes.

“"Now drag it across the towpath

and tip it in the river!” said Pon-
sonby. “I can shove it out with the
boathook—they're mnot getting it
back again if I can stop them ! Lend

a hand!”
“Look here——" muttered Gadsby.

“Lend o hand, you fool! I don't
suppose they'll be coming back, but
we don’t want to hang about here
for ever I snapped Ponsonby. “ After
this we'll get off up the river—we’ll
kcep clear of the cads after this!
But we're goifti’ to sink this lot in the
river before we go! Will you lend

a hand?”
“No, I .won't!” eaid QGadeby
sulkily., “It's too thick! You ecan

rag their things as much as you like
—but chucking them in the river ia
too thick! ‘Don't be such a dashed
hooligan, Pon !™

“You chicken-hearfed nincom-
poop.”

“Oh. shut up!”

“I1 tell you we're going to chuck

git: whole ot inte the rover ! roared
on.,

“ Better not tell the world I" said
Gadsby sarcastically. “I can hear
somebody on the towpath—there's a
beat coming up!”

“ Wait till they've passed, then!”
said Ponsonby, {ewermg his voice.
“But when tge 've passed, this lot
is goin' into the river, and you're
goin' to lend a hand, you soft noodle,
or I'm goin’ to punch your head!”

There was a sound of tramping feet
on the towpath. A boat was towing
up, approaching the spot.

Even Ponsonby did not care to let
eyes fall on Lhim while he was piteh-
ing other people’s property into the
river. He waited impatiently for the
hoat- to tow by. : .

What boat it was, Pon neither
knew nor cared; assured that it could
not be the Greyiriars boat with the
Greyiriars crew!

That, of course, was imposaible!

Pon had seen nothing of Billy
Bunter the previous night; but, had
he seen him, he certainly would nob
have guessed that the fat Owl of
Greyfriars had recaptured the Water-
Lily from Mr. Spooner! It was not
likely to oceur to him that Harry
Wharton & Co., in possession of their
craft once more, were towing the
same up to their camp.



That, however, was the case, little
ae Pon guessed it,

Tliey bod -waited only for Billy
Bunser to park his breakfast at the
(Golden Trout, -and then,- having
obteined a rope, they started. Anxi-
ous 4o get back to their unguartled
COED 88 £00D A5 gible, they towed
at-a pgood epeed, three fellows pulling
on the rope.

The tramp of feet on the tawpath
CAIMNe DeATer. ,

“Ok pgad!” breathed Gadeby sud-
denly.

He etared through the trees and
limpsed the boat and the three
ellows . who were pulling on the

rope.- His eyes popped as he saw
them.

“ What——" snapped Pon, gzlancing
at him. :

“Look ! gasped Gadsby.

Ponsonby looked !

Then he fairly bounded!

He looked—and looked apgain. He
almost doubted his eyesight. Really
it was bhard to believe that it was the
Water-Lily floating {ihere on the
sunny Thames, with Frank Nugent
steering, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
sitting beside him, and Billy Bunter.
squatting with a bag of pears on his
iat é:.’HE‘E":m _ by

“0b Y gas Ponsonby.

Harry ha?;tdm}, Johnny Bull, and
Bob Cherry were pulling on the tow-
rope. They were coming on fast, and
in another minute or two would be
level with the camp.

“They—they—they've got the—the
—the  boat gack P stuttered Pon-
:E;:I]*Jltil:b . “They—they—— ©Oh pgad!

“@Goin’ to chuck their things into
the river now?” asked Gadsby sar-
castically.-

Pon dwd not answer that question !
He waas not likely tgelinger om that
epot for that reasqn, or any other
reason whatsoever.

“Hallo. hallo, halloe!' came a roar
from the towpath. Boh Cherry had
sighted the two figurcs at the camp.
* Higheliffe cads !”

Pornsonby spun round and raced.
After him raced Gadsby!. They cut
off thr:mgh the wood belter-skelter.

“Pon!” yoared Johnuy Bull.

He caught a glimpse of Ponsonby
as e fled. Immediately he let go the
towline, and rushed into the trees.

“That ganer  here !  exclaimed
Harry Wharton. “I suppose Bunier
did see Pon last night, then., We've
only got back in time!”

“By gum ! Look at our tent!” ex-
elaimed Bob,

Johnuy Bull was charging at full
speed through the wood, He did vot
give the wrecked tent a glance.
Johney wanted Pon—and he wanted
him badly. Ever since the day when
'on & Co. had left him tied up in
the thicket down the river, Johnny
had wanted to sce Pon—and this was
the first time he had seen him, He
farrly whizzed in pursuit.

Ahead of him, Pon and Gadshy
were running as if for their livea.

Johuny Bull glimpzed a straw hat
among the trees, put on a spurt, and
hurled himseld at the wearer thercof,
They went to the ground together.

“Now. you worm !” panted Johnny.
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Thum;), thump, thump !
“Pon 1" yelled Gadsby. “Help me,
you rotter! Come back, you cad!

on—- Yarooh I

But Pon did net stop.

"Oh " pasped Johnny, “Youl”
He did not want Gadsby.

He bounded yuyp, leaving Gadsby

eprawling and roaring, and rushed on
again.

But that little delay had been
enough for Pon. Pon had vanished !
Aud Jobnny, with an angry snport,

ave up the chase, and tramped

ack to the camp,

——

‘Bunter ali Ovez |

¢ J BAY, you fellows "
_[ “Savy on, old fat man |" said
Bob Cherry.

“We'll camp bere,” said Billy
Buanter.

There was a wind on the river the
next day, and the Water-Lily was
under sail.

QOwing to their fortunate return in
time, the Greyfriars crew had found
their outhit intaect, though consider-
ably rumpled and rufled. And that
~—there was no denying it—was due
to Billy Bunter and his happy recap-
ture of the Water-Lily.

Billy Bunter was not oume of those
fellows who hide their light under
a bughel. There was nothing of the
ehy wviolet about Bunter, " Modest
reticence was not Bunter's long suit.

But fur Bunter, the Water-Lily
might have been, probably would
have beem, hopelessly lost. But for
Bunter, again, the Greyiriara crew
would never have returned fo their
camp when they did—and they could
guess what Pon had been going to do
with the outfit he had bundled up in
the tent canvas. But for Bunter, the
Water-Lily wouldn't bave been under
sail now—the sail would have been
draggling somewhere in the Thames.
But for Bunter, in fact, everything
woltld have been at gixes and scvens—
if not at sizteens and seventeens.

Bunter told the Greyiriars crew
this, not once, but mapy times.

It was Bunter's favourite topic.

It seemed likely to last him till the
end of the holidaye. It scemed likely
to last lomger thanm the patience of
the Greyfriars crew. But they tried
to be paticnt.

The Famous Five were not fellows
to disregard a service rendered—
edpecially sueh a tremendous service.
It was true, as Bunter egaid umpteen
times, that they bad left him behind,
and Bunter, in return, had saved
their boat for them—heaping ovals
of fire on their heads. They had
fancied that they could get on all
right without Bunter. Well, could

they?

lgeallj. they rather faneied that
they could. Nevertheless, but for
Buster, there would have been
disaster all round. It was undeni-
able.

Bunter had his reward. Even
Johnny Bull had given up the idea
now of making Bunter do auy work.
Yerhaps he was not sofry io relire

19
fmra:f:fullg from so very diffioult a

Anyhow, there was no lomger
question of Bunter towing. If any
fellow suggested Bunmter towing,
Bunter had only to point out that,
but for him, there would have been
no boat to tow. There wers ¥Ho
longer any arguments on the subject
of washing-up. A camping trip
ﬁfﬁ‘ seems Hk&; nhlﬂng series of
washings-up. ashing-up is, p
haps, the least Enjeyahlnf phrtPE:;
n?.miping. Bunter cut that out en-
tirely now, and nobody said him nay.

It was like Bunter, given a chanes,
te swell. All the Famous Five
agreed that the only way ta tolerats
Bunfer was io boet Banter. But
they could not boot the fellew who
had recapiured the Water-Lily for
them. Really they couldn't |

So the neft day Billy Bunter
basked in an unaceustomed atmo-

sphere of polite tolerance.
Only when a fellow forgot for a
minute did he say “Shot up,

Bunter ¥ Any fellow whe lifted n
foot in a forgetful moment immedi-
ately put it down again. Bunter's
wishes were regarded. And when
Billy Bunter's wishes were regarded,
Bunter was not the man to de his
wishing on a moderate scale,

Now the Water-Lily was sailing
merrily on a wind, when Runter
espied a spot ashore that he fancied
for a camp. So he announced that
they wounld camp there.

“Rot P’ said Johnny Bull. “We're
not losing this wind "

Billy Bunter fixed his eyes and his
apectacles on Jphnny Bull. He
lcoked him up, and he lopked him
down.

“Oh, all right! he said crush-
ingly. “IDon't take avy notice of
what I want. I don’t matter; I'm
nobody. 1'm only the fellow who got
the boat back when you loat it—
that's all.”

“It's rather early fo oam P,
Bunter,” said Harry  Wharten
mildly. “If you're hungry, have a

feed on board to go on with.”

“That's like you,” said Bunter.
“Always making out that a fellow
wants to eat. It's not much ¥ eat at
any time, as you fellows kndw.”

“We're getting on fine, old fat
bean,” said Frank Mugent.

“You wouldn't be if Spooner had
rot away with the boat,” said Bunter
“Who stopped him "

“0Ob dear

“But carry on,” said Bunter sar-
castically. “Don’t mind me. Please
don't mind me. I don't matter. You
left me behind the  other day—antl
what did 1 do? QGot your boat back
for you. But don’t mind me.”

arry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glaneces.

Johany DBull made a motion with
his foot, but dropped it again at
once,

“All
Harry.

“1 should jolly well think so, when
I've found a jolly gend place,” said
Bunter. “1 don't expect much from
von fellows, but you might sap
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right, we'll camp,” aaid
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* Thank you! when a fellow keeps
on doing things for you. [ must say
that 1~

“Bunter saved the hoat for us)”
said Johnny Bull thoughtiully.

“I jolly well did ! said Bunter.

“But was it worth saving with
Bunter in it?” asked Johnuy.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“"Oh, let's camp!” said Bob.
" After all, it looks a jolly spot—if
somebody docsn't come and sghift us

off.”
It did look a jolly spot as the
juniors l:tmpg:d the sail, and pushed

in to the bank. It was a little
meadow, rich and green, with a
clump of willows round a pond on

the farther side, and several tall and
shady trées. The towpath was on
the other side of the river, and that
rick green meadow extended to the
water's edge, with hlwthorn-bushes
growing along the river's margin.
Far in the distance a curl of smoke
rase against the blue sky, doubtlesa
frem some farmhouse. No doubt

that meadow belooged to the farm,’

and was used for grazing. But-mo
sheep or cattle could be seen im it,

“If we conld see anybody; we could
ssk leave,” said Bob, standing up in
the boat, and scanning the shore. 1
dare say a few bob would fix it.,”

But there was nobody. to be scen.

“Chance it,” said Bunter, “ We've
chanced it before.”

“We don’t want a row,” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“Who's afraid of a row?"

“Well, iyuu are, for one ™

“ HBeast 17

“YWell, if a man comes along, we
can pay for permission,” said’ Harry.
“We've dome that before, and no
harm done.”

“If there's a row—'

“If there's a row, you'll say {311
told us s0,” jeered Bunter. " We
know all that. Speech may be taken
as read.”

Jobnny Bull made an almost con-
wulsive movement with his foot. But
again he checked it. He was mot
going to kick Bunter—not, at all
eventa, so long as he could possibly
help. it.

“0Qh, it will be all right!” said
Bob Cherry cheerily. ™ Ten-to-one no-
body will come along; and if any-
body does, we'll aquare it all right.”

“You can leave that to me,” said
Bunter. "“I've got rather better
mannera than you fellows. Leave it
to me to talk to them.”

[§1 {}h !J\J‘

“And if they want paying, we'll
g}f them. After all, we're on holi-

y. And what's the good of being
stingy?" majd Bunfer. “I'd rather
hand out all I've got than haggle
about money.* -

“Think the farmer would let us
camp here for three-ha'pence ? asked
Johnny Bull.

“Look here——" roared Bunter,

“Oh, don't rag!” eaid Harry.
*We're going to camp here. I dare
say it will be all ril:;:t.. It we get
shifted. we'll shift, that's all, Run
her in.”
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The Water-Lily was brought to the
bank, and tied on to a bush.

The Greyfriars erew landed in that
attractive meadow.

All the crew, excepting Bunter,
would " have been glag -fo keep on
while the wind held. Btill, it cer-
tninly waa a very pleasant spot for
camping, and there were many little
things that had to be done when the
juniors had. time to spare for doing
them.

“You fellows get the tent up,” said

Bunter. “I'll have a strell round
while you're dﬂipi it. I want to
stretch my legs a bit.”

“You don’t feel dinclined to [end a
hand with the tent?" asked Johnny
Bull,

“Ohk, really, Bull, where would
that tent be now, but for me?”

“That's all right,” eaid Harry
Wharton hastily. “You go for a
stroll, Bunter—we'll haudle the
tent.”

“I. should jolly well think so,”
said Bunter, with an indignant sniff.
#]1 say, you fellows, when you've got
that temt up, you cam get supper.

Don’t be too long about! it !”
Billy Buuter rolled off, leaving
the Famous Five busy with the

tent.. They looked at one another.
Frank Nugent grinned. Bob Cherry
chuckled. Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh smiled a dusky smile. Johnny
Bull ‘snorted. ;

“That frowsy fat frop—" Le said,
in a deep voice.

“Well, after all, he did get the
boat back!” said Harry, laughing.
“Never mind the fat ass—up goes the
tent !

And up "went the tent, and then
the ecooking-stove was sebt up, and
the Famous Five busied themselves
with getting supper—all ready for
Bunter when it pleased that youth
to come back from his stroll round
the meadow.

Bunter in the Bullrushes !

% ULL!™
B “Eh?"
“Bull!”

“I'm not Bulll®

“What

“I'm Bunter!”

“Bull I roared the
smock-frock. “Bull!”

Billy Bunter dimply stared at Lim,

He had atrolled row < that green
meadow. Billy Bunter waa not much
given to taking exercise, but after a
day in the bhoat even Bunfer was
glad to stretch his little fat legs on
land. He strolled round the meadow
with his hands in his pockets in
quite a cheery frame of mind—-sagel’iy
keeping eclear of the camp till all
the work was done.

Not that Bunter would have done
any. But fellows might have said
“ Pass those tent-pegs.” or “Hand me
that mallet,”” or something of the
sort. Bunter preferred to give work
a wide berth while it was going on.

On the farther side of the field was
a gate. Having reached that gate,
Bunter leaned on it. In the next
field, he spotted a man,

" The man™was a farmer's man. in

man in the

‘yelled.

"look round

a smock-frock, He stared at Bunter
and seemed astonished, and indeed.
alarmed, to sce him there.

Bunter blinked at him through his
hig spectacles.

he man shouted to and
waved his hand. He was at some
little distance, and was leading a
horse. He did not seem to want to
leave the horse, but he came to a
halt, staring at Bunter, waving and
shoutidg.

“Bull! he shouted, *“Bull!"

Bunter wondered whother he was
dotty.

Bull—Johnny Bull—was at the
camp, helping get the stove going.
If this man knew Buli, he could
hardly be mistaking Bunter for him;
besides, the fat Owl had told him
that he was not Bull, but Bunter.

Nevertheless, the man went on
siiouting at him in the most excited
manner.

“Bull ! he roared.

“He can't hear vou from here!”
howled Bunter. “If you want Bull,
you'd better come across the field!”

“Eb—what? He's under those
willows!” the man in the smock
“"You get out of it sharp!”

Billy Bunter blinked at him, and
then blinked round across the
meadow.

Bunter's vision was limited, even
with the aid of his hig spectacles.
But he could see five figures at the
camp by the tent, so he kn<.s that
Bull was there, and certainly not
under the willows by the pond in the
corner. _

“Do you hear me?” shouted the
man in the next field.

“I'm not deaf !" retorted Bunter.

“Get out of it sharp, then!”

him,

“We're camping here!” called
back Bunter. *It’s all right—we're
willing to pay! Ask your guv'nor
Lhow much he wants!”

“Bull ™ roared the man in the
smock,

“1 tell you Bull can't hear you!”

howled Bunter. “And there’s
need to call him, anyhow !”
“Yon ypung idiot!" shrieked the
man with the horse. “You'll sce
him in a minute if you don’t elear "

“Eh? I can see him now when [
" answered Bunter. *"FIf
ou want him, I'll tell him, if you
ke [

1o

“You daft youung idiot, if he gets
after you——m—"
“Eh? Why should he get after

me ?* asked Bunter blankly.
a friend of mine!
here with him [

“You're going to camp there with
him!” welled -the man. “Do you
know what you're talking about?
Get outr of that field while you're
safe ™

Bunter could only blink at him.
It was true that Bull was the least
patient member of the Co, in dealing
with Bunter. 8Still, Bunter certainly
did not expect Bull to get after him,
and he felt quite safe.

The man in the smock waved
frantically.

“Run!” he roared.

“What for?” yelled Bunter,

“Ii you've rot a beat, get back to

“He's
I'm going to camp
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Assisted by the bull, Mr. Spooner cleared the gate in a flying leap !

it—or get over that
let you through this
you any senser”

“Wharrer you mean?”

* Bull!” yelled the man,

“If you want Bull, I'll go and tell
him ! spapped DBunter; and bhe
turned away from the gate and
started to walk back deross the
meadow,

The man was so fearfully excited,
and his pestures were so frantie, and
his - remarks s8¢ incomprehensible,
that Bunter really wondered whether
he was quite in his right mind. He
walked quite guickly across the
meadow—glad to get away from the
vicinity of that extraordinary man
in the smock-frock.

The man, leaving the horse at
lazt, ran to the gate. He stood at
1t, and shouted after Bunter.

d Rﬂﬂ !':u

“Shan't!" squeaked Bunter over
hig shoulder. *Catch me running!
Why should I?”

“Buil V" shricked the man.

“(Ob, chuck it!” snapped Bunter.
“T'll tell Bull you want him as soon
as [ pet back, but I'm jolly well not
poing to run! What's the huorry?”

And Bunter rolled on across the
meadow at quite a leisurely pace.

From the camp, Harry Wharton &
Co. were looking towards him,

They had heard shouting from the
distance, though they were too far
off to hear what was gaid. But
across the meadow they could see a
wildly excited man waving and
shouting over a gate.

“What the dickens ig up?” asked
Bobh, “That eportaman seems. et
aBout something — doesn't like

ate, and I'll
eld! Haven't

campers, perhaps! But why the
dickena can’'t he come along and say
g0, instead of yefling across a field P”

“He's pointing to thesc willows!™
said Nugent. * Anything there that
worries him "’

The man at the field gate, realising
that his voice did not reach the camp
by the river, was poinfing, now that
he could see that the juniors’ eyea
were upon him. His excitement was
almost frantic,

The Greviriars fellows, 'looking in
the direction indicated his point-
ing finger, could only see a clump of
drooping willewz by a pond.

“What's up, Bunter?” called out
Eob.

Bunter was balf-way back across

the meadow now, and within range.

of o voice.

“Bome lunatic, 1 think!" howled
back Bunter. “He wants you, Bull.”
“Me!” exelaimed Johnny Ball.
“Yes, he said go. Blessed if 1
kpow what he wanta you for, but he
keeps on shouting out your name!”

bawled Bunter.

“I've never scen the man before,
that ¥ know of,” zaid Johnny Bull,
staring across the meadow at the
cxcited face over the distant gate.

“Look here, something's wreng!”
exclaimed Harry Wharten. *“That
man locks as if he’s poing to have
a fit! There must be something in
those willows——""

“0Qh, look!” B{p!i&d Bob suddenly.

There was a stirring in the willows
by the pond. A huge head and
ﬂgh‘ﬂldﬂ'ﬁl loomed out into view.

Eunter, having hizs back to the
spot, saw mnothing, but all the
Famous Five, looking past Buater,

could sce. They fairly jumped at the
sight of a pigantic bull emerging
from the wi_ﬁuws that had hitherto
hidden him from sight.

" A bull!” pgesped Bob.

“ Bunter ! roared Harry Wharton.
“Ranl”

The bull emerged inte full view,
lashing his tail,

The man at the ficld gate was
Ens‘itiue]y frantic now. e waved,

e roared, he yelled, His meaning
wag clear enough now to the Famous
Iive. He was trying to warn them
that a dangeroms  bul was in the
meadow. Now that they saw the
huge beast, the juniors did not need
telling that he wae dangerous. They
could see that at the firet glance,

“Hun, Bunter, run!” they all
roared together,

“Bhan't!” howled back Bunter.

Running was not in Bunter's line.
He saw po resson for rmunming—not
having eyes in the back of hia head
-—m;rld he jolly well wasn't going to
run !

“Bull ¥ shricked Harry Wharton,
almost as excited as the man in the
emock-frock now as the bull, apottin
Bunter in the mecadow, starte
fowarda him.

“What 7' howled Bunter.

“Bull—belhind you!” reared Bob
Cherry.

“QOh, don’t be an idiet!” yap

Bunter. “There’'a Bull, standing
beside you! What the thump do you
mean 7

“Ruon, you dummy !
“Run, vou idiot I*
Billy Bunter was still abopt ten
yards away, the bull about fifty
Tee Macser Liprany.—No. 1,649.
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ards. But the bull, heading for
unter, - was moving a great deal
faster thoan the fat Owl!
With his head down, that bull
made @ straight line for Bunter—
charging !

Harry Wharton and Boh Cherry
rushed at Bunter.

They did not want to get nearer
the bull! But they hnd to take thg
risk. . What would happen 4o Bunter
when the bull reached him hardly

bore thinking of ! And it was certain. ¥

that if Bunter did mot put on speed
the bull would reach him before he
reached the river.

“1 any, ?rm'l fellows, what on
earth’s up?”’ hooted the fat Owl,
coming to a halt as the two juniors
rushed at him.

There was no time f6r speech.

Wharton grabbed him by one faf
arm, Bob the other, and they rushed

him headlong towards the camp on
the bank.

Bunter roared protest.

“Ow! Leggo! Wbharrer you up
tof Beasts! arrer you draggin
me about for, you silly idiobs:
You're pullin my arms out!
Lezgo ! arooh

ﬁuheeﬂing, they rushied him on.

Behind them came the bull, going
all out., That bull was accustormed
to having that meadow to himself.
Nobody, who knew that he was there,
ever wanted to ehare it with him,
Like other inhabitants of the Thames
valley, that Dbull objected to
trespassers in his domain, And if he
got at those trespasscrs it was clenr
that they were poing to be sorry that
they had trespassed.

“Run!" panted Bob,

Johnny Bull, Nupent, and the
nabob had setarted after their
friends. Now they turned back!
They could not help with Bunter; he
had only two arms to be prabbed!

Johnny Bull pulled the Water-Lily
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cloge in, ready for the other fellows
to jump im when' they rcached it.
Nobody was going to dispute the
wssession of that meadow with the
})utlt The Famous Five would have
been in the boat already, but for

Bunter! Johnny Bull dragged the
painter loose.
"Will wyou stoppit?” spluttered

Bunter, hardly knowing whether he
wag on his fat head or his heels aa he
was rushed breathlessly on. “I say,
ou fellows, leggo! QGone mad, or
what? Will you leggo? Will you
leave off dragging a fellow about?
You sillﬂv idiots, leggo !

“Quick!” panted Nugent.  “Oh,
quick ! His cyes were fixed in
anguish on the bull careering behind
the three, drawing terribly nearer
every second.

“Put it on!” gasped Johnny Bull

“0Oh, quick—quick !

They reached fhe bank.

At the water’s edre Billy Bunter
was pitched headlong inte the boat.
There was no fime for cercmony.
The bull was not a dozen feet away
and coming on at a charge!

Bunter rolled and roared in the
Water-Lily, After him leaped the
Famous Five, landing in the boat
anywlhere and anyhow, g

Johnny Bull had * the beathook
ready, and he shoved at the bank and
the Water-Lily, with its ¢rew sprawl-
ing fore aud aft, rocked out on the
river !

Bellow !

It seemed for a moment as if the
charzing bull would plunge into the
water. But no doubt he knew his
way about. He came to o halt and
bellowed !

Rather a Wreck !

ELLOW !
B “0Oh ernmbs ™
Bellow, bellow!

That bull seemed to have borrowed
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his voice from the Bull of Bashdn of
ancient - times, who was celebrated
for his roaring! His bellow, fairiy
thundered across the meadow and the
river. . :

The juniors scrambled up in the
rocking boat. They were glad that
there was an expanse of about a
dozen feet of water between them and
the bank. That bull, at close view,
was gimply terrifying to look at. It
was a gigantic animal. Its red eycs
gleamed with evil temper, and it
was plainly disappointed” by the
escape, of its victims, It stood and
bellowed with rage.

“Oh, my hat!"” gasped Bob Cherry.

“If that brute could get at us
Phew !”

“Nice spot for a camp!™ panted
Nugent.

“And everything's on shore!” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, " The tent

ﬂ-!ld il
“Anybody like to go back for the
tent ?** grinned Bob.

“The likefulness is not terrifie !™

Billy Bunter sat up in a state of
such confusion that he was quite
dizzy. He jammed his apectacles
straight on his fat little -nese and
blinked round him with an enraged
blink

“ Beasts ! he roared.

“0Oh, vou fathead!” hooted Bob.
“You blithering idiot! You pie-
faced euckoo! ou potty porpoise!l
You 3

“Beast! Wharrer you mean by
chucking me into the boat ?” shricked
Bunter. “I'm bumped all over!
What are you afraid of, I'd like to
know? {Gone mad?” :

Bunter was still happily uncon-
gcions of the bull! ;

“You balmy bloater ! roared Bob.

“You silly dummy!"” roared back
Buuter. “Are you afraid of that
man at the niﬁ. He only wanted
nli——-"

“What?”

“Bull! He kept on shouting out
“Bull!" That was all he wanted—
Bull! HNothing to be afraid of !”

“Oh crikey [

Hellow, bellow, bellow—irom the
bank. :

“Look here, get this boat back!™
hooted Bunter. "I want to get into
the tent. It's poing to rain !¥

"“Rain ?". pasped Bob.

“Can’t wou hear the thonder?”
howled Bunter.

“Oh scisaors ™

“Deaf ! hooted the fat Owl,
“Therc's going to be a thunder-

gtorm ! Get back at once, you sill
idiots!” Bunter scrambled up and
plumped on a thwart., “Now get

back to the bank, do you hear?”
Bob Cherry grasped the fat Owl
by the back of a fat mneck and

forcibly  turned  his  spectacles
towards the raging animal on the
bank,

““Look, idiot ! he hooted. *Look,
fathead!  Look, chump!  Look,
dummy ! Took, dunderhead! See?”

“Oh crikey ™ g

Bunter saw the bull at last.

“That's the bull the man was
shouting abont, you potty porpoisc!
Mot this Bull—that bull !

“"Oh ertumbs 1%



Billy Bunter gazed at the bwll in
horror,

Ha realised that the roar he heard
was not thunder; it was the roar of
a bull that had been chasing him
across that meadow! He shuddered
from head -to foot, His eyes bulged
through hia & lea at the fear-
ful-looking animal on the bank.

*It—it—it—it'a & bib-bob-bub-
bull I stuttered Bunter,

“He's got it at lagt 12 eaid Bob.

“Oh crikey! It—it was in that
meadow all the time, and I—J was
walking about—— Oh crikey! 1
eay, you fellows, get hold of the oars.
Get away 1::*_: ISE] ed Bﬁﬁer. “Get
away quick! Bu : jumpa |2

“¥athead 12 RSN

“The jumpfulness will not be
terrific ¥ chuckled Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

Bellow, bellow, bellow !

The bull careered up and down the
bank, roaring.

The Greyiriarg -fellows watched
him from the boat; the man in the
smock watched him from the safe
side of the gate across the meadow.

Nobody was in danger now, and
the Famous Five were not likely teo
row away and abandon their property
on shore. What was poing to-become

of that property was rather a worry.
Certainly Ey‘t conld mot go back
for it so long as the bull was in the
uﬂi:‘l_.g.

“There he goes!” breathed Bohb,

The bull turned his attention to
the tenit. It was not agreeable to the
campers to see the bull charge their
tent; but they were deeply thankful
that they were not imside it.

Crash ! went the temt, piling over
under the bull’s rush, The bull
stumbled over among ropes and
canvas, and poles and pegs, roaring
with fury.

Scrambling up,
frantic excitement,

in a s=state of
the amnimal

wreaked its fury on the tent, tossing

it again and again on its horns an
tramplivg wildly on the wreckage.
The juniors could only watch that
destruetion of their property. It was
impossible to do anything elee, For
ten minutes or more the bull raged
amid the wreckage of the camp.

“We'll let Banter pick ont a camp
for us again—I don’t think!” re-
marked Bob Cherry.

“I told you——* hegan Johnny
Bull; but he left the remark un-
finished as Bob picked up the boat-
kook.

Having tossed and gored and
trample&‘ everything that could be
torsed, or gored, or trampled, the
bull seemed to pget tired of that
amusement at last and rolled away
acrosz the meadow.
thIlE juniors were thankful to sce

im go.

Bob punted the boat in.
was & howl from Bunter.

“What are you up to, you fat-
head? We're not poing ashore!
Suppese he comes back P

“"We've pot to get our things on
board, ass-i’! 3 B

“Rot! howled Bunter. *Leave
them there! Suppose hé comes back?
Swppose he jumps into the boat?

Suppose-——=

There
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Heedless of Bunter's suppositions,
lt::ﬂ guni&ra pushed the boat in to the
ok,

Bob Cherry jum ashore,
* Logk uu?!”] el?:dfl Nugent.
“Ok, my ]:mt:{;‘
* Quick, Bob |*

There was & bellow across the
meadow.

Imf::]h Cherry jumped back into the
“Oh crikey I” gasped Bunter.

“There he comes! I say, you fel-
lowas, Euah off] I say—— Oh
crikey !

The Water-Lily pushed off fast
enough for even Bunter, ,

COnce more the bull paraded the
bank, bellowing.

The Greyfriars crew looked at ome
another in dismay. ~ Almost every-
thing was on shore—and they could
not go on without almost everything.
But it was clear that it was not going
to be easy to recover their property.

“This means waiting.” said Bﬁi
“Push along the bank and tie up.
We've got to wait till that brute

oes.”

Evidently there was nothing elge
to be done, The bull was in posses-
sion, and the bull was not to be
argued with,

@ Greyfriare crew punted along
the bank, past the border of that
attraetive little meadow.

Farther on was a high fence at the
Tiver's edge, over-topped by branches.
The painter was tied to a drooping
braoch, and the crew of the Water-
Lily sat down to wait, while the sun-
set died away on the Thames, and
the shades of evening fell, and a
sound every now and then of snort-
ing and t.ra,mplaling told them that the
bull was still prowling round their
abandoned camp,

The Limit !

L UFFERING sgpakes !

murmed M:. Spocner,

He beamed with great
satisefaction.

Mr. Spooner was walking dowx, the
tow nth_iu the supset, with his eyes
on the river,

Mr. Spooner at that moment was
badly in need of a craft of some kind.
He was in hope of seeing a boat tied
ﬂ and left nangunarded, in which care

r. Spooner was prepared to take
possession.

But nobody seemed to have left his
craft about just to oblige Mr.
Spoorer. Shifty’s hands had no
chance of picking and stealing.

But as bis eyes fell on a boat pull-
ing up the river, and he recogmised
one of the two fellows whio sat in it,
his shifty face brightened. He came
to a kalt, and hailed the boat:

e Hi !H

Fousonby and Gadsby glanced
round.

The latter stared at Spooner., He
had never seen the man before, and
wondered why he was hailing and

mur-

waving. But Pon knew him at once.
“Hi! Pull in, will you?"” ecalled
out Mr. ¥. “Give a

S»fmntr ADX IO
i

covey a lift in that boat, matey I¥

P

“Who (he dooce is hef” asked
gadubji “He seems to know you,
on,” '
Ponsonby eyed Mr. Spooner rather
uncertailﬂr. If there l:rﬂa.t ANy use
to be m e of Spooner in his ¢cam-
gn against the Greyfriars crew,
on was ready and wil to make
uge of the shifty man, %thar#hn,
he certainly did not desire to culti-
vate Mr. Spooner’s uaintance.
Shifty probably read Pon’a dubious
thﬂn_ght.s easily enough.
“I'm arter that lot, eir ™ he ex-

plained.. “I jest want a lift over
the water. They're camped on the
other side.*

“Oh!” paid Pon. “Pull im,
Gac;djr !:ha.t th began

“Ig e man 4
Gadsby.

He guessed now who the man oa

the towpath was,

“Yea, pull in, and see what he's
got to say.”

“Look here, Pon, if
chym up with crocks, I den't!" ex-
claimed Qadsby. “That man’s a
boat-thief—from what you said your-
self. Keep clear of him !

“No harm in hearin’ what he's got
to say,” anawered Pon. *“Don't he
a soft ninny, Gaddy 1"

Pon pgave a twist of his oar, and
the boat slid to the towpath.

Gadsby grunted angrily, and sat
with a sullen face as g‘ﬂn threw the
painter to Mr. Spoomer, who canght
it in a grubby hand. =
. Shifty gave Gadsby’s frowning face
a sharp look.

“Friend o' yourn, sir?” he asked.

“Yes, that's all right,” said Pon-

k|
ou want to

sonby. “We're both uwp againet
those Greyfriars cads. What do you
want 7"

Mr. Spooner pointéd up the river
to the farther bank.

“I got "em thbbed,” he sald

“About a mile up on the other side
they've camped in a medder. I
watched ‘em from this side with a
field-glass—see P

“Where did vou pinch the field-
plass " asked Gaddy unpleasantly.

Mr. Spooner took no Eeed of that
guestion,

“I watched ‘em landin 'tﬂeir

things, and putting up their tesat.
And then I hiked along to see. if
there was a chance of borrowing a
boat.” :

“Borrowing it?¥ gaid Gadshy.

“A bloke what’s down to his
uppers can’'t be too particuldr, sir,”
said Mr. Spoomer. ““That gang’s
camped in a medder over the water a
mile up. All I want ia to step ashore
on that medder. Onee I get there,
I can "elp myself to a boat”

Gadsby’'s face erimesoned. Pon-
sonby, for his own reasons, might
pal on with a man whoe made mo
gecret of the fact that %e was plan-
ning o steal a boat. It waa not guite
good enouph for Qaddy. Indeed, it
would have beem hardly good enough
for Pon, but for the fact that he for-
ot every other eonsideratiom im his

hitter malice.
eaid Gadsby.

“That's enough,”
* Push off, Pon!™”
Tree Macxer Liprary.—No. 1,649.
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: “Don't be a fool, Gaddy

“Do you mean to say that you're
goin' to join up with a thiefr” ex-
claimed Gadsby, “his voice rising
shrilly. “ Why, you fool, you might
he run in along with him ! Do you
want-to finish these hols in a police
court?”

“I've asked you not to be a fool!
I shan't have a hand in anything of
the kind! I don't sece wh
shouldn't pive this man a lift if he
wants one.”

“Will you push off ¥

“No, you dummy !"

“That's the limit, then!”
Gadsby, between his teeth. “You

0% ns into an awful serape down at

onson’'s place hﬂ' chumming up with
p racing mon who turned ouf to be
a crook! We were as good as kicked
ont by Monson’s father. Now you're
doing worse. ‘You're pot taken iun
thie time, You're doing it with your
evea gpen. 1'm not having a hand in
it I

“You can step in, Spooner,” said
Ponsonby, with a cool, contemptuous
disregard of Gadsby.

_ Mr. Spooner gave Gadsby a sour
Ioock. He made 5 movement to stép
into the boat.

Gadsby rose to his feet.

Generally, he was too much under
Ponsonby’s domineering influence to
kick. But this was, as he had said,
the limit. He was, in fact, alarmed,
ad well as enraged and disgusted.
Company like Mr. Spocner’s was dan-
gerons. And if Pon, in his revenge-
ful malice, chose to disregard that

said
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fact, Gadsby did not feel disposed to
disregard it.

“If that man steps into this boat.
1 step out, Pon!" said Gadsby
thickly.

“Don't be a fool, Gaddy! We're
simply going to land him where he
wanta to go. Nothing to do with
us what he does when he gets there.
We land him and push off.”

“That does it, then ! said Gadsby.

He jumped to the towpath.

Shifty Spooner, unheeding, sat in
the seat he had: vacated. Shifty did
not want Gaddy—he wanted a boat.
But Fonsonby gave his pal a menae-
g look.

“Get, back into the boat, Gaddy,
and don't play the giddy ox!” he

Eﬂﬂ-?[!lﬂi.
“I'm roin' ™ gaid Gaddy.

“You fool!" hissed Pon. “I['m
ounly goin' to pive the man a lift!”

“That's enough. ['m through with
this ! said Gadsby.

Ponsonby compressed his lips.

“Get back to the inn, then, and
wait for me!” he snarled.

“I'm goin' back to the inn,” aaid
Gadsby. “I'm poin’ for my bag,
and then I'm goin’ te the railway
gtation—for home. I've had emough
of your holiday on the river, Cecil
Ponsonby. I'm gettin’ clear before
wg Tun up against the police!”

And with that. and without wait-
ing for an answer, (adshy tramped
away up the towpath,

Ponsonby cast an evil and uneasy

lance after him., and seemed to

esitate. And Mr, Spooner, taking

1
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the matter into his own handa,
pushed off from the bank.

Ponsonby shrupged hia shoulders.
Both his pals had chucked him
now, and he waz left on his own. But
that counted for little, in compari-
son with carrying on his feud with
the Grevfriars crew.

Mr. Spooner eyed him rather curi-
ously. He hardly knew what to
make of Ponsonby—a well-dressed,
and evidently well-off fellow, who was
ready to join up with any sort of
rogue or rascal, to pay off grudges
against fellows he disliked. But Pon
served Mr. Spooner’s turn, as
Spooner served Pon's, and that was
all that Shifty wanted.

“Sure you know where to spot that
g;mg?” asked Ponsonby, dismissing

adsby from his mind.

“I pgot 'em tabbed,” said Mr.
Spoomer. “Watched ‘em thirough a
field-glass like I said. It'1l be dark
in an hour now. No good going
along afore that, sir. A blpke don't
want to be scen—-"

“You can find the place after
dark?”

“Basy! Nice little medder on the
Berkshire side—-I  watched them
across the river, tying up their hoat
and putting up their tent!™ said
Shifty. *‘They're there for the night
all right! T saw 'em safe, and then
came down the river looking for a

boat! Once it's dark, OK. !
Ponsonby nodded, his eves
gleaming, .
Gaddy, packing his hag and

making for the railway station, was
forzotfen. Revenge is said to be
sweet--though, had Pon only known
it, it was not going to prove gquite so
sweet as he anticipated.

After Dark !

i SAY, you fellows—"

I “Give us a Test!”

“We can't stick here!™

* Fathead !

“After all I've dona for you!”
hooted Billy Bunter. “ Where would
this boat be, I'd like to know, if I
hadn't—yarooop I

Johnny Bull had done it, at last!

Billy Bunter roared as a boot
landed.

The Famous Five had fally in-
tended %o he patient with Bunter, to
bear with Bunter, to be quite nice to
Bunter, and not evem to think of
booting Bunter, howsover often and
earnestly he asked for it.

But there was a limit !
reached it!

Bunter had insisted on that camp
in the meadow, and they had given
in. A fierce bull had chased them off
it—and was keeping them off it!
Almost everything they had was still
ashore—in a state of wreckage. It
had to be recovered before they went
on their way! There was nothing
for it, but to wait. And as the fat
Owl was the caunse of the whole
trouble, the least he could do, in the
opinion of five fellows, was to shut
np! And he did not ehut up! Bo a
boot came into action at last!

“Ow ! Beast!” roared Bunter.

Bunter had



“Have another?” asked Johuny
Terociously.

“Ow ! tter! Wow ¥

“For goodness’ sake don’t be such
a_ mHy ass, Bunter!” gsaid Harry

hd " Everything’s in that
uswdow and we've got to get it
back! We can't camp anywhere
m:trh-:nut tent, or blankets, or any-
.W%E]EE_H

¢ can go on till we find an

inn!"” howled Bunter,

“And leave all our things behind ¢
hooted Bob.

I'F Tm I.“

“You blithering owl !*

'] Bﬂ-ﬂﬂt !n

“We've pot to wait till the coast
i ¢clear, and then get the things back
somehow ¥  said Harry rton.

“That blighter of a bull will go to
gleep at night—TI hope, and then we
shall have a chance. Anyhow, we
can’t go on as we are.”

“After all I've done—"

*Shut up!™” roared Bob.

“@etting the boat back for you—
yaraoh ! nff you kick me again, Bull,
you beast, I'll— Yoo-hooooop !”

Billy Bunter relapsed into indip-
nant silence. Only too evidently, the
Greyiriars crew had no more patience
to waste !

If Bunter could have reached an
inn, a supper, a comfortable hed, he
would have been prepared to dismisa
all other matters from his fat mind.
But the owners of the property
gprawling about the meadow natur-
ally did not see eye to eye with
Bunter on that point.

They had no doubt that, sconer or
later, that bull would retire to rest,
and then there would be a chanee of

stepping quietly ashore on the
meadow un% getting the outfit on
board.

They had had a rather scrappy
supper on the boat. Now darkness
had fallen, and they were waiting
and on the watch.

The Water-Lily was ticd up near
enough for them to hear snundlﬁ from
the meadow. Once, when a long
l;grind of silence encouraged them to

lieve that the bull had retired to
Test, the silence was broken by =
gudden sound of trampling and snort-
ing, which indicated that tHe animal
had paid another visit to the dis-
mantled tent.

So they could only go on waiting,

Billy Bunter, in a state of indigna-
tion to which no words could Ve
done justice, wrapped himself in the
only rug in the boat, and tried to go
to sleep.

The other fellows sat about the boat
and waited. Now that it was quite
dark, they had every hope that that
unattractive denizen -of the attractive
meadow would seek repose—sooner or
later !

Nobody, just then, was in the best
of tempers. - It really was a very
disastrous disaster.

Even when they got their outfit
back, it would want a lot of sorting
out and repairing. And they had net
got it back yet—and seemed like to
have to wait an indefinite time before
they ecould risk a Iaudin%.

“I- say, you fellowa!” came a
equeak from the gloom. =~
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It was bright starlicht on the river
and the meadow, but under the thick
branches of the tree by the fence, to
which the Water-Lily was tied, all
was dark,

“TDo be qguiet, Bunter!” gighed
Bob.

“I can’t go to sleep! F's too jolly
uncomfortable.”

“Stay awake, then!”

“Beast! I'm sleepy! I'm hungry,
too! Lot you care—after 1 got the
boat baek for you, too, an 24

“Where's the boathook?” hissed
Johnny Bull., " Another word from
gﬂ_;lt,' you fat frog, and you get a
jab !

Billy Bunter did not utter another
word! He gave a soort’ instead,
hugged himself in the only rug, and
resumed his wvain efforte to woo
slumber,

The Famous Five listened for
gounds from the meadow. Again they
heard » sound of trampling. Then
there was silence—a long silence.

“I wonder——" said Nugent, at
last.

“Hark !"” breathed Bob.
that blessed bull?
thing.”

“Sounded more like a boat, I
think ' said Harry. “But I can’t
hear any oars.”

“They can't be towing on this side
of the river!” gaid Bob. " But
there's something coming along.”

Harry Wharton stood mp in the
Water-Lily and stared along the
bank.

The tree under which the Grey-
friars boat fleated was only a few
yards from the end of the bull’s
meadow, It was demscly dark under
the branches, but beyond, the river
gleamed in the bright stars.

No boat wag to be seen out on the
water. But close in by the bank of
the meadow, Wharton made out the
shape of a boat snuggling close in to
the hawthorn bushes that lined the
bank,

It was not more than a dozen yarda
from the Water-Lily,‘but it had ap-
proagched so atealthﬂg that only now
had the jumiors heard a sound,

It was not rowing—it was “being
cautiously punted along the river's
margin. Now that Wharton spotted
it, it was partly hidden by the haw-
thorns on the shore.

“Quiet, you fellows!” whispered
Harry,

That stealthy, cautious approach to
the meadow where the Greyfriara
crew had ¢amped—before the bull had
shifted them—was more than sus-

“Ia that
1 heard some-

picious.
“Oh, my hat!” breathed Bob.
" Spooner—after us again !

i | fﬂ-l—‘-ﬂI g0 1#

"“Listen !” whispered Bob. :

A low voice reached the eare of the
Greyfriars crew from the boat edging
into the bushes oo the meadow.

“Sure this is the place?”

“"Pon!” breathed Bob. He knew
that voice; it was the dandy of High-
cliffie: in the half-seen boat. :

“You can lay to that!”
another mutter. “¥ tell you, I
watched 'em across the river with a
field-plase—this ’ere is the place!
They're camped “ere—and their hoat’s

came-
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tied up semewhere among these
bushes.”

“Spooner ! murmurcd Bob.

In the darkness under the wovar-
hanginf tree, the Greyfriars crew
grinned.

Evidently it was Mr. Spooner and
Pousonby again—after the Water-
Lily—in a stealthy attempt to take
the campers by surprise; an attempt
which, in the circumstances, was pot
likely to succeed,

Johnny Bull clenched his hands!
Ponsonby was at hand-—and this
time he was not going to get away—
not if Johnny could help it!

“Quiet, you fellows, till I get the
painter untied I” whispered Johnny.
'We'll bag the pair of them!”

Johnny Bull gro at the painter
tied to the hrn:lztgchp:guu. Thﬁther
fellows ptood ready to push out.

“0.K., then!” They heard Pon-
sonby’s low voice, and eaw the High-
clife boat pushing along by the
b'l-'r.;{]}ﬂﬂ.s

.* Bpooner had stepped ashore,
The hawfﬁgms hid him rgem. the eyes
of the Greyiriars fellows ‘had
only beard his voice. The moment he
:ﬁt'ﬂ out of the boat Ponsonby pushed

At the same moment Johpny, Bull
loosened the Water-Lily's painter,
and the QGreyfriars crew, grinning,
pushed out from the shadow of the
tree. And, ps they pushed out and
ghot towarda Pon’s bwat, there came

a loud, reverberating bellow from the
bull in the meadow.

Another Lift for Mr. Spooner !

BELI:{:IW.!
Shifty Spooner jum clear
of Berkshire | ped

Betlow ! _

“Buffering sardines!” gasped Mr,

Spooner.
. Mr. Spooner ‘had intended to make
no sound. Stealthy caution was Mr.
Spooner’s cue. But he forgot caution
at the bellow of the bull!

The bull came as a surprise to Mr.
Spooner !

He was in the right spot, dnd ¥uew
fhat! He had marked that mesdow
from scross the river with a field-
glﬂﬂ.,. and departed in search of a

oat before the episode of the-bull.

Having seen the Greyfriara crew

ut up their tent jn that meadow,

w could Mr. Spooner ‘donbt that
they were camping there .for -the
night? How could Mr. Spooner gidess
that a bull had transpired and driten
off the campera? . .

Mr. Spooner, of course, coulda’t

Not a doubt had crosped his mind.
All. be wanted was .a lift to. that
meadow—then a stealthy search aleng
the bark for the Water-Lily was all
that remained.

Pon had given him the necessary
lift, Thei, after landing him, he hod
pushed off immediately. Even Pon
dig not want,.if he conld help it; to
have a hand in actual theft!: He pre-
ferred to get-off the scens, and.-ledve
Mr. Spooner to do his stealing ox his
own.

.1t was. rather ortunate -for
Tse Magrer Leriey.—No. 1,640,
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Shifty ; for at the bellow of the bull,
and the terrifying sight of a huge
form iocoming up in the gloom, he east
a wild glance round for Pon's® boat—
but that was gone!

The next moment Shifty was dodg-
ing and running for his life!

on was pullmg up the river. But

as Pon sat and pulled, the Greyfriars
boat pushed out from under the dark
shadow of the tree a little beyond the
meadow—and there was a sudden
bump as the two boats collided and
rocked.

Ponsonby gave a startled gasp.

Bellow, came from the bull in the
meadow ! The bull had spotted Mr.
Spooner. He started for Mr. Spooner.

“Collar that Higheliffe cad " came
8 roar from Johnny Bull

He grabbed at the punwale of
Pon's boat.

‘ Ponsonby fairly gibbered at the
Greyfriars crew in the starlight.
Their sudden appearance dumb-
founded the dandy of Higheliffe,

They were not ashore in their tent,
as Pon, like Mr. Spooner, had taken
for granted. Their boat was not tied
up under the bank of‘the meadow.

ey were afloat in the Water-Lily—
and they had him !

“Got them ! chirruped Bob, “Got
the Pair of them! Hallo, hallo,
hallo! Where's the other rat? That’s
Pon—where's Spooner #"

“0Oh erumbs!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “Has he gone ashore?”

“@reat pip! If he has—"

“The bull !” exclaimed Nugent.

The Greyiriars crew had not seen
Shifty Spooner land. They heard the
bellow of the bull, but did not know
that it was caused by Mr. Spooner.
But, as they grasped Pon’s boat, apnd
saw that lre was alone in it, they real-
ised that Shifty must have landed in
the meadow, the bushes screening him
from their sight.

“The bull ! exclaimed Harry.
"thﬁ;ume on—never mind that cad—if

t buil gets Spooner—-"

“Quick " exclaimed Bob.

“1 say, you fellows !” yelled Billy
Bunter. *Don't you get near that
bull! Don't you take this boat near
that meadow ! Isay—— Oh erikey !

. The Famous Five did not hkeed

Bunter or Ponsonby further. As soon
as they realised that Spooner was in
the meadow with the bull, they
pushed hurriedly to the rescue.

They did not feel kindly towards
Mer. ner. They would willingly
have lent a hand to put him back in
the atone ]u? where he belonged.
But they could not leave even
shifty rascal at the mercy of the bull
if they could possibly help him.

They rushed the boat back to the
bank of the meadow lheedless of the
terrified squeaks of the Qwl of the
Bemove.

Bellow! resounded through the
shadows on shore !

Pon estared after the Greyfriars
beat for a moment lile a fellow in a
dream. Then he dashed his cars into
the water and rowed.

Pgn-was not worrying ahout what
might be happening to Mr. Spooner.
If the Greyiriars fellows were, it
gave Pon a chance to get away-—and

Tee Macysr Liseirty.—No. 1,648,
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Pon was not the fellow to lose that
chance. . He pulled as if for his life,
and fairly fHew wup the etarlit
Thames.

But Harry Wharton & Co, forgot
Pon. The Water-Lily rocked hmlﬁgtu
the meadow bank, and they stared
ashore anxiously for Shifty—they
would have gladly pgivem him a
chance of jumping inte the boat.

But Shifty had no chance of jump-
iug into the Water-Lily.

hifty was already half-way across
the meadow, with the bull careering
on his track.

He was making for the gate at the
back of the meadow. And he was
putting on a remarkable turn of
speed. The bellow of the bull behind
him spurred on Mr. Spooner to um-
heard-of efforts. i

Harry Wharten & Co. zerambled
ashore. They stood and watched the

e ——

BILLY BUNTER’S CHOICE!

Take his tip and buy
a copy of
““The HOLIDAY ANNUAL!”

Billy Bunter’s an amlable ass in
most ways, but thg world’s fattest
and funniest schoolboy knows his
stuff when it comes to choosing
Annuals !

The HOLIDAY ANNUAL is the
book to go for. In the es of
this value-for-money Annual for
many Years boys and girls have
been meeting Billy Bunter and
Harry Wharton & Co., of Grey-
friars, Tom Merry & Co., of St.
Jim"s, and the other famous school-
boy, favourites. This year's 232-
page issue is packed with good
things—all for IEI‘H'E BOB !

Ask fFor

The Greyfriars

HOLIDAY ANNUAL
5/~

Of ofl Newscegents and Booktsllars,

wild cliase in the starlicht in the
meaduw-—hright and clear!

It wag a thrilling chase!

Ehifty ran—he leaped—he bounded
—he flew! B8hifty was not thinking
of pinching a boat now-Lor of root-
ing in seeret hiding-places under
stern lockers !
o getting away from that bull! He
panted, he gasped, he gurgled, he
streamed  with repiration, he
pufied and he blew—but he covered
the ground at an amazing rate. His
hat flew of—Shifty did not think of
stopping for it! Hatless, he careered
on, and after him eareered the bull,

aining on him in epite of Shifty's

rantic efforts!

"“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob, strain-
ing his eyes to watch the chase.

‘He's got him !” breathed Nugent.
“No, he hasn't!”

“0Oh crumbs! Look !
Bhifty Spoomer reached the gate,

out of the wav!”

Shifty concentrated.

-on the last la

The bull reached Shifty. Shifty-had
no time to dream of elimbing the
gate! He had to jump it—meck or
nothing ! He jumped!

A lowered head lifted behind Mr.
gfonnar as he jumped. The yell that

r. Speoner gave as contact was
established reached the juniors on the
bank, and echoed over the Thames.
Assisted by the bull, Mr. Bpooner
cleared the gate, and disappeared on
the other side. It was another lift
for Mr. Spooner!

“Oh scissors I" gasped Bob Cherry.

Bellow, bellow, bellow! echoed
over the meadow.

Shifty, on the safe side of the gate,
sprawled and panted.
+The bull remained at the pgate,
roaring, Evidently he stiil wanted
Mr. Spooner. He expressed his dis-
appointment with tremendotus
'F.I.gﬂu'l.',

1 say, you fellows——" howled
Bunter from the boat.

“Chance for us, while his nibs is
exclaimed Bob
Cherry. “QGet those things into the
boat-—quick !"

“Good egg ¥

It was tlgc junioss’ chance at last—
while the bull was om the other side

of the .meadow—roaring for Mr.
Spooner !
Hurriedly they gathered up the

dismantled tent, groundsheets, and
rugs and blankets, and the rest of
the outfit, and pitched them into the
Water-Lily—anywhere and anyhow,
Indignant yells from the Water-Lily
indicated that some of them landed
on Bunter! DBut there was no time
to bother about Bunter—it was a
matter of minutes.

“Here he comes!” gasped Bob.

There was a trampling in the
meadow. Luckily, the last of the
outfit was in; and the Famous Five
followed it, jumping as the bull came
careering back again.

The ~ Water-Lily  pushed off
- promptly, and once more a dis-
Jappeinted bull stood on the bank and

woke the echoes.

“Row, brothers, row!” said Bob
Cherry. “I'm getting fed-up with
that bull I*

And the Greyviriars crew pulled,
and the «dulcet tones of the disap-
pointed bull died away astern.

WORN and weary Mr. Spooner

A lim Eaainfu iﬁ away by

field paths and hedpges, won.

dering diemally whether he

ever would get hold of the Water-

Lily, and whether, perhaps, after all,

Lhonesty might not be the best policy.

The Greyfriars crew, a day or two

later, reached Oxford, without

haviny seen anything more of Mr.

Spooner; snd when ﬂ;?qr left that

historie eity behind, a pushed on

of their trip up the

Thames, they hoped that tﬁey were

done with the shifty man.

But that remained to be seen!

THE END.

iThe final yarn in this grand
holiday series: "THE SEC.ET OF
THE WATER-LILY !” is better than
ever. Wateh out for it in mext
faturday’'s Maewer, chumas.}
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GIRLS BEAT BOYS AT
RINK HOCKEY!

[ E———

“*Blow Rollers!"—
Remove Tough Eggs.

Bolsover, Bulstrode, and
Brown, who recently
found themselves stayin
simultansously at a Sout
Coast resort which boasted,
a roller-skating rink, have
taken’ up rink hoakejr Fith great
antiﬁmmm

yy spent every morning for a week
practising 'with' othér hﬁfdaj miakers,
end when Brown mg?zm their
making up a team to ch ge one of
the ‘Jocal teams, the proposel was
sdopted with. mf ation.

Bolsover, Eulatrddu. snd Brown were
all included in ﬂ:u seleoted team. As

three of the toughest the R
move, they. mgt?fnilr wo %m o

Th consulted ome of the rink
officials about the proposed chall
Most of the teams were only avails
in The evénings, he told them; and tll
rink could: ridt be let for ‘an -amateur
game ﬂtﬂﬂlﬁt in the morning. If they
cared to play the Amazons, however, he
had no doubt he could arrange for them
to send slong & reserve team ome
mornin

The ee:: novices sccepted the offer
?Tltﬂﬁluj', and thé game was arranged
or & morning two diys later.

Somehow, the obvious thought that
the title of the team betokened mem-
bers’ of the opposite sex néver occurred
to anybody. So when the mornieg
came, md the challengers turned up st
the rink to find & team of girls already

on the floor, they had the surprise of
thair lives,

“The—the Amazons!”  stuttered
Brown. - “ We might have knuwn thoy
wera girls | I‘Jh my hat [¥

““We can' rocPhr blessed girls |
growled Bulst “Take all the fun
out of the game, Shan’t be able to use
our weight.”

der of the

teama Imad up for the game.

The male team mmiled somewhat
mparmr mu!u l.l they rolled into
m the face Privately they | _

dﬁm&id. in I.‘:lita of Misa_ Alice
m, to let the young ladies off

‘had iqﬂy%nmﬂahnmdm.

rough stuff tha:' were used to_in ﬂlm:

prmhﬂl
veF's whistle shrilled and &
wmﬁ!! annnmﬂnfﬂrun,ﬂf
to tell you, was n:fh“;! mngiir hwn
pest 1 in
e hmﬁ:lurmg in the firat

ri
m:r

minnta.

But- an a:trmrdmarjr thmﬂ.
pened. They didn’t score & the
girls didi And it sll hnppenad in Hm
space of & minute ! -

+In & atate of great l!tﬂﬂlﬂhmettt
Brown’s boys lined up again, Ynu can
imagine , their amssement wheh pre-
cisely the same thing happened again.
The Amazons were two up in two
minutas |
ﬁbﬂﬂu’ﬁiﬁ mmathmg “had to be done
about it rowh sent round s whisper:
“Not so gemtle. N6 need to be

rough, of course, _hut don't think of

s them umrlm

Browny was giving his team the lead |
they were waiting for. "With grim
determination writ large on their faces,
they lined up for the third time. There
was going to no misteke abdug -it
now ! (Girls or l'mt. their oppopents.
mam f;'u:m:ugl to nlmp a mma of the swift,

bustling d acquired from
a8 wesk o ha.rd prmtme

Mistaken potions of chivalry were
abandoned, and Browny and
men went all out for goals, Fast and
furious was the play that ensued.

But the goals were remarkably slow

in coming
Five mioutes went  by—ten, and
fifteen. The score still stood at 2—nil
in the Iadies' favour. Another remark-
able thing was that while their fair op-
onents all looked as fresh ea paint,

rown and his te wera ing to
lock » little the worse for wear.
ver and Bulstrode, - and even
Brown himself, had &ll had bad

tumbles in their anxiely to score,
most of the others bore plain signs of

4 i.mﬂmu

1 by atrnppm‘go;tdti

"BLOW ROLLERS I*
We oan’t say we blame them!

IT PAYS TO LOOK OLDER!

Says HAROLD SKINNER
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FUNNY WAYS THE
FELLOWS GO TO SLEEP!

By MARK LINLEY

I read recently of a chap who can
never to sleep unless he can hear
rain drizzling, m&"hl.! therefore had a
rain machine ‘up on the roof otver
his bed-room. We havo no at
Greyfriare quite like .thai, but man
iﬁllnwn I=l:.nn';ﬁ have pl:uueémr ti:}t;k :

sir own for being carried quickly into
the Land of Ned. ¢
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Treluce, for example, (fa:es fizedly at
a spot on the ceiling with his eyes wide
open, and iz soon fast asleep. If he
ever does try closing his eyes first, it
wakes him up so that he can't sleep for
hours ! . _

. Bob Cherry simply must do something
violent before getting into bed—have a
pillow-highting duel with somebody, or
run all. round the dorm, having a
hurdle race over the beds, or sometling
cqually vigorous ! Lk e
- Alonze Todd, when he ‘was in the
Remove, invariably went off to sleep
clutehing the 1:':-11%F\1.'i5p of hair that
used .to fall over his forchead. .
"Lord Aauleverer says that the best
nproparation for sleep is getting mnto a
thoroughly sleepy moad,” So before re.
tiving he ustmrv' has a snooze in an
armchair in the Rag!

Bunter believes in having a good solid
foundation for ‘slecp. Bo beidre turn-
ing m, the Onl has:e good hefty feed—
ar, at least, as good and hei’tﬁ} feed as
he can fnd in Remove studies whaose
tenants happen to be somewhere else
when Bunter calls.

Hozkine of the Fifth, naturally, must
play tHe pianc as a Erﬂ]_lmmﬂr:r to
wooing Morpheus.  Coker, naturally,
foo, is not ready for sleep till he has
conversed with friends for half an hour
or 0. The more one-sided the conversa-
tion, the more soundly does Coker
sleep.!

"Mr. Queleh, 7 believe, finds that
writing & ch ' Histor
Greyfriars * is the best preparation for
bed. Mr. Prout Falls asleep over bload-
curdling, thrilleis,. Mr.- Twigg lies on
the_-pillow, working ~out crossword
puzzles.

.. A5 for myself, I never sleep so soundly
ns when 1 have
so of extra swob

.. Believe it or not !

&

e

MORGAN’S MECHANICAL
MIND!

By DICK RAKE.

The chaps who heard I'd invited
Morgan to my place for a week all
fold me what & mechanically minded
chap he was,

“Just -the fellow to put things
right. at home for you," evor tc-ﬁ:l
nic, Sort of ¢hap whe'll mend all
vour . brokén_ locks, defective blinds,
and so'on. Put ell your clocks right
l'.n_l“;,ruu._f"

This idea about, Morgan - is quite
correet. . I- never knpw 1t before, but
Maorgan simply_ cannot resist having a
ghot at mendipg things that don't
vwork properiy.

We never had 'so many things
mended i our bguse before ‘in all his.
tory, Me-mended: a side gate, a wire.
fess sct, an clectric bell, & bicycle,
and a bedwoom glock !

Mind youw, I'm not
made & perfect job of e
tackled, I suppose .Morgan - hunself
would hardly clann that.

ing to say he
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a chapter of -his " History of |

just fAnished an hour or'f

everything he |

The side gate, which only opened
half-way before he started on it, would
not open at all after he had finished.

The wircless set, which previously
had & habit of fading out occasionally,
stopped working entirely when he had
mended it. , 3

The electeic bell had o :tFuﬁmcadm
action beforc Morgan started om it
sometimes it rang and somefimes it
didn’t. It never rang once after
Morgan had scen to it

The bicvele brakes worked unreli-
ably till Morgan tackled them. Then
they stopped working altogether.

But I ehould be doing Morgan s
serious injustice if I left you to assume
he can’t make- things work again. He
can, He proved it when he mended the
hed-room clock.

The clack had not
to my knowledge.
mad:= it go again.

When he brought it" down for my
inspection, it was ticking away merrily,
am? iz still ticks as I write this by my’
bed-room window.

The only drawback iz, that although
it goes, it is not quite the same as it
wes in ifs early days.

The part: scemed to have got mixed
np in their functions. The second han
moves only once in five seconds, the
hour hand goes right round the dial in
an hour, ard the minute hand only once
in twelve hours!

But the c¢lock does go, and Morgan
15 undoubtedly the man who made it

o. And I ¢an guite se¢ what the fel-
aws meant when the_h told me how
lucky I was to have Morgan stayin
with me—the chap with the mechamuaﬁ

one for & year,

| mind !

organ eertainly |

Answers to Correspondents

G. P (Fifth).—"Coker won the
coconut, ¥2t he couldn’t cat more than
a fraction of it." s )

We, too, have noticed that Coker 1s
oecasionally “off his nut |

R. D O (Removel.—"Ruszcll trod
in 8 wasps' nest; but if I were you I
wouldn’t ask him if it hurt.”

Evidently you think we
Tecalve a snnging retort, -

. T. {Third).—"There was & big
handbell going cheap, so 1 bought it
—1 thought it might comc in useful
when I'm supporting the First Eloven
in the eoming season.”

We prosume the season will now pro-
duce plenty of ding-dong struggles!

“CHURCH MOUSE" ({Fifth).—
“When I met Hilton at Brighton he
showed me his cheque-book. Hilton
with & banking account, you know !
What a picture !

We think it
drawn " { _
DICK PENFQLD jFrie_wdpl-:ii——"At
the Courtfield fire brigade display one
team had no hose ™

We take it for granted - that the
others promptly gave them socks ™|

should

is probably “over-

d | DON'T MISUNDERSTAND HIM1

Bunter fells us he has missed his
“Holiday Annual.™

He means a hmk—_nnt a bath!

IT'S NO MEAN “ FEET,” EITHER!

“Fishor T. Fisk makes a regular
profit cut of his Form fellows,’ writes
a teader, “because he is"high-lianded,
li%htrﬂngered. and close-fisted.” _
- In a,word, you've got to “hand* it
to Fishy |

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRIS!

Your Editor Is slways pleased {0
hear from his aflers. Write fto
him: Editor of. the MAGRET, The
Amalgamated Press, Ltd, Flestway
House, Farringdon 5t., London, E.G.4.

ETTERS frem disgruntled
readers are few and far be-
tween, and ‘when I receive one

I like to publish its contents in

m{i‘ Chat. ] : i

he complaint to hand this week
comos from Tommy Skittlewich, of

Carshalton, who states that too much

space is taken up by my Chat. Tomrmy,

apparently, wants one long complete

CGreviviars yarn and nothing more. He

even goes so far as to say that he will

stop reading the MacKe? uniesz T com-

ply with his wishes.
ell, my Carshalton chum, I cer-
tainly do not wish you to give up read-

iag th: Old Paper, but to leave out the
hat—which . has salways been cne of
the most pugu]ur' features in the paper
—would probably satisfy you, but upset
countless other readers.. Borry, chum,
but it just can’t ‘be done | o
Here are two “Rapid Fire ™ replies:
Alexander LAPFSLEY {Scotland).—

“Can I have -photographs ~ of the

=
Faemous Five and Billy Buntert”
E':_ucrr{l, chum, but I have ne such photo-
graphs to send you..

8 BUXTON.—Your “Places. of

| Interest * idea has already been dealt

with by _ our Greyfriars Rhymester,
Thanks for kind wishes!

Harry Wharton & Co. are on the last
lap of their holiday on the Thames.
Another week remains, aftor which
comes the new term at Greyfriars. The
final yarn:

[* THE SECRET OF THE WATER-

LILY 1™
is a thrilling wind-up te this great
river-holiday series. It has proved a
rather unexpectedly exmtmg trip, what
with Pon Co., of Higheliffe, con-
stantly in the-offing, and Shifty Spooncr
trailing the Water-Lily, and looking
for & chance to “pinch ™ it!] Noxt
week, Shifty’'s activities come to a gud-
den full-stop. How and why, I will
loave you to find out for yourselves.
A final word! Don't forget to got

The “ HOLIDAY ANNUAL,”

the fuli-valua-fnfa:ildnaj Annual, and
prime fevourite among boys a d girls
of ‘all ages. The "HOLIDAY

ous the world over for
its splendid stories of school, sport, and
adventure—isz on sale at all newsagents
t the usual price of five shillings,
"Meet you agamn next week, chums,
YOUR EDITOR.

ANNUAL "—fam

5/~ BRITISH COLONIAL

tog wvoelagn 2d. 800 world.wide stamps ad.

y-d/-.—WAY, MARPLY, CHESHIRE..

= uradh,
er scardo old BORXEQ
to approval
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Your Helght increased in 12 doye or mo cosl,
MNew discovery adde 2-5 jns. I gmined 4 -ine.
Guarantecd safe. Pull Cotirea 5]-:  Doganls:
J.B. HORLEY, 1T, Cheapsids, London,B.0.2.

@ ight imcreancd In
BE TALL EEER,

BE

14 daye or M
Ecnd

ATERS -
Hoad, LONDON. N W3

Ak,

“for

applicanty cnclos-
;‘1‘ NP XN 'I.'al:a 35
50

i djm_:ri:-nt- . British
diff., Harseman

When :qn_sw':ﬁng Advertisements

PACKET FREE, Lhliisviocy rcidld " Avionh. - ANEac:
. Bt. Plerre Mlquelon, 'Eaclose 24. :: :
_Srovih.—ROBINBON BROSB. (A), MORETON, WIRBAL.

annuw; S

. . for alx months,
South Africs : Ceatral Kews Ageoey, Lid.—8aturday, Scploember 23rd, 1334,

N . B b

Please 'Mention -This Paper.

don, E.0.4. Advertiscment ofioos:
Capediad Magasioe Post.

Hole ta for Avetralla and

E’hu Fleetway
]
Kew Zenland : Mcosars.

Printed in Eogland and pubilshed etery Saturday by the Propristors, The Amalgamatcd Press, Ltd., The Ploclway
Howse,. Farringdon &trest, Lon p 3, Tess, Flocl war
¥.0.4, Hegistered for transmissian b

ougs, ¥ om Btrect, Londos,
viption “Taktes : imﬁ“’ﬁd Abroad,” 11m, por
Gordon & Gaten, Lud., aod for,





