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The 1st Chapter.

Bunter's Caravan !

“1 know that chap!”

Arthur KEdward Lovell shaded his
eves with his straw hat, and: stared
across the green meadow.

Jimmy Silver and Raby and New-

come followed his glance lazily.

The Fistical Four of the Rook-
wood Fourth were taking it easy.
" They were enjoving -their mid-
summer holiday. They had had an
excursion 1n France, which they
agreed was topping. Now they were
cycling 1in Surrey, which they agreed
was topping, too. | i

At the present moment they were
not eycling. Four Dbicycles were
stacked against the hLedge, and the
four juniors sat in a row on a low

wooden gate, resting, and admiring

the scenery. 'Thus they became
aware that on the other side of the
field a caravan was camped, with a
horse nibbling the grass near it. 1t

was a rather roomy, handsome
caravan, painted green. They had
glanced at . 1t, and noted that it
seemed deserted. Bul presently

Lovell, glancing at 1t again, observed
a fat figure emerge from the doorway
and desceud the steps.

And something familiar in that fat
figure struck Arthur Edward Lovell.
So he shaded his eyes and looked
again.

“I've seen him before,”” he said.

Jimmy Silver nodded.

“Yes, rather! Same here!”

The fellow they were looking at did
not glance towards ithem. %Ie was
busy. He sat on the lowest step of
the van, and the Rookwood juniors
saw him open a paper bag on his fat
knees. FKrom the bag he abstracted
a large, juicy jam-tart. There was
an expression of beatific enjoyment

on his fat face as he transferred the

tart to ‘his capacious mouth. But it
was brief. 'The tart was gone in a
twinkling. | *
Jimmy Silver chuckled. _

“T think I'd know that merchant
anywhnere !”” he said. ‘““It’s Bunter—
Billy Bunter, of Greyfriars.”

“That’s the kipper!” said Lovell.
*“T knew I knew him! 1 remember
he came over to see us at Rook-
wood——""

. “And we didn’t enjoy the visit!”
grinned Raby.

“Not the least little bit,”” remarked
Newcome. “I wonder what he’s
doing here with a caravan all on his
lonesome 77

2 Can’t be caravanning alone,” said
Jimimy Silver, with a shake of the
head. ‘“There must be some more
fellows around somewhere.”’
C“Let’s go and cseel!” suggested
Lovell. “If Wharton or Bob Cherry
1s there, I'd like to meet ’em.”’

“May as well!” agreed Jimmy
Silver.

The Fistical Four swung ' them-
selves over the gate and dropped into
the meadow,

They crossed over towards the
camped caravan. The fat junior sit-
ting on the steps did not look up.
He was already getting busy with his
fourth jam-tart.

““ Cheerio, snouted
Lovell suddenly, they were
quite close at hand.

The Ow! of Greyiriars looked up
with a sudden jump. .

‘Billy Bunter made a dive for his
bag of tarts. He seemed to be fear-
ful that the Rookwood fellows might
have predatory designs on those
tarts. +

“ Anybody about, Bunter?” asked
Jimmy Silver.

“There’s me.” _

“You’re not caravanning alone,
surely 77’ '

- Bunter blinked at him.

“Oh! You're BSilver!” he said,
“7 remember vou, Jimmy Silver! 1
came to see you at Rookwood, and
you didn’t give me enough to eat!”

““There was a famine after you
left,”” said Lovell.

b

Bunter !’
when
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“Oh, really, Lovell 2 " Billy
Bunter negofiated another tart. *“1
say, you fellows, what are you domng
round here?”’

“Cycling tour,” said Jimmy.

“Oh! "Not so jolly as caravan-
ning !”’ said Bunter loftily. 1 sup-
poce a fellow has to be satisfied with
what he can afford, though.”

The Fistical Four looked at Bunter
They remembered his polished
manners of old. Evidently his
manners were still as polished as of
yore, '

‘“ Exactly,”
with a nod.
along, you chaps.

said Jimmy Silver,
“Well, we’ll be getting
I thought there

might * be some fellows we knew’
about——"" L
“You know me, don’t you?

grunted Bunter.

“Only too well!” grinned Lovell.
“PBut if you'’re on your own here, we
won’t bother you, dear boy.”

‘“Hold on a minute,” said Bunter.

The fat junior was eyeing the
Rookwooders  through  his
spectacles in a verw thoughtful way.

Apparently some new and enter-
taining thought was working 1n
William George Bunter’s fat brain,
for he burst into a sudden chuckle.

‘“He, he, he!”

“Hallo! Where's
asked Lovell.

“Oh, nothing!” Bunter chuckled
again., “J say, you fellows, biking
1sn’t nearly as good as caravanning.
You take my word for it. How'd
you like to come caravanning with

| ma?ﬂ"

“What!”

“Lots of room in the van,” said
Bunter. ‘“‘There’s two bunks, and 1
use only one, of course. There’s a
tent, tco—a tiptop tent. DBlankets
and ground-sheets, and things for the
lot of you. The—the fact 1s, I was
going to ask some feilows to come
caravanning with me, but I changed
my mind. I felt that after all, 1
couldn’t stamd Wharton, and that

'?33
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i generously.
juniors of Rookwood helped them- -
selves.

big |

beast; Bol;) Cherry 1s always kicking a |

chap——

‘‘Ha, ha, ha!l”

““ Nugent’s rather a beast, too, and
Johnny Bull 1s an awful beast.” con-
tinued Bunter, “As for Hurree
Singh, he’s a dashed nigger. Upon
the whole, I wouldn’t have that
crowd.”

“So you're vanning it on your
lonely own ?” asked Jimmy Silver,
rather puzzled. |

“That’s 1t. Still, I'd like some
company, and if you fellows care to
come along for a few days, I'd be
glad., You're welcome, 1n fact. You
can stick your bikes in the caravan—

and there’s lots of grub. Of course, |

you’ll have to pay your own exes as
we go.”’ e

“We should want to.”

“Then we should agree on that,”
said Bunter. ‘“I’d really be glad to
have you. I say, have some of these
tarts.” |

Jimmy Silver & Co. looked at one | | _
 towards the gate

another.

They had started out on a cycling
tour which was to last for a week,
putting up at inns or camping out as
the spirit moved them.

Undoubtedly 1t would be a pleasant
change to “van it” for a few days.
The caravan was big, and clean, and
comfortable ; the horse was evidently
a good one; and in the van there was

a good supply of all sorts of travelling |

tackle. How Billy Bunter could
have afforded such an outfit for his
holiday was rather a mystery; but
that, of course, was not the business
of the Rookwooders,

The chums of Rookwood
strongly tempted to accept Bunter’s
generous 1nvitation.

The only objection, really, was
Bunter himself. - He was not a fellow
towards whom the Co. felt any yearn-
mgs of friendship or admiration.
They had seen little of him, it was
true; but the little they had seen had
not 1mpressed them very favourably.

Still, they could not help feeling

to me.
and move on.
—for a midday rest. _
far as I possibly can to-night.

ﬂlOIlg. Do!

A FINE TALE OF THE

CHUMS OF ROOKWOOD
' ON HOLIDAY !

that this invitation was decent of
Bunter, and that it would be rather
ungraclous to decline it. Indeed, the
offer was so kind and spontaneous
that Jimmmy felt that he had not really
done Bunter justice.

Bunter handed out the tarts

quite
The four

- Classical
; Undoubtedly the tarts were
g00d. |

“Do come!” urged Bunter. “I’ll
be jolly glad to have you; in fact,

T!?

I'm getting a bit ‘ fed > with my own

company,

We’'ll pull together first
rate. '

I promise you a ripping time.

Do come !”

*You're awfully ° good!” said

Jimmy, after a pause.

Bunter waved a fat hand.

“Not at all! It will be a pleasure
I'm just going to break ecamp
Only stopped here for
I want to get as
You

A SURPRISE ATTACK !

Jimmy Silver.

fellows make up your minds to come

199

And Jimmy Silver & Co. made up

their minds.

L LT R S T

The 2nd Chaptler.

Caravanning !

“Gee-up!”’ |

The horse was harnessed, and the
green caravan jerked and moved. It
followed a track across the field
upon which the
Fistical Four had been sitting when
they first spotted the van.

Billy Bunter glanced round rather
anxiously as they started.

“Buck up as fast as you can, you
fellows,” he said. ‘“Give the horse a
lick, somebody. Get a move on!”

“What’s the hurry?” asked Raby.

“Well, that farmer chap nnght
come around.”

“My hat! - Didn’t you have per-
mission to camp here?” exclaimed

. Jimmy Silver.

“Ye-es; but—well, get a move on.

i No good wasting time.”

wWere |

The caravan rolled on towards the
gate. Jimmy Silver threw the gate
open, and the van rolled through.
Then there was a pause while the

Rookwood  chums  stacked  their
bieyeles on board.
- Bunter blinked round very 1m-

patiently duving that operation.

“For goodness’ sake, buck up!” he
exclaimed. *** You Rookwood fellows
are awful slow-coaches!”

N

hurrying !” sna
have to pay him now.”

in silence.

8 O R 1Y

sunny lane.

Price

“Hallo! : :
to speak to us,” said Lovell, with a
gesture towards a big man in gaiters,

evidently a farmer, who was hurrying

across the field from the direction of

his

a distant farmhouse.

Bunter turned spectacles

towards the man in gaiters.

“Who~—who—who 1s 17”7 he ejacu-

lated.

““Looks like a farmer.”
“All you fellows’ fault for not
1** snapped Bunter. ‘I shall

“Pay him!” ejaculated Jimmy

Silver.

‘“T1 was going to pay him five bob
for camping on his land,’ said Bunter.
“I thought we could get off without
being seen.”

“Why, you (o
Edward lLovell hotly.

began Arthur
He checked

himself In time, as he remembered

that he was Bunter’s guest.
“Lend me five bob, one of you

fellows,”” said Bunter hastily. ‘I
' happen to have run
money-—change, I mean.

out of ready

No good

asking that man to change a fiver.”
Jimmy Silver fished out five

shillings from his pocket, and Bunter
took the coins hastily, and hurried to
meet the farmer.

- For reasons best
known to himself, Bunter did not
seem to want the rural gentleman to

come into speaking contact with the

Rookwooders.

Jimmy Silver & Co. watched him
They saw Bunter hand
the five shillings to the farmer, who

was {rowning—evidently quite well
aware that the fat junior had intended

to “bilk ¥ him. The farmer turned
and walked away with a snort, and
Bunter hurried to rejoin the Rook-
wooders.

“Now let’s get on as fast as we

can!” he gasped.

Ly

““ Anybody else you owe money to

Cires Halfpence

Jike that.

From the darkness came a sudden rush.
into tho Fistical Four of Rookwood.

69

There’s a johnny wants | a trot. The caravan rumbled on more

rapidly. Jimmy Silver & Co. had to
break into a trot to keep pace.

The August sun was blazing down
on the road, and certainly it was very
hot. The four Rookwooders erimsoned
and perspired as they ran.

“Look here, Bunter!” gasped
Lovell.  *“This 1sn’t caravanning.
What the thump’s the good of racing
like this?” '

“Oh, don’t slack!” said Bunter.
“You Rookwood chaps seem to be
awlul slackers, if you don’t mind my
saying so.”

“You silly owl, who's slacking?”
roared Lovell. *“You're sitting on
the van, i3

[!!

n, you lazy bounder!

“Well, you can’t get into the van,”
sald Bunter. “ It would be a bit too
much for the horse, carrying a load
Caravanners are supposed
to walk. Stick to it!”

“If we're going to keep up this
speed, we'll get our bikes out.”

“We don’t want to stop for that,””
argued Bunter. ‘ What's the good of
wasting time? Don’t be soft!”

“Doft!” gasped Lovell. |

“Yes, soft!” said Bunter loftily.
“Stick 1t out! Be a man, you know!
Like me!” |

6 Oh !!.'f

Arthur Edward Lovell went to the
horse’s head, and slowed him down.
Then, with a grip on the rein, he led
the horse. Bunter cracked the whip
and yelled.

“Leggo that horse, l.ovell!”

“Don’t be an ass, Bunter!” said
Jimmy Silver impatiently. *“ We're
not gomg to race about in this sun!
We'll walk or bike it.”

“Let’s get out the bikes and clear
oft!” growled Lovell. Apparently
Arthur Edward was already satisfied
with the sample he had rveceived of
William George Bunter’s hospitality.

Billy Bunter looked alarmed.

“I—1 say, yon fellows, you can’t

Five shadowy forms crashed
‘““ LLine up, you chaps !’ gasped

Before he could finish a wild and whirling fight was in progress.

asked Arthur Edward Lovell sar-

casticallv,

“Let’s get on!” said Jimmy Silver
hastily.

The caravan rolled on down the
Billy Bunter sat m the
driver’s seat, though he did not drive;
Jimmy was leading the horse.  The
Rookwood chums had done caravan-
ning themselves before this, and they
were much more experienced vanners
than Wilham George Bunter. From
his seat, the Owl of Greyfriars blinked
uneasily towards every corner of the
landscape. The chums of Rookwood
could not help noticing his uneasi-
11ess.

*I—~1 say, you fellows, do vou see
anybody after us?’’ asked Bunter, at
last. The Owl of Greyiriars seemed
to feel the handicap of short sight
inore severely than usual just then.

“No!” answered Jimmy Silver.

““Not a chap on a bike?”

“t NU 133

Billy Bunter picked upn the whip.

“T think we’ll put a bit of speed on,
at first,” he said. “You fellows can
trot, 1 suppose?”

“Yes; but——-

“Tt’s a bit warm for trotting,” said
Raby.

“Oh, don’t be a slacker!” said
Bunter encouragingly. “ We never
slack ‘at Grevfriars, I can tell you. A
trot will do you good. Gee-up!”
Bunter gave the horse a flick with

Ty

3

the whip, and the animal broke nto

desert me now!” he exclaimed. *1-—
I can’t camp out alone to-night!”

“You've been camping out alone,
haven’t you?’ demanded Jimmy
Silver.

“Eh? Oh—ah—yes! ' But—but—
er—those tramps, you know !”’ Bunter
stammered. *“‘T’'ll slow down, if vou
like. But; I say, yvou fellows, really,
you know, you shouldn’t be such
slackers !”’

To which the Rookwood juniors
made no rejoinder. Any reply they
had made would certainly not have
been suitable from guests to host.
So they contained their feelings and
were silent.

The 3rd Chapter.
Bunter’s Little Way !

Jimmy Silver & Co. settled dowu to
a steady tramp with the caravan, and
found that they quite hked it. Tt re-
minded them of old caravanning days .
in anr earlier vac. When they wanted
a rest they took turns in the driver's
seat, for Willlam George Bunter
abandoned that after a time. Bunter
rolled into the caravan, and spread
himself 1n a bunk to take a nap. Ile
seemed to be relieved of his fears of
pursuit when the van had covered a
few miles by road and lane and wood-
land path.
“This isn’t so bad,” Lovell re-
marked.. “It’s a change from biking.
Might stick it for a few days.”
(Continued overleaf.)
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 “We might!” _agreed .Jimmy 'Jlmmy Silver & Clo. wats hungry. but hand in making the camp. He sat on Jlmm Silver & Co. supped hightly “QOur van,” said Bob. Cherry
Silver,” fanning ‘himself. with' his | they managed with bread- and-cheese | ‘a knoll and gave directions. But as | on bread and sardines—not too much | warmly. *‘ We came back to camp
hat. ' ““It’s rather luck to drop on a |fas they wall{ed Bunter did not walk. | his directions were not heeded by the bread and very few sardines. They | and found 1t missing, and Bunter

did missing, too; and we’'ve tracked you

that washed down that frugal repast with

capavan outfit like this.  Blessed if 1 | He sat in the van, stating his inten- | Rookwood fellows, not

can figure it out how Bunter got | tion: of packing the noods i the | matter. cocoa, and milk. Fortunately, there | a good ten miles. What do you mean
hold of 1t!” : larder. It was not the larder, how-|" While Lovell was looking after the | was plenty of both. Conversation by 1t, I'd like to know ?”

"I say, you fellows!” Buntor | ever, that he packed most of them | horse, and Raby gathering firewood, | was sparse round the caravanners’ | ‘“Just explain that!” snorted
blinked out of the van.. “I say, stop into, as. the chums of Rookwood | and Newcome going upstream for camp-fire. Bunter’s jaws were  too | Johnny Bull.

o And tell us what you’ve dom, with
Bunter,” added Frank Nugent

Jlmmv Silver gasped.

- You-——-vou———*}ou mean to say that 8
your ‘van ?”’ he babbled.

“ Whose thumpmg van dld you
think it - was?” demanded Harry
Wharton. “ Did you come ‘on 1t and
fancy it was growing in the field like
a potato?”

jusy for ta]kmg, and silence seemed
to have fallen upon the Rookwood
juniors. When Billy Bunter had
finished the bacon, he blmked affably
at his guests. -
4T feel better now,”’” he remarked
“I'm awfully glad to hear that!”
sald Lovell,
“1 could do \uth some more, of
” sald Bunter., “If ou’d got

water, Jimmy Silver looked into the
van, to see what supplies there might |
be for supper. Of his late purchases
in the village very little remained.
The Owl of Gre yfriars had accounted
for most of them already. Jimmy
Silver & Co. were hungry after their
march, and the wanted supper, and
wanted it badly. There was the best
part' of a loaf, and there were some

were destined to discover later.

Mile after mile glided under the
rolling wheels, while the sun sank
lower over the Surrey downs. The
clorious” summer’s ~day was drawing
to a close.

Jimmy Silver was looking. out for
a camp as he walked with the horse.
He found a suitable spot at last—a
field sloping down to a little glisten- |

a bit in the next village, and do some
shopping, Wi]l you ?”’

'“Certamly, smd Jlmmy “It’s
aboul. time for tea.’ 6k
““Oh, we don’t want “to stop for
tea!” said Bunter, with a blink back
along the road. “Let’s cover some
ground before nightfall. You can

eat a snack as you march, you know.”
“Oh, all right!”

course,

“You can.do the shopping, Silver— ing brook. The van halted at a gate, | rashers of bacon in the larder, and ja | that cake I put on my list, Sllver and “You bagged it, “hether :ou knew
I’'ll make up a list of things to get,” and Bunter put his head out. tin of sardines, and plenty of tea, | another: pot or two of am' Stlll 'm | it was ours or not!” roarec Johuny
oy L . “What are you stopping for?” he | coffee, and cocoa. Jlmmy decided | not the fellow to gmmble. But, I | Bull. “And I'd like to know what

what you mean by bagging our caravan,

say, you fellows,
angd, giving us a ten- “mile tramp to

brekker 7’

that there was enough to make up a
supper, of sorts, and breakfast was a

asked.
“Time to camp

“Rl ht you are!” abogt

Refreshed by his nap, the fat junior

became busy in the van with a paper “You fellows ?}"Bd out already?” problem that could be left till the “What indeed?” said Jimmy. | find you. And where’s Bunter?”
and a stump of pencil. He helped asked Bunter. My hat!: D(m t | morning. “That farmer yonder.looked a pretty “Oh dear! I-—I say, you fellows,
himself ocoasmnall frif’ the' van | the chaps ever do any walking at Jimmy, while he was in the van, | prosperous johnny; he may be able | what—" -
Jarder as he pondered and scribbled. R??kwood‘? | gave his attention only to the food | to change your fifty- pound note for | ‘‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! . There’s
.The van rolled on into a village, and You've b:.;aen slacking in the van | supplies, but he could not help notic- | you. Bunter-—-" -
drew ‘toa. halt  outside the: v1lla,ge all the Hme salid Lovell, breathing | ing one or two little circumstances Bunter coughed. He did not pur- “What' does this mean Silver?”
store. _ hard. We've done a good ten | that rather perplexed him. There | sue the subJect but he blinked | demanded Harry Wharton. 3

. ““Here you are, Silver!” _ mﬁl,_,es 14 yere several travelling bags in the | gseveral times, in a suspicious sort of Jimmy Silver panted for breath.

| Bunter tossed out the list. Jimmy | .., What’s that?” sniffed Bunter. vall, mld”one of them h?;d the 1nitials | way, at Jimmy Silver & Co.. The | The true inwardness of the situation,
Silver glanced at 1t. There were I'm O’Od f()]. tWBI’ltV' But HBV(‘I‘ * H. ‘(V and another “R. C.” He ShddOWS deepﬂned over the fields and | as 1t were, w as dawnmg upon him at
about thirty items on the list, and, mind. If youw're fagged out, you’re | wondered whether Harry Wharton | meadows:; the murmur of the brook | last.

and Bob Cherry had lent those bags
to, Bunter for hIS trip.. It was rather

“Bunter—that -fat willain Bunter

~—-"" he stuttered.

fagged ouf, ‘I suppose. Cut off to

came thwu h the darkness. Against
the fatmhouse one of you, and get |

at a rough estitmate, it came to about
the night: the camp-fire leaped and

twelve pounds. The captain of the

Rookwood Fourth stared at Bunter. permissicn to camp. Pay ’em any- | singular. blazed . cheerlly - Billy Bunter rose ““Bunter et -
S Where's. the tin for. this?” he ] thing they.want; no goad haggling Rd.b soon had a camp-fire going, | and yawned. “He told us he was caravanning
asked. about money When we're on a | and a kettle was swung over 1t to 4 | thmk [’ll turn in,” he remarked. | alone, and invited us to join him!”

- Bunter.

““Oh, ask ’em if they’ll change a
fiver!” said Bunter carelessly.

‘“ A fiver won't cover this.”

-*“I.mean, a tenner.’
““It comes to over ten quid.”

““Then T'll get. out my fifty-pound
note "’ 841d Bunter.

“Your what?”

“Flftv-pound note.
they’ll shange it.”

Jimmy gazed at him.

““I don’t suppose they’ ve got change
for a fifty-pound note in a village
qhop,” he said.  “And I'm pretty
certain they wouldn’t change one for
strangers if they had.”

“Then TI'll tell vou what,” said
Bunter. “You pay for that little lot,
Silver; and I’ll square when I get the
ﬁftv-pound note changed.”

“You've got to cget the fifty-pound
note first!” grunted Lovpll

“Oh, really, Lovell

“PIl do the shoppmp:, ’ said Jimmy
Silver. ' “But it won’t run to any-
thing like hIS, Bunter.”

s you re going

Silver

Jimmy decided not to hear that
remark. He went into the village
shop, and expended the sum of one
pound there. He came out with a
variety of ‘packages and parcels.

“Lots here for tea and supper and
brekker to-morning.” he remarked.

Bunter eyed the conﬁlgnment with
disfavour.

Ask them 1if

to be mean,

« ‘‘Not much there!” he said.
$“What did 1t cost?”’ |

WA vgaade” H

“Well, 1 owe you a quid, then,”

ra1d Bunter. “I’m going to stand

the-grub, as you’re my guests.”
“Not at all,” said Jimmyv Silver.

“We'll pay our own exes, Bunter.?

Bunte1 shook his head deczdedl
“T can’t allow that!” he said.

“But, really g

“1 must 1nsist, Silver!” said
Bunter firmly. “You’re my guests,
and T can’t allow you to pay for your
vrub.” T shall hand you the pound.
I insist upon it!”’

““Qh, all night!” said Jimmy. “7I1’d
rather pay. but T don’t mind.” And
he held out his hand for the pound.

Bnnier blinked at it.

“Not just at this minnte,” he said.
“I'm expecting a Dostal*mder at the
lt;)ost :office, when we get to Canter-

ury 7

* “We re not going towards Canter- |

bury.”

 “T—T mean, Reading !
- “Not much’ difference!
Rabwv sarcastically.

““We shall want some more stnff
than this.” said Bunter. “One ja
of ' jam "1sn’t much good. T mn.
manage that by mvself at tea, and T
shall . want some more at brekker.
(et another qnid’s, nmth Silver, and
' snttle both quids at the same

&

]H

remarked

time.’
Jimmy Slher eved him. He re-
membered some of Billv Bunter’s

little ways. and he comprehended.

“We’ll make thls lot do,” he sa,ld-
curtly.

““Oh, really, Silver 4

“Now to camp somewhere for tea,”
eaid - Lovell, leading the horse on
through the. village street.

a f dednw to halt for tea,’

sald
“This 1s my caravan, ain’t
1t?  I'm not stopping tlll sundown.
Iave a snack as yvou go.’

“Just as you like!” ' breathed
Lovell. '

The caravan rolled on out of the
'nlla,ge dmw ~a-leafy  Surrey lane.-

T don’t ’\‘hfl]”’lt to camp by myself.
grunted Lovell.

-‘u,ho takes
[ Liovel |-~

holiday.”

Bunter’s lofty view was evidently
founded upon the  fact that the
money concerned was nodt his own.

But the chums of Rookwood made no

rejoinder to his remark.

“Get some milk and eggs at the
farm, if you can, and cheese,” said
Bunter. ““ Anything you can, in fact.”

“We've got the grub for supper and
brekker,” Jlmmv

“Eh‘? Where 7"

“It’s in the van, isn’t it?” said
Jimmy, with a stme “The lot I
bought in the village.’

“Oh really, Sllvel'
tea since then.

left.” sald Bunter—‘nearly a whole
loaf

‘“Wha-a-at!”

“It’s rather a pity you didn’t get
another pot of jam,” eaid Bunter,
blinking at him. “It was nice!”
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“You may be able to gét some
home- made jam at the farm,” added
Bunter. ‘“Pay what they ask for 1t
and I'll settle up latel Keep a strict
account, of course.’

“Jimmy Silver seemed to
something hard. He
towards the farmhouse.

I’ve had my

swallow
started off
When he re-

turned he brought permission to camp

and a jug of milk.

“Other things coming?”’ asked
Bunter.
“There’s no other things,” said

Jlmmv Silver., “We're not mlllion-

alres, Bunter!”’

“Then what are we going to have
for supper?” demanded Bunter.

“You can cut off to the farm,
and get a supply of eggs and cheese
and home-made jam,” suggested
Newcome.

Bunter grunted. That suggestion
did not seem to appeal to him, some-

| how.

- " Blessed if I like this!” the fat
junior growled. ““ Wharton and his

crowd would be better than this.
We'd better keep on, I think, till we

come to a village again, and get some
more gmb o
“They weculdn’t be able to change

your ﬁfty pound note,” said Lovell
sardonically; “and we're camping
here, anvhow.”

“Look here, Lovell, whose is this
caravan?” roared Bunter. “I’m

jolly well not going to camp here!”
“Well, we are, saild Lovell.

““ Please yourself, Bunter Drive on
your giddy caravan till you come to
the Sev em for all I care. I'm fed up

with ualkmg 5
Bunter glowered through his big
spectacles, Jimmy Silver had opened

the gate, and Ra,oy led the horse into
‘the meadow.

“I—I say, you fellows, I'll camp
here, if you like,”’ said Bunter. ¢ JT—

But

I think 2

““Oh, never mind what you think !”’
“(ive us a rest, old
scout.’”

“If that’s your thanks to a chap
you out caravanmng,

“Br-r-r-rr!” said Arthyr Edward. .

And the caravan rolled rolled into
the meadow, and William George
Bunter rolled after 1t, grunting dis-
contentedly.

The 4th Chapter.
A Sudden Surprise!
Jimmy Silver & Co. halted the
caravan near a brook, and took out
| the 'horse, Bunter did not lend a

There’s some bread |

|

| “Plenty of

|

boil. Provisions were rather short,
but cocoa was very filling, and there
was going to be plenty of cocoa.

Billy Bunter extracted a frying-pan |

from somuxhere to cook the bacon.
The scent of frying bacon was very

gratetul and comforting to the
hungry Rookwood juniors. And
there were five stout rashers, very
pleasing for hungry eyes to look
upon,

“1 say, you fellows, I'm sorry

you'll get rather short commons,”’
saild Bunter, as he turned the rashers
into a plato “Still, I warned you,
didn’t I? If you’d only done that

shopping, Sl]VGI‘ 1
“Oh, we’ll make shift,” said
“There’s

Jimmy, slicing the loaf.
enough to go round.”

““Glad you think so,” said Bunter.

sugar In my cocoa,
please.” |

“I don’t seem to see any sugar,”
said Jimmy. ‘I bought a pound in
the village.”’ 08

“Dear me! I must have finished
1t,” said Bunter. ‘“ When I start on’
lun*p sugar 1t goes, you know.’

“1 see 1t does.”

“Well, I can manage cocoa without
sugar,” said Bunter heroically. *“I'm
the fellow to rough i1t, you know. Put
in plenty of milk, and make it thick.
You fellows can have all the sar-
dines,”” he added genemusl‘}

' Ell l??!'

“I'll make the bacon do,” said
Bunter. el

The Rookwood juniors watched

him with fascinated eyes, as he took
the plate of rashers on his knees, and
started with knife and fork.

As there were five rashers, Jimmy
Silver & Co. had supposed that there
would be one each all round. Evi-
dently Bunter hadn’t supposed so.
He blinked up at the surprised
juniors with his mouth full.

“Don’t spare the sardines,” he said

liberally. ¢ Pile in!”
Thele was one tin.of Sardlnes, and
it was not a large one. Arthur

Edward Lovell gazed at the {fat
junior, and gazed and gazed, as if he
were mesmerised.

“My hat!” he said at last, as if
waking out of a dream. *“M-m-my
hat!”

He made no further remark.

I ——
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“I'm goimng to sleep in the van.
You fellows can put up the tent.
Wake me up about ten. I dare
say you can get something at the
farmhouse for brekker, Silver.”

“1 dare say,” assented Jimmy.

Bunter rolled into the caravan. In
the ruddy glimmer of the camp-fire
the chums of Rookwood looked at one
another. .

“Serves ‘us Ti ht!”-sald Lovell. .
“We knew Bunter or ought to have
known him.  Ou cht we to wait till
he’s up in the morning, - before we
take our bikes and*‘cle.ur it

Jimmy Silver laughed. -

“We'll say ood bye,”” he - said.
“My hat! No wmi'der he’s caravan-
ning on his own! A chap who went

vanning with him would hawe to be |

prepa,red to be a member of the noble
army of martyrs, I think.”

There was a sound in the distance
towards the lane.
glanced carelessly round. Then there
came a rustle in the willows near the
camp. And then a powerful voice
suddenly shouted:

“Thats the van! ' Hallo, hallo,
hallo! Here they are!”

“What the thump———
Jimmy Silver, jumping up.

From the darkness came a sudden
rush. Iive shadowy forms crashed
into the hstwal Four of Rookwood

‘“Collar’ em ! i

“Smash ’em up!”’

“Pile 1n, you fellows!”

“My only hat!” gasped Jimmy.
“Tine up, you chaps! Oh crikey!”

Before he had fairly uttered the
wards, a wild and uhlrlmg fight was

In progress !
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began

The 5th Chapter.
Light at Last!
Crash!
Bump!
**Yoooop!”’

“Oh c1umbs’”

“Give emy jip!”’

Jimmy Silver rolled in the grass in
a powerful grasp. Somebody was sit-
ting on Lovell, who was on his back,
roarmg. Ra.by and Newcome were
engaged 1 desperate conflict. From
the doorway of the caravan the
startled face of Billy Bunter stared
out, the firelight ghmmenng on his
big spectacles. Jimmy rolled his ad-
versary over, and bumped his head
on the round and thele was i e]l

“Rescue, my esteemed chums ! T"’

‘““Hurree Smgh?” yelled Jimmy

| Silver, 1n amazement.

“Bob Cherry!” roared Lovell, re-
cognising the fe]low who was sitting
on his chest at the same moment,

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!”’

“Jlmm Silver !”

“Harry thrton 2

“Grea,t Scott!”

The combatants separated, breath-
lessly, and glared and stared at one
another. The surprise was mutual.
Jimmy Silver threw a. fresh armful
of brushwood on the fire,
blazed up, and threw a radius of light

upon the scene.
Harry Wharton & Co. of the Grey-
friars Remove, stared bldnlcly at the

Rookwood ]HHIOI‘.S They  were

astounded. And were Jinuny

Silver & Co. | NG
“You!” stuttered Wharton,

“ Sily er—-Lm~ell—-—-—y0u' When did you
take to stealing caravans?”
“Btealing caravans!” yelled Jimmy
Silver,
““Well, you’ve bagged our “van—-—-"f
“ler van!” gasped Jimmy.

Jimmy Silver |

roared Lovell. ‘Now do you under-
stand, you silly owls?”

Wharton jumped.

“T-t-told you he was c-c-caravan-
ning ' alone!” he stuttered. ‘‘Why,
the fat villain—we’d only gone into
town with the bikes to get a tyre
mended.  We left him in- charge of
the cam |

““Oh, my hat!” said Raby.

“He told us it was his van!”
shrieked ‘Newcome. “And we &

“We believed him,” gaspeéd Jimmy
Silver. ‘‘Certainly, we ought to have

“known Bunter better than to believe

| you oft,” sa,ld Bunter.

l

and 1t {

him,”

“Oh, really, Sllver i

Harr Wharton burst into a lauwh

*“All serene!” he exclaimed. ”l,he
fat villain took you 1n, of course.
Sorry we rushed you like that; you
see, .we found our van missing, and
we’'ve had a terrific tramp tracking it
here; and—and we didn’t recognise

you; we supposed }ou’d bmggcd our

van, and—and
“All i rht; no harm d(me, sald
Jimmy Esiiavm rubbing his nose. “We
were clearing off in the morning, any-
how ; 'ne re fed- -up with your precmus
Bunter.”
“Bunter !” roaled Bob Cherry.
“You fat Hun
“I—1 say, yvou fellows, ’tain’t true;
The Greyfriars junilors rushed
towards the caravan. Bunter, 1n the
powerful grasp of Bob Cherry, was
jerked out, and he landed in the
grass, with a terrific roar. -
“Yarooooooh !”
‘““Now what do

you mean by 1t?”

roared Bob.

“1—1I sav, vou fellows, t’ain’t true:
I—I've been kidnapped. Those Rook-
wood bounders kidnapped me—yah!
Leggo my ear, you beasts! -1 mean,
I-—-I wandered away in my sleep—
yoop! If you don’t leave off kicking
me, W harton-———} OW-0W ! The—the
fact is—?"

“Well, what’s the fact, before we
slaughter yc}u‘? e

“The—the fact is, you fellows
haven't treated me 1:»1[*::)[}1&31:13,T and—
and I felt quite justified in dropping
“As for pay-
ing for the van, that’s a trifling matter
i;—-I m cxpectmg several posml orders

b, Sy

“Bump him!”

The next few minutes were like a
nightmare to William George Bunter.
The Greyfriars caravanners were
wrathy—which was not to be won-
dered at, in the peculiar circum-
stances. And Billy Bunter was put
through a ragging that was certainly
not more than he deserved, but much
more than he wanted. When the in-
dignant juniors had finished with him,
the Owl of Greyfriars lay in the grass,

and gasped, and gasped, IlLe 1) ncwly-
landed " fish.

i -F‘ | ;

Jimmv Silver & Co. remained with
the caravan a few days, after all, and
enjoyed themselves with the Grey-
friars juniors, though Billy Bunter
eved them very morosel all the time.
But nobody minded Bunter and when
the time came to part, Jlmmy Silver
& Co. mounted their blcvclee and rode
away, very well pleased with their

caravanning—though not wit h
Bunter!

(““The Fistical Four's Foel” is wa
title of the Iom,r, complete Rookwood
Sekool tale in next Monday’s Boys’
FRIEND. Hemember that Jammf:/
Stlver & Co. appear also 'in' the

o Pozmlar " each Friday!) =




