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"By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER..
Billy Bunter Surprises the Hikers [

s Y turn!” said Billy Bunter.
M

“What ?"’
“Hand it overl” snid
Billy Bunter. _
Six juniors of the Greyfriars Re-

move stopped and stared at Billy
Bunter as iﬁhey could not believe their
cars—as indeed they hardly could!

Bunter had astonished the Greyfriars
hikers.

It was hot that morning. The Bussex
lancs seemed to be baking. Even Hurrce
Jamset Ham Singh admittod it was &
little warm., Even Lord Mauleverer did
not look gquite so cool and fresh as was
his wont. Harry Wharton & Co. were
quite pink—Bob Cherry, in fact, almost

as red ns a beetroot. Billy Bunter, of
course, WAas c¢rimson, pers mn;].'!: and
panting. Twenty times at lcast he had

taldthe hikersthat he was tired. Twenty
times they had replied that he could
take a rest if he liked—while they went
on hiking! It reelly seemed as if the
chums of the Remove would not have
minded had Billy Bunter dropped
behind and stayed thero! Iob Cherry
had the packed tent on his back, the
heaviest articla that the schoolboy
hikers had to carry. It was not really
very heavy, and 1t folded into quite
manageable proportions, But on a hot
morning there was quite enough of it.

Billy Bunter carricd nothing except
his own considerable woight. That was
Bunter’s littla way which did not en-
doar him to the other hikers. Bunter
had reduced work-dedging nlmost to a
peience,

8o when Bunter announced that it was
his turn to carry the tent, and demanded
that tho same should be handed over to
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him, the Greyfriars fellows had to doubt
the evidence of their ears.
They just blinked at Bunter!

“Is" that a joke?” ingquircd Dob
Cherry at last,

“(h, really, Cherry——"

“It's your turn,” said Johnny Dull,
“Ii's been your turn for & good many

days, you fat spoofer | But you've never

taken, your turn, and you never will !
What are you getting at?”
“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Come on!” said Harry Wharton.
“We're hiking, you know—ne time to
stand round listening to Bunter's jokes 1”

“I'm mot jokingl" hooted DBunter,
“You fellows keep on sa mE that I
never take my turn with tga aggage |
You said =0 only five minutes ago,
Nugent! You needn't deny it."

“T jolly well did!” grinned Frank
Nugent. "“And I'll say 1t again if you
like! You never take your turn, you
fat, spoofing slacker.”

“Thoe mneverfulness is terrific!”
marked Hurree Jamset REam Einih.

“Well now I'm offering to take my
turn !" said Bunter, blinking at the
hikers through his big spectacles.
“Jfand it over, Cherry! It's nothing,
really, to an athletic fellow like me.™

“0h crumbs | gasped Bob.

“The fact is, it's rather sinkaninfg to
gee you gasping and grunting along
under a pack that wonuld be as light as
a feather to me !” said Bunter. “ Hand
it over, for goodness’ sake ™

Bob Chorry ﬁ'larﬂd at the fat Owl of
the Remove, o was warm, and he was
fecling tho pack unusually heavy. Dut
he +was not gasping or grunting.
Bunter had been doing all the pasping
aml grunting since the Greyfriars hikers
harl broken camp that morning. Bunter
tlted enough for seven.

“IHe decsn't mean it,” said Bob.

Ire-

“He's trying to pull our leg somehow.
But he's jolly well going to carry ib
now | I'll kick him if he doesn’t! It's
time the fat slacker did his bit, and he's
jolly well going to |

“Hear, hear "

“0Oh, really, Cherry! I've asked you
twice to hand it over! You won't see
me staggering under it!” added Bun-
ter scornfully.

“Who's staggering under it ?"" roared
Bab.

“You are, old chap. You lock ms if
ou were trying to shut yourself up
ike a penknife!” said Bunter agree-
ably, " Every minute I expect to see
you nose divel You're not strong, poor
old cha&u i

Bob Cherry breathed hard and deep.
He was the heftiest member of the
Famoue Five of Greyfriars—all sturdy
and fit. Bunter was not exactly hefty;
and he was incurably lazy and slack.
HBo this sort of talk from Bunter was
rather hard to bear with patience.

However, Bob restrained his natural
desire to kick that sgreeable member
of the Greyfriars hiking party. He un-
slung his pack. He did not believe, any
more than the other fellows did, that
Billy Bunter really intended to carry it.
There was a catch in it somewhere !l
But he had a deadly determination that
the fat Owl should make his words
good )

“Wall, here you are,” said Dob.
“Mind, you don’t mean it, but I mean
it! You drop this pack, and I'll kick
you till you sling it on again! You're
going to carry it now till we halt I"

“That's what I want1” said Bunter
calmly. "“Nothing to me, old chap.
What you want is o littlo muscle.”

“Oh gad!” murmured Lord Maule-
verer, gazing at the fat Owl in wonder.
His lordship was undoubtedly lazy, bui
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—HARRY WHARTON & CO0., THE CHEERY CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS.

he never dreamed of dodging his share
of the baggage. Bunter, on the other
hand, objected to carrying so much as
a tin cup, ks to me, dear old fat
bean, as if this little joke of yours is
goin’ to turn out seriously! You've
got to carry it now "

i ‘:,It'a- not & joke, you ass! I mean

“Well, I mean it, anyhow !”” said Bob
Cherry grimly. “Btack it on!"”

Harry Wharton & Co. watched Bun-
ter stack it on. .

Apparently the fat junior, for some
unknown and inexplicable reason, was in
earnest,

They fully expected him to make some
excuse, at the last moment, for not
making his words good. Instead of
which, Billv Bunter slung on the pack
in tho most business-like manner.

It is said that a leopard cannot
change its spots, nor an Ethiopian his
skin! But it was a still more startling
change if William George Bunter was
playing up and taking his share of the

WOTrk, .

And it looked like it! With Bob's
pack on his fat back, Bunter re-started
after the interval. He plugged along
perspiring. -

“We're dreaming this, I think !” said
Harry Wharton, at last.

“The dreamfulness certainly seems
terrific 1” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram

Sinih.
“Like some more to carry, Bunter?”
asked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

Bunter blinked at him.

“I don’t mind, he answered. ‘“*You
look as if you're going to drop, poor
old fellow! Give me your pack, too, if
you like.”

“Wha-a-t 7" f;naped Johnny,

“Biick it on,” said Bunter cheerfully.
“The fact is, T hate to see you fellows
staggering along under s few things.
I'd rather carry the lot myself. Stick it
on.l’

“Who's staggering along?” shrieked

Johnny.

“The lot of you! Never ses such a
staggering crew | Look here, stick your
bag on my bag; I shan't notice its
weight! I'm not feeble!”

“Well, my only hat!” said Harry
Wharton blankly. =

Bunter was astonishing the hikers
more snd more. Now that he had
changed, he seemed to have changed
with a vengeance | Unless he was doing
it for the sheer pleasure of jeering at
the other fellows, it was difficult to guess
what he was doing it for.

Johnny Bull, with a quite ferocious
expression, unslung his pack. He was
carrying the oil-stove and the cooking
utensils, not a great weight, but enough
to make a fellow pleased to part with
it. Bunter was not going to jeer for
nothing. Like Bob, Johnny was deter-
mined to make the fat Owl make his
words good.

He stacked it on the pack already on
Bunter’s fat back, ard fastened it there.
Bunter made no objection. He seemed
glad to get it.

“Is it on?1" he asked.

“Yeal" gnorted Johnny.

“] don't feel the weight.”

“You will 1” grinued%lugent.

“Hardly, old fellow| Nothing to
mel Now put it on a bit,"” said Bun-
ter cheerfully. “Hiking doesn’t mean
crawling along like & lot of slugsl
Make s bit of an effort| You can't
walk much, but you ecan walk faster
than a set of snails, I suppose. It makes
me tired to see you crawl!”

It was the glimax of astonishment!
Not only had Billy Bunter claimed twice
as much baggage as any other fellow in
the hiking party, but he urged speed

elso. Hitherto, the hikers had had to

accommodate their pace to DBunter's
weary crawl. They were quite pleased
to put it on a liftle. And they did.
Taking Bunter at his word once more,
the Famous Five and Lord Mauleverer
swung onward, with the natural conse-
guenm that the burdened Bunter
ropped behind.

As they swung round the corner of &
lane, Bunter halted.

He grinned.

No doubt the hikers expected Bunter
to come rolling round that cormer after
them. If so, that expectation was
doomed to disappointment.

Bunter stood still, mopping his fat
brow, and listened to the footsteps that
died away past the corner.

Then - he turned from the road and
made for a gap in the hedge.

There was a field on the other side,
with a haystack in it. Bunter rolled on
round the haystack. It was an un-
finished stack, and there were gaps in it
on the farther side. In one of them
Bunter settled down comfortably on &

d of hay, with hay screening him and
his discarded burden from sight.

He grinned cheerfully as he settled
down. He was ﬁettin%hn.t last, the rest
he so sorely needed. e hikers might
have hiked on, and left the lazy fat
Owl to his own devices. But they were
not likely to hike on and leave the tent
and the stove and the cooking outfit.

““ We’re happy when we’re
hiking——"*  With never a
eare in the world, Harry
Wharton & Co. are swinging

along the peaceful highway
when suddenly they find
themselves in the thick of

a battle on the Litile Puddleton
front !

They wanted them, if they did not want
Bunter. Which was the explanation of
Billy Bunter’s astonishing offer to
carty his share of the baggage for once.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Snatched !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H swung on cheerily.
It was quite a relief to lose
the company of Billy Bunfer,
and to hear no longer his in-
cessant grousing about the heat and the
flies, and the fatigue that worried his
little fat legs. Bob Cherry remarked
that all that a hike needed to make it
n success was for Billy Bunter to be
left out of it—a sentiment to which his
comrades heartily subscribed.

Grassy meadow and rolling down,
bright blue sky and shady woods, were
pleasant to look upon. For a good
many days now, the Greyfriars fellows
had been hiking, and they had enjoyed
every day, in one way or another, taking
the rough with the smooth, as a true
hiker should do.

There was really only one fly in the
ointment—a very fat fly. But for the
moment, at least, they enjoyed Billy
Bunter's absence. As he knew the route
of the morning’s march, and knew that
they were to camp for moon ant Little
Puddleton, there was no danger of his
missing them when he followed on, and
it had not vet occurred to them that he
was not following on. They supposed

that the fat Owl was plugging along
behind, and so far did not suspect that
he was fast asleep on the shady side of &
haystack.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!" ejaculated Bob
suddenly.

There was a zip of a car in the lans
behind, and glancing round at it, Bob
recognised & green Austin. It was
driven by o chauffeur, and three school-
boys sat in it—Ponsonby, Gadsby, and
Monson, of Higheliffe School.

“*Those rotters againl”
Jolnny Bull.

“They've found us once more!” said
Harry Wharton, laughing,

Ponsonby, in the car, pointed out the
hikers ahead to his friends, and Gadsby
and Monson stared round at them. The
lane was rather' marrow, and Harry
Wharton & Co. drew to the grass at the
side to let the car pass. It was some
days since they had seen Pon & Co.;
they had followed the winding ways
across country, and the Highcliffians had
probably lost their track. But here they
were again; evidently sticking to the
trail of the Greyfriars hikers. The six
juniors smiled as the car came up.
Cherry opened his rucsack, took out &
rather battered copy of the Holiday
Annual, and waved it to Ponsonby.
And his comrades chuckled.

Pon spoke a word to his driver, and
the car slowed down. It stopped closa
by the group of hikers.

“Are you the Greyfriars lot?” asked
Ponsonby, staring at them.

“Don't you know us again?" grunted
Jolinny Bull.

“How's a fellow to know you unless
yvou wash?” asked Pon, = Whereat
Gadsby and Monson chuckled.

B';lYou cheeky ass!” roamed Johnny
ull.

“The cheekfulness of the esteemed
ass is terrific.”

“Oh, there's the nigger,” said Pon.
“It's the Greyfriars lot all right, though
a fellow could hardly pick them ouk
from any other set of tramps!”

“Do vou want to be hooked out of
that ear and bumped in the road, Pon-
sonby ?" asked Harry Wharton. “If
not, you'd better get on your way."

The hikers were dusty, as was natural
after a march in the country lanes. But
Pon’s remarks were really quite un-
called for. It was like Pon to make
himself as unpleasant as possible.

“Are vou still after this Holiday
Annual?” asked Bob, holding it up to
view., “Looking for a chance to pinch
it, as you did before? Does it intercst
you to know that we've found out why
vou're after it?"

Ponsonby started.

“What do you mean?” he snapped.

Ponsonby’s cyes glinted ea.lscerly at tha
Holiday Annual. He had reasons—
strong reasons—for wanting to lay his
hands on that book. But he had nobt
been aware, so far, that the Greyfriars
fellows had “tumbled * to his reasons.
His look was very startled. .

“QOh, we know all about it now!”
Frimad Bob. “We know why you
hagged it from Bunter, that dng on
Courtfield Common before the hols;
and why you tried to keep it, you
rotter ! You know that that smash-and-
grab man, Micky the Sprat, had hold
of it, and think that he put a message
in it for his pal Smith. Isn't that it?"

grunted

“Oh gum!” exclaimed Gadsby.
“Thevy know 1"

“The knowfulness i3 terrificl"
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“8hut wp, Gaddy, you fooll”
breathed Pon.

“Well, they know!” said Monzon.

“They were bound to tumble sooner or
later. May as well chuck it, Pon.”
Tae Macyer Lisrarv.—No, 1,333,
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" Shut up, fathead |"

Ponsonby's eyes glinted at Bob
3 i[n seemed  hardly able to

restrain himself from snatching at the
Holiday Annual, which Bob held tempt-
inﬁl&’h ost within reach.

' What do you mean, Cherry 1" asked

Ponzonby, through his set lips.
know nutf:in‘ of any message written in
the book.”
" “¥You weren't s[:lying' when Bunter
met that smash-apnd-grab man in the
wood near Greyfriars, at the end of the
term 1 grinned Bob., “ You didn't hear
him bamboozling that fat duffer into
takking a message to his pal at Lan-
tham? You didn't guess that he'd
sneaked a message into this book with-
out Bunter knowing, telling the other
rogue where to find the loot he'd hidden
somewhere?™ ;

Ponsonby gritted his teeth.

“That isn’t why you snaffled the book
from Bunter u.::u:l:'Y took it to Highcliffe,
and held the pages to the fire in your
study!"” continued Bob, in the same
bantering tone. ‘' You weren't trying to
spot invisible ink 1" ]

Pon made no reply to that. Kis face
was nlmustﬁpala with rage as he realised
that the Greyfriars juniors knew his
whole game, \

“And wyou haven’'t been trgm%' to
pinch the book since, to get hold of the

message you fancy is in it7"” grinned
Baob. "ET::-I: mu good telling lies
about it, old bean; you see, we've

tumbled to the whole thing. And we
know what you're after, too—we've seen
in the papers that there’s a reward o
fifty pounds offered for finding the stuff
that smash-and-grab man got away from
old Lazarus' shop in Courtheld. at's
what you'ré after.” .

“What a selll” said Gadsby, with a
whistle, “Lot of good frackin' those
rotters for nearly a week, Pon, to find
this out at the finish."”

“¥at lot of good!” grunted Monson.
“I said they’d tumble to it soomer or
later, Pon! ¥You know I did !"

“Qnly,” chuckled Bob Cherry, “there
isn’t any invisible ink writing in the
jolly old book at all, Pon! We've held
every jolly old page to the stove, one
time or another, and there isn't a Bign
of it] You wers on the wrong scent,
old bean, all the time | Nothing doing.’

Ponszonby started again.

“You haven't found the smash-and-
grab man’s message in it?" he ex-
claimed.

“Ha, ha, ha !” roared Bob. * 5o you
admit that that was what you were
after? No! We haven't found it—it’s
not there | You were just a little bit too
jolly clever!”

“You've looked for 1t71" gaid Pun._

unheeding,
“Every jolly old page. You've had
all your trouble for nothing, end you

may as well chuck following us up hill
and down dale|” chuckled Boh.

The hikers laughed. They knew that
Ponsonby believed that that Holiday
Annual contained a hidden message
from Micky the Sprat, who had rebbed
Mr. Lazarus’ shop at Courtfield. They
knew he believed that the message told
where he had hidden his plunder before
he was arrested. 'They knew that he
hoped to spot that message and get hold
of the hidden plunder, and claim the
£50 reward for finding it. They Jmew,
too, that as no writing was to be found
in the book, he believed that Micky the
Sprat had used invisible ink; he had
scorched many pages, holding them to
the fire to bring the ink to light. -And
they had taken that tip from Pon, and
subjected every page in the hoolk to the
same test, discovering nothing ! It was
quite amusing to tell Pon that they

Tae Maiegwer Lisesry,—No. 1,333,

‘I gin

knew all about it, and that there was
nothing in 1t. _

Pon sat silent in the car, biting his
l(i{pn. Evidently he had not expected the

reyiriars fellows to “tumble,"” and he
was disconcerted to find that they knew
it all. Gadsby and Monson were shrug-

their shoulders,
on spoke at last,

“Well, you seem to know all about
it,” he said. *You've tested the whole
book for invisible writing, and found
nothing "

“Nothing I grinned Bob. _

“Well, in that case, keep the book
and be jiggered!” said the dandy of
Highcliffe, “If I was on the wrong
track, it's no use to me. QGet on,
Jervia.”

“VYes, sir |"” said the chauffeur,

The car started.

As it started, Pon leaned out suddenly
and made a sudden, swift snatch at the
volume. in Bob’s hand. .

His last words had been intended to
put Bob off his guard; and they had
effected their object, Pon's snatch Jerked
the Holiday Annual away, and he
it into the car. At the same moment the
green Austin shot onwards, leaving the
hikers slaring, and Bob Cherry crimson
with rage. He made a fierce jump after
the car; and Ponsonby waved a mocking
hand at him and laughed as it shot
AWAY.

“Why, I—I-T'Il—" &upud Bob,
almost speechless with wrath., “He—he
—he's grabbed my book—I—I—I'll—"

“What the thump does he want it for
now ! said 'Nugent in wonder. “Now
that we've told him there's nothing in
it—=2

“Pon still believes that there's some-
thin’,” drawled Lord Mauleverer, “and
I've got a sort of opinion that Pon’s
right. It's not invisible ink, as he
fancied—he knows that now. But—T=

“I'll smash him!” roared Bob, *I
don’t care whether there’s nnjrthin% in
the book or not—it's mine, and that
Fnchmp: rotier isn't going to enaffle it,

 tell you I'll smash him into little
plecea =

“He's gone!” said Nugent, starin
down the lane after the car. It turne
a bend of the lane and vanished from
sight.

“Get after him !* snorted Bob,

“My dear chap—on foot——"

“I'm going |

And Bob went—at a rapid run! And
the other fellows followed at a trot;
though certainly without the remotest
expectation of getting hold of Cecil
fi;&suuhr of the Fourth Form at High-
cliffe,

—

THE THIRD CHAPTER,

Unexpeoted |

ONSONBY sat and grinned.
P On the floor of the car at his
feet lay the disputed Holiday
Annual—Pen’s at last| Tha
Greyfrigrs hikers had dropped out of
Elﬁ behind in the winding Sussex lane.
Whether they were following him or
not, Pon did not care a straw. The
heftiest hiker was not likely to overtake
a motor-car] Ponsonby grinned with
triumph.

Gadsby and Monson, however, stared
at him blankly, @ They had been as
3u_133risﬂd a3 the hikers by Pon's sudden
and unexpected snatch.

“What the thump's this game?’ de-
manded Gadsby.

“Off your chum

Pansonby chuckled.

“We've got it 1" he answored.

“ And what's the good of it now that
we've got it 7Y demanded Gadsby. * You
heard those fellows say they've searched

011

asked Monson.
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it for invigible writing! Think they'd
have missed it if there was any I

“ Hardly |2 '

“It's as plain as daylight that you
were barkin’ up the wrong tree. There's
nothin' in it!"” gaid Monson, *That
smash-and-grab man never ﬁmt any
dashed message in the book as he

fancied,”

“"He did! I was watchin' him,” said
Pon coolly. "“He was foolin' that be-
nighted ass Bunter into takin’ =&
message to his confederate. He put it
in that Holiday Annual that Bunter had
borrowed from Cherry. As I couldn’t
find any writin’, I thought of invisible

k, of course. But if it 1sn't that, it's
somethin’ else. The message is there!”

“You still believe that!” exclaimed
Gadsby.

“I know it | answered Pon coolly.

“ But what—how—"'

“That's what we're goin' to find out!
Lots of time, mow we've ﬁfl; hold of
the giddy volume | We'll do gixty
before we stop, and I fanoy those hikin
hooligans won’t see us again [ chuckle
Ponsonby, “Then we'll roaot through
the book, an’' find out what they hado't
gumption enough to spot. And then
we'll jolly well hit for Kent, pick up the
hidden plunder, walk it along to the
police station at Courtfield, and claim
the fifty pounds’ reward! It's all cut
and dried now!"

Pon, ‘evidently, had no doubts.
Gadsby and Monson looked rather
dubious, however.

“How the thump could there be 8
message in the book, if a fellow searchin'
it can’t find it?” demanded Monson.

Ponsonby shrugged his shoulders con-
temptuously.

“You're & silly ass, Monson |* he said.
“And you're another, Gaddy! Lots of
secret ways of makin' up & m
known to orooks like that rotter who
smashed-and-grabbed at Courtfield. Of
course, they have secret wa&i: of ti ’]l:(mg
one anothier—the man wouldn't be likely
to write in lplain English in the cir-
cumstances. It's in the book somewhere
and somehow, and I'm goin' to spot it,
if I have to sit up with & wet towel
round my head, by gum! But we'll
do sixty first—an' keep clear of those
Grals‘*frmru cads. I'll sand Cherry his
book back by post, with my kind re-
gards when I'm dome with 1t. Fut i§
on, Jervis|Z

.tns:tmd of putting it on, however,
Jervis, the chauffeur, jammed on his
brakes, Ponsonby uta.rad'] round gggnlj-
It was only prudent to gut & dis-
tance between himself and the Greyfriars
hikers—after an action which amounted
to robbery on the KmE’n highway. But
there was, so to speak, a licn i1n the

ath. It is the unexpected that often

appens, and it happened now. Jervis
braked only in time, and the car came
to E halt before an obstruction in the
road.

~ Pon & Co, stared at that obstruction
in blank amazement., Across the lane
lay the trunk of a tree, roots in the
ditch on one side; branches jamming
into the hedge on the other, It was
not a fallen tree, fallen by accident;
obviously it had been placed there de-
liberately to block the road. And such
a thing on a peaceful highway in the
well-ordered kingdom of Great Britain

was absolutely astounding. In the great
United States of Amerieca it would nos
have been very surprising; and hold-up

men might have been expected to jump
into view and surround the car, with a
request for hands to be put up! But
in England it was amazing |

“What the jolly old dickens—'" ex-
U«lﬂ.llﬂﬂd Gﬂdﬂb{l

“What silly idiot——2"
Pongonby. o

A man was sitting on the tree-trunk;

snarled
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As the car started, Ponsonby leaned out and made a sudden, swilt snatch at the Holiday Annual in Bob Cherry’s hand.

“ Why, I—I—I'll—"" gasped Boh, almost speechless with wrath.

He was a stout man, dressed like a
farmer, with a cheery, . ruddy face. He
rose and glanced at the fellows in the
lialted car. 5 "

“Sorry, gentlemen !” he said politely.

“Look here, what does this mean?”
exclaimed Ponsonby savagely. “What
the dooce do you mean by blockin’ the
road like this?”

“We're in a hurry!” added Gadsby.
“Look here, that tree will have to”bu
moved, see’ We've got to get by!

“Y fancy it would take a good man
hands to move it,” said the farmer with
a cheery grin. “It's all right—it will
bo shifted before dark. I'm staying here
to see that there's no accidents.”

“But what does it mean?” yelled
Ponsonby. “ We've got to pass!”

“Sorry—tho road’s stopped!” ex-
claimed the farmer. “No car's allowed
to get through to Little Puddleton

to-day!
“PBother Little Puddleton! I've
never heard of the place! How dare

you block the publi¢ road? It's against
the law 1 .

“I'm feared it is,” said the farmer
with a grave nod, “but that's neither
here nor there, young g;ntlemen. I'm
sorry to give you trouble; but you'll
have to turn back. You can get round
by turning a mile back—it won't take
a lot of time in a car!”

That was true enou&h; but less than
a mile back were the Greyfriars hikers |
If Ponsonby turned back, he was likely
to fnd trouble before he found the
turning.

“But what does it mean?! howled
Gadsby.

“There's a tithe sale at Puddleton
Farm to-day,’”’ explained the farmer.
“Jonas, the augtioneer from Chupham,
is expected in his car! He ain't getting
there, seal”

“Qh, my hat!”

'Through the newspapers, Pon & Co.
had vaguely heard of the *Tithe War,”
raging in various parts of rural Eng-
land. They had not expected_to drop on
that “war * in this way, and at such a
very unfortunate moment. 'They had
heard of suctioneers attempting to hold
sales of farmers’ stock for tithes, being
chased, and ducked in ponds. Evidently
the “war ” was going on on the Little
Puddleton front; and Mr. Jonas of
Chupham was doubtless booked for an
exciting time if he turned up for the
sale at Puddleton!

“But you can't do_ this!"” howled
Ponzonby in great excitement. “It's
against the law, I tell you!"” Which was
rather cool of Pon, considering how he
had obtained possession of the Holiday
Annual with which he was so anxious
to escape.

“Borry, gentlemen !” said the farmer,
still polite. “But it won't take you long
to go round a mile or two in your car,
This iz & serious matter to us; the far-
mers are up for miles round to stop
the oale at Puddleton. We ain't qcemg
old Willyum Waggs sold up in his ol
aga! No, sir!”

“Bother William Waggs!”
Ponsonby. “Blow William Waggs!
Look here, you've got to let my car
go by, you silly old idiot 1"

The stout farmer looked at Ponsonby
gravely and quietl{l. .

“You're n schoolboy, I take it, sir?"
he asked.

“Eh? Y¥Yes!”

“ Do they thrash you at your school I

“Eh! No! What do you mean?”

“Ah!" said the farmer. *“The
gshould! It would do you good! I'il
tell you what, sir! You call me any
mf{r(’!’ names, and I'll thrash you my-
BELL.

‘“ He’s grabbed my book.

howled 4

I'll—I'll smash him ! '

Ponsonby did not call the farmer any
more NAMES.

The stout gentleman returned to his
geat on the horizontal beech. Pon & Co.
looked at one another. Pon was white
with rage. For the rights and wrongs of
the “tithe war* he cared nothing. But
he cared a great deal about whether he
escaped with the Holiday Annual he
had snatched from Bob Cherry.

“Well, we can't get through!” said
Gadsby, at last, “We've got to get back
and take another turnmin', old becan,
After all, those cads won’t dare to try
o stop a car!”

“They couldn’t!” said Monson.

“There’s gates on this lane,” snarled
Ponsonby. “The minute they see us
comin', ten to one they'll shut a gate.”

“Well, we've got to chance it! CGo all
out and trust to luck!™ said Gadshy.
“ Anyhow, I suppose you're not thinkin®
of liftin' the car over that dashed tree?
If we wait here they'll come up and find
us at a halt.”

Ponsonby gritted his teeth.

But there was evidently no help for
it. He snarled to Jervis, who backed
and turned the car. The farmer, sitting
stolidly on the felled tree, watched them
epart. The green Austin flew away in
o cloud of dust; and Pon & Co., as they
whizzed back the way they had come,
watched the road anxiously for the Grey-
friare hikers.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Six for Three!

[ OB, you mss—"
B ‘IRS“ I?,
“Chuck it, fathead!™
113 Rot !J’
“The chuckfulness is the propee
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caper 1" gasped Hurree Jamset Ram
Eilf:‘h- q‘Ii':’atr;'.n to the voice o
ridiculous reason, my estecmed and
idiotic Bob.” .

Bob Cherry unwillingly slowed down.

Seldom was Bob in -an angry temper.
But he was now intensely angry and
exasperated. The cool check of Pon-
sonby in snatching his book and making
off with it under his eyes made him wild
with wrath.

But wildly wrathy as he was, he had
to realise that a fellow on foot had no
chanca whﬂtm'er of overtaking a motor-
car in flight.

For a.gqua.:ter of a mile Bob had
fairly raced—hoping, perhaps, that Pon
might have stopped to examine his prize,
or for any other reason. Tho other
hikers kept pace with him, panting In
the hot August sunshine. But they mado
him listen to reason at last, .

“ For goodness’ sake, let’s get a rest!
grunted Johnny Bull. “ Where the
thump is the sense of fagging along 1n
a hot sun, racing with a motor-car?’

“ Ha might have stopped—" growled
Bob. .

“(Catch him sto
be after him. I
twelve miles away
Johnny, moppin
“Blow him, anyhow !
on this gate and rest.”

“Same here!'’ said Nugent.

“The samefulness is terrific.”

“Yaas, not a bad ideal" drawled
Lord Mauleverer. And Mauly was first
on the gate.

Tha jguniﬂﬂ. had passed two or threa
gates on that winding Sussex lane, all
of them fastened open for the traffic.
They were only closed when cattle were
in the unfenced land adjoining—and
then carts and cars had to halt and open
them for passage. This particular gate
was hooked back to an oak-tree by the
roadside: and five of the hikers egat in
a row on the top bar, glad of a rest.
Bob Cherry stood in the middle of the
lane staring in the direction of Little
Pudadleton, out of sight behind meadows
and woodland; the direction Pon had
taken in the car. Pon & Co. had long
been out of sight, and even Bob had to
admit that there was slight chance of
seeing them again. Now that Pon had
what he wanted he was likely to clear
ocut of Bussex as fast as his car could
carry him. It was intensely and bitterly
exasperating to be flouted and defeated
like this by n fellow he disliked and
despized.

' “FI'H one of these gates had happened
to be shut——" said Bob.

“¢PBut it didn't hoppen!” remarked
Jehnny Bull. i~
LS lfnuw that, ass! I eaid if it did!
grunted Bob, his temper evidently con-

siderably ruffled.

«Jf ‘ifs' and 'ans’ were pots and
pans—" said Johnny.

“(Oh, don’t be an ass!™

“It is true that the esteemed proverb
remarks that if the if-fulness and the
an-fulness were the potfulness and the

ing—he knows we'd
are say he’s ten or
'this time,” grunted
is perspiring brow.
T'm going to sit

FREE FOR YOU!

pon't forget, all you * Magnetites' who
are going to the seaside this summer, that
BMessrs. Cadbury Bros., of Bournville, are
contributing bars of Dalry Milk Chocolate
for the tion of readers buying their
MAGNET from beagh sellers, kiosks, and
other such places at most of our popular
peaside resorie. In addition to this, Cadbury
Bros. are contributing pound boxes of their
delicious assorted ohocolaten as prires at
our Concert Party, Cinema, and Gala Com-
petitions. Be surs, then, and waich out for
the MAGMNET repreésentatives when you are
at the seaside ihis summaer.
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panfulness, there would be no work for

f esteemed and ridiculous tinkers,” said

Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh. "’Hever*
thelessfully, speech is silvery and silence
i5 the cracked pitcher that Jm-lzﬁs longest
to the well, my estecmed 'Johnny.”

Bob Cherry grinned., Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh’s edition of those proverbs
seemed to have the effect of restoring
his good-humeour,

“Well, I suppose we shan't catch him,"
he said. “We'll jolly well thrash him

next term, anyhow.”
“Hear, hear!” agreed Harry Whar-

ton.

“Only he's got my book,” said Bobh.
“ Just cheel, suppose, when. he ad-
mitted himself that he was on a false
gcont and there was nothing in it.,"” He
glanced at Lord Mauleverer. * You still
think there’'s something in it?”

Mauleverer nodded.

“Yaas!” he answered.

“That makes it all the more rotten!
To think of that cheeky cad getting hold
of it!” Bob clenched his hands again.
“If there's really a clue in that book to
Micky the Bprat’s loot, it ought to be
handed over to the police at once. Pon
doesn’t mean to do that.”

“No fear”

“How long are we going to stick
here?” nsked Bob restively.

“Well, we might as well give Bunter
& chance to coma u

“ Blow Bunter [V ]

“1 faney be's & mile behind, at least.

; AP

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry suddenly. “Get off that gate!
Unhook it] Sharp! Quick! et a
move on.”

Hp leaped to the end of the gate,
whera it was fastened by a looped wire
to the oak. He grabbed the loop loose
and set the gate swinging shut across
the road.

The ether fellows had no time to get
off. They swung with the gate. They
clutched hold as they swayed—and there
was & roar from Johony Bull as he
tumbled off and landed in the lane,

“Yaroooch] You potty ass—"

Click! The gate shut and latched!
Johnny Bull scrambled to his. feet; and
four hikers scrambled off the gate.

“You silly ass—"

““What the thump—"

“What the jolly old dooce—"

“ Look |” roared Bob, pointing up the
road. A green Austin car had come in
sight, coming along towards the hikers
at & tearing rate.

* Pon |” yelled Nugent.

“Uﬂmmﬂ' h“#._l’

“We've got him ¥

* Asking for it, by gum|*

Bob Cherry’s eyes danced. Eumethill:l.&',
evidontly, had stopped the Highelifie
fellows on the road and caused them to
turn back. They were coming back at
ithe full speed of the car, whizzing almost
like lightning. On an open road the
hikers would have had little chance of
stopping the car. But the shutting of the
gate worked the oraclel

At the sight of the shut gate across
the road, Jervis jammed on his brakes
with frantic haste. But the green Austin
was going so fast that it was hardly a
yard from the gate when the chauffeur
gucceeded in stopping it. And the m-
stant it stopped, the Greyfriars fellows
were round it, ) i

Ponsonby was on hiz feet, his eyes
gleaming with rage. What he had
fearcd had happened. He was in the
hands of the Philistines.

“Hands off, you trampe!” he yelled.

“Back the car, Jervis! Keep it
moving! Turn round! Hands off, you
rotters I

THE MAGNET

“"Hands on, I fancy!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

He was first to clamber into the halted
car., Ponsonby met him with a fierce
blow that made him blink, But he was
in the car the next moment, and Fon-
sonby was in his grasp.

““Whoooop !" Fallecf' Pon, as he flew
headlong out of the car and crashed.

" Here, hands off |” panted Gadsby.
“We weren't in it—I tell you we were
against it—we—— Yarogooh "

Gadsby thudded beside Ponsonby.
Johnny Bull already had hold of
Monson, and that youth, yelling, joined
his companions in the dust. Jervis, the
chauffeur, jumped out of his seat, ap-
parently to go to their aid; but he
backed away from the hikers as they
turned on him.

“You'd better keep clear, my man!"
eaid Har Wharton. *You'll get
damaged if you chip in! You saw that
cur Ponsonby steal a book from us—
stand back and mind your own
business. .

“Jervia ! yelled Ponsonby, sitting up.
“Jend & hand, you fool—help me, or
you're sacked | Do you hear 1* .

Cherry picked up his Hnl:&_aﬁ
Annual and j].:mltn_ad out of the car wit
it. The other hikers surrounded Pon
& Co., and dragged them to their [eet.
They began to struggle, and Jervis,
though evidently not very willingly,
came to their aid.

But it booted not. Bob Cherry and
Johnny Bull gras the chaufieur and
pitched him headlong into the car. ,

“Btay there, or you']l get damaged |
said Bob,

Jervis was feeling rather damaged

already. And he stayed there.
"Lngk hers, hands: off | mumbled

Gadsby. “You've got wyour dashed

book back. Now hands off, and let us
o "

% You're going to have a lesson first,”

snid Bob Cherry grimly. “I could have
you run in for pmching my book, as you
jolly well know. You're gﬂ:l}ﬁ( to learn
to keep your hands from picking and
stealing.

“Let gol™ welled Ponsonby, strug-
gling. ]

“Heave him over,” said Bob. “I'm
going to give him gix. I haven't &
stick handy, but the Holiday Annual
will do.”

“Ha, ha, hal!l® o

Ponsonby, atrqulm and kicking, was
turned over on his face, in the grasp
of Wharton and Nugent. The other
hikers tock care of Gadsby and Monson,
who had ceased to resist, and looked
on, apprehensive of their own turn to
come, dJervis, in a breathless state,
blinked from the ear, but without think-
ing of interfering further.

E‘nking the oliday Annual, Bob
Cherry proceeded to hand out “six " to
Cecil Ponsonby.

Whack, whack, whack!

“Vow-ow-ow |” ghrieked Ponsonby,
wriggling wildly. *“Oh, you rotier!

b} |

‘Whaok, whack |

“Whoooop! Help! Oh gad! Ow|”

Whack ! !

The last whack nearly split the covers
of the Holiday Annual. It elicited o
frantio yell from Ponsonby.

" Yaroooocuh | X

“That’s enough for Pon,” said Bab
cheerily, ® Chuck him into the ditch!”

W HII, hﬂ. ha [

Wharton and Nugent heaved FPon
into the ditch, Fortunately for him, it
was dry. But there were mnettles in it,
Whiﬂhrﬁlﬁ hikers had not poticed. Pon
noticed them at ance. He rolled and
roared.

“Now, Gadshy—=2
“Look here,” gasped Gadsby. “I tell
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vou— Leggo! Hands off! Oh, my
hat! Oh cr‘i’key! Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |”

Six whacks with the Holiday Annual
were duly administered to Gadsby.
Then he poined Ponsonby in the ditch,

“Your turn, Monson !

“] say— Yow-ow-ow! You rotters!
Oh crumbs!” Monson was up-ended,
and he wriggled and roared under six
hefty whacks, Then he, too, joined his
leader among the netiles.

Three groaning H{%hc‘liﬂians crawled
out of the ditch. Without a word to
the Greyfriars fellows—though they
gave them expressive looks—they packed
themselves into the }ree:; Austin, the
gate was opened, and Jervis drove away.

Bob Cherry glrinned, and held up the
Holiday Annual as they went.

“If you gtill want this jolly old book,
Pon, you can try again|” he bawled.

Pon's answer was a savagely shaken
fist. Then the car disappeared up the
road, and the Highcliffians were gons.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
On the Little Puddieton Front !

OB CHERRY packed that much-
disputed Holiday Annual into
his runesack, slung it on his
back, and smiled cheerily.

“Cetting on?” he asked. |

“(Cetting back, I think,” said Harry.
«We'd better find Bunter before we
get on any farther. He may bhave fallen
dead under his load.” .

“The fat idiot has had plenty of time
to catch us up,” said Jolmny Bull,
staring back along the lame. Where
the dickens is het! .

“Stopping for a rest, most likely.
He would need it, with all he had o
carry.”. i

“(igt on, and leave him to it!”

rowled Johnny Bull. “I'm fed-up with

snging abcut for Bunter !

Harry Wharton laughed. -

“We might get on and leave him to
it, but we can't leave the tent and the
cooking outfit, fathead!”

“Oh gad!” ejaculated Lord BManle-
verer. * That’s why.”

“That's why what, ass?"

His lordship chuckled.

“That’s why Bunter offered to carry
the baggage. He knew that we couldn's
leave the campin’ outfit behind.”

“Oh, the fat rotter!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. That was it; of course. That's

why.

“yThe whyfulness is terrific I chuckled
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. " We have
been donefully diddled by the csteemed
fat Bunter.”

“Why, I dare say he stopped the
minute we were out of sight,” exclaimed
Nugent. “Not much good waiting for
{;imk to come up. We shall have to go

ao .”

The hikers looked at one another,
Now that they had guessed the astute
dodge of the Owl of the Remove, there
was no doubt about it. Certainly, it
was no use waiting for Bunter to coms
up. The delay caused by the High-
clilians had given him plenty of time
to come up if he bad wanted lo.
Evidently he was not coming up. There
wag no sign of him on the road.

“The fat villain !” said Harry. “Pull-
ing our leg, of course. I'Il bet he
chucked down the baggage and sat on
it tho minute we lost sight of him.
Come on, we've got to go k for the
fat blighter.”

And the hikers started on their return
journey. The green Austin had long
vanished. But as they hiked along the
lane, returning towatga the spot where
they had left Bunter a mile back, a
Tord car came along. It was driven

by a fat man with gold-rimmed glastes
perched on a beaky nose, and a police-
constable sat by his side in the car—a
plump, ruddy-cheeked couniry police-
man, There was a hint of a checry
grin on the policeman’s ruddy face, but
the beaky man who was driving had
a set and serious expression. Glancing
at the hikers in the lane, he drew the
car to a halt and called to them.

Harry Wharton went up to the car,
wondering what was wanted.

“You've just come from Little Puddle-
ton?” atked the fat man.

“No. We hadn't got so far when we
turned back,” answered Harry.

The fat man gave a grunt. Ap-
arently he was anxious for news about

ittle Puddleton,

“Have you seen anybody on the

road ¥2 he asked.

RAISE A LAUGH AND BAG
A PENKNIFE!

It's only the work of a moment to
write down on a postcard that
screamingly funny joke you've
heard. Yet it might win for you

A PRJZE THAT'S WELL
WORTH HAVING!

The following joke was sent in
l'{ B. Kempner of 62, The Drive,

ove, Brighton, Sussex, who is
now vlerﬁr proud of the penknife

ave sent him !—Ed.

Colle Student : “ Have you
an opening for a bright, energstio
college graduate 7

Boss: * Yes, but don't slam
itas yougoout!™

“Soma schoolboyz—"
“T mean farmers, or farmers’ men.”

“No,” answered rry. Ponsonby
could have answered the guestion in the
affirmative had he been there. But the
hikers had not gone within sight of the
felled tree and the gentleman sitting
on it.

“You're sure of that?"” asked the
beaky man, blinking at Wharton
through his gold-rimmed glasses in o
suspicious way.

uite,” answered Harry.

“The road's not blocked—ecarts up-
ended, or anything?”

“Not so far as we went,” answered
Wharton, in astonishment. “Why
should it be??

Another gruat from the fat man.

“Mr, Jonas is the Chupham aue-
tioneer, sir,” said the ruddy constable,
weighing in to explain, “There's a
tithe sale at Waggs' Farm at Little

7

Puddleton to-day. There’s a lot of
excitement. _f you've seen anything of
the road being blocked, it’s your duty
to tell me as an officer of the law,”

“0Oh, certainly!” said Harry. “But
we've seen nothing, Hold on, thuu&l:.'f
he added, remembering Pon & '
inexplicable return into the hands of tho
hikers. fancy the rond may
blocked farther on. Some fellows who
went that way in a car had to turn
back. I wondered why they turned
back. That may be it

The fat man grunted again, .

“Looks like it, constable,” he said.
“You're sure about a car having been
turned back, youn man¥i2

“C%uite,” said Harry. “And I know
the fellows in it wouldn't have turned
back if they could have helped it. They
were very anxious to get on.”

“That makes it gretty clear,” grunted
Mr.d Jonas. “We' better try the other
road.”

He backed and turned the car and
shot away by a turning. The Ford was
out of sight in a couple of minutes,
and the hikers resumed their way.

“We scem to have landed in some
jolly old excitement,” said Bob Cherry,
with a whistle, ~“Must be rather
serious if an auctioneer has to take a
bobby with him to a sale, Not the
sort of thing one likes to see happening
in England. Law and order’s our long
suit in this country.”

“What's it all about?? asked Nugunt.

“Blessed if I know. Farmers don't
like pn;'ini tithes,” said Bob. “I su
pose it's the hard times. But where's
that fat villain Bunter?"

The hikers were in sight of the spot
where they had parted from Bi
Bunter that morning. They knew it by
a haystack standing at a little distance
off the road. But there was no sign of
the fat Owl Obviously, he had not fol-

= lowed on, or they would have met him.

But if he was taking a rest it was not
in the lane, for he was not to scen,

“Bunter|” roared Bob Cherry.
“Bonter | Bunty! Bunt!”

Bol’s powerful voice rang far and
wide. But it did not rcach so far as
the haystack in the field. Had it done
g0, it would have fallen upon deaf ears,
ns Billy Bunter was fast asleep in his
bed of hay. Even had he been awake
and heardb{rabably he would not have
heeded. en Bunter wanted a rest,
he wanted a rest, and that was that!

“Bunter! You fat scoundrel, Bun-
ter I roared Bob.

But answer there came none!

“The piffling, %iu-fwed. pernicious
porker {” growled Bob. “We can’t go
on without him, as he's bngg:d our out-
fit. We were silly asses to be taken in.
Faney believi for a& minute that
Bunter intended to do any work."”

“He's takin' a rest somewhere,” re-
marked Lord Mauleverer. “Supposs
wa do the same?"”

“ Fathead 1"

“Not much good looking for him,”
said Frank Nugent. “He ma, be-
hind any of the hedges for half a mile
round. I suppose he will turn up for
lunch.”

Johnny Bull gave a snort.

“There won't be any lunch till he
does,” he growled. “DMost of the grub
was packed in my kit.”

“Then he wont turn up at all”
grinned Nugent. “If he's iOt grub
enough to last him the day, he won't
do any more hiking.”

“0Oh, the fat scoundrel—"

“The footling frump—"

“Bunter ! unter! Bunk!” roared

But only the echoes answered.
Tae Magyer Lisrary,—No, 1,333,
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*We'll scalp him 1" said Bob. " We'll
squash him! We'll burst him. This is
just a trick.to get a day’s slacking in-
stead of I:il.r.i.llgfE What the thump did
he come on & hike for, if he doesn't
want to hike? Are we going to hang
about all day waiting for that be-

ighted bandersnatch to tum up!?

ive exasperated hikers looked at one
another. Lord Mauleverer sat placidly
on a fence while the Famous Five made

their minds what was to be done.
;rilpil lordship never objected to a rest.

“Well let's gﬁt on to Little Pl.lf:[dll?;;
ton, and get some lunch at the inn,
said Harry, at last. “ Bunter may come
rolling in in the afternoon. If not, I
suppose we shall have to come back for
him sgain. Anyhow, we want some

i

“We'll burst him!” growled Bob.
* Clet off that fence, Mauly, you slacker,
and come on !”

“Yaas, old bean!l” : :

Once more the Greyfriars hikers
surned, and walked once more on the
way to Little Puddleton. They passed
onoce more the gateway where the dis-
S oatiture of the Highcliians had taken
place, and kept on, and soon afterwards
came in sight of the obstruction that
had caused Pon & Co.’s car to turn back.
The felled tree was still across the road,
and the red-faced farmer sitting on 1it.

Now, however, he was dealing with
bread and cheese; someone having
apparently brought him lunch. Hs

Il

anced at the Greyfriars fellows,
Ehe:f stared at him, and the tree he was
sitting on. N

“That's why Pon turned back,” re-
marked Bob. “Bit of luck for us—
what! Hallo, hallo, hallo! Any ob-

jection to a chap hopping over your

jolly old tree?”
a farmer grinned.
“None at all, sir,” he answered.

“Jt's here to stop the auctioneer’s car
from Chupham. Get over, and wel
coma !

“Tithe trouble—what?” asked Bob.

“That's it, sir! They’re going to sell
up old Willyum Waggs—leastways, they
think they are, But they ain’t!” added
the stout gentleman, with a m!ﬂm,n
shake of the head, “Why, sir, there’s
ffty farmers 123 all round Littla Pud-
dleton and Mudford and Dusty Corner—
as far as Claybank-under-Tootles. And
if Mr. Jonas gets into their hands, I'm
sorry for him! If he don’t know yet
what it's like in a horse-pond, he will
find out !”

“0Oh, my hat!* murmured Bob. “If
I waa in the auctioneering line, I think
I should eut out tithe sales. I should
hate to find out what a horse-pond was
like inside.”

‘The hikers clambered over the tree,
and went on their way, leaving the
stout gentleman sedately disposing of
bread and cheese. It was strange
enough to see an_ elderly, grave, and
evidently Iuw-ahldmﬁ man engaged in
what was actually a defiance of the law,
The stout tlemman was evidently con-
vinced of ﬁ:: justice of his cause; but
olearly thera was
somewhere.

A little later the hikers came in sight
of Little Puddleton, They had expected
to see 8 drowsy little village, half
msleep in the August sunshine. Such
was Little Puddleton’s usual aspect;
but on this particular day there was
unusual excitement, and an unusual
crowd, Farmery gigs and traps and
carts crowded the irregular street;
groups of people stood about in eager
talk, Horses were hitched to trees and
railings. And the Barley Mow inn was
almost swarming,
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something wrong

“Well, my hat!" =aid Bob Chnrrr.
“We've dropped into a jolly old live
beehive: nmf the beea are a-buzzing.
wonder if we shall get any lunch ™

“We're seeing life 1n rural parts, any-
how,” said Harry. “You see a lot of
things hiking that you don't see from
a car or a railway train. 1 suppose
nine people in ten don’'t know that this
E‘HE’ of thing i1z going on in England at
all,

“I suppose somebody’s in the right,
and somebody’s in the wrong,” said
Bob. ““But which is which "

“The whichfulness is terrifie !”

“Goodness knows! Let's see if we
ean get any lunch.”

On any other day the hikers would
have had the Barley Mow almost to
themselves. Now they found it rather
difficult to get room, to get attention,
and to get lunch. At last, however, a
hurried and flurried, ancient waiter
brought them lunch, and they zat down
to & substantial meal, with a din of talk
going on on all sides. If they had
attended to it, no doubt they might have
learned the history of the tithe war in
general, and the case of William Waggs
in particular. But they were hungry,
Imm:l hthe:,r gave their attention to their
unch.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Sale !

i E'S coom !”
H An excited man put his
head into the doorway of the

Barley Mow, and shouted,
There was a buzz of voices, and a
jumpmﬁ up from chairs and benches at
once. Excited men rushed out of the
inn in & mob, in such a hurry that two
or three chairs were overturned.
Harry Wharton & Co. had finished
their lunch, and were beginning to pay
attention to the talk round about them,
when the interruption came. Almost in
an moment they were left alone in the
Barley Mow; only the waiter remain-
ing, and even he gluing his ancient
features to the window to see what
passed in the street. From the street
of Little Puddleton came a roar and a
trampling of horses’ hoofs,

“My only hat!” ejaculated Nugent.
“What's up now "

“ Somebody’s come, that johnny called
in,” said Bob. “But who the dickens
iz the somebody, and what has he come

for?"”

“Getting exciting,” gaid Johnny Bull.
*1 fancy from the way those men
looked that the *somebody’ is going
to get hurt.”

“Let's go and see the show, anyhow,”
said Bob. “Country life is more jolly
exciting than people think, if this sort
of thing is truly rural.”

The %’amnus Five wera all on their
feet now. Although they hardly knew
what was going on in Little Puddleton,
they had caught the excitement in the
atmosphere of that rural epot. What
had just happened at the Barley Mow,
might have happened in a Wild-West
town, in an alarm that the Redskins
were coming. But it was really amaz-
ing in rural England, )

Somebody, they could not mmagine
who, had come—or, as the Sussex man
satd with his musical wvowels, had
“eoom.” Somcbody apparently who
had been expected by the unusual erawd
in Little Puddleton—somebody whom
they were hostile towards, The juniors
felt a thrill of excitement, and perhapa
a little alarm—not for themselves, but
for the Little Puddleton people. Many
nf the faces had been very grim as the
farmer-folk rushed out of the inn; and
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it was not pleasant to think of theee
healthy, hearty, honest folk landing
themselves into trouble with the law.

Bob Cherry tapped the old waiter on
the arm, and the man unwillingly
turned his face from the window.

“Who's come ?” asked Bob,

“Him !I" explained the waiter. “It's
a8 bad business.” He shook his white-
haired head. "A very bad business.”

“But who's “him ’ 1"

‘Oh, the jolly old auctioneer!” ex-
claimed Bob,

The hikers remembered the beafy fat
man in the Ford.

Yes.” The waiter glued his face to
pane again, “Dear, dear! He's
gone into the barn; but the bailifi’s not

there, He could never have got
through, with the roads watehed. I
hope haven't hurt the bailiff.

the
There wiﬁ be trouble if they have*
iald the old waiter, shaking Eiu head.

His concern evidently was not for the
bailiff personally.

“Come on!” said Bob. “We're
not missing this! VYou don't always
find yourself in the thick of battle when
you're on a hike."

The Famous Five and Lord Maule-
verer left the inn, and found themselves
1N a surging, shouting crowd. Farmers’
men and farmers’ villagers of all sorts,
agricultural gentlemen of every variety
mingled there, all in the zeme state of
excitement, The name of * Willyum
Waggs ¥ was on every lip, as well as
that of Mr. Jonas, and that of Mr.
Hunker, who, the juniors gathered, was
a bailiff to whom had been assigned the
rather disagreeable task of seizing Wil-
liam Waggs' stock for unpaid tithe.
They gathered, however, that Mr.
Hunker had not been able to get
through ; other roads, as well as that
which the hikers had arrived by, no
doubt being blocked. Mr. Jonae, how-
ever, had Eut through, and he had
arrived, and gone into Waggs’ Barn,
where the sale was to be hﬂllf—l roomy
building in sight of the Barley Mow.

The crowd was surging in that
direction, a crowd on foot, and several
farmers mounted on horses. Thera
were already plenty of people in the
barn and round it, and a roar of voices
Was incessant.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed the
crowd, and arrived in the great open
doorway of the barn. There was no
eign of a car, so it seemed that the
auctioneer from Chupham must have
left his Ford and arrived on foot. No
doubt he had found the road blocked:
and, being a determined gentleman, he
had got out and walked. Anyhow, here
ke was in the barn, beaky nose and gold-
rimmed glasses and all, with a red and
angry facc—the object of hisses and
hoots and catealls on all sides.

When the juniors caught sight of him
he was dabbing with a handkerchief at
an egg that had burst on his cheek—the
first missile of many. It was a genuine
new-laid Dritish egg, if that was any
comfort to Mr. Jonas. Perhaps it was,
for a foreign egg might have been
highly scented as well as sticky, At the
moment Mr. Jonas did not seem to be
enjoying life,

“Get on with the sale!” roared a stout
farmer. “Get on with it, Jonas!l Got
the catile in your trousers pocket ™

There was a roar of laughter.

As the bailiff was not present with the
distrained property, it was evidently im-
possible for Mr, Jonas to get on with
the sale. Perhaps he was hoping for
the arrival of Mr, Hunker, It was Mr.
Hunker's happy task to get hold of the
property of tho unfortunate Willyum
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Ponsonby, stm_ggllng and kicking, was turned over on his face, in the
Annual, Bob Cherry proceeded tn’ hand out ** six ** to the nghcﬂnaﬁﬂ i
shrieked Ponsonby, wriggling wildly.

Waggs., Unless and until Mr. Hunker
turned up, no sale was possible,

Harry Wharton & Co., pushed into the
huge barn by the crowd round them,
were wedged in, and could hardly have
left if they ]}m{ wished to do so. But
they were quite keen to remain and see
the proceedings through. As Harry
Wharton had remsarked, hikers saw =&
lot more of real rural England than
i}m}plu saw from cars and railway trains,

hey were eeeing rural life now in a
rather unusual aspect.

“Jolly execiting, ain't it?” murmured
Bob Cherry. “Jonas seems to have lost

his bobby! He had a bobby in the car
with him, you remember.”

“One bobby wouldn't be much use
here.” said Han;jr. “1 hope to goodness
the ’bp.iiiﬂ' won't turn up, They look
wild enough to lynch him." o

Smash ! went another EEE\-;ath“ time
oatching Mr. Jonas on his beaky nose.
He dabbed at it frantically.

Then for a moment attention left Mr.
Jonas, s there was a shout:

‘“Here's one of thém |

“One of whom, I wonder?’ murmured
Nugent.

The juniors stared round. A shiny-
looking man with greasy features was
wriggling in the grasp of two or three
Little Puddletonians, aﬂuankm with
terror. Who he was, and what had
done, the hikers could not imagine; but
the roar of wrath round sbout them
soon enlightened them on that point,
The imnug man, 1t seem was & buyer
who.had come to bid at the auction of
Willyum Waggs' stock, doubtless un-
aware of the terrific state of publio feel-
ing in Little Puddleton and the vicinity.

how, it was evident on his loo
that he was now sorry that he had come,

“Have him out [

“Btick him in the horse-pond |2

-

“ Oh, you rotter !

“Help! Police! Gentlemen—gentle-
men ! shrieked the greasy man, ss he
was bundled headlong out of the barn
and vanished from the sight of the
hikers.

From the distance they licard a heav
splash, Evidently the greasy man ha
made acguaintance with the horse-pond
of Little Puddleton.

“1 say, this ia rather thick!” mur-
mured Johnny Bull.

“ Here's another 1”’ came a roar,

Another man was chased out of the
barn, running as if for his life, his hat
falling off as he flew.

“If I'm ever looking for bargains in
beasts,” remarked Bob Cherry, “I
shan’t come to mn auction in Little
Puddleton 1"

The juniors chuckled.

They had rather wonderad how Mr.
Jonas expected to earry through a sale
at all with publio feeling in this excited
state. ﬂbvumnls no Little Puddletonian
would have made a bid for the property
of Willyum Waggs.
buyers came from other parts—sharp
men, looking for. bargains; and
doubt, in the eircumstances, the stock
would have sold cheap enough to give
them & good profit, if the sale had taken
Elnm at all, But with the prospective

uyers chased and ducked, the bailiff
unable to put in an appearance, and the

auctioneer pelted with eggs, it was
fn.llrl;r clear that that sale would not take
place.

More eggs were flying now; some
Elaﬁu! sportsman seemed to have
rought in s supply of them. They
cracked all over Mr. Jonas.

He dodged and ducked, and shouted

remonstrances and threats, giving an

absurd impression of a fat man doing

g song and dance. )
Thers was loud laughter in the

crowded barn. Friendly voices advised

of Wharion and Nugen:. Takin

But it seemed that

no.

the Holiday

Whaok,{whaek, whack | ** Yow-ow-ow! ™
Help! Whoooop

*» Whack, whack, whack [

Mr. Jonas to go. But the auctioneer
was & resolute man and he declined to
0. He was still waiting for Mr.
unker to arrive with his men drit’ing
the beasts upon which distraint he
been levied.

“Qut of 1t, Jonas!” said a man in the
doorway. “You won't see Hunker
to-day. His car got tipped in a ditch
somehow, and so did Hunker.”

Mr. Jonas dabbed eggs and did not
ANSWET.

Harry Wharton & Co. were rather
anxious to see him go. They could see,
if Mr. Jonas could not, that excitement
Wi wing, and that the auctioneer
was hkely to be severely handled if he
did not go. As he refused to budge,
the crowd surged closer round him, and
he was pushed and shoved towards the
doorway. There was a souffle, and Mr.
Jonae went out of the barn in the midst
of a surging mob. Harry Wharton &
Co. followed.

“Put him in the pond |" came a roar
from the crowd.

“Police !” yelled Mr. Jonas,

“Bring him slong!"
The hapless auctioneer struggled as
he was hustled and bustled in the
direction of the horse-pond. His hat
fell off and was trampled on; his gold-
rimmed glasses disappeared. The
juniors caught sight of a group in the
corner of the feld; five or six men,
sitting on something that Iliﬁglﬂd. It
was the policeman who h a.coom-

anied Mr, Jonas to Little Puddleton |

vidently thére tvas no help for Mr.
Jonas from that quarter,

With a roar the excited crowd swept
towards the pond, the hapless auctioneer
borne along in their midst.

It was a large pond, shallow and very
muddy. There was a splagh as the hap-
less fat man was hurled into it.

Toe Migner Lingany,—No. 1,333.
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“Oh, my hat !” gasped Bob Cherry.
A dngilnd ﬂhEEl:li Etood HE in the
shallow water. .in egg cracked on a
nose. Mr. Jonas dabbed water
and mud from his face and spluttered
wildly. He came splashing through the
pond to the margin; but it was go
plainly the intention of the crowd to
throw him in agsin that he stopped,
turned, and splashed away across the
pond to the farther side. In the middie
the water was up to his shoulders; but
he splashed and
squelched through mud, and emerge

from the pond into the field beyond.

Yells and hoots followed him across
the pond. Five or six of the younger
fellows, lads of the village, began to
run round the Eon.d. obviously to collar
Mr. Jonas and pitch him in again.
Obstinate as he was, it was plain that
My, Jonas had had -Enﬁuih by that time.
He turned his rodg:r ack on Little
Puddleton and all its works, and started
running across the field. Six or seven
whooping pursuers went in chase. The
fat man, going strong, disappeared
through a gap In a hedﬁe. and his
pursuers disappeared after him.

“Ch Had I murmured Lord Maule-
verer. ' This is irightfully excitin’, {uu
men| I hope they won't catch that
johnny. I can't help thinkin' that he's

ad enough.”

“1 fan]?' that's his idea, too |” grinned
Bob. “Never saw a man look more
thoroughly fed-up. Suppose we follow
on and see that they don’'t quite
slaughter him! We've got to go that
way, anyhow, to look for that tat villain

Eh look for that f I
Bunter.
“Let's | agreed Harry Wharton.

And the Greviriars hikers, at a trot,
followed the way the chase had gone,
which was in the direction of the distant
haystack that marked the spot where
they had lost Bunter. They crossed a
couple of fields, and then met the lads
of the village returning; the Little
Puddletonians having given up_the
chase of the terrified auctioneer. arr
Wharton -& Co., however, kept on their
way to look for Bunter. Bunter had to
be found before they could resnme their
march; and they promised him, when

gspluttered on,

they found him, as severe an experience
negg.d fallen to the lot of the Chupham
auctioneger.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER smiled a smile
B ‘of fat contentment. ;
Bunter was enjoying life.
For the first time egince he had
started on the hike with Harry Wharton

d & Co., Bunter was feeling satisfied with

things generally, ’

Every day the beasts had walked him
off his legs, till to-day. Now Bunter
had spent a happy morning asleep in
the hay—which was Bunter's idea of a
really enjoyable hike |

Probably he would have slept all day,
but admeonitions from the inner Bunter
awakened him at lunch-time.

He woke up hungry.

In Johnny Bull's pack, which the fat
Owl had so cunningly contrived to have
landed on him, there were provisions.

Bunter was not long in unpacking
them.

Sandwiches galore, and cold potatoes
end radishes and corn beef and a cake—
and a big bunch of bananas—almost
enough for Bunter !

Bunter sat at ease in the hay and
polished off the provisions to the last
crumb.

He was almost satisfied when he had
finizhed.

He leaned back luxurionsly in the hay
and grinned a satisfied grin. This was
something like | A rest all the morning,
a jolly good feed, to be followed biyua
vest all the aftermoon. If hiking had
always been on those lines Billy Bunter
would have been an enthusiastic hiker !

He chuckled as he reflected on his fat
astuteness.

Little as Bunter liked hiking, he did
not want to part from the hikers, The
nlternative was going home, and after a
week of the holidays at home Bunter
wes fed-up with the family circle—
though not so thoroughly, perhaps, as
the family circle were fed-up with
Bunter !

But there was no danger of losing the
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hikers. rhey couldn't go on without
their outfit—so astutely bagged by
Bunter! They would have to wait at
Little Puddleton till he joined them—
which weuld not be soon! He rather
fancied that it would be in the cool of
the evening—where was the sense of
plugging along in & hot sun?
ikely enough, the brutes would pro-

pose going on.in the evening, inst of
going to bed at an inn like sensible
chaps! But the astute Bunter had them
there! They would have to come back
to the haystack for their baggage!
Bunter no intention of carrying it
with him to Little Puddleton when he
went on. It was too heavy for him. He
could leave it where it was, and get
another rest in the village while the
beasts fetched it. Then it would be too
late to resume the march that night |

Bunter rather prided himself on being
a brainy fellow. There was no doubt
that he had given his fat brain a lot of
exercise on this occasion. By sheer
astuteness he had gained a whole day of
laziness |

The warmth of the weather, the soft-
ness of the hay, and the enormous lunch
he had parked in his podgy interior
cambin to induce slumber. Billy
Bunter was going to have a nap—a long

nap !

Eut he was cautious! Any minute
those beasts might come back looking for
him, and he did not want to be found.

Carefully he concealed the packs
under loose hay. Then he concealed his
own fat person under some more. Then,
resting his weary head on a fat arm, he
slid into balmy slumber. From under
the hay came a whirring, rumbling
sound—Bunter was asleep and snoring

Several times during his feed he had
blinked acrosa the field, wondering
whether a farmer or a fermer's man
might come along and root him out.
The stack was unfinished, and there were
haycocks all over the field, sweet-scented
in the sun. DBut he seen nobody.
Although Bunter was unaware of it,
local industry was suspended on the
Littla Puddleton front that day en
nccount of the “tithe war.” He felt
quite safe and secure when he went to
sleep again,

But, as it happened, he was destined
to be interrupted this time, Deep n
balmy slumber, he did not hear hurried
footsteps and panting breath in the Seld
by the haystack. Had he been awake
he would have been startled, and might
liave been alarmed, by the sight of a
hatless, breathless, drenched, and muddy
man who came plugging at a weary run
across the field.

Mr. Jonas was making for the road to
get back to Chupham. But his hectic
expariences at Little Puddleton had told
on him, and he was o fatigued that ha
could scarcely put one podgy leg before
another.

He stopped in the shadow of the un-
finished stack, glad to get out of the
blazing August sunshine end mop his
perspreing brow,

He stared back across the fields in the
direction of Little Puddleton.

He hoped that hy that time the
pursuit had been given up, and that he
would be left in peace to walk his way
homeward. As a matter of fact, Lhe

ursuit had been dropped several fields

k—the Little Puddlatonians had only
chased Mr. Jonas to scare him away.
But as he stared back he saw six figures
coming nsoross the field in the distance.

They were, as a matter of fact, the
Greyfriars hikers. He had left his gold-
rimmed glasses somewhere underfoot in
Little Puddleton, and his vision was
rather hazy. Six figures advancing from
the direction from which pursuit had
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tome meant pursuit to the hapless
Chupham auctionegr. And he had not
a run left in his podgy legs.

He grosned.

He had hoped to get to the road and
get home, or back to the car he had left
on_the other gide of the village.
Evidently there was no chance of that.
Visions of beixhg drnEged back to Little
Puddleton and « d again in the
horse-pond foated before the eyes of
Mr. Jonas, But he could not run—his
fat legs were almost dropping
already. Cover was the only resource—
and the unfinished stack was at hand.
Fifty years ago Mr. Jonas had played
games, hiding’hhunse' elf in hay! Now, at
a ripa age, he had to play the same
game again !

There was plenty of locse hay about.
All he could do was to cover himself
with hay and hope for the best.

Arming himself with a pitchfork,
which was near at hand, in case of
emergency, Mr. Jonas took a last glance
back across the field. The six figures
were closer. They did nat seem to be
ruuln.mg—but they were coming steadily
on

Mr. Jongms leaped into the loose hay,
hunting cover.

'i[l'ha next moment there was a fearful
yell.

The loose hay heaved, as if an sarth-
quake was going on beneath it

Mr. Jonas started back in amazement
and alarm. His foot had struck some-
thing as he leaped into the hay. He

mn

was unaware, 8o far, that what he had
struck was the fat face of William
George Bunter of the Greyfriars
Remove. There was something heaving
and wriggling undér his feet. Naturally
he did not know that it was Billy
Bunter.

“Urrggh! Ow! Yarcoooh! Beasts!'
came a roar from under the hay.
“Gerrof my tummy, you beast!
Yarooooocoop! I'm not here! I say,
fellows, gerrof my tummy!
oooooop "'

< Gig-gis—gmdnm gig-gig-gracious !
stuttered Mr. Jonas, -

There was a heave under him, and he
stumbled and sat down in hay. Thea

(Continued on neéxt page.)
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serics of Soccer articles and replies to

next week.—EDITOR.

HEN & cricket season—or a
foothall season, for that matter

—draws to a close, it is the

oustom to review the deeds of

those giants of the game who have made
up-to-date history. But what of the
lesser lighta, without whose ha]r the
famous players of the day could do little ?
They, too, have had their successes and
have put in sterling work with bat or
ball, or in the fielding department, which
the cricketing public are too prome to
overlook because they have their eyes on
men like Hammond, Sutcliffe, Verity, or

Freeman.

Take young Hollies, of Warwickshire,
for example. Now, last season this
promising young player was given one or
two trials for his county—and took four
wickets for a total of 3211 Not very
encouraging figurea, those, you say 1 And
that total number of runs was hit off only
76 overs| But kymlﬁ Holliee—and he
was young—stuck to his guns, practising
his leg-breaks until the county, who have
grest faith in & trier, gave him ancther
chance this season.

Their faith, and the player’s perse-
verosnce, hod ils when
Hollies quickly proved himself o
bowler to be treated with reaspect
by erven the top-noich balasmen,

THAT
mp

The last of our popular
articles on King
below with
" Umpire's " final batch of
personal replies. Readers who are Interested In Soccer should look out for the special

ire?

ders, which will appear in this paper

watched Ashdown knock the cover off the
ball in & glorious 178, Ames sent thes
fieldera scurrying in & fearless 81, and
Todd carried on the good work with a
high-speed 52 not out. Anyone coming
late into the Owval ground that afternoon
might have imagined that the Kent men

were raoi against the tloek to win,
instead of fighting & game they were in
grave d of losing. That's Cricket,

with a capital *“ 0"

That's the spirit which ts, in
every class of cricket, ag well as the
county grode !

In the same way, the * fashionable ”
counties like Yorkshire are apt to ateal
most of the * news ' and the limelight.
But what about teams like Essex, Glamor-
gon, or Kent ! I paw Kent play Burrey
st the Oval, just after they beaten
Hobbs & Co., at Blackheath, Now, the
Oval seems to have some sort of o
“"hoodoo ** over Chaj 's men, who
haven’t won on Surrey's home ground for
more than I care to remember.
After gurrey had made 482 for 8 in reply
to Kent's first innings' total of 29
and Frank Woolley was back in the
pavilion for a duck l—no real ericketer
could have grumbled had the Kent men
sat on the splice in an effort to save the
game, YWaa that what happened ! Not
on your life| In company with several
thousands of thrilled speéctators, I sat and

Winning or losing izn’f the most
important thing, ajter all, even in
the Couniy Championship. What
counts is how you win, or how you
go under.
THE BOWLER WHO ARGUED !
REMEMBER playing last season—a
I gide had asked me if I'd take the
place of someons who hadn't turned
up—and be‘ing treated to the sort
of thing that should never happen on the
cricket-field, or any other sporting field.
We lost the toss, and were put in the
fileld. OQur fast bowler—he was rather
loud-voiced, I recolleat—got three quick
wickets, then there was a stand. Nothing
could dislodge the two batsmen, and
twice our fast bowler ap%eabd against
one of them for l.b.w. Both appeals were
dismissed by the umpire, who was one of
the batting side—and our bowler became
involved in a heated argument.

“1 never appeal unless I'm aure the
man's out!" he exclaimed. I thought
that the umpire’s retort was lprettr
snappy. “ Don't you 1" he gaid. ** Well,
I never give the man out unless I'm sure
of the appeal 1

Talking of the Lb.w., deeision, brings
me to & query sent in by * SBwerver,” of
Maidstone. - If & ball ewerves into the

wicket from outside the off or leg stump,”
he writes, * and hits the batsman’s lags
before it hita the ground, ia the batsman
out if he is in front of his wicket ? "'

Provided the ball would have hit
the stumps had i not been for the
batsman’s legs, most decidedly he
is out, A ball swerving in jrom
outside the off or leg stump is nol

the same ags o ball which pilches
outlside the stumps.

FIELDING IS WORTH WHILE.

ID you manage to mee the West
D Indies at any time during their
visit to this country? I saw
them more than once, and one
fact impressed me about their displays.
Never mind whether or not they were
really up to * England " standard, or if
they did or did not give our men & hard
fight in the Test mstoha!-theie id, a8 it
happens ! To have seen t dusky-
gkinned team in the field was to have
seen a team on its-toes ; it was an object-
lesson in team-gpirit and keenness. George
Headley may have carried off the honours
with hia ing blade; the English
bowlers may have been too much for the
rest of the team as a whole; but in the
fleld every man was out to do or die.
As & matter of fact, fielding is one
of the joys of the summer game.

H's all very well fo hit a six or
to send the middle stump flying,
but does it beatl that great feeling
thot comes to the man who stops a
red-hot drive that rwould have gomne
for a certain four ?

I don’t think go. The man who makes
8 with the bat, and savea 30 in the fleld,
is worth hia place every timel

Here's a cricket * poser” which will
stump your pals in nine cases out of ten.
A bateman plays a ball hard along the
ground towards cover-point. It is a
splendid stroke, made in elassical style.
He does not move from his orease, he
ian’t caught, he does not hit his wicket in
meaking the stroke, and yet he is out!
How was that ?

That problem will keep "em guessing—
and when they give it up you can supply
the answer by informing them that,
being injured, the batamen was allowed a
runner. - Sinee the runner called tha
mon- af the other end for a run, and just
failed to get home, the batsman for whom
he was running was out.

I was somewhat surprised to have the
following question from W. 8. B, of
S8outhend. * If a bat hita the ball
in the air, snd is in the middle of his
second run when the fielder holds the
catch, how many runs are sdded to the
score 1" That's en old * stumper’:
which I thought was now generally known.

The answer, W. S. B,, iz that only
completed runs are added fo the
score. If, for instance, the ball was
hit se high that the balsmen twwere
running their third run, fico would
go on the scoreboard. It is not
enough for the batsmen fo have
crossed in mid-wicket, as W. 8. B.
seems 1o think—they must actually
have finished the run by grounding
their bats in the respective popping-

Creases.
“ UMPIRE.”
Tae Magser Lsmapr,—No. 1,333
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from the loose hay rose a fat and excited

face, ;
“ Beast !” roared Billy Bunter.

“Who — what — what—" stuttered
Mr. Jonas.
“¥Yah! Rotter] Beast!”

“ Who—what—"

“Ow! I've got a pain! You trod on
my tummy! Wow!" yelled Bunter.
*Oh lor' ] Oh erikey | Beast!”

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came & roar
gcross the field. “I know that jolly old
voice | That's Bunter |’

And the Greyfriars hikers came on at
a run, reached the gap in the haystack,
and stared at Mr, Jonas and Billy
Bunter in amazement,

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Knows How !
b4 UNTER I" S
B “The esteemed and idiotic
Bunter |”
“You fat rascal 1"

“Got him !

“Jump on him !" _

All the Famous Five had something
to say, and they all said it at once. Billy
Bunter blinked at them through his b;g
epcctacles in dismay. Mr. Jonas blink
at them, minus his spectacles, in relief.
At close range he could see that the
hikers were not Little Puddletonians on
the warpath. His terrors of the horse-

ond left him, and he leaned on the
ay, panting. i

Bunter pressed both hands to his fat
squator, where the auctioneer had
trodden and gasped and gurgled.

“Y say, you fellows, I've got a fearful
pain! I say, I wasn't hiding in the hay,
you know! 1 say, I was just coming on—
I—I—1 was just going to start! I wasn’t
aslesp when that beast trod on me and
woke me up.”’

“Sorag him !"" said Bob Cherry.

“ Jump on him |” roared Johnny Bull.

“] say, you fellows—" i

Billy Bunter—in spite of lus fearful
pain—jumped out of the hay and
dodged. erhnﬂu hig pain was not so
fearful, after all. The Famous Five
rushed after him. The packs were still
hidden deep in the hay, and the hikers
aid not see them; besides, they were
thinking only of Bunter for the moment,

Lord Mauleverer, however, gave a
kindly thought to the gasping
muctioneer.

“You're all right, sir!"" said Maul
politely. * Those sportsmen turned bac
—nobody after you now."”

“Thank goodness !” gasped Mr. Jonas.
“You—you are sure they are not In
gight "

“Quite sure, sir

“(Oh, thank goodness!"

AMr. Jeonas detached himself from the
haystack and stared across the "field,
Then he started for the road near at
hand. A ecar was coming along the road,
driven by a tall, thin man whose face
scemed to be moulded in iron, so hard
were the features, He was driving
slowly, looking about as if in search of
somebody ; and Mr. Jonas, sighting him,
waved a fat hand and shouted :

“Stop! Here, Hunker | Stop!"

Mr. Hunker, the bailiff of Chupham.
halted the car, and Mr. Jonas panted
across to him. He was stepping through
the gap in the hedge to the road when
something struck him in the back like a
cannon-ball.

It was Billy Bunter—in frantic flight
from the hikers.

“Oh!” roared Mr. Jonas.

He pitched forward into the road,
Janding on his hands and knees.
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“Wow |" gasped Bunter,

He rolled after Mr. Jonas, and landed
on his back.

Harry Wharton & Co., grinning,
followed him through the gap in the
hedge, and surrounded him, The fat
junior lay gasping on his back, a good
deal like a-captured turtle.

“1 eay, you fellows!” he gurgled.

“Got him "

' Bquash him 1

““Spiflicate him |"

“The spiflication is the proper caper !”

“Keep off, you beasts!” howled
Bunter, “What have I done, I'd like
to know! I haven’t been stopping to
rest! I haven't been asleep! I was wide
awake when I woke up|”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Mr. i-Iunl:er, with a faint grin on his

iron face, stepped from the car and gave .

Mr. Jonns o hand up. The auctioneer
gave Bunter an cxpressive look, and
then leaned on the car, panting. Mr,
Jonas' experiences that 3&3 had been
such as seldom fall to the lot of & rural
auctioneer, Mr. Hunker, too, looked as
if he had had a rather hectic time. His
car was smothered with mud, and he
was muddy himself, from head to foot.
Both looked as if they had been in a
ditch—as, in fact, they had !

“Fine goings on!” said Mr. Hunker
in & deep, growling voice, “I've heard
that they were ducking you, Jonas!”

“They did—they did!” gasped Mr.
Jonas. “I've lost my hat! d my
glasses! I'm drenched! Goodnpess
Fuﬂiﬂuﬂl The excitement in Little

uddleton to-day is extraordinary! I
cannot account for it."

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced round,
smiling, at the Chupham auctioneer, as

he made that remark. Evidently, Mr.

Jonas regarded the selling-up of
Willyum Waggs as all in ithe day's
work. But it seemed to the juniors

rather natural for Willyum himself to
get a little excited about it.

“Did you get the beasts?” andded Mr.
Jonas,

“T did not!” said Mr. Hunker, in his
deep, growling voice. “My car was
tipped in a ditch! 1 was tipped after
it! I walked to Waggs' Farm! The
beasts had been driven off | Nothing to
scize| . That’s the game they generall
play when they get news that the baili
15 coming, of course! They drive off
the bessts to somebody else’s fields,
There will be a dozen summonses for
assault over this affair ™

Mr. Hunker snorted.

“After I'd left, some of them helped
me to get the car out of the ditch,” he
said. “Look ot it! Look at me!”

*Give me a lift to Chupham |"” gasped
Mr, Jonas, “I'm through! No more
tithe sales for me! Never!”

“Nonsense |” said Mr. Hunker, " Thae
beasts will be driven back now 1t's over.
I shall seize them, according to the
order of the court. I have alrcady made
my arrangements, I shall not let Waggs
know when I am coming—I shall take
care of that, this time! (Get in the car.”

The iron-faced man helped Mr. Jonas
into the car, and drove away with him,

Bob Cherry stared after him.

“Poor old Willyum1" he said. "I
don’t know Mr, Waggs, but I can’t help
fecling rather sorry for him. That man
Hunker looks a tough customer.”

“T suppose he's doing his duty,” said
Harry, “but it seems rather rough on
poor old Waggs! But we haven't
slaughtered Bunter yet.”

“1—I =ay, you fellows.” Bunter sat
up and set his spectacles straight on his
fat little nose. *'I say, no larks, you
know! I've got a pain in my tummy
where that fat mon trod on me. 1 say,
if you fellows can’t behave yourselves
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I shall jolly well throw you over, and
nislfuse to keep on the hike with you at
all.”

“Oh, mg hat !
gasped Bo

What a calamity!”
Cherry. " If you have tears,
you fellows, Erupare to shed them now."

“Ha, ha, ha[”
~ ""Well, T mean it,” said Bunter, heav-
ing himself to his feet. “I'm not
standing this sort of hooliganism, I can
tell you. If you want me to hike with
you—

“If!” chuckled Bob,

“The if-fulness is preposterous.”

“You might be grateful, at least, to
a fellow for carrying practically all the
baggage,” sald Bunter. "fﬁut it's
nlways the same! I do all the work—
and what thanks do I get? None!”

“ Serag him [

“QOh, let's get onl” sald Harry
Wharton. *“We've found the fat villain
anyhow! Lucky that man Jonas trod

on him in the hay—we might have had
to look for him for hours! Come on!
We're going- to do eight miles this
afternoon,”

""Eight miles |” gasped Bunter.

"Dl‘ tﬂn"_“

“ Deast "

“Where's the baggage?” demanded
Bob. *“That's what we want—and you
can roll on astern or not, ii’uat 8g you
please, We want the packs.

*“The—the packs !” repeated Bunter.

A ely gleam came into the fat Owl's
El:::ea, behind his spectacles. He realised
that the hikers had not spotted the

acks, which he had hidden deep in the

ay., Eight miles that afternoon did
not appeal to Bunter in the least. Eight
yards would have been enough for him,
or a little too much. Billy Bunter did
not mean to deprive the ii]ﬂ!l‘l of his
fascinating company, Neither did he
I_;ltﬂﬂd to do eight miles if he could help
b |

“Well, where are the packs!?” de-
m”i‘dlfd B?:?' o dB

* They—they're gone [V gaspe unter.

“Gone?” yelled the hikers.

“Yee, I—I tifped & carter to carry
them for me.” Truth and Billy Bunter
had long been strangers, and he was not
thinking of striking up an aogquaintance
with truth now. ‘A man named
Thompson—he was going into Little
Puddleton with his cart, so I got him to
carry the packs.”

“You lazy, slacking, fat villaini”?
roared Bob.

"QOh, really, Cherry! It's all right—
you've only got to ask for Robinson at
the village——"

“Robinson?” exclaimed Wharton.

“¥Yes, the carter’s name was Robinson
—George Robinson! You’'ll ind him all
right in the village."”

*“You said Thompson a minute ago!”

“I—I mean hompson, George
Thompson. I—I wonder what made me
say Robinson?" gasped Bunter. *Of
course, mean dJohnson—that is,
Thompson. Fred Thompson—he told me
his name—I asked him specially!”

“He told you his name was George
and Fred Thompson?"

“Yes—George Fred Thompson! Ask
for him at Little Puddleton, and he will
hend them over. If you're ready to
start, I—"

The hiker. looked at Bunter as if
they could have eaten him,

“Oh, let's get on " said Harry. " We
shall find the man in the willage, I
suppose! Look' here, Bunter, you'd
better keep up with us this time—if
you'rs not on the spot when we get the
packs you'll be left behind, and you can
go an eat coke! HBeel”

“ Easy enough for me to keep up, I
fancy,” sneered Bunter. “Who's the
best walker in this party, I'd like to
know 1
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Harry Wharton caught hold of Bunter
?'ncks 1" he sald. '** And If yon show

“* Ol, kick him I said Johnny Bull.
*Yaroooooooh |”
. “Come on!” said Harry, and the
%umors started. They walked across the
elds again: to get back to Little Puddle-

ton.
' Billy Bunter blinked after them
through his big spectacles. He chuckled.

“He, he, he!" '

At Little Puddleton the hikers had
the happy task of inquiring for e non-
existent carter, named Thompson, That
task was likely to keep them busy for
quite a long time. Billy Bunter was
going to get his rest, after all, He got
it! As the hikers disappeared across
the meadows, Billy Bunter rolled back
to his bed in the hay, rested his head
on one of the packs which the hikers
had gone to thé village to find, and
c!osecf his eyes once more in balmy
slumber. And once more his- fat snore
awoke the ec of the Bussex
meadows.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Sold Again!
o IT ol n change I” remarked Bob

B Cherry, as the hikors walked

into Little Puddleton in the
golden August afternoon.

It was more than a “bit” of a
change! The wild excitement in the
Bussex village had died out—gigs and
carts and traps were gons; the crowd
bad dispersed—only two or three old
villagere were hanging about the Barley
Mow; and the ancient waiter, with
nothing else to do, was éwatting Hies
with a news two_days old. The
“war” on the Little Puddleton front,
evidently, waa over for the time. Quict
and sleepy, Little Puddleton seémed to
be dozing in the summer sunshine,

“The changefulness. is terriﬁué’f re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh

up without them, you’ll get kicked ! **
How can I fetch the packs when I sent them on by a tramp—1I mean, three glga

' Thompson started with

whooooop |

" The preposterous fury of combative-
ness has been 'subsequented by the
esteemed winga of peace, and the im-
provefulness s atrocious.”

“Now we've got to find Thompson,”
said Harry Wharton, He glanced ‘back
from the village street to the meadows.
“No sign of Bunter—the fat slacker is
still lagging behind.”

“Let him lag!” said Johnny Bull

“We're jolly well going on s soon as
we get the }Janks, and Bunter can lag
&ll he likes [*

“That's settled " agreed the captain
of the Greyfriars Remove. “But we've
got to find the carter who brought on
the packs. They may be able to tell
us at the Barley Mow.” )

The juniors went into the inn. 0ld
Anthony, the waiter, was willing to
oblige with information.

“Thompson |” he repeated, scratch-
ing his white whiskers thoughtfully.
“Know the name? I should say  ®0,
sir! There's three Thompsons in Little
Puddleton, and seven—no, eight!—over
at Much Puddleton, as well as more'n
a dozen at Puddleton-by-Poke. And
down at Claybank-under-Tootles there's

bout—*"

abou »

“Hold onl"” interrupted Harr
Wharton hastily. “One Thompson will
be enough, if it’s the right one, The
one we want is a carter.?

“That'll be young Tom,” said the
waiter. “’Cause why, sir, young Tom
the cart that he
bought from Herbert Giles, last Candle-
mas, No, it was before Candlemas—
the da: r. Giles’ cow was taken that
bad, that he had to send for the vet
from Chupham—-2

“Where can we find young Tom?”
inquired Wharton, not deeply interested
in the sad ptate of Mr. Giles’ cow.

“Well, T don’t know that you'll find
him to-day at all,” said the old gentle-
man, “seeing ae how he has a job at

\ oY
’s shirt and pulled the fat Owl to the doorway of ihe barn. *“ Go and laltoh those

‘“1—I say, you fellows,’* gasped Bunter.
ntic carters snaffled them—I mean to say—

Hogford-under-the-Bank, and . went off
firat _t.hl.ng this morning with his cart.”

Evidently young Tom was not the
Thompson required,

“Is there a George Thompson in the
place I"" asked Harry,

“Yes,” said old Anthony, "if you
mean the one with the club foot—"
He nodded sefiously to the inquiring

ra. “I mind the time, sir, when
young George's life was saved By that
club foob. ere was six of them, sir;
and five of them went to the War; and
young George, he says, in the bar of
this very inn, sir, he says—"

“¥Yes, but—"

“They never came back from them
foreign parts, sir,” said the old man,
shaking his head, *“But George, you
see, couldn’t go, along of that eclub
foot. Bo here he still is, at Little
Puddléton; and I says to him, more’n
once, ' That club foot’s saved your life,
George I’ And lie says: ‘ That's more'n
your fat ’ead will ever do for you,
Anthony I'  And says, George, I

says— .
“Is he a carter?? !
“No, he umin't =n carter,? snid

Anthony. “He works at the black-

emith’s, You'll find him at the forge, if

you go along by Waggs' barn and turn
down where they've n cutting the
firs, and ‘keep on as far as Giles' pond,
and then—"

“It's a_carter we want!”

“That'll be young Tom! But he's
over st Hogford-under-the-Bank—"

“Isn't there*another carter namod

Thompson here " .
“Well, there's Albert, does 'z bit of

work at times with a cart,” said old

Anthony, dubiously. “But I beliove

he’s at the haying to-day.” |
“Might be Robinson,” said . Bob,

(Continued on pagé 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

“That idiot Bunter didn't seem sure
ebout the name. Any Robinsons Lere?”

“I've never heard of more’'n one,”
said old Anthony. “But he ain't a
carter. He's Mr. Waggs' 'orseman, he
13.

“Took hLere, a fellow with us scnt
some baggage on, by a carter, this
morning, whose name is very likely
Thompson,” said Harry. “Heard or
seen m;:—thmg of him?2

“Can't say I have,” said old Anthony,
shaking his head. *“DMlight it be young
Frank

“Shouldn’t wonder. Where’s young

Frank?" asked Wharton, almost in
despair.

“He drives Mr. Waggs' ‘'aycart.
You'd find him on Mr. Waggs' farm,

any time, when he ain’t a-driving of the
cart,”

_By this time the informing conversa-
tion of the old wailter of the Barley
Mow had palled on the hikers. They
decided to root up and down Puddleton
looking for that carter themselves.

The villagers of Little Puddleton were
polite and obliging, and willing to give
information. nfortunately, they had
none to give. This, of course, was
accounted for by the fact that Billy
Bunter hadn’t sent the packs on to the
village at all. But as yet the hikers
did not guess that, Up and down and
round about Little Puddleton they went,
mquiring here and inquiring there, but
getting no news of the missing baggage.
_ Finally, as the afternoon was wear-
ing on, they had tea at the Barley Mow,
and then started agein. This time they
decided to walk to Waggs’ Farm and
ascertnin whether it was “young
¥rank” who had given the baggage
that lift. They were beginning to sus-
pect, by this time, that there was a
*‘eatch "' somewhere, for a carter bring-
ing in the baggage would naturally
have landed it at the village inn.
the other hand, in the excitement end
confusion that had reigned in Little
Puddleton that morning, he might have
done almost mnything with it. Waggs’
Farm seemed the last chance of getting
on the track of that elusive baggage.

ey were rather interested, too, to
make the acquaintance of Mr. William
Waggs, on the subject of whose beasts
the “tithe war was raging on the
Little Puddleton front. Passing the
big barn where the tithe sale had E'.{:ll.ilm:l
to come off, they Iollowed a cart-track
to & gate, berond which la ardens
and a pleasant-looking red-tiled farm-
house. '

An old gentleman in a white hat was
trimming rows of peas, in sight of the
gate. ey were green peas, and
evidently growing well, for every now
and then the old fellow passed a few
into his mouth and munched them,
eating them raw. The hikers lined the
gate and looked at him, wondering
whether the place was Weggs' Farm
and the old fellow the redoubtable
Willrum. He looked an exceedingly
peaceful old gentleman to ba the cause
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of the terrific excitement the hikers had
witnessed that morning.

Becoming aware of their existence,
the gentleman in the white hat turned
towards the hikers, nodded, and touched
his white hat in polite salute. As he
was too far off for casy conversation
the Greyfriara fellows passed through

the gnteway and approached him.
“Mr. Waggs?” asked Harry.
“Roight !"! said the old gentleman.
“Then this is Waggs' Farm?”
“Roight again!” said Mr. Waggs
Encﬂurﬂ;‘g'mglf.
“You've got a man—a carter—named
Thompson 7

“Roight !"

“Can you tell us whether he brought
in some baggage this morning?!”

“1 Ehuu]g say mnot,” answored Mr,
Weaggs.

“Sure 7" asked Bob Cherry.

“Well, nigh sure,” said Mr. Waggs.
“You see, young Frank ain’t been out
with the cart to-day. I sent him with
the cattle over to the Three-Acre
Meadow, on Bmithson's land, when I
heard that the tithers were cooming.’

“Oh!” said the hikers,

Mr, Waggs stated that he was
“nigh" sure that young Frank hadn't
brought in the baggage. Evidently, he
was a cautious old gentleman. He really
might have been quite sure, in the oir-
cumestances !

“Well, that's that!” said Nugent.
“Looks as 1f we shall have to say good-
bye to the packs! DBunfer's trusted
them to a stranger, who may have
carted them off goodness knows where.”

“We can't go on without them,” said
Bob.

“Did Bunter send them on at all?”
exclaimed Harry, a sudden suspicion
awakening in his mind. “Was hae
ﬁul]in,g our leg, the fat scoundrel? He

asn't turned up yet—and le jolly well
doesn't mean to leave us!"

“Oh crumbsl!” exclaimed Bab. “If
he's diddled us again—"' .

“The _diddlefulness is terrific!™
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.
“The estcemed Bunter has pulled our
leg once morefully.?

“I'll bet he had them there all the
time, out of sight in that hay !”’ said Bob,
“Just fooling us sbout; while he took
another enooze |"”

“YWhat & brain!”’
Mauleverer,

_ The hikers gazed at one another with
mtense feelings. Lord Mauleverer was
emiling, perhaps not anxious to exert
himself on the open road. But the
Famous Five were feeling deeply ex-
asperated. Now that they thought of
it—rather late in the day—they had
little doubt that the estute Owl had
spoofed them once more, and that the
ganku never had been sent on to Little

murmured Lord

uddleton. Bunter was prepared to
let them spend the afternoon hunti
for the packs that weren’t there, while

he rested in the hay! It was exasperat-
ing to active hikers, who did not want
to linger long, even in so pleasant a
spot as Little Puddleton.

“Ever see peas like them?®" asked
Mr, Waggs, "Taste 'em "

Mr., Waggs, clearly, was proud of his
Er‘BH- He had reason to . The

ikers politely tasted them, and agreed
that they were wonderful.

“Main crop, these are!” Mr. Wagge
told them, “You should have come
along in May, and seen my earlies!
You should that!”

Mr, Wag-fp noddaed solemnly,
evidently feeling that the hikers had
lost & great deal by not coming along
in May and seeing his earlies.

“Well, I'm blessed if I know what
to do, except to burst Bunter when we
see him gpgain,” said Harry. "“It's 8

N
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bit late for starting again now; and
we've not got the packs yet. What
about camping?”

“Good idea!' said Lord Mauleverer
at_once.

His lordship was always ready to fall
in with & proposal for camping.

“May as well,” said Nugent. *“We
must have walked miles and miles up
and down the wvillage this afternoon,
inquiring for Thompson, and—my hat !
—there never was a Thompson at all!
That _villain Bunter—"

"Hlkmq?” asked Mr. Waggs.

Evidently they had seen and heard of
hikers, even in that remote spot.

“That's it!2 said Harr%;” “We're
going to look for a camp. ill you let
us camp in one of your meadows?! We
will pay, of enu::é}a L
_Mr. William Waggs looked at him
thoughtfully,

* Better not camp in B medder,” he
said. “You're welcome, if you iuike,
but if you take my advice, you won't
uﬂmﬁr in & medder.”

“Why not?? asked Harry.

Mr. Waggs pointed to the sky.

The juniors looked up at the bright
blue summer sky in wonder. They di
not guess for the moment what the old
farmer meant. Then Bob Cherry
“tumbled ” to his meaning.

“Rain?” he asked.

“Roight 1" said Mr. Waggs.

“1t doean’t look much like rain,” said
Nugent.

“Nor it don't," sgreed Mr, Waggs.
“But you think 1t will rain?”
“"Roight I” said Mr. Waggs.

"Oh, my hat! And we haven't the
tent | murmured Bob,

To the hikers it did not look like
rain, but they had no doubt that the
gnarled old gentleman knew what he
wag talking about.

“Why not camp in the barn?” asked
Mr. Wapgs.

“Jolly good idea, if we may,” said
Harry, gmiling.

""“yhﬂr not " said Mr, Waggs stolidly.
“It's empty, and won't be wanted till
next week, unless Mr., Jonss wants it
for a sale.” He gave a dry chuckle.
“Coom up to the house at hn.lf-?ut
mghl: and have sooper. Whoy not 1"

‘You're very kind!” esmid Harry
gratefully,

“Roight !” said Mr. Waggs.

“Then, if we may, we'll camp in Lhe
barn.”

“Roight 1” said Mr. Waggs. Whoy
not 7"

And the Greyfrinrs hikers camped in
the barn,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Supper for Bunter [

BAY, you fellows!”

A fat, warm, red, and irri-
tated face, and a large pair of
spectacles glimmered in the door-
way of .W;Ega’ Barn. It was now past
eight o'clock, and the summer sun was
getting over the Sussex downs.

The hikers had camped very comfort.
ably in the big barn—the scene of so
much excitement that morning, now
extremely calm and peaceful. They had
fetched water from the pump, and
washed off the dust of the s, and.
had made themselves neat and tidy for
the visit to the farmhouss, where the
hulyit-u.hlﬂ Mr. Waggs had asked them
to “sooper.”

They liked Mr. Waggs, and liked
their surroundings, and were not sorry,
on the whole, that they were camping
for the night at Little Puddleton. It was
undoubtedly a very pleasant spot, with
the wide hnyﬁalﬂa-rﬂg in the sunset, and
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the green downs in the distance, The;p
had watched Mr. Waggs' *“beasts™
driven back from the three-acre field on
Smithson’s land to their naetive meadow
—the “beasts” that Mr. Jonas had been

ing to sell by auction that day if

r. Hunker had succeeded in "seizing

them, Now they were in the barn,
putting final touches to their toilet,
when Billy Bunter blew in.

Bunter did not look d-tempered.

He blinked wrathfully and reproach-
fully at the Greviriars hikers,

“1 say, you fellows;, I've found you !”
hooted Bunter. “I've been all over the

lace asking after you. 1 expected to

nd you at the inn, of course. What
are you doing here [”

“Camping, fathead ™

- W’elf 1’5 prefer to put up at the inn,"
grunted Bunter. “Look here, get ount
of this rotten barn, and let's put up at
the inn. I'll pay the bill, if that's what's
WOrr ing you,” added Bunter scornfully.

“Who's going to lend Bunter the
money to pay tha bill?” inguired Bob.

“Ha. ha, ]fa.I"

“Well, one of you fellows would have
to lend me the money, as I've left mine
at home et Bunter Court. I suppese
you can trust me with a few pounds?
Look here, I said I'd prefer to stop at
the inn.”

“Passed unanimously,” said Bob.
“We'd all prefer vou to stop at the inn,
old fat bean. Get going! We're camp-
ing here,”

“Well, if you're camping here, 1
suppose I'd better camp, too,” grunted
the Ow]l of the Remove. “You might
have left word where a fellow could find
you. I've been an hour finding where
you were.™

Bunter rolled into the barn.

The hikers gathered round him,.
Bunter had arrived, but therse was no
sign of the packs.

“What have you got for supper?”
asked Bunter. Apparently it was supper
that had drawn Billy Bunter to Little
Puddieton. “I can tell you, I'm fright-
fully hungry 1”

“Never mind supper,” said Harry.
“Where are the packs?”

ar Eh?ji

Bunter did not seem to be thinking
of the packs, Naturally, he was think-
ing of supper, He had had a long and
luxurious rest in the hay, and it was
only & growing void in his capacious
intarior that had driven him to exertion
at Jast and oaused him to roll into Little
Puddleton in search of the hikers. Now
he wanted supper, and wanted it bad.

“What heve vou done with them ?”
roared Johony Bull. “You never sent
them on by a carter, you fat spoofer |

Bunter grinned for a moment.

“Have you left them a mile away?"
demanded Nugreqnt.

“Oh, really, Nugent! I suppose you
don’t imagine that I could carry "all
that stuff miles and miles? They're all
right., Nobody will find them in the

hay. Besides, I pent them on by a
carter, ag I told you—"
“ Clollar him |” roared Johnny Bull.
“Here, I say, you fellows ! Yaroooh |
velled Bunter, as the hikers collared
im. “I say, stop kicking me, you
beasts! Wowl| If you bang my hoad

on the door again, I'll—

Yaroooooop !
I say, you fellows, }

it was only a joke.
Can't yon take a—w p l—joke?
Yarooooh | I should have sent them on
by a carter if 1I'd seen a carter, but
I didn’t; so—— Yow-ow-ow I*

“If that fat scoundrel’s left the packs
a mile away, we'll make him go back
and feteh them in,” said Johnny Bull.
"lil_:'[eui, h!?“ L
“I— aven't | gasped Bunter,
Leggo! I say, you feﬁlawa, I'm sorry

about those packs, but the fact is, o
tramp got them."”

A framp got them?” yelled Bob.

“Yes. Got them off me and bolted,”
said Bunter. “I—I fought like & lion!
But they were too strong for me—"

“They "

"“Yes, I fought with both of them——"

“Both one tramp?” shrieked Bob.

“"Eh? I mean, there were two tramps
—that is to say, threc!” gasped Bunter.
“Threa hulking fellows—gigantic, in
fact. I might have hau&ed two of
them, but three were too many for me.
I fought like anything! But—but they
got the packs away and—and ran.
chased them for miles—"

“Oh crikey

“And now I come in tired and hungry,
and there isn't any supper ready. 1
think you fellows mught have got supper

ready.”

Harry Wharton eaught hold of Bun-
ter's shirt and pulled the fat Owl to the
doorway of the barn,

“Go and feteh those packs!” he said.

*“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Don’t show up again without them.
You'll get kicked if you doi%

“ Hard !” gaid Bob Cherry,

“The hardfulness will be terrific 1"

“*I—I say, vou fellows,” gasped
Bunter, “how can I fetch the packs

CAN YOU RHYME?

For sending in the following
Creyfriars  limerick, = Dennis
Bunting of 2, Heanor Road, Loscoe,

Derbyshire, has been awarded a
useful

LEATHER POCKET WALLET

Sald Loder to Carne, with a grin :
"Tu—r‘nlghh iI'll efip down to the
nn.
But, indeed as he ought
Gerald Loder was ﬂlllﬂht.
And now every day he stops in!

NOW YOU HAVE A TRY,
CHUM

when I sent them on by a tmm%—l
mean, three gigantic carters snaffled
them—I mean to say—— \Whoooooop !

A boot landed hind Bunter and
helped him out of the barn. He sat
down and roared.

“Now cut |” said Johnny Bull, “And
don't come back without the packs.”

“Yow-ow-ow| 1 say, wyou fellows,
they’'re guite mfei. hidden in the hay,”
Bas unter. “Youn can fetch them
in the morning before we start. I—1'll
help you if you like. There!”

“Are you going?”
“Oh, you awiul rotters!” pgroancd

Bunter, "I say, I'll go after them after
supper. J—I meant to all along, vou
know. I'm hungry.”

“(Gather round,” said Bob, “and all £

kick together |

Bifly Buntar squiimed

Dilly Bunter squirmed away, picked
h:maui_f up, and dodged round the barn.
The hikers went back into the building.
A minute later a fat face and a large
pair of spectacles looked round the door.

“1 say, Epu fellows——"

“Collar him !* roared Johnny Bull.

There was a rush to the door. But
Billy Bunter was gone before the hikers
reached it. This time he did not
reappear,

Nothing was ecen of Bunter when the
Greyfriers hikers left the barn to wall
up to the farmhouse to supper. They
concluded that he had made up his fut
mtmdk lo feteh the packs from the hay-
stack,

I grateful to Willyum for his

7

In the farmliouse they met Mr. Waggs
ngein, and Mrs, Waggs, a plump and
buxom and hospitable dame, who, how-
ever, hiad a slight expression of haunt-
u!ﬁ worry on her plump, kind face,  The
hikers thought they could guess the
veason. The “tithe war * worried Mrs,
Waggs more than it did Willyjum. She
was distressed by the circumstance that
her ?aod man was on the wrong side of
the law. Thore was little doubt that
Mre. Waggs was right, for the law,
whether in strict accordance with- justico
or not, was certain to be too strong for
Willyum in the long run. The hikers,
kind hospi-
tality, could not help feeling rather
eoncerned about him, too.

Mr. Waggs, however, was in ver
cheerful spirits. He told the hikers alil
about his green peas—earlies, gecond
earlies, and main crop—also about his
beets, which, it appeared, were comin
on leendldl]r. * Proices,” it secmed,
were not so satisfactory as-the crops;
but Willyum lived in hope that the
Government would do something about
that. He hoped that they would do
something about the tithes, too!
Evidently Willyjum had = hupeful
nature, He called them “toithes,” and
p];lthlljr did not like them a little bit.

“Taking 8 man’s beasties for toithes |”
said Willyum,
indignation:, : !

“But it's the law, Willyum1” said
Mrs. Waggs. .

“Law |” said Willyum, *Man and
bﬂf' I've farmed this land for fifty year |
All my loife toithes went with the proice
of corn—opop one yedr, down another!
Then they fixes them permanent—in a
vear when corn is hoigh! Law

Mr. Waggs snorted,

"1 say, you fellows—" squeaked a
fa!:r gﬂiuﬁ.k

e hikers jumped, and forgot all
about the tithes. i .

“Found you again,” gaid Billy Bunter

enially, as he rolled in. “I say, you
argot to mention that you were having
supper at the farmhouse. Lucky I was
keeping an eye on you, what! Good-
evening, sir—good-evening, ma'am |”

“ Friend of yours?” asked Mr. Waggs.
"St’?t: down, young gentleman! Whay
not I’

The hikers looked at Bunter.

in tones of thrilling

]];}IE‘ rin]ned at g:émmﬁ i
vidently, ot the hospitable supper-
tablo of I.i’r. Waggs, Bunter coul p:ut

be dealt with as he deserved.
Secure in that happy knowledge, Dilly
Bunter sat down to supper.,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Night Atiack !

ATTER ! 7Patter]! Patter!

P It was the rain on the roof.

“Willyum was right!* re-

. marked Bob Cherry.

“Right as rain!” said Nugent, with a
Tl
Evidently Mr. Waggs knew the
weather signs, After supper the hikers
walked back to the barn to camp for
the night; and then the rain started. It
came down hard and fast. Water ran
in streams down the sloping roof of the
barn, and pattered and trickled outside.

"Not a mﬁ-ht to eamp out!" said
Harry.  “Thank goodness Waggs
offiered us the barn! He’s a jolly good
old chap.”

“One of the best,” said Bob. *I su
pnga?::ru can’t roll Bunter out in tg:
ram

“Oh, really, Cherry——>"

“We'll make him fetch the packs
before brekker,” said Harry Wharton.
“We've got the things we need with us,

TeE Maaser Lmrany.—No, 1,333,



1]

enyhow. I'd rather be in this barn
than in the tent to-night.”

% Yes, rather!” .

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

“Well, but for me you'd be in the
tent,” said Bunter. “You might thank
a chap! I don’t expect you to, of course
—TI've given up expecting snything like
;—rahtru o from you fellows. Still, there
1t is.”
“Kill  him,
Johnny Bull.

“1 say, you fegr:a]\;r‘:ﬁ)c i
good supper,” said er. “They grow
all the stuff on the farm, you know—no
foreign muck. I say, what about camp-
ing here for & few days—say & week?
Save money, you know! Not that I
care much about meney—it's not my
way—but you fellows keep or making a
fuss about it. Only yesterday you were
grousing because you had to pay for the
gmgm-_-pop. And look at the fuss you
made over that taxi fare the other day!
Well, if you want to da this hike cheap,
let’s camp here. I heard that old josser,
Waggs, tell you that he wouldn’t think
of ¢ arging you anything, Wharton.”

“What?"

somebady !” grunted

“Well, if he's not going to charge
anything, why not stay on?” asked
Bunter, “The grub’s good, and we
shan’t have to pay for it.*

“Qh, my hat " i

“We can wait till he gets fed-up
before we clear !’ explained Bunter. “I
dare say we could stick him for a whole
week, He looks a jolly good-natured
old fossil.”

The hikers gazed at Bunter in the
Iantern-light that illuminated the barn.
He blinked at them inquiringly.

“YWell, what about 1t?” he asked.
“You fellows would never have thonght
of it, of course! I think of things!”

“Yes, that's the kind of thing you
would think of, Jou—you—ryou octopus !”
gasped Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—

“ Bunter may be in danger if he stays
here over to-morrow ! remarked Frank
Nugent thoughtfully.

“Fh" Wharrer you mean?’’ exclaimed
the fat Owl

d.mger i
“There's a bailif coming to-morrow
to seize the beasts! He's bound to pick
out the fattest beasts! If he gets hold
of you—"

“You silly idigt 1* yelled Bunter,

a, ha, ha

%Yah I” snorted Bunter. And he went
to bed. Evidently his brilliant sug-
estion of “ sticking * the hospitable Mr.
Waggs till he got fed-up, was not going
to be adopted by the hikers.

Ground-sheets were spread on straw
of which there was plenty at hand; an
the hikers rolled themselves in their
blankets. Billy Bunter had put in a
good deal of sleep that day; but sleep-
ing was one of the things that Bunter
eould do really well ; and he was snoring
before the other campers nodded off.
Soon, however, they were all aaleep.
while the rain pattered on the roof
through the dark hours.

It was npearly midnight when, if the
hikers had been awake, they might have
heard a sound at the door of the barn.

But they were fast asleep; and did
not hear the door unlatched and opened,
nor feel the drifi of rain that came in on
the night wind.

A gleam of light came through the
dark, wandering about the dark interior
of the barn, It came from an electric
torch.

*“They're here !”

It was a low whisper.

_ “Get inside, Pon! This dashed rain
is goin’ down my dashed neck!"
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“How should I be in

that was a jolly’

“ Quiet 1™

Three shadowy figures stole into the
barn.

“Mind yon don’t tread on the brutes !”
whispered Cecil Ponsonby. “They're
too many for us if you wake them up.”

“What-ho!” murmured Gadsby.
“Better leave the door open. If we
have to bolt—"

[ Quiet "y

Ponsonby flashed the light over the
sleeping figures of the hikers. He had
to pick out Bob Cherry, the proprietor
of the disputed Holiday Annual. It was
easy enough to pick out Bunter, by his
snore; but with the other fellows, it was
not so easy to distinguish one from
another.

Gadshy and Monson remnined near the
door., They were glad to get in out o
the rain; but they were rather anxious
to have a line ol rerreat open, and to
have it close at hand.

Ponsonby crept on tiptoe towards the
sleepers.

Gaddy and Monson were only half-
hearted in undertaking that midnight
raid: but Pon was savagely determined.
Gaddy and Monson were thinking of
their comfortable beds at the Barley
Mow, where the Highcliffians had put
up for the night. But Pon, as usual,
had bis way; and here they were, on
the warpath. They had learned from
old Anthony, the waiter, that the Grey-
friars hikers were camping in Waggs'
barn; and they had waited till & late
hour to make sure that the campers were
asleep. They were sleeping soundly
enough now; and all Pon had to do was
to pick out Bob Cherry and his rucsack,
in ~ which the Holidey Annual was
packed. Softly, silently, he passed from
one sleeping form to another, peering at
the unconscious faces in the beam of
the electric torch, Gadsby and Monson
watching him from the door. .

Bob Cherry’s mop of flaxen hair glim-
mered in the light. Ponsonby came to a
stop. That mop of flaxen hair rested on
a rucsack, which Bob was using 25 &
pillow.

Pon set his lipa.

He had found what he wanted, But
how he was to extract the rucsack from
under Bob's head, without awakening
him, was rather a problem.

He shut off the light, afier carefully
taking his bearings. Then he took hold
of the rucsack and pulled it gently.

There was a murmur from Bob in
his sleep, and Pon stopped at once. The
slumbering junior did not awaken, but
he stirred.

It was clear that if his pillow was
pulled away he would awaken, There
was no chance of getting it away without
an alarm, and Pon made up his mind
to it. He had to take the risk of snatch-
ing away the rudsack and running ;
escaging before the awakened junior
could get hold of him. There was
nothing else to be done, unless he was
to give up the enterprise—which he did
not mean to do.

Leaning over Bob, he gripped the
rucsack, gave a sudden jerk, and tore
it away. Bob’s head bumped on the
ground-sheet under him, and he awak-
ened with a gasp. Pon made & spring
for the door, rucsack in hand.

“Qooogh !” gasped Bob., *What the
thump—"

He started up, in amazement and
alarm, rubbing his head. which had had
rather a hard knock on the floor,

Ponsonby ran for the door.

It had been only cautious to shut off
the light. But that, as it happened, was
Pon's undoing. He raced for the door,
and bumped blindlz into Gadsby.

“Here, look out!” gasped Gadsby.
*What—"

Crash|

f when Bob eollided with him.

THE MAGNET

The rucsack dropped from Pon's
hand as he staggered.
_ “Hallo, hallo, hallo !” Bob was shout-
ing in the darknoess. “Who—what the
thump—who's that1"

Gadsby and Monson dashed out into
the rain. Ponsonby, gritting his teeth,

groped on the floor for the fallen rue-
sack, Voices were heard on all sides
now. All the hikers were awakened,

with the exception of Billy Bunter, who
snored on regardless,

“Somebody’s bagged my rucsack!”
velled Bob. “Pinched it from under
my head—" :

He jumped towards the door of the

arn,

Ponsonby grabbed up the rucsack in
the dark, and was leaping to escape,
Instantly
c?ol:ln‘ grasped at the unseen figure in the

ark,

Ponsonhy, his eyes glittering with
rage, struck out, Bob gasped as.he got
& thump on the chest. But he clutched
at his nssailant, getting hold of him.
Desperately Pon swung round the ruc-
gack, and crashed it on the Greyfriars
fellow, and Bob gave a breathless howl.
But he grabbed at the object that struck
him, and grasped it, and tore it away
from Ponsonby. He swept it round in
the dark, and it was Pon’s turn to howl,
as it landed on his ear.

“Get a light 1” ?elled Bob, *“I've got
the thief here——"

Ponsonby made a dosperate leap out
of the barn.

He had failed, and he had no idea of
attempting to get_the rucsack again,
now that it was in Bob’s hands, an the
hikers were all awake. There was a
glitter of light, as an electric torch was
turned on, and Pon leaped out of the
barn only in time.

He raced away in rain and darkness.

“What the dickens ! exclaimed Harry
Wharton. He ran towards Bob, the
light in his hand.

“What the terrific dickens!™ gasped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. .

Bob Cherry stared into the rainy night
through the wide-open doorway, Pon
&Pﬁ. had vu?inhed. S

e's gone [” gasped Bob.

“ He—who 1" i

“Blessed if T know! Some tramp, I
suppose. Ho woke me up j'erkin% away
my rucsack. I've got it back He
banged me with it—"

* More than one of them,” said Johnny
Bull. He pointed to the muddy morks
inside the barn. “Two or three of
them. Look here[”

“Well, I gave one of them s swipe!”
said Bob., “I suppose we oughi to have
fastened the door. I'll fasten it now.”

“Nothing missing,” said Nugent.
“Lucky the rotter woke you up, though.
Some rascally tramp, I suppose.”

Bob Cherry shut the barn door and
gecured it, Nothing was missing, and
ﬁo gamaga done, save a bump on Bob's

ead.

The damage, as a matter of fact, had
been collected by the raider. Fon
Co. were not enjoying life, as they fled
in the rainy night. Ths:{ had ap-
graached the barn with stealthy caution;

ut when they left, they left at a rapid
run—which was injudicious in the dark
and the rain. They bumped into
hedges, and tipped into ditches, and
found themselves in o wet and rainy
field, having missed the track back to
the village in the dark. Shadowy
figures loomed round them, and there
waa the sound of a startled “ moo.”

“Cows 1" guged Gadsby. “Oh
en.ke{l You fool, Pon! ou silly
idiot \ Catch me playing this fool gamse
again!™

* Oh, shut up, you dummy !” snarled
Pon.



~VERY SATURDAY

Harry Wharion & Co. rushed at the cattle-drivers, bowled them over, and then sat on them.
bawled Bob Cherry, ** your cows are safe enough—and we’ve got the thieves.”” ¢ Ha,

19

V¥

““ It’s all right, Mr, Waggs,”
ha, ha ! ** roared Mr, Waggs unex-

pectedly., *‘ Did you think they was thieves coom after my coos? Ha, ha, hal”

“We've barged into a cattle-shed or
somethin',” groaned Monson, “Oh, you
sill‘y owl, Pon |*

“Go and eat coke !” :

Pon groped for his electric torch, and
by its light, the hapless Highcliffians
groped and squelched their way out of
the field. It was a muddy, wet, untidy,
and infuriated trio that got back into
Little Puddleton at last, and got to the
inn. And before Gadsby and Monson
turned in, they spent a %ood ten minutes
1:; tﬁ:_!ling their leader what they thought
of him,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
The Catile-Lifters !

OB CHERRY was the first up of
B the hikers in the barn,

The other fellows had re-

turned to their blankets, and

slept as soundly as if there had been no

alarm; but there was a bump on Bob's

head, and it rather disturbed his
slumbers.
At the first gleam of dawn he turned

out of his blankets, while the other fel-
lows were still fast asleep,

The rain had ceased to pour, but it
was still coming down lightly. Bob
opened the door of the barn, and locked
out into the glimmering sunrise.

The rim of the sun showed over the
downs, and it was light; but the
shadows were still thick. It was not the
kind of dawn that a hiker likes to see—
rain makes a lot of difference. On a fine
morning, Bob, as he could not alcqﬁ;
would have cnjoyed going for o ramb
till his friends turned out; but in the
dropping rain the prospect was not
attractive. He stuos in the doorway,

rubbing the bump on his head, and look-
ing out on a wet and rlrippm’g landscape.

cbody was up at Waggs' Farm. As
on all farms, early hours were the rule;
but it was. still too eerly for even the
farmer's men to have ewakened. Win-
dows and doors at the farm were still
shut. The whole place was silent, save
for the trickling of rain. Not a soul was
stirring, so far, '

Bob, as he rubbed his bruised head,
w_riahe'ci fervently that he could have
sighted the thie? in the night who had

1ven it to him. It had not ocourred to
the hikers that their old enemies of
H:ghchﬂ'e were at Little Puddleton, and
Bob supposed that the visitor of the
night was some tremp, looking for a
chance to “pinch ” something from the
hiker’s camp. Ho could have found a
little pleasant and agreeable exercise in
punching that tramp, if he could have
spotted him,

“Hallo, hallo, halle i murmured Bob
suddenly.

His eyes fixed on an open shed across
the field. A number of “beasts” were
in that shed, sheltering from the rain,
Round the corner of the shed a slink-
ini figure appeared.

ound the other corner came another.
Two men muffled up against the rain,
had gone silently into the cattle-shed.
Looking round, Bob had a glimpse of
another man—a tall, thin man, with an
overcoat collar turned up about his neck
—standing under some trees at a little
distance. The tall man was alternately
lancing towards the cattle shed and the
armhouse, evidently on the watch.

Bob caught his breath.

He did not need telling that these men
did not belong to the farm. They were
not Mr. Waggs' men, early at” work,
That was quite plain. Two muffled men

had stolen stealthily among the catile,
and the tall man was obviously watching
for an alarm.

“Thieves |” murmured Bob,

It seemed impossible to doubtit. Thera
were three of them—and there had been
three in the raid on the barn during the
night, as the muddy tracks on the floor
had shown. It seemed plain enough to
Bob that it was the same gan?. hey
had failed to “ pinch * anything irom the
hikers, and now they were looking for
something elsewhere. The{ did rot,
however, glance towards the barn, which
looked as if they did not know that any-
one was there. 8till, no doubt they
fancied that the hikers were fast asleep,
as all of them, excepting Bob, were, and
a3 Bob would have been, but for the
bump on his head,

Faint sounds of disturbed cattle floated
across the field. From the open shed
clumsy forms came lurching out—cowe
driven by the two muflled men who ha
gone in. The cows—the property of Mr.
William Waggs—were driven out of the
shed, almost in silence. Bob's glance
turned on the tall man again.

He was looking towards the farm-
house, obviously to make sure that
noboc‘y was stirring there yet; and Bob
saw him wave his hand to the other tw
and point to the lame. They starte
driving the cows in that direction. At a
distance, the tall man followed, looking
back over his shoulder uneasily every
other moment,

Bob could doubt no further. If the
cattle were not being stolen, there was
no explanation of what was going on—
no explanation, at all events, that Bob
Cherry could think of. And Bob was
not likely to let it go on.

That was impossible, especially after
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the kind hospitality of Mr. WBE%:. The
kind old farmer had given the hikers the
shelter of his barn for nothing, he had
stood them a gorgeous supper, and had
asked them to breakfast at the farm-
housatin %:l’ekmofn . And he rafu&e;i
cven to think of taking any payment,
though, as the juniors knew \_velFunough,
hs was in financial difficulties, A man
who lived in fear of & bailiff's visit
might have been excused for inhos-
pitality ; but old Willyum had been hos-
pitality itself. Bob was only too F]ad of
a chance of doing something in the way
of recompense.

He stepped back into the barn and
hastily awakened the other fellows.

“Wake up! Quick! Buck up!” Ile
shook them into wakefulness. “Cet a
move on, all of youl Sharp!” )

“What on earth’s the row!” yawned
Nugent, rubbing his eyes.

. “Those tram »

“Oh, my hat! Have they come back t”
exclaimed Wharton, jum]{mg up.

“They're stealing old Waggs' cows!”

gasped Bob,

“%ha-a-st £

“I've just spotted them! For good-
ness’ sake uick! We can’t let the

old man be rc:b ed under our eyes, after

his kindness.”
“I should jolly well say not ™
“The notfulness is terrifio!”

“I—I say, are you suref

jumgeon the farmer's men by mistake,.
old ik

an!”

“Look for yourseli!” snapped Bob.
“Buck up!”

The Greyfriars hikers crowded to the
barn doorway. The sun was higher
now, glimmering through the drizzle of
rain, and it was quite light. The two
men, muffled in coats, were driving the
cows down the track to the gate—in
silence. The tall man behind was look-
ing round anxiously et the farmhouse.
The juniors could not see his face, which
was hidden between a soft hat pulled
down over his brows, and the coat-

“coller turned up round his neck.

But his_actions left no possibility of
doubt. - Without speaking a word, he
made pgestures to the cattle-drivers to
hurry, all the time glancing back at the
farmhouse, or staring across the fields
with &an anxious uneasiness that was not
to be mistaken.

*0Oh gad !” murmured Mauly. * That’s
plain enough—but—who ever heard of

cattle-lifting in England 1" N

“No mistake about it, anyhow | said
Johnoy Bull. *“We're on this.”

*“Yes, rather!”

“Three of them, and six of us!” said
Bob. “They look pretty hefty fellows,
but we can handle them. wo each,
what? I'll fu for that tall sportsman,
and you can lend a hand, Johnny! You
other fellows go after those thieves and

mo& them u?. /
“What-ho I”? B

With a sudden rush, the Greyfriars
hikers came out of the barn.

Wharton and Nuﬁent, Hurree Singh
and Mauleverer made a rush after the
cattle-drivers. Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull ran at the tall man.

They saw him give a startled jump
as he spotted them. But he had time
for only one jump. They had hold of
him the next moment, and, powerful
man as he was, he went down with a
crash in their grasp.

He gave an n:gy_ bellow as his faco
went with a spl into a rain puddle.
Bob Cherry had a knee in the small of
his back the next moment. Now that
the big man was down, it was only
judicious to keep him there! He was
altogether too hefty to be allowed to
get on his feet again,
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“Pin him * ﬁaspcd Bob.

“Urrrrrrggegh 1” came a spluttering
roar from t.%e face in the puddle.
“Wurrgh |2

The tall man struggled frantically.

He got his features, dripping with
mud, out of the puddle. But he could
not get up or turn over and grapple.
Bob's knee ground into hiz back, and
Johnny Bull grasped his neck with both
hands, keeping him down. He struggled
and heaved and spluttered in vain, |

Holding him down, in epite of his
strenuous resistance, the two juniors
locked round. The other party had
been egqually victorious.

The two cattle-drivers hid been taken
quite by surprise like the big man. They

ad been watchful for an alarm from
the farmhouse, but not from the barn.
Harry Wharton & Co. rushed them over,
l;nd.od them on the ground, and sat cn
them,

The cows, no longer driven, blinked
sodately at the struggling forms, walke
round them, and took a leisurely way
back to their shed.

“Urrrrrrggh ! came from the strug-
gling figure under Bob Cherry’'s knoe.
“Grrrunugh !

“QGurgle as much as _you like, old
bean I'* chuckled Bob. “We've got you!
You'll go to prison for this, you villain!

; i
“Oh gad|” gasped Lord Mauleverer .Bl'mg his hiesd, “Johnng; and kea? tm

Don't let’s: q' Bang |

uief 1
“Yoooooop I''

: “Hallo, lx:lalln:ur hallo 1* roared Bob
Cherry, in & voice caleulated not only
to awalken Waggs' farm, but half Sussex
as well. “Hallo, hallo, fmllgt Wake utl
Wa{ggal Mr .Waggs! Thieves! Wake
up 1”

From a cottage near the farmhouss, a
man, half-dressed, came running out. It
was Robinson, Mr. Waggs' horseman.
Ho caught up a pitchfork from some-
where and dashed on the scene. Then
the farmhouse door was thrown open,
and Mr, Willjum Waggs, slso half-
dressed, appeared in view, Mr. Waggs
rubbed his eyes and stared at the start-
ling scene in the rain and the rising sun.
Then he yelled to the horseman.

“They've coom! Get the coos away,
Garge! You know where!| I tell you,
drive them coos!”

“Garge*’ Robinson at once changed
his dircetion, and bolted off to the cattle-
shed. Immediately he began driving
out- the cows, and burrying them awa
across the fields. ere were lou
grunts of protest from the plump
animals, who evidently did not like be-
ing hurried. But they bad to hurry,
and “Garge” disappeared across the
fields with them.

These proceedings made Bob Cherry
wonder whether he was dreaming.

“It’s all right, Mr. Waggs!” he
bawled. “The cows are safe enough—
wo've got the thieves!”

“Bless my buttons | ejaculated Mr.
Waggs. “ You've got—what 1

“The thieves—"

“Ha, ha, hal!” roared Mr. Waggs
unexpectedly, “Ha, ha, hal Did you
think they was thieves coom after my
coos 1

Bob jumped.

“LEht? WVhat? Yes!

What—"
“Ha, ha, ha!” bellowed Mr. Waggs.

Of ocourse!

“Look here, they were driving off
your cows!” shouted Johnn ull.
“What the thump are you liughing

at??

“Ha, ha, ha!” Mr. Waggs almost
wopt.  “They thought it was thieves
after my coos! Oh, dang my butions!
1Ia, ka, ha!”

It wes clear that there was a mis-
approhension somewhere, though the
hikers could not begin to guess what it
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was, But Bob Cherry was suddenly en-
lightened by & rasping voice from under’
him, The tall man had got the mud
out of his mouth at last, and was able
to speak.

“You young villain. Gerroff! I'll
have ;ﬁw locked up for interfering with
on officer of the court| Gerroff |2

“Oh, my hat!"’ gasped Bob.
It was Mr, Hunker!

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Little Mistake !
R. HUNKER was released as
if he had become red-hot |
He stsg ered to his feet,
He da Eed mud from his
face and gurgled,
Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull gazed
st him, almost in horror.
They realised the truth now! It was

not a g of thieves who were driving
d off Mr.m%

I AgEs’ OOWS. It was_ the
sherifi's officer and his men, geizin
the goods under distraint| 'fhey ha
handled, end baffled, s sheriff’s officer
in the execution of his painful duty—
for which the penalties were unknown,
but frightfully serious. L

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob in utter

dismay.
*Oh crumbs |” murmured Johnny Bull.
“Groooogh!” gaid M, unker.

“Hoooh! Young rascals! Whooogh 1"
Mr. Waggs, eﬂden:‘liy tickled by the
mistake the hikers had made, held his
sides and bellowed.
“Ha, ha, ha! They thought you were

o thief coom after my coos, Hunker!
Ha, ha, ha |”
“Well, what were we to think?”

gasped Bob. “We saw them snen.l:inﬁ
the cows away when nobody was up—

“Ha, ha, hal? bellowed Willyum
Wagu.

Three or four farmhands had turned
out, and arrived on the spot at a run.
The two men collared by Harry Whar-
ton & Co., being released, did not “:5
to argue the matter. Thay bound

away to the gate, ipmped over it, and
ran as if for their lives. Then the dis-
mayed hikers joined the group round
Mr. Hunker, who was dabbing and
gouf'mq mud from his face. .

* Jt—it—it's that man Hunker I” said
Nugent blankly. ) .

“The Hunkerfulness is terrifio!”

“Oh gad!” murmured Lord Maule-
verer. “We've rather put our foot in
it, you men! Hikers ain't really
allowed to rag sheriff's officers.”

“Oh crumbs!”

The juniors remembered the remark
they had heard Mr. Hunker make to
My, Jonas the previous day. He had
told the auctioneer that he was not go-
ing to let Mr. Waggs know when he was
coming next. Evidently he had been
using strategy. According to the law,

could not be seized between sun-
set and sunrise. Hunker had left
it t1ll after sunrise—but mot very long

after !

Probably, tough customer as he
looked, he disliked the unpleasant duty
he had to_?arform, and wanted to put it
through, if he could, without scenes of
vio y whioll:l mﬁt l:ue;s had :laﬂtllll.]l

uences for Mr. Waggs ai is
loyal Lut somewhat unreﬂectgx friends.
But for the hikers there was no doubt
that he would have succeeded.

The Creyfriars fellows could not
e:nul;l& feel sorry that they had saved
Mr. Waggs' cows for him. Bui they
realised that the matter was serioua
when the men they had collared were
not, after all, thieving tramps, but act-
ing under instructions from the court.
8till, they could hardly blame themselvea
for such a mistake,
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Laving banck

Grooogh 1"

“Well, we never knew you, old bean,”
said Bob. “What the dickens were we
to think when we saw you sneaking the
cows away? Of course, we thought they
were being stolen,”

rascals '’ said Hunker.
on an officer of the law!

“You young idiot 1”
‘“Ha, ha, ha!? bellowed Mr. Waggs.
“Take it smiling, Hunker! The young

gentlemen never knew who you wasl
They thought you'd coom to steal the
coos| Ha, ha, hal” g

A faint grin dawned on Mr. Hunker's
iron face,

“ Young lunatics!” he grunted.

He gave his muddy eyes a last rub
and stared round. is men had
vanished, with two or three farm-hands
after them. The cows were disappear-
ing across the felds, to take refuge once
more in the three-acre field on Smith-
son's land. Mr. Hunkér had failed in
his enterprise; the tithe sale was as
far off as ever, He gave the hikers a
rather grim look.

Then he strode away to the gate and
departed.

r. Waggs chuckled. .

“Young gents,” he said, “it's loocky
for me vou camped in my barn last
night, ﬂey’d have had the coos!
Don’t you worrit about Hunker; his
bark’s worse than his bite. He'll be

ughing over thig presently.”

Vghiuh was rather comforting to the
Greyfriars hikers, in the peculiar
circumstances.

They went back to the barn, leavin
Mr. Waggs still gurgling with mingles
merriment  and  satisfaction. is
“coos  had had a narrow escape, and

he owed their preservation to  the
hikers; though how long Willyum
fancied that he could keep up this

ame was rather a mystery to the Gw-
g-iaru fellows, They concluded that Mr,
Hunker’s bark must be very much worse
than his bite, for undoubtedly he could
have made things very warm for
Willyum.

“Well, T can’t say I'm sorry we've
saved the jolly old cows,” remarked Bob
Cherry. “I thought it was the same
gang that bar in here last night.
Couldn’t have ; of course—?

“Ha, ha! Not likely!” chuckled
Johany Bull,

That was quite clear now. The
fellows who had nearly got away with
Bob Cherry’s rucsack in the ni ht
obviously were not Mr. Hunker and his
men. _

“But this sort of thing can't go on,”
said Lord Masuleverer. ' Whether the
law's right or wrong, it's too strong for
jolly old Willyum. hey'll get his cows
off iim sooner or later.”

“Poor old Willyum I” said Bob,

““I say, you fellows—" Billy Bunter
sat up and blinked.. “What are you
turning out so early for?! I'm not
getting up yet, I can tell you.”

“Btay where you are, old fat bean.”

“I'm jolly well going to—>"

*You won't mind missing brekker?”

“What?” Bunter ]nmf:ed up. “I
didn’t know it was breakfast-time] I
say, where's my boots? I say, where's
my shirt? I say—2

“Ha, ha, hal|?

It was still very early, but the hikers,
being ulp, did not think of returning to
their blankets, The rain had almost
ceased; and, having finished dreaaing,
they went out for a stroll before break-
fast. Billy Bunter dressed in hot haste,
without wgsti:ig valugble time on wash-
ing, and rushed after them.

I say, you fellows!” bawled Bunter,
blinking round for the hikers, I say,
i3 brekker ready i

“Not till seven!” called back Bob

Cherr{l.
“Why, you—you—you beast! It's
hardly six yet!"” yelled Bunter. “You've
made me get up for nothing! You—
you—you beast |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Rotters|” howled Bunter, und he
rolled back into the barn to his
blankets.

Not in the least dismayed by the loss
of his society, Harry Wharton & Co.
strolled round the "farm. After the
rain came a bright and sunny morning,
snd the promise of a fine day for
hiking. aving time on their hands till
breakfast, the gikers walked across the
fields to the haystack where Billy Bunter
had rested the previous day, to look
for the packs that the fat Owl had left
there. They found them in the hay and
sorfed them out, and walked back to
Weaggs' Farm with them.

Billy Bunter was snaring in the barn
when they returned with the packs. He
ceased to snore as Bob Cherry dropped
the folded tent on him. His snore
stopped quite suddenly.

* Whoo-hooop!” roared Bunter.
“Wharrer fyou up to? What—>"

“We've fetched in the packs for you,
old fat bean,” said Bob,

" Beast [” roared Bunter.

“That's how Bunter thanks a chap !
remarked Bob., “Drop the other lot on
him, Johnny |

Thud !

“Yaroooooop |

The Famous Five walked over to the
farmhouse for breakfast. Lord Maule-
verer had & thoughtful expression on
his face, which remained there during
breakfast, Billy Bunter rolled in late +
but ha very soon made up for lost time.
The hospitable board was well spread,
and Bunter did his best to clear it. Mr.
Waggs was in great spirits that morn-
ing, still chuckling over the great joke
of the Chupham bailiff having been mis.
taken for a cow-stealer. Mfa. Wa.igs
though kind and hospitable, still had
that slightly worried look that the hikers
had noticed the evening before, and of
which they easily guessed the cause,

“Penny for 'em, Mauly [* said Bob,
when the hikers walked back to the barn,
after breakfast, to pack up for the
march., Lord Mauleverer's noble face
was still deeply thoughtful,

“Eh! I was thinkin',” said Mauly.
“I wonder—"

“You wonder what?”

“ Oh, nothin’ {"’

“That fat idiot Bunter is still grub-
bing I” growled Johnny Bull. “If he's
not y when we start, he can jolly
well stay behind 1

“Yes, rather |

“What's worrying you,
asked Harry Wharton,

“I was wonderin’' if a fellow could

Mauly "

barge in!” said Lord Mauleveror
thgughf.fully.

How—when—and  where?” asked
‘Wharton, perplexed.

“Oh, nothin’|"

“Fathead !”

“What I mean is, would it be rather
cheek

“Would what ?”
*Oh, nothin’| Let’s get goin',” said
his lordship. * Mr.

2

doesn’t make the money out of his
farm? Bit of a problem, what?”

“ Horrid 1” said Bob. “Is that what's
worrying yout"

o Yan EE)

8.

“Trying to think of an answer to that
one®” asked Nugent.

“Yaas.”

“I say, you fellows—" .
“Oh, here you are, you fat villain!
Ready "

“No!” said Bunter. “I'm not ready!
You know jolly well that I like a rest
after & meal. I'm going to get some
ap'?le:, too. Old ngfn SEY3 We can
take some apples if we like; and as he's
not going to charge anything, I think
we'd better all take as many as we can
carry, and— Whoooop |”

unter  sat down  suddenly, with
assistance. He sat and roared. Having
finished packing, the hikers took a
grateful farowell of the hospitable
Waggs and started up the track to tho
village. Billy Bunter, having recoverel
his breath, rolled out of the barn and
blinked after them,

5 say, you fellows,”” he roared,

“wait for mo! I'm going to get some

apples "
pparently deaf, the hikers hiked on
to Little Puddleton. Billy Bunter

blinked after them and hesitated. But
the lure of the apples was too stron 3
he rolled away for apples, and the
hikers walked  into Little Puddleton
without Bunter,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly is Mysterious !

ORD MAULEVERER stopped at
i the Barley Mow.
“Hold on, you fellows,” he
said.
“Going to rest already?” acked
Johnny Bull sarcastically. * We've done
about three hundred yards.”
His lordship grinned.

No; 1 just want to speak to the
waiter, I won’t keep yon a few
minutes,”

And Mauly went into the Barley
Mow. The hikers waited,
*Hallo, hallo, hallo ” murmured Boh

erry, as & man in a peaked cap came
snunter:;\ci round the building. * Know
that merchant 1"

It was Jervis, Ponsonby’s chauffeur.
As he saw them the man turned, and
walked back to tho outbuildings behind
the inn. But they had recognised him,
and could guess that the green Austin
was there, and that Pon & Co. were at
the inn.

“Those Higheliffe cads here!” said
Johnny Bull. “We can guess now who
it was barged into the barn last night.”

!*Pon, of course |” exclaimed Wharton,

" After my jolly old Holiday Annual,*
grinned Bob. “What abhout rooting
them out, and giving them a whopping
before we start 7"

“Not up yet, I expect,” said Harry.
"An{how, let¢ them rip! Here's
Mauly.”

Oldy Anthony came to the inn door
with Mauleverer.

“The red-tiled house, next to the
corn chandler’s, in the High Street,” e

{Continued on next page.)
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was saying. Z¥ou ¢ i
sir. It's jest uafroalta the noo tin
ehurch. Not the church 'I:;hat s down
Wheat Lans over h';.r Johnson's Corper—
the noo tin one—-

“Thanks!* said Lord }Ilu‘lmrnrar:
and he nﬁ'ppad gomething into the old

tan't mistake it,

ntleman's hand, and rejoined the
‘amous Five. " Come on, ﬁnu men !
Somewhat puzzled, the hikers walked

down the village street with Mauly.
Harrv Wharton looked back two or
three times, but there waas no sign of
Bunter. That fat and fatuous _'uuth:
evidently, was busy with Mr. Waggs
ripe a pim, and he was not likely to
leave them till he had packed away all
that his extensive circumference could
eneire.c. . .

“That fat chump’s not coming,” said
Harry.

“ Bother him!” growled Johnny Bull,
“He knows we're making for Green-
ficeld this morning, and he can follow on
if he likes. Are we going to hang
about while he scoffs Waggs' apples?”

“No fear!” paid DBob Cherry em-
phatiecally. _

And tﬁu hikers hiked out of Little
Iuddleton. N

“ May as well go round by Chupham,
said Lord Mauloverer.

“That's rather out of the way, old
chap.” :

“ Interestin’ old place,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “That man Hunker lives
at Chupham.”

“Well, we don't want to sce Hunker,
do we?" demanded Bob. “The less we
sce of Hunker the better, I think, after
the way we handled him.”

“Oh, I dare say he's not a bad chap !”
gaid Lord Mguleverer easily. “There's
a new tin church at Chupham, too, Bs
well as an old one down Wheat Lane
by Johnson’s Corner. Might as well
see the sights.”

“Look here, you asal
getting at?” :
“Chupham,” said Lord Mauleverer.
Considerably puzzled, but willing to
give his lordship his head, the hikers
took the road for the town of Chup-
ham. Mauly, as a rule, fell in with
other fellows' suggestions, and seldom
made one of his own. Now, however,
he secemed keen on passing through the
country town of Chupham, which lay a
couple of miles out of the route. How-
ever, the hikers had plenty of time on
their hands, and they walked along in
the fresh morning sunshine to Chupham.
In the High Btreet of that town Lord
Mauleverer looked this way and that
way, and finally stopped before a red-
tiled house, which was next to a corn
chandler's, and opposite a tin church,
“This iz the place,” he remarked.
More and more mystified the hikers
looked at the red-tiled house, and looked
at Mauleverer. It was the place they
had heard the old waiter at the Barley
Mow describe to his lordship. But what
Eﬁ:uly wanted there was a mystery to
m.

“You men walk round and see the
sights for a few minutes,” said Lord
auleverer, “I'm goin’ in here.”

“Do you know somebody in Chupham,
then 1" asked Harry,

“Eh? No."

“You're pgoing fo call on somebody
you don't know?” ejaculated Nugent.

“Ynas.”

BHE?E your rocker!" inquired Johnny
ull.

“Yaas—] mean, no! It's all right.
You fellows walk down Johnson's Lano
to Wheat Corner—I1 mean, down Wheat
Lane to Johnson's Corner, and look at
the new church—I mean the old church.
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What are you

Frightfully interestin', I'm sure. You
can tell mo about it afterwards.”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob.

Leaving the hikers staring, Lord
Mauleverer went in at a gate, up &
garden path, and knocked at the door
of the red-tiled house. He was ad-
mitted, and the door closed after him.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another. e

"“What on earth is this game 7" asked
Bob Cherry.

" Goodness knows [”

The hikers did not walk down Wheat
Lane to see the old church at Johnson's
Corner.  Puzzled and mystified, they
waited by the railings of the red-tiled
house garden. They had waited about
ten minutes, when the door opened, and
Lord Mauleverer came out, and glanced
round. He came quicklﬁ down the gar-
den path to the waiting hikers.

“0Oh, here you are!” he exclaimed.
“Thank goodness you didn't go wander-
ing! Lend me ten bob.,”

“Oh crikey! What the thump do
you want ten bob for!"

“Because I've only got twenty-five
pounds five shillings.”

“You—vou—you want ten bob, be-

couse you've only got twenty-five
unds five shillings!” gasped Bob
norry,

“Yanas."

“Mad [ hooted Jobnny Bull.

“You see, it's twenty-ive pounds ff-
teen shillings,” explained Mauleverer.

“What 131" shricked Bob.

“Oh, nothin'l Lend me a ten-bob
note,” said Mauly. _

In an almost dazed state of astonish-
ment, Harry VWharton handed a ten-
shilling note to his lordship, and Maule-
verer went back into the red-tiled
house. In silence the mystified hikers
waited for him to reappear. When the
front door opened again and his lord-
ghip camo out, a man was with him,
whose iron face was relaxed in an
amused grin.

*“Hunker !” gasped DBob.

Evidently it was Mr. Hunker, the
bailiff, on whom Lord Mauleverer had
called. ) :

His lurdsh:%cnma down the path, and
rejoined the hikers. Mr. Hunker, still
with that grin on his face, closed
&uni nﬂ:erl im. _

“Now let's get goin',"
Mauleverer briskly.
get as far as Greenfield before we camp,
you know. Come on!"

The hikers walked out of Chupham.
They were still in & state of great aston-
ishment, puzzled to account for the
mysterious proceedings of Lord Maule-
verer. However, the matter was dis-
missed from mind as they rambled by
sunny roads and shady lanes, by bridle-
path and footpath, striking across
country, to arrive at Greenfield.

It was nearly noon ‘when they sighted
that village, and camped on an open
common for lunch, If Billy Bunter was
following on, they saw no g of him;
but if he came, he could not fail to spot
their camp. And if he did not come,
they were prepared to bear the loss of
his company with fortitude. A long
morning’'s march in the keen country

the

said Lord
“We've got to

air had made them hungry, and they
i:'lm'ﬂge-:i their attention to getting
unch.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Pulling Pon’s Leg !

ILLY BUNTER gave a little
B

The fat junior was seated on
a bench under the beech-tree
outside the Barley Mow in Little Pud-
dleton. It was the sound of a familiar
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voice that made him jump—the voice of
Cecil Ponsonby of the Fourth Form af
Highcliffe. ]

unter hm:lI been sitting on that
bench gaite a long time,

He had stayed in the apple-loft at
Waggs' Farm, cramming rich, ripe
apples till he could cram no more,

ien, with a rather uncomfortable
fecling under his well-filled belt, he had
rolled on to the village after the hikers.
Perhaps he hoped to find them wating
for him there. As he was more than an
hour behind them, it was not really
likely.

He sat down on the bench to rest and
consider the matter. There was an
eight-mile trek planned for that morn-
ing, and never had Billy Bunter felt
less disposed for an eight-mile trek.
How many a‘glplw he had packed away
he could hardly have counted; but the
number was large, and Bunter, like the
young lady at the tea-party, was swoll-
ing visibly.

e had to got on to Greenfield some-
how, ,or loge tha hikers. But the more
he timught of hiking it, the less he liked
the idea. How to get a lift, without

aying for it, was rather a problem.
Rnd Bunter wag still sitting under the
boech, wrestling with that problem,
when Pon & Co. came out of the inn.

Pon & Co, had not risen early, Their
wild adventures over night had rather
tired them, and they had not turned oul
till ten o'clock. After that they had
breakfasted in the Barley Mow, and it
was past eleven when they strolled out
of the inn, to smoke cigareties alter
brekker, which was one of the liitle
ways they had., They did not observe
the fat junior on the bench under the
beech-tree, for the moment, as they
gtrolled out. Ponsonby stood looking
up ond down the sunny village street.

“Those cads will be gone long ago,”
he remarked. " Not much good lookin'
for them in the barn again.”

“Catch _me lookin’ for them in the
barn again [ growled Gadsby. “I've
had enough of that.”

“And some over |” grunted Monson.

Billy Bunter blinked round him
thrnu%h his big spectacles, The three
Highelifians were standing quite near

him, but not looking in his direction.
Bunter eyed them very uneasily. There
was a very considerable probability of
a ragging, if the three caught one of
the Greyiriars fellowa on his own, Billy
Bunter rather wished that he had got
off with the hikers,

“We came jolly near snaffling that

Holiday Annuoal last night!” growled
Ponsonby. “I had that brute ghﬂl'l']l"ﬂ
Eucﬁnuk in my hands, and I should
ave

ot away with it, if you hadn't
bar acf in my way and tripped me,
Gaddy, you ass—"

“You barﬁd into me, you mean!"
grunted Gaddy. -

“Oh, rata! Anyhow, the rotter got it
back—and I know that book was in it;
I could feel it there. 1 wonder if we
could: find out which way the cads have
gone.”

“We shall have earned that #fifty

unds reward by the time we finger
1t 1" remarked Monson.

“Fifty pounds isn't picked up ewver
day,” said I"onsonby, “and I tell you
know that the clue is in that Holiday
Annual, It's not only that, either—but
I'm goin’ to beat those Greyfriars cads
to it! You can bet thﬂ;,r’ be rootin"
through the book, lookin" for the clue;
and 1f they find it they'll snoop the
reward. I'm not havin’ that, I can tell
you. We've got to geb on t'hmr track,
and try again. Ope swallow doecan't
meke o summer—we shall have better
luck next time."”
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Ponsonby was almost upon Bunter when Bob Cherry passed the
water in his hand, though he had spilled some as he ran. Now
Swoosh ! Splash !

“Couldn’t have worse!” grunted
Gaddy.

Billy Bunter grinned,
working in - his fat mind.
"1 say, &:m fellows!” he squeaked.
Pon & Co. started, and spun round,
They stared at the fat junior on the

bench, under the beech-tree.

“One of those cads!” said Monson.

“ Bunter I exclaimed Gadsby.

Pon gave a quick and rather uneasy

lance round, Elpﬂﬂtl%g' to see the other

ikers in the offing, To his relief, there
was no sign of them, He came towards
Bunter, with a gleam in his eyes. If
the fat junior was alone, Pon was the
fellow to give him what he would have
liked to give to the others, Bunter
blinked at him,

“Where are the other cads? asked
Fonsonby politely,

*“Oh, really, Pon—"

“Loft you behind, what?” asked Pon-
gonby,

He made a sign to his comrades, and
they came nearer to Bunter.

“0h, no—I stayed-behind to speak to
you chaps,” said Bunter breezily—which
was hardly in accordance with the
truth, as Bunter had not known till five

An idea was

minutes ago that Pon & Co. were in
Little Puddleton at all. “I fancy I can
hel .

“Wha-a-t1"”

“That Holiday Annual, you know,”
said Bunter. “I jolly well know wh
you're after it! J1'1'l:nt,-.rlan’n fifty . pounds

reward out for the man who finds the
stuff ! I know all about it. Well, what
sbout & fiver for me "

* A—n—fiver for you!" repeated Pon-
sonby, :ta.rm% .

“That’s not much out of fifty, if you
snoop the. fifty!” argued Bunter. %“If
you don’t, I don't get anything! If you
do, you stand me a fiver for my whack |

““ Grooooooogh 1

See? I know where to pet hold of the

Annual.”
(11 0}11!! H'B
and

ejaculated Pnnsunhg.
caught on now. ¥

He gave (Gads

Monson a quick glance.

“I don't see leaving that book lying
arnﬂndﬂm a runistﬁk, if & fellow can
make fifty pounds squinting at it1"
arﬁumi Bunter, W’int about it?"

By 1" murmured Gadsby.
"That’s all right, Pon.”

“Right as rainl” said Ponsonby.

His manner to Bunter was geniality
itself now, and certainly did not indi-
cate that, a minute ago, he had been
thinking of ra?ging the fat Owl. If
Bunter was willmg to get hold of that
Holiday Annual for him, all was plane
sailing, Obviously, Bunter ecould do it
easily enough, if he liked, as & member
of the hiking party.

“Good egg 1” said Monson.

“I say, you fellows, I don't eec any
harm in the idea !" said Bunter, blink-
inF at them, “ What do you think?"

“None at all,” said Ponsonby. “You
can bank on that fiver, Bunter, if we
snaffle the reward, of course. Where
are the cads—ahem '—I mican, wliere are
the hikers now?

“Gone on to Greenfleld,” answered
Bunter. *“They're camping there for
lunch, If you Fil:a te give me a lift in
the ear we can catch them up before
thaly move on again,”

“Done!” said Ponzonby, at once.
“We'll drop you there, and wait for you
to come along with the book, Bunter

“That's the idea,” assented Bunter,
rising from the bench,

Ponsonby. cnlled to Jervis, and the
chauffeur brought round the green
Austin, The three Higheliffians =at in
it, and room was made for the fat Owl
of tho Remove,

Pon & Co. grinned with satisfaction

e

T

fleelng fat Junlor and Interposed. Bob had a bucket of
he spilled the rest—with one fell swoop—over Ponsonby,
gurgled Ponsonby,

as the car shot away on the road to
Greenfield. With Bunter's assistance,
all the difficulties of their enterprise
faded away ; the Holiday Annual was as
good as in their hands,

Bunter also grinned with satisfaction.
He was gettmg the lift he wanted, to
Greenfield. Pon had not got the
Holidoy Annual yet! Tt was, perhaps,
doubtful whether-he would get-it. But
Bunter was getting his lift: On ‘that
point, at least, there was no doubt |

The car slowed as it drew nearer to
Greenfield, the Highcliffe fellows keep-
Illr!E a keen eye open for the Greyfriars

ikers,

“Thera Gadsby
stiddenly,

On the green common, near the
village, the camp was sighted, Bob
Cherry could be seen, carrying a bucket
of water from the village pump. Frank
Nugent and Lord Mauleverer were
coming mto camp with groceries from
the wvillage shop. Johnny Bull was
putting oil from a can into the cooking-
stove. Harry Wharton was scraping
potatoes, Hurree Singh was Bheﬁing
peas. All the hikers were happily oceu-
pied geiting lunch. The car stopped at
a littlo distance, Pon & Co, watching the
hikers curiously, They stopped behind
B clump of trées on the roadside, to
screen the car from the view of the
hikers in the eamp.

Billy Bunter rolled out of the green
Austin.

“We'll wait-here,” said Ponsonby,

“Right-ho 1" agreed Bunter,

He blinked at Pon & Co. throngh his
big spectacles. Then he blinked through
the trees at the hikers’ camp. It was
about a hundred yards away, He
seemed to hesitate,

“I—I say, you fellows——"" he began.
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“ Better t off,” said Ponsonby.
“Don't lot them know we gave you a
lift, or ‘they may smell a rat. ¥ou'll
have to be a bit careful, Bunter.”

“That's, all right,” said Bunter.
“You fellows wait thero! Of course, I

shall have to ask Bob—"

“What?” .

“It's his Annual, you know,” =aid
Bunter, blinking at Ponsonby. “I shall
have to ask him to let me have it.”

“Wha-a-a-t1" ) .

“II he agrees, all right,” said Bunter.
“If not, it's all off, of course, You
understdnd that?”

Pon & Co. gazed at Bunter, They
knew exactly how much Bob Cherry was
likely to agree to the Holidey Annual
being handed over to the enemy !

“I hope,” ®said Bunter, with dignity,
“tlhat you weren't thinking that I should
pinch the book 1 I could hardly do any-
thing of that kind, of course. I'll ask
Bob, and if he agrees——"

“ You—vou—you—" gurgled Pon-
sonby. * You—jyou've been spoofing us
tp get a lift in our car—you—you—'""

Pon grabbed at the door to reopon it.

Bunter did not wait for him to get
out.

Bunter flew.

-He whisked through the trees and
uashed away across the common towards
the camp at top speed.

“ After him !"" shricked Ponsonby.

Pon & Co. leaped from the car. They
dashed through: the trees after Bunter.
Tiieir faces were crimson with rage.

“I say, you fellows!"” yelled Bunter.
“Help! Rescue! Higheliffe cadsl I
say—rescue ! I say, you fellows!”

Bunter fairly flew as he yelled. All
the hikers stared towards him. For a
moment they did not understand the
cause of Dunter's frantic haste, Then,

1id Book
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as the three Highcliffinns came bursting
into view in fierce pursuit, they under-
stood. Instantly camping operations
were suspended, and the hikers rushed
to the rescue, .

Bunter had little chance in a foot race
with Pon & Co. Had he had to cover
the whole distance to the camp, cer-
tainly they would have overtaken him,
and he would have paid dearly for that
lift in the green Aunstin. But he did not
have to cover half the distance, Harry
Wharton & Co., running as if on the

cinder-path, met him more than
hatf-way, _
“Hold on!” gasped Gadsby. “We

don't want a scrap with that mob——"
“T jolly well don't!" panted Monson.
They halted. DBut Ponsonby, in a
vantic state of rage, rushed on. He was
almost upon” Bunter when Bob Cherry
passed the ﬂecing fat junior and inter-
posed, Bob still had the bucket of water
in his hand, though he had spilled some
asz he ran up. Now he spilled the rest—
with one fell swoop—over Ponsonby.

Swoooosh | Splash !

“ Groooooogh [ gurgled Ponsonby.,

“J sav, you fellows, keep them off !"
yelled Bunter, “I pay—"'

“Ha, ha, ha " .

Pon & Co. did not need keeping off !
Gadsby and Monson were already run-
ning back the car, Ponsonby
staggered and spluttered, drenched with
waler from head to foot.

“Haven't any more water, old bean !”
said Bob. “DBut you can have the
bucket !"’

Pon, apparently, did not want the

bucket! At all events, he did not wait
for it! Spluttering and gurgling, he
turned and ran after his comrades.

minute later the three Highcliffians were
packed in the green Aunstin and the catr
was shooting away up the road.
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Another Lift for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER was in time for
B lunch |
%%Lhaltmv_\ras al}jthatt

at being all right, every-
thing was all right !g . d

Bunter enjoyed his lunch! Life, once
more, was worth living. After lunch he
disappeared.

He was in need of a rest. He was not
) the washing-up and the
pu.okmg_—up went on,

Not till the hikers were ready to start
again did Billy Bunter appear in the
offing. Even then he was not keen on
marching. But he had to march or stay
bohind; so he made up his fat mind to
1t.rand ?al;‘chad.

. Jor half a mile Bunter hiked in
SIIPM& Then he spoke, !
‘:"I.S £8Y¥, you ftil]ows} I"f i
ave your breath for walking,
fat bean I” said Bob Cherry. Y 98

“Best walker here, and chance it!"”

said Bunter. “I

said t say, you fellows,
tain’t fair for you to carvy all the
packs I”?

R

“I'll take the tent—*

“ What "

‘:Am.i the cooking outfit, teo. The
weight's nothing to me, you know—1I'tn
not feeble, like you chaps,'

he hikers gazed at Bunter.

He blinked at them.

I”menn it,” he said. *“Hand them
ov‘e;l;}v 11 Iy h

YellL, my only hat!” gaid 11
Wharton. “Is he really idiot anoug‘it.rg
think thqt he can play the same trick
on“laahtwwaul" Wi

, really, Wharton—"

“g]n, ha, ha !* on

“Blessed if I ses anything to cackl
3; 1 lil]é hetxll;etsleeingdy%t fellows douhlag

8 that I"" sai ter.
carry the lot I” anter Tk

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the hikers,

Evidently the fat and fatuous Owl waa
scheming in_ the depths of his fat and
fatuous brain to play the same

ama
over egein, to get possession of the
baggage and disappear into some

secluded corner for a rest! But the
hikers were not likely to “fall *’ for that
again!

“We won't give you the packs to
carry, old funny bean!” chuckled Boh
Cherry. “If you're Eetting tired we'll
help you on the road. Pon seems to
have given you one lift., I'll give you
snoh]g}:(:r I"H

“Eh? How can you give me a lift?"
asked Bunter, &

“ Like thig!"

Bob's foot shot out,

“ Whoooooop 1" roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

a“ ‘Beast 1il
. Billy Bunter rolled on, without wait-
ing for another lift.

. . x « .

And on the Little Puddleton front the
tithe war was over! It was with great
astonishment that Willyum aggs
learned that somebody—unknown—had
barged into Mr. Hunker's office at
Chupham and paid the tithe. Willyum
never knew who it was. But it was a
great relief to Willyum. Nobody, now,
would *coom "’ for his “coos *; and he
was able to devote his wundivided
attention to his green peas!

THE END.

(The next yarn in this grand holiduy
geries 13 betler than ever, chums! Iz
entitled: “THE HUNTED HIKEERS!”
There’s beund to be a run on next
week's MacKer, so order your copy IN
ADVANCE!)



MORE THRILLS IN OUR

POPULAR SPORTING STORY !

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.

Simon Allison, onte part-owner of the great
Allison Motor Works, Invents a powerful
supercharger. Spurréd on by a rascal named
Valetti, Len Allison, the old man's nephew
and “hosa’'’ of the works, enlists the
servioes of a masked hunchback to steal the
plans. The raid proves fruitiess, howaver,
although old Bimon is badly battered. With
his crippled father to support, Bill Allison,
a corack left-handed howler, leaves Mike
Doyle, a mechanic, In oharge of the work-
shop, and joins the county ciub as a pro.
Bill very soon eatablishés himeelf as a
match-winner. Following anothar ©on-
sutcesaful attempt to steal the plans, Bill
and Mike visit Len's home, only 1o ses thair
enamy escape through a sscret panal in tha
wall. Later Bill brings about a victory for
Avonshire against Essex by taking
0'Connor's wicket just on the stroke of
time.

{(Now l-'l_ntl On.)

The Shadow of Fear |

ELL, that was that—the Essex

w match won, and another eight

points for Avonshire well and

truly earned. As he towelled

himnself down briskly Bill grinned

cheerfully at the memory of Jack

O'Connor's shocked expresssion when his

wicket had fallen, and made a mental

note to uee that fast ball more often in
future, It was the goods!

Yet somehow, once the first
triumph had worn off, the boy's
soon changed again.

His grin faded away by degrees, and
8 faint shadow of doubt and worry crept
back into his eyes. By the time he was
dressed and out of the County ground
his mind had switched clean away from
cricket, and was grappling with other
and less pleasant problems.

Strangely enough, however, Bill's state

low of
A mood

of anxious perplexity was not entirely,

due to his Cousin Len, or that roug

and ugly customer, Corsica Phil Valetti.
Alike Doyle’s prophecy concerning these
two beauties had scon proved to be
correct.

Len, 1t was learnt, had gone to
London on business, or, in other words,
bolted. Valetti, too, as far as Bill knew,
seemed to be lying very low after the
affair in Len's study. .l'zur the present,
at least, there was an enforced lull in
the Allison family feud, and had it not

been for the queer behaviour of Cannon-
bell Mike Doyle himself, Bill would
have been perfectly content with life.

But what sort of game his loval,
thnuﬁh secretive comrade had been cF ay-
ing during the last three days had got
the youngster guessing.

The Allison supercharger was finished
now, ready to be fitted into a car as
soon as the partners acquired one. And
now that the work was done Mike
appeared to have lost all interest.

Bince Friday night Bill had scarcely
set eyes on the dour, taciturn ex-racer
at all. DMlike left the cottage immeo-
diately after breakfast, and came back
late at night, usually too tired to talk
much even had he ]‘;a-:m willing to do
so—which he was not. And more than
once Bill noticed that his friend’s shoes
Bi!lli trousers were coated with fresh
dixt,

“The blessed oyster’s up to something
all right,” the youngster muged as he
let himself into the empty cottage that
evening, after his regular eall at the
hospital to see how his crippled father
was progressing. “But I know he won't
spill the beans till he's ready, so I
might as well stop giving myself a head-
ache about it!*

His father, Bill had just been in-
formed, was making good strides,
though the doctors held out little hopes
of SBimon Allison ever recovering com-
pletely. 8till, any improvement was
better than nothing, and in a slightly
cheerier frame of mind Bill made sure
that the precious invention was safe in
its cunning hiding-place, and then
strolled out into the garden to pull a
lettuce for supper.

It was as he settled down to a solitary
meal of cold ham and salad that the
door swung open, and in walked Mike.

“*Golly ¥

Bill stiffened at sight of his friend's
paturnine grin and the strange sup-
pressed excitement gleaming in the
deep-set eyes. SBomething had happened,
that was clear—something big enough to
have jerked Mike out of his wusual
stolid calm,

“What's the matter, Cannonball 1
queried the boy eagerly. “Aly hat, you
look as though you've been dragged
through a hedge backwards|”

ONSHIRE

By JOHN BREARLEY ‘e

Without & word, AMike crossed to the
tablee. He cut two big slices of bread
coolly relieved Bill of his well-flled
E]ata, and made himself an enormous

am_sandwich. This he wrapped in a
handkerchief and stowed the bundle in
his pocket.

Then he moved
Bgain,

ill yanked him back by the collar.

‘D’you mean you're going out sgain,
fathead 1” he demanded. “Gosh, Mike,
what ia this game, anyway? Tell a
chap, for the love of Pete [®

AMlike grinned at him mysteriously.

" I'm—er—negotiating for a car,” he
drawled, with mock dignity, and made
another move for the dg-:r?: . But there,
with his hand on the latch, he paused
again long enough to astound Bill with
another oryptic remark. “Also, I'm
watching Corsica Phil Valetti | So long,
Willyum |1 Tl ses you later |

Next moment he was gone.

If ever a man needed watching, that
man was Corsica Phil Valetti!

In his present mood, the swarthv,
tawny-eyed gangster was as dangerous
as a starving timber-wolf.

The constant succession of disastrous
failures in his fight to secare old Simon
Allison's supercharger had stretched his
nerves and temper to breaking-point.
Furthermore, his arrogant pride had
been sorely damaged, and that, to a man
like Valetti, was the last straw.

In his own picturesque lingo, he, one
of the smartest crooks who ever gradu-
ated with honours in that tough school,
the Chicago underworld, had been made
to look a “sucker.”

Weeks ago he had confidently assurel
Len Allison that the *lifting ™ of the
Allison invention would be as ecasy as
falling off a log. And now that he hail
failed to deliver the goods, young Len,
himself in & pitiful state of :}ri ht, ladl
rounded on his confederate with all the
viciousness of a weak man who fnds
himself driven into a corner,

Bince that hair-raising experience a
week ago, when they haﬁ entered Len's
study through the secret panel, only tu
find Cu.nnuniﬂll Mike Doyle and young
Bill very much in possession, the twa
conspirators had parted company.

Len had gone to London by the very
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first train next morning, ostensibly on
business, but in reality to take refuge
there until be could summon up mnerve
enough to return to Avonport. And
although Valetti had slunk back into the
town, calling his partner all the lily-
white cowards he could lay his tongue
to, he also had been careful to keep well
out of sight of Mike Doyle or Bill.

It was not, however, that he was
afraid of either of his resolute opponents
calling in the police. He knew them
better than that by now. What he was
chiefly afraid of was that his old enemy,
Mike, would take the law into his own
hands. He had a very healthy fear of
i::gia_li Imugh, grim Irishman, had Corsica

1

Thus, having moved from his comfort-
able lodgings near Len's mansion, the
badly rattled crook had taken a small
room down in the meanest quarter of
Avonport. For nearly a week he had
hidden himself there, only stirring out
late at night when the need for fresh
air drove him into the dark, narrow
streets.

On the seventh evening, however, he
could stand the strain no longer. To
one of his temperament, enforced idle-
ness was as gall and wormwood. What
he craved was action again—action of
any kind, and hang the risk!

Furiously crumplin? u[p the evening
rnptr—whmh was full of Bill Allison's
atest bowling exploits against Essex—
he begen pacing up and down the
stuffy room like some sulky animal in
its den, while bitter thonghts, seething
in his brain, found utterance 1n equally
snvage words,

“Curse Len Allison and his uncle's
darn invention! By heck, if I wasn't
Bluiin’ for mighty big stakes, I'd beat it

ack to th' States Pmntal This stunt’s
been a flop from th' start, thanks to Mr.
Dirty Doyle and that cub cricketer |
Bad luck all round | _
worse, my dee-ah pardmer ain’t got the
grit of a bunny-rabbit, either "

The memory of Len Allison's pale,
terror-stricken face, as he had seen it
last, brought an oath to his thick lips.
For a moment the Corsican’s dark face
was distorted into a devilish mask.

“You poor sap!” Contemptuously
he addressed the absent Len. ‘' By
thunder, I'll teach {'uu yet what it
means to let Phil Valetti down an’
leave him flat like you've done | Reckon
yo're out of it now, do you?! ¥Yon
reckon I'll find some way o' grabbin’
that supercharger on my own, while
you're safe in London! Tehah |”

A cloud of Turkish cigaretie-smoke
wafted across the room.

“Waal, yo're backin' a loser, Len. I
min't yora catspaw, yo're minel
Yo're goin' to help me get that old
fool's invention wet, in spite of fifty
Mike Doyles nncfe Bill Allisons. And
when I've got it, whistle for it, my
bucko! That gadget’ll bring me a
sight more dough in the States where
I'm known than it will from ]you.
Mister Boss of the busted Allison
Motor Works !"

But how to get hold of tha Aliison
invention was still the burning question.

Moreover, it was o question which had
to be mh'ed' quickly, now, or not at all,

The new firm of Allison & Doyle, he
koew, was making money, Not much, it
is true, bul:iennu;% to render their pros-
pects of being able to afford a decent
demonstration car brighter as every day
passed. And therein lay the whole
crux of Valetti's dilemma. Unless he
could make himself- master of the Alli-
son plans before the invention was

An' to make it d

safely launched upon the motor-market,

he could “ P“k up.
To and fro tramped the disgruntled
rogue, conning over plan aiter plan,
only to reject them all in weary dis-
ust. At last he halted and glowered
lackly around the shabby room, feeling
that 1f he didn’t escape from these

four dingy walls soon, he would go

crazy,

“Bahl This_darned hole stifles a
guy's brain. Wonder if I dare risk
takin’ th' car out for a s{un? Mebbe
a quick runm-around will liven up my
wits | Doggone, th' coast ought to be
clear now, after o whole week. Likely
as not, Dirty Dovle reckons I've beat it
to London with dear Leonard "

Turning off the light, Valetti opened
the window and looked out warily.
Down in the dark close street a few
children were playing noisily, and
farther up he glimpsed the vague form
of a man loafing at the mouth of one
of the numerous little alleys, But even
85 the Corsican glanced in that direc-
tion, the fellow shuffied slowly out of
sight, and & woman's shrill voice sum-
moned the children indoors, Two
minutes later, the street was deserted.

Valetti closed the window with a
bang, and then reached for a leather
coat and wide-peaked cap.

The sudden desire for a drive, for a
reckless burst along the quiet country
roads outside Avonport, got the better
of his caution. In his dar, Corsica
Phil had been a racing-driver second
only to DMike Doyle, and but for his
innate crookedness, wight have been
lasting fame on the United States
motor-tracks. Racing was in his blood.
At times, even now that every track
in the world was closed to him, the
desiro for Efﬂd" for the feel of &
steering-wheel quivering in his hands
and the sonorous roar of a powerful
engine in hia ears, acted on him like a

Tug.
"%l_nzes. I'll chance it!” Le growled,
hurrying out of the room.

That decision was one of the most
fateful he had ever made in his life !

—_——

A Blow In the Dark !
OUTEIDE in the street, the Corsi-

can paused for another quick,

scarching stare up and down,

but saw nothing to rouse his
fears again. Tugging his cap-peak
lower, and sinking his chin into the
collar of his coat, ﬁm strode off, avoid-
ing the street lamps as much as pos-
sible, but moving briskly.

By devious twists and turns, he made
his solitary way ecross Avonport to-
wards the river, looking back over his
shoulder from time to time. Uneasi-
ness still lay heavily upon him. Once
the chilly fear that he was actually
being followed gripped him suddenly,
and, whipping round, he fancied he
EAW @ hfurra shape glide into the
shadow of somo trees overhanging the
front gate of a little villa.

But though he, too, darted for cover
in a_flash, and stood rigid, with heart
beating g?inhlﬂ}u nothing more hap-
pened. o sturdy youngster or lean
muscular man, walking with s slight
limp, emerged from the dark entrance.

At last, convinced that the swaying
of the trees had deceived his eyes, ho
prowled on again.

“Nerves! Bein' cooped up in that
blame room's got me down!” lLe
grumbled.

Dy the time he reached the river bank
the burly Corsican was breathing hard
and sweating frecly.
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_ Along the towpath he went, and turn-
ing into & little lane, came at length to
the wall of Len Allison's big house.

The place, as he knew, was empty and
closed now, for the servants had been
given a holiday by their * rous "

master, Valetti made a brief halt there,
half-minded to steal into the building
through the secret passage; but then,
thinking better of it, he strode on until,
in another fifty vards, a small boathouse
loomed up beside the lane.

This also belonged to Len Allison,
but during the last six weeks the nhu:g
of the Allison worka huly
sundry alterations made there, as
Valetti’s urgent request, Now the long,
low wooden shed was used for something
else beside the storing of a pleasure

dinghy and small canoe.

Ic was, in fact, the secret garage
wherein the conspirators kept a certain
low-slung open touring-car, in which the
mysterious Joe the Hump had twice
made his escape after the unsuccessful
raids on Bill Allison's cottage at Kelsey.

Waiting for a while until he was sure
no one could be watching, Valetti pro-
duced a n:urinualpwrnugi:t key, and
opened the new double doors that faced
on to the lane. A torch flashed in his
hand, Then he Eura a grunt of relief
as he saw that the tourer was still in-
side, just as he had left it o week ago.

Since that calamitous night, the
Corsican had not dared to visit the
camouflaged garage for fear that Mike
Doyle or young Bill might be spying on
him. And even nmow, after closing the
doors noiselessly, he fashed his terch
to every part of the shed before ad-
vancing another atep.

Everything, however, seemed in order.
Nothing had been tampered with, no
outsider, as far as he could discover,
had been inside the place. Stepping
suddenly into the tonneau of the car, he
lifted the cushions of the back seat, and
shone a light into the shallow cavity
beneath, _

The sight of a little black bag hidden
ﬂﬁnm seemed to reassure him completely
then,

For the first time for several days, a
jaunty smile wreathed Valetti's hr as

e stripped off his coat end raised the
engine-bonnet. Soon he had the car
tuned to his satisfaction, filled up, and
ready for the road., The confident grin
became & chuckle as he stepped back
in the end, wiping his oily hands.

“Sure was a nifty idea o' mine to
turn this ornery shed into a garage.
No wonder th' cops combed Avenshire
for the old bus without findin' her!"
The Corsican congratulated himself.
“Waal, wo'll jest have a drive mcross
country now to blow the cobwebs away.
Mebbe it wouldn’t be a bad idea to
come back through Eeht? and risk
another look round there!

So saying, Valetti moved to the doors
again, opened them, and thrust his head
out into the silent darkness,

And that was almost the last thing
Corsica Phil Valetti remembered doing
for some considerable timo !

L L] L - #

The attack that followed was launched
with such devastating speed and
efficiency that the Corsican hadn't a
hope. He was cavght—caught flat
footed |

All he saw was s black phantom-like
figure that seemed to spring out of the
very ground. His heart gave a sudden
sickening bound: a choked, guttural
sercam forced itself from his lips as he
found himscll staring straight into a
shapeless face.
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Then a hateful, sardonic voice spoke
guictly.

“Tha-anks!” it drawled; snd with
that, two iron fists drove through the
alr.

A stmiiht left to the solar-plexus was
followed by & terrific right to the jaw.
And Valetti, too dazed to defend himself,
got the full benefit of both, There came
a dull thud, a erisp smack. Under the
double impact Corsica Phil went down
like a log, and stayed down.

Sucking his knuckles, the masked at-
tacker stepped mnomchalantly over his
prostrate form, and yanked him into the
shed again. Then swiftly, but coolly,
he went to work.

The effects of a knockout, even such
a fearful k.o, as the Corsican had
suffered, usually wear off in a few
minutes, and during that time, his van-
guisher had much to do.

First he untied the blue silk hand-
kerchief that concealed the lower half

of his face, and then, picking up the
hefty rogue as though he was a child,
dumped him into Len Allizon's old
dinghy snd piled the light canoc on top
Q. 1.

“Guess that'll be another weight on
your mind when you wake up, Phil,” he
chuckled soitly.

Bﬁ the light of the Corsican’s own
torch, he gave the powerful but non-
descript-looking tourer an expert once-
over. That clxo e, he nodded placidly
and slid behind the steering-wheel,

Next moment the purr of a self-starter
filled the shed with explosive echoes.

Loud and startling though the din
was in contrast to the former stillness,
it failed to awaken Corsica Phil. Nor
did he drift out of slumberland and open
a pair of bleary eyes again until some
time ofter the audacious raider had
made good his escape in the looted car.

Meanwhile, the “bandit ” was step-
ping hard on the gas.
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Passing Len Allison’s house at a rare
bat, he cut across the ncxt bridge that
spanned lhe river, and then, with a
foot planted firmly on the accclerator,
headed for the quiet, rugged hills
boyond Avonport.

A dozen miles the “bandit?” covered
in as many minutes, and that despite the
darkness and the winding lanes. Not
unti]l he was well into the hills did he
pull up at length beside o dense, whis-
pering coppice.

With the complacent air of 8 man
who has put & good job of work behind
him, he then unwrapped a stick of
chewing-gum, thrust it into his capacious
mouth, lcaned back, and began to chew
luxurigusly.

And suddenly he began to laugh as
well; gasping and shaking with mirth
till the tears ran down his leathery
cheeks,

(Continued on next puge.)

[ COME INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS!

Always glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line to \

the following oddress : The Editor, The ‘* Magnet ”’ Library,

The Amalgamated Press, Lid., The Fleetway House, Farringdon
A stam,

Sireet, London, E.C.4.

ensure a reply.

=]

ped, addressed envelope twill

RECEIVED a query a little while ago
from Jack Canard, of North Circular
Road, N.18. He asks me to sottle
this question for him: Which is

THE LARGEST DOG IN THE WORLD ?

Jack thinks the Great Dane earns this
digtinetion ; but, as s matter of fact, he is
wrong. The largest, strongest and tallest
dog in the world is the Tibetan mastiff.
It is very much like a sour-faced, heavy-
eared Newfoundland dog, but is much
larger in pgize. However, & Tibetan
mastiff is 8 dog which is rm-elay soen in
this country., It may interest Jack—and
others—to know that the Great Dane is
nlaso known ss the German mastiff, or
boarhound. Do you know how many
types of dogs there are? The Kennel
Club registers over 62 wvarietics, but
nctuslly there are no fewer than 185
varieties differentiated naturalists !

What is the most curious dog in the
world * Do you know ? It is the Chinese
Crested dog. It is practioslly hairless,
with a mottled, fleshy skin, and it carries
on ita forehead & crest or toplmot of long
bristly hair 1

O

—

You will be interested in this query from
Jack Baynes, of SBunderland.

WHAT IS A SHOOTING STAR?

he asks. Well, to be with, it isn’t a
star—and it doesn’t shoot ! Actually it
in a 1:gena of mwetal or stone, hurtling
through the atmorphere. Bo long as it
remains in what ilﬁmown ea the ether—
that is outside the atmogpheric belt which
'wraps round the world—Jyou cannot see it.
But it travels at such & terrific rate that
‘he moment it geta into air, a tremendous
friction is set up, and this makes the
inetal or stone white hot, When il passes
out of the atmospheric belt it cools down
again, and is once more lost to sight.

Hometimes, however, these '* ghooting
stara !* aotually hit the earth, but, luckily,
they inveriably fall in eome desclate
region. ‘The force of their impact other-
wise would create a great amount of
damage.

o

HE next gquery requires a little
I longer anawer. 8, O'L., of Exeter,
Devon, tells me

HE WANTS TO BECOME AN AUTHOR,

and asks me how to go about it. If this
reader can write the kind of stories which
Editors require, there is no reason why
he ghould not achieve his ambition, but
I warn him that it is by no means an easy
profession to embrace. He must first of
all decide exactly what kind of stories he
wishes to write, and then must study the
pericdicals or magazines which publish
that type of story. Without modelling
himegelf on other authors, he must try to
write the same rz]gx of story, and when
he is satisfied with his efforts, he should
have them typewritten—on one side of the
E?er only—and submit them to the
itors.

A stamped, addressed envelope should
be enclosed for the return of the manu-
seript in case it should prove unsuitable.
P:I.ﬂy chum muet not expect to get hia first

orts published. I kmow suthors who
wrote for years without ietting a le
story published. But if he sticks it
will learn by his failures. If he shows
good ise, an Editor is always willing
to help him, but unless his work is equally
as good aa that of existing authors, I am
afraid he will find it difficult to sell it. If

he buxuh“ The Authors and Artists’ Year'

Book,” he will get a list of Editors and the
kind of stories they require.
The same reader aglu me about

THE GRAVE OF KING ARTHUR |

Is it possible to see it at Glestonbury ?
he agks, I am afraid it is not, because
mogt of the stories told about King Arthur
and his knights of the Round Table are
mere romances, There cortainly was an
Arthur, but he was a British chieftain
who distinguished himself in the wars
with the Baxons in the latter part of the
5th century. No one knowa the truth
about his death, but it is said that he was
killed by a near kinsman,

Glastonbury is identified with “Avalon,”
where Arthur is said to have had his

W miragulously healed, but there
have been so many miytha_ and romances
interpolated into his life that none can
tell where the truth ends and the fiction
begins, It is certain, however, that o
British chieftain of that time could not
have been the centre of such a eourt of
knights as the romances describe.
OW for a few

N RAPID-FIRE REPLIES,

R.8.A., and London Chamber of Com-
merce Examinations. ' Regular Reader,”
of Preston, Lance: You will get full
peacticulars of the examinations if you
write to : Thoe SBecretary, London Chamber
of Commerce, 97, Cannon Street, London,
E.C.4, and the Examination Officer,
Royal Boeiety of Arts, 18, John Street,
Adelphi, London.

More About Bunter’s Brother Sam my
E. G, of Leeds: I will bear your request
in mind, and see what I can do in the
future.

Joining the Alr Force. * Magnetite,” of
Farnworth: You can get & booklet at
your local post office, giving partioulars
of how to join the R.A.F. OF you ean
apply to the nearest recruiting office for

't Tn-el i 11 - for
specislisty are advertised in the * Situa-
tions Vacant' cdlumn of newspapers.

Kite Dimenslons. ‘' Enquirer,’ of Cork:
You can make a box kite as emall or large
es you wish. I'm afraid I haven't space
to describe the method of making in full,
but you will doubtless be able to get a
“ How to Make " book from your public
library, which will give you full particulars.

—

And now for mext week's bumper
programime,

“THE HUNTED HIKERS ! "
By Frank Richards,

it the title of the grand long completo
holiday yarn of the chums of Greyfriars.
The title alone is sufficient to tell you
that you are in fdr a rattling fine story
thet will hold your interest to the very

end.

There'll be another ripping instalment
of our populer sporting story, * Allison
of Avonshire ! " and a full-of-fun issue of
the ' Groyfriars Herald,” while our shorter

features will appear as usual, Make sure
of next week’s MAaGrET, chum, by ordering
it in good time |

YOUR EDZTOR.

Tae MacNer LisrarY.—Nb, 1,333,
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Hiding the Loot !
H gosh—oh, my sufferin’
Sambo !"' groaned  Mike

Doyle holding his aching ribs,
“ Bedad, what a shock an’ all
for pore old Phil! Robbing the robbers
— hijacking the hijackers! Mike Doyle,
"iis a bolg bad bandit ye are, an’ no
falal error!

“[ut, glory be, didn't Phil make it
easy for me? Th' very first time he
works up nerve cnough to take & decent
walk he leads me straight to his gurago,
fills up th’ ear for me, opens th' door,
angd then sticks hiz ugly mug out into
the night for me to hit! And did I hit
it? Oh, boy!” :

Helpless with hilarity, the “hijacker ”
sugged lower on the driving-seat, squirm-
ing und struggling for breath. It was
many years since the dour Cannonball
had “last indulged in such a whole-
hearted outburst of glee. Yet there was
a cortnin grimness about his merriment,

too |

“Dedad, [ told young Bill I'd get
hini a demonstration-car free, gratis,
an’ for nothin' I” lie panted.
golly, 1'll bet I've taken a few more
serews an' bolts out o' Phil Valetti's
plaus  to-night!  Phil, me beautiful
blackguard, weo’ve tumbled your sedret
entrance and your socret garage, an
now we've pinched your getaway car
for our own work. Bo now come and
scarch for it, me laddie-buck, and I
wish vou luck when you flind it!"”

Wiping his strcaming eyes,
drove on again moro sedalely, tho_ugh
every now and again he burst into
another hit of silent laughter. There
wus no danger of pursuit; no danger,
eithor, of Corsica Phil Valeiti report-
inz the car-bandit to the poliee! ~ All
safe, the Cannonball glided into dark,
peaceful Kelsey a few minutes after
cleven o'elock.

Tustead of driving on to the cottage,
liowever, Mike took the ear round to
the rear of the Red Lion, Kelsey’s one
tiny, inn, nnd came to & halt in the
cvobbled _\'ﬂ-l’d.

Almost at once, a stout, hearty-look-
ing old man, earrying a lantern,
emorged from the back door of the
inn and stumped across to the car,
grinning sleepily.

“Ah, so theer ye be at Ilyns’, Muster
Doyle! I'd nigh give up, waatin' for
v " he weleomed Mike, in broad, Avon.
shire dialeet.  “Got tee car a' reef,
then, I see! Did 'er cost 'ec much?”

“Not much, Jem,” assurel Mike, with
a bland smile. **Not nearly as much
us | expected, anyway, In fact, T got
hwer so cheap, you might say I prae-
1ically pinched her!"”

Old Jem Willis, mine host of the Red
Lion. ehuckled knowingly.

AR, by

Mike
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praper lot o’ highway robbers, seme o
yel” he noddecf blisafully unaware of
how near the truth he was in this
instance. “We-ell, I had yon shed
cleared oot like a promised ye, so ye
can droive 'er roight in!* )

. “Fine!” Mike clapped the genial
innkeeper on the shoulder. “But now
listen, Jom! For the next few days
I don’t want anyone nosin’ around this
shed unless I'm here. Bavvy? Young
Bill and 1, we’ve—or—obtained this car
s0 that we can demonstrate old Mr.
Allison’s  invention, and—wall, you
know we've had plenty o' trouble over
that already,  And the dirty spalpeens
who crt%plcd the poor old boss are still
out for blood. See? Is there any risk
of strangers sneakin' into this yard any
time "

Jemn Willis' massive jaw hardened.

l YOU REALLY MUST read
' this week's splendid school
; story of TOM MERRY &

CO ., at Bt. Jim's, entitled:

“GUSSY’'S SACRIFICE!"
By Martin Clifford.

|

‘ Arthur Augustus D'Arcy in in the soup
properly—and it's all the fault of his

! ypung brother Wally, Gussy is sentenced
to be flogged because he won't lnl:l]z an
nchap who tipped a bucket of tar dyer
a Form-master | Gusay wouldn’t sneak in
ony case ; but as the offender in Wally, his
silence is even more understandable.
Gussy knows that his brother will be

i instantly expelled if he is found out, It.is
8 dramalic situstion, and Gussy deals with
it in his own unique way: You'll And this

| stirring yarn in the

GEM

On Sale Wedncsday. Price 2d.

“If any stranger was to sneak in yere,
th' next place he'd sneak into would be
the ’orspital I” was the ominous reply.
“Hoy, Snatcher! Snatcher, coom ye
'ere, bly1”

In answer to the summons, something
that at first glance locked rather like
a small donkey prowled noiselessly from
the Btygian blackness beside tho shed.
In actual fmct, however, the amnimal
was an  enormous croas-i:red mastiff,
with sullen, red-rimmed eyes, slavering
jaws, and hard ridges of muscle all over
its sleek body.

Mike, squinting warily at this formid-

able guavdian of the inn-yard, edged
away discrectly as half-bared fangs
glistened in the lamplight,

“Hm! nice little pet!" he

observed devly, “Just make sure he
knows that I’'m not a stranger, will you,

Ye've a Jom?'

‘bave worked up for us.

to ’em i

.motor-bandit,

“0i will thaat!” Mr. Willis chortled

fatly. “An' as it ’eppens, there'll be
someone else around ss’ll maake short
work of any nosey-parkers, Muster
Doyle. Mo son, Jack—'ee coma back
from Bristol this arterncon—out o’ work
ag’in, pore lad. Reckon now T'll beo
findin’ him some jobs about tho plaace,
like, so ’e’ll be poiterin’ round th’ yaard
most of th’ time—see? An’ he wunt
staand no naansence, neither "
. “Ah!” Mike's oyes guickened with
interest: He had seen *““me =on Jack,”
who was a young fourteen-stone giant,
with a pair of fists that looked capable
of punching a hole through atmour-
plate. "Mgn.yba I could give your
yaungstcr a job up at the cottage, soma
time,” continued the Irishman. A
hefty gosoon like him’d be handy to
keep an cye on th' place when young
Bill ‘and I are away!"

‘Having driven the car into the empty
shed and locked up, Mike wrung Jem
Willis’ hand gratefully.

Vork-
‘An’

. “I'll be down here to-morrow,

ing all day,’”” he announoced.
meanwhils, ~ Jem, ‘tis mesclf that'd
mighty obliged to you for your kind:
ness.”

“'Tis nothin' I". chuckled Jem, lead-
inﬁc the way out of the yard. “Plenty
folks’d do more'n that for young Bill
or Muster Simon, lot alone yourself.
Ye'ro welcome, Muster Doylel Yere
car’ll be saafe enough there. G’-night!”

Whistling contentedly  between his
teoth, Mike sauntered up the road to
the cottage, thinking pleasant thoughts.

“Well, and that's that!” he mused.
““We'vo got a car at last, and to-morrow

I'll adjust the supcrcharger. An’ we've
protty nigh solved all the little
 mysteries Phil and that Len Allison pup

They can't got
at the car while that man-eatin’ hound’s
about, even if they find where I've
parked it; and if they come searchin”
the cottage ‘me son Jack' can attend
wo're not there. The only
danger now is that hump-backed swab,
Joo the Hump!” Mike’s nobby fiste
clenched at the memory. “Maybe we'll
golve that mystery, too, before long!"
he snorted.

Quietly he entered the cottage garden
and stood for o moment fooking up-at
Bill’'s window with & quaint little grin.

“You'ro a good scout, Bill. You an’
yore old man deserve all th’ luck,” he
murmured, and suddenly chuckled.
“Well, if I don't give you a pleasant
surprise  to-morrow mnight,  bodad,
Corsica Phil can use me as a doormat !”

Tired, but triumphant, Mike, tha
stole into the little
dwelling,

{Look out for tmere startling dcvelop-

ments in newt week's chupters of this
thrilling sporting story, chumsl)
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If &o,

Camp and well
and cigarette ends.

CAN YOU SWIM THE CHANNEL?

lease swim across with A lenner ancd
mw..mwn_.mmn_ man from serious trouble

M_.._..”.m nﬂu:. ayment of hotel bill i—L,
CHURCHILL (8hell), Hotel D'Idlem, Dieppe.
LAND TO LET

Recently occupied by Highelifie Holiday

_m.__&mumm with broken bottlea
Fine grazing ground for
ostriches.—Write “ OPTIMISTIU OWNER,"
Box No. 58, GREYFRIARS HERALD.
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“SWAP" BARGAIN

Complete Camping Ontfit going dict cheap, TVill
exehange lor retirn ticket to Macgatle, free hoard-
rivldence for a week, bottls of lightning cold enre,
nd fen ting of moaquito-bite olntment—Write
“HAD SOME," Courtiield Cooneil Scehool.

CAN ANYONE LEND US—

A roally heavy hob-nalled boot ¢ We want to
Lielp Coker, who's complaining that he hasn't got
4 real " kick "™ ont of life for months |—Write
POITER and GREENE, Box, No. 47, GHEY-
FILIARS HERALD.

=

YWhat gilly aes gaid that Coker

couldn't do surf-riding ! Who-
ever it was can jolly well eat his
own words to-day. Coker is
now the uncrowned king of the
surf-riders at Sandown, 1. of W,,
and showmen all over the country
are clamouring for his services,
And no wonder! For Coker,
with one of his well-known strokes
of genius, has become the HAret
man on earth to turn surf-riding
into surf-flying |

Potter and Greone, in their
ignorance, imagined that their
leader was going to meke o
hash of it. When Coker hired a
speedboat and announced his
intention of going surf-riding they
locked quite alarmed.

“*HHave you ever practisad
surf.riding bafore 1 "' Potter asked,

“ No," Coker admitted, '* But,
of course, that doesn't maiter
where & chep like myseli’s
concerned.”

Potter and Greens could only
_Hﬂ.mn_v- i ﬁ:.. 1 ]

“* It's all A matter of balance,"
Coker explained. ' Balance and
ppead, happen to possess a
natural sense of balance, and the
epeed will depend on the fellow
who'e steering the speedboat.”

Potter and Greene gasped
“Oh!" again,

"I muat see him beforehand
and tell him to let her really out.
A mere forty miles an hour's no

._J...H..._.__l e
LS

RPRISING
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Coker Confounds
Critics

good to me,"” said Coker. * Of
course I suppose I can't expect
much more than sixty 35
“Bixty 1" murmured Potter
and (reene fpintly. ** Ye goda "

“But that'll do to go on
with,” said Coker. "' If she does
pixty I'll give you a display of
purf-riding such as you've never
sean before !

And Coker kept his word,
Neither Potter and (Jreena nor
anyone elee had ever seen any-
thing likke the display that Coker
gave that afternoon |

The specdboat didn't actually
touch sixty—nor Gfty, nor forty,
if it comes to that |—but it was
quite fast enough to give Coler
hie chance. The hero of the
Fifth at Greyfriara grasped the
“ reing,” emiled confidently at
the spectators who had assembled,
and told the man at the wheel to
*lot it rip.'

An stant later, with a sud-
denness that almost wrenched
Coker's arms out of their sockets,
the spoedboat started off. With-

in fiva seconds the speedboat
was roaring through the water
at top speed—and Cokor was
flying behind her 1

Yes, denr reader, we mean
" flying " literally. Coker's sense
of ance was so perfect that
he didn't stand on the float liks
normal surf-ridera—he just flow
through the air like &8 human sen-
gull, only atriking the surface of
the water with w:_ anatomy at
irregular intervala when he needed
a fillip to send him bounding
into the air again |
We ecan honestly say it was
one of the most remarkable
displaya of surf-riding ever wit-
nessed, and Coker has achieved
nation.-wide fame through it.
SBevoral people were waiting on
the beach for him when he
returned, with contracts all ready
to sign.

But Coker made no reply to
their tempting offers,

As a matter of fact, he couldn't.
It waa two hours before he wna
able to speak—and two days
before he properly recovered hia
breath.

Potter and Greene were awfully
pleased about it |

NOT A MIRACLE!

The general scepticism which
greeted the story of a young negro
turning white while bathing at
Margate will quickly wvanish at
the subseguent announcemont

that the “ negro ™ in question was
Dicky Nugent of the Second.

WUN LUNG ON HOLIDAY

" Curious " writes to ask : " What does a heathen like Wun Lung
do with himself during the summer vao I

Ah, " Curious,"” you may well ask |

Doea he slink, with saft, stealthy tread, into & whirlpool of villasinous
dens of exotic amusement in Limehouse ?

Does ha haunt some sinister old house where every panel opens
into n socrot passage and unearthly cries make the night hideous 1

Does he, in some foul underground cellar,
rites of enstern magie to the barbaric musie of eym
Waell, to bo quite frank, he doesn't.

ractise mysterious
lg and tom-toma ?
What he usually does, ns a

matter of fact, ia Lo go to Brighton and stay at a hearding-house
just off the front called " Homeleigh ™' or ™ beaview ™ |

OBVIOUS
the ot

eatch the
Hake's Lland reply.

H.Eﬂﬁ..:m in unexpeetedly on Dick Rake
er day, we were surprised to find hun
acrubbing away at a massive Fronch gramnar,
* What ever are you doing ! ™ wo pasped.
“ Just polishing up my Frenelh before 1
Continental Boat Train |

WwWan

DISCLAIMER

This notice I8 inserted to give official
rumour that Bolsover wus
recent]y beaten on points by Kid Smasham.
The [act i3 that Bolsover got far moro

denial to the

* marks ' than his opponent.

(Signed) LLOLBOVER'S SECONDS.

to Qrayiriars,

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Tom Redwing olten goes down to
Pege-by-the-Sea on a halt-holi-
day lor a chel with some ol the
old salts among whom he used
to live before he won & scholarahip

BULSTRODE JOINS

LEGION

FOREIGN

What Happened After

The startling wDews
whioh reached us yester-
to the effect that
Bulstrode of the Remove
had joined the ¥French

Foreign Legion turns out

to be not an.m_ﬁ g0 alarm-
ing in the lhight of further
ndvices wa bhave gines
recaived.

It appears thst Bul.

strode hod gone to France
on a “long day" 51_".
and, feeling like a stroll,
had wanlked along the
sands out of the town.

After walking a couple
of miles he came across a
scens that stirred within
him & latent desaire for
adventure—a scene that
reminded bhim of romantio
novels he had read and
romantio * talkiea " he
had seen of the b
deserts of Algeria.
scene that brought these
matters to his mind wpé |
a parade of a company of
the Foreign Legion |

There they all wers,
just aa he had seon them
on the pietures—the dark,
swarthy Legionnaires, the
villainpus sergoants and
the  aristooratio-looking
officersa! DBulastrode
rubbed hia eyea. It was
just like & dream oome
trus |

Looking around him,
Bulstrode saw a big temt,
at the entrance to whinh
a large crowd of civiliana
struggled to get in, Thore
wos s notice posted up
outside in French, the
meaning of which DBul-
atrode didn't fathom ; but
it was obvious at a glance

what waa “on.'" The

i ons o
on o banann akin ]

Dick Raks ia A keen amatenr
photographer, His prize snapshot
Billy Buntar tor a
eatherine wheel—alter (reading

Popular George Wingats In thy ﬂ
champion swimmer of Greyiriors

At o Courtfeld Swimming Gals mears
be won a silver cup for lilesaving. mgarding his dropped ** aitghes '
it often rewarded with a punch

oivilinay were oll trying
to joinahe Legion !

With eyesa gleaming,
Bulskeeds joined m_ua seeth-
ing mib. The call to
advesitre was too inasist-
ent: te ba ignored| He
would jsn the ranlkes—see
the I_Eﬁ_lﬂ.nﬂwm E._Em_.w
sargeanys 'neath torri
sun ef lforthern Africa |

Btasnply enough, they
nnﬁ_H"__nn i:..m.:__. Ak

ing m engla guestion.
Bulalwk was given a
unifomiand sent to an-
othes b to chanpe.
Shorily* afterwards lo

full-blown
privats i the Logion !
Life Iy the Legion was
rather _._M_H....Fn to Bul-
strode. He had expected
‘to bekioked unoonscious

emerge—i

s brtal ssrgeant in
firt five minutes.

tho

But thi mrgeants seemed
to be or the best of terms
with tht privates ; ono of
them Jﬁ& Bulstrode lor

{ have the pleasure or other-

a light for his ocigarette
and patted him on the
back quite affectionately
when he got it |

It wasn't till & gang of
perspiring men in shirt
sleoves started pushing
:_wm. some huge cameras
that Bulstrode began to
suspect that he might not
have joined the real Legion
alter all. When that m”.._u.
pened & sort of suspicion
did enter his head, and
when p fat ymen wearing
a big Panama started yell-
ing through a megaphone
the suspicion became
atrongsr.

Suapicion eventually be-
came & cerkainty,

1t wasn't the French
Foreign Legion| Xt was
a film company doing a
Frenoh TForeign Legion
film—and Bulstrode hi
merely besn taken on for
the day as an ' extra ' |

When he came to think
it over, Bulstrode felt
rather relieved—and it
wag rather nice, after he
had changed boack into
‘" givvies,” to receive 70
francsa for a decidedly
intereating day’s work and
still be in time to catch

hia boat.
d0 there’'s no need for
alarm, chaps. Bulstrode

will return as usual next
term—and possibly wa'll

wise of seeing him in the
uniform of the Foreign
Legion—on the soreen at
the Courtfield Cinoma |

There's not likely to be
gny incresse in the price

solemn and well-considerad summar
Dabney’s character.
ia right out of m

gerious for long if m
posaibly be serioua about Dabney for

of admigsion even if wo
do.

happena to be the
Templa talks ths " tripe " |

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of
William Walter Dabney

By Tomlinson Minor (Fotrth)

Ploase don’t expect me to give a
of

That eort of thing
line. I couldn't be
tried, and I couldn’t

length of time !

Al
m.pwnmw ia one of those people who
bask in the sunshiune of another man's

personality. Just as you associnte
tri with onions, so you associate
Dabney with Temple—only Dabne

" onjon,"! while

It seemsa to be Dabnoy’s mission in

tife to bleat ** Oh, rather!" now and
again, while Temple is doing a bit of
ohin-wagging., This seema o tame and
inglorious sort of mission to me; but
that I'm not neceasarily right is proved
by the fact thet Dabney scems as happy
as o sandboy at it |

Poor old Debl| He'as fated 1o be

thought of merely as Temple's lieutenant.
He reminds me of Mary’s little lamb.

Temple had a little lamb

Whose sntics caused much laughter,
For everywhere that Temple went
That lamb would follow after!

But I mustn't be too hard on Dab.

He never.did me a harm ; he's a good
citizen ; he wields a respectable bat at
cricket and puts up a good show at
footer.
he must be a pretty decent chap !

In foet, taking bim all round,

The trouble ia that he simply doesn’t

bother to reveal himself ns & separate
individual ;
the reflection of his leader.
he doesn't give a man the chance to
tell what sort of fellow he really ia1

he'd rather go on being
B0 really

(Next weelk Dabney wmay give

Tomlinson a Roland for his Oliver.
Watch out jor his oriicle, and see!

Snoop’s Generosity

Bnoop surprised us,
prior to breaking up for
the hols, by drawing
Closling on one side with
the remorlk that he had
something to give him.

Bnoop emiled when
wo asked him what waa
the hig idea, .

“ I thought, aa it was
tha end of the term,
that it was up to me

“ Thankee  kindly, [to give him a tip,’ he
ey, @ oo | I ol
_h s not going to deny that

,.mq.“__ need to thank |;ha gid proverb 1an't A
me,” ~ Snoop  meidi |iolly good tip to any

Quite a pleasure. intelligent man 1"

Then, in extremely| Well, we're not pre-

impreasive tones,he paid : | pared to deny it our-

‘“ A glitch in time paves | selves, But we iremble
nine!" and walked |to think what Goslin

away, leaving Gosling | would say if you aske

gazing nfter him in|his opinion om the
petrified rage, matter |

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY
WISDOM

Bammy Bunter has elways mayntayncd that he'a
unselfish and honnest ; but when I locked him
in an old oak chest at home till he told the truth,
he immaojately admitted that he was greedy and
dishonnest.

This only goes lo prave the iruth of the old
saying : " There's many a true word spoken in
chest "' |

'Lonzy’s
Little
Letters

Dear Editor,—Though, I bave the certitude, aa
unpretentions a juvenile nnd es enthusiastic a

protogoniat of humility as ever became a oon.
stituent element of the scholastie edifice to which
wo scknowledge allegiance, I havo always harboured
literary aspirationa and bethought myself that I
posscesed certain definite qualificationa favourable
and iniorential to the puccessful construction of
imaginative narratives. It is all the more sur-

KEd.)

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

priming, therefore, dear Editor, to apprehend lhat
such examples of my suthorship as I have
transmittod to you for journalistic publiea-
tion, which, I might asseverate, comprise

it Jimmy Vivian,
from

hiz sge, la & hard bitter,
Bkinner

A h.____.

pn the noge |

the dusky mnabob,

Bolsover major

swollen noses 8l round |

tragedies and comodies of the nnimal and
vegutable world, of immensurable dramatio
significance, have invariably suffered the
humiliation of editorial rejection. Is this
logically explicalle 1
Yours in disapprobation,
Aroxzo Topp,
(Briefly, 'Lonzy means, why don't we print

tho stories he sends us ! Reader, if you
gaw this week's specimen—it rons to 40

thongh small Hurrea Eﬂn.F s & trocalent ; “ Tho Life and
and is a skilled cliess player, and can follow, whioh Skinner & Co. ghapiers «nd beass ﬁﬁmhﬁ_w_m Aoy

& Co. outwit aoy le"w in ths Remove, forgot when they tried to fesca a'd understand—and pity us! We get

with tha pos:ible exception of him at cards, Bolsover ram amok ¢°°' ralanc- pity i L

Mark Linley. —and dealt Skimner & Co, headache reading 'Lonzy's letters, let alone bia

stories —En,)



