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A MAGNIFICENT STORY OF

SCHOOLBOY HOLIDAY ADVENTURE—

BY

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Catching Tartars !

w? LD on!”

O The Greyfriars hikers held
on, That sudden, hogrse
hail from the shadows rather

startled them.

Exactly where they were, Harry

& Co. did not know, except
that it was somewhere in Wiltshire.

They had had a long hike that after-
noon, and ail the party, except Billy
Bunter, had agreed to keep on till they
“hit * the Thames.

Fellows whe did not live in that part
of the country seldom had a chance of
sccing the liftle stream which was the
gource of the mighty river that rolled
under London Bridge. They were quite
keen to see Father Thames in his baby-
hood, so to speak.

The weather was fine;
sunset was followed by a fine starry
evening. But after dark the way be-
came a little doubtful. They had to
head north to ‘‘hit ” the Thames some-
where near Cricklade. They hoped they
were now heading north. But a possi-
bility existed that they were heading
east or west, or even south. One
country lane seemed very much alike
another, and signposts were few. Short
cuts by footpaths across meadows, in-
stend of simplifying the matter, rather
added to the difficulties,

8till, hiking was hiking, wherever it
led, and the chums of the Greyfriars
Remove hiked on cheerily. Billy
Bunter, as usual, grunted and groused
in tho rear. DBunter did not specially
want to see the Thames, He would not
willingly have walked & quarter of &
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a glorious hed

mile to see the Ganges or the Orinoco.
What Bunter wanted was & rest, and a
supper. [Every few minutes Bunter
suggested camping. had started
his suigestmna a quarfer of an hour
after the afternoon’s march had started.
The other hikers turned a deaf ear—
or, to be more exact, six pairs of deaf
ears.

But they halted as a hoarse voice came
from the shadows of the tall hedge be-
side the lane and requested them to
“lold on!*

Billy Bunter sat down at once, Bunter
was good at sitting down. If a hike
could have been done sitting down,
Bunter would have been an enthusiastio

hiker. Lord Mauleverer followed his
example. Mauly was alweys ready for
a rest. But the Famous Five of the

Remove stood and looked at the figure
that emerged from the shadows of the
ge.

It was deeply dusky in that Wiltshire
lane, overhung by trees, in spite of the
brigiﬂ: stars. But they made out a
powerfully built man, with & thick, bull
neck, swathed in a red-spoited muffler
that could have been seen on the darkest
night. Under one brawny arm he had
a%u e stick, with a big knob at the
end. His stubbly face was in need of a
shave, and still more in need of a wash,
His best friend would not have called
him & handsome man. He stood in the
path of the schoolboy hikers, eand
scanned them with twe Iittle piggy eyes,
sharply. Harry Wherton & (go {md
happened on a good many tramps dur-
ing that summer hike, and tkey realised
now that they had happened on the most
unpleasant-leoking one of the Iat.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!* said Bob

FRANK RICHARDS.

Chen;y cheerily, “ Want anything, old
m-”

“You've got it, sir!” said the red-
spatted ‘man.

“Well, what do you want?” asked
Harry.

ThAi. biﬁ' tramp grinned.

‘ Anything you might ’appen to ’ave
about you,” he ansshwereg.p And he
sllgped the big, knobby stick down into
a horny hand in a very significant way.

“Yes, you lock that sort,”” said Bob
Cherry, with a nod. “I guessed that
one the moment I saw you,”

“The guessfulness was terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh; a
remark that made the footpad start and
blink at the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Will you have it new,” inquired
Johnny Bull, “or when you can get it "

“T'll ’ave it now, and I'll ‘ave it
sharp !” said the big man. “You come
along and wake up a bloke when he's
jest settled down for the night. I never
was 8 violent man—not me!—but I
don't mind telling you that I'll erack
your 'eads all round if you don't 'and
it over !”

“1 say, you fellows—"
Billy Bunter, in great alarm.
_ The Owl of the Remove scrambled up
in haste ready to retreat. Lord Maule-
verer picked himself up in a more
leisurely way, roady to join in the scrap.
Although the hulking tramp did not sus-

ect it, he was booked for the scrap of

ie life before he succeeded in robbing
the Greyfriars hikers.

“You're all right, Bunter,” said Bob
Cherry reassuringly, “If our heads
are going to be cracked, it won't be a
new experience for you. Yours has
been cracked for a long time.”

squeaked
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“0h, really, Cherry—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'Jking, I s'pose?” eaid the red-
spotted man, staring at the juniors.

“Just that,” said Frank Nugent.
“You're right—or nearly right. We
call it hiking ourselves.”

“Well, down with them paeks,” said
the red-spotted man—"and sharp! T'll
laok through 'em! And turn out vour
pockets! You look as if you'd got some
spondulies.”

“I'll tell you what,” said Bob Cherry
genially, “If you ecan put us on the
right road for Cricklade, we'll stand
you a shilling.”

. “You keep on, and take a dozen turn-
ings, some right and some left, and I

dessay vou'll get to Cricklade about
morning,” answered the big man.
“And don't worry about the shillin’. I

fancy this 'ere job is going to be worth
more than that.” .

He _camﬁ_a ll)l_ttle cénselr to the hikers,
gripping his big cu "

‘P]gm\:n with thoﬁ packs!” he
snapped.

The big tramp towered over the
schoolboys, sturdy as they all were,
And the knobby stick looked dangerous.
And there was no doubt that the red-
spotted man was going to use if, if he
met with resistance, But the Greyfriars
hikers were tougher propositions than
ke fancied.

Rob Cherry unzlung his rucsack.

. There were plenty of things_packed
in the ruesack, ineluding & Holiday
Annual, which was rather a solid article
in itself. Unslinging it, Bob held it by
the straps.

“Look here!"” roared Johnny Bull.
“Are you taking orders from that
frowsy waster?”

“Must give the man what he's asked
for, old bean,” angswered Bob mildly.

“That's sense, that is,” said the big
man. “If I 'ave to land you one with
this here stick, rxou'll know it! Blow
me pink !”

“Tll jolly well—* began Johnuy
Bull wrathiully.

“That's enough from you,” said the
red-gepotted man trucnlently, “Any
more from you, and you %_et a wallop—
see! I'm going to—— Whoooop!”

He broke off with a Lowl as Bob
Cherry’s well-laden rucsack  whirled
through the air, end caught him on the
side of his bull neck.

The tramp did not secem to have ex-
pected that. As iz so often the case, it
was the unexpected that happened.

Ho staggered over. He would have
recovered his balance in & moment, and
then, no doubt, the big stick would have
got to work. But he was not granted
the necessary moment,
ton's clenched fist landed on his umn-
shaven chin, and he sat down in the
lane, Frank Nugent and Lord Maule-
verer grasped him, and rolled him on
his back. Johnny Bull jumped on him
immediately, landing on his chest, and
there was a gasp %rom him like the
air escaping from a punctured tyre.
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grabbed his
stick from his Land, and fAung it over
the tree-tops.

The next moment the red-spotted man
was  struggling  fercely. But he
struggled in the grasp of esix pairs of
sirong hands, and they were much too
much for him. Tor several hectic
minutes the big tramp heaved under the
hikers like an earthquake. Then, with
his arms and legs firmly held, hLis
tousled hair was grasped by Bob, who
proceeded to bang his head on Wilt-
ghire.

Evidently the tramp found Wiltshire
bard. Fearful yells and roars came

Harry Whar- g1

from him as his head smote again and
again on that celebrated county.
“Ow! Ooogh! Chuck it! Blow me
ink! Woo-hooh! I give in! Let a
loke Oh, my ‘ead! Oh,
jiminy |

alone!

Ow 7

——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Man Down !

“ SAY, you fellows!” It was a yell

I from Billy Bunter, “I say—

Yarooh! Help!”

The fat Owl of the Remove
was out of sight, and out of mind, till
his frantic yell reminded the hikers of
his existence.

While six hikers were handling the
red-spotted man, Billy Bunter had
backed away in the darkness. Bunter
disliked tramps at close quarters. Hea
disliked the idea of that big stick land-
ing on his fat person, or his fat head.
Leaving the other fellows to deal with
the riffian, Bunter backed away, and,
unfortunately, backed over the edge of
tho ditch at the side of the dim and
dusky lane. Quite unintentionally
Bunter sat down in the ditch.

Luckily it was a dry ditch. But
though there was no water in it, there
were weeds and nettles—especially
nettles, And thistles1 DBilly Bunter sat
on a bunch of thistles, and sprawled
over in the stinging-netties! And then

Harry Wharton & Co. are on
“tramp ’— and everywhere
they go, mysterious tramps
follow them ! You will diseover
why when you read this lively
tip-top story of the Greyfiriars
chums on a hiking holiday !

the voice of Bunter, like that of the
turtle of old, was heard in the land, and
heard on its top note.

It passed unheeded by the Famous
Tive and Mauly. They had their hands
full for gome minutes with the tramp,
And when the red-spotted man ceascd at
last to resist, and gasped and gurgled
instead, they still held him fast. They
had him down, and he was so big and
so very brawny, and so very savage,
that they were rather dubious about let.
ting him get up again.

“1 say, you fellows," velled Bunter,
“I've fallen in the ditch!”

“Got him 1" said Bob (‘-heut'ly.

“Got the rotter!” panted Johnny

1t

“The gotfulness is terrific.”

“Y say, you fellows, come and hel
me out |’ shrieked Bunter. “I say,
tell you I'm in the ditch!”

“That's all right,"” called back Bob.
“Nobody else wants the ditch, Bunter,
You can have it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast ! yelled Bunter.

“Hold this brute 1" said Harry Whar-
ton breathlessly, “I've barked my
knuckles on his beastly chin! Bang Lis
Licad again if he wriggles.”

“You bet |"” grinned Bob.

“Let a bloke gerrup!” yelled the
tramp. “T'll smash-yer! T'Il out yer!
You mark my words—"

“T'll mark yeur napper instead!”
said Bob, and taking the tramp by his
tousled mop agein, he banged Wilt-
shire.

' Yooo-hooo-hoooop !

“That enough?” asked Bob genially.

“Qocogh | Fﬁlg ‘ead | ¥ou wait till

I get loose 1" panted the ruffian. “You
can't "old me ‘ere all night, and as soon
as I get loose, look out to 'ave your
teeth knocked out!”

“Nice man|” murmured Lord Maule-

VEerer,

“I say, you fellows!” Yell from
Bunter, as he struggled in the ditch.
It was only four or five feet deep, but
that was more than enough for Bunter.
“Come snd help me out1”

“We're looking after our friend
here,” answered Lord Maulevorer.
“You might keep quiet, Bunter, old
bean | ’ﬁ]is fellow is makin' row
enough,”

“Beast " B

Bunter was heard rolling and scram-
bling. There was a sound of a bump.
Apparently he had tumbled back into
the ditch afier trying to clamber out.
A fiendish yell announced more nettles.

“Now,” said Bob, “what are we

oing to do with this beauty? He says
ie’s going to do a lot of dentist work if
we let him get up. I don't know what
vou fellows think, but I'd rather leave
my teeth where they are.”

‘S8ame here!” chuckled Nugent.
"Bnn[.; his head till he promises to be
good 1

Bang!

“Yaroogop 1"

“Will you be good now,
Willy 1" asked Bob.

“You wait till I gerrup! You jest
wait!” velled the tramp, *‘Oh, won't I
black your eyes! Won't I smash your
smellers! Won’t I knock your teeth
through the back of your 'eads! Blow
me pink " -

“That doesn't sound like promising
to be good!” said Bob. “I'm not sure
he'd keep & promise, either! I've got a
sort of impression that he’s a rather
unserupulous sort of chap.”

“Ha, ha, ha !’

“I say, you fellows, I'm stung !"” cama
Bunter's vell from the darkness, *“I
gay, this cfitch is full of nettles |”

““You can have them all, old fot bean.
Now, look here, you men,” said Bob.
“We can't sit on this gentleman all
night, as he has pointed out. I'm ready
for a rest, but I don't want to camp on
a dirty waistcoat. But we can't let
him extract our teeth, as he has under-
taken to do—mnot to mention our eyes
and mnoses, that he seems rather keen
onl I think we'd better tie his fins.”

“Good egg! Here's a rag that will
do,”" said Frank Nugent, jerking off
the crimson-spotted neckcloth,

“Jolly good idea!l” said Lord Maule-

Weary

verer, ¢ Put his paws behind him, and
tie him up.”
“You let a_man gol” roared the

tramp, struggling again. “I tell yor,
I'll smash you all up into little bits the
minute I get on my feet.”

“What an inducement to let him

Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

The hikers did not let him go‘ They
rolled him over, pinning him down, and
dragged his hands forcibly behind him.
The red-spotted muffler was wound
round his brawny wrists and knotted.
and knotted, and knotted, till it seemed
nearly all knots. By the time the knot-
ting was finished, it wes certain that
the ruffian would never be able to get
his hands loose without assistance.
Having thus prevented him from doing
any further damage, the hikers left him
gasping in the road and turned their
attention at last to William George
Bunter. Bunter’s voice had formed an
incessant accompaniment to the pro-
ceedings; like the unending melody of
Wagnerian music, though perhaps nos
quite 50 melodions.

Wharton flashed on an electrie toreh,

TH: Macyer Lisnary.—No. 1,334,




4

and the fat Owl was revealed, strug-
ling in the thick herbage in the ditch.

e was dusty, he was stung, and he
was breathless, and he was boiling with
wrath and indignation.

“Beasts |” he roared. “Can’t you
help a fellow out? Catch me coming
hiking with you again| Beasts|”

“Berve you joll} well right, you fat
funk 1’ growled Jobnny Bull. *“You
were bac%;ing out of the scrap instead
of lending a hand with that hulking
brute 1”

“ Beast !" .

“Well, out you comel!" said Bob
Cherry, reeching down. “Put your
silly head this way, and give me hold
of Jour ear—"

“Leave my ear alone roared
“You silly idiot—"

b, e I

rry chuckled, and grasped an
extended fat hand and dragged. Billy
Bunter came rolling out of the ditch at
last and colla in_the lane, gurgling.

“ Hallo, out !” exclaimed Whar-
ton, flashing the light round.

The tramp had struggled fo his feet.
He could not use his hands, but it
seemed

to have occurred to him to use
his feet. He tramped across to the
group of j’lin{.::n by the gittch, his littlg
i eyes ming with foerocity, an
ﬂe“‘f.. hnsing out with a large and

heavy foot when Wharton s him,
The juniors dodged the kick promptly,
snd Bob Cherry grabbed the extended

leg, catching hold of a tattered trouser
“Got him 17 he remarked.

s, hal

“Blow me pink!" gasped the

red-spotted man, hopping wi.Fd]y on ¢ne

leq. “Leggo! Tm going over—"
*You are!” agreed Bob, giving the

uplifted leg & jerk. The went

over ]m.nd.‘ung into the ditch vacated
Bunter, A fearful yell amnounced

he, like Bun?er. had found

es there
“That's that1” said Bob. “We may
as well be getting on. You can have
the ditch to yqurs_el.f; Weary Willy;
Bunter’s done with it 1"

A stream of lurid remarks answered
from the ditch. With his hands tied
behind him, the tramp found it harder
to seramble out unter had done.

“Come on,” said Harry Wharton.
“Come on, Bunier [

“Beast | I can’t move!” howled Bun-
ter. “I've broken my leg falling into
that ditch 1”

“Good-bye, then, Hee you mext term
at Greyfriars.”

“1 say, you fellows—"
“Bure ' you can't walk, Bunter!”
asked Bob.

“Owl Yes!"
“Then 1 hope you made your will
before you left Bunter Court ! If you'ra

still there when that tramp gets out of
the ditch, I don't think he'll leave a lot

of you. Come on, you men!”

‘ﬂ:a hikers mmﬂed on.

There was a patter of feet behind
:.Il:em. T?'fl I:;re 1de;°?lf t::'tmmim'mz on

8 B 1 @ enra amp got out
of t&m ditch was enough for Bunter.
He found that he could not only walk,

after all, but run! And for s consider-
able distance after that Billy Bunter
did not lag behind.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

The Wrong Way !
I ALLO, hallo, hallo! That's
H . ”
ess

Headlights gleaming
through the deepening gloom of night
Tee Micxer Lmmeany.—No, 1,334,

flashed suddenly on the eyes of the tired
hikers, For a long time they had seen
nobody but the man they had left be-
hind in the ditch. They were quite
glad to see & car, and to get a chance
of asking their way. Not only Bunter
was tired by this time, but all the
party, and they were thinking of giving

up the Thames for that night and camp-
ing. After sll, as Bob Cherry re-
marked, the Thames would still be

there on the morrow. Btill, it was quite
possible that they were within an easy
march of Crickiade; and they hailed
the car as it came, to get information.

“Hold on I” bawled Bob Cherry.

The group of dusty hikers stood full
in view, in the glare of the headlights
as the car came on Behind the glaring
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turned to the left, as instructed, and
hiked on, hoping and expecting every
moment to see the lights of Cricklade.

But no lights broke the gloom of the
summer night. The lane they were
following narrowed, and dwindled, and
ended at last in a gateway, with a
rough track continuing it beyond over
what looked like pasture land.

“We've been a good bit more then
twenty minutes,” remarked Nugent,
“and—this doesn't look like the way
to a town.”

“May be on the other side of that
ﬁe‘I'dYI" said Bob,

It

es, if—
“If whati”
“If Pon wasn’t pulling our leg 1" said
Nugent.““l‘m beginning to think that

lights, however, the car and its occu- was |

punta were almost unseen. They had a | Oh, my hat 1”

dim glimpse of a chauffeur driving, and _“I say, you fellows, I'm almost
three hats in the car behind him. The droppin, .

horn honked loudly; but as the car drew
noarer it slowed, and they heard an
exclamation in a familiar voice:

“That crew |” .

It was the voice of Cecil Ponsonby of
the Fourth Form at Highcliffe. He
stood up in the car staring out at the
hikers. His comrades, Gadsby a

Monson, stared, too.
hat1” exclaimed Bob

“Well, m

Cherry. "Tﬁnt Higholiffe lot! Have
they been following us across Hampshire
and Berkshire i’on'l & sticker, an
no mistake,” :

The hikers chuckled. It was a good
many days since they had seen Pon &
Co., and the last meeting had been in
Bussex. They had wondered sometimes
whether the Highcliffe tria were still
hunting them. It was not an easy
to track the hikers, hiking across
country by any route that happened to
take their fancy. But Pomsonby of
Highcliffe was undoubtedly a sticker.
Here he was again! ’

“80 I've found you sgain!” said
Ponsonby, his eyes gleaming at the
dusty hikers.

“The foundfulness ig terrific, my
esteemed and rotten Ponsonby!” san-
swered Hurree Jamset Singh..

“8till after that E:)lly old Holiday

ual?"” grinned b Cherr e
taﬁped his rucsack. “I've got it here,
old bean I”

“I say, you fellows, let's ask 'em if
there’'s an_inn near!” groaned Billy
Bunter. "My legs are dropping off 1"

“Lost your way1” ukatf E‘omnh 2

' Well, we're heading for Cricklade,”

said Ha at we don’t seem to
hsl:e got there, Wi! stopped your car to
Bs wq—but suppose it's no use
sski "

you.
“Why not1” said Ponsonby. “We're
not friends; but I suppose I can tell a
fellow his way if he's lost it. We've
ust come from Cricklade, as it happens.
on about & quarter of a mile, and

turn to the left at the crossroads, and
you'll be there in about twenty
minutes.”

He sat down and signed to the
chauffeur to drive on.

The hikers stood out of the way, and
the gbrean Austin car shot onward again.

Bob Cherry stared after it.

“May not be after us, after all,” he
said. “It's jolly obliging of Pon to
tell us our way, considering! I rather
wished I hadn’t chip him about that
jolly old Holiday Annual nowl[ But
“:ht;’f’l have ex him to give us a
tip?'

“T eay, you fellows, come on, I'm
almost dropping 1” Bunter.

The rear light of the car vanished.
Harry Wharton & Co. resumed their
waﬁ They tramped on through the
dusky night, and reached the crossroads
mentioned by Ponsonby. There they

d turn back

“Well, drop quietly, old fat por-

poisei”

“Beast 1"

The hikerz stood in the gateway, star-
ing about them in the gloom, Fie da and

hedges and trees encircled them, and
before them was -that wide, seemingly

nd endless stretch of pasture. The least

suspecting now, t FPonsonby
ad been px_:!lf_ng their leg, and de-
liberately misdirecting them. But to
and seek another route did
not seem very hopeful.

“The rotter !” growled Johnny Bull.
“Of course, he was stuffing usl Catch
that ctad Ponsonby doing any fellow &

urn,

“Well, it looks rather like it,” asid

SU!PII:!.IOI.I.I fellow in the party could not
l?a

Harry, “But we may ss well on.
As we don't know the way, one's ms
good as snother! Let's for a

place to camp.”
“I say, you fellows, let’s camp here |
Let’s camp at once | I say—"
*“SBhut up, Bunter!”
The hikers trlmlred
open gateway, following a cart-track
across the extensive field. was &
chance that they were on the right
track, and, anyhow, they had to look for
a suitable spot for camping. But no
lights, save from the summer stars,
amed over the dusky fields. The;
alted where a little brook meande
.knil crossed by a bridge of a single
nk.

P

“Camp here,” said H . “It's
pretty pi&m’ ‘now that that Highcliffe
rotter was stu us, end we shan't see
Cricklade or the Thames to-night. This
locks a good epot for & camp.”

lIt wn'quite a nif.;:;l° spot. Themths
enty of water in the glistening little
Erool:' and close bf tgo end of the
plank brid e was & clump of trees, with
wide-spreading branches. Round about,
the grassy plain seemed to_streich to
infimtude; though doubtless in the day-
light signs of 1 habitation might
have been seen. All the hikers were
glad of a rest by this time, and with
considerable relief they dumped down
their packs and camped.

THE FOURTH CHAFTER,
Pon’s Little Plot!
CECIL PONSONBY grinned as

on through the

the green Austin ran on. after
Eprtmg with the Greyfriars
Having misdirected the hikers, and
pent them tramping away from their
destination, Pon was feeling rather
amused and bucked. Gadsby and Mon-
son were grinning, too. They had not
had much luck, in their warfare with
the Greyfriars hikers, sngd they were



EVERY SATURDAY

rather glad to score at last—and a little
Iving did not come amiss to Pon & Co.
The three young rascals were smoking
cigarettes as the car ran on down the
dusky lane, and the hikers disappeared
in the other direction,

“We've spotted the rotters again
remarked Ponsonby., “I began to be
afraid we'd lost them. We won't lose
track of them again until we've bagged
that Holiday Annual from that brute
Cherry.”

Gadsby and Monson exchanged a
glance and & grin. They had no objec-
tion to spending the holidays touring
the country in Pon's car. But they did
not quite believe that Pon would suc-
ceed in Felting hold of that much-dis-
puted velume, or that it was worth get-
ting hold of if he succeeded. Pon easily

1

right, I don't quite see how we're going
to snoop the book! There's six of the
brutes, without countin’ that fat freak
Bunter, and only three of vs, And; to
be candid, we shouldn’t care about
tacklin’ them man to man., With the
odds against us—"

“More ways than one of Lillin' a
cat,” answered Ponsonby. I came
jolly near snafflin' the book the night
they camped in the barn back in
Sussex. But if we can't get it without
a scrap, we might pick up a few bargees
along the river to help at ten bob a
time. It's worth it!”

“Oh, my hat!” said Gadsby, “That's
a bit thick, Pon!™

“Don't be an ass! We're up against
those cads, and we're not goin' to stick
at trifles.”

5

exclaimed Gadsbﬁ, startted, staring ouk
ofﬂi;iiéal cat into the gloom of the trees.
p!

“Homebody in trouble.” romarked
Monson. “Bomebody who's left his
‘i}:ﬁr 1 nt ,]}ume-?l

“Nothin' to do with us,” said Pon-
sonby indifferently. “We're not stoppin’y
It's time we got in to dinner.”

Pon was not the.fellow to worry him-
self much about the troubles of othors.
But the chauffeur slowed down the car.

“What are you stoppin’ for, Jervis,
you_fool I snapped Ponsonby irritably.

“Man in the road, sir—"

“Well, let him get out of the road!
Keep on!”

“Dash it all, we don’t want to run the
man over ! exclaimed Gadsby. “Chuck

“ Down with them packs ! ** snapped the tramp.
Johnny Bull wrathfolly. *‘ Any

n—" mn
gwﬁgw:o—whmp | 544

read their expressions, and he gave
them an unpleasant loo

“I've told you it's a cert,” he said.
“There's no doubt that that Holiday
‘Annual was in the hands of that smash-
and-grab man at Courtfield at the end
of the term, and that he put a message
in it for his confederate, tellin’ him
where he had hidden the plunder, The
insurance company have offered £50
reward for the finder—and with that

k in our hands, we ¢an find it.”

“‘Um 1" esaid Gadsby.

“Both the thieves are in prison, and
can't look for it themselves,” went on
Ponsonby, “and the smash-and-grab
man makes out that he lost it in the
river near Greyfriars. It’s a dead cert
for us—if we can get hold of that book
that he put the message in.”

“If you're right!” murmured Mon-
BOTL
“I know I'm right {”

#0Oh, all serene! But even if you're

side of his bull-neck.

“But look here, Pon,” said Monson
argumentatively, “if there's a jolly old
message in the book, thoss éoundera
must have spotted it before now. They
know what we're after, and they musté
have searched the book from end to
end a dozen times.”

“I' know that! But they haven't
found it—it's some sort of a secret code
used by crooks, I suppose.”

“Well, if thapr haven't spotted it,
how are we goin’ to spot it, even if we
get hold of the jolly old Annual?”

“Brains1” said Ponsonby coolly.
“You and Gaddy ain't much uvse in
that line; that's where I come in!”

“Swank !” grunted Gaddy and Mon-
gon together. And they smoked in
silence as the car ran on.

Suddenly, from the darkness of the
ih:}t,inwy lllanc, there came & call:

Elp |
!'Hn.ﬁa! What the thump's that?2

*“II I "ave to land you one with this ‘ere stick, you’ll know it I »*

more from you,”” sald the big man, *‘ and you’ll get a wallop. I'm
He broke off with & howl as Bob Cherry’s ruesack whirled through the air and eaught him on the

it! He's right in the middle of the
road [”
“Some drunken tramp!”

on.

“Well, even if he is, we don't want to
have to attend an inquest on him, Pull
up, Jervis !”

The chauffeur was already braking.
In the glare of the bright hesdlights a
rather strange figure was seen 1n  the
road ashead. It was that of a big,
brawny man, with & stubbly, unwashed
face—evidently a tramp. His hands, for
some unseen reason, were behind him as
he stood in the road faping the on-
coming car,

Stending in the middle of the road he
forced the car to stop; there was mno
room to pass him on either side, and
the chauffeur certainly had no idea of
running him down, whatever the lordly
Pon might have said.

The green Austin came to a stop, and
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Ponsonby scowled at the big man as he
Jurched to the side of the car. He looked
far from an agreeable man to meet in
a lonely lane; but three fellows, with
a chauffeur, had nothing to fear irom

him.

“What the dooce do you want?”’
snapped ' Ponsonby. “What are you
stop in' my car for?1” .
" “*Skuse me, sir 1 The bl; man spoke
civilly. “I want 'elifnl I've got my
*ands tied behind mi ack 1" .

“Oh gad|” ejaculated Ponsonby, in
nstonishment. .
" “T'd take it kindly, sir, if you'd let
my ’ands loose,” said the tramp. “Some

ung rascals tied me up like thia here
or a joke, they did! It won’t take ygu
long, sir. Let your shover untie me.”
The big 'man turned, K showing _his
hands bound behind his back with a
big, dirty, red-spotted muffler. “Them
young 'ounds tied me up, and left me in
a ditch, they didI” i -

“What had you been doing ¥ grinned
Gadsby.

The red-spotted man made no answer
to that question. . i

Ponsonby regarded him very curiously.
As he had met hikers in the lane,
coming from this direction, he _cuulci
make a shrewd guess at the identity of
the “young rascals ” who had tied the
tramp's hands with his own muffler.

. "Wers there seven of themi" he
ssked. "“One a fat blighter in specs
and one a darkey?”

“That'a the gang, sir!” answered the
tramp, blinking at Ponsonby. “ Not
friends of yours, sir?”

.He could guess that much from Pon’s
words.

“Hardly,” said Pon. “But I know
them ! A mob of hikers

“That's 'em, sir! If you'll let your
man untie my ' il

“Bafer to {ewe them tied, I fancy,”
remarked Monson. *“Look here, Pon,
if those Greyfriars men tied him up,
they had s reason. You've only to look
at him to guess what it was.”

“I give you my word, sir, that I was
doi_n% no 'arm | Jest stopped to ask for
& little ’elp on the road, sir.” .

“Can it |” said Gadsby. “Leave him
alone, Pon I”

““Rot ! said Ponsonby. “Even if he's
a footpad—and he looks it—I suppose
you're not afraid of him robbing the
threa of us, with Jervis to help. I'm
goin' to let the man loose.”

Gadsby and Monson could only stare.
It was utterly unlike Pon to take any
trouble for anybody; and certainly 1t
seemed unlikely that the big ruffan
deserved he;p at anyone's hands. Bub
the dandy of Highcliffe had his reasons.
out of the car.

, my man |"” he said.

man stepped sway
from the car, and Pon followed him to
the side of the lane. There he began to
untie the thick, knof muffler.

Gadsby and Monson, lost in astonish-
ment, gave up the pmﬁlam-. and Jervis,
the chauffeur, sat with a wooden, expres-
sionless face. They heard the murmur

Ponsonby’s voice as he spoke again to
the tramp, but the tone was too low for
them to catch the worda

“Step a bit farther back from the car |
T've somethin’ to say to you,” mur-
mu Ponsonby. *“Might be worth o
fiver to you.”

The tramp stared round at him
blankly. Then he moved farther from
the car, so that Ponsonby could speak
wxl.tlmllt being overheard.

“What's your name?” asked Pon-

“l'%- beort '1
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_“I've been out o' work a long time,
sir I answered Herbert Higgs.

“You look 1t]1” agreed Ponsonby.
“And if you heard that there was a job
goin' it would scare you away rather,
wouldn’t it 17

Mr, Higgs grinned.

"1 dare say you'd like to get even
with those fellows who tied you up—
what 7” asked Ponsonby.

The redapotted man's eyes glittered.

“Wouldn't I just!” he said.

“Could you find a friend or two to
help you handle them "

“Easy, if I knowed where to find
them agin,” answered Herbert.

Asg he spoke he blinked at Ponsonby.
He had hoped to get his hands untied
when ho stopped the ear. But certainly
he had not expected to hear anything
like this, from an expensive looking
young “toff ” like Ponsonby.

It dawned on him that this young
“toff * was a. fellow who knew the
hikers, and disliked them—and was not
at all parficular in his methods of deal-
ing with persons he disliked,

“Well, look here,” said Ponsonby, in
a low voice, *'I don’t like that crew any
more than you do. One of them’s got
something_that belongs to me. I want
it back. I can tell you where to look
for them. It's pretty certain that they
turned left from the crossroads, up this
lane, and they'll most likely camp when
they find the road doesn’t lead any
where. Anyhow, you can pick them up
in that direction. .

“I get you, sir I said the red-spotted
man, eyeing Ponsonby very keenly and
curiously. His hands were free now,
and he ‘was resrranging the red-spotted
muffler round his bull neck.

“They're rather hefty in & scrap,”

went on Ponsonby. “You'd better get a ]east,

coupla of fellows like yourself to help.
Get what I want from them, and bring
it to me at the Cow and Sheep, near
Cricklade, and it's worth a fiver to
you. Are you on?”

“Ain't 11 grinned Herbert.

“It's a go, then|”

“But what've they got that belongs
to you, sir? You'd better make that
clear if I'm to get 'old of it.”

“It's a book—a book called the
Holiday Annual I"

“Blow me pink |” said the B:! tramp.
His estonishment was depic in_his
staring face. Why a fellow should be
willing to stand a five-pound note to
get hold of any book in existence was
an amazing mystery to Herbert Higgs.

“It's not the value of the book, but I
want it,” said Ponsonby. “They got it
away from’ me, and I'm determined to
have it back, by hook or by crook. But
I can’t handle that gang—and you
can.”

“1 get you, sir.”

t.h: 8 “"Medin s rucsack, by mi;f 't);
gang named | rather
of Eaxen hair—>"

fellow, with a m

& 'im " Herbert's eyes glit-
tered. “That’s the bloke what banged
my ’ead on the ground.”
¥t may have his name written in it,”
added Ponszonby cnelmlr. “That
doesn’t matter. Get hold of the
Holiday Annual that fellow carries in
his rucsack, and bring it to me, and
I’li pay you for it. And I'll stand you
ten shillings in advance mnow, and
chance it.”

Herbert Higgs 1 The whole
thmgewu so strapge and mysterious to
Herbert that he might have suspect
that this young “toff * was pulling his
leg for some sort of a practical joke,

.33

But cash was e ton-shilling
note that Ponsonby slipped into his
hand was a proof of faith.

“Leave it to me, sir|” said Herbert.
“H you're staying at that inn you

ed might be
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mention, you bet I'll come along somo
tima to-morrew with that there book,
sir,”

“Done " said Ponsonby.

He walked back to the car and
stepped in.

“(Get on, Jervis |

The chanffeur drove on, and the red-
spotted man disappeared in the shadows
behind. Gadsby and Monson looked
inqmrmg’]y and expressively at Pon.

“What's this game, Pon?” asked
Gadsby. .

“What wera you confabbing with that
ruffian about? asked Monson. “I saw
you give him money. What the thump
did &ou give him money for?”

“Why shouldn't I help a poor man
on his way 1" said Pon blandly,

“Oh gad !” said Monson and Gadsby
together. .

And they gave it up.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter’s Little 3Way [

[ BAY, you fellows[”
I “ Buck up, Bunter 1

“I'm tired I”

“Lend o hand, fathead!”

“I've told you I'm tired !" said Billy
Bunter, with dignity,

“Kick him !

" Beast 1"

Between the clump of trees and the
brook, over which lay the plank bridge,
the Greyfriars hikers were camping.
They had the glimmer of the summer
stars to camp by, and it was light
enough. All the hikers, in point of fact,
were rather tired, having made a long
march that day, and kept it up rather
unusually late. But mi hands make
light work, snd six of the fellows, at
did not want to slack or dodge
their share of the work.

Lord Mauleverer, in his own way, was
perhaps as lazy as Bunter—but bis way
was quite a different way. Lazy as he
was, Mauly never dodged his “whack "
in the work, or in carrying the bag-
gage—and Billy Bunter dodged both
with great care and caution.

The tent was going and all hands—
except Bunter’s—joined in the pegging.
Except where all hands were required, as
in pegging the tent, division of labour
was the rule—a useful rule in a hiking
cam; One fellow fetched water,
mﬁe: pared the stove, another un-
packed provender, another got out
the sleeping outfit, and so on.

Billy Bunter sat on a log by the trees
and watched the other fellows at work—
which was Bunter’s usual contribution to
ca:l;-gms. Betting Bunter a task was not
mi use—either he didn't do it, or he
did it badly; his idea being to make the
fellows understand, jolly olearly, that
ever;th:.ng couldn’t jolly well be landcd

on him

Btill, the Greyfriars fellows were
rather acoustomed to making allowances
for Bunter. It was agreed, too, that he
had a lot of weight to carry about !

But Billy Bunter could not even sit
down and watch the other fellows at
work without tg’mmingb Blinking &t six
busy juniors rough his big spectacles,
he informed them of the important fact
that he was not merely tired, but very
hungry.

Bunter’s fatigue, and Bunter's healthy
appetite, were the two most important
matters in the universe just then. Other
fellows n-uﬁht be tired, and other fellows

r hupgry; but that was a trifle
light as air in comparison.

“1 say, you fellows, what about a
fire?” he asked. Thers were no pre-
parations going on for a camp-fire.

“Warm anouﬁli to-m%ht without =
fire,” answered Harry Wharton, “and
we're all a bit tired.”
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“Plenty of firewood among these
trees,” suggested Bunter, “It ain't cold
now, but 1t will be cold later. Why not
have a fire 2

“Oh, all right!
wood, then!” "

Snort from DBunter! If a camp-fire
depended on Bunter gathering firewood,
a camp-fire was improbable, ]

““Perhaps you didn't hear me say that
T was tired !” said Bunter, with crushing

Gather some fire-

garcasm. “Deaf, perhaps! I say, you
fellows, we shall want a fire for
cooking,”

“Cold supper, save time !” said Whar-
ton tersely. 4

“I don’t see any need to save time on
a hike, We've got lots of time. Look
liere! We've got stuff to make a stew.
And I'm hungry.” :

“Well, you can make a stew, if you
like, while we're fixing up the coamp.
Not a bad idea.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Blow !” said Bob Cherry. Unpack-
ing his rucsack, it slipped, and many
articles dropped to the ground, including
the Holiday Annusl, which was all the
reading matter the hikers carried with
them on the hike. It came in useful on
oceasions when they had to sit somewhere
out of the rain. Also the juniors were
very curious about that volume, which
Ponsonby believed to contain some secret
and mysterious clue to the plunder
hidden by the smash-and-grab man near
Greyfriars School, wecks ago. They had
examined it & good many timee in search
of that supposed clue—without Gnding
anything o? the kind.

*Clumsy ! remarked Bunter,

b gave him a glare.

“You fat villain! I've got a lot of
stuff in this bag that you mgl;t. to carry !
Lend s hand picking these things up.”

“Oh, really, Cherry! TI'm sitting
down!” Bunter made that statcment as
if it furnished a complete explanation

and adequate reason for not doing any
work. .

“Pick up some of these things, you
fat slacker! Pick up that Holiday
Annual, you stodgy porker 1”

‘rs Il’tlu

Bob Cherry pitked up the Holiday

Apnual. Instead of returning it to the
rucsack, however, he hurled it at
Bunter.

The literature in the Holiday Annual
was by no means heavy. But the
volume itself had a fairly giood weight |
It smote Bunter on his manly chest, and
bowled him off the log like a fat skittle.

“Yarooooooh ! roared Bunter, ns he
landed on his back
chuckled Johnny

“Well bowled!”
Bull.

“Ow! Beast! Wow !” roared Bunter.
“T'd give you a jolly good walloping,
you beast, 1f I wasn’t 5o tired! Wow "

“Well, I'm not too tired to give you
one 1” growled Bob. “If you don't want
it. shut up! Are you toa jolly lazy to
li%-ht the stove and make the cocoa 7™

*You’ know I don'’t like making my
hands oily, you beast!”

“ What about mine?” yelled Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Get me the oil-can, you fat villain!
Where are those matches? The.stove's
empty! Hand me the oil-can, you
fat frump.” .

“I've told you a dozen times, at least,
that I'm not going to touch the oil-can!
Some fellows like to keep their fingers
clean !” added Bunter crushingly.

“Well, you're not onec of those fellows,
to judge by the look of your paws.” Bob
Cherry sorted out the can of paraffin for
the stove, Bunter sitting on the log
again, and blinking at him. *“Can't you
get up, Bunter 17

“No, I jolly well can't!”

Bob Cherry came over towards the fat

unior, and lifted the oil-can. /Billy
hu‘nter found that he could get up—and
quite quickly—as a spurt of paraffin
came from the neck of the can. It just
missed him.

“ Beast [
dodged. ;

“You see, you can get up, if you try1”
grinned Bob. “I fancy c{'ou could fill
that stove, too, if you tried hard. Try!
I'm going to pour the paraffin dewn
your neck, if you don't!”

“I—I—TI'll £ll the stove!” gasped
Bunter.
the fellow to dodge work, I hope!
Everything gets landed on me, as you
jolly well know! Gimme the can, you
rotter !

Bunter took the can,

His system of filling the cooking-stove
was to swamp the oil all over it, and
over the earth round about it, This

shrieked Bunter, as he
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made it fairly certain that he would not
be called upon to £l it another time.

“Btop that!” rosred Bob. “Do you
want to set fire to half Wiltshire, you
potty porpoise?”

“Am I spilling any?"” asked Bunter
calmly. — .

“You fat villain, you've spilt half of
it! Give me the can!”

Billy Bunter grinned, and handed
back the can. He sat on the log again,
and watched Bob Elling the stove—or,
rather, putting in what paraffin was left.
Bob grunted, and put down the can.

“Now, that spiPt_ oil has got to be
mogged up!” he said, .

“0h, that's all right!” said Harry.
“1t will scak away.” .

“Better mop it up I think! As you
spilt it, Bunter, you'd better mop it up,”
suggested Bob.

“ Beast 1” :
ou'd rather I did it, all

“Well, if
right,” said Bob. *“Happy to oblige,”

“ Keep off, you beast! I'm not-

7

“What are you going To mop it up
with 7" asked Nugent.

“Bunter's face.”

“1 _say—beasts-gerraway!”  yelled
Billy Bunter, as Bob strode to him, and
Frusped him by the back of a fit neck.
‘I say— Yaroeooh! Leggo!

Oh lor'! Grooo-hoooogh I

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the hikers.

With & grasp of iron on the back of
Buater's neck, Bob Cherry mo%ped up
the 5Eilt oil, using Bunter's fat features
for the purpose,

Ficndish yells and howls and gurgles
came from the fat Owl of the Remove.
He did not, as he had stated, like oil on
his fingers.  8till less did he like it on
pi? face! But it was there that ke got
£l

“Urrg! Wurrgh! Gug-gng—ﬁug—-—"
gurgled Bunter, “Leggo! I'll wallop
you! Oh crikey! You beast! Wowl
You rotter! Groooogh !

“Ha, ha, ha”

“There, I think that will do ! gesped
Bob. “Nothing like being tidy, Bunter.
Clear up as you go along, you know!
Mustn't leave spilt oil about!”

“Yurrrrggeh!”

Billy Bunter squirmed away as he was
released, His fat face was dripping
with paraffin. He gurgled and splut-
tered frantically. Even Bunter realised
that he was in need of a wash.

“Grooogh|  Where's ,the soap?”
gurgled Bunter.

“Boap!” yelled Johnny Bull. “You
want soap! This is the first time you've
acked for soap!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The soapfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is not usually terrific,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Deast ! Gimme some soap!”
shricked Bunter. “I'm all oily! Ow!
Grooogh! Where's that soap, you
beasts? Urrrgh 1"

“Han, ha, ha!”

Frank Nugent tossed the fat Owl a
cake of soap, and Bunter rolled down
to the brook to wash. For the first time
sinco the hike had started, Billy Bunter
had a thoroughly good wash. Really,
it was not before he needed one.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Strategie !
Who's

[ ALLO, hallo, halle!

H that "

“Who the dickens—"

§ “The whofulness is terrific,
an “__'-ll

Billy Bunter blinked at the hikers in
astonishment. He had washed and
washed, but there was still a lingering
scent of paraffin about him. His fare
was red and shiny, and for once quite
clean. It was indeed as clean as & new
pin.

Gasping after his unaccustomed exer-
tions, Bunfer rolled back to the canp.
By that time the cocoa was made for
supper, the meal served out, and the
hikers were sitting in a cheery circle,
supping. They all stared at Bunter as
he eame up, the bright starlight glisten-
inﬁ on his shining face. .

Welcome, little stranger!” said
Frenk Nugent,

“J thought there was nobody about,
but oursul%es," remarked Bob Cher1y.
“Where did you spring from? Who
arg you?i”

“Yaas. Who are yon, begad?” asked
Lord Mauleverer.

“You silly asses!” ¢
“Wharrer you mean? Making out that
you don't know & oha%ﬂ Wharrer you
mean, you silly idiots?"

“That sounds like Bunter's voien,"™
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velled Bunter.




said Bob Cherry, with a puraled look.
“Might almost fancy it was Bualer
speaking."”

“You know _it's me, you silly fat-
head 1" roared Bunter, .

“Ara you Bunter1” exclaimed DBob.
“You ecan't be {”
“You blithering idiot, you know I
am! Wharrer you mean?”

“But your face is clean!" gasped
Baob.

“Wh ou—you—you cheeky idiot,
l,"_z"—}' ¥y ¥ i
“Ha, ha, ha!l" .
“Well, it gu're Bunter, you can eit

down snd have some supper,” eaid
Harry Whartan, “Bura you're
Bunter 1

*Oh, really, Wharton——"

“He's waahed,” said Johnny Bull,
“That socounts for it. You can't ex-
pect a dmg ta know you again after
yow've washed, Bunter."

[ ge“il)’h t

W a, al”

Bill B‘:.mter snorted, He realised
that this was a little joke of the hikers.
A wash made s difference to Bunter's
appearance; but not such o difference

as all that.
T tell you what, old fat bean,”
eaid Bob, “If you ever want to dis-
ise yourself, don't you go in for fales
E:ards or moustaches, or anything of
that kimi. ust pack a cake of soap
in your pocket; then, when nobody's
looking, wash |* :

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the hikers.

“The washfulnesa would be a com-
lete and terrific disguise,” chuckled
E:Iurm Jamset Ram Bingh,

Billy Bunter disdained to reply.
Besides, his jaws were too busy for
frivolous conversation. Ha sat down

dealt with the foodstuffa, Hae
washed down the solids with & big tin
mug ol cocoa.

“Any mors cocoa?” he asked,

“Lots in the tin, and the water's on

e boil,

“Well, maks some more,” said
Bunter. “I like three cups, as you
know. I think you mighi as well have
made it all at once. Eust like you to
keep a fellow waiting.”

“Just,” sgreed Bob Cherry. "And
if you go on wuitinﬁ till I make it, old
fat man, you'll still be waiting when
we go back to Greyfriars next term.”

"%‘ahe waitfulness will bo terrifig!”
sgread the Nabob of Bhanipur. .

“Blacking all round., a8 uauaIJ." mid
Bunter scornfully. “If there's any-
thing I really hate, it's to sea & lot
of lazy fellows slu:fung', when there’s
jobs to be done. I eall it sickening.”

“:lh"' what nbclilut htm'mm;-f lmT"
ssked Bo in the scornful re-
marks of hep?:: (fwl fike tha idle wind
which he arded not. *“We've got to
turn out early in the morning. a'ra
jolly well going to find the jolly old

ames to-morrow |* ;

“I'm not turning out early,” said
Bunter positively.

“Good I" said Bob. “Wa'll be care-
ful nat to wake you up when we start,
old fat man. If you want to sce us
sgain before next term, you'll find ua
somewhere along the '.i‘hamal, if you
look long enough.”

“If you mean that you'll start with-
out me, Cherry—"

“Just that, old porpoisa.”

n o the chance,” growle

“And glad of h " led
Johnny }gull

“ Any more cake?" asked Bunter.

Wharton shaok his head.

“No; you've scoffed the lot,”

“I think you might bave packed
another eake. You know I like cake.
Belfishness all round, as usual,

Tas Macrer Lmninr.—No. 1,334,

shouldn’t wonder if 1 were to grow
selfish mysell in the long run,” said
Bunter bitterly, “If I‘!qllowed the
example of you fallowe, I might"

“He—he—he might grow selfish[”
gurgled Bob Cherry. “Bunter might,
you men. He might! Oh, fen me,
somebody |

“The mightfulness is terrifiol"

“Well, I hope I shan't; but esssacia-
ting with you fellows, I might,” said
Bunter. “There's a proverb, jyou
know, that evil cammunications corrupt
ocod manners, I there any jemfi"

“You finished the jam this morning.”

“And you haven't got any mora since
—knowing how I like jam," seid Bunter
sarcastically, *“Well, I might have
expected it.”

*What about drowning him in the
brook before we turn in?" suggested
Johnny Bull thoughtfully.

“Ha, ha, hal”

o Y-h IJ.

“Let's turn in," said Harry Wharton,
laughing. “There's gtill some biscuits
and apples, Bunter, if you've got room
for them.”

“I don't care much for hiseuits or
apples. Btill, I'll have them, 88y,
ou fellows, don’t turn in till I've fin-
ished sopper, I don't want to sit here
alone,”

“Like our
grinned Boh,

“Well, it's not mych in the way of
company, but it’s better than nothing,”
axyl;m Bunter.

"That’s where 1t’s. different from your
own, old fat man. Yours is a good
g:aluwarse than nothing. I'm going to

“] haven't finished eating yet.”

“You never havel Goaod-night!”

“Boast |

Billy Bunter was not likely to have
finished oating, so long ms there was
anything left to eat, Indeed, the
morning's supply for breakfast would
hard ﬁu_ve on sufe from him, had
not the hikers packed it awsy out of
his reach. DBunter got busy with the
biscuits and apples as the other fellows
spread ground-sheets in the tent, and
turned into their blankets.

Ha snorted with scorn, and travelled
through the biacuits and the apples.
By the time he had parked them in his
ocapaogious interior, six juniors were fast
asleep in the tent,

“1 eny, you fellows—" squeaked
Dunter.

No anawer.

“1 any, you fellows " {elled Bunter.

i BhurruBl" cama & sleepy voice from
the tent " Can't you lot & fellow go to
sleep, you fat chump !

#Oh, really, Cherry——:

“8hut up [

“Look here! 1ls thers any toffea?”

“My hat! You've woke us up to ask
if there's any toffes?” gasped Boh
Cherry. "IZ"II give you toffee, if I get

jolly old companyt*

Billy Bunter rose to his feet. He had
eaten all that was available, and sleep
waa the next item on the programme.
But Billy Bunter had been thinkin
while he peoked away the biscuita an
the asplaa. When turned in he
wanted a 1 sleep; he did not, mosk
emphatically, want to turn out under
the early rays of the rising sun, Cer-
tainly he was at Inber:.'g to sleep as long
as he liked, if he did
hikers going on without him. But he
did mind vidently it was an oocasion
for stratogy and Bunter had thought of
s stratagem.

He rolled across to the log near the
h'aelL where he_had been sitting when
Bob buszed the Holidey Apnual st him.,

not mind the j
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That valuable volums lay where it had
fallen in the grass after smiting Bunter.
Bob had been too busy to field it at th

moment, and afterwards it had slipped
his memory. Billy Bunter picked it up,
and glanced towards the tent with a fat

grin,

Then he rolled in among the shadowy
trees, blinking round for a hiding-place
for the volume, It was easy enough to
find one; he shoved the Holiday Annual
out of sight in’ a hollow under the roots
of an ancient beech, and crammed a
few handfuls of grasa after it. That
hidden volume was not likely to be
gpotted in a hurry.

Grinniw Bun{ar rolled back to the
camp. hen Bob came to pack his
rucsack in the morning he would mies
the velume, of course, and loak for it, to
pack. He was welcome to look for it
an_ lon[r' a8 he liked; while Bunter
enjoyed the long, long rest that was
g0 nacessary to him,

Any other small artiole the hikers
might havé left behind, if they could
not fHnd it, but not that Holiday
Annual. Not only ita own interestin,
nature, but the fact that Ponsonby o
Higheliffo was denpon.tel% determined
to get his hands on it, made it
extremely unlikely that Boi: would be
willing to march without it.

Although the chums of the Remave

ad, so far, utterly failed to spat any
secrst measage in the k, they
examined it every mow and then in
leisure moments in the hope of success,
Pan's fixed belief that the message was
there naturally had an impression on
them. Certainly no member of the
party would have been willing to part
with that Hoaliday Annual with iis
secret still undiscovered.

Billy Bunter was quite mssured on
that point. Bo he was also assured that
he was not going so early in the
mornmg,

. l{o chuckled =s be rolled inte the
ent.

o L

W . came » sleepy voice,
“Who's that? Get off m L
blithering idiot 14 ¥ neck, you

* Oh, really, Bull—*

“Ow! Wow!| Who's stamping on
my face?” yelled Frank Nugent, waking
up suddenly.

“0Oh, really, Nugen might
make room for a fellowlt;'. ™ ¢

“You fat villain—"

::;Iou bloated h;nltlhxmtoh——i'

say, you fellows, now you're
awake,” n.ig Bunter oalmly, Jmind
fou don't forget to call me early, If

[ don’t hap to wake up—it's not
likely, but it I don’t happen to—give
me a oall, I want to get going early;
ﬂ“. 3! your rotten lazy slacking, you

now,
“You fat idiot1*
“Yah |

And DBunter encassd himself in a
blanket and Went to aleep,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Missing |

“ AKE opI®
W It seamed to Billy Bunter
that he had only just

closed his eyes when that
stentorian roar awakensd i He
came out of balmy slumber with a

Jup'us'wl 'Tain't rising-bell " gasped
Bunter. " Beast!"

“Roll aut, porpoise I”

Bunter sat up and blinked, Although
it seemed to him that he had enly been
esleep about s minute, tbat couldn’t
really have been the case, for it was
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“ Can't you get up, Bunter ? ** asked Bob Cherry.
towards the fat junior, and lifted the ofl can. Billy Bunter found thai he could get up—and
came from the neck of the can.

parafiin

broad daylight, and the summer sun
was shining in at the opening of the
tent. -All the other fellows were up and
out, and a sound of splashing near at
hand told that they were taking dn
ea(rllrv dip in the brook.

say, what's the time?” asked
Bunter peevishly.
“ Nearly seven.” ) .
“Beast | Call me :5'&:11 at nine !"
Bob Cherry chuckled.
“We ghall

a good maniy miles away
at nine, old porpoise! If you go to
sleep again you take your chance,’

Bunter gave & eleepy grin. He
fancied that the march would not begin
as soon as Bob supposed.  His
strategy was coming in now.

“If you're not keen on my company,
I'm certainly not keen on yours," he
answered loftily. “I shan't get up till
nine, If you start without me I shan't
promise to follow you. Mind that!”

“Well, it would awiul to lose you
of course 1 $aspad Bob. “But we shall
risk it, old fatty, if you're not ready.”

“Don't make & row, Cherry! I oan't
sleep if you're muking a row. Tell the
other fellows to keep quiet, will you1”

“You fat chump——"

“For goodness' sake shut up and let
a fellow sleep,” said Billy Bunter
poevishly. *You're like a sheep’s head
—all jaw.  Can't you be quiet?”’

“Well, snooze 1f you like; nobady's
going to wait for you, you fat slacker,”
said Bob. “I dare say Fou’l.l wake
when the tent comes down.”

o Beasﬂ ‘”

Bob Cherry left the tent, and Bunter's
eyes closed again, In about twenty
seconds he was snoring.

Even a savoury scent of frying bacon
failed to attract him. He slept on while
the Famous Five and Lord Mauleverer
had their breakfast. It was a glorious

morning in early September, and all
the hikers were looking forward to the
dey’s march and ‘“hitting * that elusive
river, the Thames. If tha‘v‘ hit the
river somewhere mnear Cricklade, the
idea was to go down the youthful
stream, past Lechlade. If they hit it
somewhere near Lechlade, they could

o down it towards Oxford, having a
ook at the celebrated White Horse Vale
of Berkshire.

Exactly where they would hit it,
they did not know, as they did not
quite know where they were at present;
but in the daylight it would be easy to
pick up the way. While they discussed
the day's hike, Bunter snored con-
tentedly in the tent; and he snored on
while they washed up, heedless of two
or three friendly calls from without.

But he masedv to snore when the tent
came down.

If Bunter was to be left behind, as
seemed to be the idea, the tent certainly
was not to be, and the hikers unpeiged
it and it came down for packing. There
was & muffled roar under the Buttering
CAnvas.

“I eay, you fellows, what the
thump— Yurrrggh! I'm smothered
Britk; something ! Wurrggh! Gorroffl

w L)

The canvas. heaved wildly as a fat
figure kicked and struggled under it.

A red and infuriated face emerged ab
last, and Billy Bunter glared at the
grinning hikers.

“ Beasts !” he roared.

“Ha, hs, hal”

“Crawl out, old fat bean, if you-don't
want to be packed up in the tent!™
chuckled Bob Cherry.

Bunter crawled out.

While the cheery hikers packed tent
and sleeping outfit, the fat junior
dressed ]iumseif, without bothering

“No, 1 jolly well can’t | * snorted Bunter. Bob Cherry came over
“Beast !’ he shricked, as he d

mﬂm—uamd

about washing, no doubt consideri
that that extra washeovernight w
last him the ¢_:’(a£.

Then he blinked round for provender,

“Where's brekker?” he demanded.

“Wae've finished brekker, thanks,”

“] mean my brekker!” roared Bunter.
“If you won't let a fellow sleep in
peace, do you think you're going to
starve him?”

“If you want any grub, fatty, you'd
better root efter it quick,” said
“We're starting under ten minutes.’

“Didn't you cook my brekker?"

“ Ask me another.”

o &an IJJ

The hikers finished packing the tent.
Little packing remained to be done, and
it was clearly their intemtion to start.
Bunter, however, knew more about that
than they did.

““Where's the cooking stove?” de-
manded Bunter,

““Packed 1” .

“How am 1 going to cook my
brekker, then?"

*Is that a riddle "

“PBeast!” hooted Bunter. *Lucky
there’s some cold!beef and ham. I cian
manage on that. But I shall have to
boil water to make tea.”

“Boil sway!”

“One of ;you unpack the stove——'2

*“Yes; 1 can see us doing it!”

“] can manage on lemonade. Lucky
there’s some lemonade! If you fellows

think this is treating s fellow
decently—-"
“My hat! I shall be rather glad to

get out of the sound of those dulcet
tones!"” romarked Bob. *“Take your
time feeding, Bunter; take plenty of
time.”
“T mean tol” g]‘rowlad Bunter,
“ Now, we've only got to shove a few
THE Macxer Lisary.—No, 1,354
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things into the rucsacks,” said Bob.
“Let's see, where's that jolly old
Holiday Annual? ¥ didn't ]]Jmk it up
after heaving it at Bunter last night.
It’s in thoe grass somewhere, you fellows.
Look roumf." )

Billy Bunter grinned over the cold
ham and beef. He had an idea that
the fellows would have to look round
a long while before they spotted that
Holiday Annual in the grass.

“Can’t see it," said Frank Nugent,

“The seefulness of the esteemed
Annual is not terrifie.”

“Blessed if I can, either,” said Bob,

puzzled. “But it must be here. It
dropped near this log after biffing on
unter. Did you see where that

Holiday Annual dropped, Bunter?”

“He, he, he I :

“YWhat are you he-he-heing about, you
fat duffer ?”

“He, he, ha!™

“Have you seen that Holiday Annual,
you fat chump ?” roared Bob.

“QOh, really, Cherry! How could I
have seen it{” demanded Bunter. "I
say, if you're going to be a long time,
you may as weﬁounpack the stove, and 1
can cook somo rashers and eggs——"

“We're not E‘aing to be a long time,

ou fathead! The dashed thing must ba

ere somewhere, right under our noses [
grunted Bob.

“He, ke, he "

“Well, it's not here,” said Hm;rg
Wherton at last, after the hikers h
rooted up and down, and round about,
for a good ten minutes,

Billy Bunter, having finished what
there was to eat, lay down in the grass,
rested his head on a pack, and reposed.
It waa not eight o'clock yet, and Bill’y
Bunter had no idea of beginning a day’s
hike so early, if he coul ?oasgl ly help
it This time he could help it! The
longer his fat little legs remained at
rest, the better Bunter liked it, Ten
u_’clocl', Bunter considered, was a good
time for starting—or eleven! Or after

—that was a still better idea!

Bunter stretched himself in luxurious
reposs, and nodded into balmy slumber
once more, while the puzzled and exas-
perated hikers searched and searched for
the missing Annual.

“What the merry thump can have be-
come of it exelaimed Dob. “Nobod
can have come along and sneaked if,
suppose

“(Oh, my hat!
Nugent.

“Tt’'a impossible,” said Wharton de-
cidedly. “Pon can't know where we're
camping, and if he did, he could never
know that the Annual was lying in the
grass; he would think it was in the
tent.”

“Of course he would ! agreed Frank.
“But—where the dickens has the thing

ot ta? I remember Bob heaving it at
%unter—it must have dropped some-
where near this log." .

“It's Lolly well performed the vanish-
ing trick,” said Johnny Bull. “If Pon
was anywhere about——"” Johnny
glanced round, over the wide expanse of
grass and bushes and clumps of trees.
" Hallo, who's that 1™

A burly figure, in a
muffler, was coming down the cart-trac
across the pasture, from the gate
through which the hikers had passed the
previous evening. Three other dingy,
dus!.f and frowsy figures followed it.

“That tramp again ¥ exclaimed Bob.

“QOh, my hat! And a jolly old
of them this time!” ejaculated
Wharton.

And' the hikers forgot all about the

Pon—" exclaimed

red-spotted

arry

missing Holiday Annual, and gathered g

together in a group, with rather grim
faces, as Herbert Higgs & Co. arrived at
the camp. They l?nut need telling

that it meant trouble.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Something Like a Serap |

“ OTCHER !”
— That was the red-spotted
man's remark as he arrived.
His three tough-looking
comrades grinned.

They were f[ellows a good deal like
Herbert Higgs to look at, though not
quite so burly. Evidently they were
tramps of the same kidney. erbert
had saken a tip from the last encounter
with the Greyfriars hikers, and mow he

of Engineering
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had come in force. Harry Wharton &
Co. were sturdy fellows, and had heaps
of pluck; but they had no chance in a
tussle with four hefty tramps, and both
sides wera quite aware of that fact.

Wharton cast a rather anxious loolk
round. It was a lonely spot—wide-
spreading pasture-land, bordered here
and there by green woodland and fences.
Far in the distance was a trail of smoke
against the sky, from some farmhouse
out of sight. There wes no building to
be seen. Obviously, there was no help
at hand. Hikers, camping in lonely
places, had, to take these chances; and
the Greyiriars hikera undoubtedly
wished, at that moment, that they had
Emk‘ed out a rather less solitary spot.

ob Cherry quietly drew the frying-pan
out of a pack.

“Gotcher |” repeated Mr. Higps
brightly. “Been looking for yer a long
time, I’ave! Now I gotcher I”

“The gotcherfulness seems to be ter-

- Tifie, my worthy and unwashed. friend 1”

remarked Huorree Jamset Ram Singh,
Herbert Higgs stared at him. Then
his piggy eyes fixed vengefully and
venomously on Bob Cherry,
“You banged my ‘ead last night!” he

id.
“T'll bang it again this morning, with
pleasure 1" answered Bob affably.
“Look here!” g‘éow!ed Johnny Bull.
“8heer off —sea? You may be too tough
or us in & sorap, but we'll give
large size in ecraps, if you pusi
trouble, all the same.”
“Hes you !* grinned Herbert.
“The scrapfulness will be prepos-
tarous!” remarked the Nabob  of
Bhanipur, He took a 5rip on a etick,
The hikers were prepared for u desperate

Tesistance,

“Oh_crikey!” Billy Bunter suddenly
opened his eyes and blinked in alarm at

e four tramps. “Oh lor’! I =ay, you
fellows——"

“Back up, Bunter "

“Oh erumbhs !”

Bunter jumped up. But he did not
back up! He backed off! He had nos
liked the red-spotted man's looks the
night before. &till lees did he like them
in company with three more dusty
rascals of the same stamp,

“Where are you going?!” roared
Johnny Bull. “Buck up, you fat funk "

“J—I—T'm going to—to—to fetch
help!” gasped Bunter. And he went—
though whether it was to fetch help or

ou &
for

not, was another matter, Anyhow, he
went !
Really, it was not a heavy loss!

Bunter’s help as a fighting-man would
not have been very valuable.

Herbert Higgs & Co. drew nearer to
the group of hikers. Herbert’s eyes fell
on an open rucsack, in which Bob had
intended to pack the Holiday Annual—
when he found it, He pointed to it.

“Whase is that there ! he asked,

“EhY That's mine |” answercd Bob,

rised by the question.

"Your name’s Cherry, ain't it 1"

“Yes. Though I'm blessed if I see
how you know!” said Bob, still more
surprised.

“That's the cove I”* gaid Herbert to his
5rignldn. “Get 'old of that there sack,

u "

Jud made a grab at the rucsack. Bob
Cherry swung rolind the frying-pan, and
it landed with a loud erack on the
tramp's wrist. The man Jud gave a
fearful howl. :

“ Hands off our property, please !” said

“YAndle 'em I’ roared the red-spotted
man.
And the four tramps made a rush
together.
he next few minutes wers wild and
whirling,

su
LE
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Of Ceeil Ponsenhy's part in these law-

loss proceedings, the hikers, as yot, knew
nothing. They supposed that the red-
epotted maon ﬂad gathered his frierds,
and hunted out their eamp, for purposes
of robbery, after his failure to rob them
the previous evening, They were not
the fellows to bLe robbed without a
struggle. A stick, a frying-pan, and
four pairs of ists, put in some good and
hefty work; and, brawny as the gang of
tramps were, they were far from getting
things all their own way.
. The red-spotted man went over, ycll-
_m%, az he got the frying-pan on his
bullet head. Jud howled :mé1 dodged as
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh lashed with
his stick. Another of the ruffians, get-
ting Bob's right fairly in the eye, stag-
gered over the packs, and sprawled.

For a minute or two it looked as if
the hikers might beat the encmy off.
But Herbert Higgs scrambled up, red

with fury, erimson as the spots on his
muffler, and yelled to his comrades to
come on. And weight told, and the
hikers were driven out of their camp,
still defending themselves valiantly.
But they retrented in & group, wjth their
faces to the foe, prepared to carry the
struggle on. :

Higgs & Co., however, seemed satis-
fied, for the moment, to drive them
away from the packs. They remained in
possession of the camp,

The red-spotted man, breathing hard,
pounced on Bob Cherry’s rucsack, and
turned its contents out in a heap on the
grass, Accordmﬁ to what Ponsonby had
told him, the Holiday Annual s!?lonld
have been there. As eertminly it would

have been, but for Billy Bunter's
strategic dodges. As it happened, it was
not there.

“*Tain't ‘ere!” growled Herbert,

“Blow me pink! Look through them

other bags and things, vou coveys! That
there book is worth a Bver to us!”

“It won't take us long to find it,
*Erbert,” said Jud, “and we'll find a few
other things, too, I faney.”

The tramps proceeded to cast loose the
packs, scattering the hikers’ property in
tha grass. They were looking specially
for the Holiday Annual, but there were
2 good many things that took their
fancy, and thoy were not the men to go
empty-handed.

“Look here! We're not standing
this 1" exclaimed Jolinny Bull savagely.
“We're not going to have our things
pinched by that crew!”

“Looks as if we can't help it!” said

Nugent. “We can't handle those
brutes I
“Let's jolly well try, anyhow!”

growled Johnny.
{Continued on neéxt page.)

o Linesman,” whose and

Information proved so valuable to

MACNET readers last season, has

PHYSICAL FITNESS |
E have reached the riod
w for the big switch-over 1n the
sense—the footballer
18 kioking the cricketer off
the playing pitch. v readers will be
switching over, too; all worked up now
for & good football eeason. I hope you

will have your “ best ever.”

Your Editor has passed on to me the
task of giving a helping hand towards
this best and most enjoyable seaarn ever.
My reply is—at your service.

If there is anything about football
you don't know and would like to
know, write to me. News abonui the
prominent players:  information
as to how they do things: the way
to improve gour game: how fto
solve your difficuliies: problems
econnected with the rules. On these
questions, and any other football
quesiions you send to me lamready
fo mahke reply. The move queries
I get the better I shall be pleased.

There are certain problems peculiar
to the start of & new season. 8o for &
few minutes let us talk of them. In the
first place football demands, first and
foremost, physioal fitness, No player
ean perform the maximum of service to
hia side, or enjoy his game to the full,
unless he ia fit to go the whole nincty
minutes. The boy who plays fontball
regularly doea not need a lot of training
every week. There are first-vlass foot-
bellers who only train an hour or so three
or four eveninga a week, George Mills of
Chelsea, is one of them. He works in an
office during the day. DBut he is usually
a4 fit a8 they make them.

_ Exercises which keep the wind right
are very important—punch-ball and lg&t

once more
fems. If you want an expert opinion, writs to
The Fleetway House, Farringdon “;.“buli“m E.C.4,

engagad to answer iniricate Soccer
“ LINESMANM," ofo The MAGNET,
and thon watch for his reply

paper,

sort of thing. A little practice in the
gymnesium i & good thing, tod. And
then, of course, there must be those
running exercises. Football is getting
faster and faster. Pace isn’t everything.
1 know that. But the footballer who has
skill, combined with pace, ia doubly useful.

DISCOMFORT OF STIFFNESS |

WORD about thia speed business,
however, to put it in ita proper
perspective. Bo far as football

. is concerned, the value of pace
ia not a matter of doing a hundred vards
or so in “evens,"” It is speed off the
mark which stands the footballer in good
stead. How quickly can you do the first
ten yards of a sprint ! In that distance
the efficient fDD:E&“el‘ slips his opponents
and finds himself clear. So practise
starting. This is s part of the regular
routine of the firat-olass player.

And don't imogine thai because
wou play in some position other than
the aitack thal you need not bother
about pace.  The full-back who is o
masier of the art of posilion play
can save himself a lot of running
about. But the full-back who is
fast, as well as brainy, is even more
useful do his side.

The first effect of coming back te foothall
is, of course, stifiness of the limbs. Not
very pleasant this. I expect you have all
experienced it—the feeling that when you
sit down you don't want to get up, and
that when you are up you don't want to
it down, % wos-chatting the other day
to George Hardy, the trainer of Tottenham
Hotspur, & club just baock in the First
Divigion., Hes sssured me that there isy
no known way in which people can dodge?

this stiffness of the limbs after they have
indulged in wunusual and strenuous
exercise.

'+ X 1olil tell you what your readers
can do fo red this di sfort of
stiffness to the minimum,” he said.
' T'ell them that hot ivaler baths
and hard rubbing with a rough lowel
are very helpful. Tell them also,’
he added, ** that it iz no use having
this freatment some hours afier
the opening wmateh. They wmusl
have it almost immediately.”

That is the tip which I pass on from »
man who knows—who has spent almost a
lifetime getting footballers fit and keeping

‘them fit.
BALL PRACTICE !
HERE are many football exercises
which ore a help towards ali-
round efficiency at the game. I
know that many of you dom’™s
like humdrum practice. I am not too
keen on it m But there is no reason
why practice should be humdrum.
There are ways in which it can be made
quite interesting—and yet be really
beneficial, .
The manager of Arsenal, Mr. Herbert
Chapman, realisea the necessity of givin,
his playsra the sort of training in whie
they will be genuinely in And as
Arsenal are champions of the First
Division I think we can agres that what is
good enough for the Arsenal players ia
good enough for other players. Bo here in
one idea of ball practice which has been
thought out by the Arsensl manager.

Four players go out fo a hard
tawn termis court. And they play
o gome of lawon tenmis—with this
difference—that the ball is a football,
and they kick it from one side fo the
other. There are two men at eoch
side of the neci, and thcy score the
points as in loawn fennis.

It is the competitive element about this
sort of practice which keepa the players
interested. And all the time they are
playing this game of * football lawn
tennis ' the players are adding to their
efficiency as footballera. They have to
kick with both feet at all sorta of angles.
Will you try it 1 Even if thers are only
two of you with s spare half-hour, and
only a bit-of waste ground, you can easily
mark it out roughly like a tennis court,
and have a game which you will enjoy—
and which will make you better foot-
ballera.

That will do for this week. Now don't
torgot—write to me about your football
notions end problems,

“ LINESMAN."”
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Harry Wharton dabbed a stream of
eri rom his nose.
iriéf as the tussle had been, all the
hikers had .been severely handled. Asa
matter of fact, it was useless to renew
the combat, in which they had elready
been defeated.
strong for them, and that was that! It
went against the grain to see the rascals
rooting through their property with
thieyish, fingers; but it was futile to
sttempt to stop them, when they knew
that they couldn’t,

“Can’t be helped !" said Lord Maule-
“This is one of

verer Ehilosoph:cn]ly.

the jolly old bad patches in hikin’, If
tht;f_don't through our pockets we
shall be lucky !

“They won't go through my pockets
80 long as I can hit1” growled Johnny
Bull, in ‘a sulphurous voice,

“Bame here, old bean; but we

couldn't stop them.all the same,” said
his lordship, “We'll put ug a scrap if
they come for ua agsin. If they get
hold of our cash we’ll meke them earn
it, by gad|” .

The stick and the frying-pan had been
Iost in the scuffle. The hikers had only
their fists. Angry and exasperated as
they were, they realised that they would
get off c'h_aap{y_lf the fuutp&xn wera
eatisfied with going through the packs,
and dg not attempt to go through their

For some time, at least, Herbert
Higgs & Co. wera contented to root
through the packs, scattering things far
and ‘wide, and picking out whatever
articles took their fancy. .

The hikers, from a little distance,
beside the brook, watched them
savagely. The red-spoited man came
towards them at last, with the others
et his heels.

“B up ! murmured Bob. “Wae're
for it now|”

“We'll jolly well fight till we drop,
anyhow !* said Johnny Bull, between
his teeth,

The ‘hikers faced the epemy
resolutely.

" “Look ‘'ere!” began  Herbert.
“Where's that blooming book 7"

“That what?” exclaimed Wharton,

ished by the unexpected suestiun.

“I'm arter that there book !" growled
Herbert. 'Tain't in the packsl Book
called the 'Oliday Annual] You got it
about yer?” 5

The hikers stared at him blankly.

“You—you—you're after my Holiday
Annual 7* gtuttered Bob erry, in
utter amazemcent.

“Jest that " growled Herbert Higgs.
“ And you'd better and it hover afore I
give you a oner|*”

“What do you know about s Holiday
Annual, and what do you want it for7”
asked Wharton quietly.

“That ain’t neither ’ere nor there !
retorted Mr. Higgs. “I want it, and
I'm a-going to "ave it—sea?”

“Pon!” said Nugent, with a deep
breath.

All the hikers jumped to it at once!
Almost any kind of plunder was grist to
the red-spotted man’s mill; but he could
not be supposed to want a Holiday
Annual, or even to be awara that thera
was ngc‘h a k among the property of
the hikers—unless Ponsonby was at the
bottom of the affair. The Greyfriars
fellows knew now to whom they owed
this attack. .

“Are you ’'anding over that there
book 1 anded the red-spotted man.

“ As it hanpens, we have lost it,” said
Harry, *“Weo wers looking for it when
you came up! But, in any case we
wouldn't hand it over! You can go
back to that cur who set fw on to us,
and tell him to try again I”
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The enemy wos too &

“I ain't 'ere to jor!” said Higgs.
“One of you has got that there in
his rage—I know you got it! Come on,
you coveys—that thers book ain't all
they got in their pockets. We got to
clear pretty ;

ing to take all we can with us!”
‘Wotto, 'Erbert!”

And there was another rush of the
four ruffians. Bix hikers stood up to it
gallantly, fighting hard.

It was a desperate fnf.

The schoolboys had plenty of pluck,
and Higge & Co. had their hands full
for quite a long time,

But it ended as it was bound to end—
the schoolboys had no chance against the
four burly ruffians,

Every one of the gnng was rather
damaged by the time they got the upper
hand; but they did Eet it, and the

ikera, bruised and rao.lhieu, were
stretched in the grass. Three of the
ruffiens, grasping them, held them
down, while Herhert Higgs, after mop-
ping a orlmuon-m;enminE nose, began
to go tlmuqh their pockets, It was
rough luck Ior the Greyfriars hikers,

- —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Friend In Need !
UMP!

B
Bunter.
He sat down. .

The man he had bumped into stag-
gered and reeled. He was a sturdy,
stocky man, with & red, weather-tanned
face, and a wooden leg. Mis right leg,
from the knes down, was a wooden
stump., But he seemed remarkably
active on it, for, having reeled on his
sound leg, he recovered himself on the
wooden one, and regained his balance.
He stared down at Bunter, who eat and
spluttered breathlessly.

spluttered Billy

“¥You clumsy young lubber!” ejacu-
lated the wooden-leg, man,
“Wow!” gasped Bunter., “Owl

Wow I
* Rl.tm:ingl into a man !” exclaimed the

stocky gentleman indignantly. *“Can’t
you see where you're rumning, with
thoss head-lights of yourn?1”

“Urrghl urrgh | said Bunter,
_Bﬂlq Bunter, in full Sight from the
hikers’ camp, had dashed into a foot-
ath through a stretch of green wood-
and. There he was out of sight of
the hikers and the tramps; but he was
unaware of the fact, as ho did not waste
time looh'ngi)hmk. He charged on like
a demented buffalo, and he did not even
sea the wonden»legged man comin,
slong the shady path, till he crashed.
What breath he had left, which was not
much, waa knocked out of him by the
collision,

He sat and gasped stertorously.

“Took aback, and no mistake " smid
the wooden-legged man, who seemed to
have been a seafaring gentleman by
his expressions. “Took mback and run
down| Well, do you want me to navi-
gate round you! Btir & stump 1"

Standing on his sound leg, the red-
faced man poked Billy Bunter with
the wooden one.

“Wow ! gurgled Bunter, as he got
the poke in his fat ribs. “Yow-ow!
Beast | Urrrrrggh! Keep off | I haven't

any money | e _other chaps have got
all the money! I left mine at homae!
Ow! Helpl Policel Wow|”

“You yowling, ’owling swabl” said

the one-legged man. “Do you reckon
I'm a tramp arter your money, or
what 1
“Oh! Aren't 7cuf” asped Bunter,
“Bhiver me |’ un.idg a red-faced
man, “Douse my head-lights 1"

uick arter this, and we're th
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“I—I say,” gasped Bunter, blinking
at him and staggering to his feet. He
realised that the seafaring stranger was
not a connection of Herbert H:ﬁ]gs_ &
Co. "I say, help! They're robbing

Ol —

“Who's robhinf who 7"

“Those tramps|” gasped Bunter. “A
gang of them, robbing us! They—
they're scrapping like angthing—"

“And Jou setting another course
full sail?” grinned the wooden-legged
man, “You look it! Where are they?
If anybody’s beinE robbed, he won't
have to ask Bobby Bunce twice for ’elp !
Bet me & course, you fat lubber |

“I—I say, there's a gang of them—
dozens—I mean; four of them |” gasped
Bunter. “JI—I think I—I'll go for more

hel »

Ilohby Bunce took him by the grmy

** Bet a course !” ho said tersely.

“Wow ! gasped Bunter, -

He understood that by setting a
course, he was to show Mr. Biince the
way, With a g'riri\:l on his arm like a
steel vice, Bunter had no choice in the
matter, though he certainly would have
preferred to go farther afield.

Mr Buance seemed very willing to
render help, but the fat Owl did not
see what a wooden-legged man could do
against a gang of heity tramps.

However, as th
Bunter turned back :
to the open.fields he had left behind.
There, the wooden-legged man could see
for himself what was going on, though
the hiker's camp was rather at a

distance,

Harry Wharton & Co, were engaged
in their last flerce scrap with the
tramps.

“Bhiver me|” ejaculated Mr. Bunce,
and, letting go Bunter, he raced across
the fields,

Considering that he had a wooden
log, he moved with amazing speed, hop-

ing a good deal like a very active

NEAr0o.

“Oh orikey 1" ped Bunter,

He leaned against a tree, and blinked
after Mr. unce through his big
spectacles. He was interested to see
what happened when Bobby Bunce
arrived at the camp; but he was not
anxious to Iﬂart:mpa.ie tharein,

Leaving the fat Owl behind, Mr.
Bunce bore down on the hikers' camp,
his eyes gleaming from his tanned face.
The juniors were down now, three of
the roughs hold them in the grass,
while Herbert Higgs started to go
through their pockets. They did not
notice the "i’f"“‘"h of the wooden-

legged man till he was quite near.
Avast!” roared Mr. Bunce as he
charged.

The red-spotted man ’l__t.:mg:d up, and
whirled round on him. Probably ga did
not expect much trouble with a wooden-
legged man,

But it was the wooden leg that gave
him_trouble, )

“'Ere, you 'ook it!" said Herbert
Higgs. “B8ee, 'ook it! Don't you come

barging in 'era|”
* zﬁ) 1" roared Bob Cherry.
And the hikers began to struggle

again.

q.M'r. Bunce came straight on, evidently
resolved to intervene. Higgs made a
stride at him, with a brawny
clenched. .

Up came the wooden leg like a flash
of hﬁ{htniug, and it was jemmed fairly
into Herbert Higgs' waistcoat.

“QOoooocogh | gurgled Herbert.

With a horrible gurgle he staggered

backwards and sat down. He did not
sitempt to get up again. He clasped
both horny hands to his waistcoat and

s;u.‘gled hideously. Herbert was hors
combat.
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heaved wildly, as a fat figure kick

glared at the grinning hikers,

Leaving him for dead, as it were, the
swwooden-legged man turned on the others.
Thoy jumped up to tackle him, leaving
the jumor~ to themselves for the
moment. Mr, Bunce's wooden leg
flashed out again, and Jud joined Her-
bert in tha :grnss. winded and gurgling.
Then Mr. Bunce had hold of the two

others by their necks, and was crashing.

their heads together.

Harry Wharton & Co. scrambled up,
to rush to the aid of their unexpected
reseuer,

He did not seem to need aid. He
brought the beads of the two tramps
together with a fearful crash, and they
velled with enguish. Then he pitched
themn into the grass. They rolled and
howled.

“ Avast, you swabs
Bunce. * Avast, you piratical lubbers

He hopped at the two sprawling
tramps and jabbed at them with his
wooden leg. They squirmed and
scrambled wildly to escape. Getting to
their feet, they ranced away across the
field. Clearly they had had enough of
the senfaring man and his wooden leg.

Mr. Higgs and Jud, however, could
not scrambls up and run. They were
in a stato of collapse, groaning and
gurgling horribly.

’l‘izm combat was over. Like Cmear of
old, Mr. Bobby Bunce had come, and
seen, and conguercd.

From a safe distance Billy Bunter
blinked at that brief, but thrilling scene,
his little round eyes almost lin.l!];"in::
through his big round spectecles. Now
he came ‘rolling towards the camp.
Lvidently the danger was over.

“Well, my only hat!” gasped Bob
Cherry, stariag after the two fleeing
tramps, thez at the two groaning
ruffians in the grass, and then at the
wooden-legged man. “My only summer
bonnet 1%

1* roared Mr,

, you fellows, what the thummumugk—l

“I say, thanks!"”
Wharton  “It's awfully
help us like this™

“The thankfulness is terrific |2 panted
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Frightfully good of you, dear
man!” said Lord Mauleverer grate-
fully.

Mr, Bunce grinned a good-natured

grin.

“All right!” he gaid. “All serene,
my hearties! Glad I came along in
time! I clapped on full sail when that
fat cove told me what was going on.’

Bob Chorry chuckled.

“You're a sailorman?” he asked.
“How'd you guess that, sir?
ay, I’ve been & sailorman—lost & leg
mine-sweeping in the War-time. Boat-
man now—work on the Thames, Name

of Bobby Bunce, at your service!”

“ Jolly glad to mect you, Mr. Bunce,"
said Frank Nugent. ‘“Those villpine
would have cleared us out down to the
skin if you hadn’t come along and
chipped in.”

“They scem rather keen on clearing
out themselves now you've barged im,
Mr. Bunce,” grinned Johnny Bull,

Two of the tramps had vanished.
Herbert Higgs and Jud were beginning
to crawl away through the grass. They
seemed anxious to rejoin their friends at
a distance as soon as possible. They
gurgled and groaned as they crawled.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
Bunter—you can roll in.”

“0h, reslly, Cherry——"

“You fat funk 1" hooted Johnny Bull.

“Well, I like that!" exclaimed Bunter
warmly. “I ren for help—"

“You ran, and no mistake!” agreed
Baob.

“The runfulness was terrific.”

“Y ran for help!” roared Bunter,
“and I'd like to know what would

gasped Harry
good of you to

All safe now,

'm smothered with something—wurrggh—gerroff—ow ! *
under if. A red and infuriated
“ Beasts | "> he roared

Ay, W
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The canvas
face emerged at last, and Billy Bunter

have happened to you if I hadn't fetchea
belp? "Where would you be? 1 ask
you!l”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mr. Bunoe.
“He was running, you can lay to that
—he ran me down, right in the bows,
and I tell you he was putting on speed,
for a heavy craft broad in tga beam |”

“Well, it's lucky Bunter bunked, as
it turns out,” said Bob Cherry. *“Jolly
lucky you were coming this way this
morning, Mr. Bunce!”

“That's all right,” said Bobby Bunce.
“Look here, if you're hiking I'll stand
by to convoy you on your course, in case
those piratical swabs are in the offing.
hat course was you steering !"”

“We were going to start for the
Thames, if we could pick up the way,”
said Harry Wharton.

“That's my way,” said Mr. Bunce.
“I'm going back to my boathouse below
Lechlade. Xf that'll suit you—""

“Fine |” said Bob. “Wo won't keep
you waiting lon "

“No hurry,” said Bobby Bunce.

The hikers hnd found not only a
rescuer but a gnide in the wooden-legged
gentleman, for which they were duly
thankful. And DBilly Bunter was not
slow to point out that they owed it all
to him, and to his bright idea of run-
ning for help while the scrap was on.
Bunter, as usual, received no gratitude
whatever |

THE TENTH CHAFPTER.
Those Who Hide Can Find !

ILLY BUNTER sat in the grass,
B his podgy back to the trunk of
an elm, taking it easy, with a
cheery grin on his fat face.
Every other member of the hiking
(Continued_on page 16.)
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party had collected damages in the
scrap with Herbert Iiggs Co., and
they bathed their features in the brook
and rubbed and dabbed, and put them-
selves to rights as well as they could.
They were not the fellows to make &
fuss about a hard knock or two, but
there was no doubt that they were feel-
ing rather sore.

Having repaired damages as well as
possible, they had to gather up the
property that the tramps had upset and
scattered, and repack it, Owing to
the fortunste arrivel of Bobby Buncs,
they had lost nothing, after all—Herbert
Higgs & Co. at the finish had been only
too glad to escape, without bothering
about plunder. It was quite a little
time before the hikers were ready for
the road, and then the question of the
missing Holiday Annual still remained
to be eolved.

No doubt it was fortunate that it had
been missing, or it could hardly be
doubted that the red-spotted man would
have “snaffled ” it—and as they knew
now that he had been set on by Pon-
sonby, the disputed vplume would have

ot into the Highcliffe fellow'a hands,

ut now that Herbert Higgs had
vanished over the horizon, Bob wanted
that Holiday Annual, and none of the
hikera felt disposed to march without
it. What had become of it was an utter
mystery.

Mr. Bunce, in his hearty way, helped
the hikers with their " dunnage,” as he
called it, and then helped them to look
for the missing volume, But he had
no more luck than the hikers, The migs-
ing volume was not to be found.

Bunter sat and grinned.

He was getting the rest he neceded,
and which was ever so much better than
slogging slong in a hot sun. If the
other fellows wanted exercise, they, too,
were getting what they wanted—rooting
up and down, hunting for that elusive
volume. It was, Bunter considered, as
good as hiking. So it was all right for
everybody, And Bunter sat and grinned,
without the slightest intention of reveal-
ing the mystery.

It was not till he caught some words
from the baffled and exasperated hikers
that Bunter became serious, realising
that the matter had n serious side.

“Mr. Bunce says it will take two
hours to get as far as Lechlade,” said
I'l'nrr{ Wharton, “We came the wrong
way last night. Time's getting on.”

“Blow !” said Bob Cherry, “We can’t
go without that book!”

“Well, we can't get any lunch till we
get to somewhere where there's some
shops 17 said Harry.

‘“Blow lunch!” said Bob, crossly.

“The grub's run right out,” remarked
Nugent. “Mr, Bunco says there's a
refreshment place near hia boathouse.
We can get some lunch there—and time's
getting on.™

Billy Bunter ceased to grin.
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If there was no grub left, and if a
walk of two hours was needed to arrive
at grub, obviously Bunter's rest that
morning could not be so lengthy as hLe
had designed. )

The matter was getting serious!

“Well, yon fellows ecan cut, if you
like,” said Bob, “We can't keep Mr,
Bunee waiting about, anyvhow, Blut 1'm
not going without that Holiday
Annual.”

“We'll stick to you, old bean,” said
Johnny Bull,

“The stickfulness will be ferrific!”

“1 can’t imagine what's become of the
dashed thing, said Bob. *“But it must
bs somewlhere about—that stands to
reason.”

“1 say, you follows—"

“Q0h, shut uwp. Bunter!”

“Beast [ I say, you fellows, if wou
can’t find that idiotic book perhaps I'd
better look for it,” said Bunter.

“If you weren't a fat, lazy, slacking
rotter, you'd be helping us look for it
nlready," snorted Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull! If that's the
thanks I get for finding the rotten thing
for you——"

]

“¥You haven't found it yet, Fou
blitherer !"
“Oh, I fancy I ecan find it!"” said

Bunter airily.  “It only needs gump-
tion, you know., That's my long suit.
I don't suppose it's very far away.”

" Fathead !”

Bunter heaved himself up from the
grass. With a walk of two hours be-
tween him and lunch, it was clear, even
to Bunter, that it was time to get a
move on. And certainly mnobody but
Bunter was likely to find that missing
Holiday Annual,

“Leave it to me,” said Bunter, “You
fellows go and sit down. You loock
tired, e, he, he! Ill-tempered, too.”

“You fat frump—"

“Oh, leave it to me!" snapped
Bunter. “Isn't everything left to me?
Don't I do practically all the work on
this hike? If you lose anxthing, I've
got to find it, of course. Well, I've got
to do it. Leave it to me, and don’t
aw.”

The hikers looked at Billr Bunter as
if they could have eaten him.

With o contemptuous sniff the Owl of
the Remove rolled away under the
branches of the clump of trees.

“You fat chump!” bawled Boh
Cherry. “Ii can't be there.”

“Yah!"” rectorted Bunter, over his
shoulder.

He disappeared into the trees.

“Bother the eilly ass!” growled Bob.
"I suppose lie's gone for a snooze,
really. The book can't be as far off as
that, unless it's grown legs and
walked.”

“Oh, my esteemed hat!” ejaculated
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “There is
an excellent and absurd proverb, my
idiotic friends, that those who perform
the hidefulness, can also perpetrate the
findfulness.”

Bob Cherry jurnped.

“0Oh! My only
thought of that!
has—" -

“The pernicious villain!” gasped
Wharton. “He's hidden that Holiday
Annual, to keep us hanging about while
he sat under a tree!”

“Those who hide can find !” grinned
Nugent. “That baniﬁhted ass has gone
to find what he hid.

“]—I—I'll—" gasped Bob.

He rushed after Bunter,

He was in time to see that fat and
fatuous youth stoop, and plunge & fat
paw into a hollow under the roots of a
tree, and draw out o Holiday Annual!

Bunter roze to his feet, Annual in

hat! T wmever
That fat scoundrel
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hand, with a fat grin on hiz face. Bob
heard his fat chuckle.

“He, Le, ha!"”

“You fat rotter!” roared Bob.

“Oh!” Billy Bunter jumped, and
blinked through his spectacles, “I—I1
say, old chap! I've found it for you!"

“Where you hid it I” yelled Bob,

“Certainly not! It was lying under
this tree, you know, I—I dare say the
wind blew it there.”

“Bome wind, to blow a volume thas
weight [ grinned Nugent, as the rest
of the hikers camo up.

“I saw him root it out from under
that trec!” shrieked Bob. “If was
hiddon there, and Bunter hid it.”

“D-d-d-did you?? gasped Bunter.
“What I mean is, I—I found it under
the tree. I—I happened to look there,
and—and there it was.”

“You happened to look in a lole
under & tree, without knowing that the
book was there?"” gasped Wharton.

“Yes, old chapl Gumption, you
know,” eaid Bunter. '“You fellows
would never have thought of looking
there,”

“Not as we didn't park the book
there,” agreed Wharton. “You did,
you iﬂdn bloater I

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“I'll burst him!” gasped DBob.
“Hanging about sll the morning, be-
causo that podgy piffier was too lazy to
walk! I'll squash him! I'l] 3

“Here, keep off!” yelled Bunter,
dodging round the other hikers. [ ailk
put it there to save it from that tramp,
you beast!”

“Wha-a-at ! gasped Bob, quite taken
aback by that statement.

““He'd have had it, if I hadn't Lidden
it,” declared Bunter, “You jolly well
know that! You might than{: & . chap
for saving it for you. That tramp
would have had it, but for my_presence
of mind, hiding it before he came
along.”

L Pip-
Bob, “

ip-presence of mind,” stuttered
1d you know that tramp was
coming a.lon% any more than we did?”

“Oh! I—I—I mean——"

“You mean you hid it to make us
hang about while you squatted under
a tree!” roared Bob. “And you
wouldn’t have coughed it up mow, only
you want to get somewhere to lunech.”

“The—the fact is—"

Billy Bunter got no farther, Bob
Chcrrg %raspecl him by a fat neck, and
lande: im in the grass. With tha
other hand he grasped the Holidav
Annual, That volume rose and fell
with a bang.

Whack !

“Whooop !” roared Bunter.

Whack !

“Yarooop 1"

Whack |

“Yow-ow-ow-ow ! Dragximoff !”

shriL}?l‘csd' Bunter, Pullimoff! Yar-

“Ha, ha, hal”

Whacl !

“Yocop! Help! Fire!”

“Thero " qasped Bob  Cherry.
“That's a tip!”

“Yow-ow-ow !" roared Bunter.
“PBrast! Ungiateful beast | Catel me
finding your Holiday Annual for you

next time it's missing I”

“You fat piffler, if it's missing again,
vou'll be mnissing, too,” sai %OIJ.
‘Come on, you men! We're keeping
Mr. Bunce waiting.”

Mr. Bunce had watched that enter-
taining scene with & broad grin on his
tanned face. Now he started with the

hikers, and they walked down the track
to the gateway. Bunter sat and roared.

“(Coming, fatty!” Harry Wharton
called bacﬁ.
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“¥o!” roared Bunter. “I'm fed-np
with you! I'm dome with you! Go
and eat coke! After this you can get
on the best you can without me!”

“ Hurrah'1®

“ Beasts |

The hikers hiked on.
behind.

But a few minutes later there was a
patter of feet in pursnit, and a fat and
panting Bunler rejoined the hikers in
the lane. On gecond thoughts—pro-
verbially the best—Billy Bunter had
decided not to turn down the Greyfriars
hikers.

Bunter was left

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Trip on the Thames !

L1 HE jolly old Thanies !"
“ Hurrah I
Coming through the trees,
and beholding the glistening
water reflecting. back the raya of the
sun, was really delightful.

The rippling Thames flowed peace-
fully between green banks, a mere
stream, but very pleasant to fook upon.
The hikers had intended to “hit ™ the
Thames in Wiltshire, but they were, as
a matter of fact, hitting iv in Berk-
shire; but it was all one to a hiker.
How they hadn't got to Cricklade the
Ere\'rwus day they did not quite know.

ut, anyhow, there was ade across
the river, and Bob* Cherry remarked

that one “lade™ was as d as
another, whether it was ricklade,
Lechlade, or marmalade,

“This reminds me of something

olassical,” Bob remarked, as the river
burst on_ their sight. “I forget what
it was, but something or other—"
He: rubbed his nose thoughtfully. *“Oh,
I remember—the retreat of the jolly old
ten thousand. They dighted the sea all
of a sudden, efter hiking ardund in
Agia Minor a long time, and ex-
claimed: ‘' The sea—the sea !’ ™

“They jolly well didn't!” said Bill
Blm:.li;er.y =y :

“They jolly well did !” said Bob, “I
remember we've had it with Quelch in
the Form-room at Greyfriars, tathead.”

“Well, they didn’t,” retorted Bunter,
“It stands to resson that ancient
Greeks must have talked Greek, so they
couldn't have exclaimed, ‘the sea—the
sea ' That's English.”

“Oh, my hat! You howling ass, of poe

course they put it in Greek!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Thalassa ! Thalassa!” said Nugent,
laughing.

“Was that it?” asked Bob. “Sounds
jolly poetical. Anybody know any
Greek to greet the Thames with?”
There was no reply. “Well, this sort
of thing makes s fellow feel poetical,”
went on Bob. *Lots of sportsmen have
written tri; about here. Bhelley, for
one, and & chep named Arnold.”

“I’ve heard of Arnold,” eaid Billy
Bunter. “But he was a schoolmaster.”

“This was another Arnold, ass—m

t! He wrote something or other
called—what do you call it, or some-
thing b seemed a little vague.
“The fact is, you men, I believe I could
spout. poetry in scenery like this—="

“Go it !” said Harry Wharton, with &
chuclle. .

“Well, what about this?” asked Bob,
after a little reflection as the hikers
walked down a shady lane towards the
river that glistencd across the green
meadows :n front of them. .And Bob
“went ¥ it.

“The sea! The scal” excleimed the
reeks,
After wandering round for weeks,
“The Thames| The Thames!”
hikers cried,
After getting lost, and wandering
about, far and wide.”

“I think the last line is a bit too
long,”* said Bob thoughtfully,

“The thinkfulness is terrific!"
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Ha, ha, ha!?

‘the

““How sweet to see the river glide,
Toa far up from London to be stopped
by the tide;

With flowers ’briglat, in many a
bunch——"*

“I say, you fellows, what about

lunch ?* put in Billy Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the hikers, as
Bunter unintentionally added a line to
Bob's poetry.

“Lunch I snorted Bob. “You'd be
thinking about lunch when other fellows
are thinking about poeiry! Lots of
poets have written bags of stuff on this
olly old river. There was Pope, at

vickenham——" -

“Rot!"” said Bunter, “He wasn't |

“He was!” roared Bob.

PUT YOUR THINKING CAP

ON,
like Miss Eleanor OQuseley, of
31. Upper Derby Road, Ports-
mouth, ﬁlllt‘, has done and make
up a Greyfriars limerick. 1f it's

worth A POCKET WALLET

you'll get one. Here's her win-

ning effort:

Dr. Locke Ils the Greyfriars
" b..k'll
He's tall and majestic and slpek.
Ha worrisa the p
By pointing out defects,
And stuffing their noddiss with
Qresk |

n

beaming. “They catch 'em here, you
know I If you té?l.lom like, I'll do some
fishing. I'm a dab at angling. Wa
get some pretty big fish in the trout
stream at Bunter rt. Su we
stay on here for a few days. %he grub
seems to be good—""

"“Ha, ha, hal” )

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! These trout are nearly as (1]
we cfgch at Bl‘.lil'lfbrel' Court.’ ¢

“This 18 a different species of trout,
though,” said Bob Cherry.

“Eh| What's the difference?” asked
Bunter.

“This is a real trout,” explained Bob.
“There's & lot of difference between &
real trout and an imaginary trout.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter, “I
can tell you I once caught 8 trout
we:%h;_n thirty pounde—-™

“Bhilings, more likely!" grinned

g,

“Yah!”

Bunter devoted himself to the trout,
Whether he could catch trout or not,
Bunter knew how to dispose of them
when caught. . In that line ha could beat
m.i angler that ever angled.

fter lunch the hikers walked down
to Mr. Dunce’'s boathouse to look over
the boats. Bunter was left taking a nap
under n shady trce, Bob Cherry’s idea
of hiking by water for a while was quitp
popular, especially with Lord Maule-
verer and Billy Bunter, Bitting in »
boat to hike was an idea that suited
them both admirably. Masuly even sug-
Eeste_d turning it into a river-hike, and

eeping on right down the Thames to

London; which did not
the prospect of sitting
down for the rest of the trip faded from
Mauly’s eyes like a besutiful "

“We'll t it as far as Bablockhythe,
and then hoof it north through Oxiord-
shire,” said Bob. “We can take a
coupfe of days dver twenty-five miles,
taking it jolly . We'll leave the
boat at Bablockhythe for Mr. Bunce
to pick up.”

“‘ Right you are, eir!” sasid Mr.

“Lot you know!" jeered Bunter.
“ Any kid in the Becond Form could tell
you that Pope lives at Rome |”

“You howling ass, I mean Pope, the
not Pope, the !F'ops " rosred Bob.

as there a vaet named Pope?”
aiked Bunter. *Well, look here, don't
you get telling us any of his [)ea.etly
try. I'm hungry "

pnl?t'l

“'Ere’s the inn, gentlemen,” said Mr,
Bunce, “and if you want a boat any
time you come along to the boathouse,
which vou'll see hext to my cottage
yonder.”

“What-ho |” said Bob Cherry. “Now
we've hit the jolly old Thames at last,
rou men, my idea is to hike -by water
or a bit—what 7 :

“Good egg!" said Harry Wharton.
“But how sbout getting shut of the
boat when we're finished 1"

“That's all right,” said Mr. Bunce.
“You can leave the boat where you like
along the river, anywhere this side of
Oxford, and I'll get it picked up after.”

“You're a friend in need, and no
mistake, Mr. Bunce,” said the captain
of the Greyfriars Remove. “That's
ripping 1"

" “The_ripfulness is terrific !"

‘Mr. Bunce touched his hat to the
hikers and stumped along cheerily on
hiswooden leg, leaving them to go to the
inn, which was called the Golden Trout.
They were all rather glad to geot safely
landed there, and to discover that an
excellent lunch was to be obtained.

“I say, you fellows, thia trout is
simply ripping!? said Billy Bunter,

And the hikers selected s _boat, and
arranged terms with Bobby Bunce, and
repared for the \'oynga. Untiring
iikers as they were, the Famous Five
liked the idea of using their arms
instead of their legs for & day or two,
Billy Bunter was roused out of his nap,
and he rolled down to the boat. It was
rather a roomy boat, with plenty of
space for the crew of seven and ir
“dunnage,” as Mr. Bunce called it.

“What about fishing tackle?” asked

Bunter.
“Nothing about fishing tackle!”
sn‘ewarad arry.

Look here, we may as well have
fresh trout for supper,” argued Bunter,
“You fellows can pick up some tips
about angling, too, by watching me
Dunce has got fishing tackle here.”

“Heaps!” said Mr. Bunce.

“You can leave the fishing to me,"
said Bunter. *“You fellowa make out
that I never do any work! Well, so
long as you do the camping and the
was ing—up and the other few trifli
things, I'll do all the fishing. I’
gusrantee to keep you supplied with
plenty of fish so long as wa stick to
the river. I want a rod and line.”

“Oh, sll right! But you won't catch
anything unless you row.”

“Eh! What should I ecatch if I
rowed, you ass?"

“Craba "

“Yaht*
Fishing tackle having been added to
the equipment, in order that Billy
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Bunter might keep the whole party well
supplied with fresh fish during the tri
on the Thames, the hikers pushed off.
Mr. Bunce gave the boat a shove, and
they floated out on the Thames and
drifted down with the current. A mile
or two below Lechlade, as they floated
at a leisurely rate by green meadows,
a red-spotted muffler on the bank caught
their eyes.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry.. “EKnow that sportsman?”

“The knowfulness is terrific!” grinned
Hurree.Jamset Ram Singh.

Mr, Herbert Higgs, on the bank,
stared at the hikers in the boat.
Evidently he remembered the party, and
not with affaction. He came to a halt,
Etarmg at them and shaking a brawny

st.

“1 say, you fellows, keep clear of that
bank I  exclaimed Billy  Bunter
inxipus[y. “What are you steering in
for, Cherry, you ass? That beast might
go for us!"

Bob pulled the line, and the boat
nosed towards the bank, .where Mr.
Higgs stood shaking his fist.

“What's the game!?” asked Harry
Wharton.

HThis1” answered Bob cheerily, dip-
ping his hand into a bag of provender
and extracting therefrom a large apple.

The hikers chuckled. Bob, apple in
hgnd, watched the burly man on the
bank, As they drew within range of
his voice, Mr. Higgs began to make
remarks to them of a personal and
objectionable nature. It was only too
clear that his experience with the hikers
had caused him to take quite a dislike
to the cheery party.

But the How of his eloquence was sud-
denly interrupted. Bob's hand shot up,
with the apple in it,

Whiz 1

Crash |

The apple landed fairly on Mr, Higgs'
nose. e sut down on the bank, with
s sudden shook.

B"[P\'ell bowled I chuckled Johnny
ull,
“Ha, ha, hat”

There was a roar from Herbert Higgs.
He sorambled up, with both. hands
c.llalped to his nose. The hikers’ boat
pulled out into the strcam again_ and
slid on down the Thames, the hikers
looking back at Mr. Higgs with smiling
faces. Mr. Higgs was brandishing his
fist again and roaring, but the boat
very soon passed out of hearing; which
was just as well, for Mr. Higgs'
observations were entirely unsuitable
for youthful ears.

Mr. Higgs disappeared astern, and
the hikers floated on cheerily in the
glow of the Beptember sunshine down
the winding Thames.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, the Fisherman !

i OLD on hera!”
" What for?”
‘' Fishing "

“0Oh, scat!"

“Look here, this is a jolly good
place,” said Bunter firmly. “Hold on, I
tell youl I shan't keep you long; only
until I've caught & dozen or &0
trout——"

* That means stopping here,” said Bob
Cherry, “till the year 2033. I suppose
you will catch one about every ten
yoars |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Too long a rest for us!” said Bob,
shaking his head.

“Ohb, really, Cherry! Tie on to thie

ranch,” said Bunter., *I don't think
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you fellows ought to keep on showing
jealousy because I can do a lot of thirgs
you can’t do! It's rather mean.”

“Fathead !

“Ruather unmanly, if you ask me,”
said Bunter., “Now, tie on, and keep
quiet! Don't keep on jawing, you know
—it may frighten away the ﬁsﬁ."

“You don’t thinlk your face has done
that al}r)cﬁ"dy 7" asked Bob,

1

“Well, this is o lovely spot—let's give
him a quarter of an hour,” said Harry
Wharton,

“That will mean only two or three
trout,” said Bunter. *“ 8till, when you
see me landing them one after another,
I fan{:'; you'll be keen for ma to keep
on. You might stick that rod together
for me, Bob[ Don't slack.”

long, drooping branch over the
stream afforded a good mooring. The
boat tied on, rocked gently on the
sleepy curren The rod and line
having been adjusted, Bunter took it in
hand.

“I say, you fellows, did you bring any
bait ?” inquired the Owl of the Remove,
remembering that rather important item
a little late. Even the most expert
angler could hardly expect to catch his
fish without bait.

“1 think not!” chuckled Johnny Bull,

“Well, you're a lot of duds, and no
mistake I exclaimed Bunter, in disgust.
“J have to think of everything, of
course! If I forget n thing, it's for-

tten all round! 1 want a jar of bait.

k hera! We've only done a couple
of miles. One of you fellows cut back
on the bank, and get some bait from
Bunwli

“Who's going to walk two miles, and
back, to get Bunter some bait to play
the ﬁiddy ox?" asked Bob. “Don’t all
speak at once.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I think that's pretty selfish, as
I'm going to supply trout for the whole
party,” said Bunter, “I must bave
some bait.”

" S3tick on a bit of corned beef, old fat
man,”

“You want live bait for trout,” said
Bunter. “Trout won’t rise to a_ bit of
old beef! Dace or bleak—you stick the
hook in them, P'ou know, and—"

“Grooocogh! Bhut up!”

“ And the{ wriggle—"

“8hut up [ roared Bob.

“Well, if you're going to be
squeamish, you can't expect to eatch any
trout,” said Bunter peevishly, “Of
course, you have to have live bait.” _

“What about sticking the hook into
Bunter?” said Johnny Bull thought-
fully. “If it can bo stuck into a live
bleak, why not into a live freak?”

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter.
“Well, if you're not going back for bait,
I'll try a bit of beef on the hook, Mind,
1 don't undertake to catch trout without
live bait.” .

“That's all right—you'll catch just as
many,” said Nugent. “And if you wag
the rod about like thai, you'll cateh that
tree.”

“Rats! Tl ghow you how to handle
n rod,” sniffed Bunter. .

And he did! Standing up in the
moored boat, Bunter brandished the
rod, and the hook immediately caught
on a branch overhead. Bunter tugged.

“Go it!” said Bob encouragingly.
“Banter's made & catch already, you
men. He's caught an oak-tree! I
hardly think it will do for supper—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly, cackling asses, help me to
get this line loose!” roared Bunter,
“How's a fellow to fish, with & lot of
cackling idiots grinning at him, I'd like
to_know! DBeasts!”

Bunter tugged and tugged! The zod

THE MAGNET

came away at last, leaving the Lok and
a few yards of line in the tree. How-
ever, a new look was forthcoming, an:t
then Bunter made another cast, tortu-
nately missing the tres. Unfortunately.
however, it caught Lord Mauleverer's
straw hat, which whisked off his head
with a suddenness that surprised his
lordship,

“0Oh gnd " @jaculated BManlr,
“Where's my hat? I say, that's my hat.
Bunter! You're jolly well not goin’ to
use my hat for bait!”

“Hau, ha, ha ! shricked the hikers.

“ Another catch!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Are we to have Mauly's hat for
supper?”

"The catehfulness iz terrific!”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“It's going to be seme supper, if it
depends on Bunter's fishing,” said Bob,
“First course an oak-tree—second
course, Mauly's hat—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Take your silly hat off my hoolk.
Mauly, you fathead!” howled Burte:r.
“(Jun’t you keep your gilly Lead out of
the way when a fellow’s fishing ?”

“I'll take jolly good care to!” gasped
Mauly. “You're not goin’ to hook my
head next time.”

The hat swung over the boat, and was
recaptured. Then Bunter at last got
his bait on, and cast afresh. This time,
wonderful to relate, hook and bait eank
into the Thames, with no casualties.

“Now it's all right,” said the fat Owl
“Keep quiet! You have to keep quite
quiet, or the trout won't rise.”

The juniors, sitting about the boat at
ease, kept quiet, grinning, Billy
Bunter paid out his line, blinking
anxiously over the gunwale t'hrough his
big spectacles. Very likely trout were
there. But it was probable that they
did not want to have anything to do
with Bunter. Anyhow, they did nos
rise.

Bunter shifted his line several timea.
ave a chirrup of glee,

“Got him !*

“0Oh, my hat! Has he really caught
something ?” exclaimed Bob, in amaze-
ment.

“Watch and see!” grinned Bunter,
“You watch me play him! By gum,
he's heavy! Ten pounder—at least!
Fifteen pounds, I should say! Just you
watch me land that trout, you fellows.”

There was something on the h
Whether it was a trout remained to be
seen. Anyhow, it did not wind and
dodge and struggle in the manner of a
trout, It was heavy, but unresisting.
It came up peacefully as Bunter
whisked his rod, and shot up from the
Triver.

Then there was & howl from the
hikers,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter.

On the end of Bunter’s line swung an
ancient, decayed boot, which, to judge
by its looks, had been & long time at the
bottom of the river. Bunter blinked at
it, with his eyes almost popping through
his spectacles. The other fellows yelled.

“Ha, ha, hal" . 5

“We're getting on with supper,” said
Bob. “Third course, an old boot—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Shut up, will you?” yelled Bunter.
And he unhooked the ancient boot and
hurled it back into the river, rebaited,
and tried again,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Some Catch ]

ILLY BUNTER snorted.
He was gattinﬁ‘ annoyed.
The  silvery Thames flowed
. on past the moored boat, the
wind rustled the branches of the trees,
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* *Ere, you ook it I ** sald Herbert Higgs, clenching a brawny fist as Mr. Bunce approached,
I’mrglng in %ere I'* Up came Mr. Bunce’s wooden leg like a flash of lghtning, and it was
H ** Oooocogh ! ** gurgled Herbert, siaggering backwards.

come

Iggs® waisteoat.

the sun shone brightly on green woods
and meadows and glistening stream.
The other .fellows all seemed to

enjoying life. Lord Mauleverer was
dozing. Harry Wharton was scanning
a map of Oxfordshire, ﬁtchmg out a
route for the next hike. urree Jamset
Ram Singh sat and basked in the sun,
Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull and Frank
Nugent sat round the Holiday Annual,
reading it together. Only Bunter, for
once, was really busy—and as he was
taking all this trouble to provide the
party with an appetising supper, he con-
sidered that_they might at least have
taken ‘some interest in the proceedings.

But they didn't. They gave Bunter
his head, and let it go at that. Pro-
bably they did not expeet him to make
a catch, unless there was another old
boot at the bottom of the river,

Bunter shifted his line continually.
He did not seem to possess any of that
peaceful patience ‘necessary tp an
angler. When he made a cast, he
seemed to be bent on thrashing the
river, gs if it had done him some injury.
That was not really the way to atiract
the wily trout.

“1 fancy we’'ve struck s bad patch,”
said Bunter at last. “I don’t think
there’s any fish here, you fellows.”

“There’s no fisherman, at any rate,”
said Bob.

. “I wish people wouldn’t come barg-
ing along when a fellow’s fishing,” said
Bunter irritably, as a skiff came down
from Lechlade,

B“}Fought the Thames?” asked Johnny

ull,
;Yah ™ 4
unter was standing up again
brandishing his rod, Inok?ng fgr a good
spot. blt was ir]ritatin hf'zr tgm skiff to
come barging aleng. ugh, in_point
of fact, .B%Ily Bunter had not huughl;othe

Thames, and it did not belong to him.
He gave the two ple in the skiff an
annoyed blink, oth of them were
locking at him, as if wondering what
he was up to. Possibly they did not
recognise his performance as angling.*
One of them was an old gentleman,
with & red face and a white moustache,
and a pair of eyes rather like goose-
berries, in one of which an eyeglass was
stuck. The other was quite a pretty
irl, who held a fAimsy sunshade over
er heid. She was steering, while the
old gentleman gave an occasionzl flick
with the sculls, They were obviously
interested in . Bunter. The girl was
smiling ; the old gentleman t off his
eyeglass, wiped it, and jammed it into
his eye agam, as if to make sura that
he saw nnglht.. The girl's smile was, of
course, easily accounted for by the fact
that Bunter was an uncommonly hand-
some and attractive fellow! But he
saw no reason for the old gentleman's
steady stare of astonishment.
"Hi 1" ‘%}acu!ated the old gentleman,
as the skiff floated into the offing.
Z‘l"iuntar blinked at him.

Eh! Did you call to me?? he
squeaked.
“Yes! T didl Mind what you're

doing with that rod.”
" t »

“I don't know what you're atl”
barked the old gentleman. = “But pray
let us get by in eafety. You shouldn't
wave & twelve-foot rod about like that,
with & hook on the line, and other
boats passing.”

Bunter 1gl:u'lad at him.

That old ass—that old duffer—ihat
cheeky old chump—seemed to supposs
that Bunter was just waving the rod
about for funl o geemed totally un-
aware of the fact that Bunter was
making & masterly cast!

9

Wy ook it ! Don't you
o fairly into Hérbert

“Hold on till they've passea, old fab
bean I ¢huckled Harry Wharton,

“Don't be a silly ess!” grunted
Bunter,

“If vou hook that old gent—->"

“Rata |

“Well, he looks rather fierce,” grinned
the captain of the Remove, “I'd let
him Ypaa:eu safe, if I were you.”

“You silly ass! Do you think I don’t
know how .to handle a rod?* hoeted
Bunter, “I don’t want any of his cheek,
I can jolly well tell him.” A

And Bunter, mnheeding the advice he
had received, as ‘well as the testy glare
of the old gentleman in the skiff, pro-
ceeded to cast his line.

k"_[";mre was 8 sudden écream from the
skiff.
“Oh erikey I” gasped Bunter, .

His line whisked into' the air, with
a sunshade adhering to the hook. 'The

gl;rl in the skiff gave a startled scream;
t

e old gentleman a roar of wrath,
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Another catch! Fourth course for

supper—a jolly old sumshade.”

}‘]gl'a. ha, ha)”

*“My sunshade |” shrieked the voung
lady in the skiff. “What ever—"

“You youny raseal!” roared the old
gentleman, “ You yo villain | Good
gad, I'll teach you to play tricks with
my daughter’s sunshade !™

Hec brought the skiff with & rush to-
wards the maored boat.

Bplash| The hooked sunshade de-
scended into the Thames! It was a
flimsy article, quite preity when it was
dry: but as soon oa it was web, it was
just a limp ragl It splashed between
the = boats, aug the old entleman

rabbed at it and ocaptured it. Then

gave uiterance to a roar like a
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wounded elephant. Evidently he had
canghi the hook, too!

“ Yopo—hooo—hooooop 1” roared the

man in the skiff. .

“1—I—I say, let go my line !” howled
Bunter. “I say, wharrer you grabbing
my line for?”

“0Oh, my hat'!” murmured Nugent.
“This looks like trouble.”

“Terrific_ trouble!” chuckled the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

‘The man-in the skiff got the sunshade
loose, and tossed it down—wet and
limp! "Then tﬁe closed ‘in obn the bo;cht,
and grasped the gunwale, bringing the
two orait ulun;sisg. Then he grasped
Bunter.

“I say, you fellows—yaroooaooh !”
roared ter. “Oh crikey! Wowl I
say, you fellows—whoooooop !”

Smack | smack] smack!

“ Yaroooooooop 1"

A hand on Bunter’s collar jerked him
over—the other hand rose and fell, in
& geries of terrific smacks. Billy Bunter
roared and wrig‘%le:l and yelled. The
rod slipped from his fat hands, and slid
away down the river. Bunter did not
‘heed it. All he heeded was that heavy,
smacking hand.

“Yowow-ow! Help! Whoooop!”
roared Bunter. “I say, you fellows,
draggimoff! Ou lor'l Oh erikey!
Yaroooh !”

“Hn, La, hal?

Bmack, smack smack ] x

“ Father,” gasped the gir] in the skiff,
“I—I think 1t was an accident—please,
please—"

“Nonsense!” roared the old gentle-
man. “These hooligan trippers spoil the
river! It was a prank—the young
scoundre] deliberately hooked away your
sunshade—I will—"

Smack, smack, emack |

“Don't burst him, sir I’ suggested Bob
Cherry, respectfully.

“What? What? Young rascal—"

Smaeck, smack smack 1

“Yaroooh! Help! Whoooop !”

Harrr Wharton gave the skiff a
shove, and it Aoated off. The testy old
5entiemn hau to let go Bunter then, or

rop out of his boat. He let go, and
rocked away in the skiff, still glaring,
evidently under the impression that
Bunter had not had enough.

Bunter, on the other hand, was con-
vinged that he had had top much! He
rolled in the boat and roared. .

“Yow-ow-ow | Wow-wow-wow ! Whooo-
hooop! I say, vou fellows—varoooh!”

“All gerene, old bean—he's gone!”
said Harry.

“Yow-ow-ow-ow |”

Billy Bunter sat up, and blinked after
the skiff, which was disappearing down
the Thames. He waas glad to see it go.
He wriggled and gasped, while the other
fellows yelled wit!s laughter. What there
was to laugh at, in this painful and
disagreeable incident, Bunter did not
know. He did not feel like laughing
bimeelf |

“The cheeky beast!” Fasped Bunter.
“Barging into an angler's way, and
fouling his line, and then cutting up
rusty, as if & fellow was to blame | ]I
4y, You fellows, where’'s my rod and
ine?"

“Q where and O where can they be®"
sang Nugent.

“Have you silly asses let my rod drop
overboard?” yelled Bunter. “Look
hore, if I don’t get that rod back, I
can’t catoh any trout for supper.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You've .caught enough,” chuckled
Bob. ™ You've caught an oak-tree, and
Mauly’s hat, and an old boot, and a
flapper'’s sunshade, That's more than we
shall eat for supper—a lot more.”

“The lotfulness is terrific.”
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“Time we got moving,” said Harry
Wharton, untying the painter. “We
may pick up the rod lower down.”

“Well, I'll try the next reach, if we
get the rod back,” said Bunter.

“You jolly well won't |” grinned Dob.
“You've done enough damage for one
day! You've Gnished fishing, old fat
bean.”

“I hawen't |” roared Bunter. .

“You have!” answered the hikers,
with one voice.

And Bunter had! The rod was re-
covered from the rushes lower down;
and packed carefally away. Bunter had
made all the catches he was going to
make! He might have caught some-
body's ear or nose next time, and that
would have been too serious! There
was no more fishing for Bunter—but the
trout in the Thames, probably, had not
had an awfully narrow escape |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Plange for Ponsonby !

¢4 9r OLLY place to camp !” said Bob.
“Topping 1*
A Dittle green field, surrounded
by shady trees, sioped down to
the water. It looked an inviting and
very pleasant spot in the summer sun-
set. On one side a narrow shady lane
ran up from the mes, leading to a
house in the distance. The hikers eyed
that ngrecable epot, and the boat was
tied up.
“Wake up, Mauly!” roared Bob.
“Eh? I'm not asleep| I heard all
{ou fellows were sayin',”’ came & yawn
rl:-n]';l‘r under Mauleverer’s straw hat,
" 1p
wanted.” i
“Look here, I'm mnot goin’ to row!”
protested Lord Mauleverer. “The ad-
vantage of travellin' down-stream is that
ou ean go with the current. It would
e o sheer waste to throw away that
advantage, We're gettin' on fast
enough—in fact, s little too fast!”
“And wyou've mnot been asleep!”
chuckled Harry Wharton. Mauly was
evidently in happy ignorance of the fact
that the boat had stopped.

with you, slacker! You're

“Well, perhaps I closed my eyes™
admitted Mauleverer. “I say, don't let's
burry!  This pleasant drifting down-

stream is goothin’ and—"
“You how!inﬁ ass, we've tied up,”
said Johnn{‘oBu N
“Oh1” rd Mauleverer sat up, and
took notice. “Have you? Why!t”
“¥You heard all we were saving, but
you don't know we're camping here!”
rinned Bob. “Now you're wanted, old
an| Somebody’s got to go up to the
house yonder nmi ask leave. You're the
most respectable member of the party—

“get on with it.”

“Oh gad ! Ie it far?” yawned Mauly.

“ About three hundred yards.”

“Well, look here, let Bunter go!
Bunter would like to stretch his legs a
bit, wouldn’t you, Bunter?”

“Nol"” said Bunter,

“Wharton, old man, you'd make a
better impression on the people at the
house than I should.”

Lord Mauleverer sighed and rose to
his feet. He sighed again, and landed.
With another sigh he started up the
lane towards the distant building. The
hikers remained in the boat waiting for
him to return.

Apparently, Lord Mauleverer’s nice
looks and nice manners made the neces-
sary good impression on the Esnple of
the house, for he returned with permis-
gsion for the pnr? to camp for the night
in the little field.

Cheerfully the party landed their
gear, and camped.

THE MAGNET

The tent was et up, the supper
cooked on the é:uoruhle stove, and the
hikers eat round to dispose of it, with
excollent appetites. It was quite a nice
supper, though Billy Bunter had not, as
he had intended, contributed fresh
trout.

1t was very pleasant sitting under the
trees in the dgrnss, watching the river
ripple by and various craft pass in the
gl‘owm sunset.

: o, hallo, hallo!”?

Bob Cherry suddenly.

He pointed to a punt that was coming
down-stream.

Two fellows sat in it, or, rather,
sprawled, on cushions, smoking cigar-
eites. Another fellow, very elegant in
white flannels, was poling. The latter
was Cecil Ponsonby, og the Fourth
Form at Higholiffe School. The other
two were Gadsby and Monson,
B"]?zghchﬂe oads " grunted Johnny

I}

* Looking for us ! grinned Bob.

Gadsby and Monson did not appear
to ba looking for anybody or anything,
But Ponson| y, a8 he poled the punt
slowly along with the sluggish current
cast quick and searching glances to an
fro at both banks of the river.

..l:larry Wharton knitted his brows.

. ““Those rofters are after us again!”
he said. “We jolly well know that
Ponsonby set those tramps on us. That
rad-gpotted brute couldn’t have wanted
Bob's Annual for any other reason.
And that ruffian saw us on the river to-
dnp‘;.l i Nodeom_ i(sl looking for us! I've
a jolly good mind—" e captain of
the Remvve half rose, but he sat down
again. . .

.. Weo're leading a jolly old hunted
life1” grinned Bob. “That rotter has
spotted us.*

The juniors saw Ponsonby fix his eyes
on the moored bont under the trees.
Then his glance travelled on, to the
camp on shore. He spoke to Gadsby and
Monson, and those youths eat up lazily
and stared towards the bank. Ponsonby
poled in close to the boat.

“You fellows here 1" he said, in quite
an amiable tone. “Taken to the river—

excluimed

what ?”
“You didn't know?” asked Bob
sarcastioally.

“How should I know!” asked Pon-
sonby innocently.

“1 thguhght your friend with the red
gpots might have told you.”

Ponsonby started.

“Who? What? I don't quite catch
on,” he eaid.

“You didn't set a gang of tramps on
us?” asked Bab.

‘' Clertainly not.”

. “Then there's another party after my
jolly old Holiday Annual, as well as
you fellows, That's what they wanted,”
said Bob, with a chuckle.

“You're talkin’ in riddles,” said
Ponsonby ocalmly. "“Have you been
havin’. any trouble with other tramps1®

Gadshy and Monson chuckled.

*Oh, chuck it, Ponsonby I exclaimed
Wharton, in disgust, “We jolly well
know that you set that gang on us, and
we know what you're after now. Now
you've spotted our comp, I've no doubt
you've got your gang of roughs all
ready to spring on us again.”

“My dear man, youre dreamin’”
said Ponsonby pleasantly. “We've
parked our car up at Lechlade, and
we're havin’ an afternoon on the river,
Quite a surprise to ses you fellows.
thought you were miles away, hoofin"

“ Ananias was & fool to you, Pon!”
said Bob Cherry, *“If you've done tell-
ing lies, suppose you clear off | Your
face doesn’'t improve the landscape ™

“Look here, let's mop 'em up, now
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we've got the chance!" said Jolnny
Bull, getting on his feet. “We all got
some hard knocks scrapping with those
tn?pu. and I'm going to hend a fow

“Y eay, let's get on, Ponl? said
Gadshy hastily.

“What rot!” said Pansanby coolly.
"1 suppase we're not afraid of & mob of

reyiriars outsiders | That fellow Bull
—ia your pame Bull, or Bullock?—is
only gassin’. I'd like to see him jump
on this punt |”

Johnny Bull crimsoned with wrath.

“It won't take you long to sce that!”
he roared,

And he ruslied down to the margin of
the water.

‘“Look out!” yelled Nugent.

onsonby swung up the punt-pole. He
made a vicious lunge with it, and caught
the unwary Johnny on the chest,

: h 1" gasped Johnny Bull, as
he sat down suddenly. “Oh, you cad!
Wow (#

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Ponsonby.

The hikers were all on their fest now,
with the exception of Billy Bunter,
Bunter sat and blinked. He did not
like punt-poles at close quarters,

But the other fellows rushed down to
tha bank, with the intention of leaping
into the punt and givin(! Pon & Co.
what they were asking for,

Ponsonby, grinning, droye with the
pole in the shallows, and the punt shot
away far out of reach.

Unfortumtn{xafnr Ponsonhy, he drove
s0 hard that pole declined to come
out of the mud,

The punt shot away, carrying Gadasby
and M};nmn to nfat,;r, and I:noﬁom Pon
knew what was happening it had ehot
away from under his feet, leaving him
olinging to the embedded pole.

“Oh gad!" gusped Monson, stari
back ns the &unt rocked away. “I ll;ﬁ
Oh gad| soinsors J*

“.Ill-h. ha, ha!” came & yell from the

nk.

Splash | .

Ponsonby, with no visible means of
support, aplashed headlong into the
river. ‘The punt-pole flew from his
hands, and he disappeared under the
surface of the Thames.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the hikers. =

“He, he, he!” cachinnasted Billy
Bunter.

“Oh crumba!" gasped Gadshy.

Paonsonby came up, spluttering.
water was not dseg ; the Thames Rowed
round his neck as he stood. He blinked
sbout him wildly,

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Qoacoogh I’ gesped Ponsonby.
“Urrrrggh | Oh groat gad | Urrrrggh 1

He sorambled frantically towards the

Johnny Bull stood waiting for
him there, with an expression op his
face that was so grim thet Pon changed
his mind and scrambled back again.
He splazhed and floundered to the punt,
and Gadsby and Monson dragged him

in.

Tha hikers yelled with laughter. Pon
had been an axcnedm[l{lelagnut youth
when he splashed in. & looked l.m;-
1 out.

The H

by the bank. Tt disappeared down the
winding river, followed by a roar of
laughter from the Greyfriars hikers,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Foes of the Night!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. had
rather serious faces as the sum-
mer dusk deopened into dark.

Pon & Co. hed long vanished
in their drifting punt, snd of Lhe red-
spotted man they had mseen nothin
since Hob had landed the apple on his
nose that aftarnoon. .

But all the hikers were convinced
that they had not seen the last of either.
It was fairly certain that Ponsonby had
punted down the Thames to spy out
thair camp, and now ho know where to
lay his finger on them.

Pon certainly was not likely to
sttempt to lay his own finger on the
hikers; but they did not doubt that he
intended to set the tramps on them
again. That, indeed, could be his only
ect in spying them out. And the
ors did not want to repeat their
hoctic and painful experiences with
Herbert_Higgs & Co. .

ing camp, after nettltngh down
in such good quarters for the night, did
not appeal to them, neither did ﬂm idea
of running away. Yet to turn in, when
any minute a rough gang might coma
along to attack them, was not an
attractive idea.

Sitting in the deeponi shadows
under the trees by the river, the Famous
Five discussed the matter, hardly
noticing that Lord Mauleverer had
rauntered away, leaving them to it.

Billy Bunter did not take part in the
d n. Buntor was still eating, Hae
was travelling, slowly, but susoly,
through a large cake; and until that
cake was finished Bunter had no atten-
tion to bestow on lesser mattera.

“The fact il.‘wwa ought to have gone
to the police about those rotten tramps
and had them run in!” said Johnny
Bull. “Only it would have meant hang-
ing about, instead of getting on with the
hike. Pon ouﬁt to run in, too, if
you come to that, Ten to one thatg i
come along to-night, now tha‘t ay
know where to get us. And we're not

oing to run away.”
s"%gil.l we un’t' handle thoss four
ruffians if Pon seta them on lF&in,” said

arry, “Bobby Bunce imm't lere to
lend & hand now.” .

“And they're pretty certsin to come
after dark,” said Nugent. “We should
have seen them last might, if them’cl boan
able to spot tho camp. Now they can
spot it—if Pon's in touch with thom.”

“No “if' asbout it; he isl" said
Johnny Bull.

“I ssy, you follows—="
“Oh, ary up, Bunter I"

“Is there another cake}"

“No, you cormorant|”

“1 think you might have got another
cake. You know I like eake. I “T'
you fellows—— Oh crike{l Yarooh |*

o-
hi

roared Bunter suddenly. “Help!
Keep him off | Rescue! Whooop!”
Bunt mande a sudden und.

thing but elegant when he splashed o
He was soaked and drenched, drippin
with water and H'pfllll‘ with mud.
There geemed to be a lot of soft, cling-
ing mud at the boltom of the Thames,
and Pon had collected quite a lot of it.
He was of the mud, muddy, rs he
squelohed into the punt,

“Do that again, Pon!” yelled Bob

arry.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Ponsonby shook a muddy and furious
fist at the hikers. The punt floated on,
lpaving the pols sticking in the mud

Through the hedge that divided the

b
the group of hikers, and tumbled into
their midst,

“Yarooh! TKeep him off!” he
roared,

g T ldog—e
g a jolly o ulldog—-

“I say, look out! He's got & joll
aldéet of b?ﬂth on Ilndm-l--—;; 1 ey

“G-r-r-r-r 1" growled the bulldog.

“Pop—Pop I‘F;mw a familiar voice—
the voice of Lord Mauleverer. Mauly
cumno through the hedge. *Good dogl
Good doggie! Pop!”

Pop a parcnt]s was the bulldog's
vame. He turned to his lordship, snd
rubbed a equare nose on him. Appar-
cutly ho liked Mauly.

“You fellows here?” acked Ml.uly
peering round in the shadows, “1
thmifht I heard Bunter yowlin d

“Keep tliat dog off | rieked
Bunter,

“My dear chap, he's all right,” aaid
Mauly ehmrlullyl: “I'va brc‘asught him
slang to keep us compeny.”

“You silly idiot!” yelled DBunter.
“Take him away! Drive him away |*

Yord Mauleverer chuckled.

" Por ood dog " he said. “DBetter
make friends with Imr you men. He's
got frightful teeth! 1've made friends
with him already." )

The hikera gathered round the bull-
dog rather uncertainly. Billy Bunter
remained at a respectful distance,

“Where on earth did you dig up thas
benst 1 asked Bab,

“He belongs to the gardener up at
the house,” explained Lord Mauleverer.
“T met him when T went up to ask
loave to camp, He seemed to take to
me, rather. He's & j‘c{llly decent dog |
He's got judgment. You can see that
he doean't like Bunter.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Oh, really, Mauly—"

, “Look at his testh |" said Mauleverer.
“Jovver ses such a sef, except on a
n:vIT Bplandult_ldfl.eoth !'1"

‘I say, you fellows, I'm going to sto
on the gont i . »

“But what the thump have you
brought -that fearful rhinoceros along
bere for, Mauly 1 asked Nugent.

“EKeep us company to-night” said
Mauleverer.

" Nice company—in & tent,” said Bob.
“I'd rather g:nmt to the dentist be-
fare I scitled down to sleep near him."
. “My dear man, it's becsuse of his
jolly old teeth that I've been up to the
gardener’s cottage and borrowed him,"”
said Lord Mauleverer. “He's a really
nice dog, ain't you, Pop, old bean?
The gardener eaya he hates tramps.”

“Oh!" said Harry. *You mean—"

“Well, I can’t help thinkin' that we
may have visitors ta-night,” said Lord
Mauleverer. "I don’t know whether
it's ocourred to lxcm fellows, but I've got
un idea that Pon’s unwashed friends
may ba droppin’ in—what? We don't
want snothor batile. I got quite tired
this mornin’. If they barge into Pop,
I feel sure thoy'll clear off again quite
rapidly, What do you fellows think "

‘Well, my hat!" said Bob Cherrp.
“Whils we've been jawing sbout it, olJd
Mauly's solved the jolly old problem,

(Continued on next page.)
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and worked the Eiddy oracle. Gentle-
men, chaps,  and sportsman, it's all
perene! Let's thakb friends with Pop.
We don't want him to bite the wrong
party if there’s a rumpus to-night.”

“IWe've got the loan of him till morn-
ing,” said Lord Maulaverer. "I tipped
the gardener—awfully decent chap. I
really think that, with Pop in the tent,
those sportsmen will be sorry they
called, if they butt in and spoil our
beauty sleep—what "

“Ha, ha, ha! Yes, rather

“The ratherfulness is terrifio!”

Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded to
do their best to get pally with Pop, who
seemed quite a good-temipered beast.
Certainly he had taken a liking to
Mauly; and he was pleased to extend
at loast a friendly toleration to the rest
of the party. Billy Bunter, however,
did not put his friendly disposition to
the test. Bunter retired to the boat to
sleecp. There he rolled himself in
blankets, and woke the echoes of the
Thames with his snore.

The hikers remained up for some
time yet, chatting in the starlight on
the bank, and talking to the dog.
When they went to the tent at last they
turned in fully dressed, ready to turn
ount asgain if there was en alarm, and
they took the precaution of cutting
sticks from the thicket, to use as
cudgels, if necessary.

Pop, the bulldog, settled down cheer-
fully and peacefully just within the
opening of the tent. He went off
calmly to sleep:

There was no doubt, however, that
he would awaken fast cnough if there
was a hostile tread in the vicinity; and
the hikers, thus guarded, had no hesi-
tation in closing their eyes, and leav-
ing the watch to Pop.

hey slept soundly enough.

On the boat Billy Bunter slept still
more soundly, The flowing Thames
sang him & lullaby as it washed by the
moored bost—not that Bunter needed a
lullaby. In faot, his steady snore
drowned the wash of the river, and
other sounds of the summer- night.
Sleeping was one of the things that
Billy Bunter could do, and do well.
He did not awaken when the .boat was
jarred by a bump on the riverward
gide. He slumbered on_ peacefully
under the midnight stars, when another
craft hooked on, and there was & foot-
step on board. If Bunter dreamed,
certainly he did not dream that Pon-
;m;hy & Co. had arrived. But they

ad.

“Careful, Pon,” came a whizper from
the punt hooked beside the boat. “One
of the rotters may be on board.”

“] can hear something,” muttered
Monson.

“QOnly one of the brutes,” whispered
Pon. "The others are in the tent. If
that cad Cherry's left his things on
board, it's all clear, and we shan't
want those hooligans to chip in.”

But for Bunter's enore the High-
clifians would have supposed that the
boat was unoccupied. But the deep
snore from the blankets in the dark-
ness left no doubt on that subject.

Gadsby and Monson held the punt
nlongside, and Ponsonby stepped into
the boat cautiously. Staring shore-
ward he could dimly make out the
shape of the tent under the trees. All
was still and silent there. He fashed
the light of an electric torch about the
interior of the boat, and Billy Bunter’s
fat face ‘was revealed, the eyes fast
closed in slumber,

Taking care not to wake him, Pon
proceeded to search through the boat.
A good many things that the hikers did
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not need ashore had been left on board,
among them a couple of ruesacks, which
Pon pounced upon. But they were
empty, Thers was no sign of the Holi-
day Annual in the boat. Bunter had a
bag under his head to serve as a pillow.
It was possible that what Ponsonby
sought was there, He knelt beside
Bunter, and Elnced .8 hand over his
mouth, and shook him. Bunter's eyes
opened.

" Groogh ! he gurgled.

The hand over his mouth shut off his
gurgle. He blinked up at Ponsonby in
terrified alarm.

“Quiet, you fat fool I” whispered Pon-
sonby. “If you make a row, Ill tip
you over the side into the water.”

“Qooogh !” gurgled Bunter.

“You know what I'm after—"

“Urrgh!”

“Is it on the boat? Sieak in &
whisper, If you wake those cads
ashore, you go into the water!”

Pon removed his hand from Bunter's
mouth, Billy Bunter blinked at him.

“If you mean that Holiday Annual,
s —

“You know I da! Where is it?”

“Bob's got it in the tent. He always
sleeps with it under his head, since you
got_after it.”

"Hang him!"

Ponsonby searched the bag from
which Bunter had lifted his bullet head.
It contained only clothes. In the
glimmer from the electric torch there
was & grin on Billy Bunter's face.
There was, in point of fact, no need for
Bunter to give the alarm. Obviously
Pon knew nothing about the bulldog in
the tent.

“Found it?" came Gadsby's whisBer.

"“No; it's not in the boat.” on
shut off the light. “I'll get eshore:
It’s in the tent; snd Higgs and his
friends will get it for us fast emough.
You feliows stay here till I come back.
Keep an eye on this fat fool, and if hé
makes & sound, tip him into the water.”

“I say, you fellows—"

“Shuat up I'’

“Leave him to wus” eaid Gadsby.
“We'll hali-drown him if he gives o
single squeak. Get goin’ |

Ponsonby swung himself ashore and
disappeared into tho darkness. Gadsby
and Monson waited and listened. Billljv
Bunter suppressed a chuckle. The bull-
eatured in the next scene,
thnugh Pon end his confederates were
blissfully unaware of it. But Bil
Bunter was aware of it, and he listene
with happy anticipation.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not & Buccess |

ARRY WHARBTON & CO. slept
soundly in the tent. Pop, the
bulldog, slept, too—but with an
ear on the alert in the manner

of bulldoge.

None of the hikers stirred, but the
bulldog stirred when there was a rustle
in the hedge between the field and the
lane. In the faint glimmer of starlight
under the trees four burly figures were
dimfiy: visible as Ponsonby came from
the direction of the rive- A red-spotted
muffer caught hiz eves in the dimness
as Herbert Higgs turned towards him.

“That you, sir 1" muttered Herbert.

“Yes. You're all here?" whispered
Ponsonby.

“All ’ere and ready,” murmured the
red-spotted man hoarsely, ‘and more'n
willin’ to give them coveys jip—blow me
pink if we ain’t [

Ponzonby peered at the four tramps.
{be unscrupulous young rascal had no
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Ponsonby drove so hard that the pole declined to come out of the mud. Before he knew what was happening, the punt had

shot away from under his feet, leaving him elinging
“Ysay—ohgad ! Oh seissors!*

the punt rocked away.

hesitation in using their services, but he
was rather uneasy in such company.
Not quite trusting Mr. H:gﬁs, he had
left all his valuables behind on _this
peculiar excursion. No doubt Mr. Higgs
guessed as wmuch, or he might have
iven Pon his particular attention just
then. Not that Pon deserved much in
the way of good faith from Lis ruffianly
confederates. Had he found what he
sought on board the boat, it was Pon's
intention to clear off with it in the punt,
leaving Mr. Higgs & Co. to their own
devices—in which case, the gang of
tramps might have waited as long as
they liked, but certainly would never
have scen Cccil Ponsonby again. But
the Holiday Annual had not been on
the boat, and Pon required the services
of the tramps. So here ho was |

“Right I” whispered Ponsonby. “Get
goin' ! I'll wait for you here.”

Mr, Higgs eyed him keenly.

“It's a fiver for that there book, sir,
when we get it.””

“1’&5. ves [

“ Right ion are, sir| ’Course, sir, 1
trust you, but I ain’t ’anding over what
you want till you got the fiver ready for
& covey.”

“Let me see it and make sure it's the
right article,’” said Pomsonby; *then
you can bring it up to me at the inn in
the morning, and I'll hand over the fiver
for it.”

“That’s all right, sir.”

Leaving Ponsonby standing in the
thadow of the trees waiting ragerly, the
four roughs pushed, ono after another,
through a gap in the hedge.

Inside the field Herbert Higgs pointed
{o the shedowy outline of the tent.

to the embedded pole.

“That’'s it!" he breathed. *“Foller
me, and go for ’em sudden! Knock ’em
,r:ghlt"an left; never mind if you ’urt
em

“ We're arter you, "Erbert.”

“The more you 'urt ’em the better,”
seid Herbert, “I ain’t
that wooden-legged bloke give me in
the breadbasket yet! Got me fair in the
weskit, he did! Blow me pink!| Like-
wise, that young villain ncarly busted
my nose with a hlinkmq epple! ’'Urt
‘em—mind you 'urt "em I’

And with that kindly intention in his
mind Herbert led the way towards the
tent on tiptoe over the grass.

Ponsonby waited by the gap in the
hedge watching the shadowy figures till
they were lost in the dimness. Herbert
Higgs & Co. rcached the tent. There
was a faint sound of stirring within;
they did fiot know what it was that
stirred, taking it for granted that it
was one af the sloepers.

The tent flap had been left open for
air in the fine summer night. Herbert
Higgs peered inlo the darkness within.

“Now " he breathed.

And he rushed in.

The red-spotted man expected to
trample over startled sleepers, among
whom he was going to hit out right and
left with his brawny fists as they started
up from their blankets.

But what he actually trampled over
was a big bulldog.

There was a fierce growl in the dark-
ness and a snap of tecth.

The next moment there was a terrific
yell from Herbert.

“Whooop! 'Elp! It's a dorg! Oh,
blow me pink [

ot over the jab |

*““Oh gad ! ** gasped Monson, staring at Pon as
*“ Ha, ha, ha ! *’ yelled Harry Wharton & Co., from the bank.

" Grerrrrg I came from Pop.

The snap of the jaws barely missed
Herbert's ?o , and tore his trousers.
With,a desperate leap Herbert got out
of the tent again, leaving a large section
of trousering in i?Op’s formidable jaws.

He bumped into the other three as he
bounded out, sending them spinning,

“'Ere, what the thump—"

“Grrrrrrerg I came from the bulldog.
Ho bounded out after Herbert. He
had that section of Herbert’s trousers in
his jaws, but he was evidently not satiz-
fied with it. He wanted Herbert person-
ally| He dropped the mouthful of
trousering and bounded at Herbert.

*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” camo a startled
shout inside the tent. *““Here they
come | Wake up, you men!”

“The wakefulness is terrifie.’”

“Seize ’em, Pop!" gasped Lord
Mauleverer. “Go for 'em | Fetch 'em !”

“It's & dorg—"" yelled one of the
tramps.

“It's a
another.

“'Ock it ' spluttered the third.

The sight of the big bulldog in the
dim starlight was enough for the tramps.
The hikers poured out of the tent,
cudgels in hand. But their cud¥e!s were
not wanted; the enemy were already in
full flight.

After them went Pop.

Three of the tramps burst through the
ﬂn.p in the hedge in such a hurry that
they knocked Ponsonby over, trampled
over him, and fled, leaving him sprawl-
ing and gasping for Ereath. Bt
Herbert Higgs was not so lucky as the

Tre Miewer Lippany.—No. 1,334,

bulldorg—"  shrieked
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others. Pop had marked him—and Fop
meant business! Pop was hanging on
to Herbart as Herbert bounded for the
g8 nd this time he had hold of some-
thing more substantial than trousering !
The fearful roar that pealed from
Herbert told that it was Herbert himself

this time. )

“QOooooch! 'Elp! Pull ‘im orfl™
raved Herbert. *“Blow me pink! 'Elp!
Pull that bulldorg orf! Yaroooop!”

“Grrerergh I growled Pop, as he
hung on.

“0Oh, my hat! The bulldog’s got one
of them !” gasped Harry Wharton.

“(ood dog !" roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'Elp!”  shrieked Herbert. “'Llp!
I'm being tore to pieces! Oh, my leql
'Elpl I won't do it no more! I
never come 'ere agin—only pull that
there bulldorg orf! ’Elp!”

“Oh gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“Pop! Popl 1 dog! Good
doggie & Mustn’t let him quite kill him,
what? Let him go, Pop! Good dog!”

“Thes're gone!” said Nugent,
glancing round. “All but one: Pop's
got one! They seem to have left in a
lllltg.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“'Elp |” shricked Herbert. *Will
you let a covey be tore to pieces hunder
rour heyes? Call bim orf!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the hikers.

“He, he, bhe!” came from the boat,
where Bunter was sitting up and blink-
ing at the starlit scene through his big
spectacles, “He, he, he!”

Gadsby and Monson were not giving
Bunter any attention now. They were
staring shoreward in alarm. Evidently
the night attack had been a failure,
and the deep growling of the bulldog
showed the case. Gaddy and Monson
were thankful that they were not on

T,
“p

;:p ! Pop!” gasped
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verer, dragging at the bulldog’s collar.
“Let go! Good dog! Good old
doggie| Let go! Oh gad, he seems to
want to eat the man! 't'eil, dash it all,
he's asked for it!” .

“'Eip!” roared Herbert, equirming
franticallr,

Pop, like all bulldogs, disliked lettin,

o once he had taken hold. Instead o
Fetting go, he wanted to settle his teeth
deeper into a firmer ‘“ﬁ" It was really
aswful for Herbert! is companions
were already far awky, running as if
for their lives; and it was fortunate for
Herbert that the hikers came to his aid.
With a great deal of ﬁersum;mn Pop
was induced, at last, to let Herbert go.
He released him very reluctantly, but
he did release him at last. Pop was led
back into the tent, and his chain hooked
on to & peg. The moment he was
released Herbert flew.

He burst through the gap in _the
hedge, still yelling. There he stumbled
over a fellow who was sitting up, dazed
and dizzy, trying to get his breath and
to find his feet. Ponsonby sprawled
again as Herbert sprawled over him.

“Blow me pink!” gasped the red-
spotted man, scrambling up, with his
knee on Pon's neck. “Ow! Blow me
pink and blue!” -

“You clumsy fool!” gasped Ponsonby.
“Get off | Wha h )

“'Qok it! The Ent & blooming bull-
dorg 1" gasped Hir ert, and he dashed
up the lane and disappeared into the
darkness.

Ponsonby scrambled breathlessly up.
His peculiar ellies were Fone, and
realised that it was time for him to be
gone, too.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's another
of them !” roared Bob Cherry, glimpsing

Pon through the hedge. %’hr, it's
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Cherry charged through the gap and
flew after Liim.
yelled  Ton,

“Gaddy
Quick "

“Oh crumbs !” gasped Gadsby. *“What
a night! Oh scissors!”

_ Ponsonby came into view in the star-
light, running desperately, Gaddy
poled the punt:to meet him. But Bob
Cherry was close behind the flecing
Higheliffian.

Ponsonby reached the water’s edge
Bob reached Ponsonby. He let out a
foot as if he were kicking for goal.
Ponsonby flew.

Splash |

“Got him !” roared Bob.

Ponsonby, dripping with water, was
drag&ed into the punt by his frieads,
and Gaddy poled away in hot haste.

. “Come back and have some more,
Pon I” roared Bob Cherry.

Pon did not accept that invitation.
He vanished into the might. Once more
the oad of Highcliffe had failed, and
Ip_eﬂmps by this time he was getting a
i
h

“Alonzon !

ttle tired of hunting the Greyfriacs
ikers |

It was a merry party that gathered to
breakfast in the morning.

Pop was taken back to his owner, his
services being no longer required.
Whether Pon was fed-up or not, there
could be little doubt that the red-
spotied -man had had enough of the
hikers. They did not expect ever to sea
Herbert again; and they were right—
they didn’t!

Breakfast was a very cheery meal,
and after it was over, and the hikers
had carefully cleared up all litter, they
embarked on the boat once more and
resumed their way down the Thames.

Nothing was seen of Pon & Co. on
the river, and the hikers hoped .that
they had done with them. Btill, they
did mot mind very much if Pon kept
up the game. There was no doubt that
they had had the best of it so far.

At Bablockhythe they left the boat, to
be collected later by Mr. Bobbr Bunce.
Lord Mauleverer sighed as he put on
his pack. Billy Bunter blinked at him,
and blinked at the other hikers,

“Now, look here, you fellows,” said
Bunter firmly, “Hiking is all very
well; I'm a dab at it, and can walk
any of you fellows off your legs! But
Mauly would prefer to stick to tgiga boat.
Wouldn't Jou, Mauly 1

“Yans!

“Well, then, let's stick to the boaf,”
said Bunter. “If you fellows want to
hoof it—""

“Come on, Fatty !”

“Shan’t 1 said Bunter. “I'm sticking
to Mauly! You stick to me, Mauly.
We'll both stick to the boat, and those
silly msses can tramp as long as they
like end be blowed to them! The fact
is, we don't want them, old chap, deo
we i
“Yaas!”

.“Oh, really, Mauly! Think what a
ripping trip we could have together—
just us two pals!” said Bunter,

“Oh gad!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“You fellows ready? Let’s get' goin’,
for goodness' sake! What are you
waitin’ for? Buck up! Come on!

ha, ha!”

Lord Mauleverer started, and the
hikers followed. And Bilig Buanter,
with a enort, followed the hikers.

THE END.

(Billy Bunter and the chums of Grey-
friars meet with heaps more exciting
adventures riext week din:
SPECTRE OF HOAD CASTLE!"
Be sure and read this yarn, boys, you'll
enjoy every line of it.)
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WHO™ WHO IN THE STORY.
LEN ALLISON, the young hoss of a motor
works, is set on stealing the plans of a
supercharger, which js the invention of his

crippled y
u:lﬂﬂﬂ ALLIEON. But Simon's son, Bill,

. MIKE DOYLE, a machanic,
oqual to the attempts of a thug
who is in Len's pay, to steal

the plans.

BILL plays for Avomshire as a oricket
professional to keep the family finanoes
together. Meantime, Mike Doyle does a bit
of detestive work and trails Valetti to a
sscret garage. Here ha halpt hiwel! to
Valetti's car, what time JACK WILLIS, a

trusty guards the plans.
» Uh;‘.t.l'l pleasant surprise for Bill, eh?'’

muses
(Now Read On.)

Surprisss—Pleasant and Otherwise !

N due course, Mike Doyle’s

l words came true, But before

Bill received the pleasant surpriss

in store for him, he received
snother—very much the reverse.

Both partners left the cottage
together immediately after breakfast
next morning, bui parted at the gate.
With a jaunty wave of the hand, Mike
limped burriedly down the road towards
the Red Lion, leaving the young Avon-
shire star frowmng after him in
mingled perplexity end wrath.

AIl through breakfast, Bill had tried
hard to gump his friend, but, on the
subject of the previous night's deeds
Mike had maintained a masterly an
infuriating cilence. Wherefore Bill had
called him many unkind names, and
now, os he stood glowering after the
Irishman's tall spare figure, and in-
vardly wondering why Mike seemed to
be keeping a sharp lookout as though
expecting to see someone or something,
the lad wrinkled his nose in a humorous
grimace of disguet,

“Yah! Oyster!” he grunted, and
strode off in the opsasite irection.

Bill was under orders to catch the 9.15
to Daleham, thirty miles away, where,
for the next three days, Avonshire
would be engaged in a local Derby
sgainst their meighbours, Severnshire.
In good time, then, he arrived at the
gtation, apd—

Almost the first peraon he saw there
was Corsica Phil Valetti!

Bill froze in his tracks.

The burly rogue was lounging in &

quiet corner against an automatio
machine, hands thrust deep into the
pockets of his leather coat, eyes glued
to the pointed toes of his shoes. Bui
presently, as Bill watched him, the man
lifted his head to look at the clock, and
the extraordinary ‘change in his l];pear-
ance gave the lad a sudden shock.

Gone now was Valetti’s hatefully
conceited smirk and cocky manner, His
eyes were dull from lack of sleep, the
swarthy face was pasty and drawn, and
a dark u%ly lump adorned his heav
jaw. He looked desperate, yet scare
to death. Somehow he reminded Bill
at that moment of a squealing rat he
had once seen cornered by & pugnacious
terrier.

The voung cricketer grunted and
Lraced his shoulders back,

The Bevernshire match was forgotten
~-swept from his mind by & red tide
of anger. There stood Corsica Phil
Valetti, the mainspring of all his
troubles, and this was a chance that
could not be missed. With character-
istic recklessn Bill slung his bag
aside and star across the station to
wede into the powerful crook bald-
headed. )

Simultaneously Valetti happened to
81?‘1::].; up aﬁ;um and saw him.

If the man's expression had been
savage before, it was nothing to the
go:sonoya. triple-distilled hatred that
amed in his haggard eyes now.

One envenomed glance of alarm and
rage he darted at Bill, and quick as
thought, his hand made an ominous,
instinctive move towards his hip. Re-
membering where he was just in time,
ho rever, the Corsican spat out another
acrid oath, and before Bill could get to
him, turned and ran like a hare.

S0 speedily was the retreat carried
cut that for a second Bill was taken
aback.

Valetti fairly flew—straight for the
nearest exit, while the handful of
passengers in the station looked on in
amazement as Bill recovered and gave
chase. But though the vengeful young-
ster crowded on all zail, and cut down

By JOHN BREARLEY e

Valetti's lead by several yards, fate
was against him,

J e raced pell-mell through the
exit:

“Hey, what the dickens?”

“Look out, here's another loomey!"

‘“8ay, Bill, where's the fire?"”

Cheery familiar voices hailed the boy
in: chorus; friendly hapnds pulled him up
short, and the brown faces of half a
dozen Avonshire team-mates grinned all
around him. Vigorously Bill tore him-
self free, -clen.\.'i.mfl & way through with
strong arms and hrawni' shoulders.
But those few moments’ delay proved
fatal,

When the breathless lad ran out into
the station approach at last, Valetti had
disappeared into the throng of passers-
by on the other side of the railings.

“Confound it}

Furiously Bilt snorted, half-moved as
though to carry on the pursuit, useless
though he kpew it to be now. Then a
thht. asp landed on his elbow. X

“What on earth’s the matter, Bill?
Anything wrong?"

The anxious questions of the Avon-
shire men, who had sprinted after their

outhful and agitated comrade, brought
ﬁill back to earth. For a moment
longer he continued to gaze wistfully at
the crowded pavements, only to shrug
and turn disconsolately in the end.

“What's uvp, laddie?” repeated Ted
Forbes. .

“Oh, nothing—nothing much [* replied
Bill lamely. “Just a—a fellow I
wanted to see.”

“A feller you wanted to E!auﬁhter.
it looked like,” commented Dick Hayes
shrewdly., *“Were you chasing that
hefty, foreign-looking duck who nearly
barged into us just mow? Because if
you were,” added the little stumper,
hooking a firm arm through Bill's,
“you'd better forget it, young Allison
of Avonshire. We want you to bowl
out those Severnshire Dbirds:, not go
scrapping with roughnecks who could
eat you!” :

Bill sighed, and nodded gloomily.

. Hang 1t, he thought, as he followed
the others back to the platform, some-
thing was always cropping up between
him and Valetti|

Tue Macxer Lieaey.—No. 1,334.
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“That beggar's ?m jam_on it, and
no bloomin’ error |” he grumble’d sulkily,
“ Roughneck or not, I'd have followed
him if the lads hadn’t grabbed mel”
Bill grinned reluctantly as he recalled
Valetti’'s face. “By gosh, I wonder who

lanted their kind regards on_the
Elighter’e jaw, though? Some hitter,
whoever he was| And why the heck was
Valetti hanging around here?”

Throughout the traia journey to Dale-
ham, and at frequently recurring
intervals during the day, Bill pondered
over the queer, brief encounter.

As things worked out, too, the
soungster had precious little else to do
that day but think, for Avonshire, win-
ning the toss, promptly camped out on
s perfect batting wicket until stumps
were drawn.

First, Forbes and Conway started off
with one of their methodical, heart-
breaking stands that netted 70 before
lunch, and by the time the parinership
was broken up at 112 the t of the
Severnshire bowlers were suffering from
the well-known tired feeling. Then the
Avonshire hitting brigade started in to
consolidate the deadly work, with the
result that the perspiring home team
enjoyed s happy afterncon’s leather-
hunting.

Thus, it was not until practically
close of play that Bill had to leave his
seat on the pro's balcony and go out
to bat. Last man in, the young left-
hander scored twelve runs in precisely
three balls, and, incidentally, set the
crowd rocking with mirth.

Bill's first shot was a truly gorgeous
off-drive—a whole-hearted .slash past
extra cover that would have done credit
to Wally Hammond himself. His second
was an eyes-shut-and-here-we-go swipe,
the third was a “Chinese ocut” that
missed the leg-stump by & hair and
made the unlucky bowler raise his arms
in agonised protest to the beavens.

After this display of fireworks, how-
ever, Bill suddenly remembered that he
was o county cricketer, so he tried to
play the next ball correctly. Unfor-
tunately, ‘that ended his own innings and
Avonshire’s, too!

“You silly young ass!” remarked Mr.
Jerry Tempest, more in sorrow than in
anger when, two minutes later, the grin-
ning batsman tramped into the pavilion,
followed by the laughter of the crowd.
“Why didn’t you keep on hiiting in

our own horrible style, instead of try-
ing to kid yourself that you're a real
bat? Btill, never mind—338's a nice,
handy score | Should be enough to give
us a win ii—*

“If Bill isn’t too tired to bowl to-
morrow after his brilliant batting 1"
chimed in Dick Hayes, amid chuckles.

Bill strolled across to the buth-room
door, only to pause there and put ons
over the perky wicket-keeper.

“Twelve runs—rabbit!” he said sig-
nificantly, whereupon Dick, who had
only scraped up a couple, snorted and
made a grab for his boot.

. Bill wriggled through ‘the door just
in time and took a sousing plunge into
a cold bath.

A pavilion attendant beckoned to the
youngster when he barged back into the
dressing-room agsin, fresh and glowing
after a brisk rub-down.

“Thera’s a chap waiting to ses you
outside the East Gate, Mr. Allison. He
wouldn't give his name, but he said it
was important, and you were to burry
up and come on out at once!”

“Oh, yes?” Bill cocked a suspicious

evebrow. " Sounds a cool customer, who-
ever he in] What's he like, anyway "

“He's an Irishman,” came the sur-
prising reply. “Tall and lean. Looks
as though he'd bite your head off for
tuppence, and——"

“Golly! Mike!” exclaimed Bill, and
began dressing with all speed, frown-
ing while he did so.

Mike—here in Daleham! What did
that mean? Had anything gone wrong?

A prey to anxious thoughts, the Avon-
shire star ran out of the pav, as socon
as he had changed, and hurried towards
the East Gate. It was then that Bill
Allison  of Avonshire received his
hundred-per-cent pleasant surprise at
last. For, to his utter stupefaction, out-
gide the gate, with his hat pulleé low
and jows moving rhythmically, eat
Cannonball Mike Dny.'!e, in a big,
battered, but useful-looking touring-car !

Testing the Allison Invention-!

ILL nearly fell down.

B Hoe looked at the car, he gaped
at Mike, and pinched himself to
make sure this was no dream.

His eyes popped wider and wider till
they bulged out of his head like
marbles.

“What the—where—how—where #he

dickens did you get that?" he stuttered g

eventually; and then gasped afresh at
the laconic reply.

“Pinched it! Come on, naw—»~hop
in!" jerked the Cannonball. “Don't
stand there yammering like a—"

Bill obeyed.

As one in & dream he tumbled in
beside his grinning friend, babbling
breathless questions as Mike swung out
from the kerb. Bui the Irishman, who

seemed to take a delight in teasing the Ffj,

excited youth, refused to talk in traflicl

Sphinx-like and bland, he whirled the
ear deftly through Daleham, heading
for the great expanse of downland that
rolled away from the town to join the
Avonshire hills. Once they were glid-
ing along quiet, open roads, however,
Bill could bottle-up his seething im-
patience- no longer.

“Listen, you—you silent Mick[” he
hissed, suddenly .thrusting a truculent
face close to Mike's. “We're not in
traffic mow, so if you don’t stop and
explain some of the bloomin’ mxsteriea
vou've piled-up this last week, I'll sock
you one right under the chinl Or if
you won't talk, lemme get at that
wheel! Goszh! I haven’t driven a car
for a dog’s age!”

Somewhat surprisingly, Mike pulled
up at once. He got out, walked round
to the other side of the car without a
word, got in again, and shunted Bill
along into the driver's seat.

“ All right—drive|” he drawled; and
then put the finishing-touch to Bill's
joyful amazement by adding quietly:
“Go easy at first, though, ’cos she's
ﬁOt the Allison supercharger fitted to

er engine, I fixed her to-day.”

“YWha-a-at 7"

All Bill's remaining breath went into
that harsh, strangled crr. For a moment
the peaceful countryside, the car, every-
thing, seemed to spin. He saw Mike's
saturnine, smiling face through a sort of
pearly mist,

“You—you mean,” he articulated
slowly, as soon &s he could get his
wind, “that this really is our car? The
—the car you said you were going to get
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free, gratis, and for rothing! Our own
demonstration-car—at last "

Mike . was wunwrapping a stick of
chewing-gum. ! y

“Why, sure,” he, replied placidly.
“An’ I thought I'd come and meet
vou go you could give her the first trial
out here, where there'll be few folks to
get in your way, or watch| We're quite
n distance from Avonport, y'see,” he
added, with a sidelong glance, *so you
drive and I'll watch points. What d'ye
say?"

Bay? DBill couldn't say much. Bat
what he did manage was very much to
the point.

A car! Their own demonstration-
car—a_chance to prove the Allizon
supercharger at long last! Where or
how Mike had obtained it failed to in-
terest Bill any more just at present.

“Wow 1" exploded young Mr, Allison
of Avonshire then, nt the top of his
voice, and with one boisterous wallop,
ha crushed Mike's hat down over his
eves,

Next moment the touring car was on
the move again,

And so began the first real test of the
Allison supercharger—an invention that
was destined to revolutionise the motor
industry !

+ 2 v . - .

Bill, with his innate love of motors,
is craze for speed, and instinctive judg-
ment of pace and distance, was a really
good driver. In his present mood of
reckless exuberance, he handled that
long, rakish tourer in a stvle that satis-
fied even the once-famous Cannonball
Mike Doyle, which was saying some-
thing.

Awny eped the car, going all out

across the lin:mf.\-ze-rsw-ept downs that wers
bathed in the mellow evening sunshine.
er passengers spoke eeldom, and then
only in crisp, short sentences. For Bill,
it was the drive of his life.
. With a blissful grin wreathing his
lips, his fair hair whipping back from
hiy forebead, the youngster drove as he
had never driven before. Under his
skilful hands the tourer ate up the
narrow white 'roads that criss-crossed
the downs, taking stiff gradients, sharp
corners, in her stride, whirling past
blurred, sunny meadows, dense woods,
secluded farmsteads,

At times, however, Bill dropped her
down to a steady road-gait, and then,
at a brief word from Jﬁike, the quiet
of the countryside would be suddenly
shattered the sonorous roar of an
engine worked under forced draught,
s0 to speal. And when that happened,
the tourer picked up and fled across
the landscape like a racer, responding
magnificently to the tremendous exira
drive of the Allison supercharger.

hee-ee-ec |

During each of these bursts of ex.
hilarating speed, Bill's delirious gice
bubbled over, venting itself in long.
weird yells of delight. But Mike sat
like a graven image, his face inscrut-
able, his head slightly to one side, while
he listened to every beat of the engine.
Only his keen eyes moved restlessly,
glancing at the milestones that Bickered
past, at the watch in his cupped hand,
at the instruments on the dashboard—
everything. And occasionally he
nodded to himself, a sharp, jerky nod
that, for him, spoke volumes,

Deep blue dusk shrouded the dowrs
when that long, etirring spin—seventy-

d miles over a natural, cross-country
race-track—cnme to an end at last, and
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Rill slid to a halt half-way on the road
between Daleham and Avonport. Lyin
back in his seat, he linked his hands
behind his neck, and sat gazing up for
long, tranquil minutes at the early stars
twinkling through the twilight.

It was one of those all-too-infrequent
moments in life when the heart is too
full of happiness for mere words,

Valettl Strikes Hard !

P hill and down, and at all
U speeds, the Allison supercharger

had been tested, and from this

severe trial the invention had
emerged with ﬂyuif colours.  Bill
sigheﬁ contentedly. ike delivered his
verdict in a guieii, but emphatic voice.

“By th’ fightin' cats of Kilkenny,
she’s the goods!”

A rare enthusiasm fashed in his deep-
set ieyes sz he stowed his watch away
and jotted down some notes on a pad.

“Yes, gir, Bill, she’s it1” he reﬁea.ted.
“This car's a good 'un, but the old
supercharger’s turned her. into a fAyer.
Just & few adjustments here and there,
maybe, is all that's wanted now.
Bedad, I always thought your dad was
a world-beater in his own line, and now
I lmow it! Maybe we’ll have him out
of that hospital scon, and ridin’ in his
own car! Tl bet all the money we're
goin’ to make that the throb of an
engine in his ears again’ll do him more
good all the sawbones in the
world 1

Bill grinned at Mike affectionately,
wondering inwardly how he would have

t on all this while without such a
oyal, determined comrade.

“You old beggar! You still haven’t
told me just how you—er—acquired this
car—and saved us money!” he hinted,
At which Mike chuckled deeply—and
told him.

“Ob, my hat! You wild Irishman!
Talk about poetic justice! And you
hogged all that fun to f'oursalf, too, you
selfish blighter1” spluttered Bill

excitedly. “8o it was you who raised
that lovely bump on FPhil Valetti's
jaw I
“Eh?* Mike sat up hastily, “You
mean you've, seen—="*
“Yes, Isaw him this morning, skulk-

ing on Avonport Station!" ecried Bill,
“Tooked as though he was waitini for
someone. I went across to tackle him;
but the brute saw me too scon, and
bunked. Even then I might have
caught him, only I bumped into some of
the team, and the silly chumps held me
back,”

“Lucky for you!”

Mike lzid a compelling hand on the
boy’s arm.

“Bill, listen!” he went on, very
geriously. “You're a good, tough lad,
but you mustn't tackle Corsica Phil
Valetfi singlehanded, see? Especially
now. He's got no actual proof that it
was me who knocked him cockeyed and
lifted his ecar; but Phil’s no fool. Proof
or not, he’ll make a good guess. Thet's
why I worked like fury to-day to get
the suf)ercharger fixed.

“Bill, we're on the last lap of the race
now—and Valetti’s due to make his
final spurt any time. It'll be & nasty
one, tbo. know him. He's a cur, but
e B htinf cur when the pinch comes.
He’% still make one more attempt, at
least, to pinch Jyour dad’s invention, be-
cause he doesn’t know for sure that the
supercharger's alreedy fixed, and that
we'ra ready to demonstrate it to the
motor trade right away |

“Therefore, Valetti will stake all on
a blind chance! Well, he can’'t get at
this car, 'cos I'm keeping it in a shed
behind the Red Lion, Even if he found
it, that black divil of a mastiff belon%-
in' to old Jem Willis "ud tear th’ spal-
peen to bits if he came sneaking around
there. But, though Phil can’t get his
bus back, he can still try to get you or
me! An’, Bill, he will try!* 5

In sober silence Bill digested the long,
grave l?eech Then s sudden, sharp
stab of fear jerked him bolt upright:

“But what about our cottage?” he
gasped. “You may have parked the
car at Jem Willis’, but I suppose you've
left the plans in their hiding-place back
hoﬁ-il?k?nl hed—grim!

ike laughe rimly,
“Yep—and I've leg; that socking

great giant, young Jack Willis, to
guard them and the cottage!” he re-
torted, to Bill's intense relief. “If Phil

Valetti_pokes his nose in there, and
young Jack catches him, it's a stretcher,
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not a supercharger, he'll e after need-

ing! Don't worry, son, I've got Corsica

Phil well set!” the Irishman chuckled

confidently, “So now let's get home.
And home it was!

Twenty-five minutes later Bill drove
the demonstration-car cautiously into
the dark yard of the Red Lion Inon, aé
Kelsey; and there, after locking u
under the watchful eye of Jem Willis"
enormous mastiff, the partners strolled
up to their cottage to relieve big
Jack Willis of his trust.

Rather to their surprise, however, no
cheerful glow of lamplight shone from
the . kitchen-parlour window to grees
them. The little dwelling, indeed, was
in total darkness, and as quiet as &
vault,

Mike frowned. He opened the gate
slowly, paused irresolute, then raised his
voice:

“Hey, Jack !

There was no reply.

“Jack! Where are you?”

Bill joined in the lusty hail this time,
but the result was.the same. Not a
sound anywhere, save the faini whisper
of trees beyond the cottage.

And somehow—all at once—that still-
ness seemed eerie, sinister !

Mike_stiffened. Bill heard his teeth
meet with a sharp, vicious click. Utter-
ing & wordless growl, the Irishman hur-
ried along the garden-path, Bill behind
him.  Together, gripped by an un-
reasoning fear, they burst through the
cottage, door into the little room
beyond.

Mike struck a match; held it aloft.
And the first sight that met the part-
ners’ narrowed eyes as the flame
brightened, was . the froetr.n.t.e figure of
Jack Willis, their stalwart guard.

Flat on the floor Ing the dyoung giant,
gagged, cruelly bound, barely con-
scious. Beside him, as though placed
there in deliberate mockery, was the
charred butt of one of Corsica Phil
Vuletti’s favourite Turkish cigarettes |

AValetti has certainly struck hard this
time, hasn’t he, chuma? Be sure and
read the thrilling follow-up of this fine
sporting story, which will appear in
next Seturday's Migyer.)

COME

The Amolgomated
Street, London, E.C.4. A siamped, addressed enveloje will

ensure a

INTO THE

Ahoays glad to hear from you, chums, so drop me a line io }
the following address : The Editor, The ‘ Magnet "’ Library,
Al Press, Lid., The Fileetway House, Farringd.

OFFICE, BOYS!

British waters, but they aren’t fishes.
I suppose my reader chum means the
wateras around these islands, and in that
case I ghould say the tunny is the largest
fish caught round our cossts. The tuxny

ing season started a few weeks ago;
“bag " of ona yacht alone for a

reply.

TWO POPULAR ANNUALS!

EADERS will be glad to know that

new ‘' Greyfriara Holiday

Annusl ” and the new * Popular

Book of Boy's Btoriea " are now

on sale at all newsagents. Both these

books have a world-wide reputation for

uality and quantity, and they constitute
(tlha best value-for-money
the market. The ' Gre

Annual * which, by the way, ia

REDUCED TO 5/-,

is better and brighter than ever. It
containa delightful exira-long stories of
your old favourites—Harry Wharton &
Co., of Greyfriara, Tom Merry & Co., of
ft, Jim's, and Jimmy Bilver & Co., of
Rookwood. In addition to this there are
hea: of other interesting features—
innfE?ii.ng ‘four superb colour plates. Ask
your newsagent to show vou this wonder

Holiday

ropositions on

volume of fun and adventure. Once
you've seen it, you'll want to get a copy
Lright AWEY.

And now for the * Popular Book of
Boy's Btories.” Here's a wonderful
b t of thrilling stories which is too

| to miss—a book packed with ewift-

moving yams of adventure on land, sea,

and in the air. This bumper hook, which

is splendidly illustrated, is offered at the

bargain price of 2s. 6d., and is obtainable

fﬁnongv all newsagents. Becure your copy
!

RE'S quite a fishy flavour about
the first letter I have picked up
to answer this week. It comes

from a Grimshby reader, who wants

to know
WHAT IS THE LARGEST FISH

caught in British watera? Well, oc-
casionally whales have beem caught in

and t

le of days' flshing wei over
_].550pou.nds. It consisted of . tunny
fish, each of which weighed over 500
pounds apiece,

Tunny fishing f:'.a. howehwr. a mt-ht]ar
expensive sport, for & yacht is general
used by tunny fishers, and most of thg
members of the British Tunny Club are
vacht This country holds the record
for the largest tunny ever caught. It
waa cauiht off Scarborough last year;
and weighed 798 pounds. At the time of
writing a great number of fishermen are
trying to break the record. The record
was previoualy held by the American
author, Zane Grey, but it is gratifying to
know that an Englishman now holds it

Talking about ing, do you realise
how many

DANGEROUS FISH

are to be found round our cossta ! Sharks
occur frequently, but an even more
annoying visitor to our shores is the
weever, which is furnished with poisonous
spines, like the fangs of snakes. Although
(Continued on next page.)
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theae fishes are only about six inches in
length, they can inflict wounds which are
capable of putting & man out of action for
miany wesks,

Bometimes in {lie summer clecttic rays
como {o our waters from more southerly
ecus, and ere very nasty customers to
meot, An cleotric ray is capable of
piviny a shoek equivalent to 100 volts.
In additien you “will sometimes find
kting wogs, certain jellyfish, and the
curious little fish known as a © Portuguese
inan-o'-war "—because of ils likeness'to-a
small gailing ship. All these fish can give
you extromely nasty stings.

record: A young fellow las

just calablishied

THE LONG-DISTANCE STOWAWAY
RECORD !

ERE is an interesting picco of
news regurding another sort of

Uenerally, stowaways on board ship ar
discovered before the ship has travelled
very far, and in these cases they are sent
bag to lsnd Ly means of the first imvard-
bound vessel or fishing boat. Bub a
British stcamer recontly srrived at Osukas,
in Japan, and, upon arrival, & stowaway
was discovercd. uring tho whole of the
journey—rloven tlioueand miles—he had
cseapodd discovery. e hed  joined the
ship in Antwerp, aud remuined in hiding
all that time, which iz by o meaus an
casy thing to do. )

Don't try to beat Liz record ! S(owing-
pway i very severoly punished in sowmo
eountries, and a long fierm of imprisonment
is generally the “reward " whicli com-
petilors for lie leng-distance stowaway
tecond earn for (hemselves !

1ler: iz p sclection of

RAPID-FIRE REPLIES

to various querice which Lave Lecn sent
to me by readers:

How long are the railways of Canada ?
{J. D, of Newcaslle}, There me now
over 40,000 miles of ruilways in Canada.
Wo less than 22,600 miles ave operated
by the Canadian Natiopal Rullway, which
s ono ol the largest statc-owned railways
in the world.

* What is the largest ** lip ’ that has ever
besn given ? (** Magnetite,” of Worceater).
H'his largest “ tip " ever given to a scrvant
was prosouted by o former Tsar of Ruksia
to Quocn Victoria's housckeeper, It was
& banknote for a thousand pounds!
* Bome ™ Lip, ch t

How long can a man fast ? (* Faater,”
of Nuneaton)., The world's record for o
tuat is seventy-five days, I should not
advise yon to try to breal this record.
Fosting should only bLe corvied out under
wedical supervision.

THE MAGNEL—EVERY SATURDAY

What Iz {he ** Missing Link ** ? (Jim T.,
of Wanstead). There iz no auch thing.
The expression ia used to denote a * missing
tink " in the chain which connoots man
with monkeys—a sort of Lall-man-half-
monkey, Various types of prehistoric
men have been referred to as  the missing
link,”" bub scientists do net accept this.

I f{requently get .roquests {rom my
roadera to help them in

THE CHOICE OF CAREERS,

and, (hough I am always willing to do all
I can, it is not possible to reprint the same
answerd again -and sgain,
Frome, Pertsmouth—~dnd any other in-
terestod ~readers—please note that all
information regarding joining the Novy,
Army, m"a_‘\iri"drca can be obtained at
their local post offics ¥

With rogard to “ Constant Tteader,”
of Belfust, who wishes to become s light-
houso keeper, these wappeintments wre
made by Triuity House, and are gencrally
givon to ex-naval or merchant servico
sailors, po I am afraid thers is not much
ohanees for him,

A third lettor somes from Miss Kitty I8,
of Harriogay, who aspires to become «
greyhound truiner. 8he would have to
commenee a8 A kennel maid. Occasion-
ally advertisements of such situations
vacant appear in  the better-known
journala.which deal exclusively with do%
oewd.  Her newsagent will be able to tel
her which :is the most likely journal to
vontain ' such advertisements.

Those of you who are musiciuns mey be
intercsted in the following reply to ' Jasz
Hound,” of Birmingham, who wenls to
know which i

THE MOST VALUABLE MUSICAL
INSTRUMENT IN THE WORLD.

Well, einema organs, of ceurae, are
pretty valuable, but thers is one clags of
instrument for which musicisns will pay
almost anything, and that is a wviolin!
Not an ordinary one. of course, but one
which was made over two hundred years
ago by a cerlain gentleman named
Antonio Stradivari. A ** Strad,” as they
are generally called, l.u:i,girmll‘{av codt only
£1—Dbut if you possess one to-day it might
quite easily bring you in & thousand limes
that emount !

Just a few weeks azo a wan happened
to be going through his ltmber room and
he cwme across a violin which he hed
bouglhit for Ga. a fow years ago. IHe had
it oleanod—end you can imagine his
feelings whon he discpvered that it was a
gonuine “ Strad.' Just fancy picking
up about £4,000 in a lumber room! It
proves that it is not always nccma-r{' to
go to the Bpanish Main to discover hidden
treasure.

Will N.3L, of | 5Pec

Tucidentally, while we are talking abount

oit Know that ‘he smallest
is no bigeer than 2} inchee

violing. do
in the worl

in length ¢ 8'fact !
H1: next guery will needd o longer
! suswer, 9 Film TFan,” of Maor-
gate, wants to know if T can tell

him

HOW NATURAL COLOUR FILMS ARE
MADE,

Thero sre several different mothods
used, bul, the most successful consists of a
ial kind of film, which is trealed in
such a mwanner that the film itself works
like » tromendous number of tiny lenses.
“ Colour filters "' are used over the lens
of the ciné camern, and theso split uyp
white light into its component parts, But
the aotuwal ciud film etill appears fo be
black and while, until ib is projected with
rorresponding colour lenses. These then
bring out the natural colours, and tlorow
them on the screen,

This method, although succesalul, Ly
not yét been adapted Lo ordinary cinemas,
hecauss the actual film taken has to Lo
developod as a positive, and that means
that there is only une copy of it. Many
amateur cincmatographera are using this
mwthod, and the ult ia that, se far as
colour {ilms are ¢oncorned, smateurs sre,
at present; ahoad ol profoseionals, Need-
less to say, of course, the professionals
are working hard to adapt this method for
their own purposes, and will probably do
g0 before very long. The prosont pro-
fesaional colour films arc not nquite so
aueoeanful as the films made by the method
which 1 have briefly deseribed above.

Sorry I shall have to hold over a large
nnmber of other replies, but I have just
time Lo tell you what is in store for you in
next weck's bumper pumber. To begin
with

‘““ THE SPECTRE OF HOAD CASTLE "
By Frank Richards,

ie the title of tho long, complate yarn
dealing, with the further exciting holiday
aidventures of the chums of COreyfriavs,
and you may be sure that this popnlar
author has packed it as full of goed things
as possible. You'll get a thorough foast
of fun snd thrille in this story, chums,

There'll he more pripping chaptlers of
our popular serial “Allison of Avonshire "
and a rib-tickling issue of the * Grey-
friars Herald,"” which is almost capable of
making & brass idel Jaugh. In conclusion,
there will be another interesting Socoer
talk by “ Linesman,” while I will be ** in
the offlee™ as bsual to enswer more
queries from my readers.

Cheerio, until next week, chums !

YOUR EDITOR
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To roll Bunter down the stairs

term |

Remove.

YOLUNTEERS WANTED—

jump on him every time he mentions
postal-orders or titled relations next

Join to-day.—The League
for the Preservation of Junior Sanity

(Hon, Sec., R, Cherry), Study No. 13,

and

No. 49 (New

LY

b

i
==

Series),

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

If

_ Wanted by junior who has
pater he'll alter his " habits’
—Apply 8. J. Bxoop, Study No. 11, Remove.

you'll
a first-rate crop of bats in the belfry during
the vac |

LESSONS IN TAILORING—
mised his
this term !

TIP TO NATURALISTS
ou're studying fying mammals,
nd that Alenzo Todd has developed

September 9th, 1833.

AS OTHERS SEE
THEM

What I Think of
Tomlinson Minor

By William Walter Humrﬂmm_.

If ever & man had the right to feel sore

about a fellow, I have that right about
Tomlingon, When I read his satirical
rernarks about me 1o last week's " Groy-
Iriars Herald,” I couldn't refrain from
mE....__Em to myself disgustedly *' What a
pall’
_ Fortunately, as you may have gathered
irom what Tomlingon said, I'm a w_.m:ﬁ_,
eaty-going sort of ehap, and although
I don™t feel very cheery about that article,
I bear him no ill will. After all, young
Tomlinson hes his limits, and it's hardly
to be expected that he should understand
a rather intellectual sort of chap like
myself !

Tomlingon minor, who has an elder
brother in the Fifth, is like most fellows
with brothers in senior Forms—rather
choeky. Although he nominally belongs
to our “ Co.” and aclmowledgea Templs as
leader, he's too fond of his own ideas to
tollow anybody'a lead wverv far. 1
believe he'd very much like to be captain
of the Fourth—but, needlesa to say, he’ll
nover oceupy that coveted position while
Temple and I are in the way !

For the benefit of fellows who don't
now Tomlingon, I ought to mention
that his figure somewhsat resembles that
of the eelebrated Remove Beby Elephant
—Billy Bunter. Tomlinson’s not par-
ticularly tall—but what he lacks in height
be makes up for in width !

I can’t say, however, that he regsemhles
Bunter in any other way. He certainly
doesn’t possess the Prize Porker’s gar-
fantuan appetite, he's not such an idiot
at games—in f[act, he's one of the best
average all-rounders in the Form—and
he has ideas of honesty and honour which
Bunter never had and never will have !

_But you can’t get away from it all the
timo that he's cheeky and totally lackin
in respect for fellowa like Temple an

mnyself. It's unfortunete, for in other respects
he's a perfectly good scout—but it is so |

On that melancholy note I must end my
brief analysia of Tomlinson minor, though,
i you ask me ‘' Is he still & pal of

yours ! " I shall unhesitatingly answer ** Oh,

of course,

vather | "

Next week George Tubb has & mountliful to

gpill about Arthur Carne of the Sixth,

BUNTER
TERRIBLE

MINOR’S

MALADY

Sammy’s Somnambulistic Sufferings

We feel really sorry for
ung Sammy Bunter. It's
enough to be afilicted
with dirs digeases when you're
in the sere and yellow leaf.
But to get it when you're in

the pristine glory of Becond
M_GME Hmm?..._c.m is simply too
ad.

Sammy suffers from sleep-
walking, youses. You'd have
thought the holidey might
have done him a bit of good.
But far from it ; if anything,
he scems to be worse than
avar.

Strangely enough it seems

to attack him most frequently
when he stays in other people’s
houses. Sammy Bimter, who
18 tremendously populsr, (he
says 60 himself, so 1t must be
so} haa stayed for wvarying
poriods with half & dozen of
his Becond and Third Form
colleagues  this vac—and
walked in his sleep at the
house of every ono of them !

A peculiarity of hiz com.
plaint is that he invariably
walks downetairsto the pantry.
Having reached the pantry,
he invariably opens the door.

Having opened the dJdoor, he
invariably starts tucking in ut
express speed.
octora may that sleep-
wallters are E._wmnn with extra-
ordinary powers of effort
during their somnambulistic
erformances. This is con.
med to a remarkable extent
in the ¢ase of Bammy Bunter,
for he usually manages to
eat enough food to provide a
fair-sized banquet for a large
family,

Unquestionably it's a
terrible affliction to suffer
from. As Sammy tearfully
remarked to one of his hosts,
the dreadful thing about it is
the thought that it's often
fatal to wake up a slecp-
walker, so this means that he
has to be allowed to finish
hia feed, whether he's dis-
covered or not.

Poor Bammy Bunter | Our
hearts go out to him in lis
distress! Fancy having to
eat astacks of grub in the
middle of the might without
the alightest hope of being
mw....muﬁm ot it !
wnnﬁﬂm.mmﬁ_&?q

“WATER" SHOCK
FOR HIM

Hobzon of the Shell tells
us that he's greeted like a
popular favourite all the way
along the promenade at
Brightaon.

But we hear he was bowled
off his feet end sustained
severe damege to his natty
flannel bags when & rough sea
broke over the front one day,
So, apparently, his outings on

the prom gren't ettended
exclusively by “ [riendly
waves ' |

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?
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Come with us, dear readers, ant
sea the rugged grandenr of the
Pyrences! ©Or, at least, if you
enn't afford the fare this week, asl
M. Charpentier to tell you nl
about thein, He's been, he knows,
and he can tell you! He toldwy
yesterday, though when we coms
to thinlk sbout it, he didn’t eay
much about the rugged grandeur
bhiznay. Matter of facet, the chief
impression brought away from thy
Pyrenees by thia pgallant moun.
taineor was an impresgion of i
leering mount !

“(Qiel | " Froggy cried, hid eyper
turned upwards and his paleu

turnad outwards in an expresamwy
gesture, " Zatmule ! Nevaire shal

1 forget zat snimal, for 'e ’ave

as you say, ze devil in 'eem !

“I place myself on ze back ol
zig mule. I nsk ze guide * You iy
gurg zat zis mule can be trust-f
zat 'e iz safe, n'est-ce pas 7' Ze
guide, vun Spaniard, angwer: *Bi,
genar ! Zat mule,” he gay, ' cannol
fall dewn zo mountain eef 'e try!!

“Ve ptart. Immediatement 1]
am avare of somesing evil in, ze.gye
of ze mule, °‘E look round at me,

and ze eyve of 'eam look wvicled,
'E give me vat you call vun lesr,
I feel I like to turn back; but I vish
not myself to look silly; I say
nozzing, and up ze side of ze moun-
tain ve go.

“Mon Dien! Zat mountain)
Ve go up vun leetle narrow ledge,

gounsands of metrea till vun ser g:

DICKY NUGENT'S WEEKLY

WISDOM

Gatty's manners are so awfull that he had
the nerve to protest to my mater about

serving up fried fish for brekker,

I must konfess that X thought it quite out

of plaice.

Oliver Kipps = Bn

Coortfield Cinema.

gels
stroction,

invaternta Figher T. Fish photorraphs any
film fan, and spemds much of fellow—for a fes. He iz still
his spare time and cash at the frying to get Bunter to
He says he up for the
both amosement @nd ine

Izst term |

sguars
‘tgnaps ** he had

B

At a ﬁm_rudu debate, Patar Todd.
deliverad 2,500 words in tem

ﬁﬁ.nn
minotes—an averags of 250 a more than ther i 1l
minuate, Toddy carried the motion!: b 4 of the Cottage Hospital

(MOUNTAINEER S
[ EERiNG Mount!

Says M. Charpentier

bottorn ra longer, I feel ze fear—
26 ‘air he stand up on ze 'ead of
me—I gay to Em..mmm, ' Charpentier !
Your lest hour e come [ *

“And ze mula! Vat you sink
dges zat leering animal 7 Does
‘¢ try ‘imself to make me fee] ze
romiort and forget ze feer ¥ Mais
nen !

" Believe me, mon enfant, ze
igher ve po, ze nearer valks zab
mula to £ edge of ze leetle narrow
facge till ze both of us hang half-vay
over 2o precipice ! Ugh |

"1 close ze eyes—I groan—I1
suffaire ze mal—1 am, as vou say,
sick ! But still zat mule plod up
and up, viz first zis leg zen zat leg

suspend over =ze gide! (C'est
terribila 1
“¥e got back apain ¥ Ah, oul!

Aftaire vat seemn an eternity, ve
return—and at zo foot of 26 moun-
twn, vat you zink zia mule do ¥
I tell you ze truth, ze truth com-
ﬂ___mﬂm and nozzing but ze truth ;
8 geeve vun beeg buck-jump and
ﬂ_wmﬂ Hm_cm. ze back of ‘eem—
and zen ‘e geeve wvun long ugl
leer and valk avay | o
*Ah, mon enfant, take =ze
adviee of mea ; nevaire, nevaire go
mountaineering on a leering mount.”
8o when you come to weigh it up,
thaps, you don't learn very much
about the Pyremees from Frogpy.

and the reason you don't is prott

shvious, FROUGY HAD HI
HYES CLOSED ALL THE TIME !

More Greyfriars Queries

"HERALDITE " (Bournemouth),—" Why did Linley
wenr clogs when he worked in a cotton mill 7"
To save him the trouble of doing up his shoeclaces, of
course |
“SKINNER FAN " (Norwich).—"' Is Skinner as black
as he is painted 7
No; the last time we saw him, which was on a boat in
mid-Channel, his face had turned an art shade of green !
" GREYFRIARS FOR EVER ™ (Nerthampton)—
" Does Mr. Quelch type his * History of Greyfriars * sitting
down or standing up 7™ S
Neither ; he prefers to do it balancing on his knees, with
Liia back to the typewriter and his aring over his shoulders.
He eays that this enables him to see things in their true

perspective.

'Lonzy’s
Little
Letters

Dear Editor,—To the individual of perspicuous tempera-
ment, the infelicitous sequelae to the exhibition of cinemnatia
projections concerning w=ubjecta of pathologieal or
eriminological interest is calamitously manifest. Oh, my
dear Editor, when one effectuates cogitation upon the
inherent potentialities for beneficent intervention in ths
realm of human activity on the part of this marvellously
dynamic form of photography is not one tempted to
vociferate witlh stentorian fervour a resolution never fo
utilise the visual organs for the purpose of regarding thess
ephemeral optical productions until such tims as every
w.__ﬂnmw.ﬁﬂn_nn 13 inclugive of a ﬂmﬁa__mm_ representation of the

stribution of nether hebiliments smong the retarded
African natives—or equally enlightening
phantasmagoria !

rours for the amelioration of cinematography,
Aroxzo Topb,

("Lonzy wants us all to vow never to go to the * talkies ™
until they inelude in every programme at least ons picture
of trousera being given away to the blacka! 'Lenzy,
"Lonzy, are there no limita to the ideas that are hatched in
that massive brain of yours ¥—ED,)

cinematic

KLAXON HORN WANTED

For use when the new term
begins, Advertiser wants to gound
it once only, o that he can show
Qualch he doesn't give two hoots
ior him.—Apply “ NEMO," Study
¥o. 11, Remove,

LET THIS SOAK IN!

Rusgell elaeims to have broken all Greyiriars rocords
during the vae, by ranning without stopping for 10 hours.

Broken records, bosh | Why, when Mimble the gardener
went for his holiday, he accidentally left the tap turned on
in one of the greenhouses—and the water was running
without stopping for a fortnight |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Rosia Locke, the Hezad™s
daughfer, collected

When Bonoler offered a
for sale in Study No.
recognided it as Mauly's.
made a8 ** quick

the study doorway |
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WHY FISHER T. FISH
WAS FURIOUS

From hia home in the Highlands,
Ogilvy writesa to tell us that was
surprised, during a recent trip down fo
Loch Lomond, to find Fisher T. Fish
there, Fish was gazing acrosa the waters
at the miaty hilla m the distance, Ogilvy
would have imagined that he was admirin
the scenery, but for the expression o
concentrated ferocity he wore.

** What's biting vou, Fish 1" he ssked,

1 guess I got my mad up,” snorted
Fish, after perfunctorily shaking hands.
“What I want to koow is, where are
ﬂ.ﬁpmw u e

“If you mean the far-famed heather.
alad hills of Scotland .

" Aw, nuts | " was Fishy's disrespectiul
reply to that suggestion. ** Listen, bo’,
T came a long way to see "emn, an" I gucss—""

" If you mean that haunting chain of
mist-shrouded lochs, redolent of ancient
Scottish history, owver which poets have
shed teara and artists—-"

“"Can it!" groaned Fish. "“Eay, 1
been listenin' to all that bunk from every-
bhody I've met in this pesky hole, so far 1"

“If you mean those strange dusky
m__mE_ where in bygone days clan foughi
ﬂl‘ FH—.'I'J-

“I puesa you got me all wrong!”
howled Fish ?Hmnﬂn_ . “"When I'lm
looking for anythin® like that, you can
reckon that somethin'a enapped in
F.T. F., a cabeza | What I'm looking for,
if you want to know, ia the ' bonny, bonny
banks of Loch Lomond'] Wherse are
they 1t "

Ogilvy blinked.

“*The bonny, bonny banks of Loch
Lomond '? Why, you're standing on
one of them at present | ™

Fish'as jaw dropped as he looked down et
his feet. He seemed to be affected by o
sudden faintness,

“ B-b-but look hyer, Ogilvy, you're
not gonna tell me a poet wrote about the
banks of a gosh-damed pond 1

" What other kind of a benk do you
think he'd write about 1 "

“ Big banks, of courss, you jay, with
bullion an' strong rooms | ' Fiehy roared.
“ That's what I came hyer to see. Don't
tell me the only kind of banks they got
gra the banks of a pesky pond | ¥

Ogilvy had to it that it was so0.

HOLD THIS ONE, LODER

At a posh hotel on the East Coast, Loder

of the Sixth waa recently heard boasting that
= he waa not among the common herd at
Greyiriars.

It’as a matter of taste, old bean.
woe'd rather Um_ﬂum
the * rank ™ and *

Personally,
to the ranlk and file than
vila " |

(7. -
L2 f : .w ...__X__\Lru o L.T 2

plam cake Napoleon Dupont, the French
L Wharlon juroe s ey ke ob Buiea
. and, ©

"—through boo nﬂﬂ gnva an mﬂﬂﬂﬂnﬂdﬁm
FuEEE._ in the Rag |

“"LEAF" THEM ALONE,
PLEASE

Wae hear that the authorities are thinking of
uummumum_ the banks of the Bark by cutting
down all

If they perform this vandal aot, it will be a

the weeping willows,

erying shame }



