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Bunter All Over ! 

“WHAT about Bunter?” asked Bob Cherry. 
“Um !”..”
“Bunter can cook !”
“He’s too jolly lazy, though ! ” 
“We can boot him! ” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
“When you ask a fellow to join up for the hols, you don’t generally arrange to boot him!” he remarked. 
“Not done in the best circles !” said Frank Nugent. 
“Bother Bunter!” said Johnny Bull. 
“Well, you see −”  said Bob. 
“We have enough of the esteemed Bunter in the teirn!’ suggested Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.  In the holidays, the too-muchfulness would be terrific.” 
“You see −“  said Bob. 
“Well, what ?“ asked Harry Wharton. Bunter can cook, but he won’t if he can jolly well help it. He will grouse all the time. If it rains, he’ll grouse about the wet. If it doesn’t, he’ll grouse about the heat. And we don’t want to over-load the boat!  An extra ton makes a lot of difference on a boat.’ 
“What thc dickens do you want Bunter for, Bob?” asked Nugent. 
“Oh, don’t be an ass, Franky!  How could anybody want Bunter ?“ grunted Bob Cherry. 
“Wash him out, then !“ 
“Yes—but −”
“But—what —“ 
Bob Cherry did not immediately reply. 
Four juniors in Study No. 1 in the Greyfriars Remove looked at him. 
Really, they could not quite under-stand Bob. 
Break-up for the summer holidays was at hand. The Famous Five of the Remove had settled how and where they were going to spend August.  A boating trip up the Thames, starting at Richmond or Kingston, camping out on the banks of the river, was a scheme that appealed to them all. 
Five fellows could pack comfortably into a boat. They could pack comfortably into a tent. They could take it in turns to tow.  They did not mind roughing it a little. It was an inexpensive sort of holiday for five fellows together.  The prospect was attractive. They were discussing details, when Bob suggested adding William George Bunter, the fat ornament of the Greyfriars Remove, to the party. 
Upon which there was a general lack of enthusiasm. 
“You see —“ said Bob at last, rather lamely. 
“Blessed if I do !“ said Johnny Bull. 
“The seefulness is not preposterous!‘ remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“ Cough it up!  ” said Harry Wharton. “If you want Bunter, we’ll stand Bunter somehow ! We’ve stood him before, and wc can stand him again. But −” 
“The fact is “--- ._“ said Bob. 
Grunt from Johnny Bull. 
“I think I can guess!” he said. “That fat Owl has been trying for a week past to book on to somebody for the hols. Mauly’s dodged him— Smithy’s kicked him—so hp picked out the softest ass he could find in the Remove and got away with it. Is that it?”
Bob Cherry coloured. 
Evidently Johnny had guessed right. 
“Well, you see,” said Bob, “ I haven’t asked him—I couldn’t, without consulting you chaps—but I—I said I’d put it to you. After all, Bunter can cook ! There’ll be lots of washing-up—there always is on such a trip—it’s washing and washing and washing up all the time. Bunter can take his turns—“
“ I can see him doing it “ grunted Johnny Bull. 
“Well, as I said, we can boot him if he shirks-—” 
“Have you explained that to Bunter, as a condition ?“ asked Frank Nugent, with a chuckle. 
“ And he can mind the boat when we go biking round,” went on Bob. “He’s too jolly lazy to stir his stumps, so that will suit him, and suit us. And −-“ 
“And” said Harry Wharton, ‘ the long and the short of it is that we’re going to have Bunter. We shall need a larger boat—say, double the size— and ten times the provisions we were going to take −”
“Bon’t underestimate, on a trip like this !“ said Frank Nugent.
 “ Say twenty times.” 
“Oh, don’t be a goat !“ said Bob. “I’ve said I’d put it to you! That’s all I said, but—but I’m afraid Bunter is rather banking on it. I shouldn’t like to disappoint him.” 
“Fathead !” said Johnny Bull. 
“Look here −”
“Ass!  ” 
“All right !“ said Harry Wharton. “Shut up, Johnny ! Bob can’t help being a fathead, and he can’t help being an ass—but we like him all the better for it. It’s a go “ 
“ Well, you see −”  said Bob. 
“Of course we see!  ” agreed the captain of the Remove. ‘ Bunter’s pulled your leg ! This Co. always sticks together, and when one leg is pulled, all the legs are pulled ! We’ll take Bunter.” 
“I say, you fellows—’ squeaked a fat voice at the door. 
“Talk about pigs, and you hear them grunt!  ” remarked Johnny Bull, as a fat face and a big pair of spectacles looked in at the doorway of Study No. 1. 
Billy Bunter blinked at the Famous Five. 
“Seen Mauly ?” he asked. 
“Mauly? No !” answered Harry Wharton. “Roll in, old barrel, and we’ll fix it up about the hols, We’re going to make it six instead of five! You’re coming in the boat.” 
“Oh!  ” said Billy Bunter.  He blinked thoughtfully at the captain of the Remove. “ You want me to come?”
Harry Wharton paused. 
In point of fact, he did not want Bunter. Neither did any other member of the Co. But it was rather awkward to ask a fellow and at the same time state that he did not want him! On the other band, sonmcthing was due to veracity. 
“Well, I’m asking you to join up, old fat man!  ” said the captain of the Remove. “Suit yourself, of course!” 
“I don’t think much about suiting myself, as you fellows know,” answered Bunter, with dignity. “ I never was selfish, I hope—not like some fellows ! Look here, I’ll do my best for you −” 
“Eh ?” 
“ You can’t expect a fellow to answer first shot ! I’ve got other things to consider!  ” explained Bunter. “ Thanks for your invitation, and all that—but you’ll have to give me a little time to consider. You must expect that!” 
“Oh!’ gasped Wharton. 
“Mind, I’m not turning it down!  I don’t mean that ! As I said, I’ll do the best I can for you ! If I can’t make it the whole vac, I may be able to give you a week or two— perhaps two or three weeks. It all depends.” 
“ Look here— _“ roared Johnny Bull. 
“ You needn’t yell at a fellow, Bull ! You can’t expect to pin a chap down at a minute’s notice !” said Billy Bunter warmly. ‘ A fellow who’s run after like I am has to be given a bit of time to consider things. You can’t expect to bag me for the whole vacation at a minute’s notice ! Don’t be selfish !” 
“ Oh, my hat!  ” gasped Bob. 
“You blithering owl!  ” howled Harry Wharton. “ We –“
“I’m afraid I can’t stop now—I’ve got to find Mauly ! I’ll see you later, when I’ve got time.” 
“Look here −”
But Billy Bunter was gone. 
The Famous Five stared at the doorway, from which the fattest figure at Greyfriars School had vanished. Then four of them stared at Bob Cherry. 
“You ass ! said Harry. 
“You fathead!” said Nugent. 
“You idiot “ said Johnny Bull. 
“You terrific chump “ said Hurree Jamet Ram Singh. 
Bob Cherry gave a snort. 
“Wash it out !” he grunted. 
And washed out it duly was—and the Famous Five settled down to discuss the details of that boating trip—minus Bunter! 

Nothing Doing! 

“ I SAY, Manly −”
“Oh dear!” 
“Anything the matter, Mauly ?“ asked Billy Bunter, blinking at Lord Mauleverer in surprise. 
A moment ago, Lord Mauleverer had been looking merry and bright.  Sitting on the sofa in Study No 12, with his head leaning back on a cushion, and his legs stretched out, Mauly was gazing from the window at blue summer skies, with a cheery and contented expression on his face. 
Probably he was thinking of the coming holidays, and the cessation of lessons. Anyhow, he was looking very cheerful. 
But as Billy Bunter rolled into the study, that cheerfulness departed from the countenance of the schoolboy earl. It vanished as if wiped off with a duster. Its place was taken by a look of sad resignation. It was quite a startling change. 
Billy Bunter really could not understand it. 
He had been glad to catch Mauly so bright and good-tempered. It made it easier to broach the urgent subject of the holidays. But that dismal change in Mauly’s looks was discouraging. 
“What’s the matter, Manly ?” asked the puzzled fat owl. “A minute ago you were grinning—now you’re looking as if you were going to a funeral ! What’s the trouble all of a sudden?” 
“Guess!  ” said Mauly. 
“Blessed if I can guess ! If there’s anything the matter, you can tell a pal,” said Bunter encouragingly.: 
BIsea zf I cati Anything I can do for you, old chap?” 
“Yaas !“ 
“ Give it a. name, then !” 
“Hand me that cricket stump out of the corner!” 
“Eh? Oh, all right!” 
More puzzled than ever, Billy Bunter sorted the cricket stump out of the corner and handed it to Mauly! 
“Thanks, old fat!  ” said Mauleverer. 
He took a grip on the stump, and sat up, Bunter blinking at him in astonishment. What a fellow sprawling on a sofa could possibly want a cricket stump for was a mystery to the Owl of the Remove. 
“Now, what’s the trouble, old fellow?” asked Bunter. 
“You!  ” 
“Eh!” 
“I should hate to puncture you, Bunter,” said Lord Mauleverer. “ I don’t want to burst you all over the study ! But if you say the word ‘ holidays ‘ I’m going to jab you with this stump !” 
Billy Bunter blinked at him—a devastating blink.  He understood now the cause of that remarkable change in Lord Mauleverer’s expression—and he understood why Mauly wanted the cricket stump! 
“You silly ass!  ” hooted Bunter “ You blithering idiot!” 
“ That’s all right !“ assented Lord Mauleverer. “I don’t mind that! You can keep that up ! But don’t say ‘ hols.’” 
“You cheeky idiot !” 
“Go it! ” 
“You footling fathead !  ” 
“Carry on!  ” 
“You—you—you ---” gasped the indignant Owl. “ Why, only a few minutes ago, five fellows were badgering me, all at once, to go on the river with them for the hoIiday. I’ve a jolly good mind to go with Wharton’s crowd and give you a miss, you footling ass!” 
“Stick to that, old chap !” said Lord Mauleverer, brightening up “That’s a jolly good idea, Bunter!”
“I’ve a jolly good mind to! Still, I don’t want to let you down entirely,” said Bunter. I could manage, say, a week at Mauleverer Towers! Yarooooh!” 
Lord Mauleverer leaned over and poked with the stump. 
The business end of the stump jabbed on the best-filled waistcoat at Greyfriars School. 
Billy Bunter uttered a terrific roar, and bounded back. He bumped into the study table, and gave another roar. The table rocked, the inkpot rolled over, and a stream of ink shot across books and papers. 
“Oh !” roared Bunter. He clasped two fat hands to a fat waistcoat. “Wow ! Why, you beast ! Wharrer you up to, poking a fellow with a stump?’ 
“I warned you——” 
“Beast!”
“Sorry, old man!“ said Lord Mauleverer gently.  “ But you had it coming. Now, roll away like a good barrel!” 
Billy Bunter blinked at him with a blink that almost cracked his spectacles. 
For a week or more the fat Owl had haunted Mauly, and Mauly was accustomed to dodge round corners when he saw him coming. Now ho was run down in his study, and the fat Owl had him cornered. Desperate diseases, as Shakespeare has remarked, require desperate remedies. So Mauly resorted to the stump. 
Even Billy Bunter could understand a stump applied to his fat waistcoat ! It left no room for doubt on the subject. 
“You — you— you silly chump !“ gasped Bunter. “ I wouldn’t be found dead in the hols with a silly, slacking, yawning, gaping image like you, Mauly !” 
“ Wouldn’t you really, old fat man?” 
“No,” roared Bunter, “ I wouldn’t !” 
“That’s fine! Stick to that!” 
Billy Bunter gave his lordship a glare, his very spectacles gleaming with scorn. Then he rolled Out of the study ; and Lord Mauleverer— looking cheerful once more—replaced his head on the cushion. 
But his lordship enjoyed his repose only for about a minute. Then a fat head was put in at the doorway again and a fat voice squeaked: 
“I say, Mauly!” 
“Oh dear ! Blow away, Bunter !“ said Lord Mauleverer ,plaintively. “ I can’t keep on jabbing you with this stump, in this hot weather !” 
“Beast ! I mean, look here, old chap !  I was going to say −”
“Come a bit nearer !“ said Lord Mauleverer, sitting up on the sofa. “ Don’t talk to a fellow a mile off !” 
Billy Bunter did not come a bit nearer.  He preferred to remain out of reach of a lunge. 
“I say, Mauly, don’t be a silly ass ! I was going to say −”
“Where will you have it ?” inquired Mauly, taking aim with the stump. 
Ae the fat Owl declined to come within reach, there was nothing for it but to use it as a missile. 
“ You silly idiot !“ howled Bunter. “I ain’t going to speak about the hols.’ 
“Oh, all right, then! Anything else, old fat tulip ?“ 
“ I was going to say,” said Bunter, with dignity, “ that I’ve been disappointed about a postal order. That’s what I was going to say, Mauly !“ 
“ I’ve heard that one 
“Oh, really, Mauly ! As you had a tenner this morning, I think you might lend a chap five bob till his postal-order comes “ said Bunter reproachfully .
“How did you know I had a tenner this mornin’, you fat you fat Peepin’ Tom.  And how can 1 lend you five bob out of it till I change it?” 
“That’s all right! I’ll chunge it for you, old chap! I’d do more than that for a fellow I really like” said Bunter. “ Hand it over and I’ll cut down to the shop at once. I’ll bring in anything you d like for tea at same time. What are you grinning at, you fathead ?” hooted Bunter. 
“Look here, do you want me to change that tenner for you or not ?” 
“No !” 
“Beast !” 
Billy Bunter closed the door of Study No. 12 with a bang that resounded the length of the Remove passage. 
Lord Mauleverer settled down once more to repose. 
But again his repose was brief. 
About a minute later the study door opened again. 
“Oh dear !” sighed Lord Mauleverer. Who is it this time ?”
 “Yah!  Slacking rotter !” hooted Billy Bunter. 
Up went Mauly’s hand, with the stump in it. But the door banged again before he could hurl the stump. 
Lord Mauleverer breathed hard. Imperturbable as his lordship’s temper was he was getting a little •VC’ goio2 down to Baker’s boat. aiiuoyed.  However, he settled down again, with his head on the cushion. 
The door reopened. 
“Yah!  Mean beast! hooted Bunter and again he banged the door shut before the exasperated Mauly had time to go into action. 
Mauly sat up and grasped the stump, too late ! But this time he did not settle down again.  He remained sitting up, with the stump ready to burl at Bunter’s fat legs the next time he opened the door. Next time that door opened, the exasperating Owl of the Remove was going to get that for which he was so earnestly asking. 

—-—
Looking After Mauly
“YAROOH !” roared Bob Cherry 
He was taken quite by surprise. 
The cheery Bob was welcome in almost every study at Greyfriars—and invariably so in Lord Mauleverer’s. So, when he tapped at the door of No. 12, opened it, and walked in, he was quite surprised by the welcome he received. 
Something whizzed across the study from the sofa tinder the window. It crashed on Bob’s knees and he tottered and roared.  
“Oh gad!  ” gasped Lord Mauleverer in dismay. 
“Ow ! Oh ! Oh crumbs ! Mad !”, yelled Bob, staring at the cricket stump that had dropped at his feet, and then at the dismayed junior sitting on the sofa. 
“Oh dear!  Awfully sorry !“ gasped Mauleverer. “I thought it was Bunter coming back again!  Frightfully sorry !” 
“You blithering idiot howled Bob, stooping and rubbing his knees. The stump had landed flat on both of them, with quite a bang. Mauly been on the watch, and he had got his man ! It was rather unfortunate that it was the wrong man ! 
“He, he, he !’ floated in from the passage. 
Billy Bunter had been about to pay another call when Bob came up the passage. He was rather glad now that it was Bob who had opened the door. 
“You potty chump, Mauly !” roared Bob. “I’ve a jolly good mind to boot chanoc that tenner for you off that sofa, you howling blitherer !” 
“Boot Bunter instead !” suggested Lord Mauleverer. “ It’s all his fault, really. Boot him down the passage. 
 “Yah ! Beast !” floated into Study  No. 12, followed by a sound of pattering footsteps. 
Billy Bunter did not wait to ascertain whether Bob was going to act on that suggestion. Bunter departed. 
“You fathead !“ grunted Bob. “Ready?” 
“Eh?” asked Mauly. ‘ Ready for what?” 
“Oh ! Yaas !” 
Bob gave his knees another rub, and straightened up. 
“Well, come on, ass! ” he said. “we’re going down to Baker’s boat-house to look at a craft he’s got. What the dickens has been happening here ?“ added Bob, with a stare at the study table, “You’ve got ink over everything.” 
“That ass Bunter bumped on the table.” Lord Mauleverer rose from the sofa and stretched his elegant limbs.  He had forgotten that walk, and he rather wished that Bob had not remembered it. He yawned deeply. 
“You fathead !” Bob stepped to  the table. “Look at this ! There’s a banknote here.” 
He fished out a Bank of England  note that lay partly submerged in streaming ink. One corner of it was black as a hat. 
“Oh gad !” said Lord Mauleverer, staring at it.  “It’s all right—that’s my tenner. I put it under the inkpot for safety.” 
“Is that what you call safety?” 
“Yaas,” assented Lord Mauleverer. 
“ Can’t blow away with an inkpot on it! Of course, I never knew that Bunter was going to barge in and upset the ink. Fellow can’t foresee  things like that.” 
Bob Cherry carefully blotted the inky banknote on a sheaf of blotting-paper. The ink was still wet, and he got a good deal of it off. But the tenner was left in an smudgy state. 
“ Thanks !“ said Lord Mauleverer, taking the note. “Perhaps I’d better  shove it in my pocket, with fat chumps barging about upsetting Ink- pots.’ 
“Put it in your wallet, fathead!  ” hooted Bob, as Mauly began to shove  the banknote into his trousers pocket. 
“I should have done that already, old chap, if I’d known where the wallet was!  ” said Lord Mauleverer mildly. 
“Well, don’t you know ?” roared Bob. 
“I know I laid it down somewhere! It will turn up all right—things always do turn up !” said Mauleverer placidly. “I lost a fiver once, for weeks, but it turned up in a book, and I remembered I’d used it to mark a place” 
“Have you taken thp number of that note?” 
“Eh? No!” 
“ Take it then, fathead!  ” hooted Bob. “ Suppose you lose it?  ” 
“I’n not likely to lose it, old fellow; I’m always careful with money! Come on, I can hear the fellows in the passage.” 
Bob Cherry picked up the stump. 
“Are you going to take the number of that note?” he asked. 
“What’s the good of faggin’ takin’ numbers? Oh gad—ow!  Keep that cricket stump away !” yelled Lord Mauleverer. “ You silly ass, what are you pokin’ me with that stump for?” 
“Take the number of that bank-note!’ 
“Oh dear ! Anythin’ for a quiet life !” sighed Lord Mauleverer. “ What can I take the number on ?. I’ve left my pocket-book somewhere. Keep that stump away, you dangerous maniac!  I’ll write it in my Latin grammar—that won’t get lost, or there would be a row with Quelch ” 
Lord Mauleverer fished the banknote out of his trousers pocket, and dipped a pen in the pool of ink on the study table. Laboriously he copied out 00011122 on the fly-leaf of a Latin grammar. Then he crumpled the banknote back into his trousers pocket. 
“You’re makin’ me tired before we start that walk !“ he said plaintively. “ You strenuous bIokes overdo it, you know!  Let’s get off, for goodness’ sake.”
“Are you going to leave your study table like that?  ” 
“ Yaas ; I can tip Trotter to clean that up—Trotter likes tips, and I don’t like cleanin’ up ink ! Both parties pleased. Comc on !” 
And Lord Mauleverer followed Bob from the study. 
On the Remove landing the other members of the Co. were waiting. They left the House in a cheery bunch, and walked out of gates, and down to the towpath by the shining Sark. 
It was July and hot weather. But the Famous Five walked briskly along the towpath, between shady woods on one side and the gleaming river on the other. Lord Mauleverer manfully put   his best foot foremost to keep pace with them; but he glanced longingly at the shady trees.  Exertion did not appeal to his lazy lordship, especially when the weather was almost tropical. 
“I tell you what,’ said Lord Mauleverer suddenly, “ that’s a lovely shady spot— look!  The scenery’s magnificent here! What about sittin’ down and lookin’ at the scenery?” 
“Do you generally take a walk sitting down ?“ inquired Johnny Bull sarcastically. 
“ Yaas!  I—I mean, no good over-doin’ it. We’ve done jolly nearly half a mile, you know ! It’s another half mile to Friardale Bridge,” sighed Lord Mauleverer. 
“We’re to going to see a boat at Baker’s, fathead!  ” said Harry Wharton.  “He’s heard that we’re going to have a boat on the Thames this vac, and he’s asked us to look at it!” 
“Supporting local industries!  ” explained Bob. “No reason why old Baker shouldn’t make the money, if the boat’s all right.” 
“He says it’s specially good one,” said Nugent. 
“ How the dooce are you goin’ to get it round to the Thames, then ?” askd Lord Mauleverer. “It will be a bit of a pull, won’t it?” 
“‘The pullfuluess would be a little too terrific !“ chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“Fathead !” said Bob. “ Baker’s going to have the boat delivered at Kingston, all ready for us when we want it, if we hire it.  I expect we shall—he says it’s just the boat we want, and he’s a reliable man. What about joining up with us for a trip up the river, Mauly ? Do you good to rough it and exert yourself a bit.’ 
Lord Mauleverer shuddercd. 
“Yaas I Oh ! Yaas ! Delightful !” he gasped. “Nothin’ I’d enjoy more, if—if my uncle hadn’t fixed up a trip for me already. I shall envy you fellows!  ” 
The Famous Five chuckled. They knew exactly how much his lazy lord-ship would envy them roughing it in a river trip. 
“Buck up, Mauly!  ” said Bob, as his lordship lagged behind. “ We’ve got to get back for lock-up, you know.” 
“Yaas ! I’ll tell you what !“ said Mauly, as if struck by a sudden bright idea. “I’ll sit down under one of these trees, and you fellows can gather me up again on your way back, what?” 
“Got that tired feeling coming on?” asked Bob. 
“Yaas.” 
“Feel as if you really can’t keep on ?” 
“Yaas, exactly.” 
“ Well, wbat’s the good of having a pal with you if he can’t help you when you get tired ?” said Bob cheerily. “ I’ll walk behind you and help you. Say when !” 
Thud! 
“Oh!  Yarooooh !‘ roared Lord Mauleverer.  He suddenly put on quite a good speed. “ Keep your hoofs away from my trousers, you howling ass!”
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“Had enough help already ?” asked Bob. “No trouble, old chap—I’ll help you all the way, if you like !” 
“You mad ass, keep off !” 
Lord Mauleverer walked on quite briskly for about a hundred yards. Then hc dropped behind again. 
Bob Cherry, glancing round for him had a glimpse of his lordship disappearing into the wood, “Mauly, you slacker! ” roared Bob. 
But answer there came none ! Lord Mauleverer had had enough walking, and he was seeking a shady spot in the wood to repose his weary limbs. And the Famous Five, laughing, walked on to Baker’s boathouse without his lordship. 

The Shifty Man! 

“ AIN’T I said no?” 
 “But− “ 
“‘Ook it ! ” 
“Look here, Mr. Baker--- “ 
“I said ‘ook it I . And If you come round ‘ere again, Mr. Spooner, I’ll set the dorg on you! Your sort ain’t wanted round an honest man’s place.” 
Harry Wharton & Co. heard those remarks as they walked into Baker’s yard below Friardale Bridge. 
Mr. Baker, the boat builder, seemed a little excited. 
He was standing by a boat which lay on a landing-stage by the water. His plump face was red, and his grey whiskers bristled with wrath as he stared, or, rather, glared,  across the boat at a man standing facing him on the other side of it. 
The Greyfriars juniors knew old Mr. Baker well. Greyfriars fellows often hired boats from him. Generally, he was a placable old fellow, as good-tempered as he was plump. But the man to whom he was speaking seemed to have got Mr. Baker’s goat. 
The juniors did not want to butt into that excited argument, and they stood back to wait till Mr. Baker had finished. 
The man to whom he was speaking was a slightly built man, dressed rather shabbily, with close-cropped hair on a bullet head. He had narrow sharp, shifty eyes that at the moment were gleaming with anger. He looked, indeed, as if he could hardly keep his hands off old Mr. Baker—but was, perhaps, restrained by the, circumstance that the old boat builder was twice as large and twice as heavy, and could easily have pitched him off the landing-stage into the river. 
He was a stranger to the juniors; they had never seen him, or heard his name, before. But clearly he was well known to the boat builder—and not known favourably. 
“It was my boat once,” he said, in a sharp, angry voice. “ Don’t that make any difference?” 
“No, it don’t!  ” retorted Mr. Baker. “That there boat was sold by auction when you was sold up, and old Coger, up to Courtfield, bought it, and he sold it to me.  And where was you, Mr. Spooner? Doing time!  ” 
Harry Wharton & Co. backed a little farther, and carefully looked another way. But Mr. Spooner did not regard them at all. He stared angrily and savagely at the boat builder. 
“That’s neither here nor there,” he answered. “If I was doing time I’ve done my time, and the law’s done with me.” 
“ Till they ketch you next time,” said Mr. Baker contemptuously. “ I know your sort—knowed you well , I did!  Wasn’t you always called Shifty Spooner? Who was surprised when you was copped?  Nobody who knows you!” 
“I’ve come here to talk about the boat!” 
“And what’s the good of talking about the boat?  ” hooted Mr. Baker. “I ain’t the man to throw it in a bloke’s face if he’s done time, though I wouldn’t trust you farther’n I could see you, Mr. Shifty Spooner. But you fancy I’m in the business here for my health? Ain’t I got to be paid” 
“I can pay for the hire of a boat.” 
“Yes, and walk off with it!” hooted Mr. Baker. “ But I’m a reasonable man. Lay down ten pounds deposit, I said to you when you come yesterday, and I’ll hire you that boat, I said. And that’s taking a big risk, considering the value of the boat and what I gave for it.” 
“If I had ten pounds—” 
“Well, you come back and talk again when you ‘ave ! You ask a man to trust you with boats when only two days ago you come out of chokey, where you was jugged for helping yourself to other people’s goods. Now I’ve wasted enough time on you, Mr. Spooner, so you ‘ook it !“ 
“ But——” 
“ I said ‘ook it!  It’s too late now, anyhow—I’ve let out the boat. Them young gentlemen yonder are going to ‘ire it for the summer, and I got to pack it off  by rail to be ready for them at my nephew’s at Kingston. Any other boat you can ‘ave, if you lay down a deposit −”
“ I want no other boat—I want the Water-Lily on this river, like old times before I had my bad luck.” 
“No!” roared Mr. Baker, addressing a boatman on the towpath. “Let that dorg loose !“ 
“Yes, Mr. Baker !” 
The man with the shifty eyes gave the old boat builder a savage glare, turned, and stalked away, without waiting for the dog to be let loose. 
Mr. Baker gave in angry snort as he disappeared up the river. 
‘Good-arternoou, young gents !” he said, addressing Harry Wharton & Co. ‘ Sorry you ‘eard me blowing off steam, but that man Spooner is the limit ! Two years he’s had for pinching, and he ain’t been out of the stone jug two days and come along and asks a man to trust him with a boat I give forty pounds for! Wouldn’t he run it out and sell it for a tenner ! Wouldn’t he just !” 
“Is that the boat?” asked Harry. 
“That’s the boat, sir, and a fine boat she is,” said Mr. Baker. “ Here, Jim, come and shove this boat out for the young gentlemen to try her. You look at that boat, Master Wharton, and you’ll find she’s a good craft.” 
The Famous Five were already looking at the boat with keen interest. It was really a handsome boat— roomy, well-built, with a mast, and a good-sized locker aft. They knew something about boats, and they could easily see that in Mr. Baker’s extensive stock it was the pick of the bunch. It was in first-class condition, and in fact, delightful to the eye. 
“Like her, sir ?” asked Mr. Baker, as Jim ran that handsome craft into the water. 
“Yes, rather,” answered Harry at once. “ We’ll see how she goes on the water, of course, but she lok topping. But look here, Mr. Baker, we heard what that man you called Spooner was saying − 
“The rogue !“ interjected Mr. Baker. 
“Well, if the boat belonged to him once, and he wanted to hire her for that reason we shouldn’t like to butt in,” said Harry ; and his friends, much as they liked the look of the Water-Lily, nodded assent to that. 
“That don’t make no difference,” answered Mr. Baker. “ He could ‘ave had the boat if I could ‘ave trusted him to bring her back.” The old boat builder snorted. “Rogue he is, that man Spooner ! Asking a man to believe that he’s fond of his old boat! Looks it, don’t he?” 
The juniors smiled. Mr. Spooner certainly had not looked, to them, a man of a sentimental nature. He had looked a particularly hard nut to crack. 
“If I let him ‘ave that boat, think I’d see it ag’in?  ” grunted Mr. Baker. “ She sails well on a wind, and I’ll say this for Spooner—he can handle a boat!  He had a place on the river aforp he went to chokey, and was always up and down the river and the coast in that boat.  He’d run her down to some place he knows and sell her for ten quid!  Don’t I know him! Think they packed him behind the bars because ‘he was honest?  ” 
“Oh, no. I suppose not !“ admitted Harry. 
“Let him leave ten quid on a boat, like you young gents are going to do, and I’ll do business with him,” said Mr. Baker. ‘I’d risk it, anyhow ! Mind, I trust you young gents all right, but boats is liable to get damaged with schoolboys handling them, and damage is damage, and you don’t object to a man having a bit of cash in hand.” 
“Not at all! That’s all right— we’ve got the cash if we settle about the boat, Mr. Baker” said Harry, smiling. 
“But that man Spooner—he wouldn’t damage the boat, larking and such, as schoolboys might.  But he’d pinch her as soon as look at her,” said Mr. Baker. “Don’t you worry, sir—Shifty Spooner ain’t touching no boat of nine, whether you hire it or not ! He ain’t pinching my property like he pinched silver spoons from Popper Court, and got the stone jug for it—no!  ” 
He waved a horny hand to the boat. 
“You jest try her sir—you’ll like her !” 
The Famous Five jumped into the boat. Roomy as she was—an advantage for a rivpr party with a good deal of camping outfit—she was easy to handle, and under four oars put on a good speed. 
The juniors pulled her across the river, and as there was a wind from the sea put up the sail to sail her back again and ran her home swiftly. 
When they landed again their minds were made up—they were going to have the Water-Lily for the summer holidays. 
“ Topping boat Mr. Baker,” said Bob Cherry, as they jumped ashore. “ If that Spooner had her built, he knew how to have a boat made.” 
‘I’ll say that for him,” admitted Mr. Baker. “If Shifty Spooner was as honest as he is clever, he’d be a rich man to-day ! Nice little place he had once, spending money right and left—though nobody knowed where it came from, though they guessed, mebbe, when he was copppd in a robbery at Popper Court. But he knowed all about boats, Shifty did. That’s a good boat, and if you young gents decide on her I’ll have her carted ovor to Kingston, to my ncphew’s, all ready for you on the Thames when you want her.” 
“ It’s a go “ said Harry Wharton. 
And the terms having been arranged, and a deposit of ten pounds paid down as a guarantee against possible damage— which Mr. Baker seemed to think probable, and a receipt duly given and taken, the Famous Five left the boat yard to walk back to Greyfriars. 

The Invisible Footpad! 

LORD MAULEVERER jumped. 
 “Oh!” he gasped. 
Seldom had his lordship been so surprised. 
Manly had selected a nice, shady spot in the wood that bordered the towpath on the Sark. He had seated himself in thick, rich grass. He leaned back against an ancient beech and he tilted his straw hat over his face. In that comfortable attitude his lordship enjoyed the rest he felt deserved after having walked half a mile. 
His eyes closed under the shady rim of his hat. The drowsy heat and the buzz of insects lulled him to slumber. But he jumped out of that doze with a startled bound. 
He had not heard a sound in the wood save the drowsy hum of insect life.  He had not the remotest suspicion that anyone was at hand till a grasp was suddenly laid on him, and he jumped. 
But he jumped too late! 
Some person unknown had spotted him there, and skulked behind the tree against which he leaned. Something was suddenly clapped over Mauly’s face from behind— some sort of a thick muffler. It completely blindfolded him. Before Mauly quite knew what was happening, that muffler was over his eyes, and nose, and knotted at the back of his astonished head ! And as he clutched at it dizzily, his wrists were grasped, and twisted down again. 
“Don’t make a fuss!  ” said a quiet, unpleasant voice that had a tone rather like a file. “I’d rather not crack your head with this stick, because it’s a longer sentence! But you give me any trouble, and crack goes your nut!  ” 
“Oh !‘ gasped Mauleverer. 
He sat still. 
He greatly preferred his noble nut not to be cracked ! And he was utterly at the mercy of the footpad he could not see. 
His wrists were held in a grip of iron—one large and sinewy hand holding the two together. A stick, evidently held in the unseen man’s other hand, tapped lightly on his straw hat, as a hint. 
That hint was enough ! Mauly had heaps of pluck but it was useless to ask for a blow he could not stop. Onp crack of the stick would have stunned him ; indeed, he could guess that the footpad might have chosen that method, as less trouble, but for the circumstance that robbery with violence earned a longer sentence, in case of detection, than robbery without violence. 
“Don’t move !“ said the voice. 
“Anythin’ for a quiet life, dear man!’ murmured Lord Mauleverer. “Won’t you let me have the pleature of seeing you ? I should like to tell Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield, just what you look like.” 
“Hold your tongue, you young fool !” 
“Any old thing, if my conversation bores you!” murmured Mauly. 
The grip on his wrists was too strong for him to deal with. He felt a cord looped over hs hands, and drawn tight, securing his wrists together.  There was no help for it, and Mauly had to submit to his fate with what resignation he could muster. 
The muffler completely blindfolded him—he could not catch even a gleam of daylight, let alone of his assailant. 
The man, whoever he was, was taking no chances of the schoolboy being able to identify him—with trouble to follow with the police. 
Having fastened the schoolboy earl’s wrists together, rendering him helpless even to attempt resistance, the unseen man proceeded to grope through his pockets. 
Lord Mauleverer grinned under the muffler. Fellows often called him a careless ass. But the fact that he had mislaid his wallet was rather fortunate at the present moment. That wallet was somewhere in his study at Greyfriars, with a wad of currency notes in it. It would have been rather a rich prize for this rascal. 
He heard a grunt of angry disappointment, as his jacket pockets were drawn blank of anything in the nature of plunder. 
But, quite a different exclamation followed when his trousers pockets were turned out. 
“Here’s luck!  ” ejaculated the unseen man. 
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“Oh gad !“ murmured Mauleverer, remembering the ten-pound note. That tenner was in the hands of the footpad now. 
There was a clinking as his loose change was annexed. A supply of half-crowns, shillings, and sixpences changed ownership. 
The thief realised that that was all. 
Mauleverer suddenly found himself released. 
“Hold on!” called out Mauly. “Let me loose before you go, dear man, there’s a good chap ! This is rather a fix to leave a fellow in !“ 
There was no answer, but a rustle in the wood, that quickly died away. His lordship was left on his own. 
He struggled to his feet. 
It was a most most uncomfortable position in which to be left—though no doubt good business for the footpad, who desired to get to a safe distance before his victim could spread the news. 
“ Oh gad !“ breathed Lord Mauleverer dismally. 
He knew that he was not more than a dozen yards or so from the tow-path. But he had to get rid of the blindfolding muffler before he could cover even that short distance. 
With his hands tied together, it was not easy. But he got his tied hands up to it, and grabbed at It with his fingers. Getting at the knot behind was impossible. All be was able to do, after many efforts, was to pull the muffler down, and uncover his eyes, leaving it circling the middle of his face. 
However, he could see at last, and he looked round him, and started in the direction of the river.  The footpad was long gone, and Mauleverer had no expectation of ever seeing his tenner again. But he was thinking less of the tenner than of some Good Samaritan to lose in his bonds. He emerged from the wood at last, and stumbled out on the tow path. 

Ponsonby Is Playful! 

“Oh gad!” 
“What the dooce −”
“Greyfriars cad!  ” 
Three elegant youths were saunter-ing up the towpath by the silvery Sark. They stopped, and stared at Lord Mauleverer as he emerged from the shades of Friardale Wood. 
Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe School, had been chatting as they sauntered, on the subject of the coming holidays, and their plans for the same. But they forgot all about the holidays at the extraordinary sight of Mauleverer. 
Mauly breathed hard through his nose. 
He was warm, perspiring, uncomfortable, and fearfully anxious to be let loose. But he rather wished that he had not emerged from the cover of the wood as those three cheery youths came along. 
There was a malicious gleam in Cecil Ponsonby’s eyes ; and Monson grinned in a far from reassuring manner. 
Pon & Co., of Highcliffe, were generally ripe for mischief. And a fellow with his hands tied was not in a position to put up much of a defence. 
But it was too late for retreat now that the Highcliffians had seen him, and Mauly hoped that Pon & Co. would be decent—rather a fragile reed to lean upon. 
“Mind untyin’ my hands, you chaps?” he asked politely, as they came up. 
“ How on earth did you get fixed up like that?  ” asked Ponsonby. “ Some of the hooligans at your school been larkin’ with you?” 
“Rough old lot at Greyfriars ” said Monson sympathetically. 
“Regular ruffians !” agreed Gadsby.
 “A footpad got me in the wood !” answered Lord Mauleverer quietly. “I’d be obliged if you’d untie that cord, Ponsonby.’ 
“You let a footpad tie you up like that ?” 
“He didn’t ask my permission!” explained Lord Mauleverer’s urbanely. “I should have declined if he had.” 
Gadsby laughed and  stretched out a hand to untie the knots. 
Ponsonby knocked it aside at once. 
“What’s the hurry, Gaddy? ” he asked. 
“Oh, let the chap loose !” said Gadsby. “This isn’t one of the Greyfriars cads we’re always rowing with.”
“Greyfriars cad all the same !” said Ponsonby. “Leave him as he is!  ” 
“Look here, Pon −”
“And shut up!” said Pon. “You talk too much, Gaddy We’ll help him home as he is ! Of course, we’re goin’ to help him.” 
“Don’t bother, thanks “ said Lord Mauleverer, backing towards the trees.  I’ll wait till somebody else comes along.’ 
“No bother at all, my dear chap !” said Pozisonby. “ We insist on helpin’you! Ve’re the men to lend you a helpin’ hand — or, at the very least, I helpin’ foot! What do you fellows say?”  
“Hear, hear!” grinned Monson. 
“Oh, let him rip “ said Gadsby uneasily. 
“I said shut up, Gaddy ! Now, shove him into the middle of the tow-path, and we’ll help him home.” 
“Hands off, please!” said Mauleverer. “Let me loose, and I’ll chuck the pair of you into the water. If you rag me with my hands tied, I shall kick ! That’s a tip !” 
“Do !” said Pon. “We’ll soon give you somethin’ to cure all that ! Get goin’, you fellows, and help him along.’ 
Three pairs of hands jerked Lord Mauleverer into the middle of the towpath. 
It was impossible to resist.  He gave a desperate wrench at his hands, but the invisible footpad had done his work too well. The hapless Mauly could not lift a finger in his own defense, and he was, in fact, just where the excellent Pon wanted him. 
“Take it in turns !” grinned Pon. “My turn first !“ 
And he stepped behind Lord Mauleverer to start with a kick. 
Mauly could not use his arms; but he could use his legs. He had warned Pon what to expect—and now he suited the action to the word. As Pon kicked, Manly kicked out backwards, and his heel met Pon’s shin as the Highcliffian’s kick came. 
There was a yell of anguish on the bank of the Sark. 
“Yooo-hooop “ yelled Ponsonby. 
“kick did not reach Mauly’s elegant trousers. That back would take on the shin cut it short. 
Pon danced on his left leg, with his right in the air, both hands clasped to his suffering shin. 
“Ow ! Oh !  he roared. “ Oh ! Oh, my shin ! Oh gad ! Oh crikey! Ow !” 
Lord Mauleverer spun round. 
“I mentioned that I should take out.” he remarked placidly. “Hadn’t you fellows better call it a day?” 
“Ow!  Yow!  Wow !” roared Pon, still dancing. 
“Chuck it old bean!‘ urged Mauleverer. “Some Greyfriars fag might come along, you know and then you’d get frightened, and have to run away. I believe Sammy Bunter of the Second Form is somewhere about.” 
That remark did not soothe the wrath of the Highcliffe trio. 
“Yow-ow-ow !” howled Pon, still clasping his shin. “You silly else, can’t you boot that Greyfriars cad ?  What are you waiting for?  ” 
“I’m not goin’ to boot a chap with his hands tied !“ growled Gadsby sulkily. “Monson can please himself. 
“I’m going to !“ said Monson. 
And he advanced on Lord Mauleverer—wILri Ly, for his lordship was watchful, and ready to use his only weapon—his boot ! Mauly was not going to be kicked along the towpath if he could help it ! 
“Look here –“ muttered Gadsby. 
“Shut up, Gaddy !“ yelled Ponsonby, furiously. “ By gad, I’ll punch your head if you say another word!”
“Well, I’m getting out of this ! snorted Gaddy, and he marched off up the the towpath, leaving his two comrades with Mauleverer. 
Pon put his damaged leg to the earth. It was fearfully painful, and the look on Pon’s face expressed sheer evil and malice.  He joined with Munson, limping as he moved, and they assailed Lord Mauleverer from two sides at once. 
Mauly had had a spot of hope when the number of his assailants was reduced from three to two. But he had no chance. Twice he lunged out with his boot, but the enemy dodged it—and then Pon, getting behind him, grabbed him by the back of his neck, and dragged him over. 
“Oh gad !” gasped Mauleverer, as he went down on his back in the grass with a heavy bump. 
“Boot him!  ” roared Pon. 
“Oh gad ! Oh crikey “gasped Mauleverer, as Pon, with his sound leg, began applying boot-leather. 
“Oh crumbs ! Yarooh ! Rescue, Greyfriars !” 
Mauly shouted at the top of his voice, in the hope that some Greyfriars fellows might be within hearing. 
That did not suit Pon. He grasped his lordship and rolled him over, jamming his features into grassroots. 
Mauly’s shouts died away in a suffocated gurgle. 
“Now sit on his head, Monson ” said Ponsonby. He swished a light walking-cane in the air. ‘Keep clear, and I’ll let him have it. I’ll teach the Greyfriars cad to hack my shins!  I’ll give him a dozen, and then we’ll boot him home !” 
“Go it !” grinned Monson. 
And he sat on Mauly’s head, grinding his hapless features deep into the grass of the towpath. while Pon wielded the stick. And it came down on Mauly’s elegant bags with a report like a rifle-shot!”

Sauce For The Gander! 

“H ALLO, hallo, hallo!” gasped Bob Cherry. 
“Oh, my hat!  Look !“ The Famous Five stared. 
They had remembered Mauly, as they started up the towpath for the school, and wondered whether they would see anything of his lazy lordship on the way back to Greyfriars. 
Now they saw him. 
They had not, certainly, expected to see him like this. They came on the scene suddenly, has they camp round a bend of tho winding bank. 
A fellow lay extended on his face in the grass, with a Highcliffe junior sitting on his head and another whopping him with a walking-cane. 
“Is that Mauly ?” gasped Frank Nugent. 
“Mauly !“ exclaimed Harry Wharton. “ Come on!  ” 
The captain of the Remove broke into a rapid run.  He fairly flew along the towpath, his comrades racing at his heels. 
Neither of the Highcliffians was looking towards them. Gadsby had disappeared from sight up the river, and Ponsonby under Monson were too busy attending to Mauleverer to look round.  The running feet made little sound on the grass. 
Not till Harry Wharton was within in a few yards did the Highcliffians see him— and then Monson bounded off Mauly’s head, as if that noble nut had suddenly become red-hot—and Pon jumped away with a splutter of alarm. 
The next second they were running. 
But they did not run many paces. Harry Wharton’s grasp was on Ponsonby in a few seconds, and he was dragged backwards, and dumped into the grass. Bob Cherry had Monson the next moment. 
With a swing of his powerful arm Bob sent him sprawling over Ponsonby, and he crashed on the dandy of Highcliffe, flattening him down as he was struggling to rise. 
Frank Nugent bent over Mauleverer. 
“ Mauly, old man !“ he exclaimed. 
“Oooogh !“ gasped Mauleverer, breathlessly. He sat up, with Nugent’s assistance, and gurgled for breath. “ Oh gad ! Thanks, you chaps!  Never so jolly glad to see you!  Oooogh !“ 
“Why, your hands are tied !” exclaimed Frank. 
“Yaas !” gasped Mauly. “ Mind untyin’ them, old bean? I’ve got a use for them, when I get them loose! Don’t let those cads get away, you men !“ 
“I’ll watch it !” grunted Johnny Bull. 
He sat on Monson. 
As Monson was sprawling over Ponsonby’s chest, the state of Pon was rather like that of a worm under a wheel. Monson was a good weight—and Johnny Bull was solidly built. Ponsonby moaned horribly. 
“Gerroff” gasped Monson. 
Pon could not speak. 
‘Wait a bit 1” said Johnny cheerfully. “ You’re not cutting off just yet, you beauties!  ” 
“Gurrrggh!’ came moaning from Ponsonby. 
“ Did these cads tie your hands like that, Mauly?” asked Harry Wharton. “By gum, if they did —“
“Oh, no ! Footpad in the wood !” explained Lord Mauleverer. “Got me by surprise, you know, and bagged all my loose cash. He left me like this—and I asked those cads to untie me—might have expected what they did—” 
“You’ve been robbed! exclaimed Nugent. 
“ Yaas” 
“Oh crumbs ! You had a tenner in your trousers’ pocket, you ass !“ exclaimed Bob Cherry. ““That smudgy tenner---“ 
“It’s in somebody else’s trousers pocket now!’ sighed Lord Mauleverer. “This is what comes of puttin’ tpnners into a pocket, instead of leavin’ them safe under an ink-pot!” 
“You howling ass !” said Bob. 
“Thanks!” Lord Mauleverer rubbed his wrists, and Nugent finished untying the cord, and then disengaged the muffler from his face. “I’ve had a rotten time—most unpleasant brute, rabbin’ a chap when he was half asleep— . 
“Look here, if there’s a chance of getting after him, never mind these Highcliffe cads!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
Lord Mauleverer shook his head. 
“Nothin’ doin,” he said. “ It was more than half an hour ago—” 
“But what was he like ?“ asked Bob. 
“Not knowin’, can’t say! Modest sort of chap, understudyin’ the shy violet,” explained Mauleverer. “He took me by surprise, and clapped that rather unpleasant rag over my features—never saw a spot of him.  Shouldn’t know him from A
dam— unless be pinned that tenner on his waistcoat−and he wouldn’t do that !”
“Fathead !“ said Bob. “ It wouldn’t have happened if you hadn’t slacked, instead of coming on to Friardale with us,” 
“Well, it wouldn’t have happened if I hadn’t started on the walk at all !” argued Lord Mauleverer. “ This is what comes of takin’ walks instead of sittin’ on a sofa like a sensible chap ! Jolly lucky I’d lost my wallet, isn’t it—he would have had that, too if I hadn’t!” 
Lord Mauleverer rose back to his feet. He grinned at the heap on the tow-path—Ponsonby sprawling on his back in the grass, Monson sprawling across Pon, and Johnny Bull sitting on Monson’s waistcoat. 
“I think you can let those cads get up now!“ he remarked. “ It’s fear-fully hot weather for scrappin’, but I rather think I’m goin’ to thrash them.” 
Johnny Bull rose from the heap and picked up the cane Ponsonby had dropped. He took a business-like grip on it. 
“ Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander !” said Johnny grimly. They were giving you this when we came along, Mauly! They’re going to have some of the same!  ” 
“Hear, hear !“ 
Lord Mauleverer nodded. 
“Yaas, that’s not a bad idea !’ he agreed. “Awful fag thrashin’ Highcliffe cad in this hot weather.  I’ll sit down and watch.” 
And his lordship sat on a log and watched. 
Pon and Monson were struggling to their feet. But several pairs of hands grasped them as they struggled up, and Pon was flattened out on his face. 
“Sit on his head, Monson !“ said Johnny. 
“Wha-a-t ?” gasped Monson. 
“You were sitting on Mauleverer’s! Now you can sit on Pon’s.” 
“I—I—I won’t ! I− Keeb that stick away!  ” yelled Monson. “I—I— I’ll sit on his head, if you like.” 
One lick from the stick was enough for Monson. 
“I thought perhaps you would!” agreed Johnny. “ Get going!  ” 
“Gerroff Monson !” came a suffocated howl from Ponsonby. “ I’ll boot you for this!   I—I’ll--  - Grooooogh! Oogh !” 
“Ha, ha, ha !“ 
There was no help for it ! Monson had to sit on Pon’s, head, as he had sat on Mauly’s, lest worse be fell him! And he sat on it, grinding Pons fratures into dust and grass-roots. 
Johnny handled the stick. 
“How many did he give you, Mauly?  ” he asked.
“Only two !” grinned Mauly. “There would have a few more, I think, if he hadn’t been inter- 
rupted!  But I had only two.” 
“Then I’ll let him off with six!  ” 
Whop, whop, whop! 
 Johnny Bull put quite a lot of beef into the whops!  There was plenty of muscle in his good right arm, and ho used it all! 
Suffocated howls cane from Ponsonby.  He struggled and wriggled frantically. But with Munson sitting on his head, and Bob Cherry standing on his legs, Pon had to take it, and he took it. 
Whop, whop, whop! 
“Like your own medicine, Pon ?” asked Johnny. 
A gurgling yell answered. 
“The likefuIness does not seem to be terrific!  ” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. But the esteemed and disgusting Pon should remember that whoever is saucy to the goose must be saucy to the gander, as the English proverb remarks,” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Monson got off Pon’s head. 
Pon sat up with a crimson face. He glared at his pal as if he could have bitten him. 
“Monson had better have a few!  ” remarked Johnny. 
Swipe! 
“ Here, hold on—that’s only the first !“ exclaimed Johnny Bull, as Monson flew up the towpath. But there was no answer from Monson! He put on speed and disappeared up the Sark at a great rate. 
“Come on!  ” said Harry Wharton, laughing. 
Lord Mauleverer rose from the log and yawned. 
“Yaas, come on!  ” he said. “ Past tea-time!  If I find my wallet, I’ll stand tea in my study—if I don’t, you stand it in yours!  What?” 
“Yes, ass! Come on !” 
And the Famous Five and Lord Mauleverer went on their way up the towpath, Johnny Bull delaying a moment to push the stick down Ponsonby’s back before he followed. 
Ponsonby was left making frantic efforts to extract that stick, as the Greyfriars fellows went cheerfully on their way. 

Turned Down! 

BILLY BUNTER was adorning the gateway of Greyfriars with his ample person when Harry 
Wharton & Co. and Lord Mauleverer arrived there. 
Bunter was looking rather peeved. He gave Lord Mauleverer a disdainful blink through his big spectacles — whereat his lordship smiled serenely. The cricket stump in Study No. 12 seemed to have discouraged the fat Owl on the subject of gracing Mauleverer Towers with his fascinating presence in the hols. 
Bunter was not a fellow to take no for an answer ; but it seemed that the business end of a cricket stump was able to convey an unmistakable negative, even to William George Bunter.  Disregarding Mauly, the fat Owl blinked at the Famous Five. 
“I say, you fellows, I’ve been looking for you !“ yapped Bunter. 
“Now go and look for somebody else !“ suggested Bob Cherry. 
“I wish you wouldn’t go stalking off somewhere when a fellow wants to speak to you!  ” said Bunter peevishly. “Look here, I’ve been thinking it over about that boat trip, and I’ve decided to come.” 
“What ?” howled Bob. 
“It’s not much catch mucking about on the Thames in the hols, that I can see!” went on Bunter. “Still, I’ll come. But there’s one thing −”
“There isn’t! Buzz off !” 
“There’s one thing —“ 
“Blow away, bluebottle!” 
The Famous Five and Mauly walked on to the House. 
Billy Bunter gave them an indignant blink and rolled after them. 
“You fellows don’t seem to understand!” he hooted. “I’ve decided to come with you for the hols — I say, you fellows, I wish you wouldn’t keep on walking away when a fellow’s talking to you! What I want to have quite clear is this, there’s one thing that I’m particular about.” 
The juniors walked on. Bunter’s fat little legs twinkled as he kept pace. 
“It’s about the grub !“ he said, “I think I’d better make up a list of the things we shall want. You fellows can get them—I’ll leave that to you—but I’d better make up the list. See? I may as well say plainly that if I’m not satisfied about the grub, I shan’t come.” 
“Not really!  ” gasped Bob. 
“No! You can’t expect it!  ” said Bunter. 
“Right-ho! We won’t !” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle at! I mean what I say!’ Declared Bunter. “Tain’t much of a holiday, anyhow—but if you fancy you’re going to starve me, you can forget it—you’re not! Either you get the things I’ll make a list of, or you don’t get me in your boat at all?” 
The Famous Five chuckled. 
That was one of the happy ways of W. G.  Bunter! If Bunter was given an inch, he would take not merely an inch but a mile or two! 
“You can cackle!  ” said the fat Owl. “But you’ll find that I mean it.” 
“That’s all right, old fat porker !‘ said Bob. “You see, we’re fed right up to the chin with you, and you’re not coming in the boat. Now go and eat coke!” 
And the juniors went into the House, leaving Bunter blinking. 
Bunter, while he waited for the Famous Five to come in, had been giving quite a lot of deep thought to the important matter of provisioning the boat for the Thames trip! Now it looked as if all those mental efforts had been a sheer waste! 
“Quelch’s study, Mauly “ said Bob, when the juniors went in. 
“Eh? I don’t want to see Quelch!” said Lord Mauleverer. 
“You benighted ass, you’ve got to tell him what’s happened, so that he can report it at the police station! Mind you tell him that the banknote was smudged, and give him the number.” 
“But I’ve forgotten it, old chap !“ 
“You wrote it in your Latin grammar.” 
“That’s up in my study.” 
“I don’t mind booting you all the way to your study. In fact, we’ll all boot you, all the way! Get going, you fellows!” 
“Oh, don’t trouble!” said Lord Mauleverer hastily; and he went up the staircase unassisted. 
The episode in Friardale Wood was duly reported to the Remove master, who repeated it on the telephone to Inspector Grimes at Courtfield. Then Lord Mauleverer joined the Famous Five at tea in Study No. 1. 
Tea in that study was in progress when a fat voice and a big pair of spectacles looked in, and a fat voice squeaked: 
“I say, you fellows −”
“Get out, Bunter “ roared five voices in unison. 
Billy Bunter blinkcd in at the tea-party.  The fat Owl did not, for the moment, see Lord Mauleverer, who was screened from his view by the half-open door. 
“Look here ” said Bunter, “I want this settled! I’ve turned down Mauly to join up with your party! I can’t very well go to Mauly now and say I accept his pressing invitation after turning it down. You see that?” 
Lord Mauleverer grinned. The Famous Five chuckled. 
“You’ve turned down Mauly, have you?” asked Bob. 
“Yes — and entirely on your account !” said Bunter warmly. “I hardly had the heart to do it, hp was so earnest about it—but I felt that I ought to stick to you fellows ! Poor old Nauly was quite cut up!” 
“Oh crikey!” 
“Of course, he a slacking ass, and a silly idiot, and a footling chump !” said Bunter. “But it was rather rough on him! I hated to do it! But, having decided to stick to you fellows, I had no choice. And now−” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  ” 
“Poor old Manly looked awfully down in the mouth when I told him it couldn’t be done −”
“Oh gad!’ ejaculated Lord Mauleverer. 
Bunter jumped. 
“Oh! Is Mauly there?” he gasped. 
“Ha, ha, ha!’ 
“I didn’t see you, you beast! I say, you fellows −”
Bob Cherry picked up a loaf from the table and took aim. 
“Where will you have it, Bunter?” he asked. 
“Beast !” roared Bunter. 
He did not seem to want it anywhere. The study door slammed.  Then a fat voice squeaked through the keyhole: 
“Yah! Who wants to join up with your Bank Holiday crowd? Yah !” 
And having discharged that Parthian shot, Billy Bunter departed. 
Bright Prospect For Bunter! 

HERBERT VERNON - SMITH grinned. Tom Redwing laughed. 
It was morning break at Greyfriars, and the Bounder and his chum, In the quad, were discussing the coming holidays when they sighted Lord Mauleverer and William George Bunter.. 
Mauly had been sauntering in his usual leisurely way, with his hands in his trousers pockets, looking, as usual, too lazy to live, when a fat figure shot across from the House and squeaked: 
“I say, Manly, old chap !” 
Upon which Mauly’s laziness dropped from him like a cloak! He started into rapid motion, and passed Smithy and Redwing almost at a run.  The fat figure rolled in pursuit. 
“Mauly !” squeaked Bunter. “I say, stop a minute, old chap !” 
Lord Maulevercr disappeared past the elms. 
“Beast !” gasped Bunter. 
The Bounder gave Tom Redwing a wink. Then he gave Billy Bunter a cheery nod. Bunter blinked at him in surprise. The Bounder smiled in quite a pleasant way. Bunter blinked hi greater surprise. 
Friendly nods and pleasant smiles did not often come Bunter’s way just before breakup! Least of all did he expect them from the millionaire’s son. Smithy was being unusually agreeable. Hope, which springs eternal in the human breast, germinated in Bunter’s fat heart. 
“Fixed up for the hols, Bunter?” asked Smithy pleasantly. 
Bunter blinked at him. 
“Well, I haven’t settled things yet,” he answered cautiously. “Mauly wants me to go one with him, but he’s such a shilly-shallying ass, you know. I’d half-decided to go with Wharton’s crowd on the river, but it’s not much catch.  What are you doing, Smithy?” 
“Cruise !“ said Smithy. 
Bunter’s eyes sparkled behind his big spectacles. He knew all about Smithy’s father’s magnificent yacht. 
A yachting cruise in the holidays was a catch—if a fellow could catch it! 
“Well, if you’re fixed up, Smithy, it’s too late, but I was thinking of asking you to Bunter Court !” he remarked. “There’ll be rather a decent crowd there. You’d like it.” 
“Sounds good !“ said the Bounder gravely. “Throngs of the nobility, I suppose, and a prince or two spotted about?” 
Bunter blinked at him suspiciously. But the Bounder’s face was quite grave. Bunter nodded. 
“That sort of thing,” he said carelessly. “But a fellow gets tired of it, you know. I dare say you’d like it. Still, perhaps you’d be a bit out of your element, among really nobby people.” 
“Oh !“ gasped Smithy. 
Tom Redwing looked at his chum in surprise. He would not have been surprised if Smithy had kicked Bunter for that remark. But he was quite surprised to see the Bounder  take it with pleasant equanimity.  From which, however, it did not take him long to deduce that Smithy was bent on pulling the fat Owl’s leg. 
“The fact is, I’d just as soon go on a cruise,” said the Owl of the Remove, blinking at Vernon-Smith hopefully. “I’m a pretty good sailor, and if the company’s a bit mixed, I’m the fellow to make myself at one anywhere. I know how to treat City people with tact!  ” 
“Tact’s your long suit,” remarked the Bounder. “ Never saw such a tactful chap. Any good asking you to join up in the cruise, Bunter?” 
“Oh ! Yes!  Rather!” gasped Bunter. “I—I—I mean, I think perhaps I could manage it. Yes I think I could.  I’ll come, Smithy! ” 
“Look here, Smithy —“ said Tom Redwing, restively. 
“Don’t you butt in, Redwing “ said Billy Bunter. ‘ Smithy can ask any fellow he likes for a cruise on his pater’s yacht. I suppose, without getting leave from you. You mind your own business.” 
“ You fat duffer !” said Redwing. “Look here, Smithy ---“ 
“Dry up, old chap !“ said Smithy.
 “Yes, you jolly well dry up !” said Bunter warmly. “ I’m aurprised at you butting in like this ! I say, Smithy, is Redwing coming?” 
“Oh, yes, Reddy’s coming!” 
“Well, of course, if you want him, you can ask any fellow you like on your father’s yacht,” said Bunter. “I don’t mind ! Anyhow, I can stand him.” 
“Think you can?” asked the Bounder. 
“Dash it all, I’ve stood all sorts in my time,” said Bunter. “ I must say I’d rather you left him out, but if you want him, don’t mind me. Of course, I don’t want him making out, before all the people on the yacht, that he knows me at school.” 
“You hear that, Reddy ?“ said the Bounder. “You’re not going to make out on the yacht that you know Bunter at school.” 
“Fathead !“ said Tom. 
“Do you mind if I make out that I know you at school, Bunter?” asked Vernon-Smith. 
Again the fat Owl gave him a suspicious blink. But the expression on the Bounder’s face was one of serious and earnest inquiry. 
“Oh, that’s all right !“ said the fat Owl “Say anything you like, Smithy, and I’ll stand for it!  Why shouldn’t I give a fellow a leg-up socially?  I’m no snob, I hope !” 
“Oh crumbs!  I—I mean, O.K.!  ” gasped Herbert Vernon-Smith. 
“ W8ll, is it a go?  Perhaps I ought to mention that Redwing’s pater will be on the cruise? Think you could stand him as well as Reddy ?“ 
“Um !” said Bunter. “I say, isn’t that rather thick, Smithy? Don’t you think you ought to draw the line somewhere?”
“Then you won’t come” asked Smithy sadly. 
“Oh, yes, I’ll come !“ said Bunter, hastily. “That’s all right ! But, I say, isn’t Redwing’s father at sea?  He’s a sailor or something−” 
“Redwing had a letter from him last week, to say that he would be back in time for the school holidays,” explained Smithy. “ So he is coning on the cruise with us. My father rather likes him.” 
“No accounting for tastes,” said Bunter, with a sniff. “Still, I’ve heard that your pater started life as an office-boy, or something!  It’s all right, Smithy. I’ll come. Count on me ! And, look here,” added Bunter generously. “ tell anybody you like that I’m your best friend at school ! I’ll play up. It will do you a bit of good among your City friends.” 
“Thanks !“ gasped Smithy. 
“Not at all, old chap! One good turn deserves another “ declared Bunter. “ You’re standing me a cruise, and why shouldn’t I do what I can for yu ? That’s how I loøk at it ! I’m no snob— fellows of really good family never are. I’ll see you right through and if you and your City crowd get on my nerves a bit, every now and then you won’t see me turn a hair. I’ve got tact! ” 
“ You have !” gurgled Smithy. “You’re a whale on it ! It’s settled, then—you come on the cruise, and that’s that ! If a crowd of fellows get after you, after this, tell them you’re booked.” 
And Vernon-Smith walked away with Redwing,8 leaving a happy and satisfied Owl behind him. 
The Bounder was grinning cheerfully.  Tom Redwing was frowning. 
“Look here, Smithy, it’s too thick !“ said Tom. 
“What is ?” asked Smithy. 
“ Pulling that Owl’s silly leg !” growled Tom. 
Vernon-Smith raised his eyebrows. 
“Who’s pulling his leg?  ” he queried. 
“Oh, don’t be an ass ! Bunter thinks that the cruise is going to be on your father’s yacht !” exclaimed Tom. 
“ Does he ?  I certainly never said so.” 
“Well, he wouldn’t be likely to guess that you were joining up with me on a coasting cruise on my father’s lugger !“ said Tom, his face breaking into a smile. I’m afraid you’ll get fed-up, Smithy.” 
“ I’m not Bunter! ” said the Bounder disdainfully. “Think I can’t live without cars, and theatres, and evening, clothes, and big hotel bills, and splashing money about ?“, 
“It will be rough going −”
“Think I can’t rough it?  ” 
“Well, I don!t think Bunter can,” said. Tom. “ What on earth are we to do with him if he really turns up on the lugger?” 
“A ship’s boy will come in useful!  Hard work and hard tack will do Bunter a lot of good—if he comes!  ” chuckled the Bounder. “I’ve got rather a sort of idea that he will turn it down when he finds that it’s a coasting lugger instead of a steam yacht !“ 
“Its too bad!  ” said Tom, laughing. 
“Rats !“ said Smithy. 
The bell rang for third school. 
Billy Bunter rolled in with the Remove, with a cheery grin on his fat face. The difficult question of the hols was settled at last ; and really Bunter could hardly believe in his good luck in getting booked for that cruise!  Happily, he did not in the least guess what sort of a cruise it was going to be! 
 
The Purloined Tenner! 

“WHARTON!”
“ Yes, sir!  ” 
“A man has called concerning a boat! ” said Mr. Quelch. “I understand that lie comes from Baker’s boathouse at Friardale.  He has asked to see the boys who engaged a boat there for the holidays!  I think you had some such intention.” 
“Oh, yes, sir !“ answered Harry. “We’ve booked a boat with Mr. Baker—I expect it’s on its way by this time to Kingston.” 
“Then you had better see the man, Wharton ! He is waiting now in the waiting-room.” 
“ Yes, sir!”
It was after class when Harry Wharton was called in to hear that communication from his Form. master. He went at once to call his friends to see the man who had come about the boat, 
“What does he want ?“ asked Bob Cherry. “It’s all settled about the boat—Baker said it would be packed off this morning.” 
“Blessed if I know,” said Harry. “I suppose the man will tell us! It’s all fixed, anyhow—we’re going to have the Water-Lily.” 
Considerably puzzled, the Famous Five made their way to the room where the man from Baker’s was waitiug for them. They could see no reason why the Friardale boat-builder should send them a message on a matter that was settled and done with. 
“Oh !” ejaculated Bob, as they entered, and saw the nan who was waiting. They knew that sharp face with its shifty eyes. 
It was Mr. Spooner, the man who had been arguing with old Baker at the boatyard the day before, and who, according to what he had said, had once been the owner of the Water-Lily. 
Harry Wharton frowned a little. 
The man certainly did not come from Mr. Baker. Why he had come at all was rather a puzzle, but it was fairly certain that the old boat builder had not sent him. 
“ Well, what do you want, Mr. Spooner?” asked Harry, rather abruptly. “I was told that a man from Baker’s boat-yard was here.” 
Mr. Spooner eyed the five juniors with his keen, shifty eyps. He recognised them as the party he had seen at the boat-yard the day before. 
“Good-afternoon, young gentlemen!” he said, very politely. “ I hope you will excuse my calling, but −”
“ Mr. Baker never sent you here !“ said Bob. 
“Not exactly, sir !“ admitted Mr. Spooner. “ But it’s about the boat !” 
“Well, what about the boat?  ” asked Harry. 
He did not like the man’s looks, or his cunning, shifty eyes ; neither did he care for the company of any man who had been behind prison bars for pinching. However, be did not want to be uncivil. 
“It’s like this, sir said Mr. Spooner “ Maybe you heard what I was saying to Mr Baker yesterday— anyhow, that boat used to be my boat ! I wasn’t always hard-up, sir —I had a place of my own once, and had some good times in that boat. I’m sure you young gentlemen will think it’s natural for a man to be a bit attached to his old boat that was built to his specifications, and that he looked forward to sailing again while he was having a bad time.” 
“Well, what about it?” asked Harry. “ We’ve hired the boat for the summer holidays and it’s ours now. I told Mr. Baker we’d stand down if he wanted to let you have it, but he told you he would not.” 
“That was because I was a bit short of the ready at the time,” explained Mr. Spooner. “If I’d had a ten-pound note to dub up, Baker would have let me have the boat As it happens, sir, I’ve been able to collect a debt in Courtfield, that was owed to me at the time of my trouble, and I’m in a position now to let Mr. Baker have his deposit.” 
“Oh !‘ said Harry. 
“If I’d had the money before you settled with Baker,  it would have been all right!  ” said Mr. Spooner: 
“But I had to hunt out a man in Courtfield, and get him to pay up, and when I got back to Baker’s boat-yard, sir, he told me it was fixed and settled, and the boat was yours.” 
“Yes, we settled it before we left,” said Harry “I’m sorry, Mr. Spooner, if you wanted the boat so much ; but it’s settled now. In fact, I believe the boat is already put on the rail to go to Kingston.” 
“So I’ve heard, sir !” said Mr. Spooner. “ But it ain’t toolate , if you’d do a kind thing, sir ! You’ve paid Mr. Baker ten pounds deposit on that boat!” 
“Yes,” said Harry. 
“well, if you’d be willing to let me have it, seeing that I was the owner of it once, and sort of attached to it, I’d hand over the ten pounds, and you’d give me Baker’s receipt. Baker will let me have the boat all right then, and I’ll pick it up at Kingston.” 
“Oh !” said Harry slowly. 
Johnny Bull grunted. 
“A bargain’s a bargain !” he said. 
Frank Nugent and the Nabob of Bhanipur said nothing. They did not like Shifty Spooner’s looks ; but they rather sympathised with his request.  Bob Cherry’s face expressed his feelings on that point quite plainly. Shifty Spooner did not look a nice man, and he had been in prison; still, if he was attached to his old boat, it seemed rather have lines that he should not have it because he had been temporarily short of ready cash. 
None of the five was willing to part with the handsome boat they had secured for their summer holiday. But keeping it, in the circumstances, did not seem to them quite the right thing. 
Harry Wharton glanced round at his friends. 
Giving up boat meant taking the trouble to select a craft for the river trip all over again, and it was pretty certain that they would not get so satisfactory a boat. It was not agreeable, but it seemed to be a case of noblesse oblige. 
“What do you fellows say ?” asked the captain of the Remove. 
“Oh, let him have it !” said Bob, at once. 
“I agree!” said Nugent. 
Johnny Bull gave another grunt. 
“Oh, all right!” he said. “Same here !” 
“The samefulness is terrific!” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“That’s that, then !“ said Harry. 
He turned to Mr. Spooner again. 
That gentleman had watched the brief consultation with eager eyes. Little as the juniors would have guessed him to be a man of sentimental attachments, it was clear that he was very keen on having his old boat. 
“Its all right, Mr. Spooner !“ said Harry, as cordially as he could. “ If you can settle the matter with Mr. Baker −”
“That’s all right, sir, if you agree!’ 
“Then you can have the boat, if you return as the money we paid on deposits yesterday,” said Harry Wharton . I have the receipt here, and I will transfer it to you.”
“Done, sir !“ said Mr. Spooner, evidently very greatly relieved. “ You’ll put a line on the back of the receipt, sir, that it’s transferred to me?” 
“Certainly, when you’ve paid over the ten pounds!  ” answered Harry, rather dryly. 
From what he had heard at the boat-yard, and from Mr. Spooner’s looks, he was by no means sure that the man had the money, and that this was not an attempt at bluff. Certainly Mr. Shifty Spooner was not going to walk off with that receipt till he had paid over the cash. 
But it seemed that Mr. Spooner had the cash ! He dived his hand into an inside pocket, and took out a cheap imitation-leather Willet. 
That wallet, opened, revealed a single bank not inside. Mr. Spooner seemed to have come into possession of precisely the amount of cash that was required. 
He laid a ten-pound note on the table. 
“There you are, sir!’ he said. 
Bob Cherry almost jumped clear of the floor. ‘His eyes popped at that banknote! 
It was smudged with ink. It was not a small smudge—it was a large and prominent smudge, and it was, in fact, the same size and shape as the smudge that Bob had blotted on a ten-pound note in Study No. 12 in the Remove the day before. 
Bob could hardly believe his eves. 
He made a jump at the table, steering at the banknote. 
Mr. Spooner stared at him. A faintly uneasy expression came over his shifty face. 
“Oh crumbs !“ gasped Bob. 
“What —“ began Harry. 
Bob gave a roar. His eyes were on the number of the note. 
It was barely possible that two banknotes, both for ten pounds, might be smudged with ink in the same way ! It was possible, though not probable.  But it was not possible for two banknotes to have the same number ! And the number on that banknote was 00011122. 
“Look ‘ere—’ began Mr. Spooner. His hand shot out towards the note. 
Bob Cherry knocked it aside. 
“Leave that banknote alone, you thief!” he roared. 
“Bob!” exclaimed Wharton. 
“What the thump !” exclaimed Nugent. 
“It’s Mauly’s note !“ roared Bob. “I know the smudge, and I know the number ! That’s the tenner that Mauly was robbed of yesterday in Friardale Wood, and that’s the rascal who robbed him !“ 
                                                                             - - - - 
Quick Work! 

SHIFTY SPOONER jumped. 
There was a general exclamation of astonishment from the juniors. 
“Mauly’s note !” gasped Harry Wharton. 
“Yes; and −”
Mr. Spooner leaped at Bob Cherry, to above him back and grasp the banknote from the table. It was a swift and sudden leap. But Bob was quite ready for it. 
He kept his left hand clamped on the ten-pound note on the table, He swung out his right and jolted Spooner on the chest. 
The shifty man staggered back. 
Bob’s blue eyes gleamed at him as he staggered, panting. 
“Try that again ! he roared. 
Shifty Spooner panted. Bob was a hefty fellow for a junior schoolboy, but the shifty man might have been able to handle him. But hp certainly had no chance of handling the whole bunch of them. Mr. Spooner realized that he was in a bad box. 
“My only hat !” exclaimed Frank Nugent. ‘ I say, Bob, if you’re sure—”
“Of course I’m sure, fathead !“ growled Bob. “ I blotted that smudge myself for Mauly, after that fat ass Bunter upset the ink over his tenner. I told you fellows that Mauly’s tenner was smudged——” 
“Yes. I remember that !“ said Harry.” 
“And I made Manly take the number because the silly ass had lost his wallet and was shoving it into his trousers pocket. That’s the number.’ 
“Suffering snakes !“ breathed Mt. Spooner. 
The footpad who had robbed Mauleverer in Friardale Wood had, of course, no knowledge of his lordship’s identity. That he was a school fellow of the boys who had hired Mr. Bakcr’s boat naturally did not occur to him.  Naturally, Mr. Spooner, in bringing that ten-pound note to Greyfriars School, had never dreamed that he was bringing it home. 
But he realised now what he had done. 
Probably he had had some hesitation in attempting to pass that banknote in a shop.  Shopkeepers had a keen eye open on ten-pound notes from strangers. 
Very likely it had seemed to Shifty a specially safe way to get rid of it— landing it on unsuspecting school-boys, especially as it was just on the summer holidays, and those school- boys would be clearing off to places at a distance— and taking the banknote with them ! 
Really, it was rather unfortunate for Mr. Spooner that those boys happened to be schoolfellows of the fellow ho had robbed, and that one of them was actually acquainted with the banknote and the smudge on it. It was one of those things that the most prudent and painstaking pincher could not possibly have foreseen. 
Mr. Spooner was very keen about that boat, but he forgot the board now and had longing eye on the door. But Johnny Bull’s stocky form was already planted in the doorway, and Johnny’s face had on expression on it like a bulldog’s. There was no exit for Shifty Spooner. 
Bob Cherry picked up the banknote. 
“That’s going back to Manly,” he said. “By gum, that villain would have landed a stolen banknotc on us! No wonder old Baker didn’t want to have anything to do with him!  ” 
“Have you anything to say, you rascal?’ asked Harry Wharton, his eyes on the shifty face of Mr Spooner. 
“Course I have.” Mr. Spooner had recovered his coolness. “If youvc seen that note before, I cannot help that. It was paid me in the way of business, like I told you—and if you ain’t satisfied you can hand it back.” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
“We shall certainly not hand back a Banknote that was stolen from a friend of ours,” he said “and we shall certainly not let you leave this building, until we have told our Form-master, and he has decided whether to send for the police.” 
Mr. Spooner breathed hard.  He clenched a pair of rather knuckly fists, but he quickly unclenched them again. Fists, it was clear, would not help Mr. Spoonr out of his present scrape. 
“I suppose it’s possible that he may have got it honestly, from the rascal who robbed Mauly,” said Frank Nugent dubiously. 
“The possibility does not seem terrific,” murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“In that case, he can give the police the name and address of the man he got it from,” said Harry Wharton dryly. “We’d better go straight to Quelch about this — he can decide.” 
“Yes, rather, and take that rascal with us,” said Bob. “Come on, Mr. Spooner− you’re going to see our Form-master 
“Jest what I wants” said Mr. Spooner coolly. “And if your school- master don’t make you ‘and back that banknote I’ll have the law on him!”
 “Oh, my hat! Conic on, then, and tell Quelch that !” 
Mr. Spoonr was quite cool again now. His manner was indeed jaunty as he stuck his bowler hat on the side of his head and walked to the door with the juniors. 
They gathered round him, to escort him to Mr. Quelch’s study. 
Spooner showed no unwillingness whatever to go, and his jaunty and assured manner put the juniors perhaps a little off their guard. Had he shown any desire to get away, they would have grasped him fast enough. 
As it was, he walked round him, and he accompanied them with perfect self-possession to Masters’ Passage. 
They had reached the corner of that passage in sight of the open doorway on the quad— when Mr. Spooner made a sudden bound. 
It was so sudden and so swift that he was three or four yards away before they realised that he had jumped clear of them. 
Then, as they whirled after him, Shifty Spooner ran for the doorway with the swiftness of a startled hare. 
“Oh!” gasped Bob. “After him !” 
“Collar him !” roared Johnny Bull. 
The five tore in pursuit.  There was no doubt about the matter now. Obviously Mr. Spooner was not able to explain his possession of that ten-pound note, except by explaining that he had stolen it from Lord Mauleverer in Friardale Wood— an explanation which he was naturally unwilling to make to a police constable! 
Shifty was on the run and he had gained a start.  He fairly flew out into the quad. 
After him flew the Famous Five. 
“Stop him!” roared Bob. 
“Stop thief!’ shouted Harry Wharton. 
A dozen fellows stared round in surprise. Shifty Spooner flew for the gate.  Temple of the Fourth was near him, and he made a grab—but Shifty’s knuckly fist knocked Cecil Reginald Temple out of the way, and he flew on. 
“Stop him, Bunter!” 
Billy Bunter was directly in the path of the running man, but Billy Bunter, after a startled blink at Shifty, bounded out of that path. 
Shifty raced on to the gates. 
In the gateway stood the burly form of Horace Coker of the Fifth. 
Coker, hearing the roar of voices, looked round. 
“Stop thief, Coker !“ roared Bob. 
“Stop thief!  ” 
‘Col1ar him, Coker !” 
Horace Cokcr was made of sterner stuff than Bunter. Cokcr blocked the way, ready to grasp the running man as he arrived, 
Shifty Spooner cast a desperate look round him. 
The Famous Five were close behind — twenty or 30 fellows were running up from various directions and the way of escape was blocked by the burly, beefy Fifth Form man. 
“Got him !“ gasped Bob. But they had not quite got Shifty. He careered on, and reached the gateway, and Horace Coker grasped at him. 
Shifty lowered his bullet head and charged, butting Coker on the third button of his waistcoat. 
“Ooooooh !” gasped Coker. He went over backwards, gurgling. Shifty Spooner leaped over him ai he sprawled, and raced out of the gateway. 
A moment later five fellows were sprawling headlong over Coker of the Fifth. 
“ Oooooooogh !” came in gasping accents from Coker, as he struggled for wind. 
“ Woooooooogh!  ” 
Harry Wharton & Co.  Scrambled up. They dashed out into the road. They had a brief glimpse of Shifty Spooner vanishing across a meadow. 
“No go ! “ gasped Bob. ‘ We’ve got Mauly’s note, anyhow !” 
And the Famous Five walked back to the House, breathless from the chase, to report what had happened to their Form-master and hand over the banknote for identification and return to the owner.

Not For Bunter ! 
“ WHAT about it?” asked Bob Cherry. 
It was the following day before break-up. 
Bob Cherry propounded that query to his friends, on the Remove landing. 
They answered all at once. 
“Ass!  ” said Harry Wharton. 
“Fathead !” said Frank Nugeut. 
“Chump !“ said Johnny Bull. 
“Preposterous duffer !f said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Bob grunted. 
“Oh, all right !“ he said. “If that’s how, wash it out ! All the same,. the fat ass will be left over, and I don’t see why he couldn’t be put up with on the trip—we’ve put up with him often enough.” 
It was Bob’s kind heart again! 
It smote him. 
After all, Bob considered, why not let Bunter hook on ? Nobody else, it was certain, would let him hook on. Even the long-suffering Mauleverer had jibbed—to the extent of jabbing Bunter with a cricket-stump to shoo him off. 
It was Bunter Court for Bunter, unless he joined up with the Famous Five—and the five were aware that Bunter Court, on close inspection, was Bunter Villa—and that the distinguished company there in the holidays consisted wholly and solely of his brother Sammy and his sister Bessie. 
“He could cook !“ said Bb, 
“Only he wouldn’t.” 
“He could wash up—” 
“Catch him !” 
“Oh, all right !” said Bob. “ I know he’s a bother and a worry. Still, I thought I’d mention it.” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
“Go and mention it to Bunter !“. ‘ He’s in his study—go and tell him, fathead ! As soon as you ask him, he’ll fancy he’s wanted and will begin to swell!” 
“Well, he can’t help being a fool—and we’re told to suffer fools gladly, you know !” said Bob. “ After all, we did make up our minds to take him along—we can make them up again. Shall I tell him it’s all right?” 
“O.K. !” 
And Bob Cherry, leaving his chums on the landing, went along to study No. 7 to tell Bunter that it was all right! 
Billy Bunter was reposing in the armchair in that study, with his fat little legs stretched out, and hw fat thumbs in the armholes of his waistcoat. There was a contented expression on his fat face.  He was in fact, contemplating that gorgeous yachting cruise that was to fill up the vacation so satisfactorily. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  ” roared Bob in the doorway. 
Bunter blinked round at him peevishly. 
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 “Don’t yell into this study!” he said. 
“Fathead!” answered Bob, good-humouredly. 
“I’vp looked in to tell you it’i all right about the hols, old fat man!  ” 
Bunter looked at him. His fat lip curled. 
“Is it?’ he sneered. 
“Yes, ass ! I’ve asked the other fellows, and they agreed, so it’s all right. Turn up at young Baker’s boathouse at Kingston this day week,” said Bob. ‘ We meet there to get on the boat.” 
“He, he, he !”  
Bob starcd at him.  He saw no reason for that fat cachinnation, in the information he had just imparted. 
“Well, what’s the joke, fathead ?“ he asked, rather gruffly. 
Billy Bunter shrugged his fat shouldprs. His look and his manner were expressive of unlimited and overwhelming contempt. 
“Too late !“ He said scornfully. 
“Ph? What’s too late?” 
“This is” retorted Bunter. “ I might have come with your Bank Holiday crowd, if you’d been civil about it.  Were you?”
“You fat blitherer —“  
“It’s too late now,” said Bunter loftily. ‘ You had your chance and you lost it. Make the best of it.” 
Bob blinked at him. 
“You burbling cuckoo!” he said, in measured tones.  “this is the last time you’ll get a chance.  Are you coming or not?” 
“ Not!’ answered Bunter. “Catch me mucking about in a rotten boat on your cheap trip. Hardly the sort of thing I’m accustomed to in the vac. I might have come, if you’d been civil. At least, I’d have considered it. It’s too late now. Shut that door after you !” 
Bob Cherry laughed. 
“Thanks !‘ he said. 
“Eh? What are you thanking me for, you ass?”
 “For making our trip a success,” said Bob. 
“ Eh?  I’m not coming!  ” 
“ That’s how.” 
“You silly ass!  ” hooted Bunter. “You’d jolly well like to bag me for the vac! Well, I ain’t coming, see? I’ve got something better on.” 
“Poor old Mauly!  ” sighed Bob, 
“It’s not Mauly!  ” sneered Bunter. “I’ve turned down that silly, shilly-shallying_nincompoop ! If you want to know—“
“I don’t!’ 
“If you want to know, I’m going on a cruise “ said Bunter. “ While you’ro mucking about in a boat on the Thames, you can think of me on a magnificent steam yacht. If you’d been civil, I might have put in a word for you—now I won’t. I dare say Smithy would have asked you, if I’d made a point of it. Now I shan’t!  ” 
Bob Cherry jumped. 
“Smithy!” he gasped. 
“Yes, Smithy!  ” said Bunter loftily. “He’s asked me to join up for a cruise— something rather better than your cheap boating trip!  You can go and eat coke, with your twopenny-ha’penny boat on the Thames, so yah !” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  ” roared Bob. 
Billy Bunter blinked at him in surprise. 
“Blessed if I see anything to cackle at!  ” he yapped. “ What are you cackling at, you dummy ?” 
“ Ha, ha, ha !“ shrieked Bob. “ Has Smithy asked you to join in his cruise with Redwing?”
“Yes, he jolly well has !” 
“And you’re going?’ gurgled Bob. 
“Yes, I jolly well am!  You can keep your cheap tripe!  ” sneered Bunter. ‘ No Bank Holiday crowds for me, thanks!  ” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“ Yah!  ” 
Bob Cherry turned away front door of Study No. 7—or, rather, tottered away. He was doubled with merriment, as he staggered down the Remove passage to the landing. 
Billy Bunter gave a snort of scorn as he went, This, he supposed, was jealousy and envy. 
“Ha, ha, ha I” roared Bob, as he rejoined the Co. on the Remove landing. “I say − Ha, ha, ha !” 
“What on earth’s the joke ?“ asked Harry Wharton. 
“Bunter ” yelled Bob. ‘Ha, ha, ha !“ 
“Is he coming?” grunted Johnny Bull. 
“No ! He’s got something better on !“ gurgled Bob. “ Ha, ha, ha! He’s going on a cruise these hols—“ 
“Thank goodness for that !” said Johnny Bull. “But who the dickens has Bunter stuck for a Cruise?” 
“Ha, ha, ha!  Smithy!  ” gasped Bob. 
“Smithy !  ” yelled the Co. 
“Yes—Smithy !” 
“ But Smithy told us he was going to rough it these hols on that coastal lugger, with Redwing !” said Harry Wharton, staring. 
“He can’t have told Bunter that” gurgled Bob. “ Bunter’s going on a magnificent steam yacht—so he says!” 
“Oh, my hat!” 
“So Buuter’ turned us down !“ gasped Bob. “Turned us rijht down ! Wouldn’t be found dead on our boat!  ” 
“ Ha, ha, ha! ” 
The Famous Five roared. 
When Greyfriars School broke up the following day Lord Mauleverer escaped without even a blink from Bunter. 
The Famous Five, as they packed on the school omnibus, were favoured with a disdainful blink—merely that and nothing more. 
“Good-bye, Bunter !” roared Bob Cherry. “ Have a good time on that cruise!” 
“I’m going to !” retorted Bunter. “Have a good time on that cheap trip of yours—he, he, he !” 
And the bus rolled away with a merry crowd, leaving Billy Bunter still blinking disdainfully. 

Not A Yacht! 

“NOT a bad car!” said Billy Bunter. 
“Glad you like it !“ said Vernon-Smith. 
“Hardly like our Rolls at home— still, not a bad car !” said Bunter. “Are we going all the way by car, Smithy?”
“Oh yes!” 
“Look here, Smithy——” said Ton Redwing uneasily. 
“Shut up, Reddy !” 
“ Yes, don’t you butt in, Redwing !” said Bunter, blinking at him. “ You talk too much, if you don’t mind my mentioning it. Where is your pater’s yacht now Smithy ?” 
The Bounder grinned. The mulionaire’s magnificent yacht was at Southampton ; but he had no intention of informing Bunter of that fact. He turned to the chauffeur. 
“Shove the bags on, Powser!  ” 
“Yes, sir!” 
“I say, though !” Bunter hooked at the Bounder’s sleeve. “ I say where are we heading for? If it’s a long trip in the car, we shall want some grub—say, a lunch-basket−” 
“ Quite a short trip !” answered Vernon-Smith. “ The jolly old craft has been brought round to Ppgg Bay, to take us aboard.” 
“Oh, all right !“ said Buntr. “Is your pater on board ?” 
“Oh, no! We shan’t see the pater to-day.” 
“Well, I don’t mind that, Smithy! Of course, you can depend on me to be perfectly civil to your pater !“ said Bunter, blinking at him. “I’ve knocked about a bit, and I’m used to all classes. Any friends of his, too— leave it to me to treat ‘em with tact.’ 
“I will!” said Vernon-Smith, manfully resisting a strong desire to boot Billy Bunter across the quad and back again—which he would probably have done, but for the fact that it would have enlightened the fat owl before his leg had bpen sufficiently pulled. “ Push in, Bunter!” 
Billy Bunter packed his ample figure into the car. Bags belonging to Vernon-Smith and Redwing were packed on. No baggage belonging to Billy Bunter was visible. Bunter was following his usual system of travelling light ! Like the Picts and Scots of old, Bunter was accustomed to live on the country he invaded! As a matter of taste, he would rather have borrowed Harry Wharton’s clothes than Smithy’s—but he could manage with Smithy’s, at a pinch! 
The car rolled away. 
Billy Bunter settled back in his seat with a fat, contented grin. 
Last hols he had hooked on to Smithy, and Smithy had played a rotten trick on him!  This time it was all right, as he was departing in company with the Bounder, and was booked to arrive where the Bounder arrived! 
He was rather glad that the jolly old craft had been brought round to Pegg Bay for the party to go on board. He hoped that some of the Cliff House girls might be about, to see him going on board that magnificent yacht ! He was still happily unaware of the nature of that jolly old craft, and certainly did not dream that old John Redwing had sailed the little lugger down from Hawkscliffp that morning to pick up his son and and his son’s chum at Pegg. 
It was only a few miles from Greyfriars School to Ppgg, and the car covered the distance swiftly. 
As it ran into the old cobbled street of the village, Billy Bunter turned his spectacles on the wide blue sea, seeking the yacht. 
He did not succeed in spotting it. There was a cargo tramp lying at anchor out in the bay. There were fishing-boats to be seen. There was a lugger lying beside the old stone quay. But there was no magnificent steam yacht. 
“I say, Smithy, where is it?” asked Bunter. “ I can’t see your pater’s yacht!” 
The Bounder laughed. Bunter’s sight was short ; but he would have needed a remarkably long range of vision to see a yacht that was lying in Southampton from the coast of Kent! 
“Have we got to wait for it “ asked Bunter. 
“ Well, we shan’t see the yacht just yet, I fancy!  ” answered Vernon-Smith. “Here we are—get out !” 
The car came to a halt. 
Vernon-Smith and Redwing took their bags from the chauffeur. 
“Let the car wait, Smithy!” muttered Redwing. 
“Why?  ” 
“Well, if Bunter wants to go back −”
“Do you want to go back, Bunter?” 
“Eh? Of course I don’t !” said Bunter. “ I wish you wouldn’t keep on butting in, Redwing ! I think a fellow ought to know his place !” 
“You fat ass − 
“Look here, you shut up !“ said Bunter. “ I’m going to stand you on this cruise, as Smithy makes a point or it ; but I don’t want any of your cheek!”  
“Bunter’s the man to tell you where you get off, Reddy!” said the Bounder, laughing. “ Don’t you know?”
“Look here, keep the car for a bit !” said Redwing. “That fat chump will want a lift back to the school −”
“I asked you to 8hut up, Redwing !“ said Billy Bunter. “ Why the thump can’t you mind your own business?”
“ Hang on here for ten minutes, Powser, in case the car’s wanted !” said Vernon-Smith, conceding the point. 
“Yes, sir!” 
“Come on, Bunter! Come on, Reddy!” 
The Bounder crossed the stone quay to the steps at the foot of which the lugger lay. 
Old John Redwing, the only man on board, touched his hat to the millionaire’s son and gave Tom a cheery smile. 
Smithy gave the old sailorman a nod and a grin, and pitched his bag on board. - 
Tom Redwing stepped on the lugger, and Smithy turned to Bunter. 
“ Hop on !” he said. 
“On what ?“ asked Bunter. 
“The jolly old craft !” 
Billy Bunter blinked at the lugger. He blinked at the Bounder. He blinked at the lugger again. He was rather bewildered. 
“What are we going on that old tub for ?“ he asked. “Is it going to take us out to the yacht ?” 
“The yacht?” repeated Vernon- Smith. “What yacht?  ” 
“ Eh ? We’re going on the yacht, ain’t we?”
“Not that I know of.” 
Bunter jumped. 
“What are we going on, then?” he gasped. 
“That lugger !” 
“That lugger!  ” shrieked Bunter, “Gone mad? Ain’t we going on a cruise?”
“Yes—on that lugger !” 
“On that lugger!”  repeated Billy Bunter, like a fellow in a dream, or, rather, in a nightmare. “ You—you 
-you ---1; thought we were going on the yacht?” 
“What put that idea into your head?  “ asked Vernon-Smith. 
“ Why, you—you—you beast !” growled Bunter. “Did you mean that putrid old lugger all the time?” 
“My dear chap, it’s been fixed up for a week ! I asked you to join up because you’re so nice— and so tactful! Aren’t you coming on this cruise to give mc a leg up socially?” asked the Bounder. 
“ Beast !“ shrieked Bunter. “Think I’m coming on that filthy old barge?”
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“It isn’t filthy, it isn’t a barge ! Quite a jolly old lugger,” said the Bounder cheerfully. “ You’ll soon get used to sleeping on the planks!”
“Wha-a-t !“ 
“And living on hard-tack---“ 
“Beast !” 
“And making yourself useful!”
“Lots of work to do on a coasting lugger, with a crew of only four! You’ll sleep like a top at night—on 
the planks—after a hard day’s work! I’m going to rope’s-end you if you slack!” 
“Rotter!” 
“Come on !” said the Bounder cheerfully, and he jumped on board the lugger. 
Billy Bunter did not come on! 
Magnificent steam yachts were in Bunter’s line—if he could contrive to wedge on board one!  A coasting 
lugger, with a hard day’s work, hard tack, and sleeping on planks, was not!  Bunter Court was better than 
that! 
Billy Bunter did not step on board that lugger ! Wild horses would not have dragged him on board that 
lugger ! Instead of stepping on board, he shook a fat fist at the Bounder!  It dawned upon his fat brain at last that his leg had been pulled. 
“ Beast !“ he roared. 
“Aren’t you coming ?“ grinned the Bounder. 
“Beast!” 
 “May as well push off, sir !” said 
Smithy to old Johu Redwing, who was staring at Bunter in a very puzzled way. “ My fat friend seems 
to have changed his mind about coming !“ 
“Ày, ay, sir!  ” said old John, and he cast off. 
“Beast !“ roared Bunter. 
“ Sure you won’t come ?“ chuckled Smithy. “ You’d come in useful as ballast!”
“Beast!  ” 
The lugger slid away from the quay, on the tide. 
John Redwin stood at the tiller—Tom Redwing and the Bounder hoisted the sail!  Billy Bunter  brandished a fat fist. Bob Cherry. 
“ Beast !” he roared. That valediction came down the wind to the lugger as it rolled out on the blue waters!  Billy Bunter, with feelings too deep tor words, rolled away from the quay—glad, after all, that Redwing had prevailed on the Bounder to keep the car waiting ! He had, at all events, a lift back to Greyfriars !

Unexpected! 

“I SAY you fellows!  ” 
“Five fellows jumped almost clear of the platform at Kingston Station. 
It was a bright August day. 
Five faces were as bright as the August weather. 
Bob Cherry had been the first to arrive at the rendezvous. Then came Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Siugh, together; then Frank Nugent ; last of all, Johnny Bull. 
The Famous Five had parted hardly a week ago; but they were very glad to see one another again, and 
every fellow in the famous Co. was looking forward to getting the Water-Lily out of young Baker’s boat house and starting on the trip up the Thames. 
And, as they stood talking in a group on the platform, a fat and familiar voice fell on their ears—a fat and familiar voice they had not expected to hear till they returned to Greyfriars for the new term. 
They spun round.  
“Bunter!” gasped five voices, in unison. 
They gazed at Bunter! 
The fat Owl of the Remove gave them a cheery nod. There was perhapa, a rather uncertain blink behind his big spectacles. But his manner was cheery and airy. 
“Here we are, old chaps!  ” he said breezily. “ I spotted you from the waiting-room ! I got here first.” 
“ You got here first !“ repeated Bob. 
“Yes, 1 wouldn’t risk missing you —  I mean, I wouldn’t risk keeping you waiting!  It was such a pleasure to see your nice pleasant face when you got off the train, Bob.” 
“ Was it?” gasped Bob. 
“Yes, old chap!  Yours, too, Wharton—I’d never really noticed before what a good-looking chap you were ---“ 
“Eh ?” 
“Inky, too,” said Bunter. “ Chap can’t help being black—but for a black chap, Inky’s quite agreeable, 
and—and nice!  ” 
“The thankfulnesss is terrific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
“ Even Bull !“ said Bunter heartily. “Pleasure to see you, Bull!  ” 
Grunt! 
“And you Franky” said Bunter. “ Same old pleasant smile you always have at Greyfriars, old fellow.” 
“You burbling Owl !” 
“Oh, really, Nugent—“ 
“Time we were getting along!” said Johnny Bull. “Good-bye, Bunter!”
“Oh, really, Bull−”
“Fancy meeting Bunter here!” said Bob Cherry.  “You doing anything on the river these hols, Bunter?”
“Oh, really, Cherry−”
“Well, whatever it is, we won’t keep you away from it!” said Bob. “Come on, you men− we’ve got to walk to young Baker’s. 
“I say, you fellows−” 
“Ta-ta, old fat man!  See you again next term.”
The Famous Five walked out of the station.
Billy Bunter blinked after them.  These fellows were not, it seemed to Bunter, very quick on the uptake.  They did not seem to realise that he was one of the river party. 
However, if they did not realize that, Bunter was the man to put them wise, without loss of time.
Bunter accelerated, and overtook them outside the station.  
“I say, you fellows!” he squeaked. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  Here’s Bunter again!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, in surprise. “You here all on your own, Bunter?”
“I’m here with my friends!” said Bunter, with dignity. 
“We won’t keep you away from them!  And don’t waste your time on us!”
“Look here−”
“Good-bye, old man!”
“Beast!  I mean, I say, old chaps, don’t walk off while a fellow’s talking to you!” roared Bunter.  He got into rapid motion.  “I say, you fellows, you didn’t really think that I should let you down, did you?  Of course, I meant to come along!  As if I’d let my best pals down over the hols!”said Bunter reproachfully. 
“Did I ever?  I say, you fellows, don’t walk so fast! ” 
The fellows walked faster. 
“I’ve turned Smithy down !” went on Bunter, accelerating again. “Hp was rather sick about it but I said plainly that I’d as good as promised my own pals, and that was that ! Of course, it was ripping on the yacht, and −”
“On the yacht?” gasped Bob Cherry. 
“Yes—everything in the most expensive style, of course—you know Smithy, and the way he splashes money about!  But I didn’t really care for it!  ” said Bunter, shaking his hpad. “ The Vernon-Smiths are rather a crummy lot ! Palatial yachts are all very well—but, after all, I’m used to that sort of thing! Some- thing plain and humble, comes as a welcome change—such as a boat on the river −” 
“You fibbing, frowsy foozler !” hooted Johnny Bull. “Think we didn’t know that Smithy was pulling your silly leg?” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
“ Oh !“ gasped Bunter. “ Did you?” 
“Sort of ‘ chuckled Bob Cherry. “ But tell us about the magnificent yacht you haven’t been on !” 
“Beast ! I—I nean, I—I− I say, old fellow, I− Don’t walk so fast!” gasped Bunter. “ Look here, if you race along like that I shan’t come with you!” 
‘Put in on !“ said Bob. 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
“I say, you fellows, I—I’m really coming, you know ! I—I thought I should be jolly useful on the boat, you see ! Look how I can cook !” 
“Good-bye !” 
“And think of the washing-up !” urged Banter. “Tons and tons of washing-up on a trip like this ! Well, I’m going to do all the washing up!  Mind, I shall insist on that ! I—I want to do all the washing-up !” 
“Oh crikey!’ 
“As for the grub, I’m not particular about that ! I may have made a little joke about It—only my little joke, you know! What do I care about it? It’d not much I eat, as you fellows know !” 
“Ye gods !” 
“The fact is, what I really want is the company of my old pals—pleasant company and—and sprightly conversation, and all that !” said Bunter. And, mind, I shall insist on standing my share of the execs!  It’s no good arguing about that, because I insist on it. My idea is that every man in the party should pay his fair whack and I can’t agree to anything else.” 
“It’s rather hot weather for a race !” remarked Bob Cherry thoughtfully.  But there are times 
the weather has to be disregarded. You fellows feel up to a sprint ?” 
“Quite!” said Nugent, laughing. 
“ Go it !“ said Harry Wharton. 
“ I say, you fellows, hold on !” roared Billy Bunter. “Think I can run in this heat?” 
“Not at all ! Good-bye !” 
“Beast ! I mean, old chap !  I say, hold on!” shrieked Bunter, as the Famous Five broke into a trot. I say, I don’t know the way to Baker’s —I don’t want to lose you! Hold on, you rotters ! I mean, wait a minute, old fellows ! I say old beans ! Beasts !” 
Billy Bunter broke into a desperate trot. 
Having waylaid the river party at Kingston Station, and caught them there, he did not want to lose them in the streets of Kingston. 
He put on speed. 
Bob Cherry glanced back over his shoulder. 
What he saw nearly brought the flight of Bunter to a sudden end, for Bob almost choked with laughter. 
Behind the five came the fat Owl, puffing and blowing, gasping and spluttering, as red as a turkey—going all out! Stamp on the gas !“ gurgled Bob. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
The Famous Five stamped on the gas. They almost flew. Behind them careered Bunter, spluttering wildly, and steaming with perspiration— regarded with considerable interest by many of the inhabitants of Kingston. 
But it booted not!  
Bunter sprinted his hardest. But he was too heavily handicapped for a foot-race ! He had much—much too much—weight to carry! 
In spite of his frantic effort, the Famous Five—without unduly exerting themselves—faded out of the picture. They vanished from view— and Billy Bunter came to a halt—and fanned a streaming face with a straw hat and gurgled for breath. 
“Uuuuggh! Beasts ! Urggh !“ gurgled Bunter. 
They were gone—gone from his gaze like a beautiful dream ! Billy Bunter was left on his own in Kingston — an interesting old place, where once upon a time the Saxon kings had been crowned—if that was any comfort to him! 
Luck! 

“THE Water Lily!” 
Billy Bunter blinked at it. Bunter’s vision was not keen, but he could read the name Water-Lily neatly painted on the boat. He blinked at it, and blinked at it again, in surprise and satisfaction. This was luck—luck! 
It was a couple of hours since Billy Bunter had lost the river party in the quaint and interesting old streets of Kingston. 
That unexpected disaster had rather floored the Owl of the Remove. 
Having hooked on, he had not expected to be so suddenly unhooked. Bunter had great faith in his hook- ing powers. 
But there he was—unhooked, and at a loose end.  But he was not beaten yet. In fact, Bunter could not afford to retreat. He had, as it were, burned his ships behind him! 
His financial resources had landed him at Kingston. He had two pennies and a halfpenny still in his possession. Of that sum, it was clear that he could not travel to any considerable distance by railway. 
He had not even the choice of Bunter Court now. It was the Water-Lily or nothing! 
So there was Bunter on the tow-path, watching the river with his eyes and his spectacles, in the hope of picking up the Greyfriars boat as it passed. 
The beasts had to go up the river. They had to pass Bunter.  He was coping to spot them again as they did it! 
Bunter had a hopeful nature.  He needed one to hope to be able to spot a boat among the countless craft that pushed up the river on a fine August afternoon! 
How many dozens, and scores, and hundreds of craft of all sorts and sizes passed Bunter he did not know. They seemed to him to pass by in their myriads. 
And then −
Bunter, in taking these chances, had to trust a good deal to luck. And luck seemed to be befriending him in the most remarkable manner. 
In watching the river and the innumerable craft that glided upon it’s broad and shining bosom, the fat junior did not notice for some time a boat that was tied up to the bank, within a dozen yards of his fat little nose. 
When at last he did notice it, he discerned the name “ Water-Lily “ painted thereon. 
He was watching in hope of spotting the Water-Lily, with five beasts on board who still had to be persuaded somehow to increase the number of the party to six ! And there was the Water-Lily-—tied up to the bank, with not a soul on board! 
“Oh crikey !” ejaculated Bunter. 
He grinned. 
Why they had left the boat there he did not know, and did not care much. Probably they had tied it up while they did some shopping in move Kingston. 
Anyhow, there it was, untenanted, rocking gently on the water, under the bank.  And Bunter rolled down to it in Baker’s great relief. 
Hc knew that it was possible that if he sighted the boat passing, and hailed it, they might turn a deaf ear to his dulcet tones ! They were quite capable of it. But once he was safely aboard, it came easier ! Fellows who might turn a deaf car to his hailing might hesitate to boot him out of the boat. He hoped so, at least. 
After all, they had asked him t join in that trip ! True, he had turned it down in the most contemptuous manner. But he was willing to turn it up again. That invitation still stood, in Bunter’s opinion. 
The fat Owl had not seen the Water-Lily at old Baker’s yard at Friardale. But he knew the name and remembered it.  He had supposed that it would be a rather larger boat than this : there did not seem a lot of room for half a dozen fellows in this craft. It looked as if there was going to be some close packing. Bunter made up his mind on the spot that he was jolly well going to have room to, whatever happened to the rest. If they didn’t like it, they should have got a bigger boat. Expense was no object—to Bunter! 
He grabbed the painter, pulled the boat closer in, and rolled into it. 
He sat down in the stern seat with considerable satisfaction. He was clad of a rest, after having been on his fat little legs for a couple of hours. 
But, having taken a rest, he stirred again. He was, of course, hungry. Even if they were still shopping in Kingston, there was probably something on the Water-Lily already. 
He opened the stern locker. 
Then his eyes danced behind his spectacles.  And
There was a lunch-basket in the locker.
So far as Bunter could see, it was all that the Water-Lily contained in the way of provisions, so far. But it was enough for Bunter to go on with, at least. 
He sat down again with that lunch-basket on his fat knees. 
He opened it. He gloated over it! Sandwiches, little cakes, nice little pots of various things, a whole jam-roll, met his delighted view. 
Gobble gobble, gobble! 
That lunch-basket seemed to have been packed for three or four. Billy Bunter was quite equal to dealing with a lunch for three or four. He had had only one lunch that day. so far, and that was three or four hours ago.  The fat Owl gobbled, and gobbled, and gobbled, and was happy and comforted. 
In twenty minutes, that well-packed lunch-basket was reduced to a mere wreck. There were a few crumbs in it and it was rather sticky ; otherwise, there was nothing to indicate that it had ever contained foodstuffs. 
Bunter felt better! 
There was still no sign of the Famous Five. They seemed to be a fearfully long time about that shopping in Kingston, 
Still, Bunter had only to wait! 
They had not apparently packed their camping outfit on the boat yet. Bunter could see nothing of a tent, or cooking utensils, or bags, or anything but a heap of boat rugs piled up in the bows. It was rather puzzling why they had not loaded up the boat before bringing it away from young Bakers’ boat-house. Evidently they hadn’t. 
But, as the fat Owl blinked at the rugs in the bows, his eyes gleamed behind his spectacles. There was nothing more to eat, and he had to wait, and he wanted a rest after his exertions on the lunch-basket. And he did not want to be hooked out of the Water-Lily and dumped on the towpath when they came aboard— which was quite a possible happening as soon as they spotted him. Obviously, it was judicious to keep out of sight, if he could, till after they had pushed off! 
“He, he, he!  ” gurgled Bunter.  It was quite a bright idea. 
On a warm August afternoon, few fellows would have cared to snuggle down under two or three rugs. But it was a case of safety first. 
Bunter crawled into the bows and arranged those rugs over him to screen him from sight. It was warm 
—but it was safe ! And when, a quarter of an hour later. there was a sound of footsteps and voices close at hand, the fat Owl grinned in his cover and remained very silent. 
 
An Exchange Of Shots! 

“HALLO, hallo, hallo !” ejaculated Bob Cherry. “ Highcliffe cads !” 
A rather roomy and well-laden boat was pulling up from Kingston Bridge. On that boat was painted the name “Water-Lily.’ 
But the Famous Five had no doubt that their Water-Lily was the pick of the basket. 
The Water-Lily was roomy ; but there was plenty of cargo on board, and the voyagers had not yet had time to sort it all out, and get it in apple-pie order. That could wait till they camped. 
Johnny Bull and Bob Cherry were pulling. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh was steering. Frank Nugent and Harry Wharton were industriously sorting the tow-rope out from among tent ropes and pegs and blankets that had come unrolled, and tomatoes that had tumbled out of a basket. 
Farther up, they were going to tow. Towing was the great stand-by. But the oars were going to be used some-times—and, on favourable occasions, the sail.  At the present moment, the Water-Lily was going along under oars ; and the sail was rather mixed with the tent, 
There was a lot of sorting out to be done later. Rome was not built in a day; and, judging by the present aspect of the boat, the sorting out might take about as long as the building of Rome! 
But every face was bright and cheery ; and Bob Cherry only grinned good-naturedly as he made his remark concerning three fellows on the bank. 
The Water-Lily was rather close in to the bank, and those three fellows were staring at it. 
Harry Wharton glanced round as Bob spoke. 
‘Oh! Pon and his lot!” he said. The three were Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe. 
At school, the Famous Five were on terms of warfare with Pon & Co., of Highcliffe. But they had no idea of keeping up rows in the holidays; and Bob’s remark was not made loud enough for Pon & Co. to hear. 
In fact, Bob released one hand from his oar and waved it at the three Highcliffians on the towpath in greeting. 
Bob never remembered grudges; and in his present cheery spirits quite forgot that he never saw Cecil Ponsonby’s nose without wanting to punch it. 
Pon’s voice reached the five fellows in the boat: 
“The Water-Lily, what ? That old tub!  ” 
“ Coincidence !” said Gadsby. 
“What a crew!  ” remarked Monson. 
Evidently, the nuts of Highcliffe did not share Bob Cherry’s cheery disposition to forget past rows and troubles. Probably they remembered the spot of trouble on the banks of the Sark. 
This dashed river swarms with Bank Holiday crowds in August !“ grunted Ponsonby. “ Fancy meetin’ that crew here.  ” 
“Nice lad, what ?” grinned Bob Cherry. 
“Cheeky cad!” grunted Johnny Bull. 
“The dear man seems shirty about something,” remarked Frank Nugent. “I noticed they were rowing before they saw us.” 
It was a fact that Cecil Ponsonby was not looking his own bonny self. He was scowling, and his two friends were scowling also. It seemed that something must have occurred in the ancient town of Kingston move to disgruntle the Highcliffe trio. No doubt that helped to spur on Ponsonby into a quarrelsome mood. 
“Packed any soap, you Greyfriars men?  ” called out Gadsby. 
“Eh? Yes!  ” answered Bob, staring. 
“ Why not use some of it?” 
“ You cheeky ass −” 
“Oh, they never wash at Greyfriars !” said Monson. “ Catch ‘em washing in the holidays!  ” 
Harry Wharton’s hand closed on a tomato he had sorted out from among the tent-pegs.  It was in a rather squashed state, and even Billy Bunter would have disdained it as an article of diet. But he refrained from letting the Highcliffians have it, though strougly tempted so to do. 
The Highcliffians, on their side, did not display the same self- restraint. Pon, only too clearly, was ripe for trouble. Pon had a long memory for grudges. 
Whatever was the cause of the bad temper from which he suffered at the moment, he was prepared to wreak it on his old enemies of Greyfriars. 
The Water-LiIy pulled on, but it was quite easy for the fellows on the bank to keep pace. And as Hurree Jamset Ram Singh steered farther out, to give the Highcliffians a wider berth. Pon went into action. 
He kicked loose a chunk of turf, grabbed it up, and took aim at the Greyfriars boat. 
Bob glared at him. 
“Chuck that, you fathead !” he roared. 
“Comin’ !” answercd Ponsonby. 
And it came—with a whiz—and landed fair and square under Bob Cherry’s chin! 
There was a yell from Bob as he went over backwards, very nearly losing his oar, and flinging it into the air. 
The boat lost way and wobbled wildly. 
Frank Nugent stumbled over among tent-ropes and pegs, blankets, and tow-rope. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” yelled the three. 
“Give them another, Pon!” chuckled Monson. 
“ What-ho!  ” grinned Pon. 
But Pon did not give them another. For, even before Bob Cherry collected his long legs from the air, Harry Wharton’s hand went up, with the damaged tomato in it. 
Whiz! 
Squash! 
“Oooogh !“ spluttered Ponsonby. 
The tomato squashed and splattered aud splashed in the very middle of Pon’s features. 
He staggered back and at down on the towpath, his face streaming tomato.  He gurgled horribly. 
“Ha, ha, ha !” came a roar from the Greyfriars boat. 
“Urrrgh !“ 
“Oh gad !” exclaimed Monson, in alarm. He dodged, but he did not dodge quickly enough to escape the next tomato. It caught him in the neck. It burst inside the open neck of his shirt. 
“Grooogh !“ gasped Monson. 
“ Yarooogh !“ howled Gadsby, as  a third tomato came, landing in his left ear. 
“Ha, ha, ha!  ” roared the Greyfriars crew. 
Pon & Co were not laughing now. 
The hilarity of the proceedings seemed to have quite departed so far as they were concerned. Bowling a fellow over with a turf had seemed quite funny to Pon, but getting a squashy tomato in exchange did not appeal to his sense of humor at all.  
Ponsonby sat and clawed tomato. Gadsby and Monson backed away, dabbing with handkerchiefs. 
“Have a few more ?” called out Harry Wharton. ‘ We’ve got lots !” 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
Pon & Co. did not seem to want a few more. One each, it appeared was all they wanted. They were left behind, sputtering and dabbing, as the Greyfriars boat pulled on up the river and were lost to sight— still  spluttering and dabbing! 

Doggo! 

BILLY BUNTER hardly breathed under the screen of rugs in the bows of the Water-Lily— which craft Billy Bunter never dreamed so far, to be other than the Water-Lily hired by the Famous Live from Bakers boatyard at Friardale. 
The boat rocked as fellows stepped into it. 
Billy Bunter could hear voices, but they were muffled by the rugs that hid his fat face and podgy figure from the general view.  He had no doubt that they were the voices of Harry Wharton & Co., for whose else could they be? 
He waited anxiously for the boat to push off. 
Every little helped in such a case. Close in shore a fellow could be slung of a boat where he was not wanted. Out in the river, he couldn’t ! They would have to pull back to land him. And once afloat, surely even those beasts would realise that Bunter was one of the party, even if they lacked the good sense and good taste to realise that he was the most important one. 
Bunter hoped they would push off before they shifted those rugs. 
That hope was gratified—they did. He felt the boat rock away from the bank.  He heard the clatter of an oar in a rowlock. Hp heard several voices—all of them speaking in tones of annoyance. But though he could not distinguish the words, nor the voices, one thing was obvious to the hidden Owl. The beasts did not seem to be in good tempers. 
Then suddenly a roar of rage reached his fat ears—so loud that it penetrated his cover. 
“ Look ! That lunch-basket! Some tramp’s been here !” 
Bunter gave a jump under the rugs. 
That voice was familiar to his fat ears.  But it was not the voice of any member of the Famous Five ! It was the voice of Cecil Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe. 
The fat Owl wondered whether he was dreaming. 
This was the Greyfriars boat. At least, it was named the Water-Lily, and the Greyfriars boat was named the Water-Lily. What on earth was Pon of Highcliffe doing on the Greyfriars boat? And what did it matter to Pon if a lunch-basket belonging to his old enemies had been cleared out by a hungry Owl ? It seemed to matter—Pon was fairly yelling with rage. 
Bunter stirred a little, to shift an edge of a rug so that he could hear.  He quaked from one end to the other of his fat person at the sound of Highcliffe voices. Only a day or two before breaking up at Greyfriars those cads had ragged old Mauly. What were they likely to do to Bunter if they found him? The fat Owl could only hopc that they wouldn’t. Anyhowl so far, they seemed to be giving no attention to the heap of rugs in the bows. 
There were only three fellows in the boat as well as Bunter. He knew the three voices. He wondered dizzily where the Greyfriars fellows were.  This looked to Bunter as if Pon & Co. were pinching the Greyfriars boat. 
“My hat !” It was Monson’s voice. “Somebody’s been in the boat and cleared out the grub!  Not a spot of it left!” said the voice. 
“Those Greyfriars cads !“ roared Ponsonby. “ Bet you they found the boat tied up here.” 
“Couldn’t have been that lot, Pon,’ said Gadsby. “They were pulling up from Kingston when we saw them, and they’ve gone on up the river. Half-way to Molesey by this time.” 
Billy Bunter suppressed a squeak of astonishment. 
He gathered from this that the Famous Five were in a boat, and had passed on up the river. But if they were in a boat, what boat was this? If they were in a boat, they must be in their own boat. Billy Bunter felt as if his fat head was turning round. 
“The boat oughtn’t to have been left so long with nobody in charge,” said Monson. “Might have had the boat pinched as well as the lunch, if you come to that.” 
“Yes, that’s so,” said Gadsby. “We landed to walk into Kingston for ten minutes or so, but Pon −” 
“My fault, of course !“ snarled Pon. 
“ Yes, your fault !“ snapped Gadsby. ‘ We were away two hours instead of ten minutes. If you wanted to play billiards you could have gone into a pub nearer home, not come here, making out you were going boating.” 
“Oh, shut up !” 
“Yes, cheese it, Gaddy!  ” said Monson. “Pon’s lost three quids on those games, and he’s sore. But look here, that dishes our picnic ! By gad, I wonder the tramp didn’t walk off with the boat as well as the grub.” 
“Ten to one it was those Greyfriars cads !” growled Ponsonby. “ Look here, we could get after them in this boat and run them down this side of Molesey. We can go faster than their old tub.” 
“Fat lot of good!” said Gadsby. “What’s the good of making out that you’d tackle them if we did ? The other day −”
“ Will you shut up, Gadsby?” hissed Ponsonby. 
“Well, they’re five to three.  No chance for.  ” said Monson. ‘ No good thinkin’ of that, Pon.” 
“Oh, they’ll give us fair play !“ said Gatsby sarcastically. “ What’ the good of pretendin’ they wouldn’t? They’d let you pick your man, Pon! Which one will you pick — Bob Cherry?  ” 
Billy Bunter suppressed a giggle, under the rugs. Pon was little likely to pick Bob Cherry as an adversary. 
In fact, Pon was only blowing off steam. He had not the slightest idea of hostilities with the strenuous crew of the Greyfriars boat—not open hostilities, at all events. 
He answered Gadsby with a snarl, and sat down in the stern seat. 
Monson and Gadsby went on pulling. 
Billy Bunter, under the rugs, kept as quiet as a mouse when the cat was on hand. So far, the three obviously had no suspicion that a stowaway was on board that boat. 
With the Famous Five on board, Bunter would rather have come to light when the boat was under way. But with Pon & Co. on board, he would vastly have preferred to be within a jump of the shore. 
But it was too late to think of that now.  The fat Owl could only hope that he would remain undiscovered till he had a chance to escape. Pon & Co., if they found him, could hardly pitch him overboard. But short of that, they were likely to give him a hectic time. 
By this time, the hapless fat Owl had realised that he was on the wrong boat. It was, as Gadsby had remarked when he saw the Greyfriars boat, a coincidence. Both boats happened to be named the Water-Lily. It was not an uncommon name for a boat, and, really, it might have occurred to Bunter’s fat intellect that the boat he had found tied up by the bank, with nothing belonging to the Greyfriars party on board, was not the Greyfriars boat. 
But that had not occurred to Bunter—till now. Now it occurred to him rather too late to be useful. There was nothing for Butter now but to keep doggo. 
“Well, what about the picnic?” asked Monson after a long, disgruntled silence in the Highcliffe boat. 
“Hang the picnic !“ grunted Pon. 
“We can get tea ashore at Molespy.” said Gadsby. “ What’s the odds? We’re not campin’ out like that Greyfriars gang. The lunch-basket didn’t cost a quarter of what Pon chucked away at billiards. Pon can save the money at the next pub.” 
“ You’re asking to have your head punched, Gaddy!” said Pon savagely. “ Look here, this boat seems deeper by the head than it was before. Have you got anythin’ stacked under those rugs ?” 
Billy Bunter trembled. 
“Nothin’ that I know of,” answered Gadsby. ‘ She’s going all right. It’s not a long pull up to Molesey—but you can take your turn if you like, Pon.” 
‘I don’t.” 
“Sit there and slack then, and be blowed to you!  ” 
“Look here,” said Ponsonby, “ we can shift twice as fast as those cads if we like. We can keep them in sight, when we overhaul them. I’m not thinkin’ of gettin’ into a shindy with that gang but when they camp—“ 
“ Oh !“ said Monson. 
“You could see by that stack of lumber on their tub that they’re campin’ out,” said Ponsonby. “Not much farther than Molesey to-day, very likely. We can spot their camp.  They had a tent in the boat. That means that they’ll be campin’ ashore, with the boat tied up !”
“They’ll wake up fast enough if we dropped in,” said Gadsby. “Sort of hornet’s nest—is that what you’re looking for?” 
“I shall be punchin’ your head soon, Gaddy. 1 don’t mean drop into their camp— l mean cut their boat loose. It would be back at Kingston, or perhaps at Hammprsmith by the time they turn out in the mornin’.  They had our grub −”
“Rot!” 
“ Wel1 whether they had or not, they’re a set of cheeky cads, and one of them got me with a tomato !“ roared Ponsonby. “ We’re going to dish that Greyfriars crew!  You two put your beef into it, and pull as if you were alive, and let’s spot them this side of the lock.” 
“Oh, all right!” 
The Highcliffe boat moved faster as Gadsby and Monson bent to the oars. 
Billy Bunter, still happily undiscovered, lay low. 
Ponsonby stood up as the boat drew nearer to Molesey, and scanned the many boats and punts and other craft on the sunny river. 
“There they are !” he exclaimed suddenly. “ I’ve spotted them!  We
re behind that Greyfriars gang now. I can see them towin’ their tub!” 
Billy Bunter was glad to hear it! 

Bunter Astern!

“ HALLO, hallo, hallo!” 
“Those Highcliffe cads again!”
“All right—we’ve got some more tomatoes! 
“Ha, ha, ha!” 
The Greyfriars Water-Lily was towing now. 
Johnny Bull, with tho towrope under a sinewy arm, was tramping up the towpath pulling. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, at the tiller-lines, steered, keeping the Water Lilty‘s nose out of the bank. Threp other fellows were sorting over cargo.
 Packing had been rather carefully done—but accidents will happen in the best-regulated boats. The lid of a hamper had somehow got loose and some of the contents of that hamper had got astray. 
There had been a good supply of ripe red tomatoes in that hamper.
There were still a few in the hamper, but more loose in the boat. 
Tomatoes seemed to be mixed up with sail and ropes, tent and tent pegs, bags and boxes and bundles. Some had been inadvertently trodden on, with a squashy and slippery result. There was a strong flavour of tomato from stem to stern.  Tomatoes, or segments of tomato seemed to be nearly everywhere. 
But it was a cheery crew, and nobody groused—not even when Frank Nugent slipped and sat on a tomato and a squashy ruin had to be scraped off his flannel bags. Not even when Harry Wharton, groping in the hamper for stray tomatoes, discovered that the lid had come off a tin of golden syrup—making the discovery by getting an unexpected fistful of treacle.  These little things did happen on a camping trip. 
They all looked round when Bob righted the Highcliffe Water-Lily astern. 
The Greyfriars boat was towing at a leisurely rate of speed. Towing is leisurely work—it is not the sort of thing that is done in a hurry.  Indeed, when a boat came along towed by a horse at a spanking rate, it caused general irritation— tangling tow-ropes, bothering everybody, and causing uncivil remarks to be made. 
Fellows did not go on the river to be in a hurry This was not, as Bob Cherry remarked, a boat race. 
As they had started rather late in the day, the Famous Five were going to camp before they had covered any great distance up the Thames.  Meanwhile, they were not pressed for time. They had the long holiday before them, and the Thames, after all, was not quite so long as the Mississippi or the Amazon ! Slow and steady did it!  The Water-Lily could put on speed when required—but it was not required at the moment. 
It was quite easy, therefore, for the Highcliffe boat to overhaul the Greyfriars craft. It would have been quite easy for the Highcliffians to shoot past and disappear up to Molesey. 
That they did not choose to do. 
When the Famous Five sighted them they expected Pon & Co. to pass, and probably to make themselves offensive in passing, in which case the supply of tomatoes was available, 
But the rival Water Lily did not pass. It hung astern, slacking speed after sighting the quarry. 
“Slackers” remarked Bob, when he looked back again and noticed that the rowing-boat was proceeding no faster than the towed boat. 
“Well, we’re not speeding,” remarked Harry Wharton. 
“We’re towing,” answered Bob. If a fellow pulls he should pull. 
Makes me tired to see fellows going asleep over their oars” 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh chuckled. “ The esteemed Highcliffians do not want to pass us,” he said. They are keeping astern purposefully.” 
“Oh ! Looking for a chance for more trouble,” said Bob. “ Well, if they want some more, they can have some more ! Oh, great pip!  Look !” 
Bob, staring back at the Highcliffe boat, fairly jumped at a remarkable and unexpected sight on board that craft. 
There was a heap of rugs in the bows which he had not specially noticed. But he noticed it now. 
For from under the edge of a rug a most surprising and unexpected vision appeared in view. 
It was a fat face, adorned by a big pair of spectacles! 
That fat face and that pair of spectacles peered over the bows at the Greyfriars boat ahead. 
Bob gazed at the unexpected vision blankly. 
‘Look !” he gurgled. 
“Oh crikey!” 
“Bunter !“ 
Since losing Bunter at Kingston the Famous Five had forgotten his fat existence. But if they had expected to see him again they certainly would not have expected to behold him on board Ponsonby’s boat. 
But there he was. 
“ The esteemed and idiotic Bunter!‘ ejaculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in amazement. “ Have those ridiculous rotter given him a lift?” 
“What the thump is he parked under those rugs for ?” gasped Nugent. “ Must be a bit warm!” 
“The warmfulness must be terrific.” 
“Oh gum!  ” chuckled Bob. “ They don’t know he’s there. We can see his chivvy from here—they can’t see him.” 
“A jolly old stowaway!  ” 
“Ha, ha, ha !” 
Amazing as that view of Billy Bunter was, it seemed clear that the Highcliffians did not know that he was on their boat. Gadsby and Monson, of course, had their backs to him as they pulled, and they had no eyes in the backs of their heads. 
Ponsonby, in the stern seats faced the bows as he steered ; but he was at the other end of the boat, with the two rowers between him and Bunter. All he saw, if hp noticed anything, was the rugs over Bunter. Only by looking direct at the bows from the front was Bunter visible. 
From under cover the fat Owl blinked at the Greyfriars boat ahead. 
Never had his eyes or his spectacles fallen on a more welcome sight. 
Stowed away in that remarkable manner on the wrong Water-Lily, Bunter sighted the right Water-Lily at last. 
No doubt he was eager to get within jumping distance. 
But the Highcliffe boat did not approach anywhere within jumping distance. Pon & Co. did not want any more tomatoes. 
They hung astern, and were going to hang astern till the Greyfriars fellows camped ; after which, having noted the camp, they were going to clear off—to call later. 
There was no chance for Billy Bunter to tranship his fat person! He watched the Greyfriars boat with eager longing—in vain 
He had, at all events, spotted that boat. He was on the track of those beasts who did not realise that he was a member of the river party. If Pon & Co. spotted their camp, Bunter was going to spot their camp. That was all right if he was not, in the meantime, discovered. That awful danger hung over his fat head like the sword of Damocles. 
He dared not call! 
Even if the Famous Five were keen and eager to get him on their Water-Lily—which Bunter doubted—one sound from Bunter would betray him to Pon & Co.—whose lunch-basket he had cleared out ! He would be  at the mercy of the Highcliffe fellows long before rescue could reach him— even If it reached him at all. 
Bunter could only watch the boat ahead with hopeless longing, like a podgy Peri at the rate of Paradise. 
“That Owl!” said Bob. “What thp thump has he parked himself there for?  ” 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
ii t Looking for this craft, perhaps,” he said. 
“Well, let him look if he wants to !“ chuckled Bob. “A cat may look at a king. What about letting him have a tomato ? Bunter’s fond of tomatoes !” 
“Ha, ha, ha ! 
“The fat chump’s making faces at us! ” said Nugent. 
“The facefulness is terrific.” 
Billy Bunter was not intentionally making faces. He was trying to make signs to the Greyfriars fellows, now they had observed him. By twisting his fat features into the most extraordinary expressions, Bunter was seeking to convey his desire that the boat ahead should stop for him. It was, or should have been, an expression of pathetic appeal. 
To the fellows looking back, however, the extraordinary contortions of that fat visage only appeared to be making faces. 
“Something biting him, perhaps !“ said Bob Cherry. “ A wasp under those rugs, perhaps —“ 
“Poor old Bunter!  ” 
“Better not look, or those Highcliffe cads will spot something,” said Nugent. “ If they spot him on their boat, they will give him jip !“ 
And the Greyfriars fellows kindly turned their backs to Bunter, in order not to risk giving the fat Owl away to the Highcliffe crew. Which was really not what Bunter wanted at all—and he cast deadly blinks at the backs that were turned on him. 
Johnny Bull ceased to haul on the towropp. The golden sunset was flooding the Thames. Johnny waved his hand from the bank to the crew of the boat. 
“Here’s a ripping place !“ he called out. “Just what we want!’ 
Harry Wharton stood up and scanned the shore. A nice little meadow, shaded by several magnificent old. oaks, looked very inviting.  Beyond it was a wood, and far in the distance a high roof could be seen over the tree-tops. Really, it was an ideal spot for camping. 
“Right-ho “ called back Harry. 
Johnny pulled the boat in to the bank. And the Famous Five, as they made fast and began to convey their impedimenta ashore, forgot all about the other Water-Lily that had hung on their track. 
- - 
Battling Bunter! 
“OH lor’ !” breathed Billy Bunter. 
The Highcliffe boat was pulling off. 
Pon & Co. had effected their purpose now. The Greyfriars party were camping. They had tied up their boat to a bunch of willows under the bank. Obviously they were stopping there for the night. That was all that Pon wanted to know. The spot would be easy enough to find again— when Pon wanted to find it. 
That would be when the Greyfriars camp was sleeping, and it was safe for a young rascal to cut the boat adrift and send it drifting down the river. 
So Pon & Co. pulled away satisfied. Bunter did not share their satisfaction. 
Bunter wanted to keep an eye on that camp. After what he had heard, on board the wrong Water-Lily, Bunter had, be thought, an open sesame to admit him to the Greyfriars camp. He knew Pon’s hostile inten tion—and he could convey a warning to the fellows who were in danger of losing their boat. There was such a thing as gratitude—at least, Bunter hoped that there was, though he did not recall having experienced that emotion himself. 
Bunter, during his weary voyage under the rugs, had thought it out. 
Those beasts made out that he did not belong to the river party. Even when he trailed them down and barged in, they were as likely as not to boot him out again. That was the kind of beasts they were. 
Bob, in Bunter a estimation, was soft—but Johnny Bull’s boot was like a lion in the path. Johnny was anything but soft. Even if Bob proved soft as usual, and the other fellows resigned themselves to their fate, Johnny was the man to settle the problem with a boot. 
But that was where Bunter’s trump card came in. 
Pon & Co. were going to pinch their boat. Suppose a fat Owl butted into the camp just when Pon was getting busy, and gave the alarm. 
Bunter, in that case, would appear in the role of guardian angel. Even that inexpressible beast, Bull, would hardly boot a guardian angel. 
This seemed to Bunter like backing a winner. 
But to back that winner he had to get ashore and keep an eye on the camp till the psychologica1 moment came. And the Highcliffe crew were pulling on—and he dared not reveal his presence. Yet that presence would indubitably be revealed when they pulled in at MoIesey. He was only postponing the fatal hour—and, in the meantime, losing track of the Greyfriars party. 
Seldom had a fat Owl been placed in so awkward a position. He had to get out of that boat—but to get out he had to reveal himself—and he could not venture to reveal himself. 
The problem was like the knot of Gordins of ancient times, which no one could untie. 
But, just am that ancient Gordian knot was cut by the sword of Alexander, so Bunter’s Gordian knot was suddenly cut. 
The fat junior moved a little to cast a blink round over the river in the faint hope of seeing some less perilous craft at hand, upon which he could scramble out of reach of Highcliffians clutches. 
Certainly no boating party was likely to welcome such a sudden and unexpected invasion ; but Bunter was willing to take chances—with Pon & Co. it was not a chance but a certainty, if they discovered him and bagged him. 
Hitherto, in keeping doggo under those rugs, Bunter had not noticed that a boathook lay under the rugs. 
But now when be moved he noticed it from the circumstance that the hook poked into his fat ribs. 
He noticed it quite sudden1y—so suddenly that he let out a yell before he realised that he had opened his mouth. 
“Ow!” yelled Bunter. 
He did not know what was puncturing him; but he knew that something was—something fearfully sharp!He yelled before he realised what he was doing. His yell rang from stem to stern of the Highcliffe Water Lily, and far over the River Thames. 
Three Highcliffians jumped, as if moved by the same spring. 
Ponsonby started up in the stern seat; Gadsby and Monson ceased to row, and stared round over their shoulders. 
That heap of rugs in the bows was in wild agitation!  Clearly there was something alive under those rugs. 
“What the dooce − “ gasped Ponsonby. 
“Somebody’s there !“ howled Monson. 
“Who the thump −”
“Oh crikey !” gasped Bunter. 
He was discovered now. 
He scrambled wildly up, throwing the rugs aside. The three Highcliffians stared at him like three fellows in a dream!  Not for a moment had they supposed that they had a passenger on the boat. Bunter came as a startling surprise to them. 
“That fat Greyfriars chump!  ” gasped Gadsby. “ Oh, my hat! Why, he’s been on the boat all the time!” 
“He had the grub!  ” roared Monson. 
“By, gad! ” Ponsonby jumped to his feet. “ So it was that fat freak, was it?  We’ll make an example of him! By gum! I’ll take his skin off!” 
“I say, you fellows, it—it wasn’t me !“ gasped Bunter. ‘ I—I never touched the grub ! I—I—I −”  
“Steady on, Pon !“ exclaimed Gadsby, as the dandy of Highcliffe came along the boat, his eyes glittering at Bunter. “ Don’t capsize us !” 
“Here, you keep off !” gasped Bunter. “1—I never had the grub, and—and I’ll pay for it, if you like! I—I’m expecting a postal order very shortly −”
The boat rocked as Pon came at him. 
It flashed into Pon’s mind at once that Bunter, on board the Water Lily, must have heard all that was said on the boat; and that his game of cutting the Greyfriars boat adrift was up. Bunter, he supposed, was a member of the river party who had got separated. Where and why he had got on the Highcliffe boat, Pon did not know; but there he was, and he knew Pon’s game— which was as good as putting paid to it. 
So Pon, if he wanted vengeance at all, had to concentrate it entirely on Billy Bunter ! That he was going to do! 
The expression on his face as he came along the boat was really terrifying! 
But just as there is no animal so dangerous as an exasperated sheep, so Billy Bunter, scared out of his fat wits, became a dangerous character from sheer funk. 
He dared not let Pon reach him ! 
Hardly knowing what be did, Bunter grabbed up one of the rugs and pitchcd it at Pon as he came. 
The rug folded itself round Pon’s head as it landed, and Pon went over backwards, sprawling over Gadsby and Monson. 
The boat rocked wildly with the shock, and Billy Bunter sat down with a bump that very neatry drove the bows under water. 
“Oooogh ?” roared Bunter. 
“Oh gad ! Look out !‘ yelled Monson. 
“ Pon, you clumsy ass!“ shrieked Gadsby. 
Ponsonby struggled in the enveloping rug. The boat rocked, and rocked, and shipped water. Pon got the rug off and sat up, spluttering, in three or four inches of water.  He struggled up, dripping. 
“I—I—I’ll— he gasped. 
If Pon had been ferocious before, he was doubly ferocious now ! Frantic with rage, he scrambled forward. 
Bunter struggled to his fat knees. His fat hand was on the boathook. He did not stop to think. There was no time for thinking—and thinking was not Bunter’s long suit, anyhow. He just grabbed the boathook and lunged. 
Pon was coming on quite quickly. But he went backwards much more quickly as the boathook jabbed his waistcoat. 
“Oh !“ he yelled 
He bounded back, and sat down suddenly in the stern seat. 
Bunter, still on his knees—he dared not assume the perpendicular in the wildly rocking boat—brandished the boathook. 
“Keep off !” he roared. 
“I—I—I—I’ll −” gurgled Ponsonby. 
“Keep off, you beast !“ gasped Bunter. 
“Collar him!” shrieked Ponsonby. “Tako that boathook away from him, you fools, before he does some damage with it ! Will you collar him ?” 
“We shall capsize in a minute!” howled Gadsby. 
“Collar him, I tell you!” 
Gadsby held on to the rocking gunwhale. But Monson scrambled forward at Bunter. 
Bunter was quite desperate now. He lunged recklessly with the boathook, and Monson bounded back just in time. Bunter jabbed again before he quite got out of reach, and punctured Monson’s knee. 
Monson yelled, and joined Pon on the stern seat. He sat there, clasping his knee, and panting. 
Gadsby was still within reach. Buntcr gave him a hefty poke in the back. Gaddy gave a fearful howl, let go the gunwale, and scrambled aft. Really, the frantic Owl might have done a lot of damage with that boathook. He had already done enough for Pon & Co. 
“Oh crikey !“ gasped Bunter. He blinked along the boat. 
They were keeping their distance now ! Bunter did not need to tell them to keep off ! They were keeping off quite carefully. 
It was in the desperation of sheer funk Billy Bunter had put up that scrap!  But it dawned upon his 
mind now that he was master of the situation! 
The Highcliffians were more frightened of the boathook than Bunter was of the Highcliffians!  A whirling, lunging, jabbing boathook was altogether too dangerous a weapon for Pon & Co. to tackle. 
Surprisingly and unexpectedly, the fat Owl found himself cock of the walk! 
He grinned breathlessly as he realised it. 
“Yah !“ roared Bunter. Come on ! Come on, you Highcliffe cads! Three to one ! Yah ! Come on !” 
“You fat scoundrel, put down that boathook !” yelled Ponsonby 
“Come and make me !“ invited Bunter. 
Ponsonby half rose. 
Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his spectacles, and he drew back his deadly weapon for a thrust. Really, a pluckier fellow than Ponsonby might have decided that it not good enough. It was not merely good enough for Pon—and he sat down again. 
“Yah ! Come on !“ hooted Bunter. “Funks !  Highcliffe rats I Tab! Who’s afraid of you, I’d like to know?  Yah ! Funks !” 
Bunter was not the man to be modest in the hour of victory. Bunter was the man to crow. He crowed! 
“Measly funks!” said Bunter. “For two pins I’d come along there and thrash the lot of you!  There’s no fight in you Highcliffe rats! Yah !” 
Pon almost foamed. But he remained where he was! Monson sat rubbing his knee. Gaddy was making frantic efforts to get at his back to rub it. Pon & Co. wanted no nore. 
Billy Bunter blinked round over the shining river. The Greyfriars camp was distant, and lost to sight. But Bunter was boss of the show now. Bnnter had only to give his orders. 
“ Now, then, you Higlicliffe cads !“ he said. “ I want to get out of this! Get the boat to the bank !” 
Three Highcliffians eyed him evilly, and did not move or speak. 
Billy Buntor’s fat face took on a bullying expression that was worthy of Pon at his best! 
“Do you hear me ?“ he rapped. “Do you want me to come along there to you? If I do, you’ll know it! Two of you take those oars and pull for the bank!  Don’t keep me waiting!”
“You cheeky fat slug !” 
Pon’s voice choked with rage. 
“That’s enough from you !” said Billy Bunter. Still on his fat knees, he jerked himself along the boat, with the boathook ready to jab. “You’ve got it coming ! I’ll jolly well show you!” 
“Stop tbat !“ panted Ponsonby. “ Stop, you fat fool!  You’ll do some damage with that boathook!” 
“I’m going to !“ retorted Bunter.
“We’ll – we’ll put you ashore, if you like!” gasped Monson. ‘Keep that boathook away, you mad rhino- ceros !“ 
“I’ll give you a chance!” said Bunter. “But I’m not waiting!  Get down to it, you Highcliffe cads— and don’t cheek your betters 1” 
Ponsonby and Uadsby moved along to take the oars. 
Pon was watching like a cat for a chance of springing, avoiding the boathook. But the fat Owl was too wary for him. Bunter retreated into the bows, with the boathook held out before him—and it was so plainly his intention to hand out reckless jabs, if he was approached, that Pon gave up the idea. 
The Highcliffe boat pulled to the bank. 
Pon held on to a stump ashore, bringing the boat close in; and not till the bows were nosing into the rushes, did Billy Bunter clamber out. Then he clambered rapidly, taking the boathook with him I 
Pon eyed him from the boat. 
“Give us our boathook, you fat freak !“ he muttered. 
Billy Bunter chuckled. 
“I’ll watch it !“ he answered cheerfully. “ I’ll give you the sharp end, you don’t sheer off, and take your ugly mug away, you Highcliffe cad !” 
Pon & Co., with deep feelings, sheered off. 
Billy Bunter watched them go, till the Highcliffe boat was lost to sight among the craft on the river. Then he pitched the boathook into the Thames and started down the tow-path in the direction of the Greyfriars camp. 

Bunter On The Spot! 

BILLY BUNTER grinned 
It was rather a sleepy grin.  Bunter was sleepy !  But, sleepy as he was, he was not asleep. 
Bunter was sitting in a boat—the Water-Lily ! It was the right Water-Lily this time! 
It had been easy enough for the fat Owl, after landing from the Highcliffe craft. He had only to go down the towpath, back to the spot where the Greyfriars party had landed and camped. Even Bunter could not miss a camp on one hand and a boat tied up to willows on the other. Having spotted that camp, Bunter watched it from a distance till the sunset deepened to dark—and the Famous Five were packed in the tent and dreaming. 
Then the fat Owl crept cautiously along the bank, and climbed into the boat under the willows. Luckily, all the foodstuffs had not been landed. The stern locker was packed with canned things, which were useless to Bunter; but there was a hamper, with a good many things in it—when Bunter blinked round for provender. Ten minutes later there was an empty hamper, and a good many things in Bunter 
After which, he sat down on the rolled sail to watch. 
And now— 
There was a stealthy footstep on the bank and a stirring of the willows. And Bunter grinned. 
The enemy was at hand ! Bunter could Imagine that enemy’s feelings when he suddenly let out a yell of alarm ! But he waited, to make sure. 
He had rather expected that Pon & Co. would come back by boat. It had not even occurred to his fat brain that Pon would realise that he had overheard the scheme, and would, in consequence, give up the idea altogether. Whoever was coming was coming by land, not by water. But Bunter had no doubt that it was the Highcliffe party. 
The willows stirred. There was a faint squelch as a foot stepped in shallow mud by the water’s edge. 
A shadow loomed over the boat!  Billy Bunter, sitting on the folded sail, had a blanket over him, to keep off the wind from the river. In the deep gloom he was quite invisible. 
All he could see of the enemy was that looming shadow !
 He grinned at that looming shadow. The boat rocked at her moorings as that shadow boarded her. There was a light washing of water in the rushes. 
Bunter was rather puzzled. There seemed to be only one of them. Gadsby and Monson, perhaps, had backed out, leaving Pon to carry on alone. But there was one, at all events—in the boat, and leaning over to cut her loose. But for Bunter there could be no doubt that that boat would have been a goner. Harry Wharton & Co. were only a few yards away—but they were fast asleep in the tent. The boat was at the mercy of the pincher—but for Bunter ! But Bunter was there—and his fat paw closed on an empty jam-jar—which had been a full jam-jar when he found it in the hamper. 
Up went Bunter’s fat paw! 
Whiz! 
Buff! 
At such short range, even Bunter could not fail to get his man!  There was a fearful yell as the jam-jar biffed into a waistcoat. 
“ Yoooo - hooo – hoop!  Suffering snakes ! Whooop !” 
Bunter fairly bounded. 
It was not a Highcliffe voice!  
“I say, you fellows!” Bunter yelled even more loudly than the man who had got the jam-jar. “ I say!  Help!  Wake up!  I say, the boat’s going! Help!” 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!  ” 
“What −”
“Who —“ 
“Help!  ” raved Bunter. He realised that this was not, after all, one of the Highcliffe crew. It was some boat-pincher—perhaps a dangerous ruffian ! Terror smote the fat Owl ! 
The man who had got the jam-jar had rolled over under the impact!  “Now he picked himself up, his hand to his waistcoat, spluttering, and glaring about him. 
“Help !” shrieked Bunter. 
There were sounds of rapid activity ashore ! Five fellows bounded out of a tent, and there was a glare of light as an electric torch was turned on. 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo !“ roared Bob Cherry. “ Is that Bunter?” 
“Boot him !‘ howled Johnny Bull. 
“Oh my hat!  Look !” shouted Harry Wharton. 
The man in the boat panted with rage. He had turned on Bunter. But he had no time to deal with Bunter. He turned back, glaring at the figures coming down the bank. The boat was tied safely fore and aft—he 
needed time to cut the moorings, and he had no time ! He had hardly a moment !  
And as he stood glaring the light streamed on his face, and all the Famous Five knew that face at once. “Spooner!  ” roared Bob Cherry. 
“Shifty Spooner !“ yelled Johnny Bull. 
“After our boat !“ 
“I say, you fellows−” yelled Bunter. that it former owner would have had 
Shifty Spooner made one rapid bound ! He had time for it—and no more ! That bound carried him ashore—and Bob Cherry’s swift grasp just missed him as away into the darkness.  Johnny Bull succeeded in landing one clout, which made Mr. Spooner yell, as he bounded away—then he wa8 gone! 
Night swallowed Mr. Spooner! 
“By gum!  ” gasped Bob. “ That rascal — that blighter who had Mauly’s tenner ! After our boat!  ” 
“ My only hat !“ Harry Wharton stared after the vanished man. “ He must have been watching for us here, 
 and −”
“ He seems to want this boat bad!  ” said Frank Nugent. “It was Spooner all right!” 
“ Fancy that sweep cropping up again here !“ exclaimed Bob. “ One of us had better sleep in the boat, 
after this ! Who’d have thought that— “ 
“ I say, you fellows !” 
The Famous Five stared at the fat Owl in the boat ! His presence was almost as surprising as shifty Spooner’s. 
“ You fat villain !“ roared Johnny Bull. “ What are you doing in that boat ?” 
“Oh, really, Bull ! I’m taking care of it for you !” answered Billy Bunter. “I’d like to know what would have happened to it if I hadn’t been on the watch !” 
The Famous Five gazed at him ! It was true enough—Bunter had saved the Water-Lily!  There was no doubt that it’s former owner would have had it—but for Bunter! 
“ I thought it was those Highcliffe cads” explained Bunter. “I heard Pon say he’d come and pinch the boat while you fellows were asleep, so I—I came to watch over it for you. ! I’m not the chap to let my pals down— even when they don’t treat a chap decently, like you chaps. Where would this boat be if I hadtn’t been in it?” 
“Echo answers ‘Where’ said Bob. 
“Esteemed echo answers that the wherefulness is terrific !“ agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
“Well, the fat sweep’s saved the boat ! That rascal Spooner would have had it ! I suppose we’d better let him stick in it. Stick, you fat oyster !” 
“Well, if you fellows want me to join up, I don’t mind overlooking your rather rotten conduct !“ said Bunter. 
“We don’t!” 
“ Beast !  I mean, all right, old chap, I can take a joke. He, he he! I’ll stick to you and see you through!  ” said Billy Buntpr. “ I’ve turned down Mauly, and I’m done with that cad Smithy, and I’ll tell you what, you fellows—I’ll wash out all my other invitations for the holidays and stick to you fellows right to the finish !” 
 And Billy Bunter—not always a man of his word—kept that promise to the very letter. 
THE END. 



















