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FBR LICKHAM!

Here"s Another St. Sam’s ** Shocker ™

Starring the WorlL's Greatest Laugh-

M-Mmﬂ“fmk Jol

and | r . Amaxzi eqdmasler,

Dm:ﬂlt Birchemall
By DICKY NUGENT

I.F-Im l".

‘Mr. I. olliwall Lickham spoke
emphatically; but there was 8 nervous

2 ttick 1:::::-11 in his face, all the
m a3 Le glﬂnm& uﬂefmm hia desk
(14 ]um::u: standin him.
Jack ultﬁ faced htm foarlcesly. The
kaptin, of the 3t. Sam’s Fourth was by
no mesns soft, and he bresthed hard
2% he heard, his Furmamaatn: & decision.
“AIl' T want, sir, justiss I he
cried. bolitly. ™ You m.y it's imnpossibul
te canecal 1y detention this afternoon,

and’ yet Ivo_done nothing to deserve
detention. Fama fare, sirl I am
only asking you to do.what is right."

“And. Fm: afraid, Jolly, that youw are |

going- to- get left,” said. Mr. Lickham,
with a aigh. " The—tha fact is the
ﬂa.d:l ave special orders.that you were
ctained this afternoon.”
_ ‘What for, sir?” demanded Jolly,
m.n.mu-gmanh
Mr. Lickham coffed.
“Ahem!l H e
natissed there was
ng on tha
Faurth. Form. de-
tention  lisk. in
Haidl: thia morning,
Jnilg,, and. he
cama; to: the. conclu:
sion. E must be get-
ting: slbgk i my
oltk y © ¥Your
THoETIe o
mmnﬁﬁ 39
it fx 50
ondered: ma: th, put..
youu dbn: for
efternocn, mdﬂ{n,ra
“HBetween you
andi ma and the

E : Btliﬂ:lv;m-I ﬂlﬁr !.'ﬂi-:‘-'['.:

wish to detain you
for the afternocon,”

kopfessed’ Mr. Lickham. “Byt T
simply dare: not risk incurring Mr.
Birchemall's displezzure. What you
nsk, therefore, s absolutely impos-
sibul !

The Esptin of the Fourth frowned
feeraaly.

".Eli . o&R cn%z in that its; =
boestly shame ! You. gﬂm way to tlm

Head" too much. What yoz ought. te

ﬁﬂ is: to’ stand' up to Him.. It's only
- him worse to take: a tiihg like

H:ur lirt dowm™

The: Fourth. Form-thaster's face

turnedt white with: fean. He t':ﬁmbiad

lliﬂ s men sick of the Paul C

“Statstand: up- to tho Hoad, Jolly 1 | dew o high-lieeled shoes !
be stammered; “ Bui that’s: vut of the'| The. renson. why Jolly Happened to:
w '!'m;: know: what a. tifant | Kave these. props by him was that the
all iy - IE I started to | Fourth: were going te db. s midnite:
with. he'd: simply | dormitory, play shortly in.whick: lis: waa.
llhlﬂm I"' ﬂ'nmg to impersonate Mr, Lickham,

- 8iF, muidn’t youl" gried Jolly. “If 1
-"I'I"'l!lm in your place,
.old fogoy one on the boke !™

 list, and that means all the prefocts

“Well, you could look after yoursalf,

b

soon give the

“¥ee: but you're not in my Eﬂa

s0 what's the of 1;ﬂll|:v:$l
am, wlth & TIE ﬂf

torted Mr. Lic

hin shoulders, “ The best advics L can
give you, Jolly, is to grin and bear it.
Hext time it [;:;mna Dr. Birchemall
will prebably pick on semeone else. In
the meantime, I'm airaid there is no
option, hut to remain indoors all the

rnoon,’

It was pretty clear that Jolly was not |

io to get any change out of Mr.
ckhiam, .so, with o final snort, he
qmt.te.d the Form-master’s study.

No luck, C'Ir.'nu chaps I” he snnounced
to Merry and Bright and Fearless, who
were walting -::-r him outsida;
thoir faces fell,
dmn any damage
“Then we shan't be able to go
the mtums " oggsclaimed TFearless,

" Sname 1M

Jolly's brow rinklad:

“Wo. mite manage it, you ch
I conid’ get out of gates without being
reckernised.”

“Can't be done, I'm afraid, old
r:hnép said Fearlm with & rewful

“Your name's on the detention

to-

iy, if

will be looking out for you. Youl!ll:
soon. bo marched back by the ear if
you show your face
in the qumi o

e Frm:-. nodded
Jolly. “But sup-

oea I show some-
yody olse’s face in-
staad of my ownt 1
mite get. through
thegy, miten't I

Foarlesa grinned.

“My hat! That's

good wheeze!
Wa va gat all the
theatrical pr o p s
for our dorm show |
upstairs, and you
can rig yoursclf up
as Lickham hum
self, like vou do in
tha ila}r “
¢grums!”

5 ed Merry and

right.

But Jolly only beamed.

“That's ei?sactly what I'm: thinking
of d;‘:%ng, chap,"” he said. *"This
way I

Five minutes later tho cne .o two
atn:g prefects who happened’ to be oul

& quad saw three Fourth: Formers
arching: down to the gates with a
sman who, to all outward appear:

anoss, was Mr. Lickltam..

Eab appesrances-ware deceptive, Mr:
Lickham's distinctive- nose, had they
known ik, mmmt&d mostly of putty,
‘painted. rod. Hie untidy imr wWagr &
Wi, His- sdvantage m over

arlens and Merry and Bnght was

and |
forchunitly wnthﬂut :

The heroes of the Fourth felt awfully.
glad they had gone to a lat of trubhla
G'F-El‘ th:a rt:ug;]ct.mn now, for Jolly
iving image of the master

ﬂf the Fnurl:.ht

Burleigh and Tallboy passed the
little crowd near the gates, and Mar
and Bright and Fearless grinned a
over tl'.-mr I'u.':ﬂa, when the two seniors
.raised their said : " Good-
aftornoon; u:‘!' But. Jolly looked as
sollem as an owl: a8 he replied: "Good-
aftarnoo ﬁ:hﬂ " in & like imita-
‘tion of Lickhom's voice.

“Good biz!” chortled Fearless, “1f
you can. pull the wool over BurIai._gh’l
ayes; thare ﬂhuu[dn’i; ba the slitest

Pgﬁmkhnm, what do you think you're
d-u-m of 2"
-orums !"* gasped Foarless; in dis.

‘may.
Birchemall Kimself. The:

It was Dr.
:Head of 8t. %am’s planted: himself
bogus: Form-.

‘right in the path of t
‘IMAERr:

“ What is the meaning of this !lerni_
Lickham?” ho eried sternly. “Did
‘not order you ta remain mthm gates
all the afterncon to seo that Joll d:u:l
not break away fromn d&tentmn?
didd, yet here you are ga]lwuntmg
about” as though you knew nothing
gbout it. What liave wyou to say in
your defence ?"

“ Ratts I replied Jack Jolly, in such
a. marvellous imitation of Mr, Lick-
ham's voice that cven his paia had to
pinch themselves to meke sure they
were not dreeming.

Pr; Birchemall gave a violent, spas-
moddick start.

* Wow-what did yon =ay ?" ha gasped.

“Ratts, and many of ‘em 1" said the
bogus. . Form-master cheerfully. “1I
shall.do just as I like about it. Think
I care tuppence about an old fogey like
vou?! Naot likely !

“Bless my solel” ¢ ggsclaimed the
amazed Hoad, blinkin m blank aston-
_ishment at this remarkable new Lick-
ham. “What the merry dickens
next $

“Jolly mnever ought to. ‘have been
detained. And, on thmkmg it over, I
‘have decided that I'm not jolly well
going to detain Jolly,” went on the dis-
fum.d kaptin of the Fourth, who waﬂ

ml:.r ravelling in this une
chance to tell E’r E!rchamallgn &t l‘m

thought of him. " 3o you ean put that
in-your pipe snd smoke it, you beastly,
boolying- oadd:!"

“You--you—why, I'll: slawter vou !
hnm‘:ad Dr. Bimhumai i “I'll pulverise
Yok e

The Head: wastad: no further time in
words, but wont to deedss Bounding
forward, ho made & swips. at the sup-

am with hia birchrod:

Tha' real’ Lm!d::tm, of oourse, would:
have wimp wined. for maro
Not so the Ltnlcham that: Dr. Birch-
um&il was 8w .dpm _at nnw. Thia Lick-

ham. was m ch sterner Etuﬂ'
Ay t]m Hﬂadusmpard a hopped out of
the The result was that the
o} travelled. on, and finished up,
withh. g resounding thwack, against the
Head's-own. loga,

(Continued on page 2T.)



HARRY WHARTON & CO., OF GREYFRIARS, HAVE HAD SOME EXCITING TIMES
HOLIDAY-MAKING ON OLD FATHER THAMES, BUT THIS WEEK'S THRILLING
ADVENTURES BEAT 'EM ALL]

JUST LIKE BUNTER!
fast

“ PP HE aniil
Clerry.

“The lazt:”
Harry Wharton.

“Look again, ass!” said Jolhnns
Bull. *There’s two more.”

“There were three this morning 1
said Frank Nugent.

Hurree Jamset Bam Singh did not
speak—he prinned a dusky grin. Per-
haps he guessed what had become of
the two jars of jum that seemed to
be invisible in the locker of the Grey-
friars ‘t‘?ntcra]:..i]j.

Neither did Billy Bunter speak.

Billy Bunter sat gazing at the sun-
get on the River Thames as if for
once deeply interested in sunsets.

The Greyfriars boat was tied up to
the bank, a few miles above Oxford.
Harry Wharton & Co, were on the last
lap of their heliday on the Thames,
Only another week remained of the
holidays; after whicli came the new
term at Greyfriars School. They had
done the Thames from Xingston to
Oxford—and now they were exploring
what some poet has called
“stripling Thames” above
Liistoric city.

At the present moment they had
tied up for tea in the boat. Supplies
were rumning a little short, and
another shopping excursion was due.
Bob was sorting out all the odds and
ends that remained in the locker. But
he sorted out only one pot of jam.

And it was only a small pot—a

und jar—met a lot among eix
ellows—especially when one of those
fellows was named W. G. Banter.

rm

jar . Bob

repeated

that

=) J
- -FRANK,
RICHARD

! s
" '
-

@?’fﬂ"r;

=
L
=

the man in gaiters.

“* Camping on my land right under my notice-board ! ** roared

““Can’t you read ? ™

the

Boly went through the locker again,

“That's the last !” he said.

"IKnow anything about the others,
Bunter?” asked Johnny Bull sar-
castically. .

“I say. you fellows, Oxford’s a fine
sight from here ! said Billy Bunier,
still intercsted in the scenery. " Ye
distant spires—ye antique towers, you
kEnow "

“Fine ! said Bob. * Especially as
we can't see it from here.”

“Oh! Can't you?” cjaculated
Bunter. Apparently the fat Owl's

spectacles had deceived him. *“Ain’t
that an Oxford college—look !”

“No, you owl—that's a beech-trce!
Where are those jars of jam?"

“QOh, really, Cherry——"

“You fat wvillain!" said Harry
Wharton. “Have you been raiding
the locker, when we're mearly out of
grnh?”

“Oh, really, Wharton! Blessed if
I ever knew such fellowa for thinking
about grub!” aaid Buuter peevishly.
“ ¥on muet jaw about grub when I'm

A Super Story of Schoolboy

Holiday Adventure, featuring

HARRY WHARTON & CO,,
of GREYFRIARS.

B b e b

looking at Oxford—I mean, at the
sunset ! This beautiful scenery——"

“Never mind the scenery now—
where’'s the jam#”

“If you fellows think I've had the
jam, it only shows what a suspicious
ot you are ! retorted Banter. *As if
I'd bag the jam ! Besides, I left one
jar for tea”

“Oh, my hat !

“If there's anything missing, I dare
gay it was that man Spcomer!” said
Bunter. “You know he’s bean follow-
ing us ever sincé we started up the
Thames. I caught him at that locker
once. He may have sneaked it.”

“You footling fat frump ! roared

Johnny* Bull. “ You've scoffed the
jam [
; “I haven't!” roared back Bunter,
“I never knew there was any jam in
the locker, and I never got it out”
when you fellows went ashore this
afternoon, and I never ate it with a
tablespoon, and the tablespoon aim’t
in that hamper now. I know nothing
whatever about it! How could I

“0Oh crikey !”

“It's pretty thick, I think, the way
you fellowa put it down fo me -if
there’s any grub missing " exclaimed
Bunter warmlly+ “1 dare say Hob
Cherry had it! I noticed him nosing
about that locker in a very syrupsti-
tious way."”

“I " roared Bob.

Tae Macxer Liprart.—No. 1,650,
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“I"s we good yelling at me, if
there's & jar or two of jam gome !

hooted Bunter. * Besides, the¢re's a
pound jar left. That's emough for
me.”
I o i1 | id
L] lu “t Hy H
Bunter, 1 Dike plenty—bat I can

go short, if the grub’s short. I camdo
with that. Unless,” added Bunter,
with withering sarcasm, “unless you
fellows are goimg to grab it, when
we've only got one small jar, and you
know 1 like jam! I shoulde’t be
surprised ! Greedy pigs all round !

The Famous Five of Qreyfriars
looked at William George Bunter,
They looked at him qguite ex-

ressively.

BEilly Bunter's fat lip curled with
ECOTH.

He ‘would not have been surprised,
as he declared, if some of those
greedy fellows claimed some of the
jam, though there was so liftle of it,
and though they knew that Bunter
liked jam! He was used to selfish-
ness !

“What about chuckinry him over-
board 7" asked Johnay Bull,

“HEE-E't' !.l'l

Bob Cherry opened that small jar

of jam.

Igill'_lr Bunter's eyes, and spectacles,
fixed on it.

Having opened it, Bob placed it on
the locker ready to wind up tea with!
Bread and butter—the former thick
and the Ilatter thin—formed the
staple diet; with a few sardines and
a few odd slices of ham, and a slice or
twe of cold beef. There was not
much bam or beef--but there was
plenty of mustard, so far as that
went., Every little helped.

Billy Buunter’s spectacles lingered
on that jam.

A pound of jam wasn't much—but
it was something. But whacked out
amrong six fellows it was hardly more
than a smear each !

Five of the fellowe did not matter;
but a mere smear of jam for Bunter
was pretty serious.

“1 say, you fellows!” execlaimed
Bunter suddenly. He started up,
turning his apectacles on the bushes
that lined the back of the towpath.
iy Iﬂﬂk—"

I-IWhat L]

The Famoua Five looked to the
shore. It was a rather sclitary spot.
No one was in sight,

“That man Spooner ! said Bunter.

“ Spooner ! exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton,

He jumped up and picked up the
Boathook.

The Greyfriars crew had scen
nothing of Shifty Spooner since they
had left the reaches bhelow Oxford.
But if the shifty man was at hand
Ihrzi were more than ready to deal
with him promptly and efficiently.

“I npever saw anybody ! grunted
Johnny Bull, with a suspicious glare
at the Owl of the Remove,

“Lurking 1" said Bunter. “Lurk-
ing iz those bushes! He’s after the
boat again, like he was before! I
sy, you fellows, let's jolly well

Tue MacrEr LIBRARY.—No. 1,650,
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collar him ! I'Ml mind the boat while
you fellows get after him I
“"Oh  erumbs!” gasped Frank

Hﬂ'ﬁ? ba, ha ¥

* Bleaged if I gee anything to cackle
at1” exclaimed Bumter. “Don’t you
gant t«;F mil[la.r ?hu.t shifty brute

pooner e's lourking about to
pinch this boat when we cam
a3 he did before, I ain’t pulling your
leg, you kwnow,” added Bunter with

eat astateness. “I ain’t just try-
ng to get you off the beat! Why
should I¢»

“Ha, ha, ha !” ghricked the Famous
Five.

Billy Bunter was no end of a deep
schemer ! But his schemes had the
dizsadvantages of beiug as transparent
a3 the water on which the Greyfriars
beat floated.

He did not tell the Famous Five
that he wantéd them to turn theix
back while be scoffed the last solita
jar of jam! But they did uot neg

telling! They gu that one |
"0k, fan me!” pasped Bob Cherry.
“Sure you saw him, Bunter "

“"Oh! Yes! Sneaking syrupsti-
tiously in those bushes !” said Bunter.
*1 say., you fellows, don't lose this
chance of collaring him. Don’t let
him get away! T’ll mind the boat
while you're gone.”

“Will you mind the jam, too?®”
asked Harry Wharton.

“Eh? Oh! Yes! Rather!™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Well, come on, you men ! said
Bob, rising. “I'll just put the

mustard away—then let's get after
that man Spooner.”

“You silly ass!” roared Johnny
Bull. “That fat foozling fibber
never saw Spooner at all—"

“You're not doubting Buunter's
word, Johnny#™

“What ?” gasped Johnuny.

“Bunter says he saw Spooner! He
says he’ll mind the boat while we go
after Spooner! Well, let's ¥

Johwony Bull opened hie dips—and
shut them again as he saw how Beb
was occupied as he leaned over the
locker.

With his back to Bunter, shutting
off Bunter’'s view, Bob was putting
the mustard away. He was putiing it
away by ladling it into the jam-jar
after spooning out a quantity of jam,

That big spoonful of jam he re-
placed in the jar—on the mustard !

“Oh!” gasped Johnny.

*Ha, ha, ha!” shricked the juniors.

All of them—excepting Bunter—
could see what Bob was doing!
Bunter only had a view of Bob'g
back as he bent over the locker.

“Now let's pet after Spooner!”
exclaimed Bob.

“Yea—let's [ casped Nugent.

“You'll mind the boat, Bunter ™

“0Oh, ves! Rather! Rely on me,
old chap!”

“And the jam?"

“Oh, yea! Of course!
to me !”

“0.K.. then! Come on, you men,
and let’'s get after that sweep
Spooner !” exclaimed Bob.

And the Famous Five jumped
ashore and plunged into the bushes

Leave 1t

at the back of the towpath—to loek
for am imaginary Spiorer and leave
Billy Bunter alone with the jam !

W i,

A FAETY JAR FOR BUNTER |

BILLY BUNTER grinned.

This was Tuck.

Whether Shifty Spooner, the
rascal who had trailed {heP&gﬁ_viriars
crew up the Thames, was uwear at
bhand, or milese away, Billy Bunter
did not know! Neither did he care.

The whole erew of the Water-Lily
bad trooped ashore. They had disap-
peared into the bushes!

Bunter was left alome with the
jam ! That was what Bunter wanted.

He rose from the thwart where bLe
wag seated, and moved aleng to the
locker at the stern of the Water-Lily.,
From a ];mm er, he extracted a iable-
spoon—already sticky! Bunter liked
a iableapoon with ;?E.!

_His little round eyes danced behind
his big round spectacles ! While those
silly asses were rooting through those
thickets for a man who was uot there,
Bunter was going to pet busy with
that tablespoon. is capacious
mouth watered at the prospect.

With the tablespoon in his right
grubby paw, he reached out to the
Jam-jar with his left grubby paw.

“Halle, hallo, halle!” came s
sudden ?E!” from -the bank.
“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

Just in time, he jerked back that
grubby aw, leaving the jar
untouched. He blinked round through
his spectacles at a ruddy face luoking
out of the bushes ashore,

“Where did you see him exactly,
Bunter !” called out Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter breathed hard.

_ It was inteneely irritatine to be
interrupted like this! He could not
scoff that jam under watching eyes!

“Oh!  Just there!” he snapped.
“I—I dare say he's gone farther off
—you go farther off, old chap, and
vou'll get him all right "

“Right-ho !* said Bob,
disappeared.

Bunter reached out a fat paw
again. Bub before it could grab the
jam-jar, Frank Nugent looked out of
the bushes and called :

“Bunter 1"

“ Beast !
chap !”

"Which way do you think Spooner
went ?” asked Nugent.

“Oh! Btraight oe, I—I think!”
said Bunter. “You go right throurh
those bushes and you'll see him all
right I*'”

rank Nugent disappeared.

Bunter grabbed at the jam-jar. He
was about to delve into it with the
tablespoon when a dusky face looked
out of the bushes.

“My esteemed Bunter——" ealled
ont Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Billy Bunter glared round in the
boat with a glare * that almost
cracked his spectacles. This was the
third irritating interruption.

It did not ocewr to Billy Bunter
that the Famous Five, aware of his
deep laid scheme, were taking it in
turns to pull his fat lep!

“Look here, Inky, you get after

and he

I—I--I mean, yes, old



that man S omer 1* sclbueaknd Bununter
angri}jr. “He will get away at this
rate!”

“What are you deing with that
jam-jar, my esteemed Bunter?”

“It—it fell down! I’'ve just picked
it up! I say, you're losinz time,
Inky!”

Inky disappeared into the bushes
again.

Billy Bunter delved deep into the
jam .with the tablespoon.

“ Bunter [*

“Beast!” roarcd Bunter, at the
sound of Harry Wharton'’s voice and
the sight of the face of the captain of
the Eemove looking out of the bushes.

Thizs was pgetting altogether too
vxa%mmtin to Bunter,

“Eh? hat's the matter? asked
Harry.

“ Ok, nothing ! But you're letting
that man Spooner get away all this
time——" stammercd Bunter,

“What have you stuck that spoon
in the jam for?”

“Oh! Just fo get it ready for vou
fellows! I say. Harry, old chap, do
buek up and get after that villain
Spooner! I—I think I ean Lear Bob

calling for help!"

"Then I'd better cut off I” said the
captain of the Remove, and his face
vanished from sight once move.

Bunter gasped with relief. He
gave his attention fo the jam! A
moment later came a rear fvom the
shore :

“Bunter 1™

The fat Owl jumped, amd nearly
dropped the jam. ¢ glared round
at Johany Bull, locking out of the
bushes by the towpath., If glarcs
could have slain, Jolinny would
really have been in dire daneer at
that moment |

“You sroffing that jam ?” ealled ont
Johnny.

“No, you beast!” howled Bunter,
“1 haven't tasted it yet—I1 mean, 1
ain't going to faste it! Took
here——"

“QOh, all right!”

Johnny disappeared.

Billy Bunter, bhinked, with a
ferocious blink, at those bushes. At
this rate he seemed never likely to

have a free moment to get going on
the jam. But to his relief ne more
faces looked out and mo more voices
called. He hoped that the Famons
Five were at a safe distance, hunting
for that shifty man Spooner!

As a matter of fact they were not
far away.

They were guite close to the tow-
path, locking st Bunter from the
cover of a high hawthorn, with
grinning faces. .

“Now watch!” murmured Bob
Cherry. “Think that after so manv
interruptions Bunter will bolt that
jam quickly 2"

“ Probably ™
Wharton.

- “The quickfulneas will be terrific !
murmurcd Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh,

e Famous Five suppressed their
chuckles as they watched Bunter.

The fat Owl gave a last suspicions
blink ashore, and then drew out a
tablespoon of jam thickly ptled, and

chuckled Harrs

EVERY SATURDAY

transformed the same to his large
mouth. .

In momenfary dread of another
interruption, Bunter was a quick
worker !

Nearly half that pot of jam wps
ladled iute the largest mouth ‘ot
Greyfriars School at one fell swoop !

That eapacious mouth closed on it,
the fat face wearing a grin of happy
satisfaction and anticipated delight.

For a split second PBunter was
happy as he tasted jam! After
that brief space of time, his happiness
departed as he tasted mustard.

There was a sudden, fearful yell
from the Owl of the Remove.

“Yurrriroooop !”

Crash went the jam-jar on the foor-
boards of the ater-Lily ! Crash
went the tnblespoon after it!

Eilly Bunter clasped both fat bands
to his wide mouth and spluttered.

“Gurrrrgel! Urrrgh! Oh crikey!
OL lor" 1™

The Water-Lily rocked as the fat
Owl staggered, spluttering with
anguish. Bunter sat down suddenly,

“Oh!” he roared. “Wow! I'm
burnt! Yow-ow! My fongue's
burnt off I Wow 1*

“Ha, ha, ha!™ came a shriek across
the towpath.

“Urrgh! Wurrgh! Oh crumbs!
Oh lor'! Wooocooooh 1" '

Billy Bunter sat in the rockin
haat, clasped his mouth, spluttereﬁ

and  spattered, and roared and
howled.

“Ha, ha, o™

Five fellows came across the tow-
path.

Bitly Bunter did not even blink at
them ! He was too busily oceupied
with mustard.

“We  haven't  found  Spooner,
Bunter ! said Harry Wharton.

“Gurrrvgoh 17

“Anvthing the matter?” asked Bob.

“Yurrrggh!™

“What bave you been doing with
that jam#”

“Wurrrgeh I

“Had a 1mst§ jar " asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Co,

“Grerroogogh '

Bunter had had a nasty jar, there
was no mistake about that! It was
the first time in history that William
George Bunter had not liked jam'!
This time he did not like it! Fle
hated it,

“Ocogh! I say, you fellows—
grovogh! 1 say, there was some-
thing wrong with that jig-jig-jam ™
rasped Bunter. “Youn ought to take
1t back to the shop! There was mum.
mum-mum-mustard or somecthing in
it‘_._..!.l

S Not really?” pasped Bob.

“Ow! Yes! Wow! I'm all burnt
«—wow ! Gimme gome water to wash
out my mouth!” howled Bunter.

“Lots in the river!" said Johnny
Bull. “Take hold of his legs and dip
his head in——"

“ Beast !

Bunter grabbed a tin mupg and
swampoed the ceoling water of the

Thames into his mouth,
Bob Cherry picked up the jam-jar.
“Bunter hash't had & mouthful of
thiz!” lhie remarked. “ There's only
half a pound gone!™

“Ha, ha, ha !

“You can have the rest, BanterI*

“Ow! I-I den’t want it! ¥ou
fellows can have it!” gaaped Bunter,
“I—I don’t care much for jam! Ow!
Wow! I eay, you fellows, people
ought to be jolly well prosecuted E:-r
mizing up mustard with jam in
shops,”

;]El[la, %ﬂ., ha 1™

illy Bunter gave a sudden jump.
It dawned on higm. It only teu;uirgd
sufficient time for anything that was
absolutely obvious to dawn on Billy
Bunter's powerful intellect.

“Why, you beast, you did it!” he
roared, “You said you were going
to put the mustard away! You put
it ir{?i'ihe jam !

“What a brain!" ongp Bob.
“He's puessed ! B, RRak

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast!” roared Bunter. “Rotter!
I suppose you thouzht I was after
the jam! 1It’s like you, I must say!
Grooogh! 1 wasn't going to—
Groogh! Ogogh! Wurrgh! Beast!

“Hazr ha, ha!”

“If Bunter'’s done his song and
dance, we may as well push on ! re-
marked Bob.

And the Greyfriars crew pushed on
up the “stripling Thames ” to an
WF%?PM}:IFWH:JNHJ ]liunter of :

‘Urrgh ! urrgeh! Y !
Gurrast 1 urrggh

e

“STOP THIEF! "
ALLO, halle, Lallo!” ejacu-

13

H y lated Bob Cherry.

5 Five fellows stood on a
bridge, looking down the river. It
was cnlled the New Bridge because,
no doubt, onece upon a time it had
heen new; but it was a very old
bridge by the time Harry Wharton
& Co. arrived on it,

The Hve had been shopping ashore
—and now they had stopped for a
look at the river from the bridge.
The river and the bridge were both
worth ]ﬂ-fﬂ{iﬂi at; and Frank
Nugent. who had historical tastes,
was telliag his comrades about an
aucient eserap between Cavaliers and
Roundheads on that very apot, when
Bob Cherry suddenly ejaculated and
pointed downstream,

The Water-Lily had been left tied
up at a considerable distance. It was
just about in sight from the bridge.

Billy Bunter had been left on board
—to mind the boat, acecordin
Bunter; because he was too joll
ta stir his stumps according
rest of the crew.

Far distant, a pair of big spectacles
flashed in the sun.

But something else had caught Bob
Cherry's keen eyes. He gpotted a
figunre on the towpath that seemed
familiar,

It was a rather clegant figure, in
white flannels and o straw hat. And,
distant as it was, the Famoua Five
all knew it,

El to
azy
the

“Ponsonby !  exclaimed Harry
Wharton, '
“That Higheliffe cad!” grunted

Johnny Bull,
“Haunting us all the way up the
Thames ! said Frank Nugent., “I
Tre Macrer Lipraat,—No. 1,650.
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wonder if he's got an eye open for
our boat mow?”

“E"f, will spot it!” snid Bob. “ And
] -

.The juniors watched the distant
Rgure on the towpath rather un-
epaily.

Time and again they had had

trouble with their old enemy of High-

cliffe School, om their way up the
ri;‘?er.ed{t ha.dhbm_:-:; a -mﬂeﬁr 1_1:11:
expectedly e=citing trnip, w wi
Pon & Co. in the offing aud Shifty
Spooner trailing the Water-Lily and
looking for a chance td pinch it.

Meneon and Gadeby scemed to have
deserted their leader. Pon was alone
now, sauntering elegantly up the tow-
path, with an eye on the river,

That Pon was still on the warpath
—ar that, at all events, he would get
gn the warpath immediately “he
apotted the Greyfriars boat—the

amous Five did not doubt.

And they were too far off to inter-
vene, if he did. .

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

“That cad will spot the boat!” he
said, “He can’t help spotting 1t
when he passes it! Bunter can’t do
anything, the fat ass. That cad
joined up with Spooner last week to
lose our 1;:noaem for us! We can guess
what he will do now.”

“Look | muttered Bob.

The Higheliffe fellow lhad come to
a sudden halt, his eyes fixed on the
tied-up Water-Lily.

Evidently, he had spotted the boat,
and Bunter in it! Distant as he was,
the Famous Five could disccrn the
grin of malicious satisfaction that
came over 'on’s face.

They saw him stare at the boat and
then glance up and down the tow-
path. Obviously, he was lookin
round to see whether any others o
the erew were at hand. Pon was mo
fighting-man, if he could help ¥; but
Bill %untaer was nothing to him.
Haﬂ! any others of the crew been in
the uﬂng, Por would have walked on
as peaceful as a dove,

]rnt he very quickly asccrtained
that Bunter was on his own in the
boat.

He atepsed to the edge of the bank
and looked into the Water-I.LiI%.

The Greyiriars fellowa saw Bunter
eive a sudden jump at the sight of
him,

The fat Owl of
scrambled to his feet.

He blinked at the Highclifie fellow
in alarm.

Pon jumped into the boat.

The next moment Billy Bunter was
wriggling in hia ﬁrasp'. And in one
moment more Billy Bunter was
tipped over the wale, into a foot
of water under the towpath.

Bunter sat in mud, and roared—
though the juniors on the bridge were
too far away to hear his roar.

ﬁonaunhy grabbed at the painter, to
cast off.

Thiz waa Pon's chance! The Grey-
friare crew, when they rcturncd, were
going to find their boat missing!

- Harry Wharton clenched lis ﬁnnﬂs.

Billy Bunter was scrambling out of
the mud, velling. Ponsonby was push-
ing the boat ﬂf?. It was like Pon to
tip the fat Owl into the water.
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had a heavy hand with a fellow who
could not put up » serap.

“Come on!" said Harry, between
hiz teeth.

The five ran down from the hridge,

Ponsonby had pushed  out, and
picked up a Sﬁfei‘:mﬂf oars! He was
rowing down . But the Water-
Lily was a big and heavy boat for
onie fellow to pull, tho Pon had
the help of the current. Had not the
Famous Five spotted him from the
bridge, no doubt he would have got
safely away, and got the Water-Lily

ast the next lock below. But they

ad - spotted him, and they were
racing in pursuit as fast as they had
ever Tun on the cinder-path,

They ran, and ran!

Bob Cherry and Harry Wharton
were in the lead, with Hurrce Jamset
Ram Sipgh and Frank Nugent
Lbehind, and Johony Bull bringing up
the rear.

Johuny Bull's face was as grim as
a bulldog. Ever since the day when
Pon & Co. had left him tied up like a
turkey in the wood below Walling-
ford Johuny had had a grim cye open
for Pon. 'The licking of his Iife was
coming to Pon, if fﬂhﬂﬂj’ got near
cnough,

There was distaunce to be covered;
but the Greyfriars crew coversd it°
fast. In quite a short time they wete
passing a dismal, draggled figure
that was scraping off mud on the
bank.

“I say, wyvou fellows!™ sgueaked
Bill Elijllltm? ' A

The juniors did not heed, They
raced on past Bunter, heedless of the
fat Owl's squeak.

“I say!” roared Bunter. “T say,
stop, will you? I'm all muddy! I'm
all wet! I say Beasts !

The Famous Five were already out
of hearing,

They raced on, breathlesz, leavin
the indignant Owl grunting m:g
scraping mud.

The Greyiviars boat was out of
sight, round the bend of the river.
But it came in sight again, as they
raced round the bend. Passers-by, on
the towpath, stared at them as they

flew past.

“There he is!” panted Bob,

They vsaw the Water-Lily again—
with Ponsonby pulling. He was not

unduly exerting himself; unaware, zo
far, that pursuit was close at hand.

But, looking back as he pulled, he
sighted the five breathless figures on
the towpath and gave a start. JIm-
mediately he bent hard to the ocars,
and the Water-Lily moved faster, at
the same time swerving off towards
the Berkshire side—the towpath
below Newbridge being on the Oxford-
shire bank.

“0h, the rotter!” breathed Boh.

“ Well get him 1’ muttered Johnny,
“We'll get him, if we have to swim
the Thames for him !*

The juniors ran on, but slackenin
speed now, They were level with the
boat and could Eﬂ-ﬁﬂg keep pace. But

the Thames rolled between, and
actting at Pon was a £mh]ﬂm.
“Stop thief ! roared Bob suddenly,

Coming up-strcam, and ahead of
Pon as he pulled, was a small dinghy,
with a mau in it pulling a pair of
1.

He was a milidlﬂ-acged man, with »
equare chin, and s clean-gshaven face
that looked ag hard aas if it had been
carved in wood. He was moviog at a
?ﬁl.?'_ moderate speed, and his eyes,
which looked like bright beads in his
wooden face, were turned rather curi-
uunlg on the juniors.

“Stop him ' foared Bob.

“Stop thief 1 shouted all the €Co.,
waving to the mar in the dinghy, and
pointing to the Water-Lily.

Pon was not, in point of fact, steal-
ing the boat—his game was to hide it
somewhere, or take it below the lock
and send it adrift, He was plaving a
malicious trick, not pioching the
boat. Pon had joined up with %hift]
Spooner once, ‘but certainly om hia
own the dandy of Highcliffe would
never have dreamed of pinching a
boat or anything elge. But * g;:np
thief 1" was the way to get him
stopped. ' If Pon walked off with a
boat that did mot belong to him, he
eould not complain of the cry of
“Btop thief " being raised.

And it had ita efiect.

The man in the dinghy cave the
juniors n keen look, then another

een look at the Water-Lily, and
then, with a twist of his oars, ehot
alongside as Pon pulled past him. He
laid i his oars, and prasped the pun-

wale of the Water-Lily, and Pon-
ratthy was cffcctually stopped.
A FRIEND IN NEED !
4 H! Good!” gasped Harry
Wharton.
“Hurrah " panted Bob

Cherry, coming to a halt.

“@Got him !” breathed Johnny Bull.

Ponsonby, in the Water-Lily, was
elling at the wooden-faced man who
iad grasped the gunwale.

The two boats rocked together.
Pon could mot pull, so long as the
atranger held on, and he yelled at
him savagely to let po, and, as he
did not do so, lunged fiercely at him
with an oar.

“Oh " gasped Bob, as he saw that
action,

But the man with the wooden
features and the square chin secmed
to be very wary and active. .

He dodged that lunge of the oar,
and it passed him, and Pon, who had
Eut plenty of force into the lunge,
ipped over in the Water-Lily.

The hoat rocked violently, and a
waeh on the Thamea came over the
gide, splashing the dandy of High-
clifie from head to foot.

The sguare-chinned man released
one. hand from the punwale, and
riached into the Water-Lily with it.
He prasped Pomsonby by the collar
aa he sprawled. °

From across the river the Famous
Five watched him,

Who the man was they had not the
faintest idea: they bad never seen
him before. But he was a friend in
need at the present moment. He
geemed to have joined in on the side
of the Famous Five as a matter of
course, and they wondered whether
e had seen them on the river and
knew that the Water-Lily was their
hoat.

He drageed Pon up with an iron



* Yurrrrroooop ! ¥ There

erin on his collar, and shook aim,

vather like 3 rat in a terrier’s grip.
Pon’s furions yell reached the

juniors en the Oxfordshire bank.

“Let go! Will yow let go, you
rinfian ? Ol gad! 1 tell you to let
go! I'll punch your face!™

Shake, shake, shake !

Pon sageed like a pack in the gras
of the wooden-foced man. He howlec
and spluttered.

Shake, shake, shake!

“Oh! Ohgad! ILetgo! Ow?”
ghricked Pon. o
“You young rascal!” The juniors

henrd o hard, clear voice,
pull aeross te that bank, and we'll
see whom this boat belongs to.”

“Mind yonr own business!” yelled
I'on.

Shake, shake, shake!

“Ow! Oogh! Owl”

“Now will you pull aeross

“Qh! Ow! Yes!™ gasped Pon.

He =at to the oars again, panting
and gasping.

The Famous Five knew that he was
going to get away, if he conld. But
he was not given a chanes. 'The man
in the little dingly tied his painter
on to the Water-Lily, and Pon was
siven the task of towing him across.

I"on’s look at him as he pulled was
positively demoniae. But the dandy
of Hi%}lt‘iiﬂ'? had had enongh shak-

ing. He pulled across the river like

a lamb.

“ph, pood egr!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry. _
“The goodfulness of the cgm is
tervifie ! grinned: Hurree Jamset

Ham Singh.

fﬂHw g
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was a sudden fearful yell from Bunter, as he tasted mustard.

The Famous Five stood ready to
grasp the Water-Lily. aa soon as it
ecame within reach.

The bows nosed into the rushes and
they all grasped together, and
brought it to the bank.

Ponsonby made o movement to
scramble out. He was fairly caught
—and his one idea wag to get away.

But I'sn was not allowed to
seramble out of the Water-Lily. As
he started, Johuny Bull gave iim h
shove, that landed him on his back in
the boat.

* Btick there,
rowled Johnny.
with vou yet!” :

“Not by long chalks!” said Bob
Cherry.

Pon serambled up, panting with
rore and alarm,

“You Greyfriavs rotters!
got ont of your rotten boat !”

“You got in of your own aceord !”
grinned Bob., “You can stay there
for a bit. You pot in to please your-
gelf, old bean—stay in to please us.”

Pontonby had no choice ahout stay-
ing in. Johnny Hull stoed ready to
shove him back if he attempted to
et on the bank,

Harry Wharton turned to the man
in the dinghy, who was casting loose
hiz painter.

“We're very much obliged to you,
gir,” he gaid. “That s our hoat, of
course, and that sweep was walking
oft with it!"

“Stealing it. do you mean?" asked
the man in the dinghy.

“Well, no: oven that rat wouldn't
stenl it: Lul he was going to losc it

14F

you Higheliffe eac
“We're not done

Let me

for ws, and he would have ecarcd
little cnowigh what happened to it
while it was lost " amswered Harry.
“He knowa there's o hoat-thief look-
ing for it, too, and he wonld give
him & chance fo pinch it, if he
could. JYsn't that so, Ponsonby?'

“Find out!" snarled Ponzonby.

“Wao might have had no end of
trouble, getting it back, and might
never have got it back at all,” said
Harry. “We're all very grateful,
gir.”

“Many thanks!" eaid Nugent,

“The thankfulness is terrific, es-
teemed eahib!™ daid Hurree Jamset
Ram Bingh; a remark that made the
man in the dinghy start a little and
glance curiously at the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

Then he smiled.

“I knew it was your boat, young
gentlemen !” he said. “You are very
welcome to my assistance in getting
it back. Yen are going up the
river "

“Yes: we're on a holiday trip, and
we're going up pnst Lechlade before
we finish,” said Harry., “Many
thanks, sirt®

“Not at all!" said the man in the
dinghy.

His sharp, keen oyes scanned the
Greyfriars erew for a moment, then,
witg s nod he pushed off, and pulled
on up the river at the same leisurely
pace as when the jumiors had first
sighted him,

Harry Wharton & Co, glanced after
him rather euriously as he went.

The mpan, whoever he was, knew

Tue MacKET mem'.—!ﬁa. 1,650,



the Watker-Li) and its crew, and
they could saly conclude that he had
geen them somewhere in the river,
though they had mnever seen him.
But, apart from that, he scemed to
he interested in them, somchow, they
could hardly imagine why.

At all events, he had recovered
their boat for them, and the Water-
Lily was their own again.

ohnny Bull uncoiled the towrope.

“You fellows get in,” he =aid,
“and sce that that Highcliffe cad
doesn’t get out!”

“Do you think eg:}u can keep me in
this boat?” {el] Ponsonby.

Johnny leoked at him grimly.

“Yes,” he spswered. “Just as
long as we like. You're lucky not
to be handed over to a policeman for
stealing the boat.”

“You rotter!” howled Pon. “You
jolle well know-——""

“1 know yow're sticking in that
boat,” gaid Johnny. “Knock him
aver and sit on himr, if he tries fo
et out.”

“You bet ! said Bob.

Four of the Co, got into the Water-
Lily and pushed off from the bank.
Nugent sat to the lines; Wharton,
Bobh., and Hurrea Singh sat with
their eyes on the dandy of Higheliffe
ready to grab him if needed. Johnny
Bull towed the boat mp, for the spot
where Billy Bunter had been left.

Ponsonby sat breathing hard.

He was in.the handa of the Philis-
tines now. And remembering what
Johnny Bull had in store for him,
Pon was fecling rather desperate.
For some distance be sat quict—with
a longing eye on the bank.

Then suddenly he leaped up and
made a spring. Tt was worth even a
r’!unge in the water to get out of the
1ands of tha enemy. -

But the three juniors werc watch-
ful. Ponsonby wae grasped, as he
gpr_ﬂni, and tumbled over backwards
into the boat again,

He yelled ae he bumped on the
bottom of the Water-Lily.

Johnny Bull
rhoylder from the towpath.

“3it on him!" he snorted.

“We'll sit on bim all right!”
chuckled Bob; and, as Pon sprawled
breathlessly in the boat Bob took a
seat on his chest. )

“The sitfulness will be terrific,”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Make room for a chap, my eateemed
Bob,” P» 7

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oooooogh ! eame in a splutter
from Ponsonby, as he was sat on.
‘Gerroff ! Will you gerroff ?

“You shouldn't ask for what sou
Jon’t want,” said Bob.

“Wrrgph !
And ghe Greyfriare boat towed up
the mes with two of the crew sit-
ting on Pon, effectually putting paid
to any further attempt to escape.
i

I A damp and muddy Owl

greeted the Greyfriars crew

a8 they arrived,

Billy Bunter was not looking his
Tue Maguer Lirary.—No. 1,650

PON PAYS THE PIPER !
8AY, you fellows!”

glanced round over his
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bonpiest,. He Dblinked through his
big apectacles at the Water-Lily as
it came with a dismal blink.

“You've got it back!™ he
claimed.

* Yea, you fat aga 1"’ prunted Johinny
Bull. * Why did you let that High-
cliffic cad walk off with it?"

“Oh, reall;, Bull—"  Binter
gave him an indignant blink., “How
could I help it, with the whole cang
of them on me?"

“The what?” ejaculated Johony.

“Thé whole gang 1" gaid Bunter
warmly. “I did my best! I could

have handled a couple ef them——

“A couple of Ponsonby!” howled
Bob Cherry. “Ts there more than
one of him¢"

“Ha, hg, ha!”

“I tell you the whole gang set on
me ! roarsd Bunter., “I could harve
handled & couple! But three were
too many for me !

“{h erumbs !”

Bunter could sce that the Water-
Lily had been recaptured. But ke
ceuld not see that Ponsonby had been
captured with 1t

Pon was flattened out in the boat,
and was invisible to the ghort-
sighted fat Owl as the Water-Lily
rocked to the bank. With two fellows
sitbing on him, there was not a lot
of Pon to be scen,

Bunter was also evidently un-
aware that the Famous Five had
witnessed the whole transaction from
the New Bridge up the river,

In their carlier encounters with
Pon, hie pale Monson and Gadshby
had been with him. So Bunter calmly
added them now, to acecount for the
faet that he had surrenderod the
Water-Lily t0 the enemy. Bunter
was not going to admit that Pon had
slung him out of the boat like a sack
of potatoes.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at, you fellows!” exclaimed the fat
Owl. “I pnt up a fight! What
fellow could do more? You cleared
off and left me to it—three to one!
1 can’t handle three chaps at once—I
adrait it! I've gpot plenty of pluck,
I hope——"

“Plenty of whatter?” gasped Bob.

“Phick ! roared Bunter. “ About
arg much as you lot have got among
the lot of you, and a little over. But
they pgot the upper hand—after a
scrap. They got the boat away——"

&K=

“They——" purgled Harry Whar-
ton. “They dad!”
‘“Yes, they did! I say, did yon

fellows find 1t adrift?” asked Bunter.
“I thought that beast—I mean, thare
beasts—was—1 mean were—going to
stick it out of sight somewhere! Jolly
lucky you foumd it!  Might have
gone over a weir or something! He
—I mean they—would have liked

that 1"
“You fat, fibbing, foozling
frump ! roared Johnoy Bull. “There

wag only ome of them, and you let
him chuck you out of the boat like
a side of bacon!”

“Perhapa you know better than I
do ! retorted Bumter. “Pity you
weren’t here to see the scrap! X
knocked that ead Ponsonby into the
river X

“0Oh erikey !

“I got Gadsby in the eye!” went
ol Bunter. “As for Monson, I landed
him right across the towpath with
one punch! Fairly lifted him off
hig feet! You should have geen bhim
come down cosh!”

“*The coshfulness must have becn
terrific !" gasped Hurrce Jamset Rom

Singh.

“But they heat me to it,” added
Bunter. “The three of them—piling
in all together. They pgot the hoat
away. If you'd seen it——"

“You fat, fibbing frump!” roared
Johinny Bull. “We did sce it."”

[E E'!l ?#!

“We were watching all the time
from the bridge—"

“(Oh I %aspgd Bunter,

“And Pon's got dry since you
knocked him into the river, Bunter I
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Eh? How do you know he's got
dry P :

“Because I ghouldn’t be pitting on
him if he was wet !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry rose from Ponsonby's
chest, as the boat bumped on the
bank.

Fon sat up, spluttering.

Then Bunter saw him.

“Ou!" he gaspod, ' DPip-pip-pip-

Pon!™

“Pip-pip-pip-Pon !" agreed Boh.
“And he's got did-did-did-dry since
ol knﬂnkeg him into the Tut-tut-
Thames [

“Ha, ha, ha 't

“Oh! I—I never kuew you had

him there!" gasped Bunter. “I say,
vou fellows, chuck lLim info the
water | He chucked me in! Sauce
for the goose is ravce for the gander!
Chuck him n !

" What do you think, Poun?” asked
Bob. “You've been sauey to our fat

gaoose!”

“Ha, ha, ha"

*“ Oh, realig, Cherry—->"

“Will you et me go, you rotters!”
panted Pon. “Five to one, ¥you
cads—-—"

“That’s all right!” said Johuny
Bull, as he made fast the towrepe.
“Don’t you worry about that, Pon-

ronby. You're only poing to deal
with one chap, and the other four
are going to stand round and see fair

play. Chuck him out of that boat!”

“1 say, you fellows, I'm jolly well

mn& to d};;itch him in!" squeaked

unter indignantly. “Look at me!™

“Gerrout of the way, fathead!
Pon's going to get something worse
than a ducking!” said §ﬂhnn;f.
“Eick him out of that boat, will
you?"

Johnny Bull threw off his jacket.
His face was grim and determined.
Thia was the first chance he had had
ginece Pon & Co., weeks ago, had tied
him up in the wood below Walling-
ford and left him to wriggle. Tt was
now Pon's turn to wriggle.

Pongonby had been very cager to
get out of the boat. But he did not
seem 80 cager now, with Johuny Bull
waiting for him on the bank.

However, assistance was not lack-
ing.  Bob Cherry tock ome of his
arps, Hurree Singh took the other,
and he was helped ashore. Harry



Wharton and Frank Nugent fol-
fowed. :

The dandy of Highcliffe stood with
& get face and glinting eyes. He had
asked for it, and he was for it mow.
At the back of the towpath was a

niet, shady spot, under the trees,
ohnny pointed to it
“That will suit us™ he said.

“Ready, Pon?"
“I'm not: goin’ to scrdp with lj'ou,
you hooligan!” said Pon sullen g
“I've msked yow if you're ready
gaid Johinny Bull, .in a decp, growl-
iug volce, -
“Go and cat coke!”. TFon shoved
his hands into the poekets of his
flapnel trouwsers. “I'm not scrappin’
with every hooligan I meet on the
river.”

TYou weren't so particular down
by Wallingford, with Monsoy and
Gadsby to lend you a hand,” growled
Joknny. “You scrapped fast enough
then, you rotten funk! Will you
take vour hands out of your pockets,
you worm "'

“Ko!" zaid Pon.

“Bunter " roared Johnny. "Tip
him into the water, if you want to.”

“What-ho !” grinned Bunter.

There was no doubt that he wanted
to! Bunter was damp, and he was
muddy. He was simply longing to
see Pon in the same state.

He rolled over to the dandy of
Highcliffe.

Pon's hands cale out of his pocketa
very quickly then, and unter
jumlmi_l back. He jumped back just
1in time to save his nose. The next
moment there was a loud- smack as
Johnny Bull's hand landed on Fon’s
no3se.

“Now come on, you rat!” maid
Johnny.

The smack seemed enough to spur

FPon on to combat. He came on with
a rush, with blazing eyes and lash-
ing fists, '
) fierce was his rush that Johnny
cave ground for two or three paces
and blinked as Highceliffe knuckles
came home on his features.

But he rallied at once, and camce
at Ponsonby with left and right.

The Co. stood round and looked on.

It was man to man, and if Pon got
the better of it he was free to depart
in peace after his victory.

But FPon did not get the better of
it. For three or four minutes the

EL]
*

dandy of Highcliffe put np a strenu-

ons serap, and there was some tough
pwiishment given and taken on bolh
pides,.  Then he gave ground and
backed away, Johony Bull following
him up like a bulldog.

Johnny was hitting hard, and he
was hitting often, and there was a
sudden crash as Pon went down on
his back.

He remained there, gasping for
breath.

“Take your time!” said Jolnny
Bull, sarcastically.

“I'm done!” gasped Pon.

*“Call that a scrap!” snorted
Johnny. “You measly funk, Bunter
could put up a het{‘;r scrap than
that 1"

Pon did not answer. He remained
in the prass, scowling savagely, his

- Thames rippled

EVERY SATURDAY

hand to his nose, which was stream.
ing crimson.

‘I say, you fellows, tip him into
the water I squeaked Billy Bunter.
“Look atemp—muddy all over I”

“Are yo# petting up, Ponsonby?”
roared Johnny Buil.

“Wo!l” hissed Pon.

“Pon ain't greedy ! remarked Bob
Cherry. “Pon knows when he's had
enongh '

“Then wou're going to sit in the
Thames, where you sat Bunter !” said
Johnny Bull g-nmfim _ _

He graspgd the dandy of Highcliffe
and hiooked him across the towpath to
the water. . There was a tremendous
splash as Ponsonby sat suddenly in
the Thames, where Bunter had sat.

“He, he, he !” chortled Bunter. "1

9

two after the Greyfriars crew had
towed up from Newbridge. They
were lookink for a camp

And, that sweet little meadow
looked an ideal spot. It was green,
it was enclesed - by hedges, it was
shaded here and thers by old caks,
and there was & little bubbling
stream that flashed id the sunshine.

There was only-en® blot on the land-
scape; and that was a board which
announced that trespassers would be
prosecuted. And fhe juniors, as they
spotted that board, realised that they
had better push on—with one excep-
tion. Billy Bunter did not want to
pusk on.

Bunter wanted his supper. Besifes,

{Continued on next page.)

say, you beast,
how do you likif it
gourself 7 Gettin
wet? He, he, he !”
Pon, evidently,
did not like it at
all. He sat in a
foot of water and
gix inches of mud,
spluttering, The

He
Billy

round  him,
had -
Buanter  through
that unpleasant
expericnpe, with a
grinning face. But
there wazs no
vestige of & grin
on his face now.
“Come on " sald
Harry Whartoun.
laughing. “You'd
better steer clear
after this, Poun!
Get pgoing, you

men

Johnny Bull sat
in the boat, dab-
bing @ rather
damaged mnose.
Bob Cherry took
the towline and
towed omn. '

Ponsonby
crawled out of the
Thames, squelch-
ing. The last the
Greyfriars erew
saw of him he was
Etuﬂﬂi!;lg on the
towpath squeezing
m:}l ..".I.Ildq wnte?*
out of what had
once been elegant
Aannels.

put
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he was tired! DBunter was easily
tired ! Sitting in a boat, being towed
along, seemed to tire Bunter more
than towing the boat tired other
fellows,

“Twook here, chance it! said
Bunter. “There's nobody about!”
To the Owl of the Remove there was
nobody about—but the other five
members of the crew of the Water-
Lily could see a man in the meadow
leaning on one of the oaks and
smoking a cigarette,

“Fathead I said Bob.

“Beast |’ said Bunter. *“Blow that

silly board! There's more of those
boards along the Thames than there
are trees ! don't believe in taking

any notice of them ! Look here, let's
lﬁug it down and use it for a camp-

re I

“0Oh, my hat !1”

Bunter evidently was the man for
drastic measures. Notice-boards
along the Thames irritated Bunter.
They were, in fact, rather irritating
to everybody. BStill, private property
was private property.

“It's & jolly place!” said Bunter,
blinking ashore, ‘I say, you fellows,
let’'s land here, obody being
about——"

“Ha, ha, ha I

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at [ enorted Bunmter. “If anybody
turns up we can pay him for cam
ing, same ae we've done before—but
I don't suppose anybody will—ean’t
gee a soul |*

“You howling owl, there’'s a man
standing in the meadow, not a dozen
yards away " hooted Bob. "Are you
ready to lug his notice-board down
under his noser”

“0Oh ! ejaculated Bunter.

He blinked at the man smoking the
cigarette under the tree, discerning
him at last.

“Push on!"” said Frank Nugent.
“When they lllmt up a notice-board, it
means that they don't want visitors.”

“The meanfulness iz terrifie !
agreed Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“Bot I paid Bunter, “Look here,
let's go and ask the man! He looks
pretty shabby, and I dare say five hob
will it. ; 11 stand the five bob, if
yon're fearfully particular about
that 1 added Bunter, with a touch of
BCOTT.

“Anybody got five bob to lend
Bunter?” asked Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha

“Look hers——" roared Bunter.

“Well, after all, no harm in asking
the chap " said Bob Cherry. “It's a
jelly spot, and he can’t do more than
Bay no."” _

‘I'd better ask him,” said Bunter.
“If he sees me firet, he’ll seo that
wa're a respectable party and not a
lot of trippers.”

“0h erumbs ! Mightn't he think it
was & bunch escaped from the Zoo, if
he aees you first?” asked Bob.

“Yah !” retorted Bunter, “Just let
me sshore atd I'll put it to him,
And don’t waste any more time jaw-

ing,*‘

Might as well [ agreed Harry
Wharton.

The Greyfriars boat pushed in to
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the bavk and Billy Bunfer stepped
out on the towpath,

The fat Owl rolled into the meadow
and headed for the man leaning on
the oalk.

The man glanced at him asd then
at the boat, and then at Bunter
again. The juniors, locking at him,
could see that he was rather shabbily
dressed and looked as if a small sum
of money might be useful te him, 8o
they hoped for the best.

e fat ambassador reached the
oak, and the crew of the Water-Lil
watched him enter into talk with the
young man with the cigarette. That
young man nodded, evidently in
assent to Bunter's remarks.

Bunter came rolling back to the
tﬂrﬁgaﬂ: with a satisfied expression on
hia fat face.

“All right!” he announced. “He
says that five bob will de it. It's
worth that! One of youlend me five
":H:.h_'?l

“Here be comes ! said Bob.

The young man detached himself
from the oak and came down to the
towpathk, He touched a shabb
bowler hat very civilly to the Grey-
friara grew.

“It's all right,” he said. “You can
camp kere if you don’t leave any
litter about or pull the hedges to
make a camp-fire. Five shillings

P- wouldn't go very far to pay for

damageé, as I dare say you under-
stand.”

“Ob, quite!” said Harry,
shan’t do any damage.”

“Not a spot ! assured Bob Cherry.

“0.E., then !” said the young man
with the cigaretie; and five shillinga
having changed hands the Greyfriars
erew made the boat fast and landed.

The shabby young man went back
into the field, sauntered across it, and

"We

disappeared by a gate on the farther.

side—which led, the juniors con-
cluded, to his residence. There was
a glimpse of 2 red roof and chimney-
pots beyond the trees.

The camping outfit was taken
ashore. A little distance from the
towpath, and near the purling
stream, the juniors erected the tent—
Billy Bunter watching that proceass.

Bunter’'s contribution to the work
of camping was a series of remarks
urging speed—Bunter being in need
of his supper. He stood with his
hands in his pockets and spurred the
other fellows on !

“1I say, you fellows, don't be all
night about it ! urged Bunter. “Get
a move on, you know ! We've got to
cook supper yet !”

“(ret the stove going!” snorted
Johnny Bull,

“Oh, really, Bull—*

“And cook the sosseg—e—"

“Same old tale! said Bunter
bitterly. “Ever since we started
from Kingaton, the same old tale!
All the work put on me [*

“Where's that mallet?” asked
Johnny Bull.
“I've got it,” amswered Bob.

“What do you want the mallet for
“Lend it to me a minufe.”
Bob ceaced to knock in tent pe
%ﬂ{}l handed the mallet te Johnny
uil.

Johnny stepped toe Bunter.

“I say, you're wasting time, Bull I*
said the fat Owl, “What the thump
are you walking about with that
mallet for? 1 sa Yaroop

Billy Bunter discovered the next
moment why Jobnny was walking
about with the mallet. There waa a
loud thump as the mallet banged on
the tightest trousers in Oxfordshire,

“Wow " rtoared Bunter. He
hounded. *“You mad ass, wharrer
you up to? Keep that mallet away,

¥ will you, you dunderhead! Owl”

“ Are you going to cook the sosses?”
asked Johuny Bull.

“If you think I'm going to do all
the work on this trip—-="

Bang!

“Qh  crikey! Stoppit!”
Bunter.

"C:ml:ing those sosses "

“ Beaat !’

Bang |

“Ow! Oh! Yes! WEIE'IIE-'BI the
frying-pan ?* yelled Bunter. “I eay,
you fe’if;:a* where’s that frying-pan?
Etuppit, vou beast! Where's the

Toared

¥ frving-pan?”
"'Ba. ba, ha 1"

Johnny bhanded the mallet back to
Bob. It wasz not needed again for

anything but tent-pegging. Billy
Bunter did not want the mallet any
more. By the time the Famous Five

had finished putting up the tent,
there was am appetising scent of
fi‘ging gausages in the camp, and the
Greyfriars crew sat down to supper.

TEN BOB FIXES IT !

6 HAT sportsman ecems in-
terested ! temarked Bob
Cherry,
He did!

Supper was going on—aund, under
the mollifying influence of unlimited
soszes, fat contentment had returned
to the podzy countenance of William
George Bunter,

It was very pleasant, in fact, de-
lightful, in that pretty little meadow,
eating a good supper after a day on
the river, watching the river rippling
by, and an occasional craft phding
on the water.

But it was from the other direction
that the sportsman alluded to by
Bob appeared, From some Tregion
farther inland, he aggmared at the
ate in the hedge by which the
shabby young man had departed half
an hour ago.

He was a rather stout man, in
gaiters. He stood at the pgate, and
stared across it at the camp. For
several minutes he stood there, star
ing, till the attention of all the
campers was drawn to him.

Then, at last, he came through the
gate and approached the camp, with
a thunderous frown on his face.

“Looks sghirty!” remarked Bob.
“Ought to be pleased to see such a
nice party ! t the dickens is the
matter with him ?”

“Oh, my hat!" exclaimed Harry
Wharton, struck by a sudden nms-

G oL, .

- *That fellow who gave us leave to
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““ Half-a-crown to tow you up to Rushy Loeck, 511"," sald Mr. Jobling, *‘ and you’ll be doing a good

turn to a poor man. **

camp here——" said Harry. * I sup-
posed be belonged to the place, as he
was here—-"

*“Well, he did !” said Bob.

"Well, did he?” asked Harry,
“Remember how we were done once
before down below Mapledurtham——"

“QOh ™ exclaimed Bob.

"“But this chap was here—loafin
asbout the meadow !” said Fran
Nugent. “ Dash it all, we ¢an’t bhave
hecn done again in the same way 1¥

“That stout lad looks as if there's
something amiss, at any rate ! said
the captain of the Remove.

The stout lad certninly did. His
face was quite like thunder as he
tramned towards the Greyfriars
camp, ond thgdjuuium conld not help
being dismayed.

Enrly in their trip up the Thames,
they had been didgled by a rogue
who pave them leave to eamp, with-
out being entitled so to do. It had
led to a row! Now they wondered
whether they had been diddled by
another roguc, and whether it was
going to lead to another row,

“I say, you fellows, we jolly well
ain't going " exclaimed Billy Bunter.
“1 haven't finished supper.”

And Bunter accelerated—alarmed
at the possibility of baving to sus-
pead-taking on cargo.

The other fellows rose to their feet.
They had taken it for granted, with-
.out & single suspicion, that the young
man they had aseen in the meadow be-
longed to the place, or the place

belonged to him., DBut the thunderons
look on the face of the stout sports.
man filled them with misgivings.

He arrived at lost. .

“What the dickens are you dein
here?” he demaunded, in a powerfu
voice.

“Comping ! answered Bob.

The stout man bad a stick uwnder
his. arm. He pointed to the notice-
board—which was noticeable enough.

“Can’t you read?” he roared.

“Just a few !" agreed Bob.

“Well, if yon can read, you can
read that board, and you kpmow that

ou're not allowed to land and eamp
were” roared the man in gaiters.
*Why, I've never heard of such a
thing ! . Camping on my land right

under my notice-board! This is the
limit, this is !" )

“Your land!® repeated Horry
Wharton.

*My medder !” Looted the man in
aiters. “I came down to see that
it’s ready to turn my cows into, and
I find a lot of tr?fera camping in it !

My word! Tou'd like to camp among
my cows, perhaps "

“Not a lot!” said Bob. “You
aeg—"'

“1 see that you're camping here!
Not s0 much as coming up to the
house to ask!™ hooted the man in
gaiters. “It ain’t ‘three hundred
yards away, but you couldn’t walk up
and ask leave—not wyou !

“Please let us explain 1" gaid Harry
Wharton hastily. “ We've been tnken

“1t’s a go ! ** sald Bunter.

in! A man gave us lenve to camp
heve. We paid him five shillings—"

“What? Ouc of my men, do you
mean £

“We don't know who he was, but
he made out that lie had a rizght to
let us camp here, and we paid lim
five shillings !” sanid Harry.

Snort, from the stout man in
gaiters, )

“Well, you must be a youn
noodle!” he aaid. “Didn’'t you as
Lim whether he belonged to the place
before you handed him money £

“ Well, no—we—we thonght—m-"

“ Lot of good asking him [ grunted
Johnny Bull. “A fellow whe would
swindle wonldn’t mind telling a lie or
two as well I”

“Well, that's all very well [ said
the man in gaiters, his frowning brow
clearing a little. “If you've been
taken in, you mayn't be.so much to
blame; but that heard is plain
epough, ain't it? Doea it say trea-
3;3&1‘5 will be prosecuted, or doesn't

“Yes; but—-"

“Well, what it eays it means!”
grunted the man in gaiterst “I've
got to turn cows into thia field I

“Well, we shan't hurt your cows,
and I don't auipusﬂ they'll hurt us!™
said Bob. ‘*‘Lofa of room for yomr
cows—and we shan’t eat any of their

ram;l Can't we pay for camping

'E.'I‘E aF
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Another smort from the man I
gaiters.

“Five shillings is no use to me,
young man |* he anewered,

“I say, you fellows, make it ten I
t#gueaked Billy Bunter. “I don’t see
being stingy when we're on & holi-

day.

z.!.ll right, let Bunter make it
ten '’ gaid Johnny Bull, in a dee
gw;rL “Trot out the ten, you fa
m L]

#(Oh, really, Bull—"

“We'll make it ten, sir, if that will
satisfy you!” said Harry Wharton.
“We'd rather not shift now we've
settled down here! If you'll give us
leave to c¢amp here for ten shil-
!ij‘if&—"

b he man in gaiters seemed fo con-
sider,

“Well, I pot to turn the cows in,”
he said. “But I'll see that they keep
to the other end of the medder.
Don't you start worrying my cows !

“I aay, Fﬂu fellows, wa don't want
cows here!” howled Bunter. *'Sup-

e one of them was a bull!”

“You fat chump——"

“The cows won’t w-:ﬂ:ltr{ 'iuu if you
don’'t worry them !” sai e man in
gaiters, scemingly in a muech better
temper now. ‘‘If I spoke rough, I'm
gorry; but finding you camping hers
8o free and easy, and the house only
a few hundred yards away, and ne
leave asked or given—"

“We thought we had leave,”

“Well, I understand; but I advise
you to find out another time whether
s man owns the land he leta you cam
on ! aaid the man in gaiters. *'
suppose you're a party of schoolbays,
from your looks—and I may tell you
that there’'s plenty of rogues along
thia river, looking for mugs!”

“YWe've found that out!” said Bob
ruefully.

“Weﬁ, ten bob will fix it!* gaid
the man in gaitera. “I'll tell my
man you're here, and to keep the cowa
at the other end of the medder.
They'll let you alone if you let them
alone.”

“Right-ho!” said Bob.

And a ten-shilling note was sorted
out, and passed over to the man in
gaiters.

Hea seemed quite amiable as he
tucked it away.
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" Good-night, young gentlemen !
gaid the man in gaiters clvilly,

" Qood-night 1”

The man in gaiters, uo lopger look-
ing thunderous, walked away the way
he had come, and disappeared beyond
the Hgnt-a and the hedge,

arry Wharton Co. sat down
again, to finish their supper, greatly
relieved in their minds. That camp
wag 2 very pleasant and aprceable
one, and certainly they did not want

to shift, with the dv ﬁinning to
fall. But it was undonbtedly proving
rather expensive,

However, the matter was settled
satisfactorily at last,
finished their supper, and watched the
glowing sunset over the Thames, in
gquite a cheerful frame of mind,

FIXED AGAIN |
€4 THIE ia pretty cool, isn't it?”
f:mfl?
is What ?.u
Harry Wharton & Co. all looked
at the speaker.

Billy Bunter, slowly masticating
the last sausage, blinked at him.

He had entered the meadow by the
gate at the ullms-er end, and atrolled
across the field towards the Grey-
friars camp. * He was a man with a
heak?' nose, a sharp eye, and he wore
an old velveteen jacket, and carried
a rod under his arm.

‘The juniors, when they sighted
him, supposed that he was goin
down to the river to fish. But he di
not go down to the river—he stopped
at the camp, stared at the school-
boys, and tinally remarked that it
was pretty cool !

“You haven't bought thiz place, I
supﬁnsc?” he asked.

“Not quite!” said Bob Cherry,
staring at him.

“I gl:lﬂught not,” sald the man in
the wvelveteen jacket. “I fancy I
should have been there when you did
it! If you have, I don't remember
the transaction.”

That remark made all the Famous
Five sit up and take notice. It smote
them- with new misgivings.

“Look here,” .exclaimed Harry
Wharton hotly. "I suppose you're
noet going. to tell us that youw're the
owner of this place?”

“Oh, my hat!" murmured Bob.
“How many owners haz this jolly old
meadow got?"”

“1 say, vou fellows, that fat man
said he was the owner!™ exclaimed
Billy Bunter.

“"So did the first man!” said Bob.
“Look here, will vou tell us what
you mean?"

“I'll tell you fast enough,™”
answered the man in velveteens, "and
I’ll tell you at the same time that if
you fancy you can get away with this,
{)uu’re making a big size in mistakea!

o vou think I'm hiring this place
for the fishing or to let a gang of
trippers camp here?”

“You're hiring this place for the
fishing ' exclaimed Nugent.

“Just that—and paying for it—and
if you fancy I'm paymg for it to let
strangers camp on it., you've got
another puess coming! And the
gooner you pack up amd clear, the

and they*

Jbut

better! I've come across some cool
customers in my time—but I must say
that this beats it 1

The junidrs all rese—with thg
cxcephion of Billy Bunter.

Bunter had done too well at supper
te he willing to kft that supper, if
he could help it.

The Famous Five looked hard at
the beaky-nosed man in velveteens,
His ¢laim to be the proprietor of that
meadow was not going to be admitted
without an argument. That meadow
seemed fo have altogether too mamy
pm%_natﬂrn.

“You say you've hired this place!”
said Harry Wharton. “Did you hire
it of a stout old sportsman in gaiters
—the owner? If you did, you can
settle it with him, as we've paid him
for permission to camp here.”

“1 hired this 531&#::3 of the estate-
agents,” answered the angler. “ Jones
& Emithi t‘f ﬁaﬂcnh . Anything more
YOU wWan aw, before you pack u
and clear 7" you e g

“Then who's the man we've
for permission to
demanded Bob.

“You've paid for permission to
camp here?”

“Yes, we have—twice over, toa!”

“Tell me another funny story!”
sl’xﬁlgeated the man in velveteens.
“That one doesn’t make me laugh !

“If you mean that you don't belicve
us——" growled Johnny Bull.

The fisherman laughed.

“Well, if you paid any stout old
aportsman for permission to camp on
the property I'm hirving and paying
for, you must be hiq;ger fools than
you look—that’s all: and that's
saying & lot!” he retorted. “I'veo
never heard of the man you mention,
What name did he give

“"He mever gave his name,” said
Beb., " We supposed that he waz a
farmer or something—he said he was
going to turn cows into the field.”

paid
camp  here?”

The man in velveteens looked
round.

“I don't sce any cows!” lLe
remarked.

“He hasn’t turned them in, after
all—not yet, at any rate ! said Bob,
“But that's what he said—and we
paid him ten bob to camp here.”

“Fools and their money are soon
parted, if you did !” said the man in
vﬁlveteeas. “I've heard of such
thinge happening along the river—

g[’m ligshed if I've ever come on
a set of mugs before that actually
had been dome like that! You cught
to have brought your mnurse along
with you on this trip!”

The chums of the REemove coloured
with vexation.

The shabby young man, in the Rrst
place, had done them brown. But the
seeond man, the stout sportsman in
gaiters, had undoubtedly scemed the
genuine article. Not a doubt had
crosgsed their minds about the man
in gaiters. If he had been a spoofer,
he had played his part well.

On the other hand, there was no
sign of the cows he had ztated that
he was going to turn into the field.
And, after all, there was only his
word for it that he was the owner
of the place.

“Well, I'm waiting to see you off,”
said the angler. “T can’t have you



here. I'm sorry, if you're really the
set of mugs you make out—but I'm
not Faymg for this place for other
people to use it, don't carr
philanthropy to that estent. If
want to sub-let, I shall sub-let on my
own, and take the money. 1 don't
want to. So be off with you, and the
sooner the better!™

The juniors exchanged glances.

“I say, you fcllows, we can't go!”

squeaked Bunter. “I'm getting
sleepy. Look here, we've paid to
¢amp here——"

“You haven't paid me!” said the
man in velveteems. “And if you
prefer to be turned off, I'll go back
to the house and telephome for a
constable.”

“Oh erikey !”

“Look here, this is all very well!”
exclaimed Harry Wharton. “'If this
piace is really yours, I suppose we've
mo right here—but we've been told
that tale twice already, and we want
some proof.”

“Do’ you?” asked the man in
velveteens disagreeably. “Well, I'll
give you all the proof you want! If
you're not packing and going by the
time I reach that gate, I'm poing to
phoue for a constable. You can argue
it out with him—not with me !

“But——"

“"Cut it out!” said the man in
velveteens. “ You camp in a man’s
meadow, and call him a liar when hie
raiscs objections! You ean leave it
at that! I must say that for cool,
uwnadulterated cheek, yon take the
cake! You needn't say any wore!
That does 1t 1™

He turned to walk back to the
rate.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Bob Cherry
hastily. “Look here, we've been
taken in twice since we laoded
heve——"

“ More fool you!” said the man in
velveteens, ™ nthing to do with me.
14 it? It's not my job to look after

u seb of mugs.”
T “We've paid twice over-—"

“Then you're twice the fool sou
luok 1™

“Look here ! growled Johnny Bull,

“I suy, you fﬂﬁ!nwa—-——”

“Bhut up. Bunter!”

“I'm jolly well not going !” hooted
!iuntf_-r. “1 dare say five bob will fix
1 ril

"That's your mistake ! jeered the
man in velveteens. “Five bob won't
fix it, my stout young friend, after
callive A man a liar.”

. No need to get your hair off 1"
said Bob. "“Nobody’s called you a
linr—but after being swindled twice
we want to know where we stand.”

“1'l tell you where you stand-——
you're standing in my meadow,” said
the man in velveteens, “and if you're
still standing bere when I get to that
rate. look out for trouble, that’s all 1

“I say, you fellows, give himm ten
hab—->

“You can keep your ten bob in your
trowsers pocket!™ said the man in
velveteens, “If you'd asked leave
and offercd to pay, fuir and square,
it would be a dificrent motter. Dut
if you can’t think of anything betler
than cherking a man who finds you
camped in his lield—" Hc gave o
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snort. “1‘'m dashed if;1 ever heard
of sugh a thing—ever!”

Tlie juniors looked at one another—
at the darkening sky and the darken-
ing river. ThLey certainly did not
want to shift camp.

“Well, look here,” said Bob Cherr
at last, “can we fix it? We've tol
you how we've been done !”

“If that's the truth——" said Lhe
mayn in velveteens,

“Look bove—"
Bull.

“Well, dosk it all, it's a tall story,
isn’t it?" excluimed the man 1
velveteens, "I don't say I dou't
believe you—but you know yourselves
that it sounds pretty steep I”

“Perbups it does!” said Harry,
"But it's the fact! Will you take
five bob to give us leave to camp
here 7%

“No, I won't!” snid the man in
velveteens, “1'm paying two pounds
s week for this place, and it's not
good enongh I

“What about ten, asked
Bob.

The man in velveteens paused, He
seemed angry and indignant at
having had his word doubtced, whicl,
perhaps, was natural emough if he
was  the dpmprietﬁr of the place,
coming suddenly on a party campine
without leave asked or given. But he
secmed to relax at the offer of ton
whillings,

“"Well,” lhe said at length, * we'll
let it go at that, if you like. 1 hardly
know what to make of you—itclling
me that youw've paid twoe perfect
strangers for leave to camp . my
meadow, You might as well pay any
tramp that came up the towpath!
I've never heard of such a thing., ['ve
SCCIE sme mugs in omy time, but
really =

“"Never mind  that,” said Harry.
“If ten bob will fix it, hiere you are.”

“Oh, all right!”

The angler accepted the ten-shilling
note, e walked away acress the
meadow Lo the gate, leaving the
Famous Five looking ruefully at one
another. It was a very nice camp,
but certainly they would never hawe
selected that meadow had they fore.
seen that it was going to cost them a
sum-total of twenty-five shillings to
camp there. It was the most
expensive camp they had struck since
the Water-Lily had pushed out of
Kingston.

roared Jn]mn}'

then?”

MYSTERIOUS MR. JONES !

b ALLO, hallo, halle!™ ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry.

: A boat pushed in from
the river to the towpath by the
meadow. A man stepped ashore and
made the boat fast,

The light was growing dim now,
Billy Bunter had rolled iuto the tent,
from which his snore echoed nnd re-
echoed. The Famous Five were think-
ing of turning in, when the man
landed from his boat,

“Is that another 7 asked Bob.

* Another what?"” inquired Harry.

“Another man that thiz weadow
belongs to.”

“Ch, wmy hat ™

“Kover heard of witlh so

a field

i3

many owners ! said Bob. “1 su
the latt man was all righb—buf "m
blessed if I should be surprised to sce
another jolly old proprietor turn up.
But 1’1l tell you what—if this meadow
belongs to that chap. as well as the
ﬂher th:ﬁg, HIE.IEW not going to pa

m anythin e've pai
for thiﬂjcamg.” b e
““Oh gum!” said Johinuy Bull,

1t was rather a dismaying idea.
But really, after their extraordinary
experi¢nces in that meadow, the
chums of the Remove would hardly
have been surprised had 2 fourth man

turned up and claimed to be the
owner,

And it was rather an odd place for
a man to land at nightfall, unless the
place belonged to him.

They watched the shadowy figure
from the boat curiously and rather
uncasily. All ::;h_ezﬂ minds were made
up on one poib ¢y were not gain
to pay anybody angthing mm‘% fu%
camping in that meadow! It was
getting altogether too thick.

T'he man erossed the towpath aod
cntered the meadow. He seemed about
to eross the field towards the distant
gate; but, perceiving the Grevfriars

tent, he came towards the camp
instoad,
“Now for it! murmured Bob,

“He's going to tell us thut this
meadow belongs to him, you bet.”

“I belicve I've seen that chup
before,” said Harry, lﬂukiug hard at
the appronching stranger. By gum,
it's the mag—="

“That chap in the dinghy!* ex.
claimed Bob.

As the man came nearer in the
tusk, the juniors recognised Lim. It
was the fban with tle square chin
and the wooden-looking face who lad
saved their boat from DPousonby a few
days apgo.

He gave them a nod.

“Camping here, I sce!”
marked,

“That’s it!" said Bob clicerlully.
“Does this meadow belong to you,
by any chance?"

The wman starcd at him.

“Eh? No!” Le auswered.

“1t docsn't!” exclaimed Bob,

“Of course it doesu't! What do
you mean P

“You're the first man we've scen
here that it doesn’t belong to!” ex-

he re-

plained Bob. It seems to belong to
nearly everybody else in Oxford-
shire.”

“Iz that a joke?” asked the

wooden-faced man, staring.

“Yes—a joke on us!” said Bob.
“We've paid three fimes over for
permission to camp here—and we're
not quite sure that the last man was
the real poods, either., ‘When we
saw yon, we thought that another
owner had come along. I'm awinlly
g}ad to lear that you don't awn the

ace.

The wooden-featured man laughed.

“It seems that you've been done!”
e remarked, “You want to be on
your iuard, campin; out. Didn't
vou ask at that iun

“The iun!” repeated Bob.
there an inn hereabouts?”

“You must have seen it from here,
in {he daylight!” The man pointed
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to the gate at the back of the feld,
wow hardly visible in the dusk,

“Oh my hat! We saw a red roof
and chimney-pote over the trees—
Eain’t. that a farmhouse?” asked

ob.

“No; there's a lane at the other
side of that gate; that buildimg is
the Plough Ion; that’s where I'm
going,” eaid the man with the
'lmm:g:n face, "This meadow belongs
to the innkeeper—he is the man you
should have asked for permiesion to

ﬂm&;‘j

“Done again!" groaned Bob,
"Then that sporteman in the welvet-
een jacket was a spoofer, too! Done
three times!”

“He certainly wasn't an
keeper |” said Harry blankly.

“Tell me exactly how it happened,”
3aid the man with the wooden .face.
“I may be able to set it right.”

He listened—his wooden features
relaxing in s grin as the juniors
told him of their variety of dealin
with the shabby young man with the
cigarette, the atout sportsman in
gaiters, and the man in the velveteen
jacket.

“Ha, ha, ha!" he roared. " Thia
i the best story I have heard on the
river—the very best! Once—or twice
—but three times! Ha, ha, hal”

*I dare say it seems funny to you!”
said Bob, “It's not so funoy to us,
with twenty-five bob gome and the
innkeeper to pay in the morning.”

“The funfulness does not strike us
ag terrific !” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh,

“They all went the same way, [
suppose?" asked ths wooden-faced
man, with a nod towards the distant
gﬂ.'l'rl'.'-. L

“Yes, they all left by that gate!”
said Nugent.

"They would ! apgreed the man
from the &inghy‘ it ﬁm;r went to the
inn to apend your money, ['ve mno
doubt.”

“Blow ‘em !” said Bob, "But it's
jolly odd, you know, three ewindlers
turning wup, one after amnother, in
the same apot.”

“Not very!” said the wooden-faced
man, grinning. “The firat man you
saw no doubt told his pals in the
public-house, and they took it in
turns to walk across the meadow and
diddle you.”

“0Oh crikey !

The juniors exchanged eloguent
glances! They saw it all now!

That shabby young man with the
cigarette, no doubt, had atrolled out
of the inn to smoke his cigarctic by
the river, when they had- arrived
there. Having touched them for five
ghillings so easily, he had told his
friends at the Plough—and the atout
sportsman in gaiters had come out to
try it on—and as he had walked
back with ten shillinga 1n his Eﬂﬂket,
it had encouraged the man in the
velveteen jacket to try on the same
oA,

Thers was nothing surprising in
it, now that they knew there was an
inn on the other side of that gate,
oot a farmhouse! Three unscrupulous
public-homse loafers had diddled
ttlniafn, ‘gne after another: that was
all!
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“I suppose it's funny, in a way!”
said Bob. “But I'd jolly well like to
punch their heads, all the same !”

“They could be given into
custody !” said the man with the
wooden face,

“I'd rather punch their noses!”

“Probably you would still rather
see them come back and return
money |” suggested the man with the
wooden face.

“Oh! Yes, rather!
seem fearfully likely [™

“Probably they are still at the
inn! I imagine they are the kind
not to leave before closing-time, I
am going there! I shall recognise
them from your descriptioh.”

“Well, they won't walk back with
the money if you ask them,
will they ™ exclaimed Bob,
in astomishment,

“T think s0! I Thave
rather & persnasive way
with me!” said the man
with the wooden face—his
wooden face taking on guite
& grim look as he spoke. "1
have no doubt that they will
come back at once, when 1
speak to them. Wait up
another ten minutes and
vou will see.”

He gave the juniors a nod,
and walked away across the
field, disappearing in the
dusk towards the gate.

Harry Wharton & Co.
astared after him.

“Is that johnuy pulling
our leg, or what?" asked
Bob blankly.

“Blessed if I know !” said
Harry, quite puszled. “I
don’t sce why those three
raseals, if they arc =ztill
there, should take any
notice of him.”'

“Same here! He secms a
decent sort!"” said Johuny
Bull. “He knows us all
right — though we don't
know him, e kunew it was
our beat, that day Pon pot
off with it. "But if lLic maﬁgﬁ
those thrce rotters walk
back with our cagsh—*

“How the dickens could
he?” smid Frank Nugent.

" Well, we zshall soon see !
remarked Bob. “I'Nl believe it when
I see it! He seems a decent sort of
merchant but T faney he was talking
out of his hat! Those three rogues
wm}idn't'n{:uﬂh up the eash unless a
policeman asked them to "

I:Iarr:,r Wiarton & Co, waited,
quite curious to see whether any-
thlns- would come of the woodeun-
faced man's surprising offer. They
kept their cycs on the distant gate.

“Hallo, Rallo, halle!” cjaculated
Bob suddenly.

Three shadewy figures loomed up
in_the dusk. )

The juniors rose to their feet, and
watched them approaching, in great
astonishment! As they drew nearer,
the three weére recognisable—the
shabby young man, the stout sports-
man in gaiters. and the man in the
velveteen jacket.

The jumiors

That doesn’t

watelied  them, in

amazed silence, as the
Evidently, the wooden-face
been gz good as his word. He had
picked out the three loafers at the
ii; and here they
they were obeying his orders was a
puzzlin
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approached,
man had

were! But why
myatery,
The three came up ahea]r:ishlg.
“(lad to see you again!” said Bob
Cherry. “The whole happ
all together this time, wil:ag}‘ :
The shabby young man scowled.
The*stout sporteman coloured. The
man in the velveteen jacket grinned.
“You asked for it I he said. “Don’t

family

EL]

sag you didn’t ask for it! You did !
e held out a ten-shilling note!
The stout sporteman, in silence, held
ot another ten-shilling mnote. The
shabby young man held out five

; kO .."-..,::.L ] 3
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“You silly idiot!” splutered Bunter. W

shillings. The Greyfriars crew were
glad enough to sce their money again.
But they were quite puzzled,

“You've been told to do this, of
course ¥ said Bob. “Very nice of
you to do as you're told—but—why *

The shabby young man grunted.
The stout sportsman in gaiters
sported. The man in the velveteen
jacket prinned.

“Mr. Jones asked us so nicely,” he
answered. “I never arpue with a
man like Mr. Jones! It don’t pay!”

And the three turned away and
walked off to the gate.

*Well, this beats it!” said Bob
Cherry. "This beats it to a frazsle !
Who the thump is Mr. Jones to make
those rogues and rascals dance to his
tune?”

“Goodness knows !

It was quite a puzzle to the
Famous Five. However, the affair
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had ended very satisfactorily; the
three rascals had disgorged their
plunder, owing to the intervention of
the myaterions My, Jones, and it was
a very cheery crew that turaed into
the tent to be Tulled to sleep by Billy
Bunter's rumbling snore.

r—r—wmr—r

BRACELETS FOR PONSONBY !

ECIL PONSONBY paused and
listened.
Hardly

It was a dark night.
dark vault of the dim

a light glimmered in the

September cky.

The river rolled with a faint gleam n
the gloom.

Had any fellow in the Greyfriars

harrer you dabbing treacle on me for?”

camp been on the watch, it would not
have been o¢asy to see the shadowy

fipure on the towpath.
ut Ponsonby was very cautiouns.
He trod lightly and he listemed in-

tently. Theare was & cold wind on the
river: bhut that was not the chief
reason why Pon had a coat-collar
turned up round his neck and a thick
cag pulled low over his forchead. He
did not want to be recogmised if a
Greyfriars eye fell on him,

No Greyiriars eye, however, fell on
the slinking figure on the towpath.
In the tent in the meadow the
Famous Five slept goundly enough. If
they were dreaming, they certainly
wera not drtaming of their old enemy
of Higheliffe.

Stamding there in the gloom, Fon
caught a faint sound from the
direction of the temt. It was the
rumble of & snore !

Pon'’s eyes glinted.

The Famous Five had almost for-
gotten Ponsonby. Bo far as the
thought of him at all, they fanei
that a licking from Johony Bull,
follawed a ducking in the Thames,
had been cnough for Pon-—and that
he would steer cléar of them after-
wards—especially as his pals, Monson
and Gadsby, had left him to carry
on by himself,

But they were not done with Pon
yet! That licking had made Pon
gore in a double senze! Hunting the
Greyfriars party, watching for a
chance to do them an ill turn, was
not, perhaps, much in the way of a
holiday—but Pon dig not care aboui
that! Pon wanted vengeance—and
wanted it bad! And now, at last, it
wiasz within his grasp!

He stood listening for
some moments, Then he
turned fo the bank, and
peered into’ the gloom by
the river.

Pon had been on  tho
watch that day. He had
spotted the Greyfriars
camap—though he had been
very careful not to ap h
it. Not till it was nearl
midnight and all was safe!

The Greyfriars Water-
Lily was tied up under the
bank. In tha 1ushes and
x¢ under the shadow of » bush
¥ at the water’s cdge it was
almost 1mvisible—and mo
doubt the campers supposed
that it was safe.

If =z0, it was not so sale
as they supposed.

FPon's eye glittered at the
shadewy shape of the boat
aa he peered! There it was
—within hie reach.

But he was very careful.
Leaning over the bank, le
turnéd on, for o moment, A
gleam of light, fo make snre
that ne one waa a]eeping in
the boat. That waos likely
enough, if the juniors atill
had Shifty Spooner in their
minds.

But _afpﬂ,mnhljr they
hadn’t! In fact, not having
BEOT :m{ihin of the per-
sigtent :Mr. %M)Gllﬂ' gince
they had passed O=ford, the
Famous Five had rathed dismissed
Shifty from mind. All his many
attempts on the Water-Lily having
failed, they had an impression that
Mr, Spooner was fed-up and was seek-
ing fresh woods and pastures new for
his pinching activities.

Ng one was in the boat.

Satisfied on that point. Ponsonby
shut off the light. Quietly, softly, he
stepped downeinto the Water-Lily.

e knew that the juniors fastened
it at night with a padlock. Bat he
was prepared for that padlock this
time !

Pon had provided himself with a
tool for wrenching open that padlock.
He had profited by his brief assooia-
tion with Shifty Spooner|

And this time Pon was not merely

ing to set the WEtEI"—LiIi adrift !

e waa not merely going to hide it in
eome backwater., With 2 swollen
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noae, a darkened cye, and a series of
defeats to avenge, Pon was going to
hit havd this time—he was going te
hit very hard !

First of all, he was going to
the Water-Ialy away from its moor.
ings—and float it down the river to &
aafe distance from the camp. Then
he was poing to drill holes in the
timbera. Then he was going to land,
leaving the Water-Lily to sink.

That was Pon's programme this
time !

After which, Pon was going to be
done” with his old enemies! When
the Greyfriata crew missed their boat
in the morning they could hunt for
it ns long as they liked—they wers
not likely to find it, sunk in the
middle of the Thames | ‘

That this was breaking the law,
that it was the kind of thing for
which he might be sent to Borstal,
muttered not a whit to Pon! Pon
was thinking only of vengeance—of

iving the Greyfriars crew a final

ard knock before be turned his back
on therm for good.

In the darkness in the boat Le
groped at the chain—taking great
care not to let it elink ! Then, {eeling

¥ that it was safe under cover of the

bank, he tarned on a gleam of light.
Over the edge of the bank a shadowy
figure loomed, and Ponsonby gave a
violent start as he discerned it.

He hatl not heard a sound !

He was assured that the Greyfriars
crew were asleep in the tent., Even
if they had turned out, they would
not have turned ount so silently as
this ! That shadowy figure was as
“silent ns a spectre.

Utterly startled, Pon crouched in
the boat and his light, for a gsecond,
ghone on the face of the man ashore.

The man could not sce Pon, except
as a dark shadow in the boat-behind
the:light! But Pon could ree the
man,

He knew him at once!

It was the square-chinned man who
had intérvened two or three days agd
below New Bridge, to etop him get-
ting away with the boat! He knew
that square chin and thoss wooden
features inatantly. How, and why,
that stranger had turned up here was
an amaring mystery to Pon! It waa
a mystery that ho had no time te
think ont! For even as the spot of
light gleamed on the wooden face the
man leaped intoe the hoat and
Ponasonby aprawled under him.

The Water-Lily rocked violently,
the punwales dipping alternately to
the water, shipping heavy splashes,

Ponsonby struggled framtically,

Who the man was, n.h{ he was
there, he did not know—but he knew
that he was pionned down in the
bottom of the boat im an iron grasp,
He strugpled madly to fres hiunté[;.

He was dealing with o/ man—a
strong and simewy msan—but a0
desperate was his struggle that for &
lozg breathlegs minute the woodea-
faced mam had his hawds fuil..

But he was twice as strong as
Ponsonby, if not thrice as steomgi
and he had him down and kept him
down !
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Grasping Pon's wrizts, e deagged
them tozether., Why, I'on did not
know; bot he wrestled ficreely and
furionsly to rclease them.

It was in vain! A knee wos on
him now, pinning him down—lhis
wrists were bunched tozether, and
held together in one sinewy hand.
The man’s other hawdl was groping
under his coat.  Somelhing cold,
chilly, touched Pon's wrists suddenly,

It was the. contact of cold metal!
Phere was o click !

A ery broke from Pon—a c¢ry of
amazement, horror, and terror. His
brain fairly swam as he rvealised what
had liappemed.

The koce was removed from his
chest. The wooden-faced man Tosc
from his prisover, breathing hard
after the struggle.

And Ponsonby, the dandy of the
Fourth Form at Higheliffe, lay in the
bottom of the boat, shivering with
horror. with the handeuffs lecked on

his wrists !

‘M dond
sprawling, pontivg dandy
n}‘ Highcliffe.

[t was too dark for Pon to sec lis
face, or for him te sce Pon’s. Ton
caught only a glint of keen eyes from
a shadow.

“Logged—at last!” said the man
with the. wooden Fave  quictly.
“You've tried this game on once too
often. This lets you out, my wman!”

Pon almoest whimpered.

“Iet me go! Take these things
off! For mercy's sake—for mercy's
gake ! I'm no thief—I wouldn’t have
stolem the boat! Take these things
off I

The shadowy figure over hin gave
a violent start.

“Who are you?” came a snapping
voice, * Who the dooce—what—what
—who the dooee ave you ?*

There was amazement, mingled
with sudden anger, in the tones,

It dawned on Ponsonby that the
man did not want him—that he had
mistaken him for someone clze in the
dark—and the sound of Lis voice had
enli{{hicnm‘i the man who counld pot
see s face.

He panted and panted with relief.

The man cvidently was connected
with the police, or he would not have
been earrying handeunffs. Tor a long
and dreadful moment, Pon had scen
himself arrvested, taken into official
eustody, charged with theft, covered
witlt wndying disgrace. Tor, what-
ever he miiht say or not say, he waa
canght making off in the middle of
the night with a boat that did not

o —

ENOUGH FOR PON !
P JONES " bhent over the

beloug to him, and any police officer
wonld have needed a lot of convine-
ing that he had wpot intended to

steal it.

But he nwnderstood now that it was
a mistake, The man, whoever he was,
was after sommechody else—and Pon's
voice had apprised him of his crrov
and cauged l:nn angry astonishment.
He proped in his pocket. A leam
of hight flashed out ond shone ow
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Pou's face, as his ewn had shone on

that  wooden-looking face o few
minntes ago. Then the man, in his
turn, recognised the Highelifie
juniov.
“You!" he swnapped, or rather
snavled.

“Let me go!” breathed Pon, Do
vou think I'm a thief?”

“I think you're little bDefter!”
snapped the man, and he shut off the
light at once aud vetnrned the toxeh
to his pocket. “You wvoung raseal:
You were making off with this voat
when I eaught you before—2"

“It was ouly a joke on those Grey-
frinvs cads! Ask them-——ihey'll tell
you I'm no thief!” panted Pon,

In his fear he was willing to call

for aid on the fellowa he leathed, on
whom he had intended to play a base
and mizerablé triek.

“You were going to take the boat!
Whether you kept it or not, those
lads would have loat it! Yen youns
sconndrel 1™

“Take these handenffs off, for
merey's sake I
“Keep them on!™ snapped the

square-chinned man. “The contact
may do you wood! It will warn you
of what you may come to some day
if vou do not mend your ways. This
is the last time von will lay hands
on this boat—I shall fake care of
that! Got up!”

“H—-if vouw'll only let
greancd Pon.

“Get up ! =napped Mr. Jones coun-
tempiuonsly.

P'on staeocred to his feet in the
rocking boat.,  The sinewy hand
srasped him by the eollar and hooked
him ashore,

He staggered on the towpath, with
the shadowy Lgnre of the mysterious
Mr. Joues beside him.

The latter looked towards the Groy-
friavs tont, and hstened, Then e
rlanced sharply up and down the dim
towpath. It seemed to Pon that he
was anxioux that there shonld be na
alurm,

But there was ne alarm from the
lent. The faint sounds in the boat
had not reached the sleepers ashore.

“Come " muttered Mr., Jones,

He grasped 'on’s arm and led him
awuay down the towpath, the hand-
cufie still .on his wristz. the cold
contact of the metal sendineg chills
of horror through the wretched dandy
of Higheliffo.

He was snure that the wooden-faced
man had been after somehbody elsg-—
that he had fancied that Pow, in the
dark, wns that somebody clse, But
the awful thought haunted him that
perhapa he -was being led away in
custody, to be handed over at a police
station.

Pon was not thinking” of vengeance
wow, He was not thinking of his
bitter grudge against the chiums of
Greylriars, Te waz only longing to
th away--to {:et away as fast and as
ar as lie conld, and never again, if
Lie conld help it, to come within fifty
miles of the Water-Lily. If ouly he
oot ont of this——

With his wrista bunched together

bBefore hint, he tottered alons the
towpath.

Then Ale, Jonesz eanmte to o hatt,

me gol”

“Htond there, ‘ir ou  youung
scoundrel I he grunted.

Leaving Ponsonby on the tow.
path, he disappeared into a thicket,

Pon stood staring after him help-
lessty. He could bhave cut and runm,
but he dared not with the handenffs
on his wrists, Surely the man could
not intend to leave him there, hand-
cuffed as be was! The sweat was

thick on his brow as he 'waited in
an angnish of anxieby.

But the man did mot keep him
waiting long, e reappeared in a

and now there was a
He had ent it in

few minutes,
stick in his hand.
the thicket.

Pon eould guess why he had ent
that stick. But anything was hetter
than handcuffs and a police station!

He gasped with relief when the
handeuffs were snapped off and dis-
appeared into Mr. Jones' pocket.
Once they were off, he would gladly
have taken to his heels. But an iron
grip was on his collar.

“Now, you young rascal,” said the
man with the wooden face, 1 could
take you iuto custedy! You deserve
1t, and I dare say you have scnse
enough to guess that T have
authority to do su. This time I will
let you off with a thrashing. Let
me gee yon again in the valley of
the Thames and I will hand you over
to the law to be dealt with 17

Wasting noe more words on IPon-
sonby, he Iaid on the stick.

Pon was elad that he was wearin
an overcoat, and that that series o
swipes did not tand directly on hia
trousers.

But they landed hard.

Swipe, swiLw.-. swipe, swipe!

Cracks like pistol-shots cchoed
along the towpath, and Tonsonby
wriggled and howled.

“That,” said Mr. Jones, “will be
a lesson to you, I hope. Lek me see

on again after that boat and youn
snow whal to expect! Now po!”

Yonsonby did not nced telling
twice !

He fairly flew down the towpath.

The man with the wooden fnce
watched him out of sizht, grunted,
turned, and walked back to the
Greyfriars camp.

A VERY USEFUL MAN!

i IEE a tow, sir?"
I ' Billy Bunter blinked at
the man who asked that
question.

It was a bright mornihg. Break-
fast was over in the Greyfriars
eamp, and the Famous Five were
striking the teat.

Eilly Bunter sat on a campstool on
the towpath ncar the boat, Leeping
a safe distance from the work that
was going on in the camp, Bunter had
started that trip up the Thames with
a strong distaste for work, and he
had not got over %t yet.

But Bunter was not called upon
to lend a hand. Even Jolinny Bull
had learncd by this time that the
hardest of tasks was getting an
work out of Bunter. Bunter, if calle
npon, would have tangled the ropes,
lost the tent-pees, and dropped the



sreckery—making it clear to the most
oluse mind thet he was more trouble
than: he was worth,

Bo there sat Buwter, while the
other fellows weorked, adarning the
clandscape. But ke was not feeling
quite at econse 1;1 his fat mmtiﬂmh

They were ng to tow up L ¥
Loek. Andgoﬂ’ugter Euﬂpgcted that
they were going to make him tow.
This was dsguieting and irtitﬂtiu?
At any other job, he could make it
clear that he was more trouble than
he was worth. But if he had to tow,
ke had to tow, with an unfeeling
beast like Johnny Bull prepared to
pelt -bim ‘with potatoes, or prod him
with a boathook, or even to duck
bim in the water,

Pondering over this problem, the
fat Ow!l blinked up as 3 man came
slong the fowpath, stopped, and
addressed him, touching an old hat
very eivilly.

unter did not like his looks much.

He was shabby and dusty. He had
bandages tied over half his face, as
if he had received an injury there,
Over one eye was a black pateh, as
if the eye alao had sustained damage.
What the man lecked like without
the bandages it would have been diffi-
eult to say. With those ornamenta-
tions, he looked as if he had been
in the wars.

But if Bunter did not like Lis
looks he liked his offer! Towing that
boat was the problem on Bunter's fat
mind. Here was the anewer to the
problern—ready-made !

“Oh! said Bunter,
him, “Lookin

"*Yes, gir!

blinkine at
for a job:"

ame of Jobling, sir,”
gaid the man. “I1f vou ask folks at
Hadeot, where I'm well known
they'll tell you I'm an honest an

‘ard-working man! Lost my job in
the munitions factory, sir, since the
accident.”

“Oh1" said Bunter,

Billy Bunter- was not much given
te cowsidering any person in the
universe but W. G. Bunter. But even
Bunter could fecl a spot of sympathy
for a man who had been knocked out
in an accident in & munitions factory.

“Half-a-crown up to Rushy Leck,
sir,” said Mr, Jobling, “and you'll
he doing a good turm to a poor and
honest man.”

“It's a go!"™ said Bunter.
on till we're madf e

“Thank you,sir ! said Mr. Joblin
gratefully. "“You're a kind-’earted
young pentleman, zir, you are, as T
can see in your face.”

Bunter nodded, and gave him a
patronising smile. He liked being
comsidercd @ kind-hearted young
entleman, and, indeed, Bunter was

ind-hearted envugh. He would have
done anything for anybody that could
have been done without the sliphtest
trouble or exertion, and he would
have given away nny samount of
money that did not belong to him.

“Right-ho!" he said genially; and
he got eff the nampstm?l and moved
cut of the way as the juniors hrought
the outfit down to the boat, uncas
lest he should be called upon to leng
a hand in putting something on
board. -

"I say, you fellows!” equeakod

“Hang
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Bunter. “Thia man—hia name’s
Jobling—is going te tow us up to

Rushy,”
“Rot!” grunted Johnoy Bull.
“0Oh, really, Bull! think you

might be 2 bit civil to a chap whe'a
hag his face knocked in in an sccident
in a munitions factory ! said Bunter.
“There's such a thing as being kind
10 a man down on his luck.”

*"No offence, gir, I "ope!” said Mr.
Jobling, touching his old hat to the
juniors. “I've had a ‘ord time, air,
since the explesion. A man has to
earn a shilligg or two where and how
he can.”

“That lazy fat worm is crawling
out of towing ! grunted Johuny Bull.

“TI don't mind towing!” said
Bunter. “Io fact, I was rather look-
ing forward to a spot of exercise, on a
nice freah morming like this. I'd tow
the hoat with pleasure—I'm not a
slacker like some fellows! But wh
shouldn't an hoftest man have a job?"

“The whyfulness is terrific!”
agread Hurree Jamset Ham Singh.

“"I'm paying him half-a-crown,”
said Bunter, “That's not too much,
for a tdw up to Rushy.”

“How’s he geoing to give you your
change when you him P asked
Johnny Bull. “What's the change
out of three-ha'pence when you pay
him half-a-crown P*'

“If you're too jﬂ“{ mean to lend a
chap half-a-crown !” hooted Bunter,

“Make it cighteenpence, sir!” said

Mr. Jobling. ' These arc "ard times.”
“It'a all right!” eaid Harry
Wharton. “You shall have your

half-crown ! Somebody kick Bunter |
“ Beast I
Billy Bunter hastily withdrew out
of reach of a boot.

It was gettled that Mr, Jobling was
to tow the boat. The camping outfit
was packed in, and the fat Owl rolled
contentedly on board. Half-a-crown,
ng he had said, wea not much for a
tow up to Rushy Lock, but even if it
had been, it would not have mattered,
as it was not going to be Bunter's
half-crown, ut the other fellows
were guite willing to stump up that
moderate sum to help 2 man on his
way who geemed to have suffered
severely in an aceident.

Bob Cherry cast s Jast glance over
the meadow,

The juniors had wondered whether
they would =ee anything morc of the
mysterious Mr. Jones before they left,
He had, they nulll)pﬂscd, put up at the
Plough over night.

But Lis dinghy was gone, 80 it was
probable that Mr. Jones was gone,
too. Noiline, at all events, waa to
be seen of lim, and though the
juniors wonld have liked to render
thanks for ihe service he had done
them, he was not availahle to receive
the same.  As for another service he
had done them during the night, they
were quite unaware of it—never even
dreaming that Pon bad heen any-
where near their eamp,

They went on hboard the Water-
Lily, and pushed off ; and Mr. JToblin
tucked the towline under his arm an
towed.

He towed at quite a good rate, like
a man willing to earn his money. He
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did not look round onge, keeping en
at a steady pace.

Bob Cherry glameed at him, once ov
twice, in a rather puzsled way. He
kad only a back view of Mr. Hhiing.,
as he towed, but it struck him that
there was eomething more or less
Iamiliar about the man.

“1 say, you fellows, this is a jolly
good iden!” remerked Billy Bunter.
“What about keeping that man on te
tow? He seems willing to work! I
believe -in being kind gﬂ people whe
are willing to work! T can’t stamd
lazy slackers !”

L Eh ?ﬂ'

“But when a man's willing to work
he gught to be enconraged, 1 think,”
said Hanter. ‘'There's a lot of slack-
ing these days. Nobody szeems to
want to do any work, so far as I can
see ! Laziness all round !

“Well, you know what you're tdlk-
ing about!” remarked Beb Cherry.

‘Quite an authority on the sube
ject!” apreed Nugent,

"It's no good being stingy on a
holiday, eitier " went on Bunter,
deaf and blind to sarcasm. ““We
could apring another half-erown up to
Radeot. Dash it all, what's money
for? Spend it! I'll jolly well stand
him another half-crown lTor another
tow after Rushy!”

“ Whose half-crown ?” asked Johnny
Bull,

*“Beast I

At Rushy, the towpath passed over
to the Berkshire side. ter passin
the lock, the Greyiriara crew Bmileg
as they spotted a man with a patched
eve and a bandaged face on the cdge
of Berkshire,

" Make it another bob up to Radeot,
mirp™ ,faaﬁ:ed Mr, Jui:-!in i “I'm in
‘ope o ting a job at Hadcot, where
I'?: _Eﬁm%g well known,”

“We're going to tie n
pretty soon!” answered Harry.

“Tow you to a good place if you
like, gir! Know th%a river, sir—hved
on it forty years, man and boy.”

“"O.K. Carry on, then!”

And Mr. Jobling carried on.

_Above that pretty spot, Rushy, the
river was very windiag.

Mr. Jobhng toggede om
dustrionsly by the winding bank,

I the man knew a good spot for
eamping for lunch, he was a wuseful
man, and his further service was well
worth the extra bob, And it ecemed
that he did—for abont half an hour
later he came to & halt on the tow-

ath and glanced round at the Grey-

tiArs Crew.

“What about this, eir 7" he asked,

"1 say, you fellows, that looks rig-
ping ! declared Billy Bupter., “I
told vom the man was worth his
money.”

“Looks jolly, and no mistake!®
agreed Bob Cherry,

Off the towpath was a pleasant
shady wood. Green glades, with sun-
light filtering into them through
leafy branches, met the eyes of the
Gre{’friam crew ns they gtood up in

far lunch

in-

the boat and looked ashore.
“Looks all right,” eaid Harry
Wharton, “If you're sure that

people are allowed to camp in thad
wood, Jobling——"

Tre Macxer Lispany.—>o. 1,650,
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“I've sometimes secn 05 many as
31x or seven partier, siv, in Augnst.”
apswered Mr, Jobling., “There ain't
g0 many now. Butin August it's faiv
thick I

“*Well, il we conld eamp in Angust,
we can eamp in. September ™ said
Bob. *Ehave the boat in.”

And the Water-Lily was pushed to
the bank, and the obliging and in-
dustrious Mr. Jobling held it, while
the erow landed.

Leaving Mr, Jobling helding the
bout to the bank, the juniors crossed
the towpath, and stepped under the
pleasant shady trees, picking a spot
for a camjp.

Billy Bunter stopped and leaned on
the fivst tree—perhaps crossing the
towpath had made him tired! The
Jtiier fellows moved on a little into
the wood,

“Topping place ™ said Bob Cherry,
“This levely little glade will snit us
down to the gronnd-—what?"

“Tizht as rain !”

“1 say, you fellows =" squeaked
Billy Bunter, from the tree hy the
towpath.

“Give us a rest, Bunter !

“But I say——"

“Oh, dry up!”™ roared Johuny Bull,
“We know you're hungry! Don't
tell us !

“Fat lot you ecarc if o fellow’s
hungry ! hooted Bunter. “I am jolly
Iimgry. but that isn't what T was

oing to say. I say. yon fellows,
what has Jobling gone off in the boat
for?”

1] “‘."hﬂt E:I'l

THE MAGNET

“He's gote off —"

“Gone off I velled Bob Cherry.

“Yes! I zav——"

“Wihat the dickens!” exelaimed
Harry Wharton. “Come on!”

The Famous Five rushed back to-

the towpath.

They staved at the river, Far out
on the water, going down-stream. was
the Water-Lily, with Mr. Jobling
sitting to a pair of ears, and rowing
as if I were pitlling in o boat-race !

They stared almost in stupefaction
at the bandaged, pvehed face that
looked back at thiem from the boat as
M, Jobline pulled.

But it was only in sight of their
amazed cves for a minute or two.
Then the Water-Lily, goinz strong,
swept round a bend of the winding
river, amd, with Mr. Jobling, vanizhed
from their sight, leaving the Grey-
frinrva erew dumbfounded.

'TWIXT CUP AND LIP!
K. SHIFTY STMOONER was

M teeling good,
ITe had got by, at last !

For weeks hiad Mr. Spooner trailed
that beat up the Thames, Again and
sgain had Iunek been against him®-to
such an extent ithat My, Spooner had
almost  begun to  doubt whether
roguery was a paving game, after
all, and whether honesty might not be
the best policy. .

But hie had done it at Inat!

A bandaged face and a patched cye
had completely hidden the identity of
Mr. Spooner from eyes that knew his

rior
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foxy face guite
well.  Bob Cherry
| had  fancied that
t e noticed some-
thing vaguely
familiar about
My, Jobling. But
not one of the
Greyiriara crew
had dreamed for a
moment that Mr,
Jobling was their
okl acquaintance,
Shifty Spooner,
turning up again
like n bad penny.
. Bhifty pgrinned
happily as he
pulled.

Start today !

you

picture the different This time it was
characters with startling |all right! Fwery
realism. Any number | other time it had
up to eight can play— |been all wrong.

But this was all

of the game. Talk about !right—right as
excitement—phew | rain. Onee more
Mr. BSpooner’s
shaken faith in
roguery was

restored. He had
actuanlly gone so
far as thinking of
chucking up
rascality and
locoking for a
job of work! Bo
no wonder he
grinned as he

1!;&& tl}si Water-
Ak ripl awih
d::-v?rrn ﬂ?ﬂ -.gmaané
river.

Timofhy
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Shifty had given the Greyfriars
erew o long rest. He had giPen
them a chancee to forget all about
him—ag indeed thev nearly had. In-
stead ' of  trailing  them up  the
Thames any more, Shifty had gone
on ahead and waited for them. And
it had proved a winner.

Mr. Jobling had towed that boat,
looking for a chanee. It had lLwen
bound to come, in the cirenmstanees,
It had come—-and Shifty had jumped
nt it.

And here he was—pulling as if for
his life, leaving the amazed juniors
standing on the edge of Berkshirve,
going downstrean as fast as he counld
pull, and swervine towards  the
Oxfordshire side as he went,

The winding course of the Thames
above Rushy hid bim from the eyes
of the owners of the Water-Lily.
They could chase along the towpath
if they liked. Mr. Spoomer did not
i,

e was poing o et that Loat
away as fast as he conld, and bnwp
ashore on Oxfordshire. Then there
was . certain seeret 1n the stern
locker to which Mr. Spoonoer was
cgoing to atteid without loss of time
—a secret of whichh the Greyfriars
crew  kiew nothing, but of which
Shifty knew guite a lot.

After that, e was poing to stick
to the Water-Lily, if.it seemed safe
80 to do—otherwise, he was going to
abandon it and cut across country.

Shifty publed hard, "

“Hi!  Look out!” came a shout
from a man in a dinghy, coming un
tho river.

Shifty. liaving ne cyes in the back
of hix head, had not seen that dinghv
—and in his hot haste, he waa a little
regardless of other eraft on the river.

But at that shout he swerved, ta
keep elear of the boat coming up.

The dinghy passed him within a
few yards.

The man in the dinghy-—a man
with a rquare chin and a wooden-
looking face—stared at him. .

Then, with o swift twist of lis
oars, he spun the dinghy round in

the river, and shot after Mr.
Spooner.
The eyes in that wooden-looking

face was very keen; but they conld
not penetrate a bandage and an eve.
patch. If the man,in the dinghy
kunew Shifty Spoocner he did not re-
cognise Mr Jobling, But he recog:
nised the Water-Laly,

“Suffering tadpoles!” murmured
Shifty, as ﬁe ptared at that sundden
asud unexpected manceuvre of the
man in the dinglhy.

He stared at him; he glared at him
as he shot in pursuit of the Grey-
friare boat. ¢ had a view of o
stocky back, that was all. Why the
man had suddenly turned round and
started downstream mystified Shifty
for a moment.

BEut only for o moment.

The man was after him. That
meant that he was some person who
knew the Grevirisre boat by sight.

The Water-Lily was ecasily enougl
recognised by anyone. acquainted
with it. Thia was some mpn - who
knew the Greyfrinms fellows, and



knew their boat—and he was after
the stolen Boat.
Shifty gritted his teeth with rage.
It was un%xpe-:teﬂ. It was dis-

concertihg, It was cruél Iluck. He
had pgot off with the friars
boat, only to run into some who

knew it by sight, hardly half a mle
from the epet where he had left the
crew stranded.

Shifty had been pulling hard
before. Now he pulled almost fran-
tically. But the Water-Lily was at

least twice ag large and ftwice as
heavy as the little dinphy pulled by
the man with the wooden face. Shifty
simply hadn’t a look in,

¢ medsured the man in the dingh
with & savage eye. The man loo
a rather powerful fellow—that he was
strong was plain from the way he
made the dinghy fly. Shifty gave up
the idea of a combat, whici was hia
first thowght. That man was at least
& match for him—probably a little
over—and in the middle of the day
there were altogether too many
people about for a boat-thief to vee-
ture to put up a fight in defence of
the stolen Eooda '

It was a hard knock for Bhifty. In
the very hour of triumph the cup was
onee more dashed from hia lips.

The man in the dinghy glanced
round at him, Shifty saw a hard,
wooden-looking face, amnd plinting
sharp eyes. waad not the face of a
man that Shifty wanted hand-to-hand
trouble with,

Bitter as the blow was, Mr,
Spooner realised that the game was
up—that all he had to hope for was
to cut his luck, as Lhe would have ex-

regged it—to escape, leaving the

ater-Lily behind, withount even
groping in that stern locker,

And he had no time to lese. The
dinghy waa coming’ affer him, band
over fist. It was a matter of minutes
before he was run down, if he kept on
tn his flight.

Shitty pulled and pulled, and cast
an eye round at the Oxfordshire
shore. He picked a spot where a
thick wood prew down to the water.

The Greyfriars boat crashed swd-
denly on the bank, and Mr. Spooner
made a flying leap te land.

The Water-Lily rocked away off the
shore, humping 1nto the dinghy. Mr.
Spooner vanished among trees.

Lese than a minute later the
wooden-faced man was standing up,
holding to o low branch over the
water, and staring inteuntly ashore.
But he did not land. He wanted
that man whe had been pinching the
Greyiriara boat, and wanted him
badliy—but he knew that there was
noe chance—Shifty had made good his
escape.

The wooden-faced man shrugged
his shonlders. Taking the Water-
Lily in tow, he sat to his oars again,
and pulled across the Thames—fo-
wards the distant towpath where, far
away, five rmuning figures could he

geen.
1]

J “The esteemed Jomes.”
“Oh, what luck !™

What riopine luck

TOED UF THE RIVER !
ONES ¥ gagsped Bob Cherry.

EVERY SATURDAY

i III:TEvE fellows came to a breathless
BlT.

After the first minute of spell-
bound smazement the Famous Five
had done the only thing peesible—
pelting down the towpath in pur-
suit of Mr. Jobling and the Water-
Lily: leaving Billy Bunter blinking
where he had I:am&d,

The juniors were not thinking of
Mr. ner. They supposed that
they had been taken in by an artful
boat-stealer. They got after Mr.
Jobling as fast as they could.

And then t.he} beheld that myster-
ious man, Mr. Jones. They stopped,

and stared at him blankly but joy- S

fu%i.

ey had first made Mr, Jones’
useful acquaintance when Pon had
beem petting away with the Water-
Lily, and he had saved their boat for
them. That he would turn up a
second time to save the boat again
was such a stroke of luck that they
could hardly have ventured to dream
of it. Really they could hardly be-
lieve it mow that it had happened.

Bat there was Mr. Jones—pulling
in his dinghy, with the Water-Lil
in tow. And they waited on the ‘han{
for him to arrive.

*“Is this luck?” gasped Bob.

“Ia it mot?” grinned Nugent.
“That man Jones seems to be start-
ing in busimess as 3 guardian angel.”

“The luckfulness is truly termfie!”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “As
the English proverb remarks, a friend
in need is a bird in hand that goes
longest to the bush !

“Blessed if I make it out!” said
Harry Wharton. *“It's tremendoms
luck—but really, it looks as if that
chap Jones is keeping an eve on ihis
party! He t:an’g keep on cropping
np Like this by sheer coincidence.”

*“More power to hiz elbow, if he
is ! gaid Johnny Bull. “We looked
like loging the boat this time. And
we've had some narrow escapes—what
with Pon and Spooner—

“¥Well, here it comes |

Mr, Jones puled in to the bank.
His expressionless wooden face re-
laxed in a smile as he glanced at the
schoolboys ashore.

“1 say, thie is awfully good of you,
sir I exelaimed Harry Wharton. “1
suppose you saw that rogue Jobling,
and knew the hoat——"

“Exactly ' said Mr. Jones.
vour call Jum Jobling 2"

“Yes—some rotter who took ns in 1
said Harry. He langhed. “I sup-
pose you'll think we're always being
taken in, from what you've seem of
us. Hut, you see, we pave the man n
few shillings to tow the boat, and we
never thought—"

“And he cut off with it when we
landed to look at a camp!" said Bob.

“Stranger to you?” asked Mr.
Jones,

“Yes—we'd never seen him before.”

“Sure of that??

“Eh? Yes! T suppose so!” gaid
Bob, staring. “I thought for a
minute there was something familiar
about the cut of his jib—but I've
u;zver seen him before that I know
ﬂ -T!

Mr. Jones smiled.

“*Next Lime voun hire n man to tow

“Dig

ghould have a thumping

9

your boat, better ses his face!" he
suggested. “A ba face may
imply an accident—or it may impl
that a man prefers not to have
face seen. I fancy that you mighk
have found it familiar.”

“Qhk!” gasped Bob. “Spooner!™
“Great pip!? ejaculated Johnny
Bull, “Why, we're a lot of asses}

Spooner all the tims, you bet, with
his face camounflaged—"

The Famous Five looked at ome
another. It only needed the sugges-
tion to be made; they guessed the
truth at once. They had not, as they
had supposed, geen the last of Shifty

“The ridienlous Spooner, of
course !” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. |

“And we never Euﬁﬂﬂéﬂ!" said
Harry Wharton. We'd almost
forgotten Spooner -—- and  Jobling
dide’t loock anything like him! He
won’t take wm in )g;ka that again!
It must have been that rascal, of
course [

“Very probably I” said Mr. Jones
dryly.

With a nod to the juriors, Mr.
Jonea pulled away.

The Qresfriars crow loocked after
him curiously. They had hcen con-
siderably puzzled by Mr. Jones
already. ow they were &till more
puzzled. They could sec that Mr.
Jones had heard of Spooner—but how
he knew anything abhout the man
was a puzzle!l

“Well, we'va got the boat, thanks
to jolly old Jones ! said Bob Cherry,
“Thank goodness for that! @
Lill to pa
old Baker at Friardale 1f we lost it
All aboard, my infants!”

The Famous Five clambered into
the Water-Lily, and pulled up the
river to the spot where the artful
Mr. Jobling had induced them to
land for a camp.

Mr, Jones in his dinghy was scom
out of sight.

Billy Bunter was found where they
had left him. The fat Owl of ths
Remove was still leaning on the tros
by the towpath, and apparently had
not shifted during tﬁeir absence,
He blinked at them through his bhig
epectacles aa they landed.

“I say, you fellows, where's Job-
ling?” he asked.

“Hitting the horizon somewhere in
(Oxfordshire !” answered Bob Cherry.
'* Jobling waa that man Spooner with
Lis face tied np!®
“Hot!” said Bunter,

“He was pinehing the hoat, fat-
hend

“I say, isn't be coming back®",

“1 wieh he was! I'd like to alter
a few of his features for him ! But
he won't eome back fn gt them

altered I

“Well, that's all wvery well!2
gruutﬂ] Bunter. “But who's zoing
to tow the boat?”

“You are!” grunted Johnny Bull,

“(Qh, really, Bnll—"

The hamper was taken aghore, and
the Greyfriars crew lunched. It was
guite a nice lunch in the green glade
under the shady trees, but Billy
Bunter’s fat brow wore a clond of
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treubled thonght as he demolished
the fomlstuffs. . ;

The worry on his fat mind did not
affect his appetite. It was not so bad
ns that. But it was cléar that the
fat Owl was worried,

The loss of the usefnl Mr. Jobling
was a blow to Bunter, It looked as
if. that spot of work was coming,
after ail.

“1 say, you fellowsl” squeaked
Bunter, when lunch was over and
the crew of the Water-Lily packing
to depart. I say, I've got a pain!
1 think it's & touch of plumbage in
my leg! I'm afraid I shan't be able
to walk ™

“A touch of whatter?” cjaculated
Bolb Cherry. .

“Plumbago! It might be
;nwumnnin, though [ added Bunter.
‘“There's a lot of pReuUmonia 1n our
family, My uncle was lame with it!"”

“Oh erikey ! .

“1 suppose you wouldn't mind
towing, Nugent, as I've got n fearful
pain in my leg?”

“"Buppese againl”
Nucrent.

“You wouldn't mind, would you,
Iuky ?" asked Bunter.

snggested

“The mindfulness would Dbe
terrific, my esteomed fat  lazy
Bunter!”

(%)

“1 sny, Harry, old chap——

“No gond calling me old chap!”
spid the captain of the Remove, with
a shake of the head. “It's a sheer
waste !

“Eh—wharrer you mean?” .
. *1 mean that I'm going to sit m
the boat while yon tow.”

“ Beast ¥

“Ha. ha, hat”

%I eay., you fellows, it's a bit
heartless to cackle, when a fellow's
got pneumonia in his leg—"

“Ha, la, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five. ' The idea of Billy Bunter
having pneumonia in his fat leg
seemeil to make them cackie all the
WOTC.

“Y shall have to sit in the boat [”
snid Bunter, “I say, Bob, yow're
not o brast like the other beasts !
Besides, vou like work! You won't
mind towing——"

“Well,” said Bob thoughtfully,
“if you've really got a pain e

“Feaviul ! said Bunter
sively. “Like burning daggers!”

“Oh, all right!” said Bob. “If
you've really got a pain like burning
daggers, old chap—I've never had o
pain like burning daggers, but it
sounids pretty grim '-=1'm the fellow
to help you out!”

“You silly ass 1”7 said Johnny Bull
“It's all gammon !

“Yon shnt up. Bull! roarcd
Bunter. “I ain’t asking you to tow
me up the river—I'm nsking Bob!"

“I'm going to toc Bunter up the
river !” anid Bob. “If he can't get
EOi“F withont it, I'm going fo toc

im! Chuck out that line I”

Rilly Bunter grinned with satisfac-
tion.

Four members of the ercw went on
board the -Water-Lily. Bob canght
the towrope and handed it to Bunter.

Bunter, about to roll on board,
stared at him.

“Eh—I don't want that !” he said.
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IMNTeR-

THE MAGNET

“You're going -to tow me up the
river—yon gaid so!”

- "Quite,” agreed Bob, "I'm going
to toe you up the river, just as long
as you want me to toe you up the
river. I faney you'll get tired before
T do! Here you are, old lazybones !

Bob hooked the towline over
Bunter's fat shonkler. Then he
lifted his foot and there was a thud.

“"Yarcoch I roared Bunter.

Thud !

“Wow! You silly beast! Wharrer
vou up to?"” shrieked Bunter,

“Tocing you up the river! Didn't
you ask me tof”

“Ha, ha, ha!" came a yell from
the Water-Lily,

“Why, yon silly idiot!” howled
Bunter. “ Wharrer you mean? Will
you stop Kicking me, you mad fat-
head 27 *

CThud !

“Yoo-ltoop i

Billy Bunter started up the river,
The Water-Lily 2ot into motion,
Behind Bunter wuij:rml Boh Cherry.

Thud ! i

“Whoop!, Will yon stop it?”
roarcid Bunter. “Btop it, you blither-
ing chump ! You dangerous maniae,
stop it "

" Don't yon want me to toe you up
the river?" demanded Bob.

“Ha, la, ha!™

“You silly idiot, I didn't mean
that I

H.I {'Iid!u-

“Ha; ha, hat"

“I fanecied you'd get tired first!”
zaid Bob. *“I1f yon want any more,
sing out! I'll toe you all the way
to Hadeot. if you like!™

Bob Cherry jumped into the boat.

Billy HBunter, with feelin too
deep lor words, towed on. e did
not want tv walk. He did not want

to tow. He wanted to Iaze while
somcbody clse towed him, Bat he
did walk—and he did tow. Lazy as

e was, he did not want Bob Cherry
to toe lim up the river!

THE MAN IN THE DARK!

i EEL watchh to-might!”
K marked Hob Cherry.
“Yos, rather !
it in turns!”

-

“eep
Wharton,

“If you fellows think I'm going to
sit up at night——"

“Kill Bunter, somcbody !™

“Yah!”

Some distance above Radeot {he
Water-Lily was moored, and the
Greviriars erew camped for the night.

It was o fine September evening,
with a crescent of moon peeping over
the treetops and the sun setfing in a
blaze of crimson and gold. The
following day, the juniors expected
to arrive at Lechlade. They were
camped in o field off the towpath—
which, above Radeot, was on the
Oxfordshire side arain — Lavin
abtained leave from a hospitable
farmier. It wos o nice little field,
eurrounded by high hawthorn hedges,
with no buildings anywhere at hand,

The tent was up, and the Grey-
friars crew at supper. The Water-
Lilv, moored .to a stump, lay in the

said Harry

rishes.  The padiock was on. But
the juuiors knew that padlocks did
not give Mr. Spooner a Jot of troubis,
And since that awfully narrow escape
of losing the boat they had sagely
decided on taking no chances,

It was clear now that Spooncr,
whom they had shaken off holow
Oxford, was on hamnd again, deter-
mined to get hold of the Water-Lily
if he could—probably getting a little
desperate, now that the schoolboys
:'@m nearing the end of their holiday
rip.

When that trip was over, the boat
was to be sent back by railway to
o¢ld Baker's boat-yard at Friavdale,
after which Mr. Spooner’s chances of
getting hold of it again would be
mich slimmer. In the neighbour-
hood of Friardale. mear Greyfriars
Sclool, policemen were looking for
Mr. Spooner. Amd Mr. Spocuer
loathed policemnen !

So it was depided that, every night
for the remainder of the trip; wateh
should be kept—at least unfil there
was a chance of getting hold of the
persistent Mr. Spooner, and hauding
him over to the care of the law.

“But it's weird, you know !" said
Bob. “That man Spooner tried to
get lhold of the boat before we started
—and he's trailed us up the Thames
after 1t! But why the thump docs
he so specially want the Water-Tily ¢
I know it uwsed to be his boat—aud
it's a good boat—Dbnt he could pineh
& whole flect of boats with less
trouble than he's put into trying to
pinel the Water-Lily !”

“Can’t make that out!” said Harry
Wharton, “But one thing's certain——
he's after that boat, like a dag after
& bone—and if he zets half a chanee,
he will snaffle it !

“We won't give him half a chanee 1™
said Johnny Bull., “Take it in turns
to sit up ond wateh, now we Enew
he's hanring abont.”

“I say, you fellows!”

“You ecan turn im, vou fat owl!"
said Bob. “Think we'd trust you to
keep your eyes open &

“Uh, all right I gaid Bunter, “It's
not a bad idea to keep watel. Ouly
don't make a row., A fellow wants to
sleep 1™

Billy Bunter rolled into the tent.
and his snore was soon mingling with
the ripple of the river and the
murmur of the wind in the trees.

The Famous Five sat outside the
tent, their eyes on the river glowing
in the sunsct, as the dusk deepened
aud night closed in.

The tall hawthorn hedges that shut
in the field werc a mnss of dark
shadow; amd they could not Leélp
wondering whether, perhaps, those
dark shadows hid the Inrking form of
Shifty Spooner, watching the camp
and waiting for them to turn in,

If he was there, he was not, at all
events, going to take them off thelr

uord again, The oars had been
aken out of the hoat; and the boat-

£ hook was kept handy for dealing wi

Mr. Spooner if he turned up.
“My esteemed chums!” murmured
Hurree Jamset Rom Einqh
“Bpotted Spooner, old bisck bean ?”
nn]:eri} Bob, with a grin.
“No! But the hearfulness s
terrific!” answered the mabob.
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Billy Bunter gasped for breath and perspired as he mopped and mopped and mopped. There was to
be no breakfast for him until after the job was finished !

"Eh? I never noticed anything!™
said Johnuy Bull. “Only some birds
twittering in those bushes hy the
river."” %

" Exactfully I” agreed the nabob,
“And when the estermed birds have
gone to bed roostfully, thev do net
usually twitter any more, unless
there 15 disturbfulness.”

“Oh!'™ execlaimed Harry Wharton,
He rose to his feet and - peered
throngh the thickening shadows
towards the bushes near the river,
“Somebody prowling, do you think,
Inky?”

“The thinkfulness is preposterous.”

“Might be only some jolly old cow
rooting about !” said Nugent. “We
don't want to collar a cow in the
dark !

“We'll jolly well zee, anyhow !
satd Bob. “I'd rather bag that man
Spooner, and hand him over to a
bobby, than =it up every night keep-
ing an eye open for him !

“Yes, rather ™ agreed Nugent.

“They want him for pinchin
Mauly’s bapknote at Greyfriars an
for hurfliug at Tipton Lodge, down
by Mapledurham !” said Bob, “If we
make them a present of him, he will
leave the Water-Lily alone, Let's go
and look, anyhow !*

“Let's!™ aaid Harry.

Leaving the tent, and William
George Bunter snoving therein, the
Famous Five moved across the dusky
field,

‘The darkmess waz thickening, now
that the sun was gone; and there was
as yet only a glimmer of moon over

the trees. The mass of bushes by the
river were black as a hat,

Apart from black shadows, there
was nothing to be seen. But as the
juniors reached the bushes they
heard a svund.

It wasz a very .distinet sound of
rustling, obvieusly made by some
hidden person moving stealthily in
the thicket,

“Hear that? whispered Bob.

o

‘gooner!" breathed Harry,
“We'll jolly well get him  this
timre 1

That there was somebody hidden
in the bushes, stealthily retreatin
as they advanced, the jumiors mulg
uot doubt—itheir eara told them as
much. And they could hardly doubt
that it was Shifty Spooner.

It might, of courkte, be some
wandering tramp, looking for a
chance to pilfer from the camp. But
the chances were that it was Mr.
Speoner, after the Water-Lily again;
aud, whoever it was, they were going
to cotlar him and see for themselves.

JThey plunged into the thicket,
following the sound, ‘That thicket
separated the field from the towpath
—and the stealthy sound of retreat
fed towards the river.

It was clear enough that the unm-
seen man had come by the towpath—
that he had been lurking there watch-
ing the Greyfriars camy; and that he
was new seeking to escape being
seen,  But the Famous Five were
determined that he was not going to
CECAPE.

2 bound, and grasping

“Hallo, hallo, halle " roared Bob
suddenly. “This way !*

He glimpsed a shadowy form
emerging from the thicket on to the
open towpath. He wu_:ﬁer it with
it.

The shadowy figure staggered in hia
grasp. The next moment 1t was over
and Bob sprawling across it. :

“Back up!” he panted. *W've ro
him '™

“Hold on to bhim [

“Pin him !

The Co, rushed to Bob's aid.

The man sprawling on the towpath
heaved up, and Bob, a‘t-urdg as he wasa,
would have been flung off. But lLis
comrades piled in fast to help him.

They grasped that shadowy figure
o all sides, and* fﬂ-i‘ﬂ% jammed it
down on the towpath. Five pairs of

hands fastened on i, holding it help-
less.,
“@Got him 1

grunted Johnuoy Bull.
L) BF

um, what lock ! exclaimed
Harry Wharton breathlesaly. “ We've
got the rotter all right! This puts
paid to SBhifty Spooner [

“The paidiulness is preposterouns |*
chuckled Hurree Jameet Ram Singh.

“You can keep quiet, you rotter!”
said Bob. “We've you all rizht,
and you're not getting away again!
You’ve tried this € On once’
often, Mr. Spooner! This is where
you get it in the neck !”

The man urigg]ing in the grasp of
many hands or breath. There
was no escape for him—he could not
pogsibly get out of that grasp. If it
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was Shifty Spooner, as t). Juniors did
not doubt for a moey., 4t, they Lad
him! But—e

“Will you be kind enough to
release me?” camp a wvoice from the
shadowy firure, " You are causing me
very considerable discomfort.”

- Five fellows jumped, all at once!
They let go that shadewy figure, as if
it lad become red-hot! They knew
that voiece.

“Oh!" pasped Harry Wharton.

“You!" stuttered Bob Cherry.

The shadowy figure sat up, panting
for Dbreath, and the Famouz Five
aazed in astonishment at Mr, Jones!

MR. JONES EXPLAINS !

i F IG-JIG-JIG-JONES!" astuttered
Bob ﬂherr;n
“Jonea ! breathed Harry
Wharton with a gasp,

“The esteemed Jones [

“But what the thump—"
claimed Johnny Bull.

It was Jones—the mysterious Mr.
Jones! He had undoubtedly been
lurking in that thicket, watching the
camp! Hut it was Jones—Mr. Jones!
Really, it seemed to the Ureyfriars
fellows that Mr. Jones was haunting
them !

1t was quite an amazing discovery.
Thev conld not regard the man who
had twice recovered their boat for
them with suspicion. But what on
earth his game was, was o mystery to
them. Certainly he had been acting
in o way that they would only have
expected of Shifty Spooner.

*Well, this beats it!" said Frank

exX-

THE MAGNET

Nugent. *“Sorgy we handled you,
Mr, Jones—buf you couldn't expect
us o know you in the dark.”

Grunt from the wooden-faced man.

He picked himself up, 'put his
collar straight, and breathed rather
hard. 'The juniors could only stare
at him.. It was clear that fm whns
annoyed by having been discovered;
but why he was there at. all was diffi-
cult for them fo understand.

“Sorry!” said Harry Wharton, * We
never dreamed—-"

Grunt !

“The sorrowfulness is really and
truly terrific, esteemed sahib!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Mr, Jones smiled.

“Well, there’'s no harm dome[™ he
enid. “ Yon young fellows seem rather
more sharply on the wateh than
usual.”

“We think that rascal Spooner is
somewlhere about,” answered Harry.
“We thought you were Spoener wlen
we collared you.”

“Like to step to our camp and have
a spot of coffec®” asked Bob Cherry
pelitely. *“We've got lots.”

Mr. Jones stared at him for a

moment. Then, rather to the relief
of the juniors, he nodded good-
humouredly, It was a relief, for

although they could not blame theni-
gelves for what had happened, they
éertainly did not want to offend the
man who had twice rendered them so
girnal a service.

“Quite a good idea!” said Mr.
Jones,

“Thiz way, then !
fully,

Mr. Jones walked with the juniors

2
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ou'll

back to the tent—from which rumbled
the wninterrupted snore of William
George Bunter.,

The Greviriavs fellows were eurions
about My, Jonez, They were puzaled
about him. They could not imagine
why he had been lurking about their
ecamp In a way which was, to sax the
least, etealthy. But they werc full of
pelite hospitality to the man whoe had
twice saved the Water-Lily for them
—thrige, if they had known it.

Mr. Jones was accommodated with
the best camp-stool, The best cup
was produced, and filled with lot
eoffee.  Cake was sorted out of the
hamper, but Mr. Jones declined cake.

He sat and sipped hiz coffee, with
his wooden face ns espressionless as
usual. But his sharp eves, gleaming
like beads in the glimmer of the
moon, scanncd the faces of the
juniors.

Hiz wooden face relaxed suddenly
into a smile.

“You are curicuz, I suppose?” he
said. *

“Well, not exactly. Mr. Jones”
said Harry. *Hut vou've rather sur-
prised us, yon know. You pop up in
the most extraordinary way.”

“The popfulness is terrifically

#eer, esteemed Mr, Jones,"” remarked
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Mr. Joues grinned,

“It may noft be quite so extra-
ordinary as you suppose!” le 1e-
marked,

“Well, it's Leen Ineky for us. more
than enee, hut it°s rather weird.” said
Bob Cherry. * You seem to know all
about ws, and all about that man
Spooner—and I'm blessed if T know

Low, wunless vou've a  jolly  old

magician.”
“Yes, I tuink I am fairly well
wssented My, Jones.

;ms.tml Ll
‘Bpooner was originally the owner of
vour boat, 1 think:"”

“That's so, bmt I'm blezsed 17 T see
how vou know." .

“He was zent to prispon for two
vears, “HBud his boat was sold, with
other property, while he was serving
his sentence for a robbery at Popper
Court, near yvour school. Grerfriars IV

The Famouz Five gaged at Mr.
Jones. It was quite correct, but how
Mr. Jones kunew all this, beat them.

“He nsed to sail the Water-Lily on,
variows rivers.” went on Mr. Jones,
“and when he was eaught, after the
robbery at the houze ou the banks of
the Sark, it was fairly clear hiow le
had been oveupied during all thoese
cruises.”

“Well, we gucszed something of
that kind,” said Harre, “and I sop-

ose that’s why he wants his old boat

ack again--to carry on his old
game."

“Wo doubt ! He came out ol prison
about the time you engaged the boat
for your summer trip on the Thames,
and was unable to get possession of
it. 8o he started trailing you on the
river to get it away by stealth.”

“Yes:; he's been after us ever since
we started.”

“And when youn were gamped. ab
Tipten Lodge, near Mapledurhiam, he
put in a spot of hiz old husitiess—
burgling riverside houses—and jyou



boye stopped him from getting away
with Bir Gleorge Tipton's bonds.”

“He's a magician ! gdid Bob, while
his comrades stared. "Only a jolly
old magician could know all that
about us.”

“The affair at Tipton Todge was
reported to the police, who compli-
mented you on the part you had
played in the matter.”

“They said some nice things,” said

Harry, “Perhaps you'll tell us pre-
sently hpw the dickens you know all
this, Mr. Jones.”

“Perhaps. In your statement to

the police, you explained all you knew
of Mr. Spooner, and among other
things, mentioned that he had fol-
lowed you all through your cruise,
trjl{l,f to steal your %\oal'-!"-

“We did! But how—"

Mr. Jones pausdd,

“You are going to keep watch to-
night?” he asked, with an abrupt
change of subject that made the
juniora jump, "

- "“Yes; we feel sure that Spooner
1sn’t far away, after what happened
to-day,” answered Harry.,

“'Well,” gaid Mr, Jones, “don’'t ™

“Eh 7"

" Don't I"

“And why not?” demanded Johnay
Bull, rather gruffly.

“Because, my {o_',r, if you keep
watch, Spooner, who is as e{arp as it
lynx, will not come anywhere near
your hoat ! |
The {uniﬂm blinked at Mr. Jones,
“Well, that's what we want !” said
Frank Nugent., "'Think we want him
to pinch the boat, Mr. Jones "

ere was another pause. Mr.
Jones apoke again at last, slowly.

“You seem sensible lade,” he said,
“and I think I can trust yom. You
can help me, if you choose to do so.
It seems to you very extraordinary
that I know all about you, and about
Shifty Spooner.”

"It does--rather I"" said Harry,

"It may seem less extraordinary,”
said Mr. Jonee quietly, “ when I men-
tion that I am Detective-Inspector
Jones, and that the case of Mr. Shifty
Spooner has been placed in my
hands.” )

“Oh I gasped the Famous Five, all
together.

‘It was vwour statement that
Spooner had been following you, to
steal your boat, that led me to take
to. ‘Eauahn‘:u!g a diﬂ%l:.j' on the river!"
said Mr. Jones, with a amile, * When
the case was placed in my hands, I
decided to follow you up the river,
and, when I had picked you up, keep
an eye on you. I have had an eye on
you ever since you passed Oxford—
though doubtless you were upaware
of the faet.”

“Never had a suspish,” said Bob.
“Never saw you till the day yom
stopped that Highcliffe cad getting
away with the Water-Lily."

"Onite ! assented Mr. Jones. "1
did not intend to establich comtact—
but I could not, of course, let you lose
your boat ™

“A jolly old police detective—ao
that’s why theose eweeps at the Plough
shelled out when vou told them to!”
exclaimed Bob. “I—I suppose we
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might have guessed something of the
sort—but we didn't !”

“Now,” said Mr. Jones, “1 have
told you thie—to be kept to your-
selves, of course—because you ecan
make things casier for me. Yonu
understand now that I am after Mr.
Spooner, with a warrant for his
arrest. He is about the most slippery
customer I have ever trailed, buot if
he keeps on after your -boat, that is
where I come im. you keep watch
to-night, it ia ten to one that he will
get wise to it, and keep clear! T
don’t want him to keep clear! You
can trust me to keep watch for you.”

“Oh, my hat! That was what you
were doing when we bagged you!”
exclaimed Bob. "'We fancied it was

ner.”

“Ieave the matter in my hands,
and I guaraptce that you will net
loge the boat!” said Mr, Jones. *“If
Mr, Spooner turns up to-night, you
will lose Mr. Spooner !

" Of course I” said Harry. “Now we
understand, we'll play up—syou've
r:iulﬁ to tell us what you'd like us to
0o,

“Give your orders, ekipper!” said
Bab.

“Then turn into your tent and
don’t stir till morning I said Mr.
Jones, rising from the camp-stool.
“Is that agreed ?*

“Yes, rather—anything you like !”

“Thank you,” said Mr. Jones,

*“ Good-night I

“Good-night, sir!”

With a nod to the echoolboys, Mr.
Jones—rno longor so mysterious—dia-
appeared across the dusky field.

“Well,” said Bob, with a deep
breath, *'who'd have thought it?

“Shan’'t be sorry to turm in, and
leave the sentry-go to Jones!™ re-
marked Johnny Bull,

“And -let’s hope Spooner will turn
up I said Nugent,

“ Yea, rather ¥

And the Famous Five turned into
the tent, more than content to leave
the task of watching the Water.Lily
in the capable hands of the no longer
mysterious Mr. Jones.

STICEY !

3} O000GH !" ejaculated Bob
Cherry.
“What's up?*

“Bring Bunter here!” roared Bob.

*‘What on earth forp” '

“T'm El}iﬂg‘ to drown him in the
Thames !

Bob Cherry scemed rather exeited.

It was a sunny morning; and the
Famous Five, when they turned out
of the tenl, found the Water-Lily
snfe and sound.

There had beem no alarm in the
night, and geemingly Mr. E]ﬂmnar had
not paid the camp a visit during the
dark hours,

Of Mr., Jones nothing was to he
seen.  Butb they did not cxpect fo sce
anvthing of Mr. Jones. They uniler-
stood now that it was Mr. Jones' cue
to play the part of the shy violet—till
he had a chance of pouncing on the
man hie wanted,

Bunter had not yet turned out. Ile
wag still enoring in the tent. There
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was no reason—se far as Billy Bunter
Enew—why he should turn out till
breakfast was ready.

Bob had gone on the boat to get
something out of the stern locker.
That locker, which waa tightly made,
and had a Booring of sheet zinc, was
used as a larder by the Greyfriars
erew. There were tine of various
foodstuffs in the locker—among them,
some tins of golden ayrup.

Bob had suddenly discovered golden
S¥Iup, as he groped in the locker!

But it was not in a tin!

_ A tig, with a tablespoon still stick-
g an 1, lay on its side, lidlegs, The
contenta had streamed out all over the

locker and the other wmood k
tlicrein. Gpiin pacie

Bob lifted a hand from the locker—
streaming with tremcle!

“Upset a tin " asked
ton from the bank.

“No, asg "

“You lock sticky!"

"The stickiness is terrific.”

"I'm going to slanghtér Bunter ”
roared Bob. “The fat villain has
een scoffing treacle—and he was too
jolly lazy even to put the lid on the
tin again! It's all over the shop!
Look at me !®

Bob held up a fistfal of treacle!

Rf:aHj'. it was exasperating !

Billy Bunter had a sweet tooth ! It
was practically impossible to keep
coudensed milk on the boat—Bunter
always travelled through it with a
tablespoon. When condensed milk
was not available the jam was in
equal danger. When jam ran out,
golden syrup was the next best thing,
Nobody cxpected Billy Bunter to
leave anything uneaten if he had
room for it in his extensive iuterior,
But really, even Billy Bunter might
have taken the trouble to jam the lid
back on a tin of treacle, on a hoat
which might'rock at any moment, and
where anything might be tipped
OVEr.

Bunter hadu't! Buuter had left a
tin full of treacle with the spoon
sticking in it—with the natural result
that the tin had rolled over with the
motion of the Water-Lily; and the
interior of the locker was now iu a
fearfully sticky state.

Treacle smeared all over the zing
flonr. Treacle smeared all over tima
of corned bheef and sardines. Treacle
soaked into a loaf and oozed into a
bag of hiscuits ! And treacle smeared
and stuck all over the hand with
which Bob had groped in the lacker,

It was not nice! It was un-
pleasant ! And Bob Cherry, with a
red face of wrath, stngped out of the
boat and strode towarda the tent.

“Aren't you going to wash that
ﬁtir:i?' paw " asked Harry.

*Not fill I've roused Buntfer out ™
anawered Bob.

“Oh, my hat ¥

Bob tramped into the tent !

Billy Buunter was snoring! He
ceased to smore as a sticky hamd
rrasped a fat chin apd jerked him
into wakefulness. )

“Tireh I gurgled Bunter. * Gerra-
way! "Tain’t rising-bell I

“Roll out, you fat frog!” raared
Bob.
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“Shan't! Urrgh—wharrer  you
grabbing at my face for®” wyelled

sticky !

Bunter, “I say, I'm all iek;
sticky !

You're making my face
Beast ! Qooogh [

There was plenty of treacle on Bob
Cherry’s hand. Most of it was
now trapsferred to Billy Bunter's
features.

Bunter sat up and spluttered. He
dabbed at a sticky face.

“You wsilly idiot!” he bawled.
“Wharrer you dabbing freacle on me
for ="

“That's the treacle you upset in
the locker, you fat grampus ' roared
Bob. “Now turn ont——-"

“Beast 1V

“You're going to clean out that
locker to the lasy spot before you
have any bhrekker! And if wou
haven't finished when we're ready to
start, you start without brekker!”

“I'm not getting up yet!” roared
Bunter. *“If you fancy I'm going to
clean out that locker, 1 can jolly well
say plainly—— Whoooop ! Leave off
kicking me, will youn, you beast !”

Bob did not leave off |

Bunter turned ont !

“Five minutes!” said Boeb. *If
you're not out in five minutes, I'll
gome back for you and bring the
boathook 1™

Bunter was out in five minutes |

He came out of the tent in a state
of rage and wrath and indignation,
inexpressible in words. However, hie
tried to express it in words

“ Beasts " he roared. “ Whoere's my
brekker? I ain’t going to clean ont
that locker! Blow the locker! Of
all the cheeky rotters o

“No brekker till you've finishied !
said Bob Cherry. “Get going !
“Shan't !"” roared Bunter.

“ Where's that boathook *”
Billy Bunter gave Bob Cherry the

deadliest bBlink of  which his
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gpectacles wore capable and rolled
across to the Water-Lily,

“We start in an hour, Bunter [
called ont Harry Wharton. " Put
vour beef into it!”

* Beast IV

Billy Bunter rolled on board the
boat. He blinked inte the stern
locker. ;

‘That locker was a scat when it was
shut; but part of the top opened as a
lid. It was open now; and Bunter
bliuked into it in dismay.

Vaziness, as i3 often the case.
coused more instead of less trouble
in the long Tun. Jamming a lid back
e a tin really was not a lot of
trouble. But cleaning out that
aticky locker was a job to con-
template.

Billy Bunter blinked ashore at the
camp. Breakfast was ‘cooking over
the stove,  and there was an
appetising scent from the same,

“I say, you fellows——" squeaked
Bunter,

“Get down to it, you lazy,
froz ! hooted Bob.

“ Look here, we shall bhe at Lech-
lade to-day ! roared Bunter. “ We'll
get a man to clean it out! I'll pay
him [

“Think you could get a maun to do
that job for three-ha'pence?”

“ Beast [

“Time's going ! said Bob. “If
thore's a spot of treacle left in that
logker, you don’t get any brekker !”

Billy Bunter breathed hard, and he
broathed deep. But there was no
help for it—and he began work !

Wearily he sorted out sticky tins,
washed them in the river, and laid
them obout the boat! That was
trouble emough ! But the locker ifsclt
was worse !

With a bucket of water and a niop
used for awabbing out the boat the
fat Owl got to work on the locker.

He mopped and mopped !

fat
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Meanwhile, the Famons Five ate
their breakfast. Bunter's was laid
asitle—a reward of industry if he
finished hiz job in time! I he did
not, it was going to be a hungry Owl
who started up the river that morn-

ing.
Bunter laboured. He gasped for
breath! He perspired. During half

an honr Bunter probably did more
work than he hng done during the
whole trip since the Greyfriars crow
had puzhed out of Kinpgston.

He mopped, and mopped, anid
mopped ! He banged that mop about
the locker as if bent on scuttling the
Water-Lily.

Gradually the spilt freacle disap-
peared under his labours.

Suddenly there came a howl from
Bunter.

“Oh erikey

He ceased to bang the mo

“Finighed 7™ called out
there's a single spot——"

“Beast! It's your fault " roared
back Bunter. “'The bottom of the
locker's knocked in——"

“Fathead ™

“I tell you it is, and it's your
fanlt ! howled Bunter. “Serve you
jolly well right if you have to pay for
it ! Old Baker at Friardale will jolly
well charge you for the damage, and
serve you jolly well right, gee "

“Is the fat chump dreaming
asked Harry Wharton., “The bottom
of that locker iz solid zine—he can’t
have damaged it with thit mop. Tcll
ns an cazier one, Bunter.™

“I tell yon ihe bottom’s knocked
in ¥ yoaredd Bunter. He scrambled
out of the boat. " You can jolly well
mend it, if you want to usc that
locker again, so yah!”

Bob Cherry stepped on the Water-
Lily. He pglanced into the stern
locker—and then hie gave a shout !

“Oh, my hat! Come and look at
thiz, vou fellows !

And the Co., in astonishment, left
their  breakfast  unfinished  and
crowded on the Water-Lily to look.

ahout.
ob, “1If
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HIDDEN LOOT !

P ARRY WHARTON & Co.
H stared into the stern locker
of the Water-Lily,

What they saw there amazed them.

The bottom of the locker was not
knocked in, as the fat Owl had sup-
posed and declared. But there was
guite a surprising change in it.

The zine floor of the locker, which
liad looked like a fixture and which
they hiad taken for granted had been
Luilt inte the boat, was tilted.

Evidently, though it had been
tightly fitted, it was not a fixture. A
bang of Bunter's mop had dislodged
it. That locker had been wiped out a
good many times. But this was the
first time that an exasperated fat Owl
had banged a mop about in it! That
Lad done it !

“Well, this beats it !” said Harry
Wharton in amazement. "“That's a
false bottom to the logker—it can be
lifted.”

“It's busted I" snorted Bunter from



the bank. “And it's jolly well all
your faunht—-—"

“It's not busted, yon fat chum
it's shifted ! gaid- Bob Cherry.
“Look here, there's a space under-
neath—it couldn't tilt on solid wood.

My omly bat! See what that
means P

“Not quitel” said Nugent.
“What——"

“That sheet of zinc is the floor of
the locker—but it’s the 1id of some-
thing else I* said Bob. “Look here.”

He giasped the edge of the tilted
gheet pf thick Zine and pulled it up
farthet.

Then the astonished juniors could
gee how it was contrived.

There was a pivot throungh the
centre. By depressing ome end the
other could be raised.

There was no fasteming of any
kind, A fastening, ‘of course, would
have, had to be wunfastened from
above, and would have been visible.
Nothing was visible to show that the
tine was movable.

But it fitted so tightly that there
was no danger of its shifting, unless
a very heavy pressure was exerted on
one end—which, of course, never hap-
pened-—until now it had happened by
rheer chanee, from an angry and ex-
asperated bang from a mop.

Bozens of times, if not bundreds of
times, the juniors had drogped things
into the loecker, and lifted them out,
and they had uiwaira supposed the
zine floor to be as solidly fixed as the
timbers of the hoat. Evidently, how-
ever, it was not.

“Well, if that isn’t weird !” said
Johnny Ball staring. “Spooner had
this boat built himself—and I sup-
pose he had that secret place put im,
to keep his valuables when he was
cruising.”

“He had it put in to keep valu-
ables!” said Bob. “Bet on that!
But I fancy they weren't his own
valuables.”

“0Oh!” ejaculated Jolinny.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Right on the wicket!” lhe said.
“Wa jolly well know what Spooner's

ame was when he used to eruise in
this boat. He wused to park his
plunder there, after eracking cribs at
riverside houses,”

“That's it ! said Bob. “Safe as
houscs, if he was suspected, and the
boat searched! Il get there’s been

a lot of other people’s property
parked under that false floor,
And—— Oh, my hat!” Bob pave a

audden yell.

“What's biting you now?” asked
Harry.

Hng almost spluttered.

“Why, look here, why has the man
been so keen on petting back this
boat?” he gasped. “No other boat
would do for him to pinch—only this
one. He wanted his old hoat back—
his own old special hoat!  Suppose
something was left in that hide-out
when he was run in—-"

“0Oh erumbs !

“'He was nabbed suddenly after a
robbery at Popper Court, from what
we heard ! exclaimed Bob excitedly.
“The boat was sold while he was 1n
chokey. When he came out he wanted
it back—wanted it so badly that he's

EVERY SATURDAY

trailed us wp the Thames to pinch
f'tn-"
" m " exclaimed Nugent.
“You rnﬂmb&t that ilay Bunteﬁw
him in the boat—the fit ass fanéled
that he was sneaking our grub—he
was at the locker—when he was in-
terrupted——-7
“ Something’s
with convietion,
He stooped over the locker, forced
up the false foor as far as it would
go, and groped underneath:
His groping hand came in contact
with something. He drew it out—it
wag a-larga leather case.

there I gaid Bob,

“Look ! he pasped.
“Oh; my hat! Leoot!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“ Let’s see what's in it 12

Bob opened the leather case. Tt
was packed full. He rolled the con-
tents out on the locker. )

There were a number of thick

rinted documents, which the juniers

new to be honds—with various sums
from £100 to £500 barked on them.
There were half a Hozen gold watches
and a number of pieces of gold plate
with crests engraved on them. Some-
thing else was wrapped in cotton
wool—and, unwrapped, it proved to
be a pearl necklace.

“0Oh crumbs!” murmured Johuuy
Bull., * What a collection ! We know
now why Spooner wanted this boat
back so {rﬂ.ﬂ s

“The knowfulness i3 terrifie!”
grinmed Hurree Jamset BEam Singh.
“That iz what the esteemed rascal
was after.”

“Thousands of pounds’ worth!™
sald Harry Wharton, with a whistle.
“We've tripped up the Thames with
thousands of pounds parked wumnder
the floor of that locker! No wonder
Spooner wanted to gzet hold of this
boat.”

"“Bee if there's anything else ! said
Nugent.

Bob groped .in the locker again.

Another leather case came to light.
Opened, it revealed a set of steel tools
—the use of which the juniors could
eagily guess.

Nothing else was found. The two
leather cases were the fotal contents
of the seeret lide-out under the
locker.

“Hard luck om Spooner !” grinned
Bob. “When they nabbed kim, they
got him so quick that he never had
time tﬂdpay is boat a visit. And it
was sold with thie cargo on board—
and nobody ever knew. Old Baker
never guessed what he was letting us
in for, when he hired us this boat at
Friardale. My only hat—thousands
of pounds, and that rogue after us to
et it back.”

The juniors gazed at that pile of
loot—the fruits of cracked cribs of
which Shifty Spooner probably had
never been suspected.

“Bunter can have his brekker
now ! grinned Bob. “He's earned it.
Bunter [

There was no answer from Bunter.

Bunter was already breakinsting.

The Famous Five's investigalon in
the locker did not interest Bunter—
except that it kept them busy while
he snafled the foodstuffs. -

While the Famous Five were disin-
terring Shifty Spooner's hidden loot,
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Bunter waas travelling through eggs
and bacom and eosses—and, in dread
of interruption, he was exceeding the
speed iimat!

But Bunter was not interrmpted.
For the firat time in hie fat career
Billy Bunter had earned his break-
fast—or, rather, his breakfasts. And
he packed them away, one after
another, with happy satisfaction.:

THE SLEEPER AWAKES |

‘4 IKE a tow, sir?f”
“Thanks—no '™
“I'd be glad of a job, sir—

tow you up to Lechlade.”
“Not to-day, thanks !
“T say, you fellows,” squeaked

Billy Bunter from the boat, " give
the man a job! Don’t be stingy! If
you think I'm going to tow——"

“Shut up, Bunter !

Txahl?

The boat was packed, Bunter waa
in it, and the juniors had the tow-
rope in hand; all was ready to star
when a man appeared on the towpath,
He wore an old straw hat, a shaggy
beard, and a smock-frock, and looked
a respectable old countryman—cer-
tainly nothing at all like the decep-
tive Mr. Jobling! But the Famous
Five did noet want a tow—after their
experience of the previous day.

" Name of Jones, sir !"” said the man
in the smock-frock.

The juniors started a little, and
locked at him again. There were.
plenty of people about who bore the
good old name of Jones, it was true;
but natum]l?' it struck them.

“By gum !” said Bob Eher_q, laok-
ing more intently at the “bearded
face. “Is it—it can't be—"

“You've guessed it!" said Mr.
Jones quietly, “ Please let me fow
your boat !” ]

“Oh, my hat !’ murmured Nugent

They staved at him. Only on a
close iuspection could they recognise
the wooden-faced man. But it was
he.

“No luck fa the might?” asked
Harry.

Mz, Jones shook his head. o

“No. But I've a strong suspicion
that my bird is not far off. Flease
let me tow your boat—and, about a
mile up, I'd like you to go for a walk,
and leave me in charge for an hour or
eo, if you don’'t mind.”

“Any old thing!” said Bob. " But
we've got something on the boat we'd
like you to see before we start——"

o !\Fever mind that now, wsir, if you
dou't mind—if there's any eye on us,
I'd rather be taken for a man you've
tipped to tow your boat—"

“Right-ho! But *

“ Thank vou, sir!” said Mr. Jones,
in quite a loud voice, which gave the
juniors the impression that he sus-
pected that Mr. Spooner might be
within hearing, though not in sight.
o Avf-a-crown, sir, up to Lechlade.”

“Yes—but—" ‘ .

“ Ready, sir, if you'll step in " said
Mr. Jones. ]

The juniors stepped in. They had
something on the boat which the
wanted I'%r. Jones to see, and whic
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they were assured would interest him
immensely, But Mr. Jones, of course,
had no knowledge of that, and he was
anxious to get going with the tow-
line, in case a pair of shifty eyes were
on him, and a pair of shifty eavs at
hand.

The Water-Lily pushed off, aud the
man in the smock-frock towed. Ounce
mote the Greyfriara boat rolled on up
the Thames, the Famous Five ex-
tremely interested to knmow what M.
Jones” plans might be—and Billy
Bunter extremely satisfied to scc a
man hired to tow—which made it im-
probable that the fat Owl would be
called on for another spot of work.

For about an hour the man in the
amock-frock towed on, without =
single glance round. *

He came to a stop at a point where
a shady wood sloped up from the tow-
path. o

“This here is the place, sir!” he
-called out.

“Right-ho ! Pull
Harry.

The hoat bumped on the bank.

“1 say, you fellows, what are we
stopping for #"” asked Bunier. " We're
nowhere near Lechlade wet. T say.
I've heard that there’s a good inn at
Lechlade where you can get a joliy
good lunch ! .

“We're going for n bit of o walk,"
said Bob.

“Are you? I'm not!”

“My dear old porpoisc. think we
could part with you?” asked Bob.

in ! answered

“You don't know lhow nice your
company is, if you think that! Come
on 1" .

“Oh, don't be a si]li}' ass " hooted
Bunter. “I'm mot jolly well walk-
ing, [*know that! I'il sit in the
Loat while you're gone, if you're such
silly asses na to go trapesing about
wlhen voun might be sitting down!”

“Come on, Bunter!”

“Rhan't 1"

“You necdn't go far!” saud Buob
soothingly. “Only a little trot into
the wood, old fat man! I've got o
packet of butterscoteh in my pocket,
too !

“Oh! I don't mind coming fur a
walk, of course!”™ said Bunter.
“Mind, I ain't going far! T'm not
¥nin to walk my legs off ! Still,
N ecome !

The crew of the Water-Lily landed.

“Back in an hour!” called out
Harry Wharten to the man with the
towline. “Look after the boat while
we're gone, will le?'“

“Yes, gir.! I'll he glad of a rest,
sir! I'll look after your boat all
rieht, sir ™

'ﬁ'nrr]r Wharton & Co. turned from
the towpath into a shady track that
led up into the wood.

In & few minutes they wore out of
sieht from the river.

“TLike a rest, Bunter?” asked Bob
affahly.

“Yes, rather ! Buanter hind covered
thirty r‘jrards. s0 no douht he was
tired. “Where's that butierscoteli?”

Bob handed over a packet of
butterscotch and the fat Owl sat
down contentedly at the foot of a
tree to masticate the same.

The Famous Five moved a liftie
farther en. Then Bob halted at the
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foot of a big beech that towered

over the other trees.

“ Anyhody coming up?” he asked.

“What for?” asked Johnny Bull.

“Bird's-eye vicew of a boat, a
bobhby, and a Dblighter!” grinned
Bub. “What do you think Jones has
scitt us for a walk for, fathead? He
jolly well knows that OSpooner is
around, and he's giving him his
chance !*

“0Oh, all right, then!”

Aud the chums of the Remove
clambered inte the beech. |

From the high branchea they had
a view over the lower trees and counid
watch the towpath, the boat, and the
man in the smock-frock,

They were very keen to see what
waa pgning to happen—having no
doubt that something was. Mr
Spooner had not turned up in the
night, perhaps not having located the
Greyfriars camp. But that Mr. Jones
was assured that Shifty was on the
watch, and would spot the boat on
the river, they were sure,

“Look ! grinned Bob, *“Laoks like
looking after the boat—what #”

And the juniors smiled ng they saw
the man in the smock-frock.

11c had sat down on the towpath,
at a little distance from the moored
boat. As they watched him., he
stretched himself in the grass. and
villowed his head on his arm, witl
tis hat over his face—perhaps to keep
off the sun, or perhaps to ganceal the
fact that hia eyes were keenly open !

He looked as if he had gone to
slecp. But the five fellows watching
from the top of the tall becch were
quite aware that there was nobody in
the Thames valley wider awake !

Ten minutes passcd—a gquarter of
an liour, Three or four people passed
on the towpath, and then came a
man who did not pass.

That man came to a halt, eycing
the moored Water-Laly and the rural-
looking man who lay in the grass,
with tie end of the towline round his
arm.

“Spooner !” breathed Bob

“1 wonder ?”

“ Look "

For a long minute the newcomer
stoml cyeing the reeumbent form of
the man in the smock-froek. Then
he turned his head. casting a swift
and searching glanee round. The
juniors from the treetop saw his face
—the foxy features and shifty cyes
of Shifty Spooner!

Satisfied with that rapid survey,
My, Epooner stepped softly into the
Water-Lily.

This, to Mr.
seemed like pie.

He had reached the Water-Lily to
find her moored, the whole ecrew
absent, nnd only an old countryman
left in charge, who had apparently

ne to sleep in the grass while
minding the boat.

If this was not pie, Shifty Spooncer
did not know what pic was!

