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CHAPTER 1
BUNTER’'S HAMPER?

‘I SAY, YOU fellows!

Nobody heeded Billy Bunter’s fat squeak. Nobodyeghim a glance.

He stood in the doorway of No. 1 Study in the Reey@nd blinked into that study
through his big spectacles at five fellows, not ohevhom revealed the smallest spot of
interest in his fat existence.

Harry Wharton and Co. were all busily occupied. iTbecupation was rather a peculiar
one. They were all going through their pocketsf assearch of something very elusive.
Whatever it was they were seeking, it did not séematerialise, for after much
industrious rummaging and groping, ten hands reaggdewith nothing in them.

‘Nix,” said Bob Cherry, sadly.

‘Nix,” said Johnny Bull, like an echo.

‘Nix,” said Frank Nugent, like another echo.

‘The nixfulness is terrific!’ remarked Hurree JamBam Singh, with a shake of his
dusky head.

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘Same here,’ he said. ‘We seem to have struckraystatch all round. And we're late for
tea in hall.’

‘Not even doorsteps and dishwater,’” sighed Bob §héknd a fellow gets an appetite,
pulling on the river.’

‘A fellow does, and no mistake!” agreed Harry Wbart'The tuck-shop’s still open, if
we had any tin—.’

‘| say, you fellows! squeaked Bunter, again. St#l was not heeded.

Five fellows had come in hungry after a pull on 8&k. They had come in too late for
tea in hall. The study cupboard, like Mother Hultbgrwas bare. And they had made the
painful discovery that every member of the Co. wmathe sad and sorrowful state known
as ‘stony’. Hope springs eternal in the human lireasl very one of them had made a
careful search of pockets in quest of coins thathtri-improbably—have been
overlooked. And not a single, solitary coin of tealm had come to light. In such
circumstances, they were not likely to be interatefat squeaks from a fat Owil.

‘Might scrounge something along the passage,’ sstggeBob Cherry. ‘Smithy’s always
got lots—.’

‘Or old Mauly—,” said Nugent.

‘| say, you fellows, I'm speaking to you! howledll Bunter. ‘Can’t you listen to a
chap for a minute?”’

‘Oh, buzz off, bluebottle!” said Bob Cherry, takingte of the fat Owl’'s existence at last.
‘Nothing to eat here.’

‘You've come to the wrong shop for tea, old fat maaid Harry Wharton, laughing.
‘“Try another study before it's too late.’

‘Think I've come here to tea?’ hooted Bunter, indhgtly.

‘Haven't you?’



‘No, | jolly well haven't! Fat lot of good it woulthe, when you’re all stony,” snorted
Bunter. ‘I came up to ask you fellows—.’

‘Speech taken as read! interrupted Bob Cherry. dfa’t want to hear anything about
the holidays, old fat man.’

‘Tain’t about the hols,” hooted Bunter. ‘I came tapask you fellows—.’

‘Nothing doing!” Bob interrupted again. ‘We're ab stony as the Sahara—.’

‘Tain't that either!” yelled Bunter. ‘I came up leeto ask you fellows to a spread!
‘What?’

The Famous Five uttered that ejaculation all aeoiibey stared at Billy Bunter. It is the
unexpected that often happens: but this was allegébo unexpected. Certainly, an
invitation to a ‘spread’ was a windfall to five hygny and stony juniors: but from Billy
Bunter it came as a surprise. When Billy Bunter wgsossession of edibles, those
edibles generally disappeared inside Billy Buntereaord speed.

If Billy Bunter had arrived in No. 1 Study to askrtself to tea it would not have been
surprising. If he had arrived to discuss the ‘hdlsiould not have come as a surprise: for
Greyfriars School was shortly to break up for thmmer holidays, and Bunter’s plans
for the ‘hols’ were as yet in a fluid state. Buafipeared that neither of these reasons had
brought the fat Owl of the Remove to Harry Whartostudy. He had, it seemed, arrived
to ask five hungry fellows to a ‘spread’: and thets not only surprising: it was amazing.
The Famous Five could hardly believe their ears.

They had to believe their ears: but they did nategoelieve Bunter!

‘Gammon!’ said Johnny Bull, after an astonishedgead say, you fellows—.’

‘The gammonfulness is terrific,” remarked Hurreendat Ram Singh. ‘We had
betterfully go along to the esteemed Mauly’s study—

‘Like five jolly old lions seeking what they maydeur,” said Bob Cherry. ‘Come on!
Roll out of the way, Bunter.’

Billy Bunter did not roll out of the way. His amplerm blocked the doorway, and he
blinked indignantly at five doubting Thomases.

‘| say, you fellows, I'm asking you to a spreadé& bqueaked. ‘Wouldn’t you like a jolly
good spread, when you've missed tea?’

‘Oh, no end,’ said Bob Cherry. ‘Where is it? Ganityour waistcoat pocket?’

‘If you fellows will carry up the hamper—.’

‘The what?’

‘The hamper! It's down in the lobby,” explained Ben ‘It's too heavy for me. But if

you fellows will carry it up, we’ll whack it out Btound.’

‘Oh, my hat!’ said Bob, blankly.

‘And | think you fellows might at least say “Thagku”, when a fellow asks you to
whack out a hamper from home,” added Bunter, warthtgke all the trouble to fag up
the stairs to tell you fellows my hamper’s comej atl you can say is—.’

‘Gammon!’ said Johnny Bull.

‘Oh, really, Bull—.’

‘Dash it all, | suppose Bunter knows whether held b hamper or not, Johnny,” said Bob
Cherry, ‘and if he’s going to whack it out, it'dlypdecent.’

Grunt, from Johnny Bull. He did not, apparentlyliéee in that hamper. Certainly
Bunter’s statements, as a rule, were not verybigidndeed, it was said in the Remove
that if Bunter remarked that it was raining, adellhad to look out of the window before



he believed him! But really it was improbable tbhaen the unveracious Owl had rolled
into No. 1 Study with a statement that could bevpdoor disproved by stepping down to
the lobby, unless that statement was, for onceyded on fact.

‘Well, if you mean it, Bunter—,” said Harry Wharton

‘Of course | mean it,” yapped Bunter. ‘You fellowsake out that | butt in at other
fellows’ spreads, and never stand one—.’

‘No making out about it"" said Johnny Bull. “You de and you don’t!’

‘Well, now I’'m standing one, if you fellows will cey up the hamper,’ said Bunter.
‘Perhaps you'll believe it when you see it, Bull.’

Another grunt from Johnny, indicating that he mighbelieve it, even then!

‘Well, who's going to carry up that hamper?’ asladhter.

‘Little me! said Bob Cherry. ‘I'll cut down for inow.’

‘If it's there!” said Johnny Bull, still sceptical.

‘If it isn’t there, I'll boot Bunter all over thetgdies when | come up! said Bob: and he
circumnavigated the fat Owl in the doorway, andattsd.

Three members of the Co. waited hopefully, andraeenber doubtfully, for his return
with the hamper. But they had not long to wait. fEhwas a heavy tramp in the passage,
and Bob Cherry reappeared: heavy-laden. Three faggsened, and one stared blankly,
as he dumped down a hamper on the well-worn carpgéd. 1 Study. Billy Bunter
grinned.

‘There you are!” said Bob, a little breathlessly.

‘Sure it's Bunter's?’ asked Johnny Bull: reallydila fellow clinging to straws.

‘Look at the label!” answered Bob.

Johnny looked at the label tied on the hamperak addressed in capital letters: and
undoubtedly it was addressed to W. G. Bunter, ayféars School, near Courtfield,
Kent. Johnny looked at it, stared at it, stareil faérder, and continued to stare at it, as if
he doubted whether seeing was believing after all!

‘| say, you fellows, get it open! chirruped Biljunter.

The juniors were not long in getting that hampegrog-aces which had already
brightened, brightened still more at a view of thatents. It was quite a large hamper,
and it was packed, in fact crammed, with exceltemgs. Bob lifted out a cold chicken:
Nugent a bundle of ham: Hurree Singh a large ddkery Wharton a pie: while Billy
Bunter gathered up oranges and apples and bandthdsoth fat hands—Johnny Bull
still staring blankly.

‘| say you fellows, ain't it prime!’ chirruped Buet. ‘The primefulness is terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter.’

‘Topping!” said Nugent.

‘Good for the old folks at home! said Bob Cherry.

‘By gum, this is just like one of the hampers tGaker gets from his Aunt Judy.
Gentlemen, chaps, and fatheads, it was just luatkvile missed tea—this is going to be a
feast of the gods!’

It was quite a joyous party in No. 1 Study. Billyer, for once, amazing to relate, the
founder of the feast, beamed. Four other faces bdaeven Johnny Bull's sceptical
visage began to beam a little. Everybody was hyragrgt there was more than enough
for everybody: and it was all of the very best: &mete was going to be, as Bob



expressed it, a feast of the gods! But—.
Unluckily, there was a ‘but’!

CHAPTER 2
OR COKER’S ?

‘THROUGH?’ asked Potter.

‘Finished?’ inquired Greene.

Horace Coker, of the Fifth Form at Greyfriars, dat take the trouble to answer those
guestions.

Really, they hardly needed an answer. Potter aeéri&; coming into the study, could
see for themselves that Coker was neither ‘throngh*finished’. Had Coker been
through or finished, Coker would not have been sitiing at the study table, pen in
hand, Virgil propped open before him, wearily améadily transcribing line after line of
the Aneid.

Coker, heedless of superfluous questions, slogget his lines. Potter and Greene stood
looking at his bent head, with expressive expressio

No doubt they sympathized with Coker, who had twodred lines to write for his form-
master, Prout. But their looks, at the moment,ndilexpress sympathy. Their looks
expressed impatience and irritation.

Coker was a slow worker. Any other fellow in thee@riars Fifth would have finished
that impot, and taken it down to Prout before temg after teatime, Coker was still
slogging at it. The bell had passed him unheedeaaht-that Coker would have heeded
the bell in any case, for Coker seldom or nevergdithe scramble in hall. Coker’s study
was like unto a land flowing with milk and honeydahe disdained the commons in hall.
Which really was the reason why Potter and Greesre @nxious for him to get through
and finished: for they were more than ready foritethe study, and Coker had to get
through and finished first.

Potter and Greene had looked in again and agapingdo find that Coker was through.
Now, at length, they came in, feeling that they hadted quite long enough for Horace
Coker to complete the collection of scrawls and dges he was doing for Prout.

‘Much more?’ asked Potter.

No reply from Coker.

‘What about leaving the rest till after tea?’ ask&@ene. At that Coker looked up.

‘Did Prout say teatime for these lines?’ he askedl you hear him, or didn’t you?’

‘Oh! Yes! But—.’

‘I'm late with them already. Like him to double theand give me four hundred of this
tosh to do?’

‘Oh! No! But—""’

‘Shut up, then,” said Coker.

After which brief interlude, Horace Coker resuméyging at lines, and Potter and
Greene resumed contemplating his bent head expeéssi

‘Well, look here, we’'re jolly late for tea,” saicbRer, restively. ‘Mind if we have some of
the table? You don’t want it all to write lines.’

‘Don’'t mess about with the table,” snapped CokPori't shift that inkpot. Leave those
papers alone. For goodness sake, keep quiet, wiadlova’'s swotting at lines.’



‘But | say—""

‘| said keep quiet!” snapped Coker.

Horace Coker spoke as one having authority, safpoghis!” and he doeth it. That was
one of Horace Coker’s little ways. Only the circuamee that Potter and Greene looked
to Coker for tea in the study, saved him from hgwis head jammed down, hard, on
those lines for Prout.

Coker often had narrow escapes without knowin@iit.this occasion his escape was
very narrow indeed: for Potter and Greene were huagd annoyed, and growing
hungrier and more annoyed every minute. Howeveydh they regarded the top of
Coker’s head with almost ferocious looks, theyarfed from jamming it down on the
table.

Coker condescended to look up at last.

‘I'm nearly through,” he announced. ‘You fellowsadty for tea?’

‘Are we!’ sighed Greene, almost pathetically.

‘Well, instead of hanging about the study doinghmag, | think you might fetch up my
hamper while I'm finishing my lines.’

‘Oh! Is there a hamper?’ asked Potter, and his lmieared. Greene’s cleared at the same
moment. If Horace Coker had a hamper—one of thadkepacked, gorgeous hampers
from his Aunt Judy—Potter and Greene were preptar&dnish all desire to jam his
head on the table, and indeed to love him as &érothey knew those hampers.
‘Where is it?’ asked Greene.

‘Gosling’s put it in the lobby,” answered Coketf. ybu two aren’t too busy loafing about
the study doing nothing —,” added Coker, sarcalfyica

‘We’d have brought it up if you'd told us—.’

‘Don’t jaw while I'm finishing my lines.” Coker waslogging again. ‘For goodness sake,
let a fellow get through. Nam si vestra manus \@séd dona Minervae.’

‘Come on, Greeney,’ said Potter.

They left Coker to slog. He slogged on wearily, ¢éix@ression on his rugged face
indicating that Virgil's deathless verse had noeglgor him whatsoever. He was on the
200th line of the Second Book of the A neid, whettdP@and Greene came back—
empty-handed.

‘—improvida pectora turbat—!" Coker scrawled it offashed down his pen, grabbed up
the Aneid, and hurled it into a corner of the stwithh a crash, and rose from the table.
‘That’s done! You fellows, get the hamper unpackekie | take this tosh down to
Prout. Why—what—why haven't you brought it up?’

‘Only because it isn't there,” said Potter, tartly.

‘Don’t be an ass, Potter.’

‘There’s no hamper in the lobby,” said Greene.

‘Don’t be a fathead, Greene.’

‘I tell you—,” hooted Potter.

‘It's no use telling me that my hamper isn't in tledby, when Gosling put it there,’
hooted back Coker. ‘Are you fellows blind as wellsilly? Look here, | want my tea, if
you fellows don’t. Go and get that hamper whilake my lines to Prout.’

‘There isn’t any hamper—.’

‘We've looked—.’

‘Oh, don't talk rot,” yapped Coker. ‘Think | dorkihow whether there’s a hamper or not,



when | tipped Gosling a bob for shoving it in teblby? Perhaps it's walked away!" said
Coker, sarcastically. ‘Or perhaps it's taken umself wings and flown away. Think that’s
likely?’

‘There isn’t any hamper—.’

‘Not a sign of one—.’

‘Oh, pack it up,” snapped Coker. He gathered upihés. ‘I've got to take this to Prout,
or he'll be shirty:

then I'll come with you to the lobby, and poinbitt to you, if you're too blind and silly
to see a hamper nearly a yard high.’

With that, and a snort in addition, Horace Cokatk&d out of the study with his lines.
Potter and Greene exchanged a glance, breathedhaetyand followed him.

They followed him to Masters’ Studies, where tme$ were duly delivered to Mr. Prout,
and waited for him at Prout’s door. Then they fadal him to the lobby, Coker stalking
ahead, impatient and angry with fellows who coulde’e a hamper nearly a yard high.
Coker stalked into the lobby, fully expecting thaimper to be on view, and ready to
pour scorn on fellows whose careless eyes had smmetissed it. Then, as the poet has
expressed it, a change came o’er the spirit oflléam. He stared round the lobby quite
blankly. He knew that the hamper was there. Hetipgeéd Gosling, when the old
Greyfriars’ porter had landed it there. So it waesré—it had to be there. Only—it wasn’t
there! Nothing even remotely resembling a hamper@aoger’s eyes, as he stared round.
‘Well!" said Potter.

‘Just point it out, Coker,” said Greene.

‘It's gone!’ said Coker. ‘Hallo, what's this?’ Heopnced upon a thin cardboard strip in a
corner, and held it up. It was a luggage label,iancs addressed in Miss Judith Coker’s
hand, to H. J. Coker at Greyfriars School. ‘Lookial’s the label. Somebody’s taken it
off the hamper, and chucked it in that corner. Butiere’s the hamper?’

Potter and Greene stared at the label. Evidentigdtonce been attached to Coker’s
hamper. But where was the hamper? There was nghtbe& of a hamper to be seen.
Like the Cheshire Cat in Wonderland, that vanideesding only its grin behind, Coker’s
hamper had vanished, leaving only its label behind.

‘Blessed if | make this out!” said Coker. His ruggarow grew wrathy. ‘Somebody’s
taken that label off, and walked off with the hampé&y hamper! Who’s walked off with
my hamper?’

Coker glared at Potter and Greene, as he askedubation, as if he expected them to
know. But they could only shake their heads.

‘Walked off my hamper!” Coker’s voice was sulphusotHooked off the label, and
walked it off! Why, |—I—TI'll pulverize him—TI'll spiflicate him—I—I—1I'll—." Words
seemed to fail Coker.

‘Who the dickens—!" said Potter.

‘I'll jolly well find out, and spiflicate him! gaped Coker. ‘Come on—we’ve got to find
that hamper.’

‘| say, the tuck-shop isn’t closed yet,” said GreeWhat about teaing at the tuck-shop,
Coker, and looking for the hamper after tea?’

‘Jolly good idea, Coker, what?’ asked Potter.

Coker gave them a glare.

‘I'm going to find that hamper if | have to go ovat Greyfriars with a small comb,’ he



hooted. ‘Never mind tea—come on!

‘But | say—.’

‘Look here, Coker—.’

Coker passed those remarks by like the idle wingtivhe regarded not. He stalked out
of the lobby, breathing wrath. This time Potter &r@ene did not follow on. Coker had
said, ‘Never mind tea!” but in point of fact hiseinds did mind it—they minded it
considerably. Hunting for a hamper did not appedahém so much as tea at the school
shop. They left the lobby by the door on the quent, headed for Mrs. Mimble’s
establishment, leaving Horace Coker to hunt fot flaanper, with or without the aid of a
small comb, as long as he liked.

3
UNFINISHED !
‘ABOUT THE HOLS, you fellows.’
‘Hem?’
‘Um?’

‘Pass the jam this way.’

‘This is a jolly good cake.’

‘| say, you fellows, about the hols—.’

It was a little awkward for the Famous Five. Jusbbe break-up at Greyfriars School,
nobody really wanted to hear anything from Billyrer on the subject of the holidays.
Remove fellows were asking one another for the: lmisnobody, so far, had displayed
any desire for the fascinating company of Williarad&ge Bunter. All over the form,
fellows were making arrangements about the holstHmufattest member of the form was
not included in any of those arrangements. Buntziyrally, wanted to get ‘fixed up’ for
the hols: but the general idea seemed to be te leaw in an unfixed state.

Bunter did not really need asking for the hols.wées prepared to ask himself. All Bunter
wanted was to get ‘fixed up’. All Harry Wharton a6d. wanted was to leave him still
unfixed. But it was a little awkward, sitting routite table in No. | Study, enjoying a
tremendous spread, with Billy Bunter the unexpeb&beahder of the feast.

It was undoubtedly a gorgeous spread. Five feliere hungry, and had seldom been
hungrier: and the table groaned, as a novelistavsay, under the goodly viands. Often
as Bunter had talked of the wealth and plenty iihighed at Bunter Court, no such
hamper had ever arrived at Greyfriars before fontBu Even Smithy never had a
consignment like this. In fact the only fellow ate$friars who ever had such hampers
was Coker, of the Fifth Form, whose affectionatentAiudy firmly believed that nothing
could be too good or too ample for her beloved Eer&or once, No. 1 Study in the
Remove was as amply supplied as Coker’s studyerifth: and it was Billy Bunter who
was the open-handed and generous provider.

In such circumstances, the Famous Five would hesfemped to steer clear of the subject
of the *hols’. But Bunter, having eaten enoughtfoee or four fellows, had taken the
keen edge off his appetite, and had leisure foversation.

‘About the hols, you fellows,” he began again.

‘Oh! Yes! Try the meringues, Bunter,” suggested Biterry. ‘They’re jolly good.’

‘Shove 'em this way,’ said Bunter.



There was a brief respite, while Bunter polishedadbfag of meringues. But it was only a
respite.

‘| say, you fellows, we’ll stick together for th@ls, what?’ said Bunter, breezily.

‘Oh! Anl Um?!

‘I should rather miss you chaps, if | didn’t seanagain till next term. After all, we're
pals, aren’t we?’

‘Ah! Um! Oh!’

‘Going home, or going places?’ asked Bunter. ‘Irdgau saying something the other
day about a trip on the Thames in the hols. Isttiatdea?’

Grunt, from Johnny Bull.

‘Is there anything you don’t hear, Bunter?’ he imgd.

‘Oh, really, Bull—.’

Harry Wharton interrupted hastily.

‘It's not settled yet,” he said. ‘We don’t know wther the cash would run to it. It's pretty
expensive to hire a boat for weeks on the river.shadl have to think that out.’

‘The thinkfulness will probably be terrific,” remiaad Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘The
tripfulness would be enjoyful, but the cashfulnissa boot on the other leg.’

‘I've heard that Coker is going up the river thésds,’ said Bunter.

Johnny Bull opened his lips: perhaps to inquirdragdnether there was anything that
Bunter didn’t hear. However, this time he closeghthwith the question unuttered.

‘Old Coker can do these things,’ said Bob.

‘| expect his Aunt Judy will foot the bill,” saiduiter.

‘Lucky bargee!’ said Bob. ‘I've got two or three alas I'd swop for Coker’s Aunt Judy.’
‘Well, look here, let’s fix it up,” said Bunter.t'll be a topping trip on the river, and I'll
tell Mauly | can’t come home with him. I'd reallgther do the Thames with you
fellows.’

At which there was a general grin round the tablo. 1 Study. The Co. had seen Lord
Mauleverer, who hated saying ‘No’, even to a peious fat Owl, dodge round corners
when he saw Bunter coming. So they did not thinkauld be very necessary for Bunter
to tell Mauly that he wouldn’t be coming home witim!

‘It'll be jolly,” went on Bunter. ‘We'll fix it up for a boat to be ready for us at Richmond,
or Sunbury, or Cookham, or somewhere—what? Bedier & tent, for camping: and we
shall want a pretty roomy boat, for the six of ¥iseu fellows can take it in turns to tow
the boat, and wash, and that. Mind, we shall hatake plenty of grub. That’s
important. Let’s fix it up now, Harry, old chap.’

It was an awkward moment for Harry old chap. Bubhat moment, there came an
interruption. Herbert Vernon Smith looked into #tady: and, having looked, he burst
into a laugh. The Co. stared round at him.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the jolly old joke, Sithy?’ asked Bob.

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the Bounder.

‘What the dickens—?’ exclaimed Harry Wharton.

‘Ha, ha, ha! I looked in to ask you fellows if yauheard anything about a missing
hamper! Ha, ha, ha! | needn’t ask you now.’

‘A whatter?’ ejaculated Bob.

‘Ha, ha, ha!” Smithy fairly yelled. *You fellows ldait! Are you picking up Bunter’'s
manners and customs? Look out for Coker!”’



‘Coker!’ repeated Frank Nugent, blankly. ‘What abGoker?’

‘Ha, ha, ha! Old Coker’s going up and down and cbahout hunting for his hamper.
He’s describing it to every fellow he meets. Ha, I’ Smithy pointed to the open
hamper. ‘That hamper sort of seems to fit the digson. Look out for Coker! He’s on
the jolly old war-path!

And the Bounder, still laughing, walked on up tlesgage. He left a dead silence behind
him in No.1 Study. Harry Wharton and Co. lookedm¢ another. Then they looked at
Billy Bunter.

‘I—I say, you fellows, shut the door,” gasped Bunté&/hy?’ asked Harry Wharton.
‘Well, suppose Coker looked in—.’

‘Why shouldn’t he look in?’

‘Well, if he saw that hamper, he might think it was —.” stammered Bunter. ‘|—I—I
mean to say, hampers are much alike, you know, amt-Eoker might think it was his,
if—if—if he’s lost one—.’

‘You fat, footling, foozling, frumptious fraud—'’

‘Oh, really, Wharton—""

‘Is that Coker’s hamper?’ roared the captain ofR@enove.

‘Eh? No! Of—of course not! The—the pater sent g@plly from Bunter Court—tain’t
Coker's—.’

Snort from Johnny Bull.

‘Bunter’s had a hamper—and Coker’s missed onekdid. ‘We might jolly well have
guessed—.’

‘Oh, really, Bull—"’

‘But it was addressed to Bunter!” exclaimed Bob @heThere’s the label on the lid
now—it's Bunter’s all right— think I'd have walkatlup here if | hadn’t seen Bunter’s
name on it—?’

‘Of—of course it's mine,” gasped Bunter. ‘I thinky might be civil about it, Bull, when
I’'m whacking out that hamper in this study. | sdg,give that door a shove, Cherry! If
Coker looked in—.’

‘It's Coker’s!” growled Johnny Bull.

‘Tain’'t!" yelled Bunter. ‘I tell you it came from snuncle only this morning—.’

‘Your uncle as well as your pater?’ snorted Johnny.

‘I—I mean my pater. How could it be Coker’s, whé&s addressed to me?’ howled
Bunter. ‘Can’t you read that label? Think | wrotet myself?’

‘Wha-a-at,” gasped Bob Cherry.

‘Oh, my only hat!’ ejaculated Frank Nugent. ‘Is tht® Did you take the label off, and
put another one on?’

‘Oh, really, Nugent—"

‘Did you?’ roared Johnny Bull.

‘He did!" gasped Harry Wharton. ‘That’s why it's @apital letters — we should have
known his fist! You fat villain—!"

‘Oh, really, Wharton—""

‘Coker’s hamper! said Bob Cherry, almost dazedly.

‘Coker’s, and he’s after it! We've been scoffingkéds tuck—. You pernicious
porker—V’

‘Oh, really Cherry—"’
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‘You piratical porpoise, you've pinched Coker’s hizen’ yelled Bob.

‘I—I haven’t. I—I never touched it, except to puhaw label on,” gasped Bunter. ‘[f—if
Coker kicks up a row about that hamper, Cherry,tdau get making out that | brought
it up here?

‘What?’ stuttered Bob.

‘You jolly well brought it up, as you jolly well kew,” said Bunter, warmly. ‘Don’t you
get putting it on me!’

‘You said it was yours! shrieked Bob.

‘Oh! Yes! So it is mine,’” said Bunter. ‘It came spdly from my uncle pater—I mean my
pater uncle— I—I mean—.’

‘You changed the labels!

‘Well, would you have fetched it up, if it had h@bker's name on it? You jolly well
know you wouldn’t.’

‘Then you did change the labels?’

‘Oh! No! Nothing of the kind. Never thought of suahhing. | say, you fellows, what are
you getting shirty about?’ gasped Bunter. ‘Herenlstanding you the spread of the term,
and you can’t even be civil to a chap. Talk abotltaakless serpent being sharper than a
toothless child! | say, shut that door—Coker mameaup here after that hamper—.’

‘No “may” about that,” said Nugent. ‘Listen!’

A voice, not unlike that of Stentor of old, was ftetom the passage. It was the voice of
Horace Coker of the Fifth Form, and it sounded texkci

‘I'm looking for a hamper. Somebody’s pinched myrpger from the lobby. Any of you
seen a hamper?’

The Famous Five looked at one another in utter aysm

They knew, now. It was Coker’'s hamper. They hadbseoffing’ Coker’s lavish

supplies from his Aunt Judy! Bunter, no doubt, bpdtted that attractive hamper in the
lobby. It had tempted him, and he had fallen. He mat ventured to ‘walk it off’
personally. He had simply taken off the old lab®d @ut on a new one, leaving the rest to
other hands. Really, it was the limit, even for Wieeacious and unscrupulous fat Owl of
the Remove. Not that Billy Bunter realized thatréheas anything particularly
guestionable in such a proceeding. Billy Bunteasifrain moved in mysterious ways its
wonders to perform. Besides, a fellow couldn’t khaf everything. Bunter’s fat mind ran
on tuck: and that banished all lesser considerstion

‘Seen a hamper about?’ Coker was bawling agaim&mdy’s got my hamper. | want
that hamper!

‘I—I say, you fellows, better lock the door!” gaspBunter. ‘We—we don’t want Coker
in here. We haven't half finished yet. | say, |ldbkt door, and get on with the spread,
and we’ll settle about the hols—.’

The Famous Five were not disposed either to getitnthe spread, or to settle about the
hols. They looked at Bunter as if they could haaiee him.

‘We shall have to explain to Coker somehow—!" gakéharton.

‘| say, don't you get putting it on me!” howled Buen, in alarm. ‘I'm not going to have
Coker after me, making out I scoffed his hamper—.’

‘Scrag him! roared Johnny Bull.

‘Spiflicate him!" yelled Bob Cherry.

‘Scrag him terrifically!” gasped the nabob of Bhaumi.
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‘Burst him!” exclaimed Nugent.

Another moment, and the Owl of the Remove wouldehasen suffering for his sins. But
there was a heavy tramp in the passage, and axeited face glared into the study.
Coker’s powerful voice woke the echoes.

‘I'm looking for a hamper. Somebody’s walked off rngmper. Have you seen a hamper
about? Why—what— there it isV’

Coker of the Fifth had reached the end of his quéistand down and round about he had
hunted for that hamper. Now he had found it! Theveas, in No. 1 Study in the
Remove, staring him in the face!

The Famous Five all jumped to their feet. It wafculty matter to explain, but they
were ready to do their best, if Coker gave thenetikte did not look like giving them
time. The sight of his hamper in a Remove study evamigh for Coker.

‘My hamper!” he roared. ‘That's my hamper. So itangu who walked it off, and you're
scoffing it now! By gum! You fancy you can walk offith a Fifth-form man’s hamper—
P

‘You see—!" gasped Harry Wharton.

‘We—!" began Bob Cherry.

There was no time for more.

‘I'll jolly well show you! roared Coker. ‘I'll letyou know whether you can walk off my
hamper or not! Why, I'll wallop the lot of you, atbund?’

With that, Coker rushed.

Words were of no avail, with a big, burly, beefyfuriated Coker bent on walloping
them all round! In a moment, the Famous Five wesechup with Coker of the Fifth,
and No. 1 Study was a hectic scene of battle.

A fat figure backed out from the seat of watr, itite passage. Billy Bunter had not yet
filled the inner Bunter to capacity; and he was illing to leave that gorgeous spread:
but even Bunter realized that he had better ngeliior more. That gorgeous spread had
to remain, like Schubert’s celebrated symphonyinistied. Billy Bunter sagely followed
the example of the guests in Macbeth: he stoodipon the order of his going, but went
at once. Harry Wharton and Co. were left to de&hWioker of the Fifth, while William
George Bunter disappeared into space.

CHAPTER 4
DOGGO !

‘SEEN Bunter?’

‘Oh, crikey! breathed Billy Bunter.

His fat face registered alarm and despondency.

Billy Bunter, at the moment, was reposing his ifiets on the old stone seat under the
wall, in the old cloisters. It was a retired andefjspot: and a retired and quiet spot was
just what Bunter wanted, in the circumstances. atkdnm idea that the Famous Five,
when they were through with Coker, might be lookioghim. If so, he did not want to
be found. It was only judicious to give them timecbol down: and Bunter was going to
remain in that retired and quiet spot till the lvalhg for calling-over: by which time, he
hoped at least, the cooling-down process might&éom its way. Sitting on the old
stone seat, leaning back against the thick madsey that clustered on the wall, Billy
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Bunter felt quite comfortable and fairly securé:aidistant calling voice impinged upon
his fat ears. Then he sat up suddenly and tookeoti

It was Bob Cherry’s voice that he heard. Bob wasmsight: but evidently he was in the
cloisters, and equally evidently he was not alémean answering voice came back:
‘No! But he’s about somewhere.” That was Harry Wbails voice.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Seen anything of Bunter, Jolgfd’

‘No! But I'm going to.’

‘Must be spotted about somewhere.’ It was Nugentdise. ‘Skinner said he saw him
coming this way.’

‘We'll jolly well find him?!’

‘And jolly well scrag him?!’

‘The scragfulness will be terrific!’

‘Let’s root through the cloisters. | daresay heislged behind one of the pillars. Come
on'!

‘Oh, crumbs!” breathed Billy Bunter, faintly.

Obviously, they were looking for him: with the fufitention of ‘scragging’ him. Bunter
did not want to be found: still less did he wanb&scragged! He could hear their
footsteps: and it was only a matter of minuteshaps only of moments, before vengeful
eyes would fall upon him. Seldom did Billy Buntef&t brain work rapidly: but now
imminent peril spurred it on. He rose from the steeat, and squeezed into the thick
clustering ivy.

It was not the refuge he would have chosen, astiend taste. That thick ancient ivy
afforded good cover: but it was inhabited by inntedée small inhabitants of the insect
tribes, and long-legged spiders roamed in its duskgsses. Insects and spiders at close
guarters were neither grateful nor comforting: thwaty were preferable to scragging!
Heedless of the small inhabitants he disturbed®@umedged into the ivy, and it
clustered round him, and the fattest form at GrasgrSchool vanished from sight.

He was just in time. Only a few moments later foegis and voices came along. The fat
Owl scarcely breathed. Something tickled his fatknend he shuddered. But he dared
not lift a fat hand to knock off the spider. A tesin the ivy would have betrayed him.
That inquisitive spider wandered round his collachecked.

‘Not here!’

‘Where the dickens is he?’

‘By gum, we’ll scrag him bald-headed when we finohhDiddling us into scoffing
Coker’'s hamper—"’

‘It's the limit, even for Bunter! Quelch would sehdn up to the Head, if he knew.’
‘Well, Quelch won’t know; but Bunter is going tovethe lesson of his life! Ow! My
nose! That idiot Coker landed his silly fist onhgrd.’

‘Well, | landed mine in his eye.’

‘It's too thick! If that ass Coker had had senseuwagh to let us explain—.’

‘Catch Coker having any sense!’

‘All Bunter’s fault—.’

‘The fat villain?

‘Where the dickens is he? We've rooted over thedéand the quad. But he doesn't
seem to be about here.’

‘We've got to find him.’
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‘Yes, rather!’

‘The ratherfulness is terrific!’

Every word came to Bunter’s fat ears. The chunth@Remove had stopped, not a
couple of yards from him. Only the ivy, screening flat form, intervened between him
and scragging. If, as Bunter hoped, the Famouswere going to cool down, that
process clearly had not started yet. They werelgiggarning to collar him and deal

with him as he deserved. The spider crawled inBua&er’s collar, but he dared not even
shudder. He hardly dared to breathe.

‘Well, he’s not here,” said Bob Cherry. ‘Better leaa scout round—he’s keeping doggo
somewhere.’

‘Come on?’

Footsteps again. They were leaving the spot: bily Bunter did not think of emerging
from cover. They were going to root through the dtalsters for him, and Bunter had to
remain a fixture. He could still hear footsteps] @very now and then a calling voice.
‘Oh, crumbs!” moaned Bunter, under his breath.

He ventured, at last, to disinter the spider frominside of his collar, and hurl that
unpleasant creature away. Then, perspiring inidis-out, he listened intently with both
fat ears, longing to hear the sounds of deparftrast—Ilong last—there was silence.
Were they gone?

The hapless fat Owl could not feel sure. He waised] listened: but there was no sound.
At length he ventured to project a fat head fromgbreening ivy, rather like that of a
tortoise from its shell. He blinked round fearfulhrough his big spectacles. Nobody was
to be seen—and there was silence. They were gone.

‘Beasts!” groaned Bunter. ‘Looking for a chap toagchim, after that splendid spread!
Beasts '—I wonder if they're going to keep it ulpcalling-over. Beasts!

It was clearly Bunter’s best guess to remain ouigift till the latest possible moment.
However, now they were gone, it was a relief t@bke to emerge from the dusty,
spidery ivy: and the fat Owl was about to do soewfootsteps once more came to his fat
ears.

‘Oh, crikey " gasped Bunter.

Promptly he backed into the shelter of the ivy agkie backed so promptly and
suddenly, that he shook out at least a dozen ofdhed small inhabitants, and they
clustered on him. Once more he had to take hisaehasith spiders and gnats and beetles.
If those beasts were coming back—!

But the heavy tread he heard was not that of a Rerdonior. A well-known dreaded
voice came to his ears:

‘Sit down here!’

Billy Bunter was glad, from the bottom of his fadt, that he had plunged back into
cover in time, as he heard the loud voice of HoGaker, of the Fifth Form. The Famous
Five had been bent on scragging him: but what #i@yld have handed out was as
moonlight unto sun-light, as water unto wine, coregavith what Coker was likely to
hand out to the raider of his hamper. The haplk#s®Wwl trembled in his lair, as he heard
Coker sit down on the old stone seat, and two dtikaws follow his example.

‘Now, about the hols—!" came Coker’s voice.

Billy Bunter could have groaned, if he had daredriman. Apparently the Fifth-form men
had sat down for a chat: and so long as they shtlaatted, Bunter was a prisoner in the
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dusty, spidery, gnatty ivy. He dared not stir, &®atle crawled round a fat ankle, and a
gnat buzzed in a fat ear, and a spider trailed avat nose: and perspiration trickled
down a fat neck. So long as Coker was sitting thBuater had to keep ‘doggo’: and he
perspired in his spidery lair and suffered forgirss.

CHAPTER 5
CUT AND DRIED

HORACE COKER sat on the old stone seat, his legg ktretched out, the back of his
bullet head brushing against a mass of clustemgeat ivy—to the alarm of a fat junior
parked in its recesses. As he sat, he rubbeddtiselye, which persisted in winking. A
fist had landed in that eye, during the rough amdiie in No. 1 Study: and Coker had
collected a few other damages. In fact it was moit Coker had been overcome by force
of numbers, and pinned down by five juniors sittamghim, that breathless explanations
had been possible, and peace, or at least an menishsued. Coker was still feeling the
effects of undertaking to ‘wallop’ the Famous Faleround: most of the ‘walloping’
having been what Hurree Singh would have calleda bn the other leg. Coker had a
winking eye, a rather crimson nose, a painful aad a considerable number of aches and
pains distributed over him: it was quite a casukdty
‘Cheeky little scoundrels,’ said Coker, as he rubbis eye. ‘One of them bunged me in
this eye—wow! They had the cheek to collar me, whiemind the hamper in their study,
and pitched into them! It turned out that that ygumilain Bunter took them in, putting a
new label on the hamper. By gum! Wait till | seenBar! I've got this stump for him!"

A fat Owl huddled among spiders and gnats in tiyg@alized that Coker had a cricket
stump with him. Bunter barely breathed.

‘But about the hols—*-said Potter.

‘I'm coming to that,” said Coker.

Potter and Greene were glad to hear it. They haady heard all they wanted to hear
about the mix-up in the Remove study, and a ldtler. They were more interested in
plans for the summer holidays. Coker’s idea of ledag up the river quite appealed to
them. Such trips, as Harry Wharton and Co. hadgeed, came a little expensive: but
that was a trifle light as air to Coker. There wa$y one drawback in such a trip—
Coker! But a chap who was accustomed to let moueyike water was undoubtedly a
useful chap to know in holiday time. Coker was gdim stand the trip, and Potter and
Greene were going to stand Coker: so it was fanoahd.

‘It's all fixed up,” went on Coker. ‘I've seen twverything. Nothing for you fellows to
bother about. I've got the whole thing cut and drie
Coker rubbed his eye again. Taking advantage ofafeeccupation, Potter and Greene
exchanged a glance across him, as they sat om sitleeof their great leader. It was a
somewhat expressive glance they exchanged. ledityrseem to Potter and Greene that
old Horace might have consulted them in the madiethey were going to form two-
thirds of the crew of that boat up the Thames ttheldiscussion of details would not
have been out of place. But Horace Coker neverlhgdise for discussion. Being the
fellow who knew best, in all matters, at all timaad in all circumstances, opinions from
others had only an irritating effect on him. Theolehthing was cut and dried, and that
was that!
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‘First week in August,” resumed Coker. ‘I've settlthat. Lots of time to do the river
right up to Lechlade if we want to.’

‘Might start from Richmond,” suggested Potter.

‘Staines,’ said Coker.

‘There’s some jolly good stretches up from Richmordntured Greene.

‘| think | said Staines,’ said Coker, distinctlyhdt was final!

‘Well, if you'd asked me—,” said Potter.

‘If you're going to argue about it, George Potter—.

‘Oh, make it Staines,’ said Potter, resignedly. yAud thing.’

‘I've made it Staines,” answered Coker, calmly.dBit | mention that everything was
settled? Our boat will be waiting for us at Mawsohbat-yard at Staines, packed with
everything we’re likely to want. I've seen to it.al

‘You have?’ asked Potter.

‘Well, | mean, my Aunt Judy’s made the arrangements Mawson’s,” explained

Coker. ‘I've written her a good many letters, aalflther everything that will be wanted.
Of course | couldn’t get away from Greyfriars t@ e it personally. But I've fixed up
everything in my letters to my Aunt Judy, and shHed it up with Mawson’s. My Aunt
Judy’s jolly sensible—for a woman, | mean—and sag $ense enough to carry out all
my instructions.’

Potter and Greene wondered, as they had often wesdefore, what Miss Judith Coker
could possibly see in her nephew Horace, to makeddevoted to him. It was quite a
mystery to Potter and Greene.

‘The boat’'s named the Nautilus,” went on Cokers‘d good boat, and roomy—I was
particular about that. We shall want room to marej we're taking a lot of things.’
‘Might be a bit heavy to tow—," suggested Potter.

‘If your idea of a trip on the river is to loll ia boat, and never do a spot of work,
Potter—.’

‘Oh! Not at all,” said Potter, hastily. ‘After allye all want room in the boat, with what
we have to carry.’ He glanced at Coker’s feet asguke. Greene, following his glance,
grinned. Coker, fortunately, observed neither ta@ce nor the grin. Certainly it was true
that, considering the length of Coker’s legs, dreldxtent of his feet, it was just as well
that the Nautilus was roomy.

‘There’ll be some cargo, of course,” Coker was gain. ‘There’s a canvas cover for the
boat, which we shall fix up at night when we ddetl like camping on shore. And
ground-sheets and blankets and things. And codkings, and a stove, and all that. And
there’s grub, too. We can get lots of meals atrsige inns, and so on: but we can’t
depend on that. | was very particular to tell Almtly about packing the locker with
grub. | sent her a list: and it was a pretty lasg too.’

Potter and Greene gave Horace Coker almost affetgédooks. A boating trip at Aunt
Judy’s expense, with lunches and dinners at rigergins, and unlimited supplies in the
boat, was extremely attractive. It was almost ehdognake Coker attractive.

‘And we start first week in August,” said PottéWhich day?’

‘I haven’t decided yet,” said Coker. ‘About therthor fourth, | think: but I'll let you
fellows know, so that you can turn up at Stainesime. Just wait till you hear from me,
see?’

It did not occur to Coker that Potter and Greenghtnihave anything else to do in the first
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week in August, apart from waiting to hear from him

‘Oh!" said Potter.

‘A fellow would like to know,’ hinted Greene.

‘You'll know when | tell you,” said Coker, dismisyj the subject. He groped in his
pocket. ‘I've a letter here from Mawson’s. You'Be from it that everything’s fixed up
all right.’

Potter and Greene looked at the rather crumpléer I€oker produced from his pocket.

Mawson'’s Yard,
Staines.

Dear Sir,

The boat Nautilus will be ready to be called foramd from the 1st August, with all
fittings, supplies, etc., as per instructions reedi

Yours faithfully,

Mawson and Co.

‘That'’s all right, what?’ said Coker.

‘Right as rain!” agreed Potter.

‘You fellows will turn up at the railway station Staines, when | let you know the date,
and—,” Coker broke off suddenly. He turned his heantl stared blankly at the
clustering old ivy behind that head. Up to that neo the ivy had been perfectly still, as
was naturally to be expected of ancient ivy that i@wn and clustered there for
unnumbered years. But all of a sudden it seeméeé ndowed with life and motion, for
it rustled and swayed and brushed Coker’s back hair

In utter astonishment, Coker stared at the rustBwgaying ivy.

‘What the thump—! he gasped.

Potter and Greene stared too. They were as astshashCoker But the next moment
came enlightenment.

‘Urrrrrggh?’

It was a gurgling gasp from the depths of the eluisy) ivy. Somebody, evidently, was
there!

Coker, staring blankly, laid the letter from Maw&down on the stone seat, reached
across, and dragged at masses of ivy. He draggeddkide, and a hidden inhabitant was
revealed. Then there was a roar from

Horace Coker, and he grasped his cricket stump.

‘Bunter!’

CHAPTER 6
SIX!

BILLY BUNTER could not help it.

Nothing would have induced Bunter to reveal hisspree, if he could have helped it.
But he couldn't.

For how long he had huddled there, tangled inevgyled over by spiders, bitten by
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gnats, Bunter did not know: but it seemed to hka vhole days, if not weeks.

With Coker and his cricket stump only a yard awsyhad to stay there, and keep still
and silent—if he could! He stood it heroically—itlicould be stood no longer. His
clothes, his hair, his ears, his fat neck, werérggaltogether too thickly populated. But
it was not till something stung him, that the untwafat Owl inadvertently jumped, and
betrayed himself. Now, as Coker dragged the ivgiegdie stood revealed—red and
breathless and dusty and perspiring: and Pottefzamadne stared at him in astonishment,
and Coker in dire wrath.

‘Bunter!’ repeated Coker. ‘Bunter! That fat frogldthg in the ivy! By gum! | suppose he
saw us coming, and dodged out of sight! You knewatvit expect, did you, you diddling
fat tick? You're getting it now.’

‘|—I—I say—!" gasped Bunter.

Coker flourished the stump.

‘Come out of that!" he hooted.

‘l|—l—I say, I—I never—I say—yarooh!” yelled Bunteas Coker, stump in right hand,
reached with his left, and grasped a fat ear. Bumés hooked out of the ivy, like a fat
winkle out of a shell.

‘Now, then............. I’ said Coker, grimly.

‘Wow! | say—Ileggo!’ yelled Bunter. ‘I say, | nevead that hamper! I—I never saw it in
the lobby, and never thought of changing the ladoati—.’

‘Bend over that seat!” said Coker, magisteriallg te¢leased the fat ear, and pointed to
the stone seat, with the stump: just as a Sixtinforefect might have pointed to a chair
with his ashplant.

‘Look here—!" gasped Bunter.

‘| said bend over!’

‘Think you're a pre!’ gasped Bunter.

‘I'm going to give you six, with this stump, foraffing my hamper,” said Coker. ‘Now,
then, bend over!’

Potter and Greene exchanged a grin. Horace Cokareskto fancy himself in the role of
a prefect, ordering a junior to bend over and &keCertainly, Coker had no more
authority to give Bunter six, than Bunter had teegCoker six: but Coker was not
bothering about that. Bunter had scoffed his hayrget landed him in a rough-and-
tumble in a junior study: and Coker was going tdemait just punishment. He had
provided himself with a cricket stump for that espépurpose when he came across
Bunter. Now he had come across him.

‘Do you hear me, Bunter?’

‘Look here, you can’t give a chap six, like a préegasped Bunter.

‘Can’t II" said Coker, grimly. He seemed to thirtkat he could!

His belief on that point was well-founded. As Burde not bend over of his own
volition, Coker’s large hand grasped his collard &ent him over. In Horace Coker’s
mighty grasp, the fat junior had no more chance théat rabbit in the grasp of a gorilla.
Spluttering, Bunter was bent over the stone spaywding over the letter from
Mawson’s, which Coker had left there, and quitgéaten in the excitement of the
discovery in the ivy.

Then the stump went up, and came down. Whop!

‘Wow!” yelled Bunter.
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Whop!

‘Whooooooop!

Whop!

‘Yarooooh!’

Whop!

‘Yow-ow-ow! Leggo!’ raved Bunter. ‘Beast! Leggo! Qbrikey! Look here, if you don’t
leggo, I'll jolly well go to Quelch and say—yow-oaw-ow-ow-ow!’

Whop!

‘Oh, lor'! Ow! ow! wow!’

WHOP!

The last whop rang on Bunter’s fat trousers likélashot. Coker put his beef into it, and
Coker had plenty of beef. It fairly curled Buntgr, @and he sprawled over the stone seat,
yelling. The old cloisters echoed to Bunter ontbfs note.

‘Ow ow! ow! wow! Beast! Oh, crikey! wow! wow! Whoa@wmoh! Ow! wow!’

Coker tucked the stump under his arm.

‘I've a jolly good mind to give you a few more,’ Isaid. ‘I'll let you know whether you
can scoff my hampers or not! Stop that row!

‘Yoo-ow-ow-ow-ow!’ yelled Bunter. He was not feefjriike stopping that ‘row’. It did
not stop: rather it increased in volume. "Yow-ow-ow-ow!’

Potter and Greene exchanged a glance, and moved @aker stared round at them.
‘Where are you going?’ he asked.

‘Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow! from Bunter.

‘We shall have all Greyfriars here soon, if thisvrgoes on,’ said Potter, rather tartly.
‘Come on, Greeney.’

He walked away with Greene.

‘Yoo-ow-ow-ow-wow !" followed them from Bunter, deey departed.

Coker gave an angry snort. Coker, apparently, diccare if Bunter’s yells brought all
Greyfriars to the spot, with all the county of Kemiaddition. And he had not yet finished
talking to Potter and Greene.

However, he could not continue a talk addresseg toniwo disappearing backs, so
having snorted, he followed Potter and Greene.

Billy Bunter was left alone, to continue waking tehoes of the old cloisters. He
continued to wake them for a good many minutes #fte Fifth-form men were gone.
Finally, he wriggled off the old stone seat, arabgtgasping. He wriggled as he gasped.
Coker, undoubtedly, had laid on that ‘six’ with@alry hand. Billy Bunter, no doubt,
deserved it, but that was no comfort to him. Even Quelch, in his grimmest mood, had
never laid it on like Coker. It was likely to beitgua long time before Bunter forgot that
stump.

‘Ow! Beast!’ groaned Bunter. ‘Ow! wow?!’

He sat down on the stone seat: but jumped up aganediately, almost as if the old
stone were red-hot. Billy Bunter seldom stood Wés possible to sit: but at the moment,
he preferred to stand.

‘Ow!’ gasped Bunter. ‘Beast! I'd jolly well punchishhead, if—if—if | could! I'd jolly

well go to Quelch, only— only he would make a fabsut that hamper. Ow! Cheeky
beast, giving a man six just as if he was a prel’ Ow

It was then that Bunter noticed the letter lyingtbe seat where Coker had left it. He
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blinked at it through his big spectacles. Parketheivy behind the seat he had, of
course, heard every word uttered by the Fifth-fonen, and knew what that letter was. It
had been concealed from sight by the fat junicawpng over it, and Coker, evidently,
had forgotten all about it.

‘Beast!’ yapped Bunter.

He grabbed up the letter, crumpled it in a fat hamdl jammed it into the thick depths of
the ivy.

Whether Coker had any further use for that letied wanted it, Bunter did not know: but
he hoped so! In that case, Coker could hunt foFhét was a solace, if a small one, for
the whopping he had received.

Having thus disposed of the letter from Mawson @od Bunter resumed wriggling,
apparently finding some relief in understudyingegh He was still busy as a
contortionist, when there was a tramp of feet encloisters.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo”

‘Here he is!’

‘That terrific toad!’

‘We’ve found the fat villain?’

‘Bag himV"

The Famous Five came up with a rush. But Billy Burmlid not even attempt to dodge, as
they surrounded him. He only wriggled and groaed! hands that were outstretched to
collar him, dropped, as the chums of the Removedtat the dismal, dolorous, sadly
suffering Owl.

‘Looks as if he’s been through it already,” remariBob Cherry. ‘Smithy said he heard
somebody yelling about here. Was it you, Bunter?’

‘Ow! wow!” moaned Bunter. ‘That beast Coker—ow! wiole pitched into me with a
stump—wow!’

‘Serve you jolly well right!” grunted Johnny Bull.

‘Beast!” moaned Bunter.

‘The rightfulness was terrific, my esteemed fat &un

‘Ow! Beast! Making out | scoffed his hamper!” modnBunter. ‘I say, you fellows, he
gave me six with a stump, just as if he was a pte@w! Wow! | shall have to stand up
to prep—ow!’

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘Well, if Coker’s given you toco, we’ll let you othe scragging,’” he said. ‘Did he lay
them on hard?’

‘Ow! Yes! Just as if he was beating a carpet—ow!’

‘Good!

‘Beastl’

The ‘scragging’ was off, which was, perhaps, a antrtb the sad and suffering Owl.
Bunter certainly looked as if he had had enougt:the Famous Five left it at that: and
the dolorous Owl was left to mumble and wriggle.wh#es still mumbling and wriggling,
when the bell rang for calling-over: when he saatig sorrowfully mumbled and
wriggled out of the cloisters, and mumbled and gled his way to hall.

CHAPTER 7
MYSTERIOUS !
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‘HE, he, herl’

Mr. Quelch gave quite a jump.

Remove fellows looked round.

A sudden cacchination from a member of the formjenlessons were in progress, was
rather surprising.

Billy Bunter, who cacchinated, became the cynostial eyes in a moment.

Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-eyes fixed on him. AlImost evetyer eye in the Remove form-
room followed Quelch’s. Harry Wharton, who was oar’, ceased to translate, and
stared. Wharton was at that point in the /neid whiee ‘pius /£neas’ begins his lengthy
narrative to the Queen of Carthage: and there wtsng in that narrative, so far as
Wharton or anyone else could see, to cause a suildpressible outburst of merriment.
It might perhaps have made fellows yawn, but theas no reason why it should make
them chuckle. Nevertheless, Billy Bunter interrgpWharton’s ‘con’ with a sudden and
unexpected ‘He, he, he!’

Bunter, of course, ought to have been following'@an’, ready to take his turn if called
upon to translate. But Bunter, as a matter of faas doing nothing of the kind.

It was not uncommon for Billy Bunter to allow histthoughts to wander, in class. Often
and often his form-master had to call him to attentThere were things so much more
interesting than Latin: such as the recollectiobrefakfast, or the prospect of dinner.

On the present occasion, however, Billy Bunter nats for once, thinking of food. And
certainly he was not thinking of the lesson. Ififeard the voice of the junior who was on
‘con’ at all, he heard it merely as a drone: hmuihts were far away. Indeed, he seemed
to have forgotten that he was in the form-room. &pptly something of a comic nature
had materialised in his fat mind, for a grin oveesu his plump features, and that
cacchination came suddenly and irrepressibly.

‘Bunter!” Quelch’s voice was deep.

‘Oh!" gasped Bunter. He seemed suddenly to realizere he was, and he gave his form-
master a startled blink. ‘Oh! Yes, sir!’

‘What do you find so amusing, Bunter, in the passatharton is now construing?’

‘Eh? Oh! Nothing, sir’’ gasped Bunter. ‘I—I wastéughing, sir—.’

‘What!

‘I was—was—was coughing, sir,’ gasped Bunter.

‘Are you attending to the lesson, Bunter?’

‘Oh, yes, sir! I—I heard every word you were sayigig—.’

‘I was saying nothing, Bunter.’

‘Oh! I—I—I mean, |—I—I—I heard every word Whartonas saying, sir! I—I wasn’t
thinking about anything else, especially Coker—.’

‘Coker?’ repeated Mr. Quelch, blankly.

‘Yes, sirl | mean, no, sir! I—I'd forgotten all abbCoker, sir, and I—I wasn’t thinking
that it would serve him right to dish him—.’

‘Wha-a-at?’

‘Besides, I—I wouldn't, sir. | don’t know what het®ing in the hols, sir. | never heard

him talking to Potter and Greene yesterday—.’

‘That will do, Bunter! It is plain that you haveén giving no attention to the lesson, and
have been thinking about some wholly extraneousemasaid Mr. Quelch, severely.

‘You will go on where Wharton left off, Bunter.’
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‘Oh!" gasped Bunter.

Harry Wharton sat down. Billy Bunter blinked at §firthrough his big spectacles. He
had not the remotest idea where Wharton had IefEefdently his fat thoughts had been
deeply and exclusively occupied with some matteronnection with Coker and the
‘hols’: though why Bunter of the Remove should bieking about Coker of the Fifth in
connection with the holidays, was rather a mystielgyblinked dismally at a page of
Latin that was, to Bunter, rather a mystery also.

‘You will go on, Bunter,” rapped Mr. Quelch.

‘lI—I—I've lost the place, sir—!" gasped Bunter. ‘lwasn’t thinking about anything
but the lesson, sir— nothing at all about Coker—.’

‘You will go on from Line 371, rapped Mr. Quelch.

‘Oh! Yes, sir?’

Bunter blinked at Line 372. Had Bunter found tiroe ‘prep’ the previous evening, he
might have had some vague idea of the meaning oe® si prima repetens ab origine
pergam’. He might even have guessed that it meagdddess, if retracing from the
beginning | go on to relate.’, which was the goodeds’s preliminary canter, as it were,
in his tale of woe. But in prep, Bunter had beeieftyroccupied in wriggling from the
effects of Horace Coker’s stump, which, added sonaitural laziness, had caused him to
give prep a miss, and chance it with Quelch. Nowelieer wished that he hadn’t
chanced it.

‘Oh, dear!” began Bunter.

‘Construe,” snapped Mr. Quelch.

‘Oh, dear! repeated Bunter.

‘I have told you to translate, Bunter.’

‘Yes, sir: I—I am translating,” gasped Bunter.

‘Wha-a-t"

There was a chuckle in the Remove. Billy Buntepapntly, was under the impression
that ‘Oh, dear!” was a translation of ‘O dea!

‘It's “Oh goddess”, fathead !" whispered Peter Todd

‘Bunter—!" boomed Mr. Quelch.

‘Oh, yes, sir, I—I've got it now! Oh goddess, fatio¥ gasped Bunter; taking Toddy’s
whisper rather too literally.

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ came from the whole form.

‘Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr. Quelch. ‘Silencethre form! Bunter, you will write out
the lesson twenty times, after class. Redwing,wiiugo on.’

‘Oh, lor” mumbled Billy Bunter.

The fat Owl sat with a glum brow, for several mgsitBut, strange to relate, after that
brief interval, a grin returned to his fat facepulgh he did not surprise his form-master
with another cacchination. Bunter was not thinkofighe task before him, of writing out
the lesson twenty times after class: that, cegtaimbuld not have amused him. But
something of a highly entertaining nature was avilyan that fat mind. When dismissal
came, the fat Owl was grinning as he rolled ouhlie Remove: a grin so wide that it
seemed almost to stretch from one fat ear to therot

‘What's the jolly old joke, fatty?’ asked Bob ChertThink it's funny to get Quelch’s
rag out in form?’

‘He, he, he! Blow Quelch,” answered Bunter. ‘| vihmking about Coker—he, he, he!’
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‘What about Coker?’ asked Bob.

‘Oh! Nothing! said Bunter, hastily. ‘Il mean, | was thinking about Coker. Don’t you
get the idea that I've been thinking of dishing himthe hols, to pay him out for
stumping me.’

‘How on earth could you dish Coker in the holsXexbHarry Wharton, staring at the fat
Owl.

‘He, he, he! I know what | know,” chuckled Buntdrmean, they've never seen Coker—
they don’t know him from Adam.’

‘Who don’t?’ asked Frank Nugent.

‘Oh! Nobody. I never heard him saying anything titBr and Greene yesterday: | never
heard a word they said while | was in the ivy. Besi | wasn't in the ivy. All the same,
that beast Coker may be sorry for stumping a cladgr, on, in the hols. He, he, hel’
‘What the dickens have you got in your fat noddev’ asked Bob.

‘Oh! Nothing. | mean, that'’s telling!” grinned Buent

‘I may be going to dish Coker in the hols, and ymat. | may be going to make him sit
up for stumping a chap, and | may not. That'sriglliHe, he, hel’

And Billy Bunter rolled away chuckling, leaving tifamous Five staring. Evidently
some scheme of retaliation on Coker, for that singypvas working in Billy Bunter’s fat
mind: and that scheme, it appeared, was to taketdff the holidays. That was the
prospect that so highly entertained the Owl ofRleenove. Precisely what he meant, if he
meant anything, the Co. did not know: neither digjtcare: and they went out into the
sunny quad, and forgot all about Billy Bunter amglrhysterious remarks. But they were
to be reminded of them later, in a very unexpeutayl.

CHAPTER 8
BUNTER’S BOAT

‘I SAY, YOU fellows!

‘Hook itV

‘Oh, really, Wharton—""

‘Buzz!’

Five fellows were in serious consultation in N&tudy after class. Billy Bunter, as so
often happened, was superfluous.

Neither was Bunter persona grata in that study.efhgode of Coker’'s hamper was too
recent. Bunter, having suffered for his sins ur@eker’s stump, had been let off the
‘scragging’ he richly deserved: but every membethefCo. was still feeling very much
disposed to plant a boot on the plumpest trousegseyfriars School. Moreover, the
Famous Five were deep in a financial problem instney—they were in fact, at the
moment, a committee of ways and means. Whetharfthancial resources would run to
a boat on the Thames in the holidays was the prulded it looked as if their financial
resources wouldn’t. So five separate and distirmstiis were directed at Billy Bunter, as
he rolled into the doorway: and Harry Wharton toich briefly to hook it and buzz,
while Bob Cherry reached for a cushion, and JotBuiy/for a Latin dictionary.

Billy Bunter could not have been left in any doabtto whether his plump presence was
desired in No. 1 Study. But a trifle like that dalidt worry Billy Bunter. He neither
hooked it nor buzzed: but kept a wary outlook tigtotis big spectacles for the cushion
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and the Latin dictionary.

‘| say, you fellows, don't be shirty,” he urged.ftar all, | stood you a jolly good spread
yesterday, when you were all stony—.’

‘Coker did, you mean, you fat fraud!” said Bob QiyetStop this one!” The cushion flew
as he spoke.

Billy Bunter did not ‘stop that one’. He dodgediaety, and the cushion flew past him
and landed in the passage.

‘Rotten shot!” said Johnny Bull. ‘Stop this one,rBer.” The Latin dictionary whizzed.
Bunter hopped like a kangaroo, and Johnny’s shmtqal no better than Bob’s. The
dictionary whizzed a foot from a fat head, and flewoss the passage. It was just
Smithy’s ill-luck that he was coming along from Bitsidy up the passage at the moment.
Every bullet has its billet: and probably the samatural law applies to Latin dictionaries.
That dic., missing Bunter’s fat head, landed onnderSmith’s ear, and there was a
startled and enraged yell from the Bounder.

‘Oh! Oooh! What—""

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Bunter. ‘He, he, he!

‘Oh, my hat!’ ejaculated Johnny Bull. ‘Is that Shy? Sorry, old man, | was chucking it
at Bunter—.’

Whiz! Herbert Vernon-Smith did not seem ingsed by Johnny’s explanation that he
had been ‘chucking’ it at Bunter Au he cared abapparently, was the circumstance that
the dictionary had landed on his ear. He glaredl iilé study, and the dictionary came
back like a cannonshot, interrupting Johnny’s exaten by crashing on his chin.
‘Yooo-hooop! roared Johnny Bull, as it crashed.

Smithy walked on, rubbing his ear.

‘He, he, hel’ cachinnated Bunter.

Johnny Bull jumped to his feet, and Bunter, sudgeerhsing to cachinnate, disappeared
from the doorway.

Four fellows in No. 1 Study were laughing: but Jeyndid not seem amused. However,
he sat down again, rubbing his chin, and the cotamif ways and means resumed its
functions.

‘It would be jolly on the river,” said Bob Cherr\But—.’

‘Topping, if we could fix it up,” said Frank NugenBut—.’

‘The topfulness would be terrific,’ agreed Hurreen$et Ram Singh. ‘But—.’

‘But—"" grunted Johnny Bull.

‘We should want a decent boat,’” said Harry Whartbaughtfully, ‘and hiring a boat on
the Thames in the summer, for weeks on end, waeilchther a big item. We're not
rolling in money like Smithy, or old Mauly. We hate cut our coat according to our
cloth—.’

‘But if it would run to it—,” said Bob. ‘If some Gaml Samaritan would lend us a boat, we
could manage everything else.’

‘Easily. But—""

‘| say, you fellows! It was Bunter again. A paif loig spectacles glimmered cautiously
round the doorway.

Five glares were turned on a fat face. Bunter, mvipas to glares, but wary of cushions
and dictionaries, blinked into the study.

‘| say, you fellows, do let a chap speak! he urgéd important. | jolly well know
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you're in a jam about the hols. You might be cteila chap who'’s going to see you
through.’

‘Buzz off, you fat ass, before you’re booted.’

‘Well, I like that! said Bunter, warmly. ‘I can |ty well tell you that there’s plenty of
fellows in the Remove who would jump at it, if fefed to stand them a boat for a
holiday up the Thames this vac.’

‘What?’

‘That’'s what | came here to tell you fellows,” s@dnter, while the Famous Five stared
at him. ‘I'm asking you chaps first, because wgiads. I'd like you to come in my boat.’
‘Your boat!” repeated Bob, blankly.

‘Well, not exactly my boat—I mean, I'm having itrfthe summer,’ explained Bunter.
‘It's going to be lent to me for the hols.’

‘Gammon!’ said Johnny Bull.

‘Oh, really, Bull—"’

‘And who's lending you a boat on the Thames forghenmer?’ asked Nugent.

‘Oh, somebody | know,” answered Bunter. ‘Mind, i&golly good boat—roomy, and all
that. It's going to be fixed up okay for a trip the river—no expense spared. Plenty of
grub packed in the locker ready. That boat won&t @amybody a penny. I'm standing it.
You fellows can meet any little day-to-day expertses crop up. As I'm standing the
boat, that will be fair all round.’

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘Quite!” he agreed. ‘Couldn’t be fairer—if there wa boat! But now you've told your
funny story, run away and play.’

‘Oh, really, Wharton—""

‘Buzz off!" roared Johnny Bull.

‘Look here, you fellows, | mean it—.’

‘Oh, hook it, Bunter,’” said Bob Cherry. ‘We’ve hadough of your hampers, and we
don’t want to hear about your boats. TravelV

‘But | tell you | mean it,” hooted Bunter. ‘I'll feyou all about the boat. It's named the
Nautilus—.’

‘Shut the door after you.’

‘There’s a canvas cover for the boat, when we dieel like camping on shore—.’
‘Travell’

‘And a stove, and cooking things, and all that, #redlocker will be crammed with grub,
and all of the best, too, | can tell you. Regarsliglsexpense,’ said Bunter, impressively.
‘Has your postal order come?’ asked Nugent, saozdigt

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘And it will be ready and waiting for us at Stain@gen we call for it,” went on Bunter.
‘I—I mean, when | call for it. If you fellows ar@ady to start on the first of August, I'll
have that boat all ready for you.’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

‘Doesn’t he roll it out as if he believed it himE&lhe said.

‘Oh, really, Cherry! Think I'm pulling your leg?’@manded Bunter. ‘I tell you, it's
honest Injun. That boat will be ready for us at Maw's boat-yard at Staines, on and
from the first of August—.’

‘Pile it on?’
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‘Look here, if you fellows don’t believe me—"’

‘Believe you! Ha, ha, ha!’

‘The believefulness is not terrific, my esteemeditzbing Bunter,” chuckled Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

‘Like me to show you the letter from Mawson’s abthé boat?’ demanded Bunter.
‘They've written to say that it will be ready for-eif me. I'll show you their letter, if you
like.’

‘Oh, do! grinned Bob.

‘So | jolly well will" said Bunter.

He groped in a pocket. The Famous Five watchedwitmgrinning faces. Not for one
moment did they think of believing in Bunter’s boand they had no doubt that he would
fail to find that letter, with a lame explanatidrat he had lost it. It was somewhat of a
surprise, therefore, to see him draw a crumplddriétom a sticky pocket.

‘Here it is,” said Bunter, cheerily. ‘Like to rea@’

‘Oh, let's!" said Bob.

Bunter tossed the letter on the table. Harry Wimapicked it up, and the Famous Five
read it, all together. Amazement came into thaie$aas they read. Certainly, no one in
No. 1 Study was likely to guess that that lettat baen left on the stone seat in the
cloisters by Coker of the Fifth, that Billy Buntead pitched it into the ivy: and that later,
when this tremendous scheme for ‘dishing’ Horacthéhols had germinated in his fat
brain, he had groped for it there and retrieved@hey took that letter at face value, as it
were: and at face value it was astonishing —buticamg!

Mawson’s Yard,
Staines.
Dear Sir,
The boat Nautilus will be ready to be called foramd from the 1st August, with all
fittings, Supplies, etc., as per instructions reedi
Yours faithfully,
Mawson and Co.

‘Well, my only hat! said Bob Cherry, after a lomgnute of astonished silence. ‘This
beats the band!’

‘Beats it hollow!” said Nugent.

‘The beatfulness of the esteemed band is terrigmyicurred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
‘Looks okay, and no mistake,” said Harry Wharton.

Grunt, from Johnny Bull.

‘Catch in it somewhere,” he said. ‘We know Bunter.’

‘Oh, really, Bull—.’

‘Well, there it is in black and white,” said Bob.

That settled it! There it was, undoubtedly, in kland white. Billy Bunter had solved the
problem: and all was calm and bright!

CHAPTER 9
ON THE THAMES
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‘It was August the First,
And quite soft was the skies!

Bob Cherry quoted that remark of Truthful Jamed)eastood with his hands in his
pockets, gazing at a glimmering river, dotted vaitaft of all sorts and sizes, and a sky of
cloudless blue. Father Thames, on that bright sdiayy was looking his best. The river
glowed and rippled in the sunshine: Middlesex oe side, Surrey on the other, basked
in the summer rays. It was warm: it was sunnywhkather was fine, and looked like
keeping fine: and a fine August on the river realys something for any fellow to enjoy.
Boats and skiffs and punts, white flannels andgmasols, met the eye in great numbers.
And it was August the first, the day appointedtfee Famous Five to meet Bunter in his
boat, and begin that trip on the Thames which hehlplanned for the hols.

And there they were—on the tow-path above the lraigStaines — five of the six who
were to form the crew of the Nautilus. The sixth-thBBunter to wit—had not yet put in
an appearance.

Why Bunter had arranged to pick them up on the &itvpbove Staines, the Famous Five
did not know. No reason was apparent why they shoat all have walked into Mawson
and Co.’s boat-yard at Staines, and there pushetthe Nautilus. Bunter, however, had
been very particular about it: and as Bunter wasdhg the boat, it was not a matter for
argument. So the Famous Five had foregatheredesiaus parts at Staines station,
walked over the bridge, and there they were—waifomd@unter and his boat. They had
been waiting now quite a little while: but it wasry pleasant on the tow-path, looking at
the river, watching the passing craft, and no oae disposed to grouse—only on Johnny
Bull's brow was a thoughtful frown.

Johnny seemed to have a lingering doubt about Bant his boat. Even Johnny had to
admit that definite arrangements, in black and hitust be regarded as reliable. That
letter from Mawson and Co. had settled the ma&kithe Co. would have regarded Billy
Bunter’s generous offer to ‘stand’ the boat foroéiday on the Thames, as nothing more
or less than a figment of the fat Owl's imaginatibat for the letter from Mawson’s. But
though Billy Bunter might indulge in airy flightd éancy, it was absurd to suppose that a
practical firm of boat-builders could or would. Thetter from Mawson’s was

indubitable and incontrovertible proof that the bdautilus was ready at the boat-yard
on August the first, requiring only to be called.fget somehow a doubt lingered in
Johnny’s mind.

It was an unusual, indeed a surprising, statefafraf no doubt. Seldom or never was
William George Bunter known to stand his ‘whack’anything. He was the man to push
in, and stick on: and to take the lion’s share batever might be going: but he was not,
as a rule, the man to stand his whack. On thissi@edne was standing his full whack.
Bunter was supplying the boat, and incidental ezxpsiwere to be met by the other
fellows: which was, as the fat Owl had said, filir@aund. Arrangements that were fair

all round were not customary with W. G. Bunter: thug time there certainly seemed no
room for doubt.

Johnny Bull shaded his eyes with his hand, andddalown the river.

‘No sign of Bunter yet,” he remarked.

‘Oh, he’s coming!’ said Bob, cheerily.

‘Better late than never!” said Frank Nugent.
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‘The esteemed and absurd Bunter is always latmarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
‘But the latefulness is better than the neverfudries

Grunt from Johnny Bull. Harry Wharton, seated asilbag on the grassy bank, glanced at
him, and laughed.

‘Don’t you expect to see Bunter and his boat, JgRhhe asked.

‘T'll expect him when | see him!” answered Johnny.

‘Rot!" said Bob Cherry. ‘Mean to say you’'ve cométhis way, not expecting to see the
jolly old boat at all?’

‘Well, no!” said Johnny, after a thoughtful pausesuppose it's okay. But—.’

‘Is the butfulness terrific?’ grinned Hurree JamRain Singh.

‘Well, | came because you fellows came,’ said JghfBut—.’

‘But what, which, and how?’ asked Bob.

‘Well, I don't get it,” said Johnny Bull, shakingshhead. ‘Why couldn’t we all turn up at
Mawson’s boat-yard with Bunter and get out the Boat

‘Bunter fixed it up this way,’ said Harry. ‘Blessé@d know why: but what does it
matter?’

‘It doesn’t,” admitted Johnny. ‘But—." He shook Higad. ‘We’ve had a walk, carrying
our bags: and might as well have stepped into tia¢ &t Mawson’s—if there’s a boat!’
‘IfY" repeated Harry. ‘My dear chap, do you thinkawson’s would have written that
letter to Greyfriars, if everything wasn't fixed 2ip

‘Well, no!” Johnny shook his head again. ‘Anyhovill, @éxpect to see Bunter in that boat
when my eyes fall on him in it—not before.’

‘Rot!" said Nugent.

“The rotfulness is terrific, my esteemed Johnny.’

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! roared Bob Cherry, suddenly.

Four juniors looked round.

‘What—?" began Harry Wharton.

‘Bunter! roared Bob. ‘Jolly old Bunter! Look!” Bopointed across the shining water.
‘Feast your eyes, my beloved 'earers! There’s jolty Bunter, as large as life and twice
as natural’

‘Oh!" ejaculated Johnny Bull.

The Famous Five all stared in the direction of Bgiointing finger. From a boat on the
river, a big pair of spectacles flashed back theskine. A fat face, with a smear of jam
round a capacious mouth, met their eyes. A burlg ma jersey was puffing the boat
across from the Middlesex side. Billy Bunter satha stern. He was not looking towards
the juniors on the bank. He was busily occupiednroccupation which did not surprise
the Famous Five: helping himself to jam-tarts framaper bag. Possibly that was the
reason why Bunter was a little late. No doubt thexd been a pause for light refreshment
at Staines, before Bunter bothered about lesséeraat

But there, at all events, he was! Even Johnny Baidl to expect Bunter now—now that
his eyes actually fell on him!

‘Looks a jolly good boat,” remarked Nugent.

‘Top-hole! said Bob. ‘Room for the lot of us, aadittle over. Whoever stood Bunter
that boat knew how to pick it out.’

‘But who the dickens did?’ said Johnny Bull.

‘Well, that's Bunter’s affair, not ours,” said HgrWwharton. ‘There’s the boat, at any rate:
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and there’s Bunter in it.” He waved his hand. ‘Thwiay, Bunter!

‘Halo, hallo, hallo!" roared Bob Cherry. ‘Here weeaold fat bean!

Billy Bunter lifted his eyes and spectacles frora bag of jam-tarts, and blinked at the
group on the tow-path. He grinned, and waved adatl. Then that fat hand returned to
the paper bag, and another jam-tart was transféordte capacious mouth.

The boat pulled into the bank. The man in the jefail in the oars, and looked round.
‘This your party, sir?’ he asked.

‘That’s right! chirruped Bunter. ‘Chuck them thaipter. You can get back now.’

The man in the jersey stepped out, and handedatihéep to Harry Wharton. Apparently
he was to walk back to Mawson’s by way of the beidgut he did not start immediately.
He stood looking at Bunter, who, neglecting the bbgm-tarts for the moment, ran fat
hands through his pockets. He did not seem todmdhing in those pockets, and the
look of the man in the jersey became a little espinee.

‘Ten bob, sir!" he remarked, casually.

‘That'’s all right, my man,’ said Bunter. He blinkatithe Famous Five. ‘I say, you
fellows, it's ten bob for pulling this boat acro§¥ne of you pay this chap, will you—I've
run out of change.’

A faint grunt was audible from Johnny Bull. But tBe. came up smiling, as it were.
Incidental expenses were to be met by the Co.l@sdpparently was one of the
incidental expenses. Four half-crowns were proddiced various pockets, and handed
to the man in the jersey, who touched his cap @&paduded. And the chums of Greyfriars
were left in possession of the boat in which theyento enjoy the summer’s holiday on
the Thames: and even Johnny Bull, with all hiseimgg doubts, did not dream of
dreaming whose boat it was.

CHAPTER 10
FALSE ALARM

BILLY BUNTER grinned.

Bunter had reason to grin.

He lolled on cushions in the stern seat of the Nasjtchewed pineapple, and grinned.
Life, that sunny day, looked good to Bunter. Alrg&e had explored the well-stored
locker, and found that Coker’s Aunt Judy had ndeéato supply all the excellent articles
enumerated in the long list Horace had mentionethat talk with Potter and Greene in
the old cloisters at Greyfriars. Such a supplyega had never met Bunter’s eyes and
spectacles, outside a tuck-shop. Needless to ledat Owl did not delay in sampling
those ample supplies. It had never been Buntenstwavait for a meal, if he could help
it, till a mealtime came round.

The boat was rolling up to Datchet. Frank Nugee¢istd, and Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull walked with the tow-rope, towing the Nautildgarry Wharton and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh were sorting out things in the boat: sseg, indeed astonished, to find it so
amply provided with everything that a boating pagynping along the Thames could
possibly require. It seemed to them that whatewend or relative had lent Bunter that
boat for the summer, had looked after him remaskalall, regardless of expense.
Undoubtedly that boat, with its ample cargo, wasllastantial contribution to the trip on
the Thames: and it was only fair for the Co. tondtaverything else. Not that they were
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likely to have much choice in that matter, for theident of the man in the jersey
indicated that Bunter had arrived in his accustomggkcunious state.

Billy Bunter, his fat limbs sinking in soft cushisngrinned over the excellent pineapple
that belonged to Horace Coker. Every now and tieechiickled.

The effects of Coker’s stump had long since wofnBxit Bunter had not forgotten that
stumping. If Coker of the Fifth fancied that he ltcbmnake a Remove bend over and take
‘six’, just as if he was a Sixth-form prefect, wotht something coming back for it, Coker
had another guess coming! It was, in fact, whileadieg in his fat mind how to ‘get
back’ on Coker, that Bunter had evolved the amagaigeme that was now in operation.
It had been easy—almost too easy.

The boat, at Mawson’s boat-yard at Staines, wadyrgabe called for on and from the
first of August. Coker planned to call for it oretthird or fourth, according to what he
had said to Potter and Greene. Personally, he uits unknown to anyone at Mawson’s.
Any fellow calling himself Coker could turn up #&ietboat-yard, and Mawson and Co.
would be none the wiser. Any doubt on the subjemild/ be dispelled by showing that
letter, which Mawson and Co. had written to Hor&oker at Greyfriars School. All that
Bunter had to do, was to turn up at the boat-yafdre Coker did, with that letter in his
pocket.

He had not evolved the whole brilliant scheme wdirece. Bunter’s fat brain worked
rather slowly. His first idea had been to callttee boat, walk it off, and leave it
somewhere along the Thames for Coker to hunt fot tlgat scheme, like the little peach
in the orchard, grew and grew, in Bunter’s fat mititlit assumed its present shape.
Coker’s carelessness with that letter from Mawswh@o. gave him a trump card. The
Famous Five had fallen for it: taken it, in fadkel gudgeons taking bait. The wily fat
Owl was not merely ‘dishing’ Coker as just retabatfor that stumping. He was booked
for a summer holiday on the Thames, all expensies pavas no wonder that he grinned
over Coker’s pineapple.

What Harry Wharton and Co. would have said—and dedead they suspected the
facts, Bunter did not know, though he could notletdbat it would have been something
emphatic. But that cut no ice, because they wergaoiog to know. Bunter, certainly,
wasn’t going to tell them: and how could Cokertstg on the first of August, they
would be miles and miles and miles up the rivefoteeCoker looked in at Mawson’s on
the third or fourth. The Nautilus would have vamdlamong the countless holiday craft
on Father Thames. So far as Billy Bunter could seehieh was not, perhaps, very far,
even with the aid of his big spectacles—the outlaak set fair.

So he enjoyed Coker’s pineapple and grinned oyerfdt and contented Owl. But the
cheery grin faded a little on the fat face, as i&vharton, glancing back on the river,
remarked:

‘Hallo, we know the three fellows in that boat!

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh followed his glance, andied his dusky head.

‘The knowfulness is terrific,” he assented.

Frank Nugent glanced back over his shoulder.

‘Oh, that lot!" he said. ‘No rows in the hols, y&llows! We're not at Greyfriars now—
we don’t want any rows.’

‘Right as rain!” agreed Harry. ‘I'll give them a wa as they pass—they’ll soon be
passing us, as they’re pulling. No rows in the hols
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Billy Bunter felt his fat heart sink. Coker’s pirgae suddenly seemed to lose its
excellent flavour. He gave the juniors a startledky and then twisted his fat head round
to blink back along the river. A boat was comingbaiind, with three fellows in it,
whom the Greyfriars juniors knew! Bunter’s thougjusiped at once to Coker and Potter
and Greene. Was it possible—was it awfully, fedyfuyderilously possible—that Coker
had decided on an earlier date, that he had alr@aghped in at Mawson'’s, discovered
that his boat had been raided, and started in gr§he awful possibility made William
George Bunter feel quite faint.

He concentrated his eyes and his spectacles doltbeing boat, at which the juniors
were looking.

There were three fellows in it, in white flannedsd Panama hats. Two of them were
pulling at the oars: one sat in the stern. Butbib&t was still at a distance: and though
Harry Wharton, Nugent, and Hurree Singh recognthedhree fellows in it, the Owl of
the Remove could not make them out clearly. Weeg the Fifth-form trio of
Greyfriars?

‘Oh, crikey! breathed Bunter.

He had not forseen any such awful possibility. Gpkethe cloisters, had distinctly said
the third or fourth. Had he, after all, startedte first, and was he now just behind the
fat Owl who had borrowed his boat?

‘I—I say, you fellows—I' stammered Bunter.

‘Hallo, they've seen us!’ said Harry. ‘They're puatj it on! Looks as if they want to
catch us up.’

Frank Nugent laughed.

‘Looks like it,” he said. ‘We don’t want any rows the hols, but perhaps they do!

‘If they do, they can have all they want,’ said Kafl’d rather steer clear of them in the
hols, but it's up to them.

‘I—I say, you fellows, let’s steer clear!” gaspedrer. ‘We—we don’t want any rows
on a holiday! Lets get away before they come up.’.

‘Couldn’t be done, as they’re pulling and we're togy answered Harry.

‘Call to Bob and Johnny to jump in! Quick! excla@a Bunter. ‘Look here, with all you
fellows puffing, we could get away from them atiht.’

Harry Wharton stared at him.

‘Likely! he said. ‘Think we’re going to run awaydm them?’

‘The runawayfulness is not the proper caper, mgeraed fat funky Bunter,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

‘Look here—!" howled Bunter.

‘Don’t get into a flap, old fat man,’ said Frank &nt, soothingly. ‘If they want a row,
we can handle them all right: you just look on.’

‘| tell you we ain’t going to have a row with Coket’ howled Bunter.

‘Coker! repeated Harry, blankly. ‘Who's talking ailit Coker?’

‘Oh!’" gasped Bunter. ‘Ain’t it Coker in that boat?’

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ yelled Nugent. ‘Think Coker’s aftepyin the hols with that stump,
Bunter?’

‘Oh!" stuttered Bunter. ‘There’s three of them—ysaid you knew them—I—I thought it
was Coker and his pals——

‘Nothing to worry about, if it was,” said Harry,ughing. ‘Old Coker’s forgotten all about
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that hamper long ago, fathead.’

‘Oh! Yes! No! I—I mean—I—I thought—,” stammered Ben. ‘I—I mean, |—I'm not
afraid of Coker, Of—of course. But if it ain’t Coket’s all right.” He blinked at the
following boat. ‘I can’t make them out yet—.’

‘Highcliffe men,” said Nugent. ‘Ponsonby and Gadsiogl Monson. Nothing to get into a
flap about.’

‘Oh!" said Bunter. Greatly relieved, the fat Owtk slown on his cushions again. The bare
idea of Coker turning up suddenly and unexpectedly terrifying. But there was
nothing terrifying about three members of the Rodiorm at Highcliffe School. It was
only a false alarm, and Billy Bunter resumed ch@n@oker’s pineapple, easy once more
in his fat mind, and quite indifferent to Pon anal C

There was a hail from the bank. Bob Cherry and dgiBull, at the tow-rope, had
sighted the following boat, and recognized its peaous.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! called out Bob, ‘Highcliffeads in that boat! Give them a yell as
they go by, what?’

‘Wash it out!” called back Harry Wharton. ‘No rowsthe hols.’

‘Oh, all right”

At Greyfriars, there was often—more often than notrar between the Famous Five and
Ponsonby and Co. of Highcliffe. So it was reallytglaudable, on the part of the
Greyfriars juniors, to be bent on peace, perfeatpeat this chance encounter in the
holidays. Pon and Co., apparently, were doing tienTes in the hols, just as Harry
Wharton and Co. were doing it: and the chums oRemove were prepared to let them
pass, without a single uncomplimentary remark, e@reh with a friendly wave of the
hand!

But Harry Wharton, as he watched the Highcliffe ttdrawing nearer, doubted whether
Pon and Co.’s intentions were equally pacific. Poilry, who sat in the stern, was staring
at the Greyfriars’ boat, and Monson and Gadsbthebars, had looked round over their
shoulders. Evidently they recognized the Greyftipasty: and they had, as Wharton
noted, speeded up the oars, and were pulling fasteverhaul the Nautilus. He noted,
too, that Pon made some grinning remark to his ades. The captain of the Greyfriars
Remove frowned a little. Really and truly, he dat want a row with old enemies, in
holiday time: he would have been well content ® Ben and Co. pull on and disappear
up the Thames. But that was a matter for the Hifffacis to decide, for their boat, under
oars, had the advantage of speed over the Nautidasing on at the end of the tow-rope.
The Highcliffe boat came on fast, and in a few ntareutes, it was level with the
Nautilus. Then Gadsby and Monson, at a sign from Blowed down with the oars.
‘Greyfriars cads!’ called out Ponsonby.

‘Highcliffe rotters!’ called back Nugent, cheerily.

‘What’s that you've got on board?’ went on Ponsarilsyit a porpoise, or a walrus? Did
you get it at the Zoo?’

Billy Bunter ceased to chew Coker’s pineapple, gade Cecil Ponsonby a glare that
might almost have cracked his spectacles.

‘Yah” he hooted. ‘I say, you fellows, chuck somethiat those Highcliffe swobs.’

Whiz!

Ponsonby groped in a bag at his feet. His hand ecgweth something in it. It was a ripe
red orange. Before the Greyfriars fellows knew wietvas going to do, it was done.
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Pon seemed to be a good marksman. That orangesteaight as a bullet, and it caught
Harry Wharton unexpectedly on the nose. Squash!

Taken quite by surprise, the captain of the Remottered, and sat down suddenly, with
a bump that rocked the Nautilus.

‘Oh, my esteemed hat!" ejaculated Hurree Jamset 8iaigh. ‘Ow!’" he added, the next
moment, as another accurately aimed orange crashbi$ ear, and he went sideways.
There was a yell of laughter from Gadsby and Monson

Frank Nugent jumped to his feet.

‘You cheeky cads! he roared. “You—whoo-hooop!

A third orange whizzed, and squashed in the midtifas features. Nugent sat down in
the stern seat again without intending to do so.

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Bunter. ‘Urrrgh! Oh! Ooogh! Gaooogh!” He broke off,

spluttering, as yet another orange whizzed, andnigga on his fat little nose. He
dropped the remnant of Coker’s pineapple, and elh¢ipat fat little nose with both fat
hands. ‘Ow! Oooogh! Wooooh!’

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ came from the Highcliffe boat.

Harry Wharton scrambled up, his face red with wrath

He was no longer thinking of a friendly wave to thighcliffians as they passed! He
stared round for something to hurl back at the gndut Pon made a sign to Gadsby and
Monson, and their oars dipped again, and their bloat past the Nautilus.

‘Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, staring fronethank. ‘Those Highcliffe cads—.’
‘Look out! gasped Johnny Bull.

The playful Pon seemed to be in great form. LeattregNautilus astern, the Highcliffe
boat pulled on past the two juniors at the tow-r@el as it passed, Ponsonby groped in
the bag again, and rose with a juicy orange ireeitiand. It was too late for Bob to ‘look
out’ as the missile came, and he gave a roarlasded in his eye. The next moment the
other orange was squashing in Johnny Bull's neblenTthe Highcliffe boat shot onward,
the three young rascals yelling with laughter ageiht. They left an enraged and
exasperated Greyfriars party behind them, as tiegpdeared amid innumerable craft up
the river.
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CHAPTER 11
‘“WHAT'S THE HURRY?”

‘LOVELY night! said Billy Bunter.

Five fellows looked at him.

It was quite unlike Billy Bunter to take note ofcsudetails. Night was a time for Billy
Bunter to clamp his eyes shut, and keep them sidifferent to the loveliness or
otherwise of surrounding scenery. And as Bunter yaaming, it might have been
supposed that he was thinking more of blankets tifidime beauty of the summer
evening.

‘Seems rather a pity to turn in, on such a lovefjhty’ went on the fat Owl. ‘What about
keeping on by moonlight?’

It was, in fact, rather lovely on the Thames atrtitenent. The shades of night, as the
poet has expressed it, were falling fast. The niypled like gleaming gold under the last
rays of the setting sun. The moon was peepingam & sky without a cloud.
Nevertheless, all the other members of the bogtarty were thinking of tying up for the
night and going to sleep. Only Bunter seemed taktthie loveliness of the coming night
more attractive than bed.

‘Um!’ said Bob Cherry. ‘Jolly night, and no mistakdut we’ve had rather a long day,
Bunter.’

‘Bed for me,’ said Johnny Bull.

“Me too!” yawned Nugent.

‘The early bedfulness and the early risefulnesdlaevay to wealthfulness and
wisefulness, as the English proverb remarks,’ Baidee Jamset Ram Singh.

‘| say, you fellows, don't be slackers,” urged BemdWhat's the good of a holiday up the
river, if you're going to slack about?’

‘Who's slacking about?’ inquired Johnny Bull, irvaice not unlike that of the Great
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Huge Bear.

‘You jolly well are!’ retorted Bunter. ‘It's goingo be a lovely night, and we could be
miles and miles further up by morning.’

‘What's the hurry?’ asked Harry Wharton. ‘This isamping trip, not a boat race.’

‘Oh! Yes! But—.’

‘But what?’ grunted Johnny Bull.

‘Oh! Nothing!” said Bunter, hastily.

Really, Bunter could not explain the cause for éalde was anxious, very anxious, to get
as far as possible from Staines, in the shortestiple time. It might be a day or two
before Horace Coker arrived at Mawson’s boat-yarguest of his boat. Bunter had a
good start. But he was anxious to make the moist e had had one alarm that day: a
false alarm as it had proved. He did not wantgk having another. The further he was
from Staines, the more Billy Bunter was likely tef at ease. He would have liked to be
on the upper reaches of the Thames by the timedddaker arrived on its lower
reaches. But he certainly could not explain ab tbiHarry Wharton and Co.

Johnny Bull eyed him.

‘I'd like to know what the hurry’s about,” he gr@eat. Bunter was grousing because we
stopped to have a look at Runnymede —.’

‘Blow Runnymede?’ said Bunter, peevishly. ‘Thingdre a bean whether King James
signed Magna Charta at Runnymede or anywhere else?’

‘Wasn't it King John?’ grinned Nugent.

‘No, it wasn’t’ said Bunter. ‘Better not tell Quél¢hat in form, Nugent.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Blessed if | see anything to cackle at. You feltoare slacking,” said Bunter. ‘I've asked
you half-a-dozen times to pull instead of towingt fou prefer crawling along like a lot
of snails.’

‘Nobody'’s stopped you pulling, if you want to! siiohnny.

‘Oh, really, Bull—.’

‘This old bus is a bit heavy for pulling, Buntesaid Bob Cherry. ‘And we’re doing the
river, not racing up to Oxford. And we’re all a bied now, and ready to turn in.’
‘Slackers!’ said Bunter.

Johnny Bull breathed hard.

‘If Bunter keeps on asking to be kicked, | shadikkhim’ he said. ‘The fat image has sat
there all day, eating most of the time, and neeeding a hand with anything. And
now—.’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

‘Not a bad idea to keep on, if Bunter likes theaidée said. ‘It's a lovely night, as he
says, and there’s going to be a jolly old moon. @tlew can tow the boat, while the
others turn in. That all right, Bunter?’

‘That'’s all right,” agreed Bunter. ‘You're not suehslacker as the other fellows, Cherry.’
‘Oh, yes, | am—just!’ said Bob. ‘I'm going to tuin, while you do the towing.’

Billy Bunter jumped.

‘Wha-a-t?’ he ejaculated.

‘Good egg! exclaimed Harry Wharton, heartily. ‘Jprio it, Bunter. Give him the line.’
Billy Bunter did not stir. He made no move to tgdassession of the tow-rope. He sat and
blinked at the Famous Five in speechless indignatio
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‘Ready, Bunter?’ asked Nugent, laughing.

‘Think I'm going to tow, while you fellows go toep?’ gasped Bunter, finding his voice
at last.

‘You'’re going to tow, if anybody’s going to!" sai8ob. ‘Why not?’

‘The whynotfulness is terrific!” chuckled Hurreendset Ram Singh.

Billy Bunter seemed to be able to see quite aflotasons why not. Exertion in any
shape or form never had any appeal for Bunter. tArdare idea of plodding along the
tow-path under the moon, towing a heavy boat wilieofellows asleep in it, really
seemed to take the fat Owl's breath away.

‘Oh, don’t be silly asses!” he yapped. ‘If you'r@otjolly lazy to keep on, we'll tie up.
Mind, we start again at daylight. None of your klag about after the sun’s up.’
‘Bunter the early riser!” chuckled Bob. “You fat &ge, | don’t suppose you'll open your
eyes before nine or ten.’

‘I don’'t suppose he’ll open them at all, as ther@srising-bell on the Thames,’ remarked
Nugent.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘You can jaw,” said Bunter. ‘But we're not going h@ng about and waste time, this side
of Reading at any rate.’

‘What's the special attraction of Reading?’ asked BThe biscuits?’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘I mean, Reading’s a good step from Staines—.’

‘Quite,” said Harry Wharton. ‘But we’re a good stiepm Staines already: and what'’s the
matter with Staines, anyway?

‘Oh! Nothing! There’s no hurry, of course,” stammeéBunter. ‘Don’t you fellows get
the idea that I'm in a hurry to get a long way fr@taines. Nothing of the kind, of
course’

‘My only hat! said Bob, in wonder. ‘Anybody mightink that Bunter had been up to
something at Staines, and was afraid of a bobbyrgpafter him.’

‘Oh, really, Cherry—.’

‘Blessed if | make the fat chump out,” grunted JohBull. ‘Is there anybody at Staines
you’re funky of, Bunter?’

‘I—I ain’t afraid of Coker, of course—.’

‘Coker " repeated the Famous Five, with one voice.

‘|—l—I mean—!" stammered Bunter.

‘Well, what on earth do you mean?’ exclaimed Hakfigarton, quite mystified. ‘“You
fancied it was Coker in that Highcliffe boat thiseanoon, and now you seem to fancy
he’s at Staines. So you fancy he’s after you inhthls about that hamper?’

‘Oh! No! Not about the hamper—I—I mean. |—I doréinicy he’s after me at all,’
gasped Bunter. ‘But—but if he did turn up—.’

‘Well, he might, | suppose, as we’ve heard thaslging the Thames these hols,’ said
Harry. ‘But what would it matter if he did? Cokevabn't bite.’

‘He—he might cut up rusty—.’

‘Even Coker wouldn’t cut up rusty without a reastathead. And if he did, we’d dip him
in the Thames to cool his temper.’

‘Oh! Yes! But—.’

‘But what?’
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‘Oh, nothing!” gasped Bunter. ‘I—I say, you fellowdn going to turn in. If you're too
jolly lazy to keep on, you’'d better tie up.’

Billy Bunter said no more. He was rather afraid tremight have said too much already.
He proceeded to select a comfortable spot to noikalf in blankets, leaving the
selection of the tying-up spot, and the procedging up to the other fellows.

Why Billy Bunter feared that Horace Coker, of thee@riars Fifth, might be ‘after’ him,
was quite a mystery to the Co., but evidently Budid. As Coker, like themselves, was
doing the Thames in the hols, it was quite posshae they might fall in with him: but
they saw no reason for alarm in such an encou@tiker undoubtedly was an aggressive
sort of fellow: but even Coker had to have a redsorcutting up rusty’: and if by
chance he did, the Famous Five were more thantaloleal with him. So they could see
absolutely no cause for Bunter’'s alarm. And celyatimey were not going to turn a
summer saunter up the river into a sort of boag;raecause the fat Owl fancied that
Horace Coker might be ‘after him’.

Billy Bunter’s misgivings were quite a puzzle t@thamous Five. However, neither
Bunter nor his misgivings mattered very much: drey/tgave up the puzzle, and
proceeded to tie up under the bank, and camp dbeiNautilus. And as the moon
climbed higher in cloudless heavens, and turnedlideng Thames into a sheet of
gleaming silver, they slept peacefully in the roobmat so comfortably fitted up by
Coker’s Aunt Judy—Iulled, perhaps, by the deep srimm Billy Bunter, that was wont
to wake echoes in the Remove dormitory at Gredriand now reverberated along the
grassy bank of Father Thames.

CHAPTER 12
GONE'!

HORACE COKER breathed hard, and he breathed de&pwk corrugated his brow.
Coker was perplexed, annoyed, and his temper \sigg)ri

Potter and Greene were tactfully silent. When Hei@oker was annoyed, it was a time
for lesser mortals to be tactful.

‘| don’t understand this,” said Coker.

That, in itself, was not surprising. There were tlmgs that Coker did understand. But
Potter and Greene were as perplexed as Cokerwseliho called at a boatyard for a
boat, as per arrangements made, cut, and drie&sveaelier, naturally expected to find
that boat there. They did not expect to be told itHzad already been called for and was
gone. Much less did Coker expect to hear that ag@entleman named Coker had
called for that boat, and gone off in it, the poas day. Coker himself was the young
gentleman named Coker for whom that boat was redepertainly no other young
gentleman named Coker or anything else had anytaghalk off with that boat. Potter
and Greene were puzzled: but did not get exciteditah Coker was not only puzzled,
but he was getting very excited: indeed, on hik$pbe was seeking to understudy the
Alpine young man, whose brow was set and whosdegeath flashed like a falchion
from its sheath.

It was the second of August: a sunny, almost btpdey on the Thames. Coker, having
told Potter and Greene that they would start orthitid or fourth, had decided on the
second, which was like Coker. It was rather fortarfar a fat member of the Greyfriars
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Remove that he hadn’t decided to make it the difftugust. So there they were, the
three of them, on the second of August, ready tbagknon the Nautilus, which should
have been waiting and ready for their embarkatory to learn that the Nautilus had
disappeared the day before in possession of sorsterngus young gentleman named
Coker! That, at any rate, was the name the mystegoung gentleman had given when
he called for the boat.

‘You fellows make it out?’ demanded Coker, as Rated Greene did not speak. ‘Got
any idea what it means?’

‘The boat’s been called for—, said Potter.

‘I know that.’

‘You didn’t ask some relation of yours to call {62’ hazarded Greene.

‘Don’t be an ass, Greene.’

‘Well, as it was somebody named Coker—.’

‘I'll Coker him! said Coker. ‘There’s some idiotimistake here, and I'm going to know
what it means.’

‘Well, they’ve told us to see Mr. Mawson in hisio# about it—.’

‘That’'s what I'm going to do,” yapped Coker, ‘arfd/ou fellows have finished hanging
about and jawing, come along.’

Still tactful, Potter and Greene refrained frommaimig out that it was Coker who had
been hanging about and ‘jawing’. They followed Qoikéo Mr. Mawson’s office. Mr.
Mawson, already aware that a young gentleman n&o&dr had called for a boat
already called for and taken away by a Young gamlenamed Coker, was as perplexed
as the three Greyfriars seniors.

‘This is very extraordinary,” said Mr. Mawson. Ybu are the Mr. Coker for whom the
Nautilus was engaged—.’

No “if” about that!" interrupted Coker. ‘I'm Cokeiorace James Coker, of the Fifth
Form at Greyfriars—that’s me! My Aunt Judith engdglee boat, and had it fitted up and
stored all ready for me on the first. Where is it?’

‘It was called for yesterday—.’

‘I've been told that already.’

‘The young gentleman gave the name of Coker, grptbduced the letter we wrote to
Mr. Coker at Greyfriars School on the subject &f ioat.’

‘Wha-a-at’?’ stuttered Coker.

‘If you are Mr. Coker—.’

‘IfY" roared Coker. ‘Don’t | keep on telling you #t I'm Coker.’

‘I was about to say—.’

‘I'm Coker! You can ask these chaps if you like—th@ow me at school. Think I'm not
Coker?’ roared Coker.

‘I was about to say, that if you are Mr. Cokelisivery singular that the young gentleman
yesterday was in possession of the letter we wookér. Coker at Greyfriars School—
and which we naturally took as a proof of identity.

Coker gazed at Mr. Mawson.

Some imposter, evidently, had walked off with thaat. But the boat-builder was in
doubt which was the impostor — the young gentlemba had called for the boat on the
first, or this young gentleman who was callingitasn the second. Both of them,
obviously, couldn’t be the same Coker. But whiclswanich?
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‘That letter!”” gasped Coker, at last. ‘I rememberi left it somewhere—you fellows
remember where | left it?’

‘I remember you showed it to us in the cloistesgjd Potter. ‘The day that fat young ass
Bunter was doggo in the ivy—.’

‘Never thought about it since,’ said Greene.

‘You wouldn’t!’ said Coker, witheringly. ‘Fat lotfagood expecting you fellows to
remember anything. Somebody must have got holdatfletter—I must have left it
about.’

‘Oh, my hat!’ said Potter. ‘Is this some Greyfriatsap japing us?’

‘Don’t be a goat, Potter. What has any Greyfridragot to do with it?’ yapped Coker.
‘Plain enough,’ yapped back Potter. ‘If you lefathetter about, and somebody got hold
of it, where could it have happened except at theal?’

‘Oh!" said Coker. This was so obvious, that everk&aould see it when it was pointed
out. If that letter, left about by Coker, had beerked up by anyone, the picker-up could
only be an inhabitant of Greyfriars School.

‘Oh!" repeated Coker, with thunder in his brow. 8@ Greyfriars man—he’s got hold
of that letter, and walked off our boat for a jageus! That'’s it! By gum, I'll jape him.

I'll spiflicate him! I'll pulverize him! I'll strew him in little pieces all over the Thames!
Pl—.

‘Well, if it's some chap’s japing, we shall get theat back all right,” said Greene,
soothingly. ‘What was he like, Mr. Mawson? Can yellius what the chap was like who
called for the boat yesterday?’

‘Certainly, sir. A stout young gentleman—unusuglymp—in spectacles—’

There was a roar from Coker! He was well acquaimtithl a Greyfriars chap whom that
description fitted.

‘Bunter!” roared Coker.

‘Oh, Scissors! ejaculated Potter. ‘Bunter—thatR&move tick—.’

‘Bunter’s walked off with our boat!" said Greenémast dazedly. ‘That fat frowsy kid in
the Remove—.’

‘Bunter! repeated Coker. ‘That fat villain Buntetle pinched that letter, and he’s
walked off with my boat just as he walked off witty hamper. Why, I'll skin him?’
‘Hem?! said Mr. Mawson. ‘If this affair is merely schoolboy practical joke—.’

‘I'll practical joke him!" roared Coker.

‘I that is all—"

‘All?’ roared Coker. ‘I'll spiflicate him!’

‘Looks as if it was a chap named Bunter, at ouosthiMr. Mawson,’ said Potter. ‘Any
idea where he went with the boat?’

‘I will call Jackson,’” said Mr. Mawson.

Jackson was called. He proved to be the man ifeteey who had taken the Nautilus
across to the Surrey side for the plump young gerdh in spectacles.

‘Landed the young gentleman with the boat at thngoeah above the bridge, sir,” said
Jackson, ‘where his friends was waiting for him.’

‘His friends?’ repeated Coker. ‘Was there a gantheim, then?’

‘There was a party of five waiting for the youngijeman, sir.’

‘Five?’ repeated Coker. ‘By gum! A gang of the Remavith that fat villain—he
couldn’t handle the boat on his own. A gang of thevinat were they like?’
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‘Oh, jest schoolboys, sir,’” said Jackson. ‘Onehainh was a dark young gentleman.’
Coker jumped! A dark young gentleman, in a partfivad Greyfriars schoolboys,
furnished an unmistakable clue!

‘Wharton’s gang!” gasped Coker.

‘That lot!" said Potter, with a nod. ‘Oh, my hatuBter came here for the boat, and the
rest were waiting for him on the tow-path—"

‘The whole gang of them in it together!"” bawled @ok'Look here, my man, did you see
where they went in the boat?’

‘Up the river, sir.’

‘Up the river! A day out in my boat, | supposdl give them a day out! Come on,
Potter! Don’t dawdle about, Greene. We’'ve got tbajeer those young villains!
Goodness knows where they left the boat after thegjrout! They never sent it back, or it
would be here now! Why,” added Coker, breathlesh wrath, ‘they may mean to keep
it for days—camping out in my boat, | shouldn’t vden! They've got cheek enough!
Quelch doesn’'t whop them enough in the Remove yatefellows coming, or aren’t
you?’

Coker stamped out of Mr. Mawson'’s office: probatdyr. Mawson'’s relief. Potter and
Greene followed him. They knew now what had becofrf@oker’s boat: it was in the
hands of the Famous Five of the Greyfriars Remanke\Vdilliam George Bunter: the
whole gang of them together, as Coker had notliletest doubt. Whether they had
snooped it for a day out on the river, or whetherythad the amazing nerve to think of
keeping possession of it for days on end, Coker'dichow and couldn’t tell. But if there
was doubt about the Removites’ intentions, there mane about Coker’s. Coker was
going after that boat and after the raiders: he goaisg to recapture that boat, and hand
out drastic punishment to those raiders. If, aséie, Quelch did not whop them enough
in the Remove, Coker was going to make up for gfecigéncy. Harry Wharton and Co.
had a day’s start, up the river: but full vengeawes on the track!

CHAPTER 13
SAUCE FOR THE GANDER

‘HALLO, hallo, hallo! ejaculated Bob Cherry.

He stopped, and stared.

The tow-rope slacked, and the crew of the Naualukoked shoreward at Bob,
excepting Billy Bunter. It was a warm afternoonddilly Bunter had done exceedingly
well at lunch, and was in need of a rest afteekiertions. He was taking that rest, his
eyes shut and his mouth open, with a handkerchef @ fat face to keep off the flies that
were attracted by its somewhat sticky state.

Six fellows manned the Nautilus: but only five béi took turns at towing. There was
really no reason why Billy Bunter should not haaken his turn, unless laziness was a
reason. Johnny Bull, indeed, was disposed to a&gigier his turn, and invigorate him,

if necessary, by an application of shoe-leathet.iBuas, after all—or at least was
supposed to be—Bunter’s boat: and making Buntekwaguired more exertion than the
work itself. For these two reasons Bunter hadasgtéken it easy: and it was his firm
intention to continue to take it easy, if he cowll the way up to Lechlade. So there was
the fat Owl, sleeping and snoring in the drowsy saris afternoon, dreaming either of
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the meal he had lately demolished, or of the nagtto come: indifferent to scenery, and
sunshine, and the rippling river, and gliding ceaftl glancing sails: though the rest of
the crew were enjoying every minute of it.

‘What's up, Bob?’ called out Harry Wharton, as gh&lamation from the junior at the
tow-rope reach four pairs of ears on Meutilus

‘Look!” answered Bob, and he pointed.

The boat’s crew looked. Marlow had been left beharttl above Temple Lock the tow-
path was on the Berkshire side: and it was on dge ef Berkshire that Bob Cherry had
halted. At that point the bank was somewhat highwarder the high bank, a boat was
tied up: a very handsome boat, smaller than thg¢ilauThe juniors, looking at it,
fancied they had seen it before: but why Bob wagiglly drawing their attention to it,
they did not for the moment know.

‘What about it?’ asked Nugent.

‘Pon’s boat!" answered Bob.

‘Oh!" exclaimed all four together.

‘| noticed the name on it yesterday when Pon hamdedhose oranges,’ explained Bob.
‘Look at it—the Gay Lark.’

‘Pon’s boat!” agreed Harry Wharton, after anothl@ange. ‘Those Highcliffe cads are
about here somewhere.’” He rubbed his nose, wheoeaaige had impinged the previous
day.

Evidently, Pon and Co. were about. They had larmateBerkshire, and left their boat tied
up under the bank. They were not to be seen ototirgath: but there was no doubt that
they were not far away. Back of the tow-path watady wood, and it was likely enough
that the Highcliffians had landed for lunch on shand had not yet re-started after the
interval, as it were.

Bob Cherry came down the bank, looping the tow-mper his arm.

‘Tired?’ asked Nugent.

‘Fathead,’ replied Bob: a reply which seemed tadate that he had not stopped on
account of fatigue. ‘We’re tying up here for a’bit.

Johnny Bull's eyes gleamed.

‘Good egg! he said. ‘Those Highcliffe cads gaveaso yesterday, and got away with it.
Sauce for the goose is sauce for the gander. \W@vall the time we want, to wait for
them to come back to their craft.’

‘Nobody'’s in a hurry—except Bunter! said Bob, wihgrin. ‘Bunter seems to be in a
hurry to get away from somebody at Staines, goadkesws why. He can make up for
lost time by pulling the boat, if he likes, afteewe through with those Highcliffe ticks.’
‘Ha, ha, ha!

It was not probable that Billy Bunter, whatever taeise of his mysterious haste to get
further up the Thames, would want to make up fet tmme by pulling at the oars. If
personal exertion was required for haste, Buntadgio was ‘festina lente’: with the
stress on ‘lente’. No doubt Bunter would have risbjections to a halt, had he been
awake. But he snored on happily while the Famous &#&d up the Nautilus.

All the Co. were quite anxious to see Pon and @Gaina Pon had raked them fore and aft,
So to speak, with those oranges, the day beforkeshot on up the river out of the reach
of reprisals. Now he was within reach. As Bob samhody but Bunter was in a hurry:
and the Famous Five were quite content to sittitadule they waited for Ponsonby and
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Gadsby and Monson to return to the Gay Lark, watgkie cheery life of the river in the
bright sunshine.

There was a chuckle, as Bob Cherry sorted outlaafgmotatoes from the ample stores
of the Nautilus. No oranges were available for Bod Co. There had been a supply of
that succulent fruit: Aunt Judy had forgotten nothin providing for her dear Horace:
but Billy Bunter had already disposed of that sypphd none was left for ammunition.
But it seemed likely that Pon and Co. would enjdysallade of potatoes, as much as the
Greyfriars fellows had enjoyed a fusillade of oresigThe Famous Five waited patiently.
‘They won't see us till they get down to the boatrmarked Bob, cheerfully. ‘We’re right
under the bank. We shall catch them napping.’

‘The napfulness will be terrific,” agreed Hurreenket Ram Singh. ‘And the esteemed
and execrable Pon will learn that whoever is sdaadiie goose must be saucy to the
gander, as the English proverb remarks.’

‘Good old English proverb,” chuckled Bob. ‘Hallcgllo, hallo, there’s somebody!”

A white Panama hat showed over the rushes, wherHitfhcliffe boat was tied up: a
dozen yards or so ahead of the Nautilus. The Hiflacls were returning to their craft.
Pon’s voice floated down on the summer breeze.

‘Pulling or towing?’

‘Better pull, I think,” came Monson’s voice. ‘Welieen a dashed long time over
lunch—.

‘What's the hurry?’

‘Well, I'd rather keep ahead of that Greyfriars gawe don’t want them to run into us.’
‘Rot! That lumbering old bus isn’t at Marlow yet.’

‘Oh, they're a frightfully energetic crew, that gfgars gang,” came Gadsby’s voice.
‘Shouldn’t wonder if they pass us on the river.’

‘We’'ll give them something to remember us by, if see them again.’

‘Oh, don’t be a goat, Pon! They hadn’'t a chanceeyday: but if they had, where should
we be?’

‘You're funky of that gang, Gaddy—"’

‘| d rather not run into them, and so would younPso don't talk rot,” said Gadsby.
‘We’d better pull up to Henley, and keep clearladm.’

‘Oh, all right, if you’ve got cold feet!” sneeredPsonby

Every word came to the ears of the grinning Gray$rjuniors in th&autilus on the
wind down the river. Gadsby and Monson, evidentigre anxious to keep at a safe
distance: and no doubt Pon would have been eqaaXpus, had he surmised that the
Greyfriars boat was anywhere in the offing. Anyhole three had decided on rowing
instead of towing. Gadsby came down the bank, asged a lunch-basket into the Gay
Lark, and followed it in. Ponsonby and Monson folédl him, without even a glance
along the high bank in the direction of the Nawtillihere was no doubt that the
Highcliffe party were caught napping. It was néthe was putting his hand to the
painter, that Cecil Ponsonby noticed another @laftg the bank, and then his glance at it
was careless—for a moment. The next moment he neced)the Nautilus and five
grinning faces looking at him therefrom, and jumped

‘Oh, gad! he ejaculated.

‘What—!" began Monson. ‘Oh! He jumped too. ‘Thatmg!
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‘Greyfriars cads!” gasped Gadsby.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! roared Bob Cherry. ‘Jolly @l to see you again, Pon! Glad to see
you, Gaddy! Glad to see you, Monson.’

‘The gladfulness is terrific!” chuckled the nabdbBhanipur.

Bob cast the Nautilus loose, and shoved an od&wedbdnk. The Nautilus surged on
towards the Gay Lark, the three Highcliffians stgrat it blankly as it surged.

Whiz! whiz! whiz! whiz!

The potatoes flew fast. They fairly rained on theeé in the Gay Lark. Pon caught the
first under his chin, the second in his eye, theltim his neck. He sat down suddenly in
the Gay Lark, and it rocked wildly against the rshAs he sat, potatoes rained on him.
Gadsby and Monson hopped, and jumped, and almosedain wild efforts to dodge the
fusillade. The Gay Lark rocked and rocked, anddpwater, and Ponsonby found
himself sitting in several gallons of the Thames.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Give them a few more!’

‘Give them jip!’

‘Give them terrific jip!’

‘Ha, ha, hal’

It was quite enjoyable at the Greyfriars’ end. Haenous Five yelled with laughter as
they pelted. But the three Highcliffians did noéseto be enjoying the episode at all.
Gadsby and Monson hopped and danced, and howlege#ied, while Ponsonby
splashed and sprawled, and howled more loudly ¢ither. And still the potatoes came
raining from vigorous hands.

Gadsby scrambled out of the boat, and up the béalseemed to have had enough
potatoes. Monson dashed after him. They disapp@ar@dasping and spluttering state.
Ponsonby scrambled up, but pitched over againgmdbking boat, helped by a potato
that crashed under his ear. He sprawled in splgshater, with quite disastrous results to
his flannels. Up he scrambled again, dripping, @indged wildly up the bank after his
friends. The Gay Lark was left to rock untenantedsgpainter.

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ followed him in a roar from the Gregis boat.

Bob Cherry stood on a thwart and looked over thekb@hree dishevelled figures were
disappearing into the wood across the tow-path. lBoted a final potato, which landed
in the back of Pon’s neck, and accelerated himeaghished into the wood after Gadsbhy
and Monson.

‘Looks like a score for this party, what?’ chuckigdb.

‘Sort of!” agreed Harry Wharton, laughing.

‘May as well push on, now the circus is over! Hahallo, hallo, Bunter’'s woke up!
Want to take your turn at the tow-rope, Bunter?’

Billy Bunter blinked at five laughing faces.

‘| say, you fellows, you’ve been making a row anoke me up,’ said Bunter, peevishly.
‘| say, what are you laughing at? Anything funnyed®

‘Yes, rather,” answered Bob.

‘What is it then?’

‘It's just woke up!’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Yah!” retorted Bunter: and he turned over and wengleep again: and once more a
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melodious snore floated down the Thames on the wihde the Nautilus and her cheery
crew towed on up the river.

CHAPTER 14
COKER ON THE WAR-PATH

‘BUT—!" said Potter.

‘Don’t jaw, Potter.’

‘But—!" said Greene.

‘Don’t gabble, Greeney.’

Potter ceased to ‘jaw’, and Greene to ‘gabble’hkaftthem eyeing Horace Coker in a
very expressive way.

They were on the tow-path above Sonning. Sevehalrgtersons, as well as Potter and
Greene, eyed Coker in passing. Coker’s voice wasgdal, and he never saw any reason
to subdue it.

But Coker of the Greyfriars Fifth was imperviousetgeing. He did not care a boiled bean
if all the passers on the tow-path, all the boatsivs on the river, indeed, all the
inhabitants of Berkshire and Oxfordshire, heard,land eyed him. He had no use for
futile remarks from his comrades, and he did neithee to tell them so. Potter and
Greene, for the umpteenth time, resisted an alfmastic urge to up-end Coker and dip
his head in the Thames.

Having reduced them to silence, Coker stood statowgn the river in the direction of
Sonning, some distance out of sight. He scannexy evaft that came up from Sonning
Lock. As it was a bright day in holiday time, Cokexd plenty of scanning to do. Father
Thames was thickly populated with craft of all kindut among those innumerable craft,
not one escaped Horace Coker’s eagle eye. Craft@tft rowed, or sailed, or towed,
past Coker as he watched: but not the craft heseking.

Coker was looking for a boat with a crew of sixeaf them a dark young gentleman,
another an uncommonly plump young gentleman insglesOn the crowded river, other
members of the crew might possibly have escapen it eagle eye: but Coker was
assured of spotting the dark young gentleman am@ltihmp young gentleman. And he
did not want his attention taken off his watch lmnecessary remarks from Potter and
Greene. Coker was one of those strong, silent cteasawho like to do all the talking.
Potter and Greene exchanged glances. They weradeam a tree back of the tow-path.
That was not very hard work, on a golden aftern@ath the golden river rolling under
their eyes. But they had been leaning there gub@gtime, and were getting a rather
fed-up feeling. In another sense they were far ffedhup: for they wanted their tea: a
trifle to which Coker appeared to give no consitlerawhatever.

The sunny month of August had advanced by sevesa,dince Coker and Co. had
arrived at Staines to find the Nautilus gone. Cdiaat started in pursuit with little doubt
that he would soon run down the borrowed boat.iBud not worked out like that.
News had been picked up here and there, from waxgar lock-keepers, of a boat which
counted, among its crew, a dark young gentlemaragsidmp young gentleman: but it
was rather vague.

Potter and Greene had no objection to a rambléaghames valley, lunching and
dining and sleeping at inns, with Coker and hismitéd wallet to foot the rather
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extensive bills. It was pleasant enough, if you edamthat. Neither did they object to
recapturing that boat, if it proved recapturabied giving the cheeky Removites a
thrashing all round for their unheard-of cheek elking off with it. But they wanted to
take it easy: after all, it was supposed to belap. Coker, whose energy and
determination had no bounds, did not allow thenake it easy. Chingachgook on the
trail of a paleface could not have been more etiergad determined than Horace Coker
on the trail of the Famous Five. And now Coker hadlue—or was sure he had.

‘I'm getting tired of sticking here, Greeney,” muuned Potter: not loud enough for
Coker to hear.

‘Same here!’ grunted Greene.

‘Coker thinks they’re coming up from Sonning—.’

‘Thinks?’ grunted Greene. ‘Can he think?’

‘Ten to one he’s got it wrong.’

‘A hundred to one, you mean.’

‘What about taking a stroll, and leaving him td it?

‘Not a bad idea.’

Potter and Greene detached themselves from thértrgde Another minute, and Horace
Coker would have been deserted by his faithlessvielrs. But at that moment Horace
Coker turned round. His eagle eye, instead of vadctine river downstream, fell on
Potter and Greene.

‘What are you fellows mumbling about?’ he askech!'®othing,” stammered Potter.
‘Where are you going?’

‘Oh! Not exactly going—!" stammered Greene.

‘Don’'t wander away,’” snapped Coker. ‘It's queer hgou fellows wander if my eye’s off
you. Only yesterday afternoon you lost yourseleesl never turned up till dinner-time at
the inn. You're the fellows to lose yourselvesdaiyget half a chance.’

It was one of Coker’s attractive qualities thatle could be pulled to any extent. It did
not even occur to his powerful brain that Pottet @meene on that occasion had ‘lost’
themselves with malice aforethought, as it were.

Losing themselves was really the only way of ggtarrest from the too-strenuous
Horace. Luckily, Coker never suspected that hemfils ever felt that they needed a rest
from him.

‘Besides, they may be along any minute now,” wanCaoker. ‘You've got to be on the
spot. I might need your help. Of course, | coulddia that gang of Remove kids on my
own. Still, you may as well take a hand.’

Horace Coker was never likely to admit that he doilhave handled Remove kids in
myriads. Still, it was possible that a recollectimgered of the mix-up in No. 1 Study at
Greyfriars, when unexpectedly and unaccountabhag Coker himself who had been at
the receiving end of the handling.

‘What about tea, Coker?’ asked Greene, sadly.

‘Tea!’ Coker snorted out the word. He dismissedfthwlous suggestion with that snort.
Tea did not come into the picture when Coker watherwar-path, and the enemy almost
in his grasp.

‘| say, suppose their boat’s gone past, Coker?jsstgd Potter.

‘Don’t be an ass, Potter. If you can help it, | mea

‘But—!" said Greene.
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‘That man down at Sonning told us plainly that besshem go into the lock,’ said
Coker. ‘Did you hear him, or were you deaf?’

‘Oh! Yes! But—.’

‘Might have been mistaken—.’

‘No mistaking a nigger and a fat barrel like Buriteaid Coker, decisively. ‘It's that
crew all right! | daresay there was a jam in thekland they’re taking their time. Did we
cut up the river to get ahead and wait for thendidn’t we?’

‘Will they walk right into our hands, towing thabat up, or won't they?’

‘Um! Yes! But—.'

‘We've got them fixed, as soon as they tow alosgjtd Coker. ‘Simply no chance for
them. One of you will collar the fellow towing, ahdld on to him and the towrope. |
shall jump into the boat and knock them right agftl IYou will back me up, if | need it.
I've planned the whole thing—got it all cut andetti We pitch them out on the tow-path,
and get the boat—after thrashing them for theiekh&/e’'ve simply got to wait.’

Sad to relate, Potter and Greene did not expresgaiibn for Coker’'s masterly strategy.
No doubt that was because they were tired of stgnalbout, and wanted their belated
tea. They did not in the least share Coker’s iredédhce to tea. Indeed, they wanted it so
much, that they were prepared to pay the bill fdhémselves, if only they could lose
Coker for a time.

‘But | say—!" ventured Potter.

‘Don’t jaw so much, old man,’ said Coker. ‘You f@Ns are like a sheep’s head—nearly
all jaw! Just wait and don’t jaw.’

With that injunction, Horace turned his back agamPotter and Greene, and resumed
watching downstream.

Potter and Greene gave his broad back almost tare¢noks. Actually, they had little
faith in their great leader’s strategy. They thaughuite probable that the Greyfriars
craft might have passed unnoticed among the swéwother craft coming up from
Sonning Lock: and equally probable that the junmrght have stopped to camp or even
pulled across the river to camp on the Oxfordssile — even if that man at Sonning
hadn’t been mistaken after all, which they con®ddikely enough. Anyhow, they were
fed up with hanging about, fed up with Coker’s diotial manners and customs, and
getting frightfully hungry. They exchanged a steglglance.

‘What about it?’ whispered Potter.

‘Cut! whispered back Greene.

Coker, heedless of them, eagle-eyed the Thamessiimam. Silently, Potter and Greene
stepped round the tree on which they had beenrigaand vanished into space.

Their great leader, happily unconscious of thaelmessertion, continued to watch
downstream. Minutes passed—Ilong minutes, and matiem. But at last, at long, long
last, a gleam came into the eagle eye, as it piakea towing boat—towed by a sturdy
youth with a ruddy face and a mop of flaxen hair.

‘Young Cherry!’ breathed Coker.

The eagle eye danced.

There was no mistake about it. That man down ahfagrhad had it right, after all.
There was the Nautilus, towed by Bob Cherry. koitld be seen the dusky face of the
dark young gentleman, and the ample form of thenplyoung gentleman in glasses,
sprawling in the stern in an attitude of ease tfgrace—and the eagle eye picked up

46



Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, and Johnny Bull, img+— the whole gang of them, in
fact!

Coker’s strategy had proved equal to requirememtspite of the doubts of his followers!
There they were— walking right into his hands! Hmr&oker grinned with satisfaction.
‘Look out, you chaps,’ he called, over his shouldEhey’'re coming!” Coker was as yet
happily unaware that his faithless followers hadisiaed into space. He did not dream
that, at that very moment, they were sitting dowtet in a riverside cafe a quarter of a
mile away. ‘Look out! We've jolly well got the whelgang on toast now.’

No answer came from Potter and Greene: which,arctitumstances, was not
surprising. Coker stared round irritably.

‘Deaf?’ he hooted. ‘I tell you they’re coming—th#ybe along here in a few minutes.
We'd better get in cover behind that tree—they mmghil out if they spotted us. Why—
what—where——

Coker had uttered quite a lot before he perceikatthere were no ears to hear. He
stared at the tree on which Potter and Greene éaal leaning, the last time his eyes had
fallen on them. No one was leaning on it now. Heest up and down the tow-path.
People were to be seen: but not one of them beresthotest resemblance to a Fifth-
form man of Greyfriars. He stared round, scannmgiach of Berkshire as was within
his range of vision. Slowly but surely it dawnedlos powerful brain that Potter and
Greene were gone.

Coker breathed hard.

‘Gone!’ he gasped. ‘Gone! Wandered away, like ttielyyesterday—Ilost themselves
again, | shouldn’t wonder. By gum! The fatheads—dhses—the dummies—the— the
blithering nitwits—just when | want them, too—Ohig is the limit!’

He stared, or rather glared, again, at the boatrgpop the Berkshire bank. It was
coming at a moderate pace: but it was coming. Gmirsgarch of Potter and Greene was
not a practical proposition: even if he found théime, Nautilus would have passed on up
the Thames, goodness knew where, before he gotvladtkhem. Coker had to rely on
himself. Luckily, he had plenty of confidence imtself and feared no foe.

Neither was his strategy yet exhausted. Giving ofpelP and Greene—writing them off as
a dead loss, as it were—he backed behind the treéhiwh they had leaned so long that
afternoon. Sagely he reasoned that if the Gregficaew spotted him from a distance,
they would push out into the river to elude an emter with the owner of the boat they
were so coolly and cheekily appropriating. And véneould Coker be then? Coker
supposed that he could do quite a lot of thingshieudid not suppose that he could jump
across the Thames from Berkshire to Oxfordshinat&gically, Coker took cover behind
that tree: and, peering round the trunk, waitedtierGreyfriars boat to draw level.
Minutes passed. It came nearer and nearer, Cokge's glittered, and he clenched large
fists. Nearer and nearer—till at last Bob Chertytha tow-rope, was passing the tree that
hid the burly form of Coker of the Fifth.

But he did not quite pass it.

Forth from his cover, like a lion from his lair,stued Horace Coker. Bob, too suddenly
taken by surprise to know what was happening, wapsoff his feet by that mighty
rush, and hurled headlong into a bed of rushef®miter's margin, where he sprawled
dizzily with his feet in water and his head in m@aker grasped the tow-rope as Bob
dropped it, and dragged, and the Nautilus bumpadgilyanto the bank, with a bump that

47



caused Billy Bunter to roll off his seat and strei fat figure in the bottom of the boat,
with a series of startled and indignant squeakstyH&harton, Frank Nugent, Johnny
Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, stared blartkGo&er’s wildly-excited face, as he
dragged on the rope Seldom or never had they leastsnished.

‘Got you! roared Coker.

CHAPTER 15
A LITTLE LIVELINESS

‘COKER—'

‘That ass Coker?!’

‘That potty fathead—""

‘That terrific chump?’

‘Ow! | say, you fellows, wow—ow—wow!’

All the crew of the Nautilus exclaimed togetherviehad the chums of the Remove
been taken so utterly and totally by surprise. Bualden irruption of Horace Coker came
like a thunderclap.

Coker had kept in cover till the last moment, ia belief that the Famous Five, if they
spotted him, would pull out into the river to eseajm point of fact, nothing would have
been further from their thoughts: as they had hetfaintest suspicion of the real
ownership of the Nautilus. They would have passekie€by, as indifferently as any
other subject of Queen Elizabeth II. So far as thregw, Coker had absolutely no reason
for ‘cutting up rusty’ in the hols. This suddenaait, apparently for no reason at all, fairly
took their breath away.

Bob Cherry sprawled dizzily in rushes and mud, lyakdowing what had happened to
him. Billy Bunter rolled and squeaked in the bottohthe boat, as the nose of the
Nautilus climbed the bank under Coker’s tug. Fommigrs tottered in the slanting boat,
and almost tumbled over. All sorts of loose thingied and tumbled about the Nautilus,
accompanying Billy Bunter as he rolled and tumtded squeaked

‘Got you! roared Coker, victoriously.

He threw down the tow-rope, and jumped into thet.bbaere was a yell of anguish as a
large foot landed on a fat leg.

‘Yaroooh!’

‘Now, you cheeky young scoundrels—!" panted Coker

For the moment, at least, the hefty Horace hadipiper hand. Nugent, as the boat rocked
wildly, stumbled against him: and Coker’s mightagp closed on Frank Nugent, whirled
him up, and tossed him out on to the tow-path. Mugprawled there in a dizzy state.
The next moment Coker’s mighty grasp was on Harhawon.

But at this point the reaction set in. The Co. wargrised—amazed—astounded—taken
completely off their guard and off their balanceit Bhey were quick to react. They had
not expected Coker, if they chanced to encountar to be hunting for trouble. But
evidently, he was: and after the first few momaitdizzy amazement, they were ready
to give him all the trouble he wanted, and somea.ove

Coker’s plan was simple. He was going to chuckytheng rascals out of the boat, one
after another, and take possession. Had it occtor€ibker that the Co. were, as much as
himself, the victims of Billy Bunter’s trickery, iight also have occurred to him that a
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few words of explanation would have cleared thetenatp. But no such idea occurred to
Coker. The Remove ‘gang’ were all in it togetharCioker’s belief. That cheeky gang of
Greyfriars juniors had bagged his boat. Coker was, 130 to speak, re-bagging it: and
his methods were drastic.

But Harry Wharton did not whirl headlong out of thautilus after Nugent. He gave
grasp for grasp, and struggled.

‘Out you go!” roared Coker.

‘You mad ass!” panted Wharton. ‘Help here, you men.

‘Collar that potty fathead! gasped Johnny Bulislgrasp was added to Wharton’s; and
the next moment, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh also isatlkky hands on Horace.

One at a time, the big, burly, beefy Fifth-form neuld certainly have handled the crew
of the Nautilus. But three together proved a muelgher proposition. The boat rocked
against the bank as they struggled, and the whoietbwent sprawling over, to an
accompaniment of fiendish howls from a fat junigeowhom they sprawled.

‘Yarooh! Gerroff! | say, you fellows—yow-ow-ow! Wakv

Nobody heeded Bunter. The three had their hantls/ithl Horace, and Horace had his
hands full with the three. They rolled and tumbéed struggled all over the rocking
Nautilus.

Frank Nugent scrambled up on the tow-path. He dtianea moment at the struggling
heap in the boat, then grasped the trailing toverapd pulled the Nautilus in, and
jumped on board. He did not lose a moment in jgnmthe fray. Four pairs of hands
were now on Horace Coker. And more were coming. 8bbrry dragged himself out of
the rushes, dripping with water and mud.

‘Coker! gasped Bob. ‘That mad ass Coker! Has heegorackers, or what? By gum?’
Really, it might have been suspected that HoradeeClwad gone ‘crackers’, judging by
his utterly unexpected and amazing actions. Butkens or not, he had to be dealt with.
Bob leaped into the Nautilus and added himselh#ostruggling heap.

Coker of the Fifth was at the bottom of the heap.hidd discovered in No. 1 Study at
Greyfriars, that he could not handle those cheehioys in a bunch. Now that lesson was
borne in upon his mind a second time.

Had Potter and Greene been at hand, to lend musdedeaid, the outcome of the fray
might have been doubtful. But Potter and Greene\aequarter of a mile away, enjoying
tea and a rest from Coker—and the outcome wasmdittlil at all. Coker was not easy
even for five fellows to subdue. He resisted tit an ounce of breath was left in his
burly form. Everybody was in a fearfully dishevellstate by the time Coker was
flattened out in the bottom of the Nautilus andngid there gurgling for wind, without a
kick left in him. He gurgled and gurgled. Five lidass juniors panted over him, pinning
him down.

‘| say, you fellows.’ Billy Bunter, having crawleak far as possible from the seat of war,
blinked at the scene through his big spectacles state of great uneasiness. The sight of
the rightful owner of the Nautilus had as an alagran effect on Billy Bunter, as the
ghost of Banquo on Macbeth. He almost forgot tlealhdéd been trampled on, in his terror
of Coker letting out the truth about that boatti#¢ moment, Coker was letting out only a
series of breathless gasps. ‘I say, chuck himladay—chuck him out and let’s get
away! | say—.’
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‘We’re jolly well going to chuck him out! said Har Wharton. ‘Can’t make out what the
mad ass fancied he was up to, jumping on us lig &itch him over, you fellows.’

‘Urrrrrrgggh!’ gurgled Coker.

‘Over he goes!’ gasped Bob Cherry. ‘Look at me— #maced with mud! Coker’s going
to have some of the mud too.’

‘Urrrrggh! Leggo ! gurgled Coker. ‘You young ruéfns—urrrrggh—— He strove to
renew the struggle, as five pairs of hands lifted.lBut he was too helplessly winded.
Between the Nautilus and the bank was shallow wageioot of water, with a good six
inches of mud under it. Bob Cherry had already dadhfhat mud. Now it was Coker’s
turn. The Famous Five heaved together.

Splash!

‘He, he, he!’ from Bunter.

Horace Coker sprawled in the shallow margin ofthames. Then from the flurry rose
the head and shoulders of Coker, streaming witlemaatd mud. Water soaked him from
head to foot, and mud clothed him as a garment.FEimeous Five were not feeling their
bonniest, after that Homeric combat. But they sektadind Coker’s aspect entertaining.
There was a shout of laughter on the Nautilus.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Gurrrrrrggh!” gurgled Coker, through a mouthful mud. He gave the boat’s crew a
muddy glare. ‘Urrrggh?

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Groooooooogh!

‘You want a wash, Coker!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
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‘The wantfulness of a wash is terrific, my esteenukotic Coker!” chortled Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

‘Urrrrggh!” Coker gurgled, and dabbed mud from éyes. ‘Wurrggh!” He stood with his
feet deep in mud, the Thames flowing round him. &wn yet Horace did not seem to
have had enough. He made a clutch at the gunwakedfautilus and grasped it.

‘Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. ‘He wants somere.’

Coker rapidly received the more he apparently wantée end of an oar impinged upon
his chest, and he rocked, and sat down in the Teagan. It flowed round his neck as
he sat.

‘Sit it out, old bean,” said Bob, affably.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

Coker did not sit it out for more than a secondehe scrambled up again. But this time
he did not grasp at the gunwale. Even Coker se¢meshlize that he had had all he
could digest. He dodged another lunge from thearat,splashed and scrambled up the
bank. Bob Cherry gave another lunge, at the bamktf@e Nautilus rocked out into the
river.

‘May as well pull for a bit,” he remarked. ‘I've Hanough of Coker—if you fellows
have!’

Why Coker had hunted for that spot of trouble, rdhbknew—excepting William

George Bunter!l—but undoubtedly the crew of the Niasihad had enough of Coker, and
did not want to establish contact again— especiallyis present muddy state! The tow-
rope was pulled in, and the crew sat to the oad pailled on up the Thames. And as
they pulled, they looked back at a muddy, drippoighevelled figure on the bank, at
which everyone who came along the tow-path alsedtaCoker of the Fifth, squeezing
out water and scraping off mud: the most deplorabject in the valley of the Thames,
anywhere from Staines to Cricklade. The last tlaay of Coker was the shaking of a
muddy fist: and the last he heard from them wasa pf laughter. Then Coker
disappeared from view: and the crew of the Nautiloged that they were done with him:
a hope that was to prove quite unfounded.

CHAPTER 16
IN CAMP

His friends agreed that it was jolly. Hurree Janiat Singh, indeed, declared that the
jollifulness was terrific. Even Billy Bunter condmsded to give the shady little
backwater, under the green foliage, an approvimkbtom his big spectacles.

There were many ‘jolly’ spots along the Thamesirthame was legion. But undoubtedly
the chums of Greyfriars were now looking at on¢hefjolliest. And it looked very
attractive for camping.

Two or three leisurely days had passed since tbeusttier with Coker. They had
forgotten him. Even Bunter was feeling easier mfat mind about Coker, now that they
were above Reading. Harry Wharton and Co. hadhsotedmotest idea that Coker was
tracking them up the Thames: and Billy Bunter hq@deast, that Horace was still
carrying on the hunt in the lower reaches. Nobody thinking of Coker now. The
Famous Five were thinking of camping: and Buntesugper.

‘Wonder of wonders!” added Bob, as the purling beater rippled round the bows of the
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Nautilus.

‘What—?" asked Harry, puzzled for a moment.

‘No board up! said Bob.

‘Oh, my hat?’

‘Actually, trespassers won't be prosecuted, foradnc

The juniors chuckled. Amid the glorious sceneryhaf summer Thames, there had not
been many spots of beauty without a notice-boanthiwg the general public off. Some
reaches, indeed, seemed to be chiefly populatewtige-boards, every one of which
gave the grim warning that trespassers would bsgouded. The Famous Five were law-
abiding young citizens, with a proper respect faperty: but they were growing a little
tired of those notice-boards. Many and many a t#ligspot was barred by them. But
here, for once, was no notice-board; whoever owhatgreen wood and purling
backwater was not, apparently, averse from lettiegoublic have the benefit of it.
‘Wonder of wonders, and no mistake!’ said Nugent.

‘The wonderfulness is terrific,” agreed Hurree Jani®am Singh, ‘and the campfulness is
the proper caper.’

‘Hear, hear?’

The Nautilus nosed into the backwater. It was caisenall steam rippling down from the
Berkshire hills, flowing under the branches of gre@ks and beeches that formed a
green, shady arch overhead. Out on the river trgugtusun was blazing rather like a
furnace: and the shade of the green foliage wasfgitaand comforting.

No doubt that desirable property belonged to somgband no doubt there was a house,
probably a mansion, somewhere about. But the Qaegffellows saw no sign of it: they
seemed to have that delightful spot all to themeselThey pushed on up the little stream
with cheery faces.

‘Here we are!” exclaimed Bob. ‘Just the spot!

‘Couldn’t be better,” said Harry.

On the bank of the stream, there was a little laskmt in by trees. It was precisely and
exactly the spot for a camp. Willingly the juniavsuld have asked leave of the Owner
of the property: but who and where and what hetivag had no idea: and the absence of
notice-boards seemed to indicate that he had rext to visitors. And they were very
careful and considerate campers: they were noggdoino the slightest spot of damage.
There were trippers on the Thames who left a tfgihgged tins and empty bottles and
paper bags to mark their passage: but the Co. megref that sort.

The Nautilus floated to the edge of the little grésmwvn, and Bob jumped ashore with the
painter. He tied up to a post which had appardrghn planted there for the purpose. His
comrades followed him ashore, and Billy Bunteredlbfter them. The next step was to
land paraphernalia for the camp, and foodstuffstgper: and Billy Bunter, having
exerted himself to the extent of carrying a cangmisashore with him, sat on it and
watched the Famous Five at work. There had beesidenable shopping at Reading: and
Aunt Judy’s stores, which had been somewhat depletel been renewed, and the
locker was well stocked. Johnny Bull, with two bree tins under one arm, and three or
four under the other, called to Bunter from thetboa

‘Here, Bunter, take this lot.’

Billy Bunter blinked round at him. He did not stiom the camp-stool. He gave Johnny
only that one indignant blink. No doubt Bunter viiasd. He had been sitting in the boat
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for hours and hours, which was quite enough toBuster.
‘Deaf?’ hooted Johnny. ‘Take this lot, fathead!

‘Oh, really, Bull—.’

‘Chuck them to me, Johnny,” said Bob Cherry, langhiBunter’s a fixture.’

‘Is he?’ grunted Johnny Bull. ‘I'll unfix him, therre you going to take these tins,
Bunter?’

‘I'm sitting down!” said Bunter, with dignity.

‘| can see that. Get up”’

‘Beast!’

Bunter did not even bestow another blink on Joh@stting up off that camp-stool, and
helping in unloading cargo, had no attraction fongr. He merely grunted, and looked
away.

That grunt, the next moment, was succeeded bydayell, as a tin of corned beef landed
in the plumpest ribs in the Thames valley.

‘Yaroooh!’

Bunter got up! In fact, he bounded up. He rubbediilis, and glared at Johnny Bull, with
a glare that might have cracked his spectacles.

‘Taking the rest?’ asked Johnny.

‘Beast!’ roared Bunter.

Whiz! A tin of condensed dropped neatly on a fachel' here was another yell that woke
the echoes of the Berkshire bank. Bunter liked eosdd milk—he liked it with a
tablespoon. But he did not like it in the tin iretform of a missile.

‘Ow! wow! Beast! Look here—," yelled Bunter.

‘Getting a move on?’ inquired Johnny.

Billy Bunter rubbed fat ribs with one hand, a fabld with the other. His glare at Johnny
Bull was absolutely ferocious. But as Johnny toiok @ith a tin of peaches, he ceased to
rub, and started towards the boat. Bunter likedtlpesas much as he liked condensed
milk: but had a strong objection to getting thenbirk in the tin. Johnny handed him an
armful of tins. For the first time since the Nausilhad started up the river from Staines,
Billy Bunter did a spot of work.

It was only a small spot—a very small spot. Buwtéts enough for Billy Bunter. He
landed the tins: but he did not sit down on thega@tool again—it was within too easy
range from the boat. He rolled away across the ldéiwn, and disappeared among the
trees on the further side. He did not speciallytveawalk: but walking was preferable to
working: so Bunter took a little walk, prepareddon up again when supper was ready.
Johnny Bull, coming to the gunwale with another faifiooked round for Bunter, but
saw him not. Johnny gave an expressive snort,efhd &t that.

But William George Bunter was the only slackerhe Greyfriars party. Five fellows set
busily to work, and the camp was soon preparedaasal/oury odour rose from sausages
sizzling in a frying-pan over the stove.

Supper, however, was not quite ready, when Bunésrtveard from again. From under
the beeches, a sudden yell reached the ears cathgers, and made them stare round in
surprise.

‘Ow! Leggo’ Leggo my ear, will you. Ow! wow! Leggo!

‘Oh, my hat!’ ejaculated Bob Cherry. ‘That's Buntévhat trouble has that fat ass run
into now?’
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‘Yow-ow-ow-ow! Leggo!” came another howl.

‘Sounds as if somebody’s got a pig by the earunged Johnny Bull.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo, there he is!’

All the juniors stared at Bunter, as he emergenhftioe trees. He did not come alone. A
burly man, with a red nose and a blue chin, wadithgghim—~by the ear! That fat ear was
compressed between a finger and a thumb, and Buttézed a series of painful squeaks
as he came.

‘Oh, scissors!” murmured Nugent. ‘Looks like troebAre we trespassing here after all?’
Bob Cherry whistled. The whole party felt dismaykdvas in fact dismaying, with the
camp prepared and supper almost ready, if it tumedhat they were after all on
prohibited precincts. They stood watching the neweoin silence, as he came across to
the camp, still grasping Bunter’s ear.

‘| say, you fellows, make him leggo!” wailed Buntd didn’'t know we were trespassing
here, did 1? It was you fellows—.’

The red-nosed, blue-chinned man released the rfait é&st. Bunter rubbed it tenderly,
while the red-and-blue gentleman frowned at thep=as

‘What the dickens do you think you're doing herb& demanded.

‘Camping!” answered Harry Wharton, mildly.

‘And who gave you leave to camp on my land?’

‘Well, nobody, but—.’

‘You couldn’t even ask leave?’ snapped the red{alnd-gentleman ‘I find a gang of
river trippers camping on my ground, and that &lef wandering in my woods, and not
so much as leave asked or a penny paid’

Five clouded faces cleared. These last words iteticthat it was a matter of paying a
camping fee, which the Greyfriars party were qpitepared to do.

‘If it's a question of paying—!" began Harry.

‘What else would it be?’ snapped the red-and-bkrtlgman, staring at him. ‘Think |
bought this place for other people to use jeshag like, and me paying rates and taxes
on it? 1 don’t object to a camping party, if theynit leave tins and bottles and torn paper
about, and pay the regular fee. If you’d come ughé&ohouse and asked

‘We don’t know where the house is—it can’t be s#em here,’ said Bob.

‘Well, that’s so, mebbe,’ said the red-and-blue ntas frowning brow relaxing. ‘You

look a decent lot, I'll say that, and you can giiynorning, if you like, if you pay the fee
and done with.’

‘How much?’ asked Harry.

‘Half-a-crown each is the figure, and cheap at.that

‘| say, you fellows, that’s all right!” squeakedIBiBunter. ‘I don’t mind paying half-a-
crown. One of you fellows lend me half-a-crown—.’

‘Shell out, you fellows,” said Harry Wharton.

Five fellows ‘shelled’ out, producing the sum dfden shillings. The red-and-blue man
looked quite amiable, as that sum was placed atheer grubby palm. He rattled the coins
into his pocket.

‘Okay,” he said. ‘You're free of the place till t&mthe morning. Don’t leave a lot of litter
about, and burn up my turf with a camp-fire.” H®k became still more amiable, as he
jingled the money in his trousers’ pocket. ‘Goodhti young gentlemen—make
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yourselves at 'ome, and | 'ope you’ll have a goaghtis rest without being disturbed.
‘Good-night,” said all the juniors together: ane tied-and-blue man walked away, and
disappeared through the trees.

The Greyfriars campers were rather glad to se&gtef him. However, it was all clear
now, and they gave their attention to supper. Utltered sunset, they sat down to
supper: and Billy Bunter ceased to rub a fat ez, gave whole and undivided attention
to the foodstuffs. The Nautilus rocked gently bg tank: the sunset glowed, the summer
breeze whispered in the trees, and every face heeryg. Pleasantly tired with a day on
the river, the juniors rather looked forward toad night’s rest, which the red-and-blue
gentleman had so kindly hoped would not be disuirBeit the happenings of that balmy
summer evening were not yet over.

CHAPTER 17
PAY UP!

‘HALLO, hallo, hallo" yawned Bob Cherry. His friets looked round.

‘I wonder who that merchant is?’ remarked Bob.

‘Seems interested in us,” said Nugent, lazily. ‘YMeé can stare as much as he likes—no
charge for staring.’

‘The starefulness is terrific,” remarked Hurree datrRam Singh, his dark eyes curiously
on the person who had appeared from the trees.

That person was a young man with a fishing-rod uhgearm, apparently an angler,
from his outfit. He stood at a little distance gafemerging from the trees, staring at the
Greyfriars camp. He stared hard and he stared lehy; the juniors could not tell.
Camps on the banks of the Thames, in the sunnymudriugust, certainly were not rare
sights. Probably there were hundreds, that sumwuegrireg on the river. But it seemed
manifest that the young man with the rod was degpérested in the Greyfriars camp.
He stirred at last, and came towards the camp, aviteasy saunter. The juniors watched
him curiously as he came. Supper was over, anaditdeen a good supper. After supper,
the usually strenuous juniors were enjoying a lious laze, chatting in the sunset before
turning in. Billy Bunter was nodding drowsily, aad occasional snore escaped him.
Bunter would have been in his blankets alreadyfdiuthe circumstance that he had
supped not wisely but too well, and was too packitd provender and too lazy to move.
‘Hallo! said the young man with the rod, as he eaup.

‘Same to you, and many of them,” answered Bob pffa

The young man stared for a moment, and then laughed

‘You seem to be making yourselves at home hereréhwrked.

‘Quite, thanks,” yawned Nugent.

‘Schoolboy party?’ asked the young man, glancingrakiem.

‘Guessed it in one,’” agreed Bob.

‘Did they teach you anything at your school abdt tights of private property, and the
law of trespassing?’ further inquired the young man

The Famous Five sat up and took notice, at thatpetwted question. Even Billy Bunter
reopened little round eyes behind big round spéedac

‘I don’t quite know what you mean by that,” saidrf@Wharton, quietly. ‘We know that
this is private property, but we’re not trespassing
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‘Not?’ said the young man. ‘You camp for the nightprivate property, without paying
the fee charged here for camping, and you say g@uaat trespassing. May | inquire
what else you call it?’

The Famous Five stared at him, as hard as he aestisdt them on his first appearance.
They had paid a fee for camping, to a gentlemah aited nose and a blue chin, so this
came as a surprise, and a shock.

‘Look here, we've paid!” snapped Johnny Bull.

The young man raised his eyebrows.

‘My memory must be failing me,’ he said, ironicalliyhave no recollection whatever of
having seen the colour of your money.’

‘You! ejaculated Bob Cherry.

‘I' assented the young man. ‘As the owner of ghisperty, | naturally expect to receive
the fee paid for camping on my land. Not an unreable expectation, | consider. | have
no recollection of having received it from you. Amy memory is really quite good, as a
rule.’

His manner was bantering. The juniors looked at, lainal looked at one another. If this
sarcastic young man was the owner of that delestgit, who was the red-and-blue
man who had collected fifteen shillings from thesnreacamping fee?

‘Look here, | tell you we’ve paid!’ growled JohnBwll. ‘If you're the owner, who's the
man we've paid?’

The young man laughed.

‘Have you paid anybody?’ he queried.

‘Yes, we jolly well have!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, tho ‘A man came along an hour ago,
and said he was the owner of the place, and wehpaidhalf-a-crown a head.’

‘If that's true—""

‘If" growled Johnny Bull, glaring at the young maather like a bulldog about to
pounce.

‘Well, if it’s true, you seem to be a very innoceset of trippers,” said the young man.
‘Why didn’t you come up to the house? Any rogueldaome along and say he was the
owner of the place and touch you for a fee. | velig’'s a thing that happens quite often
along the river. If you've been diddled by someerside rogue, I’'m sorry—Dbut you can’t
camp here for nothing. The regular charge is a g@unight for camping, and you must
either pay it or clear out. That’s that!

The young man was not laughing now. His mannerskiast and sharp. It looked as if he
did not quite believe the statement that the campad already paid for leave to camp in
that delectable spot. And when they came to thirik the juniors realized that the red-
and-blue man had given no evidence whatever didgmsfides. They had taken him at
face value, and it appeared that he was merelybtie riverside rogues who prey upon
inexperienced or unreflecting trippers. No doulat thscal had walked off laughing in his
sleeve, with their fifteen shillings in his pockatd they remembered, too, his final
remark, which now had a sarcastic ring. The rasadlgone off, knowing that they were
likely to be ‘disturbed’ later, when the real owrédrthe place turned up.

Johnny Bull clenched his hands.

‘By gum, I'd like to meet that swob again! he biteed. ‘I'd jolly well make his boko a
bit redder.’

Harry Wharton compressed his lips. It was distinatinoying and exasperating to learn
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that they had been ‘done’: a set of innocentshaybung man termed them, ‘diddled’ by
an unscrupulous rogue. But what was done could@aindone and the Greyfriars
campers realized that they had to make the bast of

‘Well,” said the young man with the rod, showingrss of impatience. ‘I'm sorry, as I've
said, if you've been silly enough to be diddleddoyne stranger—but that’s neither here
nor there. Are you paying or going?’

‘We’re not going,” growled Johnny Bull.

‘| say, you fellows, we jolly well can’t go! squkead Billy Bunter. ‘I'm jolly sleepy, and
I’'m going to turn in.’

‘Shut up, Bunter.’

‘Look here, pay the chap, and let’s turn in!, habBunter. ‘What's the good of being
mean, on a holiday?’

‘Shut up!” roared Johnny Bull. ‘Look here, you mee’re not going—and | don't see
paying over again—"’

‘Please yourselves!’ said the young man with the id/ait here till | turn the Alsatian
loose, if you like.” And he turned to walk away.

‘Hold on!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, hastily.

The young man glanced back over his shoulder.

‘I've wasted enough time here,” he snapped. ‘Pagingoing?’

‘We’'ll pay, of course, as we're staying,’ said Harr

‘The payfulness is the proper caper,” agreed Hutegeset Ram Singh.

‘Pay up and look pleasant!” sighed Bob Cherry.

Johnny Bull grunted. He said no more, and he ppidisi share: but he did not look
pleasant about it. In fact he looked far from psedsHowever, the sum of one pound
was paid over to the young man with the rod: anti wicurt good night, he walked
away.

‘Nice spot to camp in!’ said Bob, with a grimaceéhem he was gone. ‘But it's coming a
bit expensive.’

‘I wouldn’t worry about that,” said Billy Bunter, #h a curl of a fat lip. ‘No good being
stingy on a holiday. And | can jolly well say—yatddNVharrer you kicking me for, Bull,
you beast? You kick me again, and I'll—yooooohoammbBunter dodged a second one
just in time.

Harry Wharton laughed, rather ruefully.

‘Well, we've been diddled by that red-nosed johhhg, said. ‘But it can’t be helped
now. Let’s turn in.’

And the ground-sheets were spread, and the camgilerd in their blankets, and as the
sun disappeared from the summer sky, six juni@gtsand one snored, and not an eye
reopened till the August sun was in the blue s&gssn.

CHAPTER 18
ORDERED OFF

‘HUHY

That remark, or rather snort, fell on surprisecdear

It was bright morning. The Greyfriars campers hadéd out in gleaming sunshine.
They were as merry and bright as the morning. Bisginshine, green shady trees, the
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rippling backwater, the broad Thames rolling by whistling and twittering of birds in
the branches, made up a scene that was quite tleligiven Billy Bunter cast an
appreciative blink around, before he concentratedat thoughts wholly on breakfast.
Every fellow in the party agreed that it was jobyid hardly regretted even that they had
had to pay twice over for permission to camp it tieppy haven. Indeed the idea was in
their minds that they might do worse than makheirtheadquarters for a day or two, at
the cost of another fee to the young man with tlie They set about preparing breakfast
in the cheeriest of spirits—Billy Bunter lendindnand to the extent of starting on the
ham, while the other fellows boiled eggs and boilexlkettle for tea. But breakfast was
not yet ready when that loud, emphatic snort recditheir ears, and they all looked round
at the snorter.

A stout gentleman was coming down the bank of tekWater. He had a plump face the
hue of well-tanned leather, shaggy white eyebransyeglass glittering in one eye, and
a stick under his arm. There was a hint of militstiffness in his stride. The juniors,
looking at him, would have taken him for some estimilitary gentleman, as doubtless
he was. But why he snorted as he stared at theyrhteeno idea. They were unaware of
anything in their aspect calculated to cause amulithry gentleman to snort like a war-
horse.

‘Huh?’

The second snort was even more emphatic thanréteThen the stout gentleman came
striding at the camp with his military stride. A&y eye gleamed through the gold-
rimmed eyeglass. The juniors did not need tellimag the stout man was angry. They
could see that. But they knew no more the causesainger, than the cause of his snorts.
‘Gad! Trippers! he exclaimed.

‘Good-morning, sir’” said Bob Cherry, politely. Higd not like either the stout
gentleman’s looks, or his remark: but Bob had gereespect for age.

‘Top of a beautiful morning, esteemed sahib!’ ddidree Jamset Ram Singh, with a
graceful bow of his dusky head.

‘Huh! Trippers! Get out!

Polite greetings evidently had no ameliorating @ffn the stout gentleman. He was
angry, and getting angrier every moment. He ralsgdtick and pointed towards the
rolling Thames.

‘Get out!” he repeated, in a roar.

‘Oh, draw it mild"" exclaimed Bob, warmly. ‘If yobelong to the place, we’ve paid for
leave to camp here, and it's our show till ten @dil.’

‘What? what? | belong to the place? What do yourmgau impertinent young rascal? |
am Colonel Brumble! This is my property. Gad! Bdlong to the place ! If | belong to
Brumble Court! Gad!” The stout gentleman seemedhbimger of choking, in his wrath.
‘Gad!

‘Oh, my hat!” breathed Harry Wharton.

‘Did—did you say your property?’ stuttered Bob.

‘Did | say my property?’ roared Colonel Brumble.€¥, | did say my property! You are
trespassing on my property! Trippers are not altbae my property! Are you the same
gang that pulled up my notice-board and threwti the Thames? What? what?’

‘Oh, suffering cats!” gasped Bob.

‘Oh, my esteemed hat!” murmured the nabob of Bhamip
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Apparently there had been a notice-board, afteakk Greyfriars party had been
agreeably surprised, the previous evening, to$mdelectable a spot minus a notice-
board warning trespassers that they would be pubseclt seemed from the stout
gentleman’s remarks that there had been a notiaedpbthough there no longer was.
Trippers, it appeared, had dealt with it.

Harry Wharton and Co. regarded the angry Colonatter dismay. Twice they had paid
for leave to camp on that backwater, on each ooodsia person who represented
himself as the proprietor. One of the two was ddtér’: and now it dawned on them that
both were ‘diddlers’. First one and then the otha&d come along and ‘diddled’ them: and
now the genuine owner had turned up! Or was thig iold gentleman the genuine
owner?—or a third ‘diddler'? Really, they could rieel sure: in a spot that seemed to
have so unusual a number of owners.

‘You, | have no doubt!” the Colonel was going oMy notice-board, pulled up and
pitched into the river, only yesterday—and now yawe come back to camp on my
land—"

‘Nothing of the kind, sir!” exclaimed Harry, hastil'We know nothing about any notice-
board—.’

‘Huh’

‘We had leave to camp here, and we've paid the fée—

‘Huh! Young rascal! Gad! If you do not clear ofighnstant, | will lay my stick about
you! roared Colonel Brumble. ‘Gad! I'll phone tbe police-station and have you
arrested for trespass! I—I'll—.’

‘Keep your wool on, sir!’” said Bob, soothingly. \lfe’ve been diddled, and paid the
wrong party for camping here, we're ready to pay tfee camping-fee. How much?’
Four heads nodded assent. Certainly, the juniarsidli intend to pay over again, till they
were quite, quite assured that it was the rightypiais time. But if it was the right party,
the fact that they had been twice ‘diddled’ by a p&rogues did not deprive the right
party of his rights. Certainly, that camp was liké prove the most expensive in the
Thames valley, at this rate: but there was no foglghat.

But the look on the stout gentleman’s leathery f@idenot indicate that Bob had touched
the right chord. He glared, and gasped with wrath.

‘How much?’ repeated Colonel Brumble, in a gaspiage. ‘You impertinent young
scamp, do you think | let my land to trippers? Ga@dmping fee! Good gad! Do you
think | would touch your money? Good gad!’

That settled it, for the juniors, with regard te fbroprietorship of that desirable property.
The red-and-blue man, and the young man with tehrad both wanted to be paid.
Colonel Brumble not only did not want to be paidt be received the offer as an insult!
Evidently, he was the genuine goods. He brandisieedtick so near that Bob backed to
save his nose.

‘Get out!” he roared. ‘Throw your rubbish into ydomat, and go! At once, before | lay
my stick round you.’

‘| say, you fellows, we can’t go before brekkestjueaked Billy Bunter. ‘I say, I'm
hungry! We're jolly well not going before brekker.’

Whop!

‘Yarooooh! roared Bunter. He jumped like a kanggras the old military gentleman
reached out with the stick, and it contacted tpbtést trousers in the county of Berks.
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One whop from that stick was enough for Billy Buntde made a frantic bound into the
boat, forgetful even of brekker, and the Nautilosked as he landed in it. Colonel
Brumble brandished the stick.

‘Now, then! he boomed. ‘Get out of it! Lawless yauscoundrels, pulling up my notice-
board—.’

‘Oh, don’t be a goat! hooted Johnny Bull. ‘We neweuched your silly notice-board, if
you had one. And keep that stick to yourself.’

‘What? what?’

So far from keeping his stick to himself, ColoneuBible rewarded Johnny with an
immediate whop from it. There was a roar of wraithnf Johnny Bull. Had the Colonel
been half his actual age, he would have receivedturn a punch with quite a lot of
Yorkshire muscle behind it. But punching so venkrabretired military gentleman was
not to be thought of. On the other hand, the Cdlaas coming on with his stick, with
the evident intention of handing out whop after who the whole party. Johnny made a
jump to a large can of water, and whirled it upe ontents came out in a whizzing
flood, splashing full into the leathery countenantéhe retired military gentleman.
Splash!

‘Gurrrrrrggh!’

Colonel Brumble tottered, and sat down. He satcianded at a streaming face.

‘Oh, my hat!’ gasped Bob Cherry. ‘Perhaps we’ddrebe going, you men.’

‘Perhaps!’ grinned Nugent.

‘The perhapsfulness is terrific!’” chuckled Hurreamket Ram Singh.

‘Urrrrrrggh!” came gurgling from Colonel BrumbleJfrrggh! Young rascals—where’s
my stick—/I'll—I'll—gurrrrrggh?’

For the moment, the old military gentleman was shde combat’. The Greyfriars
campers did not lose a moment. They bundled tiedanigings headlong into the
Nautilus. Obviously, they were not going to breakia that pleasant nook of Brumble
Court: their cue was to get out of that pleasawkrio the shortest possible space of time.
While the Colonel, gurgling and clawing, sat it ey pitched their possessions
anyhow into the boat, and followed them in. Theyitliat record speed, but were barely
in time. Before the painter could be loosened,Gb®nel was on his feet again, and
glaring round for the stick he had dropped.

‘Buck up! panted Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton tore the painter loose: Johnny Baot &lurree Jamset Ram Singh grasped
oars and shoved. The Nautilus surged off, as CbBmenble came spluttering down the
bank with brandished stick. He spluttered and bisdred as the Nautilus glided down to
the Thames.

Bob Cherry waved his hand in polite farewell.

‘Good-bye, Bluebell!” he called out.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

What the old military gentleman said in reply wast] as the Nautilus rolled out into the
Thames. Probably it was not a polite farewell. Maktharton and Co. pulled on up the
river, wisely deciding to pull at least as far aggedurham before bothering about
breakfast, quite eager to put a good distance legtweemselves and the excited old
military gentleman they had left brandishing hiskstThey did not want to see Colonel
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Brumble again: but they would have given a good ttemeet a man with a red nose and
a blue chin, and a young man with a fishing-rod!

CHAPTER 19
PLAYFUL PON

‘THAT gang! said Ponsonby.

‘Look here, keep off them!” said Gadsby.

‘Jolly well steer clear!” said Monson.

Cecil Ponsonby did not answer them. Standing uparGay Lark, he scanned the boat
tied up under the trees on the Oxfordshire bankrdwas a gleam in his eyes, as he
scanned it.

He knew the Nautilus at once. And had the crew loeelboard, Ponsonby would have
been as keen as his comrades to keep off andcééeer But he could see that the crew
were not on board.

The bank was wooded: clothed with greenery. Sewtadly paths ran up in the woods.
Great branches overlapped the water. To one of theriautilus was tied up, fore and
aft, rocking gently to the current of the Thamés$odked as if the Greyfriars crew,
tempted by the loveliness of the country round abdallingford, had gone ashore for a
ramble: leaving their boat tied up under the tré&mmsonby scanned the boat, and
scanned the wooded shore, and saw no sign of them.

During the long summer days that had passed smatelast encounter, Harry Wharton
and Co. had forgotten all about the Highcliffe hogparty. If Ponsonby had forgotten
them, he was reminded of them now. Certainly hewedooking for another encounter
like the last. But he was looking for trouble witte Greyfriars crew at the receiving end:
and this looked like the chance of a lifetime.

‘By gum!’ breathed Pon, as he scanned. ‘It's tlheiat—and this is where we come inV’
‘Oh, chuck it;’ said Gadsby. ‘They gave better thiagy got, last time—Ileave them
alone.’

‘Let’s pull on up to Wallingford, and let them rigaid Monson.

‘They're not about,’ said Pon.

‘Oh!" said Gadsby and Monson together. And theyestaound at the Greyfriars boat,
and observed what Pon had already observed.

‘Pull in closer, and we’ll see,” added Pon. ‘Lodssif they're all ashore, and left nobody
to mind the boat. Get in.

The Gay Lark swerved towards the tied-up boabdkéd untenanted, and the malicious
grin on Pon’s face was reflected on those of hiaremles. They were ready for mischief,
if there was nobody about!

‘Gone for a walk, | expect,’” said Ponsonby. ‘Caee a sign of them.’

‘Mayn’t have gone very far, though,” said Monsooubtfully. ‘They wouldn’t get that

fat frog Bunter walking very far.’

‘Um!’ said Pon, also smitten with doubt. He watchled Nautilus and the shore like a
cat, as the Gay Lark glided nearer.

The Famous Five, he knew, were good for miles aihesron a ramble. But Billy Bunter
was likely to prefer yards to miles. If Bunter wasthat walk, there was certainly danger
that the boat’s crew were still near at hand.
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But a moment or two later, the Highcliffians weeassured. As they closed in towards
the Nautilus, a sound from that craft reached tHemas a resonant and echoing snore!
Snore!

Evidently, the Nautilus was not quite so untenamted looked. It had a tenant. But he
was asleep and snoring.

As it was early in the afternoon, Pon and Co. hatcerpected to find sleepers on board
the enemy craft. But that echoing snore told thetd was one sleeper at least: and that
he was doing the job thoroughly.

Ponsonby gave a chuckle.

‘Bet that’'s Bunter,” he said. ‘Let’s look!’

The Gay Lark ranged alongside the moored boatPamdcaught the gunwale. Then the
Highcliffians looked into the Nautilus, and grinnatwhat they saw.

The Greyfriars boat had one tenant. That tenanggbae to sleep in the drowsy
summer’s afternoon. Billy Bunter, stretched on ragd cushions, had his eyes shut and
his mouth open: and he was fast asleep and snoring.

He did not wake as the Gay Lark bumped gently agaive Nautilus. Probably a
thunderclap would not have awakened Billy Buntdre Tising-bell at Greyfriars did not
always awaken him. When it came to sleeping, Burdaid beat Rip Van Winkle at his
own game. Epimenides of old had simply nothing ontBr.

‘The Sleeping Beauty!” grinned Gadsby.

‘Give him a shove with the boat-hook, and wake hii chuckled Monson.

‘Quiet!” said Pon.

‘Eh, what?’ They stared at him. ‘Why?’

‘They've gone off, leaving Bunter to mind the bobat,
said Ponsonby. ‘They won't find him when they cobaek—or their boat either! Catch
on?’

‘Oh, my hat!’ said Gadsby. ‘You can’'t walk off tlidioat, Pon.’

‘Can’t 1?” said Ponsonby, coolly. ‘What’s to stopefi
‘But—I say—!" muttered Monson.

‘No need to say anything,’ cut in Ponsonby. ‘Tisisvhere we score over those
Greyfriars cads. Don’t wake Bunter up! Those ratt@ay be near enough to hear him
yell, for anything we know. Let the fat frog havis Bleep out—we’ll give him a tow.’
‘Oh, scissors!” said Gadsby. ‘Look here, even #rairing grampus will wake up, if we
shift the boat.’

‘I'll keep him quiet, if he does,’ said Pon. ‘Gétose moorings loose, and tie the boat on.
We're pulling on up the river, and towing that dlds after us. They can hunt for it when
they come back—and | wish them joy of it.’

Gadsby and Monson cast rather uneasy glances abibtaed shore. How near or how
far the Famous Five of Greyfriars might be, theyldmot tell: visibility was cut off by
the trees. It was likely enough that a yell of mldrom Bunter might bring them tearing
down to the bank. But Bunter, at the moment, celtadid not look like giving the alarm.
Happily unconscious of the Highcliffe trio, Buntdept and snored on.

‘Get on with it,” snapped Pon.

‘Oh, all right.’

Losing no time, Gadsby cut the mooring-rope atibw of the Nautilus, and Monson
sliced through the rope at the stern. The Nautde&ed free: and Ponsonby tied on the
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boat’s painter to the stern of the Gay Lark. $tilre was no sign of the Greyfriars
fellows from the wood: and still William George Benslept and snored.

Pon stepped into the Nautilus. He picked up a amsland sat down within easy reach of
the slumbering Owl.

‘Get going, you fellows,” he said. ‘| don’t fanclydt fat animal will wake up in a hurry:
but if he does, I'll keep him mum. Get going.’

Gadsby and Monson, grinning, sat to the oars agdime Gay Lark. Both boats heaved
into motion.

Pulling their own boat, with a larger and heaviefcin tow, was not a light task for the
Highcliffians, who were not at all keen on strensi@xertion. But they got going: and the
Gay Lark glided on up the Thames, with the Nautdusging in its wake.

Ponsonby grinned back at the bank they had leftalt immensely amusing to the
playful Pon to contemplate the Greyfriars partyimeing, after their ramble, to find that
their boat had disappeared, and that Billy Bunget tisappeared along with it. What
they would do, in those unexpected circumstances,neither knew nor cared: scoring
over his old enemies of Greyfriars was all Pon @aigout.

He sat with his eyes on Bunter, the cushion readgr over the fat face if he woke and
wanted to yell! But Billy Bunter did not wake. Gdgsand Monson pulled, Pon sat and
grinned, and Billy Bunter slept and snored, asitbeded shore dropped further and
further astern: and if the fat Owl dreamed, celyae did not dream that he was in the
hands of the Philistines!

CHAPTER 20
CATCHING A TARTAR
‘POTTERY
Coker shouted.
‘Greene!’

Coker bawled.

But, save for the echo of Coker’s powerful voiaes\aer there came none.

‘Potter! Greene!’

Coker fairly bellowed.

Really, almost anyone in the Thames valley mighehzeard Coker. Horace Coker’s
voice never was subdued: and when he put on ste@mtor’s of old had little or nothing
on Coker’s. Potter and Greene must have been t& gulistance, if they did not hear
Coker calling. But it appeared that they did not:iothey heard, they followed the
example of the ancient gladiator, and heeded not.

Coker breathed hard, and he breathed deep.

‘Lost again!” he said, bitterly.

He stood in a woodland path, and stared about hine@s. At some turn of that path, he
had lost Potter and Greene—or they had lost himh&tegone back to look for them,
without finding them. Now he shouted, he bawled| ha bellowed, without producing
results.

It was really surprising, the way Potter and Greleae of getting lost, during that trip up
the Thames. It had happened over and over agassitipit was because Coker, whose
sinewy limbs were impervious to fatigue, often vealkhem off their legs. Coker was
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unresting in his hunt for the gang of young rasedis had walked off with his boat.
Potter and Green wanted a rest occasionally. Itneasse telling Coker so. Getting lost
was the only resource.

‘Lost!” Coker snorted. ‘I'll bet they’ll turn up ahe inn in time for supper! They always
do, after wandering about like a pair of lost géésan’t take my eye off those chaps
without their getting lost. I'd have had that bbatk the other day if they hadn’t
wandered away as they did! Now they've got lostirddar-r-r-r-r!’

It was exasperating to Coker. He had picked up revise Nautilus again: or at least
was sure he had. The Nautilus, he was assuredhavasomewhere between
Mapledurham and Wallingford. All he had to do waspot its exact locality. With that
end in view, Coker’s untiring legs had covered sigad miles that day. Coker was
prepared to cover more miles and miles. Now hetbachste time looking for two
fellows who, for the umpteenth time, had unaccobigtgot lost.

‘Potter!” Coker put on steam again. ‘Greene! Whameeyou, you fatheads? Can’t you
hear me, you chumps? Think I'm going to stick hedl¢he afternoon? Potter! Greene!
Still there was no answer.

‘Potter! roared Coker. ‘Greene!’

Only echo replied.

‘Oh, the fatheads!” gasped Coker. ‘Bet | shan't sean again till | get back to the inn!
Oh, the asses!

He gave a final roar:

‘Potter! Greenel’

Then, much to his relief, there was a sound ofsiepis. Two figures appeared on the
leafy woodland path, coming towards him.

‘Oh, there you are!” exclaimed Coker. ‘You fatheadgou—!" He broke off suddenly,
as he discerned that the He stared at the two nevers. One of them was a burly man
with a red nose and a prominent chin blue from lafckhaving. The other was a young
man who, a few days ago, had had a fishing-rod umidearm. Harry Wharton and Co.
would have known them both at once, as the twoesguho had ‘diddled’ them, one
after the other, at Brumble Court. But they werarggers to Coker’s eyes. It had not
occurred to the juniors that the two rogues knee amother and were in collusion. But
evidently that was the case, as they were nownmpamy. Coker stared at them, and they
stared at Coker, as they came along the footpatlddubt his stentorian shouts had
reached their ears and attracted them to the spot.

Coker was angry, and his stare at the newcomersiatasordial. But even Coker
realized that it was not the fault of these twarstyers that they were not Potter and
Greene. Also it occurred to him that they mightdnaeen the lost wanderers, and could
give him news of them. So he cleared his frownira and stepped towards them as
they came.

‘Have you seen—?’ he began.

He was interrupted.

What happened next astonished Coker. It was soureypected and unlooked-for. The
two exchanged a quick glance, suddenly closed i@aker, and grasped him by the
arms.

Coker spluttered with amazement.

‘What the dickens—!" he stuttered.
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‘That’ll do from you!” rapped the red-and-blue m&anhurn out your pockets, young
shaver, and sharp.’

‘Sharp’s the word! agreed the other.

Coker goggled at them. He was not quick on thekgptBut it dawned upon his rather
solid brain that he was in the hands of footpatsaged, no doubt to have come across
him, in a lonely spot in a solitary wood. In lesditary spots, ‘diddling’ was their line of
country: but here, hidden from all eyes by leaéety, they were ready with the ‘rough
stuff’. They anticipated no difficulty with a feNowho was obviously a schoolboy on
holiday—though Coker, certainly, was an out-sizedhoolboys.

‘You—you—you!’ Coker gurgled. ‘Leggo! Hear? Leggo/rarms! Think you’re going to
pick my pockets, or what?’

‘Ain’t | said that’ll do?’ snapped the burly mam & bullying tone. *’And it over, and
'and it sharp, if you don’t want your face knockédough the back of your 'ead!

‘Oh, gum!’ gasped Coker. He dragged at his armeu‘theeky rotters—.’

‘Pack it up, and part!’ said the young man withthé fishing-rod. ‘No time to waste—
shell out before you're hurt.’

Coker had been angry already. But that was as ngbininto sunlight, as water unto
wine, compared with the wrath that boiled up withim now. His brow corrugated, his
eyes flashed, and he gave so tremendous a wrehchaims, that he dragged them both
free from the grasp on them. He jumped back abgatc

‘Get him, Fred! panted the red-and-blue man.

‘Don’t let him run!” exclaimed Fred, at the same mmnt.

They leaped after Coker together.

Fully expecting him to attempt at least, to takéioheels, they did not lose a second.
They came right at Coker, and their fists were dhexdl: the ‘rough stuff’ was coming.
But Horace Coker had not the faintest, remotest afd@¢aking to his heels. He did not
turn his back on the foot-pads. He faced up to theerd clenched fists that were rather
like legs of mutton. And he hit out as they camhbiat, and Fred uttered a yell that woke
the echoes of the wood, as something that seekethi kick of a mule jarred in the
middle of his features. It was quite a surprisetii@ young man: and he went over
backwards, yelling as he went.

The next moment, the red-and-blue man’s knucklesrjad on Coker’s nose. But Coker,
having landed Fred with his right, let out his laftthe burly man, with a jolt to the chin
that made him stagger. He staggered over the spgaimed, and went down into the
grass.

Coker glared at them.

‘Come on!" he bawled. He dabbed his nose, whichtspwcrimson. But a spurt of claret
did not daunt Coker. He was ready for more. ‘ComieF@ancy you can pick my pockets?
By gum! Come on and do it"

The red-and-blue man staggered up.

‘Come on, Fred,” he panted, and he rushed at Cajan.

But Fred did not come on. Fred sat in the grasis wie hand to a blackening eye, the
other to a nose that streamed red. Fred had capbdafg one punch from Coker: but
Coker’s punch had tremendous beef behind it, ard &id not want another. Caressing
his eye with one hand, and his nose with the offrexd sat and moaned.

And then the red-and-blue man, to his rage and ameast, joined Fred in the grass
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again. Coker gave him left and right, and both cékeecannon-shots. The recipient
went over in a heap. He sprawled in the grass—&yed there, gasping, and blinking
up at Coker, dizzily.

‘Come on! roared Coker. He fairly danced roundnth&Vant some more? Come on!
Get on with picking my pockets! Get on with it! Ceran and have some more!

Fred moaned. The red-and-blue man gurgled. Buteredf them got on with it. They
were feeling rather like the lads in Macaulay, waoging to start a hare, came on the
fierce old bear! Coker looked as if his pocketsewsorth picking: but wads of currency
notes would not have tempted them to further action

‘Ooooooo0h!” moaned Fred.

‘Urrrrrggh!” gurgled the red-and-blue man.

And they stayed where they were. They had cauglatrar: and were only anxious to
have done with him.

‘Had enough?’ hooted Coker.

‘Ooooogh!”

‘Gurrrgh?’

Coker snorted, and stalked on up the footpath,ingplhis knuckles. He disappeared from
their sight: but a few moments later, they heaodnfihim.

‘Potter! Greene!’

Coker was bawling again for his lost comrades.
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Had the two rascals wished to find Coker againy twild have found him quite easily:
his stentorian bawl was an easy guide. But theynditdvant to find him again. The very
last person in Oxfordshire that they wanted to fives Horace Coker of the Greyfriars
Fifth.

‘Potter! Greene!’

Coker’s bawl died away in the distance. The twaondikrascals crawled to their feet at
last.

“Ard luck, Fred!” mumbled the red-and-blue man.

‘You're telling me!” moaned Fred.

And they went on their weary way, Fred caressimgdéwrkest eye in Oxfordshire, and the
red-and-blue man rubbing a chin that felt aswats no longer there. As for Horace
Coker, he dismissed them from mind: and continoeskeairch for the wanderers, and to
bawl ‘Potter! Greene!' till at length he tired dfat game, and gave it up. Coker did not
see Potter and Greene again, till he returnedetaniin at Wallingford: where, having
apparently found their way at last, they turnedrupme for supper.

CHAPTER 21
BEASTLY FOR BUNTER

‘I SAY, you fellows!

Billy Bunter mumbled drowsily.

Ponsonby grinned.

The sleeping beauty was awakening at last. Pettheganer Bunter gave warning that it
was near teatime. Anyhow, the fat Owl of the Remstueed, shifted a fat head on the
cushions, opened his little round eyes behind igigdund spectacles, and gave voice.
He was welcome to give voice now, so far as Ponawaserned. The Nautilus had been
towed a good mile up the river, and Pon was watrthie shore for a suitable spot to
camp. Pon had been thinking, while he sat in theyfiars boat, and he had made his
plans.

Bunter sat up.

He could feel that the boat was in motion. But ltkribt immediately observe the change
of ownership. His impression was that the Co. ledrned and cast off, while he was
asleep.

‘| say, you fellows, ain't it teatime?’ mumbled Ben. ‘| say, I'm hungry. | say—"’

He broke off suddenly, as he saw Ponsonby. His alyegst popped through his
spectacles at the Highcliffe junior.

‘Why—what—oh, crikey!” gasped Bunter. ‘I—I say— whawhat—what—+

Quite wide awake now, Bunter stared round him. &lveais no sign of the Famous Five.
Ponsonby was in the Nautilus with him: Gadsby arah&6n grinning back at him from
the Gay Lark as they pulled. In utter amazememgted with dismay, Bunter blinked at
them, and blinked at Pon.

‘I—I say, what's up?’ gasped Bunter. ‘| say, whare the fellows? Wharrer you doing in
our boat, Ponsonby? Where’s Wharton—where’s Bob—+wra

‘Haven'’t the foggiest,” drawled Ponsonby. ‘Shouldnbnder if they’re looking for this
tub, somewhere back along the Thames.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!” came from the Gay Lark.
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‘But I—I—I say,’ stuttered the bewildered fat OW.ou can’'t walk off with our boat

like this.’

‘Can’t we?’ smiled Pon. He called across to the Gark. ‘Bunter says we can’t walk off
with this boat, you fellows! Can we or not?’

‘Sort of!" chuckled Gadsby.

Bunter stared blankly at Pon. He realized thatHlgcliffe enemy had caught him
napping—literally: in the absence of the FamousFBut their nerve in walking off with
the boat thrilled him with indignation. Walking offith a fellow’s boat—it was unheard
of! Perhaps Bunter forgot, for the moment, thatas Coker’s boat, and that he, William
George Bunter, had walked off with it!

‘Why, you—you cheeky beast! gasped Bunter. ‘Thya’re going to bag our boat?’

‘| rather had that idea,” assented Pon, with a nod.

‘You jolly well pull in, and leave our boat alond&owled Bunter. ‘I'll yell to the people
on the river, if you don’t, see?’

Pon shook his head. It was too late for a yell fidoamter to reach the Famous Five,
wherever they might be: but Pon did not want y&llseach passing craft on the river.
And there were plenty of other craft about, mogheim passing within hail.

‘I wouldn’t!” said Pon.

‘I jolly well will, if you don’t get out of this bat!" hooted Bunter.

‘I wouldn’t’ repeated Pon. “You see, if you opédrat barn-door of yours to yell, | shall
swipe you with this cushion—Ilike that!’

Swipe! The cushion contacted a fat head, and Billgter rolled in the bottom of the
Nautilus. He rolled and spluttered, Ponsonby raggrtdim with a cheery grin. Bunter sat
up on the floor boards.

‘Oooooogh! he gasped.

‘Lots more, if you want them,” smiled Ponsonby. tiée behave nicely, you fat frump.’
‘Beast!’ gasped Bunter.

But he did not yell to passing craft. He sat glgr@t Ponsonby, his very spectacles
gleaming with indignation and wrath. But he decitlest, on the whole, he wouldn’t yell
to any of the boats, skiffs, launches, canoesuats that populated the sunny Thames.
Ponsonby stood up, his eyes on the bank, and jpbinte

‘That’s the place! he called out.

‘Okay,’ called back Monson: and the Gay Lark swert@wvards the shore, the Nautilus
surging on astern.

At this point the tow-path was on the other sidee@pwoods grew down to the river, and
there was a narrow opening, where a tiny streameitbinto the Thames. It looked an
attractive spot for tying up and camping: as ativacas that nook at Brumble Court
which had tempted Harry Wharton and Co. Billy Buriiknked at a notice-board that
showed up among the foliage, proffering to the jputble familiar warning that
trespassers would be prosecuted. Bunter had ngtfen the misadventure at Brumble
Court, and his blink was uneasy. He wanted to getydrom the Highcliffians: but he
did not want to land at a spot where trespassetsdnae prosecuted.

‘| say, you jolly well can’t land there!” squeak&dinter. ‘Look at that board!

Ponsonby laughed.

‘Useful for a camp-fire, if we want one,” he remark

‘Oh!" gasped Bunter. Clearly, Pon and Co. werepsoticular in their methods, when
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they camped along the Thames. Possibly they weredfy party who had uprooted the
notice-board at Brumble Court.

But if Ponsonby was not alarmed, Bunter was. Heghpdinful recollection of Colonel
Brumble and his stick.

‘Look here, I'm not going to be jolly well proseeudt, if you are,” he hooted. ‘I jolly well
ain’t landing there, see?’

Swipe! Pon did not answer in words: he swiped whehcushion. That, no doubt, seemed
to him the simplest way of meeting Bunter’s objews. Billy Bunter rolled and roared.
He rolled into the bows, out of reach of the cushend sat up, spluttering wrath.
‘Beast!’ roared Bunter. ‘Highcliffe cad!

Whiz! Pon did not trouble to pursue Bunter along bloat. He hurled the cushion, and it
landed on a fat face, flattening Bunter out onlaisk.

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ came again from the Gay Lark. Gadsbhg¢ Monson seemed to be enjoying
the show.

Billy Bunter sat up again, gurgling. He clutchedthp cushion. Even a worm will turn!
Back at Ponsonby came that cushion, whizzing. BElynter put plenty of force into it.
But his aim was not good. Bunter was what the Giad fellows would have called
cack-handed.

The whizzing cushion missed Pon by a foot or maneg, flew out across the shining
water.

Crash! Yell' came from a passing canoe.

The Owl of the Remove had not even seen the canibe ioffing. Certainly he had not
aimed that cushion at the man in the canoe. Hatbhe so, it might have hit Ponsonby.
Aimed at Pon, it hit the man in the canoe. It laht@cefully under his ear, to his great
surprise, which rapidly turned to wrath. The carmeked wildly and shipped water,
drenching the canoer’s legs. His sudden yell sodirddf a Red Indian was loose on the
Thames.

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ came once more from Gadsby and MonBonsonby would have joined in
the laugh: but the man in the canoe, with a redriafed face, shot alongside the Nautilus
with a dip of the paddle. He grabbed the gunwaté wne hand, and flourished the
paddle with the other.

‘Look here, what's this game?’ he bellowed. ‘Chunckcushions at a man’s head—
what?’

‘It wasn't!,’ gasped Ponsonby. ‘That fat ass—.’

‘Oh, crikey! stuttered Bunter. ‘I say, it wasn’tex | never chucked that cushion, and |
only chucked it at that beast—. Yaroooooh!’

‘You, was it?’ hooted the man in the canoe. ‘Migatve capsized me! Take that—and
that—and that!’

Billy Bunter yelled, as he took them, from the pledd’hen the canoer, with an indignant
snort, paddled off, leaving him yelling.

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Gadsby and Monson, and thag tiPon joined in. The incident was
amusing to them, if not to Bunter.

‘Pull in, you chaps! chuckled Ponsonby.

The Gay Lark nosed into the tiny stream underiibest The Nautilus followed it in. The
little stream, little more than a ditch, just abaatommodated the boats. It was navigable
only for a dozen yards or so. But once within fitte inlet, the boats were completely
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screened from the river by foliage: and Billy Buntealized that, if the Famous Five
were looking for the Nautilus, as doubtless theyen®y that time, they were extremely
unlikely to find it. And when Ponsonby rapped ‘@eit’, Bunter, in spite of his terrors of
notice-boards and prosecuting landowners, got odtige from Pon’s foot accelerating
him as he did so.

CHAPTER 22
MISSING

‘GONEY

‘Oh, my hat?’

‘What the dickens—"’

‘The gonefulness is terrific!’

‘Where on earth’s the boat?’

Five fellows exclaimed all at once. They were siseat, startled, and dismayed. It was
utterly unexpected. They came out of the wood ahédbank of the Thames, naturally
expecting to find the Nautilus tied up where thay teft it, with the fat Owl of the
Remove on board. But it was a case of the unexgéappening! There was no boat, and
there was no Bunter—only the Thames rippling byausrtde bank where the boat had
been left.

The Famous Five had had rather a long ramble, engjdiie attractive scenery of
Oxfordshire. It had been a leisurely ramble: thagl taken their time about it, never
dreaming that anything could happen to the boanhduheir absence, safely tied up fore
and aft, with one member of the party left on bo&ut something, it was clear, had
happened. They had returned rather late for tahyne more than ready for that meal.
But there was no tea for them, any more than adoatBunter.

‘Gone!’ repeated Harry Wharton, blankly.

‘We’ve not missed the spot—!" said Frank Nugent.

‘There’s where we moored it—there’s a rope stithtpag from that branch,” Bob Cherry
pointed out.

It was the spot. There was no doubt about that.rémmants of the mooring-ropes could
be seen, hanging from branches over the water.

‘Can’t have drifted loose,’ said Johnny Bull. “T$@ropes have been cut. You can see
they're cut short.’

‘That ass Bunter—!" said Bob. ‘Has that fat asseyoff somewhere in the boat?’

Harry Wharton shook his head.

‘Too jolly lazy" he answered. ‘He couldn’t pull é¢hboat on his own, either. It's not that.’
‘Pinched!” growled Johnny Bull.

‘Looks like it,” said Harry.

‘Blessed if | make it out,” said Bob. ‘| supposeté are rogues along the river who
would pinch a boat—but nobody would pinch BunteobNdy would take him as a gift.
Where’s Bunter?’

‘Goodness knows.’

It was quite a mystery. An unguarded boat mighpbehed’ by some lawless person,
the juniors realized that. But the boat had nonh@&gguarded. It had had Bunter on
board. Bunter was to be seen nowhere on the siitweked as if he had gone along with
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the boat. Had he landed, he would have been taesting their return. Bunter,
apparently, was still in the Nautilus, and the Naatwas gone—where, was anybody’s
guess.

The juniors stood staring at the spot where thé bad been, and at one another, in
dismay. They looked up the river, and down therrigad across the river: but though
there were plenty of craft to be seen, on the suvatgrs, nothing was to be seen of the
Nautilus.

‘If some rotter has pinched the boat, he was inrayhto get off with it, and took it with
that fat chump on board,” said Harry, at last. ‘Bunmight be too scared to yell for
help—.’

‘No “might” about that,” grunted Johnny Bull. ‘Heawld be!’

‘We've got to find it,” said Bob.

‘Yes, rather.’

‘The ratherfulness is terrific,” remarked Hurreend&t Ram Singh. ‘But the howfulness is
a boot on the other leg.’

‘Somebody may have seen it go,” said Nugent, hdiyefuet’s ask that chap—he’s
pulling in.’

A man in a rather shabby old dinghy was pullingoithe spot where the schoolboys
stood in a group. He had glanced at them sevenalistirom the river, and seemed
interested in them. He tooled the dinghy undetttaaches in the late mooring-place of
the Nautilus, looked at them, and touched a batteas.

‘Wanting a boat, young gentlemen?’ he asked. Evigdre was one of the innumerable
Thames boatmen, with a boat for hire, and he hattexpthe party as likely customers.
‘We're looking for our boat,” answered Harry. ‘Itteeen taken away while we were on a
walk. A rather roomy boat called the Nautilus. diuyve seen anything of it—.’
‘Nautilus,” repeated the boatman. ‘Name paintediinte letters—?’

‘That's it"" said Bob, eagerly. And there was a gmal clearing of worried brows in the
group on the bank. Evidently the boatman had seerething of the missing Nautilus.
‘You've seen it?’ exclaimed Harry.

‘Passed me an hour ago, going up the river,” arssividre boatman. ‘Towed up by two
fellers in a smaller boat.’

‘Anybody in it?’ asked Harry.

‘Two fellers in it—one of them a fat covey in specs

The Famous Five exchanged glances of satisfadiadently they were on the track.
There might be more than one boat on the Thamesadhéme Nautilus: but the ‘fat covey
in specs’ clinched it. That fat covey in specs wadoubtedly William George Bunter.

‘I noticed them special, because they looked [Heytwas having a row,’ the boatman
explained. ‘One of them knocked the other one awtr a cushion—it was the fat covey
in specs that was knocked over.’

‘Bunter! said Bob Cherry.

‘Not much doubt about that,” said Harry. ‘They mbhate towed the boat off with Bunter
in it. May have landed him somewhere after gettilegr. You say they were going up
the river, boatman?’

‘Mor’n "arf-a-mile up from 'ere when | passed thesi,’

‘Good!" said Johnny Bull. ‘We know the way they weat least, and we can jolly well
get after them.’
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‘What-ho!” said Bob Cherry. ‘We can hire this boamd follow them up the river. Might
run them down this side of Wallingford.’

Harry Wharton nodded.

‘They've got a good start,” he said. ‘But they woimavel fast with a towed boat. Bunter
might give them some trouble, too.’

‘Might!” grunted Johnny Bull.

‘The mightfulness is terrific,’ murmured Hurree Js@hRam Singh.

‘Well, even that fat ass wouldn’t let them walk thaat off, if he could help it,” said
Harry. ‘Anyhow, we’re getting after them. If theyJanded Bunter, we can pick him up
later—we’ve got to get after the Nautilus now.’

‘Yes, rather.’

There was no delay in arranging matters with thegdnan. He was plying for hire in the
dinghy, and glad to pick up five customers in adsurThe juniors packed into the
dinghy, and the boatman pushed off and pulled awgethe Thames. His name, it
transpired, was Jenkins: and Jenkins was a goodantlarthe oars. A promise of a ten-
shilling note over and above his fee if the Nastilvas sighted, had quite an invigorating
effect, and he put plenty of beef into the rowing.

The dinghy shot swiftly up the Thames, five paifeager eyes scanning every craft that
showed up, in search of the Nautilus. Had the Hiffagarty remained on the river,
there was little doubt that the Famous Five wowdehrun them down, in spite of their
good start. Unluckily the Gay Lark and the Nautiuere already in cover: and when the
dinghy passed a tiny stream that purled into thenids, under heavy foliage, the keenest
eye could have detected no sign of the craft tedhuhe little creek. Still eager, still
watchful, and still hopeful, the Famous Five glidedup towards Wallingford, leaving
what they sought behind them.

CHAPTER 23
BUNTER COMES IN USEFUL

‘Wow!" howled Billy Bunter.

It was the contact of a shoe—quite an elegant stoyehis tight trousers, that evoked the
howl. Bunter was not enjoying life with the HigHtdi party.

‘Have another?’ asked Ponsonby.

‘Wow! Beast!’

Bunter backed away. He did not want another. Cdighoften had Billy Bunter been
booted for his sins. But he had never grown to iike

‘You try to sneak off again, and we’ll duck youkid Ponsonby.

‘Beast!’ groaned Bunter.

He did not try to ‘sneak’ off again. He leaned omeee by the creek, and regarded the
Highcliffe trio with a hostile glare: concentratingo that glare all the wrath and scorn
that could be expressed by a pair of little roupelseand a pair of big round spectacles.
‘What's the big idea, Pon?’ asked Monson. ‘We devént that fat frog about, if we're
camping here.’

‘Do we want him to tell his gang where to look t@?’ asked Pon.

‘No fear!” agreed Monson, promptly.

‘But look here, Pon,’ said Gadsby. ‘I don’'t see pamg here for the night, when we’ve

72



hardly a thing in the boat. Where’s supper comnognf?’

‘Lots of things you don’t see, Gaddy,” answered .Pdhose Greyfriars cads are standing
us supper. I've looked through their locker. ltacked.’

‘Oh!" said Gadsby, rather dubiously. ‘Um! Look heRon, it's a lark bagging their boat.
But scoffing their grub—.’

‘No need for you to scoff any, if you don’t feebthway,” drawled Ponsonby. ‘I'm

getting hungry, myself. You as particular as Gaddgnson?’

Monson laughed.

‘Supper for me!" he said. ‘But—it’s a bit risky cging here at all, Pon, with that notice-
board up—.’

‘Not when | happen to know that River Lodge is siyoit and the people away,” drawled
Pon. ‘Nobody’s going to bother us here.’

‘Oh!" said Gadsby and Monson together. They undexsihow why that notice-board
had no terrors for Pon. If nobody was at home aeRiLodge, it was all clear for the
trespassers on that riverside residence.

‘Bunter! rapped out Ponsonby.

‘Beast!” was Bunter’s reply.

‘Get the grub out of the locker on your boat, amel tooking things,’ directed Pon.

‘Why, you cheeky beast! gasped Bunter. ‘Think y@ujoing to scoff our grub?’

‘Sort of!” assented Pon.

‘Think I'm going to wait on you?’ yelled Bunter.

‘Aren’t you?’ asked Pon.

‘No! yelled Bunter. ‘I jolly well ain’t, so yah!’

‘You're going to make yourself useful,” explainedr® ‘Your best pal wouldn’t call you
ornamental, | suppose. Jump to it, you fat frog!

‘Shan’t! roared Bunter. ‘I'll jolly well—yarooh! Il —wow! Leave off kicking me, you
Highcliffe swob! Wow! wow!’

Bunter jumped into the Nautilus.

The three Highcliffians chuckled. Camping out ie tthames valley in the summer was a
quite delightful way of spending a holiday: butriagas a certain amount of work
involved. Pon’s bright idea of passing on that sgowork to the captured Owl of
Greyfriars was enthusiastically endorsed by hisreal®s. It saved them trouble, and it
was quite amusing to see Bunter jump to it.

The hapless Owl realized that he had to jump fbhere was no escape for him until the
Highcliffians chose to let him go: and they weré going to take the risk of Bunter
carrying news to the Famous Five: not till they evezady to push off in the morning.
Bunter was booked for Highcliffe company so londhesy camped on the creek at River
Lodge. Never had the fat Owl enjoyed anybody’s canydess.

With an expression on his fat face that exceedeédxpressiveness, the frightful, fearful,
frantic frown of the Lord High Executioner, BillyuBiter proceeded to unload foodstuffs
and cooking utensils. Under Pon’s directions, leppared the stove, and lighted it, filled
the kettle, sorted out the frying-pan, and cook&ddly he would have hurled the kettle
and the cooking-stove at Gadsby and Monson, angdugkthe frying-pan on Pon’s
cheeky head. But he did not venture on any of tippgseeedings. His only comfort was a
series of substantial snacks while he cooked suppé&on and Co.

The Highcliffians watched him at work, with gringifaces.
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‘| rather fancy we score over those Greyfriars dadstime,” Ponsonby remarked,
complacently.

‘We do—we does,” agreed Monson. ‘We’ve got theiaty@and their grub, and their
performing walrus—.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘But we’d better be jolly careful to steer cleartbém after this,” added Monson. ‘They
must be hunting for their boat already.’

‘They won't find it in a hurry!” smiled Pon. ‘We’lleave it here in the morning, when we
push off in the Gay Lark. Bunter can tell themaddbut it, when they find it—and him.
They haven't a clue.’

‘Safe as houses!” agreed Monson.

‘Supper ready, Bunter?’ called out Pon.

‘Beast!’

‘What did you say, my fat friend?’ Ponsonby cammoss to the fat junior at the cooking-
stove and lifted his foot.

‘I—l—I mean, yes, Ponsonby,” gasped Bunter, ing@atjhurry.

‘That’s better,” said Pon. ‘Mind you keep a ciwhigue in your head, Bunter, or | might
kick you—like that?’

‘Yaroooh!’

‘Or like that!

‘Yow-ow-ow! Stoppit!” yelled Bunter.

‘Or like that!" added Pon.

‘Whoo-hoop!’

Powerfully was Bunter tempted to grab up the fryam and bang it on Pon’s head. But
he resisted that temptation. He had had enoughlsht®er on his plump trousers.
‘Ready, you fellows,’ called out the cheery Pon.

It was an attractive supper. Supplies from the Mautvere ample and good, and the
three young rascals made them fly. Gadsby forgobhjection to scoffing those
supplies, and piled in as voraciously as his coesa8osses and chips, eggs and ham,
were followed by plum pie, cake, and biscuits. Ttiemlordly Pon directed Bunter to
make coffee. The fat Owl breathed wrath, and maffee. Pon and Co. smoked
cigarettes over their coffee, which was one ofvtlags they had when at a safe distance
from masters and prefects. Altogether, the Highahf found life very enjoyable in their
camp at River Lodge, as the sun sank lower andrlower the Thames valley.
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Ponsonby rose, at last, with a yawn, and threw alwagtump of a cigarette.

‘Time to turn in!” he said. ‘Lots of room on the M#us —those Greyfriars cads pack in
six. Get on the boat, Bunter, and sort out thethad)s.’

‘Look here, you cheeky beast—wow! Ow! wow!" Billyuater got on the boat in haste.
The Highcliffians followed him on, grinning. Beditigs were sorted out—by Bunter—
nobody else lending a hand. Bunter, if as PonIsaidould not be ornamental,
undoubtedly proved useful. Work of any kind nevgpealed to Bunter, and fagging for
Highcliffe swobs was insult added to injury: bué tlat Owl did not argue the point—Pon
was altogether too ready with his foot for thatnBar fagged, and breathed fury, and
made everything ready for his temporary lords aladtars.

The sun dipped and disappeared. Over a cloudlgsspskad the silvery glimmer of the
rising moon. Pon and Co. turned into their blankietshe roomy Nautilus: and Bunter, at
last, was given a respite—the wicked ceased frombtmg, and the weary Owl was at
rest.

As the moon climbed the sky, a resonant snore aghoithe shadows told that the Owl
of the Remove had forgotten his tribulations imdber. Pon and Co. did not hear it—
they were sleeping soundly: and had they been agvitakeuld not have occurred to them
that there might be other ears to hear. They werere from the Famous Five, in that
sequestered nook, and they did not dream of perni fanother quarter. But it was from
another quarter that peril was scheduled to méitesta-Pon and Co. were not destined to
slumber peacefully till dawn.

CHAPTER 24
GOT 'EM!
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‘PULL!" said Coker.

‘We're pulling,” said Potter, mildly.

‘Don’t jaw, old chap. Just pull.’

Coker had no use for back-chat.

The full round moon rode high over the Thames. dldeiver rolled like a stream of
silver: barred here and there by the shadows ofdes on the banks. The August moon
was a thing of beauty, in a sky like deep dark-bleleet. It was a lovely summer night,

if Coker and Co., had thought of it. But Potter &mene were busy with the oars, and
Coker with giving directions—unnecessarily, but asnhcontinuously.

Coker was not pulling: which was just as well, frdma point of view of making

progress. The boat from the Ship Inn at Wallingfimight have been delayed by Coker at
the oars, catching his favourite crabs. With Paited Greene rowing, it came down the
river at a good rate from Wallingford. Coker sathe stern and steered: but Potter and
Greene were quite good oarsmen, and managed vérynspite of Coker’s steering.
Coker also watched the Oxford-shire bank, withdje of a hawk.

It was a late hour. Even the loveliness of the semmight did not seem to have tempted
many craft out at that hour. No amount of Natubeauty would have tempted Potter and
Greene out, if they could have helped it. But tbeyldn't.

That afternoon they had ‘lost’ Coker, and had aloest from him. But after supper at
the inn, it was quite impracticable to lose himiag&rue, when Coker calmly told them
that he had engaged a boat for the night, andlbgtwere booked for an expedition
down the Thames, instead of going to bed, they caanenear rebellion. Coker had
picked up news: and this time he was certain timhews was the genuine goods. He
was not the fellow to let the grass grow underféed, when he was on the track of his
missing boat. Arguments from Potter and Greenerbghled aside as idle trifles. And
though Potter and Greene were almost on the pbnebellion, they did not quite reach
that point. Coker had his way: so here they wending down the silvery Thames under
the bright soaring moon.

‘Don’t make too much row,’ said Coker. ‘We’'re getjinear the place.’

Potter and Greene were not making a ‘row’, thounghdreak of the rowlocks was rather
distinct, in the silence of the night. But Cokestjhad to give orders.

‘Who’s making a row?’ inquired Greene, breathinthea hard.

‘Don’t jaw,’ said Coker. ‘No need to shout and wdke young scoundrels up, Greene.’
Greene suppressed a desire to pull in his oarypadd Coker in the stern with a
vigorous shove from the same. Coker’s friends offteth to suppress such yearnings.
‘We’re getting near,” continued Coker, happily uraae of his narrow escape from the
blade of Greene’s oar. ‘May spot the place any meintihey’ll be fast asleep. We’'ll wake
'em up—when we get there! By gum, I'll make Whartomd his gang sorry they walked
off with the Nautilus. We’'ve got the young sweepstoast this time.’

‘Sure it's Wharton’s gang you're after?” murmureotter. ‘We don’t want to make
mistakes in the dark, Coker, and wake up the wpasgenger.’

‘Don’t be an ass, Potter. Did | get the news frdwat tman in a canoe at the Ship, or didn’t
I?” snapped Coker.

‘Yes! But—.’

‘Nothing to but about! Have | asked about twentyhorty people for news of that cheeky
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gang, while you fellows loafed about with your hama your pockets, or haven'’t I?’
snorted Coker. ‘And did | get hold of a chap whe&kn them, that chap in the canoe, or
didn’t I? Did he tell me that he saw that fat smei@ynter in the boat, or didn’t he?’
‘Might be more than one fat smudge on the Thaméisdrsummer,” suggested Greene.
‘Don’t be a goat, Greene. | got the descriptiord &nvas exact,” yapped Coker. ‘Think
he didn’t look at the fat tick, when he told metttiee fat ditherer buzzed a cushion at his
head, and nearly capsized his canoe, and he whdpmpedith his paddle? It was Bunter
all right.’

‘It sounded like Bunter, from what he said,” adeutiGreene. ‘But—.’

‘Oh, keep on butting! said Coker, sardonically.

‘Well, the rest of the party didn't fit in,” saidré&ene. ‘We know that there are six of
them, and that man in the canoe saw only threewslalong with the fat tick—.’

‘And he never noticed a darkey among them,’ saittielP.0

‘Looks as if they split up,’ said Coker. ‘May hakad a row or something—fellows do
have rows on holidays. I'm quite certain that thedhap who buzzed the cushion was
Bunter, from the man’s description—absolutely dertd that: and the boat Bunter was
on was the Nautilus—my boat. | don’t know where &t of the gang were, and | don’t
know why they had another boat towing the Nautifusg] | don’t care—I know jolly well
that it was the Nautilus that that chap in the eas@w them towing into the backwater at
River Lodge, and that's enough for me’

‘But—,” said Potter.

‘Don’t jaw, old chap!

‘But—,” said Greene.

‘Don’t gabble, old fellow!

Potter and Greene pulled on in silence. They wetdaeling so easy in their minds as
their great leader was. Certainly it looked af#ttchap in the canoe, whom they had met
at the inn at Wallingford, had seen Bunter—RBillyrer was, in fact, a sight that once
seen, was not likely to be forgotten. But the otthetails did not fit in. Potter and Greene
were quite ready to help in handling the Removéypaho had raided the boat at
Staines: but they did not want to join in a nigttéek on some other party of trippers on
the Thames.

‘Here’s the place,’ said Coker, breaking the sieeribon’t make a thundering row and
wake them up—yet.’

Potter and Greene looked round. The bright moomh@a&l made the Thames almost as
light as by day. Coker pointed to an opening indbep dark woods that lined the
Oxfordshire bank at that point. A tiny silvery stne came purling out into the river under
the heavy foliage.

‘That’s River Lodge,’ said Coker. ‘I got it all fro that man in the canoe. He saw them
towing my boat into that backwater, and what do §onk they were doing that for,
except to camp?’

Potter and Greene had to admit that much. The padyno doubt camped on that tiny
backwater. They were only doubtful whether it waes tight party.

‘We shall handle them easily enough,” went on Col#e could handle the whole gang,
if it came to that: but from what that chap in ttaoe told us, there were only three of
them with Bunter. Bunter doesn’t count. We’'ll takkee each, smack their cheeky heads
like billy-O, and duck them. I can tell you theygeing to have a lesson about walking
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off with a fellow’s boat! | daresay they thoughjatly clever to bag my boat for the hols.
I'll show 'em how jolly clever it was! Don't kick pia row and wake them up till we've
got them—I'm not letting them cut off before I'vealloped them.’

Coker’s eyes gleamed with anticipation.

He had had no luck in his previous attempt to regaphe raided Nautilus. But this time
everything was going Coker’s way. The recapturthaf boat was a certainty now: all he
was anxious about was that the raiders shouldsuatpe unpunished.

‘Pull in?” said Coker. ‘What are you pushing outarthe Thames for?’

‘Only because you've pulled the wrong line,” ansegePotter.

‘Don’t jaw so much, Potter.’

The boat edged into the bank, notwithstanding Cslsteering. It floated under dark
branches that grew out over the water, and PatigtiGreene laid in their oars. Coker
held up a hand.

‘Listen!” he breathed.

From the darkness of the creek under the treese easound: not a wholly unexpected
sound at that time of night.

Snore!

‘They're asleep!” grinned Coker.

‘Sounds like it,” said Greene.

Snorel!

Somebody, certainly, was asleep, and snoring. @isiypthere was a camping party in
the creek, whether it was the Greyfriars partyair n

‘I expect that's Bunter,” said Coker. ‘I've heatthat he can be heard in the next
dormitory, at Greyfriars. They're fast asleep, amwhDon’t make a row pushing in—
we’re catching them napping.’

‘Look here, Coker, you jolly well make sure it'sthight party before you start
anything,” muttered Greene.

‘Don’t be a fathead, Greene.’

‘If you start punching somebody we don’t know—$$ed Potter.

‘Don’t talk rot, Potter.’

Coker, grasping at branches, guided the boat It@iteek. The bows bumped lightly on
a boat tied up there. Out on the river it was dright under the over-arching branches
over the creek it was deeply dark. But the thréghfForm men made out the shape of a
good-sized boat, tied up, with a glimpse of a semdibat further on. Coker grasped the
gunwale of the larger boat.

‘Got 'em!” he breathed.

If it was the right party, Coker undoubtedly hadt'ghem. If Potter and Greene had
lingering doubts, Coker had none. It was too late for the cheeky young rascals to
escape, and there was no further need for caufioker had them just where he wanted
them.

‘Come on!’ roared Coker.

And he jumped into the Nautilus.

Something that he landed on there suddenly ceasatbte, wriggled, and yelled
frantically.

‘Yaroooh! Wow! | say, you fellows—oh, crikey! Wow!’

‘Bunter!’ roared Coker.
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‘Ow! wow! Gerroff! Yarooooop!

Potter and Greene had not followed their greatdeatioard, still doubting whether
Coker had it right. But that frantic yell from BilBunter told its own tale. Coker had it
right—amazing as it was for Coker to have anythiggt.

‘It's that gang!’ gasped Greene.

‘Come on!’ said Potter.

And they jumped into the Nautilus after Coker.

CHAPTER 25
PAINFUL FOR PON

‘OH!" gasped Ponsonby.

‘Ooogh!’ gurgled Monson.

‘Oh, crumbs—what—?’ stuttered Gadsby.

Never had three fellows been so utterly taken logrsse.

Pon and Co. had been sleeping soundly: lulled,gperby the musical effects from Billy
Bunter. That Harry Wharton and Co. could track themthey did not suppose for one
moment. That anyone else was on the track of theailNa they did not dream. That
sudden invasion in the middle of the night cambeamrlike an earthquake.

They started up from their blankets, one of thereaaly in the mighty grasp of Horace
Coker. That one was Cecil Ponsonby. Under the bliamkches, they were only dim
shadows: and Coker grasped Pon because he wasattesi All that Coker could see of
Pon was that he was about the size of one of theota Five: and he did not think of
doubting that he was one of them. How was Cokgutss that the Nautilus, raided by
the Remove party, had been raided a second tintieebilighcliffe party? Of course
Coker couldn’t. Coker knew that he was on the Nasitiand he knew that he had a raider
in his grasp. That was enough for Coker.

Smack! smack! smack!

‘Stoppit! Leggo! Oh, crikey! Leggo! What—who—Oh! wth Oh!" yelled Ponsonby, as
Coker smacked, and smacked, and smacked again.

‘Got you! roared Coker. ‘Take that! And that! atitht!

Smack! smack! smack!

Pon, yelling wildly, took them. His unfortunate ke@ng and sang with them. Coker had
a heavy hand.

‘Wallop them!” roared Coker.

Gadsby and Monson, wriggling amazedly out of blaskiell into the grasp of Potter and
Greene. What was happening they hardly knew. Bayt kmew that their heads were
being smacked. Potter and Greene, not always keéwnilowing the lead of their great
chief, were quite willing to follow it in making aexample of cheeky Remove fags who
had raided their boat! They, no more than Cokespsated that this was not the Remove
party—they were not cats to see in the dark.

Coker smacked, Potter smacked, and Greene smadkediny backwater of River
Lodge echoed and re-echoed with the sound of enggratcking, accompanied by
frantic yells of anguish.

Pon and Co. struggled. Utterly amazed by that sudttack, awakening to find
themselves in hostile hands, they had a first isgom that the Remove party had, after
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all, tracked them out. But they realized at on@ these three big fellows were not
Remove juniors of Greyfriars. They would have hadhance, at least, in the hands of the
Removites. They had none at all in the grasp diytéfth-form seniors. Ponsonby
crumpled up helplessly in Coker’s mighty grasp,gsag like a sack as Coker smacked
and smacked. Gadsby and Monson had no better likkPwtter and Greene. They
wriggled and howled and yelled and kicked, while Nautilus rocked under them at the
mooring-rope, and loose articles rolled about thatbAmong the loose articles that
rolled was a fat Owl who wondered dizzily whethentias on his head or his heels.
Nobody heeded Billy Bunter, in the wild excitemefhthe moment.

Coker and Co. had each collared his man, and wéyedccupied in smacking heads.
Billy Bunter rolled along the boat, sat up, gropedhis spectacles, jammed them on a fat
little nose, and blinked at the dim scene in thedshws like a startled owl.

Bunter’s first impression, like Pon and Co.’s, wiaat the Famous Five had come on the
scene. But he was quickly disabused of that ideageheard the stentorian voice of
Horace Coker.

‘Walk off with my boat, will you?’ Coker was bellang. ‘By gum! Quelch doesn’t whop
you enough! Wallop the young ruffians, you fellows.

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Bunter.

He realized that it was Coker—Horace Coker, of@neyfriars Fifth: Coker, for whom

an affectionate Aunt Judy had engaged and stoetdtiat—no other than Horace James
Coker, who was bellowing in the gloom. The fat Qawtly shivered with terror. He had
not enjoyed life with Pon and Co., but even Pon @odwere to be preferred to falling
into the hands of Horace Coker, whose boat he hgdda. Of all the inhabitants of the
terrestrial globe, Horace Coker was the very lagt Bunter desired to meet.
‘Kik-kik-kik-Coker!” moaned Bunter.

Smack! smack! smack! smack! Ponsonby, Gadsby, amtksih yelled, and struggled,
and wriggled, and kicked:

Coker and Potter and Greene smacked away asafii@ger. Billy Bunter was seldom
quick on the uptake: but the awful peril of Cokpused on his fat wits to unaccustomed
activity. He had to get out of this, before histteame. He crawled to the gunwale, and,
as the rocking Nautilus rocked against the barleddeadlong over the gunwale, and
plunged ashore. He bumped into grass, with hisifieeater: but he did not heed either
the bump or the wet. He scrambled up and scrandrietlVhere he was, and where he
was going, Billy Bunter did not know: all Bunterduw was that he had to get out of
Horace Coker’s reach before it was too late. Sturgldver roots, bumping into trunks,
gasping and spluttering, Billy Bunter ran for has life.

His departure passed unnoticed for the moment.

Satisfied with head-smacking—Pon and Co. were rti@e satisfied—Coker issued
orders.

‘Duck the young scoundrels!’

‘Leggo!” shrieked Ponsonby, as powerful hands hedm to the gunwale. ‘Will you
leggo? Who are you—what are you up to—what—who—Ilo&gg

Splash!

The hapless Pon was no more than an infant in Gogeasp. He struggled and kicked,
but it availed him not. Coker, grasping him by amand a leg, splashed him headlong
into the water: and then tossed him, drenched &apg@idg, into the grass on the bank.
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The wretched Pon sprawled there, gurgling for lreat

‘| say—" began Greene.

‘They’'ve had enough,’ said Potter.

‘| said duck them!” Coker pointed out.

‘Yes, but—.’

‘Did | say duck them, or didn’t | say duck them®manded Coker, categorically.

‘Oh, all right! said Potter.

He dipped Monson over the gunwale, and Monson waitbashore. Greene followed
suit with Gadsby, who wallowed after Monsoon. Thdeenched Highcliffians sprawled
in the grass and gurgled in chorus.

‘Now where’s that fat scoundrel Bunter?’ demande#«s.

He peered round in the gloom.

The Highcliffe juniors were not to be recognizedhe dark: but Billy Bunter would have
been recognized, by his circumference, if Cokeyssehad fallen on him. But Coker’s
eyes did not fall on him. Bunter was already outhefreach of vengeance.

‘Where is he?’ snapped Coker, irritably. ‘He waseh& minute ago—where’s that fat
frog hopped to?’

Potter and Greene stared and peered up and dowoamd about the Nautilus.

‘Not here now,’ said Potter.

‘Looks as if he’s cut,” said Greene.

Snort, from Coker.

‘You fellows would let him get away! he said. ‘Hehe was, right under your noses, and
you let him cut! You would?

‘Wasn’t he right under your nose too?’ asked Greene

‘Don’t jaw, Greene.’

‘Didn’t you let him get away as much as we did?oteal Potter.

‘Don’t yell at me, Potter. You've let him cut!” spped Coker. ‘Leave it at that, and don’t
jaw. | fancy we’ve made the other young rascalstpsorry for themselves, at any rate.’
He stared at three dimly-seen wriggling and splimigefigures on the bank. ‘By gum!
I've a jolly good mind to step out and give therfea more!’

Those words, evidently, reached the three wriggferghey wriggled into rapid motion
and disappeared under the trees.

Coker laughed.

‘Well, | dare say they’ve had enough,’ he said. 'Véegiven them a lesson, | fancy,
about bagging a fellow’s boat! | couldn’t see whweas which but whichever they were,
they've had a tip to leave my boat alone. Get hetrod here, and we’ll pull up to
Wallingford.’

Coker was in great spirits. He had recaptured thetiNis: he had bestowed drastic
punishment on its raiders—and he was still in hagpgrance of the fact that the heads
that had been so soundly smacked were not Greyheads at all. Potter and Greene,
even if they would have preferred to be in bed, teaadmit that old Horace had scored
all along the line. That boat had been for a wadkwless hands: and now here it was, in
the hands of its rightful proprietors: trackedt®lair, as it were, and recaptured by that
masterly night-attack. There were some detailswhea rather puzzling—why there had
been only three instead of five of the young rasaahd why they had a second boat: but
after all, the recapture of the Nautilus was &t tmattered.

81



They pushed the Nautilus out into the Thames, tpthe Ship Inn boat in tow. Potter and
Greene sat to the oars in the Nautilus, while Cglatin the stern and performed zigzags
with the rudder lines, grinning with happy satisfae as he zigzagged. Coker was
rejoicing in victory:

Potter and Greene were thinking chiefly of bechat$hip Inn: and they made the best
speed they could under the handicap of Coker’sistpe

The dusky anchorage in the little creek at Riveddg@®was left untenanted. It remained
untenanted for long, long minutes, until Pon anddyaand Monson, lurking under the
trees, were quite sure that their sudden and ucggb@ssailants were gone.

Who those assailants were, Pon and Co. did not kAdlwey could no more see in the
dark than Coker and Co. could. All they knew fortam was that their heads had been
smacked, hard: and that they had been duckedhanthe Nautilus had been walked off
by some persons unknown—certainly not the Famous, But who else, they couldn’t
guess. But whosoever those sudden assailants Ranegnd Co. were very anxious to
see no more of them: and not till the last plasarobar had died away up the Thames,
did the drenched, dishevelled, dismal trio ventarerawl back to the creek. It was a
relief, at least, to find that their own boat, thay Lark, was still tied up where they had
left it.

The Nautilus was gone: the mysterious assailants gene: Billy Bunter was gone: but
the Gay Lark was still there: and the wretched idiigiieans were glad to crawl into it,
and sort out towels and rub themselves dry: puzahetbewildered by the night’s
strange happenings, and in the worst tempers ever.

CHAPTER 26
BUNTER ON HIS OWN

BILLY BUNTER groaned.

It was a deep hair-raising groan.

Only a deep, deep groan could have expressed Baiféetings.

Never had the fat Owl of the Remove felt so uttarig thoroughly up against hard fate.
He blinked at the Thames, glistening in the brigisonlight, with the most pessimistic of
blinks. The wide river, rolling under the full rodimoon, really was a beautiful sight. But
the beauties of Nature were wholly lost on a tigidmal, disconsolate, and bedraggled
Owl.

‘Oh, lor'’’" groaned Bunter.

Where he was, Bunter did not know: except that &ae somewhere in the county of
Oxfordshire. Though really he could not feel quitee of that: for his little fat legs felt as
if he might have reached Gloucestershire, if natelfted.

Actually he was not, as the crow flies, more thajuarter of a mile from that creek at
River Lodge. But Bunter’s flight had not been likat of the crow. He had wandered far,
and he had wandered wide. He hadn’t covered husdned hundreds of miles: but he
felt just as if he had.

He had got away from Coker: that was so much t@twel. He had got away from Pon
and Co. They, certainly, had not given him a thaughile occupied with Coker and
Potter and Greene. That also was so much to the. @a everything else was simply
awful. Bunter had wandered in the dark, among ta@esbushes, hoping to emerge
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somewhere. He had emerged at last, on the bameaivier. The Thames, rolling in the
moonlight, barred further progress. But at thahpdhere was no tow-path on the
Oxfordshire side—no path at all. There were treekfances down to the river margin.
Neither up nor down the river could Bunter rolldams only choice was to stay where he
was, or to plunge back into the dark shadowy woatdd left.

He selected the former of those alternatives, lsecddid not include exertion. He sat on
a knoll by the shining water, and groaned. He wasl:the was scratched by briar and
bramble: he was feeling down and out. If it hadrbéaytime, some passing craft might
have picked him up and given him a lift. But it waght-time: what time Bunter did not
know, as his watch was not a going concern: blinesv that it must be somewhere
about midnight. At that hour there was not likedybe a passing craft available to pick up
a weary Owl.

So Bunter sat and groaned.

Groaning, certainly, was not likely to get him argre. But he seemed to find some
solace in it.

‘Beast!” he murmured, thinking of Harry Wharton a@d.

It was all their fault, of course. If they hadntirge off on that ramble, leaving Bunter in
the Nautilus, all this wouldn’'t have happened tm hirue, they had only left 1im in the
Nautilus because he was too lazy to join themérédmble. But it was all their fault, all
the same: and they were beasts. A fat lot theydc&@enter reflected bitterly.

Billy Bunter rather wished now that he hadn’t severly ‘dished’ Coker in the hols, and
walked off with his boat. But he hadn’t expectetbiturn out like this!

Coker had his boat now. Bunter had left him ‘walhgp the Highcliffians who had been
in possession of it, never dreaming that it wasef'sk But he could have no doubt that,
the walloping concluded, Coker had gone off with hoat.

The Nautilus was a ‘goner’. Harry Wharton and Gaersed to be ‘goners’ also. And here
was Bunter, on his lonely own, sitting by the Thamad groaning: without even a hope
of a passing craft to pick him up and give himfiatti somewhere where a fellow could
get a bed for the night! It was quite a deplorall&come of Billy Bunter’s astute
scheming.

‘Oh, lor’’ groaned Bunter.

He blinked dismally up and down the shining river.

If anything in the shape of a craft turned up, fesweady to yell for help. But what craft
was likely to turn up at that time of night?

The wind down the river fanned Bunter’s fat facke usical ripple of the Thames
came to his fat ears. But that was all' He realighihas well have been on Robinson
Crusoe’s island, watching for a sail!

‘Oh!" ejaculated Bunter, suddenly.

A sound that was not the ripple of the river, @ thight wind in the branches, came to
those fat ears. It sounded to Bunter like the ptdsdn oar.

The fat junior gave an eager start, and conceitifatelittle round eyes and his big round
spectacles in the direction of the sound. And keathed a moving shape in the distance
on the shining surface of the Thames.

‘It's a boat!” breathed Bunter.

Late as the hour was, it was a boat. The fat Ogé foom the knoll, and fixed his eyes
and spectacles on it eagerly. Undoubtedly it wasat, coming down from the direction
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of distant Wallingford.

‘Oh, good!’ gasped Bunter.

His dismal fat face brightened. Whoever it was thas out on the river at that hour,
surely, he would give a lift to a dismal fat Owiastded on an inhospitable shore?

The moonlight was bright and clear. But Billy Burgevision was limited, even with the
aid of his big spectacles. He could make out tha:kand as it came nearer, he made out
that it seemed fairly full. A boatman was pullinglee oars: and there were four or five
others in the boat, so far as Bunter could make out

Whatsoever that craft was, and whosoever its nunseccew, Bunter was going to get a
lift on it, if he could. Under the trees on the bahe would probably have been passed
unseen: but he was not going to be passed unhdarstood on the knoll where he had
been sitting, waved a fat hand in the air, andegeliHi"

The boat—a rather roomy old dinghy—was well outtmariver, and still at some
distance up, and the wind down the Thames was stgaumter. His yell failed to reach
its objective: there was no sign of the craft sweg\from its course. It pulled on
regardless.

Billy Bunter almost danced on the grassy knolhig anxiety and excitement. He waved
both fat hands in the air, yelling at the top of Ywice.

‘Hi! | say! Hi! Help! Hi! Hi! Hi"’

In dread of the dinghy passing him, and leaving &iranded there, Billy Bunter put all
his beef into that frantic yell. The dinghy, dragrinearer with every stroke of the oars,
was within range of that vocal effort. The fat OswWell reached ears on board: and
Bunter, to his immense relief, saw that faces viemeed in his direction, though not near
enough for recognition. They had heard him!

He waved and yelled.

‘Hi! Help! I'm stranded here! Hi! HiV’

There was a shout from the dinghy. It was a sthgleut, in a voice that was familiar to
Billy Bunter’s fat ears.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo?

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Bunter. ‘I say, you fellows—atrumbs!’

‘Bunter!’

‘Pull in, Jenkins.’

‘That fat ass—"

‘The esteemed and ridiculous Bunter!

‘That blitherer Bunter—"’

‘That benighted chump Bunter!’

Familiar voices, uttering familiar remarks, reacliBadly Bunter’s fat ears, as the dinghy
pulled for the shore.

CHAPTER 27
BUNTER—BUT NO BOAT !

‘BUNTERY

The little crowd of juniors in the dinghy staredtla¢ fat Owl. They had wondered what
had become of Billy Bunter. Now they knew! Herewes! They had been searching for
the missing Nautilus. They had not found the Nastibut they had found Bunter.
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It had been a long and fruitless search. They loa@ gp past Wallingford in their quest.
They had landed at a riverside cafe for a much-eeedeal: and then resumed the
search. The bright moonlight night had tempted thekeep up the hunt till a late hour.
Now they were coming back to give the reaches b#ilingford the twice-over, as it
were: little dreaming that while they were furthugrthe Thames, Coker and Co., in
possession of the missing boat, had taken it twipe&hip Inn, tied it up there, and gone
to bed. Coming back down the river, they had patise®hip, shut for the night, but how
were they to guess that the Nautilus was tied apethOf course, they couldn’t. Puzzled
and exasperated, tired and sleepy, they were wtetbovhether to keep up the hunt, so
long as the bright moonlight lasted, or whethegite it up for the night and resume at
dawn. That moot point was still undecided whenytiés from the Oxfordshire bank
reached them in the dinghy.

What had become of Bunter, whether he was stil wie Nautilus or had parted
company with it, they just couldn’t guess. Now, lewer, they knew: for here was
Bunter, and there was no sign of the Nautilus. Bbsthey would have preferred to see
the Nautilus: still, it was a relief to have fouBdnter.

‘| say, you fellows! Bunter rolled down to the @jhy, as it edged into the rushes. ‘I say,
| didn’t know it was you fellows in that boat—I sd{ve had an awful time—I say, got
anything to eat?’

‘Where’s the Nautilus?’ exclaimed Harry Wharton.

‘| expect Coker’s got it—.’

‘Coker?’

All the Famous Five uttered that name togetheryTtas forgotten the existence of
Horace Coker, since that spot of trouble with himwd at Sonning. They were
astonished to be reminded of him like this.

‘I—I suppose so!’ gasped Bunter. ‘I—I think he gioaway from those Highcliffe
swobs—they had it—.’

‘Those Highcliffe ticks!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, loldy. The Famous Five had not even
thought of Pon and Co. in connection with the nmigdoat.

‘They collared it,’ explained Bunter. ‘I—I woke wnd found that they'd got it, you
know—.’

‘Pon and Co!" said Harry, knitting his brows. ‘Thdighcliffe gang! They walked off
with our boat!

‘And you let them, you fat frog!” grunted JohnnyIBu

‘Oh, really, Bull—.’

‘You looked after the boat by going to sleep ingtthat it?” asked Frank Nugent. ‘And
those cads came along and walked it off, and yothém.’

‘Oh, really, Nugent! I—I did my best,’ said Bunt&rI fought like a—a—a—a—.’
‘Rabbit?’ asked Johnny Bull.

‘Beast! Like a—a lion!" declared Bunter. ‘But therée of them were too much for me.
|—I couldn’t handle more than two!

‘Ha, ha, ha’’

The Famous Five were not in their merriest mood.tBere was a burst of merriment as
Billy Bunter made that statement. They could gyessabout how lion-like Bunter had
been in dealing with Pon and Co.

‘Blessed if | see anything to cackle at!’ yapped&u. ‘I'd have knocked Pon overboard
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as soon as looked at him. But the three of them—.’

‘Was it Pon who floored you with the cushion?’ atigob.

‘Eh! How did you know?’ ejaculated Bunter.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘| expect a cosh with a cosh was enough for Bunsaid Bob. ‘But where did they take
the boat, fatty?’

‘They camped in a sort of backwater—.’

‘Oh!" said Harry. ‘That’'s how we missed them, th&ve’ve been hunting them up at
Wallingford, while they've been camped somewheomglhere. Is it far from here?’
‘Miles and miles and miles—.’

‘Oh, rot!" grunted Johnny Bull. ‘It can’t be milés.

‘Perhaps you know better than | do, Bull!” yappeahBer. ‘I know I've walked miles and
miles and miles and miles since | got away fronmthkly legs are nearly dropping off.’
‘But where does Coker come in?’ exclaimed Harry Wira ‘We might have guessed
that it was Pon and his gang larking with our bdate’d known they were about. But
Coker—.’

‘Well, Coker would know that it was our boat, asdasv us in it down at Sonning,’ said
Bob, thoughtfully.

‘Would he?’ gasped Bunter.

‘Well, wouldn’t he, fathead?’

‘Oh! Yes! Of—of course!’ stuttered the fat Owl. ‘Otrikey! I—I mean, of—of course
Coker would know it was our boat!

‘That’s it, | suppose,’ said Harry. ‘Coker’s an tleperous ass, but if he saw that gang
with our boat, he might get it back for us. He wamit stand for Highcliffe cads walking
off a Greyfriars boat.’

‘Oh, crumbs!” murmured Billy Bunter.

‘You think Coker got it away from them?’ asked Harr

‘Oh! Yes.’

‘If that’s so, it's safe,’ said Bob. ‘But what ayeu doing here on your own, Bunter? If
Coker’s got the Nautilus, why didn’t you stick ir?’i

‘Catch me sticking in it, with Coker!" gasped Bunt# jolly well bolted while he was
whopping those Highcliffe cads. He would jolly wklve pitched into me next.’

‘You howling ass, do you think Coker’s still aftgou, in the hols, because you bagged
his hamper last term?’ hooted Bob.

‘Eh? Oh! No! Yes! | mean—.’

‘Well, what do you mean, ass?’

‘l—l—I mean, I—I wasn’t risking it,” said Bunterl-—I jolly well cleared off! | say, you
fellows, if you've got anything to eat—.” Buntertih@r wanted to change the subject!
‘You silly ass, we want to know about the boat!tkmed Harry Wharton, impatiently.
‘Could you find that backwater again?’

‘Of course | couldn’t! It's miles and miles and e8l—

‘Rubbish! grunted Johnny Bull.

‘Beast! I—I say, you fellows, it's no good lookirigr that boat now Coker’s got it—.’
‘You burbling bloater,” said Bob. ‘If Coker’s gathe’s only minding it for us. We've
only got to find Coker, to find our boat.’

‘Oh, crikey"”

86



‘Puzzle—find Coker!” said Nugent.

‘| say, you fellows, I'm tired out, after walkingites and miles and miles and miles—.’
‘Yards and yards and yards and yards, more likgiyyhted Johnny Bull.

‘Yah! | say, there must be an inn somewhere, wherean get some supper, and go to
bed,” wailed Bunter. ‘After a fellow’s walked milesd miles and miles and miles and
miles—..’

‘Not a bad idea,’” said Bob, with a nod. ‘We're jally fagged out, you fellows, and now
we know the boat’s safe, we can hunt up Cokeremtlorning, and get the boat. Know a
place where they’ll take in weary travellers asttime of night, Jenkins?’

‘There’s the Ship, sir,” said the boatman. “’Arfrale up. They're shut now, of course:
but they’'d take you in.’

‘| say, you fellows, let's go—.’ Billy Bunter clandved into the dinghy. ‘I say, I'm
sleepy.’

‘I think we're all sleepy,’ said Harry. ‘Push offenkins, and we’ll make for the Ship. We
can’t do anything more to-night, you chaps, butllwatn out early in the morning

Howl from Bunter.

‘| say, I jolly well ain’t turning out early in thenorning, after staying up half the night
and walking miles and miles and miles and miles—.’

‘You'll be wanted, fathead—we’ve got to find thatdkwater—.’

‘Well, you can call me at ten—.’

‘Not earlier?’ asked Bob.

‘Not a minute earlier!” said Bunter, firmly.

‘You won't turn out if we do?’

‘No jolly fear?’

‘All right,” said Bob. ‘I'll call you at six: andfiyou don’t turn out, I'll up-end a jug of
cold water over you. Think you’ll turn out then?’

‘Beast!’

Jenkins pulled up to the Ship. That hospitabledinsgave the weary party refuge: and
Harry Wharton and Co. were almost as glad as Billgter to turn in. And Billy Bunter,
much against the grain, did turn out at six ingheny August morning.

CHAPTER 28
RECAPTURED !

‘POTTERY

Five fellows stared round. One blinked round, era, through a pair of big spectacles.
‘Greene!’

It was bright and early on the Thames: a gloriougust morning. It was sunny and
pleasant in the inn garden. The Ship had a londegaextending down to the tow-path,
which at that point was on the Oxfordshire sideit€@a number of boats were tied up
there. There were little tables under shady traed:at one of them the Famous Five sat
and breakfasted—an excellent breakfast which caeddBilly Bunter a little for having
had to turn out early.

Harry Wharton and Co. had finished breakfast, tioBdly Bunter was still going on. It
was against Bunter’s principles to leave off, whtg/thing of an edible nature remained.
The Famous Five were discussing their plans, tacaompaniment of steady chomping
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from Bunter. They had to find the Nautilus. Fronl\BBunter’'s somewhat disjointed
account of his adventures since Pon and Co. hadedalff with the boat, it seemed
probable that Coker had taken possession, in wdash it was only necessary to find
Coker. But where was Coker?

As if in answer to that question, a powerful vaicginged upon their ears. Somebody
had come out of the inn into the sunlight, but tbd&lynot heed, till they heard that
familiar bawl. Then, looking round, they realizét Coker of the Fifth did not need
searching for. There he was!

‘Jolly old Coker, or his ghost” murmured Bob CherCoker here!’ said Harry. ‘Well
that’s rather luck.’

‘The luckfulness is terrific,” agreed Hurree JaniRat Singh.

Billy Bunter ceased to demolish the last remnamhafmalade. His eyes popped at
Horace Coker. He did not share the satisfactich@famous Five at the sight of that
burly figure and rugged countenance.

It was a surprise, but after all, not much of gsse, to find Coker at the Ship. Coker
and Co. had put up there for the night, just aguhrs had. It had not occurred to them,
and they might have gone off hunting for him, hadchbt come out into the inn-garden
and bawled. So for once Horace Coker’s stentoréaml lvas a not unwelcome sound.
Coker did not glance at the table under the ti@aad which the juniors were sitting. He
stood with his back to them, staring up at a windewdently a bedroom window: and
bawling. From which the juniors deduced that Paited Greene were in that particular
room, and had not yet turned out of bed.

Other persons, as well as the Greyfriars juni@skéd round, as Coker bawled. Coker
did not mind. He bawled again.

‘Potter! Greene! Slackers!’

The juniors exchanged glances. From Bunter’s thfg; knew that Coker and Co. must
have been up late the previous night. Potter ameii&y, it seemed, were not prepared for
early rising after a late night. They seemed totwaeir sleep out. Coker, disdainful of
such weaknesses, was full of beans as usual.

‘Potter!” Coker was getting impatient. ‘Greene! Ar@u going to sleep all day long, or
what? Potter! Greene!’

The window above opened, at last. Potter’s facainecvisible, looking out. The
expression on Potter’'s face was very expressive.

‘For goodness sake, shut up, Coker!” he called down

‘What?’ Horace Coker was not accustomed to beitdy tyy his comrades, to shut up.
‘What?’

‘Do you want to wake up all Oxfordshire?’ hootedten

‘It's time all Oxfordshire woke up!” retorted CokéSlacking in bed on a glorious
morning like this—.’

‘Haven’t we been up half the night?’ hooted PotfEhink fellows can do without any
sleep at all?’

‘Look here, if you and Greene are going to slacked—.’

‘We’re not coming down till nine at least.’

‘I've been up more than an hour!” snorted Coker.

‘Go and get your brekker, if you want somethinglto’

‘I've had my brekker.’
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‘Well, go and eat coke, then?!

‘I'm not going to wait for you two lazy slackers ¢toawl out like a pair of snails!” bawled
Coker. ‘I'm ready to take the boat out.’

‘Take it out and be blowed.’

‘Look here, Potter—.’

Slam! The window closed.

‘By gum!’ breathed Coker. ‘Slackers! Snails! Slugsé bawled up to the window again.
‘Look here, George Potter! Do you hear me, Potter?’

If Potter heard, he heeded not. The window rematheskd. Potter, it seemed, had gone
back to bed.

Coker gave a scornful snort.

‘Slackers! Snails! Slugs! he repeated, unawardlermoment of ears that heard, and of
five grinning faces watching him from a table unddree. ‘Sticking in bed— yah! Well,
I'll go and get the boat ready, and if they airotd by then, I'll jolly well go up and lug
'em out!’

And Coker turned, to stalk down the garden to iherr

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! called out Bob Cherry, chdg.

Coker gave quite a jump. He stared round, andhefitst time, his eyes fell on the
Famous Five. They did not fall on Billy Bunter. BiBunter had backed out of view
behind the trunk of the tree under which the pheg breakfasted.

‘You! ejaculated Coker, staring.

‘Little us!” assented Bob, with a cheery nod. ‘Nim@rning, Coker!?’

‘You cheeky young sweep—.’

‘Top of a beautiful morning, my esteemed and absioker!” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

‘So you're here, are you?’ said Coker. “You're amkfor it, coming here to my inn.’
‘Yours?’ asked Bob. ‘How much did you give for@pker?’

‘I don’t want any cheek from you! said Coker. [Imack your heads all round, just as |
did last night, as soon as look at you.’

‘Eh?’

‘What?’

The juniors gazed at him. They knew, from Bunteat {Coker and Co. had been
smacking heads the previous night. But it certaimdyg not Greyfriars heads that had
been smacked.

‘Keep your distance, if you know when you're well,cadded Coker, darkly: and with
that he turned to stalk down the garden again.

‘Hold on, Coker! exclaimed Harry Wharton. ‘We waontknow about our boat, the
Nautilus. We—.’

Coker turned his head.

‘Your boat—the Nautilus! he ejaculated.

‘Yes! We—"’

‘Yours, is it?” gasped Coker. ‘By gum! Let me caiahu anywhere near the Nautilus
again! Let me just catch you, that’s all! By gum!’

‘What on earth do you mean?’ exclaimed Harry. ‘Lé@ke, have you got the Nautilus or
not?’

‘Have 1?’ hooted Coker. ‘Yes, | have, as you knallyjwell: and I'm keeping it—""
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‘Keeping it!" stuttered Wharton. ‘Look here, Coke#’

But Coker did not ‘look there’. With an angry andahinful snort, he stalked away down
the garden, to the tow-path: leaving Harry Whadad Co. staring at one another
blankly.

‘Is he off his onion?’ asked Bob Cherry, in wondele says he’s got our boat, and he’s
keeping it—.’

‘Does he think we’ll let him?’ asked Johnny Buil,a growl like that of the Great Huge
Bear.

‘Blessed if | make him out,” said Harry. ‘Soundsdlicrackers! He fancies he smacked
our heads last night—.’

‘Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob. ‘Did he take that Hdliffe gang for us in the dark? He
smacked their heads, according to Bunter.’

‘Oh!" ejaculated Wharton. ‘I suppose Coker’s asswggh for that, or for anything else.
But even Coker can’t be ass enough to fancy thabhekeep our boat.’

‘We’ll give him something to cure all that, if hees,” grunted Johnny Bull.

‘| say, you fellows.” Billy Bunter emerged from bield the tree. ‘I say, I—I say, we—
we—we’d better keep clear of Coker—.’

‘Fathead !’

‘Oh, really, Cherry?’

‘I'll cut in, and settle the bill here,” said Harr{Then we’ll see Coker about the Nautilus.
If he fancies he can keep our boat, the soonerakesvup the better.’

‘But I—I say, you fellows—!" stuttered Bunter.

Billy Bunter had his own reasons—excellent reasoris~wishing to keep clear of
Coker, now that Horace was in possession of hismwperty. He did not want—very
much indeed he did not want—explanations of howntlagter really stood. But nobody
heeded Bunter. Harry Wharton cut into the inn ttles¢he bill: and then the Famous
Five, in a determined body, followed on Coker’sltdawn to the tow-path—aBilly
Bunter, in a state of considerable trepidatiomdirig up the rear.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo, there’s Coker! said Bob.

Coker was standing in a boat, tied on to a postddldt that boat had been tied up there,
when the juniors arrived at the inn the previoghhithough they had not noticed it then.
But they noticed it now—and recognized it at oriteias the Nautilus.

‘Coker! called out Harry Wharton.

Coker stared round.

‘You again!” he ejaculated. ‘You're asking for yipung Wharton! Do you want me to
step out of this boat and wallop you?’

‘We want you to step out of that boat,” said Hafkypok here, Coker, don'’t play the
giddy ox if you can help it. We want that boat.’

Coker gasped.

‘You want this boat?’ he articulated. ‘You cheelogung rascal—.’

‘Pack all that up! interrupted Johnny Bull. ‘Lodlere, are you handing that boat over, or
do you want us to sling you out of it?’

Coker almost choked.

‘Sling me out of it! By gum! I'd like to see yolirsg me out of it!’ he gurgled. ‘Why, T'll
smash you—TI'll pulverize you—TI'll spiflicate you—I+—I'll—." Words and breath

failed Coker.
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Neither did the Famous Five waste more time in woAinazing as it was—to them—
Coker fancied that he could keep that boat! Thesyewpeepared to undeceive him on that
point promptly.

‘Hop in!" said Bob.

The five jumped into the Nautilus together. It redkat the painter, and Coker, jumping
at them, stumbled over a thwart, and measurechgth. They did not give him time to
resume the perpendicular. Five pairs of hands gth§mker, and beefy as he was, five
pairs of hands were enough. Coker was heaved bodilpf the boat, to measure his
length a second time, on the tow-path. Bob caspénater loose.

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Billy Bunter.

‘Roll in, you fat ass! called out Bob.

Billy Bunter rolled in. Coker, gurgling for breatbat up dizzily. Bob grasped an oar and
pushed off. Six or seven yards of water separatdeCfrom the Nautilus when he
staggered to his feet. He brandished frantic &sfaces that grinned back at him.
‘Bring back that boat!" bawled Coker.

‘Likely" chuckled Bob.

‘Pull’” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

Four oars pulled. The Nautilus shot away up therritdiorace Coker was left almost
dancing on the tow-path. Five juniors looked bapikgning: one, the fattest of the party,
with an anxious blink. Much to Billy Bunter’s refighere had been no chance of
explanations: but the fat Owl did not feel securéh&oker anywhere in the offing.

‘| say, you fellows, put it on! gasped Buntersdy, Coker might get another boat and
come after us—.’

‘Let him!" growled Johnny Bull.

‘We—we don’t want to keep on rowing with Coker,ged Bunter. ‘I—I say, let's keep
clear of him—what's the good of rows in the hols8tJut your beef into it, and let’s get
past Oxford, and—.’

‘Here’s an oar, if you'd like to put some of yourdd into it, Bunter,” said Nugent.

‘Oh, really, Nugent—.’

Billy Bunter was in haste, but not in sufficientsteto put his own personal beef into it!
But he cast anxious blinks back along the Thames.

But the Famous Five, though not in the least sigaBumnter’s dread of Coker at close
guarters, were quite willing to avoid further tréailvith the headstrong Horace if they
could: and they did put their beef into it, and Meutilus travelled fast. And Billy
Bunter, relieved at last, was at leisure to sootlaer breakfast out of the locker, and
enjoy life in his own way while the other fellowslfed.

CHAPTER 29
BIRD’S EYE VIEW

‘COMING up, Bunter?’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

Billy Bunter did not join in the laugh. He only gaBob Cherry a devastating blink. Billy
Bunter was not likely to ‘come up’: ‘up’ being upraassive oak that overtopped the
Thames forty or fifty feet. That tall tree by thear tempted Bob. It did not tempt Billy
Bunter—not in the very least.
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‘Splendid view from the top, old fat man,’ said Bdklost of what some jolly old poet
has called the “stripling Thames™—.’

‘Yah!” was Bunter’s reply.

Bunter was not interested in the ‘stripling Thamescept that, above Oxford, it was at a
safe distance from Coker. Bunter would not haveloéd to the summit of that tall tree,
to get a view of the Thames from source to estudeydid not even want to climb out of
the Nautilus. Sitting down was Bunter’s long suit.

The Nautilus was tied up on the Berkshire side. dityeof ancient spires and antique
towers had been left behind: the ‘stripling Thanag’'ahead. But the boating party were
in no hurry to arrive at Lechlade. Leisurely dagseeded leisurely day: which suited
Bunter, except for a lingering dread that Cokethef Fifth might be still on the trail. Five
fellows had landed to lunch under the shade obtg@ak. Bunter had lunched on board,
which saved the unnecessary exertion of steppihg/ghile the Famous Five disposed
of one lunch apiece, Billy Bunter disposed of telftozen, one after another: after which,
the idea of tree-climbing had less appeal for Hiamtever.

Lunch made no difference to Bob, always strenubleswas as full of beans after taking
as before taking. And there was no doubt that thendd be a splendid view of the
Thames valley from the topmost branches of that-e&kxfordshire, Berkshire, and
some Wiltshire and Gloucestershire—green meadouwgkydwoods, rolling hills,

nestling villages, the spires of Oxford, and gstegtches of Father Thames winding on
his way to the sea. Four fellows were ready tafelthe energetic Bob up: but Billy
Bunter’s scorn of the idea could not be expresseudords, and hardly by that devastating
blink from his little round eyes and his big rowskctacles.

Leaving the Famous Five to their own energetic cesjithe Owl of the Remove
deposited his plump form on rugs in the boat, ke the repose he really needed after his
exertions at lunch. Having loaded to the Plimdaok | or a little over, there was no more
room in Bunter for provender: so naturally he wamg to sleep: that being second on
Bunter’s list of the joys of existence.

‘Come on!" said Harry Wharton, laughing.

‘Race you to the top!” said Bob.

They clambered up the big oak. A rumbling soundnftbe boat followed them into the
branches. Billy Bunter’s eyes were closed, andriosith was open: and that rumble
announced that slumber’s chain had already bound hi

Up went the energetic five, Bob Cherry in the lgagshing through branches to the
summit. Their heads came out at last through felimgh up, and they had the splendid
view that Bob had predicted.

‘Ye distant spires, ye antique towers—!" quotedrikrélugent, glimpsing Oxford in the
far distance.

‘Jolly old river! said Bob. ‘Does it look rippinffom here!’

‘The ripfulness is terrific,” agreed Hurree JamRam Singh.

‘Topping! said Johnny Bull. ‘Jolly scenery arouhdre. Not quite up to Yorkshire,
perhaps: but jolly.’

At which his comrades grinned. Johnny’s travelsyéner far and wide they might
extend, were never likely to land him anywhere tletonsidered quite up to Yorkshire!
‘Something there you don't see in Yorkshire, Johhsgid Bob.

‘Eh! What's that?’
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‘Bird’s-eye view of Bunter,” answered Bob.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

Looking down, the junior could see the Nautilustiy bank, rocking gently to the
current. In the Nautilus they had a bird’s-eye vies Bob expressed it, of William
George Bunter, lying on the rugs on his plump backspectacles gleaming back the
sunshine. In the clear air, the rumble of his rasbisnore floated up to them.

Snore!

‘Music hath charms!” chuckled Frank Nugent.

Snore!

‘The snorefulness is terrific,’ remarked Hurree datrRam Singh.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, suddgrnHe stared down the river. ‘See
that boat?’

‘| can see a dozen,” answered Harry.

‘Look at that one—with three fellows in it, pullingy! We know that bunch,’ said Bob.
‘Not Coker again, for goodness sake!” exclaimed éhig'We’'ve had more than we want
of Coker.’

‘Pon and his gang!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. Heethbhis eyes on the boat, as it drew
nearer, and recognized the crew of three. It was3hay Lark, with Pon and Co. on board.
‘That gang!” said Johnny Bull, knitting his brow€hance to let them know what we
think of them for walking off our boat down by Waljford.’

Harry Wharton shook his head.

‘Let them rip,” he said. ‘We’re not looking for rew

Grunt from Johnny! But he let it go at that: thoubh glare he fixed on the approaching
Highcliffe boat was grim.

The juniors watched the Gay Lark as it came slaygdyMonson and Gadsby were
pulling, not very strenuously, and Ponsonby lounigetie stern, smoking a cigarette.
Suddenly, they saw him take the cigarette fronmiasith, half-rise in his seat, and stare.
Bob Cherry chuckled.

‘He’s seen our boat,” he said. ‘I fancy those staskwill put on steam a bit, now they
know we’re about.’

‘Good riddance to bad rubbish, if they do!" gruntedhnny Bull.

But Bob, as it proved, was in error on that poliitey saw Ponsonby speaking to Gadsby
and Monson, and both the oarsmen looked roundeerthdat the Nautilus. Pon had
spotted the Greyfriars boat tied near the big aakl, drawn his companions’ attention to
it. The three of them stared at the Nautilus, dweth tstared at the bank, scanning it up and
down with searching eyes.

Bob gave another chuckle.

‘Looking to see if we're about!” he said. ‘They wdno't guess that we're tree-topping
this afternoon. By gum, | wonder if Pon’s thinking another lark with our boat. |
shouldn’t wonder!’

The juniors grinned at the idea. It was quite pbd&@aDown below Wallingford, Pon and
Co. had come on the Nautilus, with Bunter asledp snd nobody else about. To the
Highcliffians, it looked as if history was repediitself: they did not cast a single upward
glance, and evidently did not dream that five pafreyes were watching them from a
tree-top. The Famous Five, grinning, watched vanjocsly for Pon and Co.’s next
proceeding.
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The Highcliffe boat came on: but so far from pugton steam, the Highcliffians were
clearly satisfied that Bunter was alone, as omptiegious occasion: and Ponsonby
hooked on, catching the gunwale of the NautilusgHiened at the slumbering fat
countenance of William George Bunter, and his gras reflected on the faces of Gadsby
and Monson.

‘Is this a spot of luck, you fellows?’ said PonsgnAlmost under the big oak, his voice
floated up to the ears above, to the accompaniofdBitly Bunter’'s snore.

‘Looks like it,’ said Monson. ‘They've left that fdrog minding the boat, just as they did
down below Wallingford —there’s nobody about.

‘Look here, Pon, we're not walking off that boatayg’ said Gadsby. ‘You know how it
ended last time—.’

‘I know I'm not losing a chance like this!" said Rsonby. ‘But we’re not going to be
found with that boat again, Gaddy. We're goinghiaak that fat frog out on his neck,
and tow that tub across to the other side and tip there, out of sight. When those
Greyfriars cads come back from their walk, they leant for it—as long as they like.’
Five fellows overhead grinned, as Pon’s voice #8daip. They were quite enjoying this
bird’s-eye view of Pon and Co.

‘Dear old Pon!” murmured Bob Cherry. ‘Always upgomething! | sort of think he’s
going to get a surprise shortly.’

‘Sort of!” chuckled Nugent.

‘The surprisefulness will probably be terrific,'igned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘This
time the esteemed and execrable Pon’s knaviststvikbe a boot on the other leg.’
Gadsby'’s voice floated up.

‘Well, that’s all right, Pon! Hand me the boat-h¢akd I'll wake up that snoring
grampus.’

‘I'll wake him up!” chuckled Pon.

Holding on to the Nautilus with his left, Ponsorgigked up a boat-hook with his right.
His comrades watched him, grinning, as he leaned towards the slumbering Owl of
the Remove.

Billy Bunter was deep in happy slumber. No doubtioaild have continued to slumber,
had Pon and Co. ‘walked off’ with the boat, as thag done before. But he did not
continue to slumber when Pon jabbed with the boakhEven Billy Bunter's powers as
a Rip van Winkle were not proof against that. Hmeayuite suddenly out of the realm of
dreams.

‘Yarooooooh!

Bunter’s wild yell echoed into Berkshire on oneesaf the Thames, and into Oxfordshire
on the other.

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ came from Pon and Co.

‘Yoo-ow-ow! Who's that? What's that? Is that yowpiBCherry, you beast? Ow! wow!
yo-ow! Yaroooh!” added Bunter, frantically, as Hahbed again, and he scrambled
wildly up. His eyes popped at Pon and Co.

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Bunter. ‘Keep that boat-hoakag, you rotter—wow! | say, you
fellows! Help! Rescue! | say—yarooh.’

‘Hop out of it, you fat frog!” grinned Ponsonby, twianother lunge of the boat-hook.
‘Ow! wow! yow!’

‘Hop it!" chuckled Monson. ‘Puncture him, Pon, i ldoesn’t hop it! Those Greyfriars
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swobs may be near enough to hear him yell.’

The Greyfriars party were near—much nearer thanddordreamed. They were already
scrambling down the branches of the tall oak. Buget they were not in view: and the
Highcliffians had not the remotest idea of what wasning.

‘Puncture him,” chuckled Gadsby.

Billy Bunter made a frantic bound to the bank, st lange from the boat-hook
accelerating his bound. He rolled in the grassraaded.

Pon, laughing, dropped the boat-hook, and jumptdtire Nautilus. The next item on the
Highcliffe programme was casting the boat loosé, tawing it across the river. But that
part of the programme was never carried out.

Five fellows were slithering swiftly down the talak. The ascent of that tall tree had
been somewhat laborious: but, as in fabled Avedfiwdd, the descent was facile—they
fairly whizzed down. In a matter of seconds theyaneaping from the lower branches.
And five grisly ghosts could hardly have startlesh”and Co. more, than that sudden and
unexpected appearance of the Famous Five in thle. fle

CHAPTER 30
NEW USE FOR A FRYING-PAN

‘HALLO, hallo, hallo! roared Bob Cherry.

‘Oh!" gasped Ponsonby.

He spun round in the Nautilus, staring at Bob, veittging eyes. Gadsby and Monson,
holding on to the gunwale, stared. Billy Buntededland roared, unheeded, on the bank.
A couple of minutes would have been enough for &whCo. But they were not given a
couple of seconds. Bob Cherry was the first to kamdhis feet. He did not pause: he
leaped into the Nautilus, as his comrades dropped the branches behind him.

The boat rocked as Bob crashed into it, and Pamlsing, sat down in the bows. He sat
and stared, almost gibbering, in his amazement.

‘Oh, scissors!’ gasped Gadsby. ‘They're herel’

‘Up that tree!” stuttered Monson.

Never had three mischievous young rascals been sketterly by surprise. Pon sat in
the Nautilus, gibbering—Gaddy and Monson gibberethfthe Gay Lark.

But as the rest of the Co. followed Bob into theutlas, they let go the gunwale, and the
Gay Lark rocked clear. Monson grabbed up an oar.

‘Jump, Pon!" he shouted.

Pon would gladly have jumped. But he had no chahgemping. As he scrambled up,
Bob gave him a push on the chest, and he sat doteibows again.

‘Stick where you are, my pippin!” said Bob, chegril

‘Collar them!” shouted Johnny Bull.

Monson shoved at the Nautilus with the oar, and3hg Lark rocked out of jumping
distance in time. Johnny, about to leap from oregt bmthe other, paused, as the water
widened between. Pon was in the hands of the enleisipals were chiefly concerned
with keeping out of those hands—and they just did i

Ponsonby scrambled up again. This time Bob kintibmneed him to remain on his feet.
But he gave only one look at the Gay Lark. It wadlwut on the river, and Pon did not
want to jump into the Thames. Gadsby and Monsoth, @ars ready to dip, looked on
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from a distance.

Pon scowled at them: and then scowled at the Gaeyfparty. The Famous Five did not
scowl back. They smiled. They found the situatiotedaining, if Pon did not.

‘Nice seeing you again, Pon,’ said Bob Cherry, laifa

‘The nicefulness is terrific,” grinned Hurree J&anRam Singh.

‘We were not quite so far away, this time, as yancied!” said Harry Wharton, laughing.
‘Taking our boat away to tie up on the other bank@uired Nugent. ‘Get on with it,
Pon.’

‘Do!’ said Johnny Bull.

Pon did not look like getting on with it. Gladly uld have departed, without towing
the Nautilus across to Oxfordshire. But there wasl@parture yet for Pon.

Billy Bunter heaved himself up in the grass onlthek. He set his spectacles straight on
his fat little nose, and blinked into the Nautilks blink at Cecil Ponsonby was
positively ferocious.

‘| say, you fellows,” spluttered Bunter. ‘Don’t leim get away! Wait till | get at him with
the boat-hook!’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

The fat Owl scrambled back into the boat. His egteamed behind his spectacles as he
grabbed up the Nautilus’s boat-hook. Pon gave d bbalarm as the fat junior started
towards him in the bows.

‘Keep that fat lunatic off!" he yelled.

Pon had jabbed Bunter with the Gay Lark’s boat-h@&k evidently his view was that
jabs from a boat-hook were among the things whichmore blessed to give than to
receive! He did not want any jabs from Bunter.

‘Hold on, Bunter,’” exclaimed Harry.

‘Lemme gerrat him—"’

Bob Cherry grasped a fat shoulder.

‘Hold on, you ferocious old porpoise—.’

‘Shan’'t! yelled Bunter. ‘Leggo! He jolly well purtared me—I'm jolly well going to
puncture him—.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

Ponsonby backed into the extremity of the bowg,ggsaping a lunge. But Bob’s
powerful grasp jerked back the vengeful Owil.

‘Chuck it, old fat man,” he said, soothingly.

‘Leggo! yelled Bunter.

‘Keep him off!’ gasped Ponsonby.

‘Rot!" growled Johnny Bull. ‘Tit for tat! Let Buntegive him a jab or two.’

But Bob jerked the boat-hook from the fat hand.

‘Look here,” hooted Johnny. ‘We’re not letting théighcliffe cad off, when he was
going to strand us a second time—.’

‘Not at all,” said Bob. ‘Pon came here to ask tpand he’s going to get what he asked
for. Bunter’s going to give him six! Like to giveoR six, Bunter?’

‘Oh! Yes! Rather! chirruped Bunter.

‘Sort out the frying-pan,’ said Bob.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

There was a howl of laughter on the Nautilus. Pidmdt join in it. The prospect of ‘six’
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from a frying-pan, wielded in the avenging handhaf incensed fat Owl, did not move
Pon to merriment.

‘Look here, let me get back to my boat,” he pantedl—I’ll keep clear of you after
this—.’

‘Six on the bags will help you to remember to ketgar,” said Bob. ‘Bend over, Pon?!’
‘Ha, ha, hal

‘Bend over, you Highcliffe swob!" yelled Bunterpflrishing the frying-pan. ‘Now, then!
Sharp!

‘Ha, ha, ha!

Pon cast a longing look at the Gay Lark. But theas no escape for him. Gadsby and
Monson were keeping their distance—not that theydbave helped Pon by coming
nearer. Pon had asked for it: and that for whichdmk asked was coming to him. His
friends in the Gay Lark could only look on, gla@thhey too were not on the Nautilus to
take a share of the frying-pan.

‘Bending over, Pon?’ grinned Johnny Bull. ‘Ready?’

Pon was not ready. But he had no choice in theemathe Famous Five closed in on
him, and collared him: and in vigorous hands he tiygeed over a thwart, in a favourable
position for taking ‘six’.

‘Go it, Bunter!” chuckled Bob.

Billy Bunter ‘went’ it, with vigour. Up went the #ing- pan, and down it came, landing
on Pon’s elegant flannel bags with a whop that @rey the Thames like a rifle-shot. A
frantic yell followed.

Whop! whop! whop!

‘Oh, my hat!’ gasped Gadsby. ‘Look!’

‘Oh, scissors!’ said Monson.

They looked—and grinned. To an onlooker, no dobbtd was something comic in a
fellow taking ‘six’ from a frying-pan. The Greyfrigs fellows were laughing— Gadsby
and Monson were grinning. The only fellow who was entertained was Ponsonby.
Like the old Queen. Pon was not amused.

Whop! whop! whop!

‘Ow! Oh! Stoppit! Wow! yelled Pon.

Up went the frying-pan again. But Bob Cherry caugbgefore it could descend on the
wriggling, yelling Highcliffian.

‘That's six, old fat man,” said Bob.

‘Leggo! howled Bunter. ‘Pon hasn’'t had enough—.’

‘Let’s ask Pon,” said Bob. ‘He would know. Have yload enough Pon'?’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

Pon, to judge by his frantic yells, had had enoagld a little over. Six did not seem to
satisfy Billy Bunter: he seemed prepared to malsextly, if not six hundred! But Bob
jerked the frying-pan away. The wriggling Pon togtkto his feet. If looks could have
slain, the look he gave the Greyfriars boatingypanight have caused the Nautilus to be
left suddenly without a crew. Fortunately, looksiicim't.

‘Now boot him off the boat!” said Bob. ‘All you fielws kick together! Stand steady,
Pon?l’

Pon did not stand steady. He did not stand aHallnade a desperate bound to the bank,
stumbled over there, and rolled in the grass.
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‘Time we pushed on up the river,’ said Bob. ‘I sltm’t wonder if Pon steers clear, after
this. He doesn’t seem to like frying-pans.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

The crew of the Nautilus, laughing, cast loose pushed off. Not till a bend of the
winding river hid them, did Gadsby and Monson veatw pull in, for Pon. And when
the Highcliffe party pushed off again, the nos¢hef Gay Lark was turned down-river,
instead of up. Pon, at long last, had had enoughhgs chief desire now was to keep a
good length of the Thames between himself and tlegf@Gars boating party.

CHAPTER 31
BOB CHERRY GETS THE NEWS
‘POTTERY
‘Oh!" breathed Bob Cherry.
‘Greene!’

Bob came to a sudden halt.

He knew the stentorian voice that woke the echbd#seccountry lane. He could not see
the bawler, but he knew who bawled. Either the BtBashan had got loose in
Oxfordshire, or else Horace Coker, of the FifthrR@t Greyfriars School, was at hand.
Obviously, it couldn’t be the Bull of Basham. Savias Horace Coker.

‘Potter! Greene! Oh, my hat! Lost again!” There vaaisexasperated tone in Coker’s
bawl.

Bob, standing still, looked round warily. He wasera: and on his own, he did not want
to meet Coker. Why Coker hunted for trouble, eweng he encountered the Remove
party, they did not know: having so far no suspionhatever of the extraordinary
strategem by which Billy Bunter had obtained poswesof the Nautilus for a holiday up
the river. But Coker did hunt for trouble: thereswa doubt on that point. The Famous
Five, in a bunch, were able to give him all theibie he wanted, and some over: but
singly, they had to consider size and weight. BBeh, strong and sturdy, and good man
with his hands as he was, had little chance in €skeighty grasp, on his own. So when
Coker’s stentorian bawl fell on his ears, it beltbten to be wary.

The Greyfriars boating party were camped above &&ishythe, in a pleasant little
meadow on the river. Bob had walked to a villagepsfor supplies. Now he was
returning, with a well-filled rucksack slung on lsisoulder, by a shady little country lane
that led down to the Thames. But he was stillgb@d distance from camp: much too far
for his friends to hear a shout: even Coker’s shBatcaution was indicated.

‘That ass!” muttered Bob.

Coker had been left below Oxford. The juniors haensand heard nothing of him since.
Indeed, they had forgotten him. But it was evideow that Coker had not remained on
the lower side of that ancient seat of learningwds at hand!

Just ahead of Bob was a turn in the leafy lane e€dieyond that turn, was bawling. It
seemed, from his words, that he had lost PotteiGredne, or that they had lost him:
which had in fact been quite a frequent happeninrghd Coker’s trail up the Thames.
‘Potter! Greene!’

That bawl was followed by heavy footsteps. Cokes w@aming. He was about to come
round the turn, and run into Bob Cherry. Bob sitégged into the high hawthorn hedge
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that bordered the lane, with the sage idea of stgriaehind that hedge till Coker had
passed. He was not hunting for trouble on that géwgust afternoon.

Tramp, tramp, tramp, came the largest feet in tfia Form at Greyfriars. Coker’s bawl
accompanied them, from round the corner ahead.

‘Potter! Greene!’

Bob, behind the hedge, grinned. He had pusheddghrthe hawthorns to the inner side,
no gap being available at the spot. But at a ldistance up the lane, nearer the corner,
was a gap: and near it—actually crouching behiedhiédge, were two figures.

Bob Cherry suppressed a chuckle, as he recogntéer Rnd Greene of the Greyfriars
Fifth.

They were not so far away as Coker supposed, Wweaemderstudied Stentor. They were
in fact, only a few yards from Coker’s trampingtfaad bawling voice, They were not
looking towards Bob. They were watching that gafhenhedge, as they crouched in
cover. Coker was looking for them: but plainly theigt not want to be found. Bob had a
view of their backs: but Coker, if he looked thrauge gap in the hedge, would have a
view of their faces. Probably Potter and Greenesvleping fervently that he wouldn't.
‘Potter! Greene!’

Coker came to a halt, bawling.

‘Where are you? Have you wandered away again, flguasses? Can't | take my eye off
without you getting lost? My hat! We’'re right oretlrack of those young Remove
rotters, and now you go and get lost again! PoGeeene!’

Perhaps it was no wonder that Coker was exaspetdéehad lost Potter and Greene so
often. He bawled and bawled.

The two figures behind the hedge remained still sitght as mice with the cat at hand.
They, like Bob further down, waited for Coker taspan. So far, they had had great luck
in losing Coker when, as so often, his companyegdadn them.

But this time their luck was out! Apparently it azced to Coker, as he did not see them
in the lane, to step through the gap in the hedgesaan the adjoining field. He stepped
through—stepping almost into them. He gave a stitimp as he saw them.
‘Why—what—how—." Coker fairly stuttered, as he st@mat Potter and Greene behind
the hedge. ‘How—what—why, you heard me all the tinvehy, you ticks, you jolly well
heard me and didn’t answer—didn’t you want me ol fyou, what?’

‘Oh!’ gasped Potter. ‘No—yes—you see—.’

‘We—we—we——’ stammered Greene.

Really, it was difficult to explain. It was obvigusven to the unsuspicious Horace, that
Potter and Greene had been deliberately hidinghdethat hedge, deliberately keeping
out of his sight, deliberately lending deaf earkitbawling.

It dawned on Coker.

‘You—you—you—!" gasped Coker.

Possibly some doubt had already germinated in Cok&nd, so very often had Potter
and Greene been ‘lost’ up and down the Thamesyalieyhow, Coker knew now how
the matter stood. When a thing was absolutely als/and unmistakable, even Coker
could see it. Potter and Greene were not ‘loseytwere dodging him—Iosing him on
purpose! The wrath that gathered in Horace Cokedgged brow, as he realized it, was
tremendous. Achilles’ wrath, famed in ancient sdray simply nothing on it.
‘You—you—you—"!" repeated Coker, in a gasping voitodging a fellow—skulking
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out of sight—pretending not to hear me-letting anrdawn—making a fool of a
fellow—.’

‘You—you see—we—we—L*-stammered Greene.

‘| see!’ roared Coker. ‘And | jolly well see a lof things | didn’'t see before, too. You
ticks—you smugs—you smudges—.’

‘Look here, we're jolly well fagged out,” exclaimébtter. ‘You've been tramping us off
our legs all day, and we're fed up, see?’ Pottensal goaded, at last, into rebellion. ‘We
want a rest! We've told you so a dozen times! Thargkre going to march about hunting
for those Remove fags till our legs drop off?’

‘Blow 'em, anyway,’ said Greene.

‘Haven't we got to find them?’ bawled Coker. ‘Havethey bagged my boat, and left me
to whistle for it? Didn’t they walk off with my boat Staines, and haven’t they had it
ever since? Haven't they chucked me out of my owvet®

Bob Cherry, a dozen yards along the hedge, jumimedsa clear of the ground, as he
heard that! He was getting news!

‘Have they got the Nautilus, or haven't they?’ mdon Coker.

‘Oh, bother the Nautilus! yapped Potter. ‘Precicost of holiday we’re getting, rooting
up and down the Thames after your dashed boat.’

‘Blow 'em, and blow the boat! said Greene. Cleallpth Coker’s followers were in a
fed-up state. Now that they had been caught imtheas it were, pulling Coker’s leg was
no longer a practical proposition. So Potter anele@e were letting themselves go a little.
Coker fairly gurgled with wrath.

‘They’ve got my boat! he gasped. ‘They’ve scofi@g boat, and scoffed everything that
my Aunt Judy had packed in it for me. Have theyhawven't they? Did that fat villain
Bunter give my name at Mawson’s boat-yard, anchgety with my boat, or didn’t he?
What? Didn’t they pitch me neck and crop out of amyn boat down at Wallingford? Did
they or did they not? And instead of backing meauget it back, you dodge a fellow
behind a hedge—and pretend not to hear him wheallee—.” Coker snorted, with

wrath and scorn. ‘Tired, are you? Like to sit doavd rest for a couple of hours after
walking a couple of miles—. Made of putty, | supges.’

‘We’'ve walked a dozen miles to-day,” hooted Pottand we're jolly well not walking
another yard, see?’

‘Not another inch! said Greene.

‘So you can shut up,” added Potter.

‘And give us a rest!’ said Greene.

It was rank rebellion at last! Coker gazed at thelenseemed at a loss for words. But if
he was at a loss for words, he was not at a lossction. He made a stride at Potter and
Greene, grasped them, and brought their headshtergsith a sounding concussion.
Crack!

‘Oh, my hat!” breathed Bob Cherry, gazing on thensc

Two simultaneous yells, from Potter and Greena)ded into one. Coker stepped back,
still glaring wrath. He had knocked their headsetbgr, which in Coker’s opinion at all
events, was the very least they deserved. Cokear,cobld be magnanimous, was
probably prepared to leave it at that. Potter arek@e, on the other hand, were not. To
Potter and Greene it was the last straw.

They hurled themselves at Coker.
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Coker was up-ended before he knew what was hapgpadeawent with a crash into a
bed of stinging-nettles under the hedge. He rohdtie nettles and roared.

Leaving him to roll and roar, Potter and Greenapgl®ared through the gap in the hedge.
It was only judicious to travel before Coker got otithose stinging nettles. They
travelled rapidly.

‘Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry, the unnoticed $giec of the entertainment. ‘Ha, ha,
hal’

Coker, gasping, struggled out of the nettles. Heegl round for Potter and Greene. He
did not see them—what he saw was a Remove jurnoreslistance along the hedge,
doubled up with merriment.

‘By gum!’ gasped Coker.

Dismissing his faithless followers, momentarilygrit mind, Coker tore along the hedge
towards Bob Cherry. Bob, still laughing, plungeabthrough the hawthorns into the
lane. After him plunged Horace Coker, with vengéfaihd outstretched to grasp.

A well-packed rucksack, swinging through the ampse in the middle of Coker’s rugged
features, just in time. Coker, with a wild howlJlepsed in the hedge. Bob Cherry did
that leafy lane as if he were on the cinder-patil: lze had vanished into space long
before Horace Coker struggled out of the hawthaand,took up pursuit.

CHAPTER 32
WHOSE BOAT ?

‘You fat villain!’

‘Eh?’

‘You piratical porpoise!

‘Wha-at?’

‘You fat, foozling, footling, frumptious frump!’

‘Oh, really, Cherry—"’

Billy Bunter’s little round eyes opened wide behimd big round spectacles in his
astonishment. Four other fellows in the Nautilegiarded Bob Cherry with equal
surprise. What was the matter with Bob, was quitgyatery to the crew of the Nautilus.
The boat, tied up to a willow, rocked gently on filgery Thames. It was a peaceful
scene—till Bob arrived. Meadows stretched fromlibeks, backed by woods and hills.
The summer sun shone down from a blue sky. It wés ¢fyllic: and on the boat, all
was calm contentment. Harry Wharton and Hurree éaRam Singh played chess,
Frank Nugent sketched a picturesque spot in higlskmok, Johnny Bull industriously
mended a rent in his sleeve, and Billy Bunter spedwand lazed on cushions, while they
waited for Bob to return with the supplies for thavas a scene of peace, perfect
peace— till Bob came. He came rather like a thupaler

He reappeared through the trees at a run. He pititteerucksack into the boat, and
followed it, with a jump that made the Nautiluskpand drew a startled squeak from
Billy Bunter. Then, to the general astonishmentatddressed Bunter, in an infuriated
roar.

Chess, sketching, and sleeve-mending, were forgagefour juniors stared at the
excited Bob. Billy Bunter sat up on the cushiorgKing at him. Bob, to the further
amazement of the Nautilus’s crew, shook his fistarrthe fat Owl's fat little nose,
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causing Bunter to start back with a how! of alarm.

‘What on earth—!" exclaimed Harry Wharton.

‘Bob, old chap—!" exclaimed Nugent.

‘Gone crackers?’ inquired Johnny Bull.

‘My esteemed and ridiculous Bob—!" ejaculated Herdamset Ram Singh.

‘Here, you keep off!" yelled Billy Bunter. ‘Gone rda | say, you fellows, keep him off!
What have | done, I'd like to know.’

‘I'll burst him!” roared Bob.

‘But what—for goodness sake—what—!" exclaimed Harry

‘The fat villain?

‘Yaroooh! yelled Billy Bunter, as Bob grabbed himg a fat neck. ‘Ow! Leggo ! Help! |
say, you fellows—.’

Four fellows seized hold of Bob Cherry, and draggied of Bunter. Really, he looked as
if he might have done the fat Owl some damage.ddeldr never had Bob been seen in
So towering a state of wrath.

‘Let go, you silly ass!” hooted Bob. ‘I'm going tmurst him all over the boat, and then
chuck him overboard.’

‘Yarooooh!’

‘Easy does it,” said Harry, soothingly. ‘If anytigis the matter—.’

‘IfY" roared Bob. ‘Whose boat do you think this is?

‘Eh! Bunter's—.” said Harry, blankly, “You know Btier stood the boat for this trip-what
do you mean?’

‘It's Coker’s!” shrieked Bob.

‘What?’

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Billy Bunter. Bunter, at leastd the clue to Bob’s excitement now.
Evidently, Bob had found out!

But the other fellows were still in the dark. Thegred at Bob in wonder.

‘Wandering in your mind, old man?’ asked Nugentowcould it be Coker’s, when we
know it was lent to Bunter for the hols, and—.’

‘That ass Coker seemed to fancy that he couldrciv/laaid Johnny Bull. ‘That doesn’t
make it his, | suppose.’

‘| tell you it's Coker’s!” roared Bob. ‘That fat {fain has been diddling us all along the
line. It's Coker’s boat! That's why he’s after it!’

‘But—but Bunter told us—.’

‘Wouldn’t Bunter tell anybody anything,” howled Bob

‘Oh! Yes! But—.’

‘Look here, suppose you explain,” suggested JolBuily “You can burst Bunter
afterwards.’

‘Oh, really, Bull—.’

‘Bunter will keep! said Harry. ‘Look here, this snds sheer rot to me, Bob. How do you
know—.’

Bob Cherry calmed down a little.

‘I came across Coker, back in that lane,” he skid.was blowing off steam to Potter and
Greene, and it all came out—.’

‘Oh, my hat!” said Nugent. ‘Is Coker around again?’

‘Yes, he is: and he’s after this boat: and he’stgdtave it, as it's his,” howled Bob. ‘It
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was all fixed up for him by his Aunt Judy—all trgaub that we scoffed the first few days
was stacked up for Coker—.’

‘Oh, crumbs!’

‘Know now why Bunter made us wait on the tow-pablee Staines Bridge, while he
fetched the boat across?’ bawled Bob. ‘He was manout Coker’'s name at the boat-
yard, and getting hold of Coker’s boat.’

‘Oh, scissors!’

‘That's why be was in such a hurry to get up tiveni He knew Coker would be after his
boat—.’

‘Oh, suffering cats!’

‘Now you know! gasped Bob. ‘He’s diddled us intadging Coker’s boat—we’ve been
tripping in it a couple of weeks, never knowing—wime’ve even pitched Coker out of
his own boat—.’

‘Oh, holy smoke!

‘That fat villain—that footling frump—that diddlingctopus—that dithering grampus—
that—that—!" Bob gasped for breath.

The Co. realized it at last. Now they knew, it expéd many little puzzling
circumstances. It was no wonder—now—that Billy Barrftad feared that Coker might
be ‘after him in the hols’. No wonder—now—that Cokad been after that boat! No
wonder that Coker had fancied that he could ‘bagas it happened to be his!

It was a startling—indeed overwhelming—discoverytte Famous Five. It was really
awful, to realize that, for a couple of weeks oa sinny Thames, they had been in
possession of Coker’s boat: and that they had kdrtte rightful owner so very
unceremoniously.

‘Coker’s boat!” said Harry Wharton, almost dazedly-I can’t quite get it down, yet.
That fat villain—""

‘I it's his boat, he’s got to have it,” said Nugen

‘It's his boat! growled Johnny Bull. ‘And we migholly well have known that there was
a catch somewhere. | told you so—.’

‘The catchfulness was terrific,” said Hurree Jani&atn Singh, ‘and the slayfulness of
the esteemed and execrable Bunter is the nextatethe absurd programme.’

‘Diddled, dished, and done, by that fat frog!” &feed Johnny Bull. ‘Bunter stood the
boat—and we stood the rest—and it was Coker’s beatood—.’

‘If that fathead Coker had had the sense to expiastead of going off at the deep
end—.’

‘He fancied we were all in it, with Bunter!” hiss@&bb. ‘He hadn’t sense enough to know
that Bunter took us in. That fat villain diddledvhout of the boat, just as he diddled him
out of that hamper—Coker doesn’t know that he a@iddis too—.’

‘Well, we can tell him, and give him back his dagtwat,” said Harry. ‘It will muck up
the trip, but that can’t be helped. Now, Bunter—!

Five deadly glares were fixed on the hapless fat By Bunter had listened, with
intensifying alarm in his fat face. The secret|@wy kept, was out now: and the lagging
foot of justice had overtaken the fat offenderlyBBunter was feeling very uneasy. He
had reason so to feel.

‘I—I say, you fellows—!" stammered Bunter.

‘Anything to say before we scrag you bald-headed, zoot you off the boat?’ asked
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Johnny Bull.

‘Oh, really, Bull—.’

‘Collar him—"

‘Yarooh! | say, you fellows, let a fellow speak'dowled Bunter. ‘I say, tain’t Coker’s
boat at all. | never heard him talking about itGGaeyfriars, and | never picked up that
letter he left in the cloisters—.’

‘That letter he showed us in the study! roared BGloker’s, of course.’

‘Scrag him!

‘| say, you fellows, | didn't—I mean | wasn’'t—I nev’ howled Bunter. ‘It—it’s all a
mistake. Tain’t Coker’s boat at all, and | nevevgais name at the boat-yard—never
thought of such a thing! Besides, they wouldn’ténéat me have the boat if | hadn’t.’
‘Oh, crumbs!’

‘Serve him jolly well right, too,” added Bunter, waly. ‘Didn’t he jolly well give me six,
just as if he was a prefect? Didn't | jolly wellysiéd dish him in the hols? You know |
did.’

‘And you diddled us too! roared Bob.

‘Well, | like that!” exclaimed Bunter, indignantlyiHere I've stood you a splendid boat
for the hols, not costing you a penny, and thad\w lyou thank a chap! Turning on a
fellow after all he’s done for you! Talk about angnateful tooth being sharper than a
serpent’s child!’

‘I'm going to burst him!" gasped Bob Cherry.

‘| say, you fellows, if Coker’s about, we’d betfaush off,” said Bunter. ‘We don’t want
Coker coming here and making a fuss about his B@a.t his boat, either—nothing of
the kind! I—I hope you fellows can take my word abthat!’

The fellows did not look like taking Bunter’s woatbout that! They all grabbed at Bunter
together: and the fat Owl made a wild backward looato the bows to escape clutching
hands.

His escape would not have lasted many secondsit hiat moment, came a crash of
heavy footsteps, and a roar, from the bank.

‘Got you, have 1?’

The juniors stared round, Billy Bunter’s eyes altmmspoping through his spectacles, as
the burly figure and rugged face of Coker of thighFtame into view. Coker, red with
running and wrath, charged down the bank, withethident intention of leaping
headlong into the Nautilus.

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Bunter.

The Famous Five, at close quarters, looked rathegerous. But they did not look so
dangerous as Horace Coker. Bunter tore frantiedltihe painter and dragged it loose,
grabbed the boat-hook, and shoved wildly at th&xb&he Nautilus rocked out into the
Thames, as Coker came racing down to the margexehlas quite a wide space
between boat and bank, when Horace Coker’s laigjesfdashed in the river’'s brim.
Bunter shoved again, frantically.

That did not stop Coker.

He jumped.

CHAPTER 33
COKER’S CATCH
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SPLASH!

It was quite a water-spout.

‘Oh, my hat!’ gasped Bob Cherry.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

Coker landed in the Thames a yard short of the iNiguHe hit the Thames with a
mighty splash, and disappeared.

Water spouted up, and every fellow on the Nautias sprinkled. The boat rocked, and
Billy Bunter sat down unintentionally. He bumpedianared. The Famous Five kept
their footing, staring at the widening circles wia&oker had gone in. For the moment
they forgot Bunter. Horace Coker’s performance dwear interested them more. Coker,
of course, had not intended to dive. He had intdriddeap into the boat. It was like
Coker to dive into the river instead, and it strtic& boating party as comic. They
grinned as they watched for Coker to come up.

But Coker did not come up.

Five faces grew suddenly serious.

They expected Coker, as a matter of course, t@ezapn a moment or two, and clutch at
the gunwale. But several moments passed, and heotidappear. The juniors
exchanged startled looks. The water, at that pwias, deep. Coker had gone deep down.
It looked as if he was staying down. The circleslenwater widened and widened and
faded out. There was no sign of Coker.

‘Oh!" gasped Harry Wharton. ‘Coker—.’

‘Can’t he swim?’ exclaimed Bob.

‘Coker—"

‘We've got to help him—.’

‘| say, you fellows.’ It was a squeak from Buntéisay, I'm all wet. | say, I've knocked
my funny-bone! | say—.’

‘Shut up!” shrieked Bob.

‘Oh, really, Cherry—"’

‘He hasn’t come up,’ breathed Bob. ‘I'll go in faim. You fellows have the boat-hook
ready—.’

Splash!

‘Urrrrrgggh?’

All eyes were on the spot where Coker had gonBuhsudden sounds from the other
side of the Nautilus caused the Famous Five torspind like five humming- tops. They
stared out on the river: and there was a genesal ghrelief.

Splash! splash! Gurgle!

‘There he is!" panted Nugent.

There was Coker—floundering wildly in the Thames. lthd gone in on one side of the
Nautilus, and come up on the other, several yaois the boat. It was an immense relief
to see him.

Nevertheless, it was obvious that Coker, thoughddecome up, was in sore need of aid.
He splashed wildly, rather like a thrashing while.gurgled and spluttered. It did not
even occur to Coker’s powerful brain to keep hisuithashut, and quite a lot of the
Thames flowed into it. He floundered and wallowed drifted with the current, sinking
under again: and what might have happened ultim&dHorace Coker, had not the
Famous Five been at hand, was a quite alarmingiqoes
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Luckily, they were at hand, and ready to help. Bierry put his hands together and shot
into the river, cleaving it like an arrow for Cokeétfarry Wharton was hardly a second
after him. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh grasped thehwa and stood ready: Johnny Bull
and Nugent seized the oars and tolled the boatthteswimmers.

‘Gurrrrrrrrgggh?’

Coker’s head surged up from the Thames, his matithppen, emitting a suffocated
gurgle. It would have gone under again, but twovacgwimmers had reached him, and
helping hands grasped him. Wharton and Bob gdtdusl above the water, and kept it
there, and Coker, gasping for breath, was ablak® in something less solid than
Thames water. He gasped, and gasped, and clutthiegltavo juniors.

‘Let go!’ panted Bob. ‘We’ve got you.’

‘Don’t drag us down! gasped Harry.

No doubt Coker was in a dazed and dizzy state.dPiglhe was quite unaware that he
was dragging his rescuers down. But with one anmddob’s neck, and the other hand
gripping Harry Wharton’s hair, Coker was reallyhmt a dangerous acquaintance in deep
water.

But the boat was on the spot now.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh reached out and hooke@r€gjkasping splutter changed
into a sudden howl, as the boat-hook hooked dmdked in his jacket, but possibly a
little skin went with the jacket.

Anyhow, Coker was safely hooked, and the nabobhafnfour dragged. Coker was
hauled towards the Nautilus, and Bob and Harry \téinawvere able to free themselves
from his frantic grasp.

‘Urrrrrggh!” gurgled Coker.

Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent leaned over and gchbpa. Coker was past helping
himself. They dragged him up, and Hurree Jamset Riagh dropped the boat-hook, and
lent aid with two dusky hands. Coker, drencheddnygping, and hardly knowing where
he was or what was happening to him, was pullex/er the rocking gunwale, and
landed safely in the boat. There he sprawled atenbth, in a pool of water, feebly

gurgling.
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Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry clambered in after.hiimey were as drenched and
dripping as Coker, and they stood panting, withwiager running down them: but little
the worse for their dip. Coker looked a good dealworse for his.

‘Urrrrrggh!” gurgled Coker. ‘Wurrggh! Ooooogh!” Heat up at last, dizzily.

Billy Bunter gave him an uneasy blink.

‘| say, you fellows—I' squeaked Bunter.

‘Shut up, Bunter?!’

‘Shan’t’ hooted Bunter. ‘I say, chuck him out dretbank. We don’t want him here,
kicking up a row and making out that this boatis-h.’

‘It is his, you fat villain, and we’re going to hait over to him!” roared Bob Cherry.
‘Tain’'t!” yelled Bunter, ‘and | can jolly well say—yaroooh! Leave off kicking me, Bull,
you beast! Wow!

‘Feeling better, Coker?’ asked Harry Wharton polfite

‘Gurrggh! Oooogh! Aytishoo!

‘Oh, my hat?’

‘Choooh—chooh—aytishoooh!” It came from Coker altidse a foghorn. ‘Oooooogh!
Aytishooh! Aytishooh! Coker sneezed, and sneeaed, sneezed, and coughed and
coughed, and gurgled and gurgled. He was quite. bupked as if Coker had caught a
bad cold in the Thames.

‘Poor old Coker!" sighed Bob.

‘Aytishooh!’

‘Get him a towel—.’

‘Oogh! Aytishooh! Woooh | You young ticks!” gaspébker. ‘Oooch! | was going to—
aytishooh—I mean | was going to—whoo0-o00—oo0oh—$\gaing to thrash you all
round for bagging my boat—aytishooh! But I'll leby off now—aytishooh!’
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‘Thanks!" grinned Bob.

‘The thankfulness is terrific, my esteemed absuoHet.’

‘I mean it, gasped Coker. ‘Jolly decent of youctume in for me like that. | wasn't in any
danger, of course— I'm a pretty good swimmer.’

‘Oh! Ah! Yes.’

‘I was a bit dazed, perhaps,’” Coker admitted tiait | should have been all right, of
course.’

‘Of course!’” said Bob Cherry, solemnly.

‘Still, it was decent, and | jolly well won't thraghe lot of you, now,’ said Coker,
generously.

How Coker would have thrashed the lot of them, Iladtarted on that combined
operation, was a problem that, fortunately, didimote to be elucidated.

‘I'll let you off!" said Coker. ‘I'll—aytishooh! Whooooh! Somebody lend me a hanky!
Mine’s all wet.’

Frank Nugent lent him a handkerchief.

‘We didn’t bag your boat, Coker,” Harry Wharton peaded to explain. ‘That fat villain
Bunter bagged it, making out that it was lent tm hand we never knew a thing—hadn’t
an idea—.’

‘Not the foggiest!” said Bob.

‘And we’ve only just found out that it was your hpand you can have it back as soon as
you like!" grunted Johnny Bull. ‘And we’re going 8daughter Bunter for taking us in.’
‘The slaughterfulness will be terrific.’

‘Oh!" said Coker. ‘I thought—aytishooh! | thoughoy were all in it together, and | was
going to—aytishoooh—oooh—oo000p! Oh, gum! | beli¢we going to have a cold!
Ooogh.’

‘Here’s a towel,” said Bob. ‘Sorry, Coker—if we’dhawn it was your boat, we’'d have
handed it over the minute we saw you, down at Swribut how the dickens were we
to know, when that fat villain took us in—.’

‘That fat tick—"’

‘That fat grampus—"’

‘That fat diddler—"

‘We’ll push on to Newbridge, and hand you the kbate,’” said Harry Wharton. ‘|
daresay we can get another, to carry on our cralsghow, you're going to have your
boat, Coker.’

‘Aytishooooooh!’

Gargantuan sneezes accompanied the boating-pattgyapulled up to Newbridge.

CHAPTER 34
UNEXPECTED !

‘I SAY, you fellows—.’

‘Shut up, Bunter.’

‘But | say—.’

‘Boot him!’

‘Beast! Will you listen to a chap?’ hissed Buntenok here, just shove off while we've
got the chance, see?’
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Coker had landed. For the moment, he was busilymed—doubled up with an
enormous sneeze. Certainly it was an opporturitiiely had so desired, for the Famous
Five to push off, and leave him to it. Billy Bunt@pparently, saw no reason why they
shouldn’t. But Harry Wharton and Co. were not dsgubto play the part of pirates bold,
if Bunter was. Now that they knew that the Nautiess Coker’s boat, that matter was
settled.

‘You fat, footling, fibbing foozler!” said Bob Chey. ‘If you say another word, I'll jab
you with this boat-hook.’

‘But | say—yarooh!’ roared Bunter. ‘Keep that bdetek away, will you, you beast? |
was only going to say—who000-0000p"’

Billy Bunter scrambled out of reach.

‘Here you are, Coker,” said Harry Wharton. ‘We’tgour things out, and you can have
the boat as soon as you like.’

‘Aytishoooooh’

‘You've picked up a pretty bad cold,” said Bob. Yoan get a change at the inn,
Coker—.’

‘Atchoooooooh!”

‘We’'ll leave the boat here for you,’ said JohnnyliBu

‘| say, you fellows—.’

‘Shut up, Bunter.’

‘Aytishooh!” Coker gave a final roar, and found kisice. ‘You needn’t trouble. Think |
want to go boating in this state? Aytishooooh!’

Certainly Coker did not look in a boating state.lblgked as if a bed would suit him
better than a boat.

‘But—!" said Harry.

‘Don’t jaw! said Coker.

‘But—!" said Bob.

‘| said don't jaw.’

The Famous Five refrained from bumping Coker orbidngk. He was no more in a state
for bumping than for boating.

‘I was going to say—aytishooh! Atchoooh! | was gpio say—oooooooch! | mean, |
was going to say, it was pretty decent of you kadpull me out as you did. | wasn't in
any danger—a swimmer like me—but | daresay youiéghtwas, and it was pretty
decent. So | was going to say—aytishoooooooooh !’

Coker foghorned again.

‘You'd better get that cold seen to, Coker,” sardrik Nugent.

‘I know that without a silly fag telling me, Nugérdon’t jaw! | was going to say—
oooooch !'—it was pretty decent of you, considetimagt | was going to thrash you all
round, and you can have the boat. Think | wanbw I'm going to telephone from that
inn to my Aunt Judy, and get a car home. If you eauross Potter and Greene, tell ‘'em
I'll knock their heads together again, next terneoGgh! Aytishooh!’

‘But—"" said Harry.

‘That’s all! I'll lend you the boat for the hols.d€p it as long as you like. Urrrrggh!
Ooooogh! Aytishooh!

Horace Coker tramped away to the inn, without wgifor a reply. The Famous Five
gazed after him, and then gazed at one anothesraiidd, as Coker’s squelching
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footsteps and echoing sneezes died away.

It was an unexpected but very happy, ending. Tae af the Nautilus pushed off from
Newbridge in cheery mood: and in the general satigin, Billy Bunter escaped the
booting he richly deserved. The summer sun, shidown on the Thames, shone on no
brighter faces than those of Billy Bunter's BoatiParty.

THE END
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