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CHAPTER 1
SMITHY ASKS FOR IT

‘BUNTERY

‘Ohr’

‘You will go on, Bunter.’

‘Ohr’

Billy Bunter’s fat face registered dismay.

Really, there should have been nothing either gingy or dismaying in being called
upon to continue, in the Remove form-room, whergWivas the order of the day.

But William George Bunter—not for the first time—ehbeen inattentive. He had in fact
been more inattentive than usual.

Vernon-Smith had been on ‘con’: and every fellowha form-room should have been
following every word, ready to take up the taleafled upon. But Billy Bunter was not
the only fellow whose thoughts wandered a littlat tunny morning. It was close on
break-up at Greyfriars School: the summer holidagee just ahead: and the ‘hols’ were
in many minds. Even Harry Wharton and Co., gengrlite well-behaved in class, had
been whispering, and Mr. Quelch had caught the woké’ from their direction: a word
that certainly did not occur in the works of P.r¥iéus Maro: and he had frowned them
into silence. Now he suddenly rapped at Bunter,sgltboughts were far, far away.
There were excuses for Bunter. His plans for tlods’hwere still in a fluid state. It was a
problem. Harry Wharton and Co. might have beersauee, but those strenuous youths
were planning a summer hike. Hiking was a formyaréon: and no form of exertion
had any appeal for the fattest and laziest memhthiedGreyfriars Remove. Sadly Bunter
had washed them out. Now he was thinking of Smifimithy, who rolled in money, had
tremendously expensive holidays: which were attractf Smithy himself was not. The
snag was that Smithy wouldn’t have been found dedde ‘hols’ with Bunter. Such a
snag was not easy to get round.

So, instead of following the deathless verse ofVas Smithy translated, Bunter was
pondering on that problem: and Quelch’s sudderstatled him out of a brown study.
He clutched his book, and blinked at it throughtigsspectacles. But that hurried blink
served no useful purpose, as he had not the remdéeswhere Vernon-Smith had left
off.

Quelch’s gimlet eyes fixed on him.

‘Did you hear me tell you to go on, Bunter?’ ingadrMr. Quelch.

‘Oh! Yes, sir! Certainly, sir!” stammered Bunter.

‘Then go on at once.’

I—I—I ’

‘I am waiting, Bunter.” Quelch’s voice had an omursonote. Perhaps he was a little tired
of slackness in his form that morning.

‘|—I—I've lost the place, sir.’

‘You should not have lost the place, Bunter.’

‘Oh! Yes, sir! No, sir?’

‘You will go on from “condere gentem”, Bunter.” Atieer hurried blink discovered




‘condere gentem’.

But what followed was a mystery to Billy Bunter. Had had no time for prep the
previous evening. He had been too busy sittinquiaranchair. Prepared Latin did not
come easily to the Owl of the Remove. Unprepardthlmaight as well have been Dutch,
or double-Dutch.

‘Vix e conspectu Siculae telluris in altum—!" bledtBunter.

He paused. He had to pause.

Another rap from Quelch was due. But at that momgab Cherry dropped a book,
which landed with rather a bang on hard ancient dak gimlet eyes swerved round to
Bob. Luckily, Quelch did not guess that Bob hadoged that book with malice
aforethought, as it were, to give Bunter a chaBecg .he did not approve of dropping
books in class.

‘Cherry?

‘Oh! Yes, sir?’

‘You should not be so clumsy with your books, Cierr

‘Yes, sir—I mean, no, sirl’

‘You will take fifty lines, Cherry! Now pick up thdook, and take care that you do not
let it fall again.’

It was a brief respite: but it enabled Billy Bunterwhisper to Frank Nugent: ‘Will you
tell me what “vix” means?’

‘Hardly! whispered back Nugent.

‘Oh, you beast!" hissed Bunter. Bunter was not Kaic the uptake. It did not occur to
him that Nugent was giving him the translation rented. He took it for an answer in the
negative.

There was no time for more. Through with Bob Che@yelch swivelled back to Bunter.
‘Now, Bunter—’

‘Oh, lor’’ gasped Bunter.

‘What? What did you say, Bunter?’

‘Oh! Nothing, sir! I—I mean, |—I was just going tote-begin, sir! Vix e conspectu
Siculae telluris in altum—" moaned Bunter.

He had to pause again. It was possible, indeduagpte, that that line in the ZA£neid meant
something. But what it meant was deeply veiled fiiity Bunter.

‘I am waiting, Bunter!” Quelch’s tone was still nreominous.

‘Oh! Yes, sir! I—I think I've got it, sir,” moane8unter. ‘Vix e conspectu Siculae telluris
in altum, vela dabant—oh, lor’! —I mean—'

‘You have not prepared this lesson, Bunter.’

‘Oh! Yes, sir! |[—I—

‘Unless you translate that line immediately, Bunteshall cane you.” Quelch, evidently,
was growing wrathy !

‘Oh, crikey"”

The Remove master turned to his desk, and reaaltddhand for the cane that lay
thereon.

At that moment—the psychological moment, as it wevernon-Smith passed a slip of
paper along under the desks. It reached Bunterharadmost gasped with relief. A dozen
fellows saw Smithy’s action, and they fairly heletir breath. To give a fellow the
translation, right under Quelch’s gimlet eyes, isgpimore nerve than most of the



juniors possessed. But it was like Smithy. The Blaurof Greyfriars liked to make
fellows wonder at his nerve.

A moment more, and the gimlet eyes were on Burgaina

‘Bunter! Proceed, or—’

Billy Bunter proceeded. With that slip of papemis book, and the translation written
thereon, even Billy Bunter had no difficulty in peeding. He rattled it off quite fluently.
‘Vix e conspectu Siculae telluris in altum vela dab—Hardly out of sight of Sicilian
land, they spread their sails seaward—’

Perhaps that unusual fluency of Bunter's made Qu&lspicious. Or perhaps he read
something in the faces of some of the juniors. €&haps both! At all events, he made a
stride to Bunter, and took the book from a fat hakdlip of paper fluttered to the floor.
Quelch picked it up—and looked at it. The Remowellyabreathed. For the look that
came over Quelch’s expressive face rivalled th&lmdamanthus in his most
rhadamanthine mood.

There was a moment of silence—awful silence. TtaanecQuelch’s voice: not loud, but
deep.

‘Vernon-Smith!’

The Bounder drew a hard breath. He had displayzddrve once too often: and the
thunder was about to roll. But he was quite coad. \Hbice was even as he answered,
‘Yes, sirl’

‘You passed the translation to Bunter, Vernon-Shiitiis is written in your hand. You
will stand out before the form, Vernon-Smith.’

‘Very well, sir.’

Herbert Vernon-Smith lounged out before the forns tHanner was as impertinent as he
dared make it. Quelch’s cane was in his hand ndw.dimlet eyes glinted at Smithy.
‘Bend over that form, Vernon-Smith.’

With set lips, the Bounder bent over. Up went taees; and down it came: and a report
rather like a pistol-shot echoed through the Renfokm-room. It was only a single
swipe: but there was quite a lot of beef in it, &mel Bounder, with all his nerve, could
hardly keep back a yell.

‘Go back to your place, Vernon-Smith.’

Smithy, in silence, with smouldering eyes, wentkatachis place.

‘Hard luck, old chap!” whispered Harry Wharton,lespassed.

‘The hardfulness of the luck is terrific, esteensadithy!” breathed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

The whispers were very faint. But Quelch seemduhie unusually sharp ears that
morning. There was a sudden bark.

‘Wharton! Hurree Singh! Are you talking in class?’

‘Oh! Yes, sirV’

‘Yes, sirl’

‘Take fifty lines each.’

After that, there were no more whispers.



CHAPTER 2
BOOT FOR BUNTER!

‘TROT in, Smithy.’

Five voices joined in that cordial invitation, asrdert Vernon-Smith looked in at the
door of No. 1 Study in the Remove.

In that celebrated apartment, the Famous Five aietes.

Harry Wharton and Co. were not always, as a maftict, on the most cordial terms
with Smithy. His temper was a little too unrelialide that. But at the end of the term,
with the holidays and a glorious summer hike inspext, all little differences were
forgotten. Moreover the chums of the Remove felt 8mithy had had rather hard
measure in form that morning. True, he had brokstmiet rule: but it was upon a good-
natured impulse. He had been looking glum and ssilkge. So five cheery faces gave
Smithy a smiling welcome as he looked in.

‘Just in time for tea, old bean,” said Bob Cherry.

‘Here’s a chair!” said Frank Nugent.

‘Squat down, old chap,’ said Harry Wharton.

‘What are you doing in the “hols”, Smithy?’

‘We’re hiking.’

‘Like to join up, Smithy?’ asked Bob Cherry, witlgan. ‘Do you more good than rolling
in a Rolls.’

‘Glad to have you, Smithy, if you feel like footogging!” said Harry Wharton, with a
smile. ‘Like to make it six?’

‘The pleasurefulness of your execrable company avbelterrific, my esteemed Smithy!
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, solemnly.

Johnny Bull did not speak, but he gave a nod agaha Nothing, in fact, could have
been more cheery and cordial than Smithy’s greetidp. 1 Study. But it did not cause
his set face to relax. His brow was dark, and isemouldering. Evidently, Smithy had
not forgotten that swipe in form.

‘Thanks—I haven’t come to tea,’ he said, abruptfpu’ve got a pea-shooter in your
study, Cherry.’

‘Eh! Yes,” answered Bob, in surprise.

‘Will you lend it to me?’

‘Of course, if you want it. You'll find it on thedmkshelf, and a bag of peas, if you want
them. Who's going to be the happy victim?’

Vernon-Smith did not answer that question. He @dds the study window, which was
wide open to admit the summer breeze, and leanied ou

The Famous Five watched him, in surprise. Why tbe/from the study window
interested Smithy, was a puzzle. His own study ewmdave the same view: with one
exception: from No. 1 Study, a portion of the Heagtairden could be seen. But they
could not suppose that Smithy was specially intetes the Head’s garden. They stared
at his back, as he leaned from the window: and teeamed their tea.

‘| say, you fellows.’

Another figure appeared in the doorway: a figuie edmost filled it! It was that of
William George Bunter.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Fixed up for: the “hols” yeBunter?’ roared Bob Cherry.



‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Oh, really, Cherry!” Billy Bunter blinked at thévie through his big spectacles. Those
spectacles did not turn towards the window, anditienot observe the Bounder there,
leaning out. ‘I say, you fellows, seen Smithy?’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Blessed if | see anything to cackle at,” said Banpeevishly. ‘I say, | want to speak to
Smithy, about the “hols”, you know. He isn’t in lagidy. Know where he is ?’

‘O where and O where can he be?’ sang Bob Cherry.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Mooching off by himself somewhere, | expect,’ gted Bunter. ‘He’s been sulking ever
since Quelch gave him that whop this morning. | $aye you seen him lately?’

‘The latefulness is terrific, esteemed fat Buntehuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
‘Did he look good-tempered?’ asked Bunter. ‘You wnehat a beastly temper Smithy’s
got—’

‘Shut up, you ass,’ said Harry Wharton, hastilye Bounder, leaning out of the window,
could not see Bunter, but there was no doubt thaiolild hear him. His temper, beastly
or not, was not likely to be improved by hearinghBar's description of it.

‘Shan’t! retorted Bunter. "You know Smithy’s gotteastly temper just as well as | do.
You've had rows enough with him yourself, Whartbwant to speak to him about the
“hols"—but not if he’s still grousing over that wh@uelch gave him. Know what he’s
doing these “hols”?’

‘Better ask him.’

‘Well, I know his pal Redwing ain’t going with hifmsaid Bunter. ‘Redwing’s going on a
sea-trip with his father, as | happen to know—'

‘What a lot of things you happen to know that da@hcern you!” grunted Johnny Bull.
‘Well, | keep my ears open,’ said Bunter, compldlyen

‘Precious little goes on in the Remove that | ddmdw, | can tell you. Not that | was
anywhere near Smithy’s study when they were talkioger. I'm not the chap to listen
at a keyhole, | hope!

‘Hopeful chap, Bunter,” said Bob.

‘Well, as he will be on his own, he might like aaghto join up,” went on Bunter. ‘I'd
rather come with you fellows, really, if you wereirgg to have decent “hols™—
‘Thanks,’ said Harry Wharton, laughing.

‘The thankfulness is terrific.’

‘Look here, if you like to chuck up that silly ided hiking, and have a jolly holiday at
Margate, I'll come!” said Bunter, temptingly.

Bunter paused, like Brutus, for a reply. But he hadnore luck than Brutus. There was
no reply. That tempting offer did not seem to temhgt Famous Five.

‘Well, if you're going hiking, you can count me gwaid Bunter. ‘I wouldn’t be found
dead on a hike.’

‘Your mistake,’ said Bob Cherry. ‘You'd be foundatkafter the first half-mile, old fat
man.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Slogging in the sun and dust,’ said Bunter, corgarously. ‘Hardly good enough for
me. I'd rather go with Smithy, with all his beastimper. Smithy’s a good bit of a
bounder, and the way he splashes his money abptgtty sickening, and | can’t say that



| should be proud to be seen with him in the “hplgsit—'

Bunter was interrupted at that point.

Up to that point, the junior leaning from the windbad taken no heed of him. But at
that point, he drew in his head, and looked rodmd! the expression on his face was
rather alarming. He made a stride towards the et ®hen Bunter became aware of
him.

‘Oh, crikey! ejaculated Bunter, his little roungtess almost popping through his big
round spectacles at the Bounder. ‘I—I say, Smitihy,chap—I didn’t see you— | never
knew you were here—oh, crikey—'

‘Cut, you fat ass!” roared Bob Cherry.

That advice was too good not to be taken. Billy Bumvas not a bright youth: but he was
bright enough to see that this was not a propitrooment to speak to Smithy about the
‘hols’ As Smithy came across the study, Bunteobeed on his axis, and jumped
through the doorway. Bunter, as a rule, moveddw shotion: now his motion was rapid.
But it was not quite rapid enough. Smithy’s foobsbut as he jumped, and it landed with
a crash on the tightest trousers at Greyfriars &8cho

‘Yarooooh!’

Bump!

Billy Bunter fairly flew through that doorway. Harlded in the Remove passage with a
bump and a roar.

But he did not linger there. The Bounder’s angiefglaring out stirred him to unwonted
activity. He bounded up and ran, and disappeardtieipassage like a fat rabbit, in terror
of pursuit.

But there was no pursuit. The Bounder, scowlingytvisack to the window, and stared
out again. Harry Wharton and Co. went on with thed, every now and then glancing at
Vernon-Smith’s back, at the window, and wonderirgatfixed his attention outside.
Suddenly Smithy uttered an exclamation.

‘There he is.’

‘Who’s where?’ asked Bob Cherry.

Vernon-Smith turned from the window, a sour grinnimface. The chums of the
Remove eyed him rather uneasily. They knew thadt moSmithy’s face, and what it
meant—mischief!

‘I've just spotted Quelch,’ drawled the Boundere’slwalking in the Head’s garden. He
often does, after class, you know.’

‘What about it?’ asked Bob, mystified.

The Bounder laughed.

‘Oh, nothing,” he answered. ‘But I'll go along toyr study and borrow that pea-shooter!
Thanks.’

He quitted No. 1 Study as he spoke. The five junairthe table exchanged rather startled
glances.

‘Oh, gum?!’ said Bob. ‘That mad ass can’t be thirkof pea-shooting Quelch, surely!
Why, he might be sacked for it.’

‘Even Smithy wouldn’t be mad enough,” said Nugent.

A moment or two later, the Bounder passed the ajpenway. Nothing was to be seen of
a pea-shooter. Probably it was up his sleeve.

‘Smithy, old man—" called out Bob. Vernon-Smithgsad on unheeding.



CHAPTER 3
SHARP SHOOTING!

‘BEAST!" breathed Billy Bunter.

He breathed that remark very softly. Bunter didwant to be heard—or seen! A short
while ago, Bunter had been looking for Smithy. Neevdreaded that Smithy was looking
for him!

Bunter was seated on the wall of the Head'’s garalea spot where drooping branches
from within formed a shady screen. Bunter had tiy@ed reasons for selecting that quiet
and shady spot to repose his plump limbs. Firgtlyas cool and shady and comfortable,
screened from the blaze of the summer sun. Secamellyas out of sight there, if Smithy
looked for him with further booting in mind. Thisdlhe had a bag of toffee to dispose of,
and sagely desired to dispose of it before Squigked it from his study. Here and there,
through the thick foliage drooping over the wa#, lad a glimpse of the open, bright
with sunshine: and he had just caught a momentanpge of a hard set face. Much to
his relief, the Bounder of Greyfriars passed orhuiitt a glance in his direction.

‘Beast!’ repeated Bunter, sotto voce.

After that unfortunate episode in No. 1 Study, a&smorne in on Billy Bunter’s fat mind
that any chance of joining up with Smithy for thels” had gone down to zero. It had
been a faint hope at the best. Often had the pertins fat Owl succeeded in hooking on
to Harry Wharton and Co. or to tolerant fellowselikord Mauleverer: but Smithy was a
harder nut to crack. Still, hope springs eterndhenhuman breast: and Smithy’s holidays
were undoubtedly attractive: Smithy’s father wamibionaire, who indulged his son at
Greyfriars with much more cash than was good for:f@nd Smithy spent it right and

left. While Harry Wharton and Co. were content vilte humble hike, Smithy was more
likely to board a plane for Switzerland or the Tlyithat would have suited Bunter
admirably. But he had to realize sadly and sorrdiwthat that hope, such as it was, had
been well and truly washed out by his remarks in N&tudy.

‘Beast!’ breathed Bunter, for the third time: arelgroceeded to console himself with
Squiff’s toffee.

Then he pricked up his fat ears.

There was a rustle quite near at hand. It soundedbme fellow clambering on the wall,
brushing against the overhanging branches. BillgtBus fat heart gave an unpleasant
jump. If that beast, Smithy, had spotted him tharel was coming along the wall—

The rustling ceased.

Billy Bunter blinked in surprise. Some fellow hadmbered on the wall, not two or three
yards from him: though thick foliage hid him fronglst, as it hid Bunter. He heard a
quick panting breath. Then, through an intersticihe foliage, he had a glimpse of a
profile—Smithy’s. But Smithy was not looking towartlim. Smithy was staring down
into the Head’s garden, on the further side ofwia#. Bunter could see only part of his
face, but he could read the black look on it. Syigvidently, was ‘up’ to something:
though what, the astonished Owl could not guess.

Then he discerned that Smithy’s hand, with somegtimnt, went to his mouth. Whatever
was in his hand, passed into his mouth. And themd&wnderstood, as a pea-shooter
came into his view.



‘Oh, crikey! breathed Bunter, inaudibly.

His eyes opened wide behind his spectacles. He kioewwhy Smithy was there, in that
screened spot concealed from all eyes. He was wgtébr somebody in the Head’s
garden—with the pea-shooter ready. Bunter’s fanktabmost swam at the thought that it
might be the Head—the majestic Dr. Locke himselit & en Smithy couldn’t be mad
enough for that. Then Bunter remembered that Quzfteim walked in that garden after
class. Quelch, of course—this was going to be Sysitletaliation for that whop in the
form-room!

There was a sound of footsteps on a gravel patheiigarden.

Billy Bunter blinked and peered through the foliagehat direction. He glimpsed a tall
head with a mortarboard on it. It was Quelch. Andit8y was taking aim with the pea-
shooter.

Bunter watched, breathless.

The Remove master was pacing sedately, his hatabdfbehind him, his brow
thoughtful. A murmur of his voice reached Buntdasears. Quelch was thinking aloud!
‘Qua! Undoubtedly qua!

What that might possibly mean, Billy Bunter did kobw, and did not want to know. He
was not aware, and wouldn’t have been interestée mware, that Quelch was
meditating on the third ode in the second book ofade. To Henry Samuel Quelch it
was a matter of deep import whether the third stanzhe third ode of the second book
began with ‘quo’, as is generally believed, or wieetit began with ‘qua’, as some bold
thinkers allege. Just one little letter alteredwhmle sense of the thing. Most
commentators stood for ‘quo’. But Quelch had arepehdent mind. He favoured ‘qua’.
Meditating on so important a matter, Quelch waslikety to be on his guard: and
certainly it was never likely to occur to him tlaatisgruntled member of his form,
hidden in cover on the wall, was watching him vathea-shooter ready for action!

He paced on, deep in reflection. His deep reflestwere undisturbed, till his sedate
pacing brought him within easy range of Smithy'a{sbooter. Then they were suddenly
interrupted.

Pop! He felt a sudden sting on the cheek. It wasusiolen, and so unexpected, that it
made Quelch jump almost clear of the gravel. Hiedhghot to his stung cheek.
‘What—what—!" ejaculated Mr. Quelch.

Billy Bunter, peering through thick foliage, suppsed a fat chuckle. Bunter was amused.
Mr. Quelch did not seem amused. He rubbed his ¢la®kstared round him in surprise
and annoyance. As he stared, another sudden divagame right on his majestic nose,
and he jumped again.

‘Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch. He ceased toms cheek, and rubbed his nose
instead. ‘What—what is that? A—a wasp? | see hqwaist—Oh!’

No wasp, certainly, was to be seen: but a thirdghking came in Quelch’s ear. His hand
left his nose, and shot to his ear!

‘What—what—what—!" gasped Mr. Quelch.

Pop, pop, pop, pop! Smithy was a good marksman avjiea-shooter and he put plenty
of force into his shots. Quelch’s astonished faas plastered with peas. One whizzed
into his mouth, open for an exclamation. There aasirgling sound from Quelch.
‘Urrrrggh?”’

Quelch gurgled, and coughed, and choked. Billy Buobuld hardly suppress his



merriment. This was distinctly funny, from Buntepsint of view. Quelch, gurgling
frantically with a pea lodged inside his neck, wasre than amusing—he was a real
shriek!

Bunter heard a rustle near at hand. Smithy waspiingdrom the wall. No doubt the
Bounder thought that he had gone far enough—perhtite too far: and was retreating
while the going was good. It was not likely to taBeelch long to discover that he was
attacked, not by invisible wasps, but by some e=sklyoung rascal with a pea-shooter.
Smithy vanished, leaving Bunter grinning on thelwal

‘Urrrrggh! Gurrrrggh! Oooogh!” came from Quelch. lgargled and gurgled, absolutely
forgetful of Horace and of ‘quo’ and ‘qua’; conceated on something that was tickling
the inside of his neck. ‘Urrrrggh! Ooooh! What— whd His hand went to his mouth,
and Bunter saw him stare blankly at something engalm. ‘What—why—what—a pea!
It is a pea! How—why—what— Upon my word! A pea-steye—some young rascal—’
Billy Bunter ceased to grin. Quelch, in the fornomno that morning, had looked rather
like Rhadamanthus. Now he looked like Rhadamarginds/Eacus rolled into one! It
dawned on Billy Bunter that Smithy’s example wagoad one to follow. The fat Owl
dropped from the wall, and vanished into spacasridrn. Quelch was still gurgling in
the garden when a grinning fat Owl rolled into Hheuse and burst into No. 1 Study in
the Remove with an exciting spot of news.

CHAPTER 4
PROBLEM SOLVED

‘I SAY, you fellows—Smithy, you know—I saw him—pegpng Quelch with a pea-
shooter—he, he, he—’

Herbert Vernon-Smith came to a sudden halt.

He was strolling down the Remove passage, witlhaigls in his pockets, and his usual
air of cool self-assurance. Undoubtedly, the Boumd&reyfriars had plenty of nerve.
He certainly did not look like a fellow who had [geered’ his form-master with peas
from a shooter, and over whose head impended aofidequences if discovery accrued.
But Smithy was feeling quite at his ease.

He had been very cautious and very wary. Nobodyydeesure, had seen him anywhere
near the Head'’s garden. No doubt Harry Wharton@mdmight guess who the sharp-
shooter was, but that mattered nothing: they woolkdgive him away. He had had the
satisfaction of ‘peppering’ Quelch, as a reprfsalthat ‘whop’ in the form-room: and
the added satisfaction of getting away with it. fEh&as a grin on his face. But that grin
vanished suddenly, as if wiped away by a dustehgasame past the open door of No. 1
Study, and heard the fat squeak from within. Hegbatis breath.

‘Smithy, you know.” Bunter had rolled into No. 1ugliy full of news. ‘I say, you fellows,
Smithy! Peppering Quelch—he, he, he! Did he dantm?should have seen him! He,
he, he!

Billy Bunter chuckled, loud and long.

But there was no answering chuckle from the filo¥es in No. 1 Study. They stared at
the fat Owl in something like consternation.

The Famous Five had finished tea. Now they wereudsing hiking plans for the ‘hols’.
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Bob Cherry was describing a wonderful tent he hdtene, which by his description
folded up so small as to be almost invisible, aeibived next to nothing: with a plastic
pole in sections which weighed, if possible, ldsmntnothing: quite a desideratum on a
hiking trip! He was interrupted by the sudden itrap of an excited Owl. Billy Bunter
was bursting with the news.

‘Did he dance?’ chortled Bunter. ‘Quelch, you knewhopping, with Smithy peppering
him over the wall! He, he, he! One went into hisuti Did he gurgle? He, he, he! | say,
you fellows, Smithy will be sacked! Serve him jolell right—kicking a fellow! He, he,
he!’

‘You saw him!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.

‘Didn’t | just?’ chuckled Bunter. ‘Smithy didn’t lkaw | was there—he couldn’t see me
through the branches. But I jolly well saw him! Hhe, he! | say, did Quelch look wild?
He, he, he!

‘The mad ass!” muttered Nugent.

‘There’ll be a fearful row, if he’s peppered Quéldaid Johnny Bull.

‘The rowfulness will be terrific and preposteroustincurred the Nabob of Bhanipur,
with a shake of his dusky head.

‘For goodness sake, keep this dark, Bunter! erotal Wharton.

‘Eh?’ Billy Bunter blinked at him. ‘“Think I'd telQuelch? I'm not a sneak, | hope. Of
course, | shall tell the fellows! Won't they laughi¥ou’d seen Quelch dancing—he, he,
he!’

‘You fat ass—'

‘Oh, really, Wharton—'

‘If you spread it up and down the Remove, it wigt @ut sooner or later. All the prefects
will be on the prowl,” explained the captain of tRemove. ‘It might be the sack for
Smithy just before the “hols”.’

‘He, he, he!’ chuckled Bunter. The possibility bkt‘'sack’ for Smithy did not seem to
alarm the fat Owl.

‘Look here, Bunter—!" growled Johnny Bull.

‘Rats!’ retorted Bunter, independently. ‘It's taally good to keep! If you'd seen Quelch
dance—he, he, hel’

‘Speech is silvery, my esteemed Bunter,” said Hud@mset Ram Singh. ‘But silence is
the cracked pitcher that goes longest to the aslthe English proverb remarks.’
‘Catch Bunter keeping anything dark,” grunted JohBall. ‘He couldn't if he tried?’
‘Yah!” was Bunter’s elegant rejoinder to that.

Outside the study, Herbert Vernon-Smith stood ggtite With all his nerve, he was
feeling his heart beat unpleasantly. It mattereithing if the Famous Five knew: but it
mattered a very great deal if Billy Bunter knewll\BBunter could hardly keep his plump
tongue from tattling, if he wanted to—and he ne~vanted to!

What Bunter knew, all the Remove would know betoreg. And once the Bounder’s
reckless exploit was the talk of the Lower Schdalpuld hardly be doubted that it
would go further. The prefects, as Wharton had, saolild be on the prowl, and sooner
or later something would reach official ears.

If it came out—

‘Peppering’ Quelch would be translated, in offidetiguage, into an outrageous act of
disrespect to a member of the Staff—as indeedst ¥Wat came out, the offender would
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have to go up to the Head.

With all his nerve, Smithy felt his heart sink bat thought. If it happened, it was only
too likely that he would hear from Dr. Locke that presence was not desired at
Greyfriars the following term.

He stood still, breathing quickly.

This was the security he had banked on! Bunter kiae Bunter was going to tattle it
all over the school! Smithy was tempted to huntk® iNo. 1 Study and boot the fat Owl
all round that apartment. But, little accustomedh@svas to restraining his temper, he
restrained it now. Bunter had to be kept quiet dwme Booting him was not the way to
keep him quiet—rather the reverse!

But Smithy was quick on the uptake. Booting Bumtes not a resource. But there were
other ways. He was already thinking of other wagsthe fat Owl rattled on in No. 1
Study.

‘| say, you fellows, if you'd seen Quelch—he, he! hsay, he thought it was wasps at
first—he, he, he! Did he look wild? He, he, he!'i@er, evidently was immensely
amused. ‘Mad as a hatter! He, he, he!’

‘The madfulness must have been terrific,’ remarkedree Jamset Ram Singh, ‘but the
jawfulness is not the proper caper, my esteemedicdBunter. Keep it dark-fully.’

‘Keep it dark, Bunter,” said Frank Nugent. ‘Smittligl you a good turn in form this
morning—that was why he got the whop from Quelch.’

That remark passed Billy Bunter by like the idlend/iwhich he regarded not. Bunter had
no long memory for such trifles.

‘I'm going down to the Rag now,’ chuckled Buntdrsay, you fellows, Smithy thinks
nobody knows—fancy his face when he finds thatyeeaap in the form knows! He, he,
he!’

‘Oh, kick him! growled Johnny Bull.

‘Beast!’

Billy Bunter backed promptly out of the study. Hecked into Herbert Vernon-Smith in
the passage outside. He blinked round, and uteegasp of alarm as he saw the
Bounder.

‘Here, you keep off’ gasped Bunter. ‘I—I say, |-r¢ver saw you peppering Quelch,
Smithy, and I—I ain’t going to tell anybody | sawwy, either—you jolly well keep off—’
Harry Wharton and Co., staring through the doorafathe two, expected something in
the nature of an earthquake. To their astonishn@&nithy showed no sign of an outbreak
of temper.

‘Oh, here you are, Bunter,” he said. His manner waxpectedly—very unexpectedly—
amiable. ‘Come along to my study, will you?’

‘Eh?

‘I've got rather a spread for tea—'

‘What?’

‘And I'd like to have a talk to you about the “htls

‘The—the “hols™?’

‘Yes: come on.’

Billy Bunter blinked at him quite blankly. That wabout the last thing he had expected
to hear from Smithy. He had had a faint, faint hopeooking on to the wealthy Bounder
for one of his tremendous holidays. That faint hbpd been quite washed out. So far
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from asking him for the ‘hols’, Smithy had kickeaht Billy Bunter had often been
kicked: but he had never grown to like it! His fegk towards Herbert Vernon-Smith
were distinctly inimical. Still, he was preparedcteange those inimical feelings, at a
moment’s notice, for the most cordial friendshifgmithy asked him for the ‘hols’!
‘Might fix up something for the “hols”, if you'reat fixed up already,” said Smithy.
‘Let’s talk it over in my study, what?’

Billy Bunter beamed.

‘Let’s, old chap! he bleated. And he rolled up thessage with Smithy to No. 4 Study.
In No. 1, Harry Wharton and Co. exchanged glantksy knew, if Billy Bunter did not,
exactly how much the Bounder wanted the fat Ovdscinating society in the ‘hols’.
Bunter could not be booted into keeping quiet. Baitould be bribed: and the ‘hols’
with Smithy was nothing more or less than a bredbably the fact dawned on Bunter’s
obtuse brain also. But so trifling a circumstanizerebt worry Bunter. Bunter, when he
butted in, did not require a hearty welcome: amgtshort of being kicked out was good
enough for Bunter. Billy Bunter rolled into the Bader’'s study beaming: his pressing
problem, unsolved up to that moment, solved at last

CHAPTER 5
OFF FOR THE HOLIDAYS

‘HALLO, hallo, hallo!’

‘Good “hols”, Smithy.’

‘Sure you won’t come hiking?’

‘Think of us foot-slogging while you're rolling igour Rolls!’

‘Have a good time with Bunter.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

The Famous Five seemed in great spirits that somoming!

They had reason to be. Greyfriars School was bngalgp for the summer holidays, and
long happy weeks stretched ahead. Harry WhartorCane@njoyed life at Greyfriars:
such cheery youths would have enjoyed life anywhéevertheless, there was no doubt
that the open road was going to be a pleasant elfamigp Latin, and maths, and Quelch!
Five faces looked as merry and bright as the sunsomeshine that streamed down on the
old quad.

A crowd of fellows were already gone. Others wayang. The Famous Five were sitting
on the bench outside the tuckshop, refreshing tekmes with a final ginger-pop before
boarding the school bus for the station—one fortael, as Bob Cherry called it—when
Herbert Vernon-Smith sauntered up. They greeteddhieerily, and he gave them a
cheery nod.

Smithy, too, seemed in good spirits that morningd Ae, too, had reason to be: for the
term had ended, without anything transpiring altbetepisode in the Head’s garden.
Quelch, undoubtedly, had been very keen to discinesharp-shooter: the prefects had
‘prowled’: but it was still a mystery who had ‘pegrpd’ Quelch. Fellows who knew had
kept it very carefully under their hats: not a wigshad escaped the Famous Five, nor—
amazing to relate—Billy Bunter. Certainly, Billy Bter did not find it easy to keep his
plump tongue inactive. But the glorious prospecthofs’ with Smithy worked the

oracle. Bunter was not going to utter a word thafhinhave washed out that glorious
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prospect.

‘I'm just off,’” said Vernon-Smith.

‘Next bus doesn’t go for fourteen minutes,’ saidigdVharton.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

‘Smithy isn’t going in a common-or-garden bus,’dad. ‘Smithy’s got a gilt-edged
Rolls calling for him. Haven't you, Smithy?’

The Bounder laughed.

‘A car, at any rate,” he said. ‘But | had somethiagay to you fellows before | left.’
‘Carry on, old bean.’

‘You asked me the other day if I'd like to join tgr a hike. If that still holds good—"
‘Of course,’ said Harry, at once.

‘Glad to have you,’ said Bob Cherry, cordially.

‘Do you lots more good than rolling in a Rolls'marked Johnny Bull.

‘The pleasurefulness of your execrable company @baelterrific, my esteemed Smithy!’
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

‘Good man,’ said Frank Nugent.

It was a very cordial response. But the Famous &y&gl the Bounder rather curiously.
Smithy was welcome, more than welcome, to joinhifkeng party. With all his
flamboyant tastes, he had a sturdier side to His@ahe was fit as a fiddle, hard as nails:
just the fellow to take the rough with the smoothachike. But they could not quite see
how it would fit in with his arrangements with Waim George Bunter.

‘Then it's a go!” said Smithy. ‘I suppose you'vedid a meeting-place for the start.
Where and when?’

‘All cut and dried,” answered Bob. ‘Tuesday nextekeat the Dragon at Greengates in
Sussex—that’s the jolly old rendezvous. We all tuprthere—at exactly what time
depends on British Railways.’

Smithy nodded.

‘Okay,” he said. ‘I'll turn up at the Dragon on Taday, and walk you all off your legs!’
‘I don’t think!” chuckled Bob.

‘But—!" said Harry Wharton, slowly.

‘But what?’ asked Smithy, looking at him.

‘Well, it's no business of ours, | suppose,’ saidrty, ‘but—’

‘Cough it up! said Smithy.

‘Well, didn’t you ask Bunter for the “hols™!’

‘Oh, quite,” asserted Smithy. ‘He had to be botdedhehow. That was how.’

Snort, from Johnny Bull.

“Look here, Smithy—!" he began.

‘Well?’

‘That's all very well,” said Johnny. ‘We know thgbu let Bunter glue on to keep him
quiet. But—'

‘Well?’ repeated the Bounder.

‘Well, a fellow doesn't let a fellow down, afterkasg him for the “hols”, whatever the
reason,’ said Johnny Bull, bluntly. ‘“That’s not @irears style, Smithy.’

The Bounder raised his eyebrows.

‘I hope,” he drawled, ‘that no fellow here thinkssbuld let a fellow down, after asking

him for the “hols”.
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‘No, no, of course not,” said Harry Wharton, hastiBut | don’t quite see—’

‘| asked Bunter for the “hols”, and | certainly wdo’t dream of letting him down,’
drawled Smithy. ‘Bunter can come hiking, if he bKe

‘Oh!” gasped Wharton.

‘Bunter—hiking——!" ejaculated Bob.

‘Why not?’ said Smithy. ‘Do him lots of good! Thimm down, perhaps, and he will only
weigh half a ton next term.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Bunter—nhiking!” Johnny Bull grinned. ‘Does he kn@w

‘I haven’t mentioned it,” drawled the Bounder. ‘Buguppose | can make any
arrangements | like for my own holidays. Any felldask to join up will have to fit in,
naturally.’

‘Oh, quite! chuckled Bob.

‘If you fellows object to Bunter—’

‘Not at all'’ grinned Bob. ‘I've told him alreadyhat he can come, and that we’ll roll him
along like a barrel.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Then that’s all right,” said Vernon-Smith. ‘I'm lbmd to stick to Bunter, after asking
him—noblesse oblige, and all that. | hope he’lipbsased when he learns that it's a
hike.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘I'm phoning him in a day or two, to tell him therangements for the “hols”,” went on
Smithy. ‘I'll tell him then that it's a hike. | wis| could see his face when I tell him.’
‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Cheerio till Tuesday, then,” said Smithy, and wathnod, he walked away to the gates,
grinning as he went, stepped into his car, and ridega

The Famous Five were grinning too, as they finisthed ginger-pop. A fat figure rolled
up as they rose to head for the school bus.

‘| say, you fellows—"

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo”

‘Seen Smithy?’ asked Billy Bunter, blinking at thenning juniors, ‘I want him to give
me a lift to the station, as he’s going in a car—’

‘Wrong participle!’ said Bob, shaking his head.

‘Eh! Wharrer you mean?’

‘Smithy isn’t going in a car—he’s gone in one. N@ing—gone!

‘Well, of all the rotters!” said Bunter. ‘Might hawiven a fellow a lift, when he’s asked
him for the “hols™—

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Blessed if | see anything to cackle at! Smithyaler—rotten manners,’ said Bunter. ‘|
hardly know how | shall stand him, in the “holstilSI've promised him now, and |
shall stick to him. A fellow could hardly refuses twas so jolly pressing—"’

‘The pressfulness must have been terrific,” grintteiNabob of Bhanipur.

‘Well, of course he was jolly glad,” said BunteBmithy’s a bit of a bounder, you
know—not quite my social standing—"’

‘Oh, my hat?’

‘Bit of a leg-up for him, really,” said the fat OwilChance for him to show off to his
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people, you know, and make out that he’s in thé $stshere—’

‘Oh, crikey"”

‘Still, he has jolly good “hols”,” said Bunter. ‘@hty of money, at any rate—you know
how Smithy splashes it about. A fellow can haveadjytime with Smithy, and after all,
I’'m no snob!’

‘Sure you wouldn’t rather come hiking?’ grinned Bob

Billy Bunter’s fat lip curled.

‘Catch me hiking! he said. ‘Slogging in the duseaught in the rain—ordered off by
farmers—he, he, he! All very well for you fellowisgjare say—hardly my style! You can
think of me having a tremendous time with Smithijlesyou’re ducking under a hedge
out of the rain! He, he, he!’

‘Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the Famous Five.

And they trooped off to the school bus, laughimyijoived by a disdainful blink from the
fat Owl.

CHAPTER 6
BLOW FOR BUNTER

‘WILLIAMY
‘Oh, lor'" murmured Billy Bunter.
‘William?’
Bunter decided to be deaf.

Bunter did not want to be disturbed. Bunter wadimaxy, comfortably if not gracefully,
in a deep garden-chair in the garden at BunteaWlis little fat legs were stretched out
at ease, and his fat head reposed on a cushidooked a picture of complete and
absolute laziness.

Laziness agreed with Billy Bunter. It was, in faut long suit. He did not want to lift his
extensive weight from that comfortable chair. Mare it was after lunch: and after
lunch, Bunter weighed considerably more than beianeh! In addition, Bunter was

dwelling, in his fat mind, on the enticing prospbetore him of ‘hols’ with the Bounder.
Bunter, with his mind’s eye, beheld an enchantiisgavof Rolls-Royces, grand hotels,

and money splashing right and left: and it did e@tur to his fat brain that he might not,
perhaps, behold it with any other eye! The parerdale calling from a back window of
the house, was not music to his fat ears. Buntendt want to be asked to go anywhere
or to do anything: or to hear that the cook hadglamed about a missing cake. He sat
tight: and Mr. Bunter’s voice passed him by.
‘William?’
Bunter did not stir. He hoped that Mr. Bunter woatthclude that he had gone for a
walk, and leave it at that.
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‘WILLIAM!" BUNTER DECIDEﬂD TO BE DEAF

The back of the garden-chair hid him from the wiwdBunter, like that sage animal
Brer Fox, lay low and said ‘nuffin’.

‘William?’

Not a sound from William!

‘Dear me!’ came Mr. Bunter’s voice again. ‘If Wdlm has gone out, he cannot take the
call.’

‘Oh!" gasped Bunter.

He realized that he was not wanted to go anywiwere, do anything: neither was it a
complaint from the cook! It was a telephone-cattiithiy was to phone him about the
‘hols’. If that call was from Smithy, Bunter cemdy did not want to miss it. Even
laziness came second to that. He bounded out @atden-chair!

Mr. Bunter, at the window, stared at him. He seeswggrised to see his missing son and
heir materialize so suddenly.

‘Did—did——did you call me, father?’ gasped Bunter.

‘| called you several times, William! said Mr. Bter, severely. ‘One of your
schoolfellows, Vernon-Smith, is calling you on teéephone—’

Billy Bunter did not wait for more. He rolled intbe house, and like Iser in the poem, he
rolled rapidly. In a matter of seconds, he wasmlittle hall of Bunter Villa, at the
telephone.

‘Hallo! Is that you, Smithy?’ he squeaked.

‘Is that Bunter?’ came the Bounder’s voice, over whires.

‘Yes, old chap! Sorry to keep you waiting, but wegot rather a crowd here—garden-
party, you know—crowds of people—’

There was a chuckle on the telephone.

‘Too bad to drag you away from the dukes and maegjiBunter! I'll ring off—"’

‘No, don't!” gasped Bunter. ‘Hang on, Smithy! Thatll right, old chap! Carry on.’
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‘Okay! About the “hols™—V’

‘Yes?’ chirruped Bunter, eagerly.

‘Feel like joining up to-morrow, Tuesday?’

‘Yes, rather. | mean, let’s see!” added Bunterseoond thoughts. ‘I'm asked out to
lunch to-morrow— rather distinguished people—arsthaw in the evening— rather a
big fashionable affair—but never mind, I'll put theoff, Smithy. It's all right, Smithy—
I'll be seeing you to-morrow.’

Another chuckle on the telephone.

‘Don’t put them off for me, Bunter! If you'd rathéurn me down, | wouldn’t mind in the
least.’

‘l—l—I don’t mind putting them off, Smithy! | would't turn you down for anything,’
said Bunter, affectionately.

‘| thought you wouldn’t,’ agreed the Bounder.

‘Oh, really, Smithy—'

‘To-morrow, then,” said Smithy. ‘Turn up at the Qom Inn, at Greengates—
‘Greengates!’ repeated Bunter. ‘Where’s that?’

‘It's a village in Sussex.’

‘Never heard of it. What the dickens are we gom@ village in Sussex for?’ asked
Bunter, puzzled. Villages in Sussex certainly waoefeatured in the gorgeous
programme Bunter had seen in his mind’s eye.

‘That's where we meet the rest of the party.’

‘Oh! It's a party?’ asked Bunter.

‘Yes, quite a jolly party. We all meet at Greengate@ Tuesday. Look it out in the
timetable—you can get a train to Waddon, and ttisronly a quarter of a mile to walk.’
‘Walk! repeated Bunter.

‘Lunch at the Dragon before we start. Don’t be fatdlunch, will you?’

‘Oh! No! But—I say—’

‘You'll find us all there—quite a jolly crowd. Yoknow the fellows.’

‘Do 1? Who—?’

‘Wharton, Cherry, Nugent, Bull, and Inky—’

‘Eh?’ Billy Bunter blinked blankly at the telephan®id—did you say Wharton, Nugent,
Cherry, Bull, and Inky?’

‘Yes.’

‘Oh!" gasped Bunter. ‘I—I thought they were goinigihg!

‘So they are.’

‘Then what the dickens are we meeting them fortaeded Bunter.

‘We’re going hiking too.’

Billy Bunter almost dropped the receiver.

‘Hiking!” he howled.

‘Exactly! Don't forget your hiking kit.’

‘Why, you beast—'

‘Eh?’

‘Mean to say that you're going hiking, and thattthahat you’'ve asked me to!’ yelled
Bunter.

‘Don’t you like the idea?’

‘Beast!’ roared Bunter: a reply which seemed tadatk that he liked the idea very little
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indeed.

There was another chuckle over the wires. The BeuafiGreyfriars seemed amused.
Billy Bunter was not amused. He glared at the tebere with a glare that might almost
have shattered it.

‘Well, that's the lot,” drawled Smithy, from thelwr end. ‘I'll be seeing you to-morrow,
old fat man.’

‘I'm not going hiking!" yelled Bunter.

‘Not turning me down, are you?’

‘Beast!’

Billy Bunter jammed the receiver back on the hoakith a jam that made the instrument
rock. It was an infuriated fat Owl that rolled backthe chair in the garden. ‘Hols’ with
Smithy did not mean, after all, Rolls-Royces anahgrhotels: it meant foot-slogging in
the dust, and ducking under hedges out of the raméant carrying his share of the
baggage, and taking his turn at washing-up! Billjngr fairly breathed wrath. Achilles’
wrath, to Greece the direful spring of woes unnumthehadn’t a thing on Billy Bunter’s,
at that moment.

But—!

It was hiking, or home sweet home! The charms oiddeweet home had already palled
on Bunter. It was hiking, or nothing: and slowlgdsy, and sorrowfully, Billy Bunter
made up his fat mind that even hiking was bettan thothing! And the following day,
Billy Bunter was in the train for Sussex, en-rofigethe meeting-place of the Greyfriars
hikers.

CHAPTER 7
THE HIKERS

‘JOLLY’ said Bob Cherry.

If it had been raining cats and dogs, Bob wouldphdy have thought it rather jolly all
the same. But it wasn’t— it was a glorious summdey. The sun could not have been
brighter, the sky could not have been bluer, thedgcand meadows of Sussex could not
have been greener. It was a morning to gladdekea’kiheart. Six fellows, in a group
outside the Dragon Inn at Greengates, looked gbtoas the sunny morning. Every one
of them looked fit as a fiddle in his hiking kitv&y one of them agreed with Bob that it
was jolly, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh added hlegbtlifulness was terrific.

There was a big ancient oak tree outside the imgwwas itself an attractive picture,
with its gabled windows, red tiles, and clambenvigteria. Under the shady branches
were several little tables, at one of which a pluittpwaiter, with plump cheeks like ripe
apples, was setting out ginger-beer and glasseégshBix schoolboys, at the moment,
were watching the road, like six Sister Annes tifi@er expected, or half-expected, seventh
member of the hiking party. That member had nopy#tin an appearance.

Harry Wharton and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh hadearfivst at the rendezvous. Bob
Cherry arrived next, and then Nugent and Johnn{; Bakt came Herbert Vernon-Smith:
who came in a whacking car, whizzing into the sjeléfle village street. That whacking
car had long since whizzed away in a cloud of dietyv the Greyfriars hikers were
waiting for Bunter—and lunch! Bunter, if he camegsafairly certain to arrive in time for
lunch. Unpunctual in most other matters, Buntedadalways be relied upon to turn up
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for a meal—if he was coming! But was he?

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here comes somebody on a Bikgclaimed Bob Cherry, as a
cyclist appeared on the road.

‘Not Bunter! said Harry. ‘He wouldn’t be on a bike

‘Or moving at that speed, if he was!’ remarked Nuge

It was certainly not Billy Bunter on the bicyclehd cyclist, as he came nearer, looked
like a schoolboy on holiday: but he was a slimheathandsome fellow, and he was
moving at a rate that Billy Bunter would never haveamed of in his wildest dreams. He
was, in fact, riding very recklessly, to the pefilseveral fowls and a duck, who cackled
and quacked and fluttered frantically out of his/a@a he whizzed into the village street.
‘Silly ass! remarked Johnny Bull, sententiously.

‘I've seen that chap before somewhere,” said BobrGh his eyes curiously on the
handsome face under a Panama hat.

Harry Wharton nodded.

‘St. Jim’s chap,’ he said. ‘He was in Tom Merry&an that came over for cricket last
term. | forget his name—'

‘Cardew!” said Nugent.

‘That's it—Cardew!” assented Harry. ‘Good at critkeut—' He paused.
Vernon-Smith’s lip curled.

‘I remember him!” he said. ‘Chap who fancied tHae tricket-field belonged to him, and
that he had the game in his pocket.’

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘A bit that way,” he assented.

‘Well, if he’s a St. Jim’s chap, give him a wavehaspasses,’ said the cheery Bob, and as
the cyclist came whizzing past the inn, he wavedia.

If the cyclist observed it, he did not heed italmther moment he was past, and whizzing
on down the street at the same reckless pace. @ardrvillager, slowly crossing the
street, gave quite a convulsive jump, as Carde®t.aodim’s flashed by hardly a foot from
him.

Johnny Bull gave an expressive grunt.

‘That chap wants kicking!” he remarked.

The cyclist vanished in dusty distance, and theSsster Annes resumed watching the
road. Another figure appeared, this time a walBert. again it was not Bunter. It was a
very dusty-looking person, with an unshaven chilarge red nose, and an untidy head
surmounted by an extremely ancient and battereddodat.

‘Not Bunter! grinned Bob. ‘Jolly old tramp! Comed mop up the ginger-pop: Bunter
will roll in for lunch, if he’s coming at all.’

‘Think he’s coming, Smithy?’ asked Nugent.

The Bounder chuckled.

‘Couldn’t say,” he answered. ‘As he accepted mytation for the “hols”, he oughtn’t to
turn a fellow down— but he might! | thought thatdidn’t sound fearfully keen, when |
phoned him.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

The juniors sat down round the table under thegbaahches, to dispose of the
refreshing ginger-pop. A few minutes later the gggntleman in the battered bowler
arrived, and he stopped at the inn, and sat downebf the little tables under the oak.
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The plump waiter served him with refreshment of@erpotent nature than ginger-pop,
and as he sat over his tankard, he eyed the Gaey/frarty, not with a friendly eye. The
Bounder glanced across at him, and shrugged hidddrs.

‘Nice chap to meet on a lonely road, after darld’remarked.

‘Don’t tell him so, old chap!” murmured Bob Cher§mithy did not take the trouble to
subdue his voice, apparently not caring whethetrdmap heard his remark or not.
Luckily, the man in the battered bowler did notrede hear. Truly, he did not look an
agreeable character to meet on a lonely road ddirde: but nobody wanted to begin the
hike with a row. If the Bounder did not care, trenfous Five did.

There was a sound of wheels on the road.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! That might be Bunter! exctaed Bob Cherry. ‘Bet you he will
come on wheels, if he comes at all. He could daekieat Waddon.’

A taxi drew up to the Dragon, and stopped.

All eyes were fixed on it.

A fat face looked out, and a pair of big round s$peles caught the gleam of the summer
sunshine, as a pair of little round eyes blinkaghib It was Bunter at last! Evidently, the
Owl of the Remove had decided to join up. A fatesfuwas heard.

‘Is that the Dragon, driver?’

‘That’s the Dragon, sir.’

A fat figure rolled out of the taxi. Billy Buntedibked round him, apparently not
discerning the party under the shady brancheseob k.

‘Beasts!’ was his next remark.

The juniors grinned under the tree.

‘Lazy lot!" grunted Bunter. ‘I wonder if any of the have turned up yet! | expect I'm the
first! Well, | jolly well shan’t wait lunch for thee—I know that.’

And the fat Owl started towards the inn. The drisired after him.

‘Your fare, sir!l’ he called out.

‘Eh?’ Billy Bunter blinked round at him.

‘Four-and-six, sir.’

‘Oh! Wait a minute.’

Billy Bunter ran his hands through his pockets,jtheors under the tree watching him
with grinning faces. The fat Owl groped in one petckfter another. He did not seem to
find what he sought.

‘Oh, lor’! I believe I've left my wallet at homegjaculated Bunter.

The taxi-driver eyed him quite unpleasantly.

‘The fare from Waddon’s four-and-six, sir,” he sardry distinctly. ‘I'm waiting?’

‘You'll be paid!” said Bunter, haughtily.

‘I will that!” assented the taxi-driver, emphatikal

‘I'm expecting to meet some friends here—just hadf said Bunter, and he re-started
for the inn, the taxi-driver eyeing his fat bacg,he went, with a quite grim expression.
Billy Bunter’s vision, even with the aid of his bépectacles, was far from that of an
eagle. He was rolling past the shady oak, unconsathe grinning schoolboys there,
when he was suddenly apprised of their proximiyyalvoice that bore a strong
resemblance to Stentor’s of old.

‘Halo, hallo, hallo! roared Bob Cherry. ‘This wagld fat man.’

Bunter jumped, and blinked round.
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‘Oh!’" he ejaculated. ‘You're there!

‘Sort of!" agreed Bob.

Billy Bunter rolled under the shady branches. Hekad at five fellows who smiled, and
one who shrugged his shoulders.

‘| say, you fellows, who's going to lend me fourehsix?’ he asked. ‘I find that I've left
my wallet at home—’

‘With all your currency notes in it?’ asked JohrBwll, sarcastically.

‘Yes, and all my banknotes, too,” said Bunter, dglrit say, Smithy—’

‘Rats!’ said Smithy.

‘If you can't lend a fellow a taxi-fare, Smithy,taf asking him for the “hols™—"

‘Go and eat coke!’

‘Beastl’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

‘Dear old Bunter!” he said. ‘He couldn’t walk a qtex of a mile, and if he’s left all his
vast wealth at home, somebody will have to paytakeman.’

‘Oh, really, Cherry—’

Evidently, William George Bunter had banked onhiiesrs for the taxi-fare. But four-
and-six was not a large sum: and the driver cdytéiad to be paid.

‘Sort out your bobs and tanners, you chaps,’ said, Bliving his hand into his pocket.
There was a growl from the Bounder.

‘You can keep your bobs and tanners in your po¢ketssnapped. ‘It's up to me. | asked
the fat bilk here.’

‘Oh, really, Smithy—’

‘Shut up!’

‘Beast!’

Out came the Bounder’s well-filled wallet. Smithgchmore cash than all the rest of the
hikers put together: probably twice or thrice axcmurour-and-six was really nothing at
all to the wealthy Bounder, and it was, as he lzad|, $Ip to him. So he was going to pay,
though not with a good grace.

An expensive wallet, with a gold clip that glimmeéna the sun, came into view. Billy
Bunter’s eyes popped, behind his big spectacleSpathy opened it. It had three
compartments: five-pound notes in one, pound riatasother, and ten-shilling notes in
the third. Smithy was not in the least reluctanietdhat wallet be seen. He rather liked it
to be seen. The Famous Five were not interestedilyy Bunter gazed at that bulging
wallet, as Ali Baba gazed at the treasure in théecs’ cave.

Bunter was not the only one who gazed at it. Thelymgentleman in the battered
bowler, at the next table, stared at it, over arkard, with fixed eyes that gleamed with
greed. Harry Wharton, with the corner of his eymght that greedy stare, and frowned.
‘Better keep that out of sight, Smithy,” he saidailow voice.

Smithy stared at him.

‘Eh? What? Why?’ he snapped.

Wharton made a gesture towards the tramp. Smitirycgld in that direction, and
shrugged his shoulders. So far from keeping théstvalit of sight, he detached a ten-
shilling note with deliberate leisureliness, anddied it to Bunter. Then, still in quite a
leisurely manner, he returned the wallet to hiskpacEvidently, Smithy did not care if
that tramp, or all the tramps in Sussex, beheldimple supply of cash.
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Billy Bunter rolled back to the taxi, with the teshilling note in his fat fingers. The taxi-
man ceased to look grim. Possibly he had suspectatk’: not a wholly unfounded
suspicion!

‘There you are, my man!’ said Bunter, loftily. “Yaan keep the change.’

‘Thank you, sir!’ said the taxi-man very civillydeed. And he drove away, quite
satisfied with that generous tip. Billy Bunter coblde generous—in some circumstances!
Bunter rolled back under the oak, ‘I say, you fete—

‘Where’s Smithy’s change?’ asked Bob.

Bunter blinked at him.

‘Eh? | tipped the ‘driver—nothing mean about mbppe! | say, you fellows, what about
lunch? I'm ready for it.’

The fat Owl rolled off into the inn, without waigifor a reply. Six fellows followed him
in: five of them looking amused, the sixth not loakamused at all.

CHAPTER 8
BUNTER HIKES

‘| say, you fellows—'

‘Come on, Bunter!

‘Do let a fellow speak!” hooted Billy Bunter. ‘I gal've been thinking, over lunch—'
‘Gammon!’

‘| tell you I've been thinking—"’

‘And | tell you it's gammon!’ said Bob Cherry. ‘Yoee got nothing to do it with, old fat
man. March!

All was ready for the start. The hikers were irhaeary bunch outside the Dragon;
rucksacks on backs, ready for the road. Six of {tarall events, were ready: the fattest
member of the party did not seem quite ready. Buatea poet has already expressed it,
cast a longing lingering look behind.

‘Hold on a minute, Bob,’ said Harry Wharton, lauggi ‘If Bunter’s started thinking, lets
hear the result. Cough it up, Bunter.’

‘Well, look here,” said Bunter. ‘This is a jolly gd inn, and the grub’s really good. Not
like what | get at home at Bunter Court, of coutsgt: jolly good. What about starting to-
morrow? Good night’s rest, you know— and startrast as daisies in the morning!
Nothing like starting in the morning! See?’

‘You've thought that out?’ asked Frank Nugent.

‘Yes! | think of things, you know,’ said Bunter. 6X1 don’t want to rush about, on a hike,
as if you had a mad dog after you. Take it easyll\Wen out at ten in the morning—"
‘Ten!’ ejaculated Bob Cherry.

‘Well, say eleven,’ said Bunter. ‘Then we can dooaple of miles before we halt
somewhere for lunch—’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Blessed if | see anything to cackle at! Don't yflellows think it a jolly good idea?”’
demanded Bunter.

‘Oh, topping!” chuckled Bob. ‘If you'd really ratheatart in the morning, old fat man—"
‘Rot! growled Johnny Bull. ‘We’re starting now.’

‘My dear chap,’ said Bob. ‘If Bunter would rathéag to-morrow morning—"’
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‘I jolly well would!” said Bunter, emphatically.

‘It's a free country,” said Bob. ‘Bunter can starty old time he jolly well likes. We're
starting now—good-bye, Bunter.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘March!” chuckled Bob.

And the hikers marched. Billy Bunter stood and kéic after them, with an exasperated
blink. It was true that the grub at the Dragon wasd: and Billy Bunter had disposed of
a quantity of it that had made the apple-cheekdtewapen his eyes wide. Having taken
so considerable a cargo on board, Bunter was, spgak, more inclined to remain at
moorings than to put to sea. Indeed, had Billy Bubeen in command, that hike would
probably not have extended beyond the length ointhgarden. Billy Bunter, certainly,
did not believe in rushing about!

The rest of the party, however, evidently did'Héy did not rush, at all events they
started at a swinging pace —leaving Bunter blinking

‘| say, you fellows! yelled Bunter.

‘Good-bye, Bunter!

‘Beasts!’

And Billy Bunter started too. And he started atda,tto overtake the hikers before they
disappeared. The fat Owl did not want to march:dilltless did he want to be left
behind on his lonely own.

He was gasping for breath as he rejoined them.@udry glanced round at a fat
perspiring face.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Starting to-day after all?ehasked.

‘Yah!” was all Bunter replied to that. He had n@ath for more.

The hikers marched cheerily out of Greengates.\idaelay westward, under the blazing
sun, cooled by a balmy breeze. Leafy lanes andamérdeadows gladdened all eyes—
except perhaps Bunter’s. As he lagged behind, my#ind blowing, the fat Owl
wondered a little whether his seventh helping atluwas, after all, a mistake!
Half-a-mile out of the village, there was a waysstiée. Billy Bunter’s eyes and
spectacles dwelt on it longingly. His dulcet tomesse heard again.

‘| say, you fellows!

‘Buck up, Bunter.’

‘| say, what about taking a rest—'

‘Nothing about taking a rest.’

‘I'm going to sit on that stile!’ yelled Bunter.

‘Sit on it, old fat man! Good-bye.’

‘Beast!’ groaned Bunter.

He plugged on, without sitting on the stile. He dat want to be left ‘sitting on a stile’,
any more than he wanted to be left at ‘the Dragdatry Wharton and Co. had started
hiking: and with the selfishness to which Bunteswadly accustomed, they were going
on hiking, regardless of the fact that Billy Bunked eaten enough for five or six
fellows, and was loaded over the Plimsoll line.

‘| say, you fellows!” came a breathless squeakvarfanutes later.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo”

‘| say, ain't it time to camp?’

‘Ha, ha, ha’’
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Camping, after a march of less than a mile, didseein to be the idea. Indeed the
suggestion seemed to entertain the hikers. Onheary sound of merriment came back
to Bunter’s fat ears. He shook a weary fat fistiatoacks, and plugged on after them.
A mile was covered. In a mile, there were one thadsseven hundred and sixty yard’s,
which was exactly one thousand seven hundred &gehfne more than Bunter really
liked. His hopes rose, as another stile appearachemwthorn hedge ahead, and six
fellows stopped at it. But, alas for Bunter—the g@was but momentary. Six fellows
clambered over the stile one after another, t@fokh footpath across a wide green
meadow, in which cattle grazed. Bunter, arrivindpis turn at the stile, leaned on it.

‘| say, you fellows!” he squeaked.

Bunter was getting tired. But he was not so tireth@ was lazy. Sitting on a stile seemed
to him ever so much more attractive than the opad or the green meadows.

Bob Cherry looked back.

‘Come on, Bunter,” he called out, encouragingly €vé making it only a short trip for
the first day.’

‘Oh, good,” gasped Bunter. ‘How far?’

‘Only another five miles.’

‘Oh, crikey"”

‘Like us to roll you along like a barrel?’

‘Beastl’

Bunter clambered on the stile. Then he sat ondtbkhked after the hikers, with a faint
hope that they would stop for him. But they did staip. They hiked on regardless.
With deep feelings, the fat Owl descended fromstile, and rolled after them. But there
was a sly gleam in the little round eyes behindhiigeround spectacles. Bunter was going
to get a rest—a prolonged rest—if he could! Anddreied that he could! Suddenly,
there was a loud yell behind the hikers.

They all looked round. Bunter, apparently havingrdtled over, was sitting in the grassy
footpath. As he sat, he yelled.

‘Ow! Wow! My leg! Ow!’

A cow, near at hand, lifted a head from the pastamd gazed at him meditatively.
Bunter did not heed the cow. He sat and yelled.!"Oaoh! Ow! Wow!

At that, the hikers did halt. They all stared batiBunter. Then they came back. Billy
Bunter blinked up at them with his fat feature coted in an expression of the greatest
agony.

‘What on earth’s the trouble?’ asked Harry Wharton.

‘Ow! My leg!” moaned Bunter. ‘I—I've broken my arg] | think—'’

‘Think again!” suggested Johnny Bull.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Oh, laugh! said Bunter, bitterly. ‘Funny ain't,ifor a fellow to catch his foot and fall
over and fracture his knee—I mean his ankle—’

‘Well, if Bunter’s crocked, he can’t march, youltets,” said Bob Cherry. ‘He doesn’t
seem to know whether he’s broken his ankle, ottdirad his knee, but it sounds jolly
serious. Can’t you get up, Bunter?’

‘Of course | can’t!” yapped Bunter. ‘I shall hawvegit down till my knee—I mean my
ankle—feels better. I—I daresay it will be all tgh an hour or so. The pain’s fearful
now. Like burning daggers, and—and red-hot pok@xs!
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‘Oh, come on!" grunted Johnny Bull. Johnny did seém to believe in those burning
daggers and red-hot pokers! Neither did any othembrer of the hiking party, for that
matter.

‘Kick him! suggested Smithy.

‘Beast!” moaned Bunter.

‘Sure you can't get up, Bunter?’ asked Bob.

‘Quite sure,” said Bunter, promptly.

‘Couldn’t you walk?’

‘Not a yard.’

‘Well, if Bunter can’t get up, he can’t!” said Bobtavely.

‘Look here—!" growled Johnny Bull.

‘Poor old Bunter!” said Bob. ‘He’s a fixture. Wealhhave to stop for him, if he can’t get
up. But it really ain’t safe to hang about in ddierhere there’s a bull—’

Bunter jumped.

‘A bulll” he gasped. Bunter had not thought of suHe had only thought of lazing. But
he thought of bulls now. He blinked round him hedty, and discerned the cow, still
gazing at him meditatively. ‘Oh, crikey! I—I sayoy fellows, is that a bull?’

Bob Cherry winked at his comrades.

‘Run for your lives!” he shouted.

And he started. The other hikers, for a momentedtahen, taking their cue, they rushed
after Bob. Six hikers, going strong, streamed alinvegfootpath towards a distant gate.

‘| say, you fellows—stop—help—! Keep that bull éffbared Bunter.

He bounded to his feet. Broken ankles, fracturegeknburning daggers and red-hot
pokers, were forgotten. If that cow was a bull, Barcould not only get up—he could
not only walk—but he could run! And he could rundigHe tore after the hikers.

Had he looked back, he would have observed th&gmphic cow still regarding him
with calm meditation. But he did not look back. tagly flew. His feet seemed scarcely
to touch the ground. Really he looked, at that marees if he would have had a good
chance in the School hundred yards! Six fellowsawanning quite fast: but they did not
beat Bunter. Bunter reached the gate as soon waslitheHe was the first to clamber over
it, and land gasping in the road beyond.

Bob Cherry, grinning, opened the gate. There waalaimed yell from Bunter as he did
So.

‘Don’t open that gate! Keep it shut! Get over itt&p it shut, will you?”’

‘Eh, why?’ asked Bob, as he swung the gate open.

‘You silly idiot, the bull might get out after usyelled Bunter. ‘Shut that gate—quick—
— P

‘What bull?’ asked Bob.

‘Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the hikers.

‘Did Bunter think that cow was a bull?’ asked B6fou want a new pair of specs, old
fat man.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Why, you—you—you beast!" gasped Bunter, as it dad/on his fat brain. ‘Wasn’t there
a bull? You said there was a bull—’

‘Not at all! | said it wasn'’t safe to hang aboutaitield where there was a bull! And it
isn't.”
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‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘You—you—you—you—!" gasped Bunter. Words failed him

‘Come on, you chaps,’ said Bob. ‘Bunter’s leg se¢mise all right now. Never heard of
such a quick cure for broken ankles and fracturezkk! March!’

The hikers, chuckling, marched. And Billy Bunteitiwfeelings that could have been
expressed in no known language, marched after them.

CHAPTER 9
NO THOROUGHFARE!

‘BOBBYY

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo?

‘Bobby! Bobby! Bobby!

‘Somebody here seems to know you, Cherry,” remafadhy, with a grin.

‘Bobby! Bobby!

‘Fathead! said Bob. It was years since Bob Charryhe home circle, had been known
as ‘Bobby’: and certainly he did not expect to beaddressed on a hike in Sussex.

The hikers had stopped at a stile. One memberegbdinty had promptly plumped down
on it. Stiles, in Billy Bunter’s opinion, were t@lwounted among the most useful and
welcome institutions in rural England. The resthd@ party stood looking over it.
Beyond the stile was a field of waving corn. Beyadinat was a high hawthorn hedge, and
beyond that, another field, where, through inteestiin the hawthorns, a stream could be
discerned, glimmering in the sun. Through the cama narrow footpath. Harry
Wharton had consulted his map, which indicated dhathe further side of the second
field, lay the village of Hooting, where the daysrch was scheduled to terminate. But
alas! —on the stile was nailed a board with thenipsion, familiar to all hikers,
TRESPASSERS WILL BE PROSECUTED!

The Famous Five, as law-abiding citizens, had taltibat forbidding board. The
Bounder, who was not in the least law-abiding, pr@pared, indeed keen, to pass it by
unheeded. So there was a discussion—which Billyt@&umoped would be prolonged.
Bunter was prepared to sit on that stile for qaiteng time, while the other fellows
discussed pros and cons.

The discussion was interrupted by a loud voicéanendornfield. That voice called, or
rather shouted, ‘Bobby! Bobby! Bobby! Apparentlynseone, as yet unseen, was in
search of someone else who answered to the natBeldfy’. The voice was followed
by a sound of trampling feet along the edge ofcthrafield.

‘Here comes somebody! said Bob Cherry. ‘If it ®tfarmer, we can ask him for leave to
walk across his field. We'll tell him that we’ll beareful not to tread on his corns!

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Look here, we're going across anyhow,’ said Ver8mith. ‘It's more than a mile if we
go round by the lanes.’

‘Better ask politely,” said Nugent.

‘The betterfulness is terrific, my esteemed Smithgid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
‘Politefulness is the procrastination of princestlze English proverb remarks.’

‘Good old English proverb! chuckled Bob. ‘Halloalto, hallo! Here he comes! Now
turn on your politest smiles and your very, vergthmanners.’
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‘Bobby! Bobby! Bobby!

A burly, sun-tanned man in gaiters appeared,cstlling on ‘Bobby’. There was an
anxious expression on his tanned face. It changedriiown as he saw the bunch of
hikers on the outer side of the stile. Apparertily $ight of hikers did not lend
enchantment to his view.

Having frowned at them, he turned his head, stantathe waving corn, and shouted
again:

‘Bobby! Bobby! Bobby!

‘Lost somebody, sir?’ called out Bob, cheerily.

The farmer glanced round again.

‘Yes! A little boy! Seen a little boy about?’

‘Sorry—no’’

The man in gaiters grunted and turned to the cgamnashouting ‘Bobby! He seemed to
have the idea that ‘Bobby’, whoever ‘Bobby’ wasgtihave lost himself in the corn,
which was more than high enough to hide a smallfbmy sight.

‘Bobby! Bobby! Can’t you hear your father calling@bby!

Echo answered ‘Bobby! * but there was no other answ

‘Like us to help you look for him, sir?’ called oBbb.

‘No!" came over the farmer’s shoulder.

‘We’d help with pleasure!’ said Harry Wharton, gely.

‘You'd trample down my corn, | dessay! Keep ounof field! It was not a polite reply.
But perhaps that farmer had had experience of thitegs roamers trampling on his
crops. There are hikers, and hikers! The Greyfiparsy were very careful to leave no
signs of damage where they passed—no apples fiktbedorchards, no paper bags
littering the meadows, no gates left open for eatilwander. Some other hikers were not
so careful. Anyhow that farmer evidently did notnvhikers on his side of the stile.
‘May we cross by the footpath, sir?’ asked Bob @hestill meticulously polite.

‘No! was the brief reply.

‘It wouldn’t take a few minutes—’

‘Keep off my land?’

‘That'’s that! said Johnny Bull. ‘We shall havego round.’

‘Rot! snapped the Bounder. ‘We’re going across] he can go and eat coke.’

‘Shut up, you ass,” muttered Bob

But the farmer had heard. He turned, and fixedregmyaglare on the hikers.

‘You put a foot on my land!” he bawled. ‘I've hadaugh of vagrants trampling down
my crops and stealing my apples. You come overdtilat if you want a thrashing!
You'll get it

‘Rats! retorted the Bounder.

The man in gaiters made a stride towards the siléf, contemplating the administration
of a thrashing there and then! But his anxietytfi@ missing ‘Bobby’ supervened: and he
turned away, tramping along the fence by the edigfeeocornfield, and shouting ‘Bobby!
Bobby"

‘Nice polite and polished sort of gent, what?’ siiagent, laughing.

‘Well, if he’s had crops trampled and apples pirt;heerhaps there’s some excuse for
him,” said Bob, tolerantly. ‘He doesn’t seem to sdw®t a really nice party we are! Come
on—we’d better go round.’
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‘I'm not going round!” said the Bounder, obstinatel

‘Look here, Smithy—’

‘| say, you fellows, Smithy’s right,” squeaked BilBunter. ‘I'm jolly well not going to
walk an extra mile! Let's wait here till that beaggone. | don’t mind waiting?’

‘We could guess that one, old fat porpoise.’

‘We shall have to go round, Smithy,” said Harry \Wba. ‘We can’t trespass on a man’s
land, without leave.’

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

‘Go round if you like,” he answered. ‘I'm waitingele till that old fool is out of sight—
then I’'m going across.’

The Famous Five exchanged glances. Only Billy Busit@ared the Bounder’s view.
Bunter was extremely unwilling to detach himsetinfr the stile—still more unwilling to
put in an extra mile. For once, the Owl of the Reenand the Bounder were in accord:
one from laziness, the other from obstinacy. Tiewotellows felt rather at a loss. If
Smithy was going to risk crossing the forbiddemitery, they did not feel like leaving
him to it.

‘After all, why shouldn’t we walk across the dashmdd?’ said Nugent, at last. ‘We can
trot, too, and be across in a couple of minutes.’

‘Property’s property! said Johnny Bull, sentenstyu

‘Oh, rot,” said Vernon-Smith. ‘The old donkey wile out of sight in a few minutes, and
we can cut across.’

‘He’s going!” said Nugent.

All eyes were on the man in gaiters, getting furtred further away along the inner side
of the fence, still calling ‘Bobby’ as he went.

‘Chance it, what?’ said Bob. ‘He’ll be gone, in @nite

‘I'll soon see,” answered Bob. ‘I can see over tadge, standing on this stile.’

Bob balancing himself with care, stood on the tapdf the stile. That gave him a view
over the distant hawthorn hedge, into the secaid.frhere, the stream, crossed by a
single plank bridge, rippled and glimmered in te#iag sun. Bob grinned as he looked:
for close by the plank bridge on the stream, hétegd@ diminutive figure: that of a small
boy of six or seven. He could guess that that wasBobby’ of whom the farmer was in
search. ‘Bobby’ was not lost in the high corn: evitly he had wandered into the
adjoining field, by a gap in the hawthorns: ouhefrring of the calling voice, but visible
to the eyes of the schoolboy standing on the $titdaody else was to be seen in the
second field: ‘Bobby’ had it to himself.

‘All serene,’ said Bob Cherry. ‘Nobody in that fielexcept a little kid—oh, crumbs!’ He
broke off, suddenly.

The grin died suddenly off his face. For, as heestacross at the second field, the ‘little
kid’' there stepped on the plank to cross the streahipped on the plank, and tipped
over. The distance was too great for the splagte toeard, but Bob, his sunburnt face
suddenly white, saw two tiny hands clutching thengl and a child’s terrified face in the
water.

‘Oh!’ gasped Bob.

He leaped from the stile—into the cornfield. Histfead barely touched the ground,
when he was racing away, by the narrow path threlbgttorn, running as he had never
run on the cinder-track. The hikers stared after hiankly.
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‘Bob!” shouted Harry Wharton.

‘Bob, you ass—! roared Johnny Bull.

‘Esteemed and idiotic Bob—!" gasped Hurree Jamsenh Bingh.

‘Come back, you ass!” shouted Nugent. ‘The martsrafou.’

‘Is he crackers?’ said the Bounder, in wonder.

Utterly unaware of what was happening in the furffedd, the hikers could only wonder
what possessed Bob Cherry. The farmer had seerahuinyith quite a deadly expression
on his face, was rushing in pursuit. That setthexiguestion for the hikers. If Bob fell
into those angry hands, obviously he was goingetedrsome help!

‘Come on!’ said Harry Wharton.

He leaped over the stile and ran, and the resteoparty followed his example. Bob was
well ahead—the farmer hot on his track—and behedfarmer, came five hikers
running hard. Only one member of the party didfotbdow on. Billy Bunter did not like
running, neither did he like angry farmers at clqearters. Billy Bunter sagely sat it out,
on the stile, while Harry Wharton and Co. disappdat breathless speed across the
cornfield.

CHAPTER 10
TOUCH AND GO.

‘STOP! came an angry roar behind Bob Cherry. Ttanm gaiters, red with wrath, was
after the Greyfriars junior rather like an angryibiorgetful for the moment of the
missing ‘Bobby’.

Bob did not heed that angry roar. Indeed he hdrdérd it. He was running as if for his
life. On the ground, he could not see beyond thvettharns: neither could the farmer, or
the other hikers. But Bob knew, if the others duod, that a life was in danger in the
further field, and he had a terrible dread thatdhiéd’s hands might not hold on till he
reached the spot, though he ran like the wind. |A spcond might make all the
difference: and he ran as he had never run orothiedll field, or between the wickets.
‘Stop, you young rascal’” came another bull-likéid& behind. To the farmer, that
sudden rush across his cornfield, under his veeg eseemed an act of unexampled
insolence and defiance. He breathed wrath as hgath@ pursuit.

‘Stop!” he roared.

Bob Cherry raced on.

He was across the cornfield in a matter of secaddgseached the hawthorn hedge, and
plunged headlong through, regardless of thorns desappeared from the sight of the
farmer and his comrades. Heedless of scratcheghioh he collected a good many, Bob
tore through the hawthorns and ran on into the fielt His heart was almost in his
mouth as he stared ahead, at the plank bridgetbgeippling stream. He could have
sobbed with relief, as he saw that the child wdistlsére, still clinging to the plank over
the water, and crying out faintly. Any moment tfetble grasp might have failed: the
child could not have held on for minutes.

It was twenty yards from the hawthorn hedge tostieam. Bob seemed to cover them in
a bound. Then he was on his knees on the planthiogtat ‘Bobby’, catching his hands
in the very moment that they were slipping.

‘Hold on, kid!" gasped Bob. ‘All right now!’
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‘Bobby’ could not have held on. But Bob Cherry'sosig grasp on his hands held him
fast.

‘All right now—TI'll have you out in two ticks!” gased Bob. And he gripped the child’s
wrists to pull him on the plank.

There was a crash in the hawthorns, as a burlydigame plunging through the gap Bob
had left. The hawthorns swayed and rustled, atatineer came charging into the field.
‘You young rascal' You—oh!” The angry man, chargamgoss towards the plank bridge,
came to a sudden stop. His eyes popped, at the scethe plank. In fact they seemed
almost to pop out of his ruddy face.

‘Bobby!" he panted.

He rushed on again. Bob was lifting the child frthra water, landing him safely on the
plank, as he arrived. But there was no wrath irfdge now. His expression had quite
changed.

‘Bobby!" he gasped. ‘Bobby!”

Bob Cherry looked round, with a grin. He picked liktée boy up in his strong arms, and
walked off the plank. Bobby stretched out hisdittlands.

BOB WAS LIFTING THE CHILD FROM THE WATER

‘Daddy! I fell in the water—

The big, burly man gulped.

‘Give him to me!’

Bob handed over the child. The expression on thmdds face was quite extraordinary.
He hugged the little drenched and dripping figared blinked at Bob. He had chased that
trespasser across the field, with the full intemtd giving him the thrashing of his life.
Evidently, he had abandoned that intention now.

‘|—l—I thought—!" he stammered.

‘Of course you did,” agreed Bob. ‘You see, | saw kid fall into the water, from the
stile, and | couldn’t stop to explain, could 1?lyalad | was in time to pull him out.’
‘Thank heaven for that! said the farmer. ‘I—I—I'sorry—"’

‘That'’s all right,” said Bob, cheerily. ‘I'll cut &ck now—'

There was another crash in the hawthorn hedge.Hikess came plunging through,

31



headlong.

‘Come on!’ panted Harry Wharton.

They rushed on. Then they, like the farmer befbegrt, came to an astonished halt, and
stared. They had expected to find Bob sorely irdraddnelp. They blinked at the sight of
the burly man with the drenched child in his arargj] Bob with a cheery grin on his
face.

‘What the thump—?’ gasped Nugent.

‘What's happened, Bob?’

‘What the dickens—?’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

‘All serene, you chaps,’ he said. ‘You didn’t sekat/| saw from the stile—’

‘| thought you were crackers when you rushed & khat,” said Vernon-Smith. ‘What
the deuce—?’

‘Thanks,’ said Bob. ‘But | couldn’t stop for a chgbu see—it was rather touch and go,
as it was.’

‘But what—?’

‘I'll tell you what, young gentlemen,’ said the faer, with a shake in his voice. ‘This lad
has saved my Bobby’s life, when | was after hintato his hide, and I'm more sorry than
| can say. Bobby fell in the water, and i—if—" Hwice trailed off, and he gave the
drenched Bobby another hug.

‘Oh, my hat!’ said Nugent.

‘Bob, old chap—"’

‘So that was why—"’

‘Just that,” said Bob. ‘And now let’s clear off—we’trespassing here— Unless,’ he
added, with a grin, ‘you wouldn’t mind us walkirggetrest, sir, as we’'ve come half-way.’
‘You'll walk wherever you like over my land, aftathat you've done,’ said the farmer.
‘And if you're looking for a camp, you can campmy barn, and more than welcome!
And if one of you will come up to the house, therall the milk and eggs and butter you
want, and anything else | can do for you.’

With that, the farmer strode away, with Bobby is Arms. Evidently, the gentleman in
gaiters was quite placated. The hikers watcheddsiine went, and then looked at one
another with smiling faces.

‘Not a bad old bean, after all'’ said Nugent.

‘The barkfulness is worse than the bitefulnessiead Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘Let us
accept his hospitable and ridiculous offer and canthe absurd barn, my esteemed
chums.’

‘Let’'s!” agreed Harry.

That was soon settled: and Nugent cut back achesearnfield to collect the fat Owl,
who was still resting weary fat limbs on the stAad the gladdest member of the party
to camp in the barn was William George Bunter.dswnly a quarter of a mile further on
to Hooting: but a quarter of a furlong was enoughHilly Bunter.

CHAPTER 11
BUNTER KNOWS HOW
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‘SEVEN!" said Bob Cherry.

‘Six!” suggested Johnny Bull.

‘| say, you fellows—'

‘Let’s leave it to Bunter! grinned Bob. ‘Six oren, Bunter?’

It was a cheery party camping in the barn. Thraihghwide doorway, left wide open, the
sunset glowed in. Supper had been plentiful. Trepitable farmer, whom the incident of
‘Bobby’ seemed to have changed from a lion intaral, had insisted upon supplying
milk, eggs, butter, cream, ham, preserves, and gthad things: it really seemed that,
little as he liked hikers in general, he could dottoo much for this party of hikers in
particular. Having supped, the hikers were discugie morrow’s march before turning
in. Billy Bunter, having supped not wisely but teell, was seated on a sack of straw,
leaning back against the wall of the barn, breagthather hard after his exertions. He did
not look as if he approved of either six or sevahogok for the start in the morning!
‘What about ten?’ asked Bunter.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘What are you cackling at, I'd like to know?’ denusd the fat Owil.

‘Your little joke, old fat man,’ said Bob.

‘I'm not joking—"’

‘You are!” assured Bob. ‘Six or seven, old porpbiBake your choice.’

‘Now, look here, you fellows,” he said. ‘If you tik I'm going to turn out at six or seven
in the morning and tramp, you're jolly well mistakesee? I'll make it nine if you like!
There!’

‘We don't like!” said Harry Wharton, mildly.

‘The earliness to bed and the earliness to rigethar way to make the cracked pitcher go
longest to the well, as the English proverb remarkgesteemed fat Bunter,” said Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

‘We’d better have this clear,” snorted Bunter. ‘limat turning out before nine. | shan’t
open my eyes before nine. That’s that.’

‘Then we’d better say good-bye over-night, as yaunwvbe awake when we start in the
morning,” remarked Vernon-Smith.

Six hikers chuckled. The fattest hiker in the pality not chuckle. He fixed his eyes and
spectacles on the Bounder with a devastating blink.

‘That’'s what | get, after turning down a crowd o¥itations for the “hols”, to join up

with you, Smithy!" he said, with withering scorh.wish now I'd accepted Mauly’s
pressing invitation to Mauleverer Towers. He beggedalmost with tears in his eyes.
He didn’t say he'd boot me if he saw me in the %ipbr anything like it. If he did, it was
only his little joke. Besides, he didn’t! | don’kgect much in the way of manners from
you. Smithy, but after asking a fellow for the “B&+

‘Time we turned in,” yawned Smithy.

‘I'm speaking! hooted Bunter.

‘You generally are!” agreed Smithy. ‘Carry on, gy like—I'm going to turn in.’

‘Beastl’

‘Roll into the straw, and go to sleep, old fat maalid Bob. ‘I'll call you at seven.’

‘I've told you I'm not starting before nine, Bokh€rry. | shall be fast asleep at seven.’
‘That'’s all right—we’ll roll you along, and you camake up when you like.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’
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Billy Bunter disdained to reply to that. Neitheddie roll into the straw and go to sleep,
as Bob advised. Six other hikers turned in, amddtirom the day’s march, were soon
deep in healthy slumber. But Billy Bunter, who rgahight have been expected to be the
first to seek the embrace of Morpheus, remained&vhe was, a furrow of thought in his
plump brow, and a sly gleam in his little round ®¥ehind his big spectacles.

Bunter was thinking! Thinking was not Bunter’s losigjt: but the case was urgent. With
no rival attraction for the ‘hols’, Bunter was ggito hike with Smithy and the Famous
Five: but he was going to keep his exertions dowthé lowest possible minimum.
Certainly he was not going to start at seven imtloening, if he could help it. And he
rather thought that he could help it.

Quite unaware that Bunter’'s lazy comfort was thesinmportant consideration in the
wide universe, the hikers were going to start aeseSmithy—after asking him for the
‘hols’, too!l—was prepared to leave him asleep mlbarn. Bob Cherry was ready to roll
him out if necessary. Neither prospect appeald@&litter. He did not want to be left
asleep in the barn while the hiking party pushedooparts unknown: and he did not
want to be rolled like a barrel. But suppose somgthappened to delay the start, while
the lazy fat Owl had his sleep out!

Bunter was obtuse: but like many obtuse personballea vein of slyness in him. The
grin that overspread his fat face showed that éepdhinking had produced results.

The sun sank deeper in the glowing west: dusk dprear the meadows and cornfields.
It was growing very dim in the barn. Bunter stiregdast.

‘| say, you fellows! he whispered.

Only the regular breathing of six sleepers replied.

‘| say, you fellows! said Bunter, more loudly.

Still no reply! Half-a-dozen hikers were deep iarsber.

‘He, he, hel’ chuckled Bunter.

He rose from the sack of straw. He blinked round hery cautiously. It was dark in the
barn now: he could barely discern his way aboutsida, the shades of night were
falling fast. But that suited the surreptitious @wl. He did not want to be detected, if an
eye opened.

With great caution, he crept towards the rucksgelcked by the wall. With one fat paw
he picked up Harry Wharton’s: with the other, JohBull's. They were half-unpacked,
and not too heavy even for the lazy fat Owl. GmaniBilly Bunter tiptoed out of the
barn, with a rucksack in either fat paw.

‘He, he, he!” he chuckled again, outside understimedowy sky. It was a fine summer’s
night, but growing darker and darker. Stars gleatikeddiamonds in a sky of dark blue
velvet. There was enough light for the fat junmntake his way round to the back of the
barn.

Behind the barn was a stack of straw, stacked tileveanted. The grinning fat Owl
reached it, and shoved the two rucksacks deeptjrdarefully covering them from sight
with straw.

‘He, he, he!’ gurgled Bunter.

Billy Bunter could not help feeling that this wasaly a master-stroke of strategy. In the
morning, when the hikers turned out, two rucksagksld be missing; What had become
of them would be a mystery: but obviously, the hskeould not march without them.
There would be a search for the missing rucksaahkd:the hikers could search as long as
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they liked: that was all right, so long as they dat disturb Bunter! The morning’s march
was not going to begin at seven! Indeed, probahould not even begin at nine! About
ten, or perhaps eleven, Billy Bunter would lendiaithe search, and discover those
rucksacks! Certainly they were not going to be aered till it suited Bunter.

Satisfied that that master-stroke of strategy cowldfail, Billy Bunter crept back round
the barn. It was very dark now, and he had to glopevay by the wall. He reached the
wide-open doorway, and blinked in. Within, all waack as a hat. He listened: and a
faint sound of regular breathing reached his fed.gde suppressed a chuckle. Those silly
asses were still fast asleep, as he had left thiennolled in.

Bump!

‘Ohr’

‘Strike me pink?’

Billy Bunter jumped, almost clear of the brick floo

The hikers were asleep: but if one of them had la@eake, he would not have been
moving about in the dark: he would have turned toreh. Who—what—was the dim,
scarcely seen figure into which Bunter had suddbaoiyped as he rolled into the barn? It
was not one of the hikers. Who—what——2—

Bunter had no time to think. He caught a glittestartled eyes in the gloom: then a
fierce grasp was laid on him, and he whirled itstmebody—certainly not one of the
hikers—had grasped him, and in that grasp he sddged sack, scared almost out of his
fat wits.

‘Yarooh! Leggo! | say, you fellows, help! yelleduBter, frantically, and, hardly

knowing what he was doing, he kicked out at theeengyrasper.

THAT FIGURE WAS MAKING FOR THE DOOR
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That kick landed on a shin, and it seemed to have for a loud howl responded.
‘Ooooh! Strike me pink! Woooh!” echoed through theen. The next moment Bunter was
flung over, and he rolled on the floor, roaring.

Voices mingled with his roar. All the hikers weréde awake.

‘Who's that?’

‘What'’s the row?’

‘Is that Bunter—?’

‘What the thump—?’

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo!

Bob Cherry was the first to leap up. He flashedhanlight of an electric torch. The
bright light streamed through the gloom. It revedaBlly Bunter, rolling on his back on
the bricks, yelling at the top of his voice—andusty figure with an unshaven chin, a
bulbous red nose, with a battered bowler hat onrdinly head. That figure was making
for the door—and the next moment it had hurtledulgh the doorway and vanished into
the night.

CHAPTER 12
NO LUCK!

‘HELP!" yelled Bunter.

‘That tramp—!" exclaimed Bob.

‘| say, you fellows, help—

‘Shut up, Bunter!?’

‘Beast! Keep him off!’ roared Bunter.

‘You fat ass, he’s gone! roared Bob.

‘Oh!" Billy Bunter sat up, jammed his spectaclesgiht on his fat little nose, and
blinked round him. ‘I say, are you sure he’s gohs&y, he collared me in the dark—I—I
say—I ran into him, and he collared me—oh, lor’!’

‘The gonefulness is terrific, esteemed fat Bunter.’

‘That tramp at the Dragon!’ said Harry Whartonsaw him in the light—’

‘So did I,” grunted Johnny Bull. ‘Still got your Wat, Smithy?’

‘Oh!" exclaimed the Bounder, startled.

All the hikers had seen, and recognized, the dusty, as he escaped. It was the tramp in
the battered bowler, whose greedy eyes had sedotnaler’s bulging wallet at the
Dragon. Evidently he had followed the party, thotigdy had not seen him ‘tailing’
them, and never given him a thought. His object madifficult to guess. But for Billy
Bunter, it was only too probable that thievish hemebuld have been going through the
hikers’ belongings, and that Herbert Vernon-Smithver-plentiful supply of cash would
have been missing in the morning. The Bounder \guist

‘All serene,’ he said. ‘My wallet’s safe enouglsuppose that frowsy specimen was after
it.’

‘No supposing about it!" said Johnny Bull. ‘Bettsot put it on view at inns, after this, if
you ask me.’

‘I don’t remember asking you.’

‘Look here—"

‘Well, he never got it,” said Harry Wharton, hagtihterrupting. ‘Might have, if Bunter
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hadn’t been up. But what on earth was Bunter up’ for

‘Oh!" gasped Bunter. ‘I—I—I wasn’t up, you know—'uditer’'s cue had been strategic
silence: nobody was to know that he had been tipamight. That ‘sudden and
unexpected alarm had quite upset his strateghemtasp of the tramp, Bunter had

concentrated on yelling, and forgotten everythilsg.eNow he remembered! ‘I—I wasn’t
exactly up—Il—I—Il——

‘You said you ran into him and he collared you—'

‘Oh! Did I? |—I—I mean, I—I—I haven’t been out dfi¢ barn, you know,” stammered
Bunter. ‘I—I never went out! Why should 1?7’

‘What is that fat chump fibbing for now?’ asked BGherry, in wonder. That Bunter had
been up, and that he had been out of the barn¢cias Why he was fibbing about it was
not clear.

‘Oh, really, Cherry! | tell you I never went out—IHnean, I—I only went out to—to

look at the moon—’

‘Oh, my hat! Did you see it?’

‘Of course | did,” yapped Bunter.

‘Jolly odd, as there doesn’t happen to be a moangbt.’

‘Oh!” gasped Bunter. ‘I—I—I mean the—the starsklsuch a lovely night, | thought I'd
stroll out and look at the moon—I mean the starsieMer went round the barn, you
know—"’

‘Why did you go round the barn?’

‘Haven't | just said that | didn't—?’

‘Yes: that means that you did.’

‘Beastl’

‘| suppose Bunter can’t help telling crammers,dsBob, thoughtfully. ‘But why he’s
telling them now is a giddy mystery. Force of habguppose.’

‘Oh, really, Cherry—’

‘Well, it's lucky he was up, as it turns out,” sadrry Wharton. ‘That tramp would have
gone through a good many pockets. We’'d better Keeploor shut, after this —we don’t
want any more visitors.’

The barn door was closed, and Bob Cherry drovdtehbme.

‘That will put paid to Dusty, if he’s still arouridhe remarked. And all having been made
secure, the hikers went back to bed. Why Billy Buttad been up, remained a mystery:
but nobody was specially interested, and all whkrepy.

In a few minutes, slumber reigned again: and tme Billy Bunter was among the
slumberers: a fact attested by a deep snore, wkashwont to wake the echoes in the
Remove dormitory at Greyfriars, and now awakenedntim the farmer’s barn.

Billy Bunter slept soundly. If eating came firsthis list of the joys of existence, sleeping
came a good second: it was a thing that Bunterdcdalreally well. He slept and snored
through the summer night, and was still sleepindysroring when dawn brightened the
cornfields, and the hikers turned out, and the aeas thrown open, to let in the sunshine
and the morning breeze. It seemed to Bunter thatbeonly just closed his eyes, when a
foot jamming into fat ribs awakened him.

‘Oooogh! gurgled Bunter. ‘Lemme alone, you beast.’

‘Wake up! roared Bob Cherry.

‘Beast! Tain't rising-bell—’
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‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Oh!” Bunter sat up and blinked. He realized thatvims not in the dormitory at
Greyfriars. ‘I say, what's the time ?’

‘Quarter to seven.’

‘| told you I wasn't going to start till nine!” holed Bunter. ‘Il ain’t going to get up, so
yah!

‘Don’t be an ass, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton. ‘faut—just time for brekker before
we start.’

‘You haven't packed yet.’

‘That won’t take long.’

‘Won't it?’ jeered Bunter. ‘Perhaps it will takeriger than you think. You leave me alone
till you've packed your rucksacks.’

And Bunter settled down again, with a sleepy gnradat face. Packing the rucksacks
was certainly likely to take longer than the hikexpected, as two of them were hidden
under the stack of straw at the back of the barn!

But alas for Bunter and his strategy! Even as tiéeseback on soft straw, a burly figure
appeared in the open doorway of the barn, andatimee’s ruddy face looked in. To the
astonishment of the hikers, he had a rucksackleehand!

‘Morning, young gentlemen!’ he said, cordially.

‘Good-morning, sir’’ chorused the hikers.

‘These belong to you, | take it?’ said the farneiding up the rucksacks. ‘My man
George ran his pitchfork into one of them, shiftthg straw. How you come to leave
them in the straw outside | dunno: but there theyewGeorge found them, pitch-forking
the straw. Here they are!’

‘Oh, my hat!’ gasped Bob.

‘How the dickens—?’ exclaimed Nugent.

‘The howfulness is terrific.’

The farmer deposited the rucksacks, gave the hikeleery nod, and departed. The
hikers stared at the rucksacks, and stared atrotbexr. From a fat Owl settling down in
straw came a startled ejaculation: ‘Oh, crikey"

Bunter blinked at those rucksacks. They had bedihamd truly hidden, in the stack of
straw behind the barn. It had not occurred to #tfwl’s fat brain that a stack of straw
behind a barn was not a permanent institutionniight be shifted at any moment.
Evidently, ‘George’ had shifted it, revealing theden rucksacks.

For a long moment, the Greyfriars hikers were qaiteazed. Then came an emphatic
snort from Johnny Bull.

‘Bunter, of course—"’

‘Bunter! repeated Nugent.

‘That’'s why he was up in the night!” snorted Johnny

‘Oh!” exclaimed Harry Wharton. ‘Bunter, you fat in—"’

‘Bunter, you blethering bloater—'’

‘Bunter, you preposterous porpoise—’

‘l—I—I say, you fellows, it wasn’'t me!’ gasped Bumt in alarm. ‘I never hid those
rucksacks under the straw—never thought of it—I-ayl, perhaps that tramp put them
there—'

‘You fat fraud!” roared Bob Cherry. ‘So that wasl@dge to keep us hanging about while
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you snored it out, was it? Boot him!’

‘Yarooooh! roared Bunter. ‘I say, you fellows, é&p on telling you that | didn't—
wasn’t never—whooop! It— it must have been thatpa—|—I—I saw him—I saw him
hiding those rucksacks under the straw—yarooooh!’

Billy Bunter had banked on a prolonged snoozenirie at least. But there was no more
sleep for Bunter.

Half-a-dozen boots, planted on the fat Owl, roéah out. Like Macbeth, they murdered
sleep! A quite active Bunter scrambled and hoppetidmdged. And when, soon after
seven, the hikers marched, an infuriated fat Owichmed too.

CHAPTER 13
CARDEW IS HOSPITABLE

‘THAT ass!’ grunted Johnny Bull.

It was evening.

A glorious summer’s day was drawing to a close. Whstern sky was flamed in a
gorgeous sunset. The woods and meadows of Sussexattractive to the eye. If the
Greyfriars hikers wanted charming scenery, theyihd&ut at the moment, they were
feeling rather as if they had ‘had it’ in anothense. For once, Billy Bunter was not the
only member of the party who wanted a rest. Thel/been following a deep lane for
quite a long time. It was a dusty lane. An occaai@ar, and an occasional farm-cart,
churned up the dust. They were almost as dustyeasian in the battered bowler had
been. Bunter’s fat face streamed with perspiratioimgled with dust. He puffed and
blew as he rolled. The other fellows did not puftidlow: but they had had enough, and
were looking rather anxiously for a suitable spotamp. But that deep Sussex lane
seemed to have no end: and it was bordered orr sitteeby hedges and fences. So they
hiked on hopefully.

Bunter, lagging in the rear as usual, did not laebicycle coming on behind. He was
unaware of a cyclist, till a loud, sudden, staglimg on a bell, just behind him, made
him jump. He jumped, and spluttered, and a bicwdiezed past him.

The other fellows had to jump, too. They were ragpgead out in the lane, and they
jumped to one side or the other quite quickly. Safgem cast expressive looks at the
cyclist, as he whizzed through their ranks.

He glanced at them, as he whizzed, and a sargasticame over his handsome face
under the Panama hat. Apparently their dusty agpeased him. He was himself as
spick and span as a new pin. He was gone the naxtemt, but they had all recognized
him as he flew past. It was the St. Jim’s juniatihad seen at Greengates a few days
before—Cardew, of the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s. WWeehe also recognized them, as
Greyfriars fellows with whom he had played crickefs hard to say. Only that fleeting
sarcastic grin testified that he had noticed thristence at all.

‘That ass!” repeated Johnny Bull. And the look hetafter the disappearing cyclist was
reminiscent of a ‘tyke’ of his native county.

Vernon-Smith knitted his brows.

‘That swanking ass!” he said. ‘I'd like to punclstiead.’

‘Do him good! agreed Bob Cherry.

39



Even the good-natured and tolerant Bob had betthearritated by that sarcastic grin.
‘Beast!”” mumbled Bunter.

‘Come on!" said Harry. The tired and dusty hikerarained on, scanning the lane on
either side for a spot for camping.

‘| say, you fellows!” came an expiring squeak fréme rear.

‘Buck up, Bunter!” called back Bob, encouragingly.

‘| say, when are we going to camp?’ moaned Bunter.

‘As soon as we find a spot,” answered Harry.

‘Can’t camp in the middle of a lane, old fat masgid Nugent.

‘I'm tired!” hooted Bunter.

‘What a coincidence!” exclaimed Bob. ‘So am IV’

‘Ha, ha, hal

Snort, from Bunter. Everybody was a little tiredkéts have to take the rough with the
smooth: and at the moment Harry Wharton and Coe \getting a little of the rough. But
Billy Bunter was not deeply concerned about thé eéthe party. It was the fatigue of his
own little fat legs that worried Bunter.

‘Is this dashed lane ever going to end?’ sigheddxtig

‘It is a long lane that has no turntable, as thglish proverb remarks,’ observed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

‘| say, you fellows—"

‘Save your breath for walking, old fat man,’ saidiB

‘I'm tired!” howled Bunter.

‘We’ve heard that one.’

‘Beast!” moaned Bunter.

Bunter, really, had the least to grouse aboutld#id was the lightest in the party. Bob’s
was the weightiest. That wonderful tent, which bd described in No. 1 Study at
Greyfriars, had turned out, after all, not to welgés than nothing, or even next to
nothing! Certainly it folded up into a really rerkably small compass: certainly it
weighed remarkably little—for a tent. But towartie £nd of a day’s march, the Law of
Gravitation, so ably expounded by Sir Isaac Newsaemed to tell on Bob’s back.
Nevertheless, nobody ever heard a whisper of gngusom Bob. Billy Bunter, however,
supplied enough for the whole party. Mumbles anohdples from the fat Owl lagging in
the rear accompanied the hikers, like the ‘unendietpdy’ in Wagnerian music, though
considerably less musical.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! exclaimed Bob, suddenly. ‘€te’s a gate, and somebody sitting on
it! Might get a tip from him about a camp, what?’

It was a break, at last, in a long high fence. €hveas a wooden gate, beyond which they
had a glimpse of a garden bright with flowers, msier-house shaded by leafy beeches,
and a fountain that leaped and sparkled in thengettin. It was such a spot as might
have delighted the eyes of any hiker looking feamping-ground—a delectable spot of
which a hiker might dream. But it was evidentlyravgte garden, belonging to some
mansion out of sight beyond the tall beeches, méhg unlikely to be available for
camping. The hikers’ hopes did not rise to thaeektBob’s idea was to get a ‘tip’ about
a possible camping-ground, from the fellow sittorgthe gate, if he was a native of the
locality.
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‘Might ask him,” agreed Harry Wharton. ‘Come on,rier.’

The march had been slowing down. Now it accelerdigdn Billy Bunter accelerated a
little. They swung onward up the dusty lane. TH¥esitting on the gate had his face
turned from them: but as they drew nearer, somegttaimiliar about him occurred to
them. They were quite near, when he glanced rootitkir direction, and they
recognized Cardew of St. Jim’s. A bicycle leanedhangate on which he sat.

Johnny Bull gave a grunt.

‘Keep on!’ he said. ‘That's Cardew.’

‘Rot!" said Bob, cheerily. ‘We can speak to hinguppose. Looks as if he lives there, and
if he knows this locality, he can tip us wheredok for a camp.’

‘Swanking ass!” muttered Vernon-Smith.

Bob grinned. The Bounder himself was not exactlgusi‘swank'’.

‘That'’s all right,” said Bob. ‘He can swank his lgeaff, so long as he tips us where to
find a camp. Isn’t anybody tired?’

‘Sort of!" sighed Frank Nugent.

‘Oh, lor'! My legs are dropping offl’ moaned Buntér say, you fellows, if that chap
Cardew lives there, let’'s ask him to let us cangelh

‘Shut up, Bunter! You speak to the fellow, Bobydfu want to—I'm not going to,” said
Johnny Bull.

‘Leave it to me, then,” said Bob, and he marchesgadh Cardew eyeing him as he came
up, with a glimmer in his eyes, and a hint of thecastic grin that had already caused
irritation.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! greeted Bob.

Cardew raised his eyebrows slightly. It was possibat he did not recognize the dusty
hiker as a fellow he had seen in flannels whedi8t's met Greyfriars on the cricket
ground. At any rate he did not seem to. He gavedriiy a look of faintly mocking
inquiry.

‘We’re looking for a camp,” went on Bob. ‘If yowk hereabouts, Cardew, | expect you
could put us on to a spot?’

‘You seem to know my name,’ said Cardew.

‘Eh! Of course | do,” answered Bob, puzzled. Honessuspecting Bob had little
understanding of a supercilious, mocking nature that of Ralph Reckness Cardew of
the St. Jim’s Fourth.

‘Do | know you?’ asked Cardew, blandly.

‘Oh! Don’t you?’ asked Bob, rather warmly. ‘It's hmany weeks since you were playing
cricket at my school, Cardew.’

‘And since Inky here bowled you for a duck! growl@éohnny Bull. ‘Perhaps you
remember that, Cardew.’

‘My esteemed Johnny—!" murmured Hurree Jamset RenghS

‘Shut up, old chap,” whispered Nugent.

‘Oh, come on,’ said Johnny. ‘What are we stoppior® f

Cardew’s cool, supercilious face changed its exgioes for a moment. All the hikers
could see that he did remember the incident to kvbahnny Bull alluded—and did not
remember it pleasantly. To them, it was ratherransang recollection. On that occasion,
Cardew had gone to his wicket with the air of mehaof all he surveyed: only to see his
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bails scattered by a deadly ball from the NaboBlwdnipur, and to retire ingloriously for
a duck’s egg. But if that recollection amused Hakfiyarton and Co., very plainly it did
not amuse Cardew.

For a moment, his look was quite unpleasant. Bwag only for a moment. Then he
smiled.

‘I remember,” he said, gracefully. ‘Did you say yeere looking for a camp? Hiking,
what?’

‘That'’s it,” said Bob, placated at once by Cardeualisnge of manner. ‘Know the country
about these parts?’

‘Like a book,” answered Cardew.

‘Then perhaps you could tell us where to hit alfikspot for a camp?’

‘| say, you fellows—

‘Shut up, Bunter?’

‘Shan’t’” hooted Bunter. ‘If that's Cardew’s placghy not—yarooooh! Billy Bunter
wound up with a howl, as his foot was trodden onrdh®/hether it was Cardew’s place
or not, nobody but Bunter felt like asking favoofdim.

But though Bunter’s remark remained, like Schulses€lebrated symphony, unfinished,
Cardew caught its drift. He smiled again—quite @aghnt smile—and gave a nod.

‘No need to look further,” he said. He waved hisdhéowards the attractive garden inside
the gateway. ‘Like to camp here?’

‘Could we?’ said Bob, doubtfully.

‘Why not?’ said Cardew. ‘I'll speak to my unclem’having the “hols” with my uncle,’
he added, by way of explanation. ‘I'd be jolly gldgou’d camp here, if you feel like it:
and you can rely on it that my uncle won’t mind. $1guite a jolly old boy.’

The hikers exchanged glances. Their impressionaofi€w of St. Jim’s had not been
favourable. Smithy, in fact, had been considerimgther to tip him off the gate! But this
hospitable offer quite changed that impressionyhere tired, they were dusty, they
longed for camp: and that enticing garden was thstmelectable spot they could have
wished for. And if Cardew’s uncle was a ‘jolly dddy’ who wouldn’t mind, there was
no reason at all for not jumping at the St. Jineofv’s offer.

‘Well, that's jolly good of you, Cardew,’ said Nugje

‘Not at all.’

‘Sure your uncle won't mind?’ asked Harry.

‘Absolutely certain.’

‘Then we'll jolly well camp, and jolly glad to,” $& Bob: and even Johnny Bull contrived
to grin amicably.

‘The gladfulness will be terrific,” remarked Hurrdamset Ram Singh, with a nod of his
dusky head.

‘Done, then!” said Cardew. He slipped from the gated put a hand to his bicycle.
‘Make yourselves at home. I'll mention it to my Umcof course, as soon as | see him.
Cheerio?

‘Cheerio—and many thanks!’

Cardew put an elegant leg over his machine, anel ood He waved a hand as he went,
and the hikers, quite amicable now, waved backnThe St. Jim’s junior disappeared, at
his usual reckless speed.
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‘Gentlemen, chaps, and fatheads,’ said Bob Ch&ryhour ago | was feeling like
punching that chap’s head— now | feel more likesiig him on his baby brow!’

Harry Wharton laughed.

‘Just as well you never punched his head—he woulthve asked us to camp on his
uncle’s estate, if you had! By gum, this is a jafyot for a camp. We can sleep in the
summer-house instead of rigging ‘up the tent.’

‘And water laid on, all ready!” said Bob, with agjare towards the dancing fountain.
‘Couldn’t be better,” said Nugent.

‘The betterfulness could not be more terrific,’ @&l Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘This is
an esteemed and execrable boonful blessing.’

Bob Cherry swung the gate open.

‘March in! he said.

And they marched in, and the gate swung shut behigrdd. And Billy Bunter made a
direct line for the summerhouse, where he plumpeddo rest his weary fat limbs, and
to watch the other fellows unpack for camping.

CHAPTER 14
EXIT DUSTY!

‘Dusty’ ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“What—?’

‘Look!” Bob nodded towards the gate.

It was quite a happy party camping in that attxecgarden. The sun was sinking over the
Sussex downs, in a blaze of purple and gold. A pdireeze stirred the foliage of the
beeches. The fountain danced and bubbled. Supeowves: and the whole party had
enjoyed supper almost as much as the fattest meiberthey were taking their ease,
pleasantly tired after the day’s march, luxuriating well-earned ‘laze’. Even Billy
Bunter’s fat face was contented. Bunter had fouddak-chair in the summer-house: and
now his plump limbs were stretched in it. Otheldk sat in the grass, or on the
baggage. Bob Cherry, with long legs stretched @egrgrass, rested his shoulders on his
rucksack. Everyone was feeling happy and comfogtad undoubtedly glad that they
had fallen in with that St. Jim’s junior, and olotad leave to camp in that delightful spot.
Somewhere beyond the beeches was the mansion ¢b whielonged, and of which they
had had a glimpse of red chimney-pots. But theydssh nothing of the inhabitants, so
far. They had half expected Cardew’s uncle to ¢jnen the once-over: but nobody had
come along. Once or twice a car passed in the dais¢youtside the gate, several times a
bicycle whizzed by, and occasionally a pedestrasspd. It was a pedestrian who
stopped and looked over the gate, who drew Bobrgkettention, and evoked his
ejaculation.

‘Know that johnny?’ grinned Bob.

They all knew that ‘johnny’ at once, as soon ay tbeked at him. They knew the red
bulbous nose, the shifty eyes, the unshaven chahitee battered bowler hat on the
untidy head. It was the gentleman of the road wBai had named ‘Dusty’.

The man leaned on the top bar of the gate, anddstarer it, with a surly stare.

Obviously he was interested in the camping hikers.

Since the nocturnal episode in the barn, the hikatskept wary eyes open for Dusty, for
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a time. But they had seen nothing more of him—niolv. Their routes lay rather by bye-
ways than by highways, and Dusty, if he had folldwead doubtless lost their track.
Now, it seemed, he had found it again: for thendatde little doubt that he was trailing
them—it was many a long mile from the hospitablenker’s barn, yet here he was,
staring at their camp over the gate. Apparentlytipasll nourished hopes of fingering
the Bounder’s expensive wallet.

‘After us!” said Nugent.

‘Not much doubt about that,” said Harry.

‘The doubtfulness is not terrific,” agreed Hurr@enset Ram Singh.

The Bounder knitted his brows.

‘What about collaring him, and sticking his headhat fountain, as a tip to keep his
distance?’ he suggested.

‘Not a bad idea!” said Johnny Bull. ‘Only—we domwant a shindy here—Cardew’s
uncle mightn't like it.’

‘Leave him to me!’ said Bob.

Bob sat up, and groped in his rucksack. His hanaecaut with an article in it which
caused the Bounder to grin, and Bunter to emit alfackle, when they saw it. It was the
pea-shooter that had seen service on the walledfitad’s garden at Greyfriars School,
at the end of the term. Bob crammed peas into bigtim

‘Now watch!” he said.

Dusty was within easy range, and Bob was a goot $he tramp, after staring into the
garden, was turning away, when something suddéahgshis ear, and he gave quite a
convulsive jump. He clapped a horny hand to hisaad stared round blankly.

‘He, he, he!’ chortled Bunter, happily reminded@ielch’s performance at Greyfriars.
‘Give him some more —he, he, he!’

Bob was already giving him some more. As Dustypgaishis ear and stared, peas
plastered his unwashed face right and left.

‘Strike me pink!” howled Dusty.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘You young limb!" Dusty glared over the gate. ‘Pglasoting a covey! My eye! If | don'’t
limb yer—!’

He hurled open the gate and rushed in.

‘All hands on deck!” chuckled Bob.

The hikers were all on their feet, at once. Onl\yEunter remained in his deck-chair.
The man in the battered bowler looked quite fernagi@nd Bunter preferred the role of a
‘looker-on in Vienna'. But Bunter’s aid was not weel. Six hikers met the tramp half-
way as he rushed in: and the next moment Dustypn@sably sorry that he had rushed.
Six pairs of hands were altogether too many fortjpus

All those hands grasped Dusty, wherever they cgetda hold. In fact, there was hardly
enough of Dusty to go round. Wriggling and strugglihis battered bowler falling off,
the tramp was rushed back to the gate, with arrddeays wildly flying.
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The gate had swung shut. But nobody troubled tpeeat.

‘Heave ahead, my hearties,” gasped Bob.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

Dusty was not a light-weight. But six sturdy hikersre more than equal to the heave.
Dusty went over the gate whirling, and landed & [dne with a terrific bump.

He roared as he landed.

‘Oh! Oooogh! Strike me pink and blue! Woooogh!’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

Dusty sat up in a cloud of dust. He glared at aoet lining the gate, grinning at him
cheerfully.

‘Come in and have some more!” said Bob, invitingly.

‘Do! chuckled Nugent.

‘Lots more if you want it! * grinned Johnny Bull.

‘The lotfulness is terrific!” chuckled Hurree Jarmh&am Singh.

Dusty gasped for breath. He did not seem dispasaddept the invitation to come in
again. He scrambled to his feet at last, dustim #aver. But he did not approach the gate.
‘Give a bloke his "at!" he gasped.

Bob picked up the battered bowler.

‘Catch! he called out.

Dusty caught it with his bulbous nose. He grablheddowler with one hand, and his
nose with the other. The glare he bestowed oniderdrivalled that of the fabled
basilisk.

‘Anything more we can do for you?’ asked Bob, it ‘I've got some more peas, if
you’ll wait a tick—’

Dusty, apparently, did not want any more peas. hé®ls a gnarled fist at six grinning
faces, and departed, disappearing down the lag@teta good pace.

45



‘| say, you fellows,” squeaked Billy Bunter, as thi&ers, after that exciting interlude,
resumed their laze in the soft grass. ‘I say, dnesdad better keep watch to-night. That
tramp may come back, and | don’t want him goingtigh my pockets.’

‘Why not?’ asked Bob.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Oh, really, Cherry—"’

‘All the same, it's a good idea,” said Bob. ‘Dustpuldn’t get rich quick by going
through Bunter’s pockets, but Smithy’'s—

‘The esteemed Smithy’s wallet is a boot on the olbxg,’ remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

‘Exactly!” assented Bob. ‘One of us had betteugitand keep watch—’

‘Rot!" yawned Johnny Bull.

‘I should jolly well think so!” said Bunter, warmly

‘—and as it's Bunter’s idea, he’s the man!” congduBob. ‘Mind you don’t go to sleep,
Bunter. Don’t close an eye till morning.’

‘Ha. ha, ha!’ yelled the hikers, quite entertaifgthe expression on Billy Bunter’s fat
face.

‘You—you silly idiot"" gasped Bunter. ‘| don’'t meame —

‘| do!" said Bob.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Beast!’

Bunter, evidently, was not looking for a job ashtigvatchman! Neither, in fact, was any
other member of the party. They were going to steep at all events, that was the
programme. But the happenings of that golden sunewaming were not yet over.

CHAPTER 15
QUICK MARCH!
‘JENKINSY
‘Sirl’
‘Take care with that hose, Jenkins.’
‘Yes, sir.’

‘You have sprayed my foot, Jenkins.’

‘Have |, sir? Sorry, sir.’

‘That will not dry my shoe, Jenkins. You are clumdgnkins.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘You are a fool, Jenkins.’

‘Very good, sir?’

Snort!

That interesting colloquy reached the ears of theyfaars hikers, borne on the balmy
evening breeze.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo? murmured Bob Cherry. ‘Someihds coming.’

‘Cardew’s uncle, | expect,’ said Nugent.

‘Doesn’t sound such a jolly old boy as Cardew désc!’ remarked Vernon-Smith.
‘Sounds a bit of a Tartar.’

All the hikers sat up and looked round. Billy Bunitdinked round the deck-chair through
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his big spectacles.

So far, the hikers had seen nothing and heardmptifithe proprietor of that pleasant
garden. Now they both saw and heard something.figuoes emerged into view from a
path under the thick beeches. One was a gentlentarawircumference that rivalled

Billy Bunter’s, and a bald head, which, as he waitess, as seen to great advantage,
shining in the setting sun. The other, clearly, wagmrdener: trundling a long garden
hose, from the nozzle of which water dripped. Bgiéent, no doubt, or possibly not by
accident, Jenkins had allowed a spray of watestae: hence the remarks of the plump
gentleman: who certainly looked, as he soundebit@f a Tartar’: not in the least a

‘jolly old boy'.

Obviously, he was the proprietor of the place, tnadhikers could only conclude that he
was the uncle Cardew had mentioned.

His snapping voice, his snort, and the frown onploidgy brow, were not reassuring, and
they could not help wondering a little uneasily Wiee Cardew had over-rated his
uncle’s hospitality. On his looks, they certainlgwd not have thought of asking leave to
camp in his garden. Still, it did not occur to therdoubt that Cardew had made matters
right for them.

They rose to their feet, looking towards the twavragrivals, prepared to turn on their
best manners and politest smiles. But for the mantlea bald gentleman did not observe
them. He was giving Jenkins directions. The gardpparently, was to be watered at
sunset, the hose handled by Jenkins under theistgretence of his master.

‘Take care, Jenkins.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘If you spray my foot with that hose again, Jenkinshall discharge you.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘You are a blockhead, Jenkins.’

‘Very good, sir.’

The hikers could not help smiling. If that was bad gentleman’s usual mode of address
to his gardener, they thought it not surprising thenkins had accidentally sprayed him
with the hose.

‘Don’t swamp the flower-beds, Jenkins.’

‘No, sir.’

‘Have a little sense, Jenkins.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘And now—'" The bald gentleman broke off, sudderag,his eyes fell on the group of
hikers.

He stared at them. His eyes seemed to pop at tHerstared at them in such amazement,
as if he could hardly credit his vision. Evideritiyy were a surprise to him. For some
moments he seemed unable to speak. Then he utteBedasping voice:

‘Tramps!’

Jenkins, ceasing to spray the flower-beds, staredd. He too seemed surprised at the
sight of the hikers.

‘Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. ‘Something’s wop you fellows. If that’s

Cardew’s uncle, the silly ass must have forgottetel him we’re here.’

‘Looks like it,” muttered Harry Wharton.

‘The lookfulness is terrific.’
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‘Tramps! This time the bald gentleman did not gasproared, ‘Tramps! Tramps in my
garden!’

Really, the Greyfriars party did not look like trps They had arrived at that pleasant
camp dusty from the road: but they had dusted tfaiments, and brushed their shoes,
and washed in the fountain: and really they loofyeite a nice party. Evidently, however,
they did not impress that podgy gentleman favoyrahis face was almost purple with
wrath, as he came stamping towards them.

‘Tramps! What are you doing here? Vagrants!” heeda‘’Vagabonds! Tramps!
Trespassers! Good gad! He seemed to choke.

‘Oh, draw it mild,” snapped the Bounder.

‘What? What?’

‘We’re not tramps or trespassers. We were givenel@éa camp here by your nephew,’
hooted Smithy.

‘What! What? My nephew! | have no nephew. Andhiad, | would not allow tramps in
my garden—'

‘What!” gasped Harry Wharton.

The hikers stared blankly. They had, naturallyetak for granted that this was the uncle
the St. Jim’s junior had mentioned. Apparently thag taken too much for granted.
‘Look here!” exclaimed Bob Cherry. ‘Are you the Isasf this show—I mean are you the
proprietor of this place?’

‘What? Certainly | am the proprietor of this plaeed you are trespassing in my garden!
bawled the plump gentleman.

‘Haven't you a nephew named Cardew?’ gasped JoBully

‘I have never heard the name! How dare you preteadmy nephew gave you leave to
camp in my garden, when | have no nephew? Jenkins!

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Turn the hose on them, Jenkins! Turn the hoseherd tramps immediately. Drive them
off my property. Do you hear me, Jenkins? Are yeafdJenkins? Will you turn the hose
on these tramps, Jenkins, or will you not turnhitbse on these tramps?’

‘Oh! Yes, sir!’ gasped Jenkins.

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Billy Bunter. The fat Owl madebound out of the deck-chair, as
the hose sprayed.

‘Oh, crumbs!” gasped Nugent.

‘Stop that!" yelled the Bounder, quite as angrylesbald gentleman. “You old ass—"
‘What? Drench them, Jenkins. Drive them out, Jesikiif they are not gone in one
minute, Jenkins, | will discharge you.’

Only too evidently, the bald gentleman was nobdyjold boy’, or anything like it!
Equally evidently, he was not Cardew’s uncle! Isweard for the hikers to realize that
that young rascal had been pulling their leg, aaudl dirily given them leave to camp in a
place with which he had no connection whatever.tBey had to realize it.

‘Oh, scissors!” gasped Bob Cherry. He dodged a showtop that! We'll go—turn off
that hose, you fathead, or you'll get hurt.’

‘Stop it"" yelled Johnny Bull.

‘| say, you fellows, I'm wet—!" howled Billy Bunter

‘Will you turn that hose off?’ roared the Boundas, drenching spray caught him under
the chin.
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Jenkins grinned over the hose.

‘Mr. Bunce’s orders!” he said. ‘“You better 'op it.’

Billy Bunter was already ‘hopping’ it. He was rungifor the gate. But the hikers had
their baggage to think of. Obviously they had te-gbat pleasant garden was not, after
all, going to be their camping-ground for the nigbait they could not ‘hop’ it without
their paraphernalia.

Jenkins, grinning, sprayed them. Jenkins seem&ddat rather amusing. He was quite
free with that hose. There was a howl! from the Igglitleman, as well as from the
hikers.

‘Take care, Jenkins! You have sprayed me, Jenkins.’

‘Oh! Sorry, sir.’

‘You are a fool, Jenkins! You are a blockhead, denkeep the hose on those tramps,
Jenkins.’

‘Yes, sirl’

The Bounder, setting his teeth, made a rush atrdenk/ater swamped him as he rushed:
but he did not heed it.

Dripping from head to foot, he reached the gardesredt grabbed the hose.

‘Back up, you men!” shouted Bob Cherry. And he adhfter Smithy, and the rest
rushed after him. The hikers were ready to goaat by this time they were quite eager
to go, but they had to collect their belongings] #rey were not going under a stream of
water.

Smithy and Jenkins struggled for the hose. Wateasted from it, as they struggled, and
poured equally over both of them. Jenkins was esdalred as Smithy, and—judging by
his looks and his remarks—he no longer found itsingi Then the rush of the Famous
Five sent Jenkins spinning, and he sprawled obdug, releasing the hose which
remained in the Bounder’s possession.

He proceeded at once to make use of it. He jettkeddvse’ free from the nozzle,
changing the spray into a torrent. That torrent tuased on the sprawling gardener,
flooding him fore and aft, so to speak. He almesm in It.

‘Oh, my hat!’ gasped Bob. ‘That’ll do, Smithy—'

‘Rats! snapped Smithy. And he whirled round on Bunce, who was almost dancing
with wrath.

‘Jenkins! Get up, Jenkins! Why are you sprawlingréh Jenkins? Take that hose from
that young ruffian immediately, Jenkins, and—qguyintt The bald gentleman broke off,
with a gasp and a gurgle, as the torrent smote lhinpowled him over, and he sat down
suddenly in wet grass.

‘Stop it, Smithy—"’

‘Chuck it, you ass—'

Harry Wharton grasped the Bounder’s arm, and dihggown. A flood of water over
his legs was his reward.

‘Stop it, you mad ass,’ he gasped.

‘Rats! Let him have it—

‘Stop it, | tell you! We're trespassing here—legist out of it! Get the things together,
you fellows. Chuck it, Smithy.’

‘Jenkins! The bald gentleman sat in a swamp, raaded. ‘Jenkins! Run to the house,
Jenkins, and phone the police-station! Do you hegrJenkins? Are you deaf, Jenkins?
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Will you run to the house and phone the policekiies; or will you not run to the house
and phone the police, Jenkins?’

‘Urrrrgh!” was the only reply from the half-drownegrdener. But he scrambled up, and
disappeared at a run through the beeches.

‘For goodness sake, let’s get out!’ gasped Frangexit

‘Hurry upl’

‘Hurry up terrifically?’

Smithy, at last, threw down the hose, leaving gtteam. Jenkins was gone—the bald
gentleman, sitting and spluttering in a swamp, a@s de combat: the hikers had a
respite. They did not lose a moment of it. Goods @mattels were packed together
anyhow, and they marched—a quick march! The gatkatfpleasant garden banged shut
after them.

‘Oh, crumbs!’ gasped Bob Cherry, mopping a stregnf@ice. ‘What a life!’

‘| say, you fellows—'

‘By gum, if we meet that cad Cardew again—!" saerNon-Smith, between his teeth.
‘Pulling our leg all the time!’ said Nugent. ‘Rotterick—’

‘The rottenfulness was terrific.’

‘| say, you fellows, I'm wet—'

‘Are we dry?’ hooted Johnny Bull.

‘Oh, really, Bull—

‘Quick march!” said Harry Wharton. ‘The sooner vaver a few miles the better.’

There was no doubt about that. The hikers, quitedgantly and unintentionally, had been
trespassing. Obviously, it was their cue to putviiagest possible distance, in the shortest
possible time, between themselves and Mr. Buncéy fom Billy Bunter came a howl

of protest.

‘| say, you fellows, we can’t go further to-nighbowled Bunter.

‘Why can’'t we, fathead?’

‘I'm tired.’

‘What?’

‘Tired!’

‘Kick him?’

‘Yarooooh!’

The hikers marched—at the double. They left a vegitin the dust as they marched.
Billy Bunter’s little fat legs twinkled as he tret to keep pace. And not until sunset had
given place to dark, and two or three miles of wagdanes lay behind them, was the fat
Owl allowed to sink upon a grassy bank, and replosse little fat legs.

CHAPTER 16
BRIEF ENCOUNTER

‘I'LL go! said Billy Bunter, unexpectedly

‘You! ejaculated Bob Cherry.

‘Yes, me! Don't | do all the work?’ inquired Buntezarcastically.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

It was several days later. The Greyfriars hikeid ¢tr@ssed the county border into
Hampshire. It was yet early in the afternoon whHeytleft a dusty high road, thickly

50



populated by cars, to follow a leafy lane which, ladcording to Wharton’s map, to the
village of Hedges. Shady branches were very welconee'open road’ had its
drawbacks, under the blaze of an August sun. Ta#gdiwhere a rustic bridge spanned
a rippling stream: firstly to admire the scenegg@ndly because it was an ideal spot for
a camp. It was an early hour for camping: thougthowar could have been too early for
the fattest member of the party. But a hike wasisulely affair: it was a quite solitary
spot, the surroundings were charming, and, as Bdoémarked in Mr. Bunce’s garden,
way back in Sussex, there was water laid on! $tngiin a cheery row on the wooden
parapet of the rustic bridge, they decided on campnuch to the satisfaction of William
George Bunter.

But there was one snag. Supplies had run out, terimved at Hedges. A roadside lunch
had finished the last of the provisions in the sadks. If they camped at that pleasant
shady spot, someone had to go on to the villageupplies, and return with the same,
before supper accrued. For the last couple of h@&iltg Bunter had mentioned, again
and again, and with increasing emphasis, that lsehaagry. Glad as he was to halt,
Bunter was, naturally, thinking of food. That wasigem that was seldom out of his
thoughts.

But his offer to go for supplies was quite unexpdcit was a good half-mile to Hedges.
When they debated which fellow should go on tovillage, the hikers did not even
think of Bunter. Bunter was sitting down. When Bemivas sitting down, he was always
extremely reluctant to resume the perpendiculant®uwas naturally expected to sit
where he was, watch the other fellows fixing upt¢hmp, and not to stir till a meal was
ready. Which, probably, Bunter would have done,fbuthe urge of the inner Bunter.
‘Blessed if | see anything to cackle at!’ said taeOwl, peevishly. ‘I do jolly nearly all
the work, and chance it. Didn’t | wash up this mog?’

‘Not till Bob kicked you,’ said Harry Wharton, labing.

‘Yah! Look here, I'll cut on to the village, whilgou fellows are lolling about,” said
Bunter. He slipped quite briskly off the parapehile the hikers stared at him. Bunter,
evidently, was in earnest. ‘Better club up some eypthough,” added Bunter, apparently
as an afterthought. ‘I told you I'd left all minet@ome at Bunter Court—"’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Oh, cackle,” said Bunter. ‘Look here, am | goingnmt? You fellows can laze about
while I'm gone. That will suit you. Never saw suglezy lot.’

‘You fat, footling, foozling frump—!" began JohnBull, in a voice resembling that of
the Great Huge Bear.

‘Oh, let him go,’ said Bob Cherry. ‘We’ve got tofup the camp, and he’s too thumping
lazy to lend a hand. Shell out the cash, you fedlevas Bunter’s left all his wads of
banknotes at home.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

Cash was duly shelled out, and Billy Bunter roléexoss the bridge, and disappeared at
quite a good pace up the leafy lane beyond. Foe,ahe fattest and laziest member of
the hiking party was quite active. Bob stared atterfat figure as it disappeared.
‘Fancy Bunter taking on a job!" he remarked.

‘| fancy he will stop to sample the grub, beforestarts back,” grunted Johnny Bull.

‘Oh! That's why, | suppose!’ said Bob. ‘Well, itearly for supper, and we’ve got the
camp to fix up, and even Bunter won'’t take morentha hour to crawl half a mile and
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back. All hands on deck.’

There was an attractive spot just off the laner tieabridge, which was selected as a
site. There the packs were unpacked, and Bob Chavpnderful tent set up. That tent
was not exactly roomy, for seven fellows, one obmhwas double-width. But it was at
any rate cover from the rain, if rain came on: Wahit the uncertain British climate was
not improbable. And if a fellow couldn’t stand ugint in it, there was, as Bob had
pointed out, no need for any fellow to stand upright! The tent up, and utensils sorted
out, and water fetched from the stream, and th&ingestove prepared for action, more
than an hour had elapsed, and the hikers were feadypper. But there was no sign yet
of a returning fat Owl.

So they sat once more in a cheery row on the paodplee little bridge, to wait for

Bunter and supplies.

‘Jolly spot!’ said Bob Cherry. ‘And we’ve got itlab ourselves. Not a soul passed since
we stopped here.’

‘Here comes somebody!” said Nugent.

From the direction of the high road they had leftind, a cyclist came in sight under the
shady branches over the lane. The hikers glaneeartis him carelessly, as he came.
Apparently he was on his way to Hedges, and hislasagcross the bridge where the
hikers sat in a row.

The Bounder’s look became suddenly fixed.

‘By gum!” he breathed. His eyes glinted at thd sligtant cyclist. ‘By gum! Know that
chap?’

‘Eh? No—who—7"’

‘I's Cardew.’

‘Cardew! repeated the hikers, all at once. Andythk stared at the rider under the shady
branches.

‘That tricky swob—!" growled Johnny Bull.

It was Cardew! He was riding at his usual reckigs=ed, and rapidly coming nearer.
They all knew the handsome, supercilious face utidePanama hat. But they were
surprised to see him. They were at least fifty sflem Mr. Bunce’s, where Cardew had
played that scurvy trick on them, and in a différepunty. It looked as if Cardew, like
themselves, was on a summer wander in the ‘hatdl jmthe same direction, though he
preferred wheels, and no doubt inns and hotelgratian camping out. He looked, as
usual, like a new pin.

The Bounder’s brows knitted.

None of the party remembered Cardew, and his roakcirickery, with cordial feelings.
But the Famous Five were little given to nursingdges or grievances, and they had
almost forgotten him. It was different with the Baler. Smithy’s was not a forgiving
nature, and he had a long memory for offences. diatching in Mr. Bunce’s garden
was as fresh in his mind as if it had happened thrdyday before.

‘That rotter!” he said. ‘He’ll be on this bridge another minute or two! He won’t get past
itin a hurry.’

‘Um!” said Bob, doubtfully. ‘I suppose he oughthie jolly well kicked, Smithy—but—
‘Let him rip!” said Nugent, always pacific and péate. ‘| expect it was the silly ass’s
idea of a joke.’
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The Bounder sneered.

‘You fellows can steer clear, if you like,” he reted. ‘I'm going to have him off that
bike, and give him what he’s asked for.’

‘We don’t want a shindy,” said Harry.

‘I do! said Smithy.

‘Why not?’ said Johnny Bull. Johnny did not alwage eye to eye with the Bounder, but
for once he agreed with Smithy. ‘I don’t see legtlim rip, after the rotten trick he
played on us.’

There was a division of opinion. Four members ef@wo. would have been willing to let
the St. Jim’s junior pass in peace. Johnny Bull M@oubtless have yielded to the
majority, and contented himself with a glare asd@ar whizzed by. But Herbert Vernon-
Smith was quite indifferent to the opinion of tlest of the party. He slipped from the
parapet, and stood ready to rush.

Cardew was whizzing on. If he had noticed the fei@n the bridge, his glance was
careless. But as he came quite near, he was se@areta little start, and they knew that
he had recognized them. He ceased to pedal, armicywde free-wheeled on. A few
moments more, and he would have been within rehahrash.

But the St. Jim’s fellow no doubt realized what wastore for him on the bridge: the
Bounder’s look was not to be mistaken. Almost atlthidge, he braked, and the bicycle
slowed down.

The Bounder rushed.

At the same moment, Cardew whirled the bike rotmdide back to the high road: the
way he had come. Evidently, he did not intend tssithat bridge: now that he knew
what awaited him there. The bike whirled round irale, and Cardew drove at the
pedals.

Vernon-Smith tore off the bridge.

So rapid was his rush, that he was almost withacheof the rear wheel as it turned
towards him. He made a desperate bound, and ctiath@ardew.

But the bike, by a hair’s breadth, shot away iretimnd Smithy, overbalancing himself
as he clutched empty space, toppled over andrdii®face in the dust.

‘Oh, my hat!’ ejaculated Bob Cherry.

‘Man down!” murmured Nugent.

‘The downfulness is terrific.’

The cyclist shot away like an arrow, leaving Versggmith sprawling. He dragged
himself up panting, with a furious face, smothengtth dust. If Cardew had been within
reach, his good looks would assuredly have beenealt much for the worse.

But Cardew was far out of reach. Already fifty yaalvay, he turned his head and looked
back—and smiled. Then he waved a mocking hand,zedinn, and vanished.

The Bounder stood, for some moments, panting,dus &s black as thunder. Then he
came slowly back to the bridge.

Harry Wharton and Co. were careful not to smileh@asejoined them. Smithy did not
look in the mood to be greeted by smiles. He watydine was jarred by his fall, and,
only too clearly, was in the worst temper ever.ddewled as he sat down again: sullen
and silent, while the other hikers chatted as thegited the arrival of Bunter and
supplies.
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CHAPTER 17
BAD LUCK FOR BUNTER

‘OH, crikey! breathed Billy Bunter.

His little round eyes blinked, with a startled linhrough his big round spectacles.

Up to that moment, Billy Bunter had been happy emthfortable. He was sitting down
under a shady tree. Sitting down always agreed Buthter: and shade was grateful and
comforting on a day in August when the sun blazedrdwith almost tropical fervour.
Also, he was eating, which gave the final touchitofelicity.

Bunter had lost no time in getting to Hedges, dedvillage store there. It was not
Bunter’s custom to hurry: but an aching void in éx$ensive inside urged him on, as the
fabled gadfly urged on lo of old. But once at tlieage shop, there was no need for
further haste. Bunter proceeded to purchase eatabid to dispose of some of them on
the spot. Having packed away what any other memwibigre hiking party would have
considered a substantial supper, and thus takekettieedge off his appetite, the fat Owl
rolled out of Hedges on his homeward way, with ekpd rucksack on his plump back.
His load, like AEsop’s, grew lighter as he went:.deery now and then a fat paw dipped
into the rucksack, and transferred a sausageerodl,biscuit, or an apple, to a capacious
mouth. But if the rucksack grew lighter, Bunter diat. His lagging pace lagged more
and more, till, half-way back to camp, he decidet he needed a rest.

It was hot, and Bunter was tired, or at least land the shady trees beside the lane were
inviting. There was, so far as Bunter could seepemasion for hurry. True, there would
be no supper at the camp till he reached it withpas. But that did not worry Bunter. A
meticulous consideration for others had never loeenof his weaknesses.

In fact, he almost forgot the existence of the h8itting in the shade, leaning back on
the trunk of an oak, dipping sticky fingers int@ tucksack, and happily munching, Billy
Bunter felt that a hike, after all, was not a ba/wf spending the ‘hols’. The little
Hampshire lane was solitary: only the twitteringoafls in the boughs came to his fat
ears: till, at length, he heard a footstep commognfthe direction of the village he had
left an hour ago. It was then that he breathed &dkey! and blinked a startled blink, at
the sight of a red nose, an unshaven chin, andteréa bowler hat.

The untidy man who came slouching up the lane wi#e ¢amiliar to his eyes. It was the
gentleman of the road whom Bob Cherry had namedtfuast seen in Sussex, but
evidently still on the trail of the hikers, or Iaok for that trail.

Billy Bunter gazed at him in deep alarm.

From the bottom of his fat heart he wished thalhddn’t stopped for a rest under that
shady tree. It was not that he feared that Dustyldvgo through his pockets.

Whether Bunter had left his banknotes at home grumamloubtedly he had omitted to
carry any of those useful articles on the hike. s$tispping-money had been expended at
Hedges to the last penny, and there was not aesaogh of the realm anywhere about
Bunter. Nevertheless, he blinked at Dusty in deggasiness. Dusty was not the kind of
man any fellow wanted to meet in a lonely spot fifam help.

To his relief, Dusty did not glance in his directi@s he came slouching up the lane.
Bunter hoped that the tramp might pass him by unsadhe shade of the oak. A huge
branch of the oak extended right across the ldthe, meeting branches on the other side,
and the spot was quite dusky.
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Bunter sat silent. He even ceased to munch. To juongnd run was useless: Dusty, if he
wanted him, would have had him in three stridessifent as the stone statue of a fat
Owl, Billy Bunter sat, and blinked, and hardly bite=d, as the tramp came nearer.
Dusty, as he came, was sucking at an empty pigelodk was disconsolate. Dusty was,
in fact, in hard luck.

His career as a snapper-up of unconsidered th#ielsnot, of late, proved profitable. He
had lost the trail of the Greyfriars hikers: bug tflimpse he had had of the Bounder’s
bulging wallet still drew him on like a magnet. Dysvas reflecting sadly and longingly
on the immense quantities of beer and ‘baccy’ tbatd have been acquired, if only that
bulging wallet had changed hands. Bunter stilleddneathing, as the slouching tramp
came under that wide-extending branch, just oppdtisé fat Owl. A few more steps, and
Dusty’s back would be to him.

But alas for Bunter! A ray of the sun, filteringdugh the foliage, caught his big
spectacles, that flashed it back. That flash seemedtch Dusty’s eye: for he turned his
head—and stared at Bunter!

‘Ho! ejaculated Dusty.

He turned towards the fat Owl. Bunter blinked an ldismally, as the shifty eyes scanned
his fat face.

‘You're one on 'em!” said Dusty, evidently alluding the hiking party. Clearly, he
remembered Bunter. Bunter could have wished thatdsenot such a distinguished-
looking chap, and more easily forgotten! But hisemference, at least, was too
distinguished to be forgotten:

Dusty knew him at a glance.

‘|—l—I say—!" stammered Bunter.

‘Pea-shooting a covey! said Dusty. ‘Chucking aepwver a gate! Now wot's to stop
me knocking your fat 'ead orf?’

‘—I—I say, it wasn’t me!’ gasped Bunter.

‘No more it wasn’t!’ agreed Dusty. ‘If it 'ad beehgdl jest 'it you in the middle of that
bread-basket of yourn, and bust you all over thie wood. Where’s the other coveys?’
‘Oh! They—they're just coming! * gasped Bunter. ‘I#m waiting for them—they—
they may be here any minute.’ Billy Bunter and titueh had long been strangers: and not
likely to strike up an acquaintance at such a mdrasithis! He hoped fervently that that
unveracious statement would cause the tramp tadepa

But it did not have that effect. Dusty cast a s@iéince up the lane, and into the trees that
bordered it. There was no sign of anyone approagciiiom any direction. Then he
grinned at Bunter.

‘Jest coming, are they?’ he inquired.

‘Yes—any minute—"

Smack!

‘Yarooooh! roared Bunter. Dusty had a heavy hand.

Its contact with Billy Bunter’s fat head was quu&inful. Bunter roared.

“Ave another?’ asked Dusty.

‘Ow! Wow! You keep off!’" yelled Bunter.

‘If you want another, you only got to ask for igfinned Dusty. ‘Now praps you'll tell

me where the other coveys are, and 'ow fur off?’

‘They—they’re in camp, about a quarter of a milgd'sped Bunter. Dusty’s method of
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extracting the facts was unpleasant, but efficaciéLhey—they’re waiting for me to
bring in the grub—’

‘Git up?

Bunter got up.

‘Praps you wouldn’t mind turning out your pocketstiggested Dusty. ‘Jest as you like,
of course: but I'm going to smack your 'ead 'affdyou don't.’

Bunter did not mind turning out his pockets, ageéhgas nothing in them. Dusty
surveyed the result with disgust.

“Ook it" he snapped.

The fat Owl was only too willing to ‘hook it'. He ag indeed eager to hook it—longing to
hook it! He grabbed up the rucksack, preparatotyotoking it.

Smack!

‘Yoo—hoop!" yelled Bunter.

‘You can leave that alone,” said Dusty. ‘Praps yan’t mind leaving that for a bloke
what'’s 'ard up, and can do with a supper. Wot?’

This time Bunter did mind. He minded quite a lotit Be did not tell Dusty so. He
dropped the rucksack, and backed away from theptréumned, and ran. Dusty made a
step after him, and let out a foot. There was alzmnit contacted Bunter, followed by a
yell: and then Billy Bunter, his little fat legs ipg like machinery, disappeared up the
lane.

Dusty, grinning, sat down under the oak, and tum#dhe contents of the rucksack.
Quite an ample supply of provender met his gregeg.eOnce more there was a sound of
munching under the shady oak. That unexpected eteohbad been beastly for Bunter:
but it was a windfall for Dusty! Dusty had a heglppetite: and he quite enjoyed Harry
Wharton and Co.’s supper.

CHAPTER 18
ARIFT IN THE LUTE

‘WHERE'S that fat frog?’

‘Where’s that footling fathead?’

‘Where’s that blithering bloater?’

‘The wherefulness is terrific.’

The hikers seemed to be getting impatient. It wate@leasant, sitting on the low
parapet of the rustic bridge, over the streamripated and gleamed, with the sweeping
green woods around them. Smithy, still sore fromidnief encounter with the St. Jim’s
fellow, sat and scowled: and occasionally rubbedloise, which had hit the earth rather
hard when he tumbled behind the bike. The Famoues Eertainly, did not scowl—but
they were getting a little exasperated, and feeiatlyer like booting Bunter when he did,
at length, put in an appearance. But he had nahput appearance yet.

‘The fat villain!" said Bob Cherry. ‘He’s had time crawl to Hedges and back on his
hands and knees.’

‘Sticking at the village shop, guzzling!” growledhihny Bull.

‘Not all this while,” said Bob. ‘The shops will lidosed before this. He can't be there
now.’

‘Then where the dickens is he?’ asked Nugent.
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Smithy gave a jeering laugh.

‘Sitting under a tree, eating our supper, | expéet,said. “You know Bunter! You were
fools to give him the chance.’

Johnny Bull grunted: but otherwise there was ndyrepthe Bounder’s remark. Smithy,
only too evidently, was in a mood to quarrel witierid or foe: and nobody wanted a
row.

‘He will come crawling in like a snail, presentlyyent on Smithy. ‘Perhaps there will be
something left for us. Perhaps not. | know I’'myolell going to boot him, when he does
come in.’

Again there was no reply. Bob Cherry winked atfhiends, who smiled. That was the
only effect Smithy’s ill-humour had on his fellowklers. The Bounder, catching both the
wink and the smile, scowled more darkly than before

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! exclaimed Bob Cherry, suddgnHere he comes! That's either
Bunter, or a barrage balloon got loose.’

It was not a barrage balloon! It was Bunter. Anduaes not crawling like a snail, as the
Bounder had predicted. He was charging up thedabeeathless speed.

The hikers watched him in wonder.

Bunter had been absent for hours. He had had ésBpb said, to crawl to the village
and back on his hands and knees. He had been edgeatome in, when he did come, at
the pace of a tortoise. Often and often did BillynBer's locomotion resemble that of a
very old and very tired tortoise.

But there was nothing tortoise-like about him néwer once he seemed to have taken the
hare instead of the tortoise as a model. Streamitigperspiration, puffing and blowing,
the fat Owl came charging up to the bridge. He @dardly have put on more speed if
there had been a mad dog behind him.

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! roared Bob Cherry. ‘What'pyuBunter?’ Something, evidently, was
‘up’.

Bunter did not answer. He had no breath for spddeholled on the bridge, and leaned
on the parapet, gasping for wind.

‘Urrrrgh!” was all Bunter had to say, for the monhen

‘You fat ass—"

‘Urrrrgh?’

‘What's happened?’

‘Urrrrgh?’

‘Where’s the grub?’ sneered Vernon-Smith.

‘Urrrrgh?’

There were signs of ‘grub’ about Bunter, in thephaf smears of jam mingling with the
perspiration on his fat face. But there were n@p#igns. He was not carrying his
rucksack. He had returned without the provendentach he had been despatched.
‘You fat chump,’ said Bob. ‘Where’s our supper?’

‘Urrrrgh?’

‘What did | tell you?’ jeered Smithy.

‘Oh, rot,” said Harry. ‘Even Bunter can’t have laaltthe lot.’

‘Where is it, then?’

‘Urrrrgh!” Bunter found his voice, at last. ‘I saypu fellows—urrrrgh—I say—
wurrrrgh—I'm all out of breath—gurrrrgh—'
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‘Where’s the grub?’ hooted Johnny Bull.

‘Urrrrgh! That tramp’s got it!” gasped Bunter.

‘What tramp?’

‘That—that tramp with the red boko—he’s got it!"gpeed the fat Owl. ‘That tramp who
was after Smithy’s wallet—urrrrgh—'’

‘Dusty!” exclaimed Bob.

‘Urrrrgh! Yes! He—he came up while | was sittingdan the tree—’

‘Sitting under a tree, while we were waiting foraupper?’

‘I—I mean, I—I wasn't sitting under a tree!’ gaspBdnter. ‘| was—was hurrying like—
like anything—

‘It's taken you two or three hours to hurry likey#imng?’ asked Nugent.

‘|—I—I mean—I—I—'

‘Looks like supper!” sneered Smithy. ‘The shops@osed long ago—no good anybody
else going. I'm going to boot him.” He slipped tit parapet.

‘Here, you keep off!" gasped Bunter. ‘If you cab# civil to a chap, Smithy, after asking
him for the “hols”, | can jolly well say—yarooooBitoppit!

Bob Cherry jumped down, and caught Smithy by treukter. So far from thinking of
civility to a chap he had asked for the *hols’, $mihad already landed a good one: and
only Bob’s grasp stopped him from landing anotiBert Bob Cherry jerked him back in
time.

‘Hold on, Smithy,” said Bob, soothingly, as the Boer’s eye’s flashed at him. ‘Bunter
says he’s been robbed by a tramp—'

‘Oh, don’t be a fool!” snarled Smithy. ‘Think theamp’s followed us fifty miles, from
one county into another?’

‘Well, it doesn’t seem likely: but—'

‘Smithy as good as asked him to, shoving that walheler his nose!” grunted Johnny
Bull.

‘Oh, shut up, you! snapped Smithy.

Johnny’s eyes gleamed. Nugent laid a restrainimgl lna his arm, and Johnny, breathing
hard, was silent.

‘Let Bunter tell us what’'s happened, at any ragajtd Harry Wharton. ‘Cough it up,
Bunter. Is that tramp about or not?’

‘Oh, really, Wharton—'

‘Cough it up, you fat ass!” hooted Bob. ‘Keep yoeimper, Smithy, old man, and let him
speak.’

‘Oh, listen to his crammers if you like: I'm going boot him all the same,’ snarled
Smithy.

‘I tell you that tramp’s got it!’ howled Bunter.-+l was hurrying back—I—I mean I'd
just sat down to rest for a minute—not more thamraute—hardly a minute —and he
rushed at me, and—and collared the rucksack wétgthb in it—'

‘And you let him—?’" asked Nugent.

‘I—I fought like a—a—a—'

‘Rabbit?’

‘Beast! Like a—a—a lion! gasped Bunter. ‘I—I gakién some jolly good ones, too—
|—I think both his eyes were blacked—but—but—but—'

‘Yes, | can see you doing it" said Bob. ‘Was thesally a tramp at all, you fat Ananias?’
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‘Oh, really, Cherry—’

Five fellows were very doubtful. Vernon-Smith wast doubtful at all. The speed with
which Bunter had returned to camp certainly loo&sdf there was, or he fancied there
was, danger behind him. Five fellows were, at leasling to give Bunter the benefit of
the doubt. Smithy was not in the least inclineddcso. He did not believe, for one
moment, that Dusty had followed the hikers’ trailfar: and he did believe that Bunter,
having scoffed the provender had turned up in ceattpan improbable yarn to account
for it: which certainly was very like William GeoggBunter. Smithy was not in a placable
mood. The encounter with Cardew had left him sosavage, and, though he did not
realize it himself, he was in need of an objectich to wreak his wrath. It was not
very reasonable: but it was like the Bounder ofy@rars.

‘Well that's that!" said Bob Cherry, at last. ‘Irfay there must have been a tramp,
whether it was Dusty or not —the pace that fat ghuvas putting on looks like it!
Anyhow there’s no supper.’

‘Only for Bunter! sneered the Bounder.

‘Oh, really, Smithy—'

‘Will you get out of the way, Cherry?’

Bob was standing between the Bounder and Buntedidieot get out of the way. He
made soothing gestures.

‘Take it easy, Smithy, old man,” he said, amicabliyBunter’s telling the truth—'

‘Does he ever?’

‘Well, not often,” admitted Bob. ‘But—’

‘You may like turning in without supper, becausattfat spoofer’s scoffed the lot. |
don’t! I'm going to boot him all over the shop.’

‘Look here, Smithy—!" interposed Harry Wharton.

‘You can pack it up, Wharton!

‘You cheeky tick—!" roared Johnny Bull.

‘Oh, shut up”’

‘By gum! I'll—" Johnny scrambled off the parapetiafk Nugent caught his arm again.
‘Hold on, Johnny—""

‘My esteemed and ridiculous Smithy—!" murmured HagrJamset Ram Singh.

The Bounder did not heed any of them. His eyedagliat Bob.

‘Will you get out of the way?’ he breathed.

‘No, | won't!" said Bob, his own temper beginning tise. ‘Have a little sense, Vernon-
Smith. You’re not going to boot Bunter because 8tatlim’s man gave you a fall’

The Bounder’s eyes blazed. “You won'’t get out & tay?’ ‘No, | won'’t!’

‘Then I'll jolly soon shift you!’

And the Bounder leaped at Bob, with clenched fi8td.he did not reach him. Four
hikers, as if moved by the same spring, jumpedatty at the same moment, grasped
him, and whirled him back.

‘Stop that!” snapped Harry Wharton.

And as the Bounder, instead of stopping it, streddiercely, he was whipped off his
feet, and sat down, with a bump that almost shbekustic bridge.

CHAPTER 19
PARTING OF THE WAYS
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HERBERT VERNON-SMITH sat panting for breath.

Five fellows stood looking at him, grimly. Billy Biter, keeping carefully behind those
five fellows, blinked at him through his big spesiés.

Slowly, the Bounder picked himself up.

His face had been crimson with rage. But the fidigld out of it, leaving him almost pale.
His eyes glinted, and his lips set in a tight liBeldom, or never, had the Bounder of
Greyfriars been in so savage a temper: all the mavage because he was suppressing it.
He did not make another movement towards Bob: andidhnot even glance at Bunter.
He stood looking at the Famous Five, with a blaok bitter look.

Then, without a word, he turned and walked offlthidge, and went into the tent under
the trees, only a dozen yards away. He disapp@at@d, and the chums of the Remove
exchanged uncomfortable glances.

It was a rift in the lute—with a vengeance. Oncénace already, in that hiking trip,
Smithy’s uncertain temper had put a strain on élcednd patience of his fellow-hikers.
But there had been nothing like a row. Now, indaibliy, there was a row!

‘This is pretty rotten, you fellows,” said Bob Chgrbreaking a rather dismal silence.
‘The rottenfulness is terrific!” sighed Hurree J@nhRam Singh. ‘The esteemed Smithy
has his ridiculous back upfully.’

‘Oh, he’ll come round,’ said Nugent.

Snort, from Johnny Bull.

‘Who cares whether he comes round or not?’ he g¢hy can’t Smithy keep his
temper like any other fellow?’

‘The whyfulness is preposterous.’

‘Well, he doesn’t, and he won’t!" said Bob. ‘But’ea&ot going to take it out of that fat
frump because Cardew gave him a tumble—and thdta Wwamounts to.’

‘Just that!” said Harry. ‘But—’

Another snort, from Johnny.

‘Are we going to sit around, watching Smithy to sdeether he’s in a temper or not?’ he
inquired, sarcastically. ‘I'm not, for one! If heants to sulk, let him get on with it.’

‘Oh! Yes! But—

‘He was jolly nearly sacked, at the end of the tdetting his temper rip!" growled
Johnny. ‘He couldn’t take a whop from Quelch likeyather fellow. Who the dickens
does he think he is—the Great Panjandrum, or tlid High Everything-Else?’

‘| say, you fellows—"

‘Oh, dry up, Bunter,” hooted Bob Cherry. ‘It's gibur fault, you fat octopus. You could
have been back hours ago, and you wouldn’t havemaéetramp—if you did meet one.’
‘Oh, really, Cherry—’

‘No supper to-night!” sighed Nugent. ‘One of ushMiave to cut into Hedges as soon as
the shops open in the morning, and get somethinigrékker. That fat fraud ought to be
booted, really.’

‘Oh, really, Nugent—'

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo, here comes Smithy,” murmuidb, as the Bounder emerged from
the tent. ‘Don’t let’'s have any more rowing, if wan help it. Put on your sweetest
smiles.’

‘Br-r-r-r-r’’ growled Johnny Bull. Johnny, at alvents, was not disposed to put on a
sweet smile. His expression was rather more liké dha bulldog, as Vernon-Smith
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came back to the bridge.

But the other fellows, if they did not exactly mrt sweet smiles, looked as amicable as
they could. Hiking, or camping, with one membethd# party in a sulky and resentful
temper, was altogether too uncomfortable all rodiey wanted peace at almost any
price. They noticed that the Bounder had slungismutksack—that, apparently, was
why he had gone into the tent: but it did not odouthem for the moment why.
‘Nothing for supper, Smithy,” said Bob, chiefly ftre sake of saying something and
breaking the ice. ‘We shall have to tighten outdel

The Bounder stared at him, and did not answer. klked past the group, to cross the
bridge.

They stared after him.

‘Where are you going, Smithy?’ called out Harry Wba. ‘Not much use going to
Hedges—not a place will be open now.’

The Bounder paused, and glanced back, with a smelis face.

‘The railway station’s still open, | expect,” hesavered.

‘The railway station! repeated Harry.

‘I'm taking a train.’

‘What the dickens are you taking a train for?’ akBeb.

‘Guess!’ sneered the Bounder.

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

‘Do you mean that you are chucking the hike, VerSonith?’ he asked, very quietly.

‘I mean exactly that.’

‘Look here, Smithy—!" said Bob, his good-natureddajuite distressed. ‘Don’t be an
ass! You—'

‘Sorry to lose your company!’ said the Boundergdsaically. ‘Just about as sorry as you
will be to lose mine.’

‘The sorrowfulness will be terrific, my esteemedithyl’ said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, solemnly.

‘Think again, old chap,’ said Nugent, amicably'slbeen jolly up to now, and it will be
jolly again to-morrow.’

‘The jollifulness will be—’

‘Terrific and preposterous!” said Bob. ‘What'’s theod of rowing, Smithy? Come back,
old man, and chuck down that rucksack.’

Perhaps if all the hikers had joined in that remi@mee, the Bounder might have thought
better of it. But Harry Wharton was silent: and @ Bull not silent—Johnny gave a
very expressive grunt, indicating that he did reosedwo straws, or one, whether the
Bounder stayed or went. Smithy’s set face hardeaed he turned and walked on
without another word.

They watched him disappear down the leafy lanéherdirection of Hedges. A turn of
the winding lane soon hid him from sight. Then theyked at one another.

‘That'’s that! said Bob, dismally.

‘| say, you fellows—"

‘Oh, shut up, Bunter?’

‘Shan’t” hooted Bunter. ‘Good riddance to bad ridhh) if you ask me. Cheeky beast—
asking a fellow for the “hols”, and kicking him—'

‘Bother that fellow Cardew! said Bob. ‘If he hadnurned up—'
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‘It Smithy didn’t let his temper rip, you mean,’idaJohnny Bull. ‘Let him take his train,
and his temper with him, and be blowed to him.’

‘Oh, rot,” said Bob. ‘I just hate to see him go bie that. It's been a jolly hike up to
now. Smithy isn’'t a bad chap—temper and all. | wisfd come back.’

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

‘Not likely,” he said.

‘No, | suppose not! But it's rotten,” said Bob. B@herry’s sunny face was quite
overcast. ‘I've a jolly good mind to go after him—'

‘And get your head punched?’ asked Johnny.

Bob did not reply to that. He had to realize thatas possible, if he went after Smithy,
that the outcome might be head-punching, whichagdst would not have improved
matters. He sat on the parapet again, looking¢en this usual sunny self.

‘| say, you fellows—"

‘Is that fat Owl wound up?’ exclaimed Bob.

‘Beast! | say, if there isn’t any supper, | maywad| turn in!” said Bunter. The fat Owl, as
a matter of fact, did not miss his supper, beimgaaly loaded up to the Plimsoll line, or a
little over. “You fellows had better turn in, tolbdon’t want you to come scrambling into
the tent and waking me up.’

‘Oh, kick him!" growled Bob.

‘Beastl’

Billy Bunter rolled off to the tent. As there wasthing more to eat, sleep, the second in
his list of the joys of existence, attracted Bunidre other fellows were not inclined to
turn in so early, and they remained on the bridgetharisk of waking Bunter by
scrambling into the tent at a later hour! An unnd@as snore from the tent soon
apprised them that slumber’s chain had bound thevd. All the party were very
thoughtful: even Johnny, perhaps, regretted thentggainful episode and would have
been relieved to see Smithy coming back. But thidynaw that there was no likelihood
of that.

‘Look here—!" said Bob, suddenly, after a long site.

‘Well?’

Bob jumped down.

‘I'm going after Smithy,” he said. ‘I just can’ti@im go off like that! I'll bring him back
if | can.’

‘Do! said Harry.

And Bob Cherry tramped off down the lane: leaving tother fellows without the
slightest expectation that the Bounder would retwith him. It was the parting of the
ways: and they did not expect to see the Bounda&nddl the next term at Greyfriars.
But it is often the unexpected that happens!

CHAPTER 20
TREE’D!

“IM!" breathed Dusty.

His shifty eyes gleamed under the battered bowler.

“Im! On his own! Asking for it! Wot luck!

Dusty, indeed, could hardly believe his shifty ey@sn his good luck. One windfall had
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already come his way. Now another was coming!

Dusty was sitting under the wide-spreading oak,reh& short while since, Billy Bunter
had been sitting. Like Bunter, he was helping hifrtsethe provender from the rucksack.
At the same time, he was keeping a very sharp pga m the direction in which the fat
hiker had bolted—prepared to disappear into thednaia second’s notice if the hiking
party came along. It really seemed to Dusty alntmsigood to be true, when he sighted a
single hiker—the only member of the party in whoewmas interested—coming along on
his own.

Dusty was enjoying his supper. He had already disp@f about half the supply, and
was prepared to go on to the end. But he ceasadinah, as his eyes fixed on Herbert
Vernon-Smith.

“Im!" repeated Dusty.

His keen glance searched the lane behind the Bouaslée came. No one was with him,
or following him. Smithy was quite alone. Dustyrgred. That bulging wallet, for which
he had followed the hikers from one county to aangttvas about to fall into his greedy
hands like a ripe apple! Certainly the Boundegrsgrand sturdy, was likely to give him
more trouble than Bunter had given. But he was atcinfor the tramp, if it came to
blows. That wallet was as good as Dusty’s.

Quietly, Dusty rose to his feet, under the big datuas very dusky there—the long thick
branch that extended across the lane cast a dadpwhAnd the solitary hiker was not
looking about him. Smithy was tramping doggedl, wows knitted, his eyes on the
ground. He was in a black mood, indifferent tosusroundings. Dusty, under the oak,
watched him, grinning, waiting for the unsuspectniier to walk right into his hands.
Vernon-Smith was within nine or ten feet, when hddenly became aware of him.

He came to a sudden halt, staring at the tramptyBsuched into the middle of the
lane, grinning at him.

‘Gotcher!” grinned Dusty.

‘You!” muttered Smithy.

He knew now that Bunter’s tale was not an inventibthe fat Owl's. For there was
Dusty: and there, under the oak, lay Bunter’s rackswith the remainder of the
provender in the grass. Smithy had not believeda wf it: neither had he been
disposed, like the other fellows, to give Buntex benefit of the doubt. He rather wished
that he had, now—with Dusty grinning at him in th&ldle of the lonely lane.

‘Praps you'll and over that wallet of yourn!” sdiiisty. ‘I been arter it long enough,
strike me pink if | ain’t. Praps you’ll 'and it ovéefore | knock your face through the
back of your 'ead!’

The Bounder’s teeth came together, hard.

He knew that he could not handle Dusty. Even BobrGhthe heftiest member of the
hiking party, would have found Dusty rather too Aigandful. But he did not hand over
the wallet—he did not even think of doing so. & tinamp succeeded in robbing him, it
would not be while he had a breath left. Smithy desman to fight to a finish.

‘Stand back, you rascal!’ he breathed.

Dusty’s grin changed into a threatening scowl.

‘You 'anding it over?’ he asked. ‘Or—' He displayadynarled set of knuckles within six
inches of Smithy’s nose.

What happened next surprised Dusty. Almost ovetti8rsi head was the great oak
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branch that stretched across the lane—a coupkebdbiver his head. With a sudden,
active upward spring, Vernon-Smith caught that bnarith his hands, and swung in the
air—and, as he swung, he kicked.

The roar that came from Dusty, as a boot crashddsobulbous nose, might have done
credit to the Bull of Bashan.

He staggered back, both hands going to his noselderdghan ever, and with a red
stream spurting from it.

For some moments, Dusty was wholly concentratebi®anguished nose. Vernon-
Smith did not lose one of those moments. With tite/idy of a monkey, he scrambled up
on the oak branch. He was standing on it, holdmgpaa higher branch, by the time
Dusty got into action again.

The tramp glared up, with a glare that was abshyltitgerish, dabbing his streaming nose
with a tattered sleeve. Then he made a springsituim, and caught hold of the branch
on which the Bounder stood, to grasp him and dnagdown.

Then there was another roar, of mingled pain angl s the Bounder stamped on his
fingers. Dusty let go that branch as if it had srdgd become red-hot, and dropped back
to earth.

‘Oooogh!” gasped Dusty, sucking his fingers fraallly. ‘Oooogh! Strike me pink and
blue! Oooogh?’

The Bounder looked down at him, with gleaming eyes.

‘Try again!” he said, coolly.

‘Oooogh! Dusty’s gnarled knuckles seemed hurt. tAgnhad stamped hard. ‘Oooogh!
You jest wait a tick, you young limb! Oooogh! Yaes} see if | don’t make an 'orspital
case of you! Oooogh!’

For several minutes, the tramp sucked and rublsedufiering fingers. The Bounder
watched him, his heart beating hard. For the montentvas out of the ruffian’s reach.
But he knew that there was more to come: and heovast going to end, he did not know.
All he knew was that he was going to resist toléisé gasp.

Dusty, at length, went into action again. He mosakxhg towards the trunk of the oak,
with the evident intention of making another spriagt of reach of a stamping

Smithy, holding on to a higher branch, moved alalsg, with a foot ready to stamp.
They arrived simultaneously close to the trunk. tasd not make the spring for which
the Bounder was watching and waiting.

He grasped at the trunk, and clambered up.

Smithy moved closer to the trunk, watchful as a plticing himself just over the tramp’s
head as it came up through the foliage. Up camédlttered bowler, and down came
Smithy’s foot, crashing on it.

That hat, already battered, was a wreck. And juglynthe fearful yell that came from
Dusty, the head in it was a wreck too. Yelling, Busithered down the trunk and
sprawled in the lane. He sat up in the dust, fgdtis head with both hands, as if to
ascertain whether it was still there.

Vernon-Smith laughed breathlessly. He was holdisgiwn, so far at least, in that
singular contest.

‘Try again, Dusty!” he called out.

The fabled Gorgon’s gaze had nothing on the loo&tidgave him in reply.

‘You jest wait!’ gasped Dusty.
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Slowly, Dusty picked himself up. He did not seenaihurry to resume operations. The
casualty-list, so far, was all on Dusty’s side: ligbous nose, his thievish fingers, and
his rascally head, all had pains in them: and trey/f&ars junior, in the tree, had not had
a scratch. Dusty had not expected all this troulifle a schoolboy on a hiking holiday.
Only too clearly, the owner of the bulging walleasva very different proposition from
the fat hiker whose head he had smacked. It wasmigtof the wallet that Dusty was
thinking now. Dusty wanted vengeance for all thosgualties. He was going to ‘beat up’
that schoolboy—if he could.

He stood glaring up at Vernon-Smith, calculating mext move, the Bounder watching
him. He moved away at last, and Smithy wondereda fimoment, whether he was giving
it up, and going. But that was very far from Dustyitention. He stopped under another
jutting branch of the big oak, six or seven feetrirSmithy’s.

‘Oh!" breathed Smithy.

Dusty, with a bound, caught his branch, and claedben it. Smithy watching him, could
do nothing to stop him. He could only watch thenpaclambering along the branch to
the trunk, out of reach.

Smithy set his teeth. It was useless to drop frieenttee and run: Dusty would have
dropped at the same moment. He had to give ingbt it out, and not for a moment did
the Bounder of Greyfriars think of giving in. Dussached the trunk, and swung from
his branch to Smithy’s. Then he came clamberingobousmithy’s branch.

HERBERT VERNON-SMITH STRUGGLED FIERCELY, BUT IN VA

‘Gotcher! hissed Dusty.

The long branch sagged and dipped, under the wefghe two of them. Dusty almost
pitched off, as it swayed under him. But he heldadambering nearer and nearer. He had
almost reached Smithy, when the Bounder, holdingpdhe higher branch, swung his
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feet free, and kicked out.

Dusty caught the kick with an unshaven chin. kigdd a howl from him, but it did not
stop him. His grasp was on the Bounder the next embparagging him from his hold. A
moment more, and both of them rolled from the smgyiranch, and landed in the dust
of the lane.

‘Now, then—!" panted Dusty.

And Herbert Vernon-Smith, at the end of his tetyggled fiercely, but in vain, in the
muscular grasp of the tramp, while vicious blowsed on him.

CHAPTER 21
JUST IN TIME!

‘HALLO, hallo, hallo" gasped Bob Cherry.

For a second Bob stared at what he saw.

He was coming down the lane at a trot: hoping teriake the Bounder before he reached
Hedges. Half-way to the village, he came on him—dgmlly and unexpectedly. Coming
at a trot round a bend of the winding lane, theneaender the oak tree burst on his
view—Vernon-Smith, in the grasp of the tramp, stiuty desperately in a cloud of dust.
For one second, Bob stared—and then his trot beeaga#lop! An arrow from a bow
had nothing on him as he raced up.

Five or six times had Dusty’s knuckly fist landed $mithy, with vicious force. That was
only a beginning—if there had been no interruptioften had Smithy’s arrogant temper
led him into trouble—but never into such severealte as this, if no help had been at
hand. But help came suddenly and effectively. thean the shape of a clenched fist,
with all Bob Cherry’s beef behind it, crashing undeisty’s ear.

Dusty did not know, for a moment, what hit himfdlt like the kick of a mule. It bowled
him over, and he released the Bounder, and rokedllbng in the dust.

Vernon-Smith reeled against the oak, panting. He aezed and dizzy from Dusty’s
vicious jabs, and he leaned on the tree, pantidgoanting for breath—and blinking
dizzily at Bob, as surprised as Dusty by the sudggrearance of a third party on the
scene.

Bob gave him hardly a glance. His eyes were ortrdmap, who was scrambling up, with
an expression on his face that was quite demoniac.

Dusty did not speak. He hurled himself at Bob.

Bob Cherry’s hands were up, his blue eyes gleammveg them. He met Dusty’s rush
with left and right.

The tramp, in his fury, hardly heeded the joltscébul as they were. His own knuckly
fists lashed out, and the Greyfriars junior reeledhey came crashing home.

But Bob recovered in a moment, backing away anshgiground, but still facing Dusty,
and hitting out as he came on. The tramp followed Uip savagely, the knuckly fists
lashing. Bob barely held his own: but he held utitipg every ounce of strength and
pluck into the unequal combat. But he must haveegtown, under the muscular
ruffian’s attack, had not the Bounder joined in.

It was only for moments that Smithy leaned on thlk, @anting. He was still breathless,
his head still reeling: but he was not long horgdbat. He flung himself at Dusty, his
clenched right crashing into the tramp’s ribs,lafsfollowing it up with a crash in a
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bull-neck. Dusty staggered, his knuckles sawingaiheand Bob, closing swiftly in,
landed left and right in the unwashed face.

That did it, for Dusty. He went staggering acrdsslane, and would have fallen, had he
not brought up against a tree-trunk. There he ldag@sping, while the two Greyfriars
juniors drew together, ready for him to come oniagane of Smithy’'s eye’s was
blinking, and his nose ran red, while Bob’s facevsbd many signs of strife: both of
them had had some hard knocks from the knucklg.fBtt both of them were ready to
stand up to Dusty if he wanted more: and togetmey tvere likely to prove rather too
much for Dusty, for he did not come on again. Tyaoed thrice, he made a move, as if to
do so—but paused. It was hard for Dusty to sayfalieo the bulging wallet that had so
nearly been in his clutches: but Dusty had had ghdward hitting, and the outcome of
further hostilities was too dubious. He gave the @reyfriars juniors fearfully
expressive looks, but he did not come on again.

Bob Cherry and Smithy stood under the oak, watchingacross the lane, ready for
action. But Dusty had had enough.

He detached himself from the tree, at last, shofét @r two, and slouched away down
the lane, rubbing damaged spots as he slouchetly badg collected almost innumerable
aches and pains, instead of the wallet he had himpeallect. The way of the transgressor
was hard!

Both Smithy and Bob were glad to see him go. Bdtthem were prepared to carry on, if
Dusty wanted more: but undoubtedly they had hathelf wanted of those gnarled
knuckles.

They watched Dusty out of sight, in the directidiHedges. The slouching figure and the
battered bowler disappeared. Then they looked @onther, Bob with a grin, Vernon-
Smith with a very curious expression on his face.

‘You came up just in time,” said Smithy.

‘Lucky I did, old boy.’

‘Yes! Thanks,” muttered the Bounder.

‘Oh, don’'t mench.’

Bob dabbed his nose with his handkerchief. It camay spotted with crimson. The
Bounder watched him, in silence for a time.

‘You're going to have a prize nose,’ he said, at.la

‘Feels like it,” agreed Bob.

‘Looks like a black eye coming, too.’

Bob made a grimace.

‘Feels like that too!” he admitted. Having dabbeésifose, he rubbed his eye. ‘You've
had a few knocks yourself, Smithy.’

‘Nothing like what | should have had, if you hadadme up,’ said Vernon-Smith,
quietly. ‘How on earth did you happen to drop kelthat?’

‘Guess!’ grinned Bob.

‘You came after me?’

‘That's it.’

‘What for?’

‘Can’t you guess that one too?’ asked Bob. ‘I caiter you to ask you to think again,
Smithy, and come back and join up again. Do, olpthVhat's the good of rowing, in
the “hols”, and breaking up a jolly party?’
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Vernon-Smith looked at him in silence.

He had left the hiking-party full of angry resentmenursing his wrath. But he was not
feeling either angry or resentful now.

At the camp, he had been barely restrained fronclung the cheery Bob, and Bob’s
friendly impulse in following him to call him badiad saved him from being beaten up
by the enraged tramp. Only too well he knew in wdtate Dusty would have left him,
but for Bob Cherry’s timely arrival on the scener Bnce, the arrogant and aggressive
Bounder was feeling ashamed of himself.

‘You're a good chap, Cherry,” he said, at last.

‘Same to you, Smithy,” said Bob, with a grin.

‘'ve been a sulky brute—’

‘Oh, rot,” said Bob.

‘And—’" The Bounder made an effort, ‘I'm sorry.’

‘That'’s all right,” said Bob. ‘We’re all sorry theis been a row. Wash it out and forget all
about it’

‘I'll come back if you like.’

‘Good man!’ said Bob. ‘Everybody will be glad toesgou back, Smithy—open arms all
round.’

The Bounder nodded.

‘That fat ass Bunter did meet the tramp, aftet la#l,said. ‘There’s his rucksack—that
ruffian had it—’

‘And a lot of the grub left too,” said Bob. ‘Thesejoing to be a spot of supper after all.
Let's get back, Smithy.’

What was left of the provender was packed into Busirucksack, and Bob picked it up
and slung it over his shoulder. Then they walkeckh# the lane together. Herbert
Vernon-Smith was not going to catch that trainraddé It was in a contrite and very
subdued mood that the Bounder of Greyfriars walkack to camp with Bob Cherry.

CHAPTER 22
LEFT BEHIND

‘IT'S hot!" said Billy Bunter.

The Greyfriars hikers did not really need to bel tiblat.

It was getting towards noon, on a blazing Augustmmg. The summer sun shone in a
sky of cloudless blue. Lightly clad as they welkthe hikers were feeling the
temperature. Even Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, accedttorhotter suns in his native
land, admitted that it was warm.

Warm as it was, six members of the Greyfriars plxged merry and bright. True, Bob
Cherry’s nose glowed in the sun, and occasionalwimked an eye under which was a
dusky shade. But those casualties did not seeiffietct &iis cheery spirits. The Bounder
also showed very visible signs of the spot of ttewlith Dusty: but Smithy was as hard
as nails, and did not seem to care. He looked esrfithl as the rest: his manner perhaps a
little more subdued than usual.

The lost sheep, so to speak, had been welcomedtadke fold: the recent rift in the
lute dismissed from mind. So all, as the poet lr@ady remarked, was calm and bright!
In all the party of seven, only one face—a fat omedieated that there was a fly in the
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ointment. The universe, it appeared, was not rute do Billy Bunter’'s satisfaction that
sunny morning.

The hikers had broken camp early, and breakfasteliédges. The fattest member would
gladly have lunched there also, and stayed onuijoper. But the other fellows had not
really started on that hike in order to watch BRBynter alternately sit in the shade and
dispose of extensive meals. If that was Bunteesiidf a hike, he had it all to himself. A
country road stretched before the hikers: and aftaile of it, Billy Bunter was

beginning to wonder whether home, sweet home, nmighbe preferable to the kind of
holiday in which the Bounder’s invitation had ladd&m.

‘It's hot! repeated Bunter.

It was undoubtedly hot. Perhaps Billy Bunter felniore than the other hikers. He had a
wider expanse for the sun’s rays to fall upon. lilse, he had more weight to carry: not
in his pack, but in his own plump person. He mopp@e@rspiring brow, and dabbed
quite ferociously at flies. Flies seemed to likenBar, attracted perhaps by spots of
stickiness.

‘It's hot! said Bunter, for the third time. As nolly seemed particularly interested in his
first and second remarks, he elaborated: ‘I say,fgtlows, it's hot!’

‘Fancy that! said Bob Cherry. ‘You fellows everdwn it to be hot in August before?’
‘Oh, really, Cherry—"’

‘It's doing you good, old fat man,” said Bob, encagingly. ‘You're melting in the sun.
You'll weigh hardly a ton, next term.’

‘Beastl’

Billy Bunter plugged on.

‘Only four miles to Tipping, Bunter,” said Harry Véton. ‘We're stopping there for
lunch, at the inn. Think of lunch at the Barley Mdwnch!’

But Billy Bunter’s fat face did not brighten at theention of that magic word. He gave a
gasp.

‘Four miles! Did you say four miles?’

‘Just about that! We’'re taking it easy, you know.’

Billy Bunter did not seem to regard four miles aking it easy. He gave the captain of
the Remove a glare that almost cracked his spestacl

‘Slow down a bit, you men,’ said the good-naturexbBBunter’s got his circumference
to carry, you know.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

Billy Bunter came to a halt. By the roadside Igyile of logs, cut from the adjoining
wood, and left there for subsequent transportyBlinter sat down on the nearest log.
Six hikers paused, and looked at him. Bunter,etsed, wanted a rest, and was going to
take one.

‘Come on!" growled Johnny Bull.

‘Shan’t!’ said Bunter.

It was not polite. It was not elegant. But it wasphatic. Billy Bunter meant what he
said.

‘My esteemed idiotic Bunter—!" murmured Hurree JatmRam Singh.

‘Yah!

‘You fat ass,’ said Nugent. ‘Do you want us to legou behind?’

‘Beastl’
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‘Get a move on, Bunter,’ said Harry.

‘Shan’t!’

‘Oh, give the fat slacker a few minutes,’ said \G@r¥Smith, rather unexpectedly. ‘We
can wait a bit.” The Bounder was in a chasteneddnti@at morning!

‘Oh, all right,” said Harry. ‘Five minutes, Buntér.

‘Yah!

Bunter sat, mopped a fat brow, and swatted fligslenthe five minutes elapsed. Then he
showed no signs of stirring.

‘Time’s up, Bunter,” said Bob. ‘Come on.’

‘Shan’t!’

‘Look here, you fat ditherer!” exclaimed Johnny Buhpatiently. ‘Are you coming or
not? Get moving.’

‘Shan't!

‘Well, 'm going on,’ said Johnny. And he went. Joly was prepared to leave the fat
Owl alone in his glory, so to speak. If Bunter femca sit-down hike, he was welcome to
it, so far as Johnny was concerned.

‘Look here, Bunter, get a move on,’ said Harry.

‘Shan’t!’

‘Stir your stumps, old fat man,’ urged Bob.

‘Shan’t!’

There was a lack of variety in Bunter’s repliest Biey were all emphatic. Bunter was
not going to stir. Bunter was sitting down, and Buwas going to stay sitting down.
That was that!

Often and often, on that hike, had Bunter beenestito action by the peril of being left
behind if he did not march. Now, it seemed, he g@ag to chance it. Perhaps he
doubted whether these fellows, beasts as they imedly were, would really march on
and leave him to his own devices. Anyhow he sahahlog as if glued there.

‘Last time of asking! said Bob. ‘Coming?’

‘Shan't’

‘We’re going on, Bunter,” said Harry,

‘Oh, do!" said Bunter, sardonically. ‘Go on, am@Ve a fellow on his own, after all I've
done for you. It’s like you.’

‘You howling ass—"’

‘Beastl’

‘You lazy fat chump!’ roared Bob. ‘Yah!

The hikers looked at one another, looked at Buatgd,then at one another again. Then
the Bounder, with a shrug of the shoulders, maramedfter Johnny Bull. The others
lingered.

‘Look here, Bunter—!" said Harry, at last.

‘Shan’t!’

‘We’re taking short cuts, across the fields, furtbe. You'd better follow on by the
road—’

‘Shan't!

‘We're stopping at Tipping for lunch. You'll findsuthere, if you follow on—'

‘Shan't!

Harry Wharton breathed rather hard.
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‘Come on!" he said. And the hikers marched on.illyBunter chose to sit it out, it was,
after all, his own affair. They were hiking, nottisig on wayside logs: but the fat Owil
was free to do as he liked.

Billy Bunter’s little round eyes and big round stedes gleamed after them as they went.
Possibly, or probably, he expected them to turkkbBerhaps he found it hard to believe
that any fellows could really be willing to losecéufascinating company.

But they did not turn back. They marched on, relgass] and a turn of the road hid them
from Bunter’'s eyes and spectacles.

‘Beasts!’ breathed Bunter.

He sat dismayed.

The dusty distance swallowed up the hikers. Buiitée followed on, had to run for it,

to catch them up. He did not feel like running. 34 blinking after the vanished hikers.
He had chanced it, and the chance had come homedp as it were. Bunter was left
behind!

‘Mind shifting, sir?’

It was a voice at his fat elbow. Bunter blinkedndurritably. A cart had stopped, and the
driver had descended from his seat. Bunter blirstexdred-faced man in a smock, with a
whip under his arm.

‘What do you want?’ he snapped. Bunter did not li&el shifting: neither was he in a
mood to be annoyed by common persons.

‘Them logs,’ said the carter. ‘Got to get them ifipping this morning! Shift, please.’
‘Oh!” grunted Bunter. Apparently the red-faced nfe@d come along with his horse and
cart to collect that pile of logs. Bunter had tdtslide shifted unwillingly, frowning.

But the frown faded off his fat face, as he watctiedcarter piling the logs into the open
cart. Bunter’s fat brain was working!

‘| say, you're going to Tipping?’ he asked.

‘That's itl’ answered the carter, over the shouldehis smock.

‘I'm going that way,’ said Bunter. ‘Could you givee a lift?’

An open cart, piled with logs, was not the convegaBunter would have chosen, had he
had a wider choice. But anything was better thadesrof road under his little fat legs. It
was a case of any port in a storm.

The carter looked at him. He eyed him dubiouslyhBes he doubted whether the plump
hiker's weight might prove too much for his horBenter could see a shake of the head
coming.

‘I'll give you half-a-crown,” he said, in haste.

Perhaps Bunter did not remember, at the momerithtéhhad left his wealth—if any—at
home at Bunter Court! Perhaps he was thinking ohbylift into Tipping, and lunch at
the Barley Mow. Or perhaps he was not thinkingllat-eninking was not his long suit,
anyway. How he was to tip the carter half-a-crowhen he had not a single coin of the
realm in any of his pockets, was a problem thatnaitj for the moment, occupy his fat
intellect.

The carter, instead of shaking his head, nodded.

‘Orlright!” he said.

The logs, piled into the cart, left plenty of roéon Bunter. The fat Owl clambered in,
and sat down. The carter mounted to his seat it,fleaving Bunter only a view of the
back of his head, cracked his whip, and drove ba,teot. The fat Owl saw nothing of
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the hikers, as the cart rolled on. No doubt they ta&en to field-paths or woodland
lanes. The cart rumbled on and on, and a village spse into view in the distance.
Billy Bunter blinked round stealthily at the backtbe carter’s head. They would soon be
in Tipping. Then the carter, naturally, would exjpipat half-crown. Willingly Bunter
would have handed him a half-crown, if he had pssse one! But he did not possess
one! In such circumstances, it was absolutely imjdes for Bunter to hand over a half-
crown. Bunter could foresee that there was goirgeta sordid argument about money!
But Billy Bunter had thought out that problem, whimight have baffled many brighter
fellows. Bunter knew how!

Sad to relate, Bunter was going to ‘bilk’ that eart

It was quite easy! The man had not looked rouneéoHe had, naturally, no eyes in the
back of his head. Carefully and cautiously, Billyriger slipped out at the back of the
cart, and dropped into the road. The cart rumbledlee carter happily unaware that he
had lost his passenger. Billy Bunter clambered av&lile into a field-path. Sagaciously
he decided to avoid the open road, until that cduael had plenty of time to get clear. It
was quite a cheerful Owl who, half-an-hour latetled into the Barley Mow for lunch.
And it was quite a surprise that awaited Harry Vilvaand Co. when they arrived.

CHAPTER 23
BUNTER ALL OVER

‘I SAY, you fellows!

Six hikers jumped.

They had trailed into Tipping, a little tired, &l dusty, and quite ready for lunch. They
had washed and brushed: and now a plump waitesh@sing them into a long low-
ceilinged room, with a window round which rosesstéued, and where the table was
laid. That room, when they came in, had one ocdugard from that occupant, came a
familiar fat squeak.

They gazed at Billy Bunter. They almost goggletiiat. The ghost of a fat Owl could
hardly have surprised them more. Where Bunter thay, did not know—up to that
moment. They did not even know whether he had ntestafter the interval, and
followed on. If he had, they had no doubt that faes still crawling at a snail’s pace, and
would roll in late—very late! And, exasperatingthe fat slacker was, they had decided
to hang on at Tipping for a while after lunch, teeghim a chance to join up if he wanted
to. And here he was! Here he was, lunching at el Mow!

It was not the ghost of a fat Owl! It was Buntee itas seated at the table with a knife in
one fat paw, a fork in the other, and his plumpgamactive operation. He was in
Tipping ahead of the hikers—some time ahead, etligldor he was well on with an
extensive meal. Neither did he show any signstajda. Bunter had, apparently, covered
the miles without turning a hair. He grinned at &s¢onished hikers.

‘Bunter!” ejaculated six voices, in unison.

‘So you've got in at last!’ said Bunter, with a piggaging blink. ‘I'd have waited lunch
for you, only | couldn’t guess what time you’d coerawling in, you know.’

‘Who’s crawling?’ hooted Johnny Bull.

‘Crawling on your hands and knees, | should thfrden the time you’ve taken,” said
Bunter, cheerfully. ‘I've been in an hour, and heaby the road—you fellows took short
cuts. What on earth have you been doing all the2im
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They gazed at him.

‘You look a tired lot,” went on the fat Owl. “Yod’have to pull up your socks a bit, you
know, if you're going to hike.’

‘You fat frump—"’

Billy Bunter’s lip curled.

‘You're a pretty feeble crowd,” he said. ‘| don'tkeve in rushing about, on a hike, but
there’s a limit. No need to crawl like a lot of €84

Six expressive glares were cast at the fat Owl.Hikers had taken it easy, over those
miles by field and footpath: but certainly they haat ‘crawled’. And assuredly they had
never dreamed that Bunter would be in Tipping atddem. Yet there he was, half
through lunch, when they arrived. It was the finste that Billy Bunter had beaten them
to it on the march: and he seemed disposed td rab i

‘How did you get in ahead of us?’ demanded Bob.

‘Walked! Think | flew?’ asked Bunter, sarcastically

‘You must have put it on!" said Nugent.

‘Hardly!” said Bunter. ‘I just strolled, really. Nbing to hurry for, when | jolly well knew
that | should have to wait for you fellows to crawl I'm glad you got in alive.’

‘What?’

‘I was beginning to think that some of you mustéaerished on the road! He, he, he!
‘You fat, footling, frumptious fathead—'

‘Oh, chuck it,” said Bunter, disdainfully. ‘The fais that | can walk, and you fellows
can’'t! That's all there is to it. What are a fewlesito me? Nothing at all. Here | am, as
fresh as paint, when you fellows come tottering in—

‘Who'’s tottering?’ hissed Johnny Bull.

‘You are!” said Bunter. ‘You look as if you'd drofo do you, Cherry! You're not very
strong, poor old chap. You look as if you're gotodold up, Nugent. You're rather a
weed, old fellow, if you don’t mind me saying s@rkoodness sake, sit down, the lot of
you—you make a fellow tired, standing there lookasgf you’d fall down

any minute.’

Bunter, undoubtedly, was rubbing it in!

‘Well, this beats Banagher!” said Bob Cherry.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

‘Did you get a lift on the road, Bunter?’ he asked.

‘Oh, really, Smithy—"

‘Oh! That's it!”" exclaimed Bob. ‘Did you thumb aiggyou fat spoofer?’

‘Haven't seen a car to-day,” answered Bunter. “¢an ask the waiter if you like,
whether | came in a car. He saw me walk in.’

‘Then it does beat Banagher!’ said Bob.

‘My dear chap,” said Bunter, patronizingly. ‘Theseaiothing in it—I’'m not a tottering
crock like you fellows: that’s all. Do sit down, floee you fall down! He, he, he!

Six hikers, with rather deep feelings, sat dowhutwh, while Billy Bunter resumed
operations on a well-filled plate. Unless Bunted had a lift on the road, they really
could not account for this. But if that was so, Burwas certainly not going to admit it.
For once, if for once only, Bunter had beaten tloenthe march, and Bunter was going to
make the most—the very most—of it. That was Burakmover!

Bunter had started lunch considerably earlier tharothers: and for once, he was
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finished first. Having decided, regretfully, thhete was no more available space within
his wide circumference for another item, Bunteera@nd rolled to the window. He
blinked out through clustering roses into the gé#astreet. It was probable that that carter
was a dweller in Tipping: and Bunter was ratheriaumx not to see that carter again.
However, there was no sign of a carter in the sok€&ipping.

Lunch over, the bill was paid, and the hikers waauitto pick up their packs. Billy Bunter
rolled after them. Outside the Barley Mow, he gamether anxious blink up and down
the street. The coast was still clear, and Buntes ager to shake the dust of Tipping
from his feet while it was still clear. Bob Chehgd stopped to adjust the buckle of a
strap, and the fat Owl blinked at him impatientpr once Billy Bunter did not want to
linger.

‘| say, you fellows, come on!" exclaimed Bunter.

‘In a hurry?’ asked Johnny Bull, with a snort.

‘It makes me tired to see you fellows loafing ab'osaid Bunter. ‘If you're going to hike,
for goodness sake hike. Blessed if | ever saw auely lot.’

The hikers could only stare. Bunter, as a rule,te@ua rest after a meal—now, so far
from claiming a rest, he was anxious to get gouhgaware that he was in momentary
dread of seeing a man in a smock, they simply coatdunderstand this remarkable
change in Bunter.

‘You fat chump!” said Vernon-Smith. ‘What’'s comeeaswou?’

‘Do | sleep, do | dream, do | wonder and doubt? thiegs what they seem, or is visions
about?’ quoted Bob Cherry.

‘Are you coming?’ hooted Bunter.

‘Wait till I've buckled this strap, you fat ass—'

‘Shan’t! I'm going,’ said Bunter. ‘You can crawltaf me, like you did this morning. |
can jolly well tell you that you make me tired. I'mot hanging about all the afternoon
because you're too jolly lazy to get a move on.’

And Bunter started.

Six hikers stared blankly after the fat figure ta®lled up the village street. What had
come over Bunter really was a mystery.

‘Well, this beats me!” said Bob.

‘The beatfulness is terrific.’

Bunter rolled on, well ahead, as the other fellgtested. But suddenly he came to a halt.
From one of the cottages, a rod-faced man in a knwath a whip under his arm, had
emerged. His eyes were fixed on Bunter. He stepgedhe fat Owl’'s path, with quite a
grim expression on his face.

‘Oh, crikey! gasped Bunter.

It was that carter!

‘Where’s that "arf-crown?’ he asked. ‘You youngkyiwhere’s that 'arf-.crown?’

Without waiting for an answer he slipped the canipsfrom under his arm, into his hand,
and the lash curled round a pair of little fat legs

The yell that came from Bunter awoke most of theoes of the village of Tipping.
‘Yarooooh!’

‘What on earth—!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, in blaamiazement. The hikers ran up
hurriedly. The man in the smock was a completenggato them, though not to Bunter.
Why that unknown inhabitant of Tipping was layingaat-whip round Bunter’s fat legs
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was quite mystifying. Before they could reach thetsaand intervene, the cart-whip
lashed round those fat legs again.

‘Yarooooh! roared Bunter. ‘Wow! | say, you fellowsyoo—hooop! | say, keep him off!
Oh, crikey"

Six hikers rushed between. The red-faced man sedmspdsed to go on with the good
work. But three or four pairs of hands pushed haokb

‘Stop that!” exclaimed Harry. ‘What the dickens ylou think you're doing?’

‘Where’s that "arf-crown?’ demanded the red-facezhptruculently. ‘Did that young
bilk say 'arf -a-crown for giving him a lift in mgart, or didn’t he?’

‘What?’ yelled Bob Cherry.

“Arf-a-crown, he says, for a lift, and cheap tdour or five miles into Tipping! And
when | got in, where was he? Slipped out of my batind my back! Bilk!’

‘Oh!" gasped Harry. ‘Bunter, you fat villain—’

‘You pernicious porpoise—’

‘You bilking bandersnatch—'

‘I—I—I say, you fellows, |—I—I never! stuttered Buer. ‘I—I—I mean, I—I wasn’t!
You—you see, |— |—I—’

‘You got a lift on the road, and never paid the man

‘How could I, when I'd left all my money at homejasped Bunter. ‘Besides, |—I
didn't—'

‘Better let that chap get on with it,” said JohriBuwll.

‘Yarooooh! Keep him off!’

‘Here’s your half-crown, my man,’ said Harry, h&ggxtracting a coin from his pocket.
And the red-faced man, placated by the receiptfust due, gave Billy Bunter a final
glare, and retired into his cottage.

‘So that's how Bunter got in ahead this morninglidsBob. ‘He got a lift on the road,
and bilked the driver. Sorry | stopped you bootmm yesterday, Smithy. Bunter wants a
lot of booting! Now, then, all together?’

‘Yarooooh!’

Billy Bunter flew.

Six hikers followed, dribbling him like a fat foalh. Billy Bunter had wanted to get out
of Tipping quickly, without meeting that carter. Had met that carter. But he got out of
Tipping very quickly, all the same.

CHAPTER 24
CARDEW AGAIN!

‘OASIS in the desert!” remarked Bob Cherry.

‘| say, you fellows—'

‘Like to sit down, Bunter?’

Billy Bunter did not reply. But there was no need tfim to reply. Bunter always wanted
to sit down. And he sat down, promptly.

It was not exactly a desert, and it was not exatlpasis. It was a very pleasant country
road in Hampshire: and it was a wayside cafe. Baithikers had covered some miles
under a glowing sun, and they were all dry. Sosight of that wayside cafe, with little
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tables set out under the shady branches of a leigtralit-tree, was as welcome to them as
an oasis to an Arab in the desert.

So they unslung their packs, and sat down at otieeafables under the spreading
chestnut-tree. And ginger-beer being forthcomihgytquenched their thirst, and rested
in the shade, and were happy and comfortable. BiBnBunter’s fat face indicated

that, for the moment at least, he found life wdithng, even on a hike. A plate of sticky
cakes, and a dish of ripe red apples, added tgitiger-pop, brightened existence for
Bunter, and it was a sticky and contented Owil.

The hikers chatted as they rested, to a steadgasiig accompaniment from Bunter,
munching apples. Cyclists whizzed by on the roadegarded. But the hikers sat up and
took notice, as it were, as a cyclist in a Panaatastopped, and dismounted. They had
seen that hat before.

The Bounder’s eyes glittered. He half-rose, butriAsvharton caught his arm, and he sat
down again.

‘No rows here, Smithy,” said Harry, quietly.

‘That cad—!" muttered Smithy.

‘Let him rip, for goodness sake,” muttered Bob Cher

All the Famous Five looked uneasy. They liked Cerd® St. Jim’s, no more than
Smithy did. But they liked a row ever so much l#ss Smithy did! There were five or
six other voyagers seated at the tables undehtb&trut-tree: a waitress moving about:
the cafe-keeper looking out at the door: it waggdther too numerous an audience for a
row.

Fortunately, the Bounder acquiesced. The recdrntrihe lute had had its effect on
Smithy. He was enjoying the hike with the FamougFand he did not want another
dispute—especially with Bob. He breathed hard, laaayes glittered at Cardew: but he
sat where he was.

‘Okay!” he muttered. ‘He will keep!’

Which was a great relief to the Famous Five.

Cardew, wheeling his machine in from the road, ggahat them, and started a little, as
he recognized them. He came to a stop, his hartkdeohandlebars, perhaps expecting
trouble. The Famous Five looked another way—thenBleu met his glance with a grim
stare. There was a squeak from Billy Bunter, ablimked at the new arrival through his
big spectacles.

‘| say, you fellows, that’s that St. Jim’s cad witiddled us in Sussex. | say, you jolly
well punch his head, Bob.’

‘Fathead! was Bob’s reply.

Cardew smiled. Evidently, there was going to becpethough no doubt he could guess
what might have happened in a less public spot.Bidwnder’s look could have left him
in little doubt about that.

‘Fancy meeting you fellows again,” he drawled. [iSin the hike? How did you get on at
that camp back in Sussex?’

Harry Wharton looked at him.

‘That’s enough from you, Cardew,’ he said, quietou’re lucky not to be kicked for
the rotten trick you played on us. | suppose it yag idea of a joke—'

‘Sort of!” admitted Cardew, with a nod.

Wharton'’s lip curled.
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‘You told us a string of lies,’ he said, ‘or youwdn’t have taken us in as you did. If
that’s your idea of a joke—

Cardew raised his eyebrows.

‘Did 1?” he asked. ‘I don’t remember departing fréhe straight and narrow path of strict
veracity. Perhaps you misunderstood me.’

Cardew’s manner was bland, but there was a moaitingner in his eyes. The Famous
Five’'s idea had been to ignore him, and steer dearrow. Apparently Cardew did not
choose to be ignored. Probably he found some amargambantering them, at the risk
of a row.

Harry Wharton breathed rather hard.

‘You told us that that was your uncle’s place, gagle us leave to camp there,” he said.
‘A joke’s a joke—but a lie’s a lie, Cardew.’

‘But | never told you anything of the kind,” remdreged Cardew.

‘You didn’t!” exclaimed Bob Cherry, staring at him.

‘Not the least little bit in the world. How couldjive you leave to camp in a place I'd
never seen before | stopped for a rest on the ‘g@m@ew shook his head: ‘I asked you
if you'd like to camp there—which is quite diffetematter.’

‘You said your uncle was a jolly old boy, and waitdnind!" hooted Johnny Bull.

‘Oh, quite,” assented Cardew. ‘Perfectly trueteay uncle is a jolly old boy, one of
the best: and he certainly wouldn’t mind your camgpgihere—why should he, when the
place doesn’t belong to him, and he’s never seeven.’

‘Oh!" gasped Bob.

‘You said you were having the holidays with youcley said Nugent.

‘So | am,” answered Cardew. ‘I'm on my way to hiage at this very minute as ever
was—taking it rather easy on the road, as I'm nat hurry to arrive at the avuncular
abode. May not get there till next week. But I'nttaenly having the holidays with my
uncle, as I told you.

‘You said you’d mention it to him that we were cangpthere!’” said Bob.

‘So | will—when | see him. | think it may amuse him

The hikers looked at him in silence.

Cardew’s eyes glimmered with amusement. EvideritBntertained him to explain how
he had taken them in, without, as he said, degaftom the straight and narrow path of
strict veracity! Certainly, at the gate of Mr. Be'& garden back in Sussex, he had given
them a wholly false impression: yet it could notdagd that he had uttered an untrue
word.

The Bounder had not spoken. But his brow was grgwiacker and blacker. Cardew had
a wary eye on him.

‘Did you have any trouble at that camp?’ he asKddncied that you might—camping
in a private garden without asking the owner—’

‘| say, you fellows, you jolly well punch his headfjueaked Billy Bunter, ceasing for a
moment to munch a ripe apple. ‘He jolly well toakin, and got us all drenched with
water from that beastly hose, and—’

‘Oh, gad!’ ejaculated Cardew. ‘Did they turn thesh@n you?’

‘They did, and soaked us to the skin!" growled JohBull, with a glare at the St. Jim’s
junior.

‘Ha, ha, ha’
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‘Think that’s funny?’ roared Johnny. He half-ros@d Wharton hastily pushed him back
again.

The Bounder made a movement at the same momeman@herry caught his arm.
Smithy gave him a fierce look: then he remembeaed, sat back quietly. But he was
breathing very hard.

Cardew turned his bicycle back towards the roadsétened to have changed his mind
about stopping at that cafe for refreshments. Hseho indulge his whimsical
propensity for mockery: but probably he did not washindy at a crowded cafe, any
more than Harry Wharton and Co. did. And the atrhespwas getting electric.

‘I'll be pushin’ on,” he remarked. ‘Glad to heaathyou all got a wash back in Sussex—
I've heard that Greyfriars men never wash! Cheério!

He pushed his machine into the road.

His last remark was too much for the Bounder. Symigached out to Bunter’s dish, and
snatched up an apple. It whizzed from his handigéit at Cardew’s head, only a few
yards distant.

A split second, and that missile would have crashad the dandy of St. Jim’s would
certainly have had a hard and quite unpleasantkiifig, careless as he looked, Cardew
was as watchful as a cat. His hand went up andhtdlig apple, smack in his palm. It
was as neat and swift a catch as had ever beerosdfan cricket field.

Apple in hand, Cardew looked back and smiled.

‘Thanks!” he said. And he slipped the apple inte pocket, and put a leg over his
machine.

The Famous Five grinned. Smithy scowled. They etgoeio see Cardew whizz away on
his bike with the apple in his pocket. But that was the young rascal’s intention.

With a leg over his machine, his foot on a pedalstiddenly whipped the apple out of
his pocket again, and it came back at Smithy, takim completely off his guard.

Bang!

‘Oh!" roared the Bounder, as the apple crashedignather prominent nose.

‘Oh, my hat!’ gasped Bob.

Cardew was whizzing away the next second. He vadigiha cloud of dust, leaving the
Bounder clasping his nose with both hands, andsiai@ of fury that was absolutely
ferocious.

CHAPTER 25
ASTUTE!

‘BOB, old chap!’

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo?

‘You look tired, old fellow.’

‘Eh?’

‘Tired!” said Bunter, compassionately.

Bob Cherry stared at the fat Owl. So did the othkers.

Frequently, very frequently, did Billy Bunter dradixe general attention to the fact that
he, William George Bunter, was tired. But neverdbefhad he seemed to notice that
anyone else was. It was quite a new departuredotds. For once, it appeared, W. G.
Bunter was not thinking wholly of W. G. Bunter!
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Bob, as a matter of fact, was not tired. His sinésgg seemed tireless. Neither was
anyone else tired, at the moment—not even Buritetgh no doubt he was disinclined
to exertion, that being his accustomed state.

Several days had passed, the hikers hiking cheatitheir way. Now they had pushed
on into Berkshire. Many times, during those days Billy Bunter debated in his fat
mind whether home, sweet home, was not after afepable to dusty roads, blazing
suns, and perpetual motion. The other fellows weareying it to the full. They revelled
in fresh air, they seemed to like exertion forowen sake: they were brown, and healthy,
and cheery, and full of beans. They were very &miewith the fat Owl: often and often
they slowed down to accommodate their pace toahsost always they allowed him to
dodge his share of the work—seldom or never dity Bilinter lend a hand in rigging the
tent, or fetching water, or washing up. Bunteradmker, was really having a very easy
time. But there was one irreconcilable differentemnion. When they marched, Bunter
always wanted to stop: and when they stopped, Baht@ays wanted to stay stopped.
Which was not quite good enough for the more stvasumembers of the party.

The road they were following now was hilly. The m&illy Bunter blinked at it, the less
he liked it. Nobody would have been surprised hadt&r plumped down on a knoll by
the roadside, and refused to move. But Billy Bunlidrnot want to be left behind again.
He did not plump down to repose his lazy limbs.dHeked at Bob Cherry, and
remarked, in compassionate and indeed affectidoatss, that Bob looked tired. Which
did surprise his fellow-hikers.

He proceeded to surprise them further.

‘You've got the heaviest pack of the lot, old cHdpe said. 'Tain’t fair for you to be
always carrying the heaviest pack!

‘Rot!" said Bob.

‘Especially after being knocked about by that trathmp other day,’ said Bunter. ‘You're
not really fit, old fellow.’

‘Fit as a fiddle, old fat man!” said Bob.

‘Well, you don’t look it"" said Bunter. ‘I think yo ought to have a rest.’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

‘Which, being interpreted, means that you’'d likestbunder a tree and laze away the rest
of the afternoon, what?’ he asked.

‘I'm not thinking of myself,” said Bunter, with diaty. ‘Some fellows think of other
fellows.’

‘Some fellows do! agreed Bob. ‘But you're not ookethem.’

‘Oh, really, Cherry—’

‘Potter on, you fat ass,’ said Vernon-Smith. ‘Wejang to camp on the other side of
this hill.’

‘What | mean is—!" hooted Bunter.

‘We know what you mean,’ interrupted Johnny Budind you can forget it. If you stop
here, you fat slacker, you’ll get left behind.’

‘The left-behindfulness will be terrific, my esteedlazy fat Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

‘What | mean is—!" repeated Bunter.

‘Roll on, thou fat and lazy Bunter, roll" said FlaNugent, parodying Byron.

‘Ha, ha, ha’
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‘What | mean is,’ roared Bunter, ‘that that pactds much for Bob. I've noticed that
he’s tired, if you fellows haven’t. Poor old Bolitsttering under that pack.’

Bob Cherry chuckled again.

‘Don’t worry about poor old Bob,” he said. ‘PooddBob’s all right! Poor old Bob’s
going to walk you off your poor old legs.’

‘Fair play’s a jewel,’ said Bunter. ‘Let me carityatt pack for a bit.’

‘Wha-a-a-t?’

‘It's too much for you,’ said Bunter. 'Tain’t fato load you up like that. Let me take a
turn with it.’

Bob Cherry gazed at him. This was not only surpgslt was not only astonishing. It
was amazing—indeed, dumbfounding. Really, it waseagy for the Greyfriars hikers to
believe their ears.

‘Gammon!’ grunted Johnny Bull.

‘The gammonfulness is terrific.’

The Bounder laughed.

‘Let him have it!" he said. ‘He doesn’t mean it—tlbet him have it all the same!’

‘I've a jolly good mind to,” said Bob.

‘But | do mean it,’ hooted Bunter. ‘You're tiredidofellow—’

‘I'm not tired, you fat ass.’

‘You are!” declared Bunter. ‘I can tell you I'm &iof seeing you totter under that pack.
I'd rather carry it myself. For goodness sake, hi&wogter. You look as if you're going to
collapse.’

Bob Cherry breathed hard. Bob was undoubtedly thst mthletic member of that party:
Bunter, certainly, the least so. Bob carried tlaatikpas if pounds were ounces. Bunter
would have carried it as if ounces were poundsulth circumstances, the fat Owl’s
remarks were a little exasperating.

‘By gum!’ said Bob. ‘I don’t know what that fat agsgetting at, but I'll jolly well take
him at his word. You can jolly well carry this pattkthe next halt, Bunter.’

‘That’'s what | want.’

‘Well, whether you want it or not that's what yoe’going to get,’ said Bob, grimly. He
halted and unslung his pack. ‘Here you are! I'Hdaours.’

‘You needn’t trouble about that,” ‘answered Buntaimly. ‘| can manage the two all
right. I'm not a tottering crock! he added, disaitailly.

The hikers could only stare, as Billy Bunter slumgBob’s pack in addition to his own.
If the fat Owl carried that double load very fanvas fairly certain that there would soon
be a tottering crock in the party.

But Bunter seemed quite in earnest. Under thatlddohd, he stepped out quite briskly.
‘Come on!" he snapped.

‘We’re coming on, fathead,’ said Harry.

‘Well, step out a bit,” said Bunter. ‘A fellow cdake it easy on a hike, but there’s no
need to crawl. Put a spot of pep into it.’

For the first time on that hike, Billy Bunter maezhon ahead, up the hilly road. Six
astonished hikers stared at his fat back as tHewled. What this sudden change in
Bunter meant, they could not fathom.

However, they stepped out, and Bunter remaineddafegabout one minute. Then he
lagged behind.
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He lagged more and more. Six grinning faces loddaak, from further up the hill, at a

fat perspiring face, as Bunter toiled onward andana. Billy Bunter had asked for it,

and he was getting it: but he did not look as ifA@es enjoying it.

Then they swung over the crest of the hill, andttileng fat Owl was lost to sight

behind, as they descended the further slope.

‘Better slow down a bit, and give that fat chumghance!” suggested Bob Cherry.

So they slowed down, glancing back occasionallyBianter, toiling under his load. But
they did not see Bunter.

The astute fat Owl was no longer toiling under fbat. The moment he was secure from
a backward glance, Billy Bunter had halted. He neapa perspiring brow, and chuckled.
‘He, he, hel’

Then he turned off the road, circumnavigated ashaygy tree, and sat down on the other
side of the trunk.

Billy Bunter wanted a rest. He was going to hawerdst he wanted. On a previous
occasion, the hikers had marched on, leaving afz®wl to his own devices. On this
occasion the astute Owl had put paid to that iraade. They might have marched on and
left Bunter behind: but they couldn’t march on dealve Bob Cherry’s pack behind!

They required that pack if they did not require Bun

Billy Bunter leaned on the tree, mopped a fat brewatted flies, and rested in the shade.
The other hikers could wait for him, or come bagkHim, just as they liked—Bunter
really didn’t mind which. He rested luxuriouslytine shade, and left them to take their
choice.

CHAPTER 26
HOP IT!

‘THAT fat villain!’

‘That pernicious porpoise!’

‘That terrific toad!’

‘That spoofing octopus!’

‘Bother him!’

‘Blow him?’

Those remarks, and more to the same effect, wede g half-a-dozen hikers, in a sort
of chorus. It had dawned on them, at last.

They had strolled down the hill. They had givenyBBunter ample time to surmount the
crest, and roll down after them. But they lookedkbia vain for a sign of the fat Owl.
They had reached the bottom of the hill. But BBlynter, from the other side, had not
reached the top. So they came, at last, to aJaditiny Bull added an expressive snort to
the remarks of his comrades. Johnny would havemedron regardless, leaving the fat
slacker to slack. But a considerable proportiothefcamping outfit was in Bob’s pack,
so artfully annexed by the lazy fat Owl. So Johhay to content himself with snorting.
The sun was sinking, in a blaze of purple and golér the Berkshire hills. But there
were hours of daylight yet. Once over the hill, thleers had intended to turn off the
road, and follow the lanes, looking for a suitagp@t for a camp. But it was clear that if
they turned off the road, Bunter, when he followed would miss them. That, certainly,
in itself, they could have borne with fortitudewlas Bob’s pack that mattered.
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Bob Cherry stared back frowning along the long wihitad. He could have kicked
himself, for having fallen so easily to the fat Gwdtratagem. Still more willingly could
he have kicked Bunter.

‘No sign of him,” said Bob. ‘Bet you he squattedaoas soon as we were out of sight
over the hill. That's why be wanted to carry my kac

‘That’'s why,” said Harry.

‘That was the absurd whyfulness,’” agreed Hurrees@éaiRam Singh.

‘We can’t go on without it,” said Smithy. He laughéThat artful dodger has done us!
We've got to wait for him.’

‘Or go back and boot him!" growled Bob.

‘Who wants to climb that hill again?’ asked Nugemith a grin.

Nobody did! The alternative was to wait for Buntdow long they would have to wait
they did not know. But they could guess that thedhal would not hurry himself.

‘Better camp on the road,” Harry Wharton decidddast. ‘That fat villain may not roll

up before dark—if by then! Look for a likely spot.’

‘That'’s that, | suppose,’ assented Bob.

So they moved on, looking for a favourable spoth®yroadside. Bob Cherry glanced in
at a wide, open gateway, beyond which was a tradeshdrive, green lawns, and a
mansion in the distance.

‘That looks jolly"” he remarked. ‘I wonder if thelhnny who owns that place would like a
party of hikers camping on his lawn!

‘Probably not!” said Harry Wharton, laughing. ‘Pusi.’

They pushed on, leaving that inviting gateway behiBut a few minutes later, Bob
came to a halt.

‘This looks all right!” he said.

It was quite an attractive spot. Well back from tbad was a high fence, enclosing the
grounds of the mansion they had passed. Branchesesffrom within overtopped the
fence, giving a pleasant shade. Between the roddh&nfence was quite a wide expanse
of grass, dotted with hawthorn bushes. This, evlgewas common land, where any
wayfarer was entitled to repose, if the spirit no¥ém so to do.

It was as good a spot for a camp as the hikerslapect to find along the road, and
they decided on it at once.

‘Best we can do,” said Harry. ‘We can’t leave tbad and leave that fat ass to wander off
into space when he does come along. Camp here.’

‘Somebody here already! remarked Nugent.

‘Lots of room for everybody,’ said Bob.

One other wayfarer had already sought repose trpthasant spot. In the shade of a bush
lay a recumbent figure, at which they glanced. itae seemed to be asleep in the grass:
he lay stretched out, his head resting on his hrenface shaded by an extremely battered
bowler hat. One glance was enough to tell the bikeat the man was a tramp. However,
there was, as Bob said, room for everybody: andrémep was welcome to his share, so
far as they were concerned. Having glanced at lasoally, they moved further off from
the road, and dumped down their packs by the fence.

Bob gave another stare back along the road, rédteisunset.

‘No Bunter yet!" he said.

‘And won't be, for a good while,” said Smithy. ‘Bter’s got a lot to carry, for once.’
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‘We can’t rig the tent till he comes up. Most oéttihings are in my pack.’

‘Well, he can’t miss us, here,” said Harry. ‘Whgsaupper? Lucky the grub isn’tin
your pack, too!

‘The luckfulness is terrific.’

The hikers proceeded to unpack. Sounds of movenaadtsoices no doubt disturbed the
slumbers of the tramp in the grass, at a littléatice, for he stirred, and they heard a
grunt. Then he sat up, rubbed his eyes, set therbdtbowler straight on his tousled
head, and stared at them, surlily. Then, in alsthxtoice, he ejaculated:

‘Strike me pink?’

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! roared Bob Cherry, staringf@m. Look, you chaps—

‘What—?’

‘Dusty!” roared Bob.

‘Oh, my hat! Dusty again!” exclaimed Harry Wharton

‘That footpad!” Vernon-Smith’s eyes gleamed. ‘Colteam!’

It was their old acquaintance, Dusty! The hikerd s@en nothing of him, since the spot
of trouble at Hedges in Hampshire. They had wordleceasionally whether Dusty was
still on the trail of Smithy’s wallet: but if soghhad kept himself invisible. Now he was
visible to all eyes, sitting up in the grass aratisg at them.

But he did not waste much time staring. He scrathtwéhis feet. Dusty was, no doubt,
still eager to meet Smithy —in some quiet and Igrsplot favourable for the
redistribution of wealth! But he was not at all eatp meet him with five other sturdy
hikers at hand. Dusty, at that moment, would haenlglad to follow the example of the
guests in Macbeth: to stand not upon the ordersoibing, but go at once!

But Dusty was not given a chance.

The meeting was unexpected on both sides: butikieeshcould have no doubt that Dusty
was still on the trail of that wallet, and lookifay them. He had trailed them from Sussex
into Hampshire, and now he was again in the offin@gerkshire. If he was looking for
them, he had found them—and they had found him.Aedvhole party agreed, nem.
con., that what Dusty wanted was a warning to stiear of that hiking party. The
Bounder rushed straight at him as he scrambledragped him, and tipped him over in
the grass again. The rest of the party were ordgrsgs behind.

‘Lea’go!” howled Dusty, struggling frantically, buginly, in the grasp of six pairs of
hands. ‘Strike me pink and blue! 'Ands orf, | says.

‘Got him!" said Smithy, grimly. ‘Keep quiet, youseal, if you don’t want your frowsy
head banged.’ He fastened a grip on the tramplarcol

Dusty did not keep quiet: he struggled and heawelckacked. Nobody was disposed to
stand upon ceremony with the footpad: Smithy leasil. Smithy had a very keen
recollection of Dusty’s gnarled knuckles, and hasraw escape from a beating-up.
Gripping the tramp’s frowsy collar, he banged headh on the hard, unsympathetic earth,
eliciting a bull-like roar from Dusty.

‘Whoooop!

‘Have another?’ asked Smithy.

‘Ooooh! Strike me pink and blue and crimson!” gaspaisty, and he ceased to struggle.
The hikers were too many for him: and he did nattwanother’. He was allowed to get
on his feet, hands grasping him on all sides,

‘Look 'ere, you let a bloke go!” he gasped. ‘I ‘diarter you—strike me pink if | am!
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Lorst you long ago.’

‘And now you’ve found us again,’ said Harry.

‘I tell you, I'd forgot all about you! protested3ty.

‘You can pack that up!” said Smithy. ‘You're goitg have a lesson to keep clear of this
party, you rascal. Hold him, you fellows.’

‘We’ve got him all right,” said Bob. ‘But what—?’

‘Leave him to me.’

Vernon-Smith cut back to his rucksack. From it hrewda cord. As he came back with
the cord in his hand, Dusty eyed him apprehensi\édydid not know what was coming:
but he could guess that it was going to be somgtiiat he was quite unlikely to enjoy.
But he did not resist, as Smithy knotted the entthefcord round his left wrist. He did
not want any more bangs of his frowsy head. Harhawon and Co. held him fast,
leaving it to Smithy, wondering, like Dusty, whahsvcoming next. They soon
discovered. Having knotted the end of the cord ¢ tio the tramp’s left wrist, Smithy
grasped his left ankle and dragged it up, bendiagts leg at the knee. Dusty, standing
on one leg, tottered in the grasp of the Famous.Hitten Smithy wound the cord round
that ankle, knotting it to the wrist. He used theole length of the cord, with an almost
innumerable multiplicity of knots. The Famous Fivere grinning now, as they
understood. Dusty understood also: but he did not Busty did not feel like grinning.
‘You can let him go now!” said Smithy.

‘Ha, ha, ha!

The hikers released Dusty, leaving him standingkdike on one leg. He hopped wildly
to keep his balance. The expression on his unwaslcedvas quite indescribable.
‘That's all'” said the Bounder. ‘You can travel, Bty.’

‘Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the hikers.

Dusty gasped, and almost foamed.

‘You let a covey loose!” he howled. *You fancy yoan tie up a covey like a blinking
turkey?’

‘Sort of!" assented Smithy.

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Hop it, Dusty!” chuckled Bob. ‘We’re tired of yowwompany! Hop it"

‘Get going! said Harry, laughing.

“Ow’s a bloke to get going, 'opping on one blinkilegy?’ yelled Dusty.

‘That’s your problem!” said Johnny Bull. “You're tiang off cheap, you rascal—you
ought to be run in. Hop itV

‘l ain’t going like this 'ere,’ yelled Dusty. ‘Stke me pink! | tell you | ain’t going 'opping
like a blinking frog.’

‘Suit yourself,” said Smithy. ‘I'm going to boot yaill you start. Take your time?’
‘Whoooop!’ roared Dusty.

He started. Hopping on one leg, he made a quickolibnto the road. Six laughing faces
watched him as he hopped.

In the road, he stood stork-like, glaring back. he&s the Bounder made a step towards
him, he hopped again. There was nothing for Dustyot but to hop it, and he hopped it.
A roar of laughter followed him as he went hoppalayvn the road. Lurching, stumbling,
and hopping, Dusty disappeared into the sunset.
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CHAPTER 27
QUICK WORK

CLATTER! clatter! clatter!

Half-a-dozen hikers looked up, at the sound oftetatg hoof-beats on the road.

It was an hour since Dusty had hopped on his whgyhad no doubt that he had
‘hopped it’ for good this time. It was probabletihat a safe distance, he was busily
occupied in striving to disentangle the innumeranlets that Smithy had multiplied
upon him. Which was likely to be a long and ardutask. After that experience at their
hands, it seemed likely that Dusty would give uprefarious designs on Smithy’s
wallet, and steer clear. The hikers cheerfully désed him from mind, and gave their
attention to supper, sitting by the park fence unide overhanging branches. There was
still no sign of Bunter. Occasional pedestrianspdon the road, and bicycles whizzed
by, and once or twice a car: but no familiar fatefappeared in the offing. The fat Owl,
evidently, was taking it by easy stages over thhat h

Clatter! clatter!

‘That gee looks jolly fresh!” said Johnny Bull.

‘And that old boy looks as if he wants glueing or@marked the Bounder.

All the hikers gazed at the horseman coming updhad. He was a little old gentleman
with a plump pink face and white eyebrows. The édrs was riding was a very
handsome animal: but did undoubtedly look rathesti’, as Johnny remarked, and the
rider seemed to have some difficulty in managing.HPossibly some rushing, honking
car had startled the horse. He was prancing alomgaad when he came in sight of the
hikers, with clattering hoofs stirring up littleoelds of dust.

‘Jolly good gee!” said Johnny Bull, eyeing the prisug steed with an appraising eye.
Johnny came from Yorkshire, where they know allltwrses! ‘But if that old boy
doesn’t look out, he’s going to take a tumble.’

Bob Cherry rose to his feet.

‘We'll render first-aid, if he does!” he remarked.

‘Oh, my hat!’ exclaimed Vernon-Smith. ‘Here comesaa! That old johnny had better
mind his eye.’

Down the hilly road a car came rushing. All theigra were on their feet now, with
anxious faces. The car rushed by the rider in d sivilust, and roared on into the
distance, leaving the horse, evidently unused e, geancing frantically.

‘He’s off!’ gasped Nugent.

But the little old gentleman was not quite off! Heked in the saddle, but somehow kept
his seat. But the reins had escaped his handsartbtse was now utterly out of control.
Clatter! clatter! clatter!

‘He’s bolted!” breathed Bob.

The horse came up the road at a wild gallop. Halittle old pink-faced gentleman
clung to his back was rather a mystery. The hoisesl was tossing, the reins tossing
with it, the rider clinging to the saddle, in danggery moment of crashing down into the
road. The result of such a crash could only haes lioken bones: and the Greyfriars
fellows watched breathlessly, as the runaway sveepards them. It was only a matter of
moments before the steed, with its helpless ridas, sweeping by.

But as it came abreast of the group, Bob Cherry shioof that group like an arrow from
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a bow. Bob did not stop to think—there was no ttméhink. He flung himself headlong
at the runaway’s head and grasped at the tossing re

‘Bob!” panted Harry Wharton.

‘Bob, old chap!” shrieked Nugent.

For one dreadful instant, the chums of Greyfrieezéd to see Bob Cherry go down
under the crashing hoofs. Then they saw that heheackins, and was holding on to
them, the horse dragging him on its wild carees féet dragging in the dust.

‘Oh, Bob! gasped Johnny Bull.

‘He’s got him!" muttered Smithy. ‘Good man!

Bob had ‘got’ him. The tossing head was draggedrd@md the wild gallop slowed. Bob
Cherry felt as if his arms were being wrenchedaduheir sockets. But he held on, and
the runaway at last slowed to a halt, and stoo#lispand trembling. Bob, covered with
dust, panting for breath, gripped the bridle witstmng hand, and looked dizzily at the
pink-faced gentleman, still clinging somehow to $asidle.

‘All right now, sir!” he gasped.

‘Oh, gad! came in a gasping gurgle. ‘Oh, gad! gogh! Gad! Urrrggh.” The pink
gentleman seemed to have no breath for more.

Five hikers came up with a rush.

‘Bob, old chap—"

‘You're all right?’

‘My esteemed Bob—'

‘Right as rain! * said Bob, cheerily. “You can hdidn, if you like, Johnny—my arms
ache a bit"" He relinquished the bridle to JohnnylBBut the horse was quite quiet now,
its wild excitement over.

‘By gad! The little old gentleman found his voiegain. ‘You're a brave lad, my boy—a
very brave lad.’

‘Not at all, sir.’

‘What? What? Don’t contradict me.” The pink gentkaris white eyebrows came
together in a frown. ‘I say you are a brave lad-eay\brave lad— | might have been
killed, by Jove—I say you are a very brave lad—da fiear?’

Bob Cherry grinned.

‘Just as you like, sir’” he answered.

‘Who are you—what'’s your name?’ barked the pinkttgmnan.

‘Cherry, sir.’

‘What? What? Did you say Sherry?’

‘Cherry!’ said Bob.

‘Cherry! Cherry! | shall remember that name, my blogm very much obliged to you,
Sherry,” went on the pink gentleman, apparentlgétting it on the spot. ‘You are a
brave lad, Sherry! You have saved me from a fall.ivbunt was startled by a car—vile
things—there were none on the roads in my young.ddgisy, nasty things—what?
What? Parker warned me that he is not broke te-€Begker was right! Give me my
reins, boy.’

‘I'll hold him as long as you like, sir,” said Joim

‘What? What? How can | ride him in to the stabfegu hold him?’ barked the pink
gentleman. ‘Give me those reins.’

Johnny obediently handed over the reins: the jgmytaincing rather anxiously up and
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down the road to see whether any more cars werengoifhat ‘gee’ plainly was not
‘broke’ to cars: neither did it seem to them thne pink gentleman was quite ‘broke’ to
mettlesome mounts! However, there were no moreinaight, and the horse was now
very subdued, and the pink gentleman settled hinmséte saddle, still gasping a little.
While he gasped, he eyed the party.

‘Hikers?’ he asked.

‘That's it, sir’” answered Bob. ‘Hiking in the “hsl.’

‘Broken bottles—scraps of paper—Ilitter all over fitace, what, what?’ barked the pink
gentleman. ‘Gates left open—cattle wandering—haystget on fire with cigarette-
ends—what? What?’

‘Oh, my hat! No, sir!’" grinned Bob, ‘We’re not thaort of hikers, sirl’

‘Not at all,” said Harry, smiling.

‘The not-at-allfulness is terrific, honoured sahgagid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘There
is no scrapfulness or litterfulness, and the shngfs of the gates is a sine qua non, and
there is no smokefulness of the absurd cigarettes.’

‘Good gad! said the pink gentleman, staring at.hfarree Singh’s flow of English
seemed to come as a surprise.

‘If you live about here, sir, you won't see a sifrus, when we march in the morning,’
said Bob, reassuringly.

‘What? What? Are you camping here?’

‘Just yonder, sir, under that park fence.’

‘My park fence!” barked the pink gentleman. ‘Wellell, well, perhaps it is fortunate that
you were camping there, in the circumstances. Chene by all means. | will send
Parker to see that you have anything you need.K'am once more, Kerry! | am much
obliged to you, Kerry! You are a brave lad, Kefrthink you said your name was
Kerry?’

‘Cherry, sir.’

‘What? What? If your name is Cherry, why did yoy #aat it was Kerry? Don’t you
know whether your name is Cherry or Kerry? But mewand—never mind! You are a
brave lad, Sherry, and | am much obliged to you.’

With that the pink gentleman rode on, the hikergftaly and politely refraining from
grinning till his back was towards them. They waidim trot up the road, and turn in at
the wide gateway they had passed some distance d&raatht was rather a relief to see
him disappear in at that gateway, safe from the tteat had multiplied on the roads since
his young days!

‘Jolly old boy! said Bob.

‘Quite!’ said Harry, laughing.

‘The jollifulness of the old boy is terrific,” aged Hurree Jamset Rain Singh, ‘and the
gladfulness is also great that he has gone horaerdresteemed piece!’

‘Thanks to Bob,’ said Johnny. ‘Good for you, Shery mean Kerry!

‘Ha, ha, ha!

The hikers walked back to their camp, Bob rubbirsganms as he went. There was an
ache in those arms that was likely to linger fgoad while: but the cheery Bob made
little or nothing of it: and certainly all the hilsewere glad that the pink gentleman, after
his wild adventure, had got home in one piece!
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CHAPTER 28
BUMPS FOR BUNTER

‘I SAY, YOU fellows——

‘You fat villain?

‘Oh, really, Cherry—"

‘Where’s my pack?’

It was Bunter, at last! After a long, long resg flat Owl had surmounted that hill. He
came down it at a pace slightly exceeding thainodld and tired tortoise. His spectacles
flashed back the sunset, as he blinked to andfrthe hiking party. Even Bunter could
not miss the camp by the roadside, under the gartéef and he rolled in, perspiring,
dumped down his rucksack, and sat on it. But hendictdlump down Bob Cherry’s pack.
No sign of that pack was visible anywhere abouttBun

‘You haven't left Bob’s pack behind?’ exclaimed Hawharton, as the fat Owl sat and
mopped his brow.

‘Oh! No! You—you see—’

‘Where is it, then?’ demanded Johnny Bull.

‘The wherefulness is terrific,, murmured Hurree $atmRam Singh.

Six grim looks were fixed on the perspiring Owl.ejtall knew now why Bunter had
volunteered to carry that pack. They expected bifioltow on by very easy stages. But
they really had not expected him to turn up withibket pack. That was the limit, even for
Bunter.

‘Boot him!” suggested Johnny Bull.

‘Oh, really, Bull—'
‘Where’s my pack?’ roared Bob.
‘You see—I|—you—you see—!" stammered Bunter.

‘| see that you've rolled in without it, you fataind. You bagged it because you knew we
should have to wait for it, you spoofing octopuseliMve’ve camped here to wait for

you to crawl in with it. Now where is it?’

‘Did you leave it on the road for some tramp tokpip?’ asked Smithy.

‘Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Bob. ‘If it's gone—’

‘Tain’t!’ gasped Bunter. ‘It's quite safe under theee. Nobody will spot it under that
tree. Safe as houses for one of you fellows tdhfetche morning. | say, I'm hungry—
What about supper?’

Supper, to Billy Bunter’s fat mind, was the chiehsideration, at the moment. Bob’s
pack he was prepared to dismiss as a trifle lighaia But the other hikers were not
disposed to dismiss it so airily.

‘Nothing about supper!” hooted Bob. ‘You're goingdk for that pack—’

‘What?’ yelled Bunter.

‘Get a move on.’

‘You—you silly idiot!" gasped Bunter. ‘Think I'm gag over that hill again, with my

legs nearly dropping off this minute?’

‘You'd better, if you want any supper.’

‘Beast!’ groaned Bunter.

‘Get gofully, my esteemed fat Bunter,” said Hurd@enset Ram Singh. ‘Procrastination is
the long lane that has no turntable, as the Englistaerb remarks.’
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‘|—l—— I say, you fellows—"’

‘Scram, you fat villain?’

‘l—I—I say, it—it’s no good my going back’ gaspedier. ‘I—I didn’t leave that pack
under a tree. It— it's gone!

‘Gone!’ repeated Bob. ‘Where has it gone?’

‘That—that tramp had it! * gasped Bunter. ‘Thaiig Dusty, you know—just—just like
it happened before, you know, back in Hampshire—He rushed at me, and— and
collared it—and—and walked off with it under hisre+’

‘Dusty did!" shrieked Bob.

‘Yes, old chap—that tramp, you know. |—I ran afiem for—for miles, but—but he
dodged me, and—and got away with it— So it's nodyoty going back for it, you know,
as—as that tramp’s got it"”

‘Oh, crumbs!” gasped Bob.

On the occasion of Bunter’s encounter with Dustythie wood at Hedges, he had been
given the benefit of the doubt. But on this occaglwere really was no doubt of which to
give him the benefit. Certainly Dusty couldn’t hasalared that pack, on the other side
of the hill, when the hikers had found him asleagtee site of their camp under the pink
gentleman’s park fence! Bunter, as yet unawaratf¢ircumstance, rattled on: ‘I—I
say, you fellows, I—I did all | could—I—I chasednhifor miles and miles and miles—
but—but he got away with Bob’s pack, so—so it watiidhe any good if I—I went back
for it, you see—’

‘You chased Dusty for miles and miles, on the othde of that hill—' articulated Bob
Cherry.

‘Yes, old fellow—miles and miles and miles—

‘You burbling bandersnatch, Dusty was here whemgotenere!” roared Bob, ‘and we
buzzed him off with his leg tied up, and he hagot it loose yet, wherever he is—'
‘Oh!" gasped Bunter.

‘Any more crammers, you fat villain?’

‘Oh! Yes! No! I—I mean, |—I—I mean, it—it wasn’t Bay!” stuttered Bunter. ‘Now |
come to think of it, it—it wasn’t Dusty collaredabpack—it—it—it was a great big
dog—’

‘A great big dog! gurgled Bob.

‘Yes, old chap—one of those Alsatians, you know—Hhe rushed at it, and seized it in
his teeth, and dashed off with it. I—I ran aftemHor—for miles and miles—’

‘Bump him!

‘| say, you fellows—yarooooh! Leggo!’ roared BuntBut the hikers did not ‘leggo’.
They grasped the fat Owl on all sides, and heawadup. Evidently they did not believe
in that great big dog! Billy Bunter was not a ligheight: but many hands made light
work! Up he went, and down he came, on Berkshire.

Bump!

‘Whoop! Leggo! yelled Bunter. ‘I say, you fellowstell you that tramp rushed at Bob’s
pack and seized it in his teeth—I—I mean, that igoeadog walked off with it under his
arm—I| mean—yarooooh!

Bump!

‘Oh, crikey! Leggo! I—I'll go back for that pack ou like,” shrieked Bunter. ‘It's quite

safe under that tree—'
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Bump!

‘Ooooh!

‘Give him another!

‘Give him a dozen!’

‘Bump him terrifically!

‘Hem?! It was the sound of an apologetic cough.ydu young gentlemen are busy—"’
The young gentlemen were quite busy, bumping Blyter: so busy that they had not
noticed a man emerge by a wicket gate in the parkd, and come along to the camp.
However, at the sound of his voice, they dropped#h Owl, and looked round.

They beheld a ruddy-cheeked man, with a faint grirhis ruddy face, and remembered
that the pink gentle-man had told them that he @eehd ‘Parker’ along. So they
guessed that this was Parker.

It was rather a hectic moment for Parker to arriug:Billy Bunter, at least, was glad of
the interruption. A breathless Owl sat in the grasd spluttered for wind, as the hikers
gave their attention to Parker.

Parker had a large basket in his hand, at whichglenced.

‘From Sir George, gentlemen,’ said Parker.

‘Sir George?’ repeated Harry.

‘Sir George Hode, sir! One of you young gentlemtapged his horse, | understand—a
young gentleman named Berry.’

‘Cherry!’ said Nugent.

‘Cherry, sir! Yes, sir! Sir George is not very stgoon names, sir—a little forgetful at
times, sir,’ said Parker. ‘He did not seem quiteesuhether the name was Berry or
Kerry. Sir George is very grateful to the youngttgman who stopped his horse, sir, and
he sent me along with this, and hopes you will pt@efor supper in your camp.’
Parker dumped down the basket.

‘Jolly old boy! said Bob.

Parker grinned.

‘Quite, sir,” he said. ‘A little peppery at timemnd doesn't like contradiction, sir, but, as
you say, ahem— jolly old boy! Sir George sent asags also, sir. He will be glad if you
will all come to tea on the lawn at Hode Lodge torrow afternoon, sir, say about four
o’clock. His nephew, sir, a schoolboy like yourssyis expected to-morrow, and Sir
George would like you to meet him, sir.’

The hikers exchanged glances. Evidently the pimitlgsman was mindful of Bob
Cherry’s service, if not of his name, and was dsgabto be hospitable. His hospitality
was quite acceptable to the Greyfriars hikers. drethe lawn at Hode Lodge was quite
attractive. There was a general nodding of heads.

‘Please tell Sir George that we’ll come, with plei@s’ said Harry Wharton, ‘and give
him our thanks for sending us this.’

‘The thankfulness is terrific, esteemed Parkerid $durree Jamset Ram Singh: a remark
that made Parker blink for a moment.

‘Topping!” said Bob. ‘We’ll all put on our best Bland tuckers, you fellows, and we’'ll
make Bunter wash—'

‘Beast!” came a breathless squeak from a fat Owl.

‘And Sir George says, sir, that the Lodge grourrésopen to you, and if you'd like a dip
in the swimming-pool in the morning, it's at yowarsgice,” said Parker.
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‘Good man! said Bob. ‘Tell Sir George that he’brath of a boy, and that we’ll jump at
it with both feet.’

‘Very good, sir!’ said Parker grinning. And he wemtagain at the wicket gate, leaving
the Greyfriars hikers quite pleased with him, wiih George, and with things generally.
‘Jolly old boy, and no mistake,’ said Bob, ‘anddan jolly well call me Sherry, or Berry,
or Jerry, or Kerry, or anything he jolly well likeBit of luck we camped here after all.’
‘The luckfulness was preposterous.’

‘By gum! That basket’s stacked!” said Frank Nugé&ne can all do with a spot more
supper—and there’s lots and lots—’

‘| say, you fellows!

‘You fat villain! Billy Bunter had been disregardefor the moment: now the hikers
gave him their attention again. ‘You perniciousgmse—’

‘Well, I like that! said Bunter, with an indignalink. ‘I think you might thank a
chap—’

‘What?’

‘Here you’ve got a whopping supper, for nothingidsBunter, warmly, ‘and we’re all
asked to tea at a jolly good show, and you woullaite stopped here at all if it hadn’t
been for me—’

‘Boot him!" said Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry laughed.

‘Well, something in that,” he said. ‘We shouldndve stopped here, if that fat villain
hadn’t diddled us over my pack. And we’ve struckklyhere. Look here, you podgy
piffler, if you've left my pack in a safe place—’

‘Safe as houses!” gasped Bunter.

‘After the tramp walked off with it under his arrmnd that great big dog seized it in his
teeth—

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Safe as houses, | tell you, behind that tree—nghomaild spot it there. It’'s all right—
right as rain! | say, you fellows, what about suplesay, I'll unpack that basket, if you
like.’

‘We can manage without the tent,” said Bob. ‘W&ke a walk in the morning and
collect that pack. Now for an extra spot of suppédrat?’

Billy Bunter almost forgot that he had been bummedtwo plump paws explored the
pink gentleman’s hospitable basket. And that haset basket having been unpacked,
there was an extra ‘spot’ of supper for six hikarsj a Gargantuan feed for one.

CHAPTER 29
BEASTLY FOR BUNTER!

‘I'LL mind the camp! said Billy Bunter.

‘And look here, I'll wash up while you're gone! Tited’

‘You will?’ grinned Bob Cherry.

‘Yes, old chap! Nothing new for me to do most & thiork, if you come to that!" added
Bunter.

It was a fresh bright morning.
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Six hikers were up with the lark, while the sevesipt and snored. But for once Billy
Bunter had been allowed to have his sleep and sndrevithout a foot jamming into his
fat ribs to murder sleep! The fat Owl was left tme, while the other fellows, with
towels over their arms, repaired to the swimmingtpo the grounds of Hode Lodge,
which the pink gentleman had so hospitably pladebeir disposal. They came back
fresh and cheery and ready for breakfast: anddhssent of sausages frying over the
cooking-stove drew Billy Bunter from the embraceMwrpheus. Bunter was not
bothering about swimming-pools! Billy Bunter prodeé at once to the far more urgent
and important business of packing foodstuffs withi& capacious circle of his
circumference. He was still going strong when bfastkwas over for the rest of the
party.

Bunter, while not neglecting to add to the cargdnae already taken aboard, blinked
rather uneasily at the hikers as they debateddkis ggrogramme. As they had accepted
the pink gentleman’s invitation to tea on the lawat afternoon, they would not be
breaking camp till late in the day, and so had timkill. First of all, Bob Cherry’s pack
had to be collected from the spot where Bunterlgtdt: after which, it was decided to
take a saunter round the countryside, a look altanes, lunch at a riverside inn, and
return to camp in the afternoon, in time to dorirthest bibs and tuckers, as Bob had
expressed it, for tea with Sir George. That progrenmad been mapped out, and the
hikers were ready to get a move on, when Billy Bumteighed in. Bunter, it appeared,
was not only willing to stay behind and mind thenpawhile they were gone, but actually
to wash up during their absence: which would havprssed them, if they had not
guessed that what Billy Bunter really wanted wastiulge in a prolonged laze. Which
Bunter would have been very welcome to do, hachisoguidance been required to spot
the spot where he had left Bob’s pack.

‘Can’t leave you behind, old fat man, said Bob,kéhg his head. ‘Jolly glad to, if we
could—

‘The gladfulness would be truly terrific, my estesmahfat Bunter,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. ‘But the findfulness of the pack isreesjua non.’

‘Stir your stumps!’ grunted Johnny Bull. ‘You've gtm show us where you left that
pack, you fat fraud.’

‘After that, you can sit down where you like, aredlang as you like,” said Frank Nugent.
‘Just now you’re wanted.’

‘Shift!’ said Vernon-Smith.

Billy Bunter did not shift. He was always disinah to shift, and several breakfasts,
piled one on another, made him more disinclined #heer.

‘Look here, you'll find that pack all right!” he &h ‘I'll tell you exactly where | left it.
Besides, who's going to mind the camp! Supposetthatp came back—'

‘That tramp won’t come back,’ said Bob. ‘Dusty’sgped it for good. And if he did, you
fat footling fraud, what use would you be?’

‘Beast!’

‘The camp doesn’t want minding, Bunter,” said HaWarton, laughing. ‘We’re going
to dump the baggage inside that wicket gate, wihevil be safe enough. Now get up
and come on.’

Billy Bunter blinked at the hilly road. He disliketdat hill. Half a mile uphill, and half a
mile down to the spot where he had parked that,p#idknot attract him in the very least.
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When the hikers were on the march, the fat Owltbadarch or be left on his own. But
he was not going to exert himself in an extra muayis walk, if he could help it.
‘Moving?’ asked Smithy. He drew back his foot.

‘Look here, you can find that pack without me,” Hed/Bunter. ‘I tell you | can tell you
exactly where it is. You keep off, Smithy, you b&&ce way to treat a fellow you asked
for the “hols™—’

‘Well, where is it, exactly?’ asked Bob. ‘If we céind it without you, old fat man, you
can sit it out, and welcome. Where did you lea%g it

‘It's on the other side of the hill—'

‘Somewhere between the Thames and the sea?’ asitedTBat’'s not quite precise
enough.’

‘It's under a tree, off the road—’

‘There’s a few thousand trees off the road. Which?’

Billy Bunter cogitated. He was very anxious to @ulat hill. Certainly be could have
found the spot again: but describing it was notdasy.

‘It's under a beech tree—!" he said at last.

‘Sure it's a beech?’

‘Well, it might have been an oak—’

‘You fat ass, was it a beech or an oak?’

‘Well, it might have been an elm,” said Bunter tgbtfully.

‘Which side of the road?’

‘| forget—I—I—I mean, the left side—no, the rightls—yes, | think it was the right
side. | know it was one or the other,” added Burdpparently glad to be able to make
that clear, at least.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

‘That pack’s under a beech, or an oak, or an eingre side of the road or the other!” he
said. ‘You fellows feel like hunting for a needtea haystack?’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

‘Come on, Bunter.’

‘Shan’t’ hooted Bunter. ‘I've told you exactly wheeto find that pack, and | can jolly
well say—yarooooh! Ow! Stoppit! Leggo my neck! Leggy ear! I'm coming, ain’t 1?’
And Bunter came!

There was no help for it—no rest for the wicked ®urnad to guide the hikers to that
pack: after which, he was welcome to sit down whnerdiked and as long as he liked,
while his more strenuous comrades explored thetiesanf Berkshire. And the baggage
having been dumped within the wicket gate for s&gcduring their absence, they
started.

Six cheery hikers trailed over the hill: one un-etyehiker lagging in the rear. Billy
Bunter had disliked that hill. Now he hated it. Hoxgr, he found a little comfort when
they were over the top, and trailing downhill oe thrther side. Then commenced the
search for the spot where he had taken his restah®efore. Billy Bunter, as he plugged
on, blinking to and fro through his big spectactesher wished that he had noted more
particularly on which side of the road that treesyend whether it was a beech, an oak,
or an elm. Indeed, by that time, he wished thatddn’t thought of that astute idea of
getting a rest by annexing Bob’s pack. It was arwead perspiring fat Owl who halted,
at last, under a shady tree, which after all turogicko be an ash.
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‘Here!” gasped Bunter.

There it was—behind the tree, where Bunter hadsegdis fat limbs the previous
afternoon. Luckily, no gentleman of Dusty’s spediad chanced on it. There it was,
where the fat Owl had left it: and Bob swung ittaghis shoulders.

‘Good!" said Bob. ‘If it hadn’t been found, you faillain, | was going to boot you all
over Berkshire, Oxfordshire, and Bucks.’

‘Beast!’ gasped Bunter.

He sat down under the tree.

‘Coming on?’ asked Bob. Bunter did not look asefiaas coming on.

‘Shan’t!’

‘We’re going to do ten or twelve miles—'

‘Shan’t!’

‘Lovely country, and a walk by the Thames—’

‘Shan’t!’

‘Gentlemen, chaps, and fatheads,’ said Bob, ‘Thwekcould bear up, if we didn’t see
Bunter again till we got back to Hode Lodge thieafoon?’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

Apparently the hikers thought that they could hgaunder such a parting. Certainly they
looked very merry and bright as they swung on tble@gery way, leaving the fat Owl to
sit it out under the shady ash. Which the fat Ow/dlid: till, later in the morning, he
negotiated that hill again, like the weary ploughnnmathe poem homeward plodding his
way, back to camp, where he found comfort and datisa in what remained in Sir
George’s basket—in which he did not leave so msca erumb.

CHAPTER 30
BROUGHT TO BOOK!

‘CARDEW?

‘By gad! breathed the Bounder, a glitter in hiesy

It was quite an unexpected meeting.

The hikers had not been much surprised to see Duggrkshire, after having left him
behind in Hampshire: aware that Dusty had followeltrail of Smithy’s wallet. But
they were surprised to see Cardew. Certainly thdifts fellow was not trailing them:
and he had good reasons, not for looking for tHauhfor keeping out of their way. What
chance had led him to cross their path again, tbeyd not guess. At all events, there he
was!

Harry Wharton and Co. had had a long ramble, andnat an inn on the bank of the
Thames: and in the early afternoon, they were ein tilay back to Hode Lodge. Now
they were following a rather steep lane that ledouthve road over the hill: a lane with
many turnings winding among leafy trees. Just aleédidem, a cyclist came out of one
of those turnings, and pushed on up the rise, moéthan thirty yards in front of them.
That cyclist, like themselves, was heading forrtteed on which Hode Lodge lay. He did
not glance back, and did not see them: and in aenohis back was to them. But they
had glimpsed his face as he came out of the site-End they knew that white Panama
hat and that gleaming, spotless bike. It was Cardéthe Fourth Form at St. Jim’s.

‘By gad! repeated the Bounder, and he broke intora
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The lane was steep: and Cardew had put his maohiits lowest gear. Then, still
unconscious of peril behind, he stopped, dismoyrated wheeled his machine up the
steep rise. The Bounder could have asked nothitigrb&he bicycle was not going to
save Cardew this time!

Harry Wharton and Co. following on at a walk, exaed rather glum glances. Only
Johnny Bull gave a nod of approval, as Smithy ¢igrr ahe cyclist at a rapid run. Johnny
did not see why Cardew, having called the tuneukhieot pay the piper! It was time, in
Johnny’s opinion, for Cardew to be brought to book!

‘No stopping Smithy now!" sighed Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

‘We could hardly stop him at the cafe, with a craadking on,” he said. ‘And now—"
‘We don’t want a row,’ said Nugent.

‘Smithy does!” said Wharton, drily.

Snort, from Johnny Bull.

‘Well, why not?’ he demanded. ‘Why shouldn’t Smithynch his cheeky head? Hasn't
he asked for it, time and again?’

‘Yes—but—'

‘The askfulness was terrific,” agreed Hurree JarRseh Singh. ‘But the butfulness is
also preposterous.’

‘Let him have it said Johnny. ‘I've had enoughta$ cheek, if you fellows haven't: and
look here, if Smithy doesn’t punch him, | jolly welill, so rats.” And Johnny gave
emphasis to that statement, with a still more emplsaort.

‘He’s got him!" said Bob.

Smithy had got him. He was close behind Cardewwvthe St. Jim’s fellow became
aware of pattering footsteps, and glanced round.rnéxt moment, Smithy had passed
him, turned, and was standing in his way, blocKirggpath.

‘Stop!” he said, grimly.

Cardew stared at him. The meeting was as muchpaiseito him as to the Greyfriars
juniors. He stared at Smithy, and then glanceddairthe Famous Five, coming up.

He breathed rather quickly.

On previous occasions, he had aired his carelepsy@lious impertinence at their
expense, and found it amusing. On each occasierdisicomfiture had been on their side
But the circumstances were altered now. This tineeet was no escape.

But he was perfectly cool. He had, at least, theage of his faults: and he was not
daunted.

‘You fellows again!” he drawled. “You keep on tunhup like half-a-dozen bad pennies.
Sorry | can't stay for a chat—I'm pushin’ on to joey’s end this afternoon. Mind gettin’
out of the way, Smith?’

‘You won't push on to journey’s end just yet!” sdlte Bounder grimly. ‘Stick that bike
against a tree, and take off your jacket. You'rengdo put your hands up.’

‘Six to one?’ smiled Cardew. ‘Is that Greyfriargle®”’

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.

‘You'll get fair play, Cardew! he snapped. ‘So fas I'm concerned, you could clear off,
and good riddance to you.’

‘Same here,’ said Bob.

‘The samefulness is terrific,” concurred Hurreedbin'But with the esteemed Smithy, the
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boot is on the other leg.’

‘We'll see fair play, Cardew! said Nugent.

‘He doesn’t need telling that!"" growled Johnny Bull

‘He knows he will get fair play—it’s only his cheeXou can leave him to me, if you
like, Smithy.’

‘I don't like! said Smithy. ‘Are you ready, Card&v

‘Not at all,” drawled Cardew. ‘I don’t choose tarap with every tramp | meet on the
road. If you don't get out of the way, Smith, | Blreave to run this bike into you.’

‘Will you?’ said Smithy. He grasped the handlebars] with a single powerful wrench,
tore the machine away from Cardew’s hands, andjfitarashing to the roadside. It
curled up there in the grass.

Cardew panted.

‘You ruffian—!" he breathed.

‘That’'s enough from you!’ said Vernon-Smith. ‘Yoa’'going to use your hands, not your
tongue, this time, you rat. Are you waiting for ieesmack your face, to screw your
courage up?’

Cardew’s eyes gleamed at him like cold steel.

‘No! he said quietly. ‘I'm going to thrash youltyou can’t crawl. | don’t want to show
up at my uncle’s place looking like a prize-fightdout I'll chance that. I'm going to
thrash you.’

‘Do—if you can!” said Smithy. ‘Fair play, man to ma-nobody else will lay a finger on
you. If you beat me, | can take it—but if | doniitdck some of the conceit and insolence
out of you, I'll let them use my head for a foollbadxt term at Greyfriars.’

Cardew peeled off a well-fitting jacket. The supkrsas nonchalance had vanished from
his face now. It was savagely set. If he had ddsoeavoid a combat, it certainly was not
from want of courage. Now that he was booked fdnetwas as bitterly determined as
the Bounder.

On the grass verge by the lane, they faced ondanot

The Famous Five formed a ring, and Harry Whartondtvatch in hand to keep time.
‘Two-minute rounds, one-minute rests,’ he said.

‘Any old thing! drawled Cardew.

‘Time!’

The Bounder, with gleaming eyes, came on to tleekttHe was a little taller, and a little
heavier, than his opponent, and undoubtedly tlomgér of the two. But Cardew was
more agile, with an elastic lightness of foot thmuBder lacked. They were, in fact, fairly
well matched: and the outcome of the fight washenkinees of the gods. But it was
probable that Smithy had more staying power, ifdbmbat lasted long.

Cardew gave ground at first under the attack, ctaimg himself with defence: then, as
the Bounder, angry and reckless, closed savageheisuddenly changed his tactics, and
a swift upper-cut sent Smithy staggering backatbwith a heavy thump in the grass.
He sprawled there on his back, gasping.

Cardew rubbed his knuckles, and smiled. Smithyggiied up, but his head was singing,
and he fell back again. Harry Wharton counted.

‘One, two, three, four, five, six—’

The hikers looked on, rather anxiously. Four ohthé not five, would have been glad if
that fight had not taken place at all, even afliethe provocation the supercilious dandy
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of St. Jim’s had given. But now that it was on,ti®pes and wishes were on Smithy’s
side. And there would have been something rathdesulious in the Greyfriars champion
getting knocked out in the first round, after foigithe fight. But fair play was the order
of the day, and the captain of the Greyfriars Reemmwnted steadily.
‘—seven—eight—’

‘Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

‘Nine—"

With a desperate effort, Smithy was on his feetradbinging himself at his adversary.
And it was hammer and tongs till Wharton calledetim

CHAPTER 31
KNOCKED OUT!

‘LOOK here, call it off’ muttered Bob Cherry.

‘Call it off, for goodness sake,” murmured Nugehlid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
nodded his dusky head.

It was the seventh round.

Cardew, in the first round, had had luck. But thak did not recur. The Bounder was
not reckless now: he was as wary as he was fiedmrmined. And as round succeeded
round, his reserve of strength was telling. Theas Ward hitting on both sides, and both
showed very visible signs of it. But in the severdtind, the Bounder’s hitting was as
hard as ever, while Cardew’s was evidently begigpmnlack weight. If the onlookers
had had doubts at first, they had none now: faai$ plain that Smithy was slowly but
surely getting the upper hand.

Smithy, hard as nails, seemed to care nothinghfbtack bruise on his chin, a cut on his
cheek, a stream of crimson from his nose. The ahichelegant dandy of St. Jim’s was
not made of such stern stuff. But there was noghbin Cardew’s mind of giving in. He
was, in fact, already licked, if he had chosenrtowk it. But nothing would have induced
him to admit it, even to himself. He stood up urghingly to the fierce jab that came
through his guard.

His good looks were sadly marred. His handsomelQrnese no longer looked Greek: it
looked more like a beetroot. Both his eyes wer&etang, and were evidently going to
be very black. His strength, if not his courages aling: and the Famous Five looked
on more and more uneasily. Very gladly they wowdgéencalled it off. All were glad to
hear the call of time again.

‘Timel’

The Bounder dropped his hands and stepped backagysta his pins. Cardew reeled
away, and might have fallen, but Bob Cherry’s srarm caught him.

‘Steady!” murmured Bob.

Cardew flung his helping arm aside, with a fierestgre, and reeled against a tree, and
leaned there, panting. Smithy, standing like a rémiked at him with a sarcastic grin.
Harry Wharton stepped forward.

‘That’'s enough! he said, curtly. ‘Call it a day”’

‘For goodness sake, call it off!” exclaimed Nugent.

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders.

‘Cardew can call it off, if he’s licked!" he reted. ‘That’s for him to say.’
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Wharton compressed his lips.

‘Call it a draw! said Bob Cherry.

‘I's not a draw!” said the Bounder, coolly. ‘Camds asked for this, begged and prayed
for it, and he’s going to get what he’s asked fitirhe owns up that he’s licked. I'll leave
it at that.’

Harry Wharton turned to the St. Jims junior, sagggainst the tree, panting for breath.
‘Look here, Cardew—! he began.

‘You can save your breath,” snarled Cardew.

‘You can’t go on—' said Harry, sharply.

‘Pack it up”

Cardew, evidently, meant to go on, at the caliragét whether he could or not. To admit
defeat was intolerable to him. He was going omlagvents, so long as he could stand.
Wharton turned to the Bounder again.

‘Look here, Smithy, chuck it,” he said. ‘You’'ve goim licked, and that enough. You
don'twantto rub itin.’

The Bounder hesitated for a moment. Perhaps hevalid to rub it in. But his better
nature prevailed, and he nodded.

‘Okay,” he said, at last. ‘Call it a day, if yokd. I'm done with him.’

‘That'’s that! said Bob.

Cardew, with an effort, dragged himself from theetrtrunk.

‘You're not done with me yet,” he said, thickly. f&you going to call time, Harry
Wharton?’

‘No! You're through—’

‘I'll show you whether I’'m through.’

And Cardew, without waiting for the call of timeished at the Bounder, his fists up, and
his blackening eyes burning over them.

‘Look out, Smithy! exclaimed Johnny Bull.

But Smithy was looking out. He met Cardew’s ruskthvai left and right, and the St. Jim’s
fellow’s blind jabs went anywhere. Left and righght and left, the Bounder’s hard fists
came home on his dizzy face, and he went with sha@athe ground.

‘Man down!” murmured Bob.

Harry Wharton counted. He counted up to ten: bunight have counted to twenty or
thirty, or a hundred. Cardew lay where he had gloven, unable to rise. Smithy gave
him a look, and turned away. The fight was over.

‘May as well be pushing along,” said Johnny Bulé gave the Bounder a grin, as Smithy
dabbed his face with his handkerchief. ‘By gum! Yook a picture to go to tea with his
Nibs this afternoon, Smithy.’

‘The picturefulness is preposterous!” murmured ldardamset Ram Singh. ‘But what
cannot be cured must lock the stable after theehisrstolen, as the English proverb
remarks.’

‘Good old English proverb! chuckled Bob. “You’'llave to doctor your chivvy, Smithy,
before we turn up to tea with the nobility and ggnBetter be pushing back to camp.’
They glanced back at Cardew. He was sitting upilgizzthe grass now. His aspect was
striking. Both his eyes were black—his nose glowgrignson and swelling visibly. He
was hardly recognizable as the cool, handsomeralipas dandy of St. Jim’s. His half-
closed eyes glittered at the Greyfriars fellows.
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Harry Wharton, after a brief hesitation, went béxkim. Cardew had asked for it, in fact
begged and prayed for it as the Bounder had satchdver had a fellow looked so
overwhelmed by what he had asked for and receivedutterly down and out.

‘Can | help you, Cardew?’ asked Harry, quietly.

‘No!

‘You can’t ride your bike, in that state.’

‘That’s not your worry.’

Wharton breathed rather hard. But his tone wasikatwy, as he went on: ‘Look here,
Cardew, you said something about being at journeryts—is your uncle’s place
anywhere near here?’

‘Find out!’

‘We’'ll be glad to help you there, if you'll let Us.

‘Mind your own business!’

Evidently Cardew did not want any help from the yriars fellows. His defeat rankled
too deeply for that.

‘That'’s that! grunted Johnny Bull. ‘Come on!’

And the hikers resumed their way up the lane, mepftir the camp at Hode Lodge. But
it was long before Cardew stirred.

CHAPTER 32
UNEXPECTED!

BILLY BUNTER beamed.

‘Prime!” he murmured.

Bunter’s fat face registered absolute satisfaction.

All the hikers looked very cheery. Tea on the latviiode Lodge was undoubtedly
attractive.

Promptly at four, they came up the drive from théegvay, and found all in readiness.
They were all in their best ‘bibs and tuckers’ fioe occasion: even Bunter’s shirt was
clean, and his fat face shone from an extra wash.

A trestle-table was laid under the shady branclesgoeat oak. Outside that circle of
grateful shade, the August sun blazed down on dmgreien grass, glowing flower-beds,
and shone back from the many-windowed facade oB8orge’s mansion. And what was
laid on that table caused Billy Bunter’s little raieyes to shine behind his big round
spectacles. If Sir George was a forgetful gentlerharhad not forgotten that schoolboys
have healthy appetites. There were ham sandwiehds;heese sandwiches, and egg
sandwiches, and jam sandwiches. There were cak@scanes, and tarts, and biscuits.
There were candied fruits, and ice-cream: and $&eames and cream—Ilots of
strawberries and lots of cream! There were otheddbings, too numerous to
enumerate. The pink gentleman’s gratitude to BoerGhwas taking a form that was
absolutely beatific to Billy Bunter, and quite pg@at and agreeable to the rest of the
party.

Sir George welcomed his guests with a pink facerieg hospitality. He shook hands
with them all, one after another, and learnedhairtnames, which he appeared to forget
the moment after he had heard them. But if he wdeavague, he undoubtedly was, in
the opinion of all the hikers, a ‘jolly old boy’.
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As Sir George had mentioned that he was expectsgdphew, a schoolboy like
themselves, that afternoon, and desired them ta, riiney rather expected to see him
there. But there was no schoolboy to be seen. ®blytler hovered, to wait on the
youthful guests.

‘None the worse, what, what?’ barked the pink gan#n, as he shook hands with Bob.
‘None the worse, | hope, Berry.’

‘Eh?’ Bob had almost forgotten the ache in his aofthe day before. ‘Oh! No! Right as
rain, sir.’

‘You look fit,” said the pink gentleman, approviggiMens sana in what-do-you-call-it
thingummy—you see | haven't quite forgotten my hatfou look very fit, Kerry ’
‘Thank you, sir—fit as a fiddle.’

‘Very good, very good, Sherry. And you—did you sayir name was Mornington or
Warrington?’

‘Wharton, sir,” said Harry, striving not to smile.

‘Well, I know you all now,’ said the pink gentlem&het me see—Sherry, Warrington,
Bullock, Nougat, Jampot Bang, Grunter, and Varnaye$.’ His eye fixed on Vernon-
Smith. *You've been fighting! he barked.

The Bounder coloured a little. He had ‘doctored Wisage to the best of his ability: but
it revealed unmistakeable signs of recent confetrtainly, it was nothing like
Cardew’s: but it really was not the visage a fellmauld have selected for a tea-party at
a country mansion.

‘Only a spot of scrapping, sir!’ said Smithy. ‘Cdult really be helped— the other fellow
asked for it.’

‘Well, well, Varney-Green, boys will be boys!” sa8ir George. ‘Never mind, never
mind. Judson!” He barked at the butler.

‘Yes, Sir George.’

‘You've seen nothing of my nephew yet?’

‘No, Sir George.’

‘Well, well, let us sit down,’ said the pink gentian. ‘The boy is a rather thoughtless
young rascal, but he may be here any minute—anwuteih should like him to meet
you—especially Sherry. | want him to meet the briadewho saved me from a fall. You
are a very brave lad, Sherry. | might have haddafalé—broken bones—what? What? |
want you to meet my nephew! Unreliable young rasd¢s phoned from Reading that he
would be here this afternoon in time for tea—buevehis he? What? What? Where is
he?’

The pink gentleman stared at Bob, as he barkedjtrestion, as if he expected Bob to
know. However, he went on without waiting for alsep

‘Sit down, sit down, boys! Make yourselves at home!

We shall certainly not wait for that unreliable ygurascal!

What? What? Here, Warrington—here, Sherry—hereloBki—here, Grunter—did you
say your name was Grunter or Shunter?’

‘Bunter!” yapped the fat Owl.

‘Good gad, if your name is Bunter, why was | tdle&vas Shunter—or Grunter? However,
never mind, never mind! Sit down, Hunter.’

Bunter was glad, at any rate, to sit down. Thewgaildown in comfortable garden-chairs
round the table, and Judson ministered to theny Biinter did not require any
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ministering. Bunter started at once, and continuggkdout pause. Seldom had the fat Owl
sat at so well-supplied a table: and he was natdasme. Bunter’s fat face shone. For
once the fat Owl was a picture of complete contemtmif this was hiking, Bunter was
glad, after all, that Smithy had asked him for ‘thas’, even though it had turned out to
be only a hike! Billy Bunter could have hiked, ¢vese lines, for the rest of his natural
life.

There was a cheery hum of conversation, in whicht&uwas too busy to take part. The
pink gentleman did most of the talking, though oiéén waiting for replies. Every now
and then he glanced down the drive towards thenggteobviously in expectation of an
arrival: and several times he muttered ‘Unreligldang rascal!” apparently in allusion to
the expected nephew. It was clear that the pinklg®an was attached to that schoolboy
nephew, and looked forward to his arrival: andjthreors could not help thinking that
that unknown nephew was lucky to have such a ‘joltiyboy’ for an uncle. They rather
hoped that he would arrive before they left. Buyetsthere was no sign of him.

‘Let me see—what did you say was the name of yoloal?’ asked Sir George, after
one of his glances down the drive. ‘Did you saydBfaars or Whitefriars, Partington?’
‘Greyfriars, sir!’ said Harry.

‘Oh! Yes! Greyfriars!” The pink gentleman nodde@dod show—turns out fine young
fellows, what? What? You are a credit to your s¢hiderry.’

‘Not at all, sir,” murmured Bob.

‘What? What? Don’t contradict me, Berry. | remembgr nephew has mentioned
Greyfriars, in his letters from school. Yes, by dovam sure | remember. He has played
cricket there, | think. Does your school play 80’3, Mornington?’

The hikers all sat up and took notice, as it wat@nce. They were quite interested to
learn that Sir George’s nephew was a St. Jim’s man.

‘Oh, yes, sir,” answered Harry. ‘We played St. it cricket only a few weeks ago—
the junior team: Tom Merry’s crowd—'

‘By Jove! Very likely you have met my nephew alrgathen!” exclaimed the pink
gentleman, evidently pleased by the idea. ‘Old asgances, what? What? He will be
glad to meet you here! The young rascal is lateisivery often late—I——

Sir George was interrupted.

Smash!

Judson dropped a plate.

The pink gentleman jumped, and stared at him.

‘Judson! What—what—what—?’

The butler did not answer. He did not even looBiaiGeorge. He stood staring at the
drive, blankly, as if petrified by something he sthare. Sir George’s white eyebrows
contracted over his pink face.

‘Judson! What is the matter with you? What—what -awh?’ Then he turned his head,
and stared in the direction in which the startledsbn was staring. All the tea-party
looked in that direction excepting Billy Bunter. ier did not look up from the
foodstuffs.

‘Good gad!’ gasped Sir George.

‘Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry.

‘Cardew—!" breathed Nugent.

‘That chap—’
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‘What is he doing here?’

The hikers could only stare in amazement. Frongdteway, coming slowly up the
drive, was a startling figure. It was that of asalboy with a swollen crimson nose and
two black eyes. The hikers had almost forgotterd®ar They had not expected to see
him again. Now they saw him, coming up the drivelatle Lodge.

Sir George jumped up so hurriedly that his chawfbver backwards. He gazed at the
approaching figure with bulging eyes, gasping.

‘What—what—what———=2’ His voice was quite faint.

‘Judson! Is—is—is—is that—is that—?’ His voice seshto fail.

Judson gasped too.

‘That is Master Ralph, sir!’

‘Good gad! My nephew—in such a state—what has hagq® What can have happened?
Ralph! My nephew! My dear boy! My poor boy! Ralph?’

Forgetful of his guests, the pink gentleman rudadrds the drive. He tore down the
drive to meet the dilapidated St. Jim’s junior axchme. Judson followed him more
slowly. Harry Wharton and Co., all on their feet\sndooked at one another with utterly
dismayed looks. The awful truth dawned on them!

‘Cardew—!" breathed Bob.

‘That jolly old boy’s nephew—' stuttered Nugent.

‘Cardew—the nephew he was expecting! gasped Hatmgarton. ‘That—that—that old
boy is the uncle he mentioned—’

‘Oh, holy smoke! ‘said Johnny Bull.

‘Oh, great pip!” muttered the Bounder.

‘The great pipfulness is terrific!’

Billy Bunter blinked up.

‘| say, you fellows? Anything the matter?’ he askégay, shove the ice-cream this way,
Bob.’

Nobody heeded Bunter. Six hikers stood overwhelmi¢id dismay. In the midst of their
enjoyment of Sir George’s unbounded hospitality,G@orge’s expected nephew
arrived—and his nephew was Cardew, of the Fourtimfad St. Jim’s—and he came
tottering with a swollen crimson nose and two blagks, looking like a prize-fighter
who had gone through a particularly tough timevds just overwhelming!

‘You ass, Smithy!” muttered Bob.

‘How was a fellow to know—"?"’

‘Never mind that now.” Harry Wharton was the fitstgrasp the situation. ‘We’ve got to
get out of this— CutV’

At a distance, on the drive, the pink gentlemanreagdhed Cardew. He had forgotten his
guests, and they were glad to be forgotten. Heflwtering over Cardew like a
distressed hen over a chick. It was not in accarelavith the best traditions of good
manners for guests to depart, suddenly and huyriedhout a word to their host. But
clearly the hikers’ best bet was to get going, tinget going at once. One of them had
hammered Sir George’s favourite nephew black aund:ld@nd the sooner they
disappeared from the scene, the better.

‘Come on!’ said Bob. ‘Get a move on, Bunter.’

‘Eh?’

‘Quick—we’ve got to go—'
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‘What?’

‘Shift, you fat ass,’ hissed Johnny Bull.

‘Oh, don’t be a silly goat! yapped Bunter. ‘I'm tibalf-finished yet. | say, shove the ice-
cream this way, will you?’

Billy Bunter never tasted that ice-cream. Bob Chgnasped his collar, and heaved him
up. Bunter uttered a yell of protest: but his yedls not heeded: Bob started at a run, and
Billy Bunter had to accompany him. The grip on¢odlar was not to be denied. He
spluttered with indignation as he went.

‘Beast! Leggo! | say, | haven’t had any of the siparries yet—groooogh! I—wait, wait
a minute—will you leggo—groooogh!’

It was a swift retreat. Indeed it was a rapid fligh a matter of moments, the hikers
reached the little wicket gate in the park fencel m a matter of a few moments more,
grabbed up their packs. The pink gentleman, flui¢eover Cardew on the drive, had no
eyes for them: and they surged breathlessly throlghvicket to the road, Billy Bunter
spluttering frantically as he surged along withnthe

‘March!” gasped Bob.

‘| say, you fellows—! yelled Bunter.

‘Yank him along!

‘Yarooooh!’

It was as quick a march as the hikers had put iyfraBunce’s place in Sussex. Hode
Lodge, and Sir George, and Cardew, were left behiaghidly. What transpired at Hode
Lodge, after their hurried departure, they did kraaw, and did not want to know. All
they wanted was to fade out of the picture withdelay—and they did: to an
accompaniment of exasperated and indignant spduttem the fattest member of the

party.

CHAPTER 33
THE LAST STRAW

‘JOLLY! said Bob Cherry.

How often the cheery Bob had pronounced it ‘joltytyring that hike, his comrades could
hardly have computed.

But it really was ‘jolly’.

It was the following day, and a glorious summer@rning.

Bright sunshine streamed down on dusky woods, gresadows, blue hills, and the
shining waters of the Kennet, rolling on its waydm Father Thames at Reading.

The Greyfriars hikers had camped—at a considerdibtance from Hode Lodge—in
quite a delightful spot. Now they sat at breakfastjer shady branches, by a path that
followed the bank of the river.

At a little distance was a little thatched cottag#h a long garden bright with tall
hollyhocks, and a board on the gate which read BEAR HIRE. Bob’s eyes lingered
on that board.

‘| say, you fellows—

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! Enjoying life, old fat man?’

‘| say, isn’'t there any more?’ demanded Bunter bhieked round anxiously and
peevishly through his big spectacles.
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‘There’s the sardines—' said Harry.

‘I've had the sardines.’

‘Well, there’s the ham—' said Nugent.

‘I've finished the ham.’

‘You'll have to fill up on jam, then. Nothing elssaid Bob.

‘I've had the jam.’

‘Nothing more till lunch then, you fat cormorant.’

‘Oh, crikey"

Billy Bunter leaned back against a tree, frownihlis, in Bunter’s opinion, was the
limit. Breakfast had eliminated all the provendethe rucksacks. Supplies had to be
renewed, en route, for lunch later. But Bunter waisthinking of lunch later. He was
thinking of breakfast in the present tense. Hedliadosed of only as much as any other
three fellows in the party. And there was nothingren

He sat and frowned.

With the selfishness to which he was only too sefully accustomed, the other hikers
did not seem to worry because there was no foundhfi&h breakfast to follow the three
Bunter had already packed away. Bob Cherry poitd¢de board on the cottage gate.
‘What about putting in the morning here, and hawarfgpat out?’ he asked. ‘A change
from foot-slogging, what?’

‘Jolly good idea!’” agreed Nugent.

‘The goodfulness of the idea is terrific.’

‘| say, you fellows—

‘Like to come on the water, Bunter?’ asked Harry.

‘No, | jolly well wouldn't! If you fellows like toslog about in the sun, you can. I'm not
going to.’

‘Okay! Sit it out, old fat man, while we slog abantthe sun,’ said Bob, cheerily. ‘Come
on, you chaps, and let's see about the boat.’

‘| say, you fellows! yelled Bunter. ‘What aboutugy?’
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Harry Wharton laughed.

‘Trust Bunter to think of that,” he said. ‘Like tut off and do some shopping while
we’re out in the boat, Bunter?’

Billy Bunter’s fat lip curled.

‘That'’s right! he said, sarcastically. ‘Put it @h me, as usual.’

‘Well, if we're putting in the morning here, we shaant something for lunch,’ said
Vernon-Smith. ‘Bunter can cut off—’

‘Beast!’

‘It's only half a mile to the high road,” said Bot.ou can pick up a bus into Reading—'
‘Shan't’

‘Look here, it's time that fat slacker did a turgrunted Johnny Bull. ‘How often has he
done a turn, on this hike?’

‘Not often!” agreed Bob. ‘He washed up once—’

‘Not till he was kicked.’

‘He fetched the grub once, back in Hampshire—'

‘And now he can jolly well fetch it again!” growletbhnny. ‘Look here, lazybones, it's
only half a mile to pick up a bus—’

‘Shan't’

‘Oh, boot him!” growled Johnny.

‘Beast!’

Really, there seemed no adequate reason why Buairieg he did not want to join in the
boating, shouldn’t do the shopping while the otlediows boated. It was quite a brief
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walk by a pleasant woodland path to the high reddre buses rolled to and from
Reading. On the other hand, Bunter was sitting ddinen Bunter was sitting down,
Bunter liked to stay sitting down. Sitting down wasfact, his long suit.

He gave the hikers a morose blink through his pagtacles. That bright morning, Billy
Bunter was not only lazy, which was his perpettates he was indignant.

Bunter had a grievance, added to all the othewgnees that had accumulated during
that hike. He had been snatched away from that tédke gods at Hode Lodge—before
he had even tasted the strawberries, too! He hawl Wwalked off his little fat legs. Now
he had not even had enough for breakfast! And wWaayted him to do the shopping while
they messed about in boats! Words could hardly klave justice to the fat Owl’s
indignation.

And there was worse to come! Billy Bunter reallylbhardly believe his fat ears as Bob
Cherry went on:

‘Never mind lunch! Cut lunch, and have a high teaewhere on the road afterwards,
what?’

Bunter gazed at him! The other fellows nodded as$tw any fellow in his sane senses
could assent to such a proposition, was beyong Bilinter's comprehension. But they
all assented quite readily and cheerfully, jusft asmeal was a trifle light as air, and not
a matter of which the importance could hardly baggerated!

‘You silly idiot!” gasped Bunter. ‘Did—did—¢hd you say cut lunch?’

‘Just that, old fat man.’

‘Mad?’ gasped Bunter. ‘Look here, if you think I'going to cut lunch, you're jolly well
mistaken, see? I've had hardly anything for brekked | shall want my lunch! If this is
the way you treat a fellow, Smithy, after askinmhor the “hols™—’

‘Aren’t you enjoying the hike?’ asked the Bounder.

‘Beast! You ask a fellow for the “hols”, and thssthe sort of “hols” you land him in—
walking a fellow off his legs, landing everything bim, and keeping him short of grub! |
can tell you that I'm jolly well fed up with you.md if you think I'm going to cut
lunch—’

‘Cheerio, Bunter!?’

Six fellows moved off in the direction of the boatms cottage. Billy Bunter glared after
them with a glare that might almost have crackadspectacles. Hiking had already
palled on Bunter. Even home, sweet home, hadtitscaibns in comparison. And this
was the last straw! At that moment, Billy Buntefiags mind was made up!

‘| say, you fellows! he yelled. ‘Stop a minute!

They looked back.

‘Coming in the boat?’ asked Bob.

‘No! hooted Bunter. ‘If you're all too jolly lazyo do the shopping, and want to put
everything on me as usual, I'll go.’

‘Ha, ha, ha’

Apparently the awful prospect of cutting lunch &t the fat Owl to action. He heaved
himself to his feet. As Bunter had—or hadn’t'—Ilelt his wealth at home, shopping-
money was contributed, in equal proportions, bystlkeother hikers, with a list of
supplies required. Then they re-started for thdérbaa’s cottage: leaving the fat Owl at
the camp, with the cash in one fat hand, and tbpphg-list in the other. He had only
one remark to make as they went: ‘Beasts!’
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That was the last they heard from Bunter.

After which, sad to relate, they quite forgot has éxistence! It was undoubtedly ‘jolly’,

as Bob Cherry declared, in a boat on the Kennelttaa Greyfriars hikers thoroughly
enjoyed that bright summer’s morning on the riv&ertainly, they did not guess how

long it was going to be, before they saw Billy Bemagain. But even if they had guessed,
it was just possible that they might have enjoyed sunny morning on the Kennet none
the less!

CHAPTER 34
BILLY BUNTER'S FAREWELL!

‘HALLO, hallo, hallo!

‘Where’s Bunter?’

‘The wherefulness is terrific!’

‘Not back yet, by gum!’

‘That lazy fat slacker—"

Six happy hikers had returned to camp. They hadanaehjoyable morning in the boat
on the river. And they had come back with quitelthgaappetites: rather glad that, after
all, Billy Bunter had decided to do the shoppinggl ¢ghat there would be lunch.

But—!

Billy Bunter was not visible.

It was three or four hours since they had left hiltmey had expected Bunter to move to
slow motion. They had expected him to linger in éRieg for a feed before he started
back. They had expected him to take a series tf,r@gth a fat paw dipping into the
shopping-bag at each of them. All this, knowingrtiBainter, they had expected. But they
had not expected to find him still absent when tteye back to camp after three or four
hours. Absent, however, he was! The camp was thieedbaggage was there: but no
Bunter was there.

‘Bunter! roared Bob Cherry. ‘Bunter! Bunty! BuntV’

Echo answered ‘Bunt’. But there was no other ansi&enter was not in sight, and he
was not in hearing! There was no Bunter!

‘Hallo, hallo, hallo! exclaimed Bob, suddenly. ‘Vétis this?’

‘This’ was a leaf torn from a pocket-book, on whible shopping-list had been written.
Bunter had not taken it with him. It was pinnedhe trunk of the tree under which the
hikers had breakfasted, by the simple method ofarg a fork through it into the bark.
Evidently, it had been pinned there to catch thesef the hikers when they returned. It
was the back of the shopping-list that met the €yeit was pencilled a message in a
scrawling, sprawling hand, easily recognizable aster’s, and in a variety of
orthography still more easily recognizable as Buste

The hikers gathered round it, and gazed at iarit r

Beests!

I’'m not kumming back! I'm phed up with the lot oby! Smithy diddled me over the

hols, and you can tell him from me that | despiae. Wawking a fellow off his leggs,
putting evverything on him, and keping him shorgaibb.

I’'m borrowing the munny to pay my trane fair. Ofrse | shall settle up next term at
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Greyfriars, as soon as | receeve a postal-ordeeXpecting. I'm mearly borrowing it for
a tyme, as | had left all my munny at Bunter Colim. turning you down, the lot of you,
and you can jolly well get on the best you can withme. And you needn’t think | shall
cum back like Smithy did if you kum after me, eithiém taking the trane home from
Redding, and you can go and eat coak.

Yores with skorn,

PS. Yore a lot of beests. PPS. Kads!

W. G. Bunter.

Such was the epistle that Billy Bunter had leftibdhto greet the eyes of the hikers.
Billy Bunter was gone! He had turned them down!hdel shaken the dust of that hike
from his feet, so to speak, and he had paid his taae home with the cash allocated for
shopping! There was not going to be any lunch! Arete was not going to be any
Bunter! Not till the next term at Greyfriars Schoatre they to have the pleasure—or
otherwise—of beholding that fat face again!

The hikers gazed at that epistle. Then they gazedeaanother. Then there was a roar:
‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Oh, my hat!’ gasped Bob Cherry. ‘Bunter’s turnexiddown—'’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘No more Bunter—'

‘Ha, ha, ha!

‘Somebody lend me a hanky to weep into—’

‘Ha, ha, ha!

If Billy Bunter had anticipated that that scornfatewell would be a blow, it was a blow
that the hikers bore with great fortitude. The makthe Kennet echoed to their
merriment.

‘No lunch,’ said Bob. ‘No Bunter! Pack up and mdich

There was no lunch! There had to be a march béfere was meal. But the hikers did
not seem to mind. Six faces were merry and brighhay packed and marched, really as
if they were going to enjoy that hike all the maifeer losing the fascinating company of
Bunter the Hiker.

THE END
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